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Who Murdered the Vets?
EAVING the veterans to die on

Matecumbe Key was no more on
“act of God” than leaving them there
to live in match-box wooden shacks
sweating under the tropical sun for
starvation pay. Hurricanes do not ar-
rive without warning. The Weather
Bureau is able to announce their exact
position, progress, intensity and direc-
tion forty-eight hours in advance. And
it does. Storm warnings were broad-
cast, hurricane flags were flown all over
the Keys and the southern shore of
Florida on Sunday before the storm
struck. Ernest Hemingway tells the
story elsewhere in this issue. A relief
train was equipped and ready to take
off for Matecumbe Key to evacuate the
veterans in sufficient time to carry them
all to safety. What held it up? Flor-
ida’s natives, philosophical in the face
of disaster which hits some part of
their state every year during hurricane
time—from August to October—sum it
up simply: ‘“Hoover, he shot the vets,
Roosevelt, he drowned them.” The
Roosevelt administration has attempted
to hide its policy of unemployment,
starvation and death for the veterans
behind the President’s ever-ready smile.
It has tried subterfuge, high power pub-
licity legends about model camps,
slander, to prevent another bonus
march. -Its criminal negligence towards
the shadows of boys who ‘“fought to
make the world safe for democracy”
reached a tragic climax in Florida. The
order to rush the veterans from the path
of certain death was never given by the
government responsible for them. Es-
cape was impossible in the face of that
murderous wind and tidal wave. It will
take more than a toothsome smile and
well-rounded evasions to explain away
the killing of the men who lived in hell
and died in torment on Matecumbe
Key.

Huey Is Dead
UEY LONG had been threatened

often and assaulted more than
once. Now he has been killed. Fanatics,
cranks, terrorists believe that the only
way of stopping the harm done by a

siszack

AN ACT OF GOD

demagogue is to shoot him. Such an
action is in direct opposition to the best
interests of the working class. Individual
violence, anarchistic use of terror by one
man or by small groups is inexcusable.
Though the shooting has resulted in his
death—THE NEwW MAsses has always
opposed him in every issue—the dangers
of fascism of which he was a leading
exponent are in no way lessened. His
ideas, the product of economic break-
down and decay in this country and
throughout the world, will be taken up
by other demagogues who desire the
power and profit that go with political
racketeering. His death only means
that another will take his place: the
Coughlins, Hearsts, Knoxes continue

Russell T. Limbach

their fight to bring fascism to this coun-
try. If anything, such a shooting lends
comfort to these forces—because the
newspapers promptly make a martyr of
Long and his like. They will also utilize
this occurrence to let-loose an as-
sault of terrorism against the working
class in-its attempts to organize. There
is only one way of fighting such dema-
gogues — by mass resistance, by the
formation of a true Labor Party com-
posed of a united front of all workers,
whether skilled or unskilled, of all white-
collar groups, of all small farmers and
small business men. Long dead, as Long
alive, represents the menace of fascism;
against this menace must be ranged all
the forces of progressive action.
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Running Pickets Down
this issue goes to press, word

S
A comes from Washington, N. J., of

the running down of a second picket as
an attempt was made to drive six auto-
mobiles escorted by deputy sheriffs and
constables through the picket line and to
reopen offices and laboratories of Con-
sumers’ Research. Only one car got
through the solid line of strikers which
was reinforced by pickets from the
American Federation of Hosiery Work-
ers of Washington and Easton, Pa., the
Dyers Federation of Oxford, the Mo-
tion Picture Operators of Easton and
the Unemployed League of Warren
County. Four strikebreakers guarded
by deputy sheriffs accompanied F. ]J.
Schlink, president of Consumers’ Re-
search, and his wife into the offices. The
strikebreakers included the wife and a
son of J. B. Matthews. J. Robeért Rog-
ers, who was deliberately run down by
~ a constable Saturday while he was picket-
ing is still in the hospital in Easton, Pa.
The conditions leading up to the strike
are described in this issue by Arthur Kal-
let, secretary of Consumers’ Research,
and co - author with F. J. Schlink of
100,000,000 Guinea Pigs.” Kallet has
been connected with the organization as
director and officer since 1930. Because
of his defense of the employes, he has
been brought up on charges for dismissal
as secretary.

Labor Party Progress

HE movement of American work-

ers and farmers for a Labor Party

of their own is rapidly gaining headway.
Last week the state convention of the
Connecticut Federation of Labor voted
to conduct a referendum on the question,
“Shall a Labor Party be instituted in
the State of Connecticut?”” The vote is
to begin November 1, and if a majority
favors it, the Labor Party is to be or-
ganized by the State Federation no later
than April 1, 1936. The referendum is
to include all A.F. of L. local unions,
whether affiliated with the State Federa-
tion or not. A bloc of nearly one hun-
dred progressive delegates, which in-
ludes Socialists, Communists, non-party
members and members of other political
parties, definitely favors the organiza-
tion of a Labor Party to put forward
the program of labor and the farmers
and will work for a favorable decision.
In many other parts of the country the
Labor Party sentiment is growing. In
Paterson, New Jersey, there is a Labor
Party ticket in the field and three Cen-
tral Labor Bodies of the A.F. of L.

MACKEY

Mackey

have endorsed the movement. Sixty-
three local unions in Chicago have gone
on record for a Labor Party. The
Oregon State Federation of Labor Con-
vention also endorsed the movement as
has the Toledo Central Labor Council.
The united front under the banner of

an anti-fascist Labor Party is the answer -

of the workers and farmers toc the
“breathing spell’” for big business an-
nounced by President Roosevelt, which
means only further attacks on the liv-
ing standards of the masses to provide
larger profits for the few.

Pirate Flag

N a decision in which he compared

the swastika emblem to the black flag
of piracy, Magistrate Louis Brodsky
last week freed five of the six defend-
ants held in connection with the demon-
stration aboard the German liner Bre-
men. Edward Drolette, the sixth pris-
oner, was held to answer charges of
assault, but the magistrate refused a te-
quest for higher bail. The description
of the Nazi flag is apt indeed and as
was to be expected it brought forth a
howl of rage from fascist officials who
are demanding an apology from the
state department. Congressman Marc-
antonio, acting with the International
Labor Defense legal staff, has countered
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with a demand that Secretary Hull hear
the defendants before acting on the Ger-
man request. Undoubtedly the Bremen
incident has done more than any other
single event to dramatize the fight
against fascism and to reveal its popu-
lar character. Magistrate Brodsky’s
denunciation of the Hitler regime re-
flects the fact that opposition to the
Nazis is seeping upward to officials who
are aware of the temper of the Amer-
ican people. The incident has also
served to inform German anti-fascists
that their fight has world-wide support
since newspapers have been forced to
give a great deal of space both to the
demonstration and the long train of in-
cidents, in diplomacy and in the court
fight in defense of the ‘“Bremen Six,”
that has followed.

HE manner in which Catholic

churchmen have challenged Nazi
orders reveals once again the fierceness
of the internal opposition to Hitler. The
Nazis are now putting on a military
spectacle to arouse enthusiasm and it is
significant that maneuvers are being held
at the point closest to the Soviet Union
border. Hitler’s rearmament venture
is at once the strongest and weakest
point in his program. Its advantages
spring from the fact that it is largely
responsible for the increased profits of
the Krupps and Thyssens, the real mas-
ters of the Third Reich and that it can
be used to whip up a patriotic fervor.
Its weakness is dislosed in the fact that it
is literally bleeding Germany white; the
drain on internal economy consequent on
large arms expenditures has put finances
of the Third Reich in a shaky position.
This fact has been concealed from the
people by the so-called secret loans but
rising living costs cannot be concealed.
European bankers believe that Schacht,
economy minister, is now preparing for
a huge forced loan. This loan will be
unloaded on workers and middle-class
folk by forcing government securities,
which are far from secure, on the sav-
ings banks. This financial sleight-of-hand
cannot be continued indefinitely and it is
only a question of time until Hitler, like
Mussolini, will be forced to seek a way
out through the adventure of a war of
conquest.

What’s Tugwell Doing?
FOUR months after Congress passed
the 4.8 billion dollar Emergency
Relief Appropriation Act of 1935 and
earmarked $500,000,000 for loans and
relief to needy farmers and $450,000,-
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000 for housing, the Resettlement Ad-
ministration of Rexford Guy Tugwell,
established to carry out this mandate,
has become such a scandal of bureaucra-
tic red tape that even Republican col-
umnists hesitate to expose it too severely.
Rehabilitation loans to needy farmers
approved by the Resettlement Adminis-
tration were reported recently to be still
at a microscopic figure while only 2,000
workers were drawing pay on housing
projects of the No. 1 Roosevelt brain
trusters. Meanwhile, the man who di-
vided his youth between the mirror, the
haberdasher and a writing pad on which
he scrawled poetic dreams of “‘remak-
ing America” has spent four millions in
filling up the fanciest paper organization
in the country with his friends. While
millions in the rural slums which he is
so fond of writing about clamor for the
start of the vast rural housing program
promised them, Tugwell can show only
a handful of projects under way. Not
one of these is new. All are hand-me-
downs from the old Subsistence Home-
stead Division which Ickes started, or
from the Rural Rehabilitation Division
which Hopkins started. Ten thousand
employes draw up reams of Administra-
tive orders, notices, instructions, charts,
diagrams and blue prints—but not a
hammer has been lifted or a brick laid.
This is planning under capitalism.

A New Scottsboro Trial

T HE Scottsboro boys will go on trial
some time next month, Special
Prosecutor Thomas Knight has just an-
nounced. According to his plans, all of

the boys will be tried at one time, since .

he claims all constitutional questions
have been disposed of and there remains
no advantage from the state’s point of
view in holding separate trials which
were always in the nature of test cases.
The holding of a joint trial will operate
to prevent the International Labor De-
fense from pressing its demand for re-
lease on bail of two of the defendants
and for juvenile hearings for the two
boys. These pleas were to have been
heard last summer, but were postponed
to suit the convenience of Mr. Knight,
who as Lieutenant-Governor has been
presiding over sessions of the state sen-
ate. Alabama authorities now claim
that jury lists are being changed to con-
form to the United States Supreme
Court’s decision under terms of a law
passed for that purpose. If the Su-
preme Court’s decision is to be fol-
lowed, the names of Negroes must be
placed on jury rolls, but that is no guar-
antee that they will sit on the case. The
present practice in Southern states is to
call Negroes and then dismiss them on
the slightest pretext. The fact that con-
stitutional questions have been disposed
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of makes the coming trials very critical.
It is hard to believe that the commission
of any error, no matter how prejudicial,
will lead to a reversal in the state su-
preme court.

IT IS evident that Alabama authori-
ties will leave nothing undone in their
effort to send the nine defendants to
the electric chair. Lieutenant-Governor
Knight's decision to remain in the case
gives the prosecution an official flavor
and he is using the whole episode to fur-
ther his own political fortunes. Al-
though new indictments must be re-
turned at Scottsboro, the belief of law-
yers is that the trial must be held at
Decatur. Of course if is impossible for
Negroes to get a fair trial in that com-
munity always ridden by hatred of Ne-
groes and further stirred by the two
prior trials. Something of the temper
of the community can be gauged by an
incident reported last week in the Negro
press. Two Decatur Negro women be-
came involved in a quarrel over the cus-
tody of a child. While the quarrel was
at its height, somebody called a deputy
sheriff, who at once set himself up as
judge and jury and awarded the child
to one of the women. When the other
protested the deputy set upon her and
she attempted to defend herself. That
was all the southern officer needed; he
shot and killed her and then swaggered -
uptown to brag about what he had done
to a “nigger wench.” There has been
no investigation. A change of venue
is desperately needed from such a com-
munity. Only the holding of the trial
in a larger city can afford the Scottsboro
boys even a semblance of a fair trial.

The End of Doheny
NOTHER rags-to-riches episode

came to an end with the death of
Edward L. Doheny. The story of his
life is one of those tales beloved by
editors who like to drive home the lesson
that poverty is no bar to success. He
went West as a poor boy and for years
eked out a precarious living as a mule-
teer. He died a fabulously rich man
who had given generously of his funds
to various charities. But there is more
to the story of his life than that. Do-
heny’s wealth came from the exploita-
tion of a natural resource, oil, to which
he had no claim except the luck of strik-
ing it and the further good fortune of
having done so at a time when the de-
velopment of the automotive industry
made oil an indispensable factor in indus-
try. Once embarked on his career as
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an oil magnate he stopped at nothing to
pile up a fortune. The companies he
headed cheated farmers and home-own-
ers out of oil-bearing land; they tapped
the Mexican fields and used their in-
fluence to make the American govern-
ment blackjack Mexico into accepting
his operations. Workers who toiled for
the Doheny empire did so at wages that
permitted super-profits. Doheny crowned
his own career by bribing a cabinet mem-
ber into giving him and his associates
government oil reserves and then used
his wealth to escape the prison term he
so richly deserved. His philanthropies,
like those of most millionaires, were the
products either of a bad conscience, or
more probably, a sop to a public weary-
ing of millionaires.

Coughlin’s Auto Union
ATHER COUGHLIN is out in the
‘open as a labor organizer and is
building up an automotive union to rival
that of the American Federation of
Labor. His union now claims a mem-
bership of 26,000 men, most of whom
live in Detroit. The organization coun-
sels the use of the strike only as a last
resort and the utter disregard of such
“‘technicalities” as formal recognition of
the union and signed contracts. The
priest has already advised his men “not
to say to hell with the stockholder and
capitalist, but to say ‘charge more for
your car and take less in profits’.” Ob-
viously such a union is exactly what the
manufacturers want; in it there is no
threat of collective bargaining and cer-
tainly they must be glad to get support
for higher prices. Father Coughlin’s
union has an unsavory history. It is an
outgrowth of the amalgamation of sev-
eral company unions of the worst kind
and its officers are men who served em-
ployers well as heads of these company
outfits. Willian Green and officials of
the A.F. of L. have nobody to blame but
themselves for the mushroom growth of
this almost openly fascist union. They
began by flirting with the radio priest
openly and at one time William Collins,
then automotive organizer, presided at
one of the meetings of the National
Union for Social Justice. 'When auto
workers were ready for struggle Green
and his henchmen delivered them over
to the tender mercies of Leo Wolman’s
Auto Labor Board. The latest trickery
‘came when Green forced the naming of
Francis Dillion as head of the A.F. of
L. automotive union over the protest
and against the will of the majority of
union members.

Mr. Hearst Hunts a Party
' ILLIAM R. HEARST has of-

fered Al Smith the nomination
for the Presidency. Being a practical
politician, Smith is undoubtedly watch-
ing his step while keeping his eye peeled
on the main chance. It must be noted,
too, that there is a slight hitch in the
whole matter: Mr. Hearst does not as
yet actually have possession of the nom-
ination he is offering Smith. What he
is proposing is the organization of a
new party, which with that irony for
which he is noted he calls the “Jeffer-
sonian Democratic Party.” It is for
this party that he wants Smith as stan-
dard-bearer, a party dedicated to the
ideals of William Randolph Hearst.
For the sake of these ideals, Mr.
Hearst is willing to let bygones be by-
gones, to forgive and forget the nasty
names he and Al once called each other
and to take unto his bosom that viper
which he once cast out. Such a party,
he points out, would be able to save the
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country from “the imported, autocratic,
Asiatic Socialist Party of Karl Marx
and Franklin Delano Roosevelt,”
which Mr. Hearst and some of the best
Wall Street people were hoodwinked
into supporting in 1932. Already the
general outlines of this proposed new
party are beginning to take shape. It is
being midwived by Bainbridge Colby,
secretary of state under Woodrow Wil-
son, and other Liberty Leaguers. It
has been endorsed by that well-known
exponent of the principles of Thomas
Jefterson and J. P. Morgan, John J.
Raskob and has received the blessing
of Father Coughlin. Among possible
running mates for Al Smith, Mr.
Hearst has thoughtfully suggested Gov-
ernor Talmadge of Georgia, who has
carried on the traditions of Jeffersonian
Democracy by being the first to establish
concentration camps for strikers. The
ideals of Mr. Hearst are well known.
Only those devoid of any olfactory sense
will fail to smell a large fascist rat.

A Breathing Spellbinder

RESIDENT ROOSEVELT has

told big business it can count on a

“breathing spell” from now on.
He added that he would propose no
fundamental economic or social legisla-
tion to the next Congress. The reasons
for this pronouncement are clear. James
A. Farley, Roosevelt’s 1936 campaign
manager, had just returned from a con-
tinental tour on which he found that in-
dustrialists were chafing because even
under the New Deal the process of inten-
sifying the exploitation of the masses
lagged. They want to feel certain, even
more certain than heretofore, there
will be no kind of *‘government inter-
ference” in the program of making the
people pay for the crisis in lowered
wages and living standards. Roosevelt,
in the “breathing spell” letter he wrote
to Roy Howard, head of the Scripps-
Howard chain of newspapers, has given
them this assurance, thereby ranging
himself solidly and openly on their side
by making the promise demanded.

He did more. Throughout the letter,
he served notice upon the workers that
he was against them. He boasted of
what he had done for the monopoly cap-
italists—the makers of war and fascism,
whose side, though he always repre-
sented it despite demagogic phrases, he
now espouses so frankly. First he makes
clear that he believes with business that

the interests of what we broadly term busi-
ness are not in conflict with, but wholly
in harmony with, mass interests.

Then he apologizes to the vested in-
terests for the misconception that arose
in some places that his tax plan was
meant to tax the wealthy. Perish the
thought! This tax, he says

is not intended to destroy wealth. . .. The
broadening of our tax base in the last few
years has been very real. What is known as
consumer taxes, namely, the invisible taxes
paid by people in every walk of life, fall
relatively much more heavily upon the poor
man than on the rich man. In 1929 con-
sumers’ taxes represented only 30 percent.
of the national revenue. Today they are
60 percent and, even with the passage of
the recent tax bill, the proportion of these
consumers’ taxes will drop only 5 percent.
. . . Taxes on 95 percent of our corpora-
tions are actually reduced by this new tax
law.

That is how Roosevelt proves what
his first tax proposal speech ‘“‘to help
equalize wealth” really meant!

Though he says his basic program of
“curing the depression” has reached
“substantial completion” making possible
“the breathing spell” for big business, he
is forced to admit that ‘“‘unemployment
is still with us, but it is steadily dimin-
ishing.” He gives no figures. There has
been a very modest upswing, it is true,
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in business and industry in the United
States in the past two months. Has this
created more employment in this capital-
ist country? We quote three current
estimates on unemployment today:

Labor Research Association. .. . 17,000,000
Alexander Hamilton Institute. . 13,000,000
American Federation of Labor. 11,000,000

The first two-of these organizations
find the unemployment situation virtually
unchanged in the past few weeks; the
A.F. of L. announces a rise over its last
figure. There has been no increase in
employment corresponding with the re-
cent spurt in industry. What has hap-
pened is an increase in the process of
speed-up and stretch-out throughout the
country, bringing more production out
of the same number of workers. More-
over, wages of even those who are work-
ing have not increased with the increased
production they have been forced to
yield. The A.F. of L. quotes official
figures to show that whereas the work-
ers lost three-fifths of their income be-
tween 1929 and 1932, they had regained
only one-tenth of this loss by 1934—and
this in the face of a rising cost of living,
which continues rising today. When
Roosevelt speaks of improved condi-
tions, it is well to remember that while
last year the total national income was
$49,440,000,000, wages of 12,750,000
workers in four basic industries (manu-
facturing, mining, “railroad and water
transportation, building), represented
only 18 percent of the total and that
this percentage is constantly decreasing.
It is for General Motors, with an-
nouncement of increased dividends; it is
for the stock market, where eighty-eight
corporation stocks made new highs for
the year on the announcement of the
“breathing spell”’; and for members of
the firm of J. P. Morgan and Co. or-
_ganizing a separate corporation to re-
turn to the securities-selling field (from
which the firm was for a short time
barred by law) that “improved condi-
tions” exist.

- The ‘“breathing spell” pledge by
Roosevelt will not interrupt the trend
toward more high-pressure exploitation
of labor. It simply gives the employers
—in ¢xchange for their support of
Roosevelt next year—carte-blanche to
go full-steam ahead. Roosevelt has
given them his blessing in the drive to-
ward further suppression of civil rights,
heightened vigilante terror, toward war
and fascism. Any decisive interruption
of their program can come only from
militant workers fighting for their rights.

Debate in Geneva

HERE have been no surprises as
yet in the League of Nations
meeting. Despite ‘‘encouraging”
communiques, diplomats have all but
admitted their inability to prevent Mus-
solini’s invasion of Ethiopia. Nor was
the speech by Maxim Litvinov, repre-

“senting the Soviet Union, unexpected, -

even though it stands out as the one

definite statement in the welter of eva- .

sion. Once again, Litvinov stressed the
peace policy of the Soviet Union. Once
again, of all the nations’ spokesmen,
Litvinov alone pledged his country to
a realistic program of peace to be car-
ried through in the face of the conflict-
ing ambitions of the imperialist powers.
His frank review of the Italo-Ethiopian
situation cleared the air after the jum-
ble of indefinite phrases which has al-
ways been the language of diplomacy.
Nor can the sincerity of the U.S.S.R.’s
devotion to peace be questioned even in
Geneva: only a determined desire to
avoid war can explain the Soviet
Union’s refusal to allow continual Jap-
anese provocation to result in armed
conflict. Litvinov added:

. . « I propose to the Council not to
stop at any efforts and means in order to
avert armed conflict between two members
of .the League and to carry out the task
constituting the sense for the existence of
the League.

