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How to End the Drive

EAR READERS: How would you like to end this NEw

MassEs financial drive? We need the money and you need

relief from raising money. And both of us need assurance that

the best progressive magazine in the country is going to continue
to live and to grow.

We launched this carhpaign at the beginning of February
because we had to. For the NEw MassEs it was a life and death
question, and there was no one we could turn to but you. Your
response has been encouraging, and the letters that many of you
have sent have been an inspiration. In our financial campaign

~ last year we received 1,525 individual contributions. In this cam-
paign we have thus far received in a- much shorter time a total of
5,076 individual contributions—three and a half times as many.
This means that our circle of friends and supporters is growing,
that today there are many more people who cherish the New

MassEs and are ready to work and to make real sacrifices for it.

And now for the final push. Receipts up to Saturday inclu-
sive totaled $13,480.19. That leaves about $6,500 still to be
obtained to reach our goal of $20,000, which is indispensable if
the NEwW MASSES is to continue publication in the future. This
money can be raised in short order in a very simple way.
Here’s how:

Every subscriber of the NEw MAsSEs has received a coin card
in the mail, about half have responded. If every subscriber who
has not yet filled the coin card will do so within the next week,
it should bring us very close to the $20,000 goal. Readers who
have not received coin cards or those who think they can fill a
second one can get them by writing in. And speed every cent
you raise by wire or air mail to 31 East 27th Street, New
York City.

N Wednesday evening, May 4,

New Masses is undertaking the
biggest meeting of its career, at
Madison Square Garden. We are
holding a debate between Frederick
J. Libby, Executive Secretary of the
National Council for the Prevention
of War, and Earl Browder, General
Secretary of the Communist Party.
Mr. Browder will uphold the affirma-
tive and Mr. Libby the negative on
the subject: “Should the United
States government join in concerted
. action against the fascist states?”
Admission prices will range from
forty-nine cents to $1.65.

H. W. L. Dana writes us that be-
fore sending the Longfellow mate-
_rial to New Masses, he had offered
it to the Atlantic Monthly, whose edi-
tor, Ellery Sedgwick, has recently re-
ceived much publicity for his state-

ments in favor of General Franco.

It happens, of course, that Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow was once the
mainstay ef the Atlantic Monihly.

Sedgwick returned the manuscript |

with a rejection slip.

Word comes from the Soviet Union

that Boris Shchukin, star, Mikhail
Romm, director, and A. Kapler, au-
_thor of Lenin in October, the Soviet
movie now playing at the Cameo in
New York, have all been awarded
the Order of Lenin.

Who’s Who

J 0sePH NORTH is Daily Worker cor-
respondent in Spain. . . . Lester
Cohen is the author of Sweepings and
The Great Bear. . . . Marguerite
Young, New Masses Washington cor-
respondent, was formerly with the
Woashington Bureau of the Associated
Press. . . . William F. Dunne is a
veteran of the American labor move-
ment. He served in the Montana
legislature in 1919 and introduced a
resolution calling for the withdrawal
of American troops from Siberia. . . .
Rolfe Humphries ‘was co-editor, with
M. J. Bernadete, of the loyalist an-
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thology, And Spain Sings. He has
just been awarded a Guggenheim
Fellowship in poetry. . . . Joseph
Freeman has long been associated
with NEw Masses. His latest book
was An American Testament.
Carl Carmer wrote Stars Fell on Ala-
bama and The Hurricane’s Children.
. Michael Bruen is a New York
lawyer whose writing has appeared
in Story, Cue, and other publications.
.« . Granville Hicks’s new book, I
Like America, is scheduled for pub-
lication on May 16 by Modern Age
Books. . . . Edward Wall is a news-
paperman, now living in California.
. William Rose Benét is an editor
of the Saturday Review of Literature.”
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow Dana
is the grandson of the poet and of
Charles Henry Dana.

Flashbacks

¢¢T ENTER the prison a flaming
revolutionary — my head erect,
my spirit untamed and my soul un-
conquerable,” said aging and ill
Gene Debs, April 13, 1919 when he
began serving his sentence for oppos-
ing the World War. . . . Retreating
before popular demands for reform of
the judiciary, and surrounded with
a great wave of sit-down strikes, the
Supreme Court upheld the constitu-
tionality of the Wagner Labor Rela-
tions Act on April 12, 1937 saying:
“Employees have as clear a right to
organize and select their representa-
tives for lawful purposes as (a cor-
poration) has to organize its business
and select its own officers and agents.”
. The right to organize against the
bosses of his day—the British—was
staunchly maintained by Thomas Jef-
ferson, drafter of the Declaration of
Independence. He was born- April
13, 1743. ... On April 15, 1865, four
years to a day after he first called for
troops to put down counter-revolu-
tion, Abraham Lincoln was assassi-
nated by a partisan of the defeated
slave owners.
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Neutrality—In Spain and Here

“IF WE HAD 200 MORE PLANES”

BarceLoNA, APRIL 3. (By Cable)

HAT can humanly be done is being

done. Every sector of the People’s

Front is contributing its best men.

They go either with arms or with pick and

shovel. A hundred thousand volunteers for the

army, fifty thousand for fortifications—one is
as important as the other.

All day long the drums beat on Barcelona’s
streets. As I write bugles sound outside and
Catalan youth march. I run downstairs to
watch them swing by. These are the volun-
teers below draft age, less than eighteen—lads
in caps, some already wearing helmets. Most
are still pink-cheeked. I see four graybeards
among them. One lame lad marches briskly,
swinging his arms to hide his limp. They are
marching to war, these lads of sixteen and
seventeen. Yesterday they were playing base-
ball, a popular Catalan sport, and watching

By Joseph North

their favorites, the “kon runs,” Spanish for
home-run sluggers, do their stuff. Today they
are soldiers. ‘““T'wo divisions in ten days” was
the slogan ten days ago. The time is up. Two
divisions were formed. They march with a
bright yellow and red Catalonian flag. In a
few days or weeks they will be at the front.
For Italian regiments at this writing are
plunging down the highway from Valderrobres
toward Vinaroz on the coast. There was street
fighting in Lerida, which I left a few hours
ago.

At volunteer headquarters on the plaza,
Catalan boys stand at recruiting desks, some
still carrying school books. Most have parental
certificates of permission; many try to sneak
in without parental consent; one lad says in a
disguised basso voice: “Hombre, I tell you
I'm eighteen.” He wasn’t a day over fifteen.

Anxious mothers come around hunting for
Pedro or Juan, who haven’t come home from
school today.

Yesterday I was at Igualidad on the Lerida
highway. Women were digging trenches.
When I got to Lerida, some seventy kilometers
farther on, I found general headquarters in
the cellar of an evacuated bank. The Chief
of Staff glanced at his wrist watch by candle
light. “In two hours,”" he said, “we counter-
attack.” I waited. The loyalists scaled a height
several kilometers out of town in the teeth of
Nazi cannon and chased the Italians off. Sev-
eral hours afterward the sky darkened with
planes, twice the number of previous days,
which literally stormed the heights from the
sky. The loyalists had to fall back into the
evacuated town, empty save for one old
woman in black. “I have never been out of
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Lerida before,” she said, “and I won’t leave
now.” She couldn’t see any sense in abandon-
ing her home after seventy-eight years.

The Chief of Staff, twenty-seven years old
and a former school teacher, took another gulp
of cognac and a bite of cracker. He said apolo-
getically: “They are going to start bombing
in a little while, comrade. It will be better if
you are not here when they bomb. They are
shelling the bridge you came over into town.
They might hit it.”

He was sorry that we couldn’t stay. “It will
be warm,” he said. “If we had two hundred
planes more, comrade, two hundred planes
more, they wouldn’t advance an inch.” He
didn’t say it reproachfully, but as an American
I got a guilty feeling.

“They’re going to debate the Neutrality Law
in Congress soon,” I said in defense. “Seventy-
five percent of the people are for loyalist
Spain.”

“Good,” he said. “Do you think the law
will be changed ?”

I said, “If the debate reflects the will of the
people, it will.”.

“And Roosevelt,” he asked, “isn’t he a great
democrat ?”

Our conversation terminated when a runner
came in, saluted, and everyone suddenly got
busy.

I spoke later to Antonio Cordon, newly ap-
pointed head of the southern sector of the
army of the east. With him was the slim,
vouthful, former U.G.T. head, now leading
the twenty-seventh division. Both were confi-
dent the drive would be halted. “Their in-
fantry,” they said, “isn’t worth a centimo com-
pared .with ours. Their mechanized army is
what is gaining ground. Our men will catch
on to how to stop tanks with hand grenades
like the Madrilenos learned. Planes are chiefly
psychological weapons—if you have good en-
trenchments.” They too asked me what our

great brother democracy of America was do-
ing. “If we had two hundred more planes,”
they said, “they couldn’t advance an inch.”
has one of the finest records in the
war. Less than thirty-five, he had already won
his spurs as the foremost trade union leader in
Catalonia—heading the U.G.T.s hundred
thousand men. “Interview me?” he said.
“That’s ane thing I can’t face—an interview.
It takes too much emotion from me.”

The burden of his message was that the
fascist reports of the demoralization of the
Spanish army were hokum. The men were
fighting like the heroes they were against the
best that Krupp and Milan could send. It was
monsters of steel against men of stegl. “Ma-
chines can never beat men in the last analysis,”
he said. “Not men steeled by political convic-
tions. The last battle in a war is won by in-
fantry.” He urged me to cable trade unionists
and “all true democrats” to amend the Neu-
trality Act. “Do not let our friends lose faith
in us,” he said. “We shall fight to the very
end for democracy’s victory, not only for
Spain, but for all the world.”

Spanish Communists in the U.G.T. place
great stress on the necessity for a political
army. Hence their insistence upon the impor-
tance of commissars. They differed with
Prieto. He wanted an apolitical army. The
other day he rescinded a statute that had lim-
ited their powers. “Experience has shown that
commissars are valuable.” The parties and or-
ganizations of the People’s Front, bereft of
necessary machines, try to make up the dif-
ference by making giants of men. “It is bet-
ter to die fighting than to live on your knees,”
La Passionara, the Communist leader, said.
“Resist, resist, resist; create, create, create,”
Negrin, the Socialist Premier, said. “Every
man a giant, every Catalan a man,” Com-
panys, the Republican, said.

I toured the fronts in a propaganda truck.

NEW MASSES

Literally half a million copies of leaflets and
Barcelona newspapers were given to every

~man, woman, and child on the highway from
Barcelona to Lerida that morning. All re-
flected the same story, “Resist, resist, resist to-
day to attack tomorrow.” I talked to a jubi-
lant soldier at four in the morning going up
to the front. He had just brought an
“evadido,” fascist deserter, to headquarters. ‘I
saw cannon coming up,” he said. “Today we
had planes. Maybe France is sending us planes
now.” I hoped he was right, but I hadn’t seen
them. “If we had two hundréd planes more,
they couldn’t advance an inch. We'll lick
them with or without planes. We've done it
before, but planes would save us a lot of damn
trouble.”

The Spanish reaiguard is firm, despite in-
dubitable fifth-column plotting. The Cabinet
is at the helm, steering the ship through the
worst storm of the war. If there are changes
in governmental structure, it will be with the
consent of all concerned in the interest of
greater efficiency. The Popular Front stands
as one man,

Trade unionists in the anarchist C.N.T.
and the Marxist U.G.T. work together
through their committees of codrdination.
They are appealing to their men to resist.
“Women, take your men’s places in factories,”
Las Notocias, U.G.T. organ, said today. To
men it said, “If you can’t handle a gun, get a
pick and shovel.” They are raising an army of
fifty thousand fortificadores to put up walls of
cement throughout Catalonia, as Madrid did
in the darkest days of November.

We held at Madrid, we’ll hold in Catalonia,
Spain says today. The people have been heroic
in crises hitherto. The Spaniard today is fight-
ing, with his back to the sea, the battle of all
progressive mankind. All day leng this bril-
liant Barcelona Sunday the drums are beat-
ing.

DELEGATION TO THE STATE DEPARTMENT

S we entered the corridor there was a

stench, and with it the odor of dis-

infectant. The doors were shuttered,
like hospital doors. And against the walls, a
number of frames, like stretchers.

We were in the State Department. An at-
tendant showed us to the office of Walton R.
Moore, Counselor of State.

Judge Moore is an old man, one side of
his face more deeply creased than the other,
as if that side had suffered more.

He nodded to us, and indicated the chairs
that were placed before his large desk, most
of them folding chairs, like those hastily set
up in undertaking parlors.

Dr. Walter B. Cannon said we had come
on behalf of Spanish democracy, and wanted

to present a petition.
Dr. Cannon is dean of the Harvard Medi-

By Lester Cohen

cal School. His face is pink, his hair is white,
his gray-blue eyes spread directness and clar-
ity. “WIill you read it?” said he, presenting
the petition.

Judge Moore read it, his voice quavering
and thin; he was flanked by two assistants;
he was reading it for_ their benefit. The peti-
tion set forth our feeling that the Neutrality
Act offers no protection against war, is an
impediment to peace, that it is helping choke
the people of Spain in their death struggle.

Judge Moore put the paper down. “If you
want to change the existing laws,” said he,
“hadn’t you better see your Congressmen?”

Jerry O’Connell nodded; he had expected
this. “I'm a Congressman myself,” said he,
“and to speak realistically, you know that any
change in laws regarding foreign policy has
to be initiated by the State Department.”

Judge Moore said Congress made the laws.

“Yes,” said O’Connell, “but to speak realis-
tically, you know that those things are done
only after advice and consultation by this
Department. For instance, this Neutrality
Act. 1 happen to know the Department of
State was consulted.” ,

Judge Moore thought a moment. “We
didn’t get what we wanted,” he said.

O’Connell said this might be the time to
try. “And I know there’s a considerable num-
ber of men in Congress would be interested.”

Judge Moore raised his tired eyes and
looked at O’Connell. “Have you tried the
chairman of the Foreign Affairs Committee ?”’

“Yes,” said O’Connell, “and he threw it
right back at you.”

Judge Moore considered the matter, he
spoke of its legal ramifications, there were
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two Acts, the Act of May 1, and the Act—

O’Connell wasn’t interested in the Acts.
“Yes, but something could be done.”

“Perhaps you might introduce an Act,”
said Judge Moore. ,

“I have,” said O’Connell, and proceeded
to tell about it. “Besides, the President might
do something by proclamation,” he said,
“something could be done if the President
and the State Department used their prestige.”

Judge Moore mentioned some of the ob-
stacles, things like this took time.

“You moved fast enough against Mexico,”
said O’Connell.

That was different, said Judge Moore,
there were perfectly defined precedents against
expropriation. “Besides, you came about
Spain.”

“Yes,” said Congressman Bernard of Min-
nesota, “‘and every day made a difference,
every day was helping the ‘fascist monsters’—"

“Fascist monsters” didn’t do so well with
Judge Moeore. You could see that he was
temperamentally indisposed to dramatic
phrases. “Of course we're all democrats,” he
said, “I’'m a democrat, we want democracy to
prevail, peace and democracy.”

“Yes,” said Vincent Lobach, “but how are
we going to get them, particularly if we don’t
cooperate with the democracies that want
peace?”’

Judge Moore looked at Vincent Lobach.
Vincent Lobach was plainly a man of distinc-
tion, plainly of German features, and his
name wasn’t Vincent Lobach. He had told
Judge Moore his real name, but said he didn’t
dare put it on the petition, didn’t dare have it
in the public prints in connection with this
matter—he had relatives in Germany.

Judge Moore nodded. He indicated that
the world wasn’t all one might've hoped, per-
haps if there were more people interested in
this thing—

“The Gallup poll,” said Dr. Riegger, of
the American Musical Society, ‘“showed 75
percent of the American people in sympathy
with Republican Spain.”

“Did it?” said Judge Moore.

“I am a teacher,” said Mrs. Riegger, “rep-
resenting six thousand teachers. I hate to
think what history will say of our present
policy.” :

Ralph Pearson, of the American Artists’
Congress, spoke of the inconsistericy of the
policy as it affected China and Spain.

Judge Moore looked unhappy. He spoke of
a difference between a war and a civil war—

“Whatever the Spanish war might have
seemed at the beginning,” said the Rev. Dr.
Herman Reissig, “you certainly can’t consider
it a civil war now.”

There was a deepening unhappiness about
Judge Moore. Yes, he said, the aspect had
changed, there were foreign troops in Spain,
but still, despite China and Spain, he hoped
peace would prevail. “I don’t see any other
nation about to declare war,” he said.

“The fascist nations don’t declare war,”
I said.

“Realistically,” said Jerry O’Connell, “we

have to face the tactic of the undeclared war.”

Judge Moore said that was true, there was
this new tactic of undeclared war.

“Suppose it’s tried in France,” I said, “will
the policy of the State Department be the
same?”

“How in conscience,” said the Rev. Dr.
Reissig, “can we let this thing go on?”

“And if it goes on,” said Pearson, “may we
not be the only remaining democracy? And
then where are we?”’

Judge Moore’s unhappiness became more
intent. His suffering face began to take on
the “realistic” quality O’Connell had asked
for— “Isn’t it about over with Spain?”’ he
said.

Josie Herbst said you couldn’t tell. “I was
in Madrid for four months while they were
bombing it, and every day the spirit of the
people rose. Barcelona may yet be another
Madrid,” she said. “But it’s awfully hard
when you have only rifles and machine guns,
and the other side has any amount of tanks
and planes, then it’s awfully hard.”

Judge Moore looked at Josie, then at the
rest of us. “You want us to let Spain buy
arms?”’

(‘Yes.’,

“Can they pay?”

“T talked to them about that too,” said
Josie, and she told of a conversation with
Defense Minister Prieto. “They don’t want
credits or anything, they’ll pay in cash.”

We were warmer now, and everyone spoke,

Lithograph by Michael Lenson
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and on the human side.
Sometimes we faltered,
but the faltering was
all right, it was the fal-
tering of honest and in-
experienced people. A
strange thing seemed to
happen, the moral
weight shifted to our
side. We were for real-
ity, we were for dem-
ocracy—and Judge
Moore was out on the
limb of a Neutrality
Act he couldn’t believe
in. It was a strange
moment, for him. In
many years in the State
Department he had felt
in the right, on the hon-
orable, reasonable, and
workable side of things,
and now—
Now the interview
" was over. Judge Moore
picked up the petition.

“Your petition will be

passed on to the Secre-

tary,” said he. He
nodded to the assistants
who flanked him.

“With certain nota-

tions,” he said, “sum-

marizing what has been
said here.”

He rose and shook hands. When he came
to Josie he smiled and said, “You must make
good speeches.”

“No,” she said with a little laugh, “I
don’t.” .

We nodded goodby, one of the assistants
held the door, we went out.

What was behind this? Why could the
State Department feel the insincerity and
criminality of the Act, and still not move
against it? Did this have to do with that
hearing some time back, the hearing in which
the admirals denied codperation with Eng-
land, but still. . . . Was this a policy of isola-
tionist codperation with England? And was
England employing Hitler and Mussolini to
do a job in Spain and Czechoslovakia—while
perfectly willing to let the rival empire of
Japan pile up trouble for itself in China?
Was this what it came to?

Nothing was said about that.

We went down the marble hall, past the
doors with shutters, like the doors of hospi-
tals, past the frames like stretchers which you
see in hospitals . . . it was almost as if we
were in a hospital, and behind those shut-
tered doors, patients symbolic of nations,
Spain, Czechoslovakia, France . . . and slowly
moving doctors approximating the ebbing
strength of the patients.

Had something died, some nation expired
in a final putrescence? For again we were at
the end of the corridor, there was that strong
stench, and the odor of disinfectant.
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Machine Politics and Reliet

WASHINGTON, APRIL 2.

LARGE hot potato rolled into Wash-

Aington last week from Kansas City.

You remember Kansas City. Where

on Election Day in 1934 Boss Tom Pender-

gast’s men rode past the polls without license

plates and with machine guns bared to the

sky; and by night there were many wounded

and four dead innocents who had thought they
had a secret ballot.

Kansas City where, you probably know, fed-
eral authorities were prosecuting 1936 vote
fraud scandals when 1938 Election Day rolled
around last Tuesday. The federal authorities
themselves worked under deadly threats. One
of them was awakened by a telephone call at
2 a.m. and, answering, he heard, “You dirty
sonofabitch, you better get out of town quick
or you’ll get a bullet in your back.”

Kansas City where the Star, a southwestern
New York Times, finds page one news in the
sudden closing of the honkey-tonks before sun-
rise in honor of this year’s “clean” election.
Where a homecoming gangster snorts disgust-
edly to the reporters about the low quality of
the hot spots. And girls stand behind win-
dows tapping with a coin to signal the sad
price . . . tapping on the glass with four bits,
two bits, even a dime.

Boss Tom’s machine, founded in the
Eighties and supreme since 1926, won again
Tuesday over an opposition coalition including
Democrats, Republicans, and Labor’s Non-
Partisan League with its affiliated twenty-six
union locals. But it was no rout for the
League, all things considered. And the League
comes out of it with experience that will be
mighty useful in summer and fall contests
throughout the country, and with proof that
Kansas City’s “clean” voting was preceded by
practices constituting another scandal.

I saw the evidence. It proves that Boss Tom,
frightened beyond depending on his control of
municipal offices, moved in on the federal work
relief apparatus and turned it to Pendergast
machine ends that shocked New Dealers in
W ashington.

Two classic forms of intimidation were used.
Votes were bought with federal relief jobs,
and votes were coerced with threats to take
federal relief jobs away.

Such general charges are not startling. But
the batch of affidavits which League officials
have laid in Federal Administrator Aubrey
Williams’s lap are. I will have to make judi-
cious deletions in quoting them, for the affiants
made them in peril of Boss Tom’s retaliatory
power,

Here is one from an intelligent worker—
and remember he names names where I leave
them out: -

My name is —— and I live at ——, I have been

By Marguerite Young

on the W.P.A. this last time since ——, and am
still working on W.P.A. at . The Assistant
Superintendent, Mr, ——, was talking to a number
of us workers, and he said he wanted us to go to
the polls the next day to vote. He said, “I never
tell a man how to vote but I am a great believer
in the old adage, ‘Never bite the hand that feeds
you.’ ”

And “the hand that feeds you” in Kansas
City is not the New Deal federal Democratic
Administration in Washington, which supplies
the funds, but its local representative, who is
mixed up with Boss Tom’s machine. This rep-
resentative at times actually is a known worker
for the machine. Indeed, the Missouri State
Administrator of the W.P.A, is Matthew S.
Murray—who is also Pendergast’s City Direc-
tor of Public Works. Murray gets $8,000 a
year from Boss Tom’s city administration, and
only $6,000 from Harry Hopkins’s administra-
tion!

Non-Partisan League officials in Washing-
ton assert that a great many of Kansas City’s
administrative relief jobs are filled by ward
and precinct workers for Pendergast—and the
affidavits prove there is a relationship between
them. The Kansas City Star reported quite
simply: “Sweeping use of political pressure
should be no surprise in any organization that
is completely in charge of the Kansas City
machine. The whole state organization of
W .P.A. is dominated by it. The foremen and
timekeepers in Kansas City are machine work-
ers. . . . Many cities have had vote scandals;
but Kansas City went farther than most of
them. Several cities have had W.P.A. scan-
dals. It remains to be seen whether Kansas
City has outdistanced them.” One afhdavit now
before Washington W.P.A. officials reads:

On March 8, which was Primary Day, I voted
the Coalition ticket, and shortly thereafter, Mr.
, who is the precinct worker for the machine,
came to me and asked me why I voted the Coali-
tion ticket and did not wote for the machine. He
informed me that he was going to take —— [the

affiant’s sole support—ED.] off the W.P.A. . . . It
is my information that this was done today. Mr.
said he was under orders from , whose

last name I do not know, but he was indicted re-
cently by the Federal Grand Jury.

Sometimes the local W.P.A. executive in-
timidated directly, while Boss Tom’s regular
precinct headquarters finished off the job. As
one bold worker tells it under oath:

I was interviewed and signed the application (for
W.P.A.) which was okayed last Monday by :
who stated to me there would be no more W.P.A.
employment after the first of April if the machine
lost the city election. I was told to go to the head-
quarters of and see the precinct captain’s
assistant, a Mr. , who said he would get me
on the W.P.A. He advised me to 'do my bit and
said, “If you will show us you are all right, we
will give you employment on the W.P.A.”

The backbone of the labor forces in the cam-
paign was the Chevrolet auto workers’ union,
Local 93; and Boss Tom’s boys, using the tra-
ditional tactics of striking from within where
a frontal attack could not smash the opponent,
went right to work among the union men. This
is what happened, again in the documented
words of a union man:

I was employed at the Chevrolet plant and con-
tinued to work there until when I was laid
off, with many others. . . . About a week ago I was
approached by , who I understand is employed
by the Police Department and he asked me if I
wanted to do some work for the Democratic ma-
chine and said there would be money in it for me.
I said “Yes” and he explained to me that he wanted
me to see Union employees, and he gave me a num-
ber of cards containing names and add:esses of
Upnion men. . . . He promised me a job on the
W.P.A. and gave me a letter dated , on W.P.A.
government stationery, addressed to me, to register
at —— where I secured an identification card. . . .
The letter was signed by and [Two
well-up relief officials—Ep.] This job was prom-
ised me if I would do the work which he re-
quested. I have known Mr. since and he
told me that he had secured employment on the W.P.
A. for 275 men. When he talked to me, I asked him
how he knew he could get work for me on the
W.P.A., and it was then that he informed me that
he had obtained employment for 275 men.

Boss Tom thus offers the New Dealers
heading work relief in Washington an op-
portunity and a test. The Kansas City situa-
tion is a culmination rather than a beginning
of a problem to which the NEw MASSES
pointed some time ago. Then, W.P.A. labor
policies that look nice on paper here in Wash-
ington were being reversed in practice by local
administrations—including the Missouri ad-
ministration—dominated by reactionary pre-
New Deal machines. The authorities here
sympathized with complaints that local “two-
bit dictators” were influencing local relief offi-
cials, but did little. They pointed out what
is an unfortunate fact: local appointees by long
established patronage practice are approved by
state Congressional officeholders, and when
the latter are allies of the local machine, they
make it tough to put a non-machine man on
the job.

“Well, the flagrant violation in Kansas City
of the strict rule against the use of relief for
political pressure on relief workers offers a
chance to clean house,” they told me at the
League’s headquarters, “We, who support the
W.P.A. and are fighting to get adequate ap-
propriations for relief, cannot and will not
tolerate abuses.”

The League—and the League alone of all the
coalition forces in Kansas City—exposed and
made an issue of Pendergast’s hoisting his flag
over the W.P.A. administration. Complaints
and affidavits were fired into Washington. The
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first few convinced federal officials that here
was something warranting investigation. “If
any politics is being played,” said Acting Ad-
ministrator Williams, “somebody will be fired.”
Since then the League has added to the evi-
dence and the W.P.A.’s central division of in-
vestigation has directed W.P.A.’s midwestern
area head to follow through. The League also
is following through.

Confident that labor and progressives next
fall will clean out quite a few of the office-
holding creatures of major and minor dupli-
cations of Boss Tom’s machine, the League
is mobilizing now to play a leading part next
summer and fall. It is picking candidates. Let-
ters have gone to units throughout the country,
seeking information, especially data on pos-
sible candidates against tories, both Democratic
and Republican.

The fall contests are to elect 435 congress-
men, thirty-four senators and as. many gover-
nors, and impertant mayors and other munici-
pal officials. Although the League’s official list
is far from complete, some nationally signifi-
cant choices can be given. It has the hatchet
out for the senatorial scalps of Hearst’s Demo-
crat McAdoo of California; Republican Davis
of Pennsylvania; and Nye of North Dakota,
the “independent” who fought Supreme Court
reform and joined the Liberty Leaguers’ as-
sault on the National Labor Relations Board
and the C.I.O. It thinks it has a good chance
to beat some of the reactionary Southern Demo-
crats who have united with Republicans
against progressive legislation—George of
Georgia; and the landlord, “Cotton Ed”
Smith of South Carolina. It may support a
well known liberal writer agianst Tydings of
Maryland; it is busy now on behalf of a rail
union leader who is chairman of the Indiana
League, and who is challenging Van Nuys of
that state. With equal vigor it will battle to,
return New Dealers faced with reactionary op-
position—imen like Barkley, the Roosevelt floor
leader in the Senate.

Ten powerful Congressmen, most of them
Southern Democrats, got the League’s solemn
warning last month in the form of a bulletin
distributed in thousands in the ten’s districts.
In boldface type in the center of the bulletin
the League named the ten who “have consis-
tently blocked wages-hours legislation.” They
are members of the Rules Committee, which
wields enormous power by dictating which
legislation shall be advanced and which pigeon-
holed. “These ten men,” the League pro-
nounced, “have shown themselves to be
enemies of the American working people.”
They are Cox of Georgia, Driver of Arkansas,
Smith of Virginia, Clark of North Carolina,
Dies of Texas, Lewis of Colorado, Martin of
Massachusetts, Mapes of Michigan, McLean
of New Jersey, and Taylor of Tennessee.

To all forthcoming contests, the League’s
Kansas City experience bears distinct relevance.
For Boss Tom’s performance showed a range
of reaction’s strategies that must be met else~
where; and the coalition suffered from weak-
‘nesses that can be averted elsewhere.

In addition to all this, the League faced
the splitting force of President William Green
of the American Federation of Labor. He
delivered a direct blow by telegraph from
Washington in the critical last days of the
campaign. It was all the more significant in
view of the fact that hundreds of A. F. of L.
men in Kansas City locals were supporting the
League. Indeed, one of the League’s two can-
didates on the coalition ticket was a past presi-
dent of the Firefighters’ local, A. F. of L.,
who had been forced out of his job with
eighty-odd others for union activity. League
forces had picked this candidate partly for the
purpose of demonstrating their solidarity with
their A. F. of L. brothers. The latter had
responded fully: was told by a League repre-
sentative that the overwhelming mass of A. F.
of L. union members supported the League
ticket, and several made speeches at League
campaign rallies. Yet, just a couple of days
before the election, the head of the Kansas
City Central Labor Union received the fol-
lowing wire: “So-called Labor’s Non-Parti-
san League is a C.1.O. agency. For that rea-
son we are advising Central bodies and State
Federations of Labor to have nothing to do
with Labor’s Non-Partisan League, but in-
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Valentine to the Slums

Spring is contemptuous of induced ideals.

Squalor of mud, grime-crusted snow—

Hers is the backyard way of birth.

Malodor of the frame-flats, paintless,
warped in the ice-grip.

“l don’t see how they live here during the
winter.””

They don’t, madam, they retrench. Winter
here is a time for endurance.

... They don’t live here during the win-
ter, madam.

Spring comes odorously warm:

Tar smells, fresh-sawed lumber on the rat-
tling trucks.

Spring is not contemptuous.

This district understands the backyard way
of birth,

Frost-sharpness, wintry death.

Spring is gentle above the cocoon of joy
opening timorously in these unsheltered
lives:

Sweeter here than any place, where clan-
nish, implike children dam the gutter
rivulets. Ray SMiTH.
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stead to form Non-Partisan Committees of
their own. Official communication contain-
ing these recommendations will reach you
within a few days. (Signed) William Green.”
Published at once in the Labor Herald, the
telegram lined Green up not only against the
C.I.O. unions, but against the Kansas City
rank and file of the A. F. of L., against the
railway brotherhoods which also supported
the League. It lined Green up squarely in
support of a reactionary aggregation whose
corruption had been a byword for decades
and whose character was epitomized, this
time, in the relief-work angle of the cam-
paign.

On reaction’s side there was no novel prin-
ciple. The basic technique was classic. It con-
sisted of the ruthless application of pressure
through pre-existing power, as in the relief-
work episode, and of efforts to disrupt and
discredit the opposition from within. It was
the application of the latter part of that tech-
nique that was significant. For instance, the
traditional ‘“‘smear” tactic was carried to near-
fascist lengths. It included an attempt to
create a sort of Black Legion gang within
coalition ranks—designed, in the conclusion ef
coalition leaders, “to create a fear on the part
of the voters that we were attempting to foster
an intimidation group.” First, coalition head-
quarters was approached privately by an out-
sider with a suggestion that a “secret’” organi-
zation be formed to combat possible rough stuff
from Boss Tom’s side. The coalition em-
phatically rejected and condemned the idea.
But such a “secret” organization soon after-
ward was discovered by Labor’s Non-Partisan
League workers, who immediately reported it,
enabling the coalition to expose it. Workers
invited into the “secret’” group had been told
that the coalition was doing it! And that the
“secret’” phalanx would be ‘“deputized” to
work at the polls on Election Day!

