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NEXT week we will publish an
article on the problems of
Czechoslovakia’s plans for self-de-
fense, in the event of the extension of
Nazi aggression to that country, by
Col. Stanislav Yester of the Czecho-
slovakian General Staff. The article
was secured for us by our foreign
editor, Theodore Draper, who is now
in Prague. “Its author,” writes Mr.
Draper, “is one of the greatest mili-
tary authorities in Europe.” He is
“.~. . a professor at the Military
Academy in Prague, the Czech West
Point,” and “the author of many
works on the problems of national
defense and on the wars in Spain,
China, and Ethiopia.”

With this issue Richard Wright,
author of the Federal Writers Project
prize-winning novel, Uncle Tom’s
Children, joins the editorial board of
‘our literary section. Mr. Wright re-
places Horace Gregory, who has been
compelled to withdraw by pressure
of other work.

Again we must come back to our
campaign for $20,000. NEw MAssEs is
desperately in need of the $2,801.63
which will complete the drive. The
summer months which we are just
entering are the greatest strain on
any magazine. Without a subsidy,
without reserves, the financial burden
becomes a daily problem of New
Masses. We must have the help of
our readers to continue. We set our
goal at $20,000—help us reach it
without delay.

Airmail or wire your contribution
now to NEw Masses, 31 East 27th St.,
New York City.

What’s What

UMEROUS comments on our new

format indicate that it is being

well received. Most readers favor the

practice of having a caricature on the

cover, and the increased flexibility has

drawn special attention. We are in-
terested in receiving more opinions.

“The new format,” writes Mary
Pender of Darien, Conn., “makes
NEw Masses the most distinguished
magazine in its field. The last issue
seemed to me to have more volume,
within the same thirty-two pages,
than any in recent months, and I sus-
pect that this is made possible by the
new layout.”

A. Walter Marsden, of Wigan,
Lancaster, England, writes an enthu-
siastic letter, singling out for special
praise the book-review section and
our last literary section. He writes,
after receiving the May 10 issue:

“Briefly, it is the best number of
any magazine I've ever read. . .. I

~can sum up my feelings in another
way—I wish we had a New Masses
in England.”

Albert Prago, a member of the
Abraham Lincoln Brigade, writes us
from somewhere in Spain that an
anonymous donor has subscribed to
NEew Masses in his name and that he
is receiving it regularly. He writes of
a friend, Dave Reiss, who was killed
in action. “Dave went through the
whole Brunete campaign and was
frequently advanced in rank. In Sep-
tember I learned that he had been
made commander of the machine-gun
company; and from time to time re-
ports would come to me in Albacete,
where I was working in the press
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service of the International Brigades,
that Reiss was going like a house
afire, and that he hadn’t been
wounded yet.”

In February, Prago writes, he re-
joined Reiss, who had just left the
hospital after a slight wound and
was returning to his post as Adjutant
of the Lincoln-Washington Battalions.
“On March 2, I was put on as in-
terpreter, Lenny Lamb was given
leave, and Reiss became Battalion

Commandant. On March 10 we
were in the front lines, withstanding
the fascist offensive. Dave was a bit
worried, for we were holding down
a rather poor position, and when the

"attack came in earnest, after a whole

morning of strafing, bombing, and
artillery fire, the battalion found it-
self in desperate straits.”

“Reiss began to give orders for a
retreat, and I was translating the
orders when, quite suddenly, we
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heard a short whistle—so short that
we had no time to duck. We knew
it was meant for us, yet we had no
chance to move. I was nearest to the
refugio but I could do no more than
turn on my heels, when I was stunned
by the explosion, and felt my knees
buckle under as a piece of shrapnel
tore into my thigh. . . . Dave had
received wounds all through the
trunk of his body; he lost conscious-
ness after a few minutes and died
while he was being carried back in
a makeshift stretcher.”

Who’s Who

PaLMeE Dutr is editor of the
e British Labour Monthly. . . .
Joseph North is Daily and Sunday
W orker correspondent in Spain. . . .
Charles Recht is a well-known New
York lawyer. . . . Anna Louise Strong
is the author of I Change Worlds,
China’s Millions, and numerous other
books. . . . Roy Powell is professor of
biology in an Eastern university. . . .
Samuel Bernstein, author of Begin-
nings of Marxian Socialism in France,
recently published two articles on
“Babeuf and Babeuvism” in Science
and Society.

The lithograph by Mitchell Siporin,
on page 9, was exhibited earlier this
year at Chicago with other works by
members of the Chicago artists group.
. . . Anton Refregier’s painting, re-
produced on page 7, was exhibited at
the American Artists Congress show
in New York City last month.

Philip Stevenson has contributed to
New Masses before. He dramatized
Albert Maltz’s Season of Celebration,
which was recently produced in New
York as Transit. . . . James Neugass
returned recently from six months in
Spain. He served on the Teruel front.
. . . Ernest Brace is the author of a
novel, Commencement, and many
short stories, some of which have
been reprinted in thie annual O’Brien
anthology and in the O. Henry Me-
morial collection. . . . Sidney Alex-
ander has written for NEw MASsSES
before.

Flashbacks

HE granting of the Magna Charta,

which showed unforgettably that
the power of an absolute ruler could
be limited by his subjects, took place
June 15, 1215. . . . Wat Tyler, at the
head of a mass delegation of peas-
ants, conferred with King Richard,
June 14, 1381, successfully demand-
ing the abolition of serfdom and the
removal of all restrictions of freedom
on labor. The following day he was
publicly murdered by the Lord Mayor
of London. . . . Calling to mind the
tradition of the Magna Charta, the
proletarian Chartist movement pre-
sented its first petition to Parliament,
June 14, 1839, seeking greater par-
ticipation of the people in the govern-
ment via universal male suffrage and
other electoral reforms. . . . Giacomo
Matteetti, Secretary of the Italian So-
cialist Party was kidnaped in the
streets of Rome and cruelly murdered,
June 10, 1924. As one of his fascist
attackers later confessed, Matteotti
insisted, “You may kill me; you will ~
not kill the ideal. My children will
be proud of their father. The workers
will bless my dead body.”
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What Are the Prospects for the People’s Front?

ILL some form of broad popular-

front combination or democratic peace

front be realized in Britain in time
to check the pro-fascist policy of Chamberlain
before it has completed its task of wrecking
the League and releasing general war in
Europe?

This is coming more and more to the fore-
front as the central question of British politics.
In view of Britain’s role in world politics, it
is obvious that the answer will have a decisive
influence on the world political situation, for
the further advance of fascist aggression or for
the success of a world peace front.

Until the spring of this year the problem
of a people’s front in Britain was still a more
or less speculative question of the future, and
not a direct issue of practical politics, despite
the widely recognized urgency of the need to
combine forces to defeat the reactionary “Na-
tional” government. It was obvious that the
conditions were not yet ripe. In the first place,
working-class unity had not yet been achieved ;
the Labor Party still rejected the affiliation of
the Communist Party, and equally rejected co-
operation with any other groups. In the second
place, there were not yet any signs of disin-

tegration of the government ‘‘National” ma- -

jority or of regrouping within the capitalist
parties.

These conditions have not yet changed. But
there are signs that, with the gathering internal
crisis of British politics, they are beginning to
change, and new combinations may develop in
the near future. It is too early to say in what
direction the regrouping will finally take place.
But the proposal, if not of a full-fledged peo-
ple’s front, at any rate of some type of
democratic electoral-parliamentary combina-
tion or united peace alliance, ranging from
the Liberals to the Communists, centering
round the Labor Party and possibly asso-
ciating some dissident conservatives and inde-
pendent elements, has been brought to the fore-
front by a series of recent events, and is now
being widely discussed as an issue of practical
politics.

The gathering internal crisis of British pol-
itics is the reflection of the general crisis of

R. PALME DUTT

British policy in the present world situation.