There is little prospect that Musso-
lini can be dissuaded from carrying out
his plans by the conferences now going
on at Geneva. The rainy season in
Africa draws to an end. Simultaneously,
Italian troops move toward the frontier.
Mussolini announces elaborate plans for
the mobilization of all available person-
nel for a one-day demonstration—in-
volving 7,000,000 people. For the fas-
cist government has refused point blank
to pledge that hostilities will not be
launched during the time the Council is
deliberating. As the session proceeds,
it becomes obvious that France will not
agree to the use of sanctions; so long
as France refuses to act, England will
not, even if it would, dare to shoulder
the burden alone. The new five-power
committee composed of Turkey, Spain,
Poland, France and England will delib-
erate: the result promises to embody
some excuse for Italy’s aggression and
a ‘‘peaceful” proposal—such as grant-
ing Italy a mandate over Ethiopia

(tantamount to handing one League
member over to a larger nation for ex-
ploitation and conquest). By hiding
behind phrases, the powers hope to
wash their hands of the whole affair
and allow Mussolini to go ahead—
though retaining the right to be in at
the finish when the spoils are divided.
To assure this, England (the United
States also followed suit) announced
that it was returning Emperor Haile
Selassie’s oil grants without thanks. Just
what interests American and British
firms actually retain while publicly refus-
ing the gift, are not revealed.

Each day Ethiopia attempts to hit on
some compromise that will also preserve
its status as an independent nation.
Haile Selassie declares his willingness to’
accept foreign advisers, to cede some
territory to Italy in return for payment
or other rights and to grant Italy con-
cessions to build a road and railway. But
Italy has not mobilized a huge army to
gain compromise concessions. Mussolini
wants the whole of Ethiopia—and will
not be turned aside by anything less.

The one hope for peace rests in or-
ganized labor. European unions have
proposed a blockade on all shipments
to Italy, whether of arms, food sup-
plies, munitions or raw materials, in
the event of Italy’s invasion of Ethiopia.
The French Communist Party has taken
the lead, asking the cooperation of or-
ganized labor throughout the world and
in particular an agreement with the
British Labor Party in conjunction with
the Communist Party of England. Such
a blockade if pursued relentlessly would
hamper Mussolini’s plans: bankrupt
Italy cannot conduct war without the aid
of imported basic commodities. Deser-
tions, sickness, even mutiny in certain
sections of the Italian army, indicate the
smoldering discontent within that coun-
try. Itis his awareness of popular anti-
war feeling that has forced the Pope to
issue a reluctant statement in which he
vaguely pleads for peace—and thus
risks Mussolini’s displeasure. Workers
can accomplish what diplomats (grant-
ing for the moment they would make
sincere efforts) cannot possibly do no
matter how many conferences they hold
—prevent Mussolini from going ahead
with plans which threaten to involve the
whole world in war. If war is averted,
the brake will have been applied not by
Geneva but by the working class of the
world.
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- Who Murdered the Vets?

A First-Hand Report on the Florida Hurricane

Ky Wesr, FLa.

1 have led my ragamuffins where they are
peppered; there’s not three of my hundred and
fifty left alive, and they are for the town’s end,
to beg during life. Shakespeare.

Yes, and now we drown those three.

HOM did they annoy and to
whom was their possible presence
a political danger?

Who sent them down to the Florida Keys
and left them there in hurricane months?
Who is responsible for their deaths?

The writer of this article lives a long way -

from Washington and would not know the
answers to those questions. But he does know
that wealthy people, yachtsmen, fishermen
such as President Hoover and President
Roosevelt, do not come to the Florida Keys
in hurricane months. Hurricane months are
August, September and October, and in those
months you see no yachts along the Keys. You
do not see them because yacht owners know
there would be great danger, unescapable
danger, to their property if a storm should
come. For the same reason, you cannot in-
terest any very wealthy people in fishing off
the coast of Cuba in the summer “when the
biggest fish are there. There is a known dan-
ger to property. But veterans, especially the
bonus-marching variety of veterans, are not
property. They are only human beings; un-
successful human beings, and all they have to
lose is their lives. They are doing coolie labor
for a top wage of $45 a month and they have
been put down on the Florida Keys where they
can’t make trouble. It is hurricane months,
sure, but if anything comes up, you can always
evacuate them, can’t you?

This is the way a storm comes. On Satur-
day evening at Key West, having finished
working, you go out to the porch to have a
drink and read the evening paper. The first
thing you see in the paper is a storm warning.
- You know that work is off until it is past and
you are angry and upset because you were
going well.

The location of the tropical disturbance is
given as east of Long Island in the Bahamas
and the direction it is traveling is approximate-
ly toward Key West. You get out the Septem-
ber storm chart which gives the tracks and
dates of forty storms of hurricane intensity
during that month since 1900. And by taking
the rate of movement of the storm as given in
the Weather Bureau Advisory you calculate
that it cannot reach us before Monday noon at
the earliest. Sunday you spend making the boat
as safe as you can. When they refuse to haul
her out on the ways because there are too
many boats ahead, you buy $52 worth of new

ERNEST HEMINGWAY

heavy hawser and shift her to what seems the
safest part of the submarine base and tie her
up there. Monday you nail up the shutters
on the house and get everything movable in-
side. There are northeast storm warnings fly-
ing, and at five o’clock the wind is blowing
heavily and steadily from the northeast and
they have hoisted the big red flags with a black
square in the middle one over the other that
mean a hurricane. The wind is rising hourly
and the barometer is falling. All the people
of the town are nailing up their houses.

You go down to the boat and wrap the lines
with canvas where they will chafe when the
surge starts, and believe that she has a good
chance to ride it out if it comes from any di-
rection but the northwest where the opening of
the sub-basin is; provided no other boat smashes
into you and sinks you. There is a booze boat
seized by the Coast Guard tied next to you
and you notice her stern lines are only tied to
ringbolts in the stern, and you start belly-
aching about that.

“For Christ sake, you know those lousy
ringbolts will pull right, out of her stern and
then she’ll come down on us.”

“If she does, you can cut her loose or sink
her.” :

“Sure, and maybe we can’t get to her, too.
What's the use of letting a piece of junk like
that sink a good boat?”

From the last advisory you figure we will
not get it until midnight, and at ten o’clock
you leave the Weather Bureau and go home
to see if you can get two hours’ sleep before
it starts, leaving the car in front of the house
because you do not trust the rickety garage,
putting the barometer and a flashlight by the
bed for when the electric lights go. At mid-
night the wind is howling, the glass is 29.55
and dropping while you watch it, and rain is
coming in sheets. You dress, find the car
drowned out, make your way to the boat with
a flashlight with branches falling and wires go-
ing down. The flashlight shorts in the rain
and the wind is now coming in heavy
gusts from the northwest. The captured boat
has pulled her ringbolts out, -and by quick
handling by Jose Rodriguez, a Spanish sailor,
was swung clear before she hit us.
now pounding against the dock.

The wind is bad and you have to crouch

over to make headway against it. You figure
if we get the hurricane from there you will
lose the boat and you never will have enough
money to get another. You feel like hell.
But a little after two o’clock it backs into the
west and by the law of circular storms you
know the storm has passed over the Keys above
us. Now the boat is well-sheltered by the sea
wall and the breakwater and at five o’clock,

She is

the glass having been steady for an hour, you
get back to the house. As you make your way
in without a light you find a tree is down
across the walk and a strange empty look in
the front yard shows the big old sappodillo
tree is down too. You turn in.

HAT’S what happens when one misses

you. And that is about the minimum of
time you have to prepare for a hurricane;
two full days. Sometimes you have longer.

But what happened on the Keys?

On Thuesday, as the storm made its way up
the Gulf of Mexico, it was so wild not a boat
could leave Key West and there was no com-
munication with the Keys beyond the ferry,
nor with the mainland. No one knew what
the storm had done, where it had passed. No
train came in and there was no news by plane.
Nobody knew the horror that was on the
Keys. It was not until late the next day that
a boat got through to Matecumbe Key from
Key West.

Now, as this is written five days after the
storm, nobody knows how many are dead.
The Red Cross, which has steadily played
down the number, announcing first forty-six
then 150, finally saying the dead would not
pass 300, today lists the dead and missing
as 446, but the total of -veterans dead and
missing alone numbers 442 and there have
been seventy bodies of civilians recovered. The
total of dead may well pass a thousand as
many bodies were swept out to sea and never
will be found. '

It is not necessary to go into the deaths of
the civilians and their families since they were
on the Keys of their own free will; they made
their living there, had property and knew
the hazards involved. But the veterans had
been sent there; they had no opportunity to
leave, nor any protection against hurricanes;
and they never had a chance for their lives.

During the war, troops and sometimes in-
dividual soldiers who incurred the displeas-
ure of their superior officers, were sometimes
sent into positions of extreme danger and kept
there repeatedly until they were no longer
problems. I do not believe anyone, know-
ingly, would send U. S. war veterans into any
such positions in time of peace. But the
Florida Keys, in hurricane months, in the mat-
ter of casualties recorded during the building
of the Florida East Coast Railway to Key
West, when nearly a thousand men were killed
by hurricanes, can be classed as such a position.
And ignorance has never been accepted as an
excuse for murder or for manslaughter.

- 'Who sent nearly a thousand war veterans,
many of them husky, hard-working and
simply out of luck, but many of them close



10

to the border of pathological cases, to live in
frame shacks on the Florida Keys in hurricane
months?

Why were the men not evacuated on Sun-
day, or, at latest, Monday morning, when it
was known there was a possibility of a hurri-
cane striking the Keys and evacuation was
their only possible protection?

Who advised against sending the train
from Miami to evacuate the veterans until
four-thirty o’clock on Monday so that it was
blown off the tracks before it ever reached
the lower camps?

These are questions that someone w1ll have
to answer, and answer satisfactorily, unless
the clearing of Anacostia Flats is going to seem
an act of kindness compared to the clearing
of Upper and Lower Matecumbe.

HEN we reached Lower Matecumbe

there were bodies floating in the ferry
slip. The brush was all brown as though
autumn had come to these islands where there
is no autumn but only a more dangerous sum-
mer, but that was because the leaves had all
been blown away. There was two feet of sand
over the highest part of the island where the
sea had carried it and all the heavy bridge-
building machines were on their sides. The
island looked like the abandoned bed of a
river where the sea had swept it. The
railroad embankment was gone and the men
who had cowered behind it and finally, when
the water came, clung to the rails, were all
gone with it. You could find them face down
and face up in the mangroves. The biggest
bunch of the dead were in the tangled, al-
ways green but now brown, mangroves behind
the tank cars and the water towers. They hung
on there, in shelter, until the wind and the
rising water carried them away. They didn’t
all let go at once but only when they could
hold on no longer. Then further on you
found them high in the trees where the water
had swept them. You found them everywhere
and in the sun all of them were beginning
to be too big for their blue jeans and jackets
that they could never fill when they were on
the bum and hungry.

I'd known a lot of them at Josie Grunt’s
place and around the town when they would
come in for pay day, and some of them were
punch drunk and some of them were smart;
some had been on the bum since the Argonne
almost and some had lost their jobs the year
before last Christmas; some had wives and
some couldn’t remember ; some were good guys
and others put their pay checks in the Postal
Savings and then came over to cadge in on
the drinks when better men were drunk; some
liked to fight and others liked to walk around
the town; and they were all what you get
after a war. But who sent them there to die?

They’re better off, I can hear whoever sent
them say, explaining to himself. What good
were they? You can’t account for accidents
or acts of God. They were well-fed, well-
housed, well-treated and, let us suppose, now
they are well dead.

But I would like to make whoever sent them

there carfy just one out through the man-
groves, or turn one over that lay in the sun
along the fill, or tie five together so they won’t
float out, or smell that smell you thought
you’d never smell again, with luck. But now
you know there isn’t any luck when rich
bastards make a war. The lack of luck goes
on until all who take part in it are gone.

So now you hold your nose, and you, you
that put in the literary columns that you were
staying in Miami to see a hurricane because
you needed it in your next novel and now
you were afraid you would not see one, you
can go on reading the paper, and you'll get
all you need for your next novel; but I would
like to lead you by the seat of your well-worn-
by-writing-to-the-literary-columns pants up to
that bunch of mangroves where there is a
woman, bloated big as a balloon and upside
down and there’s another face down in the
brush next to her and explain to you they are
two damned nice girls who ran a sandwich
place and filling station and that where they
are is their hard luck. And you could make
a note of it for your next novel and how is
your next novel coming, brother writer, com-
rade s t?

But just then one of eight survivors from
that camp of 187 not counting twelve who
went to Miami to play ball (how’s that for
casualties, you guys who remember percen-
tages?) comes along and he says, “That’s my
old lady. Fat, ain’t she?” But that guy is nuts,
now, so we can dispense with him and we
have to go back and get in a boat before we
can check up on Camp Five.

AMP FIVE was where eight survived
out of 187, but we only find sixty-seven
of those plus two more along the fill makes
sixty-nine. But all the rest are in the man-
groves. It doesn’t take a bird dog to locate
them. On the other hand, there are no
buzzards. Absolutely no buzzards. How's
that? Would you believe it? The wind
killed all the buzzards and all the big winged
birds like pelicans too. You can find them in
the grass that's washed along the fill. Hey,
there’s another one. He’s got low shoes, put
him down, man, looks about sixty, low shoes,
copper-riveted overalls, blue percale shirt with-
out collar, storm jacket, by Jesus that’s the
thing to wear, nothing in his pockets. Turn
him over. Face tumefied beyond recognition.
Hell he don’t look like a veteran. He’s too
old. He’s got grey hair. You'll have grey
hair yourself this time next week. And across
his back there was a great big blister as wide
as his back and all ready to burst where his
storm jacket had slipped down. Turn him
over again. Sure he’s a veteran. I know
him. What’s he got low shoes on for then?
Maybe he made some money shooting craps
and bought them. You don’t know that guy.
You can’t tell him now. I know him, he
hasn’t got any thumb. That’s how I know
him. The land crabs ate his thumb. You think
you know everybody. Well you waited a long
time to get sick, brother. Sixty-seven of them
and you got sick at the sixty-eighth.
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And so you walk the fill, where there is
any fill and now it’s calm and clear and blue
and almost the way it is when the millionaires
come down in the winter except for the sand-
flies, the mosquitoes and the smell of the dead
that always smell the same in all countries that
you go to—and now they smell like that in
your own country. Or is it just that dead
soldiers smell the same no matter what their
nationality or who sends them to die?

Who sent them down there?

I hope he reads this—and how does he
feel?

He will die too, himself, perhaps even with-
out a hurricane warning, but maybe it will be
an easy death, that’s the best you get, so that
you do not have to hang onto something until
you can’t hang on, until your fingers won’t
hold on, and it is dark. And the wind makes
a noise like a locomotive passing, with a shriek
on top of that, because the wind has a scream
exactly as it has in books, and then the fill
goes and the high wall of water rolls you over
and over and then, whatever it is, you get it
and we find you, now of no importance, stink-
ing in the mangroves.

You’re dead now, brother, but who left you
there in the hurricane months on the Keys
where a thousand men died before you in the
hurricane months when they were building the
road that’s now washed out?

Who left you there? And what’s the pun-
ishment for manslaughter now?

SOUTHERN HOLIDAY

Seven black men
Hanging high,

Drum their heels
Against the sky.

Seven swinging,
Jerking men
Rehearse like mad
Their dance again,
Seven gallows

In a row—

- Seven shapes
Sway to and fro.
Listen, white man,
As you rant,
Silently
They give their chant:

Justice, justice,

Black and white;

Fling a coin

For wrong or right.

Their’s the voice that

You shall know:

White man, let

My people go.

Seven swaying

Pendulums

Beat the song

Of herald drums.

The stirred cock calls

The flaming dawn.

Red, how red—

This new-born dawn.
FrRANK MLAKAR.
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Consumers’ Research

on September 4 closed the doors of Con-

sumers’ Research in Washington, N. J.,
had taken place in any other liberal organ-
ization, F. J. Schlink, president of CR,
would be making a contribution to the strik-
ers’ funds; his wife, Mary Phillips, a direc-
tor and the actual ruler of the organization,
would be writing clever notes about .the
perfidy of liberals, and J. B. Machews, vice-
president and labor-relations adVISer,.would
be sallying forth to address mass meetings on
behalf of the strikers.

But the strike is not in another organiza-
tion; it is right at home. And the trium-
virate, no longer “friends of labor” but now
employers with their own interests to pro-
tect, are using every device of openly capital-
istic employers, from Red-baiting to violence,
to intimidate the strikers and break the strike.
Those who have been impressed by the scien-
tific competence and integrity of Schlink or
by the brilliant 700-percent Communist ora-
tions of Matthews in behalf of the exploxtefl
masses, will perhaps doubt this. But it is
literally true. On Sunday, a county con-
stable in the pay of Consumers’ Research,
deliberately speeded up his automobile and
drove it into a picket line, knocking c%oyvn
and injuring J. Robert Rogers, a striking
physicist on the CR staff. Yesterday news-
papers received a public statement signed by
Schlink which would do no discredit to Mr.
Hearst, with its familiar phrases about “Com-
munists,” “Communist-affiliates,” and its de-
scription of the A.F. of L. union at CR as
an “out-and-out ‘revolutionary’ organization
aiming at the unconditional capture of CR.”

Because I am an officer of Consumers’ Re-
search, and was for many years a director,
Schlink has charged me with disloyalty to
the organization for siding with the striker§.
“Loyalty” to a consumer organization, it
would seem, means approving typical capital-
istic exploitation of workers, vicious slander
of union leaders, and strike-breaking which
perhaps will reach its climax only with the
hiring of thugs and the calling out of the
militia. I have been charged, also, with
being an instigator of the strike. If being
openly in sympathy with CR’s employes in
their decision to strike is “instigating,” then
this charge is true. I “instigated,” however,
not because of “bias” as is now charged, but
actually because I had seen the Schlink
family’s labor policy in action for several
years, and knew that if the union did not
now use its-only weapon, its members would
be fired one by one until there remained no
threat to the triumvirate’s totalitarian con-
trol.

The firing of the president and two other
active members of the A.F. of L. union did

-

I F the strike of over fifty employes which

ARTHUR KALLET

not cause the strike. Nor was the cause too-
low pay for some and forced, unpaid over-
time for others (despite a $25,000 cash sur-
plus). The underlying cause may be seen in
the union’s demand for an agreement con-
taining terms which would “protect CR’s
workers against firings based on whim, per-
sonal dislike, minor differences. in opinion, or
no reason at all.” One girl was fired after
a post card from a person distrusted by
Schlink was found in her desk when it was
searched during her vacation. A chemist
was recently given notice of dismissal for
reasons which included his taking three pieces
of toast at breakfast one morning and eating
only one, and on another day, taking both
milk and coffee at the same meal. A great
many technical and editorial workers have
been discharged because they could not adjust
themselves to the vagaries and conflicts of
family control, with decisions made in the
office in the day time reversed at home at
night.

After a series of forced resignations of em-
ployes about two years ago, the active dis-
content of -the entire staff almost disrupted
the entire organization. It was imperative
to find out what was causing all the trouble
and do something about it. Schlink finally
agreed to have the employes talk individually
and anonymously to some person whom they
could trust so that he might diagnose the
trouble and discover what needed to be done.
A person was selected, but the report soon
came back that no one wanted to talk to
him. The reason was soon discovered. A
sheet had been passed around requesting those
employes who had grievances which they
wished to express to sign their names so that
interviews could be arranged. “Nobody would
stick his head in that noose,” said one of the
employes.

The firing was easy. New employes at
CR were required to sign a contract pro-
viding that they could be discharged at any
time within six months of their employment,
with or without cause. When it became de-
sirable to fire a “permanent” employe, the
microscopes were wheeled out and millions
of tiny causes were found floating around
where the naked eye had detected none be-
fore. The present employment contract,
forced on the employes some months ago,
with the aid of Matthews, is an out-and-out
“yellow dog” contract, illegal in New Jersey,
forbidding employes to engage in any outside
activity without written permission of the
board of directors.

