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'AFTER everything that happened in the primary elections in TIlli-
nois, Pennsylvania, Towa and a few other places, it will be in-
structive to have a look at Minnesota. There is something very
special and characteristic about the coming primaries in .B[ixgne-
sota worth while following, studying and--to an extent—imitating.
The Minnesota Farmer-Labor Party.
HERE is a Farmer-Labor Party in Minnesota, an active political
organization which has considerable standing among the work-
ers and farmers of the state. It is 8 years old. This party placed
its first ticket in the field against the tickets of the republican and
democratic parties in the general elections of 1912, when the farmer-
labor candidate for governor received 31.5 per cent of the vote. At
the general elections of 1920 the farmer-labor nominee for the same
office polled 36 per cent of the vote; in 1922, 43 per cent, and in
1924, 44.5 per cent of the vote, ;

Tn the coming elections of 1926, the Farmer-Labor association
of Minnesota will again challenge the two old parties and will un-
doubtedly be successful in the effort. There, in the state of Minne-
sota, the workers and farmers have proven satisfactorily that inde-
pendent political action by the workers in alliance with the farmers
not only is possible but also practical and advantageous to-the
toiling masses.

Not as Helpless as in Other States,

W[TH the advent of the farmer-labor party in Minnesota, political

action for the workers and farmers ceased to be the empty, fu-
tile and hopeless proposition that it still is for the workers and
farmers in other places in the United States, And why? Because
in most of the other states and localities the masses are still sup-
porting the old capitallst parties, ;

A few recent political events will illustrate the point, During
the last four weeks, we had primary elections in about half a dozen
states, What role did the workers and farmers play in these elec-
tions?

In Illinois they participated in considerable numbers in the
.primaries of the republican and democratic parties, That is, large
masses of workers and farmers in Illinois have continuned to recog-
nize the old capitalist parties as their own. And what is the result
thus far? Smith is the senatorial candidate of the republicans,
Brennan is the senatorial standard bearer of the democrats. Both
are old type capitalist politicians.. Both are opposed to the workers
and farmers. Both are servile tools in the hands of various groups
of ecapitalists.

. What have the workers and farmers of Illinois achieved in these
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primaries? Nothing. They have helped their enemies against
themselves.

In Pennsylvania things have turned out’just as bad and for
similar reasons. The official labor leaders in Pennsylvania, despite
the existence there of a Labor Party which should nominate its own
candidates, entered into the republican primaries to support the
“best” man. They hit upon Pinchot for senator and Beidelman for
governor. How much these two are better than either Pepper, or
Vare or Fisher or any of the other capitalist candidates in the
republican race, we have never beep able to find out. But what was
the result? That neither Pinchot nor Biedelinan received the nom-
ination. These went to Vare and Fisher—two politicians that are
na good even according to the reactionary labor leaders in Pegn-
sylvania, o

In Towa things seem to be a little better than in Illineis or
Pennsylvania. The candidate who received the republican nomina-
tion for senator in Towa—Smith W, Brookhart—is politically really
different from Senator Cummins who was defeated. At least the
campaign that Brookbhart conducted could be interpreted as hostile
to Wall Street and friendly in a measure to the farmers and work-
ers, But Brookhart is the candidate of the republican party, the
party of Big\Capital, This party, if it at all permits the election of
Brookhart to the senate, will either make him take its dictates or
reduce his effectiveness in the senate to nothing, The burning ques-
tion, therefore, is this: is there going to be a party of workers in
alliance with the poor farmers to SUPPORT, DIRECT AND CON-
TROL THE ACTIVITIES OF THEIR REPRESENTATIVES
CONGRESS? This question is as relevant to Towa as it ig'to
nois, Pennsylvania, ete., with the possible exception of :
where the situation is considerably different. It is different because
there they have a Farmer-Labor Party,

This farmer-labor party in Minnesota, despite itd serious short~
comings in program, organization and leadership, is nevertheless a
party of the toiling masses, It ig distinctly different from the old
capitalist parties and is opposed to them, It is built on the right
idea—independent politica® action by the workers in alliance with
the poor farmers—even though this idea is not very clear in t?’
minds of many of its present leaders, oK 0
| It'is the presence in the field of this farmer-labor party that
makes all the difference between the primaries in Illinois, : :
sylvania or Towa and those that are coming up in Minnesota. Here
the workers and farmers have a political organization which can

be made to fanction in their own interests, Here they have an in.
(Continued on next page—page 2) o “l
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(Continued from page 1)
strument through which they can elect their own people to office
and to support and control them after they have been elected. In
the Farmer-Labor Association of Minnesota the toiling masses have
got an organization which can be made to do for the workers and
poor farmers what the republican and democratic parties have been
doing for the capitalists.
The Enamies of the Farmer-Labor Association.

THE Farmer-Labor Association of Minnesota is confronting strong

and powerful enemies. It has got to contend with them inside
as well as outside. There are the republican and democratic parties
still in existence and struggling desperately to combat the growth of
the farmer-labor organization. And there are also agents of the
capitalists—big and small—present WITHIN the farmer-labor move-
ment trying to destroy it from the inside.

Thus Davis is challenging the nomination of Mangus Johnston
as the candidate for governor on the farmer-labor ticket. This con-
test will be settled by the primary elections and, we hope, in favor
of Johnson and against Davis. We say this not because we con-
sider Mangus Johnson the ideal candidate. Johnson has serious and
fatal shortcomings. He is far from being the clear, conscious and
consistent champion of the interests of the masses against their ex-
ploiters that the workers and farmers need as their representatives.
But Mangus Johnson has got the support of the workers and farmers
in the Farmer-Labor Association whereas Davis is opposed by them
his support coming from the professional politicians, the middle
class elements and the reactionary labor officials.” Mangus Johnson
is the choice of the party having been nominated for the office of gov-
ernor by the convention of the Farmer-Labor Association, held at
St. Paul, in March. To support the nominee of the convéntion means
in this case to support the farmer-labor association. It means to
strengthen the movement against its enemies from within and to
enable it to develop into an effective organ of struggle controlled by
the workers in alliance with the poor farmers.

Spread the Minnesota ldea:

THE Minnesota idea should be spread to other states and locali-

ties. Tt is a correct idea inasmuch as it is founded on the prin-
ciple of independent political action by labor in alliance with the
poor farmers.

It is also a practical idea. This has been proven most convine-
ingly by the development and growth of the Farmer-Labor Associa-
tion in Minnesota.

And it is the only possible idea at this state of affairs. For
anything else short of it means the continuation of the futile and
hopeless game that we have witnessed just recently in the Illinois
and Pennsylvania primaries. ;

The Workers (Communist) Party has pointed out the way
towards spreading the Minnesota idea. It proposed the putting for-
ward of United Labor tickets and Farmer tickets in the coming
elections as a step in the direction of a Labor Party which would

make an alliance with the poor farmers for joint struggle against
the capitalist parties.

—ALEX. BITTELMAN.

Choice Bits of Futility and Reaction

“The little African gold cubes are
easier to read now that new electric
fixtures have been installed at head-
guarters. It has been suggested that
the assembly room be called the Great
White Way.”—Dick Small, Teamsters’
Union secretary, in the (Oakland.
Calif.) Union Labor Record.

“A very short session of the Dan-
ville (I1l.) Trades and Labor Council
was held on last Friday evening, due
to the fact that the delegates were
desirous of attending the May and
Dempsey shows.”—Vermilion County
Star (Danville, IIL).

“The British general strike . . .
fully attained its purpose of winning
for the coal miners a fair considera-
tion of their condition.”—Joseph E.
Cohen, in the American Appeal,

““They (my property interests) be-
jong to any great movement that ‘can
go on and do this job, and whenever
the Amalgamated is ready to do that
thing that they talk about in their
preamble, or can show me that it is in
'a movement for that thing and it is

“time for me to turn over the property

interests of the A. Nash Co. to the
Amalgamated, I am ready now or at
any time to do it (Speech of Arthur
Nash to A. C. W, A. convention) . . .
1t is, of course, no wonder that he was
given a tremendous ovation by the
delegates when he concluded his ad-
dress.”—The Advance,

“The contest for the nomination for
governor on the Farmer-Labor ticket
{8 not developing any animosity what-
soever, It is only a friendly contest
to satisfy two factions of the progress-
jve movement of the state.”—St. Louis
County (Hibbing, Minn.) Independent.