The “National” government, since its for-
mation seven years ago, has consistently fa-
vored and assisted the advance of reaction and
fascism in the world, and has pursued a gen-
erally anti-Soviet line. Since the victories of the
People’s Front in France and Spain, the ap-

prehension and hostility toward these events,
and open favor to fascism, have been especially
marked. At the same time, in the most recent
period, the marked advance in thé¢ armed
strength and aggressiveness of the fascist pow-
ers, their direct threats to British interests and
possessions and unconcealed ultimate aims of

John Groth

The Star Act from Neville Chamberlain’s “Greatest Show on Earth.”
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expansion at the expense of the British empire,
have no less aroused the apprehension of the
British ruling class. Hence the notorious divi-
sion in the ruling class between two lines of
policy: the dominant policy, to seek to reach
an understanding with the fascist powers, in
order to divert their expansion elsewhere, away
from the British empire, against the democratic
countries in Europe, against the Chinese popu-
lar movement, and ultimately against the
Soviet Union; and the minority policy, which
finds this encouragement of fascist aggression
too dangerous, and finds the path of safety
in support of the League of Nations and a
collective peace front, even at the expense of
alignment with the democratic countries and
even the Soviet Union. Thus the strong popu-
lar opposition of the labor, democratic, and
peace forces against the reactionary policy of
the “National” government has been accom-
panied by a division in the conservative camp.

So long as Baldwin was Prime Minister, he
encouraged a certain maneuvering between the
groupings in the conservative camp. But when
Neville Chamberlain succeeded him as Prime
Minister a year ago, he wds closely identified
with the most directly pro-fascist elements, the
Londonderrys, Astors, etc., and hostile to the
traditionally maneuvering policy of the Foreign
Office group associated with Vansittart, who
combined reaction with deep suspicion of Hit-
ler. ‘Chamberlain had been the first to de-
nounce sanctions, in advance of the cabinet
of which he was a member, as “midsummer
madness,” and never lost an opportunity to
pour contempt on the League or express his
admiration of Hitler and Mussolini. He set
himself the task of realizing his cherished aim
of a close agreement with Mussolini and
Hitler. Thus the issues were immediately
sharpened.

Eden’s resignation in February (after sev-
eral previous threats of resignation, and im-
mediately following a public attack on him
by Hitler and Mussolini) was the first public
expression of the crisis within the cabinet.
Several ministers very nearly followed him.
Eden was by no means the white angel of the
League of Nations and collective security that
he is sometimes pictured; he bore direct re-
sponsibility for much of the worst pro-fascist
government-policy, especially toward Spain.
But he was identified in the public eye with
the League; and his resignation in protest
at the opening of the Anglo-Italian nego-
tiations was popular. Hence this breach de-
livered”a powerful shock and awakening to
public opinion.

Hitler’s armed seizure of Austria.in March
intensified this awakening. Demonstrations
were held on a scale unequaled since the year
of the general strike, under the general slogan
launched by the Communist Party, “Chamber-
lain Must Go.” A critical situation marked
the third week of March. Six conservative
MPs prepared to vote against the government.
An influential meeting of the City (London’s
Wall Street) turned down Chamberlain.
Lloyd George and Churchill scented their op-
portunity, Herbert Morrison of the Labor

Party leadership supported in an internal
meeting some type of popular-front combina-
tion. Plans were prepared for an alternative
government, comprising eleven Conservatives,
nine Labor men, and two Liberals. Parallel
approaches were made by Chamberlain to
trade-union leaders. For a short time Cham-
berlain himself is reported to have judged his
defeat inevitable.

The right-wing Labor leadership saved
Chamberlain. When the National Council of
Labor met on the critical day, March 22, it
debated for four hours and ended without a
decision, save to await Chamberlain’s speech.
The initiative was handed back to Chamber-
lain. On March 23 Chamberlain summoned
Sir Walter Citrine and the Trades Union
Congress General Council leaders to Downing
Street; they dutifully obeyed his summons and
heard his appeal for “good will and coopera-
tion” without opposition. The impression was
created that Chamberlain had labor on his side.
The conservative opposition collapsed. Lloyd
George remained in France, Morrison hurried
off to America. When Chamberlain delivered
his speech on March 24, there was not a vote
in opposition.

Confident that the crisis was over, and tri-
umphant in his success, Chamberlain now
poured public scorn on the “feeble opposition,”
and went full steam ahead with his negotia-
tions with Mussolini and Hitler.

But the crisis was not over. The signs of
the new forces gathering had been shown in
the March episode, and were to return with
increased strength in the succeeding period.

The crisis in British politics is, in reality,
still sharpening. .

Chamberlain went rapidly forward with his

policy of alignment of Britain with the Ber-
lin-Rome axis, toward the further aim of the
four-power pact of Britain, France, Germany,
and Italy, with the exclusion of the Soviet
Union. " The Anglo-Italian agreement was
signed in April. At the British-French meet-
ing in London pressure was placed on France.
France was compelled to open similar nego-
tiations with Italy. A rapid victory of Franco

was openly banked on. Plans were prepared -

for the League of Nations Council to secure
the recognition of the Italian conquest of Abys-
sinia, and to prepare the further weakening
of the covenant by the precedent of the special
exemption of Switzerland. Pressure was
brought to bear on Czechoslovakia to accede
to the demands of Henlein and Hitler.
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But as the policy develops, and the situa-
tion grows more and more acute and menacing,
the success of ‘Chamberlain’s methods begins
to become less and less obvious to British
opinion, including a considerable proportion |
of conservative opinion. The final ratification
of the Anglo-Italian agreement begins to be-
come doubtful, especially after Mussolini’s
openly threatening Genoa speech. Spain’s re-
sistance has defeated the calculations of rapid
victory for Franco. At the London meeting
Daladier made a stronger stand than France
has seen for some time in behalf of the rights
of French foreign policy, and refused to ac-
cede to Chamberlain’s demands with regard
to the Pyrenees frontier. At the League of
Nations Council, British plans had no easy
passage, because of the effective leadership for
peace of the Soviet Union, cooperating with
Spain, China, and New Zealand; only two
states voted with Britain and France for non-
intervention, while nine abstained ; Britain was
discredited, indicted, and exposed on every
side, and the unhappy Halifax returned, vow-
ing to resign his emergency Foreign Secretary-
ship. Finally, Mussolini’s Genoa speech and
Hitler’s open threats to Czechoslovakia have
increased the difficulties.

At home the position of the Chamberlain
government has equally weakened. The docile
obedience of Sir Walter Citrine and the gen-
eral council was found to be not so easily re-
peated when it came to approaching the
decisive trade unions for rearmament, on
whose behalf Citrine had no power to nego-
tiate; the engineering trade-unions were not
ready to give the old blind wartime coopera-
tion, did not conceal their suspicion of the
government and the whole policy behind re-
armament, and openly demanded arms for
Spain, if arms were to be produced, as alleged,
for the defense of democracy. The May Day
demonstrations touched records not equaled
since the year of the general strike. A surge of
the demand for unity to defeat Chamberlain
spread through the labor movement and all
supporters of peace. On this basis, by the ab-
stention of other candidates and local coopera-
tion in the fight, a whole series of by-elections
were won against Chamberlain, and revealed
the tide of public feeling running against him.
At the same time the wholesale scandals of
profiteering and inefficiency of the Chamber-
lain regime in rearmament, especially in air
rearmament, discredited the cabinet.

By the middle of May a new reconstruction
of the Chamberlain government was necessary,
involving the throwing overboard of two cab-
inet ministers, and changes in five cabinet of-
fices and four other ministerial offices. But it
was universally recognized that this recon-
struction was only a beginning. A major re-
construction is due to follow; and there are
reports of intentions to draw in Eden, and pos-
sibly Churchill, in order to strengthen the
weakening ‘“‘National” goveinment.

The situation is thus exceptionally favorable
for a combination of the opposition forces to
defeat Chamberlain.

The events of March have shown that la-
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bor’s role is decisive for the possibility of such
a combination of opposition forces to defeat
Chamberlain and save the fight for peace. The
Liberal Party is ready for such cooperation,
as shown in the decision of its conference at
Bath in May; the Communist Party is ready,
and has from the outset taken the lead in the
fight for this aim; there exists a potential op-
position among the Conservatives which could
be won; above all, there exists a strong body
of unrepresented opinion in the electorate fa-
vorable to a collective peace policy, partially
shown in the strength of the League of Na-
tions Union and peace organizations. But un-

less the Labor Party, which represents the
decisive force of the organized working class,
takes the lead, the conception of a people’s
front is chimerical.