The situation was overripe for a union
and when Susan Jenkins, veteran of the
Macaulay strike in New York, was employed
by CR organization of the employes was
finally assured. The union, the Technical,
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Editorial and Office Assistants Union, num-
ber 20055, received its federal charter from
the A.F. of L. on August 1. On August 23,
the board of directors was asked to recognize
the union and set a date to discuss a union
agreement. A few hours later, three em-
ployes, John Heasty, president of the union,
John Kilpatrick and Donald Rogers, active
union members, were fired. Incompetence
was alleged only in Kilpatrick’s case. For
the other discharges no reasons were given.
Heasty had been made head chemist and
given a raise soon after he was employed.
But then he was guilty of the grave error
of permitting himself to be elected president
of the union. Rogers, too, had made a mis-
take. In a union meeting a while before, he
had advocated salary increases. Kilpatrick
was in charge of promotion. Soon after he
came, Miss Phillips said his work was bril-
liant. Both new subscriptions and renewals
to the CR service showed a marked increase
while he was there. But he was doomed;
he was the second on the staff to join the
union and he was seen frequently with union
leaders. -
In alarm the union officers asked repeated-
ly for a conference with the board of direc-
tors. The reply was a complaint from Mat-
thews about their ‘“dizzying tempo.” They
went for advice to a regularly accredited
A.F. of L. organizer who wrote to me telling
of the board’s failure to arrange a confer-
ence with the union and of the dismissals and
asking me to use my influence as secretary
of CR to secure action by the board. Im-
mediately a terrible cry of anguish arose
from Matthews and the Schlinks. The
union’s going to an organizer and his writing
to me, said Matthews, was blackmail.
Previous to this time, one member of the
board of directors, Dewey Palmer, had not
been consulted by the board about union
problems. Now he was summoned to a board
meeting and told to sign a statement that
the union was guilty of blackmail and that
the union members responsible would be fired.
He refused. “I move we accept Mr, Palm-
er’s resignation,” said Miss Phillips. “You
can’t. I haven’t resigned,” said Palmer.
“You're fired from the board,” said Schlink,
Phillips and Matthews. The response from
the employes to this new attack was an im-
mediate petition signed by sixty of the sev-
enty staff members, many not in the union,
asking for Palmer’s reinstatement. The sign-
ing of such a petition was almost tantamount
to voting against Hitler in a German con-

- centration camp—and equally effective.

The next day, Schlink called a meeting of
the entire staff. There Matthews, burning
with righteousness, charged the union with
racketeering and gangsterism, intimated that



SEPTEMBER 17, 1935

signatures to the petition had been obtained
only through coercion and asked the staff to
approve the board’s action in throwing out
the villain who was so warped that he actu-
ally approved a plain case of blackmail. A
secret ballot of the staff followed. Only ten
voted approval of .the board’s action.

That night a union meeting was called
and I was invited by Heasty to attend. A
day or two before, I had talked with Mat-
thews in the presence of Oscar Cox, CR’s
attorney. ‘“The union is split,” he said.
“They can’t possibly get a strike vote. Sue
Jenkins couldn’t get two votes. If the union
were allowed to vote on her, they would
throw her out.” I repeated Matthew’s state-
ments to the meeting. They were greeted
with a roar of laughter.

Without a single dissenting vote and with
cheers and applause, such as had probably
never before greeted any action taken at
CR, the union voted to authorize a strike

if negotiations with the board of directors
could not be successfully concluded. Six new
members came into the union that night,
knowing in advance that it probably meant
their joining in a strike.

The board had said it would never recon-
sider Heasty’s case. It refused to negotiate
at all unless the union repudiated the ‘“black-
mail” letter. It also demanded a promise
that the union would never send mass dele-
gations to meet a board member—Matthews
had been grievously offended a few days be-
fore by a visit from fifteen angry union
members. To clear away any possible excuse
for delay, on August 31 the union promised
in writing never again to send large dele-
gations; it withdrew the letter, while reas-
serting the correctness of the statements made
therein.

But at the same time, the union wrote in
its letter to the board, “We must demand
that the discharged employes be reinstated,
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and that you include as a subject for -ne-
gotiations the continued tenure of these em-
ployes and of all union members, . .. ”
The board accepted this letter as a basis for
negotiations and the board and the union’s
shop committee met. For two days discus-
sions went on. But the three who had been
discharged were not reinstated, and the at-
tempt was made to force on the shop commit-
tee a fake arbitration plan which, in the cases
of Heasty and Rogers, would permit arbitra-
tors to reach only one decision: that the em-
ployment contracts permitted their discharge.

The shop committee had no choice but to
withdraw from the negotiations and on Tues-
day night, September 3, after a final effort
to have the three reinstated, the forty-one
members of the union unanimously reaffirmed
the strike vote. The following morning the
strike was on, with fifteen of the remaining
twenty-nine non-union employes joining the
walk-out.

- The Not-So-Timid Profession

HE nineteenth convention of the

American Federation of Teachers,

which met at Cleveland the week of
August 26, became front-page news, and its
actions and decisions were followed with in-
terest by teachers and workers throughout the
country. From all sections of the country
delegates came to take action on school and
teaching conditions, on the question of aca-
demic freedom and on the larger social ques-
tions of which these are a part. Many had
to overcome great difficulties to reach the
convention, for their locals were too poor to
pay their way and their own salaries had
been reduced to a bare minimum.

There were the usual routine speeches of
welcome by a city official, the usual speech
about the enemies within the labor movement
by an A. F. of L. official. Then teachers
victimized by the authorities for various rea-
sons addressed the convention. At once it
was clear that this was no routine conven-
tion with picked delegates who would do
what they were told. Here were young men
who had lost their jobs for picketing in the
lumber strike like Mr. Jewett of California,
for working with the unemployed like Dr.
Hallett of Pennsylvania, for attempting to
organize a teachers’ union, for teaching facts
about Mellon which were not to a Superin-
tendent’s liking. Among the regional reports
there were some, notably the Philadelphia re-
port, which indicated that the teachers were
being drawn into active defense of their sal-
aries and tenure: participating in delegations,
holding mass meeting, uniting with sympa-
thetic groups of farmers and workers to at-
tain their ends. There were, obviously mili-
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tant trade unionists in the so-called “timid
profession.”

On the day the convention opened a dele-
gation of fifty or sixty members of the New
York local appeared in the visitors’ section.
They wore tags identifying them as the
“United Committee to Save the Union, Local
5.7 This was the first indication that this
convention was to act on the demand made
by the administration of the New York local
that their charter be revoked in order to ex-
clude what they called “Communists and
disrupters.” From reports of meeting of the
executive council, from literature distributed
and by the interest of the delegates in the
plea of the members from New York that
their local be permitted to settle its own
affairs, it became clear that around this ques-
tion the fight of progressive elements in the
convention for unity and democracy would
be centered.

Local 5, New York City, is one of the
oldest in the American Federation of Teachers.
During the war, under the leadership of Dr.
Linville and Dr. Lefkowitz it was known as
a militant and even radical organization. As
time went on its leaders became more accept-
able to the educational authorities but they
never succeeded in organizing a large section
of the New York teachers. During recent
years when salaries have been cut and every
achievement of education attacked by reac-
tionary interests, a feeling of dissatisfaction
with the tactics of its union leaders has grown
up among the members. The opposition
groups, a large rank and file and a smaller
progressive group, have rallied increasing sup-
port for programs of more activity by the

membership and more vigorous organization
of teachers.

As the oppositions have grown the group
in power has curtailed democratic procedure
and limited the powers of the membership.
In spite of this the combined oppositions re-
ceived 42 percent of the votes in the election
this year. Foreseeing the loss of their narrow
majority the administration-controlled execu-
tive board voted to call in an investigating
committee from the national executive coun-
cil. They also voted to refuse all appli-
cants for membership until the question
should be settled, later explaining this by
saying that new members would be likely to
be supporters of the minority groups. The
investigation was called without consulting
the membership and in spite of the expressed
opposition of many school union groups and
of a protest meeting of 750 union teachers. -
It was this investigating committee which had
laid the problem before the national executive
council.

It was rumored at the convention and
stated later on the floor that the adminis-
tration of New York delivered an ultimatum
to the executive council. The charter must be
revoked. They presented a new charter ready
to be signed allowing them to form a new
local excluding minorities, Miss Selma Bor-
chardt who was friendly to the New York
administration hinted that President Green
would step in if the executive council re-
jected the ultimatum. The executive coun-
cil met again and again. Every one won-
dered.

Meanwhile the fifty or more teachers from
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New York were very active in distributing
literature and urging delegates to vote that
the local be permitted to settle its own prob-
lems. These young and enthusiastic teachers,
so interested in the preservation and growth
of the union movement that they had come
from New York at their own expense made
a tremendous impression on the convention.

After three days of uncertainty, the Execu-
tive Council anxious to keep the New York
issue from the floor of the convention,
reached a compromise agreement. A commit-
tee of three was to be sent to New York for
ninety days to observe the situation and to
help in finding a basis upon which the local
could work. At this point Selma Borchardt
and, it was rumored, Dr. Lefkowitz, called
upon William Green for help. Miss Bor-
chardt had been in communication with Mr.
Green. On the afternoon of August 28, a
bombshell was thrown into the convention in
the form of a telegram from Mr. Green.
This telegram characterized Local 5 as “con-
trolled and dominated by Communists.” It
insisted that the “charter of New York
Teachers’ Local be revoked and locally reor-
ganized upon an American Federation of
Labor basis and in conformity with the rules
and policies of the American Federation of
Labor.” It insinuated a threat of reprisals
if this action were not taken in these words.
“Furthermore, Teachers’ National Union must
meet this issue if it is to be secure and hold
the support of the American Federation of
Labor and public opinion and if its purpose
to organize teachers is to be achieved, it must
disavow Communism and purge from its
ranks all Communistic influence.”” True, Dr.
Lefkowitz and Miss Borchardt had been
right in supposing that his telegram would
hit the convention with a terrific impact, but
they had completely miscalculated its effect
on the delegates. It was intended to frighten
them with the possibility of losing their char-
ter, with the fear of being classed as Com-
munists in their communities, of losing the
support of their local labor bodies. All these
fears were played upon to the utmost when
the matter was being discussed on the conven-
tion floor. But the reaction of the delegates
was one of indignation that Green should
have intruded himself in this way into the
affairs of the Federation. One delegate re-
ferred to Green as “Hitler,” another spoke
of the “Mussolini telegram.” The tide defi-
nitely turned against Dr. Lefkowitz and shat-
tered his previous reputation for radicalism
among many delegates. He stood out as the
representative of William Green, of auto-
cracy, of splitting the union. Hesitant dele-
gates now joined the progressive wing. In
the ensuing election Miss Borchardt and Dr.
Lefkowitz were defeated for the first time
in many years,

Three representatives of the united opposi-
tion in the New York local were given the
floor for fifteen minutes each, Unable to
enter into a lengthy discussion of the situa-
tion, they clearly established these basic

points: Teachers of all shades of opinion,
including Communists, have a right to belong
to unions. Attempts at exclusion split the
workers and play into the hands of the ene-
mies of labor. “Communism” has become a
convenient label with which to attack all lib-
eral teaching, with which to exclude militants
from the trade unions. It is being used in
this effort to maintain control of the union.
The New York local has grown and would
have grown more rapidly if it had not been
for the administration’s fear of new members.
The revocation of the charter would harm
the union movement in New York and have
reverberations throughout the country. The
opposition groups were eager to meet with
the administration and discuss their differences.
In a democratic union in which the member-
ship was allowed to hear all points of view
and decide policy, groups holding different
views, could exist side by side. Their main
plea was for democracy, organization, in-
creased union activity and unity.

The administration of Local 5 countered
with supposed proof of the Communist af-
filiations of the opposition. It went into de-
tailed definitions of the Communist Party,
the Communist Party Opposition and the
Comintern. It gave inaccurate and garbled
accounts of the Communist position on the
trade unions, disregarding the publicity-stated
decisions of the Communist Party of this
country and of the Communist International
on the importance of building the trade
unions and of working in them for the im-
mediate demands of the workers. The lead-
ers of the opposition, they said, were un-
doubtedly Communists and their 800 or so
supporters followed them so enthusiastically,
as to be as good as Communists. They gave
a detailed account of supposed acts of disrup-
tion and sabotage, failing to indicate why
these so-called disrupters were so enthusias-
tically followed by an ever-increasing number
of union members.

The discussion that followed on the con-
vention floor was basic and clear-cut. In an-
swer to charges of being hostile to labor,
delegates answered that they did not consider
Green the whole of the labor movement and
that they were friendly to the millions of
workers in the A. F. of L. 'When some
delegates threatened that their locals might
leave the Federation if Green’s dictum were
not obeyed, those who opposed revocation
indicated that they, on the contrary, would
do all in their power to maintain the unity
of the Federation no matter what decision
was reached. Delegates from all parts of the
country showed that they understood the rea-
sons for the Red scare in this country and
the A. F. of L. Green’s dictatorial attitude
was severely criticized. Delegate after dele-
gate pointed to the necessity of uniting all
teachers and other workers to fight the real
enemy—exploitation and fascism.

The convention voted 100 to 79 to reject
Green’s demand that they revoke the char-
ter. They replied to him, “We have faith
in the ability of the local membership to solve
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its internal problems and in the ability of the
A. F. of L. executive council to see that aim
accomplished in full harmony with the prin-
ciples of the American Federation of Labor.”
It was a declaration of independence by the
National body, a refusal to abandon demo-
cratic principles under threats by a reaction-
ary leadership. Under the influence of Dr.
Lefkowitz and Miss Borchardt delegates
from locals walked out of the convention. Just
as the New York leaders were willing to
break the local in order to keep control they
did not hesitate to split the National organi-
zation when they were voted down. °After
the departure of this group great indignation
was expressed by members of the convention,
including many who had voted for charter
revocation but objected to the defiance of the
majority decision by Dr. Lefkowitz and his
group. Several delegates took the floor to
point out the contrast between the “rule or
ruin” attitude of the New York administra-
tion group and the United Committee of
union members who were working to keep
the local united.

In spite of the departure of the eleven lo-
cals the convention did not neglect the na-
tional teacher problems which they had met
to consider. Plans were made to carry out
vigorous resolutions against Hearst and for
academic freedom. The convention ended
on a plea for unity within the Federation
and a resolution to build the labor movement
among teachers.

Teachers are expected to uphold the status
quo and are subjected to daily intimidation
in regard to their teaching, opinions and gen-
eral activity. They are, to a greater degree
than other workers, exposed to attacks as
radicals and Communists, Only a small per-
centage of the teachers is unionized and this
makes them rely to a very great extent on
help from local labor bodies. These fears
of being classed with Communists and of be-
ing cut off from local labor bodies were ex-
ploited to the utmost. The roll-call vote
was an open vote. That a large majority
of the delegates had the courage to vote
against autocracy and splitting their interna-
tional is a mark of their determination to
uphold democracy and unity in the labor
movement and of the extent to which a
united fight against the common enemies of
labor has taken root in this country. The
stand taken by the American Federation of
Teachers is, on its own level, comparable to
the way in which the maritime workers on
the West Coast disregarded the Red scare
and united all their forces behind Harry
Bridges, to the fight of the A. A. lodges for
unity and organizational activity, to the unity
attained in the furriers’ union despite threats
from Green, to the disregard by hundreds of
local unions and central labor bodies of
Green’s command to expel Communists, The
significance of this convention of the Ameri-
can Federation of Teachers can be judged
only in the light of the great movement of
the rank and file in the A. F. of L. toward
militancy and unity.
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Vigilantes and Cops

The Cops Were Not There

Two days after the drunken mob of vigi-
lantes ran amuck in Santa Rosa, Calif.,
The Press-Democrat of that city carried
the article which we reprint below. The
story, which was unsigned and gave no clue
to the identity of the man quoted, bore the
headline: “Vigilante Relates Eye-Witness
Tale of ‘Terror Raids’ Upon Communists.”
And this editorial note: “Following is a com-
plete and dramatic eye-witness account of
Wednesday night's sensational anti-Commu-
nist ‘raids’ related in detail to a Press-Demo-
crat reporter by a member of the vigilantes
who participated in the ‘reign of terror’
from the start to its wild finish”—THE
Epitors.

WAKING after a ghastly night of

terror that came near reaching the

point of bloodshed and lynchings, I

am firmly convinced today that Sonoma

County will purge itself entirely of all Com-
munists—and at any cost.

Never in my life have I seen such a grim,
serious minded band of citizens as determined
upon their objective as the vigilantes were
in seeking to oust radical agitators.

It was just at dusk that we assembled
after an emergency call from our leaders.
Nearly 300 men responded, coming from

Cloverdale, Healdsburg, Sebastopol, Santa
Rosa, Cotati, Petaluma and other parts of
the county.

We formed in two groups, one at the
Northwestern Pacific Depot park and the
other on Third Street just off A Street. It
was an awe-inspiring sight—this mixed as-
semblage of men from all classes of life,
crudely disguised, wearing old clothes, carry-
ing weapons ranging from rifles to home-
made billy clubs and ready to battle against
men who ridicule the American flag.

Few of us knew what was abead, but we
didn’t care. Sure, we realized there was a
risk, but what of it? Somebody has to
teach these Communists they are not wanted.

We had been called out to “raid” a sched-
uled Communist meeting at 123 Fourth
Street, but the meeting was never held. Ap-
parently Communist lookouts sighted us and
the radicals moved elsewhere to meet.

After waiting almost an hour in the lower
end of town, our leaders summoned us to a
downtown hall for a conference. Each man
was carefully scrutinized as he entered to
avoid spies gaining admission.

Somebody started playing a piano and it
helped break the tension while we waited.
The gang was restless and wanted action.
On every hand little groups gathered to-
gether and cursed the activity of radical agi-
tators—discussing the impending trouble that

is feared in the hop, prune and grape harvests
unless Communists are driven out,

A man from Healdsburg asked if the gang
couldn’t crash into the vacant meeting hall
anyway, just to see what they could find.
But leaders advised against it. “Let’s go
drag ’em from their homes,” others shouted,
and immediately plans were started for
rounding up several known Communist lead-
ers,

A man entered the hall with a “tip,” con-
ferred hurriedly with several of the leaders
and a group of six men were quickly picked
and sent out. Everything else became tense
—realizing that at least some action was
near. Soon the six men returned dragging a
cringing and pitiful looking specimen of a
man to the center of the hall. Quaking with
fear, his frightened eyes roamed around the
threatening crowd as he mumbled his “in-
nocence.” The man identified himself as
Jack Green, but claimed he was not a Com-
munist.

Leaders announced that he had been caught
in a Mendocino Avenue office building, where
he has an art studio. In his office was found
a copy of the dodger announcing the Com-
munist meeting that had been scheduled.
Other incriminating evidence piled up. Sev-
eral men identified him as having been pres-
ent at the recent Germania Hall fracas. Ac-
cused repeatedly, Green finally admitted that
he had signed a petition here to place the
Communist Party on the ballot.

Jeers and shouts interrupted his feeble at-
tempts to tell of his whereabouts earlier in
the evening and questions were fired at him
from all parts of the room,

“What'll we do with him?”
shouted.

And came a multitude of answers—

“Give him the works!” “Run him out!”
“Get the tar!” “Let’s teach him a lesson.”

Others favored giving him twenty-four
hours to scram, but they were finally over-
ridden. It was decided Green should be used
to help round up other suspected radicals.
At first Green demurred, claiming he didn't
know any of the other “wanted” men,

A small group took the frightened victim
into a dark side room and ‘“talked turkey”
to him. Green was told in no uncertain
words that he had a choice of two things—
work with the vigilantes to catch the other
Communists or “take the works” himself.

He was brought back into the hall plead-
ing that he would do anything he could to
find the other men being sought. Small
groups were quickly organized with twenty-
five to thirty men in each.

Moving swiftly and quietly, the “night
riders” dashed to their assigned places

someone

throughout the county. I went with the
group taking Green. We went first to a
house on Tupper Street, surrounded it and
sent Green up on the steps to knock and call
out the man we wanted.

He was so badly frightened he mumbled
stupidly and some of the men behind kicked
him for encouragement. A frightened woman
in the house shouted repeatedly that the
man we sought was not at home, that she
didn’t know where he was and screamed she
would phone the police. We didn’t worry
as part of our gang had already checked the
outside for telephone wires.

Our ruse had apparently failed, so we gave
up and left. The failure incensed our crowd
and they vented their wrath on Green, He
was half-hauled, half-shoved back to our
waiting cars a short distance away and
threatened with dire warning of what would
follow if he didn’t do “a better job” in put-
ting the finger on the next man we wanted.

From the Tupper Street home we went
out to a ranch not far from the “Village” on
the Guerneville Highway. We must have
looked like a band of highwaymen, masked
and carrying rifles, as we parked our cars and
assembled for another attempt at getting one
of the radical suspects. Green was slapped
a few times to emphasize the warning that
he play ball.

But again we were frustrated, a woman
refusing to open the door for Green and
claiming that the man we wanted was not
home. She refused to budge from her story
or reveal the man’s whereabouts. The sec-
ond failure made the crowd madder than
ever.

One man seized Green out on the road
and started to choke him, but others dragged
him off. Another jabbed a rifle barrel into
Green’s stomach and for a while it looked
like the party was coming to a climax
quickly. But several of the men along in-
sisted that Green be left alone as long as
they could still use him so we returned to
Santa Rosa. By the time we got back the
vigilante headquarters had been shifted to a
warehouse near the railroad tracks.

One other man had already been caught.
He was George Ford of Cotati, who pro-
tested his innocence but was kept guarded in
a corner of the room while the “round up”
continued. Green was turned over to another
squad, heading for the Sol Nitzberg ranch
at Little Two Rock, near Petaluma and I
went along, Five cars sped over the high-
way and country roads to the ranch.

