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Mrs. Margaret Sanger, the great birth control advocate,
and her {wo sons

"WOMAN

AND THE

NEW RACE"

By MARGARET SANGER

This book, just published, is Margaret Sanger’s
greatest effort for the birth control movement. It con-
tains the very essence of her life’s work. It instruets
the women of the world in the greatest step of their

emancipation.

“Woman and the New Race” contains

the sum total of her experience—the knowledge she

dared to utter and print!

It contains the story of her

long struggle through prison and the courts for wom-
an’s right to the knowledge which will set her free.

Havelock Ellis, in his preface to “Woman and the

New Race,” says:

“Let this book be read;let it be read by every man
and woman who can read. And the soomer it is not
only read, but acted upon, the better for the world.”

If you fail to read this book do not ever complain of
any unhappiness that may be yours, resulting from lack
of knowledge of the married state, because “Woman and
the New Race” possesses the knowledge you must and

should have.

Woman’s Error and her
Debt

The Struggle for Freedom

Two Classes of Woman

Immorality of Unwanted
Large Families

Cries of Despair

Women Who Plead for
Abortion

When Should a Woman
Avoid Having Children”

I~ PART OF CONTENTS ————————

Any one of the above chapters alone is worth the
price of the book

Continence: Is it Practi-
cable or Desirable?

Contraception or Abortion ?

Are Preventive Means Cer-
tain?

Battalion of Unwanted
Babies Cause of War

Woman and Morality

Legislating Woman’s Mor-

als
\\'hy_ Not Birth  Control
Clinics in America?

THE KNOWLEDGE IS PRICELESS

This book, “Woman and the New Race,” by Margaret San-
ger, contains so much that is vital, thorough and necessary to
every married couple, that it would requirg
The knowledge be-

a book to explain it.
tween its covers is priceless.

Send $2 to-day for “Woman and the New Race”
Race,” and if you are not satisfied it is
worth its weight in gold we wili refund
your money. Order before this first edi- Only
tion is exhausted and the price advances,
and while we still have the privilege of
Order direct and at

sending it to you.
once—don’t delay.

“Woman and
the New

Sent Prepaid
Anywhere,

2

SPECIAL OFFER TO
NEW SUBSCRIBERS

If you will send $3.50 for a year’'s Subscrip-
tion to Good Morning, before November 1st,
1920, we will send, without cost, the back issues
of Good Morning, beginning with Vol. 2, No. 1.

Good Morning, edited by Art Young, is the
biggest thing that has happened in the labor
movement. Help shove it across. Subscribe
Now.

15¢. per Copy.
$1.00 for 3 Months.

GOOD MORNING CO., INC,,
7 East 15th Street, New York City.
For the enclosed $3.50 enter my subscription to Good

Morning for one year. Send the back issues beginning
May 1st, 1920, Vol. 2, No. 1, without extra charge.

$3.50 per Year.
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TRUTH PUBLISHING CO.,

1400 BROADWAY, DEPT. 2-E., NEW YORK, N. Y.

RATIONAL LIVING

Editor: BENZION LIBER, M. D.
Doctor of Public Health

RATIONAL LIVING will be an independent radical monthly de-
voted to the teaching of rational methods of living.

Health Conservation—Preventign of Disease—Social Hygiene—

Industrial Hygiene—Personal and Intimate Hygiene—Child

Hygiene—The Child and the Home—Plain, Drugless Treat-

ment of Disease—Birth Control—All Truths From All.Schoois

~—Fighting Dishonesty in All Healing Professions—Answers
to Subscribers’ Questions,

RATIONAL LIVING will be an educational guide for manual
and mental workers of both sexes. It will teach the reader how
to live in order to avoid disease and to be as healthy and as
beautiful as possible under present conditions. It will teach
parents how to take care of their children,

RATIONAL LIVING will not be sensational, will not cater to
athletes and extraordinary people. It will have in view the plain,
ordinary man, woman.and child. It will belong to no medical
school, but will take the truth wherever found and present it to
the reader in simple, clear English. It will be scientific, but
popular. It will save you money.

RATIONAL LIVING will be open-minded and alert to all mod-
ern problems and particularly to all new ideas tending to im-
prove the people’s health. It will publish just and fearless criti-
cism of all fakes and humbugs.

RATIONAL LIVING will advise organized labor as to sanitary
condGitions in shops, factories and mines and will study the oc-
cupational diseases in all industries:< It will teach you how and
what to eat, how to dress, how to take care of your home. It will
contain interesting and instructive illustrations.

The name of our editor, who is well known in radical circles
as an educator, lecturer and writer on social and economic, but
mainly on medical subjects, is a guarantee for the quality of our
magazine.

RATIONAL LIVING will be a work of love for a great cause. It
will take no advertisements, or, if any, only those which upon
examination will he found reliable,

It will appear in November, 1020, or as soon as a sutficient num-
her of subscriptions will be received. Only few single copies will
be sold, and in few places only. The more subscriptions, the bet-
ter, the larger, the more beautiful the magazine.

Subsecribe at once and ask all your friends to subscribe.

Subscriptions accepted now.

Subscription price, until November 13, 4 dollars a year, or cor-
responding rates for shorter perjods. Mail checks or money orders.

Address: RATIONAL LIVING, 61 Hamilton Place, New York
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" To be published October 15th '

A NEW NOVEL BY UPTON SINCLAIR

100%

The Story of a Patriot

Would you like to go behind the scenes and see the “invisible government” of your
country saving you from the Bolsheviks and the Reds? Would you like to meet the secret
agents and provocateurs of “Big Business,” to know what they look like, how they talk, and
what they are doing to make the world safe for Democracy Several of these gentlemen have
been haunting the home of Upton Sinclair during the past three years, and he has had the idea
of turning the tables and investigating the investigators. He has put one of them, Peter Gudge
by name, into a book, together with Peter’s lady loves, and his wife, and his boss, and a whole
group of his fellow-agents and their employers. -

The hero of this book is a red-blooded, 100% American, a “he-man” and no mollycoddle.
He begins with the Mooney case, and goes through half a dozen big cases of which you have
heard. His story is a fact-story of America from 1916 to 1920, and will make a bigger sen-
sation than “The Jungle.” Albert Rhys Williams, author of “Lenin” and “In the Claws of
the German Eagle,” read the ms., and wrote:

“This is the first novel of yours that I have read thru with real interest. It is your most
timely work, and is bound to make a sensation. I venture that you will have even more trou-
ble than you had with ‘The Brass Check’—in getting the books printed fast enough.”

331 pages, 60 cents paper, postpaid; $1.20, cloth, postpaid.

“THE BRASS CHECK”

The eighth edition (144th thousand) is now ready. The following is from a page review
by Hermann Bessemer, in the “Neues Journal,” Vienna: v

A BAEDEKER THRU AMERICA

“Here is a book-trade ‘scoop’ without equal. If there are books which occasion earthquakes in
literature, intellectual, moral, social earthquakes, assuredly ‘The Brass Check’ by Upton Sinclair is
such a book. In the first place, of course, for America—since the explosion of this literary forty-
two centimeter shell takes place in the land between Washington and Frisco, between New Orleans
and Milwaukee. But the book should also be translated into German, and that better to-day than
to-morrow. It will assuredly give the German reader a sensation. . .. Sinclair’s book is detective
novel, picture of manners, pamphlet, leading article and social program all at once. Perhaps it is
more detective novel and picture of manners than all the rest. The poet in Upton Sinclair is so pow-
erful that if it does not entirely crush the thinker and reformer, it yet knocks him flat, at least so
far as concerns the reader’s whipped-up and quivering nerve interest. The Sherlock Holmes novels
are, if Conan Doyle will forgive me, empty and tedious stuff beside these blood-warm anecdotes,
stories, adventures, torn with tiger-claws out of a fulness of life most genially comprehended. One
theme with incomparable intensity they all illuminate, turn about and prove—the monstrous ma-
chinery of propaganda, the news service and press-being of America. Truth becomes falsehood,
falsehood truth; reason becomes madness, benefit becomes injury, and vice versa. . . . Upton Sin-
clair deals with names, only with names, with balances, with figures, with documents, a truly stun-
ning, gigantic fact-material. His book is an armored military train, which with rushing pistons roars
thru the jungle of American monster-lies, whistling, roaring, shooting, chopping off with Berserker
rage the obscene heads of these evils. A breath-taking, clutching, frightful book.” ‘

NEW EDITION OF “THE JUNGLE” IN PRESS.

The priwces of “100%,” “The Jungle” and “The Brass Check” are the same—60 cents paper postpaid and $1.20
cloth postpaid. In quantities: three copies, paper, 31.50, cloth $3.00; ten copies, paper $4.50, cloth $9.00.

UPTON SINCLAIR, Pasadena, California.

_ Sy 178 THE LIBERATOR, a monthly magazine, October, 1920. Twenty-five cents a copy, $2.50 a year. Vol. 3, No. 10, Serial
srl@g@ No. 31. Published by The Liberator Publishing Co., 138 West 13th Street, New York, N. Y? Application pending for
UYERESS entry as second-class matter at the post office at New York, N, Y., under the act of March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1920,
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| Chang’e My Mind A Little

By Robert Minor

HEN I came out of Russia a little more than a
year and a half ago, my understanding of the
Russian revolution was far from clear. I thought I
understood it; everybody thinks he does when he comes
out of Russia. But few do, and I must class myself al-
most with thode who, like Bertrand Russell, Mrs. Philip
Snowden and some of the German Independent Social-
ists, went to- Russia, measured the Soviet regime by a
preconceived standard, found it did not fit the standard,
and, with the very best of intentions, returned home to
spread a very damaging misconception.

I came back declaring, in France, England and Amer-
ica, that the working class of all countries must at any
cost compel the lifting of the blockade and the with-
drawal of military expeditions against Soviet Russia.
But when it came to unqualifiedly endorsing the Bolshe-
vik regime, I was silent or hinted that I must make res-
ervations; and in one instance I made a very bad jour-
nalistic blunder which capitalist journalism was able
to distort into a still worse form.

I have more recently come to the conclusion that there
is something more important than to save Soviet Russia.
It is to understand Soviet Russia. Or, one might say,
the only effective way to save Soviet Russia is to under-
stand it. I have in the past misunderstood Soviet Rus-
sia and have unconsciously spread my misunderstanding
to others, even while conducting a public speaking cam-
paign against intervention.

And to those who read my early articles and heard my
speeches, I owe a public acknowledgment and explana-
tion of my mistake. I can best accomplish that by pub-
lishing fully my former objections to the Bolshevik
regime. I have never before made a full statement of
these objections, because they would have had the effect
of raising factional differences among defenders of the
revolution, to the damage of the Labor Republic in peril.
I can publish them now because I repudiate them.

1. I thought that in the early days of the revolution

Lenin and his party had diluted their Marxian philos-
ophy with Anarchist tactics, which the needs of the revo-
lution demanded; I thought that the overthrow of the
Russian bourgeois government was in fair accord with
the Anarchist tactic and in violent disaccord with
Marxism. v

2. I thought that, having won a commanding position
by a victorious use of Anarchist tactics, Lenin and
Trotzky began to settle down into their old Social-
Democratic habits of thought; that they began to desert
the anarchistic theories of their first enthusiasm and to
conserve their own power by sinking back into the posi-
tion of the conventional “Marxian” parties of the world.

3. That in arrogating all power to an iron central
authority, sapping the power of the once locally autono-
mous soviets, the Bolshevik leaders had destroyed the
roots of the revolution and the only hope of real com-
munism in Russia.

4. That a course of compromise, which began as
early as the Brest-Litovsk treaty, had led inevitably to:
the eradication of the original form of locally or indus-
trially autonomous soviets, and to the crystalizing of a
police bureaucracy, to military conscription, to the extinc-
tion of press freedom, to the repression of parties more
revolutionary than the Bolsheviks, and into alliances
with the bourgeoisie of their own country and foreign
countries. : :

5. That the revolution had stagnated into a State
Socialism sadly resembling the bourgeois governments
of the world, with which it could now have no legitimate
quarrel; that foreign capital would accept the offers
of concessions and agreements with the Bolshevik gov-
ernment.

6. That the Russian State bureaucracy and an army
under old-time Tzarist officers, disciplined more thor-
oughly than any other army ever was, would enforce
upon the Russian workers and peasants the agreements.
made with foreign capital, thus bringing an end to most
of what was good in the Russian revolution.




While holding those opinions I made a tour of the
United States, addressing mass meetings. My position
was that as the sole purpose of attacks upon Soviet
Russia was to punish Labor for expropriating capital,
we must defend Russia as representing the cause of
Labor.

There was a strange disappointment to me in this
speaking tour. The meetings had all the external ap-
pearance of success. But behind the cheers and in the
sea of upturned faces I could read that there was
something lacking in what I had to tell them. After
months of meetings, I began to learn that the working
masses wanted something more than to “save Soviet
Russia.” They wanted to wunderstand Soviet Russia.
Slowly I began to sense in the Labor masses a current
as profound as the tides of the sea. I was bothered with
the elusive impression that a great natural law was at
work which I did not understand.

It was plain that the Russian revolution had set this
current in motion, and that its form was pre-determined
somewhere in the origin of the race. It was as pure a
natural phenomenon as the breathing of the human
lungs, and it could not be changed or influenced in the
slightest degree except that it could be accelerated or let
alone. My explanation of the Russian revolution did not
explain all that the workers wanted to know; my reser-
vations didn’t register.

There couldn’t be anything the matter w1th a natural
law, so I thought there must be something the matter
with me. I settled down in an out-of-the-way place to
study and to discover what was the matter with my un-
derstanding of the Russian revolution. I took with me
the three heavy volumes of Marx’s “Capital.”

While I was wading into the first volume of “Capital,”
someone handed me an English translation of Lenin’s
pamphlet, ““The State and Revolution.”

Bakunin or Marx?

The reading of that pamphlet was an event of my life.
I read it four times. To my astonishment it contains a

full outline of the program which the Bolshevik gov- .

ernment has pursued to this day—written three months
before the Bolshevik revolution. To my bewilderment
I had to admit that Lenin had not preached one doctrine
before his accession to power and a different doctrine
afterward.

Finding Lenin’s pamphlet partly based upon Fred-
erick Engels’ “Origin of the Family, Private Property
and the State,” I remembered with chagrin that I had
not read that book. I read it and it struck my con-
ceptions another blow, even harder than had Lenin’s
work. I found Engels exposing the origin, the charac-
ter and the inevitable abolition of the State, more clearly
and “radically” than any Anarchist had ever to my
knowledge exposed and condemned the State.

tropical
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I plunged into a long course of reading guided by the
quotations in Lenin’s booklet.

I re-read the “Communist Manifesto” of 1847 which,
long ago, I had read sandwiched in betwecn the works
of reverend gentlemen who aspired to be Socialist may-
ors, and which I had then not understood. I noted with
surprise that the first Russian translation of it was by
Michael Bakunin. I find in that Manifesto a general
outline’in complete harmony with the tactics which were
actually employed by the Bolsheviki in 1917, with the
exception that the form of the “dictatorship of the pro-
letariat” was constructed by Marx twenty-four years
later from the experience of the Paris Commune.

My next step was to Anarchist sources; and the first
writing to come to my eye was Kropotkin’s “The State;
Its Historic Role,” which I had read long ago. This
deals with the same general subject as Engels’ “Origin
of the Family, Private Property and the State,” -and
therefore, for comparison, I seized with lively interest
Kropotkin’s pamphlet. I was amazed and chagrined
by the comparison. I am brought to memories of my
visit to Kropotkin, “my Prophet,” in Moscow in the
Spring of 1918, the dark days when the Revolution stag-
gered in the bravest fight that men have ever seen, under
the heaviest blows that the world has ever rained upon
the prostrate defenders of an ideal. I found Kropotkin
surrounded by American Y. M. C. A. boys, who ad-
dressed him as “Prince,” and his sole concern was that
“Allied democracy should win.” I went away sadly
pondering on what could be the matter with a man who
would let himself be called “Prince.”

I found Kropotkin’s discussion of the State hard to
read after Engels’. I am forced to admit that Marx
and Engels created the non-State philosophy, and Kro-
potkin did not even understand it.