Last year’s campaign in Detroit taught the
labor forces the danger of a campaign and pro-
gram too narrow to embrace full support from
labor’s progressive_middle-class allies. Kansas
City showed the danger of the opposite ex-
treme. There, .the League was submerged
within the coalition—which learned, for the

_first time, that progressives could not beat re-

actionaries unless labor plays a central role.
The League had only two candidates on the
coalition ticket, and coalition put chief cam-
paign emphasis on attacks on Pendergast cor-
ruption, vice, tax “kickbacks,” and similar pro-
verbial aspects of machine rule, without con-
sistently and directly relating them to the
daily lives of the masses of working people.

The League sent a national representative
into the field only three weeks before Election
Day. It had little expectation of defeating
Boss Tom. If its exposure of the relief-work
episode bears results, it will demonstrate that
labor’s mere presence in a campaign can bring
direct benefits to the citizenry. And it is diffi-
cult to see how Woashington's investigation
can fail to strike Boss Tom’s allies in Mis-
souri’'s W.P.A,
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When Was Hoover Right?

HAT well-known liberal, Herbert

Hoover, made a speech the other day
in which he announced that the idea of col-
lective action for peace is dead. Herbert,
bearing aloft his Diogenes lamp, had just re-
turned from a trip to Europe. He saw all the
best people, including Hitler, and studied
with deep earnestness Goering’s wines and
choice meats. And he returned with many
precious truths. For example, that the arm-
ing of the fascist states is “defensive,” that
“so far as material things are concerned the
average German is today better off than five
years ago,” that the New Deal is somehow
paralleling the steps that led to the triumph
of fascism in Germany, and that if we en-
gage in collective economic measures to pre-
vent the fascist aggressors from plunging the
world into war, “we would be fostering the
worst thing that can happen to civilization,
that is, the building up of a war between gov-
ernment faith or ideologies.”

Hoover, the tory, has carried one step
farther the whole isolationist position of sin-
cere liberals like Bruce Bliven of the New
Republic and Frederick J. Libby of the Na-
tional Council for the Prevention of War.
He has returned to America to make propa-
ganda, not for isolation, but for collaboration
of the United States with the treacherous
 Chamberlain policy of aiding the aggressive
designs of the Rome-Berlin-Tokyo axis. And
quite logically, he makes this an integral part
of the attack on President Roosevelt’s domes-
tic policies—of the struggle for the triumph
of reaction at home.

But the report of the demise of the idea of
collective security is, in truth, a bit exagger-
ated. Our information from Washington in-
dicates that the State Department and the
House Foreign Affairs Committee are being
flooded with telegrams and letters demanding
that the un-neutral Neutrality Act be revised
and that the hearings on the O’Connell Bill
and other peace measures be held as originally
scheduled. With Spain being overrun by the
fascist barbarians as part of their drive for

world domination, can the conscience of
America, whose own peace and security are
threatened, rest at ease?

For a People’s Constitution

HE New York Constitutional Con-
vention, empowered to propose a new

state constitution or to amend the present

one, opened in Albany April 5. Among the
183 delegates a not inconsiderable reaction-
ary bloc hopes to prune down or even elim-
inate many of the guarantees of civil liber-

‘ties that make the present document on the

whole more progressive than that of many
other states,

The Communist Party of New York,
through its secretary, Charles Krumbein,
has addressed a letter to the delegates urg-
ing them to resist the reactionaries and to

enact “a real People’s constitution.” Krum-

bein pointed out:

The Communist Party believes that a living,
progressive constitution should enunciate certain
fundamental guarantees in recognition of the func-
tion' of the state to assure a decent standard of
living for all. It would include guarantee of em-
ployment for all who can work, the right to rest
and leisure, the right to maintenance in old age
or in the case of sickness or loss of capacity to
work, the right to free educational, recreational,
and cultural facilities, especially for the youth,
and the equality of rights for all, without dis-
criminatipn, in all spheres of economic, state, cul-
tural, social, and political life together with a
bill of rights in aid of these functions of govern-
ment,

A forward-looking constitution can be
achieved if the organized labor movement
and all progressive groups, in particular
those that have been organized in a united
front, will exert sufficient pressure on the
delegates. They have allies among the pro-
gressive Democrats and Republicans in the
convention, and particularly among the dele-
gates representing the American Labor
Party.

Morgan Boy Makes Good

oy HowarDp is a sucker for “causes.”
Didn’t the San Francisco News take
up the Mooney case, dropping it only when
the power trust began to buy full-page ads?
Didn’t he do his best to rid this country of
the C.I.O. by hiring Ben Stolberg, expert
stoolpigeon, to write a series of articles?
Isn’t he devoting himself to the crusade of
“getting” Gerson, legally appointed office
holder? And isn’t he unremitting in his at-
tack on the labor movement, the Commu-
nists, and the progressives?
This devotion is no easy task. And it is
almost too much for one man, even for the
proprietor of the liberal Scripps-Howard
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chain. Last week, Roy Howard persuaded
J. P. Morgan to let him appoint Morgan’s
own crusader, Merlin H. Aylesworth, as
publisher of the New York /¥ orld-Telegram.
Mr. Aylesworth used to be managing direc-
tor of the National Electric Light Associa-
tion, and in the interest of the power trust
—one of Morgan’s particular pets—Ayles-
worth bought editorial support through ad-
vertisements, bribel editors, and even bought
a few newspapers to carry the message.
Moreover, he procured valuable publicity by
paying economics and engineering professors
to supply benedictions for the trust which
Aylesworth got into the news releases. In
fact, his manipulations moved George Seldes
in his book, Freedom of the Press, to declare
them ‘“‘the greatest scandal in the history
of the American press.”

In addition, Aylesworth paid close atten-
tion to the contents of text books. He had
a way of persuading publishers to censor
any statement that the power trust thought
critical, and thus high school and college
students did not read about the Insull affair.
Later, in 1926, Aylesworth left the Electric
Light Association to become president of the
National Broadcasting Company, where he
boosted the public utilities assiduously over
the air. '

Now Roy Howard, after trying him out
on his executive staff for thirteen months,
has made Aylesworth publisher of his most
important newspaper. He has hired an able
man—adept at promoting the power trust,
past master of Red-baiting, and (who
knows?) a man that can even sell his part-
owner, J. P. Morgan, to the American
people.

Wall Street’s Honor

HE subdued and piecemeal fashion in

which the revelations of the Whitney
investigation emerge in the newspapers tends
to obscure their sensational character. It is
pertinent, therefore, to assemble the most
recent disclosures.

After the crash of March 8, it was re-
vealed that Richard Whitney had obtained
bank loans on $650,000 worth of securities
that did not belong to him. Whitney swin-
dled his wife, his stepson, and his sister-in-
law, as well as institutions such as the St.
Paul’s School and the New York Yacht
Club. Upon advice of his crafty counsel,
Charles Tuttle, Whitney insisted that he
alone was responsible, that none had knowl-
edge or suspicion of his crimes; attempting
to strike a noble and penitent pose simul-
taneously.

On March 30, the Attorney General dis-
closed that Whitney had confided his trou-
bles to his brother George, a partner in J. P.
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Morgan & Co., last November. George
Whitney had lent his brother some two
million dollars earlier in 1937. But he was
so ‘“‘aghast and very much disturbed” that
he gave Richard $1,082,000 more, secured
by nothing more than the fraternal hand-
clasp.

E. H. H. Simmons, a former president of
the Stock Exchange, seems to have learned
about the Whitney difficulties at the same
time. Simmons was the supervisor of a
Stock Exchange Gratuity Fund which was
in Richard Whitney’s custody. The loan
from brother George went to repay $221,-
500 in cash, and $900,000 in securities to the
Gratuity Fund.

The audit of the Whitney firm had been
inaccurate as early as January 1937, and
Whitney began to borrow money on other
people’s securities as early as 1932, when
still president of the Stock Exchange. In
this connection, it is interesting that Joseph
Frankel, a broker whom Whitney expelled
from the Exchange for improper practices
in 1933, is now suing him for $5,000,000
damages.

From November 1937 to March 1938,
Whitney engaged in financial acrobatics that
simply dazzle the ordinary citizen. He bor-
rowed sums as large as $350,000 almost
every day, and sometimes two and three
times a day, repaying one loan by another.
The implications of such a procedure could
hardly have escaped the Whitney bankers.
From November 10 to February 1, Whit-
ney borrowed close to $10,000,000. During
January, brother George again made a “very
insistent demand” that Richard quit Wall
Street, while Simmons, as well as De Lancey
Kountze, of Devoe-Reynold & Co., seems
to have shared this opinion. It is therefore
clear (1) that many others besides Whitney
himself knew of his difficulties many months
before he crashed; (2) that Whitney began
this swindling years ago; (3) that many
Wall Street bankers, including the house of
Morgan, must have surmised the implica-
tions of his frenzied borrowing. All in all,
the Whitney revelations are a superb docu-
mentation of—to paraphrase the editor of
the New York Times—the “unquestionable
moral and intellectual integrity of capi-
talism.”

A Mass Party in Mexico

IL and silver have proved powerless
O to block the march of the Mexican
people toward liberation from foreign im-
perialism and the threat of fascism. On the
heels of President Cardenas’s expropriation*
of the American, British, and Dutch oil in-
terests has come the formation of a new
great party of the people’s front, the Party

of the Mexican Revolution (P.R.M.), unit-
ing the workers, peasants, soldiers, and mid-
dle classes around a program of national
independence, social progress, and peace.

About four hundred delegates, equally di-
vided among the four social groups whose
interests it represents, attended the founda-
tion congress of the new party in Mexico
City during the past week. The driving
force in the congress was the Mexican Con-
federation of Labor (C.T.M.), whose gen-
eral secretary, Vicente Lombardo Toledano,
played the outstanding role in its proceed-
ing. The labor delegates, joining hands
with the representatives of the peasants,
soldiers, intellectuals, women, youth, and
middle-class groups, adopted a program that
should strengthen the hand of President
Cardenas in his struggle against imperialist
and fascist reaction, and buttress the forces
of progress and democracy throughout North
and South America. The Communist Party
gave full support to the congress and the
more than thirty Communist delegates
played an influential role in its deliberations.

The new P.R.M. is something more than
a substitute for the old National Revolu-
tionary Party, which now ceases to exist.
For the first time the governing party of
our neighbor republic is a genuine mass
party, based on the organized unity of the
people, and guided by a clear-cut people’s
front program. The formation of the
P.R.M. strikes a blow at our own pro-fascist
economic royalists, but the Roosevelt Admin-
istration and all those interested in safe-
guarding American liberties have every rea-
son to welcome it. Evidence that the Admin-
istration, after first attempting to pull Wall
Street’s and Downing Street’s chestnuts out
of the oil fire, is now adopting a more con-
ciliatory attitude gives hope that the friend-
ship between the two great North American
democracies will be reéstablished on a firmer
basis than ever before.

Ickes Hits Out Again

ECRETARY OF THE INTERIOR ICKES has
S once more said a few pointed words on
the subject of fascism that will win him no
friends among those whom this particular
shoe fits. In his speech at Chicago the other
day he warned that “fascism is insidiously
boring today from within the temple of our
liberties. It rides the radio waves, spews
from the presses, soars through the air in
bombing planes, slinks under the sea in sub-
marines, and crosses the surface of the earth
to a chorus of clanking tanks.”

And Ickes lashed out at those “who would
have us marshal our forces against a barely
imaginary danger of Communism while
fascism thunders at the gates of our citadels
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of liberty.” He might have added that Com-
munism, far from constituting a danger to
democracy, is, on the contrary, in every
country seeking to unite the people for the
defense and extension of democracy.

The section of Ickes’ speech that probably
stepped hardest on economic royalist toes
was his vigorous reply to the charges of
“dictatorship” that have been flung at Presi-
dent Roosevelt during the present fight over
the reorganization bill.

To shout dictatorship when none exists is only
to cause confusion. It plays into the hands of the
enemy. It detracts attention from the danger that
threatens. It weakens our resistance. . . . It is
worse than folly; it is, in fact, disloyalty and
treachery to our institutions merely for an un-
worthy political advantage to try to instill in the
minds of the unthinking the thought that a dic-
tatorship exists in the United States.

Disloyalty and treachery to democracy—
this is the real essence of the big business
campaign against the reorganization bill.
It is a “stop Roosevelt” campaign—a stop-
the-27,000,000-who-voted-for-Roosevelt cam-
paign. Itlends additional weight to Secretary
Ickes’ warning that the enemy is within our
gates.

Disrupters of Unity

ILLIAM GREEN and the A. F. of L.
‘/. &/ Executive Council have worked out a
system. Whenever the progressives in the
labor movement—be they members of the
C.IL.O., the A. F. of L., or the Railway
Brotherhoods—take a positive position,
Green and the council automatically line up
with the opposition. Not content with weak-
ening the organized working class on the
economic front, the A. F. of L. president
has now made clearer than ever his resolve
to disrupt it politically.

In every state where Labor’s Non-Parti-
san League has organized, it has won the
support of the A. F. of L. rank and file. In
many cases, oficials of state federations and
central labor bodies have accepted leader-
ship in the League. As a result progressive
groups in labor—no matter what their affili-
ation—and in fraternal, church, liberal, po-
litical, and other organizations, have rallied
into the League.

But William Green is not concerned with
the composition of the League. His goal is
to defeat any move in which the C.I.O. is
involved. It is not a matter of labor and its
allies winning a voice in politics; to Green,
it is more important to defeat the C.I.O.
even if that means defeat of the A. F. of L.
membership, even if that policy runs counter
to the desires of the majority in the Federa-
tion,

And so William Green has spoken for the
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Executive Council once again. He has ordered

“all state federations of labor, city central
bodies, and organizations affiliated with the
American Federation of Labor” to with-
draw from the League, and not content with
that, to oppose the League’s candidates. To
make sure, Green further urges the A. F.
of L. affiliates to set up their own ‘“non-
partisan” political organizations. In other
words, smash the solidarity of the progres-
sives and split their voting power.
Green’s automatic opposition has been
adopted by the Socialist Party, which also
officially opposes Labor’s Non-Partisan
League. It too splits the democratic front.
In Michigan, the Socialist Party advocates
“independent political action” against the
League just as the Executive Council has set
up its own political organization to buck
the League in California. The result of the
Green-Socialist opposition has been to
strengthen the worst reaction, as Marguerite
Young points out in her article in this issue.
This disruption is the concern not only of
labor but of all progressives who see the
issue in the coming campaign to be that of
democracy against fascism. Green and the
Socialist Party big-wigs are against the coali-
tion that defends democracy. Their action
gives comfort to the group that wants fascism
" to conquer in this country and in the world.

“Miracles” in China

General Gen Sugiyama, Japanese Minister of
War, flew from Tokyo to Peiping to bolster the
morale of Japanese forces weakening before Chi-
nese counter-attacks in Shantung Province, both
Japanese and Chinese semi-official reports said
today.—United Press.

HERE, in a single sentence, is a most

amazing commentary on the Japanese
war against China. Less than four months
after the fall of Nanking, when the American
capitalist press and certain fair-weather
friends of the Chinese people were announc-
ing that all was over, the Chinese armies in
Shansi and southern Shantung have brought
the mighty war machine of Japan to a prac-
tical standstill. More, they have launched
counter-offensives that have recaptured lost
positions, and have been harassing the Japa-
nese at so many points that the Tokyo War
Minister is compelled to rush to the front to
stiffen the cracking morale of his troops. To-
day, after weeks of fighting, the’ Japanese com-
mand has still been unable to join its north-
ern and southern armies along the Tientsin-
Pukow Railway, and on the southern front, in
Shantung, it has met defeat after defeat. The
news that the Japanese forces have at last,
after costly fighting, taken Taierhchwang,.
north of the Lung-Hai Railway, does not
materially alter this picture. Even should
they succeed in capturing Suchow, forty-five

miles to the southwest, the Japanese would,
as is pointed out by General Chen Cheng,
head of the Political Training Ministry of
the Chinese Military Affairs Commission,
still be faced with the Chinese armies in the
Tientsin-Pukow area. These would “continue
attacks, making Japanese positions and com-
munications untenable.”

The secret of the “miracles” that the poorly
equipped Chinese soldiers have been perform-
ing must be sought not only in their flexible
military tactics, but primarily in political de-
velopments within China. The recent con-
gress of the Kuomintang Party emphasizes
the growing unity and increased spirit of re-
sistance that animate the Chinese people. The
election of Chiang Kai-shek as supreme leader
of the party marks a victory for that section
of the Kuomintang which is bent on an un-
compromising struggle against the Japanese
aggressors, The decision of the congress to
extend civil liberties and create a People’s
Political Council in which the broadest sec-
tions of the population will be represented
should serve to involve new millions of the
common people actively in the struggle to
oust the foreign invader and thereby greatly
strengthen Chinese military operations. Both
these decisions are in accord with proposals
made by the Chinese Communist Party, and
the closer relations that have been established
between the Communists and the Kuomin-
tang augur well for the future.

The Strange Case of Ken

E have received the following letter
from L. Trommer, a reader of Glen-
dale, L. I.:

Is it or is it not the John L. Spivak, formerly
of the NEw Masses, who is listed as one of the
editors of the new magazine Ken, the first issue of
which contains cartoons like the one, say on page
47? If it is, then how come?

Please answer in the NEw MASsses because I am
sure many other readers of yours would like to
know.

It is the same Spivak, and as our corre-
spondent must have noted in reading his
signed article, Spivak has not changed his po-
litical position. But Spivak, despite the inclu-
sion of his name among the editors of Ken, is
and has been in no sense an editor of the
magazine, and is not responsible for its pres-
ent policy. Included also among the editors
are Paul de Kruif and George Seldes, who
also have obviously not concurred in the
anti-Communist material that disgraces the
first issue of Ken. Ernest Hemingway is
represented with an anti-fascist article on
Spain—and a prominently displayed notice
dissociating himself from Ken’s editorial
management. Besides Hemingway’s article,
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there is a good deal of other useful anti-
fascist material in the issue. But—

The cartoon our correspondent refers to
represents Communism and fascism as twin
vultures watching capital and labor strug-
gling below, and is captioned: “The Ulti-
mate Winners.” There is also a double-page
map of the world called “Carriers of the
New Black Plague”—referring to the de-
struction of civil liberties—in which the
Soviet Union, loyalist Spain, and China are
represented in black exactly the same as
Fascist Italy, Germany, and Japan. There
is also a friendly story about Hitler and his
troubles in finding a wife; and finally a
muddled editorial which talks about the

- danger of fascism but jumbles together isola-

tionism and anti-fascism in the utmost con-
fusion. All this in a magazine that includes
some of the best known fighters against
fascism in this country! No wonder our
reader is puzzled and asks how this comes
about. The explanation is simple.

When Ken was projected, a year ago, it
was supposed to be an anti-fascist, pro-
people’s-front magazine. On the basis of
this clearly understood editorial policy—and
on no other basis—the owners of Ken were
able to enlist the services, and to announce
as editors, Hemingway, Spivak, Seldes, de
Kruif, and other anti-fascists. But since
then, something has happened to Ken. What
happened was pressure from the advertising
agencies. They demanded a “change” of
policy, the change to include Red-baiting.
Apparently without a struggle, the owners
of Ken capitulated. We have seen the pros-
pectus which Ken circulated to its adver-
tisers, stating that it would be anti-fascist,
anti-war, and anti-Communist. Needless to
say, the owners of Ken took this step, which
amounted to nothing more or less than a
betrayal, without consulting the well-known
writers they had enlisted. Hemingway
chanced to learn of the new policy in time
to get his disclaimer of editorial responsi-
bility into the first issue. Now George Seldes
has resigned.

And that is why it happens that Ken is
able to present to the world the incredible
and false picture of an editorial board the
majority of whom are basically opposed to
the Red-baiting, anti-Soviet, anti-Communist
character of some of the contents.

Such a situation obviously cannot endure.
We hope the owners of Ken will realize
that the way to fight fascism is to return to
their original policy of a genuine anti-fascist
magazine, eliminating the Red-baiting. We
feel confident that those fighters against
fascism, writers and artists, who appear in
Ken, will not be long in making known
their demand for a guarantee that this be
done.
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Lenin in October

S a bit of general advice I would suggest
A to my friends, the critics, that they step
lightly when dealing with the Russians.
I’ve been telling them that for years, but they
still insist on generalizing about a people who
are so strange and marvelous and individual-
istic that they make fools out of anyone who
pigeonholes them.

Among the more annoying simpletons who
feel they understand the Russian soul are such
as Edmund Wilson, who came back from six
months in the Soviet Union with sad noddings
of the head over the worship of Lenin. Most
obviously the deification of Lenin and the
lengths to which the people have gone in their
affection for Stalin is a plain indication that
another form of religion has replaced the old,
says Edmund. Lenin’s tomb in Red Square is
a shrine; the people have found a new god.
The real Lenin is being forgotten. Taking his
place is a mythical and holy figure who sym-
bolized. Socialistic perfection.

The response to this is the film, Lenin in
October, which treats the great leader as a
man who might quite easily have played third
base for the Brooklyn Dodgers. The daring
of the Russians is perfectly fabulous. They
have the courage to do a movie of Lenin in
which he appears not as an offstage voice, but
in which he moves before the camera as fully
and easily as if he were alive and acting in his
own film. One error of spirit, fact, or taste,
and the fat would have been in the fire.
Shchukin, the magnificent actor of the Vah-
tangov theater, plays the part of Lenin. He
walks about with his head cocked to the side
and with his hands in his hip pockets or
with his thumbs in his armpits. By turn he is

irate, kindly, considerate, overpowering. Dur--

ing the course of the film, it is impossible to
think that Shchukin is anybody but Lenin. The
acting is so perfect, the makeup is so amazing,
that the spectator is convinced that Lenin is
before him; and yet there is not one maudlin
or affected or overplayed scene in the film. He
is real right down to the ground. This picture
will be seen by millions of people who revere
the very name of Lenin, and yet there will be
not one who will feel that the memory of
Lenin has been lightly treated. Despite the
fools who speak of a new Russian god, the
millions who love Lenin never think of him as
a super-human being. They think of him as a
fatherly, kindly man who gave his life for the
people, and they are as frank and comradely
with his memory as he would have insisted on

their being when he was alive. For that rea-
son I think it is the healthiest picture I have
ever seen. There is something cleansing and
noble about it, just as there is something fine
and touching about a visit to Lenin’s tomb.
The people worship him, yes; but as a lofty,
distant figure? Not for a moment. They wor-
ship him as a friend, as a companion, as a fel-
low fighter in the trenches. Think of the
venomous nonsense written on this subject by
individuals anxious to discredit the Soviet
Union!

Certain of the historical scenes in the film
have been commented upon, and there has been
the usual outcry that-Trotsky has been over-
looked. But it happens that the incidents used
in the film were the incidents of greatest im-
portance in preparing for the Bolshevik Revo-
lution. For instance it is asked why Lenin
didn’t ask for Trotsky instead of Stalin when
he returned secretly from Finland on the eve
of the October revolt. The simplest answer
is also the most sensible: During Lenin’s ab-
sence Stalin had been at the head of the Sixth
Congress of the Party. What more likely that
when Lenin returned to Petrograd he would
ask first for the man who had been in charge
of the Party work?

There is the further fact that the Revolu-
tionary Committee of the Party which was in
charge of the uprising was composed of Stalin,
Uritsky, .Dzerzhinsky, and Sverdlov. One
might think that a committee entrusted with
preparing and carrying through a revolution
would have had something to do with the mat-
ter, but there are critics who won’t have it
that way. They prefer the romantic rather
than the factual story. Trotsky did it all with
his little bow and arrow. This is an interest-
ing theory and very attractive to readers who
like color in their stories, but it happens not to
be the truth. It has taken a long while for
history to catch up with romance in the story
of the Russian Revolution, and a film like
Lenin in October does as much as anything to
restore the balance.

What is most obviously true is that the for-
eign correspondents who covered the Revolu-
tion in Russia were little prepared for their
work. The fact that the mention of Stalin’s
name in 1924 after Lenin’s death met with
astonishment is the best indication that jour-
nalism is still short of perfection. At the very
least it might have been felt that a man who
was editor of Pravda, had been at the head of
the Party during Lenin’s period of hiding, and
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had been one of four entrusted with the fate
of the uprising might have been known by
name to the correspondents. His labors during
the Civil War period were well known in
Russia at a time when the outside world heard
of nothing but Trotsky, the new Napoleon.

"Trotsky, in truth, had a good press from the
beginning. He had lived on the Continent,
had been in America, had been held at Hali-
fax by the British, was an extraordinary ora-
tor, a man destined for the limelight. For the
foreign correspondents he was ideal—only a
year ago he had been living in the Bronx on
$17.50 a week, etc., etc. Their interest is easily
understood, but it is harder to excuse their
failure in estimating the other leaders of the
Revolution.

Legends grow up in all countries. The bat-
tle of Tannenberg and the Masurian Lakes,
which established Hindenberg and Ludendorf,
was won only because a key general re-
fused to obey their orders. They were victors
despite themselves. (This may be read in
Winston Churchill's The Eastern Front.)
The French Army was only saved from being
flanked and overwhelmed in 1914 because
General Lanrezac flatly ignored the orders of
General Joffre. These facts are not widely

- known, and may never be widely known, but

they are nevertheless true. It is equally true
(and military men have declared it so ever
since the wars have been studied) that the
Bolshevik troops under Stalin won the crucial
battle of the Russian civil war at Tsaritsyn. -
The fact had always been known inside the
country, but it had been obscured by stories
of the fabulous Trotsky, charging about the
land in his private car and snatching the brand
out of the fire on five fronts simultaneously.
If a readjustment of historical values is
needed today, it is not because Trotsky has
ever been slighted. Heaven knows he has had
credit for everything he has ever done and for
a lot besides. If he is not a prominent figure
in Lenin in October, that is not to say that
he will not one day have a film of his own. It
will be a magnificent film, carefully docu-
mented, and made only after long research. It
will contain everything he did before the Rev-
olution, and everything he did thereafter until
his death. Ewery little thing. It will be great.
Everybody will be pleased—everybody but the
Trotskyites. They would be content to rest
on the legends. :
RoBerT FORSYTHE.

Bid Goteliffe
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A Real American Welcome

HILE cannons roar salutes in his
Whonor, a leader of the loyalists dis-
embarks at New York.

As he walks down the gangway, he waves
his hand in farewell to the sailors of the Amer-
ican ship which had been sent to Europe by
Congress for the express purpose of bringing
him to our shores.

A hundred thousand people mill in the

streets, shouting their welcome to the brave
fighter for liberty. Colorful flags wave from
the office buildings. City officials present him
the key to the city.

In Washington the Senate passes a resolu-
tion of welcome. An isolationist who fears
that it may compromise American neutrality
is squelched by the maiden speech of a rising
young Senator from Massachusetts.

The loyalist leader pleads for the cause of
his people before the City Council. He is
invited to speak before the New York Bar, the
militia, and Tammany Hall.

Proceeding to Washington, he is met by two
outstanding senators. He is given a suite of
rooms in a prominent hotel. The government
foots the bill. The President asks him to the
White House for lunch. He accepts invita-
tions to speak before the House, the Senate,
and the Supreme Court.

Senators and representatives tender him a
subscription dinner. The Secretary of State
joins in a toast to a loyalist victory.

A certain European power whose army has
been active in the loyalist’s country registers
a protest.

Our Secretary of State replies in outspoken
language, declaring that the United States will
always wish success to “nations struggling for
popular constitutions and national independ-
ence.”

The loyalist leader makes a tour of the
country, popularizing his cause and collecting
money for his people. He is warmly received
in New Orleans, Jacksonville, Mobile,
Charleston, Richmond, and Alabama. He cir-
cles around to the West.

At Philadelphia he speaks in Independence
Hall. The greatest enthusiasm is evoked in
New England. He speaks three times at
Faneuil Hall in Boston. He is idolized by
the people of Concord and Plymouth.

Within a few months he returns to Europe.
He has explained the issues at stake in his
country. to untold thousands. Single-handed,
he has collected over a hundred thousand dol-
lars for his cause.

Does it sound like a dream?

It wasn’t.

It happened eighty-six years ago—in 1852.
But it was not a Spanish loyalist who spoke
before Tammany Hall and the Supreme
Court. It was Lajos Kossuth, fiery leader of

By Tom Humphries

the Hungarian revolution against Austria and
the Holy Alliance.

In 1848 the flames of revolt roared through
Europe. The middle class stormed at the last
strongholds of feudalism. The growing pro-
letarian movement, which had just given
birth to the Communist Manifesto of Marx
and Engels, made its first bid for power in
Paris. The Orleans monarchy crumbled into
dust. The Poles rose against the Germans.
A republican movement in Rome sent the
Pope a-flying. Hungary declared its inde-
pendence from Austria.

As governor of their new nation the
Hungarians selected Lajos Kossuth, seventeen
members of whose family had been executed
within one generation for liberal opinions. It
was Kossuth who had first popularized the
secret proceedings of the Hungarian Diet by
circulating an illegal hand-written newspaper.
As a revolutionary leader in the Diet, he
fought for abolition of the entail and other
feudal burdens, for taxation of the nobles. He
had forced Prince Metternich of Austria, the
guiding spirit of European reaction, to grant
Hungary a native ministry.

The first task of the new government was
to defend its independence. Kossuth organized
an army out of raw recruits. For two years
the tattered Hungarians fought stubbornly
against the experienced Austrian battalions.

Hungary’s brave struggle echoed through-
out the world and won the sympathy of all
who believed in democratic forms of govern-
ment.

In the United States President Taylor fol-
lowed the example of Monroe, who in his
presidential messages a quarter of a century

“I'm sure those who wanted democracy in 1776
were a much nicer class of people.”’

previous had supported the Greeks in their
struggle for freedom from Turkey. He de-
clared to Congress that he “wished to be the
first to welcome Hungary into the family of
nations.”

The President sent a secret agent to Hun-
gary, one A. Dudley Mann, with power to
make commercial treaties and recognize Hun-
garian independence. But before Mann could
reach Hungary, the brave struggle was over.

The legions of the Czar had come to the
support of Austria. Invading Hungary, they
had suppressed the revolution.

Reaction was triumphant in Europe. Work-
ingmen’s associations were hounded under-
ground. Middle class liberalism was sup-
pressed.

Kossuth fled to Turkey. In September
1851, came an unexpected ray of hope. The
President of the United States had instructed
the frigate Mississippi to offer him a haven in
the great republic of the West. '

Opverjoyed, Kossuth boarded the Mississippi
and sailed for the new world. In December
1851, he arrived in New York. History
records that no foreigner since Lafayette had
ever been accorded such a delirious welcome.

An impassioned orator, Kossuth called upon
Americans to remember their own revolution.
He won the support of the nation’s most prom-
inent men. He was attacked only by the
hyper-isolationists and by the slave interests,
vx.zho' objected to his consorting with aboli-
tionists.

It was Austria that protested against his
official reception by the United States. The
Secretary of State who rebuffed Austria’s pro-
test and who toasted Hungarian independence
was Daniel Webster.

The Senator from Massa-
chusetts who defended the
resolution of welcome against
the isolationists was Charles
Sumner, the abolitionist who
four years later was to speak
out bravely against slavery in
Kansas and be beaten nearly to
death in the Senate chamber
by a representative of the slav-
ocracy.

In June 1852, Kossuth
sailed for Turin, Italy, where
he later joined with Mazzini
and Garibaldi against Austrian
domination in Italy.

Thus ended a chapter in the
history of American democ-
racy, a glorious chapter in
which the leaders of our de-
mocracy realized that the fight
for human freedom extended
beyond our own shores.

John Heliker
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hy EVA LIPS

With an introduction by DOROTHY T HOMPSON
Translated from the German by Caroline Newton

WHAT happens to scholars—Iliberals—
non-political professionals — when Fascism
takes power

2

T hey coordinate, or else!

This is no news to anyone who has read the papers
while Hitler and Mussolini turn the clock back in
Europe and try to force the whole world back into
the Dark Ages. What is so impossible for Americans
to realize is the series of personal humiliations, petty
persecutions, and unbelievably gross stupidities by
which these power-mad ‘“leaders” seek to win or
ruin the intellectuals whose support and prestige
they covet.

This is the story of Jules Lips and his wife, who
refused to coordinate, and of some of their friends
who did not have the courage to say “No.”

Professor Lips was the world-famous director of
the Cologne Museum. He was 100 percent Aryan,
a war veteran, a scientist who never even thought
of politics. All he needed to do to assure himself
riches and a prominent position in the Third Reich,
was to raise his right hand to Hitler and lend his
support as an anthropologist to the Nazi nonsense.
His family, his friends, high Nazi officials, urged
him to yield. He refused.

Professor Lips is now head of the Department

‘of Anthropology at Howard University. In this

simple, day-to-day account of how the Nazis drove
him from his Museum, his home, and finally from
his country, his wife has written a vivid, personal
story that will give a new understanding of the
refined horrors of Fascism, and renewed ¥aith in the
courage of human beings. And it is a warning to all
who think that political indifference or inactivity is
any basis for exemption when the dark forces of
Reaction take things in their relentless hand.

