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Advance in Spain

HIS week the People’s Front
scored two significant victories in
Europe.

In Paris nearly a million people op-
posed to reaction united in a mighty
demonstration protesting the assault on
the Socialist leader, Léon Blum. They
swept the fascists off the streets of the
leading cities in France.

In Spain, the People’s Bloc won a
smashing victory at the elections. The
United Front of Communists, Socialists
and all other enemies of fascism tri-
umphed over the reactionaries headed
by Gil Robles. Even the incomplete
reports which have arrived at this

writing indicate a victory for the people:

in Madrid, Catalonia, the Basque and
Galician provinces, Seville, Saragossa
and Bilbao. In Barcelona the People’s
Bloc has already taken power.

Significant in the Spanish victory was
the role of the anarcho-syndicalist
workers. These abandoned their tra-
ditional policy of boycotting politics on
principle and threw in their lot with
the Communists and Socialists.

Germany and Italy have taught the
world that fascism must be stopped.
France and Spain are now teaching it
that fascism can be stopped if only all
the progressive elements of contempo-
rary society unite their power.

We in America ought to learn this
all-important lesson before it is too
late. The most effective reply to the
Liberty Leaguers and the Hearsts—the
La Rocques and Gil Robles of Amer-
ica—would be a nationwide Farmer-
Labor Party, the American equivalent
of the People’s Front.

National Blacklist

N Boston a work relief administra-

tor named Emil Fuchs recently an-
nounced that Washington was about
ready to establish the Nazi passport
system in America. Every American
citizen could soon be compelled, crowed
the little bureaucrat, to register at a
police station and to carry an identifica-
tion card. '

In Philadelphia the City Council has
already compelled registration with the
police by every person who has served
any sort of a sentence for crime. This

Serrano

“Come now, don’t get discouraged. For years I painted and starved—until—presto—I

won the Sweepstakes.”

includes, of ‘course, pickets arrested
during a strike, speakers jailed in a
fight for free speech and many other
wide categories of progressive citizens
who are not Liberty Leaguers.

Finger-printing and registration for
all has been debated by the assembly
of New York and in other states. This
is becoming a national campaign and it
is not difficult to guess who is behind
1t.

Hearst has been the loudest and
most obvious champion of this Czarist
passport sysqim, but every other banker
and industrialist who hates union labor
is pushing it too. Here is the grand-
est blacklist scheme ever invented to
crush trade unionism and insure low
wages. Here is the most beautiful

device for ticketing every citizen who
displays the faintest pink of liberalism,
and rubbing it out of him. If there is
any first step toward an American fas-
cism, this is it. The danger cannot be
exaggerated; and it must be met now,
or tomorrow there will be worse.

‘ ““God’s Elect”
NEW YORK police beat up Con-

gressman Marcantonio at about
the same time that French fascists beat
up Léon Blum. So far American tory
technique differs from the French. In
this country, when an elected represen-
tative of the people attempts to exer-
cise his constitutional right of free as-
sembly, the police take the place of the
fascist bands, the police beat him over
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the head and take him into “protective
custody.”

Representative Vito Marcantonio
spoke at a demonstration of W.P.A.
workers in New York City in favor of
demands for adequate relief. “I be-
lieve in civil liberty,” he said. “I can’t
talk one way in the House of Repre-
sentatives and dodge the issue in New
York.” '

But Representative Marcantonio was
opposing the wishes of Mayor La-
Guardia, his former friend and law
partner. The mayor dislikes demon-
strations. His appointees have appro-
priated the power to grant or withhold
permits to parade, to assemble, to ex-
ercise the right of free speech.

LaGuardia’s machine refused W.P.A.

workers permission to march through

the streets of New York. When Marc-

antonio attempted .to lead workers to
W.P.A. headquarters, LaGuardia’s po-
lice charged, beating the crowd, beat-
ing the Congressman who had the te-
merity to lead his constituents in the
fight for bread. Twelve were arrested.
“An undetermined number of marchers
were clubbed,” reports The New York
Post. “Women’s clothing was torn,
men fell to the icy pavements.”

In France, fascist bands beat Deputy
Blum for his advocacy of world peace
and the Franco-Soviet Pact. In Amer-
ica, terror is exercised not alone by
Vlgllantes, but by the police. After all,
fascism is not so ‘“‘foreign” to certain

“classes in America. Mayor LaGuardia,
for one, has taught his police the duties
of storm troopers.

If they beat up-a Congressman for
exercising his right of free speech, who
is safe? As Sam Hoffenstein once re-
marked:

If that’s what happens to God’s elect,
What the hell can you expect?

Eight Prisoners
USTICE has been dominated in

California—perhaps more openly

~ than in any other state—by big business

“and the banks. And when this power-
ful minority last year demanded that
workers charged with criminal syndical-
ism be imprisoned, the court selected
the eight orgamzers who were most
effective in organizing agricultural
workers in the rich San Joaquin and
Sacramento Valleys; it sentenced them
to from one to fourteen years. The
prosecution had not proved (even to
the satisfaction of the hand-picked
jury) the. charge of criminal syndical-

ism; but eight young men and women

were pronounced guilty of the fantastic
crlme" of “‘conspiring to enter a con-
spiracy.”

The minimum sentence expires on
February 27. The parole board com-
posed of Fred C. Sykes, Kohl Build-
ing, San Francisco; Joseph H. Steph-
ens, president of the Merchants Na-
tional Bank of Sacramento; and David
F. Bush of Oakdale has the power to
release the eight victims of big business
backed by the vigilantes.

Along with other labor organiza-
tions, the San Francisco Labor Council
unanimously passed a resolution calling
on the parole board to exercise this
power. Its action is supported by the
California Conference for Repeal of
the Criminal Syndicalism Act and by a
United Front of liberals, professionals,
students, teachers, middle-class and
working-class groups.

THE NEwW MaAsses, which has de-
scribed the persecution of these eight
young men and women, which carried
full accounts of the vicious trial at
which they were openly railroaded to
jail, urges its readers and all defenders
of civil liberties to write to -the parole
board and to Governor Merriam of
California demanding the immediate
release of 'the eight victims, so that
they can return to active life in the
labor movement.

Arms and Neutrality
THE forces making for war were
discussed at a recent NEwW MASSES
Forum by Senator Nye, Chairman of
the Senate Munitions Committee; Rep-
resentative McSwain, Chairman of the
House Military Affairs Committee;and
Joseph Freeman, one of our editors.

At that time, Mr. McSwain opposed
war on principles of sentiment. War,
he explained, was a dreadful thing,
due partly to the vagaries of human
nature and partly to the mysterious
way of Providence.

But since pious politicians are always
anxious to assist Providence in its ad-
ministration of the universe, Mr. Mc-
Swain rushed back to his job in Wash-
ington. That job was to pilot through
the House the biggest peacetime army
appropriation in our history.

The House of Representatives ap-
propriated for strictly military purposes
$376,888,333, % considerable increase
over the mlhtary expendltures of the
current fiscal year. The increase was
chiefly for harbor defense on the Pa-
cific Coast, in Hawaii, in the Panama
Canal. The bill also provides for the
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construction of 565 additional arrhy
airplanes.

To this Congress will no doubt add
the $567,872,400 naval expenditures
for which President Roosevelt asked
in his budget—bringing the total for
national defense in 1936-37 to $944,-
000,000.

In defense of these enormous mili-
tary and naval expenditures, General
Malin Craig, chief of staff of the army,
said:

“It is perfectly evident to every one
that troublous times have again ar-
rived in the world. A state of war ex-
ists in Africa; Asia is resounding to the
tramp of marching men.”

The general might also have referred
to the preparations for war against the
Soviet Union openly made by Japan
and Germany. And to General Smed-
ley Butler’s- frank statement that the
United States is preparing for an of-
fensive war. The presence of the fleet
in Pacific waters and the emphasis of -
the new military appropriations on de-
fenses in the Pacific would seem to in-
dicate that America’s preparations are
against a Far Eastern power near the
Philippines.

The rapid arming of - the United
States throws an ironic light on the
new neutrality bill passed by the House
to replace the law expiring February
29. The changes in Washington’s neu-
trality policy do not alter the fact that
the same Congress which can pass a
neutrality law can, when the interests
of American capital require it, rescind
that policy as Wilson did.

| Words by Riegger
AMES ONEAL is worried about

Soviet culture, as every steady
reader of his weekly, The New Leader,
knows. But a pang of pain must have
fallen across Oneal’s Old Guard So-
cialist heart when he read Denny’s
New York Times dispatch of Feb. 15,
recounting the opposition to the music
of the young Soviet composer Shosta-
kovich. With a tear in one eye and
a publicity scheme in the other, Oneal
called in his secretary and started to
dictate letters. -He sent the following
one to Wallingford Riegger, who is
known to NEW MaAssEs readers as one
of the most interesting and important
American composers.

Dear Comrade Riegger:

I enclose herewith a clipping from The
New York Times, Feb. 15, on the latest
reaction to “leftism’”’ in music in the So-
viet Union. '
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No doubt this will interest you as a
composer and a Socialist. Would it be
possible to send us your opinion on this
matter in the form of an article of about
the same length as Mr. Denny’s dispatch.
Should you favor us with a story we
would appreciate it if you would send us
a photograph of yourself suitable for news-
paper reproduction.

Thanks in advance for your kindness
and cooperation.

Fraternally yours,
James Oneal.

Mr. Riegger was kind enough to
send us a copy of his answer to
Mr. Oneal’s generous invitation. The
fact that Riegger’'s own compositions
are by no means opposed to the gen-
eral spirit of Shostakovich’s work adds
pertinence to the reasoning in his reply.

Dear Comrade Oneal:

Your favor of Feb. 15, at hand, with
“Times” clipping.

I had already seen Denny’s article, but
somewhat discounted its accuracy, know-
ing the author’s anti-Soviet bias. How-
ever, even if true I am convinced that, as
in the past, there will be a healthy play
of dialectical forces towards an adjust-
ment.

It should be obvious to us who believe
in the principles of Socialism that the vital
thing is to fight against all the encroach-
ments of fascism, which as we know
spells death to all artistic development.

I would therefore urge the adoption of

the United Front with the Communists,
the achievement of which I as an artist
consider desperately necessary. The en-
closed clipping from today’s Times proves
the efficacy of these tactics in France,
which but for ‘the “Front Populaire”
would today doubtless be under the iron
heel of fascism.
Fraternally yours,
Wallingford Riegger.

Nazi Olympics

IN the best of circumstances the myth
of democracy and tolerance in sports
is the arch-legend of the pyramid of
lies upon which American sports are
based. But just as politics has its
presidential year when the tone of dem-
agogy hits high C, so sports has its
Olympic open season.

At the conclusion of the Nazi Win-
ter Olympics, only a Brundage, a
Goebbels or a Munchausen could find
the “promotion of international good-
will, tolerance of race and creed, mu-
tual respect, understanding and co-
operation’” among the fruits of the icy
fiesta. Scarcely one event went off
smoothly, recriminations were plentiful,
skulduggery was the key to all the rules

~and only the shortness of time pre-

vented the formation of international
alliances which might have led to open
war. Dissemination of propaganda was
at its peak. Between races der Fuehrer
announced a new wave of pogroms.
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The battle against the American par-
ticipation in the Olympics next summer
continues. The boycott of the Olympic
funds is gathering headway. If Hitler
wants an American team, he is to pay
a good fraction of the bills. The boy-
cott of the Nazi Olympics voted by
the Artists and Writers Congresses
gives a deathblow to one phase of the
Games which was already tottering,
the cultural Olympics. Regardless of
the outcome of the struggle to keep
America out of the Nazi Olympics and
to free the A.A.U. from Nazi domina-
tion, the sports movements among the
workers in this country and abroad
goes forward immeasurably strength-
ened by the alliances it has ‘made in
the course of the fight. The issue is
the survival of the spirit of sport it-
self and the response arises from the
instinct toward health.

Death of a Child
EVERY foulness bred by a commer-

cial society has wriggled to the sur-
face of the Lindbergh kidnapping case
and the end is not yet.

Has Governor Hoffmann of New
Jersey granted a reprieve to Haupt-
mann because he believes there is some
new 'and undivulged evidence? Many
people, including influential members of
the Governor's grand old Republican
Party, have a serious doubt. They think
their buddy is slyly fishing in filthy
waters to help his private ambition to be
the nominee for the office of Vice-
President.

The famous old Bronx clown, Jafsie,
who handed the ransom money to the
kidnapper, has also been cashing in on
In Liberty, a
magazine noted for its pornographic
stories, fascist editorials and cheap
crime thrillers, Jafsie has been telling
all, via one of Bernard Macfadden’s
ghost-writers. There have been three in-
stalments of the lurid tale and each one
ends with Jafsie’s mysterious promise to
uncover new evidence in next week’s in-
stalment (price five cents).

The famous criminal lawyer and
Democratic candidate for office, Sam
Leibowitz, has also found a way into the
mud-puddle as defense counsel. He is
in the case to see that only “pure jus-
tice” is done.

And the end is not yet. There may
even be a re-trial, furnishing a harvest
for hot-dog peddlers, yellow news-
papers, sobsisters, confidence men, so-
ciety women and all the other racket-
eers. '
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Paris Defends Léon Blum

Paris, Feb., 17.
HAVE just returned from 25 Quai de
Bourbon, which is the home of Léon
Blum, the Socialist leader who was re-
cently attacked by Royalist-Fascist thugs.

The Blum apartment is on the first floor;
and in the reception hall Madame Blum and
two secretaries were sorting masses of tele-
grams. These had come from every corner
of France and every country in the world,
and expressed the universal indignation that
has been aroused by the attempted assassina-
tion. Léon Blum was felicitated on his
narrow escape from murder by men who
spoke for every political party except the
extreme Right. The secretaries also ar-
ranged stacks of clippings from the world
press, all of those denouncing the dastardly
crime against Blum.

The Socialist leader himself, his head ban-
daged, pale, serene and smiling, bore his
wounds with dignity. The doctors reported
that he had rested comfortably the night
before. Blum, though able to speak, has
chosen to be silent about the attempt on
his life. He has made no formal statement
even to his own Socialist newspaper, Popu-
laire. ‘The doctors say his temperature is
normal and they discount the possibility of
any complication, though Blum is past sixty.
His weakness, they say, is due to loss of
blood and after-effects of nervous shock.

Yet if Léon Blum is alive, and there is
certain hope for his recovery, it is no fault
of the Royalist bullies who attacked him.
Murder was unmistakably their ‘object.
Nothing better demonstrates the complete
and desperate demoralization of fascism in
France than the stupidity and cowardice of
their crime. ’

The Socialist leader was seated in the
automobile of his friend, Deputy Monnet.
Madame Monnet was the third member of
the party. They were returning home from
the regular sessions of the Chamber of Dep-
uties. Their car was quietly crossing the
Boulevard St. Germain when it ‘was halted,
like hundreds of other cars, by a traffic jam
caused by the funeral procession of the
Royalist author, Jacques Bainville.

Nobody would ever believe that a man
of the age and dignity of Léon Blum would
_have been tempted to provocation at such a
moment. Hundreds of witnesses and most
of the newspaper reporters were unanimous
in their statement that Léon Blum was at-
tacked suddenly by hundreds of young toughs
who left the funeral parade and swarmed
around his car. »

A few had recognized him, and they led
the others into immediate action. They
broke the windows of the car, smashed at
his gray head with their fascist blackjacks.

RAOUL DAMIENS

When Madame Monnet tried to protect the
Socialist leader with her own body, they
dragged both her and Léon Blum to the
sidewalk. Here the young fascist heroes
kicked and pummelled the prostrate bodies
of the helpless couple. ~

Some building workers in overalls, at
work nearby, ran up and fought to protect
the man and woman. Two policemen ran
up and helped effect a rescue. Such is the
picture Paris newspapers the next morning
gave of the chivalry of the noble Royalist
youth whose patron-saint is Joan of Arc.
It was a low, brutal crime, and yet one
must characterize it as being even more
stupid than it was dastardly.

For whether it proved a successful or
abortive assassination, its only possible result
could have been to arouse a universal de-
testation of royalists and fascists, and this is
actually what has happened. Not one news-
paper, not even the most reactionary ones
which are not openly fascist, failed to iden-
tify and chastise the Royalist Camelots as
the assaulters, or to demand an end to the
general disorder and insecurity they are
causing in France. The entire press is con-
temptuous of the lame alibi offered by the
leaders who form the royalist Action Fran-
caise. And a government decree, based on
the law of January 10, 1936, orders the
dissolution of the three Royalist leagues and
forbids their reconstitution under any other
alias. Charles Maurras, the fiery dotard and
provocateur who is editor of the Royalist
journal, has been charged with incitement
to murder and complicity in condoning as-
sassination. ‘Three young royalists were pho-
tographed in the act of bludgeoning Léon
Blum by a movie camera. They have been
imprisoned and other arrests are expected.

Indignation in France approached a climax’

when the police, searching the premises of
Action Frangaise, discovered Léon Blum’s
hat proudly displayed in the trophy room.
Documents were also discovered implicating
officials in the French Ministry of the In-
terior, who have been secretly conveying state
information to the Royalists.

The public indignation actually reached
its climax yesterday in a parade in Paris,
with nearly a million marchers, who cheered
the name of Léon Blum, and who demon-
strated that the vast undecided vote in Paris
is swinging to ‘the People’s Front.

Unmindful of the discoveries made by the
police in their quarters and the movie cam-
era evidence against them, the Royalists at
first attempted ‘some clumsy lying. They
justified the attack on Léon Blum by claim-
ing that he had tried to force his car
through the solemn funeral procession for
Bainville, and that this had aroused the pop-

ulace, who “reacted instinctively.” Léon
Blum, they said, was merely scratched in
the scuffle, and had been saved from a worse
fate, and even death, by a group of chival-
rous young Royalists. The unparalleled im-
pudence of their alibi proved as useless as
it was fatuous, when the police magistrate
confronted them with Léon Blum’s hat and
the movie film made at the scene. The
Royalist chiefs were stricken dumb by this
evidence, but on recovering their pewers of
speech, they still asserted that it had been
no premeditated attack. But here again they
struck another snag. Courtois, who had
arrested one of the royalist bullies, cross-
questioned him in the police station. At
first the young fascist denied his royalist
affiliations; but later he admitted that the
assault on Blum had been ordered by his
squad leader. His testimony indicates that
though it is possible no assassination had
been planned beforehand, it actually was
improvised in concert on the spot.
Characteristically, the royalist leaders
after years of stirring their witless followers

.to violence, now deserted them when the

whole gang had been trapped. Unluckily
for the leaders, however, they had printed
the facts of their blood-lust in their news-
papers. For thirty years Charles Maurras
had clamored in his paper that all working-
class leaders should be assassinated—not sym-
bolically, but literally. Other royalist lead-
ers crammed The Action Francaise with in-
vitations to murder. Maurras is probably
the guiltiest of them all. It was he, in
1914, on the verge of war, who publicly
demanded that twelve bullets be shot into
Jean Jaures, the great Socialist leader who
actually met his death at the hands of an
assassin. Recently this same lunatic of a
Maurras shrieked that the 140 French Dep-
uties (congressmen) who were pro-League
and anti-Mussolini, be killed in the same
manner. ‘“Use automatics, revolvers, kitchen
knives!” this vile old man shrieked in his
paper. Later, on April 9 he wrote: “Léon
Blum deserves shooting, but from ~behind.”
Again he said, “Imprison Blum and Cachin!”