When we arrived the group parked a short
distance down the road and talked the situa-
tion over. Because of Green’s futile attempts
to aid at the previous places, a new ruse
was decided upon. One car drove into the
backyard and turned so the lights were shin-
ing on the back door of the house. Rifle-
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armed vigilantes spotted themselves behind
trees surrounding the home. One of our men
walked up to the back door with Green
and knocked and aroused the occupants.

Nitzberg came to the door in his under-
wear, lighting a back-porch light. Jack Green
identified himself and Nitzberg asked,
“What’s the matter?” QOur man answered
that he was a cab driver and had brought
Green out with the understanding Nitzberg
would pay for the call. As he was talking
the lone vigilante carelessly opened the back
screen door, but just as he was about to
grab Nitzberg and haul him out to the
waiting crowd outside—Green ‘“‘double-
crossed” his captors. With a shout, he lunged
wildly into the house, dragging Nitzberg
with him.

A cry arose from our crowd as we real-
ized what had happened. Just as we all
charged toward the back stairs, Nitzberg re-
appeared on the back porch with a shotgun
and fired one barrel of the gun high as a
warning. Naturally we all ducked for a
place behind the trees. Inside the house,
Nitzberg’s family was hysterical.

“Shoot to kill, Papa, shoot to Kkill,”
screamed Nitzberg’s wife.

“I shoot ’em. I shoot ’em!” he answered
wildly, carrying out his words with volley
after volley of gunfire.

“Come on out, Sol, or we'll drop you,”
a leader declared. “We have plenty of us
and can riddle your house with bullets.”
But still Nitzberg’s only answer was more
shots and he called to his wife to bring more
shells. Several of the vigilantes wanted to
return the fire, but others called out against
it. “Don’t take a chance on the woman and
kids,” someone yelled in the darkness, as
children could be heard crying and scream-
ing.

Nitzberg took his stand near a window
with the gun-barrel protruding outward, but
_kept his family around him constantly, He
was in plain sight of the vigilante gunmen
but they wouldn’t shoot because of fear they
would hit the wife or children, It became
a strange siege, almost like war days. . . .

Two of the gas shells ripped through win-
dows into the house but failed to explode.
A third struck on the window sill and burst
outside, sending a great wave of the painful
searing tear gas back upon all of us. It
was awful! After gagging and choking a
while our gang, looking all the wilder with
tear-stained faces, finally shot a successful
shell into the . house.

A cry arose as the gas went through every
room in the structure. The woman shouted
“We'll come out, we'll come out.” A cheer
went up from the boys outside and Nitzberg
was ordered to walk out of the door with
hands up in the air. At first he stalled send-
ing his wife out in advance. In the glare of
the spotlight she stood on the porch and
pleaded for her husband’s life, asking what
the crowd wanted him for.

“We just want to talk to him, lady, and
want him fast. Any more delay and in goes

~ participated.

another gas bomb!” one of our boys replied.

“No, no, don’t,” she screamed. “He’s com-
ing! He must dress!”

In a few moments out walked Nitzberg—
sullen, bitter, refusing to say a word, With
him was Green, terror stricken and gasping
at the thought of going back into the hands
of the wild mob. Our boys surged down onto
the pair, seizing them roughly and dragging
them down the road to the cars. . ..

The wild ride back to Santa Rosa was one
of almost hysterical jubilation on the part of
the vigilantes. The tension once broken as
the battle ended, we began to realize for the
first time how close we had come to death
—many deaths, perhaps. Although Nitzberg
had done the shooting, most of the wrath
during the ride back was vent upon Green
—the man who had pleaded for leniency
and then “double crossed” the group.

When we got back to the warehouse, the
story of the shooting and Green’s attempt
to escape spread like wildfire. The pair was
dragged into the hall—stupefied from fright
and beatings. By that time another man,
C. Meyer of Cotati, had also been brought
in and a short time later Ed Wolff of
Healdsburg was added to the four victims.
It was a sight that few who saw it will
ever forget. Dimmed lights added to the
ghastly scene caused by the milling crowds
of vigilantes in varied masks and other dis-
guises.

It had been an all night task, but at last
the climax was near and everyone was on
edge. Our leader addressed us and the radi-
cals we caught, declaring, “Sonoma County
is not large enough for such men as you who

are attempting to overthrow the government

under which you live!”

Each man was questioned and given a
chance to explain his actions, with charge
after charge being shouted at Green and
Nitzberg from the milling throng. An
American flag was produced and the pair
asked to drop to the floor on bended knees
and kiss it. Both refused sullenly, but not
for long. After a count of three, fists swung
through the air. Both men dropped to the
floor, semi-conscious. They were shaken back
to sensibility enough to obey the order and
kiss the stars and stripes, The other trio
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willingly and after seeing the treatment given
the others almost gladly, kissed the flag with-
out resistance. Wolff pleaded that he was
not a Communist, speaking hurriedly and
impassionately as the crowd jeered at him.
Several Healdsburg vigilantes voiced charges
against him that he had difficulty explaining.

One man pushed his way through the
crowd to face Wolff, grasping him around
the throat in powerful hands. A hush came
over the crowd as the vigilante cursed and
berated Wolff with Communist activity and
finally ending with a dramatic shout:

“Ed, my hands are on your throat—and
the only thing that keeps me from crushing
the life out of your cursed body is that I
believe in an Almighty God!” :

After pleading that he would gladly get
out of the county at once and stay out the
crowd agreed to release Wolff. Meyer and
Ford were given the same warning and also
escaped the tar and feathers. But the impa-
tient mob waited no longer with Green and
Nitzberg. Clippers were produced and hair
hacked from their heads. Shirts were ripped
from the backs. Buckets of tar paint were
hurled over them. Pillows were broken and
feathers hailed down upon the sticky black
substance. From two men they had been
transformed into fantastic, ghostlike creatures
of some other world.

Communism in Sonoma County was get-
ting its due—and the vigilantes, restrained
through most of the night, came near going
wild. Kicked, beaten, dragged and shoved
the two staggering tar victims—their eyes
glazed from torture and terror—were taken
out into the street, Then came a procession
that Santa Rosa has never seen the like be-
fore. Down Fourth Street they walked, clear
past the courthouse and on out of the city
limits—while behind them followed the wild-
ly shouting and triumphant vigilantes,

It was a long night, a wild night. But
the vigilantes are just as determined that
there will be other such nights as long as
Communists continue attempts at radical agi-
tation in Sonoma County. The ultimatum
has been issued. The vigilantes have proven
they are ready and willing to back it up with
violence. It’s up to the Communists to get
out now, or suffer the consequences.

The Cops Were On the Job
GEORGE MARTIN

CHIcAGo.
N AUGUST 31 a group of Chicago-
ans attempted to exercise their consti-
tutionally-guaranteed rights of assembly and
free speech, to show their opposition to the
conquest of Ethiopia in particular and to
war in general. A number of organizations
The meeting was held—very
appropriately, considering the nature of the
protest—at 47 Street and Prairie Avenue,
a Negro neighborhood.
The meeting was called for 2 p. m.

Shortly before three I got off the Forty-
seventh Street car two blocks west of Prairie
and started walking east on 47. I noticed
a number of policemen on the street and near
the middle of the block I noticed them
loading several men into a patrol wagon,
which was already badly overloaded. I de-
cided that I had better catch a westbound
car at the next corner and get out of that
part of town. Of course I knew that an
officer cannot arrest you for walking up the
street, but why take a chance?
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At the next corner a couple of newspaper-
men had trained their cameras on the rear
of a police wagon, waiting for a picture.
I paused a moment to watch. One of the
officers, seeing me, yelled, “Move on.” I
“moved,” but in vain. The same officer
yelled, “Another smart guy, huh?’ and
grabbed me, tearing my shirt. Another
shouted, “Resisting are you? Resisting an
officer!” whacked me a couple of times with
his club and pushed me toward the next
man, who whacked, shouted and pushed me
toward the next; and so I went, back and
forth, down the line and into the wagon.
The officers had gotten their man, the news-
papermen had gotten their picture.

Resisting arrest? With seventy-five or one
hundred police on that one corner? I didn’t
even resist ‘“‘resisting.” I just covered my
face with my hands and took the pounding.
Luckily I am tall and so took the blows on
my shoulders and back. The shorter men
caught it on the head and neck,

At first I blamed my luck for being on
the scene just when the newspapermen were
all set for a picture, but I learned later that
it made little difference. The police picked
up nearly every white man in the neighbor-
hood within five or six blocks of the sched-
uled meeting place. They took men and
women out of drug stores, soda fountains
and even from 5 & 10 cent stores and depart-
ment stores. Many of those taken knew
nothing about the demonstration, but were
in the neighborhood on business, or because
they worked or lived nearby.

Once in the wagon, one of the officers
started informing me that he “enlisted in the
army at seventeen and was fighting for my
country when you were in short pants, you
wise you.” He repeated the same,

with variations, to each new arrival. On
the way to the station, when a woman, who
had been picked up while waiting on a cor-
ner for a bus, asked why they were being
held, he answered, “I enlisted when I was
seventeen and fought for my country.” One
of the other officers gave a truer answer
when he said, “Because you're white, a white
man has no business in this neighborhood.”
I have often known of them arresting a man
because he was black but this was the first
time I ever heard of them arresting a man
because he was white. The police merely as-
sumed that all white men in the district had
some connection with the demonstration,

At the station we had to run a gauntlet.
One officer stood just outside the door and
punched each man in the spine with the end
of his club as he passed through. If the man
tried to dodge, an officer inside the door
socked him, - They seemed to be enjoying
themselves.

Once inside the station I found at least
four hundred there ahead of me, not count-
ing the police; and a bloody bunch they
were. The short men, especially, had been
beaten on the head. Bloodiest of all was an
elderly man who stood several inches under
five feet tall.

We were lined up and questioned as to
our names and addresses, height, weight, na-
tionality, etc. I was placed in a small cell
with forty-eight others. The cell was about
ten feet square with a bench on each side.
Seats were ‘‘rotated” every fifteen minutes,
but most of the time were occupied by men
who obviously could not stand. We were
so crowded that there was no room to sit
on the floor. We stood from about 3:30
P. M. until after 10:30 when they started
to sort us out. During all of this time we
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had even been denied the use of the telephone.
At about five o'clock, an officer led a
plainclothesman in front of our cell and
recited: “Look at the Jewish bastards, look
at the faces on those Jewish sons of bitches.
They won’t look at a colored man usually,
but today they come down here and pat
him on the back. The Jewish bastards!”’
Then he walked around the corner and re-
peated the same formula before the next cell.
This was no accident; the majority of the
men in the cell were not Jewish, This offi-
cer wanted us to feel that we were being
led astray by the Jews, and the Negro to feel
that the white man was really his enemy.
Before releasing me two of the officers
gave me a heart-to-heart talk, which ran
something like this. ‘“You should never fight
an officer—You can’t fight a thousand police.
Yes you did resist, or tried to—You can’t
fight a thousand police. Nobody struck you
—you can’t fight a thousand police.—You
go back up to your part of town, where you
can look out over the park and the lagoon
(I had given an address in a more well-to-
do section of town.) There’s nothing for you
to see down here. You go back up to your
part of town and stop worrying about these
people.—You can’t fight a thousand police.—
Who tore your shirt?—Oh no—You tore
your own shirt, you and nobody else tore

.your shirt—You can’t fight a thousand po-

lice.”

Once outside the station I asked an officer
where I could catch an “L.” He answered.
“The ‘L’? How in hell did you get down
here, on a street car? You grab the nearest
transportation and get to hell out of this
neighborhood or I will run you right back
in. We'll make good Americans out of

you.”

Two Years of Drought, One of Rust

Roeerts Counrty, S. D.
. GIF YOU farmers can’t make enough

for seed next spring, you ought to
quit farming.” The speaker was a
medium-sized man with serious eyes and a
moustache; the County Agent. A laugh went
up in the court room. The wooden seats
were filled with farmers and business men.
They had come together to discuss what was
going to be done with the seed and feed
loans. The laugh came from the farmers
who were sitting uneasily. It was a sharp,
unfunny laugh; bitter and angry. One of
them got up. He had farmed in South
Dakota for forty years. He walked to a
window, spat out a quid of snuff turned his
blue, angry eyes on the County Agent.
“We got to stop farming, eh? It’s our
fault, eh? We made the drought. We made
the black rust that ate up this year’s wheat.

MICHAEL BLANKFORT

We sold ourselves seed wheat at a $1.65 a
bushel when we could’ve bought it for 35
cents. We're the dumb ones that thought up
the idea of plowing under, of slaughtering
our stock. You bet, we're the ones. Is
that what you're saying, eh?” There wasn’t
a peep from the County Agent the rest of
the night. And almost every business man
in the room spoke up and pledged his sup-
port to the farmers.

What's the situation?

Roberts County, South Dakota: good grain
land, good prairie land that once upon a
time had acres and acres of No. 1 wheat,
barley, oats and rye growing on them. Rob-
erts County: the prairie soil broken for the
first time by the homesteading Norwegian,
Swedish and Yankee farmers from Ohio,
New England and Pennsylvania.

Two years of drought when there wasn’t

enough green stuff to keep crickets alive;
when farmers had to go sixty miles into
Minnesota to feed their stock. Drought and
the A.A.A. took care that there wasn’t too
much stock to worry about. Drought and
the A.A.A, saw to it that when the spring
of 1935 rolled around there wasn’t a peck
of seed in the bins. And the benevolent
government saw to it that farmers had just
enough to keep from starving, only by work-
ing in the gravel pits at 40 below. (Break-
ing gravel, grading, scraping, hauling, load-
ing and unloading all by hand when there

" were enough machines for that purpose in

the county sheds. But hand work was the
order lest the farmers work less than eight
to nine hours a day.) :

Spring of 1935. Where is the seed for
the sowing? Again the fond parent, the
Department of Agriculture. We will lend
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you seed for which you will pay $1.65
a bushel for Durum wheat and $1.35 for
barley and so on and so on. It didn’t mat-
ter to the Department of Agriculture that
the same seed could be bought at the ele-
vators for half—because they knew the
farmer couldn’t buy at the elevators without
cash and they had millions of government
bushels stored up that they wanted to get
rid of. And with malice aforethought, or
if you prefer, with the Triple A reduction
program in mind, they held up these loans
- until late spring and late spring wheat is
rarely heavy enough to be used for anything
else but feed.

The farmer got his seed and feed loans,
almost too late to help, almost too late to
sow, almost too late to keep his cow and
horse from rotting away. Most of the farm-
ers had all they could do to sow, so weak
were their horses. Many had to go in debt
further and rent horses, or get gas on credit
for run-down tractors. And nearly all of
them, 85 percent in Roberts County, won-
dered as they ran down the furrows what
they were doing this for. The crop they
were sowing and the stock they were feeding
were mortgaged by these loans. What yield
there was belonged to the government. But
prospects were bright for a very good crop;
maybe enough to pay off these loans and have
enough left to live on without relief and the
gravel pits.

June went by; just enough rain; just
enough sun. Then July and the black rust
began to creep through the fields. August,
the sun dried up the sloughs and the black
rust grew like a prairie fire. When harvest-
ing time came, farmers left many a section
uncut because it would cost more for binding
twine than the grain was worth. And what
was cut and bound was almost too light to
shock. And the government sent their bird-
dogs around to check up. The farmer was
told: we expect dollar for dollar on the seed
and feed loans. Did it matter to Henry’s
henchman that a farmer would have to re-
pay his loan three to six bushels for each
one he borrowed? Seed wheat for which he
paid $1.65 a bushel yielded him wheat that
was worth approximately forty cents a bushel.
With this particular wheat, it would take
something over four bushels to pay back one
bushel.

This didn’t disturb the experts of the
Triple A; that is, not until the Farmers Na-
tional Committee of Action, the United
Farmers League, the Holiday and the Far-
mers Union throughout the entire Northwest,
in conferences, conventions and mass meetings
resolved that no farmer would pay more than
one bushel for one bushel. The slogan
“Bushel for Bushel” swept the farm country.
The countryside was on the move as it had
been when foreclosures and evictions were
the order of the day.

The Farmers National Committee for Ac-
tion, as well as the United Farmers League
and several counties of the Holiday, went
even further than the bushel for bushel pro-

gram. Anticipating the moves of Washing-
ton’s sidewalk farmers they foresaw that the
farmer must have the freedom to sell “with-
out interference from any creditor. They
knew that as soon as threshing began, the
government and the banks would send the
long, oh so long, list of liens and mortgages
to the local grain elevator, and that the ele-
vator man would make out his check to pay
the farmer with the names of the creditors
first and the farmer, the producer, with his
name at the end of the list. They knew that
by the time the check got around to the far-
mer, there’d be nothing left. He'd still be
owing. Freedom to sell his grain without
any interference from creditors was the sec-
ond demand of the farmer. '

HEN the threshing began and the

farmer finally realized how poor his
grain was, he thought twice even about the
bushel-for-bushel payment. In one vicinity
in Roberts County, an area of about ten
miles square there isn’t a bushel of wheat
that can make No. 5 grade, the lowest Bu-
reau of Standard grade. And bushel-for-
bushel payment was changed by mass meet-
ing after mass meeting to bushel-for-bushel
payment only after enough has been set aside
to support the family for the winter and to
seed next spring. That this was the only pro-
gram that would keep the farmers from the
gravel pits next year is amply illustrated by
the plight of one farmer.

Flax is usually Roberts County’s best bet.
William Nelson lives in Norway Township.
He borrowed enough from the government to
pay for five bushels of flaxseed at the govern-
ment price of $2.25 a bushel. His seed loan
for the ten acres he intended to put flax in
was $11.25. He had to hire a horse to seed
the flax. His own horse was too weak. That
cost about a dollar. To cut and bind the
ten acres (gas, oil, repairs, binding twine)
cost him $6.s0. His total cost amounts to
$18.75. Flax is selling today (August 29)
at $1.29 a bushel. The usual run of flax is
from eight to ten bushels an acre, but two
years of drought and one year of rust did
something to the land. Mr. Nelson’s ten
acres yielded altogether six and a half bushels
and at $1.29 a bushel his gross income
is $8.39, making a total deficit of $10.36.
The important thing in this story is not so
much that his flax ran him a loss but that
even if his seed loan was cancelled, he
wouldn’t make a cent on his crop. (I haven’t
included in the cost his own living expenses
or even the cost of threshing which runs to
about $6.) And what is true of Mr. Nel-
son’s flax field is true of 85 percent of the
farmers in Roberts County, no matter what
crop you figure on,

Now, even the Department of Agriculture
knows you can’t put a farmer in jail for
debts. They know the militant tradition of
the farmers in foreclosure time. They don’t
want a little insurrection on their hands.
They also know that the small business man
in every town in the farming area depends
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for his living on the farmer and in most
cases is willing to fight alongside him. So
they made the first compromise, a compro-

- mise designed to divide the banks, to split

part of the business men from the farmer.
They offered to release up to 50 percent of
the value of the crop to be used to pay har-
vesting and threshing expenses when and if
receipts and orders for such services are pre-
sented to the elevator man. The other 50
percent will be retained to pay off part of
the feed and seed loans. The garage man
would be paid off, the thresher, the: local
grocer (only for credit extended during lar-
vest and threshing time), the twine man,
they would all be paid. But what about
the farmer? *The farmer would get exactly
nothing, .

The farmers did the unexpected thing.
They didn’t bring their grain to the elevator.
They stored and binned it. They are doing
that this very minute. The elevator man is
sitting in the sun waiting for nothing. Where
he once had 200 loads a day, he is getting
six. This 50 percent release didn’t pan out.

But grain in the granary doesn’t buy flour
or oil. Grain in bins doesn’t buy groceries.
Federal relief has been cut off and the far-
mer is on the bounty of the county. And
what county will give relief if it knows the
farmer has a single kernel of marketable
grain in his bin? Therefore, the farmer is
given this kind of run around. No relief, if
you've binned your grain. And if you sell
your grain you get no cash, so you’re back on
relief. Is there any wonder that you can
ride down the gumbo roads of South Dakota
and see acre after acre of uncut wheat?

With farmers not acting according to the
best rules of Wallace and Tugwell, with
grain in the bins instead of in the elevators,
the boys thought up another scheme to get
the seed and feed loans paid without creat-
ing a rebellion. Keep your grain, they said.
Bin it. Okay with us. We'll even lend you
60 percent on it. In that way you can wait
for higher prices and sell when you’re ready.
Of course, before we send you the 60 per-
cent, we'll deduct your feed and seed loans,
and your interest charges, and $5 a hundred
for stock which will be issued. Yes, natu-
rally, we also will retain a mortgage on the
crop.

This is the latest maneuver of Messrs.
Wallace and Tugwell. They don’t seem to
understand, or rather they don’t care to un-
derstand, that even if the seed and feed
loans were cancelled outright, 85 percent of
the farmers wouldn’t have more than what
it takes to pay their harvesting and thresh-
ing expenses. How much, then, will they
have if they get only 60 percent of the value
of their crops after the seed and feed loans
are deducted?

The farmers are going to be just as quick
to see this as they were to see the 50 percent
proposition. They are either going to sell for
cash and use the money as they see fit, or
they are going to keep their grain and de-
mand relief.
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The Closing Session

Moscow.

