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Walt WhitJDan's DeDloeraey
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I accept Reality a!ld dare not question it.• , ,
(This day I am jetting the stuff of far more arrogant republics.)
-"Song of Myself."

HE revival of interest in Walt Whitman is largely due
to the recognition that he is America's most powerful and
inspired democratic poet. It is therefore particularly important for us to understand more clearly what Whitman meant
by the democracy he praised so ardently in Leaves of Grass. Did
he accept as his idea of democracy the nineteenth-century laissezfaire society in which he lived? What did he understand by individualism? Was he simply an idealist and romantic? How did
he reconcile the "aggregate" and the "separate"? The answer to
such questions should provide the clue to a more profound interpretation of Whitman's significance for our day.
Like all major poets, Whitman chose to let the intent of his
communication remain implicit in his verse. In his prose works,
however, he attempted a more logical and schematic presentation
of his ideas. It is useful to reexamine Whitman's various prefaces,
his notes, lectures, and essays-particularly Democratic Jlistas.
We must not rely on a quoted phrase or two to define and clarify
Whitman's position, but let him speak for himself as fully as
limited space will permit.
·
Before taking up his definition of and program for democracy,
it will be well for us to consider to what degree and in what
sense Whitman was an "individualist," an "egoist," a "romantic."
The most casual glance at Whitman's work: will dismiss the
notion that "individualism" or "egoism" meant to him anything
like selfishness or irresponsibility, self-preoccupation, or a ruthless will to power. He repeatedly used these words in contexts
in which we should today employ individuality or personality,
meaning the ripest and sanest development of a person in relation to his community. Explicitly and often he rejected the
narrow meaning of these terms and insisted that the individual
counted for nothing apart from the mass. To him it was "the
common ambition" that "strains for elevations, to become some
privileged exclusive"; whereas "the master sees greatness and
health in being part of the mass; nothing will do as well as common ground. . • • The great word Solidarity has arisen." The
meaning is unmistakable. Whitman's great individual "the mas,,
.
'
ter, would resemble Abraham Lincoln rather thar. any squarejawed "rugged individualist" or any beetle-browed roaring dictator. True individuality, in other words, was a dialectical unity
of opposites.

The origin-idea of the singleness of man, individualism will be found
cropping forth even from opposite ideas. But the mass, 'or lump character, for imperative reasons, is ever to be weighed, borne in mind and
p~ovid~d for. Only from it • •• comes the other, comes the chance o/indi'VIdualzsm. The two are contradictory, but our task is to reconcile them.
(Italics mine-P. S.)

Lest this be thought an isolated instance of Whitman's dialectical
approach to the problem of the relation of the one to the many,
consider the following :
The last, best dependence [of democracy] is to be upon humanity itself,
and its own inherent, normal, full-grown qualities, rwithout any superstitious support whatetVer. The idea of perfect indi'Vidualism it is, indeed,
that deepest tinges and gitVes character to the idea of the aggregate.
(Italics mine-P. S.)

Or this:
For to democracy, the leveler, the unyielding principle of the average,
is surely join'd another principle, equally unyielding, closely tracking the
first, indispensable to it, opposite (as the sexes are opposite) • • . confronting and ever modifying the other, often clashing, paradoxical, yet
neither of highest avail without the other•.•. This second principle is
individuality .•• identity-personalism.

It is emphatically no accident that the very first two lines of
the very first poem of his democratic epic, Leaves of Grass, are:
One's-self I sing, a simple separate person,
Yet utter the word Democratic, the word En-Masse.

Indeed, he tells us, in the "1872 Preface," that Leaves of Grass
• • . is, in its intentions, the song of a great composite democratic indi'Vidual, male or female. And following on and amplifying the same purpose, I suppose I have in mind to run through the chants of this volume
(if ever completed) the thread-voice, more or less audible, of an aggregated, inseparable, unprecedented, vast, composite, electric democratic
nationality. (Whitman's italics-P. S.,)

The dialectical unity of the individual .and the mass is the core
of his whole communication. Not only his book as a whole, but
such individual poems as, for example, the "Song of Myself,"
will be (has been I) completely misunderstood and misinterpreted
unless we recognize his belief in egoism as the full flowering of
the democratic individual, rooted in and indissolubly a part of
the democratic aggregate, not antagonistic to but, on the contrary,
triumphantly expressing the aspirations of the masses. "I contain multitudes" can only be understood as implying also, "Multitudes contain me-or express themselves through me."
Labeling Whitman a nineteenth-century egoistic individualist
would be fantastic enough ; but it is even sillier to place him
among the nineteenth-century romantic poets. Here again reference to his prose will be helpful. The hall-mark of Rousseau\esque romanticism is belief in the uniqueness and self-sufficiency
of the individual human soul, in the absolute freedom of the individual will. Your true romantic cannot admit to any limitations.
Man, to him, being godlike in essence, is only prevented from
expressing his perfection by the "unnatural" conditions of a civilized environment. Whence it follows that the individual is the
natural and implacable enemy of society, which, however, he is
able to dominate or "rise above" by an act of will.
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So much for theory. In practice what happens to the romantic is this. His uniqueness and the absolute freedom of his will
are daily contradicted by objective conditions, and in order to
preserve his illusions he retreats from the objective world and
builds a private subjective world of his own. In ,the decline of
romanticism we find him a despairing pessimist, hating men for
their imperfections or hugging his vision in hermetic isolation
or touched with paranoiac superman delusions-in any case blindly
fighting the social forces that would root out social evils, because
they at the same time threaten to dispel his illusions.
Only by distorting the romantic premises, or by grossly misinterpreting Whitman's message, could an attempt be made to
fit Whitman into the frame of pure romanticism. We have seen
that, to him, individuality was not an absolute but a dialectical
unity. His "perfect" individual was completely identified with
mass character and mass aspiration. More cheerfully than almost
any other mortal, he admitted his own human imperfections. No
poet was ever farther from superman delusions. None sang so
eloquently of "the common," "the concrete," "the normal." In
a thous;md variations he asserted that "the average man of a
land at last only is important." He never tired of advocating the
cause of the masses of "working-men and working-women,"
"the farmers and mechanics" of America, or of exposing the evils
of economic exploitation. He loved the people, both in the mass
and as individuals, as did no other American of his day with the
possible exception of his cherished hero, Lincoln.
He inspired and applauded rebels and revolutionists against
feudalism and reaction at all times and in all countries. As for
the thorny question of free will and necessity, we shall find him
much closer to the dialectical views of Engels on this point than
to the absolutism of Rousseau. Whitman wrote:
Strange as it may seem, we only attain to freedom by a knowledge
of, and implicit obedience to, Law.•.. The shallow ..• consider liberty
a release from all law, from every constraint. The wise see in it; on the
contrary, the potent Law of Laws, namely, the fusion and combination
of the conscious wiii, or partial individual law, with those universal,
eternal, unconscious ones, which run through all Time, pervade history,
prove immortality, give moral purpose to the entire objective world, and
the last dignity to human life.

While Engels expressed it this way in Anti-Diihring:
Freedom does not consist in the dream of independence of natural
laws, but in the knowledge of these laws, and in the possibility this gives
of systematically making them work toward definite ends.

True, Whitman wrote in a period of literary romanticism
and was influenced by it. He often employed its language in qualifying, modifying, or contradicting its concepts. You may plausibly
contend that he seems, like Hegel, to stand the dialectic on its
head. Admittedly, the democracy he praised so fulsomely in his
poems was never more than a rosy dream. But he himself was
wholly aware of this! "The fruition of democracy, on aught
like a grand scale, resides altogether in the future." In America,
"Not an ordinary one is the issue. The United States are destined
either to surmount the gorgeous history of feudalism, or else
prove the most tremendous failure of time." What he exalted
and magnified in Leaves of Grass were the signs, the portents,
the human materials of the future full-grown democracy.
Our America today I consider in many respects as but indeed a vast
seething mass of materials, ampler, better (worse also) than previously
known-eligible to be used to carry toward its crowning stage, and build
for good, the great ideal nationality of the future .•••

By no means were his eyes closed to the gross evils of nineteenth-century laissez-faire or to the "hollowness at heart" of the
American ruling class:
The spectacle is appalling.•.• The depravity of the business classes
of our country is not less than has been supposed, but infinitely greater.
The official services ..• except the judiciary, are saturated in corruption,
bribery, falsehood, maladministration; and the judiciary is tainted. The
great cities reek with respectable as much as non-respectable robbery and
scoundrelism.... In business (this all-devouring modern word, business),
the one sole object is, by any means, pecuniary gain.

In spite of the profligacy of the rulers, however, he felt justified in his oft-chanted optimism; for,
.•• behind this fantastic farce, enacted on the visible stage of society,
solid things and stupendous labors are to be discover'd, existing crudely
and going on in the background, to advance and tell themselves in time.

In other words,
the morbid facts of American politics and society everywhere are but
passing incidents ••. weeds, annuals, of the rank, rich soil-not central,
enduring, perennial things. • • •

A young democracy, he insisted, could not be judged in the
samples of its temporary chieftains and spokesmen:
The genius of the United States is not best or most in its executives
or legislatures, nor in its ambassadors or authors, or colleges or churches
or parlors, nor even in its newspapers or inventors-but always most in
the common people, south, north, west, east, in all its states, through all
its mighty amplitude.

He had noticed, he said, how for the time being "the millions of sturdy farmers and mechanics" were "the helpless supplejacks of comparatively few politicians.•••"
Sad, serious, deep truths. Yet there are other, stiii deeper, amply con·
fronting, dominating truths. Over those politicians and great and little
rings, and over all their insolence and wiles, and over the powerfulest
parties, looms a power, too sluggish maybe, but ever holding decisions
and decrees in hand, ready, with stern process, to execute them as soon
as plain!)" needed •.••

Decidedly, democratic society was in its adolescence, its true
character as yet undefined. It could not be credited with having
attained maturity until it had
••• fashion'd, systematized, and triumphantly finish'd and carried out,
in its own interest, and with unparallel'd success, a new earth and a
new man. (Italics mine.-P. S.)