Random House is proud to publish this book
under its imprint.

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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Reaction Loses in Duluth

sota Farmer-Labor Association could be

reported with considerable accuracy
merely by quoting the headlines of the local
Republican Party press just before, during,
and after the three-day sessions March 25,
20, 27. They were attended by some thirteen
hundred delegates and alternates, and hun-
dreds of worker and farmer spectators, who
filled the seats and standing room in the huge
Armory looking out over the vast reaches of
I.ake Superior to the Wisconsin shore.

Inside and outside of the convention were
forces working both openly and covertly for
a split. This was the first objective of the
Republican Party strategists and their agents.
The second objective was to exert sufficient
pressure through the Hjalmar Peterson group,
the bureaucracy of the American Federation
of Labor organizations, that of the Railway
Brotherhoods, and the Trotskyites working in
close unity with these forces, to compel the
adoption of a program far to the right and
the launching of a campaign of Red-baiting
and expulsions,

Not a single one of these objectives was
reached. But on Friday, March 25, the Du-
luth News-Tribune had said in its eight-col-
umn banner and the two-column and one-
column decks that “F-L Girds for Fight at
Parley Today; Battle on Red Purge, Other
Issues Loom; Women’s Meeting Split by Dis-
pute of Two Factions; Old Guard Wins.”

Harold R. Atwood, Railway and Ware-
house Commissioner, appointed by Hjalmar
Peterson while he was Governor, following
the death of Floyd Olson, was the choice for
reélection to his present post of the undercover
Peterson forces and the right wing as a whole.

The unprincipled character of the opposition
forces became clear when they made the'ques-
tion of Atwood’s endorsement by the conven-
tion an ultimatum which carried with it a
threat of a split. Around Atwood every ques-
tionable element rallied, although many honest
delegates supported him, believing he was the
best man for the job. Atwood got the en-
dorsement of the convention by a very narrow
margin, and only after he had made both an
oral and written statement pledging himself
to support the Farmer-Labor ticket from top
to bottom.

The vote showed that Atwood could have
been defeated easily. He was nominated only
by votes of delegates from unions, codperatives,
and Farmer-Labor clubs who are Communists,
and by the most conscious and progressive dele-
gations. They voted for Atwood, as they told
the convention, for the sake of unifying the
convention and the Farmer-Labor Party. A
candidate seldom gets the thorough going over
that was the lot of Atwood in this convention.

THE Duluth conventien of the Minne-

By William F. Dunne

This discussion by the Benson forces was on
a high plane. The traditions and struggles of
the F.L.P. in the early days were recounted
and the attitude of its pioneer organizers and
leaders placed in sharpest contrast to the career-
ist position taken by Atwood and many of
his supporters. The close vote was a demon-
stration for the benefit of these forces that the
Farmer-Labor Association has a program and
principles that must come before the personal
or political aspirations of individuals. The
whole procedure on’ this issue was a political
and moral defeat for the Peterson forces in
and out of the convention.

Hjalmar Peterson, announcing his intention
to oppose Governor Benson in the June pri-
maries, opened headquarters in the Spalding
Hotel and flooded the convention with litera-
ture. He will run as a Farmer-Laborite, but
his main issue—Red-baiting and an attack on
the integrity of Governor Benson and the pres-
ent administration—identifies him with the
Republican Party, Hearst, and the Liberty
League. One quotation from a Peterson folder
entitled “Let the People Decide” and distrib-
uted to all convention delegates is enough to
prove the above statement:

The fate of our party is in your hands. The issue
is not one of an individual against another. It is

Farmer-Labor principles against Communism and
Capitol Hill racketeering. The Farmer-Labor Party

‘has been betrayed and must be saved in the June

primaries by you farmers, you laborers, you business-
men, and you women of Minnesota who hold the
church sacred and the home the keystone to democ-
racy.

I abhor the Communistic teachings of overthrow
of government by revolution and the destruction of
the church. I would rather be defeated without the
support of this un-American element than elected
with it. I will not bargain with those seeking to
lead us from the principles of our party and our
departed leaders. My concern is the fate of our
party and the fate of the great liberal movement in
Minnesota. We must purge our party of Communists
—those borers from within—if we intend to keep it
a Farmer-Labor Party.

The Peterson forces did not dare to bring
the issue of his endorsement before the con-
vention, and Atwood’s desertion of him under
the fierce fire of the delegates leaves him more
than ever dependent upon support from Repub-
licans and other enemies of the F.L.P. in the
June primaries. His defeat is certain.

The reactionary opposition in and out of

the convention was no more successful in their
efforts to compel a revision of the platform
toward the right than they were in their at-
tempts to initiate a Red-baiting drive or en-
gineer a split. The 1938 platform is in full
accord with the declaration of principles
adopted by the State Conference on March 23,
1925, which is the basis of its program. In
this document the Farmer-Labor Association
declares

that the government at present is dominated by the
few and its powers are used to serve special inter-.
ests. Money and credits, market and exchange facil-
ities, the means of transportation and communication
and the natural resources and other basic industries
of the nation are practically monopolized by a finan-
cial and industrial oligarchy, which is in a position
to exact tribute from all who live by labor and to
keep great masses of people in a condition of unem-
ployment and destitution by manipulating the pro-
ductive powers of the nation.

The Declaration of Principles further states
that the Farmer-Labor movement

claims to rescue the government from the control of
the privileged few and make it function for the
use and benefit of all by abolishing monopoly in
every form, and to establish in place thereof a
system of public ownership and operation of mon-
opolized industries, which will afford every able and
willing worker an opportunity to work and will
guarantee the enjoyment of the proceeds thereof,
thus increasing the amount of available wealth,
eradicating unemployment and destitution and abol-
ishing industrial autocracy.

The preamble to the platform adopted unani-
mously by the Duluth convention says:

We recognize it as our duty and privilege to
propose a platform and adequate program that will
materially assist in restoring to the people of the
state and nation the right and opportunity of living
conditions befitting American citizens. We also real-
ize that in the solution of social and economic prob-
lems confronting the state it will be necessary to
adopt forceful and vigorous measures to pioneer in
the field of economics and make fundamental
changes in our social system.

Throughout the world the democratic rights of the
people are being threatened and democracy itself is
being held up to scorn. International morality has
virtually disappeared and militaristic governments
are threatening another world war.

In this critical situation, the Minnesota Farmer-
Labor Association pledges itself to carry forward
the people’s demand for democracy, _social justice,
and peace. ’

"This certainly does not sound like an aban-
donment of the basic principles of the Farmer-
Labor Party, but the Minneapolis Tribune,
having failed in company with the rest of the
Republican Party press, the Peterson forces,
and their Trotskyist allies to organize a split
from the right, on the day after the convention
tried to create suspicion among the progressive
rank and file not present at the convention.
Its headline said: “F-L Convention Makes a
Swing to Conservatism.” Its analysis was as
false as its predictions had been fallacious.

The platform clauses on peace, civil liber-
ties, labor, agriculture, taxation, social secu-
rity, education, general welfare, banking, etc.,
are all of definite progressive character. The
clause on peace follows the line of collective
security and provides for shipment of needed
materials to nations attacked. This clause
reads as follows:

We advocate codperation with all forces genuinely

seeking peace in their efforts to promote peace; we
are opposed to entangling alliances and to increased
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UNCLE TOM'S CHILDREN

by Richard Wright

Winner of the “Story” prize for WPA
writers, this collection of four long stories
deftly brings home the essential tragedy
of the Negro in a white man’s civilization,
They deal with lynchings, with Negro
battles for land and freedom from social
injustice, with racial prejudice in the
South. The author, head of the Harlem
Bureau of the “Daily Worker,” says, “I
wrote my guts into them,” and the critics
say: “These stories burn like a house afire
. . . and what they have to say is as
startling as a race riot.”—Lewis Gannett.
“He has made legitimate use of authentic
material.”—New York Post.

A Story Press Book $2.50

STARTING POINT

by C. Day Lewis

With Auden and Spender, C. Day Lewis
is one of the outstanding group of con-
temporary younger men of letters who is
injecting new life into modern literature.
His new novel is the story of four young
men who share rooms at Oxford and who
from there go on to a point in their lives
from which there is no turning back. “Not
only an exceptionally astute psycholog-
ical novel, but an eminently readable
one.”—Daily Worker. $2.50

LAND WITHOUT IMOSES

by Charles Curtis Munz

“‘Land Without Moses’ is a powerful
revelation of the stark nakedness of life
in all its poverty, squalor, and supersti-
tion among the sharecroppers in the
South. I believe it contains a vivid and
true picture of the poorest and worst
among the million sharecroppers in the
cotton fields. This book will be an un-
comfortable revelation of actual condi-
tions to every reader. It makes one’s blood
boil and leaves the reader with the de-
mand for action to end this slavery of
black and white alike holding each other
down in the ditch.”—Sherwood Eddy.

$2.50

HARPER & BROTHERS

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

armaments; we favor nationalization of all war-
munitions plants and the drafting of wealth in time
of war; we would prohibit the sale of war mate-
rials to aggressor nations; only nations that are
attacked shall be permitted access to our resources
under conditions that will not involve this country
in war; we would forbid American citizens to loan
money to warring nations engaged in war or for
the purpose of making war; we advocate the de-
feat of the Sheppard-May dictatorship bill.

In the labor clause “full support and aid” is
pledged “to the right of labor to organize and
bargain collectively”; support is pledged to
all workers “in their struggle for higher wages
and better working conditions”; the spy sys-
tem is condemned and legislation urged to
make it illegal. In regard to civil liberties
the platform states that “we oppose any at-
tempt to curb or deny our democratic rights
and we propose to repeal the Minnesota
criminal syndicalism law.”

The “swing to the right” is quite evidently
only the wishful thinking of the propaganda
experts of monopoly capital.

Reaction was repulsed at Duluth. However,
a number of pressing problems remain to be
met and solved before, during, and after the
coming campaign. One of these is the most
rapid possible increase in the membership of
the Farmer-Labor Association. Without this
the acute question of organizational and polit-
ical discipline will be difficult to handle cor-
rectly. The- Farmer-Labor Party, especially
because it is the administration of a great and
wealthy state, has its full share of careerists
and worse. Professional politicians lacking
anything savoring of principle or loyalty to
anything but themselves and various anti-far-
mer and labor interests, have attached them-
selves to the party. At least one weekly paper
is published by a person who parades as a
Farmer-Laborite, and this publication, which
indulges in Red-baiting, agitates against the
necessity for actual membership in the Farmer-
Labor Association in order to be considered a
“liberal,” which carries on a steady criticism
of anything and anybody when it thinks this
will serve the special interests of its editor, is
responsible to no progressive organization—Ilet
alone the membership of the Farmer-Labor
Association. i

The connections of the Farmer-Labor Party,
its committees, and its leaders do not embrace
enough sections of the rank and file of the
unions—especially of the A.F. of L. unions and
the Railway Brotherhoods. This allows a few
conservative bureaucrats who maintain connec-
tions with Republican Party politicians to ap-
pear as the spokesmen of all the rank and file
and oftener than not give a distorted picture
of the sentiment of the membership.

These weaknesses can be corrected without
a great deal of difficulty by the responsible
committees and officeholders going directly to
the local unions and other membership units
with reports of the conventions and explana-
tions of the principles, program, platform, and
problems of the party.

No one who was at the Duluth convention
can doubt that the Farmer-Labor Party repre-
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sents the great mass of the workers and far-
mers of Minnesota. The overwhelming ma-
jority of the delegates were actual wage earn-
ers and farmers. One could tell by their faces
that these were people whose lives had been
and still are hard. There was little of the pro-
fessional atmosphere that saturates Republican
and Democratic Party conventions. The work-
ers and farmers who crowded the galleries for
two days and one whole night clearly looked
upon the convention as theirs.

In the left gallery there were not enough
seats, but during the entire convention a long
file of at least a hundred people stood quietly
and patiently back of the seats. One does not
often see such things in this country, but_here
was loyal interest that shamed the careerists
who delivered ultimatums until the voice of
the worker and farmer delegates stopped them.

The spirit of the Duluth convention prob-
ably is best expressed by an interview with a
charter member of the Farmer-Labor Party
published by the columnist of “Midwest
Labor”’—official organ of the C.I.O. unions in
northern Minnesota:

He is a big, kind-faced Scandinavian. ... He looks
like a farmer with the gentle furrows of middle age
beginning to deepen in his face. “Well, it will be
some convention Friday, won’t it,” he smiled. “You
know it's hard to conceive. At our first convention
in Roseau County, there were seven of us, hardly
enough to go around as officers, but once the idea of
the Farmer-Labor Party caught on, it seemed to go
like wild-fire. Funny, now it’s respectable to be a
Farmer-Laborite. People aren’t afraid . . . but I
remember the days of the Non-Partisan League,
that was the forerunner of the Farmer-Labor Party,
we were called ‘Bolsheviks’ and ‘Reds.’ Vigilante
gangs were organized to tar and feather us. In
Pipestone County they took out one of our men in
a car, tarred and feathered him, beat him until
he was crippled, and left him miles from nowhere.
In Pine County the same thing happened. At New
Prague .a young couple rode into town with a
Lindbergh banner on their Ford. Lindbergh (the
father of the aviator) was one of the ‘radicals’ of
those days. He was running for Governor of Min-
nesota backed by the Non-Partisan League. A gang
of vigilantes attacked the couple and were going
to take the man out and beat him up, but he was
prepared. He shot into the crowd. He was arrested
but acquitted by a farmer jury. They painted
Lindbergh’s house yellow one night. The papers
churned out lies and Red scares day and night.
Hundreds of thousands of dollars were poured into
Minnesota by large Eastern interests. . . . Every
trick of the Red-baiters from the beginning of
society was pulled against the Lindbergh campaign
and the Non-Partisan League. . . . They told us
that free love was being taught in the North Dakota
schools where the Non-Partisan League had cap-
tured the state offices.

“I have a terrible fear in my heart, a fear that
unless we develop a solid front against Fascism,
America, like Europe, will be cast into a period like
the dark ages . . . but I have hope that our youth
will not let this happen: I am proud to be a charter
member of a party moving in the direction of
progress.”

The Duluth convention in a large meas-
ure bore out the hopes of all who founded and
fought for farmer-labor unity almost two
decades ago—and among them were many
Communists and more who became Commu-
nists in the bitter struggles out of which the
Minnesota Farmer-Labor Party grew.
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From Bruce Bliven

To THE NEw MaAssEs:

N YOUR issue of April 5 Earl Browder says that

the Neaw Republic “has gone over openly to the
Chamberlain line (March 30 issue) by advocating
rapprochement with Hitler without political condi-
tions.” The New Republic has done nothing of the
sort, and we cannot imagine on what Mr. Browder
bases his fantastic suggestion.

[ send you this letter with reluctance. There are
many matters as to which the New Republic and
the NEw Masses are in agreement, and the forces
of reaction are so strong at the present time that
those who are fighting for a progressive view ought
to emphasize their agreements and not their dis-
agreements. We have no objection to honest dif-
ference of opinion,.or to being attacked because of
that difference. What we do object to is repeated
misstatement of our position followed by a “reply”
to something we have not said. I am sure that such
tactics are not effective from your own point of
view. It is equally ineffective for Mr. Browder
to assume naively, as he does in his last sentence,
that to disagree with him is to “break down.”

Sincerely,
(Signed) BRUCE BLIVEN.

An Answer

Mr. Browder being unavailable in time for this
issue, we will make our own comment. The statement
to which Mr. Bliven objects is based on the special
section National Defense in the New Republic of
‘March 30, and particularly on the part headed “To-
ward Economic Appeasement.” On page 255 occurs
:this paragraph, which we regard as the most sig-
nificant of the entire section:

“The German problem is particularly acute, The
Reich is anxious for a trade pact, especially now
:that an American agreement with Britain is ex-
pected; but the State Department has hardly proved
receptive. The Department’s reluctance is partly
.attributable to political factors. It realizes that any
.agreement with Germany would provoke determined
opposition among certain sections of the American
people. Some officials also dislike aiding the Reich
-economically so long as the German government
pursues an aggressive foreign policy that might
.end in war. Yet, can we afford to make our com-
:mercial concessions dependent on political conditions
when we are not prepared to share in the political
responsibilities of maintaining peace in Europe? Do
.not Britain and France conclude trade arrangements
with Germany irrespective of political considera-
«tions ?”

And is not this “advocating rapprochement with
‘Hitler without political conditions”? Mr. Bliven is
willing to go the entire distance in his isolationist
policy of retreat before fascist aggressors, of con-
«ciliating the war-makers. But he objects to having
:this policy characterized in naked language. This
is not misrepresentation, but clarification. We think
we do a necesary task—necessary in the general
fight against reaction and war—by steadily draw-
‘ing attention to the fatal fallacies of isolationism.
By its own logic isolationism drives its exponents
into such a position as the New Republic has taken,
-of advocating rapprochement with the fascists.

Mr. Bliven would undoubtedly deny that he is
wunfriendly to the Soviet Union, yet he is capable of
writing such a piece as his “Letter to Stalin”—also
in the March 30 issue. In this document, a tour de

WHO WANTS RACKETEERING AND WHY?
With a skilful pen, and access to documents and facts open
to only a chosen few, the author rips away the veil of secrecy
which has shielded the master minds of a menace which has

grown far beyond such swashbuckling figures_as Sam Parks
and Bob Brindell.

“Pin Head” McCarthy, who ran the San Francisco building
industry for twenty years, ‘‘Skinny” Madden, “Jake the
Bum’’ Wellner, and others, were children compared to the
men who today control the machine which exacts tribute from
every man, woman, and child in this country. Food, clothing,
housing—all the necessities of life—are heavily taxed by the
labor czars who have become a parasitical growth upon the
community. In the New York food industry alone, racketeers
have extorted no less than one hundred million dollars annu-
ally from consumers.

Harold Seidman, formerly a member of the editorial staft of
the Nation, and Cowles Scholar in Government at Yale Uni-
versity, has been consulted by agencies of both the city and
federal governments, and speaks with authority on the sub-
ject of labor racketeering.

BOTH THE CAUSES AND THE PROPOSED CURES
FOR LABOR RACKETEERING ARE ANALYZED IN
THIS TIMELY BOOK BASED ON INDISPUTABLE
FACTS FROM THE RECORD.

328 pages, $2.50

LIVERIGHT 386 FOURTH AVE,, N. Y.
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LABOR CZARS

by HAROLD SEIDMAN

LABOR CZARS

by HAROLD SEIDMAN

LABOR CZARS

By Y. P. Frolov.
Member of the All Union Institute of Experimental Medicine in Moscow

PAVLOV AND HIS SCHOOL

This “absorbingly readable” biography of the great Russian physiologist,
intimate and thorough, offers also new material about Pavlov’s predeces-
sors (especially Sechenov), and about the evolution of, and applications of
the theory of conditioned reflexes. Written by a former co-worker, it con-
tains glimpses of day-to-day laboratory activity—details of actual experi-
ments. Ilustrated. $4.00

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, 114 Fifth Avenue, New York City

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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Man’s Courage
BY JOSEPH VOGEL

in a small American city during the
“hard years” by one of America’s
ablest younger novelists. $2.50

The Wild
Goose Chase

BY REX WARNER

This amazing allegorical novel of re-
volt is “required reading for anybody
who is interested in the experimental
treatment of familiar themes in revo-
lutionary fiction.”—New Masses. $2.75
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By writers who dare
to express new tﬁougﬁls n new ways

The powerful story of a simple family
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After Midnight
BY IRMGARD KEUN

A dramatic and timely novel telling
what life is like for young people in
Nazi Germany today, full of everyday
details keenly observed. $2.00

Prometheus and

the Bolsheviks
*BY JOHN LEHMANN

First hand accounts of literature, the
arts and the theatre in the Caucasus
today. A valuable picture of artists at cy
work under Communism. $3.75

ARCHIBALD
MACLEISH

The Pulitzer Prize poet here combines
pictures and verse in a totally new
way. Photographs of America today
are illustrated by a “sound track,”
MacLeish’s new poem. The theme is
liberty in America, which mounts in
intensity and power to a memorable
climax. An original and wholly beau-
tiful book which will create new
fame for this major American poet.

LAND OF THE FREE

With ninety full-page photographs, $3.00
HARCOURT, BRACE & CO., 383 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK

(:)
N

Special 6 Months Offer:

Weekly Legislative News Letter
containing complete facts on the

the monthly political digest.

Convention now in session, plus
“STATE OF AFFAIRS,” $500 ,

7

“CONSTITUTIONAL CONVENTION NEWS LETTER”

Only complete and authoritative coverage on the New
York State Constitutional Convention.

Mail your subscription NOW to

Legislative and Research Bureau

New York State Committee
Communist Party

Dept. A

35 East 12th Street, New York City

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

NEW MASSES

force of political ineptitude, he develops most clearly
the line an out-and-out isolationist must take in
order to justify retreat before the fascists. In a word,
he blames the Soviet Union for fascist aggression.
The Moscow trials “have made Germany, Japan
and Italy more aggressive. It is not at all impos-
sible to say that they may, through Japan’s grossly
overestimating the internal difficulties of the U.S.
S.R., have helped create the decision for Japan to
attack China in 1937 rather than at a later time.
They did great harm to the People’s Front in France,
which for this and other reasons was momentarily
impotent at a major turning point in European his-
tory, when Hitler went into Austria.” And so on and
so on. Because the Soviet Union cleaned out a gang
of fascist spies and wreckers, who were acting in
concert with the fascist states’ general war plans,
the Soviet Union—not the fascist states—is the one
to be admonished. And admonish Mr. Bliven does.
He outlines a series of proposals for the Soviet Union
—up to and including the temporary retirement of
Stalin—which would be extremely funny if they
were not at the same time an alarming index to
the isolationist mind.

We heartily agree with Mr. Bliven that there
are many matters as to which the New Republic and
NEew MAsses are in agreement, and that those agree-
ments should be emphasized. We believe we have
done this in the past, and we shall continue to do
so. But nothing would be gained if on the central
question of peace and how to safeguard it, we did
not take the most forthright issue with those who,
like the isolationists whom Mr. Bliven represents,
are retreating in face of the enemy, holding out an
olive branch to the aggressors while denouncing
the aggressors’ chief antagonist, and thus helping to
confuse and disarm the progressive forces in the
face of onrushing fascism.—THE EDITORS.

New Light on an Old Menace

To THE NEw MASSES:

ECENTLY I had occasion to drive through

Richmond, Virginia, where the “drang” of the
reactionary South was brought home to me in a
rather dramatic way. In the most theatrical setting
imaginable, mounted with an eye for impressive de-
tail, an ominous billboard looms large over the busi-
ness district. To the uninitiated its innocent pur-
pose is to inform motorists that safe driving is a
civic virtue of the first magnitude. To anyone who
has ever boycotted a Hearst paper, however, it be-
comes obvious that this message is only incidental
to the real purpose of the billboard.

To the public spirited citizens of Richmond must
go the doubtful honors of discovering a method to
can the red herring in the tin of a safety driving
campaign. Chambers of Commerce of other cities
please note how simply and effectively this can be
done: As indicated above, you start with a huge
billboard. Have two painters (non-union) print
across the top in large blue letters: DRIVE CARE-
FULLY! Got it? Good. Now on the left side you
print a list of the months of the year: JAN., FEB,,
etc,, also in blue letters. Then on the right side of
the billboard opposite each month you print in large
RED numerals the number of accidents. Finally,
beneath all this, in real large and unmistakably red
letters you say: WE MUST GET RID OF THE
RED MENACE! Simple, isn’t it?

How old-fashioned to read Marx and Lenin. How
backward to picket, protest, and organize. Just step
on the gas and become a Bolshevik!

Hollywood, Fla. JoHN MuURray,

Mr. Murray’s letter illustrates a point that has
been brought to our attention before. Red-baiting
has long been with us, but this particular type be-
longs to a class just being born: the identification of
radicalism with such things as reckless driving and
the use of campaigns against these common evils as
springboards to Red-baiting activities. NEwW Masses
is interested in receiving from its readers more ex-
amples of this sort of thing.—THE EDITORS.
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BOOK REVIEWS

Fulfillment
of Desire

THE LARGER VIEW, by Benjamin Kaverin.
Translated from the Russian by E. Leda
Swan. Stackpole Sons. $2.75.

AVERIN’S novel of student life in
the U.S.S.R. has helped Mr. Clifton
Fadiman of the New Yorker and his literary
confreres in the book sections of the Sunday
Times and Herald Tribune to stumble upon
an astounding discovery. It turns out, propa-
ganda to the contrary notwithstanding, that
youth is youth the world over, and that young
people under the Soviets love, hate, aspire,
study, suffer, and are happy, very much
like young people in other countries, including
our own.

The Larger View is a soundly constructed,
lucidly written, and psychologically well-mo-
tivated story. Unlike most Russian novelists,
Kaverin does not disdain thrilling plot—Ilove,
mystery, crime, intrigue, detection. Yet he is
never ‘‘sensational’”’; and the reader is steadily
held on a high plane of intellectual and moral
interest. The novel concerns itself with the
conduct and dignity of a Soviet citizen, with
love and friendship, with the drive behind
Soviet science, with the complex inter-rela-
tions between the older and younger genera-
tions, between the individual and collectives,
and the receding and emerging forces in Soviet
life. .

The central characters are Trubachevsky, a
student of history, and Kartashikhin, his
friend, a student of physiology. Both are mem-
bers of the Young Communist League, both
ambitious, both in love with their work. The
difference between the two friends can be
traced to the difference in their social back-
grounds. Kartashikhin’s parents were revolu-
tionists. Their useful lives and heroic deaths
in the Civil War leave an indelible impres-
sion on the boy and are a constant source of
inspiration. Trubachevsky’s father is an in-
nocuous clarinet player, quite ordinary, un-
political, philistine, and completely absorbed
in his snug home and his darling son. Kar-
-tashikhin’s main ambition is a maximum of
social usefulness; Trubachevsky’s, a maximum
of personal glory. Through an intricate series
of events, which it would be a pity to divulge
in a review, through achievement, disappoint-
ment, suffering, and mistakes, Trubachevsky
finally realizes that in the Soviet Union ex-
cessive individualistic emphasis on fame is not
the securest way of attaining happiness.

The Larger View “is hardly a ‘Soviet’ or
‘Communist’ novel at all, except in the most
general way,” reports Mr. Fadiman~ “There
are practically no politics in it. The motiva-
tions are not identifiable with a collectivist as
opposed to an individualist society. . . . In

essence this story is neither revolutionary nor

non-revolutionary.” Nonplussed by the scarcity
of references to Marx and Lenin, Fadiman

sattempts a number of surmises: ‘“Perhaps Rus-

sians are tired of purely political stories and
want something else. Perhaps there has been
of late years a definite and sensible relaxation
in the Kremlin’s official censorship over imagi-
native literature. Perhaps life in Leningrad is
more like life in New York than the head-
lines would lead us to believe. . . . Very odd
. . very peculiar!”

. Haile He;xdﬂx
Sinclair Lewis Urges Ivory Towers
For Writers—NEWS ITEM

However, the thrill of recognition which
our American critic derives from Kaverin's
novel is traceable not only to the “odd” fact
that human beings in the Soviet Union are es-
sentially not unlike human beings elsewhere,
but also, and I think mainly, to the fact that
the novel treats of the N.E.P. period of Soviet
life—a period apparently more comprehensible
to him than the harshly heroic Soviet present.
Mr. Fadiman knows that the scene of The
Larger View is laid in Leningrad in 1928; he
fails, however, to grasp the significance of this
detail—hence his, wild generalizations and
guesses about contemporary Soviet youth, litera-
ture, censors, etc. I have before me a printed
report of a discussion of critics, novelists, and
readers arranged by Literaturni Sovremionnik
—a literary monthly in which Kaverin’s novel
first appeared. The opinion of almost everyone
present is expressed by the student reader
Bauer: “To me and to my fellow students, I
am sure, The Larger View appeals mainly as
an historical novel. I am in my senior year,
but even when I first entered the University
life there seemed quite different from the life
described by Kaverin. Most of the problems
that seemed to have disturbed Kaverin’s stu-
dent-heroes have ceased to have any meaning
for us.” .

Bauer, in common with all Soviet citizens,
has gone through the colossal experience of
two piatiletkas; he has seen his country in-
dustrialized and collectivized; he has gone
through the struggle with the Right and Left
oppositions; he has lived through the introduc-
tion and abolition of bread cards; he has taken
part in liquidating kulaks, nepmen, speculators,
diversionists, spies, wreckers ; he was present at .
the birth of Socialist competition and the Stak-
hanov movement; he participated in the wide-
spread discussions of the draft of the new
Soviet Constitution ; he hailed its adoption and
cast his vote in the democratic elections—in
short, Bauer, unlike Kaverin’s students, has
lived through one of the most significant and
stirring decades in human history, and he has
in his own way contributed toward the estab-
lishment of a Socialist society. Naturally, most
of the problems that seem to have disturbed
Kaverin’s students in the N.E.P. period have
lost all poignancy for Bauer and his friends.
They live in a different epoch. And whereas
to the uninformed American critic this novel
seems a representation of contemporary Soviet
reality, to the contemporary Russian it appeals
chiefly as a fine bit of historical fiction, inter-
esting not only for the realistic picture it
evokes of young Soviet citizens a decade ago,
but also for the suggestive pleasure of recog-
nizing them in the mature Soviet scientists,
scholars, and leaders of today.

We must remember, though, that by 1928
the N.E.P. was breathing its last. The Soviet
Union was on the eve of the second phase of °
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TO

THE SOVIET UNION

IN 1938

TUDENTS of human affairs have found
that, in recent years, their travel map of
Europe has changed. Almost half the Con-
tinent is the Union of Soviet Socialist Repub-
lics which daily assumes a larger role on the
stage of history.

In consonance with this: (1) travel facilities
and conveniences have constantly improved
and been extended throughout the U.S.S.R.
(2) all important Soviet places of interest are
easily reached by fast train, boat and air con-
nections with more western European centers.
New hotels, more sightseeing cars, augmented
staffs of guide-interpreters and improved rail
services constitute a standing invitation to see
at first hand the social, economic and cultural
changes being wrought in the world’s largest
country and to enjoy the thrills of off-the-
beaten-path travel in a land replete with un-
usual panoramas and treasures of art and
history.
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High point of the current travel season is
the All-Union Agricultural Exposition open-
ing in Moscow August 1.

Intourist has prepared literature on the
Soviet Union showing many itineraries based
on daily travel rates of $5 third class, §8
tourist and $15 first including meals, hotels,
all transportation on tour, sight-seeing by car,
and guide-interpreters. Only travel inci-
dentals, such as cigarettes and beverages are
purchased at the regular exchange rate of five
roubles to the dollar.

SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT

Write Intourist for illustrated Booklet NM-4.

INTOURIST, inc.

545 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

360 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago

756 South Broadway, Los Angeles

9

HOTEL EDISON
228 West 47th Street

DINNER TENDERED IN HONOR OF

DR. IRVING BUSH

CHIEF of the AMERICAN HOSPITALS in SPAIN
Tuesday, April 12th—7:30 p. m.

Dinner—Two Fifty per plate

PROFESSOR HENRY PRATT FAIRCHILD, Chairman
GEORGE BACKER
NEW SPANISH FILM NOT YET TITLED

HERB KLINE

For Reservations phone
MEDICAL BUREAU
MUrray Hill 4-5301

MEDICAL BUREAU AND NORTH AMERICAN
COMMITTEE TO AID SPANISH DEMOCRACY.
381 Fourth Avenue, New York. Murray Hill 4-5301.

Awuspices:
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the revolution. Socialist ideals of life and hu-
man relations had already been assimilated by
large masses of the population, as Kaverin’s
novel conclusively shows. And when Mr. Fadi-
man asserts that the motivations in The Larger
View “are not identifiable with a collectivist
as opposed to an individualist society,” he re-
veals a lack of perceptiveness incredible in a
critic of his accomplishments.