“In asking your permission to file
this report in the record I summarize

it by saying that it shows that the
Workers’ Educational Bureau, of
which William Z. Foster is the head,
is the smoke screen which was in the
early days intended to hide William Z.
Foster, the now recognized leader of
the Workers’ Party, the political
party which is subordinate to the Com-
munist International of Moscow. Wan-
gerin is secretary of Foster's amalga-
mation section of the Workers’ Edu-
cational Bureau, and it is represented
or was represented that Wangerin was
secretary of the committee in charge
of the Minnesota plan of amalgama-
tion—so-called. Stating it another
way, we have the Communist Interna-
tional of Moscow in direct charge of
the Workers’ Party of America, of
which Foster is the leader. Subordi-
nate to the Workers’ Party is the
Workers’ Educational League, of
which Foster is the head and has a
division of this league in the Interna-
tional Committee for Amalgamation of
the sixteen organizations. Foster
is chairman of this and Wangerin is
secretary.

“Foster does not believe in political
action mor in economic action; he be-
lieves in organized force and murder
—he calls it revolution.”—Bert M.
Jewell, president of the railroad em-
ployes department of the American
Federation of Labor, to the conven-
tion of the Brotherhood of Railway
Carmen. From the Railway Carmen’s
Journal.

PWe believe that the year 1928 will
mark the beginning of this decisive
struggle between democracy and dic-
tatorship. And we predict that this
struggle will wipe out the remnants of
middle-class liberalism and bring the
European middle class into the soclal-
ist parties.”—The Milwaukee Leader,
a socialist party pub from an

editorial June 10,

A PEEK EACH WEEK
AT MOTION PICTURES

“THE GREATER GLORY.”

JE GREATER GLORY, adapted

from the novel a “Vienese Med-
ley,” is largely a background for the
brilliant blonde loveliness of Anna Q.
Nilsson—miles removed, by the way,
from the simpering Christmas-card
angel blondeness of “America’s Sweet-
heart.” But the film also attempts a
portrayal of the play of social forces
in war-time Europe that is a new and
welcome departure for the movies of
this country. The personal theme cen-
tering about Anna Nilsson as the
daughter of a wealthy Viennese fam-
ily who is driven from home when
she is involved in a scandal—inno-
cently, of course—and becomes the
center of the wild night life of Vi-
enna's “schiebert,” or war-profiteers,
is banal enough. It is the Swedish
actress’s vitality and charm alone that
save it from actual stupidity. But the
picture of the swift decline of mem-
bers of Vienna's aristocracy from
propertied security to the poverty and
insecurity that they had always trust-
ingly believed to be reserved by a
wise upper-class Providence exclu-
sively for the proletariat, is not at all
badly done.

The family about which the action
centers is first shown in the Spring of
1914—well-dressed, well-fed, with all
the quiet self-assurance and poise of
position and wealth of long standing.
Then comes the war, the krone drop-
ping daily, government bonds and in-
vestments becoming worthless, prices
mounting to fabulous heights, and
finally the bread-line, food riots, and
the last belongings pawned at govern-
ment pawnshops.

The effect on the various members
of the family group is really cleverly
shown. Particularly on the old aunt
who is the head of the family. At
first a dainty, imperious, petted little
old lady, and then -a terribly fright-
ened old woman with no earning
power at all, who knows that ghe is a
burden to the rest of the family and
daily sees starvation staring her in
the face.

This process of the impoverishment
of the wealthy bourgeoisie in Central
Europe has formed the theme of
numerous books and articles since the
war. It is interesting to observe how
the tragedy of insecurity and uncer-
tainty which is the daily and familiar
companion of the great mass of the
workers in all capitalist countries be-
comes visible to the eyes of the bour-
geoisie only when it touches their
own class.

The war-profiteer side of the picture

‘is not so well done. The types would

be more effective if their brutality
and hoggishness were not so crudely
and conventionally drawn. As it is,
the moral seems to be that if a rich
man gorges himself in an ungentle-
manly manner while starving people
look on and occasionally kicks a char-
woman, he is wicked; but if he ob-
serves the rules of etiquette and eats
politely where the people that he is
helping to starve are out of sight,
and doesn’t kick his employes, but
merely exploits and enslaves them, he
is alright.

The film would be vastly improved
if the producer would cut out the ridic-
ulous helmeted figures on horseback,
lifted from the “Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse,” that ramp across a pink-
and-white sky to the accompaniment
of something that sounds like the tin-
tray call for dinner in a country hotel,
every time that war or rioting or revo-
lution are mentioned, and the night-
gowned ones that appear when a gen-
eral impression of uplift is to be con-
veyed. On the other hand, a number
of scenes might be added with ad-
vantage to remove a certain feeling
of abruptness and dificulty in follow-
ing the action of the story, frequently
present in a film adapted from a novel,
especially from one with a plot that is
well somewhat subtly worked out, as
that of the “Viennese Medley” Is
said to be. 4

The photography is excellent, and
some very beautiful Viennese scenes
are shown, and remarkably intelligent
care has been taken with the minor

characters and details, with the result

that the characters do really look like
Viennese, and Viennese of the war
years, instead of like Americans at
a masquerade, Amy Schechter.

| .b‘ I 3
“MLLE. MODISTE"— te
MORALS IN THE MOVIES.
“NFLLE. MODISTE,” one of the

month’s best selling movies,
might almost as well be called “Bab-
bitt in Paris.” The similarity be-
tween Hiram Bent, its “wine ‘em,
dine ’em, and sign ’em’ hero, and Sin-
clair Lewis picture of a typical Ameri-
can business man as seen on the
screen is accentuated by the coincl-
dence of Willard Lewis having been
cast for both roles. And in the words
of one of the comedy's many wise
cracks, Willard “knows his onions”—
especially when it comes to playing
the part of an affable nincompoop.

Hiram Bent hails from St. Louis,
Mo., and, for movie purposes, is a mil-
lionaire banana importer. But in
Paris he reveals his commercial in-
genuity by taking up a side line,
women's clothes. It is around the
momentous subject of women's
clothes, therefore, that the meaning
and moral of this movie revolve. As
Hiram puts it when he opens his
“Mlle. Modiste” shop with a “splen-
diferous” banquet. “Here's to low
necks and short skirts—may they
never meet!” The hairbreadth es-
cape that keeps the two from meeting
provides the germ for a plot.

Middle-class morality is a sort of in-
describable, indefinable. something
that is nevertheless indispensable, one.
finds out as the story progresses.
Fifi, the model, is the kind of a girl
who says she “isn’t that kind of a
girl” and she isn’t! When Hiram, as
banquet host, introdtces her to all the
potential mascuyling buyers (not of
her, but of her costumes—the distinc- :
tion is a fine one) she conceives the
naive idea of auctioning off her clothes
for the benefit of the French orphans,
right on the spot. First her slippers,
her fan, ete. . . .

‘When her dress is being bid for she
modestly retires behind a screen,
challenging male rivalry from over
the top with head bobbing from bare
shoulders. Even her tiny undergar-
ments reach the hand of the highest
bidder, and then the boldest amongst
the males opens the bid “For the
Screen!” Bidding goes on frenziedly,
with Hiram’'s protests overruled be-
cause “It’s all for the French orphans,
you know,” and finally the financially
fittest is told to come and get it.
Eyes gleam evilly and mouths gape as
he eagerly clutches for the screen. It
folds together in his arms, disclosing
to the breath-holding guests “Mlle.
Modiste,’ calm and smiling in her sim-
ple little dinner gown, donned dex-
trously between sales,

The fact that Hiram’s buying guests
saw a disrobed Fifi only with their
mind’s eyes and not with their
naughty physical optics made all the
difference in the world, of course, as
far as middle-class morality is con-
cerned, It happened, however, that
her high-born lover, present incognito,
became somewhat disconcerted before
the final unveiling and departed early
in a selfish dudgeon. Therein lay the
great tragedy. How to convince him
that she “wasn’t that kind of a girl?”
This problem was happily solved by
resort to the green-eyed monster,
jealousy, aided by the fact that Fifi
had “whatever it is necessary to hang
clothes on,” and she also had the
clothes,

The picture, adapted from the op-
eretta, “Fifi,” is full of funniness and
well acted, while Corinne Griffith is
very easy to look at—and she has a
gsense of humor that shows itself in
Charleston-like antics which appeal to
one's sense of thodernity, to say the
least. It's a far ery from her back to
America’s former ‘“sweetheart,” °"'§
tshioned Mary Pickford, who scarcely

moved anything but her eyes.
"wl

3 o S Sl it




—-—

New Days in Old England

By T. J. OFLAHERTY.