Whitman had more than a crude notion of the process of historical evolution. For him democracy was not an abstract and
eternal good but a finite human growth, a culmination of "all the
developments of history." He recognized the usefulness and
inevitability, for their historic periods, of other social forms.
America does not repel the past, or what the past has produced under
its forms, or amid other politics, or the idea of castes, or the old religions
-accepts the lesson with calmness [that] the life which served its requirements has passed into the life of the new forins .•• that it was fittest for
its days-that its action has descended to the stalwart and well-shaped
heir who approaches-and that he [i.e., democracy] shall be fittest for
his days.

He was aware that democracy had developed, and would continue to develop not only "by all the moral forces," but also "by
trade, finance, machinery, intercommunications." He accepted
the theory that
the only real foundation-walls and bases-and also sine qua non afterward-of true and full civilization, is the eligibility and certainty of
boundless products for feeding, clothing, sheltering everybody . • and
that then the esthetic and mental business will take care of itself.

The "stern process" of social development could "no more be
stopp'd than the tides, or the earth in its orbit." And once democracy had attained maturity, its purpose would be "to illustrate,
at all hazards, this doctrine •..
that man, properly train'd in sanest, highest freedom may and must become a law, and series of laws, unto himself, surrounding and providing for not only his personal control, but all his relations to other individuals, and to the State; and that, while other theories, as in the past
histories of nations, have proved wise enough, and indispensable perhaps
for their conditions, this, as matters now stand in our civilized world, is
the only scheme worth working from, as warranting results like those
of Nature's laws, reliable, when once establish'd, to carry on themselves.

In this passage we see both Whitman's essential realism and
his residue of romantic idealism. To say that man may become
a law unto himself is to rule out the romantic axiom that he is
a unique free soul who is already a law unto himself. It is to accept human limitations and urge human perfectibility-not pro-
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claim it as a premise-in the ultimate democratic mass-individual.
Man ~ill reach after perfection "in his own interest" and in
accordance with, not in willful opposition to, natural laws. Yet
note that this scheme is one to work from rather than toward.
This is an example of Whitman's Hegelian thought-process. He
starts from the ultimate aim and criticizes objective conditions
according to the degree to which they fall short of the final stage ;
whereas Marx, who placed the dialectic on its material feet, began by a scientific observation of objective conditions past and
present ("The history of all hitherto existing society is the history of class struggles"), and worked by induction toward the
ultimate aim. Marx's emphasis is constantly on the objective situation and our immediate tasks; while Whitman, secure in his faith
concerning what we are to become, is content to speak vaguely
of a "stern process," "stupendous labors," and sluggish powers
looming in the background with unspecific decrees in hand.
To the extent that he stressed the necessarily ideal future at
the expense of present concrete taSks, Whitman can properly be
called romantic and idealistic. But having said this about him we
have scarcely touched his true importance. What matters is that
he speaks to us with a sincerity so ringing that we are inspired
to act in a way that no merely accurate scientific statement of
the truth could possibly inspire.
We must not ask the poet to play the political economist. Science and poetry speak: in different tongues, albeit their truth is
the same. As a matter of fact, Whitman insisted upon the political
significance of his work. Leaves of Grass as a whole, he says explicitly, is to be construed as a "radical utterance," while "the
special meaning of the 'Calamus' cluster . . . mainly resides in
its political significance." If a man can 'give us the emotional inspiration for social change, shall we require him also to detail
the particular mechanism by which the change is to be wrought?
Is it not enough that in becoming the greatest poet of democracy
Whitman came within an ace of being at the same time the first
great poet of Socialism?
The complete history of democracy, Whitman believed, would
exhibit three main stages.
The First Stage was the planning and putting on record the political
foundation rights of immense masses of people-indeed, all people . . •
not for classes, but for universal man, and is embodied in the compacts
of the Declaration of Independence, and, as it began and has now grown,
with its amendments, the Federal Constitution-and in the state governments, with all their interiors, and with general suffrage; those having
the sense not only of what is in themselves, but that their certain several things started, planted, hundreds of others in the same direction
dl}ly arise and follow.

The political acuity displayed in this statement is astonishing.
Whitman claims no more than that these foundation rights of
democracy have been "planned," "put on record," "started,"
"planted." There must be "hundreds of others in the same direction" before we have anything like a full-fledged democracy. Note,
too, his unqualified acceptance of the Declaration of Independence and his careful qualification of the Constitution to include
the amendments. We are justified in suspecting that he would
not have accepted it without the Bill of Rights or the anti-slavery
amendments.
Whitman considered that this stage, the enunciation of basic
principles, was virtually complete by the end of the Civil War,
with the abolition of slavery and the guarantees of personal freedom from bondage-though, to be sure, there were to be many
elaborations and amplifications.
The Second Stage relates to material prosperity, wealth, produce, laborsaving machines, iron, cotton, local, state, and continental railways, intercommunication and trade with all lands, steamships, mining, general employment, organization of great cities, cheap appliances for comfort,
numberless technical schools, books, newspapers, a currency for money
circulation, etc.

In this, the economic field, Whitman believed that the existing democracy was well on the way to maturity. "Not the least
doubtful am I on any prospects of •.. material success." In his
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day the relative prosperity of the American masses could be more
sharply contrasted with the poverty of Europe than it can today;
and he felt that all that was needed was "a more universal ownership of property, general homesteads, general comfort-a vast,
intertwining reticulation of wealth." He failed to see that mass
production had already invalidated the Jeffersonian ideal of private ownership by the masses of the means of wealth production.
He insisted that:
·
As Sismondi pointed out, the true prosperity of a nation is not in the
great wealth of a special class, but is only to be really attain'd in having
the bulk of the people provided with homes or land. in fee simple. This
may not be the best show, but it is the best reality.

He was by no means unaware of the rise of a wealthy privileged class in America. He had warned that:
Of all dangers to a nation, as things exist in our day, there can be no
greater one than having certain portions of the people set off from the
rest by a line drawn-they not privileged as others, but degraded, humiliated, made of no account.

As time went on, the existence of this class bothered him to such
a point that he finally began to question whether, after all, the
tendency in America, as in the foreign "feudal" societies, was
not toward a greater social inequality and unbalance. Calling attention to "the wealth of the civilized world, as contrasted with
its poverty," he exclaimed:
A rich person ought to have a strong stomach. As in Europe the
wealth of today mainly results from, and represents, the rapine, murder,
outrages, treachery, hoggishness, of hundreds of years ago, and onward,
later, so in America, after the same token-(not yet so bad, perhaps, or
at any rate not so palpable-we have not existed long enough-but we
seem to be doing our best to make it up).

He had the utmost contempt for "the toss and pallor of years
of money-making" with its "shameful stuffing while others starve."
He burst out against the policy of tariff "protection," not merely
on principle (and this is important, for it is an instance of his
practical realism), but because of the concrete observable fact
that the resulting "plunder" was divided among "a few score
select persons," "a vulgar aristocracy" of bankers and political
favorites, instead of among "the masses" of "workmen and workwomen."
His notes on this question were written in the age of the robber barons. Labor struggles had become intensified to such a
point that no observer of the democratic scene could ignore them,
least of all Whitman who had editorialized on the subject, and
always on the side of the workers, ever since his early days on
the Brooklyn Eagle. Now, however, the language of the labor
movement began to color the prose in which he expressed his
growing doubts of the "unparallel' d success" of democracy in the
economic field.
The American Revolution of 1776 was simply a great strike, successful for its immediate object-but whether a real success .•. yet remains
to be settled. The French Revolution was absolutely a strike, and a very
terrible and relentless one, against ages of bad pay, unjust division of
wealth·products, and the hoggish monopoly of a few, rolling in superfluity, against the vast bulk of the work-people, living in squalor.
If the United States, like the countries of the Old World, are also to
grow vast crops of poor, desperate, dissatisfied, nomadic, miserably-waged
populations, such as we see looming upon us of late years . . . then our
republican experiment, notwithstanding all its surface-successes, is at
heart an unhealthy failure.

Possibly the existing republic was not the fittest form for democracy. Still there could be no question, in Whitman's mind,
of going back, of retreat, of reaction to outworn social orders.
We must press forward. The question was not whether to "monarchize" or "democratize." World conditions clearly called for
"the w_ider democratization of institutions," and the only questions worth considering were "how, and in what degree and part,
most prudently to democratize." Apparently he did not realize,
until Traubel taught him late in life, that the "wider democratization of institutions" meant in the end their socialization. Still,

132
without "studying up in political economy," he could see two
classes in contrast and in conflict, and he passionately embraced
the side of hope and health and progress.
The third and final stage in the maturation ·of democracy
(Whitman's dearest concern) was, more or less concurrently:
( 1) the unification of the whole world within a democratic brotherhood of nations; ( 2) the evolution of a race of fully developed
democratic individuals; ( 3) the appearance of a "native expression-spirit" in literature, art, and science, equal to the grandeur
of the democracy it would portray. In his mind these seemed
but three aspects of a single fruition. Mature democratic individuals, secure in the inseparability of their welfare from the welfare of the mass, could not produce other than "orbic" creations
of the democratic spirit which, by its irrefutable superiority over
older social forms, must inevitably extend to enfold the world
in one vast democratic fraternity-"that dazzling, pensive dream
of ages!"
Topping democracy, this most alluring record, that it alone can bind
all nations, all men, of however various and distant lands, into a brotherhood, a family. It is the old, yet ever-modern dream of earth, out of
her eldest and her youngest, her fond philosophers and poets .•• making
the races comrades, and fraternizing all.

Although expressed in his own terms, it is clear that the ends of
Whitman's democracy-"a new earth and a new man"-were
those of modern international Socialism.
As might be e~pected, it is from Whitman's cultural program
that American writers have still the most to learn. There we see
him most closely identified with our own objectives and point of
view. For he demanded
••• a program of culture, drawn out, not for a single· class alone, or for
the parlors or lecture-rooms, but with an eye to practical life, the West,
the working-men, the facts of farms and jack-planes and engineers .••
and not restricted by conditions ineligible to the masses.