Much of this confusion is perhaps due to
the incorrect and misleading title of the trans-
lation. The original Russian title is Fulfill-
ment of Desire. Kaverin has treated the theme
implied in this title—man’s individuality in
relation to Soviet society— in three successive
novels which reflect the three stages in his de-
velopment both as novelist and as Soviet citi-
zen, At first, during the hardships of the early
years of industrialization and collectivization,
he viewed the clash between the individual and
society not only as inevitable but as catastro-
phic for the individual. Man’s destiny was
shaped by forces outside himself, and his most
intimate desires were always doomed to frus-
tration. (The “Kremlin’s official censorship”
must have “relaxed” a long time ago!) Then,
later, when the pressure of social reconstruc-
tion was not so great, Kaverin advanced a step.
While he still felt that the individual in the
Soviet society of that period was bound to be
thwarted, he now maintained that the Soviet
present was building the workshop for the cre-
ative functioning of future generations.
Finally, in the years 1935-37, the changes that
had occurred in Soviet life forced Kaverin to
revise his ideas still further. He had come to
realize that the most cherished desire of the
Soviet man is to live and work on a scale com-
mensurate with the grandeur of the Socialist
epoch. To live this epoch—to serve it with
every fibre of one’s being—that has been the
supreme passion motivating the fliers across the
Pole, the scientists on the drifting floes in the
Arctic, the scores of thousands of Stakhanov-
ites, young artists, young builders. Looking in
retrospect at his own generation of students in
1927, Kaverin now saw them in all kinds of
responsible posts, confident, dynamic, with
every avenue for further growth wide open be-
fore them. In the classless society, these indi-
viduals found the fulfillment of their desires
in working with the collective for a commonly
desired end. By accepting Socialism they had
emerged from the kingdom of necessity into the
kingdom of freedom. This is the significance
of Kaverin’s original title and the meaning of
his book.

Take Kartashikhin and Trubachevsky. Each
exemplifies a distinct type of motivation. Kar-
tashikhin—maximum of social usefulness;
Trubachevsky—maximum of individual glory
and honor. And the whole point in the novel
is that Trubachevsky’s individualistic pur-
suit of glory makes him an easy victim of the
anti-Soviet, counter-revolutionary forces per-
sonified by Nevorozhin. Trubachevsky’s ca-
reer is almost completely ruined but for the
self-abnegating, Communistic Kartashikhin,
who advises, helps, and finally rescues him.
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Not science for money’s sake; not science for
personal glory’s sake, but science for society’s
sake, which when properly pursued furthers
the advancement of science itself—that is the
whole moral of the novel ; that is the sole moti-
vation of all the positive characters in the book.
Even Trubachevsky, at the end, sees the
point, when he goes to the Dnieprostroy in
an effort to get closer to the masses of workers,
in order to dissolve his exaggerated ego in the
fervor of an heroic collective enterprise.

Of course, Kaverin is not “explicit” in his
Marxism. He cites no verses and declaims no
slogans—he is too subtle an artist for that. But
that does not make his book any less revolu-
tionary or any less Marxist. Hatred for every-
thing that typifies the bourgeois, philistine, and
decadent in Russia’s past and present; love for
everything that typifies culture and progress,
boundless faith in the beneficent influence of
Socialism on the destinies of the individual,
permeate the novel. And this is of the very
essence of revolutionary Marxism.

Josuua Kunirrz.

Anarchist—Poet—
Advertiser
Har-

E. E. CumMminGgs. Collected Poems.
court, Brace & Co. $3.

HERE was once a chap called Simias of

Rhodes, who flourished around the year
300 B.C. Of the poems he wrote, two or
three have come down to us—one about axes,
designed in the form of an axe; one about
Cupid’s wings, designed in the form of wings;
and one, presumably by him, in the form of an
egg. This last seems peculiarly to have pleased
his fancy, for he refers to it lovingly as a “new
weft,” and to himself as the Dorian night-
ingale, its twittering mother. Following him
was one Dosiadas, who made an altar poem
‘in the shape of an altar; and very much later
Vestinius, secretary to the emperor Hadrian,
composed a similar piece. It was hard to be
original in those days, and it has not been get-
ting any easier.

Centuries from now, some such immortality
may attend the memory of Mr. E. E. Cum-
mings, who will be getting what he deserves.
The man had certain basic. qualifications that
a poet needs—tenderness, a fair ear (about as
subtle, for example, as Swinburne’s), imagina-
tion, invention, and wit; what he lacked was
control, balance. He did not know how to, or
would not, exorcise his faults and exercise his
virtues; and since, like Swinburne, he was also
profuse, his bad tended to get worse and his
. good no better. In spite of occasional foppish
neatness and elegance, he was, on the whole, a
sloppy poet. Sensitive to the character of his
time, and almost morbidly susceptible to its
temptations, he accepted and asserted, -even
while berating, the “ideals” of his day. Thus
the arts of advertisement and the insistence
on difference led him into proclamations ex-
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The “education” of an American

girl—in loyalist Spain

By JANET RIESENFELD

Dancer
in Madrid

“The book of a true artist . . Her
descriptions of casual Lonversatlons and
the faces of people are as ardent in their
significance to the world-wide Dbattle
fought in Madrid as the more obviously
dramatic accounts of bombardments. ...
She left Madrid an emotionally adult
and politically educated person.’
Marjorie Brace, THE NEW MASSES

Ilustrated, $2.50, at all bookstores or from
FUNK AND WAGNALLS COMPANY
Dept. 1867, 854 Fourth Ave.,, N. Y. C.
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THE UNITED FRONT

by GEORGI DIMITRGFF

Problems of working-class unity and the People’s
Front in the struggle against Fascism and war.

Ready May 1. $2.50

BIOLOGY AND MARXISM
by PROF. M. PRENANT
Sorbonne, University of Paris
Makes clear, by practical application, the
meaning of dialectical materialism and
its relation to the physical sciences. $2.50

DIDERGCT: SELECTED
WRITINGS
edited by J. Kemp
Shows the relation of Diderot’s mater-
rialistic philosophy to Marxism. $2.50

NEW ECONOMIC POLICY
by V. I. LENIN
Contains some of the last writings of
Lenin and vigorous attacks against
Trotsky and Bukarin. For the first time
in English. $2.756
CHARLES DICKENS:
PROGRESS OF A RADICAL
by T. A. JACKSON
A full-length Marxian study of the great
English novelist by the author of
“Dialectics.” Ready May. $2.25

Write for a complete catalog to

INTERNATIONAL PUBLISHERS

IR 381 Fourth Avenue, New York <cuu s

EARL BROWDER

General Secretary of the Communist
Party of America says

"YES!

Shouid the U. S. Government Join in Concerted Action
Against the Fascist States?

FREDERICK J. LIBBY

Executive Secretary of the National Coun-

cil for the Prevention of War says

NO!

Hear the arguments for both sides in a

DEBATE at Madison Square Garden, Wed., May 4—8 p.m.

Arranged by NEW MASSES—America’s Indispensable Weekly.
Admission, 49¢, 83¢c, $1.10, $1.65

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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PRIZE WINNER!

SHORT HISTORY OF THE USSR

In English. Edited by Professor A.V. SHESTAKOV

An elementary course text-book on the history of the USSR
from the beginning of the State to the present time. Includes the
text of the Stalin Constitution!

Judged by the Government Committee on competition the best
text-book of USSR history for middle schools.

Over 300 pages bound in a smart cover.

onny £9c

BOOKNIGA CORPORATION

255 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

Sole distributor of books and periodicals published in the USSR

WOMEN!

’

“Don’t Put It Off—
Take It Off!”

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY TRIAL TREATMENT OFFER, $2.00

INCLUDES INDIVIDUAL EXERCISE — BADMINTON —
PING PONG — BICYCLES — SWEDISH MASSAGE —
ELECTRIC CABINETS — SUN-TAN LAMPS — ETC.

REDUCE—BUILD UP—KEEP FIT!

25% of revenue received from this ad during week of April 7th
to April 13th will be applied to New Masses Fund.

GOODWIN’S GYMNASIUM

1457 BROADWAY AT FORTY-SECOND STREET
WIlsconsin 7-8250

LOS ANGELES ATTENTION
e @ GREAT NEWS

LOS ANGELES marches on.  NEW MASSES marches on
For the first time in history Los Angeles is to have a NEW MASSES BALL!

For years readers around the country have envied New Yorkers their privilege of
attending those famous NEw Masses affairs. ® Now Los Angeles is to have one, with
all the trimmings! The big night is Friday, May 6. The place is the charming River-
side Drive Breakfast Club, 3213 Riverside Drive, Los Angeles. ® A swell swing band
and a special surprise program. ® And the price is right! 75c in advance; $1.00 at
the door. Make your reservations for this big time now! Address Alfred O’Malley,
7021 Franklin Avenue, Hollywood.

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

NEW MASSES

cessive both in number and style, and in his
frequent appearances as a curious poet, - the
poet was obscured by the curiosity and the
curiosity deadened by repetition. The public,
gradually becoming instructed to regard nouns
as fact and adjectives as advertising, could not
be indefinitely beguiled by his display of ad-
verbs, parentheses, quotes and unquotes, how-
ever pyrotechnic; and his layouts tended to
have interest mainly for the idle hour, the in-
ferior imitator, and the more esoteric journals
of the literary trade. A poet by no means
freak or fool was put in the middle; the strug-
gle between advertising man and anarchist was
a tight squeeze. .

For Cummings was also always an anarchist.
His first book, The Enormous Room, indicated
a philosophy from which he never fled: any
kind of underdog was all right with him, any
kind of government or authority impossible.
He identified himself with children, beggars,
and whores; and pooped all over Boston, Har-
vard, upper-class Americans, and clean, up-
standing, well-dressed boys from Yale. He
would write with sympathy and insight of a
sleepless fellow at a window thinking it must
be nice never to have no doubts about why he
put the ring on his wife’s finger, and really
nice never to wonder whether the damn rent’s
going to be paid. He would write with almost
sentimental admiration of the smiles and the
(very) fine eyes of Communists when they
were being outnumbered fifty to one and
beaten up by the French gendarmes. But if
it ever looked to him as though Communists
might stand some chance of organizing the
world, he would turn right around (though
always fixed to the same base, like a weather-
vane, or a revolving statue) and say that
every kumrad (sic) was a bit of quite un-
mitigated hate, or that economic security was
a curious excuse in use among purposive punks
for putting the arse before the torse, or that if
anybody don’t know where his next meal’s
coming from I say to hell with that, or that
Ever-Ever land was a place where everything’s
simple and known: and so on.

This kind of anarchic philosophy, though it
can be occasionally turned to advantage by rev-
olutionaries, is nothing for them to adopt; in
its own essence it is a counter-revolutionary
principle. The acid it employs is used only as
long as institutions do not crumble under it;
it has no real intention of destroying them.
Moreover, its rule of thumb is entirely too
simple; how is it supposed to work, for ex-
ample, if the underdog is rabid? What if revo-
lution triumphs over reaction, light over dark-
ness, good over evil, life over death? Where
the idea is that nothing triumphant can be
good, it surely follows that nothing good can
be triumphant. And since anarchy, in this
sense, does inhibit life, it is bound to inhibit
poetry. Where discipline is adventitious rather
than essential, the poetic result is as apt to be
the product of luck as of determination; but
that is no true art which has its foundation in
simple or complex caprice. (At the same time,
aspirants to poetry should be warned that
membership in a responsible and disciplined
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JUST OUT
The Last Novel by

MAXIM
GORKI

The Specter

With the full power and drama of
his remarkable creative talents Gorki
tells the story of Clim Samghin, who
has appeared in other Gorki novels
and whose life reflects the disorder
of the times reaching a climax in
the Russian Revolution. 686 pp. $3.50

Other Novels by Maxim Gorki:
Bystander; The Magnet;
Other Fires: $.00 per volume

D. APPLETON-CENTURY COMPANY

35 West 32nd Street, New York

VACATION

in EUrope
or Mexico

COOPERATIVE MOVEMENT TOUR
Conducted by
Dr. Emanuel Stein of New York University
VISUAL EDUCATION
TOUR FOR STUDENTS
Conducted by
Mme. Eda Leventhal
and Dr. Edward Cohen
~ MEDICAL RESEARCH TOUR FOR
PHYSICIANS AND DENTISTS
Conducted by
Dr. Edward Cohen
CONDUCTED & INDEPENDENT
TOURS TO EUROPE & MEXICO
FOR TEACHERS
[ J

Also a Number of Domestic Tours

Mexico all-expense tours from 16 to 26 days.
8pecial arrangement for teachers

B/

Write for itineraries and descriptive literature

AMALGAMATED BANK

11 Union Sg., N. Y. ALgonquin 4-1500

DANCE FESTIVAL
-:- FOLK DANCES -:-

AMERICAN e SPANISH
RUSSIAN ® GERMAN, etc.
Ralph Hayes and His Radio Orchestra
Center Hotel, Fri., April 8
108 West 43rd Street

\ nd ANNUAL FOLK

Admission at Door 50c — In Advance, 45¢
~ @
Auspices:
Inter 1 Labor Def , New York State
112 E. 19th Street, Room 405 Tel.: GR. 7-2489
—
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political organization by no means guarantees
an automatic transfer of values, or renders
them immune to the infections of anarchy
when they invade the esthetic field. Still, it
ought to help.)

This is getting pretty serious; it might be
better to dismiss the subject with a selection
from Cummings, not his most characteristic,
but his most amusing derisive best—

my specialty is living said

a man (who could not earn his bread
because he would not sell his head)
squads right impatiently replied

two billion public lice inside

one pair of trousers (which had died)

RorLre HUMPHRIES.

Women
in Spain

HorEeL IN SpaiN, by Nancy Johnstone. Long-
mans, Green & Co. $2.50.
DaNCER IN MADRID, by Janet Riesenfeld.
Funk & Wagnalls. $2.50.

OTH of these books are written by

women who went to Spain with a com-
plete lack of interest in social questions and
within a few months were transformed into
passionate pro-loyalists. The degree of polit-
ical consciousness into which they were shocked
Is to some extent in proportion to the gravity
of their experiences—Miss Riesenfeld’s in Ma-
drid, Mrs. Johnstone’s in the tiny village of
Tossa, near Barcelona—but their responses
also typify such differences in temperament as
are represented by the heroic versus the comic
outlook on life.

Nancy Johnstone is inflexibly equipped with
modern English humor, the main ingredient of
which is a firm intention to find everyone
slightly and enjoyably mad. She and her hus-
band Archie, a newspaper man, on the
strength of a small inheritance and an old
desire to run a country pub—‘the journal-
ist’s dream’—determined to build a hotel on
the Costa Brava, with “no stuffed shirts al-
lowed.” Everyone involved in the building of
the Casa Johnstone is quaint or maddeningly
boring or eccentric, and the whole adventure
is a very jolly rag indeed. To Mrs. John-
stone people exist in so far as they provide
material for anecdotes; her art is that of the
caricaturist. All the same, the story is en-
tertaining and .well written enough, and
underneath her veneer the author’s observa-
tion is sufficiently sharp to give a convincingly
depressing portrait of the English guests and
to bring out vividly the dignity, unaffected-
ness, and courage of the Catalans. The best
parts of the book deal with native life in
Tossa, which includes such people as the inn-
keeper Rovira, who turned away guests in a
Rolls-Royce because they were “too rich.”

Casa Johnstone was overflowing with
guests and success when the war broke out.
Mrs. Johnstone felt that Tossa was too small
a place to be in any great danger and re-

NEW EDITION WITH
ADDITIONAL MATERIAL

SOVIET
COMMUNISM:

A NEW CIVILIZATION
by
Sidney and Beatrice Webb

What is the significance
of the Moscow trials—?

hat has happened inRussia
in the last two years—?

This new and enlarged edition of “Seviet
Communism,” containing all the original
material that made it recognized inter-
nationally as the standard authority on
Communist Russia, presenis additional
facts of great importance. It handles, gen-
erally with approbation but not without
occasional criticism, all the recent devel-
opments of Stalin’s policy—the Moscow
trials, the Stakhanov movement, the
changed policy regarding the practice of
abortion, and the new methods of buying
and selling. It contains a.much needed
glossary of Russian terms and the abbre-
viations or initials by which they are
commonly known. There is a valuable
translation of the Russian Constitution of
1936 and a concise and lucid summary of
it by the Webbs. No one pretending to a
knowledge of the Soviet Union can af-
ford to be without these up-to-date and
definitive volumes,

In two volumes, boxed, $7.50

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
NEW YORK

EARL BROWDER

Gen. Sec’y of the Communist Party says
YES!
=

v

FREDERICK J. LIBBY

Exec. Sec’y of the Nat’l Council for the
Prevention of War says

NO!

See Bottom Page 23 for Details
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THE OPEN ROAD

is forming 25 groups for travel this
summer in

EUROPE - MEXICO
e SOVIET UNION -

You see how life is really lived--you meet the
people—you travel with companions of your
own mental age in a small informal group
—those things best done together are
done cooeperatively; otherwise you pur-
sue your own interests—services and
rates are generously inclusive.

DENMARK, SWEDEN, NORWAY,
under leadership of Prof. Hartley W.
Cross. Cities and countryside includ-
ing Norway’s fjords and mountains.
Study of cooperatives and folk scheols.
Sailing July 1. Back August 29.

CENTRAL AND BALKAN EUROPE.
Auspices Oneonta State Normal

School, N. Y. Vienna, Budapest, Ven-
ice, Geneva, Paris, plus several weeks
of Balkan peasant life and art. Sail-
ing July 7. Back August 29.

“INSIDE EUROPE.” Auspices Ameri-
can Student Union. France, Czecho-
slovakia, Soviet Union, Finland, Swe-
den Denmark, England. For college
students only. Sailing July 2. Back
August 22.

FOURTH ANNUAL TRAVEL COL-
LECTIVE IN THE SOVIET UNION,
under leadership of Dr. Joshua
Kunitz. Leningrad, Moscow, Ukraine,
Caucasus, Soviet Armenia, Crimea.
Sailing July 6. Back September 1.

MEXICO, under leadership of Julien
Bryan. More than a month in the
cities and 'native villages. Sailing
July 14. Back August 23.

For information regarding itineraries, social
and cultural programs, rates, etc., on these or
ether trips address:

8 W. 40th ST.
NEW YORK

Cooperating in the Soviet Union with Intourist

CARL BRODSKY
ANY KIND OF INSURANCE

For Organizations
ST 9-5557

For Individuals
799 B’way, N. Y. C.

SCHNEIDER

SPECIALIST in CHILD PHOTOGRAPHY

If you desire, a representative will call at
your home with an album. No obligation.

1776 Broadway, N. Y. C. CI. 7-6639

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

fused to be panic-stricken, like her guests,
into escaping on the destroyers the English
government persistently sent after them. The
destroyers and their officers irritated her with
their assumption that she was surrounded
with ravening monsters; and the natives
were no less amazed at the stampede, inquir-
ing, “Surely they're not afraid of us?” “But
the English navy,” said the garage man with
a shrug, “it is always so hysterical!” When
the Johnstones thereafter began to read in the
English press that they were trapped among
wild Bolsheviks, howling outside for their
blood, while the rebels were trying to arrive
in time to save them from a terrible fate,
both their convictions and their determination
to remain in Spain hardened. A government
run by the sort of people around them struck
them as a fine idea. When last heard from,
Casa Johnstone was still open and a center
for war correspondents.

Miss Riesenfeld is a less accomplished
writer than Mrs. Johnstone, but she is also
far more of an artist. A well-known dancer,
she left for Spain with two purposes, to give
a series of recitals and to marry a Spanish
landowner she had met in California. She
reached the frontier just as it was closed and
managed to get through with the connivance
of an American war correspondent. Once in
Madrid, she was swept away by the emotions
of that heroic city; her association with fel-
low artists and her warm sympathy with
working people brought her inevitably into
the orbit of their profound convictions.

This is the book of a true artist, with an
artist’s instinctive response to life and beauty
and horror of barrenness and death, and her
descriptions of casual conversations and the
faces of people are as ardent in their signifi-
cance to the worldwide battle fought in Ma-
drid as the more obviously dramatic accounts
of bombardments and the mass benefits in
which the artists performed hour after hour,
while the people cheered them and wept and
sang. The story of Madrid is a great heroic
poem, and Miss Riesenfeld brings to it suffi-
cient depth of perception to overcome her in-
experience as a writer. Some of the book
reads like a not very good novel in which the
characters are all too black and white. It is
perhaps an irony that the story is true; that
her fiancé stood with his own class to the
extent of endangering her life by placing a
fascist spy in her home; that following her
decision that their ideologies were growing
too disparate for them to trust each other,
the man was arrested and shot for treason.

Miss Riesenfeld left Madrid an emotion-
ally adult and politically educated person;
Mrs. Johnstone, at the close of her book, is
still the inexorable wag. But for both women,
the issues before them and the necessity of
choice were made impelling. When one con-
siders the wide disparity of their approaches,
it. becomes very clear that even to the politi-
cally illiterate, to see those issues in operation
is to experience a revelation of the true forces

“at work in our time.

MARJORIE BRACE.

NEW MASSES

CHESTERS ZUNBARG

SPRING AND EASTER AND YOU

P\ Should get together at the Zunbarg for an exhila-
rating week or week-end. Tennis, bicycles, roiler-
skating, ping-pong, musicals, open fireplaces, mod-
B ern library, cozy rooms, invigorating ‘‘vittels,”
.genial company. Everything for a grand time!

Make EASTER Reservations NOW!

Write—or 'vhone Fallsburg 53
WOODBOURNE, N. Y.

OPEN ALL YEAR

Camp NITGEDAIGET

BEACON, N. Y. Beacon 731

SPORTS—GOOD FOOD—DANCING
Hotel Accommodations

$1 7 Per Week $3 Per Day

City Offices: EStabrook 9-1400

When in Lakewood Be Sure to Visit Your Comrades
At Their Rendezvous

THE ROYALE

708 Princeton Ave. Telephone:
Lakewood, N. J. Lakewood 1146
Our New Anmex Assures You of
Added Social and Sport Facilities
EASTER INQUIRIES SOLICITED., RESERVE EARLY
SONIA GELBAUM ANNA BROUDE
A UNION HOTEL

Enjoy a true comradely atmesphere at

RAVEN LODGE

416 Third Street Tel. Lakewood 922
Lakewood, N. J. A Union Hotel

Special rates to NEW MASSES Readers
CELIA BOOBAR . GOLD

3

Lakewood Modern School

115 Cary Street Lakewood, N. J.

A progressive school for children
of kindergarten and elementary age

WRITE JAMES H. DICK Tel. LKWD 1031
(Summer camp at Carmel, N. Y.)

RROW-HEAD LODGE
ELLEN VILLE. NEW YORK
l tes $21 Now fully steam.heated and open for a
Por Week pleasant, cheerful Easter. Horseback, Hik-

23 with Ing, Good Food. Make your reservations
adjoi,,inn bath now, Phone Dr. D. Neuman, JErome 6.2334

SPRING HAS COME TO I

BLUE MOUNTAIN LODGE

Why not you? Reserve now for
PER

EASTER
April 15-24 $25 WEEK
PEEKSKILL
Seasonal cabin a'rra.ngemmts. Inqun'e

OPEN ALL YEAR

LOCUST GROVE FARM

(DEDICATED TO GOOD LIVING)
100 acres of glorious country just 55 miles from New York.

Books, open fireplace, sports, Artistic environment,
congenial company, renowned cooking.
LOW RATES FOR EASTER WEEK
Q. A. Podorgon, 250 Park Ave., New York. PLaza 3-8926
Locust Grove Farm, Sylvan Lake, Hopewell Junction, N. Y.

COOKE’S Storage Warehouse

209-11 East 125th Street, New York City
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Eighth
Gothic Tale

HE nostalgic aura of Un Carnet de
Bal (“Dance Program,” literally, but
shown under the Hollywoodized name of Life

Dances On) reminds one of a lugubrious Ger- -

man romance of a hundred years ago, or per-
haps, the eighth gothic tale of Isak Dineson.
This literary quality is not a new thing in
the movies, but it has never been done with
such grandeur as in the French extravaganza
now at the Belmont.

The mechanical plot concerns a beautiful
widow who seeks out the seven men who
danced with her at her first ball, twenty years
before. In a series of episodes, she finds them.
One is dead, a suicide because of her. One
is a shady night club proprietor, the next has
become a monk, another has become a small
town mayor, another an Alpine guide. The
brilliant medical student she knew is now an
epileptic doctor, and one has become a con-
tented hairdresser, The last is dead.

The actor’s holiday provided by the story
is realized with extraordinary brilliance by
Marie Bell as the widow, Harry Bauer as
the monk, Raimu as the mayor, Fernandel as
the hairdresser, Francoise Rosay as the de-
mented mother of the suicide, Louis Jouvet as
the night club manager, Pierre-Richard Villm
as the Alpine guide, and Pierre Blanchar as
the doctor. The theme of the story is not, as
another reviewer has said, a realistic picture of
bourgeois decay under fascism—far, far from
it. It is merely the tale of a heartbreaker and
the hearts she has broken. Except in the over-
whelming interlude with the doctor, there is

Recently Recommended Plays

Prologue to Glory (Maxine Elliott, N. Y.).
Federal Theatre production of E. P.
Conkle’s play about Lincoln’s early life,
the affair with Ann Rutledge and his
first steps away from the life of the New
Salem country store.

Haiti (Lafayette, N. Y.). Rex Ingram plays
the lead in this stirring tale of how one
of Toussaint L’Overture’s generals foiled
Napoleon’s attempt to restore slavery in
Haiti.

One-Third of a Nation (Adelphi, N. Y.).
The current issue of The Living News-
paper, headlining the lack of adequate
housing for President Roosevelt’s 33 1-3
percent, and emphasizing the need for
action. ‘Thoroughly documented, witty,
and admirably produced.

The Shoemaker’s Holiday (National, N. Y.).
Alternating with Julius Caesar and pro-
duced by the Mercury Theatre, Dekker’s
play represents with vigor and authority
the Elizabethan love of life. A bawdy
and lusty comedy that must be seen.

IGHTS AND SOUNDS_

no trace of a suggestion that these transmu-
tations and degradations have been socially
caused. '

Pierre Blanchar, whom we saw as Raskol-
nikov in Crime et Chatiment, leaps with his
performance as the doctor into the first rank
of living actors. The sequence in his office
with a great crane clanking outside; his mis-
tress cringing behind a curtain; his hideous
blind eye drooping; the fierce disinterestedness
of his conversation; the whole thing photo-
graphed on an angle so that the actors walk
around in mad imbalance; the sudden begin-
ning of an epileptic fit, is as shocking and im-
pressive an effect as the cinema can contrive.
I thought of Dostoievsky’s Idiot, of Zola’s Hu-
man Beast. The audience collapses after his
scene.

‘What a superior medium is the movie! Psy-
chological crisis in an expert novel can be grip-
ping and unforgettable, but in the motion
picture, it penetrates, becomes a very part of
personal experience. Blanchar’s work can be
compared with very few film performances—
I can think of only Peter Lorre in M. to meas-
ure it in intensity.

The expert director, Julien Duvivier (now
a sub-sub-assistant-assistant in Hollywood)
brings out the other French stars in fine pas-
sages. Harry Bauer as the monk, Raimu as
the philosophic mayor, and Francoise Rosay,
who was the Burgomaster’s wife in La Ker-
messe Heroigue, play to perfection. Jouvet,
the most illustrious of them all, does not have
a good role, nor does Robert Lynen, now
sixteen and past his prime,

Un Carnet de Bal is a grand stunt, a tour
de force, an anthology of very fine cinema
acting, enough to suffice for the triviality of
the theme.

The femme fatale is a preoccupation with
French film makers. In The Tender Enemy,
she has caused the death of three lovers, a
lion tamer, a young ship’s officer, and her rich
husband. The three come back as gallic
ghosts to haunt her daughter’s engagement
dinner. They compare their stories in flash-
backs. How the ghosts interfere to save the
girl’s happiness comprises a mildly amusing
comedy.

Another dangerous gal is Nina Petrovna, a
Russian enchantress, who nearly breaks up the
Austrian army. The Lie of Nina Petrovna at
the Filmarte gives us a much younger Fer-
nand Gravet, since a victim of Hollywood.
Isa Miranda as the lady is of the Dietrich
school, but she isn’t up on her homework.
Nina’s fib was hardly worth telling, much less
making a movie of it.

Hannes Schnieder and Leni Riefenstahl
made a thrilling picture called S& Chase in
1931, and it is now being shown at the Fifth
Avenue Playhouse. Mr. Schnieder is now in
an Austrian jail because he happens to be a

a7

Jew. Leni is now Hitler's favorite movie
producer. Slalom, made later and shown here
last year, was a better picture, but this one
has excitement enough. No Nazi connections
to the film.

Hollywood bats .500 this week. There’s
Always a Woman, plot disinterred from The
Thin Man pigeonhole, is a very comical story
of a detective and his nosy wife, done to a fine
turn by Melvyn Douglas and Joan Blondell.
Some blessed inmate of the Columbia studios
has filled in the situations by looking at life
instead of the previous movie. There’s Always
a Woman is my suggestion to end the double-
billing menace, because it contains a first-rate
comedy situation and a mysterious murder in
an hour and a half. Miss Blondell knows her
way around in these farces, and Melvyn Doug-
las is an elegant straight man.

The weak side of the ledger is Her Jungle
Love, and shouldn’t that be enough of a de-
scription? This gaudy nursery rhyme of the
southern seas features Dorothy Lamour, her
tailored sarong, the late chimpanzee, Jiggs, and
Ray Milland. Among southern C pictures it
is distinguished by technicolor and the evident
embarrassment of the cast. I left Lynn Over-
man off the billing because revealing his pres-
ence in this film would be doing him a dirty
trick.

The Divorce of Lady X is an English tech-
nicolor comedy of wit and pleasantry. Merle
Oberon, Lawrence Olivier, and Binnie Barnes
are in it. Miss Barnes and Ralph Richardson
as a sillyawss lord win the gonfalon for laugh
incitement. A fox hunt in Buckinghamshire
and the opening shots of a London fog are
apparently the only good reasons for techni-
color; the rest is urbane interior comedy. The

Recently Recommended Movies

Lenin in October. The reincarnation of Lenin
by Boris Shchukin is of magnificent fidel-
ity and regard to detail. Made for the
celebration of twenty years of Soviet
power. A triumph in theater art,

Generals Without Buttons. A masterful study
of child psychology with a vein of anti-
war satire running throughout. A French
production,

Mad About Music. A musical with Deanna
Durbin. The first musical in a year of
Tuesdays from which you could drop
the music and still have first-rate enter-
tainment.

The Adventures of Chico. An animal picture
by the Woodard Brothers of Mexico. Au-
thentic photography; a rare and beauti-
ful picture.

The Adwventures of Tom Sawyer. Mark
Twain’s story of kids on the Mississippi,
now in technicolor.

Goldwyn Follies, The Ritz Brothers and an
imposing list of stars join to make this
as amusing a variety show as any you've
seen.
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“Sk ¥k 36 5
—Daily News
. good history,
good biography and
above all, GOOD
CINEMA.’
—Frank S. Nugent
“‘The acting of Boris
V. Shchukin_ is a little
short of inspired
E —Hiald -Tribune.
CTO IPM. EAST OF
Exc. SATESUN, _
= A GROUP
=——————= THEATRE
PRODUCTION

“THOROUGHLY ABSORBING DRAMA”

—Brooks Atkinson, Times.

GOLDEN BOY

By CLIFFORD ODETS

“Odets has written what is by far his
best play.”” — FLEXNER, New Masses.

BELASCO vl a st Sudso e e

“One of the best musical shows of the year i wmy fresh!”

tkinson, Times

*Q\“S NEW YORMIQDZE [

MUSICAL REVUE

LABOR STAGE, 39th 8t. & 6th Ave. Ewve. 55¢ to $2.75
Eves 8:40. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:40. Mat..55¢ to $2.50

A L L I H E One of the season’s most
engrossing dramas.
I I v I N G —Whipple, World-Tele.

with SANFORD LEIF ELIZABETH

MEISNER ERICKSON YOUNG
FULTON THEA., W. 46th St. Cl 6-6380. Eves. 8:40
Matinees: Wed. & Sat. 2:40—50c to $2.

RETURN ENGAGEMENT BY POPULAR RE-
QUEST. FOR A LIMITED PERIOD.

“ONE OF THE MOST ENGAGING PICTURES
EVER FILMED! SUPERB!” —Daily Worker

“ADVENTURES o CHICO’

BBTH ST, PLAYHOUSE %atorio Asemne

COlumbus 5-0425
PAINTINGS
ABRAHAM

HARRITON

APRIL 10 APRIL 23
A. C. A. GALLERY

52 WEST 8th ST, N. Y. C.

English effort is better than any of the recent
American comedies for all its quietness.
James Ducan.

One-Man
Sculpture Show

DEFY you to remain a spectator at Nat

Werner’s first one-man show at the
A.C.A. From the moment you enter the gal-
lery each shape there, hammered and chiseled
and sawed and gouged and axed, even, out of
mahogany and ebony and limestone and
marble, will yank you out of yourself and
force you to become a participant in its life at
the first moment of its energetic conception.

For the nerve and muscle of the sculptor
that in this show seems so nakedly reactive to
the day’s agitations has not lost, in the months
of execution, the original sight of the destruc-
tion and sacrifice and waste in Spain, 1930,
for example, in the Fallen among the Austrian
workers, 1934. The sculptor not only makes
you aware of this waste, he makes you parti-
cipate in some action to stop it now. You are
not only wrenched (until you hear the
cracked neck) by the Lynching protests with
the Workerss Dance Group, but you march
with Longshore Pickets, sing with Workers’
Song. Your own feet march, your own mouth
opens, your own arm goes up in immediate sym-
pathy. You become conscious, not only of the
agitations today. Through pieces like the
symbolistic Colonial Liberation and the lyrical
Boy David, a tribute to the intellectuals and
artists fighting in the Abraham Lincoln Bat-
talion, you know also its directions. Let them
be ashamed and terrified of me, all my ene-
mies, is inscribed on the Boy David in Hebrew
characters.