Engels carefully traces man from the point where
Darwin left him living in the trees of tropical and sub-
forests, through three stages of savagery,
through three stages of barbarism (as distinguished very
clearly from savagery), and merging into the period of
Civilization with the invention of letter script and the
making of written records. Engels proves that during
these stages there never was a State known to any race
of men. He describes in details all drawn from facts
learned by the senses of sight and hearing just what
form it was that the social body existed in, and just how
that form differed by wide extremes from the State
form. He shows that every tribe of men, whether of
Europe, Asia, the heart of Africa or the American In-
dians, went through these stages without the slightest
deviation except where the absence of iron ore or of
domesticable animals made inevitable a deviation or an
arrest of growth.

Then he brings man into Civilization (dealing here
only with undisputed records) and pi1ves that nowhere
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on earth was a State or a king known
until after private property accumu-
lations began—a considerable time
after Civilization began. Only after
accumulations of private property had
divided men into the wealthy and the
poor, and the wealthy required the
- State to secure their wealth. He
. shows how and why “special bodies
of armed men”—armies and police—
did not exist until a wealthy class and
a poor class existed and the State was
formed for the sole purpose of sub-
jecting the poor class. He shows that
- monogamy was not known until the
advent of private property, how and
why the family with a male head was
formed where it was unknown before,
and how and why the male came to be.
the property possessor.

When I have finished with the two
booklets I realize that Engels has by
cold scientific method proven the origin
and the function of the State and the
necessity and certainty of its elimination, while Kro-
potkin has given no coherent account of the subject
whatever.

And so I have to admit that I was mistaken in saying
that Lenin had diluted his Marxian philosophy with an-
archism. S '

The State

So much for the writers, for the time being. Now let
me revert to my own observations in the actual Russian
revolution. Principles aside, there is nothing more cer-
tain to me now than that Pilsudski, Yudenich, Koltchack
and Lloyd George would long ago have obtained posses-
sion of all of Russia if the Bolsheviki had not made a
centrally controlled army under rigid discipline, or had
not suppressed the bourgeoisie with the means of organ-
ized, brute, police force. And, without kidding our-
selves, that is simply and plainly a State, no matter what
we may call it. I used to think that, better than to form
this State, even the risk of the capture of Russia by
Koltchak should be run. But let us see about it.
possible anywhere at any time to put the propertied
classes out of possession without armed force? And
after you have put them out, how do you keep them out?
You detail yourselves on street corners with guns. Day
after day, month after month, you do this, as Bill Shatoff
learned (and he was brave enough to face the fact). It
is the screaming irony of revolutionary history that the
Revolution in its biggest city had to depend upon-an
Anarchist as chief of police! What is a man standing
on a street corner with a gun, day in and day out, ac-

S

‘

Is it

Drawn by Elias Goldberg

Some additional professors go to investigate Bolshevism

cording to a system? He’s a policeman. Call him a
Red Guard or a soldier or a workingman or what your
inner guts may demand that you call him—but he’s a
policeman just the same. Bill Shatoff was an Anarchist.
But he knew that workmen had to stand on street corners
with guns, or the bourgeois would do it. Bill would not
call it policing, but I did and I got mad. Both of us
were wrong. We ought both to have called it policing
as I called it, and I ought to have done it as Bill did. (I
confess that I did, one night!)

As I face the proof that Marxism itself, while pre-
scribing the tactics employed by Lenin in overthrowing
Kerensky, and, aiming for a non-State society, neverthe-
less calls for a transitional period of Dictatorship of the
Proletariat, I have to acknowledge that Lenin is not
conserving his own power at the expense of “revolution-
ary liberty,” but is merely continuing the armed rebellion
through the “hold on” stage.

After the great flash of light from Lenin’s booklet—
the scientifically proven possibility of a free society
without State and with no man tied to a locality—the
notion of “locally autonomous” soviets is pitiful in com-
parison. The devil of it is that T have to admit that the
Anarchist conception is more conservative than Lenin’s.
The idea of autonomous local soviets seems a constrained
and tight little makeshift of a semi-State, when we see
Lenin striking straight for a non-State society with a
clear program for getting it more quickly than any other
had ever dared hope. The very rights to memberships
in village farming communes and in factory communes
look ludicrously like private property  rights, beside
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Lenin’§ complete and definite plan for freeing all men
f}'om ties to plots of land and from vested rights to spe-
cific jobs.

And when I blamed the Bolsheviki for signing the
Brest-Litovsk treaty, I was condemning them from a
lofty dogma of abstract perfection that neither I nor any
othex.' man can rationally hope to live up to. If the Bol-
sheviki had lived up to that abstract “principle,” the
world would be in a sad plight now. How ridiculous was
the idea is shown when we see the Red Armies now
cornmapding the European situation, with the hearts of
all nations beating so steadily for Moscow’s cause that
not a 1.1ation dares openly to declare war upon it; when
the ol?Jec!: lesson of the Russian Soviet Republic (what-
f:verults {nterr}al faults) recruits daily more thousands
1n all -nations for the aboliti i
the face gt for the on of private property from

Centralism and Discipliﬁe

We in America never knew “party discipline” as the
present-day Russians understand it. I knew it only as
a nasty little device for preventing any man from telling
the \ivhole truth lest he “endanger Comrade So-and-So’s
election as Alderman.” Only to choke any man’s effort
to develop any thought or enlightenment in the mass.

en quickly transferred to the arena of life and
de.ath in Russia, I carried with me also this conception
thls. loathing of “party discipline” as making sure stag-,
nation and defeat of the power to move. As I look upon
it now, this was very naive of me. Was not unity of
:jlctlon necessary in Russia? While in Russia I persisted
in thinking that enforced unity was not as valuable as
the varied-group initiative which it sacrificed. When I
saw some of the idiocies of some of the small groups. I
wavered, but mostly I was stubborn in belief that abso-
lgte centralization of power was sure to lead to reac-
tion. And I thought I saw the proof of the reaction in
the signing of the Brest-Litovsk treaty and consequent
prevention of open border raids by partisan (autono-
mqus.) regiments. But as I see the Red Armies now
crossing the Polish border, and foresee a second sign-
ing of peace—peace possibly with a soviet republic of
P(_)Iand—I have to say honestly that I believe I was
mistaken in the matter of party discipline.

When, in the past three years, Moscow compelled the

Left Socialist Revolutionists and some dissenting Anar-
c.hists to cease activities that varied from thé one revolu-
f}onary program, Moscow was not repressing parties
more revolutionary” than the Communists—not more
revolutionary—but more romantic. The Russian Anar-
c_hists should have put their talents into the one revolu-
tionary organization, the Russian Communist Party, and
have helped organize its discipline. The Communists
and the Anarchists both made mistakes, but which Eind
of mistakes would have lost the revolution ?

THE LIBERATOR

Have I not seen the wild gamut of weird mental aber-
rations, running like a thread of insanity through the
unprecedented, the standard-wrecking events incident
to the revolution? I have known a man to risk his life
daily for many weeks as a volunteer for the most dan-
gerous kind of work, which he did with unheard-of dar-
ing and intelligence up to a certain point where his mind
went off on one of the inexplicable tangents that are
known only to the uncharted seas of revolution, This
same man then pitifully reversed his whole course and
committed what amounted in its effect to an act of
treason to his cause. I have personally known of five
instances in quick succession of men entrusted with im- -

" portant tasks on “individual initiative” and “free work,”

who broke and betrayed. They broke and became be-
trayers, not because they were ill-meaning men, but be-
cause the individual mind, whether we like the fact or
not, does not in all cases stand the strain alone of ter-
rific demoralization and destruction of landmarks, which
are part and parcel of a revolution. And we know that
one break at a dangerous time may wreck the whole
revolution. I have seriously compared the “individually
free” work under the stress of the revolution, with the
results obtained by migid discipline of the revolutionary
organization, and I have come to the conclusion that the
revolution will come to wreck without the rigid party
dicipline. With the comparatively fixed landmarks of
conditions in a capitalist regime, perhaps sometimes the
free initiative of individuals has in value outweighed the
advantages of “party discipline,” but experience has
forced me to reject individual and sub-division initiative
as an a priori principle to be carried into the storm and
wreckage of the actual revolution.

I only wish now that I had been subject to “party dis-
cipline” when I made a certain journalistic blunder.

Dictatorship

The question of freedom of the press and the question
of police and political bureaucracy, and civil and military
conscription, are all really parts of the question of the
Dictatorship of the Proletariat. The dictatorship of the
Proletariat is not liberty, nor an instrument of liberty.
It is tyranny. It is a State.

We can get nowhere in discussion of the State unless
we are clear on this point. Any organized, armed, cen-
trally controlled force is a State. The Dictatorship of
the Proletariat is organized, armed, centrally controlled
force. : ‘
The dictatorship upholds itself by the means of “spe-
cial bodies of armed men.” Any special body of armed
men, whatever we may wish to call it, 45 a police or mili-
tary body. (We say “special bodies of armed men,” as
distinguished from an arming of everybody indiscrim-
inately.) .

Therefore, the Dictatorship of the Proletariat is a
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State, controlling an entire population by police and
military. .

Communism is impossible where a State exists.

A State has but one way of functioning—by curtailing
liberty. To say that the State is strong is to say that
liberty is weak.

The Anarchist worships Liberty; therefore he is in-
domitably opposed to the State.

I think I have here stated the cause of the disagree-
ment of the Anarchist-Communists with the Bolshevik-
Communists.

The answer is that in any society where there are
two classes one will rule the other by an iron dictator-
ship. When the bourgeois class was the stronger econ-
“omically, the bourgeois class could rule by its economic
strength and could afford to let the State power lapse
into leniency. Now, after the war, we find the working
class the strongest class on the economic field, and the
bourgeois class has to revive the brute force of the State
to enable it to win against the working class. The
working class press used to be beaten by the economic
power of the bourgeois, and the police power was only
occasionally called in to suppress the workers’ news-
papers. Now the bourgeois State subjects the workers’
papers to rigid police censorship or suppresses them with
heavy force. That’s what dictatorship is. It uses
force just in proportion to the amount of opposition it
encounters. To deny either dictatorship the right to
suppress, is to let the other dictatorship triumph. Any
dictatorship suppresses anything that does not support
the dictatorship. We have the example in Palmer’s and
Burleson’s dictatorship, which exterminates any workers’
journal that it cannot censor down to the degraded posi-
tion of supporting bourgeois parliamentary “democracy.”

The proletarian dictatorship does exactly the same:
it suppresses every force that does not support the dic-
tatorship.

I thought I foresaw that even if private property
were abolished in Russia, there would remain a dictator-
ship—a ruling class. A bureaucratic class, a “commissar
class.” When I heard the Bolsheviks in Moscow say
that the State would disappear with the completion of
the revolution, I nodded my head sagely and said, “Yes,
I can imagine this set of iron-handed bureaucrats valun-
tarily giving up power!”

At the time I did not know what the State was. I
had spent years in Bakunin’s train, with denunciations—
but no analysis, hating the State, but never understanding
what it was, is. Now I have learned what it is from
Frederick Engels. And in learning what the State is, I
have learned the startling truth that by its yery nature
and source, the State cannot exist and never did exist
except while there are two classes distinguished by a
difference in property. ‘

I used to hold the opinion that the State results from

Why did I not know?
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the ambition of men to rule, and that some form of dom-
ination of man by man, through force, had existed as
long as the race. I realized that private property could
not exist without the State, but I thought that the State
could exist without private property. I had read from
bourgeois writers and Kropotkin (see “The State; Its
Historic Role”) of “barbarian kings” end “savage
rulers” where there was no private property, and I did
not know that there never was a king or any political
ruler where there was not a propertied class to protect
and a propertiless class to suppress.

In perfect orthodoxy I thought that the State was
made by the inherent egoism of men—the will to rule.

It sounds very much like “original sin,” doesn’t it.

There’s a strong suspicion of priestcraft there.

Let us look for a conception of the origin of the State
that is different from the orthodox conception of bour-
geois ideology. There is but one. It is Marx’s, Engels’
and Lenin’s. _

As long ‘as there are two classes, one will rule the
other with as much brute force as is necessary to break
the other. Bourgeois dictatorship aspires to rule for-
ever. Proletarian dictatorship can only last as long as
there remains a class distinction. When there remains
no class that is conscious of its lost private property
rights, the proletarian State will disappear and there
will no longer be the physical possibility of a State. The
Dictatorship of the Proletariat will last as long as there
is a bourgeois with a gun or a hope.

How We Get That Way

I am not content without tracing to the roots the
cause of the limitation of my knowledge of Marxism.
Here is the explanation, as far
as I can make it:

In my first days of “studying Socialism,” I, like any
other American, went naively to what is called the So-
cialist Party. Well I remember the dingy little printing
office book store in St. Louis! There were sold to me
pamphlets and books listed under the head of Socialism
Made Easy. The Principles of Marxism Made Plain,
by the Reverend So-and-So; How Socialists Would Ad-
minister the City Government for the Benefit of the
Public; Socialism and the Church, by the Reverend
Father McGrady; Marxism made easy by Ferdinand La
Salle (with no hint that Marx denounced La Salle
as a charlatan!); Socialism by Kautsky; Socialism by
the Reverend C. H. Vale; Socialism by Spargo; Social-
ism by Charles Edward Russell. .

I drifted on the winds of adolescent idealism into the
Socialist Party, Local St. Louis. I shall never forget
one evening when I attended a “mass meeting” in a little
hall on the South Side. Oscar Ameringer spoke long and
fervently to repel the charges that Socialism would
break up the family or oppose Christianity or do any
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dishonest thing, as we should see if we would only elect
a Socialist Board of Aldermen. I always got tired and
sleepy at meetings and prodded myself with a sense of
duty to the cause to stick it out, with one eye on the door
so as to get away first as soon as it should be all over.
I was almost the first one 6ut this time, hurrying down
the stairs alone. At the dark exit I was halted by a
shabby little man who handed me a very small square of
paper and then darted away in the dark. Under the
street light on the next corner I read the paper. It was
a leaflet signed “Anarchist Group,” and it described “A
Plan for Capturing Arsenals and Strategic Points of a
City and Holding them against the Police” in just about
the manner in which the Bolsheviks were destined in
1917 to capture Petrograd. How silly, I thought. As
though any sensible man could imagine the possibility
or utility of that! How much better and saner was the
Reverend Charles H. Vale’s explanation of the honest
and lawful Marxian plan of getting the workers to elect
Socialists! But that little “Anarchist” contradiction to
“Marx’™ stuck in my memory and would not down
through all the years. When I saw it in practice in Rus-
sia, is it any wonder that I said, “This is an anarchist
tactic?” ’

Thus the struggle within the revolutionary and semi-
revolutionary ranks in America had resolved itself into
the question, “radical or conservative.” The socialistic
and the anarchistic ranks had not reached a much closer
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distinction of tactical divisions than “radical” and “con-
servative”—which were used as synonymous with “direct
action” and “politieal action,” or “anti-State” and “State.”

As soon as I had passed through the first inevitably
naive stage of accepting face values, my nature impelled
me to the “radical” side. I had to repel the idea of the
State, I had to throw off the Reverend C. H. Vale’s “Sci-
entific Socialism” and Father McGrady’s “Religion-is-a-
private-mattter” and “Socialism-saves-the-family.” I
had to chuck La Salle’s Marxism-made-easy. I did not
know then that the Socialist Party was one huge machine
for lying about Socialism.

I went “radical.” The first people I heard repudiate
the State, denounce the Church, and denounce marriage-
slavery were the Anarchists.

Nearly every American with the spirit to resent the
notion of living forever under State paternalism and the
soundness of mind and heart to denounce mass supersti-
tion, drew his first comfort from the words of Anar-
chists. Probably the best mass of them, with communis-
tic instinct, went to the I. W. W., with its philosophic
background of Bakunin and Johann Most.