He was the implacable foe of art-for-art's-sake, the ivory tower,
and "that modern esthetic contagion a queer friend of mine calls
the beauty disease." The poetry of democracy should aim "to arouse
and initiate, more than to define and finish." "A great poem is
no finish to a man or woman, but rather a beginning. . . . The
touch of [the great poet], like Nature, tells in action."
The efforts of the true poets, founders, religions, literatures, all ages,
have been, and ever wiii be, our time and times to come, essentially the
same-to bring people back from their persistent strayings and sickly
abstractions, to the costless average, divine, original concrete.

The "new and greater literatus order," he said, would produce
"superber tableaux and growths of language, songs, operas, orations, lectures, architecture"-by no means for art's sake but for
"reconstructing, democratizing society." Works of art should be
tested first, perhaps, by their technical competence; then, if they
passed that test and claimed admission as "first-class works," they
were to be "strictly and sternly tried by their foundation in, and
radiation, in the highest sense, and always indirectly, of the ethic
principles, and eligibility to free, arouse, dilate." Therefore in his
own work he had been more anxious "to suggest the songs of
vital endeavor and manly evolution, and furnish something for
races of outdoor athletes, than to make perfect rhymes, or reign
in the parlors."
Mature democratic poetry would comprise not "the smooth
walks, trimm'd hedges, posies and nightingales" of the English
poets, but "the whole orb, with its geologic history, the cosmos,
carrying fire and snow, that rolls through the illimitable areas."
It would exclude no aspect of life or knowledge. "Exact science
and its practical movements are no checks on the greatest poet,
but always his encouragement and support." The poetry of the
future must "inspire itself with science and the modern," and
confront "the voiceless but ever erect and active, pervading underlying will and typic aspiration of the [democratic] land in a spirit
kindred to itself." It must be on the grandest possible heroic scale,
clearly overtopping the merely feudal grandeurs of the Elizabethans.
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By comparison with this vision, contemporary literature was
upsetting to contemplate. Education, manners, literature, said
Whitman, were still permeated by "feudalism, caste, the ecclesiastical traditions." Of poets "of a certain sort" there were "indeed
plenty ... many elegant, many learn'd, all complacent." But they
were mostly "dandies and ennuyees" piping their "thin senti·
ments of parlors, parasols .•. or whimpering and crying about
something, chasing one aborted conceit after another, and forever occupied in dyspeptic amours with dyspeptic women." In
short, they were precisely the romantic type, and the depth of
Whitman's scorn measures the gulf between him and the romantic tradition.
In the field of imaginative American literature Whitman could
find "not a single first-class work, not a single great literatus."
This sometimes made him lose his temper.
Do you call those genteel little creatures American poets? Do you term
that perpetual, pistareen, paste-pot work, American art, American drama,
taste, verse? I think I hear, echoed as from some mountain-top afar in
the West, the scornful laugh of the Genius of these States.

What he really heard, of course, was himself. He had said again
and again that democratic art must overtop the gorgeous flowers
of feudalism. Yet no democratic Shakespeare loomed in America,
no "greater literatus order." Very well, then, he would be its
forerunner.
Whitman never claimed to be a full-statured "orbic bard" of
.the future society. He was merely the first-not a finished product to be slavishly copied, but a trail-blazer-a "Beginner," to
use his term, and surely the most prolific of suggestions in all literary history.
Although he wrote in a romantic and idealistic age, he transcended the limitations of romanticism and idealism. When his
healthy, steady gaze revealed the shoddiness of contemporary society, by contrast with his dazzling ideal, he did not become
melancholic, or immure himself in ivory, or turn cynic and hate
mankind for its humaneness. On the contrary, he listened
courteously to Traubel's talk of scientific Socialism.
Alas, it was too late. By this time he was aged and semi-paralyzed. His major work was done. Simply, where the new doctrine coincided with his lifelong sympathies and intuitions, it
pointed and clarified his expression:
America is ... for the great mass of people-the vast, surging, hopeful
army of workers.
The crowd of the grave working-men of our world-they are the hope,
the sole hope, the sufficient hope of our democracy.

At Traubel's prompting, he verbally accepted Marxism. "Sometimes I think, I feel almost sure, Socialism is the next thing coming." And yet: "I shrink from it in some ways .•• sometimes
I don't like to think of it."
His reluctance is so understandable! For Whitman to accept
the indivisible whole of scientific Socialism meant invalidating the
ideal tone and expression of too large a body of his work. He was
old. It was too late to begin again. To face "the facts of farms
and jack-planes" with the old heartiness, to make the tragic admission that his "practical fraternity •.. over the whole globe," his
classless international democracy, could not be born without another, a final death-grapple with "feudalism," was too great a
strain on his waning strength. He didn't like to think of it.
Once Traubel asked him directly if he thought the class that
had expropriated the workers could ever be persuaded to return
the loot. Whitman replied, "I'm afraid not. I'm afraid the people
will have to fight for what they get"-words of reluctant resignation rather than simple recognition of inevitability. Traubel
tried to cheer him up-called him, flatteringly, "a pretty good
revolutionist after all!" And Whitman was pleased-but not
really fooled. Whether because of unfamiliarity with theory, or
lack of direct contact with the Marxist movement of his day,
Whitman was never a thoroughgoing Socialist, and he knew it.
What he was, explicitly, was simply the most important example of, and s,Pokesman for, the transition in American literary
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tradition between the idealism of our revolutionary middle-class
democrocy and the materialism of our coming revolutionary working-class democracy. His ideas might be still couched in the language of the first; but his sympathies and purpose were already
stoutly on the side of the second.
This is his claim and his right to our most serious reconsideration. Millions of Americaps are still faced with the need of

making, in themselves, the same transitiOn. With Walt Whitman, comprehended and clarified, they are privileged to travel
the entire journey in the company of our greatest poet. And when
they reach the end, they will not be, like him, old and tired and
sick. The final realistic truths which he could only accept with
his head and mumble with withered lips, they can believe with
their bowels and fight for with their fists.

Spanish Diary
James Neugass
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down the canyon river-bottom of the Alfambra Valley and arrived at Tortojada, six miles from Teruel and
one from the front lines, in time to scramble down a gulley and dive into one of the very good caves in its side. The sky
is as blue as it can only be when there is snow on the ground. The
few thin clouds that the wind drives from peak to peak, whiter
than anti-aircraft puffs, interfere neither with their aim nor ours.
At the bottom of the narrow valley run our road and the
Alfambta River edged by lines of dry, bare poplars which for
miles are the only firewood but for beams from destroyed houses,
and the new Zaragossa-Teruel railway, complete with stations
and tunnels, but without rails. Stream, road, and railway are
beautifully protected. from artillery fire by the ridge, just beyond
which are the trenches. The town, on the far side of the road
and a half mile from it, is a steep, crooked mess of scrambled
mud and rubble houses, one-fourth in ruins. Because we are out
of range of their artillery and machine-guns, because it is very
cold, and because we are so near the fighting, Tortojada is an
excellent place for a classification post. The recently dug cave
in which we have installed supplies of sterile gauze, adhesive tape,
bandages, stretchers and blankets, morphine, caffeine, adrenalin,
and camphor; a field telephone connected with the positions on
the hill; and bread, coffee, beans, canned beef, milk, and jam,
is already half full of freshly dressed wounded waiting for evacuation. The rest is up to the boys dug in on the hill.
ROVE

January 14.
Plenty of time to write. It is 1 :45 p.m. and there have been
very few cars on the roads today. The weather is perfect, except
for artificial man-made clouds on the brown crest of the hill,
a mile across the valley. Shells break white and raise pillars of
stone-dust. We aren't so far from their artillery as we had thought.
I had finished shaving by nine a.m. and was just about to
go down to the river to brush my teeth when the men first ran
to the refugios. I had been hearing the average explosions and
idly watching shells break under the long hillcrest, and had not
noticed the sound of the first planes.
That was about five hours ago. Leaning out of the opening
of a dugout like a groundhog looking for the February sun, I
have seen the same two-motored, three-motored, four- and twentymotored squadrons of bombers, pursuit and attack planes pass
by tens of times. Never counted more than eighty-four fascist
planes overhead at any one time, but of course I couldn't see the
other side of the hill. One mile away by bullet flight lies a long,
low gap in the hills which the Thaelmann Battalion is defending. That is the point at which they are trying to break through.
The main kinds of noises are: ( 1 ) constant, increasing, rising,
and falling hum of great and small plane-motors everywhere;
( 2) shells exploding on the hills ; ( 3) the machine-gunning of
the infantry attacks and counter-attacks; ( 4) the drilling roar
of planes diving on the town underneath which I sit; and ( 5) the
backwards, gasping stutter of the machine-gun bullets they throw
at us, peppered by hand-grenades. Of course there have been