It is this sense of direction that animates
the tensions of Werner’s work. His pieces
not only exist in space but go out into it.

In all the variety of material and style
there is a simple line which Werner has
frankly exposed by the chronological order of
his work. This line moves from the simple,
sound solidity of Young Bull and Head of a
Taxi Driver to the nervousness of String
Quartet and Man with a Scythe, where the
forms are split up and fling off from the center
with  the expressionitic force of Hindu
Vishnu figures. There is an insistence on lib-
erating the marble and wood, so to speak,
giving them air, space, light. In fact, in
Woerner’s impatience to set down at once the
feverish changes about him, he seems to be
relinquishing stone and wood for the faster
medium of direct plaster, of which his latest
pieces are made.

There is refreshing relaxation in the lighter
conceptions like Up You Go, Little Goat
Sleeping, Swing Trio, and Circus Horse.

Not all the pieces are executed with uni-
form success and the achievement is not al-
ways consistent, but the novelty and variety
of his honest experimentation and the bold-

NEW MASSES
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SEE THE

SOVIET UNION

® ONE-SIXTH of the world’s surface beckons!
An exciting, unforgettable pleasure trip awaits
you when you visit
the Soviet Union.

NOW is the time
to see for yourself
this tremendous so-
cial change which
has evolved one
people out of 182
picturesque nation-
alities speaking
149 languages. Visit
KHARKOV, LENINGRAD, the mighty
CAUCASUS, sunny CRIMEA and other cities.

WORLD TOURISTS specialize in Soviet Tours, con-
duct you smoothly and pleasurably all the way.

MOSCOW, KIEV,

Dr. Coleman’s Cultural Tour
62 days —9 countries

Anglo-Scandinavian Soviet Seminar
Conducted by Miss Edwards — 65 days

Tours and Cruises to Mexico.

For efficient and personal service by rail, air,
water or bus, consult ALgonquin 4-6656.

WORLD TOURISTS, Inc.

175 Fifth Avenue 110 So. Dearborn St.
New York City Chicago, Il

o e e e e e

ST vithday o
FRIENDS ofmf
ABRAHAM LINGOLN BRIGAD!

(h::%m/fmx
TO 3,200 Americans fighting for liberty \

in Spain.

TO 230 Veterans who have returned W
wounded and in need of medical aid.

ED WYNN
PAUL LUKAS
AL SHEAN

JUANITA HALL CHOIR
CHARLES BICKFORD
FRANCES FARMER

8I LAN CHEN MARC BLITZSTEIN
MOLLY PICON DUKE ELLINGTON
PHIL-SYM QUARTET & HIROIAKA

Also—“ROCKABYE CAESAR”—
a take-off on the Mercury Theatre

Plus @ HOSTof STARS from SCREEN,RADIO,STAGE & NIGHTCLUBS

HIPPODROME 435867 ve.

‘),3 TICKETS: 556 §3¢ §[10 §]65 $220

/A? '4 OnSaleot FRIENDS of LINCOLN BRIGADE
and af a// book sfores

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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THE NEW YORK WORKERS SCHOOL

announces its first

SUMMER
- DAY SCHOOL

FULL-TIME, SIX-WEEK SEMESTER

An opportunity for busy professionals,
trade wunionists, workers, to obtain
fundamental training in Marxism. Stu-
dents from every part of the country
will receive an intensive course in Po-
litical Economy, Marxism-Leninism,
and American History.

School term: July 5-August 12
Classes four days a week.
9a.m.tol p.m,
Registration begins at once. Fee $25
Address all inquiries to
ELIZABETH LAWSON, Director

SUMMER DAY SCHOOL
35 East 12th Street, New York City

i®

U s e

WORKERS
SCHOOL

35 EAST 12th STREET
NEW YORK CITY

SPRING TERM REGISTRATION

L

Courses in:
Economics Russian, Spanish
Marxism-Leninism Historical

Literature Materialism

China and the Far Science and Dialectics
Bast Labor Journalism

Negro Problems

Psychology

Current events

Trade Unionism

Principles of
Communism
American History
Labor History
Dialectical Materialism
Professional and White Collar Workers
In American Economy
And Many Other Courses

For Descriptive Catalog C
Write to the School Office

T T T R T T T

T O T T T TR T T T

I
AMERICAN

ARTISTS SCHOOL

DAY, EVENING AND WEEK-
END CLASSES NOW IN BES-
SION. ®¢ DRAWING, PAINTING,
COMPOSITION, SCULPTURE,
STONE AND WOOD CARVING,
CRAFT OF PAINTING, POR-
TRAIT, WATER COLOR, LITH-
OGRAPHY, PHOTOGRAPHY,
CREATIVE ADVERTIBING,
POSTER DESIGN, COURSES
FOR CHILDREN.,

BI-WEEKLY LECTURES FREE
TO STUDENTS. MONTHLY
REGISTRATIONS ACCEPTED
AT ANY TIME. CATALOG ON
REQUEST.

131 W. 14th STREET, N.Y.C. CH. 8-9621.

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

ness of his concepts stamp Nat Werner as
one of the most stimulating and important

young sculptors today.
Hype ParTNOW.

Chekhov

) ®

Revival

HEKHOV’S Sea Gull was a dismal

failure when it was first shown in St.
Petersburg in the Nineties-of the last century.
It took the Moscow Art Theater to make a
signal success of it the following year. That
theater’s triumph was due not only to superb
directing and acting, but to Stanislavsky’s and
Danchenko’s deep understanding of Chekhov’s
peculiar dramaturgy and their uncanny sensi-
tiveness to Chekhovian atmosphere. The point
is that Chekhov’s plays are plays of mood,
delicate nuances, subtle lyricism, nostalgia,
frustration, reminiscence, regret. The slight-
est crudity in direction, acting, or scenic de-
sign works havoc with a Chekhov play. One
wrong note and the whole thing comes crash-
ing down.

Now the first impression of the Theater
Guild’s production of the Sea Gull is rather
favorable. The sets are good; the acting is
good; Stark Young's translation seems to be
good., Yet by the time the last curtain falls,
the impact, on the whole, is weak. And it is
weak not because the play is dated; on the
contrary, to contemporary Americans, the
futile, hopeless, thwarted, aimless people on
the stage are not alien. They are recogniz-
able. We have seen them amongst us. What-
ever the cogency of Chekhov’s plays against
a Soviet background, in our society they are
still supremely vital and significant. Why,
then, the weak impact of the Sea Gull? The
answer has been supplied by most of the re-
viewers in the daily press: the two main char-
acters, the actress Irina Arcadina and the
novelist Trigorin, are completely misinter-
preted and vulgarized by Lynn Fontanne and
Alfred Lunt, especially the former. Miss
Fontanne is an excellent actress, and she plays
her part with farcical gusto. But somehow
one does not recognize Chekhov in it; it vio-
lates the spirit of the play. It is the wrong
note that destroys that special quality so elab-

orately developed by the other actors.
J. K

]jance )
Farewells

WO dance troupes of considerable note

made their farewells at Carnegie Hall
the earlier part of this month, and to over-
flow audiences. Kurt Jooss, who has always
been a popular favorite here, is returning to
Dartington Hall, England, which has been
the German’s home ever since Hitler started
burning books in the Reich. Shan-Kar, who
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“The (RUX
of the NEWS"

a series of LECTURES by
NEW MASSES EDITORS

on consecutive Wednesdays

® A. B. MAGIL
“How Can America Keep out of War?”
WEDNESDAY—APRIL 13
e BRUCE MINTON
“Labor Faces the 1938 Elections”

WEDNESDAY—APRIL 20

® THEODORE DRAPER
“America’s Role in the Far East”
WEDNESDAY-—APRIL 27

® GRANVILLE HICKS

American Literary Scene 1938
WEDNESDAY—MAY 4
® MARGUERITE YOUNG =

“Behind the Scenes in Washington”
WEDNESDAY—MAY 11

All lectures will begin at 8:30 p.m.

THE ROGER SMITH

40 East 41st Street New York City

ADMISSION For Series, $1.50; Single 35¢

For tickets call Tiba Garlin
New Masses, CAledonia 5-3076

Advertise Your Next Affair in

| “GOINGS-ON”

— A Column Devoted to
What's On Around Town-—

..Parties, Dances, Lectures, Efc...

Deadline: Friday S p. m.

RATES: 40 CENTS A LINE
6 words to a line Minimum 8 lines

“GOINGS-ON”

SOCIETY; series of

PHILADELPHIA: MUSIC &
¥ri. evenings with ANTHONY BYRNES, April to
June, 8:30 p. m. Single admissions, 25c. Philadelphia
Music Center, 310 So. Juniper St., Philadelphia, Pa.
ALL PROCEEDS FOR BENEFIT OF NEW MASSES.

ANALYSIS OF THE NEWS OF THE WEEK every
Sunday night, 8:30 p. m. Workers School, 2nd floor,
35 Bast 12th Street. Admission, 20c.

ALFRED GOLDSTEIN speaks on “The Economic
and Political Situation in the Fasecist Countries”:
Sat. afternoon, April 9, 2:30 p. m. Workers School,
35 East 12th Street, 2nd floor. Admission: 25 cents,

RACE AND CIVILIZATION: lecture by Dr. PAUL
RADIN, 4 p. m. Tues., April 12th, Harkness Academic

Theatre, Columbia University Library. Free.

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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CLASSIFIED ADS 40c¢ a line

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum

VACATION CAMP RESORTS

CAMP FOLLOWERS OF THE TRAIL
Located at Westchester Park Reservations. Ideal
place for vacation and week-ending. Steamheated
house. Wholesome food, $13 per week. By train,
N. Y. Central to Peekskill. I'are, 75c. Write:
Buchanan, New York. Phone: Peekskill 2879.

MILLARD’S LODGE

Famous for its Cuisine and Homelike Atmosphere
Moderate Rates
423 7th St., between Madison and Forest Avenues
LAKEWOOD, N. J. Phone: Lakewood 3%94-W
A COZY RETREAT IN THE PINES

SPEND YOUR VACATION at APPLEBAUM’'S
BOARDING HOUSE. Special Baster Holiday rates.
Write for full particulars. Central Avenue, Spring
Valley, New York. Tel.: Spring Valley 1148-J.

AVANTA FARM, ULSTER PARK, NEW YORK
The comfortable resting place for workers is open
for holidays and Apple Blossom Festival. Fresh,
wholesome food. $15.50 per week $2.25 per day. Write.

ROCKLAND HALL—for rest and vacation—excellent
food—-lde&_xl health resort—$20 per week and $3.50 per
day. Spring Valley, Box 24; BEekman 3-49K7.

FURNISHED ROOMS—BROOKLYN

MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL
87 Minuies from Times Square
Live in this modern fire-proof hotel

away from city noise. Singles, $5.50 weekly up.
SHeepshead 3-3000.

CHILDREN BOARDED IN SEA GATE

CHILD GUIDANCE HOME invites you first to inves-
tigate the type of care your child is to get.
ESplanade 2-0452.

FOR SALE OR RENT

HOUSE FOR SBALE OR RENT MOHEGAN COLONY.
F‘opr rooms, all city conveniences. Acre land. Bar-
gain at $4,500. Harry Ostrow, 918 Central Avenue,
Peekskill, N. Y.

HOSIERY

FOR' PEACE & STYLE MARCH IN LISLE
Full-fashioned Chiffon Lisle—Wholesale, 55¢ pair, by
Box (3 pairs). STELLA HOSIERY MILLS,

1182 Broadway, New York City.

AMPLIFIERS FOR RENT

DANCE MUSIC amplified from latest swing records.
Also loudspeakers for all occasions. White Sound
Studio, 47 West 86th Street. SChuyler 4-4449.

PIANO TUNING

PIANO TUNING, regulating and repairing. Tone
restoring and voicing. Excellent work. Ralph J.
Appleton, 247 West 34th Street. Tel.: LOngacre 5:-5343.

INSURANCE

Whatever your needs—PAUL CROSBIE, established
since 190S—FREQUENT SAVINGS, 135 William St.,
N. Y. C. Tel. BEekman 3-5262.

CAMP SUPPLIES

TENTS, COTS, BLANKETS, complete line of camp,

travel, hiking outfit. Slacks, shorts, sweaters, shirts,

breeches, shoes, hammocks, etc. Lowest Prices,
HUDSON ARMY & NAVY STORE

105 Third Avenue Corner 13th 8treet New York
CIRCULATING LIBRARY

WORKERS BOOKSHOP Circulating Library, 50 E.
13th Street, now fully restocked and reorganized. (Do
you like our new balcony?) Join today. Nominal fee.

MAILING SERVICE

COMPLETE MAILING SERVICE. We are prepared
to handle your Printing, Multigraphing, Mimeograph-
ing and Mailing needs. Quick service, low prices,
any quantities. MAILERS ADVERTISING SERVICE,
BRyant 9-5053.

121 West 42nd Street, N. Y. C.
UNUSUAL OPPORTUNITY

MEN AND WOMEN interested in earning good salary
selling New Masses. See District Builders, 832
Broadway, 3rd floor.

VOLUNTEERS

VOLUNTEER clerical workers to help in New Masses
circulation campaign. Call at 31 East 27th Street,
Room 42, N. Y. C. i

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

definitely became an American dance cult, has
sailed for India, where he is establishing an
Indian school of art. Jooss will not return
to New York till 1940; Shan-Kar will be
gone for at least five years. The Indian
dancer is distinctly the greater loss. '

Kurt Jooss, since his 1933 presentation of
The Green Table, satire on double-crossing
imperialist diplomacy, has been in a steady
decline. There was the Bible story of the
return of the prodigal, with all the defeatist
overtones inherent in the script, then The
Mirror, asking for social-democratic class
collaboration, and finally a fairy tale, The
Seven Heroes, in which a man is reduced
to the level of the lumpen proletariat. Right
now, Jooss is pretty much in a tailspin, with
no bottom in sight. His exile from Germany
has only served to develop the cynicism which
was evident even in The Green Table. The
changing picture in Europe, however, the in-
tensification of the fascist drive against
democracy, should change the temper and the
nature of his work. If it doesn’t, nothing
will.

Shan-Kar is an exquisite performer. The
delicacy of his movement, the naiveté of his
composition, the brilliance of his rhythms
have always been a pleasure to the dance
audience. They are qualities which grow on
a person, become more familiar and gratify-
ing with repetition. Shan-Kar is an artist lit-
erally to his finger tips. New York will miss
his peasant pantomimes, so reminiscent of our
own curious jazz folk forms, his Hindu re-
ligious dance plays, and the intriguing and ex-
citing exotic rhythms of his music. And with
him will be missed such beautiful dancers as
Simkie, Madhavan, and Robindra—and that
magician at the strange Hindu instruments,
Vishnudass Shirali. Owen BURKE.

x

Forthcoming Broadcasts

(Times given are Eastern Standard but all
programg lListed are on coast-to-coast hookups)

“Love for Love” Warburton’s play presented, Sat.,
Apr. 9, 5 p.m., N.B.C. red.

“T'homas Jefferson.” The life of the American revo-
lutionary leader will be dramatized, Sat., Apr.
9, 9:30 p.m., N.B.C. red.

Artur Rodzinski. Mr. Rodzinski will conduct the
N.B.C. Symphony Orchestra, Sat.,, Apr. 9, 10
p.m., N.B.C. red.

China. Pattie Field, first American woman sent
abroad as Vice-Consul, will contrast pre-war
and present diplomatic life in China, Sun,
Apr, 10, 11:30 a.m,, N.B.C. red.

Austro-German Election. A summary of the results
of the Austrian plebiscite will be presented in an
international broadcast from Vienna, Sun., Apr.
10, 6 p.m., N.B.C. blue.

Questions Before Congress. A representative will
discuss current problems before the House, Tues.,
Apr. 12, and a senator those before the Senate,
“Thurs,, Apr. 14, 4:45 p.m., C.B.S.

Health Education. A talk by Dr. W. W. Bauer,
Wed., Apr. 13, 2 p.m., N.B.C. red.

James A. Farley. The Postmaster will talk on
“Jefferson and Roosevelt,” Wed., Apr. 13, 9:30
p.m., C.B.S.

---------——-1
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Look here, WYKIPs*

No salestalk from Charlie this week., But
a pagefull of the best testimonials any
- advertiser could never buy at any price.

I

Look at those letters to your right. See
that your friends get a look at them too.
Need you or I say more about why they
should subscribe to New Masses without
delay?

I hate to remind you WYFIPs that you
backslid a little last week. Only 299 new
subs came in. That makes 3162. Is this
the way to get that 5000 by May 17

I know you’re not going to let New
Masses down. But don’t scare us like that
any more will you? Use this double issue
and that page of beautiful letters to pile
up a double score this week.

Yours full of faith in the WYFIPs,
Master of the WYFIP Hounders

BE A “WYFIP”

Get Five New Subscribers and

Get $ Free

‘Worth of Books
for Yourself
(Choose from this list)

$5 worth of books for 5 yearly subs
Mathematics for the Millions, by Lan-

celot Hogben ......ccoovceeeneenes $3.75
The Flowering of New England, by
Van,Wyck Brooks.....e.oeo....... $400
Man’s Worldly Goods, by Leo Huber-
INATL ovvvnnsvnonsnncoansornsnenssess $2.50
The Civil War in U. 8., by Marx and
ENEZEIS vvrreeeerrneronrssannecanse $2.50

Socialized Medicine in_the Soviet
Union, by Henry E. Sigerist.......
Life and Death of a Spanish Town,
by Elliot Paul...........o0veuerans
C.I1.0., by J. Raymond Walsh $2.50
The Soviets, by Albert Rhys Williams $3.50

History of the Russian Revolution, by _
Stalin-Molotov-Voroshilov-Kirov .. $1.25

The Rise of American Civilization, by
Mary and Charles Beard $3.75

Cradle Will Rock, by Mare Blitzstein $1.50
The People’s Front, by Earl Browder $2.25

Gropper, Cartoons, Drawings & Paint-
ings $2.00

—0OR—

FOR 5 TRIAL SUBSCRIPTIONS .
15 WEEKS @ $1 :

$3.50

(Choose one only)

Hammond’s Modern Atlas of the World
First American Revolution, by Jack Hardy
Comrade Gulliver, by Hugo Gellert
Creative America, by Mary Van Kleeck
Seeds of Tomorrow, by Michael Sholokov
Test Pilot, by Jimmy Collins

- W W G G NN WD WS WY WD NS Y O W S b S W B G S e

New Masses, 31 East 27th St, N. Y. C.

Enclosed find §......... for subserip-
tions @ (List names and addresses on

coupon.) Please send me the following books
FREE:

Titles.

Name.

Address.

City.

State
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Harold J. Laski

Professor of Political Science,
University of London

As a member of the British Labor
Party I naturally have differences
with the policy of the New Masses
that are profound. But I read it each
week with great interest and I be-
lieve that the contribution it makes
to the understanding of political
issues, domestic and foreign, is of
quite first-rate importance.

Paul de Kruif
Author of Why Keep Them Alive?

New Masses is the periodical which
may be called the spearhead of the
people’s front which all real pro-
gressives are trying to develop
against the baby bombers in this
country. Of all periodicals coming
to this house the New Masses is the
only one that each week I read from
cover to cover,

Henry G. Teigan

United States Congressman
from Minnesota

In my opinion, New Masses is one

of the most informative of progres-
sive publications now being issued
in America. You are doing a fine
job -in keeping people informed on
the danger of fascism and autocracy
throughout the world and in expos-
ing the villainous methods employed
by their agents in accomplishing the
overthrow of democratic govern-
ments,

Vito Marcantonio

National President,
International Labor Defense

No other magazine can possibly take
its place. It is not just another lib-
eral magazine. There is no other
weekly in the country that can be
depended upon for consistency and
political acumen in its comment on
events. There is no other magazine
in which the facts behind the polit-
ical and economic scene can be found
as accurately and readily. I do not
know how anyone in the progressive
movement can afford to be without
it, if they have the price.

Mare Blitzstein

Composer of
The Cradle Will Rock

New Masses is the only weekly left
in America which can be counted on
for a complete and accurate analysis
of world affairs. It is superfluous to
say it makes swell reading as well.
I couldn’t do without it, and I know
thousands of middle-class and pro-
fessional people feel the same way
about it.

George Sklar
Co-author of Stewedore

With the “liberal” dailies and
weceklies showing ever-increasing
symptoms of acute and pernicious
befuddlement and soft-headedness,
thank God for New Masses, which
remains in the midst of confusion,
a clear, vigorous and incisive voice
and guide.
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“INDISPENSABLLE™

1s what they call NEW MASSES...

* Win Your Friends and Influence People to Subscribe to
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Every Howard
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'Edmund Wilson’s Globe of Glass
By Joseph Freeman |

“Where is the world ?” cries Young, at eighty—" “Where
The world in which a man was born?” Alas!
Where is the world of eight years past? “Twas there—
I look for it—'tis gone, a globe of glass!

—Byron.

will be tempted to think of Axel’s Castle, his

first collection of literary essays, published in
1931. That was the most impressive appreciation
by an American critic of Yeats, Valery, Eliot, Proust,
Joyce, and Gertrude Stein, and it raised basic issucs.
The Symbolists had withdrawn from the life of their
times and Wilson* knew the reason why. In the
utilitarian society produced by the industrial revolution
and the rise of the bourgeoisie the poet seemed to have
no place. Already for Gautier’s generation the bour-
geois had become the enemy, and one took a lively sat-
isfaction in fighting him. By the end of the century,
the bourgeois world was going so strong that, from the
viewpoint of the poet, it had come to seem hopeless
to oppose it, so the poet retired to Axel’s dream castle,
seductively described by Villiers de I'Isle Adam, or fled
to Africa like Rimbaud.

Through the leading figures of the Symbolist school,
Wilson managed, almost wholly in literary terms, to
state the dilemma of the modern bourgeois writer. He
argued that the writer who is unable to interest himsel f
in contemporary society either by studying it scien-
tifically, by attempting to reform it, or by satirizing it
has only two alternative courses to follow—Axel’s or
Rimbaud’s. If you choose Axel’s way, you shut your-
self up in your private world, cultivate your private
fantasies, encourage your private manias, and ulti-
mately mistake your chimeras for realities. If you
choose Rimbaud’s way, you try to leave the twentieth
century behind to find the good life in some country
where modern manufacturing methods and modern
democratic institutions do not present any problems to
the artist because they have not yet arrived.

READING Edmund Wilson’s current book * you

* THE TRIPLE THINKERS: Ten Essays on Literature: by Edmund
Wilson. Harcourt, Brace and Company. $2.75.

Wilson’s own choice was to reject both Axel and
Rimbaud. He was convinced that the writers who had
largely dominated the literary world of the decade
1920-30, “though we shall continue to admire them as
masters,” will no longer serve us as guides. He saw
the effects of the war upon Europe and saw, too, that
American complacency was giving way to a sudden
disquiet, and that both Europeans and Americans were
becoming “‘more and more conscious of Russia, a coun- '
try where a central social-political idealism had been
able to use and to inspire the artist as well as the en-
gineer.” Wilson’s studies in Symbolist literature thus
led him to raise the old question “as to whether it is
possible to make a practical success of human society,
and whether, if we continue to fail, a few masterpieces,
however profound or noble, will be able to make life
worth living even for the few people in a position to
enjoy them.”

This attitude was very much in the American air
when Wilson’s first book of essays appeared. The
economic crisis had predisposed our writers to revalug
everything; old beliefs had collapsed with prosperity,
and among the debris you could find fragments of the
ivory tower, Axel’s castle, and maps to far-off exotic
countries. The Marxists also applauded Wilson’s book;
they appreciated his belated performance and were
glad that after his own fashion he had arrived at some
of their own cherished beliefs.

At the same time they observed that in discussing
the Romantics and the Symbolists Wilson had taken
into account neither the French Revolution, nor the
class struggles following it, nor the Socialist movement
they produced, nor the literature inspired by Socialism.
Long before the war and the Russian Revolution, Marx-
ian writers of every country, including America, had re-
pudiated the Symbolists and their exotic dreams. For
them Shaw, Wells, Sinclair, London, and Gorky had
long ago demolished the ivory tower and Axels
castle. Their guides in society were neither Valery
nor Proust, but Marx and Lenin. They supported the
October Revolution from the start because they be-
lieved in its aspirations, and did not have to wait for
the collapse of capitalist economy and the success of

IN TWO SECTIONS, OF WHICH THIS8 IS SECTION TWO
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the Five Year Plan to reassure them they were backing
the right horse. Out of this attitude they developed
Socialist theories of literature.

Marxian criticism of this period had the advan-
tage of describing the setting of the most important
social conditions which shaped men’s ideas and imag-
inings; its disadvantage lay in making history over-
shadow literature; it deduced the literary result from
the historical setting. Wilson’s book followed the
method of induction; he moved from literature to his-
tory. The Marxian critics started with an indictment
of capitalism and pointed to the great contemporary
writers as examples of its decay. Wilson began with
a detailed literary analysis of the great modern writers
and in this way showed their inadequacy as guides for
the stormy period opened by the Thirties. The ad-
vantage of his literary method lay in its emphasis on
the most important literary conditions which shaped
the ideas and imaginings of writers he discussed.

In 1930-31 the economic crisis was destroying the
barriers between the small literary sect which had
grown up around the Communist movement and the
middle-class writers who lived or week-ended in Axel’s
castle. Many of these now went to Harlan, defendgd
political prisoners, supported strikes, and filled their
writings with references to the social conflict, the decay
of capitalism, and the promises of Socialism. Thereby
the literary left ceased to be a small sect and became a
force in national letters, art, drama, the film, and liter-
ary journalism. Wilson became a member of this
new movement. Rejecting Proust’s cork-lined room,
he plunged into the United States, describing strikes,
breadlines, senatorial investigations, political gather-
ings; he got to know the American Jitters first hand
and also the new promise of American life. He was
beginning to see the world with the eyes of a writer
studying Marx, though not as assiduously as he had
once studied Joyce. o

Yet he already evinced in print a curious trait. Like
"the English princess who thought sex far too good for
the common people, Wilson thought Communism was
too good for the Communists. Here, he said in effect,
was a wonderful idea in the hands of inferior men; let
us take Communism away from the Communists.

Subsequently he was impressed by his contacts with
active, Communists in the industrial areas, the “new
kind of man in the radical labor movements” who be-
longed to the younger generation. In January 1932
he published a very moving declaration of faith in
which he tried to explain why he accepted Communism.
He was now giving specific shape to the general con-
clusion he had reached in his first book of essays, and
he did so with remarkable candor. He stated frankly
that he was a bourgeois and still lived in and depended
on the bourgeois world, but had certain interests in
common with the proletarian Communists: “I, too, ad-
mire the Russian Communist leaders, because they are
men of superior brains who have triumphed over the
ignorance, the stupidity, and the shortsighted selfish-
ness of the mass, who have imposed on them better
methods and ideas than they could ever have arrived
at by themselves.” He was thus enthusiastic not about
a people’s revolution, but about a leader’s revolution
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imposed from above on the dumb people. As a writer,
he said, he had a special interest in the success of the
“intellectual” kind of brains as opposed to the acquisi-
tive kind; his satisfaction in the spectacle of the whole
world fairly and sensibly run as Russia was now run,
would more than compensate him for any losses that
he might incur in the process. Needless to say, his tem-
porary enthusiasm never led him to join the Communist
Party.

The literary left, which as a rule does not read the
writings of converts carefully enough, was so pleased
with this declaration of faith that it ignored the obvious
seeds of disaffection it contained. However, the New
Masses at that time did criticize Wilson for underes-
timating the creative power of the masses: “He con-
ceives of the Soviet system as something imposed on
selfish, ignorant louts by a few superior ‘intellectual’
brains. He forgets that while the Bolsheviks have led .
and directed the revolution, they have done so as the
advance guard of the working class.” ‘What was most
important at that moment, however, “was the positive
element in Wilson’s declaration; it revealed that under
the pressure of the economic crisis certain honest intel-
lectuals have begun to see the true relationships of cap-
italist society, and the correct way out; it now remains
for them to translate their faith into works.”

Through 1932 and most of 1933, Wiison followed
those intellectuals who moved leftward. By the end of
the latter year certain renegades from Communism
opened their campaign against left writers, and Wilson
fell under their influence. He reverted, perhaps, to his
first snobbish feelings; Communism was a wonderful
idea in the hands of inferior people; there were “supe-
rior brains” ready to take it away from them, men once
more able to triumph over “the ignorance, the stupidity,
and the shortsighted selfishness of the mass.” These
superior brains were led by Leon Trotzky; that was
why the inferior Communists attacked him.

It was partly in this frame of mind that Wilson
went to the Soviet Union. As a young man, embittered
by the war, he had felt himself a bourgeois outside
bourgeois society. Now, confused by a great historic
struggle, he began to act like a “Marxist” outside So-
cialist society. For a time his political writing had
been devoted to attacking capitalism; now its attacks
were concentrated on the Soviet Union. For a time his
literary essays had sided with writers inspired by So-
cialism; now they fell more and more into deliberate
Red-baiting. In January 1937, for example, he pub-
lished an article in the New Republic complaining that
left criticism was “dominated by the quarrels of Rus-
sian factional politics”; the literary criticism ‘“of the
Stalinist press had become . . . diverted from its proper
objects to playing the role of special pleader for
Stalin.” At that time Marxian critics pointed out that
Wilson’s alleged defense of literary standards was pri-
marily an attack on Communism ; his assault on the left
was not literary criticism at all, but out and out polit-
ical propaganda for Trotzky's views. '

T HE TRIPLE THINKERS reveals important al-
terations in Edmund Wilson’s viewpoint since his
first collection of literary essays appeared seven years
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ago. In style, this book is an advance over the first; it

is more compact, more subtle, and more positive. 4xel’s
Castle analyzed the Symbolist writers whom Wilson
was ready to repudiate as guides; it was a sustained
and effective rebuttal. In the current book Wilson is
not liberating himself from the past; he categorically
affirms attitudes and prejudices. The structure of the
book as a whole is looser, however. We no longer
have a connected series of essays moving toward a
single conclusion; we have separate essays expressing
various conclus1ons about various things.

What holds them together is Wilson’s present ‘“‘dom-
inant passion.” In the first book, the focal point was
literature; in this one it is -politics. There are to be
sure purely literary essays, of considerable merit. But
the weight of the book, it seems, lies in the three
essays which alone have a single idea to unite them.
One of these, dealing with Marxism and literature,
opens with certain truisms stated time and again by
various Marxian critics during the past fifteen years.
But Wilson gives neither the American Marxists nor
International Literature credit for the many sensible
things he learned from them; he quotes them only when
they have said something which strikes him as ridicu-
lous. His own contribution this time lies in the fields
of history and politics. He believes that Lenin, Trot-
sky, Lunacharsky and Gorky “worked sincerely to keep
literature free, but they had at the same time, from the
years of the Tsardom, a keen sense of the possibility
-of art as an instrument of propaganda.” The situation
was not so bad when Lenin was alive, that was why the
first Soviet films were masterpieces of implication, as
the pre-revolutionary novels and plays had been. But
Lenin and Lunacharsky died, and Trotsky was exiled,
and “‘the administration of Stalin, unliterary and uncul-
tivated himself, slipped into depending more and more
on literature as a means of manipulating a population

of whom, before the Revolution, 70 or 80 percent had

been illiterate and who could hardly be expected to be
critical of what they had read.”

Wilson is ready to admit that the best contemporary
foreign writing and the classics are now open to the
Russian people, but this cannot ‘“‘under the dictatorship
of Stalin either stimulate or release a living literature,”
therefore the Soviet theater and film are both degener-
ating, Shostakovitch’s music is damned because the com-
missars cannot hum it, and the Soviet Union is becom-
ing “corrupt in every department of intellectual life,
till the serious, the humane, and the clear-seeing must
simply, if they can, remain silent.”

Here Wilson eagerly repeats every canard spread
by the professional anti-Soviet propaganda. He also
does in reverse exactly what he accused the literary
left of doing last year. Is not his criticism, when it
touches the left, “dominated by the quarrels of Rus-
sian factional politics”? Is it not°diverted from its
“proper objects” to play the role of “special pleader”
against the Soviet Union? His specific charges are
neither new nor original and have been answered abun-
dantly in the New Masses; here we might examine one
basic preconception upon which the Wilsons proceed.