To my surprise I find it stated clearly by the infinitely
wise man, Nickolai Lenin:

“Ministers and professional politicians, ‘practical’ So-
cialists and traitors of the proletariat of today have left
all criticism of parliamentarism to the anarchists, and, on
this wonderfully intelligent ground, denounce all criti-
cism of parliamentarism as ‘an-
archism.” It is indeed not sur-
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prising that the proletariat of

the most advanced countries,

being disgusted with such ‘So-

cialists’ as Messrs. Scheidemann,

° David, Legien, Sembat, Renau-

//( del, Henderson, Vandervelde,
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Stauning, Branting, Bissolati &
Co., have been giving their sym-
pathies more and more to An-
archo-Syndicalism, in spite of
the fact that it is but the twin
brother of Opportunism.” . . .
“The usual criticism of the An-
archists by the modern Social-
Democrats has been reduced to
the purest middle-class triviality :
‘We, f{forsooth, recognize the

il

Drawn by Art Young
“Jimmie, take the head of the class.
than this doddering imbecile.”

You can certainly do better

State, whereas the Anarchists
do nqt.” Naturally such triviali-
ties cannot but repel any revo-
lutionary workingmen who think
at all.”

I would refer to the “Phil-
osophical Essays” of Joseph
Dietzgen, the personal friend of
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Marx, who, you will remember, in defiance of his fellow
“Social-Democrats,” took over the editorship of the An-
archist paper in Chicago during the 1886 tragedy. This
man was a tower of cool intelligence and bravery almost
entirely overlooked here in America, where the Kaut-
skians avoided him as a leper for his position as stated in
these words: “While the anarchists may have mad and
brainless individualists in their ranks, the socialists have
an abundance of cowards. For this reason I care as
much for the one as the other. The majority in both
camps are still in great need of education, and this will
bring about a reconciliation in good time.”

It is time for that reconciliation. We of both factions
are the debris of the split of the First International.

It is reasonable to assume that we, being men, not
gods, have made some mistakes. And it is likely that the
kind of mistakes we have made is some kind that
leaked in on us from the surfounding welter of com-
merce, politics and priestcraft.

If the “Social-Democrats” have been tainted with the
ideology of politics, the trades-unions the ideology of
commerce, maybe we have accepted— '

Well—a faint trace of the ideology of priestcraft.

I take up again Bakunin’s “God and the State.” Its
first paragraph is a perfunctory acceptance of Marx’s
materialist conception of history, and then he dismisses
science and plunges into metaphysics. ‘

What does it mean that I find a powerful analysis
and destructive repudiation of the State from the pen
of Engels, in the method of Darwin and of the sciences
upon which we all depend, and from the pen of Kropot-
kin and Bakunin only an unexplained disapproval in
which my honest faculties force me to recognize the old
metaphysical style of moralizing and anathema?

In Kropotkin’s booklet, “The State, its Historic Role,”
I find the expression, “absolute liberty.” I think that
phrase fixes a large part of the difference between the
Anarchists and the Bolsheviks. So let us define “abso-
lute liberty.”

But when it comes to defining it, I cannot do it. What
is “absolute liberty”? I am at a disadvantage, because
I have never seen or felt it or any manifestation of it.
Maybe you can help me, if you have ever seen absolute
liberty. But I don’t think you ever did. I think that if
you try to define absolute liberty, you will find yourself
strangely in about the same position as in trying to de-
scribe an angel.

Absolute liberty is one of the things that do not and
never did, and cannot exist. .

If we are shaping our life and acts by the thought of
things that do mot exist, then the priest has done his
work well. Then we will be inefficient. When you
" begin to weigh a question, in what manner do you ap-
proach it? What is the measuring rule that you take to
your mind? Is it your Anarchist ideal? Is your An-
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archist ideal Freedom? Liberty? Or Absolute Liberty?

I am afraid you are talking about an angel.

Let us test it by seeing how it works out in practice.
What is the purpose of the priest when he induces you
to follow spooks instead of reglity? I think it is that
when you follow non-existent things you don’t do any
harm to your oppressors. '

Let us see then what has been the concrete effect of
this priestly worship of a non-existent absolute freedom.
Thousands of Anarchists, the most vital men of resource
and action, after having supported the initiation of the
revolution, are now, during the Proletarian Dictatorship,
sullenly resentful of what they consider a reaction. How
do the Communist parties get their recruits? Mostly by
skimming the already skimmed milk of the “Socialist”
parties. The Third International will not acquire its
natural vitalilty while the men of Anarchist training stay
out.

I don’t know whether the rumors are true that
the Anarchist military leader Makhno, with a following
of 75,000 soldiers, remained idle in Southern Russia,
refusing to go to the Polish front because they, who
favored the locally autonomous soviets, could not sup-
port the centralized Bolshevik State. But, if the story
is true, it means- that the Soviet Red Army was de-
feated in Poland when the 75,000 men idle in the South
with Makhno might have saved it. Makhno was gov-
erned by loyalty to a non-existent thing, not by a calcu-
lation of material results.

I think Makhno was following an angel.

I think it is time to be done with this priestcraft.

Liberty does not exist except in material living and
limited by material things. Not absolute, but limited,
not abstract in the ideal, but concrete in fact.

What strange power has Lenin? Why does every ad-
versary, one by one, fall before him? Why do they all
underguess him? Why do all European governments
falter and waver between courses, losing their hold on
half “their” populations, till Lenin can say to Lloyd
George, “I command more men in England than you
command”? Why is he the leader of the only nation
that can dare to order its population into war?

The answer is that Lenin is a scientist in an unscien-

tific world. Capitalism by its nature must follow its

mad militarists into combat with Soviet Russia, Nke
moths to a flame. i

And, for the rest that I have to say, it is written in
Engels’ “Origin of the Family, Private Property and the

. State,” in the “Communist Manifesto” of 1847, in “The

State and Revolution” by Lenin, in the letters from Marx
to Bakunin; and it echoes in the tread of the Red
Armies now marching through Europe for the welfare
of you and me.

I withdraw every reservation that I made in my praise
of the Russian Soviet Republic.
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(We are privileged to publish for the first time in
English this rarely beautiful letter written by Rosa Lux-
embourg to the wife of Karl Liebknecht from the Bres-
law Prison, in December, 1917.)

T is a year now that Karl lies in the Luckau. I have

often thought of it this month. And exactly a year

ago you were with me in Wronke, shared your beautiful
Christmas tree with me.

It is my third Christmas in my cell, but don’t take it
tragically. I am as calm and joyous as ever. Last night
I lay awake a long time—I can never sleep nowadays
before one o’clock, but have to be in bed by ten, then
dream all sorts of things in the darkness,

Last night, then, I thought how remarkable it is that
I live always in a_joyous intoxication without any par-
ticular reason. So, for instance, I lie here in the dark
cell on a mattress hard as stone. About me in the build-
ing reigns the usual deathly stillness. One imagines one’s
self entombed. A light-spot from the lantern which
burns before the prison all night long, patterns itself on
the ceiling, ‘Now and then I hear the muffled vibration
of a train passing in the distance, or, very near, beneath
the window, the throaty cough of the guard as he takes
half a dozen slow steps in his heavy boots to ease his stiff
legs. The sand crunches so hopelessly under this foot-
fall, that the whole desolation and inescapability of ex-
istence ring through the damp, dark night.

So I lie alone, quietly, wrapped in the manifold black -

sheath of winter—the darkness, the boredom, the unfree-
- dom of it—and yet my heart beats with an unknown, in-
comprehen51ble inner joy, as though I walked through
meadows in radiant sunlight. And in the darkness I lie
smiling on life, as though I knew some secret charm
which would give the lie to everything that is mean and
dreary, turning it into sheer radiance and joy. And all
this time T search within me for the cause of this joy,
find nothing, and have to smile again at myself. I be-
lieve the secret is nothing but life itself; the impene-
trable darkness is as beautifully smooth as velvet, if one
will only see it rightly. And in the grinding of the wet
sand under the slow, heavy footfall of the guard, there
" rises a wonderful song of life—if one only knows how
to listen. In such moments I think of you, and wish I
might share this magic key with you, so that you might
* always, and under all conditions, realize the beauty and
the fullness of life, that you might live in the same intoxi-
‘cation, walking as through meadows. I do not mean to
" tempt you to asceticism and to imaginary joys.
come for you all real joys of the senses. It is only that
I would give you, if I could, my inexhaustible inward
cheer; that I might know that you walked through life

" threshold of the portal. -

I wel-

Rosa. Luxembourg to Sonia Liebknecht ~

wrapped in a star-embroidered cloak, sheltering you from
all that is small and trivial and disheartening.
Xk ok %k

O, Sonitchka, I recently suffered a keen anguish here.
In the court where I go walking military trucks often
come, packed full with bags of soldiers’ coats and shirts,
often blood-stained. These are unloaded here, distrib-
uted among the cells, mended, then reloaded and returned
to the army. Recently such a wagon came, spanned with
buffaloes instead of horses. For the first time I saw
these animals at close range. They are more broadly
and powerfully built than our cattle, with flat heads and
horizontally-curved horns. The skulls are rather like
those of our sheep, quite black, with great liquid eyes.
They come from Roumania—war-trophies. The sol-
diers who drive these wagons tell that it was very diffi-
cult to catch these animals accustomed to freedom, and
still more difficult to break them in for dragging loads.
They were frightfully beaten, so that the term wvae victis
applies. 'About a hundred of these animals are said to
be in-Breslau alone. Moreover, accustomed to the mead-
ows of the Roumanian uplands, they receive only miser-
able and scanty fodder. They are heedlessly exploited,
dragging every possible burden, and so quickly perlsh

Several days ago a wagon laden with bags came in so
heavily loaded that the buffaloes were unable to pass the
The soldier who was driving, a
brutal fellow, began belaboring the beasts with the thick
end of his whip, until the prison-superintendent, out-
raged, called him to task, asking whether he had no com-
passion for the animals. “No one has any compassion
for us men either,” he answered, with an ugly laugh, and

‘went on more brutally still.

At last the beasts drew up over the hill, but one was
bleeding. Sonitchka, the hide of the buffalo is
proverbially tough, and even this was bleeding. During
the unloading, the beasts stood quite still, exhausted, and
the one that bled looked before him with the expression,
over his black face and in his dark, soft eyes, of a weep-
ing child. It was exactly the look of a child which has
been severely punished, and knows not why; knows not
how to escape the brutal violence and the agony of it.
I stood before him, and the beast looked upon me. My
tears rolled down. His own tears they were. One can-
not for his dearest brother, quiver in anguish greater
than I, in my helplessness, did at this mute woe. How
far, how utterly beyond reach, lost, the free; .opulent,
pastures of Roumania! How otherwise the sun shone
there, the winds blew!
song and the musical calls of the herdsmen! And here

—this alien, hideous town, the dank stables, the nauseat-

How otherwise were the bird- -
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Drawn by Cornelia Barns

Their Trip to Europe

ing hay, mingled with rotting straw; strange, terrible
men, and blows—the blood running from the fresh
wound. . . . O buffalo, brother, we two stand to-
gether here, so helpless under the yoke—one only in our
suffering, our impotence, our longing.

Meanwhile, the prisoners busied themselves about the
wagon, unloaded the heavy bags, and dragged them into
the building. The soldier pushed his hands into his
pockets, strutted across the court, grinned, and whistled
a popular song. And the whole glorious war passed
before me. . . .

Soniusha, darling, be calm and of good cheer in spite
of all. This is life, and we must accept it—brave, undis-
mayed, and smiling.

Rosa LUXEMBOURG.

HILLS

I WISH I were as patient as the hills
That look upon the busy town all day,
Behold the people and the people’s homes,
And never have an evil word to say,
Though what they sometimes see God only knows;
The hills that stand so fair and proud when snow
Has come and boys slide down their great wide breasts,
And streams they suffer to pass to and fro,
Are strings of pearls; the moon-kissed hills that watch
The town’s old actors finish out their scene.
I wish I were as patient as these hills,
As quietly observing and serene.
William Troy.
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“Now That You've Got the
Vote—mm

HAT are you going to do with it?”

That question is being asked at a great many
dinner tables. It is being asked in a tone of quizzical
amusement, which masks a secret masculine perturbation.
And it is generally answered with a polite but weary
smile. “What is the use to tell them?” is the thought
behind the smile. ‘“We’ve told them so often, and they
can’t get it through their heads. Anyway, we’'ve got
them guessmg'

There is a reason for the widespread masculme in-
ability to understand women’s plans for their political
future. The reason is that men have a notion of their
own as to what women are going to do—a notion so
strongly ingrained that no arguments can remove it.
They think they know what women are going to do with
the ballot.

And what they think it is, is enough to bring a laugh
from the most war-worn suﬁragxst Yes, accustomed as
the woman militant is to the oddities of the masculine
mind, familiarized as she has been by experience in lob-
bies and court rooms with the quaint and freakish twists
and turns of the male intellect, the revelation of the real
secret of man’s attitude toward woman’s enfranchisement
never fails to seem to her irresistibly comic.

But men take it quite seriously—it being their own
notion of what women are going to do with the vote. In
spite of what women may say, they still hold to it. That
is why they have so stubbornly opposed woman sut-
frage.

And what is thlS masculine notion? Simply this: that
women are—I mean, 'that women will—that is—
No, I can’t come right out with it. It sounds too silly.
I shall have to preamble about it a little first.

You see, most men begin their lives as children. And
their first consciousness of Woman is as The Boss. She
may be at times a delightful playmate, and again at
times a superior and divine being; but she is essentially
the Boss of the Home. Father comes in and interferes,
distributes rewards and punishments capriciously, and
makes himself respected and envied. But Mother is al-
ways on the job. She tells our infant citizen what he
can and can’t do. She makes him wash behind the ears.
She forbids him to go with the other boys to the ol’
swimmin’ hole. She won’t allow him to use slang, and
scrubs his mouth with soap when he attempts a manly

swear-word. She tells him fighting is wicked. She
won’t let him play marbles for keeps. She teaches him
“pretty manners.” She makes him go to Sunday School.
She wants him, in short, to be a Nice Boy.

He escapes with relief into a masculine world in which
he can do as he pleases. When he marries, he comes
under the feminine yoke again, but only—he thanks
heaven—within the walls of his home. There is still the
great rowdy, vulgar, exciting man’s world outside.

Politics has always been a part of that man’s world.
He doesn’t want it spoiled by the intrusion of women.
But that isn’t all. Politics is a small part of life for the
ordinary man. What he is really afraid of is that women
are going to spoil it all. They are going to run every-
thing and everybody. Life generally is going to be nice
and clean and pretty—and, O sorrowing Satan!—pure!
No card-playing! No horse-racing! No boozing! No
wenching! No naughty plays or books or pictures! No
anything—except just work, and good manners and clean
clothes and nice language, and saving your money, and
being everlastingly good. .

It might be asked by a disinterested observer from
Mars where men got such an idea of women, and how
they can reconcile it with their everyday observations
of the sex.. Why should they think women so fright-
fully better than themselves? The answer is that Mother
was that way. She had all the virtues—and she enforced
them. This original impression of womankind, one
deeply cherished by every male, seems to be stronger -
than any subsequent impression. A particular woman
may be devilish enough; but Woman is divine—she is a
terrible and efficient angelic guardian of man—an Angel
Boss.

Who can wonder that poor, lazy, quarrelsome, sensual,
vulgar, ordinary well-meaning men should resent the idea
of turning their whole lives over to the rule of such a
terrible and perfect creature?

It is not a question of admitting woman to equality.
Equality fiddlesticks! Is a mother the “equal” of her
little boy? No, by George, that boy’s only chance to
have a say-so of his own is to sneak off to the place
where the gang hangs out. If Mother were once ad-
mitted to equality there, it would be just like back at
home. You see, a Mother is a Mother. Her function is
mothering. She mothers everything. There’s no stop-
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ping her. Give her a vote, and she’ll mother the whole
world!

That—and I cross my heart and hope to die if it isn’t
absolutely true—is the reason why men have opposed giv--
ing women the vote.

Why, then, did they give it to her? For the same
reason, precisely. What Mother asks, she will have.
‘She calls, “Willie! Wil-lie! - Will-e-e-e !”—and the most
hardened truant, hearing, blenches. He may pretend not
to hear, but he can’t stick it out. Finally he comes slink-
ing home. “Were you calling me, mother?” he asks in-
nocently—and does what he is told. The politicians as-
serted that the conduct of the militant suffragists was
“unwomanly.” But well they knew, every man of them
that ever had a mother, how darn womanly it was.