other sights and sounds, such as the white-burning glare of incendiary shells, some below the ridge and some on the road, and
the twittering of birds in the riverside trees.
The air in these rat-holes, dug in the precipitous bank of the
river, shakes and pounds. A bit of paper shudders on the floor.
A dog has been wandering about the far bank of the river all
morning. There are other little mongrels in the cave with us.
Those birds in the dry, gray trees wrangled all morning. I have
never before heard such a disgusting noise except in cities at
nightfall, when whole ivy walls of sparrows chatter before going
to sleep. The birds are now gone. I wonder where.
The boys are saying that this is worse than Brunete last July.
Brunete was supposed to be worse than anything else.
At one time, their Pavos ("turkeys" are what Aragon peasants
call the German trimotors) and whole squadrons of other planes
did all sorts of fancy sky-writing in white, just like advertising
back in the States. At first, we thought that the lines of white
smoke coming out of their exhaust-pipes were gas. Then somebody thought he saw a fascist emblem being traced out. Soon
the sky was full of the Phalangist emblem-gigantic sheaves of
arrows bound by a yoke. The display was supposed to constitute some sort of fancy psychological trick, I suppose, as if the
planes were saying, "Here we are; this is our proud emblem;
come and get us." Their artrllery had been throwing incendiary
shells against our hillside for the same pseudo-psychological purposes, since the only inflammable things on these desert hillsides
are low thorn-bushes. No ambulances could live on these roads.
We will have to wait until nightfall.
I thought it best to get my car ready. Its radiator was empty.
All cooling systems are kept drained, since they would freeze
in an hour if left full, and there is no garage capable of making
repairs for a hundred miles.
~ went down to the river with three pitchers, filled them, then
walked back up the hill. There was no one to be seen anywhere
in the valley, no cars, no movement but for the smoke of the
shells. Finally I was able to make out three cavalrymen winding
up the hill to the pass through which the enemy is trying to break.
I felt, well, as if I wanted to get the job done. So long as you
don't run, you aren't afraid.
Now I am back in our underground classification-post, waiting
for orders, and feeling better. I should have hated to have been
sent on the road and caught with no water in my radiator.
I am worried ( 1) that the fascists will come through the pass,
cut the road and bottle us up in the town with all our equipment
and ambulances; (2) that the boys up on the hill are taking a
lot of punishment. We are at the apex of the shock-center of the
fascist attack. The fall of Teruel was a slap on their cheek which
was heard all around the world. They are spending a lot of fancy
dough on explosives to get it back. So far as this town is concerned, their gunners hit nothing but Mussolini's bankroll.
Well, the fireworks have let up slightly. Maybe their aviators
went home for lunch. I am going to look for some myself, right
now.
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January 15.
The fascist aviators must really have gone to lunch, yesterday,
for about half an hour. When they should have been eating their
dessert, clouds had begun to drift across the Cerro Rojo, or Red
Ridge, across the valley. The brilliance of the morning had dissolved into drifting mist and haze. I thought that we were safe.
Very soon, the air again filled with motors. During all the cloudless ,morning, we had at least been able to see the planes coming.
Things kept getting hotter and hotter. But there was no artillery fire. I learned from the wounded I carried that night that
there had been no "zero hours" and "over-the-tops." The fascist
infantry had attacked all afternoon. The two armies were so
closely interlocked that cannon-fire was impossible.
The air tactics of the enemy had now changed. Their planes
were now traveling below the clouds. Whirlwinds of twenty
attack-biplanes appeared at two or three places at once, diving,
machine-gunning, rising, and whirling back.
Then our planes came. I knew that they were ours-because
of black anti-aircraft puffs (ours are white), because of the sudden wheel of flame and black smoke on the lower slope of the
ridge, where theirs had unloaded all at once, in flight, and because of the sounds of dog-fighting. In half an hour the air was
clean. We lost one plane, and they three. This we counted a defeat. Tonight their commander will telegraph Hitler, and in
twenty-four hours their three lost planes . will be replaced with
six brand new ones. That night I looted the ignition diagram
from the dashboard of a Fiat we had knocked down. All the
writing on it was in Italian.
Night started to fall. We wandered back to our outdoor kitchen,
where pots were boiling. Again and still again there were alarms.
This time I found a cavalrymen's dugout. We were machinegunned until the light failed, and it was comfortably dark. Their
planes seem to have orders to bring no ammunition home. Whatever they have left, at the end of the day, they empty on usbombs of odd weights, grenades, machine-gun chambers. They
have ammunition to waste, and they waste it. I did not know how
low their planes were coming. When they dive that low, you
don't look. You sit with your back to what openings in the wall
there may be, and wait. I thought at first that a machine-gun
right outside the cellar window where I sat was firing on the
(JfJions. Tnen I decided that the machine-gun sound must be the
starting of a motorcycle. But because the sputter invariably came
simultaneously with the diving of the planes, I realized that
what I was hearing was the sound of explosive ~achine-gun bullets, striking the street outside the window. Later, I saw the scars
they had made, strings of craters a foot across and two to four
inches deep in the frozen road. Hand-grenades had also fallen.
The results of the day's attack on the town were hardly apparent. New-bombed houses are hard to tell from old-bombed
houses, and the blood of those who had been killed and wounded
in them had soaked into the plaster-dust in which the ruins
floated. Four new-wrecked houses and eight dead, I should say.
Their aim is bad. They hit .only one out of te~, but they come
back ten and a hundred times. Every day, the towns of the Alfambra Valley become lower to the ground and dirtier. Our faces
and hands and the skin beneath our clothing become dirtier
and dirtier. The dead are the dirtiest of all, not so much with
blood and dust and mud, but with the grayness that so soon
darkens their faces and fingernails.
The lines on the ridge had held. After dark, life in Tortojada began where it had been broken off by the sound of the
planes that morning. Horses were watered, sheep moved through
the twisted streets down to the river, fires were again lit, and
smells of cooking mixed with the fumes of burning damp bandages
and gasoline, which are the nasal trademarks of this neighborhood and of war. Women who had spent the day with their children in the fields or in the caves of the mountains back of us
came back: to their houses, or to what had been their houses.
The first wounded arrived soon after dark. Some of them had
been carried down the mountainside to the road, where they had
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been picked up by the first munitions trucks to come out after
dark. Light-wounded walked in from the lines. A great jam of
ambulances, loaded and empty, developed on the lip of the gully
into whose side our post is cut, in the soft, chalky, tan clay of
this region, the clay which streaked the crowns and rims of our
hats, our elbows and knees, and the seats of our trousers.
Mules were packed with flat crates of cartridges and square
boxes of grenades, and left for the ridge. Field-telephone wiremen went out to check their lines. A fortifications brigade rose
out of the earth, and the cavalrymen led their horses out of concealed stables.
Since, for a reason I did not yet understand, I had not been
sent out to pick up a load, I helped in the cave. By candlelight,
stretcher after stretcher was carried down a ramp in one side of
the gully and across the frozen stream in its bottom. My job
was to cut off clothing. This must be done because of the danger
of infection and because we must find out very quickly all the
places where a man has been hit. Very few of the wounded I
saw last night or at any other time were hit in only one place.
Modern shrapnel breaks into fine metal spray that spreads as
efficiently as water over an expensively groomed lawn back in
the States. The modern machine-gun fires so fast that it seldom
hits a man in a single place. You can't pull off a man's clothing,
because this motion, however careful and slight, would grind the
broken ends of his bones into his muscle. We carried. the clothing out of the cave to a pit. Cartridge belt, rifle, bayonet, sidearms, and shoes are dumped beside the cave's mouth. Many a
man got a good pair of shoes or a revolver from a classification
post, not to speak of knapsacks, mess-tins, and spoons.
After the clothing comes off, and an inspection is made by the
evacuation doctor, fresh gauze and adhesive are applied, and the
case gets his anti-tetanus and gas-gangrene. He is given stimulants or sedatives, a card with his name, rank, brigade, and a
description of injuries and medication, and then waits on a
stretcher, under as many blankets as we can give him, until an
ambulance pulls out for the rear. The sick are also evacuated from
classification posts, and sometimes are given a night of sleep or
a day of rest with us. Many frozen feet and ears were coming in.
As soon as the sun had gone down, I was ordered out to Kilometer 2~, just outside of Teruel, to the English Battalion. Without lights, of course, I drove fo~ a few miles through troops, tanks,
armored cars, mules, light artillery, until I came to a railroad
bridge. The brigade, which was dug in behind the bridge and the
embankments on both sides of it, removed sandbags from the
road so that I could pass. I had an unpleasant feeling that the
sandbags were being replaced after I left.
The other side of the bridge, traffic of all kinds had ceased.
There were no sounds, in the light of the half-full moon, but
for intermittent, nervous, single rifle-shots. If rifles are psychopaths, machine-guns are maniacs.
I began to wish I could see someone or hear a voice. There is
no silence like that of red-hot spent bullets as they streak across
the road at night. Tracers pass with a white light, like racing,
supercharged fireflies, but I did not see many of these.
I got to the old anti-aircraft pit in which the English were
and had set up their first-aid post. I was given a load of lightwounded. The heavy-wounded had left in a truck that afternoon. Dead lay stretched out like sausages on a griddle next to
the road waiting for the camion which handles them.
I was told to go to a receiving hospital, twenty miles back
over the mountains. The first five miles had to be done without
lights, watching for old and new shell-holes. This road must be
under fire during daylight. I climbed and climbed. Just as soon
as I was able to turn on my lights, I was again driving blind,
because I had run into the snow-fog which rises on the mountains of Aragon after a day of sunlight.
I got home, at five a.m. perhaps, to find my mattress gone. I
picked out two feet of space on the floor of the ruined house
where we slept, took off my shoes, and immediately went to sleep.
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~~The Pseudo-Suicide~~
A

FRAGMENT

A. T. Rosen
Torches spurtled up. And from the sea
a searchlight sprang to the skyline and was botched
on wet resisting fog-when folded back
it broomed up flavors from the waterfront
and graced the Vigilantes' tilted heads
with essences of coffee, spice, and oil.

" ... ours be a nation of youth."
Yet what was left of all his world but words?
He should have yelled, "You can't set traffic lights
on Age. Why even as you talk your time
is roaring in like a train ahead of schedule."
"New techniques, new ideas-"

'~Christian

Americans!"

From poolrooms, bars,
and licensed agencies for crime, the mob
massed bristling like some hulking animal
that waits the trainer's signal to perform.
Among the listeners an old man stood
islanded in lone identity.
He was of that contemporary breed
who keep inskulled as if in quarantine
the prowling sickness which drives men to lean
over the very roof~edge of despair;
yet these are the ones who never jump, but stay
steady as any lounger on the sidewalk.
For they are pseudo-suicides who dream
that death is proxy to their will-dream
and find it better to dream than die.
He watched, as if in fever or hypnosis,
the face, rough as a chapped fist, jabbing
at the quick~eyed crowd to punctuate
a rattle of rhetoric; heard, like the rush
of coal down a tin chute, the patriot words
Law and Order, God, America,
encored by the mob and megaphoned
"to Nigger and Kike and gutless Government."
"Freedom don't mean anarchy"Instinct
came alive in the old man. His protest
screeched like an unoiled saw, "Mr. Speaker,
and Democracy-?"
"Democracy, my friend,"
(the face with stone-vacant headlights seem~d to speed
unerringly toward him) "Democracy's
either gonna be streamlined or wind up
an ex-champ like yourself, old, on the bum."
The cynic eye-grin. The irascible stance
of a pit bull-terrier. He should have dared them both.
Old men who wait before the last exit,
the next in line to go-they should not wince
at slapping words.