GAIN and again these reactionaries
cried out in their press: “Imprison
Blum and Cachin! They should be shot!”
Inevitably the day came when wretches
poisoned by this sanguinary literature con-
verted words into deeds. Then the leaders
who inspired the assassins repudiated them.
These are the tactics of Hitler and Musso-
lini, of the fascists everywhere. Wherever
types like Maurras and la Rocque have seized
power it has been through crime and assas-
sination. ‘The Nazis, blackshirts, Camelots,
Crosses of Fire and Francistes are the same
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brigand breed subsidized by the capitalist
class to destroy the militants of the working-
class and the democracy.

The People’s Front, by pooling all the
healthy energies of the French masses, has
forced the fascists to retreat. It is now
clear why the Communists were right in de-
manding the dissolution of all fascist leagues,
which, regardless of their shirts, are alike.

Roused to indignation by the murderous
attack on Léon Blum, the workers re-
sponded to the call of the People’s Front
for a mass demonstration in the streets of
Paris on Sunday.

I witnessed that parade. It was the most
inspiring demonstration in recent French his-
tory, more impressive than that of July 14.

At the initiative of the Communists, 850,-
000 men, women and children gathered—on
only forty-eight hours’ notice—in the streets
and squares of the capital. All the parties
of the Left were represented.

In that vast parade I saw the scientists
Rivet and Langevin, the famous lawyer
Moro-Giafferri, who defended Dimitrov and

Gov. Landon Gets a

TOPEKA.

Governor Landon is a doer of things—
William Randolph Hearst.

OWN in Fort Scott, Kansas, vigi-
lantes were using tear gas and clubs
on the striking W.P.A. workers.

“Say,” drawled a lean striker to me after
the excitement was over, “if you’re going up
to see Alf Landon be sure and notice if the
capitol building still stinks.”

“Stinks?” 1 replied, puzzled.

“Sure,” he explained, giving me a wise
wink. “Everybody down here says the place
smells like a sewer since Hearst was there.”

In the capital city, vigilantes no longer
worried me but it was necessary to keep on
the look-out for Catholic prelates and the
G-men. The prelates were organizing the
corruption of school children when I arrived.
An entire convention of kids had just been
doped into adopting resolutions to ‘“combat
Communism by mental prayer, self-sacrifice
and faith in the leadership of bishops.”

Along with this, Kansas papers had re-
ported that Edgar Hoover’s ace dicks were
slinking around the city because “Communist
agents have established contact in Topeka
and Kansas and are fomenting discontent.”
Under such conditions any stranger without
baggage was almost certain to be mistaken
for a—quoting again from the press—“Com-
munist agent trying to gain a foothold in
Kansas.” :

Alf Landon acted glad to see me, and we
shook hands. He explained that he needed

Thaelmann; former Premier Daladier; Left
leaders like Cachin, Thorez, Faure and Piot.
Writers like Guéhenno, Chamson and Viollis
marched for five hours kside by side with
shop-keepers, laborers, housewives, war-vet-
erans and schoolboys. The air of Paris shook
with old revolutionary songs like the Mar-
seillaise, the Carmagnole and Ca Ira, and
with the Internationale of the proletarian
revolution. The ‘dense mass shouted slo-
gans in -‘thunderous unison:

“Dissolve the Fascist Leagues! Soviets
everywhere! Down with war! Down with
the fascist assassins!”

The demonstrators were grouped along
regional and not along party lines. There
was no disturbance. Feeble reactionary prov-
ocations were quickly overwhelmed by the
cheerful, dignified and disciplined masses.

The weather was mild, sunny, springlike,
and even sections of the almighty police
showed sympathy with the People’s Front.
Looking for a short cut through the demon-
stration, I showed a policeman my NEew
MaAssgs press card.

DEWITT GILPIN

a haircut and, being a great hand for in-
formality, he sent for a barber to cut his
hair while we talked. The barber moved
us into the conference room and sat Lan-
don down' in front of the painting of the
pioneers. The governor, sitting in front of
me with a barber’s sheet around him, didn’t
look much like a pioneer.

Governor Landon, however, knew about
THE NEw Masses. He was personally ac-
quainted with a man they often wrote about
—Norman Thomas.

“A scholar and a gentleman,” he said of
Thomas, “and you can quote me as saying
that! Of course I don’t agree with his
basic principles but it would be foolish to
say that I disagree with everything he ad-
vocates.” The Governor looked thoughtful
for a moment. “Some of his points have
already been adopted,” he explained.

Perhaps the question of civil liberties was
one of the points of disagreement, I sug-
gested. Had the Governor noticed the
growing tendency for a united front of re-
actionaries aiming to suppress all civil rights?

“Yes,” he replied, “I have noticed that
tendency and deplore it.” ‘

This seemed inconsistent. A ‘“dark horse”
that Hearst was trying to ride into the
White House could hardly be: sincere about
deploring reaction. But the Governor cleared
up that point.

He was wearing no man’s collar, he said.
He was a “dark horse” not yet broke to the
saddle and likely to do anything once he
landed in Washington.
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“American United Front?” he whispered
to me in English. “Hein, I’ve been there.
Pass. I'm with you!”

Symbolically, the demonstration started
from the Pantheon, cut across the Latin
Quarter, through the aristocratic Faubourg
St. Germain, past the Bastille, along the
Faubourg St. Antoine, replete with tradi-
tions of 1789, and disbanded at the Place
de la Nation.

From behind curtained casements, high-
nosed royalist ladies frowned at the sacrilege
of workers from Belleville and Menilmon-
tant, the Red suburbs, invading precincts
which until Sunday were fortresses of the
fascist student bands. »

The peopie of Paris, out almost a million
strong, were resolute and self-assured mas-
ters of the capital. At the same time, sim-
ilar demonstrations were taking place in
Marseilles, Toulon, Bordeaux, St. Brieux,
Tours and others cities.

If ever the election was doubtful, the -
abortive attempt to assassinate Léon Blum
assures the defeat of the reaction.

Haircut

The Kansas people are not so sure of
this. Many of them feel that the Landon-
Hearst merger is just the case of a crooked
city slicker picking up a country boy to use
him. Any man who accepts Hearst’s sup-
port is expected to take orders—orders that
lead to fascism. I said this to Governor
Landon.

“I get you,” he assured me. “I get you.”

The Landon boomlet didn’t amount to a
hill of beans until Hearst came to Topeka
to look ‘“horse-sense” Alf over. Landon’s
theory—‘‘the greatest reform we can have is
recovery> and when in doubt “balance the
budget”’—captivated Willie.

I reminded the Governor that Professor
Beard once labeled Hearst as the man “no
decent person would touch with a ten-foot
pole,” and asked him what he thought of
the publicity Hearst was giving him.

“I call it darn good publicity!”’

Those were strange words from a man
who considers himself a progressive “liberal.”

“Well, isn’t it a fact,” he asked, “that
liberals and conservatives are getting together
to protect our liberties? Have we ever had
a government that suppressed them more
than the present one?”

Any “getting together” which included
Hearst didn’t sound exactly healthy—partic-
ularly for ‘the workers and farmers.

“Well,” argued Landon, “I've been study-
ing quite a bit about the question. I just
finished reading a book that might give you
some idea of what I mean. It’s called, The
Gay Reformer—have you read it?”
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A Governor named Talmadge recently
held a convention that aimed to save Ameri-
can liberties. One of the convention’s planks
seems to have been bigger and better lynch-
ings. Landon claims to be a friend of the
Negro people but he didn’t have much to say
when I asked his opinion of Talmadge’s
“liberty-loving” gang. \

“I haven’t any opinion,” he said simply.

Taxes, of course, are a form of suppres-
sion. Landon feels that the country ‘“needs
desperately a cheaper, simpler and more re-
sponsible relief administration” whose cost
should be paid “by a tax on society.” But
any tax which socks the poor and lets Big
Business free to feather its nest is hardly in
keeping with the American tradition.

“I agree,” admitted Landon, “such a tax
_isn’t equality.”

He seemed to feel that the rich should be
socked “according to their ability to pay”
but his ideas on the subject were hardly
definite. On the farm question he was also
vague. The Governor learned about farm-
ing clipping coupons off his dad’s oil stock
and the farm problem is giving him a lot
of trouble. )

The Kansas people have suffered greatly
during the past few years and many of them
feel that it is partly Landon’s fault. The
dust storms last summer finished bankrupting
the poor farmers and many of them are liv-
ing on home-baked bread and potatoes. They
are no longer free and independent people

and over 40 percent of them have been
forced off their land and are trying to make
a living as share-croppers. Relief conditions
are so bad that on six occasions relief work-
ers have taken over county courthouses and
held them until they were given wage in-
creases. In the southern part of the state
the mines are playing out and hundreds of
miners are fighting to keep their families
alivee. Landon helped them out last sum-
mer by sending troops in to break their
strike. Some of the soldiers were kind-
hearted men and always drew double ra-
tions at mealtime so they could feed the
hungry little kids that hung around the en-
campment. About all Landon has ever done
for the miners, the farmers and the workers
is to tell them to sit tight and have faith.
Large numbers of Kansans are fighting
mad about such treatment. They are en-
raged at the Landon-Hearst alliance and see
in it an attempt at further suppression and
exploitation. But the Gavernor isn’t alarmed.
“It’s good for the masses to make them
mad,” he explained. “It makes’em do things!”
Perhaps he is really a liberal after all
and has just lined up with Hearst in order
to make the Kansans so all-fired mad they

will rise in fury and take back their state. -

This is a funny way to serve the revolution
but it’s about what you could expect from
a man who says: ‘“What this nation needs is
better housekeeping!” .

The barber had finished the haircut by
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now and finally got to say something.
“How’s zat?”’ he asked.

The barber takes a special pride in his
work since that writer for The Nation
decided that Landon’s rather seedy-looking
head “would delight a sculptor.”

Landon said the haircut was “O.K.” with-
out even looking; his newly-described honors
apparently rest easily on his shoulders. It
was time to go and the Governor acted
sorry to see me leave. He wasn’t sure that
he had explained the Hearst business and
there was still the question about the liberal-
conservative united front.

“I like to talk to people who don’t agree
with me,” he explained. “I’ve got too many
people that agree with me around here as
it is.”

Governors, you see, have their troubles
too. I left the capital and hurried to the
bus station, keeping a weather eye peeled
for the G-men but not worrying much about
the Catholic school kids. Inside the station
I read in a newspaper that the school kids
had decided to combat Communism in Kan-
sas “through acts of mercy.” This would
relieve the “suffering among classes that are
poorest, who are for that reason more sus- -
ceptible to the teachings of Moscow agents.”

That W.P.A. striker was right. Topeka,
Kansas, still smells like Hearst. So does
Alf Landon and even his best friends won’t
tell him.

The ‘Battle for Art

(NN HIS is the most wonderful ex-
perience of my life,”” a painter
said to me in the lobby of the

New School for Social Research where the

American Artists’ Congress was meeting.

I have known this man for years. He
is very gifted, he has been very successful.
Money and fame have been his; he was
always welcome in the best museums and
drawing rooms. And, like nearly all those
who flourished in the pre-depression arts, he
lived in a rarefied atmosphere of self-cen-
tered sensation and applause.

In the past five years I have watched
this man losing first his market, then his
public, then his faith in all the ideals which
had once sustained him. He felt the impact
of the profound crisis which has overwhelm-
ed contemporary society and he began to
question everything, including himself and
his work. For the first time since the war,
he began to take a passionate interest in the
events of the day—hitherto supposed to be
none of the artist’s business. Above all, he
began to seek a new understanding of his
own place in society.’

And now he had found the most wonder-

- JOSEPH FREEMAN

ful experience in his life. He had found
that he was not alone. There were at least
399 of America’s leading artists who felt
as he felt, and hundreds of others ready to
join them.

For the first time, artists had met in a
nationwide organization above esthetic group-

ings. They were ready to act together for

the solution of their own problems. And
out of these problems they had seen their
true relation to the rest of the world.

Here, the young modernist and the old
academician, the abstractionist and the rev-
olutionary cartoonist joined hands in an
identical cause, for common work.

This united not only each artist with his
fellow craftsmen, but united all the artists
with the millions who are struggling for
the defense and advancement of culture.

Nobody was more surprised at the extra-
ordinary success of the American Artists’
Congress, which mgt in New York City
this week, than the “artists themselves. All
too modestly, they assumed that painters
could not speak, write or organize. Yet the
congress itself was in many ways an ad-
vance over last year’s congress of writers,

itself a real landmark in American culture.

Thanks to secretary Stuart Davis and his
collaborators, the organization was remark-
ably smooth; thanks to the awakening of
the artists, the papers and discussions were
on a high, mature level. Painters who had
for years considered themselves inarticulate,
spoke up from the floor with passion, logic
and fluency. Various groups of artists have
been doing this for the past five years.

What gave this week’s congress special
significance was that it transcended the va-
rious groups by including all of them.

The four hundred delegates from every
part of the United States who attended the
sessions were truly representative of Ameri-
can art. They were among the best known
and the most competent men and women in
their field, and they came from every ex-
isting esthetic school.

Active in the congress were artists as
diverse as George Biddle and Peter Blume,
Adolph Dehn and Aaron Douglas, William
Gropper and Paul Manship, Lynd Ward
and Max Weber, Gilbert Wilson and Ern-
est Fiene, H. Glintenkamp and Arnold
Blanch, Rockwell Kent and Paul Strand.
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The call for the congress was addressed
to all artists of recognized standing in their
profession ‘“who are aware of the critical
conditions existing in world culture in gen-
eral, and in the field of the arts in par-
ticular.” The central aim was collective dis-
cussion, planning and action for the preser-
vation and development of culture. The
artists emphasized that the very existence of
culture is endangered by the prevailing eco-
nomic crisis, by the growth of fascism, by
the preparations for war.

The artists, relating their own experiences
to the general growth of reaction in the
United States, could only conclude that they
must act collectively to defend their interests
as artists and to defend culture as a whole.
Convinced that isolated action is ineffective,
the artists also resolved to ally themselves
with all groups engaged in the common
struggle against war and fascism.

But once the artist stepped out of his
studio into the public arena, he was trans-
formed as an individual. The shy painter
became a vigorous tribune. The artists who
filled Town Hall Friday evening, when the
congress opened with a public session, were
vibrant with enthusiasm and purpose; in the
carriage and voices of the speakers there
was courage and responsibility.

Lewis Mumford, in the chair, said the

congress was unique in the history of Amer-
ican art. Stuart Davis pointed out that the
period of economic depression has chal-
lenged all psychological and esthetic cer-
tainties which had once given force and di-
rection to the artists’ work.

Mr. Davis set the tone for the evening
- by emphasizing that fascism and war are
of necessity inimical to culture. If the
_artists are to be serious, he said, ‘“we can
attack even the most highly specialized prob-
lems that confront us only in relation to our
main objective, which is to build a bulwark
for the defense of
" for economic security.”

Rockwell Kent criticized the prevailing
social order by ironical contrast with Green-
land, whose natives, he said, refused to be-
lieve that in America men are permitted to
starve while the necessities of living are de-

stroyed. Joe Jones described the repression

of art in the United States with numerous
instances of censorship and destruction; and
Margaret Bourke-White told of the encour-
agement of the artist in the Soviet Union.
One .of the most moving addresses of the
evening was made by Aaron Douglas, who
spoke on the Negro in American culture.
Mr. Douglas pointed out that until recently
the Negro’s role in art was solely that of a
distorted spectacle. Revolutionary art, alone,
has treated the Negro seriously, if not al-
ways profoundly. The real potentialities of
the Negro in art, he concluded, will emerge
only when the Negro has freed himself from
social discrimination and segregation.
Racial  discrimination was discussed by
George Biddle, President of The Mural
Painters, who proposed a resolution that

intellectual freedom,

American artists refuse to participate in any
art exhibition connected with the Olympic
games sponsored by the Nazi regime.

As realistic American artists we protest against
participation with a government which sponsors
racial discrimination, the censorship of free speech
and free expression, and the glorification of war,
hatred and sadism.

The audience passed this resolution by
unanimous acclaim. ‘The artists’ opposition
to war and fascism was then further de-
veloped by the sculptor Paul Manship and
the painter Peter Blume.

When Jose Clemente Orozco took the
platform for a brief greeting from the
painters of his country, the audience spon-
taneously rose in ovation, a stirring tribute
to the greatest of living craftsmen. The
appearance of Art Young, too, aroused deep
emotion; and Heywood Broun wound up
this extraordinary gathering by a brilliant
and passionate appeal for feeling in art as
against the taste of millionaire patrons; for
the trade-unipon organization of artists; for

- art rooted in the lives of the millions who

make up American labor.
OR the next two days—all of Satur-
day, February 15 and all of Sunday,
February 16—the four hundred artists who
made up the congress met in four executive
sessions at the New School for Social Re-
search.

Here the papers and the discussions cen-
tered on the specific problems of the Amer-

ican artist, principally how he can obtain

outlets for his work. This involved the
problem of audience, and the artistic lan-
guage which would make works of art ac-
cessible to the greatest possible number of
people. The great variety of esthetic tend-
encies represented in the congress did not
prevent the - artists from uniting on their
common fundamental problems. They all
agreed that they would not permit their art
to be employed for the propagation of
fascism and war; and in insisting upon the
rental policy they repudiated the building up
of the museums at the expense of the artist.

The major theme was developed at the
first session by Meyer Schapiro of Columbia
University, who spoke on the social basis of
art; by Lynd Ward, the woodcut artist,
who spoke on race, nationality and art; and
by Jerome Klein, the critic, who spoke on
the artist and his audience.

Existing outlets for the artist, the speak-
ers showed, do not favor the development
of a free art. The prevailing social system
exerts constant pressure on the artist to pro-

" duce a luxury art corresponding to the needs

of the parasitic classes. Mr. Schapiro point-
ed out that the leisure class which dominates
the art market sets up purposelessness' in
art as a special value gquivalent to its own
conspicuous consumption.

Along similar lines, Jerome Klein demon-
strated that speculation in works of art
militates against the recognition and support
of the artist in his own lifetime. Frustrated
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while he is still alive by museums and pa-
trons who treat art merely as a long-term
investment, the artist paints for post-mortem
recognition and of necessity paints canvasses.
divorced from contemporary reality. Mr.
Klein, however, noted a strong and definite
movement in American art toward express-
ing the aspirations of the unprivileged
masses. This social - critical art reaches a
large, new audience which changes art itself
into an effective social instrument.

Gilbert Wilson illustrated the meaning
of the new social art from his own ex-
perience. His murals were attacked by the
American Legion of Terre Haute, which
mistook a quotation from the Declaration of
Independence for a quotation from Eugene
Debs.

In a brilliant satirical paper describing
the life of the artist in the prevailing social
order, Max Weber said:

Regardless of what talents or gifts we were
favored with by the gods, in order to obtain a
hearing and a return commensurate with our
creative gifts, we must live in slums, lose our
reason, cut off our ears and noses, and finally
comntit suicide if we hope for a considerable
audience a half-century after our flight from this.
planet.

It was Mr. Weber's opinion that the
question of subject matter, as influenced by
the new social consciousness, will be solved
soonest and best “through closer ties be-
tween artists and the steadily-growing class-
conscious proletarian audience.” The new
art, he said, would reveal the poetry ‘and
power and potential beauty inherent in the
great toiling awakening masses.