And not only the politicians, but ordinary men, think
" these things. And they think also, “Well, why not?
She’s bound. to run things anyway.” Yes, even the men
who voted for suffrage think that women are going to
mother and boss and clean-up the social scheme. They
conceive this feminine bossing chiefly in terms of
“Don’ts.”  And they are reconciled to it. After all, they
feel, we have to be bossed by women. We can’t take
care of ourselves properly. It’ll be best for us in the
long run.

In fact, if women don’t proceed now to interfere with
masculine habits, there is going to go up a vast sigh from
masculine mankind—a sigh at once of relief and of dis-
appointment We like to be Mothered, truth to tell, and
are never quite happy unless we are being led, squalling
and protesting, upward and on by the Eternal Bossing
Feminine.

And if women have taken all that trouble to get the
vote just for our sake, as we instinctively feel—if they
are really intent on regulating and censoring and prettify-
ing our masculine existences, there is quite a lot of work
to be done. / :

Take—no, take cigarettes. We smoke a great deal too
many of them—I know I do. And we will never have
the moral stamina to stop, of ourselves. Obviously, the
only thing to do is take them away from us. And if
women in their embattled might, roused like lions after
slumber, in unvanquishable number, put through the
proper legislation, we will submit meekly if grumblingly.
We shall even vote for the anti-cigarette law, if ordered.

And so on. There are lots of things that can be taken
away from us which we would be better—much better—
off without. And if women are concerned solely with our
masculine welfare—as we men-children naturally expect
them to be—their political activity will be a series of
stern and motherly prohibitions.

- But it is just possible that women are not thinking
of men’s welfare in connection with their new political
powers. Perhaps they do not want to institute a bene-
ficent maternalism. Perhaps they do not want to tie men

15

to their apron-strings. Perhaps they want to untie those
apron-strings from themselves!

Woman’s political powers can indubitably bhe used to
enslave men; and men, unquestionably, will stand for it.
These same political powers can, on the other hand, be
used to emancipate women. It is doubtful if men would
quite like that; but the question has never been raised
with them—they have simply never dreamed of such a
thing. » _ ‘

Yet perhaps women do not like the role of mother well
enough to wish to increase its burdens. Perhaps their
babies are enough trouble to them as it is, without their -
trying to reduce all masculine mankind to a similar state
of infantile dependence. Perhaps they are tired of say-
ing ‘“Don’t!” '

Yes, it may be that they will use the vote to help them-
selves become persons in the great world of work and
adventure and effort outside the home. Tle one thing
more than any other which now hampers their personal
enterprise is the fact that motherhood is made a disability
in the world of work. Once they have children, they are
expected to stay at home and take care of them, forever
and ever, amen. And when they retire from the great
outside world in which they have been earning a living,
when they do devote themselves to the career of mother-
hood, they find that it is a non-paying job. For doing
something in an office or a factory, they are rewarded
with a sum in a pay-envelope every week. But when they
have children, they get nothing whatever for it. This
may possibly, from the feminine point of view, seem
like laying it on a bit thick. ‘

They may very reasonably ask of the world an equal
chance with men in doing interesting work of all kinds, -
and equal pay for doing it. In these matters, as they
may find, the vote will not help them so much as econ-
omic organization ; but all the same it may come in handy
at odd times. -

They may very reasonably demand that motherhood

should not be a bar to other employment; and here the

vote can help them in certain professions where the con-
ditions of employment can be dictated by the voters.

They may also ask that motherhood itself be given the
status of socially useful work, and paid for by society
as a whole with some kind of maternity subsidy.

Such a subsidy would make women freer than they
are now to have children when they wish. - They could
have children without ceasing to earn an income, and
without cutting down the income of their husbands to a
point often, as things stand, beneath the danger level.
As it is, only the childless working-woman can afford to
have a child; when she has a child, she automatically
ceases to be able to afford to do it—a rather silly state
of affairs, when you stop to think about it. The vote can
mend matters here very decidedly—if it is true that
women want to use the vote for their own benefit.
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Another thing; so long as motherhood is an accident, it
will be for the vast majority of women in this world
something in the nature of a tragic accident—or at least
one of Nature’s practical jokes in the worst possible
taste. The children who “just happen” will continue to
happen at the wrong time—when they can scarcely be
fed or clothed. These chance-comers, after a little stay
in such a discouraging world, with milk at 22 cents a
quart and no money to pay for it, will lose heart in the
struggle for existerice, and return to the dark whence
they came at the current appalling rate. If a reasonable
proportion of the children that are born are to live, they
must be wanted. At present, a romantic masculine body
of lawmakers which regards the facts of birth as in some
‘way obscene, are engaged in maintaining laws which pre-
vent the spread of information among poor people which
would enable them to control the sizé of their families.
These masculine lawmakers have constituted themselves
the guardians of the Infantile Death Rate. They won't
let it be cut down. For in order to die, these unwanted
children must first be born; so born they are, and die
they must—and the masculine lawmakers are virtuously
happy. But it may be that the women who have to bear
these doomed children may think differently about it.
And here again the vote will be their weapon.

For these are the chief burdens of women : the burden
of involuntary motherhood; the burden of bearing and
rearing children without an income; the burden of a
widespread economic taboo against mothers ; and the bur-
den of urequal pay for equal work.

Against some of these conditions the vote by itself may
prove no very useful weapon. But these are the condi-
tions with which awakened womanhood is at war; these

are the injustices which she will, if she wants to achieve

freedom, seek to change by her vote.

If, as I say, she really wants to use the ballot for her-
self. But men will never believe this. And sometimes
I doubt it myself. Perhaps she would rather take away
my cigarettes. ,

Frovp DELL.

Oc‘tobriclcs

HE vacation season is over, but owing to the poor
mail service a lot of coal miners and street car men
have not heard the news. .

EGYPT is to have a place in the sun.” To an out-
sider it sounds like the one thmg that Egypt
doesn’t need.

EW YORK farmers cannot afford to sell apples at

present prices or New York eaters to buy them.
The middleman’s attltude toward apples seems to be:
“They shall not pass.”

THE LIBERATOR

ONGRESSMAN ESCH has been defeated for re-

nomination and Senator Cummins is seriously ill,
but the Esch-Cummins law goes marching on—with its
hands in our pockets.

HERE must be something in a name, because it was

Justice Hitz of the District of Columbia who

swatted Burleson and restored second-class mail rates
to the N. Y. Call.

HE Call's Washington man says that the “Colby”

note on Russia was opposed by everybody in the
state department, including Colby. After this the sec-
retary should not be allowed to read any of a state paper
except the dotted line.

HE Prince of Wales is a brave young man, but, like

the drunken prohibitionist, he is not fanatical on the
subject. So it is announced that he will not stop in India
on this trip.

HE Italian workingmen have discovered a new form
of nuisance, the walk-in. Curiously enough, it
started life as a lockout.

HE Italian movement, we are told, is not political.
What British labor does is vastly more important
than what Parliament does. And in this country ob-

servers complain that the people are taking no interest

in politics. Is it possible that the women got the vote
just when it was no longer worth having?

OX and Harding have both receded from their un-

compromising attitudes on the League of Nations

and are not far apart. Since they have found no basis

for disagreement, it has been decided that the campaign
shall be about the campaign.

HUNDRED THOUSAND people went to a meet-

ing at a New York race track and they cheered

heartily while Governor Cox was speaking. The only
drawback was that they were cheering the aeroplanes.

(L O wars will occur under the League of Nations,”

says Senator Hitchcock, “and should trouble
arise in a foreign land”—all is now clear. The League
of Nations will abolish war by calling it “trouble.”

ATEST reports from Crimea indicate that White
Hope Wrangel is retreating in the general dxrectlon
of Paris,

HAT seems to be the only place where he has any

friends.
HowaRrRp BRUBAKER.
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Drawn byJ Maurice Becker

“Six'morilths ago that potato would only have cost me a dollar and a half.”

‘Under Two Flags

" By Michael Gold

THE Italian revolution was visiting here in New York
this last month; a.pretty thing, a graceful, fiery
creature, impudent and romantic as a young girl, and as
beautiful to ‘the sad eyes of one who has beheld only
our common-sense, ground-gripping, home-grown revo-
lutionary spinsters these many, many years.

I saw the blessed little foreigner, after it had slipped
in one dawn between the decks -of a husky grey

weathered freighter named the Crema, that the Italian
seaman’s union has bought along with five other ships
and is running not for profits, but to pile up finances
for—you know what.

I went aboard on a bright Neapolitan day, with a
deputation of Italian Socialists and others, to see what
was. to be seen. There was the long desolate wooden
Brooklyn pier, with the usual bilious guards brooding
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on their flat feet amid the hillocks and tarpaulin-covered
pinnacles of assorted freight. There were the sweating,
docile longshoreman, and then the grimy, angular old
unregenerate beast of a Crema. herself, sitting on the
greasy river up against the docks. The sun beat on her,
the stench and sound of work rose from her dark insides,
she was ugly and real as a pile driver or a railroad tie.

The steward came out to meet us, a tough little fight-
ing man of about thirty-five, with one of those hard
masculine proletarian faces that have taken the heaviest
blows of history and have always come back for more.
He grinned joyously behind his tawny moustache as he
shook our hands and greeted us. His blue eyes gleamed.
He told us he was glad to see America. Then he drew
our attention to something floating from the masthead.
He was an old Italian Syndicalist, and knew what would
be the best way of pleasing a fellow-worker.

It was the Red Flag! The flag of our poor, bleeding,
betrayed fatherland, the World, waving there against the
New York sky! Within binocular distance of all this—
our slums, our skyscrapers, our vast hypocrisies, our
overwhelming shames-——the New York that we know!

“You see, just like Russia!” the little steward said
proudly, tipping me a Rabelaisian wink, and folding his
arms in a wonderful Italian gesture.

Russia! The young wireless telegrapher, the carpen-
ter, the chief mechanic and some of the crew in their
loose-clothed, sunbrowned, easy muscular pride stood
about and repeated enthusiastically, “Como Rusia!
Como Rusia!” And most of the talk that afternoon was
about Russia, and the great and good thing that is being
hammered out there in the dreadful flaming forge of
the proletarian Revolution.

One of the crew, a barrel-chested, black-haired sea-
farer, massive as an oak, with tattooed fists and jolly
eyes like a kid’s, told of what he had done for Russia.
He had helped take apart some of the machinery in one
of a fleet of ships that was destined to carry supplies
from Genoa to Kolchak. These ships, belonging to the
Allies, are still riding in the harbor, out of the way of
mischief. Another chap told of the swift times he had
had during one of those many general strikes that finally,
in their own crude and unlettered way, taught the re-
* fined Italian government intellectuals the higher diplo-
matic wisdom of recognizing Russia which so pleased
and amazed our own liberals.

Russia! About two weeks later, fifty-five
members of the crew of the Calabria, Italians working
on an English Anchor line ship, struck rather than
transport 800 Polish reservists to Danzig for service
against Russia. They walked out, every man jack of
them, down to the cook and the mess-boys. They for-
feited their pay, and their passage home, rather than
hurt the little finger of Russia. They wandered about

_into the fight on the invaders of Red Russia.
ganization that stood on trial in Chicago, and saw
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for two weeks broke and jobless, and then the Italian
Chamber of Labor here, of which Arturo Giovannitti is
secretary, found the crew and fed them and showed
them the Rand School, the Call building and all the
other sights, and then finally had them sent home as the
honored guests of the red ship, the Crema.

“We felt that we could not hold up our heads when
we went back to Italy if we had worked on the ship
bringing Polish soldiers to Danzig}’ said the spokesman
of the crew. “Our fellow workers would call us traitors
to the working class. We would rather starve than
help the Polish and anti-Soviet imperialists!”

* x ¥ % N

In Philadelphia, however, something strange hap-
pened. The I. W. W. longshoreman’s local had been
expelled for refusing to stop loading a ship of munitions
consigned to General Wrangel. To anyone who has
ever held a wobbly card, or been inside a wobbly hall, or
even sung one of Joe Hill’s songs, this fact when
stated will sound as impossible as the recent rumor that
Christ is coming to earth again on November 24th next.

I went to see what it was all about. Russia again!
This time I saw vividly why even workers who are not
revolutionary are rallying to Russia, why in this country
A. F. of L. locals are stirring uneasily at the mentior
of war against Russia, and why so much unusual in-
ternal pressure is being brought on Mr. Gompers to pro-
nounce the necessary word against that war. '

The I. W. W,, as an organization, generally, needs
no extraordinary prodding to throw itself body and soul’
The or-

hundreds of its best men go to jail for revolutionary
syndicalism, needs no apology for sideslips, weaknesses
or indiscretions. It can take care of itself. It has char-
acter; it can perform its own surgical operations. Its
honor is permanent and sure. The rank and file of the
wobblies, all over America, are as true as steel; they
will always keep the organization on the proper course.

But in Philadelphia, as I have said, something strange
had happened. The wobbly local, Number 8, of the
marine transport workers’ industrial union, had been
shot to hell from the’ revolutionary point of view by a
sudden addition of 6,000 to the membership roll.

There had been a long strike, in the course of which
these 6,000 joined up with the thousand old-timers in
the port. A few weeks after this strike was lost, and the
men had gone back to work, someone came from New
York with the startling message that about a hundred of
the local members were loading shells at Pigeon’s Point
on the Delaware river, near Wilmington. The ship
being loaded was the Westmount, bound for-whatever
Russian port General Wrangel would be able to receive
it in. There were 300,000 of these shells, in half a dozen
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iron corrugated buildings belonging to the Duponts, and
other ships were to follow—seven others.

The delegate who came from New York insisted on
immediate action. At a rump meeting, where about
fifty fellow-workers were present, he is said to have
gotten excited and called the crowd international scabs,
to the great astonishment of many of them, who had
never heard of Wrangel. They became excited in turn;
the issue’ took a stupid personal turn, and they voted
against him.

The delegate went back to New York, and reported
that the local had refused to stop:loading the shells,
which was true. Chicago promptly expelled the local.
Then another general meeting was held, to which more
than a thousand came, and the whole matter was gone
over again, and the local voted not to load another shell
for Russia.
empty.

I came to Philadelphia about a week after that meet-
ing, when the news was being spread that the I. W. W.
Executive Committee was considering the reinstatement
of the local, and seemed favorably disposed to the idea.
In the long, dim I. W. W. hall, like a huge barn, there
were knots of burly negro longshoremen in their blae
overalls sitting about on the benches and idling away
their spare hour or two between jobs.

They were not the wobbly type, the revolutionist type.
They were slow, well-meaning, hard-working laborers
who had come into this union because it was the most
effective in the port. I was interested in hearing what
these men thought about the whole Wrangel boycott.

“I'll tell you what I think, brother,” said a powerful
black giant, with a calm, wide face like a piece of rugged
sculpture. “I think that we done right in not loading
those shells. I don’t know who you are, but the boys
here will back me up in saying that we aren’t trying for
no revolution in this country. ‘But we done right in not
loading those shells for Wrangel.”

“Why?” I persisted.

“Why? Because it would be scabbing, that’s why. A

‘union man has never got the right to scab. We couldn’t
hold our union together if we scabbed.”

The others shook their heads approvingly. The
Italian workers fought for Russia because they saw with
Marxian clearness all that she meant to them. The
workers of America do not see this yet, in the main.
But they have the strange, sure instinct of this negro
longshoreman, that to aid the enemies of Russia is to
aid the enemies of labor the world over. For fifty years
labor has built up its morality, in which scabbing is the
most mortal of sins. And now, even in America, there is
the dim knowledge that Russia.is only a nation of work-
ers who have gone on strike against international capi-
talism, and that no one should scab on her.

The other seven ships, if they go, will go

To the Twelfth Juror .

VV/EEN I looked hard in those blue eyes, my son,
And saw no melting and no mercy there,

No scruple zeal, nor conscientious care

For points in virtue to be lost or won,

But just like the cool barrel of 2 gun,

A level, friendly look into the air,

Too humorous for faith, too brave for prayer,
I knew that in twelve chances I had one.

And when you looked up laughing at the judge,
While all his jurors, locked up sixty hours,
Confessed in sweat they could not make you budge,
I did not feel like calling all the Powers

To righteous witness justice had been done—

I felt that to be with you would be fun.