Wilson went to Russia assuming he was a Com-
munist. He returned disillusioned and consoles him-
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self with a myth. When Lenin was alive, he says,
everything was wonderful; under Stalin everything is
corrupt. You cannot help wondering why intellectuals
of this type failed to understand Lenin when he was
alive, why they repudiated him when he was at the
height of his powers and achievements. H. G. Wells
then thought that “Lenin is a little beast; he just wants
power. . He and the Kaiser ought to be killed by
some moral sanitary authority.”

The inhabitants of Axel's castle and the hunters
after Utopia catch up with historical reality slowly.
While the October Revolution was new, they recoiled
from its rude impact; only later, in retrospect, could
they grasp it§ tremendous achievements; only long after
Lenin's death was Wilson able to perceive that “the
mind of Lenin was one of the sharpest lenses through
which .human thought has ever looked, and the rays
which it concentrated are now penetrating bourgeois
culture as the latter grows more flaccid and porous.”
Perhaps such detachment in time is inevitable for poets
nurtured in the conservative Romantic and Symbolist
traditions. Wordsworth said poetry is emotion recol-
lected in tranquillity; it may be that graduates of Axel’s
castle can understand revolution only when they recol-
lect it in tranquillity. We may have to wait another
decade, when fascism shall have been completely wiped
off the face of the earth, for those writers who live on
the fringes of contemporary history, to grasp the full
creative significance of Soviet Russia today.

One must not get the impression, however, that Wil-
son is wholly pessimistic about Marxism and literature.
His complaints deal with the past. He sees that Marx-
ism is something new in the world but that already the
human imagination has come to conceive of the possi-
bility of recreating human society. How can we doubt
that, as it acquires the power, it must emerge from
what will seem by comparison the revolutionary ‘‘under-
ground” of art as we have known it up to now and
deal with the materials of actual life in ways which
we cannot now even foresee? This of course is a mat-
ter of ‘“‘centuries, of ages,” but Wilson -is not entirely -
discouraged even about the present. He expresses his
hopes in paragraphs introducing his translation of
Pushkin’s “Bronze Horseman” in his current book.

This poem, he tells us, was suppressed by the cen-
sorship and not published till after Pushkin’s death, and
Wilson wonders, in reading it today, what repercus-
sions it may have in Soviet Russia: “‘After all, the con-
struction of the White Sea Canal has been accomplished
by forced labor not much different from the forced
labor with which Peter the Great built St. Petersburg;
and, after all, Peter the Great is the figure to whom
the laureates of Stalin most willingly compare him and
to whom he is said to be most willingly compared. The
dissident and irreverent, like Evgeni, hear behind
them a horseman, not of course bronze but of steel, and
no matter where they go, they cannot escape him; he
drives them into prisons of the G.P.U. just as surely
as he drove Evgeni into the Gulf of Finland; and just
as Evgeni took off his hat and slunk aside where he
had formerly hissed his threat, so the guilt of simple
opposition puts them ultimately at the mercy of the
‘Idol’ and compels them to confess to crimes whicn
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they have unquestionably never committed. Between
the power that builds the state and the Idol that rep-
resents it, on the one hand, and the ordinary man, on
the other, the distance is still very great.”

This, naturally, is “literature”; you do not have to
prove any of it. We have known for a long time that
proofs in favor of the Soviet Union (like the monu-
mental Webb book) constitute propaganda; while mere
assertions agamst it, uttered by an irresponsible man of

letters, constitute literature. An established literary
critic does not have to prove that the White Sea Canal
was built with the same kind of forced labor as St.
Petersburg, or explain why men should confess to
crimes they had never committed. But if these ‘‘ordin-
ary” men ‘“‘unquestionably never’” wanted to overthrow
the Soviet government, Wilson at any rate leaves us in
no doubt as to his own feelings on the subject. Having
constructed a fable in which the general secretary of
the Communist Party is identified with the Czar, and
“simple opposition” with Evgeni, our critic draws the
moral: “It is also well to remember that Pushkin
makes Evgeni’s defiance take place in Senate Square,
the scene of the Decembrist revolt, which occurred a
year after the flood; and that, however discouraged the
poet may have been by the suppression of the revolt
and by his own eclipse, that defiance was ultlmately
made good—ln November 1917.” This, again, is to
speak in terms of ages; but Wilson, unlike Pushkin,
is not discouraged; if the horseman of bronze can be
overthrown, why not the horseman of steel?

OON Wilson’s “return from the U.S.S.R.” takes
him even further. This time the hero of his liter-
ary-political fable is Gustave Flaubert, the link between
Axel’s castle and the artist’s preoccupation with politics.
Flaubert has figured for decades as the great glorifier
and practitioner of literary art at the expense of human
affairs both public and personal; but he was also con-
cerned with the large questions of human destiny.
Wilson's essay shows us Flaubert as the man of dis-
trust and despair, the man who said, “Today I even
believe that a thinker (and what is the artist if he is
not a triple thinker?) should have neither religion nor
fatherland nor even any social conviction. It seems
to me that absolute doubt is now indicated so clearly
that it would be almost an absurdity to want to formu-
late it.” _
Flaubert hated the Socialists, but, according to Wil-
son, he had more in common and had perhaps been
influenced more by the Socialist thought of his day
than he would ever have allowed himself to confess;
in the Education Sentimentale his account of society
comes closest to Socialist theory. ‘Indeed,” Wilson
assures us, ‘‘his presentation here of the Revolution of
1848 parallels in so striking a manner Marx’s analysis
of the same events in The 18th Brumaire of Louis
Napoleon that it is worth while to bring together into

the same focus the diverse figures of Flaubert and’

Marx in order to see how two great minds of the last
century, pursuing courses so apparently divergent, ar-
rived at identical interpretations of the happenings of
their own time.”

Wilson thinks Marx and Flaubert started from very
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similar assumptions and were actuated bv moral aims
almost equally uncompromising. Both implacably hated
the bourgeois, and both were resolved at any cost of
worldly success to keep outside the bourgeois system.
Karl Marx’s comment on his time was the Communist
Manifesto. What is the burden of Flaubert’s great
social novel? Frédéric Moreau, the hero of the Educa-
tion Sentimental, is a sensitive and intelligent young
man with an income, but he has no stability of purpose
and is capable of no emotional integrity. He is the
more refined as well as the more incompetent side of
middle-class mediocrity, of which the promoter—whose
wife Frédéric loves—is the more flashy and active side.
In the other characters of the novel—journalists,
artists, playwrights, politicians of various factions, and
remnants of -the old nobility—Frédéric finds the same
shoddiness and lack of prmcnple which are gradually
revealed in himself. -

Further analyzing this great novel, Wilson says:
“Bourgeois socialism gets a very Marxist treatment—
save in one respect which we shall note in @ moment—
in the character of Sénécal, who is eternally making
himself unpleasant about communism and the welfare
of the masses, for which he is ready to fight to the last
barricade. When Sénécal, however, gets a job as fore-
man of a pottery factory, he turns out to be an inex-
orable little tyrant; and when it begins to appear after
the putting down of the June riots, that the reaction
1s sure to triumph, he begins to decide, like our fascists
today, that the strong centralization of the government
is already itself a kind of communism and that author-
ity is itself a great thing.” (Italics mine.—]J. F.)

On the other hand, there is the clerk Dussardier, a
“strapping and stupid” fellow and one of the few
honest characters in the book. His last appearance is
at the climax of the story and this appearance, accord-
ing to Wilson, “‘constitutes indeed the climax.” Dus-
sardier turns up in a proletarlan street riot (a “‘stupid”
fellow naturally would) and is killed by a policeman.
Who is that pohceman? The “socialist Sénécal.”

Ralph Fox has given us, in The Novel and the
People, a portrait of Flaubert which shows that giant
as something more than a misanthrope. The energy
engendered by the French Revolution and its heroic
aftermath had died out by the advent by Flaubert’s
generation. The bitter struggle of classes and the real
predatory character of capitalist society had become so
clear that they aroused only disgust. The democratic
and Jacobin ideals of 1793 had become intolerable and
monstrous platitudes in the mouths of the nineteenth-
century liberal politicians. And Socialism, known to
Flaubert only in its Utopian form, seemed to him as
stupid and unreal as the worst extravagances of the
liberal politicians who daily, in word and deed, betrayed
their great ancestors of the French Revolutxon

Flaubert considered these ancestors his ancestors.
“Marat is my man,” he wrote, picking on the most ad-
vanced and the most uncompromising of the early
Jacobins.

The Education Sentimentale was profoundly influ-
enced by 1848. “Who after that bitter experience,”
Fox asks, “would ever again believe that fine words
could butter parsnips? The June days, in which the
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Paris workers took the spinners of phrases at their
word and fought in arms for liberty, equality and
fraternity, were the writing on the wall. Flaubert was
a novelist, not a student of the social history and eco-
nomic machinery of mankind, and to him the June days
merely proved that flirting with empty slogans roused
dark forces who were a threat to the very existence of
civilized society. The dictatorship of the blackguard
Louis Napoleon which followed was just a dictatorship
of blackguards, the apotheosis of the bourgeois, and
all that could be expected of the bourgeois, and all
that could be expected from the follies of preceding
years. So the Education Sentimentale is a bitter and
mercilessly ironical picture of the end of all the fine
illusions of the liberal bourgeois, illusions which the
red flag and rifle shots of June 1848 shattered forever.
After that the vulgarity of the Empire. Nothing would
be the same again and one could resign oneself to the
long process of social decay and destruction of civili-
zation by this stupid and miserly bourgeoisie, with its
wars, its narrow nationalism and its bestial greed.”
Hence life in Flaubert’s novels becomes frozen and
static; he is a great writer faced with the problem of
giving a true picture of a social order, the very premises
of which were rapidly becoming a repudiation of the
standards of humanism once looked upon as our com-
mon heritage.

But Flaubert’s hatred of the bourgeoisie was so deep
that already in the nineteenth century there were critics
who, like Wilson, attempted to compare Marx’s
method with Flaubert’'s. To these Paul Lafargue,
Marx’s son-in-law and himself a keen student of litera-
ture, replied that Marx saw not merely the surface of
things; he penetrated beneath, examining the component
and mutual interactions. He did not see before him
a separate thing-in-itself, having no connections with

its environment, but a whole complicated and eternally.

moving world. Marx represented the life of that world
in its various and constantly changing actions and reac-
tions. The writers of the school of Flaubert, said
Lafargue, complain of the artist’s difficulties in trying
to reproduce what he sees; but they only try to rep-
resent the surface, only the impression they receive.
Their literary work is child’s play in comparison with
that of Marx. An unusual strength of mind was called
for in order to understand reality so profoundly and
the art required to transmit what Marx saw and wanted
to say was no less profound.

It is not true, as Wilson thinks, that Flaubert and
Marx “started from very similar assumptions” or that
“they arrived at identical interpretations of the happen-
ings of their own time.” Flaubert and Marx both saw

the bad sides of capitalism. But Flaubert saw primarily

its bad moral sides. Marx, on the other hand, studied
this society as a historian, an economist, a dialectician,
and a revolutionary proletarian leader. He therefore
saw not only more deeply into the bad sides of capital-
ism, but also perceived something to which Flaubert
was wholly blind. He realized that capitalism was a
social form necessary to develop society’s productive
forces to a level which would make possible an equal
development, worthy of human beings, for all members
of society. Earlier forms of society were economically
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too poor for this; capitalism for the first time created
the wealth and the productive forces necessary for it.
And Marx saw further still: ke realized that capitalism
creates in the mass of the oppressed workers that social
class which is more and more compelled to claim the
utilization of this wealth and these productive forces for
the whole of society. ‘

Flaubert’s comment on the period around 1848 was
the Education Sentimentale; its conclusion was the bit-
ter reflection of the hero that the best time he ever had
in his life was a youthful escapade in a whorehouse.
This may be only, as Wilson thinks, a criticism of
Frédéric Moreau; but the fact remains that the novel
ends on a note of utter hopelessness. Marx’s comment
on the same period was the Communist Manifesto,
which ended with a rousing cry to hope and action:
“workers of the world unite, you have nothing to lose
but your chains, you have a world to gain!" Flaubert’s
limited insight led to Bouwvard et Pécuchet, an inchoate,
monumental lament on the stupidity of all mankind.
Marx’s profound insight led to the founding of the
international Socialist movement and the triumph of
Socialism over one-sixth of the earth. If one seeks to
make the viewpoints of Flaubert and Marx idenrical,
it is most likely because one wants to reconcile the
two and does not know how; one no longer understands
Flaubert in the light of Axel’s castle and has not yet
learned to understand him in the light of Marx.

There may be other reasons for the attempt, indi-
cated by the “climax” of Flaubert’s novel, which so in-
trigues Wilson and to which we now return. The clerk
Dussardier is killed in a proletarian uprising by a police-
man, and the policeman turns out to be the ‘“socialist”
Sénécal. How are we to understand this transforma-
tion of a “socialist” into a policeman? Here Wilson
finds that Flaubert diverges from Marx; indeed, it is
the one respect in which the two giants do diverge. For
Marx, we are told, the evolution of the “socialist” into
a policeman would have been due to the bourgeois in
Sénécal; for Flaubert, “it is the natural development of
socialism” ; for him Sénécal, “‘given his bourgeois hypoc-
crisy, was still carrying out a socialist principle—or
rather his behavior as a policeman and his yearnings
toward socialist control were both derived from his
impulse toward tyranny.”

This is presumably Flaubert’s attitude. What is
Wilson’s own? With his usual candor he tells us: “To-
day we must recognize that Flaubert had observed
something of which Marx was not aware. We have
had the opportunity to see how even a socialism which
has come to power as the result of a proletarian revolu-
tion has bred a political police of almost unprecedented
ruthlessness and all-persuasiveness—how the socialism
of Marx himself, with its emphasis on dictatorship
rather than the democratic processes, has contributed to
produce this disaster. Here Flaubert, who believed that
the artist should aim to be without social conviction, has
been able to judge the tendencies of political doctrines
as the greatest of doctrinaires could not; and here the
role of Flaubert is justified.”” [lItalics mine. J. F.]

Flaubert may have aimed to be without social con-
viction, but you cannot live in society and avoid it. He
began with hating the Socialists as much as the bour-
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geoisie, but since no man can maintain that kind of equi-
librium long, and since Flaubert was himself a bour-
geois, he ended with hating the Socialists more. By the
time the Paris Commune came around he was yelling
furiously for the blood of the comimunards. He did not
deeply understand the real historic course of the nine-
teenth century; what he did understand were certain
types of character. He gave us a keen portrait of Séné-
cal, but if you are going to blame Marx for Sénécal,
you might as well blame Jesus for Judas, Danton for
Dumouriez, Washington for Burr, and Lenin for Zino-
viev. Wilson may fancy that great social changes are
brought about by “‘superior intellectual brains” impos-
ing a new order upon the stupid mass, and that these
superior people select only angels to fight in the revo-
lutionary ranks. Marx and Engels knew better; they
knew that all kinds of men take part in great social
movements and for all kinds of motives, and that no
great cause since the dawn of history has been without
its opportunists and apostates. They also knew that in
the long run the Sénécals are either exposed, or their
work is nullified by the “‘stupid’ mass.

From the psychological viewpoint, Sénécal becomes a
policeman because he was never a Socialist to begin
with. Anyone with the slightest notion of what a So-
cialist is can see that long before the “climax” of Flau-
bert’s novel. From the historic viewpoint, the exercise
of authority by a Socialist republic hardly argues that
Socialism springs from an impulse toward tyranny. In
every epoch of great social change you have only the
choice between the organization and authority of the
reactionary force and that of the progressive force;
without organization and authority major social action
at this stage of human development is utterly impossible.

In Wilson’s case we see once more a familiar pattern
run its full course. In the spring of 1920, under the
distant influence of the October Revolution, Bertrand
Russell hastened to declare himself a Communist. In
the fall of the same year, he returned from the U.S.S.R.
declaring that Lenin’s regime was a tyranny supported
by the equivalent of the Czarist police, inthe shadow of

whose menace ordinary mortals lived in terror; a

regime which in time would come to resemble any ‘“‘Asi-
atic despotism.” He felt more at home in England,
where he belonged to the privileged classes; so he natu-
rally discovered that since 1688—that is, since the revo-
lution in which the landed nobility and the bourgeoisie
reached a compromise very pleasant and profitable to
both—English life had been based on “kindliness and
tolerance,” which were worth all the creeds in the
world.
In 1932, under the impact of the economic crisis,
- Wilson hastened to declare himself a Communist on
the fantastic assumption that the October Revolution
was the triumph of superior ‘“intellectual brains” over
the stupid mass. Then he turned to Trotzky, for the
time had come when intellectuals ‘“disillusioned” with
the U.S.S.R. could attack it only in the name of “Marx-
ism.” Now he repudiates the “socialism of Marx
himself” because he fancies it springs from the ‘‘same
impulse toward tyranny” which animates the policeman.
The upshot would seem to be that Utopians of the
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type of Russell and Wilson simply do not like Socialism
or rather that they like the fruits of Socialism but do
not like the historic process by which it is achieved.
They want the good end without any of the painful
means, and they always incline to be elated or depressed
by the momentary aspect rather than steadied by a

~vision of the whole vast movement toward a magnificent

and necessary goal.

Was Marx, then, really inferior to Flaubert as a
psychologist? It was Marx, after all, in his ‘“comment
on 1848, who described the petit-bourgeois Socialist,
the man who can brilliantly dissect the jitters of capital-
ism, but cannot find the real way out of it; and finally,
when stubborn historical facts disperse the intoxicating
effect of “socialist” self-deception, he ends in a “miser-
able fit of the blues.”

All this may be “trying to measure works of litera-
ture by tests which have no validity in that field.” But
was it not Wilson himself who dragged the White Sea
Canal and the G.P.U. into his essays along with the
Mithraic bull whose “throat and balls” are threatened?
Was it not he who converted Flaubert’s novel attack-
ing the shoddiness of bourgeois society into an attack on
the Socialism of Marx? To be sure, Wilson is a skillful
artist; like Yeats he knows the value of parable; like
Proust he knows how to make his important statements
parenthetically. But he makes these exclusively against
the U.S.S.R., unable, presumably, to find a German or
Italian writer (Mann or Pirandello) through whom to
attack fascism parenthetically.

Where, then, has the road from Axel’s castle led
after eight years? The castle lies in ruins and Rim-
baud’s road is closed forever. What now? Are pri-
vate fantasies and chimeras to be replaced by political
fantasies and chimeras? Is the poet to lament the be-
trayal of his unreal social Utopias as he once lamented
the frustration of his unreal sexual expectations? Will
he continue to have nightmares in which he is Evgeni
pursued by the “Idol” and close his ears to the Fithrer’s
hoofs clattering across Europe? Will he cry a plague
on all your houses, attempt like Flaubert to be without
social conviction, and wind up perhaps calling for the
blood of the communards? Or will he perhaps in 1942
issue a new declaration of faith in the Socialism of
Marx, recollecting in pleasant tranquillity the real sig-
nificance of the present decade, by that time beyond re-
call?

Wilson has answered these questions himself in last
week’s New Republic. He is once more back in Axel’s
castle where reality itself is fiction, and the whole vast
Soviet world which has so haunted his thoughts is only
a book, like M. Teste’s speculations. The book has
begun to bore him. What if Japan does attack the
U.S.S.R.? It suits Wilson, who is in a hurry to ‘“‘shut
up that Soviet novel.” But there is a difference. Ten
years ago the inhabitants of Axel’s castle ignored real-
ity. Now they lean out of the casements hurling im-
potent curses on Socialism in literary essays which have
no room for a single line against fascism.

Fortunately, however, most of this country’s pro-
gressive writers think in other ways. Whether or
not they accept the Socialism of Marx, they adhere
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today to the one country which practices it, knowing
that more than any other on the face of the earth it will
defend civilization against the new barbarians who
threaten to engulf it. These writers understand that
history never really repeats itself, therefore they avoid
childish historical analogies and subjective historical
fables. They perceive that the proletarian revolution
which began in 1917 is neither the bourgeois revolution
of 1789, nor the Consulate of 1800, nor the Bronze
Horseman’s realm of 1825, nor the June days of 1848.
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Marxism is indeed ‘“‘something new in the world.” But
in so far as one may learn from the past, they are
anxious to avoid the tragic blunder of certain writers at
the beginning of the last century. These, confused by
surfaces which they judged wholly by the fluid stand- -
ards of ethics, reflected the second phase of the great,
liberating French Revolution; they cheered the defeat
of France at Waterloo, and woke up to face the Holy
Alliance and the frightful reaction it imposed upon
Europe for thirty-three years.

| Stranglers* of the Thunder

By Carl Carmer

IGURES born out of the folk-imagination
Fpeople the arts of many European countries.

Folklore has inspired many poems, paintings,
and statues. Sometimes art creations have been so di-
rect as to be actually folk art itself—as in the case of
cathedral gargoyles; more often they have been the
results of an artists conscious laboring with folk
materials. The countries of Europe are so small, how-
ever, in comparison with the United States, and the
centuries have given their folk stories so many years
in which to accumulate, that few of their artists, no
matter what their medium, could grow to man’s estate
without being at least aware of the heritage of pic-
turesque legend with which they were surrounded.

In America, however, the vastness of the nation and
its short history have combined with circumstance to
separate the artist from this stimulating material.
Native folklore has had but little time to grow. The
American artist, in the past too greatly influenced by
classics and contemporaries, has not, as a rule, been
of a social class familiar with the naive products of
the popular fancy, existing only through word of mouth,
passed down through centuries by narrators whose only
literature they were.

Despite the country’s comparative youth America
has a folklore, and that quite aside from the legends
already in existence among the Indians before the white
men came. Some of it was brought to the new land
from countries across the seas and has been preserved
much as it was, by people geographically isolated, like
the descendants of the Scotch Highlanders of Eliza-
bethan times, who have lived many generations in the
Appalachians and still sing of “Bonny Barbara Allen”
in a wailing ballad whose origins are lost far back in
the dim mists of early English history. In Louisiana
the Acadians sing songs and tell stories that were first
heard beside the hearth-fires of eighteenth-century
France, clinging to them with an affection that has
outlasted both a voluntary and an involuntary exile.
In the Dakotas the blond Swedish-American is dancing
to the tunes to which his fathers jigged in the fields of
Scandinavia. And in the central states in many a com-

thonous folklore of her own.

munity of German complexion the fantasies of the
fatherland, though translated into English and ever
changing in the telling, still attract groups of enchanted
children. .

To the question of America’s rightful claim to this.
treasure of other lands, it may be answered that once
a people adopts a folklore, it makes it completely and
peculiarly its own. With no printed page to discipline
the itinerant narrator, a story grows and changes while
it is told. It is translated not only into the prevailing
language but also into familiar and commonly visual
terminology. Thus the “Ballad of Lord Randal,” old
Scottish song still echoing among the North Carolina .
mountains, has become, through generations of singers
who never saw a nobleman, the simple tragic story of
Johnnie Randall who killed his sweetheart. And the
Johnnie Randall of that story is an American mountain
boy whose lank figure might well be painted or molded,
whose fate might be subject for play or opera or poem.

But it is not merely in the borrowed folklores of
other lands that America has enriching material to offer
her native artists. America has an authentic, autoch-
Wherever American
people have tarried long enough to have the feeling
of belonging to the land, the roots of their imaginations
have crept down into the soil. And the harvest, as
might be expected from a young and sturdy folk, has
been strong and hardy. A gusty, exaggerated, some-
times sardonic humor has been the keynote of much of
our native folklore, regardless of its place of origin
—from Texas to Maine. Perhaps Benjamin Franklin
set the pace when, disgusted with the inaccurate ac-
counts of the country of his birth contributed to the
London papers by Britishers who had been only short-.
time visitors, he wrote of the American sheep whose
tails were so heavy with wool that it was necessary to
rest them on little carts trundled behind, and of the
American cod fisheries in the Great Lakes, the salt
water fish having been driven up the Niagara River
into Lake Erie by hungry whales. ‘“But let them know,
sir,” he continues, ‘“that the grand leap of the whale
in the chase up the falls of Niagara is esteemed by all
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who have seen it as one of the finest spectacles in
nature.” ‘

While it is doubtful if this early American whopper
became so generously known as to give story-tellers a
mark to shoot at, it is unquestioned that it is a typical
American attitude of mind and that the products of
the American communal imagination have for the most
part been grotesquely exaggerative. In the days when
communication was more difficult and books and jour-
nals were less numerous, the good story-teller was a
proud figure. There were even contests in the sort of
imaginative fiction which, for want of a better term,
was called lying. My father has told me with pride
in his voice that my great-grandfather was boasted by
his relatives to be the ‘biggest liar in Tompkins
County.” They cited as proof of the contention his
tale of snowdrifts so deep in the vicinity of Ithaca,
N. Y., one winter that they did not melt through the
summer. He was cutting hay in a meadow one hot
July day, he said, when a big buck jumped the fence
and got caught in a snowdrift so inextricably that he
was able to kill it by cutting its throat with his scythe.
Were the picture which this anecdote conjures up to
be painted, I can imagine its being bitterly attacked by
conservative academicians as but another example of
the undisciplined, inexplicable, and indefensible juxta-
position of unrelated objects with which modernists
insult intelligence—rather than recognized as repre-
sentative of the imaginative quality of the average
American farmer before the Civil War.

A few of America’s writers in the past have caught
the spirit of this folk humor—Josh Billings, Artemus
Ward, and especially Mark Twain. But most of the
country’s creative workers were too politely striving
toward European culture to recognize the artistic
values that lay in the imagination of the people. They
were unable to see any analogy between the figures of
the saints, painted by the artists of the Renaissance
from the conceptions that people had come to have of
them, and the fantastic latter-day miracle-workers of
American mythology. In an ancient Jewish folk tale
of a lad who killed a giant with his slingsshot Michael
Angelo found the subject of a statue. What sculptor
will carve us Strap Buckner, who ‘“rassled with the
devil” out in the Dakotas? Who will supplant the
Lorelei with the maid of the Pascagonla, whose song
from the summit of a hill of waters lured the Biloxi
Indians to their sea-games off the coast of Mississippi?
Who will turn from Ruth, the sower, to the sturdy
figure of Johnnie Appleseed swinging westward with
the ballet of the swirling blossoms springing behind
him? .

The English nursery tale of Jack and the Beanstalk
has already been used as material for an opera by an
American composer, an opera in which a cow proves
an amusing and important character. But no American
stage has yet seen Paul Bunyan and his big blue ox who
measured “‘twenty-eight axe-handles and a plug of
chewing tobacco” between tips of his magnificent horns.
While one of America’s most distinguished poets,
Edna St. Vincent Millay, and one of her best known
musicians, Deems Taylor, have collaborated on an
opera which turned out to be a conventional affair, its
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verse based on Anglo-Saxon rhythms, its music far
from distinctive, the giant shoulders of John Henry
lift his nine-pound hammer high in the air; Negro
work-songs give him the beat, and the old tragedy of
the battle of man against the machine is reénacted.

The native American artist has been busying himself
with creating statues entitled Civic Virtue, The
Christian Student, Goose Girl, hoping as all artists
hope, to speak for the age in which he lives, to allow
the imagination of the people to speak through him.
While he chips at his stone, the imagination of America
is articulate, and he cannot hear it. Pecos Bill is riding
a twister down in Texas, his star-spurs bite into the
flanks of the whirlwind. Kemp Morgan towers above
the Oklahoma hills, driving oil wells single-handed.
Railroad Bill, hard pressed by the sheriff, turns from
a black Alabamian son of sin into a scuttling red fox
(here is a more fascinating problem than ever a
Daphne becoming a bay tree). In Gajun, Louisiana, the
talking bulldog, returning from college, takes the bayou
steamer for the old home he is destined never to see.
Down the Mississippi Mike Fink, half horse and half
alligator and part snapping turtle, guides his keel-boat.
Along the Atlantic coast Old Stormalong stands on
the bridge of his clipper while below his sailors,
mounted on horses, ride the long watches. Casey Jones
opens the throttle of one of the ‘“two locomotives that
are goin’ to bump.” Willie the Weeper dreams of the
generous lady who gave him a pretty Ford automobile
“with diamond headlights and a silver steering wheel.”
Tony Beaver turns the Eel River back on its course
through West Virginia. The Gambler, twenty-dollar
gold pieces on his eyes, leaves old Joe’s barroom for
the last time, drawn by sixteen coal-black horses,
cheered by the music of a jazz band perched on the top
of his hearse, speeded along the cemetery road by a
dozen crap-shootin’ pall-bearers raisin’ hell.

There should be an American mythology for study
in our schools. I believe this with such sincerity that
I have tried to write such a book in The Hurricane’s
Children, which was offered to the public in December
1937. In trying to describe this book when I first talked
about doing it, I said it was a group of American fairy
stories. When it was done, I found that there are no
fairies init. Instead I find a lot of giants proudly roar-
ing that a hurricane was their father and an earthquake
was their mother.

The people of almost every nation in the world
except the United States have liked to make up stories
about “‘the little people.” Even the American Indians
made up some beautiful tales about them. But Ameri-
cans have been so busy doing big jobs that they have
never taken time off to let their minds play with the
tiny folks who have magic powers. At the end of a
hard day’s work the American cowboys or miners or
lumberjacks or apple-pickers have had their fun out of
making up stories about men who could do jobs that
just could not be done, and in an impossibly short time -
with one hand tied behind them. And so I have dis-
covered that this is not an American fairy-story book at
all, but an American giant book.

If these stories had existed hundreds of years ago
in another land, we would probably be calling them
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myths today and reading of Pecos Bill and Tony Beaver
and Annis Christmas as we read of Mercury and Mars
and Juno, or of Thor and Loki and Freya. The stories
in this book are the products of our grandfathers’
fancies, our fathers’, our own. They are the imagina-
tion that Americans inherit, and I hope many Americans
are going to be proud of it.

If mythological figures are to be allowed a place
in art then, and God forbid that they should be barred,
let the American artist remember his own immediate
heritage. His background may enable him to give to
his work something truer than he would give to
Hercules or Persephone. Let him remember, too, that
much of the appreciation of any art lies in the esthetic
pleasure derived from recognition. The people of a
locality will be happier to see in the art works adorning
their public buildings, for instance, figures they know
and are fond of rather than works representing abstract
virtues or the gods of Greece and Rome. It is time
~that artists recognize in the figments of American

dream the opportunity for the expression of that
beauty which is distinctively a part of the land and
" its people.

The suggestions I am making here to American
artists are not meant as arguments for “literary” art
as opposed to" representations of ‘‘abstract” beauty.
The subjects I recommend allow more freedom of in-
dividual expression, certainly, than those art products
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which the “‘abstractionists” are inclined to scorn as
mere illustrations. They permit as many treatments
as there are artists to present them. Their essence is
imaginative liberty. They are representative not of
a single narrator’s creativeness but of the free soaring
fancy of the workers of America, thousands of them
in communal search for release from the monotony of
the real. They should be welcomed by the artists of
the more liberal persuasions, for, like the manifesta-
tions of the subconscious which have found expression
in the work of Dadaists and Surrealists, they introduce,
as Wilenski expresses it, “‘the incredible proportions
and juxtapositions that occur to us in dreams.” Indeed
they surpass in mad fancy most of the imaginative work
of today.

Even to the conservative academician these figures
present a challbnge, the oldest known to art. For
John Henry is any Negro, and Pecos Bill is any cowboy.
Rippling muscles of man and straining horse offer their
problems as they have since the days of Hellas. But
America’s worker-created giants should be most
heartily received by that already great group of Ameri-
can artists who believe that art should have social sig-
nificance. They depict the triumph of the laborer over
his environment. They are the day dreams of the
worker who sees himself embodied in the champion
his mind creates. In them defeatism is wiped out by
invincible action. '

Bread Upon the Waters
| By Michael Bruen

R. ALLARDYCE tugged the door open, tonight

M as always, just enough to allow him to scurry

through sideways, and disappeared with a

brief flirt of his Chesterfield and a bounce of the curl in
his derby.

The new girl, looking after him, laughed and turned
to Ethel at the switchboard.

“How is he? All right?”

Ethel made a delicate, familiar gesture of wiping her
nose with her naked fingers.

“He parts his hair in the middle,” she said flatly.

“Oh,” said the new girl. “But he smokes a pipe,”
she suggested hopefully.

“How else can he prove that his lips aren’t his nos-
trils,” Ethel explained.

“You've got something there,” agreed the new girl.
“I noticed the droopy schnozzola. Then I suppose he’s
'thelléind gives a raise every Leap Year of his own free
will 27

“A gold star for catching on quick,” said Ethel.

Mr. Allardyce fidgeted sixty-three floors’ worth in
the elevator. Stocks went down today, stocks went down
today, he said to himself sincerely. I really believe
stocks went down today. That was the way Mr. Allar-
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dyce dealt with life and illusions. He felt that if he
really and truly believed that the market went down, it
would go up, because things never happened the way
you really wanted them to. So he always hoped things
by opposites. But he genuinely had to feel that way or
it didn’t work.