Will the Labor Party change its policy with
regard to working-class unity and a people’s
front? This is the key question for the possi-
bility of a people’s front in Britain. Although
the March meeting was a failure, and the op-
position of the central leadership continues
strong, there are signs of new currents develop-
ing in the Labor Party in consequence of the
crisis.

In the days of March the conception of a

THE SNATCH
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united peace alliance, or combination of Labor,
Communists, Liberals, and Independents to
defeat Chamberlain on the basis of a program
of collective peace, resistance to fascism, and
social measures of advance, was put forward
in Reynolds News, the organ of the coopera-
tive movement, by the editor, Sydney R.
Elliott. The Cooperative Party, which works
in unity with the Labor Party, but is an inde-
pendent body, is based on the affiliation of the
cooperative societies, and represents a member-
ship of over five million. At the conference of
the Cooperative Party at Easter the proposal
of the united peace alliance was put forward

| to BeeT The
New DeelL
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by the national committee. The Labor Party
Executive, determined to scotch the new move-
ment, put forward a manifesto commanding
all Labor Party members to oppose the policy
under pain of severe disciplinary threats (this
manifesto was dealt with in my article, “The
Blind Men of Transport House,” in NEW
Masses of May 3). Nevertheless, the resolu-
tion for the united peace alliance was carried
by 2,343,000 to 1,947,000 votes.

This decision of the Cooperative Party con-
ference has transformed the situation in the
labor movement. There may be attempts, pos-
sibly successful under extreme pressure, to
weaken it or even withdraw it at the Coop-
erative Union Congress (which includes the
non-political cooperative societies outside the
Cooperative Party) in June. But the effect
of the decision remains. The Labor Party
Executive could no longer claim that the de-
mand for a people’s front came only from a
small left-wing minority, overwhelmingly de-
feated at Labor Party conferences. The Co-
operative Party membership of five million in-
cluded most of the two million members of
the Labor Party, and its machinery of voting
is considerably more democratic, being based
on the local societies. From the moment of this
decision the issue of the people’s front has be-
come a burning issue of the labor movement
and of the whole of British politics.

Signs of change have consequently begun
to appear even within the Labor Party Execu-
tive. Powerful unions, such as the Distributive
Workers (the sixth largest union), the South
Wales Miners Federation, and the Shop As-
sistants have gone on record for the united
peace alliance. When the Labor Party Execu-
tive in May endeavored to issue a new mani-

festo of denunciation of the people’s front, the -

first draft was defeated, and it was revealed
that the Executive was divided. A minority of
four (Cripps, Pritt, Laski, Ellen Wilkinson),
representing the left wing, and those having
the strongest confidence of the mass of the
membership, and including half the directly
elected representatives of the local labor
parties, put in 2 memorandum in favor of the
people’s front. The manifesto that was finally
issued on May 13 was no longer couched in
terms of excommunication and pontifical ref-
erence to conference decisions, but was pre-
sented in the form of a reasoned argument
without threats. It was further universally
noted that certain reservations and loopholes
had begun to appear. For the first time the
Labor Party Executive admitted that a change
of -policy might become necessary if this was
“the sole condition for the preservation of
peace and democracy,” and that “a new situa-
tion might arise if any considerable number of
Parliament members were to rebel against the
Prime Minister’s authority.”

The general character of the manifesto,
however, remained full opposition to the
people’s front, full insistence on the division
of the forces opposed to Chamberlain, and,
therefore, a gift to Chamberlain. The govern-
ment press received it with jubilation. The
manifesto endeavored to cover its reactionary

A. Ajay

“If Hitler, if Mussolini, if Japan
—how does that Chamberlain
peace plan go again?”

policy with “left” arguments, appeals to the
traditional “independence” of the Labor
Party, and to the necessity of “Socialism” as
the only cure for all evils of the present crisis,
“the road to peace lies through Socialism,”
etc. The joyous applause of the most reaction-
ary pro-fascist press, such as the Observer,
organ of the Cliveden set, which found the
manifesto “one of the best-reasoned political
papers that we have had for some time,”
pricked these pretensions. The spectacle of the
Citrines and Daltons presenting themselves as
militant purists of working-class independence
and the fight for immediate Socialism, refus-
ing to be corrupted by the Communists and
left wing into the service of capitalism, was
too comic to win wide credence. Transport
House found its main support in the remnant
of the Independent Labor Party, which sur-
vives today as a channel of Trotskyist argu-
ments, and in the T'rotskyites from whose ranks
it found one to run as Labor candidate in the
recent Aylesbury by-election in order to split
the vote against Chiamberlain and thus present
a seat to Chamberlain.

Experience is increasingly convincing seri-
ous Labor Party supporters that the policy of
Transport House in opposing the people’s
front does not mean independence, but on the
contrary, practical assistance to Chamberlain,
impotence of the labor movement, and even
cooperation with Chamberlain in day-to-day
policy. This was powerfully shown by the role
of Sir Walter Citrine at the International Fed-
eration of Trade Unions meeting at Oslo,
where he not only opposed international trade-
union unity, delivered sneering attacks-against
France and the Soviet Union, opposed any
measures of working-class sanctions against
fascist aggressors, but even went so far as to
support Chamberlain in his unconcealed inter-
national financial swashbuckling in Mexico
and prevent the passing of a resolution of sym-
pathy to the Mexican workers and government
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in their stab against the British oil capitalists
and Chamberlain’s bullying intervention.

What are the prospects for the people’s
front? It is evident that only a combination
of all the opposition forces around the central
leadership of a united labor movement, on the
basis of a program of collective peace, coop-
eration with France, the Soviet Union, Spain,
Czechoslovakia, the United States, and the
other democracies to hold fascist aggression in
check, and an inner program of social and eco-
nomic advance, can raise any prospect of de-
feating Chamberlain and bringing in an
alternative government in the near future. The
alternative to this is not a Labor government.
The alternative is the continued domination
of Chamberlain and the ‘“National” govern-
ment, with its more and more open support
of fascism and fascist war, and all that this
will mean for the future of Britain and the
world in the next few years.

That a people’s-front combination could de-
feat Chamberlain is even widely admitted in
the government press, which openly counts,
Lowever, on the Labor Party Executive to pre-
vent its realization. An examination of the
election figures shows the relation of forces,
and why a people’s front is essential to defeat
Chamberlain.

At the last general election, in 1935, out
of 29,500,000 electors, 11,750,000 voted for
the “National” government, 10,000,000 voted
for the opposition, and 7,500,000 did not vote.
Of the opposition, Labor represented 8,300,000,
and the Liberals 1,500,000 (the Communists
withdrew all their candidates but two to se-
cure unity behind Labor). Since the general
election there has been a growing current of
public opinion against the government, which
won the election on the basis of full and active
support to the League of Nations as its main
plank and has since pursued the opposite policy.
The Labor Party, however, on its present
basis, has been able to win only a portion of
this opposition, much of which, though against
Chamberlain, is not yet prepared to accept a
Socialist program, and much of which is re-
pelled by the division of the anti-government
candidates and so relapses into non-voting, On
the present basis of development there is no

" prospect whatever of Labor winning an abso-

lute majority. To win a majority against
Chamberlain will require decisive inroads into
the ranks of the borderline supporters of
Chamberlain and the non-voters. In the pres-
ent stage of public opinion among these sections
only a broad, united democratic and peace
front could accomplish this successfully.

The system of constituencies in Britain re-
enforces this lesson. There is no second ballot,
and division of the anti-government vote can
give the seat to the government on a minority
vote, as is already the case in over thirty con-
stituencies. Labor’s strength is in the industrial
areas of North England, Scotland, and Wales.
A big increase in Labor’s vote in these areas
would not give a majority in Parliament. In
Southern England (excluding London and
the Midlands), that is, in the predominantly
agricultural, rentier, and light industry areas,
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where Labor organization is weak, the govern-
ment holds 218 seats and Laber only thirty-
five. If Labor were to win two-thirds of all
government seats in the industrial North, in
Scotland, and Wales, but fail to change this
situation in the South and the Midlands, it
would not win a majority. In these latter
areas, remains of the Liberal Party still play
a considerable role. Combination with the
Liberal and general democratic and peace ele-
ments, is essential for a rapid victory at the
next election.