Max EASTMAN.

A Friend of Russia

.

ERMAN LATHROP TUCKER, who was killed

in an airplane accident in San Francisco at the
time of the Democratic convention while distributing
propaganda for the lifting of the Russian blockade, was
the kind of American whose career makes one believe in
America. He was an adventurer in the finest sense, an
adventurer in thought as well as in action. He had led
the expedition which climbed for the first time the sheer
heights of Corupuna, the topmost peak of the Peruvian
Andes. But he had done things which were, for a mem-
ber of his class, more unusual than that. When
in Butte, Montana, in the Government forestry service,
he saw one day outside his office a group of men who

.were attempting to speak on the street corner, and who

were being pulled down by the police and taken off to
jail as fast as they got up, he inquired, and found that

they were members of the I. W. W. He rushed out,

mounted the soap-box in his turn, and had barely ut-

tered the words, “I am an American, and I believe

in: " when he was arrested and carted off to jail with

the others. He found himself in the company of Bill

Haywood, Elizabeth Gurley Flynn and eighty other

members of the I. W. W. Within a few days he was

also a member. He became an active worker for social-

ism. Herman Tucker was only thirty-seven years old,

and his friends regret, together with the loss of an eager

and boyish and ever lovable personality, the magnificent

energy and fearless spirit which would have found more

splendid opportunities for action in the great future

that awaits us. But though it was only in an incidental -
skirmish, a fighter cannot choose his death—and he died

fighting for the revolution.
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V;Ii&mehn Town

Mexman La]:)or and the Mex1can

i

Government
By Carleton Beals and Robert Haberman

LOOD!!! Red drops of it, tra111ng beneath mon-
strous flaring headlines across the front page of
“El Universal,” Mexico’s leading, respectable daily—
her New York Times. Thus Bolshevism, like Poe’s
Red Death, stalked among the horror-stricken Mexican
aristocracy. But the blood was only red ink, and the
Revolution is .not yef. The real situation may be
gathered from Pre$ident' De la Huerta’s statement that
‘Mexico’s doors'are“open~to-all who come, Bolsheviks,
. Amarchists,”>or American business men. He himself,
he says, is a “Kautskian Socialist.”

But behind the .screaming headlines of the Umversal
was the information for afl ‘who could read social

t..events. that the -great world currefts of the revolution-
-+{ary. labor, movement are washing the tropic shores of
++Mexico,:
the last-month. not one industry and. scarcely a factory

Strike after strike proclaims the fact. During

‘in Mexico has been exempted. The marine workers, the

A, th:,rty thousand *oil workers of Tampico, the 15,000

.railway workers of the British Vera Cruz line, the

.. 10,000 miners of Zacatecas, the 8,000 campesinos of the

. cotton-fields of the Laguna District near Torreon, the
18,000 textile workers, are some of the larger groups
. General strikes, partial strikes, strikes for
. higher wages, strikes. for shorter hours, teachers’ strikes,
..students’ strikes, strlkes for umon recogmtxon as many
.:kinds of strikes as rats m

YA remarkable phase of th1s awakemng of Mexican
labor is the class-consciousness manifested by the agra-
rian- workers. . ‘The cotton-pickers of the Laguna dis-
-;trict, deserted by the organizers of the Confederacion

; Reglonal Obrera, Mexico’s A. F. of L., arose in spon-
-istaneous revolt—8,000 of them—and won higher wages,
-shorter. hours and union recognition.. In Michoacan

.sthe - soldiers, demobilized themselves, and appropriated

idJands.  On September '16” will occur a nation-wide

. -demonstration of the agrarian workers to convince the

. government of the advisability of continuing to make

++land reforms. » ,
An amazing spirit of solidarity has suddenly, ap-

.peared. - In the Vera Cruz general strlke the marine
- sworkers, in some instances including the officers, walked
\.off ;the boats.. Senor. Don' Antonio ‘Ancona Albertos,
pre51dent of the Mexican Senate and’ recently nominated

‘no.longer feasible.

rowmngs Pied Piper of

Governor of Yucatan, when he 'wished to leave Vera
Cruz was obliged to telegraph Felipe Carrillo, head of
the Socialist Party of Yucatan, as follows:

“I beg of you to appeal to the strike committee of
Vera Cruz, Calle de Zaragoza 44, asking in the name of
the Socialist Party of Yucatan, that, for comradeship,
the steamer Jalisco be permitted to sail immediately so

‘that I may arrive in Yucatan in time to call the elections.”

The Jalisco was the only vessel that left Vera Cruz
during the strike. The officers of one other boat, who
threatened .to leave and unload elsewhere, were con-
fronted: with, telegrams showing that labor would not
move their cargoes in any port of Mexico.

- The same spirit of solidarity was shown inthe textlle

~industry, controlled by French capital, when the workers

in 400 factories scattered over all but five states of the
Republic gave the employers the alternative of rehiring
a discharged .member of the union, or withstanding
a general strike. The cigarette trust, E1 Buen Tono,
suppressed a whole department in order to get rid. of
the secretary of the union. A general strike forced them
to re-employ him.

.. Foreign capital recommencing operations in Mexico

has soon discovered that old tactics- toward labor -are
The Vera Cruz-Mexico City railway,
the Queen’s own, so-called. because. it is largely owned
by-the Queen of England which has. recently been
returned to its -owners by the government, announced

‘that it intended to remove certain workers, and that it

would pursue a different policy toward labor unions.

" The “different policy,” to be inaugurated August 1, was

not. explained, but the company was immediately con-
fronted by a general strike and was forced to grant
a 100 per cent increase in wages. The Guggenheim in-
terests in northern Mexico were recéntly forced to
recogmze the miners’ union, sothething that they have
done in few places in the Unitéd States.

Such are some of labor’s most recent victories in
Mexico. The struggle of Mexican labor has been long
and bitter. The Mexican worker arose in blind anger
against Porfirio Diaz. But he gained nothing fromr
Madero, unless it was freedom to organize. Under the
old Huerta his newly-formed organizations were well-
nigh crushed out of existence. He contributed his ba-
tallones rojos to the success of Carranza and gained a

—
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glittering Constitutional provision, machine guns, fire
hoses and a treason act.

The Mexican worker is ignorant and uneducated, but
he is stubbornly conscious of the fact that he has a right
to enough to eat. His organizations have been used
again and again by politicians; his treasuries, built up
from contributions
from his starvation
wages, have been re-
peatedly emptied by
dishonest leaders. He
lacks orientation and
effective organization.
His officers are usually
men who have a supe-
rior education, but lit-
tle principle, and al-
though usually more
widely read than the
American kind in the
revolutionary classics,
adhere to the letter
and not to the spirit of
their creed.

But the spontaneous
revival of union
strength, treading on
the heels of the recent
.revolution, the out-
break of strike after
strike, has gained the
character of a purpose-
ful rank-and-file move-
ment. Under Carranza
not a strike was won
except during the brief
period that' Plutarco
Elias Calles was Min-
ister of Commerce and
Labor. Since Carran-
za’s overthrow not a
single strike has been
lost. This arises from
the character of the
labor revival, the in-
creased liberty incident to a change in regime, and the
astonishing friendliness to labor of the new government.

This governmental attitude, whatever its meaning
or motive may be, has been demonstrated in a number
of ways. During the spontaneous strike of the Laguna
cotton-pickers, the proprietors determined to ship in
the strike-breakers from outside. The government
refused to permit this, informing the owners that
as soon as the strike was settled they could have all the
men they needed, and that the government would pay
part of the cost of their transportation. Thereupon
the proprietors convinced several local military officers

In old Mexico. -
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that it was their duty to arrest the leaders, as was done
in all the strikes during the Carranza regime. Calles,
now Secretary of War, telegraphed an order for their
immediate release, and added that any officers who in
the future molested a strike-leader would be courtmar-
tialed. The oil-owners of Tampico, when the workers
began carrying their
red banners down the
streets and advocating
the workers owning
the industry, called for
troops as in the good
old brutal Orozco-Car-
ranza days, but Calles
replied that breaking
strikes was not the bus-
iness of the army.

The government has
been tactfully acceding
to all labor demands.
When the soldiers of
Michoacan settled upon
idle lands, the Assistant
Secretary of War, Sar-
rano, gracefully issued
a statement that the
War Department had
“established a military-
agrarian - colony” in
that state. When Villa
demanded land for his
soldiers, and schools
for their children as a
condition upon which
he would cease his re-
bellion, the government
replied: We shall not
only give them land,
them and the Cedillis--
tas and the Zapatistas
and the rest of the
agrarian istas, but in
four different parts of
the Republic we shall
build at least f{four
model cities with schools, theatres, paved streets, elec-
tric lights, and telephone service surrounded by lands to
be distributed to the people.*

*There are several measures by which the Mexican Government can
get possession of land for such prejects, For instance, the Idle Land
law, the first law signed by President De la Huerta. This law was
vetoed by Carranza, but it happens that any vetoed law may be put
in operation by the next man to occupy the presidential chair. This
law surpasses single tax in that it provides for the use of the land
and lets the values take care of themselves. Any land not plowed’
or not sown by given dates may be petitioned for (to the extent of
seventy acres in the Federal District) by any individual who cares
to farm it. The petition, made to the Ayuntamiento, must be granted
within three days, and the individual may have possession for three
years by the paymxt to the town council of not more than 5 per
cent., or if he demdhds seeds and tools—which is his right—of not
more than 10 per cent. of the value of the crop.



In old Mexico.




22

The new government has even asked labor to co-
operate with it in the management of the state. Re-
cently when the President heard of an impending split
in the labor movement, he called the leaders to a
luncheon in which he urged them to remain united as
the government needed labor’s organized support. This
may well have had an element of politics in it, but
imagine the political situation which would persuade
President Wilson to sit down to luncheon with Samuel
Gompers ( quite possible), Eugene V. Debs, William D.
Haywood, and the heads of the Communist Parties!

When a short time ago a labor commission from the
Federal District, the industrial center of Mexico, visited
De la Huerta and told him that the workers were in a
majority in the district, and that they thought a working-
man should be governor, he requested them to send him
the names of three men. When, from their list De la
Huerta named as governor Celestino Gasco, a mechanic
and one of the founders of the famous Casa del Obrera
Mundial, the factory owners organized a sindicato and
declared they would close their doors. But the factories
appear to be still running.

Another of the nominees, J. D. Ramirez Garrido, was
made Chief of Police for the Federal District. Ramirez
Garrido was. also one of the founders of the Mexican
labor movement, and a man who has spread the doctrines
of Socialism to the four corners of the Republic. He

first gained his social consciousness as a student in’

Vera Cruz, when in 1907 he saw the striking textile
workers shot down in the village of Rio Blanco in such
numbers that their bodies had to be run out on flat cars
and dumped in the sea. He left Vera Cruz, and, risking
the wrath of the Dictator, established a little paper, La
Voz de Juarez. He is the author of “From the Red
Soap Box,” “Revolutionary Feminism,” “The Burning
Word,” “Jesus in the Light of Morality and Socialism,”
etc., etc.

I asked him what he had done for labor since becom-
ing Chief of Police.

He said that he immediately raised wages in the De-
partment seventy-five per cent, and intended raising
them higher, that he had appointed propagandists to jobs
that they might continue their propaganda without eco-
nomic fear,.that he had named Elena Torres, Treasurer
of the Communist Party, to the position of Secretary of
the Secret Service Department, that he had refused to
license any chauffeur who was not a member of the
chauffeurs’ union, that he had proffered the police band
to play when wanted at any labor meeting, that not a
single policeman had been used to break a strike.

Other interesting appointments have been that of
Luis N. Morones, head of the Confederacion Regional
Obrera, to run the munition factories, and Rosendo
Salazar, of the Casa Mundial to run the printing depart-
ment. The danger of such appointments to the revolu-

‘invaded the ranks of teachers and students.
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tionary labor movement is obvious. Yet Morones,
though a typical A. F. of L. boss, has organized all the
9,600 workers in the munition factories into one indus-
trial union; and under Salazar, for the first time the
government printing employees are also organized.

The President, during the first month in office, ap-
pointed two workers to investigate the penal colony on
the Islas Marias in the Pacific, where men have been
buried for years. They were instructed to interview
every man, find out the reason for their internment, the
treatment they had received, and how long they had to
serve. On the recommendations of these two men, 1,000
prisoners were immediately released. .

Such seems to be the labor policy of the new govern-
ment to date. But the general recrudescence of power in
Mexican labor is far more significant—it is a part of the
general world-movement toward the left. The Soviet
idea is growing. It has invaded the government
printing offices. The workers elect new workers.
They elect the heads of the sub-departments. It has
When
the teachers went on strike a year ago to force the gov-
ernment to pay their salaries, a little clause was tucked
away in their demands asking for self-determination in
the schools. The teachers were beaten to their knees
by fire hose and treachery, but today they are in session
to elect their own superintendent. When the students
of the National Preparatory School refused to recognize
their principal and became too demonstrative, Carranza
turned the fire-hose upon them and locked some of them
up. A few weeks ago students and teachers in joint
assembly elected their own principal. This same thing
has been occurring in other parts of the Republic. The
Soviet idea has invaded the ranks of the workers in
Tampico, and in every strike they openly speak of the
day in the near future when their red banners will be
floating over the offices of the oil companies.

This stirring determination of Mexican labor even
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ruffled the surface of the Convention of the Confedera-
cion Regional Obrera recently held in Aguas Calientas.
This organization, created largely through the efforts
of Luis N. Morones, is a negative A. F. of L.-like body.
The program adopted at Saltillo in 1918, and- practically
repeated the following year at Zacatecas, and this year
at Aguas Calientes, is an innocuous, indefinite mouthing
of phrases concerning land-distribution, enforcement of
the labor provisions of the constitution, proper repre-
sentation on the conciliation and arbitration committees,
and a cringing, sentimental appeal to the government to
be good to the workers. It contains no word on indus-
trial organization, no word about effective propaganda.
no word regarding the ultimate purpose of the organiza-
tion, the ultimate goal of labor.

Yet this year’s convention developed, for the first time,
a spirit of solidarity and class-consciousness that may
have far-reaching consequences. Morones, although he
has always been the dominant personality at all labor
conventions, has never gained the full confidence of the
mass of the workers. His political relationships, his
connections with the A. F. of L., keep that distrust
constantly alive. The Mexican worker fear§ political
methods with the fear of a burnt child. Morones’ un-
derstanding of men and affairs led him to desert Car-
ranza and organize the Partido Laborista in support of
the candidacy of Obregon. His efforts to control or-
ganized labor politically have brought him, as well as
other leaders of the C. R. O., well to the front in the
new semi-labor government. Morones is now head of
the munition factories, a position of power and prestige.
Morones is head of the C. R. O. Can he continue to
hold both positions?

At the Aguas Calientes Convention his principal an-
tagonist was A. Diaz Soto y Gama, an agrarian leader,
head of the Partido Agrarista, and for seven years with
Zapata in the hills. Soto y Gama is a thorough Marxian
scholar, but unfortunately also a politician.

When the strikers from the Monterey metal works, the
biggest single factory in the. country, took the floor
to ask for financial aid from the Confederacion, a
motion was made to send a telegram to De la Huerta,
asking for his intervention in behalf of the workers, and
secondly to hold a ball to raise funds. Soto y Gama
immediately declared that strikes were not won by send-
ing telegrams to the government, nor by waiting to give
balls. He split the convention upon this little point be-
tween those who for ten years and more have been
cringing at the feet of the Mexican government, and
those who believe that Mexican labor has attained its
majority, and is capable of maintaining its own
rights.