LEFT the usually turbulent but

now comparatively peaceful Dub-
lin on the evening of the 30th of April,
bound for London.

Dublin is not an easy place to
leave—particularly for those with a
thirst for the dramatic,

But May Day in London in 1926
with 1,000,000 coal miners out of the
pits! And with a general strike threat-
ened! This was something that many
men and women would sacrifice years
of ordinary existence to experience.

So I resisted the temporary invita-
tion of friends to spend a week shoot-
ing curlews in the heather-clad moun-
tains of Wicklow, or discussing the
futility of things in general with the
cynical intelligentsia of Dublin who
survived the gats of Black and Tans,
Regular and Irregular Republicans and
Free States.

AY DAY, 1926, dawned rather
spiciously on the city of fogs,
alias London. Perhaps the sun was
Just as benevolent when Oliver Crom-
well, the pious bourgeois cutthroat,
sent his troops into the house of com-
mons and dispersed the jabbering flun-
keys of the Stuart king. Also on the
day the royal Stuart had his royal
head chopped off by the psalm-singing
Covenanteer headsman,

The “tight little isle” has a history
alright, but one would never dream of
such things waiting in the offing as
the Holyhead flier flew into a London
station on May 1st, 1926.

“So you are not on strike yet,” I
remarked to the taxi driver who drove
me to a hotel

“We are waiting for the call, sir,”
he replied.

Yes, British workers use polite ex-

pressions, just as a Chicago gunman
wears a silk shirt. But I frankly be-
lieve that a perfectly proper and
smooth-tongued British worker would
Jguite nonchalantly bore holes in the
body of a British aristocrat with the
same feeling of satisfied legality that
a Berlin porter would express in ac-
cepting a mark for tipping his hat to
a guest,

I have known good Irish Roman
Catholics who would applaud the exe-
cution of a counter-revolutionary car-
dinal even tho they might thump their
chests in devotion, mixed with re-
ligious horror over the contemplation
of the 5th commandment: “Thou shalt
not kill.” -

All roads lead to Hyde Park on May
Day. And on this May Day more than
ever,

One million miners on strike!

Four million workers in other indus-
tries, under the leadership of the Gen-
eral Council of Trade Unions, threat-
ening to strike in sympathy,

Of course, the right wing leaders,
led by Mr. J. H. Thomas, proletarian
by origin but flunkey by nature—em-
phasize that this was an industrial
and not a political struggle—that the
General Council was not fighting the
government or aiming to destroy the
“constitution.”

But who believed in Thomas? Only
the capitalists and unfortunately large
sections of the workers. The villain
of “Black Friday” was out to beat his
second, and he succeeded—on the
evening of May 11.

But on May Day! Who could fore-
tell what might happen, once the
masses began to move. The masses
are dangerous—to the ruling classes;
to those who prey on them,

“Revolutions never take place until
the pains of rebellion are no greater
than the pains of obedience.”

And this stage has arrived for the
British working class,

J. H. Thomas, privy councillor to
his majesty, the inebriated monarch
of Britain, Ireland, India, Egypt, etc.,
would do his best to break the soli-
darity of the workers, but the best of
prophets make mistakes,

And the government was taking no
chances.

1 watched the May Day parade at
the Marble Arch, one of the entrances

‘to Hyde Park, where the procession

dispersed.
How many of you remember what
David Lloyd George sald of the social-

A Historic

British Capitalism

May Day

Losing Its Temper.

ist propaganda carried on in this fa-
mous meeting place, while speaking
on the rise of the working class move-
ment in the commons a few years
ago?

George is a clever political oppor-
tunist. He is an astute reader of
mass psychology. He reminded his
colleagues in the historic house of
the days—30 years ago—when social-
ist soap-boxers “raved” in Hyde Park,
and the silk-hatted crowd laughed at
them, the police tolerated them and
the ruling”e¢lass felt quite happy in
the thought that the workers were too
stupid to unite and the “nuts” were
tco crazy to lead. .

But the ‘nuts” have changed, said
the wily George and so have the
times, which is responsible for all
change. The wily Welshman likes to
scare the bourgeoisie, so he can get
a better price from them for his sense.

But the Hyde Park demonstrations
are no longer sneezed at by Scotland
Yard. Mounted police were there on
May Day, 1926—plenty of them. Lloyd
George, the flunkey of British im-
perialism, knew what he was talking
about. The British working class
movement is no longer a thing to be
sneezed or laughed at.

OUNG, old and middle-aged,

marched or rode from the Em-
bankment to Hyde Park. Policemen
on slick mounts accompanied the pa-
rade. The horses pranced and “did
their stuff” perhaps to impress the
workers with their mobility., At that,
they looked as precocious as those
who sat on their backs.

The present London police force is
comparatively mew. None of those
who went on strike a few years ago
were reinstated. This is not surpris-
ing. It is a serious matter for the rul-
ing class to allow their uniformed
hirelings to affiliate with the Labor
Movement,

Don’t forget that Calvin Coolidge is
“our” president, because he claimed
credit for breaking the Boston police-
men’s strike, tho he should give the
undeplored deceased Gompers a share
of the credit,

N they came in thousands, on foot
|\ and in many types of conveyances
—young, middle-aged and old.

“Stand by the Miners,” “Down with
the Fascisti,” “Support the Workers’
Defense Corps,’ “Read the Sunday
Worker.”

Slogans—fighting slogans. “What
kind of a paper is this Sunday
Worker?" I asked quite innocently of
a portly person who watched the pro-
cession with much interest,

“A labor paper,” he replied proudly,
“You should secure a copy.” And so
I did, and met Comrade William Paul,
the genial editor, and the equally

name is quite familiar to those who
have even a nodding acquaintance
with the revolutionary movement in
the United States.

Communists, I. L. P.ites, Young
Communists, Young Pioneers, Labor
Party branches, Trade Unions—they
were all there marching together.

“This looks like what we in the
States would call a ‘United Front’,”
says I to myself, but just then there
was a commotion down the line. I
could hear angry shouts, “Get the bas-
Rl o ots 8

Two lorries came tearing along
loaded with fascisti. And you never
witnessed such a scurvy collection of
human beings!

Perhaps everybody on the side-lines
were not workers or radicals. But
there was no sympathy for the black-
shirts. Fortunately for them, the
drivers stepped on the gas and they
escaped with their hides. But they
did not capture any red flags, as the
capitalist press reported.

AM in Hyde Park. It looks like

the vicinity of a picket line in an
American industrial struggle. Police!
Police! Police! Mounted and on foot.

A disturbance in the distance and
mounted police dash to the scene of
trouble.

There are many kinds of people
there—some hunting for amusement.
But then, even during the French rev-
oiution, the theaters were open!

Here is George Hardy, sturdy and
red-faced, acting secretary of the Na-
tional Minority Movement. The sec-
retary, Harry Pollitt, is in jail, but
his wife, Marjorie, is on the job. She
makes a hit with the crowd.

George Hardy was delivering a
Lspeech or reading a resolution. He
was on the Seamen’s platform. George
is an old “Wob” and is just as proud
of the fact as even Bill Haywood. I
stepped behind the platform and
pulled his leg—Iliterally,

“There are three bastardly finks out
here,” he whispered. “I will meet
you at—-"

Scotland Yard men were busy with
their notebooks. Not that they needed
any. The British “stools” are the
nost accomplished liars in the world.
And the judges usually take their
word

Nat Watkins of the National Mi-
nority Movement totes a considerable
pipe, but, unlike that worn by our
Hell and Damnation Dawes, it is not
upside down. Neither is Nat,

The park was congested, Police
lying on the grass, smoking pipes.
Yodlers fiddling or dinging or what-
ever yodlers do. “No more war” ban-
ners in dangerous proximity to Com-
munist banners that told the workers
it was no use blinking the class war.

scintillating Charlie Ashleigh, whose

It was there,

A tall fellow was in the center of
the angry crowd. He wore an under
takers’ collar., But perhaps it was
his own. He was defending the gov-
e nment and the capitalist system.