He should have cried,
"Freedom, Opportunity, Love of Truth,
are these the old ones or is Hatred old,
is Prejudice, Poverty, Panic, Ignorance old?
And what's their worth, your old-new infamies?
You'll find them far less practical to your need
than luckcharms thick in cobweb of the past."
He should have shouted, "Stop that man!
Stop all such men-"
"Niggers, Reds, and W ops,
they've ganged up on us, made hell of our harbors;
Cargoes of cotton, iron, beef, oil, grain,
to feed and clothe and arm America
lie stalled in the hatches-"
He should have cried,
"In times when in the place of man-sized wheat
a parched earth sends up only runt-like sprouts,
when gradually the gates of Nightmare rise
around cities where the mind is a dark sky
full of electric, in times like these
such men are criminal, and worse-"
or else,
"It's not this simple strike he aims against
but at Society itself. He speaks
for chronic wretchedness, defeat, and death,
the privileged death after the last-lived shame."
The old man stood, a slouched shadow, vexed
by the guilt of wisdom gagged in him;
he knew the consequence when demagogues
juggle their dynamite among such mobs.
Yet kept still, not from fear of self,
but fear that free opinion be impinged.
"Strike out the strikers!"
Then the pipelines snapped,
the reservoirs caved in-out of the mob
ten thousand years of skirling savagery
broke loose.
Like an old silent man
Liberalism ran before the flood,
taking a last look at the face, galvanic,
that seemed to have no body but the dark.
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~o-wards

of Us All

Ernest Brace

E

sat rigidly erect. Arthur's temper had always seemed
such a normal, healthy one-a temper which broke loose
with gusto, raged lustily around its tormentor-usually
imagined-and then returned calmly, sometimes smilingly, to
its cage. It was not like that now. It had not been like that, Ellen
realized, for a long time. It was venomous and the venom did
not spurt freely, rather it seemed to be squeezed out with hysterical frenzy. Though she could hear every word Arthur spoke,
she got up and tiptoed to the edge of the stone veranda to listen.
"Well, what the hell did you think I meant? That I wanted
you to cry on them a little? God knows that would kill the bugsand probably the flowers, too. . . . You didn't understand?"
Arthur's voice was almost falsetto in his effort to make his words
bitter. "Well, last month when you asked for a raise and you
didn't understand what I said, you damn well said so. You better go back to Hungary or wherever the hell it is you came from
if you can't learn English. Do you know what 'fired' means? It
means get the hell out of here! You're no damn good and I don't
want you around!"
Ellen turned quickly and went into the house. She crossed the
cool, dim hall and ran lightly up the stairs. She disliked this feeling of running away, but she disliked even more the certainty
that she could not escape from the thoughts and fears which had
been growing so rank in her troubled mind recently. She stepped
into the bathroom and closed the door. She leaned with her back
against it, staring into the mirror opposite, feeling the cool surface of the one behind her.
She heard Arthur climbing the stairs. She remembered how
he used to go up them two at a time, and she wondered how long
ago he had stopped doing that. She had not noticed at the time.
There were so many things she had not noticed at the time, things
now suspended in the soft, pink: haze of memory. She heard his
bathroom door close. Silence settled like dust about her. Was he
standing as she was, staring at his mirror? The two mirrors
were back to back. She tried to imagine his face, square and somber, with a jaw and mouth that gave the impression of a heavily
sagging mass rather than massiveness; the eyes were gray and
resentfully stern. She could see the features, but the face as a
living expression she could not imagine. She knew him too well
and not at all. What could be the matter? What horrible menace
could be driving him to such frenzy?
She pursed her thin lips, as she always did when she made up
her mind to be sensible, and stepped up to the basin to wash her
hands, though she had washed them only a half hour ago. She
powdered her nose, which was thin and aquiline with flaring,
almost translucent nostrils. She looked for a moment steadily and
severely into her own blue eyes and quite leisurely went downstairs again. She stepped out on the veranda, picked up the magazine she had been looking at, and sat down in a broad wicker
armchair.
As soon as she heard his step on the stairs she· felt her whole
body grow swiftly tense. She took a deep breath and tried to
relax. She didn't want to quarrel. She didn't want to hear about
the gardener. Arthur came out, lighting a cigarette.
"Hot today in the city," he said, snapping his lighter shut.
"It must have been awful. It was bad enough here."
He sat down with a deep sigh.
"I just fired Nick," he observed, sighing again.
"Why?" she asked, pretending surprise.
"I told him last week to spray the roses and he forgot it. I
told him again yesterday, and tonight he tried to tell me he hadn't
understood what I said. I guess he understands me now."
LLEN