It is impossible in this space to describe
all the papers read at the congress. Dealing
with the most diverse problems of the art-
ist’s craft and his economic status, every one
of them was on high mature level. The
experience of the studio and the artists’ trade
union, of the P.W.A. picket line and the
museum, of the art colony and the popular
magazine were collated and discussed by ex-
perts in each field and by the -congress as
a whole, until there emerged the most com-
plete picture yet given of art in the United
States today. To this was added the ex-
perience of Mexico, brought by Orozco and
Siqueiros; the experience of Cuba and Peru,
brought by especially accredited delegates;
and the experience of Germany and Italy
on the one hand and the Soviet Union on
the other. '

Two leading American artists who had
originally refrained from joining sat through
the sessions and testified to the effectiveness
of the new organization by applying for
membership. The four hundred delegates
voted to establish a permanent League of
American artists, and elected an executive
committee of thirty-five for that purpose.

There was every evidence that the most
progressive forces in American art have en-
tered upon a course that will at once in-
vigorate art and all that is best in con-
temporary society.
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A Pinch:of Salt

A First-Hand Report from the Carpathian-Russ

Paris.

HE Carpathian-Russ in the eastern-

most section of Czechoslovakia is only

a few hours’ train ride from Vienna
or Budapest. When you reach this garden
spot of beauty nestling between the Polish
Ukraine, Rumania and Hungary and wander
from Uzhorod, its chief city, through the
villages at the feet of the towering Carpa-
thian mountains you are struck by the ap-
pearance of the men. Wherever you go, you
see them in their sheepskin coats looking like
great bears, huge goiters hanging from their
necks. Sometimes you meet them on the
road, ropes around their powerful chests,
pulling ancient wagons, for very few peas-
ants have beasts of burden. Tax collectors
have seized and sold everything they owned.

My translator and I had been jogging
along in a broken wagon toward the village
of Lukova.when we saw an old peasant in
the distance. He looked up as we approached
and the driver shouted a hearty greeting, add-
ing a little proudly, I thought, that he had an
American who had come to see how the
people lived. The peasant smiled and I im-
mediately forgot the dirt and the greasy hair
and the yellow, ground-down teeth. The
whole face seemed to radiate kindliness, an
extraordinary combination of shrewdness and
sadness.

“You can see how we live,” he said,
motioning with his hand to his hut. “Only
by the love of God are we still alive, for
there is a great hunger in the land.”

We sat in his one-room hut near the fire
enclosed by field stones over which they bake
their bread and while he spat through his
beard upon the hard earth that was the
floor he told me how he lived and what
was happening and in the course of it I
heard the story of Stefan, “a strong man
with only a small swelling on his neck in-
stead of a big one, and a good neighbor
who sat with the sick when they were in
need, being even more tender than a wo-
man.”

Stefan had lived down the road tending
land owned by some big lord whose name
he did not even know, for he dealt with an
overseer. The hut where he lived was very
old and the roof sagged so that often, when
he was in good humor and did not have to
worry about his hunger so much, his neigh-
bors would see him come out, beat his chest
with his strong arms and fill his lungs with
the air that always smells of the great for-
ests; then he would call out gaily to his
neighbors that he thought that since there
was no work to be had, he would devote

“treated ;
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this day to “holding up the roof, for it
leaned over the doorway like an old man
carrying a great load of wood.”

His wife who had borne him three chil-
dren, developed a goiter that was as big
as a melon and died. Almost the only
visitors he had were the Communist agita-
tors. But they did not come to visit him
because he was lonely; they came to persuade
him to vote for Communist deputies for
Parliament and to take part in gatherings
to demand that the government feed them.

“They told him of the great land about
a two days’ ride by horse from the border
of Czechoslovakia. There, they said, the
peasants owned everything and had enough
to eat and the land is so big that it ends
on the other side of the world where the
people do not even look like us, for their
eyes go up into their foreheads.”

Stefan was told of the boundaries of this
land where the peasants and workers owned
everything and that right near the Russian
border the Communists were very badly
that was in Poland which was
across the road from Russia. But in Czecho-
slovakia Communists had meetings and
talked a great deal. When you cross a
border you are in a new and entirely dif-
ferent land; that is why in one land the
people own everything and in another they
just talk and in still another land they are
arrested and beaten for talking. The bor-
ders between the lands marked the differ-
ence. Since the differences were so sharp
Stefan came to the conclusion that a border
was a high wall with gates through which
you passed when you entered the new and
different country. Many times he and his
neighbors sat around wondering how much
it would cost to build the high walls, but
once Stefan was not far from the border
and he walked to the Czechoslovakian-Polish
frontier, looking for the wall. )

“There is no wall,” he told his neighbors
when he came back. “There is not even a
line to show which is Czechoslovakia and
which is Poland!”

The Czech soldiers told him that where
he stood was Czechoslovakia, but if he took
one step to the north he would be in Poland
where there is a different language, differ-
ent customs, different tax collectors, differ-
ent soldiers and Stefan stood there and list-
ened for a long time and said, ‘“But it is
exactly the same land and why everything
should be different I do not know. The
Poles are dressed like me and they have big
swellings on their necks, too!”

The guards tried to explain why one

was one land and the other another land,
but apparently they did not understand it
too well either, for Stefan could not under-
stand why, if the land was the same and
the people the same why everything should
be different and finally he spat and said,
“I think this is all very foolish,” and went
back home.

HEN he returned he asked the Com-

munists if Russia had borders, too,
and told them what he thought of it and
the Communists laughed and agreed that it
was very foolish. They explained that if he
were a Communist and everybody else were
Communists there would be no borders like
that and there would be no hunger as there
is in the Carpathian-Russ for there was
enough food all over the world to feed
everybody living and the only reason every-

body was not eating is that people wanted

to make a profit from the food. It was
all very complicated, but Stefan listened
patiently and thought it was a good idea
that there would be no great hunger for
some while others had too much food, and
yet would not give it. .

“But it cannot be done today, can it?”
he would ask, looking into the faces of the
Communists.

“It could if everybody were Communists,”
they told him.

“But everybody isn’t, are they?” he would
say, shaking his head and scratching himself.

“No, that’s why we are trying to ex-
plain things to the people to make them
Communists.”

“Then it is a dream,” Stefan concluded.
“A good dream, but it cannot be. done, for
is not everybody selfish?”

“But the dream has come true in the
vast land whose borders are only a little
way from here.”

“Yes,” Stefan would say, “it has been
done; and maybe it can be done, but I will
have fed the worms long before. Tomor-
row maybe it will be wonderful and every-
body will eat, but today—” and he used
to sigh and shake his head.

So when it came time to vote, Stefan
voted for the Agrarian Party instead of for
the Communists.

“The Agrarian Party has the govern-
ment, has it not?”’ he explained. “But the
Communists have no government, so what
can they do for me if they do not have
the government?”’

Many peasants voted for the Agrarian
Party; it offered something immediate, while
the Communists offered a dream of tomor-
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row. The biggest drawing card the Agra-
rians’ offered was the long promised land
reformation. For years peasants had been
told that the great estates seized from the
defeated countries would be divided among
them. Those without land would be given
a plot of ground for themselves instead of
having to work for a lord on a share-
cropper basis, getting one-fourth of the har-
vest. Stefan particularly was happy at the
prospect of becoming a landowner and when,
before the last election, Agrarian speakers
came and hired him and his neighbors to
go into the woods to survey the land so
each would know which was his when the
division was effected he had been very happy.
With his own axe he marked trees to show
the boundaries of his hectare and a half
which the Agrarians promised would be his
as soon as they were elected.

The Communists asked if he did not re-
member that preceding the last election the
Agrarians had done precisely the same thing,
yet the land was not divided. It was true,
what the Communists said, and Stefan had
asked about it. The Agrarian speaker had
told him that the Agrarians were willing
enough; everything was ready for it and the
prints showing which was his and which
was another’s land were now at the Minis-
try of Agriculture and that the Agrarian
deputies in Parliament had demanded that
the land be divided; but the deputies of the
Czech Catholic Party and the Czech Na-
tional and Social Party and all the other
parties had opposed it. That was why they
were now trying to get everybody to vote
Agrarian so there’d be no opposition.

Stefan was a little bitter against all these
parties which opposed the land reformation,
but since he had struck a somewhat sharp
bargain because of this very opposition, he
was willing to overlook it. He had pre-
tended to doubt whether the Agrarians really
planned to divide the land since they had
failed to do it before, but intimated that
if the surveyor would give him a few
meters more than the promised hectare and
"a half he might— and the surveyor had
winked and said that if he didn’t tell the
others it could be arranged. When Stefan
told his neighbors of the bargain he had
made, everybody envied him for his shrewd-
ness.

There is something about the land with
its slow, unhurried growth of the means of
life that develops patience in those who live
on it and Stefan waited patiently. Great
things like dividing the land are not done
in a moment. But while he waited with
the patience of the earth itself, there was
the immediate problem of eating and all he
or the others about him had were potatoes.

“You get tired of eating potatoes. all the
time,” the peasant said slowly, staring at the
opaque window of his hut, “but it is better
than nothing. A man can really manage to
live on just potatoes if there is a little salt
to put in the water when they are boiling.
Potatoes are so tasteless without salt, es-

pecially if you eat them all the time, and it
costs only one kronin and eighty heller a
kilogram—but who can get a kronin and
eighty heller?” (about nine cents).

“Are there no salt mines in Czechoslo-
vakia?”’

“There are great salt mines in the Car-
pathian - Russ. In Akna-Slatina, near Ru-
mania, there are more people who do noth-
ing but dig salt than there are in the whole
village of Lukova.”

“Then why is salt so scarce?
be cheap here.”

“When you go to where the railroads
run to the great cities you see big cars
filled with salt; but here, we are too poor
to buy it. The salt is owned by fine gentle-
men who live in fine houses—like the lords,”
he added.

“And what do. you think about that?”’

“I think it is not just.
thought that it was not just that one should
have so much salt while another hungered
for a pinch of it. But Stefan was not just,
too, for did he not want to own land and
sell what he grew just like those who owned
the salt?” ;

E TOLD me of the rarity of salt,

that some thought the goiters devel-
oped because they were too poor to buy salt,
while others blamed the water that came
gushing down the mountainsides. But if
they cannot afford the kronin and _eighty
heller that a kilogram of refined salt costs
and they can manage to earn a few heller
by working for some Lukova shopkeeper
or in the forests, they buy red salt, which
tastes bad and is painted red so everybody
may know it is for cattle and not fit for
human beings. But when your body cries
for salt as a man dying of thirst cries for
water, then you use the red salt.

To this suffering from hunger and a lack
of salt, they were given another irritation:
that of a government seeking taxes from a
peasantry so poor that it could not afford
salt. At first when tax collectors came the
peasants thought it was funny that the gov-

It should

ernment should ask for taxes when it knew .

they didn’t have money enough to buy salt.
But it wasn’t so funny when the tax col-
lector, unable to get money, began to take
horses and cows, sheep and pigs and sell
those to get tax money.

I heard tale after tale in different vil-
lages of peasants whose sole income was
milk from their one cow, milk so precious
that they wouldn’t give it even to their chil-
dren and of how the cow was taken from
them, of horses so thin that they were vir-
tually useless, that were taken. Repeatedly
I heard the peasants say: ‘“What can a man
do without his horses? How can he plow
the land for sowing? No, there is nothing
to do but put a rope around your chest and
pull the wagon yourself.”

Sometimes it seemed to these peasants that
the government which had promised them
land was really taking everything away.

And Stefan, too,
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Resentment gave way to bitterness and Com-
munists organized a protest meeting. Sol-
diers fired on the peasants (1935) killing
two, wounding many and arresting almost
everybody. Despite this and the fury of the
peasants, the government persisted in taking
everything it could and on Nov. 3, 1935,
more than 10,000 peasants from 300 vil-
lages marched upon Mukacevo to demand
the end of all this. There were too many
and their anger was too sharp for any more
shooting, so the Czech officials suggested
they send delegates to see the President of
the Republic.

“But nothing came of it,” said the peas-
ants.

When the collectors had taken about
everything that could be taken in the form
of livestock, they began to search the huts,
taking everything that could be sold. It be-
came so bad that when a collector was
sighted peasants would send their children
running to the neighbors to tell them that
one of the demons that seemed to have at-
tached themselves to hound them forever
and forever was on the way and there would
be a frantic scurrying to hide whatever was
portable.

“They would hide even the vegetables,”
said my old peasant, shaking his head.

“Food?” 1 exclaimed.

“Have you not heard? Here in Lukova
a peasant threatened a tax collector for try-
ing to take his last cow and the gendarmes
came and took him off to jail and kept him
there for two weeks and when he was in
jail they came and took his last cow and
the few vegetables he had saved for food
for the winter and they sold them and when
they set him free and he saw all this, his
reason left him, for he sought out ‘the tax
collector and killed him -and then killed him-
self.”

The persistent drive for taxes eventually
reached the stage where the persons of the
peasants were. searched lest they had sold
something or had worked for someone and
were hiding the few kronin; and. one day
they searched Stefan Zcjkan. |,

“Only the day before he told me, ‘If 1
could only earn a few heller I would buy
some red salt, and when he was searched
he cried, ‘If I had a few heller I would
buy a little salt. See! Search my hut and
see if you can find a little salt. I have
hardly enough potatoes and no salt at all
and if I had a few heller do. you not think
I would buy salt?”

NSTEAD of the drive to collect taxes

lessening after this visit, it seemed to be
intensified. The government needed money,
money for its officials, money for its army,
money for the ever-growing number of un-
employed. Gradually the villages and cities
became impoverished. A year ago, in Lu-
kova, for instance, the government managed
to find 26,000 kronin in money and saleable
goods. This year, despite all the intensity
of the search, all they were able to get was
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2,000 kronin. Nevertheless they kept com-
ing but they no longer came alone. They
brought two gendarmes with them because
the peasants were too threatening. Because
s0 many peasants, driven mad by the seizure
of their last horse or cow, had killed the
collectors, the gendarmes now approached a
peasant and ordered him to put up his hands
and first they searched him for weapons and
then for his possessions.

It was on one of these occasions that some

thirty peasants collected around the tax col-
lector and the two gendarmes who came to
Lukova and followed them about wherever
they went. The peasants offered them no
harm, didn’t even utter a word, but just
followed them around like great big bears
and the collector and gendarmes became so
uneasy that they left. The peasants breathed
a sigh of relief, feeling that now they would
be left in peace.

But the collector had gone only to return
again—this time in the middle of the night.
The records of the police at their head-
quarters in Bilky show that it was on Nov.
21, 1935, that the collector came with
twenty-five gendarmes commandeered from
Berehovo. They descended upon the wor-
ried peasants at two o’clock in the morning
and arrested twenty-two of them for suspi-
cion of having hidden their wealth and for
following the collector and the gendarmes
around while in the performance of their
duties. - Among those arrested was Stefan
Zcjkan. At the police station in Bilky
they were thoroughly searched. In Stefan’s
pockets they found two nails and a piece
of twine.

Despite this, Stefan dreamed of the day

when he would have his own land and sell
his vegetables, eggs and milk and one day a
village storekeeper gave ;him a little work
and paid him a kronin and fifty heller, but
then it was too dark to buy anything.

“In the morning when he rose he told us
of his great good luck and how he went
home holding the money in his hand and
the hand in his pocket to be sure not to
lose it, for when you have waited so long
for a kronin and fifty heller and you know
that means you can buy a little salt with
it, you guard it carefully; and we who had
a few vegetables said we would give him
of our vegetables for some of his salt, but
he asked for too many vegetables. He was
always trying to make a shrewd bargain and
while we were bargaining a tax collector
came again with two gendarmes and pointed
pistols at us and told us to put up - our
hands and they searched us, but they found
nothing on anyone; but on him they found
the kronin and fifty heller and the collector
said he was a thief for hiding this money
from the government. '

“‘But I got this but yesterday,’ Stefan
said. ‘I wanted it to buy a little salt for
my potatoes. I have had no salt for many,
many months, not even red salt—’ '

““The government will have to take this,’
said the collector. ‘I will give you a receipt.’

“‘T do not want a receipt for it,” Stefan
cried. ‘What can a kronin and fifty heller
mean to a great government, but to me it
means a little salt. I have not had salt for
so long—'

“‘It will cost fifty heller to mail it to
the tax collector’s office, so I will give you a
receipt for one kronin,” said the collector.
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“‘I do not want the paper,’ Stefan cried
again. ‘Search me and my hut. Take any-
thing you can find—'

“‘l have to take this kronin and fifty
heller— said the tax collector.

“And Stefan shook his head and said as
if to himself, ‘My potatoes have no taste—’

“But the tax collector and the gendarmes
shrugged their shoulders — like this — and
started to walk away and when Stefan saw
his pinch of ‘salt going, his reason must
have left him, for he ran to the wood pile
where he had been chopping a little wood
for the fire and seized the axe and without
saying a word rushed up to the collector
and split his head open and before anybody
could say anything he swung the axe on
himself and buried it in his own head.

“He was a good man,” he said regret-
fully. “It is this tax collecting that drives
men to deeds like this when they have a
great hunger.”

I looked at his bearded face and the dirty
sheepskin coat and the large hands, red and

- engrained with dirt.

“And how do you feel about it now?”

He shrugged his shoulders and motioned
to the south.

“There is the railroad; when you go you
see the trains with many cars that carry
salt from ‘Akna-Slatina—"

‘(Yes ?7’

“It is not just that men should die be-
cause they have no salt and that some should
live in fine houses and have much to eat—"

“Yes?” 1 said again.

“Sometimes we think: is it not better to
die taking the salt than to die as Stefan
died ?” '

“It's Smart To Be Thrifty”

APTAIN Rowland Hussey Macy,
founder of the department store that
bears. his name, loved. the sea and

distrusted his employes. - In those days there
were no cash registers and the Captain lay
awake nights scheming to check up on the
help.

Finally he got the inspiration. He changed
the prices of merchandise from round to odd
numbers. Twenty - five - cent socks were

marked down to twenty-three cents. Ten-'

cent tea strainers were raised to eleven
cents,

This brilliant system compelled the clerks
to go to the cashier for change almost every
time ‘they made a-sale. And there sat Cap-
tain Macy himself watching the whole show.

Today the cash register rings all day long
at Macy’s, but the Captain’s hard and sus-
picious spirit lives on in his successors, the
Strauss family.

The royal roost is ruled by the brothers
Jesse and Percy Strauss. Of the two, Jesse

IRVING ENRAY

is the more distinguished. The family con-
tributed $60,000 to the Democratic cam-
paign chest in 1932. Subsequently Presi-
dent Roosevelt appointed Jesse Strauss Am-
bassador to France.

Percy Strauss has not been fortunate
enough to reach these political and social
heights. He must content himself with a
directorship in the New York Life Insur-
ance Company and with the usual kind of
philanthropy. Mouch of his working time is
devoted to wage cuts and layoffs.

Ambassador Jesse and Merchant Prince
Percy are surrounded by a family court of
sons, nephews and in-laws. These satellites
are intrenched in the highest positions at
Macy’s. :

The Strauss clan rules over ten thousand
employes, many of them college graduates,
whose average wage during the depression
years has been fifteen dollars a week. In
the same period, the Strauss brothers made
$10,000,000 net. The two figures belong

together, for the methods of exploitation
used by the Strauss clan have become a
model for the sweatshop technique in every
department store .in the world.