“The workers are alright as long as
they stay where they belong,” he was
saying, much to the disgust of a tall
man who wore a button with the
cryptic letters, “I. C. W. P. A."” the
counterpart of the I L. D, (Interna-
tional Labor Defense).

A lady of imdifferent pulchritude
was boosting the Prince of Wales,
while a stately,matron with a child
on her shoulder more than suggested
that the prince’s supporter was, to
put it mildly, of unquestionable virtue,
since she admitted having a very
warm spot in her heart for the prince,
tho she mever had the pleasure of
seeing his royal countenance.

The woman with the child shot a
leading question to her opponent:

“Would you marry the prince?”

“You bet your bleedin’ lives,” was
the reply.

“Then you are no better than a
bloody prostitute,” said the woman
with the child. “How could you love
a blighter you never saw?”

“But he is our prince,” retorted the
suspected virgin, “and if all the royal
family were like him there would not
be so much trouble.”

“Well, we would not run out of bas-
tards,” snorted the woman with the
child. “For my part, I say dammn 'em
all The working class can bloody
well get along without ’em.”

Still no blows were struck, tho
plenty of hard words were passed.

I trotted hither to the no-war meet-
ing. Perfectly liberal and non-fac-
tional. About one hundred persons
listened more or less attentively while
a speaker dwelt on the horrors of war.
He did not mention the Chinese, Hin-
aco or Egyptian wars, even at that
moment, in course of prosecution by

the British government. Evidently !
that kind of thing was more or less

immaterial. What he did not like was
war between the big capitalist powers.
Still he was a good fellow.

Turning around for consolation, I
noticed a demonstration. There was
a semi-balded man carried on the
rshoulders of husky fellows with sev-
eral hundred in the procession.

“There is Sak!”

“What the blazes is Sak?” I que-
ried.

“Why, Saklatvala, of course,” was
the reply, “the M. P, of Battersea.
He is a Communist.”

And almost everybody in the vk
cinity began to cheer.

Sure enough, there was Saklatvala,
a Hindoo, elected to the commons
from Battersea, which sent John
Burns to the house. But Burns is now
rather quiet, tho some say he has not
forgotten the working class.

Saklatvala is not quiet, tho. Rather
funny to see a member+of the Hindoo
race elected to the commons by a typ-
ical! British electorate. But they are
cxploited just as Saklatvala’s people
in India are. And Saklatvala, being
a Communist, knows that the inter-
ests of the exploited colonial workers
and those of the workers in the chief
city of the empire are identical,

““Three cheers for Saklatvala.”

There was a rush for his platform,
The poor devil on the “no more war”
platform did the best he could. His
few listeners were leaving to hear
(lm'l

“I am not surprised,” he said, “that
Saklatvala should get the <crowd.
They know he is loyal to the working
class and that he is unafraid. They
are confident that he will fight for
them, regardless of consequences.
But—"

And then he tried to induce a few
people to remain, because the next
speaker was a “Miss So and So,” who
was not bad to look at. But the
audience did not stay. They went to
near “Sak,” who was having the time

R

s

of his life taking liberties with the

Union Jack,

The workers listened to him and ap-

plauded. The detectives listened and
took notes. And effectively. “Sak”
got two months in jail for the speech
he made on that May Day.

It was a glorious May Day.

But the best was yet to come,
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~ and making speeches on behalf of the M. O. P, R.,

~nF

~m1f a dress, to mend stockings, to wash her

: red kerchief on her head, a white blouse and a

MASHURA (Picture of a Young Russian) 3y Moissaye J. Olgin

|

[ L2

THIS is how I met her. I was sitting in a tram-;

car that stopped at the Lubyansky square.
The square was in a red turmoil. A youth dem-
onstration had just been terminated and a erowd
of young men and women thrust themselves into

| the car. Ome of the girls looked like a glowing
| POppY among grasses.

Was she beautiful? I know not. A brown,
oval, sunburned face with a golden glow under
the skin. Oval, dark, luminous eyes with a little
squint. Thick, brown hair combed back. A
laughing big mouth,—red and white, blood and
pearls. Apple-quality in the figure: round, resili-
ent, luscious, substantial. The whole appearance
go permeated, saturated, full to overflowing with

|great deal of space. She feels best in-the open

life, sunshine, laughter, free joy, that one did not
care to think whether the creature was beautiful.
Ask whether a young pine tree is beautiful when
it quivers in the hot summer wind.

The car was filled with a colorful hullabaloo.
The tram had not yet moved from the spot before
I knew that the name of the girl was Mashura.

She sat opposite me on the narrow seat next
to the window. I looked at her, thinking how
well the name fitted her apperance: broad, round,
coherent, with a wide sweep: Ma-shura. I must
have looked at her with too much curiosity be:
cause she suddenly burst out laughing: :

“You want to talk. Why don’t you? Don’t be
baghful.”” o

Simlingly I said something to the effect that
she interested me as a type of the new proletarian
youth. Mashura turned tp the rest of her com-
rades with a loud voice in mock earnest:

“T have the honor to introduce to you a rare
bird, an American who speaks Russian.”

Not a quarter-hour had passed before we all
became friends as if we had known each other for

many years.
- - - -

ONCE tried to make the balance of Mashu-

ra’s day and found that hours were missing.
Tt is like this. In the morning she must get up
not later than six or half-past six, because she has
to wash, dress, cook and eat breakfast, and then
ride Yorty minutes in the tram and walk ten min-
utes to reach her factory at “whistle time,”—
‘eight sharp. In the factory she works from eight
to twelve and from one to five every day execpt
Saturday, when the work is finished at twelve.
At gix in the evening she finds herself in the uni-
versity where she takes courses and participates
in the seminary till nine. Three times each week
she is occupied, first, in the party nucleus, sec-
ond, in a political circle where she gives a course,
third, in the chorus. Besides, she has been charged
with the special task of organizing sections of
the M. O0..P. R. (International Labor Defense).
This necessitates her visiting workers’ meetings

sometimes also organizing conferences and meet-
, ings. M. O. P. R. keeps her busy several evenings,

a week.
Al this is regular, indispensable work.
_Figuring out the extent of her activities,
I could not understand where Mashura found
time, first, to eat supper, there being a ride of a
minimum of fifty minutes from the factory to the
university; second, to prepare the work for the
university; third, to read books and papers;
fourth, to participate in the Komsomol (the
Communist organization); fifth, to sew

gixth, to live.
Of course, she did not need much clothing. A

short gkirt up to her knees, a pair of.sandals on
gtrong, sunburned, well-shaped feet, and noth-

“NM[ASHURA, where do you find time—?”

Mashura jerks her head, her eyes flash like
two black little mirrors, and her big mouth re
veals a hundred strong, white teeth.

“Nitchevo—I find time.”

“Mashura, what do you study in the univers-
ity ¥

“Biology and Marxian philospohy.”

“Mashura, what do you want to become?”

“What do you mean, become? 1 am.”

“What are you?”

“A proletarka.”

Mashura gives her upper body a powerful
twist so that her white blouse shakes. Mashura
loves energetic movements. Mashura needs a

air, Qo—ooch! How good it is to move!

“Mashura, how many hours a night do you
sleep ?” -
“Never mind.

Who cares to sleep away his
life?” . :

WAS in Mashura’s house. She inhabits a
room with two other girls in the Arbat section
of Moscow, on the eighth floor. There is an ele-
vator in the house, but it stops at nine in the
evening. Coming, as I did, shortly before eleven,
because I knew that nobody comes home earlier,
I had to walk up one hundred and twelve steps.
But the girls boasted that their balcony over-
looked half of Moscow (the house formerly be-
longed to the bourgeoisie, now it is honeycombed
with workers.) We drank tea on the balcony.

Of Mashura’s two room-mates, one is an office
worker' and the other a medical assistant. The
latter works in a hospital two days in succession,
with the whole third day off. When she is free
she cooks for all the girls, preparing food for the
other two days. There is no kitchen, and the
food is cooked on the primus, a kerosene burner.