This is to calculate only on the basis of
existing electoral proportions. In fact, how-
ever, the effect of unity, of working-class unity
and of the unity of a broad democratic peace
front, on a positive immediate program, would
awaken into political activity masses of the
7,500,000 non-voters, who could determine the
issue, as well as millions of hesitant “National”
voters. The example of France has shown this
stimulating, mobilizing, and creative influence
of unity and the People’s Front in giving new

- confidence and strength to previously dis-
heartened and apathetic millions.

The situation in Britain thus points clearly
and urgently to the necessity of a people’s
front around the central core of the Labor
Party and a united labor movement. The
realization of this is undoubtedly spreading
fast, and there is reason to hope that big
changes may be realized in the whole political
alignment in Britain. But there is no ground
for easy optimism, especially in view of the
shortness of time. The forces of opposition are
still strongly entrenched in the dominant La-
bor and trade-union leadership; and these un-
doubtedly prefer the role of “loyal opposition”
to Chamberlain rather than the heavy respon-
sibility of leadership of all the working-class
and democratic forces against the ruling fi-
nance-capitalist oligarchy in Britain and the
consequent responsibility of government in a
period of crisis. There is therefore a very big
fight ahead to realize working-class unity and
the people’s front or peace alliance in Britain
before it is too late; and the most that can
yet be said is that the forces in support are
gathering more strongly than ever before. On
the outcome of this fight depend heavy issues
for the whole future of Britain and the world.

LED,

“ 0KY0, JUNE 3.—Lieutenant General
Seishiro Itagaki, regarded by many as
the best field commander in the army, was
named War Minister today with a mandate
to bring the Chinese war to a quick end. . ..
“General Itagaki and General Rensuke
Isogai were the Japanese chieftains at Taier-
hchwang. Chinese attacked ferociously and the
Japanese army retreated. It was called, and
was generally believed to be, the most humili-
ating defeat that a Japanese army had suffered
in the 2,598 years of Japan’s military history.”
—United Press, June 3.

NIBONEY PASSING, BARY

Report on a Visit to Madrid

JOSEPH NORTH

Madrid, June 2 (By Cable).
T's eighteen months now, a long time in
I wartime. The enemy has been inside the
gates, the Moors have been praying to
Allah in Caso del Campo for a year and a
half now. I chanced to get to town the night
the German electrical battery rained four hun-
dred shells into the city. There were some fu-
neral processions the next day, white coffins
for the young and black for the old. And the
living went on in the life I have never imag-
ined possible, Pilgrimages should be made to

this beleaguered city to learn how to live.

I have never seen a more serene folk, stout-
hearted and confident. And Madrid differs
only in degree from the rest of Central Spain,
where some eight million Spaniards live, They
are hemmed in on three sides, their only outlet
to the world is the Mediterranean coastline,
and Italian ships hide in the coves.

Madrid has but one roadway, veritably its
lifeline, to the lush, subtropical fields of Va-
lencia, and Franco is pressing hard to come
down the Teruel highway into that province

and cut Castellon away from loyalist Spain.
That is the picture, and is it any wonder
Mussolini scans his maps in the palazzio and
storms around with his chin stuck out? By all
canons and clauses in military text books and
by the heritage of von Ludendorff, this war
should well be over. I have just returned from
this area and can tell you the normality of life
here is staggering. It would keel Il Duce over
if he knew, and it will in the end, whether
his best friends tell him or not. The morale
of the people in Central Spain, the degree of
organization they have perfected to supply
their needs and to bulwark their defenses, is
matchless. And they are not done perfecting.
Never in the world has there been anything
equaling this. Consider Madrid: I picked up
a song from an urchin in the street the other
day, which might well be the theme song of
this Spanish drama. It was a popular Madri-
leno ditty, which says, “Quieren pasar los
Moros. Quieren pasar los Moros, mamita mia.
No pasa nadie, no pasa nadie.” Literally it
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means, ‘“Those Moors want to pass. Those
Moors want to pass, baby, but nobody’s pass-
ing, baby, nobody’s passing.” They sing it
clapping their hands in Andalusian fashion
when they get off those dizzying flamencos
that sound a thousand years old. Would it
sound melodramatic to say a hundred thou-
sand persons have determined to hold out
until victory or death? When a Madrileno
says it to you in Madrid, you believe him. It
is a matter of fact here, and he doesn’t have
to tell you about those eighteen months of
resistance. As the Madrileno speaks, he acts.

" And nearly everyone you talk to says it if
you get on the subject. “We'll hold out until
victory—or death. Put that in your paper.”
The anarchist chambermaid, Natividad, in
the Hotel Victoria, said it to me. Mayor
Rafael Henche said it to me a little later the
same day. The mayor described the city’s difhi-
culties: only half a pint of milk daily to Ma-
drid’s 63,000 children under the age of five.
That seemed to worry him more than anything
else—that and the traffic problem. He talked
about semaphores and one-way streets while
machine guns could be heard hammering away
at University City, less than a mile from His
Honor’s offices.

In the face of ever-present danger the
trivialities of ordinary life strike you as pe-

culiarly heroic. The fact that twenty theaters-

and forty-six movies stay open and have been
open every day since the Moors crossed the
Manzanares; the facy that schools haven’t shut
down a single day, and that girls skip rope in
shell-pocked streets. Con pan o sin pan—with
bread or without bread—they resist. That is
Negrin’s adjuration to the people. The Ma-
drileno adopted that slogan in his daily life
long before it was issued. There is really little
bread and not enough meat, no potatoes, no
coffee, no sugar, no milk for adults. But there
is plenty of bacalao, the dried, nourishing fish
most visitors can’t down. There are consider-
able lentils-and-beans and beans-and-lentils
from the neighboring Guadalajara and Ciudad
Real provinces. There is a2 minimum of food
that provides a sufficiency of calories to keep
the Castilian alert and even spry. He has
never lost that pride in personal appearance,
so typically Spanish. You can’t get your shoes
shined without waiting half an hour in line.
Bookshops are crowded all day from the mo-
ment the doors open, and you can get any
classic you wish in Spanish, including Mike
Gold’s Judios Sin Dinero. That’s right, Jews
Without Money. And it sells very well,
comrade, a salesgirl told me. I have described
the trenches about Madrid in recent Daily
W orker stories. It is sufficient for this article
merely to say that the fortifications have kept
pace with the needs of the times. As the Ger-
mans moved heavier artillery in on Mt. Gara-
bitas and various fronts here, Spaniards dug
deeper trenches, perfecting them with steel,
etc., and dug refugios at necessary points.
True it is that the Madrilenos will hold out
till victory—or until the last man is killed.

But Madrid is not all of loyalist Spain,

someone may say. Irue, but it is not so far
in the van. Alicante, Valencia, Castellon,
where every man has built refugios for his
family in the earth, have learned from Ma-
drid, and there is a Popular Front, a political
instrument of great force and suppleness to
foster this heroism elsewhere. For the defense
of Madrid is no miracle. It isn’t merely a
biochemical reaction peculiar to the Castilian.
It derives from a complex of factors that
amount to political awareness, It is a product
of the violent hatred of oppression that the
Castilian commoner was subjected to for cen-
turies. Remember that the Madrileno worker
in the main was Marxian for the last half
century. This was a stronghold of Socialism
in Spain since Marx’s day. It was the cradle
of Spanish patriotism, too. Goya drew some
of his most powerful works in Madrid, de-
picting the resistance to Napoleon’s grenadiers
in 1808. The social revolution in 1931 and
its fruits, particularly since the February
1936 elections, affected the Madrileno
deeply. Now combine this republicanism, this
syndicalism, and class consciousness—in other
words, these attributes of the proletarian and
middle classes—and you have the basis for the
People’s Front in these specific times. Get a
government that represents this combination
of ‘economic, social, and psychological factors,
and you get a people that will fight to the last
to defend that government. And I am sure the
Madrileno will not feel I am detracting from
Castilian heroism by claiming the above as
the basis for his sterling defense. There are
no miracles in politics. If it could be done in
Madrid it can be done in Valencia and Cas-
tellon and Barcelona. That is the task of the
Popular Front and its component parties.