HE flop in Macy wages was primarily
the result of two factors.  To begin
with, the N.R.A. set the minimum wage
for department stores at fourteen dollars a
week. This fitted in neatly with the tre-
mendous labor turnover at Macy’s. The
Strauss Boys fired employes who earned
more than the N.R.A. minimum, and hired
new people at the fourteen-dollar rate.
The tremendous libor turnover is at once
a cause and a result of the speedup system.
The average productive output of the Macy
employe is $10,700 a year, as compared with
$8,500 in other department stores. Macy’s
achieves this acute degree of exploitation
by compelling the employes to compete
fiercely for each job.
The conditions of the part-time employe
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are even worse than those of the full-time
employe. The part-timer works only during
the busiest time of the day or on the busiest
days of the week. For this he or she gets
from $8.40 to $11.20 a week and fancy
‘promises. He is told that he will get a
-full-time job if he works hard and turns in
high sales-books. By these promises many
part-timers are lured into working full time
to raise their sales’ total. But they get
only part-time wages. In the departments
which do not handle sales, part-timers are
given the heaviest, the most back-breaking,
the most monotonous work. Complaints are
out if you want a full-time job.

Still lower in the slave-scale are the so-
called per diems, the young men and wo-
men who work by the day. They are called
in once or twice a week to “fill in” where
departments are most busy, and are paid
$2.35 a day. Macy’s eliminates those who
do not come in when they are called.

ECENTLY the store introduced a

new scheme for intensifying labor.
The author of this plan was rewarded by
promotion to the post of general manager.
The system is known as the Internal Per-
sonnel Exchange. From the initials of this
high-sounding phrase, the workers involved
are called “Ipes.” For all practical purposes,
the Ipes are commercial shock troops. They
are trained to do the various types of work
which the store requires. Then they are

Standing in Brooklyn I can sometimes see

past the black bridge and the scrolling horizons of the Atlantic

a few curled cypresses on an Italian bay
at noon blue; and 1,200 waving viva,

viva il Duce, while the transport begins to move,

begins to incise the violet tide.

Veiled with canvas, the ferocious cylinders

shifted from one department to another as
the occasion requires. Ipes are sometimes
shifted as often as five times a day.

With the perfection of this system last
spring, about 2,000 regular workers were
fired and replaced by 200 Ipes. Macy’s is
now planning to place the entire store under
the Internal Personnel Exchange system.
Stock boys are being taught to sell and
salesmen to stock, so that any. employe may
be fired and immediately replaced from the
existing staff.

At the same time the store has lengthened
its hours from forty to forty-five a week.
This means that 1,000 workers will be fired,
in addition to the 6,000 already discharged
at the end of the Christmas season.

Macy’s would have introduced the increase
in hours earlier but for the campaign con-
ducted by the organized employes in the
store. To counteract the spread of the
union, the Strausses systematically propa-
gandize the employes.

This propaganda does not conceal the
actual conditions and the Strauss Boys are
taking no chances. They have just hired
Francis Xavier Fay to head the store’s “pro-
tection” department. Mr. Fay was the G-
man who shot Dillinger. To think that
Captain Macy, living in those backward
days, treated his employes only as thieves,
and was himself the store’s chief spy! Those
handicraft days are gone. Mr. Fay is an
up-to-date industrial spy well-versed in the

The Trumpeter

DAVID WOLFF

In addition to these
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technique of snooping on employes dissatis-
fied with low wages and long hours. Most
of the employes whom he engages in affable
talk do not realize he is pumping them for
information.

Under Fay there is a complex system of
espionage. Every department at Macy’s has
at least one stool-pigeon. These snoops re-
ceive two pay envelopes, one from the store
and one from the “protection” department.
“three-dollar” men,
there is a regular staff of store detectives
dressed in stock boys’ jumpers, the familiar
squad of special police and snoopers dis-
guised as shoppers.

Espionage is supplemented by censorship.
The union members at Macy’s used to bring
leaflets into the store inside their news-
papers. The Strauss snoops discovered this,
and now Macy’s 10,000 employes have been
forbidden to bring any newspapers into the
store.

The union, however, has found other ways
of circulating its leaflets among the em-
ployes. It has succeeded in wringing hos-
pitalization benefits from the Macy Mutual
Aid Association; it has won increases in
commissions paid to workers in several de-
partments; it fought off the increased work-
ing hours for several weeks. These are
minor victories, to be sure; but they tell
an eloquent story of what a strong union
with a broad employe support could do and
will do for Macy employes.

In the commandant’s tent, after wine and squares of chocolate

described

in the salty Danakil desert, the Times correspondent vividly

the screaming trumpet that at Ende Gorge, rock-

silence and salt-silence cracked open,

when the first volley spat in the steep desert.

The invisible single scream of a trumpet two continual days.

of new plane engines swing in the hold; in straw, there,

stacked, polished, the bombs with the delicate nipple;
the stretchers, the coffins and the antiseptic.

Viva il Duce! the sunny lads go forth

to uplift spearmen with the cross and the shrapnel.
I see il Duce with his frowning head, il Duce!

il Duce! that bellows them forth

the salt to mingle with their spouting blood.

Or I was stumbling in the darkness of the mid-stair

Out of that gorge near dawn the Italian column abandoned
its badly wounded near the exploded wells

to die all afternoon in the raw sunlight

in the salt and rock,
the camel still screaming with its shattered bowels.
I remember I met with my Negro friend in that tenement.

The table out of boxes. Bold plan

of tomorrow’s union ready between us: the necessity.

The serious children slept in the room beside us.

of a Gold St. tenement, the walls as cold as

dead shaken skin and aware how each door,
round the warped shaft, cat turds and the broken barrel,

can open its odor of sleep and hatred,
of paralysis and the furious idle rooms

layer on stamping layer, upward and onward, W

till from unknown kitchen,—
rash

trumpet of Armstrong whirled from a quarter record:
O brass and elaborate, O sad, human, triumphant
in that black noon the scream of the living trumpet.

-

At midnight we spoke of the world—

Of the lack of wheat in Genoa; and the secret police
aproned like waiters; the studded tanks upset by spears;
of the bulletins ever victorious

by hands unknown

scorched from the wall, advertisements of death;
the tax collector. stoned in the scanty village;

and a dead colonel faceless among the whispering cypresses,

while a troop-train out of the Tyrol, stalled, steaming,—
the recruits yelling at last abasso la guerral
abasso!—feeds to the clouds its still internal rage.
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Two Million Black Voices

Time: An era of lynching, Jim Crowism
and an era of disfranchisement; a time when
living standards of Negroes are sinking to
lower and lower levels.

Place: Chicago — the Eighth Regiment
Armory, a huge, bleak structure which
houses the crack Illinois Negro “8th,” a
regiment whose ranks were decimated in
Flanders to make the world ‘“safe for a
democracy” the Negro people have never
known.

and\ eight thousand visitors are

jammed into the hall. They repre-
sent directly and indirectly ten million op-
pressed Negroes of America. Everywhere
there is eagerness and tension.

All the talk takes the form of questions.
“What do you think we can do?” “Will
things be different?”” These are the words
of sharecroppers wha hitch-hiked through
zero cold to come to the National Negro
Congress. These are the words of industrial
workers, doctors, shop-girls, politicians,
preachers, social workers, labor leaders,
teachers, as they stand or sit, waiting.

They have come from every section of
the country,

A church choir begins to sing and ten
thousand ‘voices swel}:

SEVEN hundred sixty-three delegates

Sing a song

Full of the faith that the dark past has taught us
Sing a song

Full of the hope that the present has brought us
Let us march on ’til victory is won.

The hope of a new day for these ten
million subjugated people is expressed in the
fall of a gavel inlaid with wood taken from
the hulk of the last slave ship that ever
touched the shores of continental United
States. And as the greetings pour in to
the opening session from all over America
and the world, the 763 delegates are con-
firmed in the knowledge that they are not
alone. They are a vanguard of a huge ris-
ing people, a section of a world-wide army
of toilers driving toward liberation.

The address of A. Phillip Randolph,! pres-
ident of the International Brotherhood of
Sleeping Car Porters and President of the
National Negro Congress, sounds this new
day of victory. Pointing a means of action
each sentence is a blow of logic breaking a
new path.

No black workers can be free so long as
a white worker is a slave, and by the same to-
ken, no white worker is certain of security
while his black brother is bound. .". . Our
contemporary history is a witness to the fact

10wing to illness, Randolph could not attend.
His speech was read.

RICHARD WRIGHT

"Black America is a victim of both class- and
Because Negroes are black,

race-oppression.
they are hated, lynched and murdered. Be-
cause Negroes are workers they are brow-
beaten, intimidated and exploited. . . . The
Negro people face a hard, deceptive and
brutal capitalist order, despite its preach-
ments of “Christian love and brotherhood.”

With this ‘as his basic premise, he pre-
sented a list of partial demands, welding
them finally into one general, ultimate de-
mand—a new Bill of Rights for the Negro
people. Coming closer home, he points out
that the New Deal is no remedy. It does
not place human rights above property rights,
but gives the business interests the support
of the state.

To those Negroes who look to a return
of the old order, he says, “The restoration
of the Republican rule is no solution. . . .
Probably the greatest danger to American
institutions today—the threat of a fascist
dictatorship—is the Republican party, the
American Liberty League and the Hearst
publishing syndicate. . . .” He stresses the
fact that under either of the old parties
all workers — both black and white — are
faced with more than the abrogation of civil
rights. “War is the twin sister of fascism.
. . . It is an immediate danger.”

UT of the present-day cenfusion of
social tendencies what road can the
Negroes of America take in their struggle
for national liberation? In what direction
lies the richest opportunity for effective ac-
tion? Where are the forces strong enough
to bear the brunt of this offensive against
war and fascism?

Surely not through the continuance of the
present modes of separate actions! Although
at times the work of single organizations is
militant and courageous, this is not enough.
Randolph demonstrates that the rapid march
of imperialism and the trustification of mo-
nopoly capitalism require the immediate
united effort of the broadest masses of the
people. And this united effort must lead to
the formation of new instrumentalities of
political action. Discarding both the Repub-
lican and Democratic parties, the Negro
people may look for the solution of their
difficulties solely in an anti-capitalistic party
—a Farmer-Labor Party. And this inde-
pendent political action by workers’ groups
is closely tied to the matter of industrial
unionism. For “the craft union invariably
has a -color bar against the Negro workers,
but the industrial union in structure renders
race discrimination less possible.”

Randolph’s speech opens two broad per-
spectives before the Negro people: (1) it
marks the broaching of the idea of a na-

" tional solidified movement among Negroes of

all classes and occupations; (2) and it de-

‘monstrates both the possibility and necessity

of an alliance of the Negro with all the
progressive and class-conscious elements in
America and the entire world.

The remaining sessions of the Congress
formulated in organizational terms a mili-
tant program for the good, not only of black
America, but white America as well. John
P. Davis, national secretary, in his conclud-
ing words asked: “Do we have the right
to act? " Is there a man so callous as to at-
tempt to destroy the unity expressed here
tonight? In meeting in this hall, we are
expressing our right to place human rights
above property rights.”

The proposed Negro Bill of Rights for
which the Congress will seek endorsement,
reads as follows:

The right of Negroes to decent wages and
membership in labor unions.

Relief and security for every Negro family.

General social and employment insurance with-
out discrimination. .

Aid to Negro farmers and the right of Negro
farmers, tenants and sharecroppers to organize
and bargain collectively.

A national anti-lynching law.

The right of Negroes to vote, serve on juries
and enjoy civil liberty and equality.

Equal opportunity for Negro youths in educa-
tion and in the economic life of the community.

Equality for Negro women in the matter of
wages, environment for themselves and children
in housing, school and recreational facilities and
the right to organize as consumers.

Opposition to war and fascism; the indepen-
den_ce of Ethiopia; opposition of world colonial
nations.

These demands can be won by a Farmer-
Labor Party, James W. Ford, Communist
leader, told the convention. Such a political
party would unite all progressive forces to
fight toward the realization of these ends.
Significantly, the welcome given by the dele-
gates to Ford was in direct contrast to their
unwillingness to hear representatives of the
old-line parties. . :

From the drive for unity among the Negro
people and between the Negro and white
workers and their allies, came the resolution
calling for an International Congress of
Negroes which would supplement the yearly
meetings of the American Congress. The
struggle for Negro rights and for the Ne-
gro to take his rightful place in the Ameri-
can scene gathered momentum at the First
Congress. As the young organizer, John P.
Davis said, “The Congress must create new
unity, new hope, new power and strength
for Black America.”

The delegates have left Chicago. They
took with them this new hope.” They had
laid the basis for building unity, for aug-
menting their power and their strength.
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Toward a Doctors’ Union

/

O MEMBER of the middle and pro-
fessional classes has been tossed in a
more turbulent sea than the physi-

cian. To him politics has always been anath-
ema. Today he finds himself forced to con-
sider the distasteful problem of organization.
His distrust of politicians is crystallized in his
hatred of state medicine. Instinctively the phy-
sician knows—and in many places he is learn-
ing by cbncrete experience—that the state of
today would take medicine under its wing only
at the expense of both the physician and his
patient.

The physician wants the right to practise
medicine according to the highest standards of
his profession, scientific, social and cultural.
While it is true that many physicians (it is
hard to say what percentage) go into medicine

/ in order to become wealthy, in order to escape
the economic insecurity of the trade-union or
white-collar worker, there are a predominant
proportion who love their work.

Their work, however, like the work of most
of the middle classes, depends for its abun-
dance, quality and remunerative capacity upon
the condition of the majority of the people in
any community. The status of the physician is
a good barometer of the status of the working
people. More than anyone else he knows the
outrages perpetrated on the health of the aver-
age worker by the inadequacy in medical care
which existed even during the peak of pros-
perity.

The dilemma of the young physician in
Men in W hite is the dilemma of a professional
torn between natural and biological human
“instincts and the equally compelling forces of
self-denial for social and scientific achievement.
This conflict, little as it is and big as it is
within the heart of the middle class, represents
those contradictions which our present system
of society engenders. The oath of Hippocrates
will never be fully applied until both physician
and patient free themselves from their common
enemy.

It is no wonder, therefore, that news from
Britain to the effect that a British Medical
Union had been formed and, together with the
Nurses Union, had affiliated with the T'rade
Union Congress, caused a stir here. American
physicians for years have idolized such men as
Sir James McKenzie, Gowers and Huxley.
That the British physician should finally have
linked himself with the British miner and all
the other British workers in the Trade Union
Congress worried our American medical “lead-
ers” greatly.

There appeared in the reactionary Medical

- Economics Journal, edited by H. Sheridan
Bakatel, a former army officer, a series of
articles pointing to the downfall of British
medicine as a result of the panel system of

\
\

DANIEL SUMMER

insurance which had been in operation in Eng-
land since before the world war.

The article claims that the danger of union-
ism among physicians resulted inevitably from
the adoption of health insurance. They do not
point out that the panel system, originating
from Bismarck in Germany, is a special type
of health insurance, and is being slowly but
surely imposed upon the American people by
methods more subtle than the open political
issue which Lloyd George made of it a few
years before the war. At that time the parties
of the British working class took up the
slogan: “More Adequate Health Insurance.”
There was a tremendous rise of mass sentiment
for relief of the many sick workers from one
end of England to the other. Lloyd George
succeeded in channelizing this sentiment into
support for his own party by taking a leaf out
of Bismarck’s maneuvers.

A system of insurance was devised, com-
pulsory for the working class, voluntary for
the middle class, and administered on the basis
of “Friendly Societies” organized for the pur-
pose of distributing benefits (and inadequate

they were and are) in any particular com-

munity. The insurance companies immediately
became one of the organizers of “Friendly So-
cieties” and in any particular community one
physician or several physicians were allocated
to take over the treatment of patients in ac-
cordance with the Insurance Act.

The Ministry of Postal Service was utilized
as part and parcel of the mechanism of gather-
ing and distributing funds sent in by workers
to the various insurance companies behind the
“Friendly Societies.” Hefe was a complete
set-up of the insurance companies.- The govern-
ment down even to the mail service and the
whole legal apparatus forced the working
class to shoulder the burden of health insur-
ance.

The condition of the patient under the sys-
tem was hardly more pathetic than that of the
physician. He became virtually a slave of the
insurance companies. Patients in working-
class districts came to him or he was sent to
them without an adequate range of choice of
physician by the patient. Personal relationships
between the physician and the patient, so es-
sential for the adequate treatment, could never
become fully developed and were actually
shattered by this method. The bulk of physi-
cians continued to be only salaried employes.
Needless to say, with the crisis the number of
people participating in “Friendly Societies”
grew smaller and the return to the physician
grew proportionately,small. The wealthier pa-
tients continued to go to the wealthier phy-
sicians, Class lines continued to operate
throughout the medical profession as well as
throughout the general population. |

It was under these conditions and with the

influence of the English Labor Party that the
physicians finally organized. Not without re-
sistance from the leaders of the British Medi-
cal Association which, after trying to behead
the movement, tried to head it.

What do our leaders in the American Medi-
cal Association have to offer? They realize
very clearly that there is a stir of discontent
on the part of physicians. They also know
that various little movements for economic or-
ganization are going on, as yet not united into
a single, powerful opposition group. The lead-
ers of the American Medical Association clam-
ored and debated and literally prayed to
Roosevelt that Prepayment Health Insurance
not be allowed to plague American physicians
and patients.

Prepayment Health Insurance is simply a
device whereby three cents a day may be taken -
from the payroll of the workers in exchange
for three weeks hospitalization for acute illness.
It does not cover chronic disease, which ton-
stitutes 90 percent if not more of the total
medical practice in the country. The three-
week hospitalization would be adequate for
some minor and many major surgical opera-
tions. It was for this reason that the American
College of Surgeons and the American Medi-
cal Association split on this question, the
surgeons favoring the plan, the physicians
attacking it.

Prepayment Health Insurance came pre-
cisely as it was planned to come to this country,
by the forces of the Rosenwald fund, the 20th
Century Fund, behind which there stand such
enterprising “philanthropists” - as Edward A.
Filene of Boston, the very forces which dic-
tate policies to Fishbein in Chicago. Fishbein
made faces at the backers of the Prepayment
Health Insurance scheme but placed no ob-
stacles in their way.

New York has been full of red, white and
blue posters asking everybody to unite for our
hospitals, which means that an attempt is
being made to get as many people as possible
to contribute money for the mechanism neces-
sary to administer such health insurance. Since
many of the private hospital trustees (and the
Prepayment Health Insurance plan is appli-
cable only to the private and not to the city
hospitals) are also employers in a large
industry, the scheme is a simple method of
getting the working class to become the phil-
anthropists for which their employers will de-
rive the credit. Trustees of fifty-two private
hospitals in New York, they will be enabled
to retain their hold on those hospitals and
on the lives and the careers of the thousands
of young men that come to the portals of those
institutions hoping for recognition and only
too soon being disillusioned by the sight of the
special advantages granted wealthy patients
and wealthy physicians.
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The ruse, however, has not stopped only at
a vague campaign of support for hospitals.
It has actually been used as a political
weapon to set up a company union in one
of New York’s gas companies. The em-
ployers thus have a double-edged weapon.
On the one hand their philanthropy now
will come directly out of the payroll of their
employes; on the other hand they will be
able to retain their hold over the medical
profession without in any way remunerating
physicians either as internes or as heavily
burdened physicians in charge of dispen-
saries—where both physicians and patients
are thrust into a relationship which means
inadequate medical care, inadequate scientific
progress, inadequate remuyneration and re-
sultant irritability and distrust.