The room is clean though not large. There is
a bed, a couch, two chairs, a table, a couple of
boxes, a primus, a balcony. There are lots of
books. All three girls are reading books. There
are pictures on the walls, portraits of leaders,
and a'few ‘landscapes. vHEavy on :

Of the two other girls, the office worker is a
weakly, pale creature of abouf twenty-two, with
dreamy eyes and slow gestures. The medical as-
sistant is a woman of about forty, with closely-
cropped hair, a hardened face and mannish ex-
pression. Mashura looked enormously young in
the company of her room-mates. One would be-
lieve she was sixteen. One would take her for a
careless child, if not for the moments when the
laughter disappeared from her face, at which mo-
ments one realized that this was an earnest per-
sonality, a woman with a will and a way.

“Mashura,“ what are you going to do tomor-
row?” !

“Pomorrow I am going to the Narkomzdrav
(Health Commissariat). The day nursery in our
factory needs a doctor. ¥’s scandalous we have
to wait so long.”

Mashura swings her two fists downwards as
if nailing something in the air with two ham-
mers. In a minute she is laughing again, he:
white teeth gleaming in her big, luscious mouth.

“Sing, Mushura.”

“Everybody is asleep.”

“Don’t talk nonsense. Who is going to sleep
on a night like this?”

“Would you help?”

“Go ahead.”

Mashura fills her chest with air, and a warm.
frolicsome folk tune dances into the wide-awake.
white Moscow night. The refrain is caught uj
in the adjoining rooms. In a few minutes th«
whole house is a-singing. Ee-eeeeaa-aa-a-ch.
Mashura screams out, spreading her arms, It
looks as if she would swing herself from the bal
cony.

“hw

MASHURA says she has a man. How go? Quite
plainly: she has a husband. Been married
for a year and a half,

Why doesn’t she live with him?

She jerks her head sidewise, and her brown fuace
becomes all aglow with gold sparks which shoot
from under her skin, :

“Bourgeois notion.”

“But don’t you want to live with the man you
love ?”

“So we meet. What else? Must we always
step on each other’s corns? Or should we per-
haps put two beds together and cover them with

~ It seems Mashura has never seen &
thing than two beds covered with one guilt.

“But when do you meet him, since you
always busy?”

“Nitchevo. One finds time. A famous schelar
once said i ‘One must only know how to be master
of his time” This is NOT. (The Russian equiva
lent of Scientific Management).

Mashura is taking at the university g course
in NOT.

“Can you tell me something about the Taylor
system ?” she asks, and her broad, laughing face
assumes the expression of a lovely, attentive, well
béhaved pupil in a class.

I,' S8AW Mashura on the Vorobovy hills of a Bup-
day afternoon. From the heights, Masc
looked like a silver and gem embreidery on ja
green rug. At the foot of the hills the river
Moskva spread like a blue sash with buckles of

mother-of-pearl. Nas ot

Young people played in the flelds, Mashura
among them. Her hair was digheveled, her face
flushed, her shapely bare legs fairly jumping
from under her dress. She took off her red ker-
chief, holding it in her hand and waving it in the
air in front of a cluster of young men who ran
in every direction. It was like this: whoever
catches Mashura will have a dance with her. She
waved the kerchief and ran, with the heated boys
giier her.  Laughter rang, rolling all over the

eld.

Little white clouds danced in the hot summer
skies of Moscow.

Voices rang from everywhere: “Ma-shura!
Ma-shu-ra!”

- They Say
By HENRY GEORGE WEISS

Is manhood not within you, courage gone?
Are you but’fit to be the slaves you are?

Nor lift your heads fo view 4 %ln

Oh tell me true—are you the blind, the dumb,
The patient beast of burden that they say?

But stupid dolts from whom no will can come
To break the bonds and throw the chains away :

You toiling serfs that delve below the earth,
You rugged ones that plant the generous whea*
Are you but fools fit for your master’s mirth?
Are you but dust beneath their haughty feet?

And you who toil in factory and mill . .,

Speak! Let me hear! They say you love your
* chains; P .

They say that at their bidding you would kill

To add another dollar to their gains.

They‘say....theysay.....anduthq-y
I hear
The thud of rebel feet, the sullen ery
Of Labor Militant write deep with fear
That on l:heir brows which gives them baek the
Oe! \ 3 .
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Have Faith in Massachusetts?

By ADOLF WOLFF,

“Have faith in Massachusetts,”
Once wrote a politician

Who since has climbed

Into the White House.

Have Faith in Massachusetts
Where long ago :
Witches were burnt

Alive,

And where today

Two Innocent men,

Two honest tollers,

Two devoted comrades,

Are branded as murderers
And tortured

Tortured for years,

Six terrible years,

Alive In a tomb

With the shadow of death
Getting nearer and nearer,
Bigger and nearer,

Bigger and nearer,

And the politicians .
And the hangmen ) gk
Want us to, i o
Ask us to

- Btill—

one quilt? Ha, ha, ha, ha!”

Have faith In Massachusetts.
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[ THE WORLD WAR.

VE must admit that the world war came as a
rise, even to many radicals, who had
eqmy quoted the decisions of the Second In-
riational, in which its coming was predicted.
> many had lulled themselves into the belief that
¢ labor movement could prevent war. In any
wse, the parties were unprepared for the war,
1d yielded to the terrorism of the governments.
he imperialists had matters organized so clev-
1y that they could in every country sclaim that
ey were “defending the country,” and that the
1emy was “imperialistic.” Lenin had not ex-
acted much from the reformists. But even to
im“geir open betrayal was a surprise. They had
scey the décision of the International So-
aligy Congress in which the vote for the war
edits was forbidden and the method of fighting
gainst the war alluded to the Paris Commune
nd the Russian revolution of 1905, which could
1ean only a revolutionary fight against war.

But when the betrayal of the war socialists be-
ame certain, Lenin did not delay. He showed
ow the international decisions condemned the
raitors. ‘“When opportunism and chauvinism
ained the upper hand in the biggest parties, then
he Second International ceased to exist. There

%:ust be a new international.” And Lenin began
\reparationsg for it.

The war found him in Galicia, Austria, and he
a8 arrested as an enemy—especially since the
endarmes suspected his agrarian statisties to
e spy reports. He-was, however, released on tl.xe
ecommendation of Victor Adler, and settled in
iwitzerland. There followed difficult times. The
utchery went on and lowey and more despicable
ecame the betrayal of the “socialists.” It took
ome time before the proletarian opposition to the
arty leaders could be organized. But Lenin was
ot disheartened. With Zinoviev and other com-
ades, he started a fight. Their war-time articles
re published, many of them in English, in the
ollection: called, “ inst’ the' Current.” Lenin
\imself has said that without Knowing these ar-
icles the revolutionary workers cannot under-
tand the development of the international revo-
utionary ideas before 1917. Lenin also wrote
ii | book, “Imperialism, the Latest Stage of Cap-
t: §sm.” The Russian central committee pub-
ic a manifesto’ and theses about the war and
heflattitude of the various parties. The Bol-
jheflik Duma fraction fulfilled its duty and was
:0 uently sent to Siberia. With them went
Jomrade Kamenev, who was sent from abroad to
io party work in ‘Russif as the representative of
he central committee. In the publications of

‘he Lenin institute in Moscow, the letters of |

Lenin to comrades abroad are published. Com-
rades Kollontai and Shlyapniakov were at that
dime in the Scandinavian countries and transmit-
ted correspondence from Switzerland to Russia.
Lenin also sought connections with the opposition
movement in all countries in order to organize
them. In 1915, there was held the Intérnational
Women’s Conference in Berne and the Zimmer-
wald conference in September.

rom Switzerland, with the searchlight of his

cism he viewed the various tendencies in the
world. He analyzed social-imperialists, social-
patriots, social-chauvinists, and especially the
Kautskian centrists. To the statement of Kaut-
sky, that one question is concrete: the victory or
defeat of ome’s own country, Lenin answers:
“That is true, if socialism and the class struggle
are not taken into consideration. But if they
are, it is not true. Another question is also prac-
tical: either to perish in the slave-owners’ war

question.” .