OUR MEN within the door opening
F upon Okhotny Ryad examined my So-

viet passport and my pass, comparing
the snapshot in the lower corner of the pass-
port with my face. They nodded and I
stepped into the broad, crowded foyer of the
trade-unions’ building. Today’s was the clos-
ing session of the Seventh Congress of the
Communist International.

I had heard so many details about the Con-
gress that a great deal seemed familiar from
the start. I had heard of this temporary
“bookshop” along the left wall. On the front
of the building outside there were appeals in
sixteen languages to workers of the world to
unite. Above the rows of shelves behind this
counter stacked with books and pamphlets sim-
ilar panels of red cloth and white lettering,
but these words in diverse tongues dealt with
Marxian literature.

Conversation and laughter in strange
tongues made it seem that the sixteen lan-
guages had been multiplied by perhaps 16.
Voices formed an undertone that neither rose
nor fell and in which individual words were
indistinguishable. Words were diffused and
blurred into a restrained roar. It was the
voice of the world proletariat.

Flowers and greenery embanked the pas-
sage leading to the white marble staircase, at
the foot of which stood four men examining
passes. They scrutinized mine as if the first
to see it. One man tore off two corners of the
card and handed it back; I wound with the
stairs to the second landing. There was an-
other temporary counter up here. Delegates
pressed upon it buying the Communist papers
of their countries. There were also piles of
mimeographed news bulletins with the latest
dispatches from all countries.

I was in the wide sweep of corridor of
which Borodin had told the staff of The Mos-
cow Daily News the day after this Congress
opened. Exhibits here of material created in
the struggle against imperialist war and fas-
cism, according to Borodin, was the most ex-
tensive ever collected. He said it was worth a
trip around the world to see.

This corridor was shaped like the blocked
letter C, inverted, the hall of columns— the
auditorium in which the Congress met — be-
ing contained within the curvature. On the
lefthand side, therefore, the wall was broken
at intervals by doors opening into the audi-
torium; the righthand wall, however, was an
unbroken front of heavy placards. Indeed, both
walls were like huge placards, the lefthand
side only being interspersed with openings. All
the photographs, drawings, maps, newspapers,
newspaper clippings, letters, posters, leaflets,
throw-aways — everything the militant work-
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ing class has printed in its struggle against a
resourceful and cruel enemy — had been as-
sembled here, each exhibit bearing the name of
the country and the organization sending it.
The corridor seemed to stretch for miles, as
crowded as a small town shopping center on
Saturday night. If I do not see it all now, I

-wondered, shall I ever have this chance again?

Through the doors on the left I saw a few
persons in the auditorium.

It seems as if the Communist paper
L’Humanité has sent from France the larg-
est exhibit of all. Not amazing in view of the
advanced development of the united front
movement there. Enlarged photographs of
French workers in every industrial center of
that country illustrate whole pages both from
L’Humanité and the bourgeois French
press. A huge map, drawn to scale, is startling
in its black and red areas representing a death-
struggle opposition. The red circle around
Paris is the People’s Front against fascist re-
action. Photographs from Germany, Spain,
Japan and China are equally horrible. Two
Spanish girls lie on their backs upon the cob-
blestones, their clothing splotched with blood.
Militiamen tramp past, their eyes irresistibly
drawn to the mutilated bodies. The fine young
body of a Chinese worker lies headless in the
middle of a deserted street. Chinese, German,
Spanish and Japanese workers press upon me,
discussing these pictures as something from a
casual experience. In a few days they will be
returning. No one can say whether this Ger-
man boy will be alive a month from now.
Dolorez, the woman delegate from Spain,
realizes that her safe return to the workers
who sent her depends wholly upon their own
might. The voice of the world proletariat,
subdued and restrained, yet roars through
these corridors and halls like thunder below
the horizon.

Here is the exhibit from the United States,
with a picture each of Foster and Browder
above it. Here is a May Day demonstration
in Union Square; demonstrations in Harlem;
workers being attacked by company police; a
Negro hanging by his neck to a tree; a Negro
agitating a crowd of black and white workers.
It is getting late and the auditorium is nearly
filled. Since my arrival in the Soviet Union I
have met a few young people, born after the
October Revolution, who speak with awe of
New York and America. Admiration for
America’s technique has caused some of them
to overlook her heinous social face. I wish
every worker in Moscow could see this ex-
hibit. I need have no fears for Moscow’s
young generation, however, I remind myself,
recalling a recent experience at a Pioneer
camp. “When are the workers in the United
States going to have their revolution?”’ they
persisted in asking. They know the answers

_to their own questions, a fact which heartens

and cheers me.

HE curved corridor ended in a white
marble staircase winding upward. Work-
ers at the doors are scrutinizing passes; they
examine mine and I enter the hall of glisten-
ing marble columns and dazzling crystal chan-
deliers. I find a seat near the door and oppo-
site the end of the hall where enormous paint-
ings of Marx, Engels, Lenin and Stalin, above
the Presidium, face the delegates against a
background of folded red velvet. Here I can
see the whole auditorium although I am some
distance from the Presidium’s platform., On
the back of the seat in front of me there is a
metal plate with the words “Russian,” “Ger-
man,” “English,” “French,” “Spanish,” “Chi-
nese,” “Japanese,” “Scandinavian” and “ora-
tor” printed on it. Beside each word there
are two metal holes for plugging in ear-
phones. When the speaking begins you adjust
the earphones and plug in at your own lan-
guage. The interpreter, speaking simulta-
neously with the “orator,” creates the illusion
that you are listening to the “orator.”
There are several Negroes among the Amer-
ican delegation. William L. Patterson takes
his seat. I recognize members of the Marine
Workers Industrial Union. ‘Trachtenberg en-
ters from the corridor on the opposite side, his
arms piled with new books. He stuffs them
into the aperture under his desk and sits
down, wiping his shining forehead. The tailor-
shop immaculateness of his person has not been
disturbed, despite the exertion. I am touched
with tenderness at sight of old friends, for
recollections of other meetings in other places
make me sentimental. I should like to call
them by name; I should like to talk with them
of folks and conditions back home. They will
be returning soon but I shall remain in Mos-
cow. They will be in the midst of daily strug-
gles while I live where such struggles have
ended forever. My time to return will come
soon enough, however, and I shall be in the
midst of struggles as of old, I thus console
myself. “In Moscow we have no names,” a
worker who left the United States illegally
told a friend here who greeted him aloud.
“The name you called me— forget it. It's
not the one I came under.” Thus we are re-
minded that the enemy strains his ears to hear
even in this Congress.

AM subconsciously aware of growing ten-

sion, the drone of voices and of massing
crowds. Hardly a seat in the reserved section
remains unoccupied. Nearly eight o’clock. I
take my Russian grammar from the briefcase.
The glittering lights hurt my eyes. Patterson
leans over my shoulder and we look up and
down and across the filling auditorium and
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discuss the delegates and the proceedings.
Dimitrov, Patterson says, will make the clos-
ing speech. A new executive committee will
be elected. There will be a new control com-
mission and alternates to the executive board.
“Maybe something in it for the Negro press,”
he says. “I think a Negro will be among the
candidates for election.” Tonight’s proceed-
ings will be filled with drama. Others have
said the same thing. There is a Negro youth
in the gallery opposite. He is among a group
of white friends, one of whom is a girl I have
‘met at meetings in my home in Boston, whom
I have seen in demonstrations on Boston Com-
mon, in Pittsburgh and in Salem.

Patterson returns to his place among the
delegates and Willi Bredel, the exiled Ger-
man novelist, passed behind me toward his
seat. He is short and chubby and is mirthful
and serious by turns. He seats himself in the
same row, across the aisle. Beyond him in the
enclosure two elderly women emerge together
from the door marked PRESIDIUM. The
enclosure, too, is filling up but the women
come straight ahead, as if to places reserved
for them. They are both tall and white-
haired; one is somewhat stouter than the
other. Their clothes are plain, those of the
larger woman being a sort of over-all dress
with shoulder straps or suspenders over a light-
colored shirtwaist. The stouter woman’s hair
is parted severely in the middle and knotted at
the back of her head. It is her glasses which
unmistakably identify her as Lenin’s widow.
I immediately know the other, too, from photo-
graphs, as Lenin’s sister Ulyanova. They take
seats in the front row close to the balustrade,
being close enough to the platform to see and
hear everything.

Nobody among the delegates pays especial
attention to the women. Perhaps that’s be-
cause, having been present at all or almost all
the sessions, they have come to be considered
simply as two of the crowd. But I cannot
think of them so impersonally. These two
women are living links between a genius who
is dead and the new world he led in creating.
Nadezhda Konstantinovna Krupskaya, the wo-
man who sits there, was married to Lenin.
They read and discussed together; they slept
in the same bed; they suffered together in
exile. There above the Presidium is an enor-
mous painting of Lenin beside those of Marx,
Engels and Stalin. When I look at Krups-
kaya sitting here Lenin and Leninism assume
a new significance. Lenin is not simply a name
any longer. Lenin is no longer simply a paint-
ing in the auditorium or in a shop window of
Kuznetsky Most or a bronze bust in the din-
ing room of the Moscow Daily News or the
name on any one of thousands of pamphlets
and tomes in libraries. He is a reality. He is
no longer a theory but he is life, The woman
who sits beside Krupskaya knew Lenin as a
youth, as a young man and as a man. She was
a link between him and the revolutionary
movement when he was in exile. She has

- called him brother as a sister calls one brother.
Now these women sit together here among
representatives of millions of workers of every

land, Lenin’s widow and Lenin’s sister. They
sit here following the sessions of a body which
Lenin’s genius helped to create. The October
Revolution transformed social life on one-
sixth of the earth’s surface but Lenin was the
soul of the Revolution. How do these two
women feel, knowing that Lenin belongs no
longer to them but to the future of mankind?

HE closing session of the Seventh Con-

gress of the Communist International is
about to open. I make myself comfortable and
adjust the earphones. Members of the Pre-
sidium are seating themselves on the platform.
There is Browder at the center of the table,
the lower part of his face twisted into that
characteristic half smile. Beside him sits the
tall, esthetic Henri Barbusse. Marty of France
sits next to Rolland. There is Wilhelm Pieck,
whose hair is as white as his linen suit and as
shaggy as a lion’s mane, Dimitrov is not there,
I reassure myself, having examined the Pre-
sidium again and again. Stalin, of course, is
not there. He appeared on the opening night.
No more room is left in the auditorium and
only .one or two seats are left for pass-holders.
The delegates form an international audience
of young men and women in their work
clothes. They are men and women among
whom sit the most advanced thinkers of the
world. These men and women are not “intel-
lectuals” seeking ways and means through
formal logic of changing the world; they are
dialectical materialists; they are realists, They
are, in every country except this one and So-
viet China, law-breakers or criminals, some
with heavy prices on their heads.

There is a Negro among the Brazilian dele-
gation. The Americans sit near the front, on
the right. The Japanese occupy the front
rows, with the English directly behind. The
Philippine delegation and delegations from
Central and South America fill in the center
and extend away over to the other side. The
red panels with their white lettering, encirc-
ling the auditorium at the height of the bal-
cony, have become an international symbol. It
is the same in Boston as in Moscow ; the same
in Shanghai as in London; the same in Ma-
nila as in Birmingham. I feel as if I know
everybody in the great hall.

Thorez of France arises and declares the
concluding session of the Seventh Congress of
the Comintern open. Franz, for the Man-
date Commission, reports that although the
total membership of the Communist Parties
at the time of the Sixth Congress was
1,676,000, the total membership at this time
is 3,418,000. These figures include the
Communist Party of the Soviet Union. Franz
pauses for quiet; he continues. In the capital-
ist countries at the time of the Sixth Con-
gress there were 445,300 Communists but
today there are 758,500. Again he waits for
quiet. There are today 1,554,000 members
of the Young Communist Leagues, including
the All-Union Leninist Communist League.
Communist Leagues, including the All-Union
Leninist Communist League.

Applause had been continuous but when
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the speaker went into the next statement the
whole house applauded, shouted and whistled.
“The total number of members in the Com-
munist Parties and the Young Communist
Leagues, including the Party and the League
in the Soviet Union, has risen from 3,835,-
000 at the time of the Sixth Congress to
6,800,000 at the Seventh,” Franz shouted.

THER reports followed swiftly. Gott-

wald, on behalf of the commission ap-
pointed to study the third point on the
agenda of the Congress (Dimitrov’s report
on fascism and the united front), declared
that in not one of the amendments proposed
by delegations to the resolutions on Dimi-
trov’s report were there any deviations from
the general line of the Comintern, evidence
of the complete unanimity of the Congress.
Marty spoke on Ercoli’s report on “Prepara-
tions for Imperialist War and Tasks of the
Comintern.” Ackerman spoke for his com-
mission on Manuilsky’s report on the results
of Socialist construction in the Soviet Union.
When Marty declared that the triumph of
the working class and collective farmers of
the Soviet Union “is inseparably linked up
with the name of the organizer of this great
victory, with the name of the great leader
of the toilers, Comrade Stalin,” the house
rose, shouting and applauding. It was a long
time before quiet could be restored enough
for the session to proceed.

Wang Ming, representing the Communist
Party of China, speaks for the two commis-
sions appointed by the Presidium on the
affiliation of new sections of the Communist
International. The Congress has decided to
accept as sections of the Comintern the Com-
munist Parties of Indo-China, the Philippines,
Peru, Columbia, Porto Rico and Costa Rica
and has instructed the Comintern to decide
on the question of accepting as sections the
Communist Parties of Panama, Ecuador and
Haiti, following the submission of these par-
ties of material and information on their real
position. The Peoples’ Revolutionary Party
of the T'ana-Tuva Peoples’ Republic has been
accepted, Wang Ming says, as a section of
the Comintern with the rights of a sympa-
thetic party.

In a few minutes it will be ten o’clock and
Dimitrov has not yet appeared. Perhaps he
will not come, after all. .Perhaps reports of
his being scheduled to sum up were rumors
of no more foundation than those that Stalin
would be here tonight. . . . Thorez has given
the floor to Pieck, who moves the acceptance
of a resolution instructing the Executive
Committee to reconsider the statutes of the
Communist International, making changes in
them in accordance with the decisions of the
Seventh World Congress, As all the other
resolutions proposed tonight have been unani-
mously adopted, so is this one. Angaretis
comes up next, reporting on a number of
appeals for reinstatement in the Communist
International. He moves, on behalf of the
Presidium, that they be submitted to the
New International Control Commission, yet
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is still to be elected. The motion is carried.

“We have now come to the last point on
the agenda,” Thorez says. I sit up straight
and open my eyes, squinting beneath the
dazzling chandeliers at the press box on the
other side of the auditorium. A man there is
yawning broadly and continuously, probably
exhausted by weeks of these sessions. But
he makes no move to leave, Shepard, of the
English Daily Worker, sits behind him, Vern
Smith and Sender Garlin, of the American
Daily Worker, are taking notes. The last
point on the agenda. Elections to the lead-

ing organs of the Comintern.

Ercoli is speaking in the face of blinding
white lights concentrated upon the platform
at opposite sides of the auditorium. He moves
the election of an executive committee of the
Comintern of 46 members and 33 alternates.
He reads the names. When ' Dimitrov’s is
reached the applause mounts to a thunder-
ous storm. ‘“Long live the tried colleague of
Stalin, the helmsman of the Comintern, Com-
rade Dimitrov!” The storm subsides only
to rise again in greater intensity at the call-
ing of Stalin’s name for the executive com-
mittee. The stamina and enthusiasm of these
spokesmen of the international working class
stimulate me, too, to shout. They are shout-
ing: “Long live Stalin!” “Three cheers for
Stalin!” “Vive Staline!” “Es lebe Stalin!”
“Eviva Staline!” “Stalin Banzail!” For
fifteen minutes by my watch the crowd
shouts and sings and whistles, each delegation
in its tongue. Yet they have been here since
five o’'cleck and earlier.

The chairman does not hasten them; he
sings with them, leading them in the “Inter-
nationale.” Even as we look on we realize
that this is an event of world significance,
this closing session of the Seventh Congress
of the Comintern; we realize that never
again shall we all meet together as we are
met here now. Many of these laughing and
singing young men and women from the
scattered areas of the world will never see
another such congress. Some of them will
fall in the class struggle. Some will be ar-
rested upon their return to their native lands
and buried in fascist dungeons. They realize
these facts as well as anybody. But tonight
is theirs; tonight they sing and laugh and
shout at the mention of the names of men
whom the enemy has not been able to kill.
The chairman, who might shorten the meet-
ing because the hour is very late, joins them,
helping to prolong it.

T WAS five minutes before midnight

when Thorez gave the floor to Dimitrov.
It was five minutes before midnight when
every person rose in the hall and began
shouting above the music of the orchestra
which had just entered the balcony opposite
and taken a position directly over the plat-
form. “Rot front!” the crowd cried in Ger-
man. “Banzai!” the Japanese shouted. The
American yelled “Hurrah!” while the band
played and Dimitrov stood waiting behind
the speakers stand, his manuscript spread be-

fore him. The spotlights glared upon his
face while official cameras recorded pictures
of him, of the Presidium and of the audience.
Dimitrov stood waiting; unsmiling, at ease.
He resembled some old-fashioned Shakespear-
ian actors I have seen; I thought of William
Farnum when he used to play the rugged
and noble roles of upright men whose bodies
and minds were strong. Dimitrov suggests
such men: sturdy, well-built body, a broad
face and high forehead. His heavy black eye-
brows and thick black hair combed back
heighten the impression of the romantic ac-
tor. But there is nothing in his manner
suggestive of acting. He waits, looking over
the delegates. He seems to be thinking that
all this is part of the business of this
Congress. Suddenly Henri Barbusse, at the
long table above and behind Dimitrov leans
over, looking at someone in the audience.
Browder and Pieck look and Dimitrov
turns from the stand before him toward a
man who approaches with a great red-bound
volume. Containing the whole history of
Dimitrov’s life to date, the book is a present
from a group of workers. He accepts it
amidst cheers.

All the while I can imagine those who are
seeing him for the first time, as I am, saying
to themselves: “So this is George Dimitrov!”
Here is the man who so confounded the
suave and dandified Goering at the Leipzig
trial that Hitler’s most powerful agent cried
in frustration: “I’'m not afraid of you!”—a
confession not merely of fear but of terror.
The crowd still shouts and sings and the
band still plays. What must be the thoughts
of Hitler and Goering when they read of this
Congress and of Dimitrov’s role in it? There
is no doubt that they will do all they can
to counteract his new influence upon Ger-
man workers. The German press, I under-
stand, has given this Congress columns of
space. This same press will probably be or-
dered now to report Dimitrov’s “arrest’” or
“suicide” or “assassination.” Dimitrov runs
his fingers through his hair and looks back
at the chairman, smiling. The ovation sub-
sides; the band ceases playing; the chairman
smiles and nods.

Dimitrov begins. “The Seventh Congress
of the Communist International, the Con-
gress of Communists of all countries and all
continents of the world, has come to an
end.” He goes on. This is a congress of
complete triumph of the unity between the
proletariat of victorious socialism—the So-
viet Union—and the proletariat of the capi-
talist world fighting for their liberation, . . .
He covers six main points characterizing
this Congress, characterizations which show
its unlikeness to other congresses of the Com-
munist International. . . . This Congress
laid the foundation for the broad mobiliza-
tion of forces of the working class and of all
toilers against capitalism such as had never
before been known in the history of the
struggle of the working class; this Congress
was a congress of struggle against imperialist
war; a congress of the unity of the working
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class—of struggle for the united proletarian
front; it was a congress that expressed the
feelings of the overwhelming majority of the
working class, even though no non-Party
delegates and no Social-Democratic workers
were present. “This Congress,” Dimitrov
declares, “was a congress of new tactical
orientation of the Comintern, an orientation
which is based on the unshakable position
of Marxism-Leninism and on this basis
changes tactics in accordance with the
changed world situation.” . . . This Con-
gress, however, was aware of the fact that
there would be errors, individual deviations
to the “right” or “left” in the carrying
through in practice of a Bolshevik line;
which of these dangers was in general the
worse—this question was one simply of
scholastics.  “The danger is the worst
which, in a given country and at a given
moment, most hinders the carrying through
the line of this Congress.” . . . In the sixth
place, Dimitrov says, this Congress was one
of Bolshevik self-criticism and of strength-
ening the leadership of the Comintern and
its sections. ‘

Concluding, he calls upon the delegates to
carry the decisions of this Congress to the
wide masses of people, explaining and apply-
ing the decisions for leading .the activities of
millions of the masses. “We are pupils of
Marx, Lenin and Stalin,” he cries, his voice
drowned in the ovation this declaration had
evoked. “We must be worthy of our great
teachers.” He collects the pages of his
manuscript and, making his way to the far
end of the platform, mounts to the level
where the Presidium sits. But the Presidium
now rises, with everybody else in the great
hall, singing the revolutionary songs of one
country after another.