"That's too bad."
"What do you mean?"
She sensed that he had turned with sudden belligerency to
stare at her.
"Just what I say. It's too bad he wasn't more satisfactory.
We've had so many gardeners lately."
"And all of them expensive and worthless."
So he was worrying about money again. She said nothing, heeding the usual storm warnings.
"We'Il get somebody by the day when we need work: done.
There's no sense having a man all the time, anyway."
"But you tried that and decided it was unsatisfactory."
"Well, plenty of other people seem to manage and I don't see
why we can't. One thing we've got to do is to get out of this
habit of spending money whether we can afford it or not."
"Are things really getting so bad again?"
"I don't know how things are-nobody does. But if I can help
it I'm not going to get caught again with debts and responsibilities I can't afford. One week: you make a little money, and the
next you find the government has thought up a new tax to take
away two or three times as much as you've made-and just to
feed a lot of worthless people like Nick. God knows what's likely
to happen to anything or anybody these days." He threw away
his cigarette in exasperation and smoothed back his graying hair.
His eyes were restlessly bitter. "And Willie wants to get married
-on $22.50 a week. My God, I can't get over that! Even if he
is young he's got eyes. He ought to be able to see what's happening all around him."
"I wouldn't worry about that-now. I shouldn't be surprised
if he changed his mind. I happened to hear him talking over the
telephone with her last night, and if any young man was ever irritated, he was-not angry or jealous or indignant-just irritated."
"Well, I hope you're right."
"I think your telling him flatly that under no circumstances,
sickness, babies, anything, could they come to live here impressed
him. I guess he was afraid you might really mean it."
"I did."
"I know, but of course parents don't let their children starve
if they can help it-at least our kind don't."
Arthur frowned but he did not deny her assertion.
"I wish we could sell this place," he said at length.
"Oh dear, is it as bad as that? You know we can't-not with- ,
out losing a great deal-and we've got to live somewhere."
"I know, but I'm tired of the whole set-up. I'm tired of houses
and gardens and servants. I'm getting so I hate every tree and
bush on the place. You buy yourself a home like this and kid
yourself into thinking that no matter what happens you'll always
have a place to live. But we've seen enough of our friends go
broke to know that a roof over your head is worse than a stone
around your neck if you have to move fast."
"But what can we do? What do you want to do?"
"It doesn't make any difference what I want to do. The engineer driving the Twentieth Century might just as well decide
he'd like to take a short cut across the fields as for me to talk
about the things I'd like to do."
Was this, Ellen wondered, the beginning of that vague horror called a nervous breakdown? Was Arthur likely to brood
himself into desperation? What had happened, really? If his
business had survived the years of acute depression it didn't seem
likely that it should be in real danger now. She could remember
when Arthur had smiled scornfully at the timid, henlike flutterings of so many men. But in the end the epidemic of fear and
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worry had reached him too, not that he had lost any QlOney or
that his business had been more than moderately slackened. For
two distressing years they had economized erratically and, as
it seemed now, senselessly. They had discharged Martin, the
gardener who had been with them for a dozen years, ever since
they had first bought the place. They had cut do~n Willie's
allowance at college, and they had done a lot of other things·
like going around turning off lights and buying fewer clothes
and fewer table delicacies. Actually she had not suffered, but
the whole experience had been distasteful. If Arthur's panic had
seemed like a delayed echo of the general scream, like an echo
it showed every sign of rounding out the final lingering note
of fear.
Cocktails, as usual, somewhat revived Arthur's spirits. At dinner, which they ate alone, he discussed almost affably the approaching breakup of a neighborhood family they had known for
some years. It was not until she mentioned quite casually the
futility of doing anything drastic about the dissatisfactions of
middle age that she noticed any return of his irritability. And
then, as always, before she could do anything about it or even
make up her mind as to the direction from which it was coming,
the storm broke.
"You talk as though everybody who reached the age of fortyfive or so suddenly got fed up," he said.
"Not everybody, of course. But you must admit that a great
many of our friends have had trouble. There were the Pattens
and the Oldens and the Camboys and-"
"Are you?"
"Am I what?"
"Fed up."
"Don't be silly."
"God knows you act as if you were."
"I ! I like that when I seem to be the only one who makes the
slightest effort to keep the peace."
"I didn't realize I was so difficult to live with."
"Oh, please let's not quarrel about nothing. Can't we even
mention other people's troubles without increasing our own?"
They eyed each other through the distorting confusion of distrust, wonder, despair, and all the blind emotions that twenty-odd
years of married life can conjure from the most commonplace
phrases. They were very close to each other-their bickering was
proof of that-and at the same time they were thousands of miles
apart. It was as if a commuter approaching Manhattl].n by ferry
should suddenly discover that he must go the other way around
the world to get there. The great circle of their relationship
embraced vast seas and continents of experience and emotion.
"Well, damn it, I'm fed up with your complete lack: of sympathy," he shouted, desperately bolstering up his irritation.
"Sympathy with what? Every day I beg you to tell me what's
wrong, why you seem so nervous and worried all the time. You
won't let me be sympathetic. You won't let me get anywhere
near you."
"There's no answer to such logic, I guess." He stood up and
threw down his napkin as if it were a torpedo he was trying to
explode. "No answer but feeling, and you don't seem to have
much of that. You take me, as well as everything else in your
life, for granted, and when I show any feeli~gs or worries,
you're upset and annoyed, the way you are when the icebox
stops running or something goes wrong with the furnace. You
seem to think the world is something installed for your personal
use with a lifetime guarantee and when it doesn't work to suit
you all you have to do is complain. Every time I mention economy you look: like a Christian martyr. I don't blame you for
worrying about my health when I stop to think: about what it
means to you."
Her face paled and she pressed her lips tightly together. When
he saw that she was not going to reply, Arthur turned and walked
out of the dining-room.
Ellen sat for a long time staring tensely, pallidly into her coffee
cup. Occasionally she took: a deep breath which seemed more a
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fierce hunger for air than a sigh. The bitter fierceness of Arthur's
personal resentment had never before been so clear. He had no
reason to accuse her of being fed up, but he wanted to believe
that she was. He wanted some focus for his own groping dissatisfaction with the entire pattern of his life. He had no definite
worry, but he had discovered thitt everything was wrong, from
the gardener's understanding of English to her own casual wifeliness. If his business went to pieces now it would be wholly
because he was losing his nerve. In his state anything might happen. He might become religious. If some-almost any-woman
decided she wanted him he would be as helpless as an adolescent.
He might-no, things hadn't got that bad yet-she hoped. Where
was he now?
Sudden dread prodded her from her seat. She walked through
the downstairs rooms. They were all silent, almost dark:. She
went out on the front porch and stood listening. A whippoorwill
broke through the heavy silence. She turned and went back:
through the house to the living-room veranda. In the doorway
she halted abruptly. She saw, barely perceptible in the dusk:, a
little white ball roll across the lawn. She almost laughed. She
hoped that life would always treat her as playfully, that whenever she looked for ·tragedy she would find nothing more distressing than Arthur trying to improve his putting.
The next morning at breakfast she felt quite confident that
she would be able somehow to divert Arthur's attention from
his imaginary worries. And they were imaginary, otherwise he
must certainly have let slip some definite hint. He wouldn't have
been able to satisfy any real distress by merely accusing her of
being fed up. As she sipped her coffee and turned away from
the jittery headlines to the book page she felt pleasantly civilized
and serene. She at least would keep her dignity and her sense
of worldly balance while others kicked and screamed-against
conditions, against the heat, against fate, against all the disjointed
circumstances which attended the business of living. Some people·
imagined that everything could be made to fit neatly together,
like a jigsaw puzzle. The trouble was that all the pieces came
from different puzzles; they might all fit something, but not
together. She felt quite pleased with her impromptu metaphor.
She found her attitude of aristocratic aloofness exciting. She was
almost startled when she realized that Winnie had come in and
was waiting respectfully for her attention.
"There's a man out back, ma'am, says his name is Martin
Hanner. He says you'd know who he was and could he speak
to you."
"Martin! Why, of course. Tell him to wait in the greenhouse. I'll be right out.''
Things certainly were looking brighter this morning. She laid
aside her napkin and stood up. Certainly Arthur would give up
his silly idea about an occasional gardener if it were possible to
get Martin back. Firing him had been one of the most disheartening of their measures of economy. Not since they had
found their cat Chippie run over and not quite dead out in the
main road had the family been so upset about anything. The
early morning creaking of the wheelbarrow in Martin's hands
had always been pleasant assurance that all was right with the
world and the hardy perennials, not a warning that something
was about to be done wrong. But how had Martin happened to
turn up? He had left the village, and, the last she heard, was on
a farm somewhere.
Ellen started to hurry across the lawn; then, remembering
her dignity and the fact that it was nearly four years since she
had seen Martin, she slowed her gait and joked herself into a
more casual attitude by remarking that she was not, after all,
Lady Chatterley.
Martin pulled off his cap and nodded as she neared the doorway where he was standing. She could have wished that his
smile seemed more direct, more reminiscent.
"Well, Martin, I'm glad to see you again. We've all wondered what had become of you."
"I've been back in town a week or so. I came to look around
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-to see if there was anything-any work, I mean. And last night
I happened to hear you'd fired-that you didn't have-a gardener, so I thought I'd come around and see if-well, if you
wanted one."
Martin didn't look well, she decided. Anyway, he didn't smile
the way he used to. His gentian-blue eyes that briefly glanced
at her from time to time seemed to be guarding his own thoughts
rather than observing her. She had expected with real pleasure
to slip back into an old and comfortable relationship ; instead
she felt almost ill at ease. The old relationship seemed in some
strange way to make things more, rather than less, difficult.
"Have you been out of work long?" she asked.
"I haven't had any steady job since I left here."
"Times certainly have been hard-with everybody. How are
Mildred and the children?"
"Mildred's not very well. She keeps being sick off and on.
Henry-that's the oldest boy-went out West some place. I
haven't heard from him in quite some time now. Emma got a
job this summer waiting on table at a boarding house upstate
where we've been living. That's helped us some. The others are
all right, I guess, except the baby that was born a year ago.
She don't seem to grow and get strong the way the others did."
The idea of people like that having a baby in these times!
Ellen felt deeply, exaggeratedly indignant. The feeling helped
greatly to distract her sympathies from Martin's mournful story.
It almost enabled her to ignore the disturbing restiveness of his
eyes and the gaunt line of his bony jaw.
"After I tried for a while to find work: around here we moved
back upstate where I came from. I owned a little piece of property up there and I figured we could get along somehow. But
things didn't work: out so well. I finally lost the property and
had to go on relief. I got a chance to get a ride down here last
week, so I thought-" He glanced at Ellen and looked quick:ly
away.
"Well, of course, I can't say anything definite without talking
it over with Mr. Amber. He was saying last night that he thought
he'd try to get along hiring someone by the day."
But she wasn't thinking about Arthur's ideas. She wasn't sure
now that she wanted Martin back:. He had changed. An inefficient gardener might be far less disturbing to her peace of mind
than one who made the sympathetic demands of an established
and almost personal relationship. The idea of their having a
baby!
" .... and of course I'd want to be sure it was a steady job,"
he was saying. "I couldn't afford to move the family down for
something that wasn't steady."
"Well, I'll talk: with Mr. Amber when he gets home this
evening. Of course, in these times he probably won't feel he can
pay you quite as much-anyway, if you'll come back after he
gets home you can talk with him."
"Well"-he stared bleakly off across the broad lawn- "I
don't see how I could get along on much less. I still have a
family to support--even in these times."
"Naturally, I realize that," she said, stiffening. "However, I
should think it might be easier to support a family on less than
on nothing." She smiled to cover her resentment. "After all, there
are very few people who don't have to get along on· less these
days."
He said nothing. She had no reason to believe that he even
contemplated making any reply, and yet she was suddenly afraid
that he might argue the point, that she might be drawn into an
undignified discussion. As abruptly as if she had heard someone
calling her, she turned.
"Well, I'll tell Mr. Amber you were here, Martin. It was
•
•
•
JJ
mce seemg you agam, anyway.
She went quickly-and only she realized how breathlesslyback: to the house. For a moment she stood in the hall; then she
frowned impatiently and hurried to the kitchen. While she was
going through her brief morning routine it occurred to her that
there were several errands she had been meaning to do in the
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village. She hurried upstairs and dressed. Her need for movement, for purposeful activity, was imperative. She got the roadster
out of the garage and drove to town.
She filled her day with movement. She had lunch at the beach
club and went for a swim. After that she played bridge with
three other restless women until it was time for her to pay the
calls she intended getting off her conscience that day. Her calls
were brief but they were filled to overflowing with rather pointless
conversation. At length, as she turned the car toward home, she
realized that Arthur would probably be there when she got back.
She sighed her relief. Irritation, even bad news, would be better
than sitting alone with nothing to do.
Each time the incident with Martin slipped through her determination to forget about it, she felt more bitter. She had
been cheated and she could not endure being cheated. She had
been so elated at his return, so sure that this bit of the pleasant
past would make her old contentment real and imminent. And
then . . . She forced herself to consider how one of her bridge
hands might have been better played. But Martin was behind
her, his dogged eyes looking over the cards at the broad lawn
and the pleasant sunlight. The idea of people like that having
another baby!
She saw Arthur in the rose garden as she came up the drive.
He waved. Perhaps he was in a better mood tonight. She was
sure he was when she saw him ambling toward the garage to
meet her. Poor Arthur. Probably experiences like hers were a
daily occurrence with him. No wonder he was irritable and
worried. A gush of sympathy almost brought tears to her eyes.
She must show him her understanding, make her allegiance more
apparent.
"Where you been?" he asked, kissing her and smiling amiably.
She told him briefly, wondering what could have happened to
change his mood so completely.
"Well, this has been one of those days you hope for but don't
really expect," he said when she .had finished.
"Tell me about it."
"In the first place, I want to say that I'm sorry about last
night." He put his hand on her shoulder. "Things have been
getting on my nerves lately and-well, I got so I had to shout
at somebody-anybody."
"I think I understand."
He looked at her, surprised by her earnestness, but at the
moment he was only eager to tell her his good news.
"Anyway, I finally wound up a deal today that will make more
money for me--us-than I've made in ten years. It was partly
this deal hanging fire that made me so jumpy lately. But it's all
sewed up now-signed on the dotted line."
"Why, Arthur, that's wonderful. It seems like old times to
hear you talk like that." She smiled, but as the phrase "old
times" slipped out her smile withered.
"Wait! That's not all. I had lunch with our son. You were
right last night. There's been a big bust-up. No wedding bells
are going to ring out on $22.50 nuptials. He was in a bad way
-tragic, somber, cynical. I almost felt ashamed at being so
pleased. From a few things he said I have a feeling that her
change of heart, mind, and body had something to do with my
ultimatum that I'd never let the old homestead become a love
nest."
"I'm so glad."
"You ought to be. You ought to be a lot gladder than you
seem. Anything wrong? Don't tell me you're going to match
my good news with bad and put us in the red again."
"No, I haven't any bad news-really." They had reached
the veranda. Ellen sat down in one of the wicker chairs and
Arthur, watching her, sat on the stone wall. She lit a cigarette.
"I had a visitor this morning-Martin."
"Martin!"
"It seems he'd just got back to town after all these years and
happened to hear that you'd fired the gardener. He wanted his
old job back."
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"But why are you so upset about that? It would be a 'tJig relief
to have Martin back. It would be like old times again."
Ellen smiled pallidly.
"That's what I thought-until I talked with him. He's changed.
It's almost impossible for me to tell you how he's changed. I was
so enthusiastic when Winnie told me he was here and wanted to
see me. Then almost the minute I saw him I was disappointed.
He seemed so--well, sort of resentful-almost insolent. He didn't
really say anything that wasn't polite, but I felt all the time
that his thoughts must be vicious. He's been very hard up. He
was on relief, but that didn't stop Mildred from having another
baby last year."
"That's too bad. I'd have liked to have Martin back."
"Well, I told him he could come and talk: to you this evening
if he wanted to. And I told him-I hadn't, of course, heard
your good news then-that we couldn't afford to pay him his
old wages in these times. He replied that he had a family to
support-even in these times. Somehow he really did manage to
upset me terribly. Martin always seemed so much a part of things
that finding him changed was like discovering that all the
trees around the house were diseased and would have to be cut
down."
"Forget about it. There are plenty of gardeners. As a matter
of fact, it's just as well not to let yourself get too attached to
people who work for you. Think how hard it was firing him.
We might have to do it again some time, and if we just have

