f

nonie of them come forward and say_a’v{'ord\ for the olq‘g_—ydecenqies of which
they are supposed to be the guardians? _
America's action in refusing to ratify the Peace Treaty has apparently
given the coup de grace to that unhealthy infant the League of Nations.
We have alteady given our reasons for describing the l.eague as merely
a League of Allied Capitalists. We therefore shed no. tears over its corpse.
The exclusion of Germany, Austria and Russia from the League, and the
undemocratic nature of its constitution, were stufficient to condemn the
League in the eyes of those who were not deceived by a name. The with-
drawal of America will, it is hoped, swell the number of the disabused.
The League must now cease to exist or declare its¢lf for what it is. We
do not despair of a real and effective League of Nations, though it may not
come in our day. Such a League must be conceived, however, not in the
spirit of Militarism and Capitalism, but ‘of simple goodwill. It will bhe
possible only among a society of free and equal peoples. Whoever: wishes
to work for the real League of the future must hegin at home. We do
well to look forward and imagine the future, but we have to grasp firmly
the fact that, until Capitalism is overthrown, plans for the peace of the
world are premrature, and will only bring disappointment to those who set
their hearts on them. ‘ ' B

THE SLEEPERS.

Having slept so long, men do not wish to wake,
Nor stir, nor understand,
Nor Dbrush the darkness from their brows and take
. * The grandeur close at hand. - v

Are songs and cries of weariness that mark
Labour and revelry, ' '
But lonely waters crying in the dark
That flow down to the sea?

* Courageous ires, the fruits of ireful claims,
‘ Are folded in a keep
Of dreams and smoke that once were acts and flames—
For men, poisoned with words and bitter names,
Have cried themselves to sleep. '

And in that sleep are dreams of frightful hue;
Drag slow across the brain ,
Marauding talons of the Golden Few,
The coreneted pirates saunter through;
The load of dreaming breaks the heart in twain,
The sleeper wakes—to find those dreams are true—-

And falls asleep again! .
, FURNLEY MAURICE.
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OPEN 'LETTERS | TO FELLOW-CITIZENS = ' °

I1.—To Mothers Bereaved by the War.

Mothers, ‘ - :

For many days I who am writing this was my father’s sole companion
when we fished for a bare living in Hobson’s Bay. Eight children, as well
as my father and mother, relied on' these very scanty earnings for their
hving. ‘We, however, managed somehow for a couple of seasons, til¥ one
evening, with some strange dark birds hovering around, a slight squall struck
us and we were capsized. My father was of sturdy build, while T was small
and in my teens.” Strange to say, my father was excited and breathless (for -
some water must have got into his lungs), while I was calm. After a long
scruggle, I realised I was alone. The oars had floated away, and our small
dinghy was waterlogged. 1 /felt so lonely, helpless, and-despondent that
1 did not .dare to call out for my father, as I knew I could not reach him. .
‘That was about nine at night in the month of May. The lights of Melbourne
twinkléd from Cape Gellibrand to” Sandringham, and T thought how many
strong and willing hands would have been stretched toward us could we
have but made those on shore hear. My mother, brothers, and sisters paced
the shore during the night, peering into the darkness and wondering why
we did not come. Kind boatmen searched for us without success. My father’s
body was never found. It was a cold night, but, after about three hours’
rowing with a smali board, which I fifted from the idside of the boat, I got
to shallow water, and tried to hurry,.as I found my strength going. 1 {fell
fainting in the water, but the waves washed me in, or else the tide went out—
I was found half-frozen in the moraing, and recovered in the hospital. [
mention this to you to show that I have known poverty, anguish, bereave-
ment and despair.  When very muéh younger my brother and I tried hard
o amuse our little brother, who was very ill. But he was too far gone.
't was before the days of anti-toxin. Lately I have on several occasions
scen my youngest brother, who has just qualified for a doctor, sitting over
his magnifying glass reading his doom, and knowing his days aré numbered.
Such are some of life’s tragedics. :

My sorrows, however, compared to yours, were only momentary, for 1
have thought and pondered and wondered how you mothers stood the great
strain of parting with your sons, waiting for news, yet dreading. it. The .
sostman’s and the mihister's ‘call made your heart for the niontent stand
still. The marvel to me was that your brain did not give way.  One mother
wid me that if she had to go through again what she had suffered during
the last four years, she would rather be dead. Her,companion, after many
doubts and misgivings, parted with her son after telling the minister who
was urging her to send him to the front, “* My boy is more to me than King
o Country.” - The minister was scandalised, probably because he was a
mninister, and not a mother. The day is not far distant when it will be an
mpertinence for a minister or a king to ask a mother to give “the fruit
of her body ” for such a vile cause as war. The king never suffered at your
child’s birth, never nurtured him countless days and nights, and has no
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inistianity, L, etothen we 3y the clath s I Son e g mBe
L (:

uth ‘than ever. You, like the rest of i . were hypnotised,” deludeg

drugged. " Like the mothérs: of Tsrael; who théught they
* drugg Like the mothers: acl,’ who théught they were doin o
| religious ‘act and .appeasing’ their’ god,- ypu"ga\(é'youi)f ﬁrs‘iborn-——-%hi bfr-m't
bodﬁfforhwhz't? CACgreatillusion. LA T e t
o Many a time the thought must have;come to you that ; i
o Ma ‘the tmust have;comie to you all:was not r
7 itihgal.ltlE ’icowas very. unfair .t,o,_reﬁuu'e your: son, oni-the, threshold: of manglz;(;gcilt?
1 for commerce—or such vague talk: a5 the nation’s inteoritveme .
independence of small nations—when a.]l,e‘th'é-.,_fi{-:attiqnsi.,engagi%flggeorbf},}t
SQQ_IIE{ or later the oppressor. . The sacrifice has been in vain. but we nz(-I;
‘ ;?‘t ffsgalf. _If the hereaved mothers made. the effort, they alone cuu(ljl
tHOP:' le, next war. | They alone, if they warned with their eloquent passior
h(gr yo-tlar_ig.e,r sisters or their daughters who had eligible sons of what the
! g_«)usi?_es.sly siiffered, then war would, be impossible. You could s:a(r"»
g eny, t] E_ mental and spiritual agony-of seeing their. stalwart sons in alfc\:-
_aysAord ours shattcred to pieces to_be tossed gside with disgust.
| rié‘ve? che; n;en_‘your sons. fought for—are they ‘remorseful? Do tle
% ilt}oa‘ Ieta&e'. t ;fI:Dy-Lp tgen‘ ang,ulllsh cried out, like David; “ Ye motintaing
~ttboa,. let there be no.dew, neither.let there be rain upé ot fields uf
offerings: for there the shield of the mj s Vilely caer amar hode o
fefing . e ] e mighty is vilely cist away 77
E}lley ;m-plt.)re t_he._ daughters of Israel “to ,?veep_ over Siul e Dc'aa){helv Lll]\l
a3y am -d%SHESi?f{_d for thee—my brother Jonathan ”? Do ‘they exclaji.
e t}?wr?? 1] q!ngg_hty f:?llewl_’l, and the weapons of war perished?” No. liven
I h]?n 211;5&1:@12{1 prcl)f;cy restrains H’lexﬁq from uttering it. Eleven million-
.me a L many more milliohs of children and wc starv
~tens of thousands become insane-—and t hing your sons fought Tos
. tes fhor sane-—and not one thing your sons fought for
accomplished fact! ‘War as a method of r s useluse: mp o bt for
fact! f reform is useless: icy it i~
e1_.11_51_1.‘e‘_ly ‘;ngfﬁuent. ‘Bereaved mothers, end war --Yours efcs  poliey it
; . h : ' WARRIGAL.
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‘NOTE, -
. _-.Fellow_ship 1’ was founded, and is stil] mainly supported, by the Free
.-Rel,.xg-:ous Fel}t?wshnp. - But, as that society -has no dogmas, ‘theological or
‘peht_ﬁca.l,‘.’_c-he-v;ews_ expressed in “ Fellowship ” are in no sense official. and
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) " J,aime ..Shékeﬁﬁeage;}.’} \
jaime:mieux le ballet——I love

“With: the, Russians the. ballet.is
break -away “from ithe~18th:
romantic element. . Heproduced:
the music by Rimsky-Korsakoff and Boroditi, e st
* Peroushka ” (music by Stravinsky), with: its quaint street:
dances.  Then Nijinski. -cultivated what has: been ‘called a
the fimest example of whicl.is his rendering in- ballet’form of the
Debussy ““LiApres. Nidi d'uif’ Faune.”" The latest phase is thg _
Massine, who, especially: in- his latest: work, ““The’ Three-Cornered
reveals himself.as a lover.of actuality, an uncomproniising reali
A most original work?ig this ballet of | Spanish peasant-life; it is not
the Spain of the. conventional- theatre, but the true Spain-studied on the
spot.  What passes in the'theatres for Spanish dancing is an artifitial product,.
with little connection with. art-er-nature. -~ B T £
Massine spent two. years making ‘stitdies, in the little-frequented places
nf Spain, and in the cafes of the people themselves. : SpaniardsTare bern:
dancers, it is said, born with a perfect sense b\oth- of technique and rhythmt

In an interview, Massine said that the greate#t change in the future =~
wilf be the emancipation from the classic school, which has held the field . -
for three centuries, for, despite its great achievéments, it is none the less'a. "
leavy burden. % In the classic schéol,” he said, “ there are-laws governing -~ /
cvery action. If,'for example, a riian wants to éxpfess his love, he.ds taught® " -
to put his hand to his heart and to look enraptured; and; if he wishes toi
kill you, he must- take three steps forward in a determined way, and. raise~ - =
one of his arms ip the attitude of striking a blow.- These and alt similar " -
suestures are really” missing. To me they seemn just as false to wet as if — :0 .
cveryone were taught to say the sante phrases in precigely the same manner.” . =
Yet, the ballet is a dance; and Massine, a great dancer himself; néver employs.
the usual means of imiitative gesture taken from ordinary life,ut always-
sceks to create his new efforts by purely chorographic gesture: . = -~

No wonder the old-fashioned critics weie shocked. . Instead of-the senti-.. -
ment- and picturesqueness assbeiated’ with the Spain of the-theatres, we.
fuund real people, peasants in odd, violently-coloured costumes, expressing. .
real feelings through the movements' of the dance. But the chanceés were”
not the Andalusian measures of a young maiden’s fancy. They weré rough, =
harsh, furious in their merriment, but always full’ of rhythm. The whole .
hody danced, as in true Spanish dancing; and every movement had méaning,
character. The story of the miller and his wife is broad farce; but you felt
the hot atmosphere of the country village, for the dances were-truly gxpres-
sive, coming straight out of life. S T R
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