Comrade Krupskaya tells in her memoirs, how
they lived in a workers’ family in an old house
in Zurich. The neighborhood was really inter-
national: in one room there was the wife of a Ger-
man baker at the front, in another an Austrian
actor family, There was no chauvinism and the

won the admiration of Lenin by stating
that soldiers could turn their weapons
their own governments.”
dﬁ appeared in the world, Karl Lieb-
who in A 1914, had pot voted
ar ts, although in the fraction
he had demanded it, gave his vote in December,

—
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against the credits (he did this alone, although
in the fraction he had had some following). The
“Spartacists”—Liebknecht, Rosa Luxembourg,
Mehring, Olara Zetkin, ete.—began to distribute
illegal leaflets and write letters to- the front.
“The world war must be transformed into civil
war,” had become their slogan. Similar signs
appeared in other countries. Many of them were
very indefinite and confused. In the Zimmerwald
conference, the centrist-pacifist elements were in
a majority, Lenin organized the Zimmerwald
left and presented in its name a different mani-
festo and resolution as amendments to the decis-
ions of the conference. He published these reso-
lutions and explained, how he could accept them,
but in what respects they were insufficient. And
he published the left-wing proposals in the same
issue. This was a good lesson in tactics, show-
ing how to use the opposition movements, but at
the same time criticizing their inadequacy. The
same thing happened in Kienthal, 1916. At the
third Zimmerwald conference in Stockholm, 1917,
the slogan was accepted; A general strike against
the war. But at that time the Russian revolu-
tion was already in an advanced state and Lenin
had already, in the spring, explained that it is
necessary to start the new international, because
Zimmerwald was too shaky. “Let the dead bury
their dead.” Whoever wants to help the waver-
ing elements must himself cease to waver.”

- - -

A -

The February (March) Revolution.

HEN the message came about the overthrow

« of czarism, Lenin responded immediately.
He wrote letters to Comrade Kollantai, who was
ready to leave Norway for Russia. In his letter,
Lenin explains the character of events with amaz-
ing clearness and gives the first instructions: no
confidence in the provisional government—inde-
pendent policy of the proletariat! Then he starts
to plan how to get to Russia. He proposes Swed-
ish passports for himself and Zinoviev and their
wives. But how about the language? Somebody
asks—We must trayel as deaf-mutes, Lenin ans-
wered. It was not poksible, of courhé, “ Biif How'?*
The “Allied” countries don’t grant visas. How
about Germany? Everybody understands that
this might be misinterpreted. Like a cautious
man, Lenin takes precautions. He gets unchal-
lengable persons to bear witness that they had
not made any improper agreements with the Ger-
man government. Ludendorff tells in his me-
moirs that they let the Russian revolutionaries
(there were not only Bolsheviks) go to Russia,
hoping that they would weaken the war senti-
ment, and that every war-faring nation acts in
this way. But he regretted it afterwards, for
the disastrous resuMs to German imperialism.

One Swedish comrade tells how the emigrants
came to Sweden. They were hungry and cleared
off the dinner. But Lenin did not touch food. He
‘at once started to ask questions of the Russian
comrades about the situation in Russia. Radek
tells in a humorous way how they compelled Len-J
in to buy new trousers and shoes in Stockholm.
The rest of his funds—about twenty dollars—
Lenin left to the comrades in Stockholm, who
could not come to Russia. And when they crossed
the Finnish border, Letfin at once started 4 discus-
sion with the Russian soldiers. These soldiers,
and those whom they met on the train, were “de-
fenders,” and Lenin listened attentively to their
arguments. Zinoviev tells how they expected to
be arrested. But on the Finnish-Russian border
they were met by the workers of tfle munitions
factory in Sestroretsk, many of them enthusiastic
Bolsheviks. On the train, Lenin at once started
to argue with Kamenev, whose views he did not
accept. In the Petersburg station, they were met
by a patriotic officer, who made a speech express-
ing the wish that Lenin join the provisional gov-
ernment. “He will show you the provisional gov-
ernment,” the comrades commented among them-
selves, And Lenin “showed” them even more than
many comrades had expected. To the masses of
workers and soldiers, gathered on the square be-
fore the station, he made his famous speech from
the roof of an armored car, and raised the slogan
“Soclalist revolution.” He explained it in more
detail in his speech in the palace of Ksesinskaya
tS‘l;ﬁntmu of the Czar), now the headquarters of

Bolsheyiks, The reformist Suchanoy, acei-
dentally present, describes the situation: “Never
will T forget that lightning-like speech, the blows
of which did not hit only me, the heretic, but

even all the orthodox, I am sure that nobody ex-

- Short Stories of His Life

pected it. You felt as if all elements were con-
jured and the spirit of destruction which knows
no obstacles had hovered over the crowd.”

Lenin arrived on April 3, and on the next day
he presented his thesis, which contained the fol-
lowing: the war will be revolutionary only when
the power is in the hands of thé*'workers and peas-
ants. The provisional government is imperial-

ist. You cannot support its war. Our slogan
must be: All power to the Soviets! A Soviet
Republic! Police, army and bureaucracy must

be abolished. The land must be put at the dis-
posal of the soviets. Workers’ control in the
industry, food provision, nationalization of the
banks, under the control of the soviets. A few
party program and new international.

Lenin criticizes the attitude taken by the com-
rades, who made concessions to the “revolution-
ary defense.” When Kameney argues that the
Bolsheviks had always had the slogan: Workers’
and peasants’ democratic dictatorship, and asks:
Will the slogan of Socialist Revolution not be
premature? Lenin answers that the essence of
Marxism is that we must act on the basis of
actual conditions, not our previous estimations.
The estimations of the Bolsheviks have proved
correct in general. But there are always umnex-
pected things in details. The democratic: dicta-

torship of the workers and peasants has been real-

ized, although in an unforeseen form. This dic-
tatorship, the soviets, tolerates, beside itself, the
dictatorship of the bourgeoisie in the form of
the provisional government. This dual power
cannot last long. And Lenin explains, we will
not demand the immediate realization of .gocial-

ism. The power to the soﬁviets and the social
revolution is a slogan to be presented to the
soviets and must be accepted by a majority.

1

The waves of the popular movement rise high.
‘When the foreign minister, Miliukov; sends a note
to the allied governments with an assurance of
war “to the end,” he is compelled to resign. The
popular movement toward peace comes to expres-
sion in many mass demonstrations. But there is
a very strong sentiment against the Bolsheviks,
who have a very small minority in the soviets.
But Lenin and the comrades work persistently.
Comrade Zinoviev tells how they wefe met by of-
ficers in the Semenoy armory, when they went to
make speeches there. It was apparent that the of-
ficers were ready to kill them. And the sentiment
of the soldiers was against Lenin when he started
to speak. But after a time he had gained their
confidence. In the early summer the problem
arose, of how to prevent a premature upheaval.
The masses in Petersburg, and especially in
Kronstadt, were very much excited, and ready to
start things. As the situation in the army and in
the provinces was not ripe, the Bolsheviks opposel
the fight for power. But the masses went ont.
and the Bolsheviks had to go with them in order
to prevent a calamity. They succeeded in draw-
ing the masses back as it was becoming elear to
them that they would be defeated. X -

At the same time, the front offensive of Kren-
sky collapsed. Many leading Bolsheviks were
now arrested. Lenin and Zinoviev were ready to
yield to court hearings, but when it became clear
that they would be murdered by the counter-revo-

lutionaries, the central committee decided that |
they should hide. They worked in a shack of

brush-wood in the forest close to the Finnish bor-
der. They were furnished with the daily papers
and wrote articles and letters. Later on, Lenin
moved to Finland, where he wrote “The State and
Revolution.” In a brochure in July, “The Les-
sons of the Revolution,” he had explained how
the mere slogan “Power to the Soviets” would
now mean betrayal. The slogan must be: Fight
for the Power of the Soviets! Up to this time,
the power could have been taken over peacefully.
But now it was impossible. The masses must be
prepared for the open fight,
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The Terrible Metamorphosis of Mrs. Brown

We are publishing here the first
of a series of three sketches on the
British general strike sent to the
New Magazine from London by
Comrade Florence Parker. The ar-
ticles are extremely interesting, as
they were written by a close ob-
server and participator in the great
struggle. The second sketch will
appear in the next issue of the mag-
azine,

- - -
By FLORENCE PARKER.