some Wop or somebody it makes it a lot simpler. I tell you
what let's do; let's get in the car and go get us an expensive
dinner somewhere. We ought to celebrate and forget Martin."
"But dinner must be almost ready."
"We can afford to leave lots of dinners almost ready tonight.
Come on. You need to snap out of it."
"Well, I really would like to."
"That's the spirit." He grinned and went over and perched
on the arm of her chair. "Cheer up," he said. "The old man's
still able to keep you out of the poorhouse." He reached down
and :took: her hand in his.
Ellen gazed off across the lawn. It was entirely Martin's
own fault. If he had behaved halfway decently he would have
had his old job back-and at his old salary, too. Arthur was
always generous, even lavish, at times like this. By tomorrow she
would have forgotten all about it-or next week:, anyway. And
Willie-what a relief that was. She felt Arthur's hand pressing
hers affectionately. She ought to return the pressure. It was her
duty to. She willed her fingers to clench his tightly. They did
not move. It was all she could do to leave them entwined in
the soft warmth of his. Each one seemed a living organism
stifling for air and freedom. She jumped up.
"Well, I'll go and dress," she said brightly. "And I must
let Clara know that we are going out for dinner."
Without looking at him she hurried into the house, yet she
knew that he had frowned.

~~orthodoxy''

To My Taunting Friends
who are
my masters
in orthodoxy ?

they have traced our line in blood!

children in suburbs
twitching to any whirring sound;
women dropping in Pyrenean snow
(better wolves than Moors),
haunted windows of the City Hall of Prague
waiting to be splintered ...

when I awaken from a dream that my child has been snatched
from me
and see my father in dream hanging from a swastika
and in dream see my mother's tomb desecrateddreams fed in day in day out the mulberry ieaves of
our timeand I rush screaming into my child's room
and frighten father at midnight by phoning
and relive mother's death in a million shames of agony

is it wrong to think "straight"
in the typhoon of germs
dropt in bottles of hate
over Yunnan plains ? . . .
The "line," you say, the "line"!
bees flying to sweetness make their line
and their honey roomed on plan;
the diver for the pearls
tracks the line of air;
I have seen the loggers floating down
their herd of warring trees
(the river waiting, waiting for a slip),
have heard their cry, exact
and rich in turns as the swirling river.
Do you blame the frost-evading birds
their "ordered line"?
Stonecutters seek the seam:
are we less?
In Eurasia

"Moscow orders •.. "

is it Moscow orders?
0 whirling dervishes
you rebuke our line
and bid me walk your pontoon
of mist and treachery ...
I glory in the "straight,"
the "line,"
Man's orders.
Taunt, all you would
who were once my friends.
Esthetes, you love flowers;
handfuls I will put on your bulleted graves,
who were once my friends:
To the memory of men who loved
the intellect's iridescent bends. . .
THOMAS 0REAN.

140

New Masses, june 14, 1938

With Apologies
· J. M. Wilko(f

N

OTE: The strange military tactics of those countries now
engaged in war might very well influence future wars to
such an extent that a typical war office of any nation engaged in the next war might indeed present such instances as we
are about to show.
The scene shows a portion of any war office of any country during the next war. It is the apology department. There is a large
desk holding center stage. Behind it are numberless shelves
pigeonholed extensively and bearing various identifying p,Zacards
carrying such legends as INFORMAL APOLOGIES, FORMAL APOLO·
GIES, SPECIFIC APoLOGIEs, APOLOGY BLANKs, LETTERS OF APOLOGIES, APOLOGIES FOR FACTORIES, ETC. To the left of this desk
is a large easel hearing a chart such as is used in doctors' offices
for demonstration purposes. To the right of the desk is a safe
marked DECLARATIONS OF WAR. Behind the desk are several
clerks engaged in writing, filing, working teletype machines,
phones, etc. Sitting unobtrusively to the side is an aviator. His
head hangs dejectedly and he has no interest in the scene. The
clerks work with a military precision, and chant as they work.
CLERKS: We're a military nation,
We're engaged in war and strife ;
We've a bomb for every battleship,
A bullet for each life.
But there are some amenities
We try hard to observeFor every "boom" our guns make
There's an apology in reserve. {Gesture.)
Alexander or Napoleon,
All warriors of yore,
Would have scoffed at such politeness,
At this letter-writing war.
But they were all barbarians
And knew not of decorumWhen they brought down an enemy
They had no pardons for 'im.
But we have found enlightenment
And though we do atrocities,
We've a note for every incident,
We've regrets and reciprocities.
We like to kill, but then again
We stick to the punctilio
With apologies for statesmen
From Rumania to Chile. Oh
Apologies are all the rage,
We'd never do without them.
Regrets and retributionsLet us tell you all about them.
{Turning to the various pigeonholes and indicating them as they
sing.)
Formal here, informal there
Are just what you would think them;
Civilians here, factories there,
(With glee)
Battleships when you sink them.
In this small drawer we like to keep
Apologies specific

For sinking ships in either
The Atlantic or Pacific.
Here are letters of apology,
Here notes, here forms, there blanks.
There apologies for governments,
Apologies for banks.
So while our medaled generals
All walk in paths of glory,
We work out the sweetest way
Of saying, "Gee, we're sorry."
(As the clerks finish their chant, a group of aviators march in
with a presiding officer who marches immediately to the chart,
in front of which the fliers arrange themselves. As this group
enters, it, too, chants.)
AVIATORS: To us is entrusted
Each bomb that is busted
On the hapless heads of those who crawl below.
We've got to keep our vision
Working with precision.
We've come to have our eyes examined. • . •
OFFICER: {Throwing back the initial page of the chart to reveal
a large black sheet) •.. Go!
A VIATORS : White!
OFFICER: Right. {Turns page. A red sheet.)
AviATORS: Blue!
OFFICER: True! {The next page shows an unmistakable oil
derrick.)
AviATORS: Mine!
OFFICER: Fine. {A map of the British Isles.)
A VIATORS : China!
{The officer shakes his head in disagreement.)
Not China?
{Same business with head-shaking.)
Asia Minor.
(Again the officer agrees and reveals the next page-a map of
the United States.)
Russia.
(Agrees. Next page, a Soviet hammer and sickle.)
Prussia.
{Agrees. The last page shows a cross-section of the digestive
tract.)
Canal!
OFFICER: Yes, but where?
AviATOR 1: What difference does that make?
OFFICER: Who said that?
AviATOR 2: Our chief of staff.
OFFICER: Splendid.
(A few indistinct military orders, and the company marches out
as it entered, singing.)
AVIATORS: We're beloved by all the land,
Our uniforms are grand,
We've such a picnic flying through the air.
On house, on boat; on steeple,
On soldiers, and on people
We drop things ... {Over their shoulders as they exit)
... and they fall we know not where.