It should be understood -also that our
friends the philanthropists, such men as

Filene of Boston, who have pushed the Pre-
payment Health Insurance plan, will not
stop should the ‘“volumtary” contributions
from workers not be forthcoming. They will
actually attempt to force ition the unions as
in the case of the gas company of New York.
Should this fail, however, will anyone doubt
that they will soon attempt the passage of
bills making such health insurance compul-
sory for workers in the majority of the trade
unions? We will then have a setup not
dissimilar to that- which Lloyd George
started in England a few years before the
war.

The physician will become the employe
of the hospital trustee who in turn repre-
sents the insurance companies.

What can the American physician do
about this? Having learned from the ex-
perience of his British brother that the com-
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pulsory health insurance system does not
work, must he wait to go through a similar
period of enslavement to big business, or will
he build a powerful union affiliated with the
American Federation of Labor? Such a united
front of doctors and workers could propose
real health insurance that would be adminis-
tered by trade unionists and medical unionists
at the expense of those 3,600 families in this
country who control 95 percent of the wealth.

Certainly no one in the American Medi-
cal Association can deny the Hippocratic
spirit dominating British medicine. That
the British physician should find medical
unionism and trade-union affiliation his only
solution is a bright promise that the Ameri-
can physician, together with other profes-
sionals will be able to join the trade unions
in the movement for a powerful Farmer-
Labor Party.

The Protector

HE man, bending over the long rows,

worked rapidly as though in a great

hurry to- finish. His little boy,
scarcely ten years old, went behind him pick-
ing up the sweet potatoes and putting them
in piles. The Cuban earth was hard and
very dry. In spite of the fact that the
night was cool, the man was sweating.

“Enough yet?”

The child measured with a glance the
piles and answered, “’Bout half a sack.”

“Let’s fill up then and get goin’. The
moon’ll be coming out.”

While the boy held the sack open, the
man threw in the sweet potatoes. From
time to time, fearful of being taken by sur-
prise, he looked around on both sides, across
the big field, and down toward the road
some two hundred meters away.

The sack was over half full. Then the
man tied its mouth with a bit of palm
fiber, put his knife in his belt, tightened
his waist and started to raise the bag,

The little boy, frantic with hunger,
gnawed on a root he had picked up.

“Throw that away. When we get to the
village, we’ll have bread.”

The boy obeyed, sure that the promise
would be kept. They would sell the sweet
potatoes at Justo’s store and then they would
not only have bread but a piece of candy as
well. That’s what happened three days ago
when they went to steal bananas. That’s
what had been happening ever since his
father had been out of work, almost a month
now. The rural guards hadn’t caught them
yet. And even if they should catch them
he would not be afraid of anything beside
his father, not even of the darkness which
was the only thing that really frightened
him now. ,

MARCELO SALINAS

The man, having dragged his sack to a stone
wall, put it up, turned and bent his back be-
neath the load. When he stood up tall with
his burden, the heart of the child swelled with
pride and admiration. How strong his father
was! And how brave!

They took a short cut that the cattle fol-
lowed and came out through a hole in the wall
into the road which ran between two steep
slopes like a dry river. They walked very fast,
the father panting beneath his load, the little
boy beside him, jumping over the bumps in the
road.

A rooster crowed, then another and several
more answered them. Soon the whole country-
side vibrated with their awareness.

“Two o’clock! Soon the moon will be out,”
thought the thief. And he made up his mind
not to rest until he was near the village. There
he felt that he would be out of danger.

“Hurry up,” he said to the child.

They came to a place where, in a violent
curve, the road seemed to end. Above, like a
mile-stone near the wall, a big tree spread its
shadow.

Suddenly, a man jumped out and planted
himself directly in front of them.

“Halt!” he said sternly.

The father and the son stopped. The man
with the sack recognized him at once as a pri-
vate watchman belonging to the plantation he
had just robbed.

He stood there with his gun raised. “Ah,
you robber! Now, I’ve got you!”

The prisoner threw*his load down as if to
run, but the guard said, “Don’t move or I’ll
kill you!” And he cocked his gun.

They stood a moment in silence, face to face,
the threatening watchman and the unhappy
prisoner overcome by the shame of having been
caught. The child clung to the legs of his

father, but he was more filled with curiosity
than with fear. He did not even suspect that
they had been getting their bread and their
candy in the wrong way.

“You dirty thief! I’ve been on your trail
a long time!”

From these harsh insults the unfortunate
creole felt a wave of blood sting his face. Half-
blind, he began to look for the knife at his belt.

“Keep still! . . . Raise your hands!”

The fear of danger overcame him and giving
way to discretion, he raised his arms. The
guard approached and, as he took the knife
away from him, he ordered, “Get ahead, and
take care not to try to run away.”

Filled with sorrow and despair, the hopeless
man began to walk slowly, with the now
frightened child beside him. Behind them,
with military stride, they could hear the big
boots of the guard on the road.

For seven or eight minutes they walked in
horrible silence. In the distance the little yel-
low lights of the village could be seen.

The prisoner stopped suddenly as if rooted
to the earth. “Watchman,” he said, without
turning his head, “I will not go into that vil-
lage as a prisoner. If you want to, you can kill
me, but I will not go in like this.”

The guard had stopped, too, very near the
prisoner., For a moment he was troubled by
the latter’s attitude. Then, thinking it was a
trick to mislead him, he reasserted himself.
“What do you mean, you won’t go in? I bet
you will !”’

“No, I won’t.”

_ There was a terrific pause. One of those
fleeting moments that concentrate a whole
tragedy. The prisoner turned around and
stood looking resolutely at his captor. The
little boy, with his eyes very wide open, did
not fully understand what was happening.
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The guard cursed and raised his gun, but he
dropped it without firing. “Get away! Get
away quick!” He yelled. “I don’t want to
commit murder!”

And as if he himself was escaping from the
danger of his own wrath, the watchman gave
a half turn and started off, almost running, in
the direction from which they had come. Soon
the sound of his footsteps was lost in the night.

Then the unfortunate stealer of sweet pota-
toes sat down on the grass at the edge of the
road, sighed deeply and hid his face in his

hands. Close behind him, seeking cover from
the dampness of the night, the child snuggled.

They remained like that a long time: the
man very still with his hands to his temples as
if he were afraid they were going to burst, the
child close to him seeking protection from the
cold.

“Papa, let’s go.”

The man seemed to awaken.

“Yes, let’s go.”

But he made no move to get up, so the child
took his chin gently in his hands.

“Papa !”

Jersey Judges the

this, so they can see the terrible

things that can happen right in our
own country,” she said to me. Her tears were
evident even in her voice. “The whole thing
-is a disgrace,” she said, “a terrible disgrace.

“Now I want more than anything else
in the world to have my children back
again,” Mrs. Eaton told me, for it was Mrs.
Mabel Eaton to whom I was speaking, the
Bloomfield, New Jersey, mother who was
deprived of the custody of her two children
because Advisory Master Robert D. Gross-
man decided that she had “allowed herself
to become thoroughly imbued with Commu-
nistic, atheistic and L.W.W. doctrines, even
though she does not hold formal membership
in those organizations.”

Advisory Master Grossman was in turn
belligerent and pathetically equivocal when
I spoke to him in Newark.

“Has your decision been confirmed by the
Chancellor yet?” I asked as a sort of opener.

First he took issue with my term “deci-
sion” and went off on a string of techni-
calities about legal terms. ‘“Well, what-
ever it is then, Mr. Grossman,” I finally
interrupted. “You’re just an Advisory Mas-
ter and these things have to be okayed by
the Chancellor, don’t they?”

He waved his hand. “Just a rubber stamp,
just a rubber stamp,” he said and swiveled
again to stare reflectively toward a bookcase
against the wall. I followed his eyes.

Law books, cases, law books, then—by
glory, yes it was! Stamped in gold on the
thick red cover it was plain as day: Edi-
torials of William Randolph Hearst.

“It looks as if you went a little beyond
the divorce court, Mr. Grossman,” I began
again, “when you took Mrs. Eaton’s chil-
dren from her because of alleged Communist
beliefs. That’s just about saying that the
Communist Party is illegal, isn’t it?”

“That’s all wrong,” he shot back, - and
that lower lip stuck out. “I didn’t mean
politics at all.”

“Sounds like politics .to me.”

[N I HOPE other people will learn about

BLAINE OWEN

“I gave her the right to see the children,
didn’t I, so long as she doesn’t talk Com-
munism to them. And by that I mean,
Communist moral beliefs, not politics. The
Communist Party’s still legal,” though Mr.
Grossman didn’t seem any too pleased about
admitting it, “but Communist morals just
aren’t acceptable.”

“I’ve been to a lot of Communist meet-
ings,” I said, “and heard speakers on polit-
ical and economic subjects, but I've never
heard a Communist speech on morals.  Just
what are Communist morals?”

“Oh, they don’t believe in marriage, vir-
tue, or—"’ He waved his hand expansively
to include vague other things.

“But very many Communists are married,”
I insisted.

Mr. Grossman softened his voice and
said that, of course, there might be some
respectable people who had political views
of that sort, but that Mrs. Eaton just
wasn’t moral.

I took another tack. -“In your question-
ing, Judge, you asked Mrs. Eaton if she
believed in the Immaculate Conception. Do
you believe in the Immaculate Conception?”

Mr. Grossman’s swarthy face became
purple. “That hasn’t anything to do with
it,” he spluttered. “But she didn’t give them
a Christian education.”

Mr. Grossman is a Jew, but he had an
explanation for his decision.

“Mrs. Eaton’s husband,” he said, “mar-
ried her as a Christian and had a right to
have his children brought up that way if
he wanted.”

.“But hasn’t a mother any rights?”

“The man,” declaimed Mr. Grossman, sit-
ting up very straight now on the edge of
his seat, “is supreme in the home and in
regard to the children’s upbringing.”

“I' understand ‘you’ve received a lot of
mail about this case,” I ventured.

Mr. Grossman settled back again and
swiveled. “Oh,” he said nonchalantly, “a
lot of letters have come in.”

“A lot of groups have come out for Mrs.

NEW MASSES

As the father turned his head, a ray of
moonlight through the branches of the trees
lit up his face and you saw that his eyes were
bathed in tears.

“Little boy! My little boy!” He embraced
him tenderly, with all his soul, and a deep sob
trembled in his throat. :

The child threw his arms around the man’s
neck. He put his soft little cheek against the
rough cheek of his father and quietly, very
gently, he whispered in his ear, “Don’t cry,
papa! When I get big, I'll protect you. You’ll
see how nobody’ll bother you then.”

Home

Eaton,” I told him, “but I hadn’t heard of
any who had taken a stand supporting your
opinion. Are there any?”’

Mr. Grossman drummed on the desk top.

“I understand exceptions are to be taken.
and perhaps an appeal filed,” I said.

“Well, that’s my opinion and they can
take it or leave it.”

‘When I spoke to Mrs. Eaton I asked her
what she intended to do now.

“When a woman loses her children, she
naturally wants them back,” she told me.
“That’s my first concern right now.”

I told her of the Advisory Master’s
charge of “immorality.” “My moral life
was spotless,” she said, flaring up indig-
nantly. “Is a man who beats his wife
because she wants to read, fit to care for
children?” she asked, referring to incidents
brought out in the testimony at the hearing.

I asked her if she were going to work,
but constantly her mind came back to the
children. First she must get her two chil-
dren back, Mabel, ten, and Warren, five.
“I may have to go on relief,” she said, “but
I've got to keep up the fight.”

Religion, she considers “my duty towards
myself, my fellow man and my duty towards
God,” but Advisory Master Grossman de-
cided she was atheistic, apparently because
she said that “sermons once a week were
nothing more than stilling the reaction that
would arise out of the discontent in life the
other six days, but not remove it.”’

Seriously she explained that she had come
to the conclusion that “economic conditions
of people in most cases, if not all, were
responsible for the good and bad men did.

“I was experiencing a growth and change
in my outlook on life,”’ she said.

“Do you intend to continue?”

“Of course,” she answered simply, “my
education was hardly complete.” There was
a brief pause.

“So T'll surely continue. There is so
much to learn.” Again Mrs. Eaton paused.
. “So much—when a woman’s children can
be snatched from her.” :
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Our Readers’ Forum

Is the Radio a Frankenstein?

Much has been printed in criticism of the radio;
it’s a nuisance, it's noisy, the programs are terrible,
etc. Nobody, however, has yet pointed out that it is
also an economic blight. It has already eliminated
almost every theater outside New York; and when
television arrives, it will also eliminate the movie
houses, I believe.

We are in for a future of a monopoly on Amer-
ican mass art by the radio. I can forsee the time when
future plays like Mutiny on the Bounty will have
their cheese scenes, in which the hero, in the midst
of some great moment of love and danger, will
munch his sponsor’s cheese, and name it by name.

By the way, don’t you think all these amateur
hours are demonstrating that you can pick a dozen
entertainers off the street who are as good as the
million-dollar professionals? You could take a dog
and have him bark over the radio at a certain hour
every night, and he would become a national figure
in a week. Why doesn’t New MAsSes pay more at-
tention to this formidable weapon of the reactionary
politicians—the radio?

Bronx, N. Y. R. C. O’BrIeN.

Reader O’Brien will be pleased to know we are
hunting for a smart radio critic. Does he know of
one ?—EDITORS.

More Head, Less Heart?

I was touched by the letter of Alice R—— who
thinks she is too timid to struggle for her rights.
Alice, I know the feeling you describe—an outcast
in radical groups, and a nut in the family circle.
Alice, I found a way out by going to a good workers’
school, where I got to understand what it was all
about. That helped me find my place in the world
and in the radical movement. There is no power
like knowledge — especially the Marxian kind. It
has brought me peace of mind in a crazy society.
Cheer up, Alice, and use your head more, for a time,
than your heart. I am glad to see, by the way, that
THE NEw Masses is printing such letters from its
readers. We need more of this ‘personal human con-
tact with each other.

Waukegan, Ill HEeNRIETTA R——.

Do other readers agree that such personal problems
have a place in a literary and political weekly? We
would like to know?—EDITORS.

A Musician Answers Hitler
A clipping from a New York newspaper reached
me recently wherein it was announced that I was
a member of the music committee whose duty it is to
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choose American music for the forthcoming Olympic
Games festival in Germany.

If I gave my consent to serve on such a committee,
it was before I learned definitely and specifically
of the attitude of Herr Hitler in regard to the per-
secution of racial and religious groups and the sup-
pression of civil liberties.

I have asked that my name not be used in any
way in connection with the music committee, and by
this action I am not reflecting on the personal ideas
of my American colleagués who may still be on the
music committee, but merely voicing my own per-
sonal convictions in the matter, these convictions
being that I cannot conscientiously believe it to be
to America’s advantage to participate in the Olympic
Games, if they are held in Nazi Germany.

As a descendant of a patriot in the army of
George Washington and as an American believing
in the utmost freedom of speech and of full religious
and civil liberty and racial tolerance, I feel I must
be firm in this decision.

San Diego, Cal. CHARLES WAKEFIELD CADMAN.

Chaplin Would Like This—'

Robert Forsythe’s review on Chaplin was the best
I have read on this new film. I am not a critic, I
am a baker, and make cake and rolls, but I told
my friends, in my own words, much the same as
Forsythe: “Chaplin has created a biting commentary
on our civilization. He has made high humor out
of material that is fundamentally tragic. It is the
humor that permits him to say such things to Amer-
ica. Yes, this picture is a triumph, not only of
Charlie’s art, but of his heart.” So said Forsythe,
and now, dear NEw Masses, more Forsythe for me
or my bread and rolls won’t rise.

Chicago, Ill. ANTON HUBERMAN.

Can Ostriches Fight Fascism?

If you don’t want anti-semitism in America, why
do you keep trying to push us into Europe’s quarrels?
We don’t want to, again, slaughter Germans and
be slaughtered by them. We don’t want to defend
the Soviet Union and we don’t want to be ever-
lastingly on guard lest Laski, Lippmann or The
Nation intellectuals sneak up on us with some kind
of sanctions, innocent-sounding enough, but sure to
lead to war with Germany. I learned one thing from
the Communists, and I haven’t changed, as they did,
recently. I still hold: kill only those who would
push us into imperialist war.

New York City. ANN SEAVER.

Her solution for Hitler's anti-semitic brutalities
is to keep mum, and not say or do a thing. The
fact is: only world opinion has beem able to save
the German Jews from complete extermination. As
for sanctions, will Miss Seaver assure us that doing
nothing will keep America out of war? It didn't
work last time, and it won’t work mow. Sanctions
are one method of boycotting fascism and <war.
—EDITORS.

Turkish Pogroms

Erroneously Joseph Freeman states in “Fortune
and the Jews” (Feb. 4 issue) that “Jew-baiting 1s
different in origin but not in essence from the mas-
sacre of Armenians by Georgians in pre-revolo-
tionary Russia.”

It was not Georgians who massacred the Ar-
menians, but the leaders of extreme nationalistic
Turkey who during 1914-1918 butchered more than
1,500,000 (British figures) and perpetrated on them
horrors and obscenities that defy the imagination of
civilized peoples. In comparison to them Hitler’s
tactics are no less than paternal.

If writer Freeman is strong enough to read chap-
ters of the blackest horror (with undeniable proof)
I would respectfully refer him to the British Blue
Book, issued by Lord James Bryce in 1915, entitled
Treatment of the Armenians. It is available in the
larger libraries throughout the country.

I think distinctions should be made in your columns
between Turk and Georgian. I assure you the dif-
ference is violent. Soviet Armenia is a happy land
today, but its populace has not yet forgotten the in-
human barbarities perpetrated by those leaders of
Turkey who today sit at the head of Kemalis
Turkey.

Mineola, L. 1. A. DEROUNIAN.

Mr. Derounian and 1 are both right. Turkish
nationalists once massacred Armenians in what 1
today Soviet Armenia; and Gevrgian nationalists
massacred Armenians in cities like Tiflis. I chose
the Georgian example because it made the problem
clearer. By abolishing economic conflicts between
the various nationalities while retaining and advanc-
ing nmational culture, the Soviet Union, alone among
the countries of the world, has been able to eliminate
racial prejudice and wviolence.—JOSEPH FREEMAN.

An Orchid for Elmer Rice

For his virile answer to Mr. J. J. Raskob, 1 am
sure that Elmer Rice deserves the gratitude of mil-
lions of struggling Americans. How can we gain

_any wealth when all of it is being so rapidly hogged

by the small secret society of which Raskob is a
member? Henry George stated it thus: “The rise i»
the United States of monstrous fortunes, the ag-
gregation of enormous wealth in the hands of cor-
porations, necessarily implies the loss by the people
of government control. That most of our rich mep
did begin with nothing is true. But that the same
success could be as easily won now is not true.”
Mr. Raskob and his Liberty Leaguers are lying
as to the facts and as to their real aims. The Amer-
ican people will oppose this secret plunderbund as
we would a pestilence threatening our lives. Power
to you, Elmer Rice, and to THE NEwW MASSEs!
Wrentham, Mass. Quincy Lorb.