Far more symptomatic is the attempt to organize the
Confederacion Comunista Obrera upon a revolutionary
program. Although the elements behind this new move-
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ment are not encouraging, its program is pbroader than
that of the Casa del Obrera Mundial which was sup-
pressed by Carranza. It repudiates political action, in-
sists upon industrial organization, denounces govern-
ment job-holding on the part of union leaders, attacks
the A. F. of L. and the affiliation of the C. R. O. with
the A. F. of L. Its purpose is summed up in direct
action and recognition of the Third International.
The unruly spirit in the recent convention and the
formation of this new organization certainly indicate
that Morones will have to rise to the occasion or lose
his leadership. Morones will sooner or later have to
take his stand upon industrial organization, upon direct
action, upon recognition of the Third International. He
will have to rise to the demands of the aroused spirit of
Mexican labor, or he will lose the power that he has
wielded so cleverly and ambitiously for so many years.
Labor’s recently demonstrated power to paralyze the
industries of the country is not only a challenge to Mo-
roties and his group; it is a challenge to the new gov-
ernment which is trying so hard to be friendly to labor.
The Mexican government must watch its step. It is be-
tween the devil and the deep sea. It is damned if it does
and damned if it does not. It is between labor which,
if it wishes to help, it nevertheless cannot help fast
enough, and American capital -whose power it can-
not ignore. Organized Mexican labor offers one
more irritant to American capital in Mexico. The
more revolutionary are the demands of Mexican labor
the more irritating will the situation become. Carranza,
who was not a radical but a stiff-necked aristocrat, irri-
tated American capital by his slogan of “Mexico for

- Mexicans,” with which phrase he fabulously enriched a

little clique of military favorites, and drew down the cry
of “Bolshevik.” How easy it will be for the new gov-
ernment, which is in any event interested in social re-
construction, to draw the lightning of the same cry upon
its head! At this writing the representatives of the
American newspapers in Mexico City are heckling and
harrassing the government officials from office boy to
President, trying to tie them down to some statement
that will reveal a secret sympathy for Russia!

Think of the tragedy of a people who live day and
night under the fearful shadow of armed intervention,
not knowing when the blow will fall, not knowing when
their land will be crossed and recrossed by foreign sol-
diers and pounding cavalry, their government destroyed,
their land made conquest. The Mexican people live
constantly with that dread in their hearts. But if the
Mexican government is subjugated by American capital,
either diplomatically, or by fear, or by armed dstruction,
American capital will still have to answer to Mexican
labor. Beyond the Mexican government is the Mexican
proletariat, beyond the Mexican proletariat is the revo-
Iutionary world proletariat.
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Cop: “Your Honor, this prisoner cracked a safe.”

Judge: “Who do you know in your ward?”

Cop: “Your Honor, this feller murdered his mother.”
Judge: “Can’t he git anybody to go his bond?”

»

Cop: “Your Honor, this man is a Communist.”

Judge: “Twenty years in the hole!”

Y —

SONG FOR A FOOL

VER a mountain and through a wood
I went and the fairies led me;

The climb was steep, but my heart was good

And the elves brought honey and fed me;
And the wood was full of horrible things,

Of snakes with legs and wolves with wings
And yellow toads with claws and stings—

But I laughed aloud and they fled me.

After a dancing star I went
Up out of the teeming city;
And O, but I thrilled with vast content,
Though the old folk wept for pity.
“The outlaw goes to the wolves,” they cried;
But the wolves that they can never abide,
I knew would romp at the outlaw’s side—
And the dancing star was pretty.

The priest looked up as I passed him by
Where he mooned at his empty pages;
The old folk cowered in hovel and sty
And counted their penny wages.
“’Tis a will-o’-the-wisp; go to,” they said,
“For the lad’s a fool and he’ll come back dead.”
But I knew that my dancing star shone red—
And fools are wiser than sages.
: Leonard Cline.
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New Soviets for OIld

By Floyd Dell

E in America have our own way of doing things.

In Russia when they got tired of the gestures and
vaporings of the Constituent Assembly, they sent a cor-
poral’s guard to disband it. They took politics that seri-
ously in Russia. But when we get sufficiently tired of
politics—and we are getting more tired every day—we
shall probably elect Charlie Chaplin to the Presidency.

Things are moving in that direction. Already we are
sending, not our political experts, but our popular humor-
ists to report the proceedings of the great Republican and
Democratic conventions; for the proceedings of these
conventions are now universally regarded, except by the
small class of people to whom politics is a business, as a
humorous event. To the politicians
themselves, the present state of politics
appears in the light of a tragedy; but to
everyone else it is a farce.

At the Democratic convention the
other day, some bright delegate, a few
years in advance of his time, cast a vote
for Irvin Cobb as president. And here
is what Nominee Cobb thinks about the
two conventions, as reported to his paper
at the cost of I do not know how many
dollars a word: “One outstanding differ-
ence between the Republican Convention
and the Democratic Convention is the
same difference that would be remarked
between a deaf-mute home and a lunatic
asylum. The Republicans oper-
ated a steam-roller. The Democrats
have ridden on a merry-go-round. You
can have a lot of fun and kill a lot of
time riding on a merry-go-round, but
you don’t seem to go anywhere in par-
‘ticular.”

You can call that humor, if you like,
but I call it Criminal Anarchy. It is the
uttering by word of mouth, printing, or
otherwise, such expressions as are cal-
culated to bring the government of the
United States into disrespect and con-
tempt. It is an indictment of the sacred
and not-to-be-criticized institution of
democracy. If Old Irv Cobb were not
privileged by the ancient profession of
the jester to utter plain truths, he would
. get his, all right, from his fellow-nominee
Mitchell Palmer. That is the sort of

thing that Mitchell has been putting Communists by
the thousands in jail for saying—or rather, for
thinking, because in default of proof that the Com-
munists actually said such things, the attorney-general’s
office has had to fall back on mind-reading. And as a
mind-reader, the Quaking Fighter—for which term we
are also indebted to Mr. Cobb—has nothing to yield to the
most expert clairvoyants of the day. He is right—there
are not merely thousands, but millions of people begin-
ning to think just that way about the United States gov-
ernment.

Consider : this is a year, as the spellbinders would say,
pregmant with possibilities for the future happiness of

G

“Ei_thef Side Will Do.”
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mankind. The rdle which America is to play in world
politics, and as a consequence the very fate of Europe,
and of civilization itself, is bound up in the choice which
we are now making, my friends and fellow-citizens! And
who cares a darn? Politics has become a bore. Let them
tinker the old broken-down stage-coach, and dispute for
the position of driver. The silly old contraption does
not interest us any more. It never takes you where you
want to go, anyway. And this is a world of motor-cars,
elevateds, undergrounds and airplanes.

Which nobody knows better than the gentlemen who
are disputing for the driver’s seat on the old stage-coach.
Does anybody think any longer that our elective political
system really touches the vital affairs of the nation? You
have a vote, and so has J. P. Morgan. But when it
comes to deciding whether there is to be a war or not,
who has the say-so, you or J. P.? I ask the question,
but you had better not answer it, because there is a law
against answering such questions. But it is not an
overt act to reflect upon the possibility that Mr. Morgan
would not wait till the next election to bring his influence
to bear upon the decision. If you had to go down-town,
and the Fifth avenue stage-coach made the trip only once
in four years, it is possible that you would not wait,
either; you would take the subway.

But people have felt that it is more dignified to keep
the old stage-coach as part of the landscape, and let it
make some sort of tottering and wheezing trip every
four years or so. It is something to point out to for-
eigners, something to teach children about in the schools.
Sort of what we used to call, before we got sick of
everything that reminded us of the war, camouflage.
And as long as it did seem dignified, that was all right.
But now it’s getting to seem just ridiculous.

And yet we won’t dispense with it for a while yet. As
_a people, we have an affection for antiques. We love
European princes when they come to visit us. And we

kind of like democracy, too, because it is a sort of Amer-
ican antique—not as decorative as European royalty,
but certainly quite as useless. We are inclined to be re-
sentful when an enterprising young nation like Soviet

Russia throws its Constituent Assembly on the scrap-

heap. Such people, we feel, are lacking in reverence.

Another thing we don’t.like is the way they decided
that certain people should not have a vote. If they had
just let them have a vote, and then excluded the men
they voted for from the Constituent Assembly, we would
have seen a Sister Democracy in the Soviet Republic, and
recognized her at once.

But the Russians are simple-minded people. They

believe that the government should be openly and frank-

ly run by the class which has the power. Here in Amer-
ica we take an awful lot of trouble to pretend the oppo-
site. Everyone knows that the capitalist class has the
power, but we hate to admit that they are running the
government, It’s got so that the great corporations can't

THE LIBERATOR

even buy a few hundred delegates to one of the old party
conventions without raising a scandal, and ruining some
poor aspirant’s chances for the nomination. We all
know that whoever is elected will take his orders from
the class that has the power; but we don’t like the situa-
tion to be too plain.

There was a time, long ago, when our political system,
with its exquisite balance of state’s rights and national
rights, meant something—when the “check” upon the

- Executive by Congress, and vice versa, was significant of

a working compromise between two conflicting wishes
of the American people. Our government arose in re-
sponse to a desperate necessity—-the necessity of getting
down to business lest everybody starve to death at the
end of a prolonged war which had brought production
almost to a standstill. People—the influential people,
representing the classes which had the power in those
times—got together and said, “What shall we do?” The
system which we call democracy was the result of their
cogitations. They established a peculiar kind of coun-
cil, designed to harmonize the different interests of the
people who had power. Thus the American Soviet,
which we are accustomed to call Congress, was estab-
lished.

It worked—that is to say, it did harmonize sufficiently
the conflicting interests of the classes which had power.
It continued to work, after a fashion, until the Civil
War, when the slave-power of the South and the new

‘capitalism of the North fought for the great West.

Since that time, with capitalism triumphant, the old poli-
tical machinery has been obsolete. It has not represented
any real diversion of interests. Capitalism has governed
through either party at will, and generally financed both
parties. The party system itself has been a device, main-
tained at great expense, for the purpose of drawing the
attention of the people away from the fact that a dicta-
torship had been established. The administration could
change every four years, while the dictatorship remained
continuously in power.

Democracy gives you the choice between Harding and
Cox and whichever you choose makes no difference to
the dictatorship. And as long as democracy remains, we
shall have only that fake choice—we shall have capitalism
in the saddle.

But as democracy fails to do its work—as it fails to
disguise the essential conflict, it comes more and more
into ridicule and disrepute. It is an obsolete soviet-
system, and people turn from it to some new arrange-
ment. They gather together, and say, “What shall we
do?” And there is the beginning of a new soviet-system,

But Communists are not the only ones who are getting
together and saying, “What shall we do?” The capi-
talists are doing the same thing. In their informal

- soviets, their unofficial gatherings which represent the

real power behind democracy, there is the beginning of a
Capitalist Soviet, ready when the moment comes to
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throw off the disguise of democracy and rule
by naked force. It is only a question of which
shall rule—and which will be required by
force of circumstances to suppress its ene-

mies by force—the capitalist class or the
working class. Democracy only postpones for
a time the clash of open class war.

Suppose, for the sake of argument, that
Eugene V. Debs were elected President on a
Communist ticket. And suppose he outlined
in his inaugural message the necessity of
everybody having enough to eat and wear, and
a nice home to live in, and plenty of coal to
keep up the winter fires; and suppose he
pointed out that this could be done by the
elimination of profit, and asked for the pass-
age of legislation to that effect. What would
Messrs. Harding and Cox be doing? Confer-
ring together, in company with General Wood
and Woodrow Wilson and Hiram Johnson
and W. R. Hearst and Governor Allen and
their backers in Wall Street, as to how this
calamity was to be averted. Just like the pro-
slavery gentlemen when Lincoln was elected.
The next step would be civil war. And out
of that war would emerge a dictatorship—a
plain, unadorned, unmistakable capitalist dic-
tatorship. And any Communist president
who allowed such obvious counter-revolution-
ary leadership as is represented by these men
to be at large, would be riding for a fall. No,
if Debs were not looking for even more trou-
ble than was legitimately due him, he would order the
arrest of the whole kit and caboodle, and lock them
safely up in his home tier in the Atlanta prison. And
that would be dictatorship. There is no escaping it—
open class war brings open dictatorship in its train. It
is only a choice of dictatorships.

The reason for this is that open class war means com-
plete industrial chaos; and chaos must be ended, one
way or the other. Dictatorship—making the other fel-
low powerless—is the only solution. The work of the
world must be done. Goods must be produced and dis-
tributed. People must have coal in the winter. There
must be food to eat. But do we want these things pro-
duced under the lash 6f hunger and under the threat of
death at the mouth of machine-guns by men who are
not getting enough of what they produce to keep them
contentedly at work? Or do we want the industries
turned over to the workers themselves, and the lash of
hunger applied to those who have been accustomed to
live on profits? It is well-known which Mr. Gary wants.
There is little doubt as to which, in a pinech, Messrs.
Harding, Cox, Wood, Wilson, Johnson and Hearst
would choose. And, under our democratic system of

Ben Gitlow: “They struck for you in Dublin, Jim.
they’re striking for MacSwiney in New York.
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Drawn by Maurice Becker

In Dannemora

Now

Jim Larkin: “Shure, give ’em time and they’ll strike for
you in Jerusalem.”

government, they have the choice—not you.

We are going through a period now in which we tol-
erate democracy because we hate to think about war.
We muster up what interest we can for the sham-con-
test between Harding and Cox because that is more
agreeable than facing the real issue. We are tired of war.
We long for peace. But there is no peace. In the back-
ground waits the real struggle. We shut our eyes to the
future. We hate to think about any kind of a Dictator-
ship. But we have seen the fateful lightning of its ter-
rible swift sword, and we feel the insignificance of the
games we are playing, the paltriness of our pretences, the
insignificance of our personal destinies. All the more on
that account, we cling, for the moment, closer to our im-
mediate interests, we hug our illusions, we turn away
perhaps from the To-morrow towards which we inexor-
ably are swept. But the tattered rags of democracy are
blown away in the great wind that sweeps across the
world, and we see a vision of embattled armies. To-
morrow we shall be conscripted, on one side or the other,
in a war which knows no neutrality. Let us eat, drink
and be merry, but when the call comes which side shall
we be on?



28

| Farmer Strikers in Spain
o By John Dos Passos

HEN we stepped out of the bookshop the narrow

street ‘steamed with the dust of many carriages.

Above the swiftly whirling -wheels gaudily dressed men

and women sat motionless in attitudes. Over the backs

of the carriages brilliant shawls trailed, triangles of red

and purple and yellow.
the carriages were coming back from the toros.

“Bread and circuses,” muttered the man who was
with me, “but not enough bread.” We turned into a
narrow lane, where the dust was yellow between high
green-and-lavender-washed walls. From the street we
had left came a sound of cheers and hand-clapping. My
companion stopped still and put his hand on my arm.
“There goes Belmonte,” he said. “Half the men who
are cheering him have never had enough to eat in their
lives.
quiet they filled their bellies. Those fools—he jerked
his head backwards with disgust. I thought of the shawls
and the high combs and the hair gleaming black under
lace and the wasp-waists of the young men and the in-
solence of black eyes above the flashing wheels of the
carriages. “Those fools give only circuses. Do you peo-
ple in the outside world realize that we in Andalusia
. starve, that we have starved for generations so that those
black bulls for the circuses may graze over good wheat-
land to make Spain picturesque! The only
time we see meat is in the bullring. These people who
argue all the time as to why Spain is backward and write
books about it,—I could tell them in one word: mal-
nutrition.” He laughed despairingly and started walk-
" ing fast again. “ We have solved the problem of the cost
of living. We live on air and dust and bad smells.”

He was a book-seller at whose shop I had stopped a
few minutes before to ask an address. When he learned
that I was looking for Francisco Azorin, an architect
who had served a term in prison for supporting the re-
cent strike of farm laborers, he ushered me into his back
room with that wonderful enthusiastic courtesy one
finds so often in Spain. There he and his errand boy and
a carpenter who happened to be there, all talking at once,
told me about the strike, how the region had been for
months under martial law, and how they and everyone
else of Socialist or Republican sympathies, had been
packed for weeks into overcrowded prisons. It ended
by the bookseller’s coming out with me to show me the
way to Azorin’s office. “Every workman in Cordova
would die for Azorin,” he whispered to me as we went
up the stairs.

We found Azorin busy designing a schoolhouse; he
has recently been elected a municipal councillor. He is

It was fair-time in Cordova;‘

The old Romans knew better; to keep people .

a sallow little man with a vaguely sarcastic voice and
amused air as if he would burst out laughing at any mo-
ment. He laid aside his plans and we all went on to see
the editor of Andalusia, a pro-labor weekly. In that
dark little office, over three cups of coffee that appeared
miraculously from somewhere, with the pungent smell of
ink and fresh paper in our nostrils, we talked about the
past and future of Cordova, and of all the wide region of
northern Andalusia, the fertile irrigated plains, and the
dry olive-land stretching up to the rocky, waterless
mountains, where the mines are.