One other factor, last but far from least:
the peasantry, the great preponderance of
Spain. It requires a special article, which I
shall do; but for the purpose of this short
piece I can say this: the farmer feels he gained
immeasurably by democracy. He wanted land ;
he got it. He can till it as he wishes, either
collectively or individually. He has known this
since the decree of Oct. 7, 1936, when the
lands of the rebel landowners were turned
over to him and the caciqued were kicked out.
He was doubly assured of it in the reiteration
of the government’s principles on May Day
eve. Point eight of Negrin’s thirteen points
confirms it. And the peasant is ready for a fight
to the last ditch for his land. There are vil-
lages I have been in where every youth in
town has enlisted, and only men over forty
and women work in the fields. And their
families see them off to the railroad station.
They realize it is the only way out. Yes, this
trip to Central Spain has confirmed all T felt
in Barcelona. Unless the Spanish people are
literally annihilated by overwhelming ma-
terials, they cannot lose,

No, this war for liberty cannot be lost
in Spain; but it can be lost in London, in
Paris, in Washington. That is the big danger
and there is no use blinking it.

NEW MASSES

[N THE SUDETEN REGIDN

Prague, May 26.

HERE was much rejoicing in Prague for

a few days after the fateful weekend
of May 21-24, especially because the first elec-
tions were very favorable to the left. The
two parties which showed the greatest gains
were the Communists and the National So-
cialists (the latter is the party of President
Benes and is the most progressive of the re-
publican parties). The Czech fascist parties
were routed and Henlein succeeded only in
holding what he had. But now it is realized
that the relief may be temporary because of
the recovery of the SDP (Henlein’s party) and
the diplomatic maneuvers of 10 Downing
Street.

On Wednesday, May 25, I visited the
Sudeten regions with Gabriel Péri of I'Hu-
manité to see whether Henlein had recovered
any lost ground. That was the day of the
demonstration and funeral of the two Nazis
shot while crossing the frontier. Eger, the
“capital” of the Henlein movement, was our
destination.

Between Monday morning and this
Wednesday demonstration, the SDP exerted
itself to the utmost to regain control. The
demonstration and speeches were planned and
carried out for just this purpose. All the talks
were extravagantly ferocious. The crowd was
lifted to a pitch of frenzied hatred, chauvin-
ism, and war-fever. Again they were promised
that Hitler would soon come marching in
and then all problems would be solved. The
two dead Nazis were converted into martyrs
because they had given their lives for Hitler.
“Germany will live even if we are shot,” went
a typical phrase from the mouth of Henlein.
Little children, four, five, no more than eight
years of age, marched out of the great town
square in those grim, gray uniforms, doing
the goose-step as best they could. Storm
Troops practically took over the entire ad-
ministration of the city. Again the “Sieg Heil !”
and the “Heil Hitler!” from three out of
every four persons in the street. The Nazi
salute was now flaunted. Not a single store
was open, because Henlein had ordered it so.

A half block away from the Markt-Platz,
scene of the demonstration, is the Communist
headquarters in Eger. The town has about
forty Communists. Despite the terror, the head-
quarters remains open, and there are still pic-
tures of Thaelmann and Stalin on the wall.
These men are incredibly brave. They show ab-
solutely no fear though: they live in the shadow
of momentary physical assault, and all have
been attacked many times. They sleep in the
party headquarters, ready for any emergency.
As we spoke with them, Nazi Storm Troops
passed by in large numbers and there was dan-
ger that the building would be attacked. One
Communist seized an iron rod and stood near
the inner door, near us. Others went into the
outer room, guarding the door to the street.
These men are the comrades of Dimitrov.
How proud one is to call them comrades and
to shake their hands!—THEODORE DRAPER.
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Another Good Speech

T 15 difficult to say whether Secretary

Hull’s speech before the Tennessee Bar
Association was merely a restatement of
lofty principles, involving no practical mea-
sures for their realization, or whether it
was a cautious intimation that the United
States is preparing to emerge from the fog
of isolationism and inaction into which it
“has been permitted to drift. Mr. Hull has
made good speeches in the past, but their
effect has frequently been to raise hopes
which were speedily dashed by Mr. Hull
himself. T

Yet there may be more than mere words
in the offer to join with other nations for
“the_restoration and strengthening of sound
and constructive international economic re-
lationships,” for the “limitation and pro-
gressive reduction of armaments,” for ‘hu-
manizing by common agreement the rules
and practices of warfare,” and for “explor-
ing all other methods of revitalizing the
spirit of international cooperation.” The fact
that this statement is made in the nudst
of the crisis in Central Europe and so soon
after the United States has reminded the
Nazi government of its obligations under
the Kellogg-Briand pact may well indicate
that this country is preparing to assume
leadership in the defense of peace. This is
perhaps hinted at in the following passage
in the Hull speech:

There was never a time in our national history
when the influence of the United States in support
of international law was more urgently needed
than at present—to serve both our own best in-
terests and those of the entire human race.

But the very fact that we are compelled
to speak conditionally, to use “perhaps” and
“may” regarding every passage in Mr.
Hull’'s address shows what is wrong with
the administration’s foreign policy. Good
speeches unaccompanied by action have. thus

far failed to swerve Hitler, Mussolini, and
the Mikado one inch from their predatory
goals. And an instance of the futility of mere
words came the very next day after Mr.
Hull’s address. Undersecretary of State Sum-
ner Welles had issued a statement express-
ing “the emphatic reprobation” of the Ameri-
can government at the barbarous bombing
of civilian populations. The reply of the
Japanese and German-Italian warmakers
was—new bombing outrages with casualties
running into the thousands.

Not only has the administration failed to
implement Roosevelt’s quarantine-the-aggres-
sors speech of October 5, but its policy, as
expressed in the Neutrality Act and the Span-
ish embargo, has been in the very opposite
direction. In his Nashville address Secretary
Hull intimated the manner in which this
situation might be changed when he urged
“a strong and united public opinion” to
back up the principles he enunciated.

In other words, what is needed is a
greatly increased barrage of telegrams and
resolutions to compel the lifting of the em-
bargo and the revision of the Neutrality Act.

The N ation Sneers

IT 1S a bit surprising to find the Nation
joining hands with the reactionary press
in a longish editorial sneer at the tenth na-

- tional convention of the Communist- Party.

We refer our readers to the article by A. B.
Magil in this issue of NEw MaAsses for a
proper estimate of the convention, which
completely refutes the Nation’s position.
Here we shall confine ourselves to a few
specific objections.

Like the tory press, the Nation is not to
be taken in by the Communist convention.
American liberals, it feels, “might first of
all view with some suspicion the violence of
the conversion.” And it describes the Com-
munist Party’s approach as “a foolish strategy
because it is too clumsy to be taken seriously
and too devious to be practiced wholeheart-
edly.”

It would be unfortunate, indeed, if sincere
liberals should be misled by the Nation into
adopting an attitude of suspicion toward the
Communist efforts to achieve a united dem-
ocratic front against reaction and fascism. It
need hardly be said who would profit from
such divisive suspicion. The Communist pol-
icy is no trick or maneuver, but a serious
program of action that is being taken seri-
ously by increasing sections of the labor and
progressive forces of the country. What the
Nation describes as a sudden about-face in
regard to democracy has been basic to Com-
munism since the days of Marx and Engels.
And the present strong emphasis on the de-
fense of democracy—necessitated not by any
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deep-laid plots to snare with honey those
that cannot be lured with vinegar, but by the
very real threat of fascism—is at least three
years old, dating from the period of the
Seventh World Congress of the Communist
International. As for the utilization of
American revolutionary traditions, as far
back as April 1934, in the manifesto issued
by its eighth national convention, the Com-
munist Party claimed the heritage of 1776
and 1861. That it did not do so earlier was
due to an attitude which, as Earl Browder
points out in his book, The People’s Front,
was “foisted upon the radical movement
some generations ago by the sectarian influ-
ences that dominated the Socialist Party.”

And though the Nation is so concerned
about the Communist Party’s loss of revolu-
tionary ardor, it has no ‘hesitation in de-
nouncing as alien to the American tradition
that section in the new Communist constitu-
tion which states: “No party member shall
have personal or political relationship with
confirmed Trotskyites, Lovestoneites, or
other known enemies of the party and the
working class.” (Incidentally, the Nation,
rushing into print before the constitution was
actually adopted, quotes this from the origi-
nal draft in which the word “confirmed”
was omitted.)