RS. BROWN was one of the most

terrible examples of what even
“a purely industrial dispute” can do
to the mind of a simple British ma-
tron. One shudders to think what
will occur to her were the dispute at
any time to take a more wide reach-
ing character,

She had married Brown when she
was young and she had borne him
three children willingly and one
slightly more grudgingly, tho in fair-
ness to Mrs, Brown one must admit
that the grudge was largely caused by
the financial insecurity which haunts
even the higher-paid rank of the Brit-
ish workers.

Brown had always been a keen man
for his trade union and she had early
realized the economic significance of
trade union activity.

But the war had been the first real
step in the downfall of Mrs. Brown.
'n the country lived the sister of
Maggie Brown and on her farm dur-
ing those memorable years from 1914
to 1918 had worked a young German
prisoner who had fallen in love with,
and later married, Mrs. Brown’s niece.
But even before this Mrs, Brown had
not believed in the war, nor in the
righteous cause which Britain claimed
as hers alone.

The air raids had not had the proper

police were after such people and
srch papers she merely tucked a few
dozen copies behind her baby in its
ancient pram and innocently enough
departed to various unknown -ad
dresses.

This last act, she felt, put her
square with Sir Willlam Joynson
Hicks. And When Mrs. Brown caught
her first sight of steel helmets on
young British soldiers on the streets
of her own suburb during the struggle
of her own menfolk, then she did in-
deliberately to get even with the gov-
ernaent. :
deed “see red” and determined quite

The final touch was given when her

16-year-old daughter, Ella, returned
one afternoon from a tour of inspec-
tion into one of the pretty parks in
the bourgeois part of London and an-
nounced that she had seen children
there, of 8, 4 and § years old, dressed
up as “special constables” and wear
ing on their tiny arms and wrists the
blue and white-striped armlets which
now stand for anti-strike and antl-
worker,

“That’s done it, my lads!” said Mra.
Brown, gazing with a chilly glint in
her eye at young Bert and Art, aged
7 and 8 years, respectively. ‘“You can
join them Young Comrades you're al-

ways talking about tomorrow. If

they’re training up their children
against us we'll show them a thing
or two. Now off to bed with you both,
and see you wash behind your ears.
We'll show them what the working
class, for she considered all criticism
against us, then those fancy gentle-
men bus conductors, then steel hel
mets, and now the children. They're
simply asking for trouble. And they
can have it, tool”

¥ 8 s
And in such fashion have the Mra.
Browns of Great Britain been think-

ing, talking and acting during the
“late lamented” general strike.

Contentment

By EDITH IRWIN

Are you content with mere living,

With eating and working and sleeping?
Is there nothing in life that you long for,
Is there nothing you seek to be meeting?

Has toil darkened all, you poor creature;
Has poverty smothered ambitions,

Has it taken all hope of life from you,
Has it made you quite blind to conditions?

Do you wonder sometimes why so many

Have appetites only for middlings,

Why some never hear the glad heart songs,
But pay more than their share for the fiddlings?

Brace up and come out of your sleeping;

-—

i, Demand of life all that there is;

° Let the world know you are living,
And, living, know life—what it is.

effect on her, either, for instead of
cursing the Germans ag any nice-
: | minded British woman was expected

to, Mrs. Brown railed against a vague
“them,” never stopping to define
“them”™ more closely, but quite con-

iFhs vinced that “their” nationality was ¥ il sy B S :
> not limited to ‘the frontiers of Ger- 2 B s ; y rod f
- . T act, e Drown had an On the Battlefields of Industry
4 inquiring mind and one which, tho :
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';.‘1, - tracked. Having doubted the just- THE explosion occurring recently |it the appearance of ivory, amber, |other danger is added by the forma-
| ness of the war, and having been in a celluloid factory at Rockford, | agate or whatever is desired. tion of explosive mixtures by the

g | Oy skeptical about god from childhood, | IIl.,, resulted in the death of five and It is easy to see from the manufac- | ether vapors. ‘

2 # she was, as can easily be seen, a ripe | the injury of ten women workers. The | turing process that the celluloid indus- In making many articles the cellu-
subject for the sinister influence of |explosion was the result of the neg- |try is an extremely hazardous one, |loid, which comes in blocks, is worked
the general strike. lect of the most elementary precau- |and one in which numerous precau-|on lathes. A fine dust is present thru-

& At the beginning Mrs. Brown found | tions on the part of the factory man- | tions are indispensable urfless the |out this process, and forms explosive
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herself active on the social section of
the strike committee. But this did
not satisfy her very long and in a
very short time she haunted the pub-
lic meetings, dragging to them apa-
thetic neighbors and spending her
meal times distributing handbills an-
nouncing such meetings.

The children were galvanized into
political activity and shamelessly ex-
ploited at strike concerts long after
the hour when they should have been
in bed. Brown, busy on his strike bul-
letin, received from his always devot-
ed little wife, a new and invigorating
amount of support and encourage-
:ent, &

For Mrs. Brown, hitherto merely

agement in the handling of a most
dangerous material,
Altho celluloid articles such as
combs, knife-handles and eye-glass
rims are not liable to explode in or-
dinary usage, as people used to fear
when they were first put on the mar-
ket, their manufacture is always at-
tended by damnger.
Celluloid is made from cellulose,
which is the main constituent of wood,
cotton, and is present in all vegetable
fibers. It was invented by the Hyatt
brothers about 1860, while they were
attempting to produce a printers’
roller material capable of withstand-
ing atmospheric influences.

At first there was a great outcry by

lives of the workers engaged in it are
to be constantly endangered. In the
first place, the acids used in treating
the cellulose gives off vapors which
are very injurious to the lungs. They
cause coughing, suffocation, conges-
tion of the lungs and expectoration of
blood. Then camphor is a highly in-
flammable substance and in handling
it the danger of fire is never absent.
Moreover, frequently in manufactur-
ing celluloid the camphor is dissolved

mixtures which have given rise to
many serious accidents,

Altho efforts have been made to sub-
stitute some other solvent for cam-
phor in the manufacture of celluloid,
this dangerous—but cheap—substance
is still extensively employed. The in-
troduction of safer methods would
mean less profits for the manufactur-
ers, and so, altho it might mean the
saving of many workers from injury
or death, capitalist industry naturally

in ether, and this solution used to

disregards the matter.
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skeptical and suspicious minded, |[the manufacturer of the costly articles A Wnk'ly Edited by Johnny Red
found in the general strike, its work- | made from ivory, amber, tortoise-shell,
ings, its progress and its potentiali- | etc., against the use of celluloid sub. | Vo" ' Saturday, June 19, 1926 No. 4

ties, an answer to most of her discon-
tent and much of her skeplicism. In
gshort, Mrs, Brown became a political
fanatic. Had she not borne so excel-
lent a character in the neighborhood
where she had dwelt for the past 18
years, there is not the shadow of a
doubt but that she would have been
described as a Bolshevik, and an “agi-

stitutes for these expensive commodi-
ties. But the manufacture of celluloid
has lived thru this opposition and be-
come a big industry. It received a
tremendous impetus from the rapid
development of the moving picture in-
dustry with its yearly use of millions
of feet of celluloid film,,

The basic material used in the man-
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Jailed for Defying

By Thurber Lewis

ITTING in the Cook county jail in

Chicago are 29 workers. By the
time this appears in print thelr num-
bers will be swelled to 44. They are
garment workers, mostly women.
They are there because they violated
an injunction two years ago.

The injunction was issued by Judge
Denis Sullivan of the superior court
of Chicago. He had a long history
of anti-labor decisions to his credit
before the strike of April, 1924, for
activity in which the 44 members of
the International Ladies’ Garment
Workers’ Union now sit in jail. He
ig still on the bench. In the mean-
time he has more than vindicated his
gobriquet of “Injunction Czar Sulli-
van.”

On February 27th, 1924, 3,000 ladies’
garment workers went on strike.
They walked out of the hundreds of
dress shops in the Chicago “loop”
district determined to organize the
trade 100 per cent and set forth de-
mamds for an increase in wages and
a shortening of the working week,

On the very first day of the strike p

13 workers were arrested on the
picket line that had been thrown
around the shops in the clothing mar-
ket. - Almost every day during the
more than two months the strike
lasted, these arrests continued.