It is three quarters of an hour past mid-
night. Krupskaya and Ulyanova stand sing-
ing with the crowd. Thorez waits until the
last song has been sung. He says: “I de-
clare the Seventh Congress of the Comintern
closed—" He waits for the cheering to sub-
side. He proclaims: “Long live the Bolshe-
vik Party and the leader of the international
proletariat, Comrade Stalin—" He waits.
“Long live the Communist International and
its helmsman, Comrade Dimitrov!” The
band swings into the “Internationale,” thus
turning the cheering into singing. The audi-
ence follows the band through every stanza
to the very end, then stands waiting among
the seats. Nobody moves to go out. The
Presidium turns slowly and disperses into the
room behind the red velvet hangings. The
crowd dissolves into the corridors and into
the streets. It is after one o’clock but Mos-
cow is awake and merry. The Metropole
Hotel across the broad square to the left is
alive with light and music, for the tourists
are having a good time. I start for my
room but turn to look back at the building
I have just left. A row of red flags il-
luminated by concealed lights flutter at their
slender sticks. They look like jets of scarlet
flame above the workers on the sidewalk.
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Correspondence

Prospects in the Soviet Union
-'To THE NEW MASSES:

The achievements of Soviet industry and agricul-
ture for the first seven months of this year were
published in Pravda on September 5. Altogether,
the production compared to last year shows a 19.7
percent increase. The increase in the production of
means of production increased 23.9 percent, in con-
sumption goods 12.7. The productivity of labor in-
creased remarkably, especially in heavy industry,
16 percent in seven months,

Loading of cars compared with the same period
last year leaped 154 percent, that is, about 73,000
cars per day. There is now being conducted a
mighty campaign for 80,000 car loadings per day.
Altogether, transport under Kaganovich’s vigorous
leadership is rapidly moving to the forefront. Be-
fore long, the transport problem, it seems, will be
solved. The number of workers in heavy industry
has increased in comparison to the same period last
year by 6.3 percent, in the railroad industry by
nearly 13 percent. Wages in heavy industry and in
the building trades have increased by 28 percent,
and in other fields by a percentage somewhat lower.
Together with this, it must be borne in mind that
there has been a steady lowering of prices. By Jan-
uary 1, prices are expected to be lower by over 30
percent, increasing by that much the real wages
throughout the Soviet Union. I mentioned last week
the remarkable progress of Soviet agriculture: Jan-
uary 1, 1935, agriculture had a little over 278,000
tractors, about 4,500,000 horsepower. In July,
47,978 more tractors had been added with almost
another million horsepower. This year, combines be-
gan to play an important role in Soviet agriculture.

Parallel with the tremendous economic growth is
the cultural growth., Moscow is rapidly becoming
the center of the art and scientific world. Right on
the heels of the Physiological Congress which at-
tracted so much attention in and outside the Soviet
Union, we now have the first International Topo-
logical Conference and the Theater Festival in Mos-
cow. I do not know enough mathematics to be able
to judge the contribution of Soviet scholars to that
science, though judging by statements of foreign
mathematicians here, the contribution is considerable.

‘As regards the theater, however, there cannot be
two opinions. The Soviet theater is vital, throbbing.
It has all the characteristics of the Renaissance; it
embraces the whole of dramatic culture; it attracts
and develops talent to an incredible degree. So far,
visitors have had an opportunity to see Sadko in
the Bolshoi Theater, King Lear in the Jewish
Theater, Life on Wheels in the Gypsy Theater,
Pushkin’s Tale About the Fisherman and the Fish
in the Children’s Theater and Shostakovich’s Lady
Macheth from Mzensk, known here as Katerina
Izmailova, performed in the magnificent Workers’
Club by the Second Moscow Art Theater. I am
glad to report that from the reactions of all present,
the same opera in New York was a travesty. And
the criticisms of Olin Downs and others was non-
sensical. To speak of the vulgarity of this beautiful
opera is stupid. It is a masterpiece dramatically and
highly gratifying musically.

Moscow. Jo.nua KuNIrz.

Two Compliments

To THE New MAsses: '

May 1 congratulate you and Charles Wedger for
the great article on Mexico appearing in the issue
of THe New Masses I have just received

“Toward the Mexican Crisis” is magnificent even
for us Mexicans 'who are in the place, and who,
with a Marxist understanding, have the same stand-
point of Charles Wedger.

In Mexico we have a great task unknown in other
countries: to fight the demagogy of the government,

which is very clearly stated in the article. Also,
the author gives the proper importance to the Na-
tional Committee of Proletarian Defense recently
constituted.
NicoLAs P1zARRO-SUAREZ.
Mexico, D. F.

To THE New MAsses:

I saw and heard Barbusse many times during his
brief visit to America in -1933. The inspiration of
those days still burn like a torch in the night
leading millions on the road to revolution.

I was deeply grateful for Joseph Freeman’s tribute
to Barbusse as it makes articulate for many thou-
sands of intellectuals like myself, the love and ad-
miration we have for a tried, a faithful worker of
the Revolution.

DoroTHY DALE.

New York City.

Professional Theatres

To THE New MASseS:

In September 3 issue of NEw Masses the author
of an article stated that American revolutionary
playwrights, unlike their European colleagues, re-
fuse to “divide their time between the professional
and the working-class theatres.” This is an uninten-
tional slur on the Theatre Union playwrights, my-
self among them. Since it exemplifies a type of
thinking common among certain theatre comrades, I
should like to have it cleared up.

Letters

An “Observer” describes the sight of thousands of
men, old and young, for the most part emaciated and
sickly, standing in line before the W.P.A. offices all
night. Many whom she first observed at 2 a.m.
were still in line the next day at noon.

M. Pintzow writes that white-collar workers are
enslaved, but many are not aware of their enslave-
ment. Clerks work from 60 to 72 hours a week for
wages ranging from $15 to $18. He adds, “It is
about time they should awake from their lethargy
and organize!”

The LL.D. informs us that families of defendants
on trial in Gallup, N. M., have had their food or-
ders so severely limited in July that many are with-
out food at the present time. In one case a family
was without food for four days, while the smallest
baby was severely ill. They were without wood or
coal, their rents went unpaid. The Defense Com-
mittee immediately sent $10 and have demanded
that relief authorities provide proper relief. Defense
funds for those workers accused of killing a sheriff
who ‘was undeniably shot by his own deputies should
be sent to the Gallup Defense Committee, Santa
Fe, N. M.,

That Robert Briffault’s review of Will Durant’s
The Story of Civilization was “profoundly con-
ceived and well-rounded” is the opinion of Benjamin
Feinberg. He adds, the article “demonstrates the
pinnacle of perfection in the field of book review
and comment.”

A letter from Oakland, Calif,, informs us that
under the guise of preparing for earthquakes and
natural disasters, a disaster ordinance has been pro-
posed in San Francisco which would prove a power-
ful weapon in the fight against organized labor.

The distinction between “professional” and
“working-class theatres” is a false one. The
Theatre Union, though professional, is a working-
class organization. The playwrights on the Theatre
Union board give it their full time. They do so
only because it is a working-class theatre. The fact
that it maintains professional standards and pays
union wages in no wise excludes the Theatre Union
from the category of working-class theatres, though
I run into certain theatre comrades who profess ta
this “revolutionary line.,” It does throw additional
burdens on the Theatre Union, requiring additional
time; for running a professional workers theatre at
prices low enough for 'workers (we are considering
reducing our scale to $1 top this year) means end-
less labor and money-raising and organization. The
writers on the board share this burden. )

Nearly all Theatre Union writers have written for
The New Theatre Magazine and for other theatre
groups. But it should be remembered that their
first and constant duty is to their own working-
class organization, the Theatre Union. What would
the editors of THE New MaAsses say if another rev-
olutionary journal would insist of them: “You write
editorials and articles for us, since we are a work-
ing-class journal and you’re a professional one.” I
think it is time for our theatre-working comrades to
get over the idea that paying wages to an actor is
counter-revolutionary; and time for them to start
considering the Theatre Union as a working-class
group with the same struggle every other group has
for existence.

PauL PETERs.

in Brief
The ordinance creates a separate police power that
would act as a scab agency in time of strike.

A reader protests against a Paramount Newsreel
which attempted to “prove” that strikes and social
discontent throughout the United States are the result
of agitation on the part of a few Reds. The reel
ended with a eulogy of the Navy in its recent ma-
neuver for the benefit of school children.

Kwan Eguti of Tokio, Japan, writes that Japanese
cultural organizations are becoming active again
after the repression that began with the invasion of
Manchuria. He predicts a new wave of working-
class literature.

Alvin Johnson, Tulane University student, and
George Skakel, seaman, were kidnaped and later
charged with violation of a non-existent city ordi-
nance for picketing a New Orleans theatre, the
American League Against War and Fascism writes.
They were protesting the showing of Stranded, an
anti-working-class picture.

Richard Babb Whitton of New Orleans will suc-
ceed Lucien Koch as director of Commonwealth Col-
lege, the labor school near Mena, Ark., the college
informs us. Whitton was former national chairman
of the Student League for Industrial Democracy.

A Garcia Diaz sees the notes protesting the meet-
ing of Communist International sent by the United
States to the Soviet government as dangerous to world
peace. He points out that no protest is made to the
very obvious foreign meddling engaged in by the
imperialist powers — such as Montagu Norman’s
secret visits to America and the “very real foreign
influences that work havoc with the destiny of this
country . . . those [influences] well intrenched in the
seats of high finance and banking.”
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REVIEW AND COMMENT

Another View of Briffault

HEN Granville Hicks in his re-

view of Robert Briffault’s Europa

refers to my recent remarks upon
the novel, I have the normal reaction of a
pleased author, but I am not prepared to ac-
cept Hicks’ conclusions on Briffault’s novel.
When I wrote that the boundaries of the
novel should be extended to take in anything
an author might care to say, I certainly had
no intention of meaning everything an author
had to say. This might very well be possible
with many novelists but in the case of Brif-
fault it is manifestly an absurdity. My own
opinion of Briffault is large. I not only con-
sider him the most brilliant writer in the
English language today but by long odds the
most learned and profound man of our time.
His background of learning is so large and
his understanding of all forms of culture and
practically all forms of science is so great that
for Briffault to put all of himself into a novel
would be a work of decades, running into
dozens of volumes. It would be more than
a novel; it would be a compendium of hu-
man knowledge.

Hicks thinks that the material of Europa
might better have appeared in another form.
What other form? As an autobiography? As
a Mark Sullivan rehash of the social doings
of pre-war Europe? And why another form?
I consider the novel an excellent form when
it is used as Briffault has used it. He has
reconstructed the entire pre-war history
through the medium of fictional characters.
I consider it a smashing success as a novel.
It has everything—Ilove, scandal, ideas, phil-
osophies, the burgeonings of the new science
and an almost miraculous recapturing of the
mind and inner feelings of the young man,
Julian Bern, who is traveling through those
times. I've read it twice and I can’t re-
member a false note in the important matter
of Julian Bern’s setting against his back-
ground. It is not Bern looking back at his
past, but Bern living steadily in the immed-
jate present. And his mind moves with that
present; the mind of Bern in his later days
in Germany is not the mind of Bern as a
youth in Rome. It is not the mind of the
Cambridge undergraduate. The other char-
acters move in the same way. Without using
the obvious tags of current songs and current
books to show the passage of time, Briffault
shows in an amazing fashion the progress not
only of Bern but of Europe. To me, it is a
superb job of novel writing.

When I mention the jacket material, I
have reference to the possibility that Briffault
might better have written the book as an
autobiography. There was never any chance
of this. Briffault was the son of a diplo-
matist and enjoyed the culture of Europe at

a time when the ordinary English boy was
concerned solely with vespers and cricket, but
the people of the book were never his in-
timate friends. He had the knowledge of
them which might have come to any alert
young man who followed the insane gyrations
of the rich and the noble and it is a testi-
monial to his stature as a novelist that he has
been able to deal with them with such au-
thority—such authority, indeed, that most
critics have taken for granted that Europa
is only thinly veiled autobiography.

The striking thing, of course, is that both
Hicks and I are able to use Europa as a com-
plete case to prove our point. What sets
Hicks astray, I believe, is his feeling (or his
understanding of my words) that the novel
calls for a new form which will permit the
full utilization of all an author’s resources.
(My italics now, but not when I wrote my
original article.) What leads him farther
astray, I think, is his preoccupation with
Proust. There is no better guide and I am
at one with Hicks in his admiration for the
great Frenchman, but it makes it difficult for
anybody who follows. It reminds me as well
that another friend of mine has been disap-
pointed in Europa because it was not another
Magic Mountain. For my part, I am always
hoping that somebody is going to be another
Tolstoy. But until somebody better comes
along, I'm going to be content with Brif-
fault. I think he’s great stuff and that Eu-
ropa is one of the great novels of our time.

Perhaps it would be well for me to point
out that my remarks about the novel were

not occasioned by Europa.. I had read the
book in proofs before writing the article but
it never occurred to me that I might be
building a theory around a concrete example.
But when Hicks points out that Briffault has
not accepted my advice on the subject, I am
struck with the fact that he had done that
very thing. That he accepted it several years
before I gave it is beside the point. He has
done what I hope other novelists will do:
He has used the novel as an all-inclusive
form through which a first-class intelligence
may function. Not, heaven forbid, with a
view to parading al/ his intelligence but with
a determination to stop and say things that
need saying if the mood strikes him.

On the practical side, which, I admit, has
nothing to do with the case, the possibilities
are almost certain that Briffault will do in
America what Proust has never been able to
do. Because Europa is so alive with inci-
dent and vigor, the book seems headed for
a wide sale. It is hardly likely that even
the stupidest reader will miss the revolution-
ary implications of Briffault’s book. They may
be titillated by its frankness and enthralled
by its parade of noble ladies and gentlemen
but there will be no chance for them to over-
look the plain meaning of the picture of de-
cay. This is a civilization coasting to its
doom, not depressed by the nearness of the
end, not worried by the storm clouds above,
not heeding the rumbles from below. Just
as in the New York of 1931, there were
prophets of joy to point out that the de-
pression was undoubtedly over because of the
huge crowds at the night clubs, so the money
wasters of Europe before 1914 lived at a

(Selected Works, Volume IV.)

381 FOURTH AVENUE

e { INTERNATIONAL—

By V. I. LENIN

The Years of Reaction
and the Revival of the
Labor Movement

A selection of his basic writings, covering the period from the
defeat of the Russian Revolution of 1905-1907 to the outbreak
of the World War in 1914. Comprehensive explanatory notes.

INTERNATIONAL PUBLISHERS

Cloth (pop. edi.), $2.00

NEW YORK, N. Y.




SEPTEMBER 17, 1935

delirious pace which to the casual onlooker
seemed the complete indication that every-
thing was right in the world. The febrile
and strident quality of this suicidal excite-
ment was missed by all but the thinkers, the
Marxists, who knew its false foundations.
Briffault has pictured this life with the ut-
most brilliance. Because it had its base so
firmly grounded in eroticism—partly as a re-
vulsion from the Victorian morality of the
preceding era and partly because every age of
decay is also an age of sexual license and
perversion, Briffault has covered that aspect
with entire frankness. A book of the scope
of Europa without that emphasis would be
no more a’true picture of pre-war Europe
than Henry Seidel Canby’s nostalgia for
Wilmington, Delaware, in the 90’s is a true
picture of American small-town life of the
period. When, therefore, Hicks says that
“one of Proust’s briefest scenes makes us
more conscious of the manifestations of social
rottenness than the whole of Briffault’s nov-
el,” I can only reply that he is not only
speaking for himself alone in saying it but
that I very much fear he is talking through
his hat.

The simplest answer to his further charge
that in Europa ‘“‘the Italian, Russian, French,
German and British nobles seem curiously
alike,” is that they were curiously alike.

How could they be anything but alike when
they traveled about in small exclusive droves
from one fashionable resort to the other as
the true pre-war international, the interna-
tional of nobility and fantastic wealth. Just as
there is very little in common between an
Arthur Balfour and a coal miner from Glas-
gow, there is everything in common between
a Prince Troubetskoy and a Duke of Glou-
cester. This was even more true in the
Golden Age of the Riviera when the same
noble people saw the same noble people day
after day, party after party, night after night.
If left unmolested for several more genera-
tions, it would possibly have been difficult to
tell the men from the women.

I have left to the last Hicks’ assertion
that Europa is “a piece of immensely clever
reporting” rather than the work of a poetic
novelist. If I were Mr. Briffault I think I
should ask Hicks to smile when he said that
but it really makes little difference. Journal-
istic or poetic—what matter? Is it a great
novel? 1 say it is. Hicks says it is not.
What he is really saying is that he wishes
Briffault had written another sort of book.
He intimates that in other fields Briffault is
incomparable. I agree with him and add that
Europa is incomparable. This seems to cover
1t.

RoeerT FORSYTHE.

A Source Book on Corruption

FREEDOM OF THE PRESS, by George
Seldes. New York: The Bobbs-Merrill
Company. $2.7s.

OR years this book has been needed. Up-
ton Sinclair plowed the field with The

Brass Check, Silas Bent sowed a little seed
with Ballyhoo, and additional planting has
been done regularly by the liberal weeklies
and the radical press. Mr. Seldes has har-
vested the entire crop. His book is a store-
house of information on the primary corrup-
tions of the daily newspapers., The title, of
course, is ironical, since Mr. Seldes proves
that there is no real freedom of the press—
except the freedom to suppress, distort and
poison the news.

The strength of the book is quantitative.
Most of the author’s evidence is familiar to
newspapermen.. Year by year, incident by
incident, nearly all reporters and editors have
witnessed or made sacrifices of the reader for
a capitalistic holiday. In justice to the edi-
torial workers it must be noted that their
souls have often revolted against their jobs;
but even a soul can get tired and dull. As
for the readers, the better informed also know
that newspapers aren’t what the circus-barker
slogans of the mastheads say they are. Even
in Los Angeles, there must be people who
smile at the words carved in the red-brown
granite entrance of The Times’ new $4,000,-
000 plant: .“Truth” and “Equal Rights.”
And it is pretty well known that if the son
of a big department-store owner gets a vil-

lage maiden with child, the publisher’s con-
science will snap out of the customary coma
long enough to kill the story, lest proletarian
morals become impaired by news of such go-
ings-on.

But neither the newspaper worker nor the
reader has hitherto had the opportunity to
examine such a mass of evidence as Mr. Sel-
des has gathered for his handbook of news-
paper perfidy. All of the old scandals are
included and many new ones; plus odd lots
of material from the experience of the au-
thor and other newspapermen who gladly
told stories that their own newspapers would
never print. The book covers the period from
the proprietary medicine scandal of a gener-
ation ago to the present, It shows the dis-
honorable relation of the newspapers to pub-
lic utilities, Teapot Dome, pure-food and
drug control, propaganda, both domestic and
international ; advertising, war, fascism, labor
and the Soviet Union, to give a fair sampling.
The anti-labor bias of the Associated Press
is well substantiated in a special chapter,
which also recites how that agency cooper-
ated with an internationally-minded group
(including our very own State Department)
engaged in promoting a war with Mexico by
the old Red-scare trick.

The bill of particulars drawn up by Mr.
Seldes naturally prompts two questions: Why
do newspapers conceal the truth and print
lies? and, What is the remedy? There can
be no quarrel with the answer that Mr. Sel-
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des makes to the first question. He avoids
the common explanation of blaming every-
thing on the advertisers, although he does
give them their due. The genesis of news-
paper corruption is best illustrated by this
paragraph from a chapter on The New York
Times:

The Times in America is the organ of the
men of the status quo, the friend of those in
power, the conservative spokesman of a system
which dreads change and which fears every re-
form and radical plan because every change is
an attack on the established profit-making order.
Friends of the Times declare that the corrupting
influence of big business is never felt in the
Times office. It is never felt because the Times is
a part of the big business system itself.

What is true of The Times is also true to
a greater or less degree of all other capitalist
newspapers. Because the bank balance of
every publisher depends upon the life of capi-
talism, newspaper owners caress the hand
that feeds them. Their national organization,
the American Newspaper Publishers’ Asso-
ciation, copies the tactics of the National As-
sociation of Manufacturers and the Iron and
Steel Institute—or, more likely, provides in-
spiration for these less-favored factory folk.
Certainly it was not the steel industry that
recently proved that child labor is the sacred
birthright of Americans, nor was it the San
Francisco Chamber of Commerce that crushed
the general strike by bamboozling a million
people. Also to the honor of the publishers,
it must be said that they do not solve their
private labor problems by hiring scabs and
thugs from Mr. Bergoff. They run their
own agency and run it so well that several
hundred strikebreakers can be sent to any
part of the country on short notice, according
to the anuual report that Mr. Seldes quotes.

To expect fair treatment of labor from a
capitalistic press is such an elementary ab-
surdity that discussion may seem unnecessary.
Nevertheless many intelligent readers see
nothing inconsistent in The New York Post’s
pro-labor editorials and its avowed support of

- Roosevelt; and occasionally we find someone

who thinks  that The New York World-
Telegram or The San Francisco News is the
workingman’s friend. Even The New York
Herald Tribune has its quota of overalled
defenders. This paper does so much pub-
licized good with its fresh-air fund for
children that it would be unkind to notice
that the publisher has welshed on his for-
mer support of the child-labor amendment.
Surely Mr. Seldes, after showing why the
newspapers are the willing implements of
capitalistic exploiters, war-breeders, Red-bait-
ers and fascist promoters, might be expected
to conclude that a capitalistic press can not
be free.