We do not think the liberals for whom
the Nation professes to speak would regard
as unreasonable or doctrinaire the simple
proposition that no decent person should
have personal or political relationship with
labor spies and strikebreakers. What else are
the Trotskyites and Lovestoneites but spies,
wreckers, and strikebreakers, as their ac-
tivities in the American trade-union move-
ment, as well as in the Soviet Union and
Spain, have amply demonstrated? The only
difference is that they employ pseudo-Marxist
terminology in their double-dealing. Nor do
we think that democratic-minded Americans,
who have absorbed as part of the American
tradition a feeling of hatred and revulsion
toward everything associated with the name
of Benedict Arnold, will feel, once they are
acquainted with the facts, any such tender
solicitude for the modern Benedict Arnolds
as do the oh-so-solicitous editors of the
Nation. '

A Setback for Reaction

HE passage of the relief-recovery bill

in the Senate by the overwhelming
vote of 60 to 10 marked another setback for
the coalition of reactionary Republicans and
Democrats that until recently was having
things its own way. The Senate bill, carry-
ing a total of $3,722,905,000, is on the
whole an improvement over the House

measure, since it adds $300,000,000 for the
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expansion of the federal-housing program.
This was one of President Roosevelt’s origi-
nal recommendations, but was omitted from
the House bill. It should most certainly
be included in the final version that is now
being whipped into shape by Senate and
House conferees.

Another group of conferees is wrestling
with the wages-and-hours bill. Here the dif-
ferences between the Senate and House ver-
sions are greater. Agreement has already
been reached, however, on a minimum wage
of 25 cents an hour as provided by the House
measure. Whatever the final form in which
this and the .relief-recovery bill will pass,
it is evident that on these two questions the
New Deal and the progressive forces of
the country have won important victories
which should help solidify the front of de-
mocracy and progress in the congressional
elections.

New Attack on NLRB

IME was when editorial writers—the

New York Times setting the pace—
declared the National Labor Relations Act
unconstitutional. And. having judged the act
contrary to all fundamental law of the
land, the editorials urged violation of so ille-
gal a statute.

During the session of the United States
Supreme Court just ended, the Wagner Act
and the board created under it have been up-
held in a series of decisions. In the Pacific &
Pennsylvania Greyhound Line case, the
Court granted the right of the board to order
the dissolution of a company union; and up-
held its further right to decide that such an
organization can be designated a company
union even though the company goes through
the motions of withdrawing official support.
In the Santa Clara Packing Co. case, the
Court approved the board’s power to bring
within the jurisdiction of the Wagner Act
a company shipping only 25 percent of its
goods outside the state where all the goods

- were bought. In the Mackay Radio case, the
Court agreed with the board’s contention
that strikers remain employees ‘of a
company during labor troubles, and in addi-
tion that unfair labor practices engaged in
before, during, or after a strike are violations
of the law.

Moreover, by refusing to review NLRB’s
order that Remington-Rand reinstate strikers
with back pay, the board’s power to force
reinstatement was again affirmed. These de-
cisions, plus the important order to federal
courts allowing the board to reopen the Re-
public Steel case to correct procedural omis-
sions in conformity with the findings of the
Kansas City Stockyards case, placed the
NLRB in a stronger position than ever.

And now the editorial writers have
changed their tune. Instead of condemning
the Wagner Act as unconstitutional, they
contend that while the statute may con-
ceivably be legal, it violates the spirit of
the founding fathers. Which can be labeled
one of the neatest editorial sophistries of
a generation. But it is also a dangerous one,
because future attacks on the Wagner Act
will take the course already attempted in
the present Congress: the offering of amend-
ments intended to emasculate the act and
render it impotent to hold the anti-labor
employers within bounds.

Salem in Modern Dress

HREE hundred years after Salem, a spe-
cial Massachusetts State Legislative
Commission once again set about hunting
witches. The commission’s report, a volumi-
nous affair of some 2,500 pages, devotes one
hundred pages to anti-Semitic and Nazi or-
ganizations, but manages to whitewash the
fascist groups. The remainder of the report
deals with the Communist Party. And the
essence of the findings can be summed up in
the statement that the union movement is
“Communist” inspired, dominated, and led.
Of course, the investigators knew before
they began their search what they wanted to
find. From the beginning their problem was
to prove what they had long suspected: the
labor movement is a Communist plot, and
the more successful the unions, the thicker
the plot. The committee therefore calls for
a drive against the Communist Party, the
trade unions, and progressive and liberal or-
ganizations of all descriptions.

Frank J. Manning of the Textile Workers
Organizing Committee and executive com-
mitteeman of the Boston Democratic City
Committee described the investigation as an
attempt “‘to disrupt and destroy the morale
of powerful labor organizations.” Another
CIO official labeled it “malicious, false, and
anti-labor.” On the other hand, Mayor
Frank Hague of Jersey City was vastly
pleased at the result of the investigation.
‘Which in one sense precludes further com-
ment on the whole affair.

Hagueism Spreads

HE disease of repression, first indication

of fascism, is catching. In Newark, not
far from Jersey City, Commissioner Joseph
Byrne, Jr., who ran for office on a “‘support
Hague” platform, issued a speaking permit
to Norman Thomas, Socialist. As Mr.
Thomas began to talk, a mob of city toughs,
Nazi sympathizers, and Legionnaires drowned
out his voice with a brass band, pelted him

11

with eggs, and started a riot. Subsequently,
Commissioner Byrne—whose police were un-
willing to keep order—stated that in the
future he would ban all meetings except
those called by “patriotic and military or-
ganizations.”

Mr. Thomas has spoken in Newark often
before, and no attempt was made to stop
him and no mob gathered. But the example
of Jersey City inspired the vigilantes, the
corporations behind them, and the politicians
who curry Mayor Hague’s favor, to prevent
a speech directed against the Jersey City
boss.

Such violations of civil liberties call for
effective political unity of the labor move-
ment and of all progressives. But it is
lamentable that Mr. Thomas has failed to
learn the lesson he himself has stressed.
Merely to denounce Mayor Hague or to
fight him in the courts is not sufficient. The
democratic front must be built if Mayor
Hague’s domination is to be broken in Jersey
City in the same way as the brutal, repressive
domination of the steel companies was ended
in the little mill towns that ring Pittsburgh.
And as the democratic front forms, the de-
mand must increase throughout the country
for federal action against Hague, as well as
for an investigation by the La Follette civil-
liberties committee. )

Lords of the Ether

HARGES made by George H. Payne

that lobbyists of the radio industry had
influenced members of the Federal Commu-
nications Commission fortify the impression
that a thoroughgoing investigation of the
radio industry is long overdue. Payne, a
member of the commission, appeared in sup-
port of a resolution now before the House
Rules Committee calling for such an inves-
tigation. His testimony came shortly after
Representative McFarlane of Texas in-
serted in the Congressional Record serious
charges against the Radio Corporation of
America and the American Telephone &
Telegraph Co., involving collusion in a case
brought by the Department of Justice in
Wilmington, Del., in 1932. Representative
McFarlane has also accused two unnamed
former United States Senators of accepting
bribes in connection with the case.

The monopolistic control of radio broad-
casting is one of the scandals of American
politics. The air waves have been called our
“last great resource,” and the Radio Act
of 1927 explicitly established the ether as
public domain which could not be owned
or controlled by private interests. Yet the
fact is that with the connivance of the
Federal Radio Commission and its suc-
cessor, the Federal Communications Com-
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mission, Wall Street monopolies have looted
this invaluable resource as they have looted
all of the natural wealth of the country.
And the remarkable part about it is that
under the law they are not required to
pay a cent to the government for the privi-
lege of playing fast and loose with the
people’s property. Just how completely the
air waves are dominated by trustified capi-
tal is evident from the fact that out of a
total transmission power of 2,634,200 watts,
88.4 percent is controlled by the two major
networks, National Broadcasting Co. (a
wholly owned subsidiary of RCA) and the
Columbia Broadcasting System, and 92.9
percent by these two and the Mutual
Broadcasting System. Thus three powerful
companies dictate the character not only of
the entertainment but of the ideas that each
day enter more than 22,000,000 American
homes. It is time Congress looked into a situ-
ation which is charged with danger for
American liberties.

