
"As We Go Marching Thru Georgia" 
1866 or 1934-Ifs All One to Georgia's Lynchers 

By Louis Colman 
"Ain't it a shame to beat your 

Sunday-
When you got Monday, Tuesday, 

day, Thursday, 
Friday and Saturday, too 

wife on 

Wednes-

Ain't it a shame!" 
-Old Spiritual. 

On Sundays, the Rev. John A. Hud­
son is a pillar of the church. He preaches 
to pious ruling-class white folks. 

On week-days, he is the most fiendish 
persecutor of the Negroes, of the white 
workers, in Atlanta. 

Terror, legal murder, :fiendish torture 
and persecution, are the weapons of this 
survivor of medieval barbarity, carry­
ing out the dictates of the most modern 
industrialist and landlord class. His job 
-which occupies him Sunday as well
as week-days-he describes as "burni�g
Communism out of Georgia" in the
electric chair.

What is it actually? 
Well, December 7 has been set as 

the date of execution for two of . tb,e 
Scottsboro boys. Their cases are now 
being brought before the U. S. Supreme 
Court on appeal by the I.L.D. Herndon's 
case. with its fiendish sentence of 18 
to 20 years on the chain-gang (Hud­
son's job, too) is also being appealed to 
this "court of last illusions". 

The whole ruling class has set itself 
the task of preparation through ter�or 
for these appeals, just as the :whole 
working-class, the Negro people, have 
set themselves the task of mobilizing 
the widest protest to smash . these 
verdicts, to force the unconditional 
freedom of these victims of capitalist 
justice. 

Terror. arrests, sentences, a special 
law which prohibits the ·possession of 
rnore than one copy of anything which 
the police feel like calling "Communist 
literature", fascist bombings, organiz­
ing of new and bigger fascist iangs­
K.K.K., Black Shirts, American Fascisti, 
White Legion-murder of sharecrop­
pers,. frame-up and kidnapping of 
lawvers. These are the contribution of 
Alabama. 
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Terror and frame-up, lockout and 
blacklist, against the textile workers, 
the . Kotton Ku Klux Klan riding 
through the fields. These are the con­
tribution of the Carelinas. 

The lynching of Claude Neal, with 
its attendant orgies, with invitations 
being spread through the lynch-press by 
a "lvnching committee", and their 
official organ the "Dothan Eagle'' of 
Alabama which has been one of the 

• 

foremost lynch-organs in the Scotts­
boro, Tallapoosa, and other cases, the 
interstate kidnapping of Neal (in which 
the Federal government has refused to 
act through the so-called .. Lindbergh 
Law" obligates them to such action); 
mass terrorization of the Negro people, 
terror against the citrus workers, the 
striking seamen. These are the contribu­
tion of Florida, the rich man's play­
ground. 

Hudson, beg pardon, the Rev. 
Hudson, has his own particular task 
to perform for his bosses. He has 
decreed: 

It is a "capital crime" in Georgia 
to oppose war and fascism! 

It is a "capital crime" to belong to 
the International Workers' Order, a 
working-class fraternal benefit organ­
ization! 

It is a "capital crime" to circulate 
literature in support of strike sruggles! 

It is a ttcapital crime" to advocate 
the unity of ,black and white workers! 

It is a .. capital crime" to live in the 
same house with anyone belenging to 
any of these classifications! 

These are the "crimes" of Angelo 
Herndon. On these charges eight Ne_i!ro 
·workers. one of them a delegate to the
Second U. S. Con�ress Against War and
Fascism, three white women, and two
white men. are now held in Atlanta and 
Decatur, Ga., some of them without
bond.

Raid has followed raid in Atlanta.
Raids on the offices of the Urban
League, on the Negro Y.M.C.A. Raids
have been made on private homes. In
one of these, Clarence Weaver, Negro

KNOW THE MIGHT 
_
OF I 

MASS PROTEST 
By Angelo Herndon 

The working class through its mass
protest and demonstration have suc­
ceeded in snatching me from my death 
on the chain gang, at least temporarily, 
and the same thing can and must be 
done in forcing the release of Anne 
Leathers and Leah Young and the nine 
Scottsboro boys. 

