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They Are Making One Front
By Robert Minor.

The struggle between the priviledged class and to a hideous, mechanical international League ol

organized workmen is changing its form. The wealthy classes which is the best lie of today,
old line of struggle is being quickly obscured; Everywhere we hear the cry of the herders
and the familiar forms no longer exist, or, if they monarchists, republicans, liberal-bourgeoi- s, Cath-exis- t,

are nothing but empty shells. As the battle- - olic, atheist-bourgeo- is and Protestant, reformer-line- s

of the old struggle on the prairie between pacifist and military reactionist all together the
the Red Indians and the scattered groups of the herders whip men into line of the new loyalty
white-me- n scouts were lost and forgotten in that will make men slaves loyalty to the one
modern warfare under the great system of steel great Capitalist Intematinal. The League of Na-an- d

concrete trenches so the scattered group tions, some call it, and others call it The Associ-formatio- ns

of labor, craft unions that resembled ation of Governments.
social clubs, as well as the little intimate "radical" The Capitalist International is what it is. It
groups of personal friends that used to talk with marches into the open, coolly taking its place in
glistening eyes of imagined future societies built battle. We see it everywhere. In America it
to their taste all these are disappearing now, cynically announces its program: "All unionism to
or will soon disappear. A new tremendous battle be destroyed; workmen, you are commanded not
front is being flung across the earth, a fortified to organize ; we lied to you during the war, to
line of steel and concrete, so to speak, takes the keep you quiet; now we will break you on the
place of the old scattered skirmish line. wheel : the open shop."

Fast the little things are dissolving, whether The same throughout the world. The White
the little things know it or not. Little groups, Terror of the Capitalist International. You can see
little cilques, little sects, are quickly melting into it in Finland, where a rifle-sh- ot sends staggering
and crystalizing in either one or the other of two the ragged form of a workman caught carrying
giant forms. Every little formation may still a dispatch to Russia, and you hear at the same
scream of its separateness, but the monster iron moment the shot of the Baldwin-Felt- s' detective
dividing line the "front"! is flung calmly and in the West Virginia mountains as the American
silently through the multitude and divides all mountainer falls to his death for bearing a dis--

things and men whether they will or not, into patch from the Union into a non-uino- n territory,
two and only two hard-crystalizi- ng divisions. Fast The battle front now between labor and capital is
all men and things line up for one struggle, one a huge girdle around the earth. And it knows no
war, one world divided into two civilizations, mercy, no relenting, and fast it drops the last of
with a vast gulf between them. On each side of its camouflage.
the gulf is one organization, and can be Workmen who in the old days used to sit in back-b- ut

one. Each side crystalizes its own in-- rooms over a gass of beer to discuss m imagined
ternaticnal organization. Each can have but one. future and to weigh tne questi0n as to "whether the

v It is an international world. struggle would take the form of violence or
We hear a clamor of mobilization. It is the one whether on the other hand the change would be

great capitalist class, which hurries together and voted in with peaceful ballots," are interrupted,
talks no more of nationality. The flag inscribed "Will it happen by means of peaceful" But the
"La Patrie" lies bloody and torn in the gutter voices are drowned under the rattle of rifle fire,
with the bodies of the ten million that were slain heavy and incessant and fast increasing, from all

for nationality when nationality was the best lie. quarters of the globe. The' question is answered.
But Capitalism screams now that it was all a mis-- Everywhere the working class, too, is stirring,
take, that we must not be loyal any more to jolted and bruised and rudely wakened from its
"our country," but that those of us that are not day-lig- ht dreams. The cries of mobilizing men
yet dead must reverse ourselves and be loyal now come also from the depths, fiom the alleys and