Democracy at Harvard

ARVARD'S refusal to reinstate Drs.
Walsh and Sweezy, in accordance with
the unanimous recommendation of the special
faculty committee headed by Ralph Barton
Perry, raises an issue as fundamental as
that of academic freedom: the issue of faculty
government. Originally the Harvard Eco-
nomics Department had recommended both
men for three-year normal reappointments.
‘When the administration and corporation
overruled this recommendation and voted
two-year terminating appointments, the de-
partment renewed its recommendation. But
the administration and corporation remained
adamant. According to the special faculty
committee, administration action was due not
to antagonism to the economic views and
labor activities of the two men, but to the
automatic application of an administrative
policy which was not understood by the
economics-department staff. The committee
is at pains to point out, however, that the
policy (limiting promotions arbitrarily to
two men and automatically dropping in-
structors not recommended for promotion)
was unwise, “‘subordinated educational values
to financial exigencies which proved un-
real,” inflicted unfair treatment upon two
brilliant teachers, and deprived the univer-
sity of necessary services in labor economics
and economic theory.
~ Of greater significance is the recognition
that the policy and its effects were the re-
sult of arbitrary procedures followed in its
formulation, interpretation, and execution.
The absence of democratic faculty govern-
ment at Harvard is now reemphasized by
the university’s rejection of the conclusions

of the special committee, which. President
Conant had officially appointed after pres-
sure from the faculty.

The Harvard experience ought to come
as a warning to the Board of Higher Edu-
cation of New York, which is at present
formulating a’ by-law for the democratic
reorganization of the four city colleges. Pro-
visions for the democratic election of de-
partment heads at regular intervals, for the
extension of faculty memberships to younger
members of the staff, for the democratic
consideration of appointments and promotions
and other matters of educational policy are
much to be desired. Events at Harvard sug-
gest, however, that unless the university
budget is also to be formulated by those en-
gaged in educational work rather than
handed down from the top by those primarily
concerned with finances, all the values to be
achieved in a democratic set-up may be lost.
It also emphasizes the need for extensive or-
ganization of teachers, even in a set-up that
seems to be democratically ordered. All the
more power, therefore, to the American Fed-
eration of Teachers, which at Harvard origi-
nally initiated a petition of 131 faculty mem-
bers that resulted in the appointment of the
special committee, and which at New Haven
this Saturday is picketing a meeting of the
Yale Corporation to ask the reinstatement
of Jerome Davis.

Cracks in the Rebel Lineup ‘

EPORTS from numerous authentic sources
R indicate that things do not go so well
in rebel Spain.

The strain between the Falangist and the
Carlist wings of Franco’s so-called united
nationalist movement is rapidly nearing the
breaking point. The unsuccessful Falangist
revolt of April 1937 was the first symptom.
(The leaders of that revolt are still in a
Salamanca prison.)

Immediately afterward came the widely
publicized speech made by Gen. Juan Yague,
demanding the immediate release of thou-
sands of Falangist prisoners in rebel terri-
tory. That was followed several days ago
by the spectacular jail-break as a result of
which 796 Falangists successfully escaped
from Franco’s clutches.

Besides the conflict between the Falan-
gists and the Carlists, there is the growing
friction between the Spanish rebel officers
and the German and Italian officers, the for-
mer suspecting the latter of intentions to
retain their military and economic strangle-
hold on the country even after the conclu-
sion of the war.

More important is the widespread and
still growing unrest among Franco’s Spanish
troops, reflecting the deepening resentment
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of the Spanish masses. Mass opposition to
the foreign invaders is intensified by the
information passed by word of mouth (the
rebel press is discreetly silent about it) that
German and Italian planes and .fliers spe-
cialize in bombing and destroying unpro-
tected Spanish cities and killing thousands
of non-combatants. Underground anti-fascist
propaganda is gaining momentum. Thus in
Seville, according to the latest reports, thou-
sands of leaflets were circulated bearing the
slogan: “Down with Fascism! Long live
the Republic!” and similar slogans were
scratched on walls and fences throughout
the city.

Twe months ago Franco proclaimed his
victory over the loyalists. Obviously he was
a little premature. So were Messrs. Chamber-
lain and Mussolini with their, it now seems,
abortive Anglo-Italian pact, which took a
speedy Franco victory for granted. A Franco
victory is very far off. And with every addi-
tional day it recedes farther and farther to
the background.

The Chinese Withdraw

ND the great victories which Japanese

bombing planes have been scoring over
the defenseless women and children of Can-
ton cannot hide the fact that for the Japa-
nese imperialists also, both at the front and
at home, the difficulties are piling up. This
is true despite the fact that during the past
week the Japanese succeeded in retaking
Lanfeng and capturing Kaifeng, while the
fall of Chengchow, immediate objective of
the Japanese drive, seems imminent. The
Chinese are executing an orderly withdrawal
southward from the plains around Kaifeng
and Chengchow, where the terrain is excep-
tionally favorable for the highly mechan-
ized Japanese army, to strongly prepared
positions on the slopes of the Tafu and
Tapeh Mountains. Here they expect to be
able to hold up for a long time the Japa-
nese advance on Hankow, provisional capi-
tal of China.

Meanwhile the reorganization of the Japa-
nese cabinet, necessitated by the bogging of
the Japanese war machine and the growing
crisis at home, has been completed—for the
present, at least—with the appointment of
Gen. Seishiro Itagaki as War Minister. The
new cabinet, in which Gen. Kazushige Ugaki
has become Foreign Minister, Gen. Sadao
Araki, leader of the most extreme military
fascists, Minister of Education, and Seihin
Ikeda, prominent banker and agent of the
gigantic Mitsui trust, Finance Minister, is
a step toward the complete fascization of the
Japanese state. The government of imperial
Japan has finally been handed over to the
army and big business.
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Ben’s Little Boy, Louie

DEAR Louis Apamic: I was reading that
review John Chamberlain did of your
book,* the one in which he said that your opin-
ions will be so commonly accepted in this
country in a few years that they'll be trite.
If that’s so, I want to be in on the ground
floor with my recollections. I suppose we're
pretty vain in thinking that anybody will look
at what we’ve written a hundred years from
now, but if you're to be as important as John
prophesies, they’ll want to know everything
about you.

The first time I saw you was probably at
one of those famous Calverton binges. You
were a tall, skinny guy. Very handsome. I
liked you from the start and I think you liked
me, because later, when you got married,
Stella and you came to our house and we used
to go to your parties. You were at Scheffel
Hall that night when Red Lewis started the
row with Harry Hansen, and I think you
made Red sore later by refusing to keep going
with him when the dinner broke up. That was
the time when you were helping Red on that
perennial of his, the labor novel.

We saw Stella and you just before you left
for Europe, and one of miy proudest moments
was when you mentioned me as your friend
in Native’s Return. When you got back you
came in to see me and began telling me about
things you had seen in Yugoslavia and par-
ticularly about the radicals who were being
tortured by the police. Those radicals were
all Communists and they provided the sole
opposition to a cruel dictatorship, and you
went to see them in great secrecy when they
got out of jail. What the police had done
to them was so revolting and horrible that
I couldn’t write it here. You saw those tor-
tured men with your own eyes and when you
began telling me about them, you broke down
and couldn’t go on.

But the next time I saw you, you were
back in the old rut you’d been in before you
left for the old country. The Yugoslav Com-
munists might be all right; but the American
Communists were impossible. I think the pa-
triotic Slavs in this country gave you quite a
riding for what you had said about the King,
and you went to live in a hotel so you wouldn’t
be bothered by them. In any event, I didn’t
see you again for months. Then one night we
were in a restaurant together and you were
very annoyed at somebody because he was
talking politics. It seems you didn’t want to

*My AMERICA, by Louis Adamic. Harper & Bros.
$3.75.

talk politics. The next remembrance is of a
party where you had been talking to Louis
Fischer. There had evidently been a hot argu-
ment, and you were worked up. I heard
Fischer suggesting that you have lunch later
in the week with him when you could go into
it without a lot of people interfering, but you
waved him away almost frantically, as if you
felt that what he might say would scorch you.

After that you seem to have gone entirely
into hiding. From what I heard from time to
time, the only person you were seeing steadily
was Ben Stolberg. That is when I first heard
you referred to as Ben’s little boy, Louie. The
charge seemed foolish because it was difficult
for me to think of anybody taking Ben seri-
ously, but from that point of view this new
book is shocking. If you didn’t see Ben so
constantly, it might be taken as a matter of
coincidence or of mental telepathy, but for
anyone who knows Ben and who knows you,
it is either a question of your influencing him
or his influencing you. I suppose you will
know which it is.