But he doesn’t. To the question, “What
is the remedy?”, he gives a perhaps-and-how-
ever answer. He looks hopefully to the
American Newspaper Guild which he calls
the “most important” development in “the
struggle for a free press in our country.”
(Here the reader may interpolate, ‘“Just who
has been struggling for a free press?”’) Mr.
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Seldes confirms the worst fears of the pub-
lishers by saying, “What the Guild really
wants is a say in newspaper making in Amer-
ica. It is entitled to that. The day of the
irresponsible employer is over and the em-
ployer who does not recognize this fact is
inviting revolution.”

- If Mr. Seldes really believes that the pub-
lishers will forestall revolution by yielding
part of their power to organized newspaper-
men, he is dead wrong. That, to the pub-
lishers, would be revolution; and they have
said so. Many have complained bitterly that
a Guild member cannot write the impartial
brand of labor news which glorifies strike-
breakers for loyalty and National Guard ma-
chine-gunners for heroism. In fairness to the
publishers, the complaint is sound. The re-
porter who has carried a sign no longer
thinks that picketing is whimsical or ungen-
tlemanly. But honest newspapermen, even
when organized, aren’t enough. They can’t

compel publication of their stories as writ-

ten and neither can they rearrange the sources
of the publishers’ income.

Thus Mr. Seldes, after an excellent pre-
sentation of the case against the capitalistic
press, hesitates to record the proper verdict.
Plainly he is not.yet prepared to advocate
a workers’ press as the substitute. He does
say that if the Guild fails to win newspaper
freedom, we must turn “toward changing the
order under which we live today.” Mr.
Seldes is sincere, but his statement should be
weighed with other “if” warnings., For ex-
ample, it was Daniel Willard, whose duties
with the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad prevent
him from taking an active part in the rad-
ical movement, who said that if his family
were starving, he would not hesitate to steal.
Last reports were that the Willards still had
something in the icebox and the Baltimore
courts were busy with other cases,

Incidentally, the portions of the book deal-
ing with the Soviet Union show exceptional
fair-mindedness, especially when it is remem-
bered that Mr. Seldes left his post as Mos-
cow correspondent some years ago at the re-
quest of the government. He distinguishes,
for example, between the government-con-
trolled Soviet press, with the welfare of the
workers its immediate aim and complete free-
dom its ultimate goal and the captive press
of Germany and Italy. Our American pub-
lishers frequently point to press restrictions
in the Soviet Union as proof of the great
blessings enjoyed by readers in this country.

To some extent, the book is out of balance
because Mr. Seldes is primarily a truth-hun-
ter and chronicler rather than an appraiser.
An entire chapter, albeit a short one, is al-
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lotted to the sins of The Paris Herald and
the defunct Paris Tribune, probably because
the writer had plenty of dirt on hand. Yet
three more important subjects—the smashing
of the San Francisco strike, the publishers’
operation of a strikebreaking agency and their
fight against the child labor amendment—
get only one chapter combined. It may be
doubted, too, whether the newspaper roll of
honor, occupying fifteen pages, can be justi-
fied. Certainly most of the individual news-
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papermen and newspaperwomen deserve the
kind words given them, but a majority of
the newspapers cited smell bad despite the
perfume of a good deed or two.

But these are minor objections. The im-
portant thing is that Mr. Seldes has told
enough to convince any intelligent person
that newspapers habitually betray working-
class readers on a grand scale. The book
should be widely read.’

ALexaNDER L. Crosay.

“In the Genteel Tradition’’

VEIN OF IRON, by Ellen Glasgow. Har-
court, Brace. $2.50.

1SS GLASGOW’S list of published

books has now reached the very im-
pressive total of twenty, most of which are
novels, all of them distinguished by meticu-
lous craftsmanship and a fine feminine feel-
ing for the more delicate shades of mood,
the subtler aspects of character and all that
in nature is most pleasing to the senses, With
each succeeding novel she has further per-
fected her enviably sure, deft touch, until
today it is indeed a rare reader who will
not surrender, momentarily at least, to the
pervasive compound of lovely color, the scent
of flowers, refined yet rich emotion, nostal-
gia and Virginian idealism that is the pecu-
liar distinction of her work. Not without
cause has her position in the world of con-
ventional belles lettres become increasingly
eminent and secure. If not America’s first
woman novelist, she is certainly, in the opin-
ion of most reputable critics, of the company
of such “immortals” as Willa Cather and
Edith Wharton.

There are a few readers, however, who
have always been impervious to her charms.
Since I am one of them I will admit that I
have never before been able to offer really
cogent reasons to support my rather un-
gracious stubbornness. I felt only a vague
uneasiness about the truth and importance
of her pictures of life among the decaying
aristocrats of her beloved Tidewater region.
It seemed to me that they were embellished
pictures, pictures distorted by too much sym-
pathy, too much compassion to allow a real-
istic understanding of what lay beneath the
decay and what the value was (to “civiliza-
tion”) of the grace and ritual and “cul-
ture” of these Southern ladies and gentlemen.
I have been told that her pictures are true—
factually as well as artistically—and that no
one has ever so profoundly searched into the
souls of these people as she has. Since I
have never been south of Washington I
have been willing, though a little reluctantly,
to grant her the truth, but I have not been
willing to grant her the value. Her work
seemed to me to relate not at all to anything
that I or any of my friends can consider
significant or moving or even simply inter-
esting in this country today.

I am pleased to be able to report that I
can now sustain my point of view with

somewhat more rational arguments. I have
discovered that when the eminent Miss Glas-
gow comes down to the earth that most of
us recognize, she is a great deal less than
omniscient. In fact, I am tempted to go so
far as to say that she really doesn’t know
what she’s talking about. I discover, too,
that she is not especially gifted with imagina-
tion and her beautiful poetic style fails to
overwhelm me. She should never have writ-
ten this novel. She should have confined her-
self to that rarefied sphere of existence in-
habited by those whose blood is no paler blue
than aquamarine or ice.

Vein of Iron is the story of several genera-
tions of Fincastles—a family descended from
pioneers, Calvinist clergymen and Indian-
fighters, who live in a valley in Virginia’s
mountain land. Around them are forests and
old farms and tiny villages and beyond,
the Blue Ridge and the Appalachians. Liv-
ing now are these of the Fincastles: the in-
evitable Grandmother, a true descendant of
pioneer stock, doughty, valiant, ifon-willed;
her son, a defrocked minister, agnostic, phil-
osopher, dreamer; his wife, a daughter of the
Tidewater nabobs, fragile, sweet, happy in
spite of privation and pain; their daughter,
a piece of the Grandmother, proud, indomi-
table, “single-hearted.”” 1 hope that I have
been able to convey, in spite of absolute fidel-
ity to Miss Glasgow’s portraits, the triteness
of these stock characters. I am tired of lusty

-grandmothers and incredulous of unworldly

dreamers in the wilderness of Virginia who
write five-volume works of metaphysics capa-
ble of being appreciated only by half a dozen
scholars in Europe.

At any rate, the story is concerned chiefly
with the love and marriage of the daughter,
Ada. She grew up with and adored a youth
named Ralph McBride, whose Irish paternity
was doubtless responsible for “his charm and
his amused, friendly manner,” ‘“his auburn
head,” and “his sudden smile that had a
power over her heart.” Unfortunately, just
as they were about to become engaged, he
was trapped into a marriage with a silly,
spoiled, beautiful, but cunning young lady
whose father was apparently the richest man
in town. Ada despaired, yet the “vein of
iron” in her—that singular heritage from the
Fincastles of the frontier—enabled her to go -
on living and even to find some happiness.
Eventually, Ralph divorces his wife, has a
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brief affair with Ada (of course, she becomes
pregnant), and goes off to war. Of course,
they marry when he returns, but, of course,
he has returned from France embittered and
grey. It would have helped a great deal at
this point if Miss Glasgow had indicated that
McBride’s bitterness grew out of wisdom—
out of a realization of the injustices that
made possible the horrors of war. There is
no such indication. There is no indication
at all of the cause of his bitterness, He
is just bitter.

They move to the city (Richmond?)
where for a few years they prosper. The
stock market crash in 1929 does not touch
them, but the depression does. MocBride’s
illness despoils them of their savings, ulti-
mately he loses his job and then, together
with their child and Ada’s incredible father,
they suffer poverty, humiliation and that mis-
erable fear of tomorrow that only the prole-
tarian can ever know. In the end, the father
leaves them unobtrusively and goes back to
their old mountain home to die. Ada and
Ralph follow him and when they arrive they
know that to settle once more on the land of
her ancestors is their destiny and that they
will find peace and contentment there without
riches.

The story is obviously false from begin-
ning to end. Its falseness is literary—a se-
quence of events which arise not out of the
author’s personal experience or knowledge,
but out of a limited imagination engaged in
creating a narrative concerning a way of life
about which the author is ignorant. It re-
sults from accepting a poorly understood sub-
ject: the events conform to a pattern, each
element of which may be convincing, but
the composite romantic and even lurid. No
situation seems wholly natural. Its logic is
not that of reality but of literature and the
reader is reminded at a hundred points of
other novels, other stories, other, scenes, It is
not only the characters( all of whom are
traditional types) that give this impression,
but the actual incidents irrespective of the
parts played in them by the personages of the
story. The constancy of the childhood lover,
the reversion to the pioneering strain, the
pregnancy, the wartime disillusionment of
Ralph, the cheerful patience of the self-sacri-
ficing Ada, the finding of themselves in pov-
erty, the return to the land of the forefathers
—nothing is without a literary precedent,
everything conditioned by the needs of ro-
mance instead of the demands of life.

Nor is that all that lends falseness to Miss
Glasgow’s novel. To a writer of her stature
and her manifest gifts, one must concede
without question that she has felt deeply the
fate and suffering of her characters, But
she has felt them remotely—in a realm of
imagination that on the one hand has no con-
tact with fact and on the other has not at-
tained the level of genius. For example, the
most poignant section of the book is that
which deals with poverty, breadlines, illness
and the grief of social rootlessness. With
what timidity Miss Glasgow enters that fear-
ful world of the poor. With what gentility
she pictures the hungry and the desolate!
How clean the air is, how pure the spirit,
how pathetic! -How unconvincing! Miss
Glasgow is lost, just as she was lost when
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she touched on the war. She cannot write
of things she does not know. When she does,
even her style suffers. Its richness becomes
then something very close to lushness.

But in justice to Miss Glasgow, I must
add that that style, with its embroidery of
wit and physical sensitiveness, makes her
novel readable enough so that one may go
through it without realizing that 'she has
done a courageous thing in writing it at all.
It is no light matter for a novelist as old as
Miss Glasgow to adventure in foreign lands
and with foreign themes. She has failed ut-
terly, but let us respect her attempt. We
know her now as a writer of definitely
bounded talents, but at least we know her as
a person of feeling and sincerity.

BerNARD SmITH.

No Crime and Plenty Punishment

PRISONER OF THE OGPU, by George
Kitchin. New York: Longmans, Green &
Co. $3. )

ETWEEN the time this ‘“true-story
narrative” was written and the time it

was published its author very obligingly died.
I say obligingly only because that would seem
to be the attitude of Mr. Kitchin’s publish-
ers, inasmuch as they do not hesitate to try
to make capital out of their client’s demise.
In a box sententiously funereal, preceding
the body of the narrative they state: “As
this book was being prepared for the press,
news was received of the death in London of
George Kitchin from pneumonia following
complications which resulted from his priva-
tions in Russian penal camps.” Can any one
doubt that the narrative which follows must
be 100-percent true, since its veracity Iis
vouched for by a bona-fide corpse?

What are the facts? By the author’s own
admission, thanks to his “guardian angel,”
much of the time during his four years stay
in the Northern Penal Colonies was spent in
“soft” office jobs. In this capacity he even
was promoted to the rank of a functionary,
lived in the town in comparative freedom,
was sent on an investigating committee, re-
ceived a salary, etc. Again, by the author’s
own admission, although he insinuates and in
fact says—untruthfully—in so many words
that political prisoners were almost never
released at the end of their terms, but instead
were given new and more severe terms of
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servitude, he was released on the dot and
permitted to depart for his beloved white
Finland. Following his release, according to
information given to us in the preface, Mr.
Kitchin spent a year and a half in Italy
“convalescing” and, having convalesced suffi-
ciently, still another year in writing the pres-
ent book. To attribute his death in London
by pneumonia, two and a half years after his
release, to the machinations of the O.G.P.U.,
may be good anti-Soviet propaganda, but it
seems to us to be poor medicine.

What manner of man was the late Mr.
Kitchin? A citizen of Finland, he was “lured
to Russia by the promises of the N.E.P. (New
Economic Policy) proclaimed by Lenin in
1921 . . . I had started out as the represen-
tative of a Finnish group seeking a concession
in Russia and within a year developed an im-
port business on a large scale . . . I had also
established a plant for the manufacture of
oil and candles for churches. There were
sixty thousand churches in Russia at the time
and I enjoyed a virtual monopoly of the.
business.” In other words, Mr. Kitchin was
a typical representative of the capitalist riff-
raff who were so sure that, given enough
rope, the Bolsheviks would hang themselves
and Russia would become at last an open
hunting ground for concessionaires, thieves,
entrepreneurs, white guards, pimps, whores,
murderers and other such ladies and gentle-
men of the old school.

Like his wife Luba, who was twice ar-
rested by the O.G.P.U. on suspicions of espion-
age, Mr. Kitchin had a buddy in the person-
age of “a British consul in Leningrad, Mr.
Preston, who occasionally entertained both
foreigners and Russians at tea. Mr. Preston
was a thorn in the flesh of the Soviet officials.
He wore a monocle in the land of the So-
viets, donned a silk hat when driving out on
official visits and his English manner irri-
tated the comrades exceedingly. Moreover,
he consistently ignored the local representa-
tives of the Commissariat for Foreign Af-
fairs (purely for social reasons, of -course)

N
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whenever he sent out invitations to a re-
ception.”

This Mr. Preston is the same gentleman
whose name appeared in the reports of the
trial of the Intelligence Service agents of the
Metropolitan Vickers Corporation in Mos-
cow, 1933.

Mr. Kitchin would have us believe that
nothing more intriguing than tea was dished
up at Mr. Preston’s afternoons at home. The
O.G.P.U. twice arrested Luba, a Russian citi-
zen, on the suspicion of drinking tea. And
the real reason they persecuted her was be-
cause she wouldn’t become an O.G.P.U, spy.-

Curiously enough, this was the only cause
for complaint they had against Mr. Kitchin
himself. The O.G.P.U. wanted to get some-
thing on the Finnish Consulate General and
they were simply furious when Mr. Kitchin
refused to help them. “Why did they ar-
rest me? It was useless to ask the reason.
I had simply fallen into the second category
of Soviet citizens. According to a popular
saying in Russia, the population of the U. S.
S. R. is divided into three categories, those
who have beem in prison, those who are in
prison and those who will be in prison.”

I suspect that the Russia of Mr. Kitchin’s
popular sayings was not much more extensive
than Mr. Preston’s parlor or the back office
of the Finnish consulate, However, that is
not the point. The point is that our hero
was guiltless as a new-born babe and was
therefore sentenced to serve four years in
the Northern Penal Camps. As Kitchin says:
“Could you trust any Soviet prosecutor?”

The preface to the present book written by
one Jerome Landfield, sets the tone of the
narrative which is “offered to the public . . .
as a contribution to the understanding of
conditions in the Soviet Utopia.” It is pre-
cisely this.sneer for the “Soviet Utopia” that
emerges from almost every page of Mr.
Kitchin’s “objective-without-rancor” account
of his experiences. To quote a few samples
at random: “He seemed to take better care
of his outward appearance than you would
expect from a regular party Communist,” “It
meant an interruption of work in the Five-
Year-Plan program, throwing a monkey-
wrench into the machine of Socialist con-
struction. Qutrageous and quite impossible!”
“I frequently had an opportunity to see men,
who considered themselves the cream of So-
viet officialdom, at work. A lot of noise,
shouting, peremptory commands, idiotic or-
ders impossible to execute, innumerable long,
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complicated and contradictory telegrams, in-
furiated telephone conversations full of inti-
midation, useless summoning of department
heads for personal interviews which only in-
terrupted their fruitful work, constant travel-
ling, artificial feverish activity—such were
uniformly the working habits of the high offi-
cials with whom I came in contact,” (Hence,
no doubt, the completion of the First Five
Year Plan in four years.) For Communists,
“the herd of humanity is but the manure for
fertilizing the fields of Socialism.” “At least
three-quarters of the total population of the
U.S.S.R. is against the Soviet Government.”
When Moscow ordered an investigation of
conditions in the penal colonies, this was
merely a gesture to satisfy a “few finicky
Communists.” When, as a result of investi-
gations and purges, conditions were bettered,
this was merely to pull the wool over the
eyes of foreign reporters., (Like the Mos-
cow subway which, as Ilya Ehrenbourg sa-
tirically suggested, was put down over night
to impress the French visitors and was
promptly torn up again the next day follow-
ing their departure.)

The best jails in the world are only pris-
ons and the Northern Penal Colonies were
certainly no fragments of utopia, Soviet or
otherwise. Nobody claims they were. There
were undoubtedly abuses. There were un-
doubtedly elements that took advantage of
their position and worked in ways contrary
to the aims of the Soviet Government, Does
not Mr. Kitchin himself tell us what hap-
pened when these abuses became known in
Moscow? On one page he insists that the
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investigations which followed were a hollow
mockery, but on the next he admits that a
number of officials were bagged in the clean-
up and shot for abuse of office. Mr. Kitch-
in’s tale of horrors, his total omission of a
single item in favor of the Soviets, his insis-
tence that all the anti-Soviet politicals,
wreckers and kulaks in the penal camps were
innocent, gentle and wise, while a]l the
O.G.P.U. officials were sub-human, sadistic
morons may carry the ring of truth to such
experts on the U.S.S.R. as J. Donald Adams
of The Times book review section and the
Rev. John Haynes Holmes. But to the lay-
man it will appear obvious that our hero
protests too much.

A word finally about Mr. Landfield’s pref-
ace to this book. ‘“The present author,” he
writes of our hero, “is the only man, as far
as I am aware, who has undergone the ac-
tual experiences of these penal camps and
lived to tell the tale.” Is Mr, Landfield
kidding us? If he will trouble to read the
stirring reports of the building of the Baltic-
White Sea Canal—to mention only one en-
terprise among many conducted by the
O.G.P.U.—in the process of which many crim-
inals found a new road to life, he will find
plenty more men—and women—who lived to
tell the tale. It is true that not all these
men and women were—like Mr. Kitchin—
of “social standing and business reputation
above reproach.” But maybe that is why the
stories they have to tell are so different, so
much more honest, so vastly more impres-
sive than Prisoner of the OGPU. .

EpwiN SEAVER.

‘fHomage to

one man.

TaE MACMILLAN COMPANY

BARBUSSE™

JOSEPH FREEMAN'’S ringing tribute in a recent issue will
find an immediate echo in the heart of every one who came in per-
sonal contact with the late revolutionary artist and author. They,
too, will éver remember and treasure “the moral and intellectual
grandeur, the impassioned eloquence, the purity of heart,” of the
man who “gladly, with sublime courage and joy” “literally gave his
life to the cause of human emancipation.”

Not only these, but every other American who thought with
Barbusse will want to read his last and greatest work, “Stalin,”
which will be published October 11th, probable price $3.50. An
intimate friend of Stalin’s, Barbusse undoubtedly was the best
equipped man in the world to present, as he has done, the case for
Bolshevism: the account, in fact, of a New World as seen through

h

Ask your own bookdealer to reserve your copy, or write
direct to us for descriptive circular. Barbusse’s STALIN
should be the foundation of your reference library.

60 Fifth Avenue
New York City



SEPTEMBER 17, 1935

29

Peddling Will Rogers’ Body

Hovrvrywoob.

S IS customary in this village where
capitalism is using the third largest
industry to perpetuate the status

quo, the flash that Will Rogers was dead was
the signal for the Greatest Show on Earth.
Everything that has been done to put over
the Gables and the Garbos faded into insig-
nificance, alongside the energy and effort
spent in starring Will Rogers’ dead body.

The first important step was made when
the widow was hustled into turning all ar-
rangements over to the energetic Mr. Lawler,
vice-president of Hearst’'s Examiner. Lawler
proceeded to show the boys how they could
not only do honor to the departed but turn
it into a huge profit-making enterprise on the
side. The boys got together. The Hearst
press was loaded to the guards with news of
the plans for the disposal of the remains. Extras
flashed out every few minutes. The Cham-
ber of Commerce was contacted by Mr. Law-
ler. Yes! It might be a good thing for
the Chamber if the Hollywood Bowl were
turned over to Lawler and his cohorts for
a gigantic overflow service. The main show
was at the Forrest Lawn Cemetery.