When the reactionary for-ces are try­
ing to disrupt the mass defense of the 
Scottsboro boys and are doing every­
thing that they possibly can in order 
to send them to their death, I think it 
is of extreme· importance to stress the 
effectiveness of .. mass pressure. For it

(Continued on page 1 7) 

delegate to the anti-war congress, was 
reporting on the Chicago meeting to 
three white friends-Mrs. R. W. All­
ing, Nathan Y agol, a graduate student 
and instructor at Emory University, and 
Alexander Racolin, an attorney. All 
four were arrested. They are held in 
DeKalb county jail without bond, 
charged with a "capital crime"-that 
means one in which the death penalty 
will be asked-under the same law that 
was invoked agai�st Herndon and thtt 
«Atlanta Six". 

Raids on private homes also netted 
the police eight Negro men and women 
-Mrs. Fannie Aderhold, secretary of
the local I.W.O. branch, J. A. More­
land, president of the .local, Mrs. Julia
Weaver, Mrs. Lucille Lawrence, and
other. workers whose crime it was that
they rented rooms from members of
the I.W.O.

These are held on charges of "circu­
lating insurrectionary literature". They 
have been indicted, and bond of $5,000 
cash has been set for them. 

What kind of literature are they 
accused of "circulating" because they 
had it in their houses. You'd be sur­
prised, if any thing were surprising any­
more about. Georgia's reign of terror: 

The «Labor Defender", the "Daily 
Worker", «Liberty" Magazine, "What 
Every Young Girl Should Know", 
"Fight", the literature of the U. S. 
Congress· Against War and Fascism, 
literature about I.W.O. policies, appli­
cations for I.W.O. membershil). A huge 
stack of literature as miscellaneous as 
that. 

Annie Mae Leathers and Leah Young, 
two white women c11arged under the 
same slave-law for having literature 
supporting the -textile strike in their 
possession on a textile l)icket-line, are 
also among those on Hudson's (the Rev. 
Hudson's) death list. They are in jail 
awaiting trial. 

· The united front of the bosses is
watching these Georgia cases, just as 
they are watching the criminal syndical­
ism cases in Sacramento, Calif., in 
Hillsboro, Ill., and other cases all over 
the country. They are watching the 
fight that is being put up against this 
terror, and for the lives and freedom 
of the Scottsboro boys. They are look­
ing for every means, every method, 
which can successfully be used to smash 
workers' organizations. 

What can you do? 
Read Angelo Herndon's appeal, 

printed below. 

The Soviet Union 
Builds Men 

Instead of the next regular installment of 
the "So'Viet Union Builds Men", rwe are 
printing portions of a story called PRISON­
ERS, by the Soviet writer Nikolai Pogodin. 
It is a true story of the prisoners who built 
the White Sea Canal, the characters are 
real people, the aut/1or e'Uen used their real 
names. If' e feel that this insert into our 
serial on Soviet Prison conditions and 
mpthods will make it easier for our readers 
readers to grasp the full significance of the 
manner in rwhiclz t/u So'lJiet Union built 
men out of l,ardened criminals. T lie selec­
Jed portions deal rwit/1 the trwo outstanding 
,c/1aracters-Kostya the thief and Sonya the 
_prostitute. Botlz were ringleaders in tlu 
,camp from the start. They gambled, drank, 
.fought and they organized the others to 
ref.use to <work. llorw they were won over 
,is ·one of the most thrilling stories of re­
:generation. 

Kostya, the captain, hollow-eyed and 
: nervous, appeared befor� the commander 
. at last. He took off his cap, put it on 
; again and glanced at the rifles. 

"So it was you who gambled for my 
wife at cards?" said Gromov (the com­
mander). 

Kostya made· no reply. 
«Tell us straight, did anything like 

it happen or not?'� 
"Yes, it did," Kostya replied sullenly. 
"Sit down! I'm going to set you the 

task of floating timber down the river 
and its got to be done in three days' 
time. Look here," Gromov pointed to a 
map. 'The timber is right up here. If 
you can't float it down it will mean a 
big delay. I've no men to send." 

Kostya attempted to speak. 
"Oh, there's no time for talking. Take 

these rifles, ammunition and equipment 
and sign for them." Kosty·a was com­
pletely defeated. He could not collect 
his wits sufficiently to object in the 
good old style. He signed the receipt 
without a word. "These arms are placed 
at the disposal of the leader of the ex­
pedition." The doc tor entered. "You are 
to be at the disposal of the leader of 
the expedition. Don't waste a minute." 
Gromov turned to his assistant. "You're 
1to give out the provisions to the leader, 
.Xonstatin Dorokhov," and then to 
�Kostya, "You must come and see me 
:b�fore you start." 