“Good night,” Mr. Allardyce said civilly to the ele-
vator man, The elevator man, who remembered last
Christmas very clearly, put his hands behind his back,
and first ground, then tossed, his hips at Mr. Allardyce’s
back. “Jerk,” he said, indicating, to the starter. The
starter, with whom gifts were pooled, agreed.

Mr. Allardyce had his three cents ready at the news-
stand. Down, down, down, I know it, I feel it, he
prayed as he rustled the pages and walked blindly on.
He guided himself through the swinging doors and ran
his eyes down the quotations. He did not look at
United Peruvian until he had seen the trend. The trend
was down. Mr. Allardyce raised his eyes to heaven.
United Peruvian was rarely indomitable and ascending
in the face of the trend. But Mr. Allardyce peeked
hopefully because he felt so pessimistic. But United
Peruvian was quite down. Mr. Allardyce saw that the
fault lay with him. He had not really believed. He



82

had allowed his conscious to deceive himself and his sub-
conscious. He could feel his heart sinking and growing
larger and heavier like a snowball rolling down a hill.

Two more points down, and I'll have to cover, he
thought in tremendous despair. What had happened?
Everything had been going so beautifully in the market
before he had put his two cents in. Two cents? Ten
thousand dollars! And he had United Peruvian on
‘margin. He had jinxed the market, that was what he
had done. He had sent it down as surely as though
he were the law of gravity. With what dash and in
what exultant spirits he had made his investment! He
had not said a word to Geraldine at first, he had not
even breathed of the hot, impressive tip. He had
hardly doubted a quick rise and a neat profit. He had
seen himself with his thumbs snapping his suspenders,
awing Geraldine with his acumen. Geraldine could al-
ways be impressed with more money. Of course he
had told her the very next day when it had gone down
a point; he could not have a thing like that on his
conscience when it was going down, and besides she
would have to give him the money if he had to cover.
She would give him the money because she would not
see the ten thousand thrown away, but how she would
lash out at him with her long, long tongue. Oh, why
hadn’t he bought less outright? Outright or nothing,
he had always said, so sanely, and he had speculated,
and very likely he was getting what he deserved.

The February night was f01b1ddmg It was darker
and more frlghtenmg than usual, it seemed to Mr.
Allardyce. He felt quite depressed.

Ordinarily Mr. Allardyce would have seen the touch
coming half a block away. He would have crossed the
street, or almost run, or turned his head. But tomght
he walked right into it. Someone said, close up against
him, “Could you please let me have somethmg for a
bite to eat, mister? I'm terribly hungry.”

Mr. Allardyce started. He looked at the touch, who
was a man, quite a young and tall man, and said quickly,
“Sorry.” He hurried. But the man walked along with
him.

“Please,” he said in an 1mportunate tone that .was
quite distasteful to Mr. Allardyce, who loathed a dis-
play of emotion. ‘‘Please let me have something.” He
~sounded as though he were going to cry, and he was
a tall young man.

Bum, thought Mr. Allardyce irritably. Mr. Allar-

dyce knew exactly what kind of racket this was. People

who stopped other people in the street this way were
shiftless bums and only wanted money for liquor.
Frankly, they were depraved. Mr. Allardyce had dis-
cussed the very situation sanely and at length over the
bridge table. Very fairly. ‘‘Assuming some of them
are really hungry,” he had said, “it’s logical to believe,
and I'll bet statistics show, that the average will be one
in fifty. Now, since there is no way of telling which of
the few are really needy and since the chances are fifty
to one that you are being approached by a professional
beggar, who has a larger income than your own, or a
drunkard, it is always wiser from a sociological and
economic viewpoint to refuse And anyway there’s
relief, and we pay taxes.”

So Mr. Allardyce felt very strongly and informed
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about it. People never gave him anything for nothing.
Quite the contrary. He particularly disliked being ap-
proached tonight when he had so much trouble, and
although the fellow was undoubtedly putting on a good
act, he said, not really sharply, because you never knew
what these fellows might take it into their heads to do,
and this one was big, but firmly, “‘I’'m very sorry. I have
no change.”

The man stopped short. Mr. Allardyce, relieved,
walked quickly on toward the station.

“Of course,” the man said loudly in noisy, conspicu-
ous words. ‘“No, of course you haven’t.” His voice
cracked, but carried ragingly, *‘I only hope you go hun-
gry some day.”

The words came running breathlessly after Mr.
Allardyce. They caught up with him and hissed 2t him,
and his susceptible heart began to tremble. The night
had grown blacker still, he was sure. It was quiet and
meaningful. The words beat against his ears like an
angry and ominous curse, even as he walked on. They
crept inside him. It was a curse. He felt frightened,
threatened. Life pressed him. Stocks were down,
business was not good, he had not been charitable. God
Himself might be sending this omen. Perhaps he should
have been kinder. Mr. Allardyce found himself, im-
possibly, unaccountably, turning around and walking
back. He would miss the 6:47. He would be late for
dinner. Geraldine would be raging. The financial page
would be looming enormously and not by coincidence
between the salt and pepper shakers. But he had been
cursed.

The fellow was still standing there, looking at him.
A chill wind whistled around Mr. Allardyce as he no-
ticed the yellowed gray jacket and the gaping sweater.
He was a young man, without a coat. His eyes were
very blue. His ears were a painful red. He was looking
almost angrily at Mr. Allardyce, who was quite cold.

“Very well,” said Mr. Allardyce, though he tried to
be friendly, “if you really are hungry, I shall take you
into a cafeteria and buy you some food. If you really

.are hungry.” Tl bet he just wants the money, said

Mr. Allardyce assuredly to himself, he just wants the
money for drink, look at his red nose.

“Thank you,” said the man, low, “I'm very hungry
all right.”

But he hadn’t said he was sorry for the terrible thing
he had said, thought Mr. Allardyce, leading the way
into the cafeteria and pulling two checks from the
machine. He can see that I'm a kind man, well mean-
ing, now that I know he really is hungry. He should
have said he was sorry, that he didn’t mean it, that
they were only words spoken in anger.

Mr. Allardyce bought his companion a ham and
Swiss cheese sandwich, a piece of apple pie, and a cup
of coffee, and bent to watch him eat. The young man
ate without looking at him. He did not say anything
and did not eat too fast, but it was plain he was hungry.
He chewed each mouthful with love almost.

But although he liked the food very much, he did
not yet show any proper gratitude to Mr. Allardyce,
who sat wondering if he realized what an awful thing
he had said. Here he was being well fed. He must
be sorry. He must be grateful. He must take it back.
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Mr. Allardyce was determined to get it straightened
out. He could not afford to have a curse hovering over
him like that. He did not want it.

“You can’t give away money to everyone who asks
for it, after all,” he said to the young man, tentatively.
He was really only a tall boy, he noticed, but he had a
tired face.

“No,” said the boy eating, and still not looking at
Mr. Allardyce, “don’t apologize.”

Apologize! Mr. Allardyce kept his temper.

“There are a lot of these ... uh..

“Mooclhiers,” suggested the boy, lookmg at hlm now.

“All kinds of bums too,”
“You never can tell.”

“Yes,” said the boy.

Mr. Allardyce looked at his watch. The boy was
eatfig the pie. Maybe he’d have liked it 4 la mode,
thought Mr. Allardyce sardonically. But he said:

“And you're a strong, healthy fellow. You ought to

get a job. You can't tell me a young man who's willing

can’t get a job. The depression’s over.
see a breadline now?”

The boy raised his eyes again and looked very tired.

“When I was a young fellow,” insisted Mr. Allar-
dyce, ““I had to struggle too, I can tell you. I didn’t
have anything. I worked myself up without asking any-
one’s help. There’s no valid reason why you shouldn’t
get a job. Not a reason.” He felt that he was quite
right, there was no excuse. He was even a little angry.

“Have you got a job?” asked the boy, staring at him.

Mr. Allardyce allowed himself a small smile at the
naive question.

“Job?” he said, imagining as he often did when he
felt a little scornful, that he was raising an eyebrow,
“I'm a businessman. I'm an employer. I have my
own staff.”

“Will you give me a job?”

“Me?” said Mr. Allardyce in sharp surprise. What
a hell of a, and unprecedented, nerve. Just whom was
the fellow trying to impress? As if he would take a
job if it were handed to him on a platter! He was just
trying to excuse himself.

“I want a job,” said the boy, rather monotonously
Mr. Allardyce thought. “I can work.”

“Well, I'm hardly the one. . .. I'm afraid you'll have
to go to the proper places ... an agency . . . something.
Surely there are authorities that could place. . . . Every-
body can be taken care of. . .. I don’t have that sort
of....” Mr. Allardyce stopped. This was going far
enough and was completely apart from the point.

“All right,” said the boy, ‘‘everybody can be taken
care of.”

“Is your family on relief?” asked Mr. Allardyce.

“I don’t know,” the boy said. ‘“Maybe.”

Very smart, thought Mr, Allardyce. “I don’t know.
Maybe.” Whatever that means. Very clever, I sup-
pose he thinks he is.

“Well, don’t yeu live with them?”

“I don’t live with anybody.”

“Where do you stay?” :

“I don’t know where I'm going to stay tonight.”

“Haven't you got a home?”

“I’'m carrying the banner.”

Where do you

agreed Mr. Allardyce.
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Mr. Allardyce’s mouth dropped open a little to indi-
cate that he did not quite follow.

“I haven’t any money for a room,” explained the
young man so that Mr. Allardyce could understand.

“Oh,” said Mr. Allardyce. ‘“Well, you can’t be try-
ing terribly hard,” he added. ‘‘Anyone with an ounce
of ambition and pride. . ..”

“Listen,” said the young man abruptly, “thanks for
this. I was hungrier than you could ever think of any-
one being. But stop talking. What the hell are you
talking about anyway? My clothes are torn, my shirt
has no sleeves, I don’'t know whether I’ll ever be able

_to shave my face again, or smell like something clean.

So, all right, I haven’t any ambition. So I know you'd
starve first before you asked anybody for anything. All
right, thanks, but shut up.”

Mr. Allardyce was very, very angry, but he con-
trolled himself beautifully.

“That’s certainly not my fault,” he said, “and I'm
sure I'm sorry. But that’s no reason why you should
tell me that you hope I'll go hungry some day. After
all, I've never done anything to you.”

The young man looked up with slow eyelids. Then
his eyes crinkled and he almost smiled. He searched
Mr. Allardyce’s face very thoroughly.

_ “Sure,” he said, “why should I wish you any hard
luck ?”

A weight was lifting from Mr. Allardyce’s depressed
shoulders. He felt almost glad of this encounter. The
young man did not wish him any ill fortune.

“That’s the way,” he said. They got up. Mr. Allar-
dyce paid the cashier. At the door, he said jovially,
“Wait.” He took a dollar bill from his wallet, he
looked at it with satisfaction and appreciation and be-
stowed it on the moocher. He said, ‘“There you are.
I hope that’ll give you a little start.” Mr. Allardyce’s
tone was modest. He knew how big a bill must look
to a tramp.

“Thanks,” said the boy.

“It’s all right,” acknowledged Mr. Allardyce, start-
ing away. He took a deep breath. He felt that stars
must have come out, but before he could see, he thought
he heard a call.

“Thanks for nothing.”

Mr. Allardyce looked around in amazement. The
boy was gone. Had he said “Thanks for nothing”?
But he couldn’t have, not after the way he’d been
treated. Yet it was not the sort of thing Mr. Allar-
dyce could just imagine someone saying. He must have
heard it. But why? Mr. Allardyce took his pipe out
and bit it nervously. Hadn’t the curse been taken back?
Hadn't he said he didn’t wish Mr. Allardyce any hard
luck? His very words were, “Why should I wish you
any hard luck?” That could mean anything. Hadn’t
the curse on his head been lifted? But he had been
more than generous. He had done more than was
expected. It wasn't fair, it really wasn’t playing fair.

After all, there were no stars out. The remembrance
of the stocks came back to Mr. Allardyce. He thought
of Geraldine. He felt the wind and heard it whisper.
Rain was beginning, a fat drop spattered on his hat. It
was a bad night, and he was cursed. He walked on,
feeling miserable and beaten and doomed.
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New Masses, April 12, 1938"

Revolution In Bohemia
| By Granville Hicks

1

N 1923 young Halstead Weeks,
The product and the pride of Saint Tim’s school,

Denounced in ringing tones the Bolsheviks
And proved that Bob LaFollette was their tool.
His mother felt the tears run down her cheeks,
His banker-papa growled, “The boy’s no fool.”
Young Halstead got a watch for graduation
And old Saint Tim’s a sizeable donation.

1I
At Yale he learned from Phelps that V.V.s Eyes
And Peter Pan were modern works of art;
From Keller that the man of enterprise
Serves God and country in the busy mart;
From good Dean Brown that one should not tell lies
Nor masturbate nor scorn the pure at heart.
And if he’d made a single freshman team
He'd have fulfilled his father’s every dream.
11X
But even Yale had students in those years
Who laughed at Phelps, and Halstead got the habit.
Not only did he imitate their sneers
But when they praised a book was quick to grab it.
He read This Side of Paradise with tears
And turned to Jurgen, Sister Carrie, Babbitt.
He read the prefaced plays of Bernard Shaw
And grew ashamed of his pot-bellied Paw.

v

He read Of Human Bondage, Dorian Gray,

Three Soldiers, In Our Time, The Enormous Room,
Ulysses, Rainbow, Mrs. Dalloway,

Remembrance of Things Past, In Nero’s Tomb,
The Magic Mountain, Tamar, Antic Hay,

The Dial, Transatlantic, Exile, Broom.
Now where could youth with such distinguished taste land
Except among the lovers of The W asteland?

He wrote an essay, keenly analytic,
But possibly a little bit obscure,
Entitling Eliot the perfect critic
And just as pure as poet could be pure,
Insisting that he was not parasitic,
Although he borrowed widely to be sure.
The Lit had snubbed him, so he snubbed T'he Lit,
And tried The Bark & Blare, which published it.
VI
So Halstead Weeks emerged with his diploma,
A published essay, and a great ambition.
But papa had not missed the strong aroma
Of art and uncommercial erudition.
Commencement night he woke Hal from his coma
And let him see the world of competition,
In which, he said, the boy could take his place
Or else—alternatives Hal could not face.

VII
And, lo, the brave new world of Silent Cal,

Where Jesus was in business and in Rotary,
Where Socialists derided Capital,

Where Ford was prophet and Filene his votary,
Where high-hat Hoover fought brown-derby Al,

Where Babbitt had his cult and More his coterie—
It welcomed Halstead to its busy breast.
It gave him work, in short—at Pa’s request.

VIII

The little cash that Pa had one time sunk

In Biggs and Boggs now justified his hopes.
To gild the cabbage and perfume the skunk

Woas their concern, and they taught Hal the ropes.
He thought them boors, they counted him a lunk

But set him writing ads for lesser soaps.
He cursed his lot and damned the silly stuff,
But—give him credit—wrote it well enough.

IX

When Halstead took the job he planned to spend

His lonely nights composing stern critiques,
In which he would expound, condemn, defend

The modern poets and their new techniques,
But somehow found it easier to lend

His presence at the better Village speaks.
When he sat down to write the spirit balked,
But galloped like a racehorse when he talked.

A year went by. His bosses were impressed

By what he’d written ; friends by what he’d not.
In many Village hangouts they confessed

That Halstead’s bolt and Halstead both were shot.
But he could speak as glibly as the best

Of syntax, values, cadences, and plot.
And he had found a girl and was impassioned—
A circumstance that some friends called old-fashioned.

XI

The time has come when we must talk of sex—

A lively subject if there’s lots of data.
But Hal’s affair was not at all complex,

Although he spouted Freudian dogmata.
The truth’s so simple it is bound to vex:

He liked to sleep with his inamorata.
An(d she, somewhat experienced, found Hal
Quite adequate though not phenomenal.

XI11

He pleased his pa, his boss, his lady fair,

But still he knew that there was something wrong.
And then one night he met young Clifton Hare,

Who scorned superbly all the vulgar throng,
Who, by request, had left The Bark & Blare,

Who talked with soft insistence all night long,
Who said at last, “We could, we might, I mean—
My friend, why don’t we start a magazine?”’
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XIII1
The seed was sown and promptly was manured

By Halstead’s father, who was riding high
And, feeling Halstead must by now be cured,
Was not averse to giving him a try.
The magazine’s existence was assured
By adding to the board Erasmus Bly,
A Harvard lad whom Clifton recommended—
His insight faulty but his income splendid.

X1v
Their secret nightly meetings brought them fame;
The Village wondered ; Hal’s Elaine grew pale.
They chose an office, tried to choose a name.
Hal, wanting Icarus, could not prevail;

Hare urged Return, and Bly proposed The Flame.
They argued till their arguments grew stale.
“In the beginning,” Halstead said. ... He halted
In wild amaze. “The word!” they cried, exalted.
Xv

The Word it was—a name at least prophetic
As Hal and his confreres abruptly found.
The bare announcement served as an emetic,
Producing both the fury and the sound.
Dick Blackmur wrote on mysteries esthetic.
A dozen letters came from Ezra Pound
(You know the endless way that Ezra runs on)
And manifestoes streamed from Gorham Munson.
XVI
They got from Waldo Frank some little gems,
Incomprehensible but truly great;
From Gertrude Stein some scrambled apothegms;
Confederate laments from Allen Tate.
Hal wrote on e. e. cummings’ roots and stems,
And Clifton barked and blared a hymn of hate.
Chicago’s tough guy reached into his barrel
And let them have an early James T. Farrell.
XVII
In one short year The /¥ ord became the voice
Of D. H. Lawrence and the vibrant male,
Of polylingual antics a la Joyce,
Of Herman Melville and the great White Whale,
Of Irving Babbitt and the human choice,
Of Oswald Spengler and the dismal wail.
And at the end the issue that was seething
Was Buchmanism versus Gurdjieff breathing.
XVIII
1 say the end. Our epic’s reached the day
When Wall Street crashed and Halstead’s Pa crashed too.
Then Biggs and Boggs reduced employees’ pay,
And little Bly announced that he was through.
Next Hal’s Elaine went home to Troy to stay,
Discharged from Constable’s without ado.
Thus died The W ord that dark and fateful winter,
And no one minded much except the printer.
XIX
But Biggs and Boggs somehow survived the storm,
And Hal survived it too, with paychecks shrinking.
His solitary life resumed the norm
Of noisy talk and not so quiet drinking.
He had some new ideas on style and form,
And loved to tell his friends what he was thinking.
But they, he found, were less than fascinated.
[n fact, they told him frankly he was dated.
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XX
Do not suppose that Hal submitted tamely
To all the current talk of politics.
He struggled to defend his thesis, namely
That art and economics do not mix.
But though he marshaled all his reasons gamely,
It did no good to kick against the pricks.
We are but human, and you must not ask us
Why we see visions going to Damascus.
XX1
Conversion’s dangers are an ancient story,
And Hal’s was not a stable constitution.
He felt the working class was full of glory,
And hated all the ruling-class pollution.
The reckoning, he ventured, would be gory;
He hoped to see the day of retribution.
He found the works of Sidney Hook sublime,
And planned to read Karl Marx when he had time.
XXI11
He nearly signed a Foster proclamation
And did say Norman Thomas was a dub;
He almost joined the Harlan delegation
And gave the Hunger Marchers dimes for grub;
He wrote some letters full of indignation;
He visited at times the John Reed Club;
And, as he said to some insulting smarty,
Was practically a member of the Party.
XXII1
He'd gladly join—in this he would insist—
But that the leadership was so naive.
The opportunities the Party missed
Were bound to make a thoughtful Marxist grieve.
He did not like to seem a dogmatist,
But there were errors one could scarce conceive.
How can a party grow if it disdains
The wisdom of the nation’s finest brains?
XX1v
And after all his field was literary,
And one must work wherever one is able.
No task, perhaps, was quite so necessary
As purifying that Augean stable,
That realm of vulgar thought and crude vagary,
That vast confusion like the storied Babel,
That gloomy sink, that bottomless abysm
Which sometimes passed for Marxian criticism.
: XXV
Now Dr. Krutch—long may his tribe decrease—
Had likewise felt the Marxists needed purging,
And meeting Hal one night proposed a piece,
A task to which Hal needed little urging.
He sat him down and let his soul release
The bitter, bitter truths that came a-surging.
Esthetic ruin faced the working classes
But for Hal’s brave exposure of the M AsSES.
XXVI
The day the piece appeared Hal got a note
From Calverton, whose praises knew no measure.
He asked if Hal would kindly let him quote
A certain passage that he called a treasure.
To publish the next essay that Hal wrote
Would give him, furthermore, the greatest pleasure.
The Modern Monthly craved a contribution
From such a loyal friend of revolution.
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XXVII
Hal wrote the:piece and made a date for lunch.

V. F. brought friends and there was conversation.
Hal soon was meeting weekly with the bunch,

And taking pleasure in their commendation,
Since he and they most dearly loved to crunch

Upon a ripe and juicy reputation. :
They praised no one but Trotsky, that great mind,
For whom they wrote petitions, which Hal signed. -

XXVIII
The Massgs staff had viewed with some tranquillity
Hal’s literary gestures of defiance,
But it announced its utter inability
To overlook his Trotskyist alliance.
It pointed out the touch of imbecility

In Calverton’s demands and his compliance.
The MassEs said in simple white and black
His friends were knaves and he was just a jack.

XXIX
Hal might have been dismayed, but noble Max,

With many shakings of his great white mane,
Convinced him Stalin paid for these attacks.

(And had not Eastman once seen Trotsky plain?)
Hal answered with the gang supplying cracks.

(It was the same old Trotskyist refrain.)

He signed his name upon the dotted line,
And thought the document extremely fine.

XXX ) )
His ego had enough to feed upon,

And skillful flattery had turned his head,
But bad was bound to turn to worse anon,

For he had got a girl, a super-Red,

Who used “amalgam,” even “epigone,”

And other words that she had learned in bed.
(She had, as folks say, lived, and spent her nights
With half the city’s leading Trotskyites.)

XXXI
With her to help his Marxian passions flare,

He called, at home, at work, for blood to flow.
But Biggs and Boggs, he found, did not much care

So long as he denounced the C.I.O.

Nor were his words too much for Pa to bear

Since he called Roosevelt a so-and-so.

" And Catholics rejoiced when he’d explain
How Stalin had betrayed The Cause in Spain.
XXXII
The magazines discovered he existed,

Books, Common Sense, the Saturday Review.
Paul Palmer, double-faced if not two-fisted,

Presided at his Mercury debut.

Amazingly the Forum’s Leach enlisted
In this crusade to save the world anew.
Hal wrote “I Left the Party in the Lurch”
For Harper’s, though he’d always loathed research.
XXXI11
He mingled with the city’s cognoscenti,

Was mentioned more than once by I.M.P.,
Had drinks with Sinclair Lewis, and had plenty,

Was introduced to Lippmann at a tea.

The boy went places and where’er he went he

Said Communism served the bourgeoisie.

And cocktail drinkers up and down the city
Agreed with him the sell-out was a pity.
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XXXIV
But renegades have never been a rarity

And Halstead’s little boom was not to last.
He soon perceived the growing popularity

Of Eugene Lyons, knew his day was past.
His girl perceived it too, with perfect clarity

And wrote a note that left poor Hal aghast.
Poor Hal, indeed, in view of his ambitions:
He’d nothing left to do but sign petitions.

XXXV
In time he could not quiet the conviction

That even Trotskyites might be a bore,

And though steadfastly vaunting his addiction

To revolution, wondered more and more
If Marx’s teachings were not all a fiction

And human nature rotten at the core.

He’d gladly die upon the barricades,

But proletarians were pampered jades.
XXXVI1

Increasingly he felt his noble soul

In books alone could find its rightful place.
Let others struggle toward a social goal

And seek to save the worthless human race.
He’d watch the tide of angry passion roll

‘While he communed with wisdom face to face.
He wrote a piece, describing his decision
As if the gods had granted him a vision.

XXXVII
The article appeared in the dtlantic,

For Sedgwick liked it, as one might suppose.
Had he not made a pilgrimage romantic,

Toured rebel Spain in spats, defied its foes?
Had he not told with raptures corybantic

How Franco saved the Spaniards from their woes?
Of course he felt with Hal that art must be
From taint of propaganda ever free.

XXXVIII
Our story’s wandered to its sad conclusion.

No-need to chronicle Hal’s small success;
No need to tear away each fond illusion;

No need to note his growing snobbishness ;
No need to castigate his vast confusion:

‘We know too well how such affairs progress.
The time would come for haughty jeers at pickets
And voting straight reactionary tickets.

XXXIX
The Lippmanns and the Thompsons and the Lyons,

They have their brief if somewhat gaudy day.
The Eastmans and their literary scions

Proceed to find and fatten on their prey.
The Franks seek vainly for Spinozan Zions,

Nor lose their little egoes by the way.

And men like Halstead lapse predictably
Into pretentious mediocrity.

XL
In ’38 an older Halstead Weeks,
Alumni orator at Saint Tim’s School,
Denounced in ringing tones the Bolsheviks,
And proved that John L. Lewis was their tool.
He also said nice things about the Greeks.

(The students thought the speech was so much drool.)

His honorarium was slight, I fear,
But trustees hinted at a job next year.
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Words I Did Not Speak
By Edward Wall

contains the clause: No By-Lines on Hooey
. *Stories. This is Paragraph 6, Section XIX,
if I remember rightly: No expression of the paper’s
policy or opinion, whether or not it be conveyed in the
guise of news, shall be published under the name of any
employee without the employee’s knowledge and con-
sent.

OUR Guild contract with the Morning Globe

I crusaded for that clause, though quite alone. In

the city room, down at Marty’s on the corner; fighting
for a cause, a clause. I’'mnew on the staff of the Morn-
ing Globe; perhaps I'm a little bit fervent. My fellow
Guildsmen were apathetic, even antagonistic. Had I
been a lesser zealot, had I dared turn my back, the
opposition bloc would have stricken the clause from
the contract. It stayed though. And the publisher
accepted it. v

Opposition jeers hid a malignant vanity. I know, of
course. Too many reporters would be grateful for a
weekly by-line in lieu of a five-dollar wage boost. Too
many of them succumb to giddiness at the sight of their
own names in print, no matter how inconsequential the
story; even if it were something oozing from one of
the paper’s ears: The Weather, Overcast with Variable
Winds, by Malcolm McGooch, High Tide 8:09 a.m.

On the old Post-Herald, 1 remember, they used to
plaster reporters’ names all over the paper. Little boys
scrawling things with chalk. You found yourself named
as the author of fabulous stories; stories in eight or ten-
point caps you never heard of before. You were con-
stantly amazed, if you read the paper, at your own
folly, your erudite bitterness, your falsity.

The Post-Herald isn’t in business today; the world,
I’'m certain, is a happier place. I was there when the
paper died a few months ago. It strangled, shouting,
trying to alter the pattern of stripes in the flag; trying
to shield the Whites from contaminating proximity
with the Reds. We were profoundly Right, and all
else was radical. We thought a great deal of a man
named Hoover; though never, in the Herald-Tribune
manner, as Mister. Mister Hoover nodded at this,
hinted at that. Mister, to us, never quite expressed the
proper warmth of approbation. We thought of him
as Dearie. .

On the Post-Herald 1 covered the Tecumseh Street
station and receiving hospital, the busiest police beat in
town, At night everything came to Tecumseh Street,
except for a few odds and ends picked up by the dicks
out of headquarters. It was an easeful place to spend
your nights. Nightly routine of drunks, disorderly and
—physicians said further examination would be neces-
sary to determine whether or not the bullet can be
removed from O'Reilly’s skull without dislodging the
brain. Still, pleasant as it was, I rarely went near
Tecumseh Street during those final weeks, just before

-

the paper crumpled. I kept in touch by telephone from
afar. We knew the end was coming. And who cared?
I had other interests.

I was working with Dave Kirchlander, trying to
organize the bleachery and dye-house workers at the
Chesunticook Mills. I wrote pamphlets, dodgers, let-
ters, everything; now and again I made an incidental
speech.

Dave was brilliant, vigorous, genuinely sympathetic;
he was the leader of the organizational drive. He had
been assailed and pounded on a dozen labor fronts.
Post-Herald words: radical, agitator, anarchist, mon-
ster, Red menace. Dave was a thorough Marxist,
never wavering in his philosophy. To unsympathetic
ears he could be cryptic, sometimes deceptive; some-
times, in reciting his social catechism, his blazing faith
appeared to be dimmed in mocking restraint. The rous-
ing significance was often hidden in the apparently glib,
facile phrases he affected.

To Post-Herald readers, the solid people, Dave was
a menace as yet unseen. They hadn’t met him face to
face. They knew him only as a frightening name, a
challenge, a threat.

We were together, Dave and I, one night in Roger
Williams Park. A workers’ meeting was over, break-
ing up in orderly, enthusiastic burst of song; it was
the first public demonstration of workers’ increasing
strength. A group of French-Canadians stood on the
edge of the park, singing a song in French. The singers
waved to us as we walked across the street to Dave’s
car. Dave was going to Boston that night; he would
drop me off at Tecumseh Street.

We drove along Arundel Avenue, slowly. Men in
a smaller group were struggling in the street. We
heard them shouting. They were knotted together in
close-in fighting; fists were swinging, slugging furiously.
Then another group came tearing in. These last 1
recognized; they were company police, special depu-
ties in plain clothes.

Most infrequent occasion in my career as a police
reporter: I was present when a story was in the process
of happening. In the center of the crowd the depu-
ties fired; four shots or five, I couldn’t tell. Dave
stopped the car right in the middle of the street, and
we ran up to the crowd. One of the workers was
dead; three were wounded, bleeding, groaning. The
city cops came in swinging clubs, mauling, tearing the
crowd apart. Men were lying on the pavement; I saw
them kicked, trampled. T raised my arms to shield my
head; I broke free, somehow, from the surging mob.
There was no sight of Dave; I saw a couple of uni-
formed cops pushing his car toward the curb, clearing
the avenue.

I helped pick up two of the injured men. I rode
with them in an ambulance, back to Tecumseh Street.
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From the press room I called the city desk; then to a
« rewrite man I gave names, ages, addresses. “All mill
workers. The meeting was over. These guys were
walking down from the park; they yelled at two of the
company stoolies and called them a bad name, a name

never properly used except to identify the readers of

our paper. One of the stoolies took a sock at this guy
Vitulla. Then the whole ‘gang mixed in. The com-
pany deputies ran up to join the battle. They were
all tangled up together. Then the deputies’ guns began
popping. Vitulla was killed; these other guys wounded,
not bad. The cops have arrested six more guys; six,
so far; all mill workers; names, ages, addresses. No
rcharges against them yet; just held for investigation.
That’s all I have right now; I'll call you back.”

Hennessey, on the city desk, couldn’t wait. He
called me. He told me, “Cawlfield, over at headquar-
ters, says the dicks are bringing in a guy now, one of
the gunmen.”

“All right,” I said. “What the hell do I care?”

Hennessey asked, “Have the cops at Tecumseh
Street made out a report involving the company gun-
men?” “No, they’re not doing a damned thing.”

“How do you know, then, that they were company
men?’ “I was there, I saw them; that's the way I
cover things.”

“Did you see the start of the riot?” “Riot! There
wasn’t any riot; it was like a lawn party breaking up,
singing songs in French.”

“Then how about the workers who fired at the
cops?” “No worker fired a shot; hell, are you trying
to discredit my testimony? I gave you the story; that’s
all there is to it.” v _

Hennessey hung up, swearing. He called me a vile
name; he said I was a reader of the paper. To hell
with Hennessey. ‘

I went out and drank 392 glasses of beer. No loyalty
to the paper? Loyalty, royalty. Loyalties seldom pay
royalties. Dorothy Parker in the beer: Men seldom
make passes at loyalties, seldom pay royalties. To hell
with Dorothy Parker’s beer. 1 dreamed of Jeanie
with the light-brown hair. The Post-Herald expects
that every man this night shall have two more Jeanies
with the nut-brown ale. The Post-Herald is first with
_ the news; clear, concise, comprehensive, fact, fact, fake.

And Jeanie with the light-blue-oo eyes. Eight thou-
sand glasses of beer, clear beer; concise sizes five cents,
comprehensive for a dime. The Post-Herald slogan:
[t's not news, no-no-no, until it has first appeared in
three other newspapers. One more beer and Jeanie
with the light-blue hair; she dreams of letting the paper
go to Hennessey, go to hell. T thought of going to
Boston to join Dave. I went to Taunton, Fall River,
New Bedford, Lawrence, Lowell. Last anyone heard
[ was smuggling coolies from Council Bluffs to Omaha.
Doing well, too. I went out, home, somewhere.

Next day I was back at Tecumseh Street in the early
“afternoon. Hines of the Journal greeted me. “‘Swell
story you had this morning.” Hell, T thought, he’s a
reader. ‘“What story?” ‘“What story?” he mocked;
“as if you didn’t know.”