In Azorin’s crisp phrases and in the long ornate periods
of the editor the serfdom and the squalor and the heroic
hope of these peasants and miners and artisans became
vivid to me for the first time. Occasionally the com-
positor, a boy of about fifteen with a brown ink-smudged
face, would poke his head in the door and shout: “It’s
true, what they say, but they don’t say enough—they
don’t say enough.”

From the Tagus to the Mediterranean stretches a
mountainous region of low rainfall, intersected by broad
river-valleys which, under irrigation, are enormously pro-
ductive of rice, oranges, and, in the higher altitudes, of
wheat. In the dry hills grow grapes, olives and almonds.
A country on the whole much like Southern California.
Under the Moors this region was the richest and most
civilized in Europe. 'When the Christian nobles from the
north reconquered it, the ecclesiastics laid hold of the
towns and extinguished industry through the Inquisitiqn,
while the land was distributed in huge estates to the mag-
nates of the court of Catholic Kings. The agricultural
workers became virtually serfs, and the communal vil-
lage system of working the land was replaced by the
plantation method of cultivating by areas with day la-
borers. The province of Jaen, certainly as large as the
State of Rhode Island, is now virtually owned by six
families. :

All through the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries
the liveliest people in all Spain swarmed overseas to ex-
plore and plunder America so that the tilling of the land
was left to the humblest and least vigorous. And immi-
gration to America has continued to be the safety valve
of the social order. It is only comparatively recently
that the consciousness has begun to form among the
workers of the soil that it is possible for them to change
their lot by any other means. As everywhere else, Russia
was the beacon-flare. Since 1918 an extraordinary
change has come over these frugal, sinewy peasants, who,
through centuries of oppression and starvation, have
kept, in spite of almost complete illiteracy, a curiously
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THE STORY OF A STYLE
By William Bayard Hale
A psycho-analytic study of the
speeches and writings of President Wil-
son. The result is startling—even to
those who think they understand the
President. $2.00.

THE HISTORY OF A

LITERARY RADICAL
By Randolph Bourne
Edited by Van Wyck Brooks
A side of Randolph Bourne new to all

but his intimates is between the covers
of this book. About $2.00.

THE ENDOWMENT OF

MOTHERHOOD
Edited by Katharine Anthony
The report of leading English soci-
ologists adapted to American conditions.
Paper 50c.

THE IRISH LABOR MOVE-

MENT
By W. P. Ryan
The story of Ireland’s economic slav-
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ery by one of the editors of the London .

Daily Herald. $2.00.
ON AMERICAN BOOKS

The widely discussed London Nation
supplement.
Cohen, Hackett, Spingarn, Mencken and
Colum. Paper 50c.

THE TWELVE
By Alexander Blok
The great poem of the.Revolution
which has reached a circulation of 2,-
000,000 in Russia. Paper 50c.

2nd large edition
Wm. Z. Foster's
THE GREAT

STEEL STRIKE
AND ITS LESSONS

The most widely discussed
book in America. Damned by the
conservative press as “radical,”
the N. Y. Globe calls it, “the
frankest statement that has
come from either side of the
struggle between capital and
labor.” 288 pp. 8 illus. Papeér
$1.00; cloth $1.75.

Critical studies by Messrs.

THESE THINGS SHALL BE

By George Lansbury

A statement of a “way out” for those
who believe in other methods than vio-
lence, $1.00.

29

THE EVOLUTION OF SINN

FEIN
By R. M. Henry
Admittedly the ablest study of Sinn
Fein that has yet appeared. The author
is a Professor at Queen’s University,
Belfast. $2.00.

THE BLACK MAN’S BURDEN
By E. D. Morel
This study of conditions in "Africa by
an acknowledged authority may aptly be
described as a modern “Uncle Tom’s
Cabin” in which imperial -capitalism
plays the role of Simon Legree. $1.50.
WHERE IRON IS THERE IS THE
FATHERLAND
By C. K. Streit
The sensational revelation of the col-
lusion of international metal interests
throughout the war. Paper 50c.

THE ECONOMICS OF IRELAND
By George W. Russell (“AE”) 2bc.

A GREAT INIQUITY
By Leo Tolstoy
His famous land article. Paper 25c.
PATRIOTISM AND RESPONSI-
BILITY FOR THE WAR
By Georges Demartial

A study of the essential nature of this
—and future-wars. Paper 50c.

32 W. 58th Street B. W. HUEBSCH, Inc., Publishers, New York City

- vivid sense of personal independence.

In the back

“ing unrest brought matters to a head again in the summer

rooms of taverns revolutionary tracts are spelled out by
some boy who has had a couple of years schooling to
a crowd of men, who listen or repeat the words after him
with the fervor of people going through a religious rite.
Unshakeable faith possesses them in what they call “la
nueva ley” (the new law), by which the good things a
man wrings by his sweat from the earth shall be his and
not the property of a distant senor in Madrid.

It is this hopefulness that marks the difference between
the present agrarian agitation and the violent and des-
perate peasant risings of the past. As early as October,
1018, a congress of agricultural workers was held to de-
cide on strike methods, and to formulate a demand for
the expropriation of the land. In two months the unions
(sociedades de resistencia), had been welded—at least
in the province of Cordova—into a unified system with
more or less central leadership. The strike which fol-
lowed was so complete that in many cases even domestic
servants went out. After savage repression and the mili-
tary occupation of the whole province, the strike petered
out with compromises which meant considerable better-
ment of working conditions, but left the important issues
untouched. The rise in the cost of living and the grow-

of 1919. The military was used with even more brutality
than the previous year. Attempts at compromise, at par-
celling out uncultivated land, proved as unavailing as the
Mausers of the Civil Guard to quell the tumult. The
peasants have kept their organizations and their demands
intact. They are willing to wait, but they are determined
that the land upon which they have worn out generations
and generations shall be theirs without question.

All this time the landlords brandish a redoubtable
weapon : starvation.. Already thousands of acres that
might be richly fertile lie idle, or are pasture for herds
of wild bulls for the arena. The great land-owning fam-
ilies hold estates all over Spain; if in a given region the
workers become too exigent, they decide to leave the
land in fallow for a year or two. In the villages it be-
comes a question of starve or emigrate. To emigrate
many certificates are needed. Many officials have to be
placated. For all that money is needed. Men taking
to the roads in search of work are persecuted as vagrants
by the civil guard. Arson becomes the last resort of
despair. At night a field of standing grain catches fire
mysteriously, or the country house of an absent landlord
burns down, and, from the parched hills where gnarled
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FLOYD DELL’S FIRST NOVEL

MOON-CALF

will be published October 27th

ITHOUT question, this is the most interesting and com-
petent first novel that has come our way. The scene is
our own Middle West; Felix Fay, the hero, treated with sym-
pathy and humor is familiar to us all in life, but almost un-
touched upon by American novelists. Moon-Calf is the sort
of novel written often enough perhaps, by young English
disciples of Wells, but it marks, we think, a new and important
note in our fiction.
In order to be sure of getting your copy before increasing
costs advance the price it is advisable for you to place your

order mow with your bookseller, the publisher, or THE
TIBERATOR. $2.25 net.

Max Eastman says of

THE ANTICHRIST

By F. W. NIETZSCHE
Translated with an introduction by H. L. Mencken:
- - » @ translation that abates none of the reckless and
magnificent contempts of the original. It is a great book, a
book that stands up and will be visible across the centuries.
If I were presiding over a course of study in Communism, I

would begin by asking every member of my
class to read it.” $1.75 net.

“

220 W. Forty-second St., New York
... " "~ — " ‘o

almond trees grow, groups of half-starved men watch
the flames with grim exultation.

Meanwhile the press in Madrid laments the “incul-
tura” of the Andalusian peasants. The problem of civ-
ilization, after all, is often one of food calories. Fer-
nando de los Rios, Socialist deputy for Granada, recently
published the result of an investigation of the food of
the agricultural populations of Spain in which he showed
that only in the Balkans—out of all Europe—was the
workingman as under-nourished. In calories the diet
of the average Cordova day-laborer represented some-
thing like a fourth of that of the British workman’s.

How long it will be before the final explosion comes
no one can guess. In the last municipal elections, when
six hundred Socialist councillors were elected in all Spain
—in contrast to sixty-two in 1915—the vote polled in
Andalusia was unprecedented. These Andalusian peas-
ants will not cling as violently as most of the European
peasantry to the habit of private property. All over
Spain one comes upon traces of the old communist vil-
lage institutions, by which flocks and mills and bakeries
and often land were held in common. As in all arid
countries, where everything depends upon irrigation,
ditches are everywhere built and repaired in common.
The idea of private property is of necessity feeble where

‘ THE LIBERATOR

ALFRED A. KNOPF

CREATIVE
REVOLUTION

By EDEN and CEDAR PAUL

An epoch-making book in the philosophy of Socialism. The
first real, original contribution since Marx’s “Capital.” Not a
straining for originality, but a scientific intefpretation of the
social trend of to-day and a study of the Communist Ergatoc-
racy, which, according to the authors, is the coming social
order. Ergatocracy is a new word coined by the authors and
means the ‘“rule of the people.” It is that sysem of society
which is to be introduced through the dictatorship of the prole-
tariat.

CREATIVE REVOLUTION is not a dry academic treatise.
It is a live, vital book, as alive and vital as tbe. movement
which it describes. And it is important, Cloth, $2.00.

KARL MARX

By ACHILLE LORIA

In this book one of the greatest political economists and so-
ciologists living writes about the greatest political economist
and sociologist of modern times. It is a work that fills a real
need. Strange as it may seem, Karl Marx has had no adequate
biographer and interpreter until the appearance of Loria’s
book. Loria’s MARX 1is a brilliant performance, and, for all
its scholarship, a most readable work, indispensable to the stu-
dent and the general reader. It gives a thorough and yet easy
introduction to a field of thought, the influence of which is now
being deeply felt everywhere. Board cover, $1.25.

THOMAS SELTZER, publisher, 5 West 50th St., N.Y.

there is no rain; for what good is land to a man without
water? Still, until there grows up a much stronger com-
munity of interest than now exists between the peasants
and the industrial workers, the struggle for the land and
the struggle for the control of industry will be, in Spain,
as I think everywhere, parallel rather than unified. One
thing is certain; however long the fire smoulders before
it flares high to make a clean sweep of Spanish capitalism
and Sparfish feudalism together, Cordova, hoary city of
the caliphs, where ghosts of old grandeurs flit about the
zigzag ochre-colored lanes, will, when the moment comes,
be the center of organization of the agrarian revolution.

When I was leaving Spain I rode with some young
men who were emigrating to America, to make their
fortunes. When I told them I had been to Cordova their
faces became suddenly bright with admiration. “Ah,
Cordova!” one of them cried. “They’ve got the guts in
Cordova.” -

Mountain. By CLEMENT WOOD

“A story of rather tremendous signifleance as con-
sidered with vegard to its bearing on the labor ques-
tion,” says The World. Price, $2.50

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York.




OCTOBER, 1920 3t

The advertising manager of The Liberator says our books, by and large, have as
great an appeal for Liberator readers as those of any other publisher. That inter-
ests us. :

Here is a list of good books, each one the best or one of the best of its kind. We
shall carefully tabulate the results of this advertisement. (Send your orders to us
at 103 W. 40th St.) These results will be as important to the advertising man- -
ager of your wonderfully good magazine as to us.

We are the Official Publishers in this country for the British Labour Party

'WHAT I SAW IN RUSSIA
by George Lansbury

Just publishéd in this country, this view of the social, in-
dustrial and political conditions in Soviet Russia, is of par-
ticular interest to Liberator readers,—it will be a revelation!
—Lansbury, the spiritual leader of British radicalism did not
see eye-to-eye with Bertrand Russell. It is important to note
that the attempts in England to discredit Lansbury, because of
his frightful picture of conditions, due to the Allied blockade,
have completely broken down.—There is an illuminating pre-
face by M. F. Boyd. $1.50 (postage 10c.).

THE IMPERIAL ORGY
by Edgar Saltus

(Twelve Half Tone Illustrations—Handsome Format).
The story of the Tsars of Russia from Ivan the Terrible to
Nicholas the Last. An amazing historical record of a literal
orgy of madness, cruelty and lust. This is by far Mr. Saltus’
most brilliant and colorful work and one of the very best
books to bear our imprint. $3.50. (Postage 15c.):

JAILED FOR FREEDOM

by Doris Stevens

(With Thirty Full Page Illustrations). Women have won
their political battle. This is the first and the official account
of this struggle—a vivid story with intimate and almost un-
believable facts and anecdotes.—An invaluable historical deec-
ument. $3.00 (postage 20c.). :

A GENERAL INTRODUCTION TO
PSYCHOANALYSIS
by Prof. Sigmund Freud

The most important and comprehensive book on psychp-
analysis ever written. Published a few weeks ago, already in
its Third Edition and reported as the most popular non-fiction
book of the early Fall. $4.50 (postage 25c.).

Good 'Septembe'r Fiction

POTTERISM
by Rose Macaulay

This is the literary sensation of London—it is now “the
best seller” over there, according to Mr. Milne. Frank
Swinnerton says: “It will be read all over England.” We say
it is simply delightful and agree with the Chicago Daily News
that “Potterism is a word that will pass into the language.”
$2.00 (postage 10c.).

THE DARK MOTHER
by Waldo Frank

The thousands of readers of Mr. Frank’s remarkable “Our
America” will want to read this his first novel since “The
Unwelcome Man.” We can promise them an epic of Ameri-
can life that will not be equalled in this generation. $2.50
(postage 15c.).

SATAN’S DIARY
by Leonid Andreyev

A posthumous symbolic novel written immediately before
Andreyev’s death in Finland. Awuthorized translation. Never
published before in any language. A great and bitter satire.
$2.25 (postage 10c.).

Limited Editions—For Subscribers Only—Rarely Beautiful Format. :
JAMES C. HUNEKER’S PAINTED VEILS (1200 numbered copies)

Mr. Huneker’s only novel. Of love, of letters, of the opera house. In parts Rabel-

aisian, in others more whimsically delightful than Boccaccio.

Always exquisite.

GEORGE MOORE’S MEMOIRS OF MY DEAD LIFE (1500 numbered

copies)

for sale only in this country.
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The first and only complete and unexpurgated edition of this modern classic. To be
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WHEN LABOR DICTATES

In Great Britain the working class has carried its Marxian Economics into factory, mine,
railway, and mill. And the British workers to-day are dictating to the most powerful govern-
ment on earth.

For ten years the British unions have been bearing the expense of a Course in Marxian
Economics for some of their members. These students have returned to industry, have AP-
PLIED their economics and laid bare for their comrades all the mysteries of capitalist produc-
tion and exploitation.

They have produced histories and analysis of the British railway system, of coal mines,
of shipping companies and other industries, showing the ORIGIN of capital and its rewards,
as well as the worker’s portion. They have gathered a wealth of practical data on the meth-
ods of capitalist industry that has enabled British Labor to flood the country with facts and
figures which are more and more lining up the Public with Labor in times of strike.

‘ When the history of an industry with its attendant story of profiteering, of low wages
and adulterated products is laid before the people, sympathetic strikes are organized. Labor
everywhere supports the strike. The struggle assumes a class character.

Our Correspondence Course in

| - APPLIED MARXIAN ECONOMICS

will be conducted by Mary E. Marcy, a Marxian of wide reputation, author of several well-
known books on economics. The Course aims to APPLY Marx to the industry where you
work, or to the industry at your door. We shall assist students to analyze these industries; to
show their origin and their development—to forge a fighting weapon and a publicity weapon
for the workers in their struggles against exploitation.

The figures that stand out in the labor movement in Great Britain are the labor uhjon
students who have learned how to APPLY Marxian methods in the class struggles on the job.