But, running true to form, Hollywood
overdid it all. They insisted upon a “double
feature.” They announced that for five
hours beginning at 7 a.m. curiosity-seekers
and friends of the departed could pass
by their bier at the cemetery. What the
friends and thrill-seekers didn’t find out,
however, until after they had gathered, some
100,000 strong, was that contrary to their
expectations, the body was not on display.
They simply had the privilege of passing a
covered coffin.

Timed with this event, notices went up in
each studio to the effect that “Not a wheel
will turn, not a camera will crank during
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the hour from 2 p.m. till 3 p.m., during
the services.” This announcement in the pa-
pers was warmly received by the public at
large, who thought, “Well—the studios have
a soul after all.” But what the public didn’t
know were these two important facts. All
the actors were called, in make-up, at 6 a.m.
instead of 8 a.m., to make up for the hour
lost later in the day. Besides, all the extra
cameras had to be put into use to photograph
the various services held in each studio, with-
out exception. At each of these a rabbi, a
minister and a priest officiated. The gates
were locked at two sharp and attendance was
compulsory. Some of the overheated actors
tried to stand in the shade, but this couldn’t
be done— the light was bad—and they had
to stand in the sun while the cameras ground
out a clip in each studio—to be assembled
later in a mighty fine example of newsreel-
ism—an expensive clip, too.

For those on location, the notice read,
“You will stop work sharply at two and
spend the hour in reflection.” I noticed one
chap in the extra ranks who seemed more
reflective than the rest, and asked him if he
knew the departed. “No,” he answered, “I’'m
just reflecting over the fact that we were
awful chumps the other day to allow M.
G. M. to do that to us.” “Do what?”
“Well,” he explained, burning, “They gave
us extras a call—1800 of us—we came to
the studio, made up, reported. They tried
to figure a couple set-ups, decided against it
and excused us all. We were supposed to get

$3.20 for the day—but they handed us each
a quarter check—a lousy eighty cents apiece—
and thirty of it went for carfare. A swell
day to try to reflect, ain’t it?”

On the same day Marion Davies pub-
lished an open statement to the Hearst En-
terprises suggesting that a huge memorial be
started in memory of Bill. A significant line
in this letter was “Put me down for what-
ever YOU think I should give to start it.”
This became very confusing when The Times
and others started their own individual drives
to give John Public the terrific opportunity
of donating toward a memorial to Rogers.

Everyone started to outdo the other. A
member of the Hollywood Chamber of Com-
merce, stuck with a parcel of land too small
for a gas station or place of business, located
at the intersection of Hollywood Boulevard
and La Brea, magnanimously suggested
that his white elephant be considered as an
ideal location for a statue of Will Rogers
looking down Hollywood Boulevard.

Another group suggested that the public
be invited to help purchase the immense
Rogers Ranch in Santa Monica. A Beverly
Hills committee is starting a campaign to
raise a million for a suitable memorial. At

Film Photo League
Announces an

ELEMENTARY COURSE

PHOTOGRAPHY

Fee $5 — Register Now!
F. & P. LEAGUE, 81 E. 21st Street
Telephone GRamercy 5-9582
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A MEMORABLE VACATION: SEE THE SOVIET UNION ON PARADE.

Special Excursion for November 7th Celebration at Reduced Rates
Conducted by J. N. Golos, Manager of World Tourists, Inc.

Visiting: London, Leningrad, Moscow, Kharkov, Dneiprohes, Kiev, Warsaw, Paris.
gTowr will ’include most’ interesti;zg industrial enterprises of the U.S.S.R.

Shorter Tours as Low as $202.75, Including Eight Days in the Soviet Union
STEAMSHIP TICKETS SOLD TO ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD

For information apply to

WORLD TOURISTS, Inc.
1
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S.S. AQUITANIA

Telephone ALgonquin 4-6656-7-8
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Santa Barbara the city is going to have a
chance to get in on a proposed $100,000 Will
Rogers Bowl. Meanwhile, there are so many
other various and sundry “public-spirited” in-
dividuals, all intent on raising their own lit-
tle $100,000 and $50,000 memorials (funds
to be raised by popular subscription) that
they will find it necessary, as with the boot-
leggers, to wear badges to keep from asking
one another for “memorial” money.

My guess is that The Examiner-Lawler-
Warner Bros.- Marion Davies combination
will win out, as their publicity campaign is
overwhelming. Statements praising the Mar-
ion Davies Memorial are being yanked from
actors. As one big-shot actor told me, when
I read his endorsement of the plan, “I’d
rather be an active Davies booster than an
unemployed actor.” I have tried to com-
pute the amount of space devoted by Hearst’s
Examiner and Herald-Express to Marion’s
Memorial, but have failed. Suffice to say it
is much more than was devoted to the story
of the two “alleged Reds” who were dragged
from their homes in Santa Rosa, Calif,,
tarred, feathered and beaten by the vigilantes.

And if the newspaper space is that tough
to compute, one can imagine the futile job
of attempting to find out exactly how much
memorial money will be actually garnered by
playing upon our gullible, and the actual dis-
posal of the same. The “Sentimental Studio,”
striking while the iron is hot, spotted half-
page ads in the Hearst Papers, with a picture
of the late Rogers, headed by the following:
“America’s Eternal Favorite—star—humorist
—MAN. To West Coast Fox Theatres
falls the privilege of presenting his NEW-
EST un-released picture,” even though Shir-
ley Temple’s picture has to be yanked ahead
of time to get in with it quick.

Charles Driscoll, McNaughton syndicate
head, has been approaching writers and comics
with a view to replacing Rogers’ spot and the
nearest to a selection is Fred Allen, who, if
he weren’t “under wraps,” or as he calls it
“slugged with the Golden Blackjack,” could
do some good for the socially-conscious. In-
asmuch as he can’t take it, how about this
for a suggestion: Recommend Robert For-
sythe for the job—and then run. Maybe he
could at least find a variation of the Hearst-
Davies - Lawler - Chamber of Commerce
method of raising Memorial Money. In the
scramble for this, Will is beginning to as-
sume the obscurity of Wiley Post (who at
least proved something) in the ever-increasing
cry of “How much will you give to the
Marion Davies Memorial?”” Mind you—not
the Will Rogers Memorial !

Young, bewildered Will Rogers, Jr. said,
“No member of the family has been ap-
proached about the several Memorial Plans,”
and then probably thinking of Oscar Lawler,
vice-president of The Examiner, and now at-
torney for the Rogers family, summing up
the whole publicity-drenched affair, chose a
line made famous by his father, in comment-
ing on the entire scheme! “All I know
about it is what I read in the newspapers!”

NEW MASSES

Between Ourselves

RNEST HEMINGWAY has been liv-

ing in Florida for some years. Our re-
quest for a story of the veterans in the hur-
ricane found him just returned from a first-
hand inspection of the death-trap camps on
Matecumbe Key, before the bodies had been
cleared away.

Arthur Kallet has been working immensely
long days with the Consumers’ Research strik-
ers since the walkout began in Washington,
N. J., but he managed to crowd in the extra
task of writing his article for us. He will
report further developments in the situation.

An article by Loren Miller, “Last in Peace,
Last in War,” deals with the treatment of
Negroes in the United States armed forces
throughout our history, with particular em-
phasis on the World War. Miller will preside

at a meeting Friday night, Sept. 13, at Irving
Plaza, 15th Street and Irving Place, at which
Earl Browder’s Communism in the U. 8. 4.
will be reviewed. Clarence Hathaway, editor
of The Daily Worker, and John Howard
Lawson will speak. The Marine Workers
Committee, a group of workers and profes-
sionals who help the rank-and-file seamen and
longshoremen in their struggles on the water-
front, is holding the meeting.

Eugene Gordon was a Boston newspaper-
man and an associate editor of THE NEw
Masses until he went to the Soviet Union
last Spring.

Joseph Freeman is finishing his forthcoming
book, An American Testament, announced for
publication in December by Farrar & Rinehart.

NEW PLAYS ON THE WORLD SCENE
THE THEATRE COLLECTIVE STUDIOS in

“For People Who Think”’ sHunger Strike!” -
“Song of the Dole” «“Till the Day | Die””

TWO PERFORMANCES

FRIDAY 8:30 P. M. SATURDAY
SEPTEMBER 20, 1935 SHARP SEPTEMBER 21, 1935
25¢ CHURCH OF ALL NATIONS AUDITORIUM 25¢
40c 9 Second Avenue New York City 40c¢
75¢ TICKETS ON SALE AT: 75¢

Downtown Workers’ Center, 154 Second Ave. Theatre Collective, 2 Washington Square North
GRamercy 7-3048 for Reservations

_.___—_———._—-————V S — w— - —
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A Gold SBond

)
)
)
)
based on a successful planned economy

UNION OF

Soviet Socialist Republics
7% Gold Bonds

GOLD STABILITY:—These bonds are issued in denominations of
100, 500 and 1000 gold roubles. (A gold rouble contains 0.774234 grams
of pure gold.) Principal and interest payments are based upon this
fixed quantity of gold, payable in American currency at the prevailing
rate of exchange ... Obviously, any further increase in the price of gold
in terms of the dollar would cause these bonds to appreciate in value.

SAFETY:—The Soviet Government has unfailingly met all its financial
obligations throughout the seventeen years of its existence.

MARKET:—The State Bank of the U. S. S. R. with a gold reserve
equivalent to more than $744 millions, agrees to repurchase these
bonds on demand of the holder at par and accrued interestat any time,
thus establishing marketability equivalent to that of a demand note.
Interest is paid quarterly at the Chase National Bank of New York.

PRICE:—These bonds are offered at 102% of par and accrued interest.
In dollars the price varies with the rise and fall of U. 8. currency in terms
of gold on world exchange markets.

Circular K-27 fully describing these bonds will be sent upon request.

Soviet American Securities Corp.

80 Broad Street

Tel. HAnover 2-5330 New York
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INDIAN SUMMER—The Fit Time

CAMP NITGEDAIGET

ON THE HUDSON BEACON, N. Y.
The Fit Place For
SPORTS, REST and RECREATION
HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS—Cottages

$14.00 PER WEEK
Cars leave daily 10:30 A. M. from
2700 Bronx Park East, Bronx, N. Y.

New York Central Trains to Beacon, N. Y.
Tel. Beacon 731. City Office: EStabrook 8-1400

SPECIAL WEEK - END PARTY
of League Against War and Fascism
September 21-28
Unique program of entertainment and sports.
‘‘League of Nations’’ movie in colors.

Make Your Reservations NOW.

Reduced R. R. fares every week-end.
Taxis meet all trains at Harmon Station.

SLUE MOUNTAIN
ruone | OPGE regean

s CAMP UNITY

WINGDALE, N. Y.
ON LAKE ELLIS

@ Plan to vacation during Indian Sum-

mer in the Berkshire foothills, on
Lake Ellis. Open all thru September.
Every sport. Swell fun. Stimulating en-
tertainment (theatre, buffoonery, con-
certs, etc.), lectures, classes.

Excellent cuisine, $16'a week or $2.75 a day.
Alg. 4-4611. 50 E. 18 8t., N. Y. C. Room 201

PAUL CROSBIE

INSURANCE

25 Years Experience Frequent Savings
135 WILLIAM STREET BEekman 3-5262

YPEWRITERS

all makes including

Yiddish and Russian

Rentals latest models immediate delivery special rates
206 Broadway NEW YORK CITY

TYTELL TYPEWRITER CO.

Tel. CO 7-9665

NEW MASSES SALESMEN

Young men and girls wanted to sell New
Masses on subway. One dollar a day
guaranteed. Also special inducement for
Daily Worker Route Builders. Apply at
Central Distribution Agency, 52 West
15th Street. Ask for Harry Berland.

WHERE TO EAT

CLASSIFIED

CLASSIFIED

WE KNOW OUR ONIONS

We ha\{e 15 years experience of preparing
foods scientifically. We use nothing but fresh
vegetables, fruits, dairy products and fish.
Wholewheat specialties.

LUNCHEON: 40c DINNER: 60c

Or a la Carte

FARMFOO VEGETARIAN

RESTAURANTS
142 West 49th St. 37 West 32nd St.
Open until 12 P. M.

Ajter Theatre Snacks 110 West 40th St.

An Event of National Importance

CLARENCE HATHAWAY
Editor-in-Chief of The Daily Worker, and

JOHN HOWARD LAWSON
Noted Revolutionary Playwright
Will Review EARL BROWDER’S Book

COMMUNISM IN THE U. S. A.
LORIN MILLER, Chairman
Associate Editor of The New Masses

DISCUSSION and QUESTIONS
-

Friday, Sept. 13, 1935, 8:30 P. M.

ADMISSION: TWENTY-FIVE CENTS
- e
at IRVING PLAZA
15th Street & Irving Place

o—_—
Tickets on Sale at:
WORKERS’ BOOKSHOP, 50 East 13th Street

- ——————
Auspices: MARINE WORKERS’ COMMITTEE

SUMMER RESORTS

A DELIGHTFUL HIDEAWAY in the mountains in-
viting people of better taste. Excellent table, sola-
riums, roller skating, handball, two new tennis courts,
swimming, archery and other sports. Library, crafts,
nature study, musicals, selected European Art Films.
Chesters Zunbarg, Woodbourne, N. Y., Fallsburg 2F22,
or Fallsburg 186J.

WATCHES & WATCH REPAIRING

HAVE YOU A WATCH that needs repairing? Bring
it to a competent comrade watchmaker. ‘Workmanship
guaranteed. Lowest prices. 8. Schwartz, 64 West 48
St., Room 1301, Phone MEdalion 3-5409.

OPTOMETRIST—OPTICIAN

LANGUAGE LESSONS

RUSSIAN TAUGHT. Simplified method. Special con-
versational course for tourists has been very success-
ful. Special summer rates. Miss Isa Wilga, 457 W.
57th St. COlumbus 5-8450, New York City.

FRENCH AND ENGLISH LESSONS; translations,
stenography, by Paris University graduate. Moderate
rates. Phone evenings PResident 3-2705.

RUSSIAN ARTS AND GIFTS

LARGE SELECTION of peasant handicrafts from
U.S.8.R. Linens, blouses, shawls, slippers, toys, and
novelties. 10% discount with this ad. 109 E. 14th St.,
1122 6th Avenue, MU 2-6327.

VACUUM CLEANERS

DISTRIBUTORS of all makes and parts. Specialists
in repairing. Special rates to New Masses readers.
Milbern, 149 W. 23rd St. CHelsea 3-4667.

LAUNDRY

LOWEST PRICES IN CITY. Full list on request.
Strictly hand-work. Bachelor Service. Call and de-
liver in Manhattan. 10 percent trial discount to New
Masses readers. Greenwich Village Private Hand
Laundry, 14 Washington Place East. SPring 7-3769.

CAMP SUPPLIES

HUDSON Army and Navy, 105 Third Ave., cor. 13th
St. Complete line of camp, travel, hiking outfits.
Slacks, shorts, sweaters, shirts, breeches, shoes, tents,
cots, blankets, hammocks, etc. Lowest prices.

ELECTROLYSIS

MEN AND WOMEN’S superfluous hair on face and
other parts of the body permanently removed by
electrolysis. Personal service. Quick results guar-
anteed. My method endorsed by prominent physicians.
Will give treatments to unemployed free every Friday
from 1 to 4. Charles H. Landis, 171 W. 71st St. at
Broadway. EN 2-9150.

Do You Want to—

® Rent an apartment?
® Tune a piano?
® Teach dancing or languages?

Classified advertising in

The New Masses

brings results.
30 cents a line.

PRIVATE PHOTO INSTRUCTION

INTENSIVE FIVE-WEEK COURSE in elements of
photogrgphy offered to group of 10 students. Personal
instruction, experienced teacher; practical work em-
phasized. Begins Sept. 28. For further particulars
call A. Carroll, 49 E. 10th S8t., GRamercy 5-5620.

STATIONERY

PERSONAL STATIONERY with your name and
address printed on white Hammermill Bond, 200
sheets (size 6 x 7)—100 envelopes—one dollar postpaid.
Send currency, check or money order to Individual
Letters, 121 West 42nd Street, N. Y.

I. L. D. MEETING

BROOKLYN HEIGHTS: ATTENTION! Interna-
tional Labor Defense meets alternate Thursdays in
your neighborhood. Lectures, activities. Write New
Masses, Box 1328.

COOPERATIVE OPTICIANS: Official to Ind}lstrlal
and Fraternal Workers’ Organizations. .Revolutlonary
treatment in_regard to service and price. Open 9:30

A. M. to 8 P. M.
1 Union Square Room 211 Phone: GRamercy 7-3347

SHARE APARTMENT

SINGLE PERSON WANTED to share beautiful un-
furnished apartment with young employed couple.
Privacy. Near Prospect Park. New Masses, Box 1827.

AMPLIFIERS FOR RENT

DANCE MUSICO from powerful electrical amplifiers.
Pure rich tonal quality with wide variety of recorded
music makes this economical substitute for orchestra.
Microphone for speakers included. Finest professional
equipment. $5.00 per evening. Telephone SUsquehanna

7-0207.

CLUB ROOM FOR RENT

CLUB ROOM, very attractive, for rent or hire, by
month or day, containing bookcases, furniture, ping
pong table. Suitable for any club activity. Bar and
restaurant on premises. 18th St. near 7th Ave. Extra
reasonable. SLocum 6-7733, mornings.

ROOM FACING OCEAN, furnished, one block B.M.T.
Kitchen privileges. Reasonable. 9-12 a.m., 4-8 p.m.
417 Brightwater Court, Brighton Beach, Apt. 4-F.

FURNISHED ROOM WANTED

WANTED—FURNISHED SINGLE ROOM for male.
Kitchen privileges, privacy, quiet. $10-12 a month.
New Masses, Box 1329.

NICE QUIET ROOM, privacy, elevator apartment,
600 W. 138 St., Apt. 44. Comradely atmosphere. Call
10-12 A. M. and after 4 P. M.

PHOTOPLAYS OF

MOSCOW SUBWAY
Now on Display at
BROWNSVILLE WORKERS B’KSHOP
369 Sutter Avenue Brooklyn, N. Y.

A 20% to 309% discount sale on
all Soviet Union books is now on.

Read

The Anvil

Send 15¢ for a specimen $1 for 8 Issues
Published bi-monthly

JACK CONROY, Editor
Rural Route Four Moberly, Missouri




Don't Miss the 16-page

Number

the nest
QUARTERLY ISSUE }

Dated October 1
(Out September 26)

EW MASSES’ next Quarterly v ouY chance to get this pertfelio of pic-

Issue — enlarged 48-page edi- ‘z‘ : tures at no extra cost. The art

tion— (out Sept. 26, dated Oct. 1) AE:  section will be printed on spe-
will include as a special feature a 16-page \ ' cial paper suitable for fram-
section reproducing revolutionary paintings, o ing. The October 1 Quar-
drawings, lithographs and etchings by out- , terly Issue with the Art
standing American artists as well as by \ . Section will be included in
younger artists, depicting the American social your regular subscription.

sceme and their reactions to it. A special com- \ N Fill out the coupon be-
mittee chose the contributions.* Don’t miss this ' low — TODAY!

$

* CONTRIBUTORS already announced by 15 Weeks’ Trial Subscription

the Committee: Peggy Bacon, Arnold \
Blanche, Peter Blume, Nicolai Cikovsky,

Adolph Dehn, Joe Jones, Reginald Marsh, NEW MASSES, 31 E. 27th St., New York, N. Y.
George Picken, Georges Schreiber, ’

Mitchell .Siporin,'Raphael Soyer, Joseph I enclose $1, for which please : gsend me New Masses for 15
Vogel, Gilbert Wilson. . weeks, including the forthcoming 48-page Quarterly issue con-

taini 16- ion.
TO ORGANIZATIONS—Don’t forget to ining 16-page Art section
rush tn your order for extra bundles now,

to be sure you get a sufficient supply to NAME . ... iiiiiiiittteeteaeanesonssonssassaasosncacssssrassssnnanne .
meet the extra demand. Send orders to our

distributors, Central Distribution Agency, ADDRESS . ..o

distributors, Centeal D ok, W &, | APPRESS.c .e
T0 ADVERTISERS—Don’t overlook this (03 & o P OTATE......cciviiiiiernnnennns .o
buy. Thousands of extra circulation, at no OCCUPATION

additional cost. Because this issue is kept
longer your message attains permanence.




	01-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-248
	02-v16n12-sep-17-gra-4-1935-NM-250
	03-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-256
	03-v16n12-sep-17-crop-1200-1935-NM-257
	03-v16n12-sep-17-crop-gra-1935-NM-258
	04-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-254
	05-v16n12-1200-sep-17-1935-NM-259
	06-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-265
	07-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-264
	08-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-261
	08-v16n12-sep-17-gra-1935-NM-262
	09-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-271
	10-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-273
	11-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-268
	12-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-277
	13-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-279
	14-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-282
	15-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-269
	15-v16n12-sep-17-gra-1935-NM-270
	16-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-284
	17-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-285
	18-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-283
	19-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-281
	20-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-280
	21-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-276
	22-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-275
	23-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-274
	24-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-272
	25-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-260
	26-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-263
	27-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-266
	28-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-267
	29-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-253
	30-v16n12-sep-17-1935-NM-255
	31-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-252
	32-v16n12-sep-17-1200-1935-NM-251