Kostya stood up like the other mili­
• tary men and answered smartly, "Right 
:you are." 

Kostya stood in the storeroom with 
an order for provisions in his hand amid 
mountains of foods that were being set 
aside for him. There was bread and 
meat and sacks of meal - Kostya 
�atched the scales carefully and crossed 
them off his list. "Here's some vodka 
for you," the store keeper said. "Vodka's 

allowed on timber floating expeditions. 

Sign here." Kostya signed-"Konstan­
tin Dorokhov" and added, "Head of the 
Timber Floating Expedition." There 
was a kind of feverish concentration 
about him now. He sat down and looked 
thoughtful. "There are about two of 
the gang I could trust with rifles. But 
what about the third-" "There's you, 
suggested the commander. 

"I?" 

"Yes, of course, you're the head, 
you're in charge of the expedition." 
"Yes, of course." K,ostya jumped up. 
"Send for Smelyakov and Vassya from 
our barrack. They've been in the Red 
Army." 

Kostya hovered around the provisions, 
settling the sacks, tying them up 
tightly, rearranging the bottles of 
vodka. He could no sit down. He could 
not believe that he had been entrusted 
with all this. He was terrified lest a 
single grain should be lost. Smelyakov 
and Vassya could not imagine what was 
wanted of them. "You've got to guard 
these provisions. They're public prop­
erty," said Kostya, "and if anyone dares 
to snatch so much as-you understand 
me." 

"Vassya," Kostya called to a pock­
marked fellow, "how many trips have 
you made to the far north." "Three." 
"Then you must be an expert on this 
job by now. I'll give you fifty strong 
fellows. Now there's no time for talk­
ing." Vassya led his men to where the 
logs lay and showed them what to do. 
They started in to work. Vassya was 
certainly an expert at this job. He was 
as strong as a bull and dexterous. None 
of his men escaped his eye. 

Kostya kept glancing at a newspaper 
as if it contained his iqstructions. He 
seemed worried. He went inside his 
tent, sat down and started to compose 
an appeal. How should he begin? 
"Brother crooks." He crossed that out. 
"Dear ex-thieves." No, that would 
hardly do. "Comrades and ex-black­
guards." That wouldn't do either. He 
crossed it out, tore up the sheet of 
paper and started all over. "All for one 
and one for all. Let's finish the job in 
two days and come out covered with 
glory." It's too short. He added: "Those 
who don't work don't get any vodka." 

Just at that moment two men ap­
proached him. One was the village 
watchman and the other a peasant. 
"Have pity on us," the peasant said. 
"One of your chaps has stolen a goat, 
a live goat." 

"Just a minute," said Kostya and 
went out quickly. He went straight to 

The first ship to trac,el on the White Sea 
Canal. 

the cooks, got hold of one of them and 
whispered something in his ear. The 
man nodded. Kostya returned to the 
tent. "Are you the watchman?" he 
asked the one with the gun. "Yes, in­
deed." "You're very lax in the execut.i0n 
of your duties." One of the five cooks 
came in with the goat. He set it down 
with silent fury and turned to go, but 
Kostya called him back with a gentle 
smile. "Carry that pretty creature home 
if you please. And you are to guard the 
peaceful citizens for the day. Get on 
with you now, and in the evening some 
one will come to relieve you." 
"Kostya," the cook pleaded. uy ou've 
disgraced my name," replied Kostya 
·ruthlessly. «I made myself answ�rable
for you."

* * * 

The first steamer laden with the 
shock brigaders of the White Sea Canal 
was steaming up from Soroka to Lake 
Onega. It was a triumphal journey ac­
companied by music singing, greetings 
and dancing. Kostya Dorokhov and 
Sonya stood among the rest. Sonya went 
over to the side. She noticed absently 
that a young fellow standing beside her 
flung a cigarette stub into the water and 
spat after it. She flew at the fellow who 
had soiled the canal. She slapped him 
with all her might-right and left across 
the face. 

"Where d'you think you're sp1ttmg, 
eh?" she shouted, "Where d'you think 
you're spitting?" 
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