Let Reader Lord remember that Raskob made his
money in Wall Street, that home of rugged individ-
ualists, and that we can all do lkexvise.—EDITORS.

ADVANCE SALE AT:
YOUNG WORKER,
Room 518, 50 E. 13th St., and at
WORKERS AND PEOPLES
BOOKSHOPS
50 E. 13th St., 140 Second Ave.,
112 W. 44th St.,, 115 W. 135th
St., Manhattan.
1001 Prospect Ave., 1337 Wilkins
Ave., Bronx.
369 Sutter Ave., Brooklyn.

YOUNG WORKER

VICTORY BALL

SATURDAY, 29th FEBRUARY
CENTRAL OPERA HOUSE, 67th St, & 3rd Ave.

® WILL GEER
“Let Freedom Ring”

In Advance:

Single........ 40c Couple........ 6¢

PERCY DODD
and his Royal Rhythm Syncopators

® BUNIN’S MARIONETTES

® MYRA ARCHER
“Dance Exhibitions”
TICKETS .

At Door:
Single Admission........ 66¢




Win $1,000

CONTEST NEWS

Recently we asked entrants in
the contest to tell us what
they would do with the money
were they to win one of the
prizes. Although not yet a
contestant, though he prom-
ises to enter shortly, an edi-
tor of The New Yorkerin last
week’s issue tells his readers
that if he wins a prize he will
donate it to the “Lighthouse
for the Purblind, Motes and
Beams Division.” Itseems to
us that this is an announce-
ment that the money would
go to The New Yorker.

One actual contestant, on
the other hand, writes that
were she to win a prize she
would visit the Soviet Union
because she has long been
eager to see the worker’s
Fatherland.

Still Time to Enter

Entries in the $1,500.00 Car-
toon Title Contest are pour-
ing in from every section of
the country. However, you
still have time to enter your-
self and have an equal chance
of winnine one of the two
big prizes. Remember, you
may send as many sets of an-
swers as you wish, provided
each set is accompanied by a
$1, 10-weeks’ subscription to
THE NEwW MASSES.

That 10-weeks’ Sub.

Please remember that the 10-
weeks’-for-$1 subscription is
open only to contest entrants.
The regular subscription
price is $1.25 for three
months. It is impossible for
us to accept 10-weeks’-for-$1
subscription except from
those who send them in to-
gether with their titles for
the contest.

Important Notice

Please do not ask us to
make changes in titles you
have sent in, as we are un-
able to do so. Entrants who
wish to have titles different
from those originally sub-
mitted considered by the
judges, must send in another
$1-10 weeks’ subscription to
the New Masses and the new
titles. However one or two
of the titles in the new set
may be the same as those
first submitted.

FIRST PRIZE

SFECOND PRIZE $250
50 PRIZES $5 EACH

It’s Easy! Just Write a Title for
Each of These Three Cartoons!

All you have to do in order to win the $1,000 first prize or one
of the other fine prizes is simply to write a title for each one of
the three cartoons appearing on this page, and mail them in to
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REVIEW AND COMMENT

A ““Case” for the Classics?

RT, as we all know, is free and not
service to class; and of all the arts,
save possibly music, poetry is most

exempt from material influences. It soars
above them into ethereal and idealistic
realms; it transcends the ephemeral and at-
tends the eternal yearnings of the human
spirit. Love, Strife, Death and That Which
Is Beyond Death are the themes of the
classical tradition, fashioned, as we can see,
of ageless stuff. Whatever, politically, we
are or think we are, we can always go back
for inspiration to the great Greeks, clasping
their hands across the sea of time. The
classics never fail us. They are above creed,
above race, above political or economic schism.
Above all, the classics are above class.

However, when we get out our ponies
from the Loeb Classical Library, and embark
on the actual endeavor to clasp hands with
the great Greeks across the sea of time, we
find that this conception of the classlessness
of the classics never seems to have infected
the consciousness of the classics themselves.
The French critic Saint-Beuve in his essay
What Is a Classic? gives us a reference to
the Roman Aulus Gellius, who speaks of a
certain person as being a classical writer, as
distinguished from proletarian. When we
look up Gellius, we find him completely
specific on the distinction: classicus means
belonging to the class which had ‘the most
property; all others were infra classem, be-
neath class. Of these the status of the pro-
letarii was next to the lowest, just above
those who were called capite censi, or
counted (like cattle) by the head. It is
difficult to translate Roman economic terms
accurately into modern ones, for there are
all sorts of complicating factors, but a rough
idea of the differences might be conveyed
if we say that the classicus is a man with
property worth $2,500 and up, the prole-
tarius with $30 worth, and the capite census
with $7.50 or less.

Moreover Gellius credits Julius Paulus,
“the most learned poet of his recollection”
with this interesting contribution to the
economic interpretation of history:

Since property and money were regarded as a
hostage and pledge of loyalty to the State, and
since there was in them a kind of guarantee and
assurance of patriotism, neither the proletariat
nor the capite censi were enrolled as soldiers ex-
cept in some time of extraordinary disorder, be-
cause they had little or no property or money.
However, the class of proletarii was somewhat
more honourable in fact and in name than that
of the capite censi; for in times of danger to the
State, they were enrolled for hasty service, and
arms were furnished them at public expense. And
they were called, not capite censi, but by a more

auspicious name derived from their duty and
function of producing offspring, for although they
could not greatly aid the State with what small
property they had, yet they added to the popula-
tion of their country by their power of begetting
children.

Proletarian criticism, therefore, will find
in the classical writers a valuable field of in-
vestigation. Bourgeois critics have attempted
to create the classics in their own image—
they have even accused each other of doing
this—and to obliterate from the reader’s at-
tention class lines drawn in the original with
strict and rigid insistence. Such expropria-
tion, of course, had a functional value in the
bourgeois educational scheme, though it need
not have been entirely deliberate. Marx used
to rebuke bourgeois economists for deducing
universal values from operations that were
inevitable only within their peculiar econ-
omy; bourgeois critics of esthetics constantly
repeat this error; and transitional critics, too,
sometimes go with them in this direction far-
ther than they should. For reasons either
sinister or stupid the case for the classics
has been stated in terms not too unlike those
of our (satirical) opening paragraph, and this
has invited either their sentimental acceptance
by those who had an interest in distraction
from the class struggle, or their equally un-
critical rejection by those who would not
take the bourgeois word for anything else,
but seemed willing to let them get away with
it here, and thereby tacitly consented to the
opinion of their antagonists, that art was
different. The result has been an impoverish-
ment of Marxist criticism, which has been
denied access to an entire area of reference
abundant in concrete illustration of valid but
abstract critical theory. To cite an example
—the reviewer is better qualified to estimate
and deflate the cosmic originality of E. E.
Cummings if he knows about Simmias of
Rhodes, who contrived to put poems about
axes and winged Cupids into the form of
axes and winged Cupids. Not that we sus-
pect Cummings of plagiarizing Simmias, of
whom he may or may not have heard; but
that we can see so much more clearly how
under pressure of similar economic circum-
stances similar esthetic phenomena are liable
to emerge.

By way of introduction, two critical stu-
dies might be commended to the reader who
is interested in seeing how even the great
Greeks were subject to the operations of the
dialectic process and determined by mate-
rial conditions. Professor J. M. Edmonds’
history of Greek lyric poetry (in the Lyra
Graeca volume of the Loeb Classical Li-
brary)is an account of the changing modes

of non-epic and non-dramatic poetry, ranging
from the spacious morning atmosphere when
the poet held a traditional place in life, not
merely as prophet or pedagogue, but as di-
rector of practical activities, down to the fan-
tastic cult-and-coterie twilight of the Alex-
andrians and on into the darkness of the
late Roman empire. Edmonds shows us how
respectfully, in the days of .a vigorous prime,
Greek society treated its artists, proposing noc
dichotomy, as in bourgeois states, betweery
them and men of action, but entrusting po-
litical functions to men precisely because they
were poets. An Archilochus was chosen to
lead colonies, a Simonides to make peace be-
tween opposing armies, a Solon to salvage
a state. ‘“Whenever the Spartans take the
field under arms, every man has by law to
be summoned to the king’s tent to hear
Tyrtaeus’ songs, this being the surest way
of making him willing to die for his coun-
try.” Poetry in our day—bourgeois poetry—
tends to be personal rather than patriotic, the
bourgeois state being nothing about which to
wax lyrical ; and bourgeois poets have, under
pressure, been so conditioned to talking about
themselves that no other practice seems quite
natural. Those to whom no two pheno-
mena seem more incompatible than money
and lyric poetry will find it a healthy shock
to read in Edmonds that the original inward
direction of lyric poetry had an economic
stimulus. “The introduction of coinage,” he
says, “had but recently given its great stim-
ulus to commerce, and the accumulation of
wealth had begun to give men freer com-
mand of the labor of their fellows. We
may believe that ritual song-dance, if, as it
often was, it was competitive, gave opportu-
nity for the display of wealth. Wealth made
the individual, with his greater command of
others’ hands, a greater person than his neigh-
bors, a more important wheel in the ma-
chine of state. This feeling of importance
would seem to have expressed itself in' art-
patronage, and fostered a demand for poetic
praise of men as well as of Gods. . . The
whole Greek view of life had become more
individualistic, more self-conscious, more an-
alytic. Poets now sang more about their own
feelings, and addressed themselves to the
emotions of individuals as well as to those
of collective audiences. The sphere of art

activities was enlarged to include private
life.”

This self-expressive and individualistic ten-
dency in art attained its full fruition in the
so-called Hellenistic or Alexandrian period.
Alexandria was a cosmopolitan state, suffi-
ciently prosperous to develop a large and
wealthy leisure class, amply protected by its
hard-boiled police from the antagonisms that
arose as the imported hustlers exploited the
native proletariat with increasing relentless-
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aess, revelling in an almost monotonous se-
curity of existence, devoid of any need for
political and national consciousness. The lit-
erature encouraged by its patrons, the royal
house of the Ptolemies, was increasingly pre-
occupied with private concerns and personal
relations, and among these, needless to say,
the phenomenon of love forced itse'lf most in-
sistently on the attention. Of this literature
and its background a book written fifty years
ago affords most interesting and exhaustive
documentation. The book in question is Au-
guste Couat’s 4lexandrian Poetry Under the
First Three Ptolemies; it has been available
since 1931 in an English translation by James
Loeb, the founder of the classical library
which bears his name. Amid its great mass
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of technical material the lay reader will have
to do some judicious skipping, but not its
least value is the thoroughness with which
the various impulses and manifestations of
Alexandrian temperament are exposed. When
the book was in the press, Marx had less
than a year to live; it is hard to resist the
idea that such a book as Couat’s would have
ultimately commended itself to his attention,
if for nothing more than the ominous correct-
ness of the final paragraph:

In the decline of a civilization which already
has to its credit centuries of great literature, it is
not without effort that we can find that freshness
and sincerity of impressions that constitute poetry.
For new-comers it is hard not to wish to improve

upon their predecessors, and not to seek for new
and rare forms for conveying feelings that are at
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once simple and little subject to change. And so
it comes that poets by preference choose whatever
is unusual or morbid among human passions,
and make improper use of a violent or subtle
psychology which is ill suited for poetry. ... In
the end they are hampered by the steadily grow-
ing mass of memories and ideas which the work
and thought of successive generations bring with
them, and which they can neither neglect without
loss nor make use of without peril. Such was the
special plight of the Alexandrian poets, placed
as they were on the confines of two worlds, the
ancient and the modern, the last born of the one
and the forerunners of the other. Our own plight
is almost the same, nor can we read the Alex-
andrians without a glance into our own hearts,
and possibly, owing to certain intellectual sym-
pathies, we are more able to understand them
than were people in earlier times.

RoLrFE HUMPHRIES.
)

Old Time Tales

MULES AND MEN, by Zora Neale Hurs-
ton. J. B. Lippincott Co. $3.

PON starting to collect the tales mak-

ing up the greater part of this book,
Miss Hurston was asked, “Who you reckon
want to read all them old-time tales about
Brer Rabbit and Brer Bear?” She replied
“Plenty of people, George. They are a lot
more valuable than you might think. We
want to set them down before it’s too late.”
Judged according to this purpose, Mules and
Men is a success. The material and the
type, of course, are familiar; several books
by Howard Odum, Nigger to Nigger by
E. C. L. Adams and in some respects, Car-
mer’s Stars Fell on Alabama are contempo-
rary parallels. Miss Hurston, however, is
one of the few Negroes fitted by upbringing,
temperament and training to make such a
collection. She is fortunately free from the
usual educated Negro’s disdain for folklore
and she has enthusiasm, a sensitive ear and
a companionable personality. The tales are
set against the background of central Florida,
Miss Hurston’s native section.

Many of the tales are about John or Jack,
“the culture hero of the Negro folk,” who
overcomes the devil or old master with mi-
raculous ease. Others show the master turn-
ing the tables upon slaves. There are some
illustrating present social experience, such
as the explanation of why the Negro works
so hard, which the narrators tell with easy-
going laughter at themselves. A few out-
rageously tall tales are in the American fron-
tier tradition, those on the snail hitting the
mark delightfully. Brer Rabbit, Brer Dog
and Brer Gator are here in person, and the
interest in the ’possum, the snake, the hawk,
the buzzard and the boll-weevil show that
fine fabling is still going on. In spite of
the -title, the role of the mule in this book
is minor. Some of the stories jokingly ex-
plain “cosmogohy” in the manner of Black
Genesis, by Stoney and Shelby. Many of
the stories are quite familiar from other
sources, but they are told with charm and
are well fitted into the setting. There is the
goat who coughed up the red shirt and

flagged the train, the traveling man, the old
slave tales of “Mo’ rain, mo’ rest,” and
“Well, you got the old coon at last.” Even
a paraphrase of Irwin Russell’s poem on
Ham and the first banjo is here. The col-
lection is richly diversified.

Both music and words of nine songs are
given. Besides a first-rate version of “John
Henry,” there are examples of working, con-
vict, social and children’s songs. The last
section of the book deals with hoodoo. Miss
Hurston visited New Orleans and its en-
virons, especially Algiers across the river.
There she was initiated into the secret rites
of hoodoo and assisted in some of the opera-
tions. She renders these experiences dramati-
cally, but to the reviewer they do not carry
the weight of the Florida tales, and the
closer they resemble Seabrook’s sensational-
ism, the less satisfying they become.

As a collection, Mules and Men has the
virtues of simplicity, raciness, earthiness and
for the most part plausibility. The conver-
sations with their idiomatic tang and truth,
are best. Characterization, as might be ex-
pected is subordinated, but out of the run
of the many indistinguishable speakers, such
persons as Big Sweet, Ella Wall and the
author stand out vividly. A way of life
that one feels that Miss Hurston knows
thoroughly is presented: the jooks, the toe-
parties, the shack-dances, the love-feasts, the
experience meetings, the fishing trips, the
gambling in the camps with their long tense
sessions of Florida flip, coon-can and Georgia
skin. This is authentically done, so far as it
goes. And there lies the rub.

Because the book has a second purpose:
that of portraying the life of the southern
Negro, insofar as folk tales and descriptions
of folkways can do this. In his foreword,
Dr. Boas says that the material “gives the
Negro's reaction to everyday events, to his
emotional life, his humor and passions.” Miss
Hurston, choosing Florida because it gives “a
cross section of the Negro South,” seems to
urge this purpose throughout. By its very
nature, Mules and Men is assumed to have
this purpose, and it has been praised accord-
ingly. But to the reviewer, this second pur-
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pose, while more important than the first, is
less attended to and certainly less fulfilled.
He has heard some, and believes that there
are many more folk-tales floating around
Eatonville, Orlando, Kissimmee and Lake-
land, of a different sort, just as revelatory
Negro life and therefore imperatively worth
collecting for such a book as this. If
Florida “gives a cross section of the Negro
South,” Mules and Men is inadequate.

Bruce Minton’s recent article in THE
NEew Masses, written, by the way, about
Lakeland, a town in the section studied by

- Miss Hurston, reveals the exploitation and
terrorism that Florida knows as well as other
Southern states. It might be considered un-
fair to Miss Hurston to focus attention upon
this, and the current uncovering of Klan
tactics throughout the state, since her collec-
tion was made much earlier; but the misery
and exploitation are not recent growths. And
mention of these is missing from Mules and
Men. ‘There are one or two grousing ref-
erences to mean cracker bosses and the chain
gang, but little else. Eatonville is described
pastorally: “the city of five lakes, three cro-
quet courts, three hundred brown skins, three
hundred good swimmers, plenty guavas, two
schools and no jail-house.”” One company
operating phosphate- mines at Pierce is se-
lected as worth describing for maintaining
“very excellent living conditions in their
quarters. ‘The cottages are on clean, tree-
lined streets. There is a good hospital and
a nine-months school. They will not em-
ploy a boy under seventeen so that the
parents are not tempted to put minors to
work. There is a cheerful community cen-
ter with a large green-covered table for crap
games under a shady oak.”

In dealing with the tactics of Negro lying,
Miss Hurston writes: “You see we are a
polite people and we do not say to our ques-
tioner, ‘Get out of here”” We smile and tell
him or her something that satisfies the white
person, because, knowing so little about us,
he doesn’t know what he is missing.” This,
at the start, promised a picture nearer the
truth of southern Negro life and farther
from tradition. But Miss Hurston reveals
little that white authors have not been able
to get at. As one southern critic has said,
Miss Hurston “portrays the white man but
little, and then without bitterness.” And
Miss Hurston finds “the Negro story-teller
is lacking in bitterness.” Her characters are
naive, quaint, complaisant, bad enough to
kill each other in jooks, but meek otherwise,
socially unconscious. Their life is made to
appear easy-going and carefree. This, to the
reviewer, makes Mules and Men singularly
incomplete. ‘These people live in a land
shadowed by squalor, poverty, disease, vio-
lence, enforced ignorance and exploitation.
Even if browbeaten, they do know a smoul-
dering resentment. Many folk-stories and
songs from the South contain this resent-
ment; E. C. L. Adams’ Nigger to Nigger
and Lawrence Gellert’s Negro Songs of Pro-
test are excellent cases in point. From the

reviewer’s own experience, he knows that
harsher folk-tales await the collector. These
people brood upon their hardships, talk about
them “down by the big-gate,”” and some
times even at the big house. They are not
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blind, and they are not being fooled; some
have lost their politeness, and speak right
out. Mules and Men should be more bitter;
it would be nearer the total truth.

STERLING A. Brown.

Moody’s Letters to Harriet

LETTERS TO HARRIET, by William
Vaughan Moody. Edited with Introduc-
tion and Conclusion by Percy MacKaye.
Houghton Mifflin Co.  $3.50.

HIS book contains the letters that

William Vaughan Moody wrote to
Harriet Converse Tilden, from the time he
met her in 1901 to the time he married
her in 1909, a year before his death. The
letters have been affectionately annotated by
Moody’s friend, Percy MacKaye, who has
also written a long and illuminating intro-
duction. MacKaye tells how, in the first
decade of the century, a group of poets
attempted to raise the level of the American
drama.