We shall assist students in developing a similar group

“in America. Join our Course in APPLIED ECONOMICS LESSON SUBJECTS
and make yourself invaluable in your union. Our stu- o e e e
dents can become specialized industrial experts, able to | * 3 Value and Prices. )

" render the highest service to the workers in industry; ‘é g"g,ﬁfgﬁl@faafg i‘gagzbor_mwer
able at any time to take charge of publicity during a big 7 What is Cap"ftan )
strike—and PUBLICITY that will mean EDUCATION g mtl’g?sie Are Fighting Over
and SUPPORT. iO givislion ‘o; ISurplustValug |

. 1 i
The Course of fifteen Lessons will be ready October 12 & 13 “l'fra;;ﬁ;eraﬁg&.m e
15th. Price $5.00. We furnish study pamphlets. When - 14 Exploitation of the Farmer.

. . 15 W d High Pri
a Club of five or more is organized, we donate FREE a ages and Ten trees

complete set of Marx’s Capital. Questions answered.
Co-operation given in the work of analyzing industries. Charlss magoerr & Co,

~ Enclosed find $5.00 for which send
Enroll Now. me your Course in APPLIED Marx-
ian Economics.

Address CHARLES H. KERR & CO. |  wewer oo

" 339 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO Address . .. .ooiiiiiiiii
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GREEN MANSIONS—W. H. Hudson

Special Introduction by JOHN GALSWORTHY

MARIUS THE EPICUREAN—Walter Pater
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Edited with Notes by WM. B. YEATs.

THE TEMPTATION OF ST. ANTHONY—Gu—éﬁ-
tave Flaubert

MARJORIE FLEMING’S BOOK
Introduction by CLIFFORD SMYTH
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Translated by LAFcApIoO HEARN
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We will do that, anyhow, on request.

103 West 40th St.

|BONI & LIVERIGHT]|

INEW:YORK ¢

MODERN
LIBR.ARV

\_/-\‘.

b

I'TRY TO TEACH MY SOUL -TO BE

TRY to teach my soul to be
Patient as a suppliant tree,
- But I was made of snow and fire,
Of mountain torrent, of sea’s desire,
Of sun-washed peak, of windy space,
Of fevers of the desert place,
Of grief untutored, and of woe,
Too hurt, too deep for rest to know,
Of joys too keen and wild to name.
How can I such a soul-self tame,
How can I root these rushing feet and be
A patient tree?-
N Annette Wynne.

CHOICE

SET on this barren board
(Yours is the choice, not mine)
The bread and leeks for your hunger’s ease,
The unacknowledged wine.

No protests—no demands.—
Always there will be
The driftwood fire that warms your hands,
The stars you will not see.
Muna Lee.

INVITATION
(Dedicated to the consclentlous objectors still in pnson)

OW let him in, the outcast one
With . thorns about his brow.
The flags are furled, the war is done,
We need not fear him now,

Go call him, though he wear the mark
Of rude, poor friends he found

Where we had thrust him in the dark,
On unanointed ground.

We'll bathe his feet, make shine his thorns;
Robe him again in white;

And who his gentle message scorns - ‘
Shall feel our holy might.

But have a care lest those should press
Who fed him while-we warred;
Wipe off the shadow of their kiss,
And keep the doorway barred.

We’ll set him in a sacred ring,
Free from their touch of sin.
Again shall hallelujahs ring!
Go, bishops, let HIM in.
Olive Dargan.

AT A CAFE

ISHES are birds. You have been circled round - -

. With them, invisible, I sent you in distress,
Flown from my heart that long had held them bound,
Surpassing winds in their sharp eagerness.

You have not seen their dim shades on the ground:
Nor heard them: never felt their pinions press
Beating the air, but never making sound,

And hanging over you in breathlessness,

So with you here, the stumbling little words
Lie down like frightened children in the dark,
Lie down and weep; and wishes winged like birds
Fly crowding back, with this the only mark
That I have almost told you breathless things,—
You hear the weary folding-down of wings.
Genevieve Taggard.

HAWAIIAN VOLCANO

ED is the mouth of Pele, passionate
Against the fires of the kindling stars:
Fire to fire moves: the heavens wait )
As low to earth comes, crimson-dripping Mars:
They kiss in thunder, shudder, suffocate—
Below men pause and listen, at their wars.
Genevieve Taggard.
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pay postage.
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TO SUBSCRIBERS :

If your Liberator doesw’t come—please write

and ask us why. We want you to have every copy
and will be grateful for a chance to make up for
accidents, whether they are our fault or not.

Circulation Department.

" Miss Eve Adams is traveling for The Liberator,

taking subscriptions. Please give her yours—
when she calls upon you.

Dear Subscriber :

If your copy of The Liberator
contains a renewal slip it means
that your subscription expires
with this issue. - A prompt re-
newal will avoid delay in getting
the next issue. .

THE LIBERATOR.

THE LIBERATOR

LABOR TEMPLE

Fourteenth St. and Second Ave.,
DR. JONATHAN C. DAY, Director .

announces two lecture courses by

DR. WILL DURANT

Sundays at 5 p. m., beginning Sept. 12.—Types of Genius:
Plato, Caesar, Spinoza, Shakespeare, Voltaire, Nietzsche, Lin-
coln, Lenin.

‘Wednesdays at 8.15 p. m., beginning Sept. 8. —Europe Since the
French Revolution: Napoleon and his times; the Holy Al-
liance; the Romantic Age in literature; the- Socialist move-
ment; the development of science, philosophy and religion;
literature and art, 1848-1920; nationalism and imperialism;
the Russian Revolution.

VOLUNTARY OFFERING AT THE DOOR

For »Rent .

Three pleasant sunny rooms (two large
and one smaller) for use as offices or
studios at 138 West 13th Street. May be
rented separately or together.

Telephone Chelsea 9300.
‘THE LIBERATOR.
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“I get other American, Canadian
and English  papers, but the
LIBERATOR is easily first; one
hundred such papers spread
throughout the. world and lib-
erty could almost exist”

‘That is what one man in New Zealand thinks of

the Liberator. Do you, here in America, dear
Reader, like it too? Please tell us so by sending
your subscription before October 15th. We have
a big paper bill to pay and we need you.

The Liberator,
138 West 13th Street, New York.

I enclose $2.50 for a year’s subscription, (or, if you
prefer, $1.00 for five months.)

Name
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ESPERANTO

has been officially recognized by the Russian Soviet
Government; it is endorsed by men like Arthur Hender-
son, Joseph McCabe and Romain Rolland. All true in-
ternationalists "should understand it. You can easily
learn Esperanto in a short time. Send
for complete text book and dictionary,
$1.50, post free (Canada $1.75).

The Metropolitan Esperanto Club

2633 Creston Ave., New York,

RAND SCHOOL CORRESPONDENCE

COURSES
ECONOMICS—HISTORY—SOCIALISM
CO-OPERATION

NINE COURSES. MODERATE FEES
For Information write to
Correspondence Dept., E. 15th St., N. Y. C.

Ask for Folder 230.

Phone Chelsea 7328

ADVANCE MAILING CO.

80 FIFTH AVENUE
Weekly and Monthly Publications

Addressing Multigraphing
Folding Mailing
Tel. Stuyvesant 6547. /_\

Manuscripty
7 & ...m'm. ; =/
[ PuBLIC | gzl |S1EN0GRAPHERS
/- 4
MULTIGRAPHING ﬂ/ MIMEQOGRAPHING

7 East 15th Street New York City

Plaza 5096

ARTISTS’ MATERIALS

and Picture Frames
at HALPERN'’S

Only store—510 Park Ave., 59th & 60th Sts.

A CONCERT EVERY NIGHT
The best cuisine and music

can be enjoyed in the
HUNGARIAN WORKMEN’S HOME
35¢ EAST 81st ST, NEW YORK

ANTON KUNST

Art Foundry
Gold, Silver and Bronze

50 East 7€6th St New York
Telephone Lenox 9376

If you want to eat, sleep
and play, come out to the

RED HEN FARM

Write to Edith Summers Kelley
Newton, N. J. R. R. 5.

CO-OPERATION

Issued Monthly One Year 75c.

THE CO-OPERATIVE LEAGUE OF AMERICA

2 West 13th St. New York City

Send wus 16 cents for information on Consumers’
Co-operation.

Telephone orders promptly attended to.

BIRTH CONTROL=

THE LIMITATION OF OFFSPRING BY
THE PREVENTION OF CONCEPTION

By WILLIAM J. ROBINSON

All the arguments for and against the voluntary limi-
tation of offspring or birth control concentrated in one
book of 250 pages.

CLOTHBOUND—Sent postpaid on receipt of $2.
Send for free circulars of our other books.
MODERN BOOK CO.,
32 Union Square, N. Y. C.

Dept. 8510,

Stenographic Reports of

CONVENTIONS, HEARINGS, MASS
MEETINGS, ETC.
TYPEWRITING—Accurately and neatly done. Manu-

scripts, Notes, etec,

TRANSLATING
MIMEOGRAPHING in large quantities, delivered in

record time
CONVENTION REPORTING CO.

32 Union Square, New York, N. Y.
Telephones Stuyvesart 1963—5296




The amazing and pathetic story of Brann, the Iconoclast
Why he was feared and worshipped, hated and loved.
How he fascinated his friends and crazed his enemies.

By SIDNEY HERZ

TEXAS brawl—a man shot in the temple of social pur- » forgive
back. The man who fired the fatal ity, every intruder | .1 ~,can forgve
bullet meant that it should wipe out there. He stood | mortal who would
Brann, the Iconoclast. Instead, the shot alone in defiance of | rather ?111:1};18 women
brought the slain man immortality. popular | LN o™ Would
It centered the attention of the humbug s | rather have the hate
world on an American writer whose and frauds. | of the ~—whole e
lashing words and cyclonic phrases Then, as | {umpt of his wife.”
bore the marks of genius. the blinding “The man hanged
* * * * flash of for homicide_ u:suall()l'
William Cowper Brann was born lightning, | fepepts andis jerked
in Coles County, Ill., January 4, as the rend- | victim, cut off in the
1855, the son of Rev. Noble Brann. ing crash of | heyday of his sins, is
B : . supposed to go to
His mother having died when he thunder, | pell a-wopping.”
was two and a half years old, he Brann “Too many young
was placed in the care of William struck! The | ladies Tush into tit-
Hawkins, a Coles County farmer. o= structures | Tonnar ¥y -— become
At the age of thirteen he quietly ];zzg;‘;l:l;" of society | poets of passion in-
walked away one dark night leav- s shook, the | stead of “authors of
ing behind him the only place he had ever towers of hypocrisy pie.

known as home, and he entered upon his
first revolt against life without friends or
means and almost destitute of education.

In July, 1891, the first issues of his paper,
“The Iconoclast,” appeared. The venture
was unsuccessful. Nothing daunted, in 1895
he revived “The Iconoclast” and it was suec-
cessful from the start.

Brann, the Iconoclast

Brann has been classed as a humorist. But
his humor was of
the order of Ra-
cine and Moliere.
He was not con-
tent to merely

"I want to see more
homes and fewer hovels,
more . men and fewer
dudes. I want to see
more women with moral

e&(»]urage to brave the } amuse or enter-
odium of Dbeing old i
maids rather than the tain people. He

aspired to arouse
public sentiment
in the interest of
certain long-need-
ed reforms. He
hated sham and
defied every form

pitiful weakness to be-
come loveless wives, I
want to see more moth-
ers who would rather be
qucens of their homes
than the favorites of
fashionable circles;
women who would rath-
er have the love of their
husban((lls than thefinsl(])- of fraud, hypo-
lent admiration of the i~ :

whole he-world — women crisy and decel.t'
who do mnot kmow too | He made of his
much"at 15 and too little humor a whi P
at 50.”—Brann, the Icon- with which to

oclast.
- scourge from the

tottered, the castles
of convention crumbled and above the fiery
ruins, above the blackened wreckage, the re-
splendent figure of Truth stood revealed in
blinding nakedness.

The Brann Tragedy

On April 1st, 1898, Brann was shot down
in the streets of Waco by one of his enemies.
Before he fell, he turned on his assailant and
buried five bullets in his body. The shooting
took place just oppo-

site my newspaper o1
stand. Brann died a
few hours later. But
little did he realize
his own glory, his

am sometimes
tempted to believe
that the only friend-
ship that will stand
fire is that of a vel-
low dog for a pauper

own magic of words, neg\x;o.”

1 1 ‘“Many people are
his O.Wn thunfienngf killed by pneumonia
craShlng power o —contracted while
expression. And al- | keeping thgiy moulil:hs
though he himself is ]| open on subjects they

: s : thing about.’
gone, his flaming | ¥BOW nothing

“A woman who has
two husbands in a
twelvemonth is a
stranger to that sen-
timent which makes
a war-horse linger at

spirit lives.

I felt at the time
of Brann’s death
that many people

would like to have
copies of Brann’s
Writings, so some

friends gathered to-

the dead soldier’s side
and the faithful dog
starve himself upon
his master’s grave.”

e made his pen a sword against sins of society

gether and decided to publish everything thgt
Brann had written. The first edition of Brann’s
Complete Writings amounted to more than 3,000
sets. They were all sold before a second edition
of 6,000 sets could Le rushed through the presses.
And there was good reason, .

Whatever your religion—whatever your ideals
or ideas—whatever your position in life—you
must know Brann, the Iconoclast. His writings
are as different from others as daylight is dif-
ferent from darkness. If you are a Lawy‘er or a
Minister, Business man or Writer, Public Speaker
or Banker—if yvou are a lover
of good literature—if you
want to imiprove your talking
and writing ability—if ¥you
want something that will
make you think deeply and
sincerely — you must read
Brann, the Iconoclast.

Free Examination—

Send No Money

And now you marx have this
beautiful twelve-volume set
for five days' free examina-
tion. If, at the end of that
time, you decide that vou do
not want to keep the set, you
are at liberty to return it and
the trial will not have cost
You a cent. If you keep the
set, as vou doubtless will,
pay for it on the amazingly
easy terms of your own selec-
tion as shown on the coupon.

If you are interested in
reading the works of the
most unique character in
American literature, mail the
coupon NOW. Send no money
—exaimine the set free—pay
on easy terms if pleased.
Present price good only untfl
second edition iz sold.

Address the Brann Publish-
ers, Inc.,, Dept. 1510, 130 E.
25th St., New York City, and
the set will be shipped pre-
paid at once, securely packed
in a wooden box.

— — — — — — SOS— m——
The Brann Publishers, Inc., Dept. 1510,
130 East 25th St., New York City.

Gentlemen : Send me the 12 volumes of Branm
(complete) prepaid. I will either return the books
in 5 days after I receive them or will send you
payments as cbecked in the square below:

[ 1 $1 after examination, $2 a month for 14 months.
[ 1 $2 after examination, $5 a month for 5 months,
[ 1 $5 after examination, $10 a month for 2 months.
[ 1 If cash is sent with order, price $24.50.

Name iviiiiiiiiiiniiineiiiiiaen, tessesecieeane

Address.. .o, City..... et ieeaie e,

State...... P Occupation........... R
Note: Ready soon: New Dresden Edition o

the complete works of Col. Robt. G. Ingersoll. If
interested write The Brann Publishers,
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are as different from others as daylight is dif-
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Minister, Business man or Writer, Public Speaker
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of good literature—if you
want to improve your talking
and writing ability—if you
want something that will
make you think deeply and
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Brann, the Iconoclast.

Free Examination—

Send No Money

And now you may have this
beautiful twelve-volume set
for five days’' free examina-
tion. If, at the end of that
time, you decide that you do
not want to keep the set, you
are at liberty to return it and
the trial will not have cost
You a cent. If you keep the
set, as you doubtless will,
pay for it on the amazingly
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tion as shown on the coupon.

If you are interested in
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paid at once, securely packed
in a wooden box.
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The Brann Publishers, Inc., Dept. 1510,
130 East 25th St., New York City.

Gentlemen: Send me the 12 volumes of Brann
(complete) prepaid. I will either return the books
in 5 days after I receive them or will send you
payments as checked in the square below:

[ 1 $1 after examination, $2 a month for 14 months.
[ 1 $2 after examination, $5 a month for 5 months,
[ 1 85 after examination, $10 a month for 2 months.
[ 1 If cash is sent with order, price $24.50.
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