Literary Section
(As they leave the clerks take up the refrain.}
CLERKS: But for every child or sailor,
Battleship or whaler,
Tank: or truck: or train or British lorry
That these boys do some dirt to
We're very much alert to
Have a mannered note to say we're sorry.
(A young aviator, not one of the recent group, enters and approaches the desk. He is hesitant and timid.)
YouNG AVIATOR: Is this the apology bureau?
CLERK 1: It is.
YouNG AVIATOR: My name is •••
CLERK 1: Not interested in names. What's your number?
YouNG AviATOR: Y. A. 789.
CLERK 1: (Going through some files.) Oh yes, you're here to
be punished for ..•
YouNG AVIATOR: Informal Apology No. 652.
CLERK 1 : Exactly • . . and what do you have to say?
YouNG AVIATOR: I didn't k:now my bomb chamber was loaded.
CLERK 1: (Impatiently.} Yes, yes, of course. We know that. I
mean, what do you have to say about your punishment?
YouNG AviATOR: If it wouldn't be asking too much ••• I was
thinking that suicide •••
CLERK 1: (Incredulous.) What?
YouNG AviATOR: I only thought .
CLERK 1: (Leaning over the desk in a confidential manner.)
Do you know what the news dispatches, and the apology too,
for that matter, said about your fate? (The young aviator
shakes his head.) You were summarily shot at sunrise yesterday ..• without trial.
YouNG AviATOR: (Plaintively.) But can't I commit suicide?
CLERK 1 : Don't be absurd ••• for one gunboat?
YouNG AVIATOR: But •.•
CLERK: 1: Now there's a fellow ••. (Indicates the dejected
aviator, who perks up at what the clerk has to say.) . . . He
will be permitted to commit suicide • . . but he has a right
to .•.
YouNG AVIATOR: Why?
CLERK 1 : Because he, with one load of bombs, got the Bulgarian consulate, an attache, two battleships, and three civilians •.•
YouNG AVIATOR: But I got •••
CLERK 1: (As an afterthought.) .•. All belonging to countries
with which we are not at war. (The young aviator looks with
awe at his colleague, who now struts and basks in glory.)
YouNG AviATOR: And he ••• ?
CLERK 1 : Will be allowed to commit suicide. (As though to a
child.) But after all, my dear boy, his action necessitated an
informal, two formal, and three specific apologies, a letter
from the dictator and a trans-Pacific telephone call before the
incident was considered closed. (Disparagingly.) And you
want to be permitted to commit suicide over a measly gunboat,
one simple informal apology. (As he rings a bell.) And
handled by an underling at that.
(This harangue has completely shattered the young aviator's spirit.
He hangs his head and goes with the attendant who has responded
to the clerk's bell. The clerk says to the attendant:}
Young Aviator 789 to be shot.
(As the young aviator leaves, he steals a surreptitious glance at
the other aviator as he passes him. The other is quite pleased with
himself and big with pride. He follows the other two out like
a peacock. Just as they are about to leave, the clerk calls out to
the attendant:)
That's to be "summarily" shot • . • we must follow the etiquette.
(He turns to his colleagues for approval and commendation as
the others go out. At this point a general, accompanied by several
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aides, rushes into the office. Angry and distraught, he shouts:}
GENERAL: Who, who, I repeat, who sent Apology 475?
CLERK: I did, sir.
GENERAL: You, you blockhead. Do you know what you've done?
CLERK: I apologized for something or another.
GENERAL: Yes, but to a country we didn't offend, idiot!
AIDE: We had nothing to apologize for • • •
GENERAL: (To his aide.) Quiet! If they had seen you, we'd
have plenty to apologize for. (To clerk.} But you, you blundering fool, you've disgraced us. The idea • • • what are we
to do ••. sending an apology when we haven't brought about
the merest hint of an incident.
AIDE: Not even a window broken in the consulate.
CLERK: I'm sorry, sir. There are so many apologies. Mistakes
can happen.
GENERAL: In war there are no such things as mistakes.
CLERK: To whom did we apologize?
GENERAL: How do I know?
CLERK: What did we apologize for?
(The General is at a loss. His aide comes to his assistance.)
AIDE: Killing an ambassador. (At this the clerk goes through
his files hurriedly.) Sir, I have a suggestion.
GENERAL: Well?
AIDE: Why not go out and kill the ambassador? Then the apology
will be valid.
GENERAL: (Storming.} What do you take me for-an idiot, a
moron, a savage? (Letting his voice drop.) That occurred
to me immediately. (They all wait for an explanation.) But
when the ambassador heard of the apology he fled to the hills.
CLERK: (Still searching.} Was it a specific apology, sir?
GENERAL: Why?
CLERK: There are several ships in the harbor. We could bomb
them. One of them must belong to the country to whom we
sent the apology.
, GENERAL: It won't do, the apology was specific. (This from
coaching from the aide.)
AIDE: Specifically for killing an ambassador.
(There is a moment of worry for all concerned.)
I've got it .•• just the thing .•. oh, why didn't I think of
it before?
GENERAL: Because you can't think:. Well, what is it?
AIDE: Declare war on the country. Then there'll be no need
for apologies.
(The apology clerks give him dirty looks for this, but the general looks wistfully at the large safe marked DECLARATIONS OF
WAR.)
GENERAL: That would be a good idea ••• but there's no use
. • . the combination to that safe has been lost ever since the
last election.
.
CLERK: There wouldn't be any time for that, anyway. I'm
sure we can think of something.
CLERK 2: (Approaching the others.) Pardon me, gentlemen.
I have been working on something to take care of just such
an emergency.
CLERK: (To the others.} He's our expert ••• best man in the
department.
GENERAL: Indeed?
CLERK: Oh yes. He perfected the apology for an insult to a
flag. You know .•• the one that begins, "Oops, so sorry."
GENERAL: (Adequately impressed.) Well, come, my good man,
what is it .•. what solution have you?
CLERK 2: (Consulting a paper in his hand.) Well, it's • • •
GENERAL: Come, come, out with it . . . (Lifts him up to the
top of the desk.)
CLERK 2: (The position brings out the dramatic in him and
he poses on the desk, flourishing a paper.) The solution, an
apology apologizing for an apology.
FINIS
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FourPoeJDs
Sidney Alexander
Buddha
Fat Buddha sat upon a shelf
and held his belly in his hands,
his squatting, involuted self
lay heavily upon the lands.
The lamas in procession wound
up rocky Tibet's temple hill,
and spun the prayer wheels round and round
and thus appeased fat Buddha's will.
Ascetic monks, their yellow skins
drawn taut about a withered jaw,
beat drums, ate straw, and slept on pins
and thus fulfilled fat Buddha's law.

Suddenly at the kiss: laughter
over the coffee: pervading our privatest marrow:
up like a spar on water
remote from all but us: invading with sorrowthe world plunges in fog:
no panic, darling, precariously cling.
Our rose is blooming at
the brink of imminent lava: yet petals sing.

The Egoist

They clanged the bronzen temple gongs,
they stood upon their shaven heads,
they warmed the chilly air with songs
of supplication to the dead.

Harmonia of stars and beat of bells
cannot impinge upon him-for he dwells
within the bubble of his ego: green
and bulbous microcosmos in a storm.

Fat Buddha clapped his fourteen arms
(the symbol of fertility)
Ten thousand monks spun round their charms,
and starved of excess piety.

He sees the sprawling world through concave walls
distorted to an image of himself ...
What? begging hands are pressing at the pane?
He readjusts his bloated purple tie.

Philosophers of Buddha's haunch
sniffed incense rising from the bowl,
and traced in wrinkles of his paunch
the implications of the soul ...

What if they press? ... He is secure, ensconced
against that meager froth and foam. Thus in
a temple he himself has blown, he sips
salvation with his cigarette and tea-

And then one day the angry poor
dismayed the metaphysic wits . .
Fat Buddha hit the temple floor
and smashed his fourteen arms to bits!

drops a fitful eucharist of ash,
mourns the pennies he has paid for sin,
blows some smoke against the rounded glass
to stain away the poor who peer within-

Fat Buddha, Oh fat Buddha!
you are dead dead dead ...
and Tse-Tsin with a polished hoe
is reaping corn instead....

A Letter to My Wife
Loving in these times
is planting seeds upon the hillsides of volcanoes.
Have you not wakened at names
in sleep? mutilated shapes of heroes?
Does he lie coiled in caves
of your brain? war the sharer of your bed?
the prophecy of knives
you saw? the -horrible dream of the greenish dead?

Wall Street-Dusk
The flawless sweeps of such white buildings
to the sun, congeal a logic
one with pueblos and with pyramids.
Labor long ago piled brick: on bricklike us, populated empty skies-like us, swarmed up to the sun-and fell.
I think of Anselm with his dusty hair,
and see emerge above brown Trinity
the timeless syllogisms of the stars.
Yet, all your Ultimates are impotent to stay
the logic that shall burst these moneyed stones
and clamor for a sun that never was.

WE LIKE AMERICA
"America is waking up, and the middle class, all
things considered, is playing its part in that awakening. You can help or you can hinder the transformation that is now going on. If you understand the
amount of unnecessary misery there is, I think you
will be generous enough to help. If you examine candid! y your own position, I think you will be wise
enough to he! p."
I LIKE AMERICA, by GRANVILLE HICKS, page rzz

BECAUSE WE LIKE AMERICA, New Masses will continue to help the members of the awakening middle class "examine candidly" their own position.
(As we did recently in Liberal Arts and the Marginal Life, by Mctier Harris
Fisher; Who Is the Little Business Man? by A. B. Magil.)

e

We will continue to keep you inform,ed of "the transformation that is
now going on."
(Who Won in Pennsylvania? by Bruce Minton; Roosevelt and the South, by Lee
Coller; behind-the-scenes reports from Washington by Marguerite Young.

e

We will continue to point out the role America must play in world affairs
if we are to save our own dream for ourselves.
(Earl Browder's series on Concerted Action vs. Isolation; his debate with
Frederick J. Libby; America Can Halt Japan, by Paul G. McManus.)

e

We will continue to point out how unnecessary is the misery you see
around you and what can be done to end it.
(Homes for the One-Third, by Sidney Hill; We Speak for the Unemployed, by
David Lasser; Labor Unity and the Elections, by John T. Bernard.)

BECAUSE we ~gree so thoroughly with the things Granville Hicks says in
his book I LIKE AMERICA, we are glad to be able to offer it to new or renewing subscribers with a six months subscription to New Masses.

SPECIAL COMBINATION OFFER-MAIL THE COUPON NOW!
I LIKE AMERICA By Granville Hicks {regular price 50c)

~-----------------------,

NEW MASSES

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, N.Y. C.
I like America, so here is $2.75 for six months of NEw
MASSES and a copy of Granville Hicks' book I LIKE
AMERICA.
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and a 6 months subscription to

(regular price $2.50)
both for only
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Do people want to die if they can
be truly told that they do not have to?
Maternal mortality, syphilis, tuberculosis, infantile paralysis-these dread
ills can be prevented, even wiped out. For medical research has recently
made its greatest progress since the days of Pasteur. De Kruif takes you
to these new battlefronts of science, shows you what can be done to save
life if people are told that thev can live longer; if their government can
be persuaded of the economy of health. Read THE FIGHT FOR LIFE,
not only for its stirring story of the triumph of the healthmen, but for De
Kruif's program-"the time has come when the fight for life can be a
people's fight."

Paul de Kruif's

THE
FIGHT
FOR

LIFE
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"In reporting on this book, packed to
the brim with dynamite, one simple·
statement is to be made-no American should live for a single day without knowing what's in it."-Dorothy
Canfield, Book-of-the-Month
Club News
"Loaded with fighting words and
fighting stories about diseases that

the laboratory men and the doctors
-some of them-are ready to lick if
given half a chance."
-Clifton Fad11man, New Yorker
"Paul de Kruif is a righteously excited man. THE FIGHT FOR LIFE
is an exciting book . . . and it conveys his excitement like an infectious
fever."-Lew11s Gannett, N. Y. Herald
Tribune
"More than a mere dramatization of
medical discovery. It is a most im-

portant, timely, and convincing call
to action to enrich medical discovery,
to make it really effective in the service of the people."-N. Y. Times