“Our aim,” MacKaye writes, “was to
cleanse the temple of Apollo, the stage, from
the sins of Apollyon, the commercial specu-
lation of Broadway. . . . To that cause, how-
ever, we dedicated ourselves not as religious,
economic, or social reformers, but as poets.”
But, he goes on, the group was blind “to
the truth that no one unit of society, such
as the stage, can be healed without cleansing
the whole organism.”

Mr. MacKaye thus furnishes an accurate
diagnosis of the failure of that gallant at-
tempt with which the name of William

Vaughan Moody is so closely associated.
Yet he does not seem to realize that the
failure of the group was twofold: they net
only failed to destroy the commercialism eof
the theater; they alse failed te write great
drama. The second failure was related teo
the first. The esthetic self-righteousness—
almost a kind of poetic snobbishness—with
which they approached the theater was evi-
dence that their roots did not go very deep
into American life; and it was the lack of
deep roots that vitiated their plays.

Needless to say, the times are to be
blamed, not the poets. One feels in Moody’s
letters not merely poetic insight, but revalu-
tionary aspiration. It is true that, in the
strain of mysticism that runs through them,
there is something foreign to the modern
temper. There is also a kind ef romanticism
of expression that reminds us that the
shadow of Victeria was still over America.
But through these superficial qualities shines
the spirit of the man, to waken our admira-
tion.

Moody fell short ef true poetic as of
true dramatic greatness, but there was
greatness in his character. His early death
was a tragedy, but even more tragic was
the stifling of what was really in the man.

GraNvILLE Hicks.

Prominent Negro Artists Entertain in an Exotic Review

D
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50 ROUND AN’ ROUND

WITH THE SCINTILLATING MELODIES OF

VINCENT

LOPEZ,
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Tickets on Sale: Workers Bookshop, 50 East 13th Street, New York City
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"REDDER THAN THE ROSE—For-

sythe . . . regular price $2.50, and
now only $1.35 . . . quantity limited.

HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN
WORKING CLASS—Bimba .. . an
authoritative history from colonial
times to the present day. Reduced
from $2.50 to $1.25.

FASCISM AND SOCIAL REVOLU-
TION—R. P. Dutt . . . Here is a
Marxist classic on fascism .. . a
manual in the fight against war and
fascism . . . now only 90c.

FATHERLAND—Karl Billinger . .
A novel from underground Germany
. . now only 90c.

JOHN STRACHEY'S COMING
STRUGGLE : FOR POWER ($1);
NATURE OF CAPITALIST CRISIS
($3), and LITERATURE & DIALEC-
TICAL MATERIALISM ($1), now
the three for only $2.50 . . . quantity
limited.

DEATH SHIP—Traven . . . A story
of an American sailor that will keep
your interest till the last page . ..
Regular $2.50, but our price 98c.

SEEDS OF TOMORROW-—Sholok-
hov . . . a dramatic story of the col-
lectivization movement as told by a
Don Cossack. Now reduced from $2.50
to $1.25.

STEEL DICTATOR—O’Connor . . .
A large purchase makes possible the
reduction from $3 to only $1.25. Or-
der at once.

THE HANDBOOK OF THE SOVIET
UNION . . . just out. It tells you
everything you want to know about
the Soviet Union. $3.

AND QUIET FLOWS THE DON—
Sholokhov...a sweeping story of the
now almost mythical Don Cossacks.
Publishers price $3, our price $1.95.

REVOLT ON THE CAMPUS —
Weschler . . . a factual guide to the
present political awakening of the
American students. Regular $3 . ..
our- price $2.15.

Order from

. Your Nearest Local Book Shop Listed on
Page 31. If there is no book shop in the
city send your mail orders to the
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Books in Brief Review

Gossip

ANNALS OF THE POETS, Their Pri-
vate Lives and Personalities, by Chard
Powers Smith. Charles Scribner’s Sons. $3.

HE chapters of this book include such
matters as the origins of poets, their
precocity, education, looks and manners, do-
mestic life, hobbies, avocations, work habits,
scholarship, exercise, health, death, the strug-
gle for existence, crimes, success, love, excess,
miscellaneous aberrations, etc. It is a random
and quite pointless collection of gossip. Its
conclusion might be that there is no such
thing as the type poet; the robust are bal-
anced by the frail, the lascivious by the
chaste, the rebels by the sycophants. Their
only similarity is that they are poets. Total
them up and they equal the average man.
But the author notes the following, that
the majority of poets are drawn from the
comfortable classes and that their best work,
with few exceptions, is done in opportune
periods .of leisure and security. In other
words, like all men, they flower in situations
that make self-fulfillment possible. Instead
of looking forward to a society where poets
in common with other men will secure the
necessary opportunity to do their work and
security during their work, he looks back-
ward to the more precarious era of “patron-
age” which he declares to have been more
favorable to poets, in this respect, than
“democracy.” ISIDOR SCHNEIDER.

Tales Out of School

OUT OF MY PAST: Memoirs of Count
Kokovtsov. Hoover War Library Publi-
cation No. 6. $5.50. :

OKOVTSOV was Russian Minister

of Finance, 1904-1914, and Chairman
of the Council of Ministers, 1911-1914,
and when he gets to telling tales out
of school he supplies several pages of in-
teresting and informative reading. Thus, in
the pages dealing with the 1905 uprising,
we discover that the great liberal, Count
Witte, who confessed himself so terribly
shocked by the Bloody Sunday massacre, had
probably more knowledge of, and responsi-
bility for it than he cared to admit; that
the Father Gapon who led the workers had
probably not been altogether innocent of the
probable consequences of his demagogy, in-
asmuch as some time previously he had vis-
ited government officials with the informa-
tion that because of his influence with the
workers he could break up their demonstra-
tions in the St. Petersburg district; that
when workers wege sent in a deputation to
the Czar, factory/inspectors had it as their
express duty to see to it that no radical ele-
ments were included ; that last but not least,
when such workers’ demonstrations do occur,
the repercussions are embarrassingly inter-
national, and not at all the local affairs they

seem to be. . . . For instance, it made it
hard for the Finance Minister to float a
French loan.

However, what particularly distinguishes
this book is the fact that all through its dis-
cussion of the growing revolutionary move-
ment no mention is made even once of the
one man most significantly associated with
it. His name was Vladimir Ilytch Lenin.

PETER YoORK.

Williamsburg Dream

HOMAGE TO BLENHOLT, by Daniel
Fuchs. Vanguard Press. $2.50.

R. FUCHS is still concerned with

sordid life of Williamsburg, that Jew-
ish section of Brooklyn which furnished him
material for Summer in Williamsburg. But
now he has dropped his naturalistic approach
and adopted a caricaturing style which his
publishers compare with all the world’s great
satirists that can be squeezed in one para-
graph. As you get into the narrative and
enjoy the author’s piercing sense of humor,
his fine ear for the dialogue and the mad
sounds of the tenement house where most of
his characters live, you are likely to forgive the
blurb writer’s effervescence. Good satirical
fiction, which doesn’t follow the slick and
innocuous patterns popularized by such maga-
zines as The New Yorker, is all too rare these
days and though Fuchs is not yet complete
master of his satirizing self, his novel shows
that he has real potentialities for developing
into a powerful satirist who will not write
satire simply for its own amusing sale but
give it a critical, social viewpoint.

In this novel, as in his first, his attitude
is determined by his ability to see how his
characters are smothered and degraded by the
jittery atmosphere the present social setup
imposes on them. His main figure, the in-
carnation of Optimistic Youth in America,
is Max Balkan, a ridiculous, lonely young
man who sees himself as a modern Tambur-
laine. He believes that opportunity is around
the corner, that he is living in a society eaget
to receive him with open arms and a million
dollars. He has dozens of crazy schemes for
making that million. He worships Blenholt,
the Commissioner of Sewerages, because Blen-
holt achieved riches and dignity in his com-
munity, even though .he did it by Al Capone
methods. In the end, his dreams crash; for

" his efforts he receives one bag of onions.

Brought up on movies, comic strips,
tabloids and other vehicles of fake ideas, his
friends” and relatives are just as pathetic.
Munves, his friend, wants to be a great
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etymologist and ends up in a delicatessen
store; his father, once an applauded Yiddish
actor, now a beaten man carrying a sandwich
sign for a beauty shop; his sweetheart, Ruth,
whose intellectual meat ‘is a hot-stuff Joan
Crawford movie. One weakness of the novel
is that the author’s bitterness for the forces
that frustrate his characters surpass his un-
derstanding of them; this tends to make many
of his satirical effects seem strained. With
a better understanding of those social forces,
he is sure to achieve a richer variety of situ-
ations and people and a style that carries a
greater wallop. . Jay GERLANDO.

e

A Trip to Naziland

BEHIND THE SWASTIKA, by Jose-
phine Herbst. Anti-Nazi Federation. 5 cents.

HIS meaty pamphlet should bring com-

fort to those who despair over the ac-
quiescence of the German people to the rule
of Nazi gangsterism. Josephine Herbst has
been no superficial observer of conditions to-
day in Germany and her information, more-
over, is up to the minute.

No matter how quiet things may seem on
the surface, all is not well with Nazi pres-
tige. ~Strikes are becoming more common
(15,000 textile workers at Augsburg walked
out last summer), though the press has no
news of it. But people themselves have
told her of active strikes and passive re-
sistance. Desperately but surely the work-
ers are building up their outlawed unions.
Even the death-sentence cannot prevent them.

Catholic, Protestant, Jew, Stahlhelm, So-
cial-Democrat, Communist and Salvation
Army member all feel the hand of Nazi
terrorism. The result is a growing apathy
among the body-politic to Nazi “drives.”
People no longer cooperate in raids and at-
tacks. When a raid upon Jews in Berlin
cafes is staged, the folk just disappear and
the Nazis are confronted with empty tables.
Despite press-censorship, housewives are agi-
tating against the soaring prices and the
scarcity of food. Denied a voice in the pub-
lic print, they have resorted to rumor.

With nothing but war and starvation
facing the young generation, it is no sur-
prise to. find how completely degraded the
cultural life of the country has become. A
typical movie “ends with the edifying spec-
tacle of wives going on their knees to hus-
bands to ask pardon for daring to object to
their midnight tippling in taverns.”

Most important of all, are the increased
anger and protest. Mysteriously anti-semi-
tic posters and stickers are torn down. Girls
resist being sent “to the country on govern-
jment projects,” for it is now common knowl-
edge that 80 percent of them return preg-
nant. Men may wear brown shirts, but to
a friend they will explain: “Listen, brown
may be like a good steak—brown on the
outside, red inside.”

The Reich is sick. But its people are
learning: how to disgorge the poison that is
enféebling them. ToNy CLARK.
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The Theater

First “Theater Union Night”

T IS hard for us to repart John Wex-
ley’s Running Dogs without some pro-
prietary warmth. Twice THE NEw MASSES
aegotiated for the manuscript, twice publica-
tion was canceled by space limitations. Now
the Theater Union has produced part of the
play and the error of omission has to a de-
gree been corrected; but if the rest of the
play is as solid and absorbing as its second
act, Running Dogs deserves a complete, im-
- mediate production.

People who saw The Last Mile and They
Shall Not Die need not be told that Wex-
ley is a play-maker of deftness and strength.
An instinct for theater gives®dramatic vi-
brancy to whatever he touches, whether it is
a tale of a prison break or the frame-up of
aine Negro boys. Wexley is one of the
few who can adapt narrative material with-
out losing something vital in the process.
Just as his previous plays were built on a
story by Roark Bradford and the actual
events of the Scottsboro case, Running Dogs
derives largely from Agnes Smedley’s writ-
ings on Red China. But Wexley’s hard
clarity of dialogue and manipulation of action
give his work an individual imprint—a wel-
' come idiom for the social drama.

The second act of Running Dogs, an en-
tity in itself, takes place in a makeshift Kuo-
mintang army barracks. The soldiers gamble,
curse, crab about their officers, argue, ask
questions—questions about the war they are
fighting and the “Communist Bandit Army”
about which they know nothing except that
it must be destroyed. A peddler brings in
some fruit, spills some guileless chatter; the
play ends when he is shot as a Red spy.
This bare plot recital, like all such abstracts,
omits the essential fact: that in the course
of these unremarkable happenings the soldiers
advance from ignorance to mental agitation,
_having learned something basic about the
men they are murdering and the social force
they are hired to smother.

It is evident that the effectiveness of a
play with so little action depends enormously
on production. And it must be admitted
that the Theater Union has done a most in-
adequate job. The tempo dragged, the direc-

“An (nteresting evening at the ﬁow PLAYING
theater." —Michael Blankfort.
GO TO BEE WED.e'vrenHmli. FRIL
HAUNCH || sar.son.mar.
PAUNCH || ARTEF THEATER
247 West 48th Street
AND JOWL CHic. 4-7999
' 50c—T50—$1.00—$1.25
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tion was desultory, the speeches themselves
sounded unfamiliar in the mouths of the
actors. The production would have col-
lapsed entirely had it not been for the heroic
work of Harold Johnsrud. He not only
gave a superbly discerning performance as
the peddler; but with subtly poised power he
knit together the disparate elements around
him.

A Letter to the President by Paul Peters
and George Sklar, with music by Jerome
Moross, provided the second program-feature.
With sharp emotional power this mass-chant
recounts an episode in the contemporary
southern class-war—twelve armed Negroes
trapped in a cabin who hold off a white
mob, till a torch hurled across the night sets
fire to their fortress and burns them into
human coals. The authors have followed
the form used by Brecht in a finale of
Moother; and with signal success. It is only
the last moments of the chant that dampen
its fiery effectiveness. After witnessing the
horror story the audience is strangely jolted
by the wistfully soaring tones of a soprano
solo. The emotions have been conditioned
not for a single voice no matter how pierc-
ing, but for the banded voices of masses of
men and women rising to avenge with re-
lentless power their common pain at a
hideous crime.

A Lettef to Artef

HEN Mother opened at the Civic
Repertory in December, followers of
the left drama “split” into two main schools.
Some claimed that the Theater Union had
botched a superb opportunity by insensitive
adaptation of the Bert Brecht-Hanns Eisler
original. Others, insisting the adaptors could
not have done otherwise, argued their wis-
dom. Having reviewed the actual production
(Dec. 3), we had postponed discussing the
controversy for a later issue; but when the
time arrived, Mother had disappeared; Let
Freedom Ring had taken its place.
Everyone knows that the Theater Union
did a fine thing by saving Bein’s Southern
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strike play; but it is unfortunate that Mother
had to be abandoned in the process, after a
life of four weeks. Whatever the arguments
for and against the production, Mother
stands out as the most beautiful poetic drama
of the revolution that has come to this coun-
try. In the structure of the separate passages
glows a simplicity which transcends the usual
meaning of the term: each scene is a micro-
cosm of almost universal social dimensions.
And the text as an entity breathes a nobility
of spirit which our native social theater has
not yet approached.

During the last few weeks the New
Singers (under Lan Adomian) have been
giving concert recitals of Mother, comprised
of the Eisler songs and connective recitation.
In terms of applause and box-office demands,
the response has been overwhelming. It
would seem that some left theater group
might take a cue in this fact?

We believe, for example, that the Artef
players could do a superlative production of
Mother. One of the chief flaws in the
Theater Union’s production came from the
heart-breaking difficulties of translating the
Brecht verses into English. For all practical
purposes this would be obviated in an Artef
production because of the linguistic affinity
between German and Yiddish. But there is
an even more fortunate affinity: Brecht’s
idiom, the form of his dramatic thinking, is
strangely congenial to Artef’s stylistic pre-
dilections and creative capacities—a basic con-
sideration solidly clarified by Artef’s produc-
tion of Recruits.

It is stirring merely to think of what Artef
could do with this opportunity—and to re-
alize, for example, how superbly the Freiheit
Gezang Farein could sing Eisler’s wonderful
songs.

STANLEY BURNSHAW.

NEW THEATRE LEAGUE BENEFIT
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Music
The Phonograph and Labor

HE phonograph came into existence just
sixty years ago. By the October Rev-
olution Lenin was using it to spread his
personal force into corners where he himself
was unable to go. By the time Hitler took
over Germany there were hundreds of Hanns
Eisler records to feed the Nazi bonfires.
But in America records had no direct
function in the labor movement until this
very year. A few chain-gang songs had
found their way into commercial catalogs,
labelled “spirituals” or “race records.” The
Internationale had been recorded three times
in band versions, replete with piccolo in the
standard Sousa manner. Once it was inter-
twined with another piece of band music.
Once it was operated on by Jazz. But even
such versions appeared under different names:
Hymn of the Laborers and First of May
(Internationale), etc. In any case, all three
have long been out of stock. Then there
were some experiments with “home record-
ings” of one or two workers’ concerts—with-
out practical results—and numerous plans to
establish independent recording companies to
issue revolutionary songs. But year after
year passed and nowhere could you buy a
single record of forthright proletarian music.

That recordings can play a very significant
role in the labor movement is obvious, once
the present status of the phonograph is clear.
That status is hardly what it once was. In
the early ’twenties practically every home had
its talking machine. Caruso is said to have
earned a million dollars by his phonograph
singing alone. But by 1928 radio receivers
had begun to displace talking machines. They
were cheaper, they required no winding of
motors, no continuous outlay for records.
The record business dwindled to the point
where its very survival was almost proble-
matic. But the last four years have proved
that despite its ‘‘advantages,” the radio can
be only a sorry substitute for the phono-
graph. Records are re-appearing and in
greater numbers; the standards of recording
have never been so high. And if records
are being made, they are also being sold.
The Disc Club of New York announces
phonograph concerts of all the recorded
works of Beethoven: the “series will fill
twenty-two evenings! The fact is that a
constantly growing mass of people are re-
turning to the phonograph for something
they cannot possibly obtain from the radio.

In the light of all this, the appearance of
three records! which are definitely of the
Left has far more than passing importance;
and the fact that they are technically so ex-

1 The International and Forward, We've Not For-
gotten; Soup Song and United Front; Rise Up and
In Praise of Learning. Timely Recording Company.
75 cents each.

cellent is worth every music-lover’s enthusi-
asm. I have scen listeners, time after time,
fidgeting in their chairs, infected by the
rousing rhythms of the music and almost
unable to restrain themselves from breaking
into the chorus.

That four of the six songs are by Hanns
Eisler is a significant tribute to that great
composer of workers’ music.

These songs should go out into places .

where concerts are unknown; and in no
way can they go so effectively as thus, in
actual sound. They will be played in homes,
to a few men. They will be played at
mass meetings where they will stir thou-
sands. In mining towns where men have
forgotten how to sing. In shacks by the
waterfront. In farmhouses through the West.
And everywhere they will come now, at last,
in their living form.

A song like In Praise of Learning has
qualities which have appealed to all sorts
of people almost as long as songs have been
made. It is at once simple, fresh, haunting.
The quiet, child-like opening for women’s
voices, almost chanting; the vibrant, electric
voice of the soloist; and the contrasts be-
tween the women’s voices and the full chorus
—music which makes a solid impact; and by
no other means so broadly or so quickly as
by the record.

Rise Up has another kind of strength. A
magnificent song of action, its sturdy surg-

-ing movement is not to be found in ordinary

music of our time. From the first firm
piano chords, it drives with unflagging vigor
on to 'the close.

Forward, We've Not Forgotten is some-
what handicapped by its translation, not be-
cause the translation is bad but because there
is no tonal English equivalent of Vorwaerts,
und Nichts Vergessen. At other places you
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feel that words and music are less closely
knit than in the original German.