“Them Reds is bad things,” said Harrington, the
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sergeant. Harrington was reading, as he always did,
a whole magazineful of Doc Savage, wonder man. No
bad things, I thought, where the Doc is. He just
presses a button. The morning Post-Herald. Harring-
ton reads it, then throws it aside; goes on to some-
thing better. Post-Herald pre-requisite to Doc Savage.
Press a button and the Posi-Herald disintegrates. The
good doctor.

Lying on Harrington’s desk was a copy of the Post-
Herald, excited, yelling: RApICAL AGITATOR SLAIN BY
OwN GaNG; Porice Querr REp ONSLAUGHT, AR-
REST 7. ... By Thomas Gilligan. . . . Blazing guns in
the . . . who's this Gilligan? The name is familiar,
vaguely. Blazing guns in . .. hell, it's me! I'm Gilligan.
Thomas Gilligan. No wonder. Probably ran through
all editions; no make-over, no replate. They don’t dare.
When the Gilligan by-line appears on a story its
“must.” Let it go! Don’t want old Tommy Gilligan
getting mad at you, do you? Respect the Gilligan by-
line. Gilligan is clear, he’s concise, he's first with the
news with the light-brown blazing guns in the hands of
Red terrorists brought instant death last night to. . .
Vitulla, leader of the Red riot, was shot accidentally
by his own gunmen who directed a frenzied volley of
shots into the ranks of advancing police . . . By Thomas
Gilligan . . . David Kirchlander, 29, said by police .
By Thomas Gilligan . . . to be a Moscow agent, was
tentatively identified as the actual slayer Police said
that. .

There was a two-column picture of Dave, standing’
between two dicks, under the caption: Killer Suspect.

“It’s for you,” Harrington said, ‘“‘and tell your
friends not to be calling on my phone; what do we
have a press room for?” Harrington handed me his
desk phone.

~ “Hello,” by Thomas Gilligan; this is Thomas Gilli-
gan, tentatively identified as the actual. . . .

“Mr. Gilligan? Mr. Gilligan of the Post-Herald?
This is Eric Bundette, president of the Kiwanis Club.
Fine piece you wrote in the paper this morning, graphic.
I've been trying to reach you. Like to have you speak
at our Kiwanis meeting Thursday night. Our sched-
uled speaker won’t be able to come. Liké to have you
tell us the inside story of the Red menace, the an-
archists; how they act when they're arrested, the
troubles they give police. Our club is vitally interested
in eradicating this menace. Yes, vitally. Thursday
night, 6:30, at the John and Priscilla Hotel.”

I called the city desk: “I'm here, nothing breaking;
I'll be here from now on.” Then I hung up. T left
Tecumseh Street immediately and hurried over to head-
quarters.

Cunningham, the lieutenant, was evasive. He said,
“No, nobody’s seeing Kirchlander. D.A.’s orders.
He’s up on the third floor, isolation.”

“Isolation? Has he got measles?”

‘“He’ll have worse than measles. We’ve got the gun.
The ballistics men say it's the gun fired the bullet that
killed Vitulla.”

Cunningham stalled. Finally he said, “You can go
up now; but for five minutes only.”

Cunningham was a liar: “Nobody’s seeing Kirch-
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lander!” When I walked down the cell block, I saw
one of Cunningham’s stoolies, playing the part of a
visitor. He was talking to a make-believe prisoner in
a cell two doors away from Dave’s. Words resounded
in that steely place. I changed my mind, stifling the
things I had come to say.

Dave sat on a steel bunk. He held a rubber band

between his fingers, stretching it, snapping at anything
that crawled. He winked when he saw me.

I said to him, “‘Hello, killer.”

Dave answered casually, ‘“‘How are you, Tommy?
Any good Red menaces around this afternoon?” Dave
nodded toward the stool-pigeons: “Good Guildenstern
and Rosencrantz are with us.”

“Here’s a deck of morphine with a dash of cherry;
here’s a saw, two guns, and a bomb; and here’s your
street-car fare,” I recited. I handed him, one by one,
four or five packs of cigarettes.

Dave looked at me, wondering. The stoolie was
watching, listening. “It’s all right,” I said, waving.
“I'm working for the Kiwanis Club. I'm a menace
eradicator. The cigarettes are poisoned.”

Dave asked me, “Have they dusted off any of the
quaint exhibits, the museum pieces?”’

I nodded. “I learned, just a moment ago, about a
miniature fowling piece; the curator said it was a thing
of great value, but I thought it commonplace.”

“It has its historical value,” Dave said. “It keeps
bobbing up over and over again. Other collectors swore
they found one like it in the pockets of men at the
Haymarket, at Homestead, Ludlow, South Chicago.
It’s the same old thing. They said Emma Goldman
had it in her handbag when they accused her of bump-
ing off Wynken, Blynken, and Nod. It’s been handed
down from menace to menace. We menaces, you
know, we have our traditions.”

Suddenly I became a reporter. 1 flourished pencil
and copy paper. ‘“My name is Appleby W. Littleby.
I represent the thirty-five-cent Merchants’ Blue 'Plate
Special and Daily Courier.”

Dave looked at me, this time intently. “I ain’t say-
ing nothing to nobody. You'll have to sce my attorney.
Go to the receiving hospital and wait; that’s the best
way. When an ambulance arrives, my attorney will be
right behind it, puffing, breathless maybe.”

I went back to Tecumseh Street. I asked Hines,
“Anything doing, any calls?’ He said, “Some guy
named Bergson or Schoenfelt phoned; he wants you to
call him back. And your man Hennessey; he wants you
to send him a postcard.”

Again I phoned the city desk: “I’'m here, nothing
breaking; I'll be here from now on.” Then I hung up.
I called Schonenberg, the lawyer. Dave was quite right.
Schonenberg said he wanted to see me right away. 1
said to him, “Come on down to Tecumseh Street.”

We stood in a corridor near the bulletin board.
Schonenberg, talking, became buoyant. “I'll have Dave
out of jail by Tuesday night. The D.A.s all right.
And the cops, too. I feel sorry for them. It’s the
old heat from overhead, trying to discredit us with the
workers. The killing charge won’t be pressed. It’s
crazy; they know it you know it.”
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“I wasn’t there,” I said. “Dave and 1 were down
at Nantasket Beach.”

Schonenberg took a quick look down the corridor.
Hines came out of the press room and called to me,
“Couple of monkeys scalded down at the bleachery.
They're bringing them in now; not expected to last
long.”

Schonenberg asked me, “Who is he?” I told him,
“Hines of the Journal.”” Schonenberg watched him
down the hall, “Suppose I could get him to make that
goddam Journal spell my name right?”

-1 walked away, back to the press room. I called
Cawlfield at headquarters and told him to ask the dis-
trict attorney to give me a ring. For two days I wav-
ered back and forth between union headquarters and
Tecumseh Street. 1 tried to do Dave’s work and
mine. I did a little of both, badly.

Dave came out Thursday afternoon. I went over to
his room in the Plymouth-Puritan. Schonenberg kept
bouncing in and out, rattling papers, smiling, talking,
When no one would answer, he talked on the telephone.
Dave took a series of slow baths, singing, while 1 read:
David Kirchlander, 29 . . . released under $10,000
bond . . . conspiracy to incite riot . . . but denied mo-
tion to . . . I tossed the paper aside. How the hell does
Schonenberg know if they spell his name wrong or
right? He’s a reader. Kiwanis, 6:30, by Thomas
Gilligan. Dave and I talked about the meeting. 1
suggested Boston, finnan haddie, and beer.

Dave began to declaim: “Kiwanis calls. I'll go with
you. You can use a good menace; you can use me to
point at.” ‘

I looked at him; I was thinking: Don’t do anything,
gentlemen, until you hear from Gilligan. Reds, An-
archists, Kiwanians, Menaces with the light-brown Gilli-
gans, by Thomas Menaces. .

Dave and I walked up to the mezzanine, Priscilla and

']ohn Hotel, Banquet Room B. I saw a black ribbon

fluttering from a pair of nose glasses. I spoke to it:
“I’'m Gilligan of the Posi-Herald. This is McGonigle;
he’s here to cover your meeting.”

The black ribbon fluttered more: “Fine-fine-fine, glad
to have you boys with us. Sorry, Mr. Bundette can’t
be here; but make yourselves at home. Number of
guests with us tonight. While we’re waiting for din-
ner, go on up to 1408-and-10. You'll find everything
there.”

Everything was spread on a long table. I mixed
tinkling drinks for Dave and me. We sat in a corner,
all by ourselves, and watched. Nobody was there from
the other papers. They wouldn’t touch the story;
strictly a Post-Herald promotion, strictly Gilligan.
Dave and I watched, tinkling.

Every now and again someone came over and said
he was Jillson of New England Products Co. We
shook hands. I said I was Tompkins, Dave was Atter-
bury, both of the Shawmut Avenue Congress Gaiter
Co., out of the high-rent district.

The third Jillson looked at Dave.
you somewhere, your picture maybe?”’

Dave smiled. ‘“The paper runs my picture occa-
sionally; I write a sports column, all about lacrosse.”

“Haven't I seen
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Jillson slapped Dave’s back. “Knew I'd seen you
somewhere; never forget a face!”

Jillson was genial; he laughed, pleased. He said it
was a pretty rough game, lacrosse; he wouldn’t want
to be mixed up in none of it. Dave had only one drink.
I had two or three, maybe five. Four, I think.

We rode down in an elevator, back to the mezza-
nine, the dining room. We sat, Dave and I, near the
center of a table which formed the cross-piece in a
T-arrangement.

Everybody sang, standing, then sitting. A man
pounded with a gavel on a bell-shaped gong. He said,
“Old Chuck Elligutt, stand up! Spudgy Kimbalston
has filed a complaint against you; he says you met him
down in the lobby a moment ago and you called him
Mister instead of Spudgy. Violation of club rules, you
know. You are hereby fined twenty cents.”

Chuck Elligutt came over, grinning, to pay the fine.
He laid down the exact change. Everybody hooted.
Dave and I joined in the hooting: ‘‘Shame, shame on
old Chuck Elligutt.”

The chairman pounded again with the gavel. “And
now we'll hear a report from the sub-committee on
social welfare and civic betterment.”

The sub-committee spokesman rose and exclaimed,
“Give a thought to the little kiddies in Middlesex
Orphanage.”

Everybody gave thoughts. The club would send a
staft of barbers to the orphanage Sunday afternoon.
The committee had arranged everything; free haircuts,
the man announced, they wouldn’t cost the kids a
penny. The barbers would work for nothing and the
club would sponsor them—all free.

I looked at Dave. He was covering the meeting;
he was jotting things on copy paper. I tried to think
of a menace. No menace can touch you, gentlemen,
while Gilligan is here. Gilligan hates the menaces, the
Reds; Gilligan despises them, he eradicates them.
Gilligan menaces the menaces. Gilligan himself is a
menace. Gilligan the Red, with the light-brown hair.

Everything was so right, so soothing. No one was
speaking now; the room was quiet, save for eating
noises. Dave went on with his notes, writing down
what everything thought or ate. I tried to think of a
menace. .

The Kiwanian chairman began: ‘. . . the very founda-
tion of our democratic system . . . that we, as public
spirited citizens, must unite to crush these threatening
radical agitators. . ..” ’

I heard the name of Gilligan; I was being intro-
duced. No menacing thought would come to me. I
rose and stood there groping, Gilligan the Red, with
the light-brown mind. I tried to say: “Gentlemen of
Kiwanis. . . .”

Dave tugged at my arm and drew me back to my
seat. He said to me, for all to hear, “I’ll take care of
these mugs.”

Dave was standing, talkmg, “I bring you a report,
gentlemen, of the sub-committee on soc1a1 welfare, civic
betterment, and workers’ organization.”

I looked around the T-tables into faces intent, in-
stantly responsive. Dave went on: “In spite of your
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lying opposition, gentlemen, we are definitely going
ahead with the drive to organize workers in the Chesun-
ticook Mills. The results are amazing, really.”

The chairman whanged the gong. Spudgy Kimbal-
ston clamored, waving his arms. Other Kiwanians
joined in the yammering, but Dave outyelled them:
“Twelve thousand men are employed in the mills. More
than nine thousand of these have joined our union.
And we've only begun!”

“Radicals,” Spudgy Kimbalston shouted.
damned radical sonsabitches!”

Dave waited for the shouting to subside. *“‘Radicals,”
he said quietly, “radicals fighting off the toryish ills that -
Kiwanianism helps to spread. Agitators leading the
way to a new form of life, the freedom and beauty of
life; radicals, if you will, in the manner of old Sam
Adams, Hancock, Jefferson, Doctor Franklin.”

“God damned radlcal sonsabitches,” Spudgy shouted.

“Keep your seats!” Dave cried out to the rising
Kiwanians. “Itis my duty to inform you, gentlemen,
that bombs are attached to your chairs. We're trying
a new scheme tonight; individual bombs, one to each
chair.”

The chairman pounded the gong-gong-gong-gong-
gong.

Dave held his left arm before him; he began an
claborate study of his wrist-watch. He yelled again,
“Quiet, everybody; with all this racket going on, you're
making it very difficult for me. I can’t hear the fuses
sputtering.”

The yammering went on, louder. The chairman
made frantic motions. He waved the gavel in the air;
he shook his fist at Dave, at me, at everyone. More
motions, in frenzied pantomime; he pointed to Dave,
and then to the door. I was thinking: Why am I so
silent? I am the one they asked to talk. I’m the fea-
tured speaker. I leaped to my feet and shouted, ‘“Any
member who doesn’t like tonight's speech is hereby
fined twenty cents!”

“The fine goes double for Spudgy Kimbalston,”
Dave proclaimed. “‘Forty cents for Spudgy!. Spudgy
gets a double fine because he snitched on old Chuck
Elligutt, his fellow member.”

Kimbalston raced around the table-end. Charging,
swinging blindly, he landed one blow at the back of
Dave’s neck, a brutal, crazy wallop. 1 knocked a chair
aside. I smashed a left into Kimbalston’s face. Kim-
balston rebounded, flailing; he clipped me on the mouth.
He came in plunging, chin foremost. I landed squarely,
twice, three times. Kimbalston spun; I hit him again.
He reeled backward; he sprawled on the table, scatter-
ing coffee cups and Kiwanians, spattering the juices
from tumbled sherbet glasses.

Dave held his watch-arm aloft for all the members to
see; with his other hand he pointed: Only seventeen
seconds, gentlemen, before the blow-off !

I kicked a cup that lay at my feet. Dave grabbed me
by one arm. Together we started for the door. We
walked, ninety-two thousand miles we walked, through
roaring Kiwanis members. I could barely restrain my-
self. I wanted to flee. I feared a horde of Kiwanians
closing in, crushing Dave and me. We walked that

“God
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long, long way to the door; no one molested us, no one
followed us.

A~ waiter and two bus boys stood watching at the
door. Dave said to them, “We're sorry the dishes
were spilled.” The waiter grinned. The bus boys
waved a mock salute. ‘

We went out to the mezzanine and down to the
lobby. We kept on going, out to Dave’s car. Down
at Marty's bar we stopped. I ordered a scalding Tom
and Jerry. The bartender said to Dave, “Two?” Dave
nodded.

My lower lip was cut, inside. I ran my tongue along
my teeth, taking inventory. I counted and counted,
first the uppers, then lowers; once I counted forty-four,
another time only nineteen. Spudgy smacked me on the
mouth. Lamentable defense, by Thomas Gilligan.
Gilligan cops decision, though staggered by Kiwanian.
Gilligan scorns external force; he staggers from within,
quite unaided. No, thank you, gentlemen; the self-
staggering Gilligan needs no Kiwanian impetus.
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“I can’t take you anywhere,” Dave berated. “You're
always mixed up in a brawl.”

“It's the Kiwanians, the menaces,” 1 said. “They
rouse me to fury; it's the music, the flares against the
night sky, the mad abandon of the dance.”

“Maybe we ought to go back to the meeting,” Dave
said to me. ‘‘How in hell are we to know if the treas-
urer collects all the fines we levied ?”

I flicked a speck of nutmeg from the foamy top of
my drink. I went back to my counting, uppers, lowers.
This time I counted fifty-three.

I said to Dave, “Tomorrow night, I hope, I'll be
back at Tecumseh Street. Killers, filling-station bandits,
guys who were picked up in raids, only a few Kiwanians.
I'll be happier there.”

Dave tried to appear unecasy. He said, “I'm wor-
ried about the Kiwanian treasurer, trying to collect all
the fines we imposed. You know how treacherous these
Kiwanians are. Some of the members might try to
sneak out without paying.”

~ The Heroes
By William Rose Benet

How thunderous their firm defiance!
Their shadows on the sky are giants.

Their mouths are craters, they disgorge
Hot lead, and make the world their forge.

Their eyeballs glare. Their millions stand
With stiff and horizontal hand.

Hailing such heroes from the stars—
Who always ride in armored cars,

Now we behold in every place
The massive, the congested face,

The swollen throat, the wild declaim—
And people cowed, and people tame,

And people drilled, and people dumb,
And armament’s millenium.

Guards! Lest one deathly man alone
Stand up to call his soul his own.

Oh guards! And edicts! And arrests!
What? Men have hearts within their breasts?

They shall be stock, they shall be stone.
Mow with machine guns—keep them mown!

“You heard that laughter in the air?
Pivot the guns—swing here, swing there,

Blast the blue skies, search every tree,
Dynamite the insurgent sea!

Those stars! They sparkle on the night.
Eliminate their laughing light!

Endorse this treaty of the powers
Against the gay and traitorous flowers!

Instruct the army of your spies
Till all the world be lurking eyes;

Sentry the birds, stockade the herds;
Arrest those Words! Arrest those Words!

And now, oh gather, loudly raise
Your thunderous anthem in our praise,

Cry “Holy! Holy! Hail great power!
Before you all the earth shall cower,

Before you all the earth shall be
One prison camp, one sanguine sea,

And every heart as steel made hard!” .. .
That Voice again?
Turn out the Guard!
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Longfellow on Spain
By Henry Wadsworth Longfelloww Dana

How much of my young heart, O Spain,
‘Went out to thee in days of yore!
—Longfellow.

N\ VER a hundred years ago, a young American
O poet, twenty years old and full of poetic and
romantic enthusiasm, traveled the length
and breadth of Spain. Irun, Burgos, Segovia, Escorial,
Madrid, Pardillo, Toledo, Cordova, Seville, Cadiz,
Gibraltar, Malaga: he visited many of the cities and
towns whose names have been made freshly familiar to
us in connection with the struggle that is focusing the
eyes of the world on Spain today. For nine montbhs, this
young American poet reveled in the romance of the
glories of past Spanish history and legend. ,Yet in the
terrible conditions of that dark period of Spain a hun-
dred years ago, his heart was touched by ‘‘the challenge
of the poverty-stricken millions,” the contrast of rich
and poor, “the cruel and overbearing spirit of the muni-
cipal laws,” “the gentlemen of respectability washing
their crimes away in a little Holy Water,” ‘“the rags
and religion,” and the pride and warm sentiment of the
coimmon people that would ultimately resist this oppres-
sion—in other words the very forces a-century ago that
are in the background of the present conflict.

On first entering Spain on March 6, 1827, this young
American poet, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, was at
once struck by the poverty and desolation. He wrote in
his journal:

One of the first things which attract the attention of the
traveler on entering the northern province of Spain is the
poverty-stricken appearance of everything around him. The
country seems deserted. . . . The villages are half depopulated,
the cottages ruinous and falling away piecemeal, whilst the
people have nothing left them but rags and religion. . . . The
country lies waste and open to the sun; you see the traces of
former tillage; and here and there a ruined village, deserted by
its inhabitants, presents the melancholy picture of falling roofs
and moldering walls. The country looks stripped and bar-
ren—and you can everywhere trace the steps of desolation pass-
ing over the vestiges of former prosperity. (Longfellow’s
manuscript journal for 1827.)

This desolation of the common people of Spain in
contrast to the prosperity of the rich made a profound
impression upon Longfellow. In a poem called ‘“The
Challenge” dealing with Spain he wrote:

The poverty-stricken millions

‘Who challenge our wine and bread,
And impeach us all as traitors,

Both the living and the dead.

And hollow and haggard faces
Look into the lighted hall,
And wasted hands are extended

To catch the crumbs that fall.

For within there is light and plenty,
And odors fill the air;

But without there is cold and darkness,
And hunger and despair.

What struck Longfellow most was the contrast that
he found in Spain between the dream of past grandeur
and the misery of the present squalor, the contrast be-
tween the aristocratic few that he saw riding in the
Prado at Madrid at sunset and the masses of toiling
workers. Here is one of the pictures that he gives:

“Here comes the gay gallant, with white kid gloves, and eye-
glass, a black cane with a white ivory pommel, and a little hat
cocked partly on one side of his head. He is an exquisite fop
and a great lady’s man. . . . What a contrast between this per-
sonage and the sallow, emaciated being who is now crossing
the street! (Longfellow’s manuscript journal for 1827.)

Again Longfellow comments on the childish idle-
ness of the Spanish nobles of that day:

I have seen a whole room full of the “high-Born Spanish
noblemen” and daughters of dons and cavaliers engaged in such
games that in our country belong only to children.

In all this Longfellow realized how far Spain was
behind the times. He wrote:

Indeed it is like going back two centuries in this old world,
this visit to Spain. There is so little change in the Spanish
character, that you find everything as it is said to have been
two hundred years ago.

George Borrow in his famous book The Bible in
Spain goes still farther, attributing to Spain a lag of six
hundred years instead of two hundred years and saying

“the great body of the Spanish nation, speak, think, and
live precisely as their forefathers did six centuries ago.”

WHAT WERE THE REASONS for this inequality and back-
wardness in the Spain of that period? A dozen years or
so before Longfellow’s coming to Spain there had been
the invasion of Spain by the French under Napoleon.
This invasion had still left its traces everywhere and
Longfellow wrote:

It is at present a poor, poverty-stricken country. Eveéry-
where in the roofless cottage and ruined wall you trace the
footsteps of the old peninsular war. A lapse of ten years has
not changed the scene! You occasionally see by the roadside
the melancholy wreck of a posthouse within which a band of
desperate peasantry made an unavailing resistance against their
invaders and perished in their last stronghold. In the shat-
tered window and blackened wall—it seems a deed of yester-
day! The entrance of every village, too, presents you a similar
picture. As you approach the wretched inhabitations of the
peasantry, a troup of half-starved children, some absolutely
naked, others with but a fragment of a shirt or a tattered
jacket, will come shouting forth, lifting up their hands most
pitifully and begging a mouthful of bread. (Longfellow’s
manuscript journal for 1827.)
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If the foreign invaders tended to depopulate the
native Spanish citizens, they also lingered long enough
in Spain to leave illegitimate children of their own. It
is to this Longfellow makes allusion in a passage in his
manuscript diary which was later carefully stricken out,
but is still readable:

+ The French, who almost depopulated the country in the
war of Napoleon, are now doing miracles to make repara-
tions.

After the invaders had been driven out in guerrilla
warfare by the radicals under Francisco Espoz y Mina,
a liberal constitution was for a moment set up and there
was great rejoicing among the common people. Long-
fellow refers to this in connection with a fountain in
Malaga, which in celebration of the constitution was
supplied with wine instead of water. He writes:

On one occasion of merry-making—some great day of jubilee
during the time of the constitution—the water pipes of the foun-
tain were stopped—and it was made to spout wine! (Long-
fellow’s Brother Jonathan in Spain. M.S.)

Two years later, however, the monarchy was restored
under Ferdinand VII, who immediately revoked the
constitution, annulled the acts of the Cortes, and began
a ferocious persecution of the ‘“Liberales.” With the
overthrow of the Spanish constitution, even those who
had fought against the French invaders and saved Spain,
such as Espoz y Mina and his guerrilla warriors, were
hounded to death, exiled from the country, or forced to
hide in the mountains. Longfellow, while in the Guadar-
rama Mountains, writes of seeing one of Mina’s fol-
lowers, when he appeared for a moment out of hiding,
still biding his time to overthrow the monarchy and
reéstablish the constitution:

Whilst at supper a tall veteran-looking man entered the hall.
He was dressed in the common garb of the country village
and wore the little round hat of the peasantry. I was informed
that he had known better days. He had been one of Mina’s
guerrillas—one of the bravest—had been hiding among the
mountains since the overthrow of the Spanish constitution—and
for years had followed the humble occupation of a shepherd.
His whole conversation runs upon the return of better days and he
is panting to hear again the tocsin of war sounding to the echoes
of these hills and summoning the peasants from the plow and
pruning hook to the iron harvest of battle. (Longfellow’s manu-
script journal for June 1, 1827.) -

The frequent uprisings of the liberals against the
absolutists were put down by the King and his ministers

with brutality, yet there was the constant tension of a -
possible outbreak of a civil war. The young Longfellow

writes to his father:

There are rumors of war and we hear almost daily that the
king will immediately march off his troops to Portugal. Then a
royal guard marches up the street and then marches down again.
(Longfellow’s manuscript letter of March 20, 1827.)

Under such circumstances it is no wonder that there
was a tinge of sadness in the atmosphere of suppression
which pervaded Spain during this black period of “na-

tional nightmare.” Personal liberty was a dead letter. .
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The Spaniards seemed to be the only people in Europe
who were denied any voice in the management of their
own affairs, either national or local. Longfellow wrote:

The voice of a peasant, singing amid the silence and solitude
of the mountains, falls upon the ear like a funeral chant. Even
a Spanish holiday wears a look of sadness, a circumstance which
some writers attribute to the cruel and overbearing spirit of the
municipal laws. (Longfellow’s Qutre-Mer, p. 141.)

To add to the horror, the poor peasants lived in con-
stant fear of marauding bands of robbers. Longfellow
speaks of ‘‘the dark fiendish countenances which peep
at him from the folds of the Spanish cloak in every
town and village” and of “the little black crosses which
one comes upon at almost every step, standing by the
roadside in commemoration of a murder or other vio-
lent death which had taken place upon the spot.” He
speaks of having heard “tales of all that is wild and
wonderful in bloody murder and highway robbery.” He
makes it clear, however, that these crimes were not com-
mitted by revolutionists, workers, or peasants, but by
gentlemen in the odor of sanctity. He writes:

These are not organized bands, but “gentlemen of respecta-
bility”” who assemble from neighboring villages, commit robbery
on the highway—murder if necessary—and then disperse to the

. bosom of their families and wash their crimes away in a little

Holy Water. (Longfellow’s manuscript letter to his father,
March 20, 1827.)

This curious linking of acts of violence with re-
ligious zeal was at all times characteristic of Spain, as
it is of the fascist forces of Franco’s rebels today.
Longfellow speaks of the prominent traits of the Span-
ish hidalgos of his day as being a ‘‘generous pride of
birth” and a “‘superstitious devotion to the dogmas of
the church.” King Ferdinand VII had not only
revoked the constitution, but had restored the Inquisi-
tion. The Catholic Church was extremely powerful and
dreaded any revolutionary movement, even a liberal
one. Longfellow speaks of the *‘religious ceremonies of
the Catholic Church, which in Spain are still celebrated

with all the pomp and circumstance of darker ages,”
and adds:

The Spaniards, in their faith, are the most obedient people in
the world. They will believe anything the priest tells them to,
without asking why or wherefore; but at the same time, as you
may readily infer from this, they have as little pure religion as
can be found upon the face of the earth. (Longfellow’s manu-
script letter to his father, July 16, 182%.)

He proceeds to describe the external display of pious
reverence that the Spanish showed at the passage of
the Host or “‘consecrated wafer,” even turning in the
midst of festivities to kneel and cross themselves and
then renew the festivities again as though nothing had
happened. Longfellow wrote:

I was at the opera and, in the midst of the scene, the tap of
the drum at the door and the sound of the friar’s bell an-
hounced the approach of the Host. In an instant the music
ceased—a hush ran through the house—the actors and actresses
on the stage with their brilliant dresses kneeled and bowed their
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heads—and the whole audience turned toward the street and
threw themselves upon their knees. (Longfellow’s manuscript
letter to his father, July 16, 1827.)

In a country where there was a greater discrepancy
than anywhere else between the magnificence of the
Spanish monarch and the raggedness of the Spanish beg-
gar, Longfellow watched in amazement the empty and
ironic gesture of the base and brutal King Ferdinand
VII going through the religious rigmarole, performed
once a year, of pretending to wash the feet of twelve
barefoot beggars. He was equally appalled by the hol-
low mockery of “a dinner given to twelve poor women
at which the queen served as domestic.” He writes:

Each of the poor women had twenty different dishes allotted
her, and these were placed successively before her by the queen,
who received them one after the other from the hands of her
maids, and placing them for an instant upon the table to re-
ceive the refusal of the poor women, who sat like so many
female Tantali, passed them into the hands of the priest and
. thus they were stowed away under the table in twelve great.
baskets. (Longfellow’s manuscript letter to his father, July 16,
1827.)

No wonder Longfellow said: ‘““The people have noth-
ing left them but rags and religion. Of these, such as
they are, they have enough.” '

Of the queen who performed this mock ceremony,
Mr. Longfellow writes: “The queen is eaten up by a
most gloomy and melancholy religious frenzy—and
writes poetry.”

This “gloomy and melancholy religious frenzy” of
the Spanish nobility seems to have haunted Mr. Long-
fellow all his life. Long afterward he wrote a poem
about a Spanish legend, which he himself called “a dis-
mal story of fanaticism.”
dalgo proud and taciturn” whose only joy was in seeing
heretics and Jews burned to death or killed:

When Jews were burned or banished from the land,

Then stirred within him a tumultuous joy;

The demon whose delight is to destroy

Shook him, and shouted with a trumpet tone:

“Kill! kill! and let the Lord find out his own!”
—Longfellow’s Torquemada.

This religious fanatic was represented as spying on
his own daughters until he began to suspect them of
some heresy. He denounced them before the Grand In-
quisitor of Spain, Torquemada. When his daughters
were condemned by Torquemada to be burned at the
stake, the mad father insisted on bringing the firewood
himself and lighting the faggots with his own torch, still
muttering: “Kill! kill! and let the Lord find out his
own!”

Longfellow found that just because he did not attend
mass in Spain, some of the Spanish fanatics looked upon
him as a heretic or a Jew. He writes in his journal for
Sunday, June 3, 1927 : “As usual was absent from mass
—the villagers think me a Jew!” For the Spanish
Jews, Mr. Longfellow himself seems to have had the
highest respect. In his Tales of a Waystde Inn, he
represents a Spanish Jew as one of the most charming
of the six guests, who are gathered there with the land-

It was about “an old Hi-
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lord to tell their stories. Longfellow imagines no less
than four of the most beautiful of the tales as being told
by this Spanish Jew.

A Spanish Jew from Alicant

With aspect grand and grave was there. . . .
Well versed was he in Hebrew books,
Talmud and Targum, and the lore

Of Kabala; and evermore

There was a mystery in his looks;

His eyes seemed gazing far away,

As if in vision or in trance.

To be sure, the presence of this dreamy and learned
Spanish Jew in the midst of the gentiles gathered to-
gether at the Wayside Inn offers a little embarrassment
to the present owner of the Wayside Inn and hisliterary
editor,

LoNGFELLOW, then, in his attitude toward Spain
showed clearly his sympathy with ‘“‘the poverty-stricken
millions,” with the poor peasants being made a mockery
of by the king and queen, and with the victims of the
Inquisition. He saw all the grandeur and the glory of
the romance and dream of Spain. Yet he could not for-
get the shadow that haunted the country:

Yet, something somber and severe
O’er the enchanted landscape reigned ;
A terror in the atmosphere
As if King Phillip listened near,
Or Torquemada, the austere,
His ghostly sway maintained. , ‘
—Longfellow’s Castle in Spain.

Yet Longfellow had faith in the common people of
Spain, in the very dignity of the poor Spanish worker or
struggling Spanish peasant. He writes:

A beggar wraps his tattered cloak around him with all the
dignity of a Roman senator, and a muleteer bestrides his beast
of burden with the air of a grandee. (Longfellow’s OQutre-
Mer.)

Underneath this pride that is to be found even in the
common people of Spain, Longfellow recognized the
splendid qualities of unflinching courage and genuine
worth which would one day enable them to come into
their own. He writes:

The outside of the Spanish character is proud and on that
account at first a little forbidding. But there is 2 warm current
of noble sentiment flowing round the heart. (Longfellow’s
manuscript letter to his sister Elizabeth, May 15, 1827.)

This warm current flowing from the heart is the life
blood of the Spanish people today. The quotations that
have been given here make it clear that if Longfellow
were now alive, his heart would be beating in sympathy
with the heart of the Spanish people, besieged as they
are by reactionary forces of predatory wealth, fanatical
frenzy, and foreign invasion. He would cry out once
more:

How much of my young heart, O Spain,
Went out to thee in days of yore!
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