N the beginning, the police, assisted

by several hundred hired gansters
merely contented themselves with
booking their hundreds of prisoners
on “disorderly conduct” or “disturb-
ing the peace charges.” But to no
avail. The dressmakers’ manufactur-
ers association then appealed to the
Illinois Employers’ Association, the
Chicago Employers’ Association and
the “Citizen’s Committee for the En-
forcement of the Landis Award,” for
help. They got it,

An attorney by the name of Dud-
ley Taylor, counsel for all three of
the above organizations, called upon
his friend, Judge Denis Sullivan, early
in March to see if something more
drastic couldn’t be done to break the
spirit of the strikers.

It was done. On March 5th Judge
Sullivan granted Taylor, appearing
for the dressmakers, an injunction
that mot only forbid picketing but
prohibited the strikers from so much
as talking to the few scabs that were
working or the scab’s FAMILIES!

TATE'S Attorney Robert. E. Crowe

did his little bit for the poor lit-
tle manufacturers by turning over his
special police force in plain clothes
for their service. The above men-
tioned “employers” organization also
contributed funds to help defray the
costly expense of hired sluggers.

The strikers defied the injunction.
For a time the police were a little
leary of its legal ability to stand e
test and didn't enforce it. They tried
beating up the men and women on the
picket line. But the more they beat
the firmer the lines became. Work-
ers from the trades joined the pick-
eters. College students came from
the University to help out. The Chi-
cago Federation of Labor appointed
a committee of 15 to support the strik-
ers.

So they had to use the injunction
anyway. In tens and twenties the
pickets were brought before the
“czar.” ‘The attorney for the work-
ers didn't have a chance, Sullivan
curled his lip and dealt out the sen-
tences. Some were fines: $100, $200,
$500, Others got sentences ranging
from 10 to 30 days, some with fines.
All by reason of the autocratic power
of Sullivan’s black robe—for holding
in contempt the wusurpations of a
lackey of the bosses,

AYOR DEVER, BState's Attorney

Crowe, Chief of Police Collffis,
Judge Foell (who relieved Sullivan
for a time in his weary duties of hand-
ing out sentences)—these men are—
two years after their brazen, brutal,
use of their offices on behalf of the
dress manufacturers,—sitting in the
same swivel chairs they sat in then,
They are still ready to do over again
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The Beast Is.Still at Work.

the Injunction
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By Fred Ellis

the filthy job they performed then.
They have done it on many occasions
in the past two years.

Their connection with gangsters,
bootleggers and gunmen is openly
known in Chicago. Every Chicago
election is attended by violence., You
can't get elected im Chicago unless
you have the underworld on your side
to do the shooting for you. The cam-
paign funds are supplied by the “em-
ployers” associations who have re-
ceived profitable returns on their
money by strikes broken with police
clubs and injunctions.

Thanks to_the sluggers, the terror-
ism of the police and the injunctions
of Judge Sullivan, the dressmakers
did not win their strike. It cost the
workers $100,000. And they are not
thru paying yet. After two years in
the courts, 44 workers have got to

serve sentences ranging from 10 days
to 90. The union has got to pay
thousands of dollars in fines,

What can be done about these in-
junctions? Must striking workers
always be put to the task of disobey-
ing them and going to jail like the
44 who are there now? Judges are
elected in Chicago. Judge Sullivan
was elected. He was elected by the
votes of thousands of workers,

OTHING could be more utterly

ridiculous. It -is like inviting a
ravenous wolf into your home to play
with the baby.

What's the solution? The solution
les in the workers electing judges of
their own. They can do this only by
organizing a labor party of their own.
That is the lesson of injunctioms,

But the 44 workers who are in now
cannot be saved by a labor party. A

labor party can only save workers in
the future. Something must be done
about it now.

The Chicago Federation of Labor
took a stand for the strikers in 1924,
It unanimously condemned the Sulli-
van injunction. Fitzpatrick warned
Mayor Dever and State’s - Attorney
Crowe during the strike that Chicago
labor was taking the beatings of the
strikers as its own. It is time for
Fitzpatrick and the Chicago Federa
tion of Labor to speak again and more
severely,

If these 44 workers serve out their
sentences they will, personally, be K
tle the worse off. Jail is wicked; but
they are serving their sentences
bravely and defiantly. The sharpest
blow will be dealt the labor move-
ment of Chicago for allowing thesa

workers to sit in Cook county jail
without doing anything about it,

HANDS

WE do not care what Charles Mason,
whose diary, (thru an incident that
we will not mention), happened to fall
into our hands) contributed to the so-
lution of the problems confronting us
in every-day life, but we know that he
was one of the over-sentimental, never-
theless sincere, dreamers of a great
Utopia—a great Utopia which was to
him no more than a dream, for he did
not know where to find it.

January 19, 1923.
CANNOT forget them—those hands.
Thin — shriveled — rough — dirty.
They were marked with the scars of
cuts and bruises; the blood vessels
had been brokeh by strain, leaving,
here and there, little red shadows. The

vessels. The fingers were long, and
each joint, sparsely covered by tight
flesh, was indicated by a bony knot—
they looked terrible. In my dreams
last night, they haunted me—those
hands,

I saw her fumble in a ragged pocket-
book for a dime with which she pur-
chased some sundry or other—I did
not notice what it was—and then my
eyes wandered from her hands to her
face. Haggard, sunken eyes, drooping
mouth, thin—emaciated. A ghost of
what had once been—perhaps—a beau-
tiful woman. Her garments—I cannot
describe them. A muddled creation of
feathers and I know not what covered
her head and dropped—with a' few
straggling hairs—into her face. She
lifted one of those damned hands and
brushed the hair aside—that scrawny
hand.

She left the store and I followed
close behind. I saw her go into a fac-
tory across the street and the mental
vision of the Interior crossed before
me. She had been there for years

slaving—slaving—slaving, I could see

thin skin was protruded by pale blue

her bent to her task, year after year,
month after month, week after week,
day after day. Interrupted occasional-
ly while she gave birth to a child-—an-
other mouth to feed by her and “her
man,” who also fought the machine for
a mere pittance—then the oldest child
in line took to the task of nurse maid
while the mother went back to slavery.

Only one out of a million such.
Damn those hands—they bear the
mark,

February 5, 1923,

SHE was in the store again today—I

saw her. Beside her was a vision
wrapped in fur—a vision—a woman—
delicate and beautiful. She reached
for a sundry on a shelf—her hand was

| like a lily, her fingers tapered—the

uails were brilliant—they were just
plump enough—beautiful—my eyes lin-
gered. My poor old woman reached at
the same time—the hands touched—

By C. O’Brien Robinson

the beautiful woman cringed and
brushed the other aside and stepped
back as though she had touched a ser-
pent.

In a moment she had left the store—
she was soon whirled away in a wait-
ing car—on which was the initials of
the factory owner—she was his wife.

The wage slave bit her lip. Tears
brimmed her eyes. She returned to
the factory.

I see those hands delving intd the
filthy by-product of the factory—mak-
ing wealth—for the beautiful woman
who cringed at her touch.

I am filled with a hate—a jumble of
emotions—I cannot describe them—I
want to do something, something, I
know not what——for those withered
hands. I want to hold them and
smooth them and treat their bruises—
I cannot for they are too numerous—
millions of them—hands!

Papers and Magazines for Women in the
Soviet Union.

HE Soviet government considers
as one of its main tasks the edu-
cation of women, the raising of their
cultural level and the development of
their initiative and social activity. Il-
lustrative of this fact is the steady
growth of special newspapers and
magazines for women,

In 1924 the circulation of mational
perfodicals for women was 74,000; lo-
cal periodicals, 50,000; periodicals in
non-Russian language:, 14,2560,

In 1925 the circulation of mational
organs increased to 151,000; local or-

gans, 126,200; non-Russian languages,
29,900,

In 1926 the eirculation of national
organs reached 192,500; local organs,
152,600; . non-Russian lanaguages, 32,
900. »

The total circulation of women's
periodicals at this day .’l 382,000,

In addition to newspapers and mag-
azines, the Soviet government also
publishes for women large numbers
of books and pamphlets.

All of which is only one phase. of
the tremendous educational activities
of the Soviet government to make the
worker and peasant woman a con-
gcious and active participator in the
building of a Communist order of
society.
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The Week in Cartoons By M. P. Bales
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