Internationale is not the best of the six per-
formances. The singing is a shade too brittle,
perhaps too incisive. And here, as in other
places, the chorus is not always easy to under-
stand. But what a pleasure it is to own such
a recording. To hear it played full and rich
and loud—in your own home! To hear it at
meetings, where it arouses the liveliest kind of
mass song.

As they continue to appear, records like
these are bound to have a tremendous effect
throughout the music front. For here is the
music itself, not a printed copy of it. Com-
posers who are writing mass songs have new
opportunities now to reach the people.

GARETH Ross.
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The Screen

“The Story of Louis Pasteur”

N VIEW of the usual Hollywood stan-
dard The Story of Louis Pasteur con-
veys its message with signal maturity. Paul
Muni, an actor of real theatrical culture
and one of the very few who can choose
his own roles, was largely instrumental in
having this film produced. It is concerned
more with the work of the French scientist
than with the episodes which Hollywood
fondly calls a man’s “private life.” Muni’s
interpretation of Pasteur is full of warmth,
humility and tenderness. Josephine Hutch-
inson as Pasteur’s wife is convincing and
gives the actress her first real opportunity
in the films. The high spot in the film
is Pasteur’s famous demonstration of his an-
thrax serum before an audience of Europe’s
famous scientists, France’s medical skeptics
and the grateful peasants of Pouilly-le-Fort.
Conceived in carnival spirit, the scene rises
to a lyric climax when a peasant lifts a
sheep toward the sky in salute to Pasteur.
With skill and understanding Muni inter-
prets Pasteur’s crusade for aseptic surgery.
In fact, in the episode—when a physician is
about to deliver his daughter’s child — Pas-
teur takes command and gives an elementary
lesson in aseptic surgery.

But the insertion of some box-office melo-
drama in many places prevents The Story
of Louis Pasteur from being as dramatic and
exciting as John Ford’s film of Arrowsmith
or Sidney Howard’s Yellowjack. Why the
sensational murder in the first scene of Pas-
teur? Why was it necessary to make Pas-
teur promise the doctor who was about to
deliver his daughter’s child that he would
publicly announce that his hydrophobia cure
was a fake? Why the excessive contrasts
in characterizations, making Pasteur a Mes-
sizh and his colleagues inhuman and wooden
villains? ‘The high drama in the least sen-
sational scenes exposes these synthetic “over-

NEW THEATRE NIGHT

Presenting the

COMPOSERS’
COLLECTIVE

in a program of old and
new compositions

at the NEW SCHOOL for
SOCIAL RESEARCH

66 West 12th Street

at 8:30 . M. SUN. FEB. 23

Tickets 35¢ to $1.10 at New Theatre, 156 W. 44 St.; New Theatre
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dramatizations.”- One answer, I believe, is
to be found in the pages of Variety:

From a salesmanship standpoint there is too
much attention paid to the anthrax and rabies
cures and not enough to the childbirth angles.
Latter actually was rather unimportant in
Pasteur’s life as compared to the former, but for
dramatic purposes, sharpening it might have led
to greater audience interest. On the other hand,
there’s the censorial angle.

As Delahanty * stated in The New
York Post, it is true that the conflict is
between Pasteur and the French Academy
of Medicine and that his experiments were
in direct opposition to the sacrosanct opin-
ion of the academy members. This would be
an oversimplification—one which would nar-
row the potential significance of The Story
of Louis Pasteur. Pasteur was a complex
personality: outside his laboratory, pom-
pous, arrogant, violently jealous of his fel-
low scientists; at work a genius. Politically
conservative, a mystical Catholic, a profes-
sional patriot, Pasteur bitterly opposed Dar-
win’s theory of evolution, dogmatically de-
nied the possibility of spontaneous genera-
tion. But although professional Pasteur-
baiters existed in abundance, they were by
no means the sole or even the most impor-
tant cause of the “conflict between Pasteur
and the French Academy.”

Pasteur in all his complexity and unhap-
piness and with his many faults, is remem-
bered and honored as a great scientist. This
full complexity of the man provided the
material for a much higher and more dra-
matic film than the present product. It was
this fully truthful method that made Chapa-
yev a great film biography. Can Hollywood
dare to use it? Nevertheless as it is, The
Story of Louis Pasteur is a step forward, a
small but welcome one. PetErR ELLIs.
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NEW MASSES

Between Ourselves

ITH this issue our editorial mast-

head on page five has been revised
to list additions and changes. The maga-
zine, of course, will continue to be edited col-
lectively by an editorial board. Isidor
Schneider and Joseph Freeman have joined
the staff as co-editors. Loren Miller, who
has been in Los Angeles since January, will
continue to act as contributing editor; simi-
larly Granville Hicks and Joshua Kunitz.

With the assistance of our friends in Can-
ada and America who protested to the Cana-
dian authorities against their banning of
THE NEw Masses, the prohibitory order
has been finally lifted. THE NEw MASSES
can now circulate freely throughout Canada.

The original ban was imposed several years
ago when our magazine was still a monthly.
When on January 1, 1934 it became a
weekly, we initiated the campaign to win
the right to be distributed to dealers and
to subscribers in Canada. It has been a long
and weary—and worthwhile battle.

Now that the ban has been removed, we
wish to broadcast the fact to everyone in
Canada who may be interested in helping us
to gain proper distribution. We want to tell
Canadian friends that a subscription to THE
NEw MASSES is a guarantee of its regular
weekly receipt. A yearly subscription, be-
cause of higher postage rates, costs fifty cents
more than the regular $4.50.

Members of our editorial board will par-
ticipate in the discussion following Earl
Browder’s talk on “The Intellectual Crisis”
(Hotel Delano, 108 West 43d St., Feb.
24, 8:20 p.m.). The lecture is one of a series
given by the League of American Writers.

Because of the unusual interest created by
her talk at the last meeting of the Friends
of THE Niw Masses, Elizabeth Lawson
will speak again on February 26 (8:30 p.m.,
Room 717A, Steinway Hall, 113 W. s57th
St.,, N. Y.). Her subject is “The Position
Today of the Negro.” Admission free.

WE CAN’T ATTEND AN
ARTISTS CONGRESS

but we feel that we are artists in prepar-
ing fresh vegetables—fresh fish or dairy
products . . . Our luncheons and dinners
are a prize for the most discriminating.

LUNCHEON 40c DINNER 60c
A LA CARTE

FARMFOOD

VEGETARIAN RESTAURANTS
37 W. 32nd St. 110 W. 40th 8t.
*142 W. 49th St.

* After theatre snacks Open Sundays

i5¢ IN ADVANCE — $1.00 AT THE DOOR

SCOTTSBORO 5.8 .

140 St. & Lenox Ave.
SAVOY
CHICK VIE B

defense 10 p.m. to 4 am.

BESSIE SMITH and others VB A L L

GIANT “JAM” SESSION




REPE AT Thrilling
PERFORMANCE | THEATRE

by popular demand UNION
FEB. 23rd | sun. NIGHT

John Wexley’s New Play “RUNNING DOGS”
Rebel Art Players in “PICKET LINE”

LETTER to the PRESIDENT

SONGS AND MASS CHANT
by Paul PETERS, Geo. SKLAR & Jerry MOROSS

CIVIC REPERTORY THEA. 14st. &6 Av.

Tickets
50c, 75¢, $1.50—~No Tax Workers’ & %mm:taﬂ’l)(( grmﬁi

CAFE EUROPA

RESTAURANT AND BAR

122 Second Avenue (Between 7th and Sth Sts.)
Good Food No Cover or Minimum Good Liquor

LUNCH 35¢ DINNER 60c
Dancing and Entertainment Every Week-End
Friendly Chess Games at All Times
BANQUETS AND PARTIES ACCOMMODATED

U. S. S.R.

7% GOLD BONDS, 1943

At Market —To Yield about 6%

State Bank of U. S. S. R. repurchases
onds at par, on demand.

Soviet American Securities Corp.
I 30Broad St.,, N.Y. HAnover2-5330 ]

Conducted or
Independent
Tours

175 FIFTH AVENUE

Chicago Office
110 S. Dearborn Street

Room 312
Telephone: Franklin 9766

TO THE

SOVIET UNION

A memorable vacation—SEE the country that is building Socialism! Visit
Leningrad, Moscow, Kharkov, Kiev, Volga River, Crimea, Caucasus.

Mediterranean cruises, tours to Europe and all parts of the
world—separately, or in conjunction with Soviet Tours.

SPECIAL MAY DAY EXCURSION

May Day tour is arranged by the World Tourists for workers and
organizations at reasonable prices. SEE the Soviet Union on Parade!

Sailing on S. S. AQUITANIA April 15, 1936

For information apply to

WORLD TOURISTS, Inc.

Telephones: ALgonquin 4-6656-7-8

$204

—and up—

NEW YORK CITY

San Francisco Office

580 Market Street

Room 304
Telephone: Garfield 7700

REBECCA SILVER Invites You to

FORES HOUSE

at INTERLAKEN

Miles of Lake, Hills and Dales—America’s Switzerland—Excellent
cuisine—All outdoor sports—indoors, cdnviviality. Rates Moderate.
Auto or N. Y. Central—50 miles—Open all year—of course.

LAKE MAHOPAC, N. Y. Mahopac 688 or 977

— ALL SPORTS —
HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS WARM and COZY

CAMP NITGEDAIGET

Beacon, N. Y. — On the Hudson
$15.00 Per Week - - - $2.75 Per Day
10 Cars leave daily 10 a. m. from 2700 Bronx Park East
N. Y. Central trains to Beacon
Tel. Beacon 781 City Office EStabrook 8-1400

CLASSIFIED ADS—30 cents a line

3 LINES MINIMUM
6 WORDS IN A LINE

RESORTS

STUDIOS FOR RENT

POSITION WANTED

CHESTERS’ ZUNBARG, the delightful hideaway in
the mountain, re-opens Washington’s Birthday. The
ecstasy of snow-clad mountains lends itself to exhil-
arating outdoor activities. Library, open fireplace,
musicals, excellent table, all comforts, and the right
company. Bus rates reduced to $2 return trip. Advise
reservations.

Woodbourne, N. Y. Telephone Fallsburg 2 F 22

When in LAKEWOOD spend a memorable vacation at
HOTEL ROYALE

A rendezvous of old friends . . . Comraderie . . .

Proletarian Environment . . . Excellent Cuisine . . .
Special rates to “New Masses” Readers

Sonia Gelbaum Anna Broude
708 Princeton Ave., Lakewood, N. J.

Telephone: Lakewood 1146

RAVIN LODGE
Lakewood, New Jersey
C. Boobar Tel. Lakewood 922
R. Ravin City info: Dickens 6-3273
Comradely Atmosphere—Reasonable Prices

416 Third Street

A Cozy Retreat in the Pines
MILLARD’S
Offers Choice Accommodations. Delicious Meals
Jewish-American Cuisine — Moderate Rates
801 Clifton Avenue, Lakewood, New Jersey
Phone: Lakewood 216-W.

RUSSIAN TAUGHT

MODERN RUSSIAN TAUGHT
New Rules and usages. Tourist Conversational
Course. MISS ISA WILGA, 457 West 57th Street, New
York City. COlumbus 8-8450.

RUSSIAN ART AND GIFTS

LARGE SELECTION of peasants handicrafts from
U.8.8.R. Linens, blouses, shawls, slippers, toys and
novelties. 109 E. 14th St., 1122 6th Avenue, MU 2-6327.
10 percent discount with this ad.

AMPLIFIERS TO RENT OR FOR SALE

FOR MEETINGS, DANCES or Symphonic Concerts.
High-fidelity equipment, records and microphone.
$7 per evening. White. SU 7-0207.

CAMERA WANTED

WANTED: Leica or Contax camera, late model pre-
ferred. State price, model, condition, lense, accessories.
New Masses. Box 1346.

MIMEOGRAPHING INK

MIMEOGRAPHING INK, highest quality 8 pound
can, $5.00 C. O. D. Shipping charges prepaid anywhere.
Jay Brown, 140 West 42nd Street, N. Y. C.

ARTISTS—WRITERS ATTENTION! 5-room studio
apartment. Studio 15x25 ft., excellent north light.
Another studio is 15x20 ft., 2 baths, exquisite marble
fireplaces, unusually large garden. $65. 3 minutes from
Manhattan. 64 Poplar Street, Brooklyn, apply Supt.
69 Poplar St. or Mr. Manacher TI 5-7038, between 9-6.

FURNISHED ROOMS

BEAUTIFULLY furnished living room and alcove,
studio window, fireplace. Can be seen after 5:30 P.M.
$40.. Single only. Cooper, 41 West 8th Street.

AFFAIRS

A PARTY, with dancing, a midnite floor show and
other things, on Friday February 21st at 9 P. M. at
the Knickerbocker Forum, 21 Bank St. Subscription
50 cents to benefit the Peoples Educational Center.

SOVIET RUSSIA IN PICTURES. Susan H. Woodruff.
Refreshments, Dancing, Comraderie, Studio 608,
Steinway Hall, 113 W. 57th St. Full subscription 50c.

RESTAURANT

PATRONIZE A WORKERS’ INSTITUTION
New Health Center Cafeteria
Fresh food Proletarian prices
50 Bast 13th Street ‘Workers Center

PLAY TABLE-TENNIS

PLAY TABLE-TENNIS (Ping-Pong) at the Broad-
way Table-Tennis Courts, 1721 Broadway, bet. 54th-
55th Sts., N. Y. C. One flight up. Expert instruction;
open from noon until 1 A, M. Tel. COl. 5-9088.

MULTIGRAPHING

MULTIGRAPHING—500 Facsimile typewritten letters
(20 lines)—$2.00. Also mimeographing and printing.
Quality work at low prices. Mailers Advertising
Service, 121 West 42nd Street, N. Y. BRyant 9-5053.

YOUNG MAN, several years’ experience, editing, trans-
lating, in U.S.S.R. Knows Russian, German., Wide
background. Any connection. Box 1345. New Masses.

ELECTROLYSIS

MEN AND WOMEN, 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 treatment to unemployed free every Friday
from 1 to 4. Charles Landis, 171 W. 71st Street, at
Broadway. EN 2-9150.

BOOKSHOPS

BUY YOUR BOOKS AND PAMPHLETS from the
ASSOCIATED NATIONAL BOOK SHOPS
New York City: 50 East 13th Street.
140 Second Avenue.*
112 West 44th Street.*
1156 West 135th Street
Bronxz: 1337 Wilkins Avenue.
1001 Prospect Avenue.
Brooklyn: 369 Sutter Avenue.*
4531 16th Avenue.
Agency: 384 Bridge Street (Students Shep)
Baltimore: 501A North Eutaw Street
Boston : 216 Broadway :
Buffalo: 65 West Chippewa.
Cambridge: 6% Holyoke Street.
Chicago: 161 North Franklin Street.
2135 West Division Street.
1326 East 57th Street.
Cleveland: 1522 Prospect Avenue.
Detroit: 3537 Woodward Avenue.
Grand Rapids: 336 Bond Avenue.
Hartford: 88 Church Street.
Los Angeles: 224 South Spring Street.
230 South Spring Street.
241134 Brooklyn Avenue.
Madison, Wisc.: 312 West Gorham.
Milwaukee: 419 West State Street
Mi

A GOOD STEADY INCOME

CAN BE YOURS BY TAKING SUBSCRIP-
TIONS AND BUILDING A ROUTE FOR

NEW MASSES

TOGETHER WITH OTHER WIDEAWAKE,
GROWING PERIODICALS

Men and women everywhere in small
communities and large cities. . . .

HERE’S YOUR CHANCE—Write:
C. D. A, Inc, 52 W. 15th St.,, N. Y. C.

polis: 241 Marquette Avenue.

Newark: 847 Broad Street, 3rd Floor.
New Haven: 280 Park Street.
Philadelphia: 104 South 9th Street.

118 West Allegheny Avenue.

4023 Girard Avenue.

2404 Ridge Avenue.
Pittsbugh: 1638 Fifth Avenue.
San Francisco: 1609 O’Farrell Street.

121 Haight Street.

170 Golden Gate Avenue.
Seattle: T13% Pine Street.

4217 University Way.
Washington, D. C.: 513 F. Street, N. W.

Order from Your Nearest Book Shop

Mail Orders From
WORKERS LIBRARY PUBLISHERS
P. 0. Box 148, Station D. .  New York City
‘Write for Free Lists
* Open Sunday.



1 CAPITAL
By KARL MARX

The basic Marxist book. All Marxist literature flows from this

epoch-making work, which made political econ- $ 1 7 5
-

omy a human science for the first time in history.
with 1 year’s subscription to NEW MASSES

THEORY

plus

pRACT\CE

-—-the CorreCt

nary f ormuld

in &

2 FREE

with 1 year’s subscription to NEW MASSES

Dialectical Materialism
By ADORATSKY

The Director of the Marx-Engels-Lenin Institute gives the
theoretical foundations of Marxism-Leninism. An excellent in-
troduction to the teachings of Marx and Lenin, with a sec-

tion on “How to Study Lenin™ by the author. $ 4 50
a

96 pages.

revolut10

SPECIAL OFFERS

. : rtant
.combining 1mpo od
Marxian books 2

ok
Pamphlets with sub
scriptions to

NEW MA

there

 onary theory )
. t fevoluﬂoﬂa . sal
Wwithou Jlutionasy practice,
MASSES,

3 FREE

with 6 months’ subscription to NEW MASSES

FOUNDATIONS OF LENINISM—By Stalin.
Summarizes the teachings of Lenin. 126 pages.
WHY COMMUNISM?—By M. ]J. Olgin.
One of the best introductory pamphlets to Communism. 72
pages.
SOCIALIST PLANNING IN THE U.SSR.—By Corliss
Lamont.

Important primer on the construction of socialism in the
U.S.S.R. 40 pages.

THE COMMUNIST MANIFESTO—By Marx and Engels.

The fundamental program of Communism.
47 pages. All for $2'50

4 FREE

with 3 months’ subscription to NEW MASSES

STATE AND REVOLUTION—By Lenin.
The great classic on the nature of the State, capitalist democ-
racy, and proletarian revolution. 105 pages.

THE TEACHINGS OF KARL MARX—By Lenin.
With a bibliography of Marxism by the author. 48 pages.

THE COMMUNIST MANIFESTO—By Marx and Engels.

The fundamental program of Communism.
47 pages. All for $ 1 '25

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, New York, N. Y.
Please send me NEW MASSES and the books or pamphlets

[ ] 1—CAPITAL, with 1 yr. of NEW MASSES . . . . $4.75 indicated below. I enclose ... i full payment, in
[ ] 2—DIALECTICAL MATERIALISM accordance with your Special Offer.
with 1 yr. of NEW MASSES . . . . . . . . $4.50
NAME

[ ] 3—FOUNDATIONS OF LENINISM, WHY COMMUNISM,
SOCIALIST PLANNING IN THE U.S.S.R, COMMU- W
NIST MANIFESTO . ADDRESS
with 6 mos. of NEW MASSES . . . . . . . $250

STATE
[ ] 4—STATE AND REVOLUTION, TEACHINGS OF MARX, CIT‘Y . N

COMMUNIST MANIFESTO .
with 3 months of NEW MASSES . . . . . . . $L25 OCCUPATION o “"
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