However, since it is a matter of your ideas
coinciding so exactly with Stolberg’s, I think
it is pressing things a bit to criticize John L.
Lewis or Harry Bridges for not receiving you
with open arms when you come to interview
them. I happen to have heard previously about
the Bridges interview. If you think he was
suspicious of you, you're quite right. Every-
thing printed in your new book justifies him
in being wary of you. The whole line of your
development for years has been clear. You
don’t attempt to hide it but you act hurt at
the thought that Lewis and Bridges wouldn’t
take you to their bosoms. The CIO leaders
may be everything you say about them, but
they certainly aren’t half-witted. There is
little chance that they are going to be in love
with you when they know, from your own
words, that you have no intention of being
favorable to them.

As a matter of truth, Louie, I should think
that at best you would be a bad interviewer.
As I know from listening to you, you have
a habit of lecturing rather than listening;
which may be good in a debater but not in
an interviewer. If the reader will follow your
book with that in mind, it will be apparent
that you get almost nothing from a man you
talk to but confirmation of your prejudices.
For book critics to refer to you as a great
journalist is laughable. What you are is a
kindly, sincere man who is a 128 percent
American because you were an immigrant. Be-
ing the son of an immigrant, I know exactly
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how you feel; but, fortunately or unfortu-
nately, I haven’t been elevated to your position
as the Voice of America. I don’t need to worry
about the effect of such adulation.

As a general thing, I believe I could set
up in opposition to you on practically every
ground. Take Arthur E. Morgan of the TVA.
I happen to know the gentleman and I con-
sider him among the choice fuzzy-wuzzies of
history. Without knowing a thing about the
TVA controversy, I will wager you that
Arthur E. Morgan is wrong. He can’t miss.
If you think this is only hindsight on my part,
I refer you to my associates. Your admiration
for the old fuzzy-wuzzy is almost a complete
characterization of your lack of judgment. If
you could have somehow worked Dr. Morgan
into that story about the ghost in the Mill-
ville church, it would have been perfect. Did
you read the first reports of the TVA hear-
ings, where Dr. Morgan was able to substan-
tiate nothing of his original charges? I could
also have told you that months ago—not be-
cause I knew anything directly but because I
know Dr, Morgan. The old gent could quite
easily haunt a church; he could never run
anything as complicated as TVA.

The thing I admire most about you, Louie,
is your concern faor the foreign-born worker.
But is there any group which has worked
more loyally for the foreign-born worker than
the Communist Party? Most of the men of
your race are in the heavy industries and in
coal. Is there a union with better traditions
than the United Mine Workers? It was the
Gereat Steel Strike, headed by William Z. Fos-
ter, which aroused the sentiment of the nation
and caused the steel trust to concede that it
could exist even if the men—yoyr countrymen
—didn’t work twelve hours a day, seven days
a week. The AF of L steel unions got no-
where; the CIO has organized Big Steel and
will soon organize Little Steel. In view of
this, it is hard to understand your animosity
toward the CIO.

However, you have done well; nobody can
deny it. The best critics admire you; the best
people look up to you; if you haven’t a syn-
dicated column soon, like Dorothy Thompson,
it will be your own fault. You have reached
a point where you are regarded as a symbol
of Americanism. It matters very little whether
you have used Ben Stolberg’s ideas or he has
used yours; you are a success. By a happy
set of circumstances, you have managed to
achieve a point of view which is perfect for
this stage of history. What you have to say
means nothing in practical terms but every-
thing in terms of that longing of all men
for peace and quiet and security. We are to
be some sort of strange, happy, mystic
America; far from the madding crowd; far
from the noisy politicians and the harsh facts
of economics. And you will be a leader, Louie,
because everybody will insist on the inventor
of this paradise being a leader in its manage-
ment. I wish you luck and all I can say in the
way of advice is that you will be far better
able to lead if you will free yourself from
leading strings. It works that way.

RoBERT FORSYTHE.
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The Tenth Convention of the Communist Party

A. B.

ou have seen their faces. You have
i seen them in the factories and shops,
on the farms, on the streets of the cities,
in the schools, in the homes. You have seen
and known these delegates to the tenth na-
tional convention of the Communist Party of
the United States. Theirs is the face of Amer-
ica—the America that works, that creates, that
suffers and hopes, that draws its strength from
many peoples and yet is peculiarly, from Maine
to California, from the Great Lakes to the
Gulf, one people.

It is impossible in the brief space of a single
article to compress all the richness and variety,
the deep wisdom and human warmth of this
extraordinary convention of an extraordinary
political party. Truly, as Earl Browder, gen-
eral secretary of the party, said in his conclud-
ing words, the convention “registers a coming
to maturity of our party in American political
life.” All that I can do is to attempt to convey
some fragmentary conception of what this con-
vention means.

Unity—this was the central emphasis of the
Communist convention, its animating idea.
Unity of the labor movement, unity of the
entire American people in a democratic front
to defeat big-business reaction at the polls and
carry through a program that meets the
people’s needs. At the unforgettable mass meet-
ing at Madison Square Garden that opened
the convention (22,000 in the Garden, thou-
sands more on the outside unable to get in)
Browder said :

‘This convention opening tonight has the prosaic
but historic task of hammering out a program for
such unity. It will be not a program drawn merely
from the heads of the Communists. It will be a
program drawn from the life of the people, a pro-
gram which the majority already understands and
.desires, a program capable of welding the majority
of the people into unity now, approaching the cru-
cial congressional elections.

How well did the convention succeed in ac-
complishing this task? Before attempting an
answer, let us say a few words about the dele-
gates themselves and about the manner in
which the convention was organized and con-
ducted.

The national convention of the Communist
Party was organized more democratically than
that of any other American political party.
This may sound like hyperbole, but it happens
to be in accord with the sober facts. Demo-
cratic and Republican national conventions are
held every four years, in contrast to Commu-
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nist conventions, which meet every two years.
The delegates at the conventions of the two
major parties consist almost entirely of pro-
fessional politicians, drawn largely from the
ranks of the comfortable and well-to-do. The
rank and file of the party have at best only
an indirect and limited influence in determin-
ing the course of the party and the platform
it adopts. The smoke-filled-room technique,
rather than democratic discussion, determines
the fate of candidates and issues.

As for the Socialist Party, can one speak

of real democracy in a party which is so rent

with strife and confusion that its rank and
file—those that are not too disgusted to at-
tend meetings—do not have the opportunity
to form clear opinions concerning the most
important problems facing the American
people?

‘What distinguished the Communist conven-
tion was not merely that its delegates were
elected by the members from their own ranks,
or even the thoroughly democratic manner
in which the sessions were conducted, but,
above all, the fact that the entire membership
—75,000 men and women—actively partici-
pated in making the final decisions through
discussions organized in every party branch
during the two months preceding the conven-
tion. This is a new, higher type of democracy,
the democracy not only of formal voting, but
of collective discussion and collective work.
It is this kind of democracy that operates in
every phase of the life of the Soviet Union.

The delegates at the convention represented
a party which in two years has nearly doubled
its membership—from 40,000 to 75,000—and
today has branches in every state in the Union
and in Alaska. This party, as was emphasized
by William Z. Foster, its national chairman,
has absorbed and revitalized the best in the tra-
ditions of the old Socialist Labor Party, the So-
cialist Party, and the Industrial Workers of
the World. Who were these delegates? Eighty
percent of them—Ham Fish, Hearst, Senator
McNaboe, et al., please note—or 617 out of
a total of 776, were native-born Americans.
All the others were naturalized American citi-
zens. Sixty-five percent were industrial
workers, 15 percent professionals, 10 percent
white-collar workers, and 2.5 percent farmers
(far too few farmers in the party, everybody
agreed). There were also twenty-one house-
wives, four students, and two small business-
men. The professionals included teachers, so-
cial workers, writers, newspapermen, lawyers,
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actors, musicians, and one minister. Fifty-nine
percent of the delegates were members of trade
unions—AF of L, CIO, and independent—
and of these, 57 percent hold office in their
unions. Nineteen percent of the delegates were
women, though the proportion of women in
the party’s membership is considerably higher
(about 33 percent). Negroes constituted 13
percent of the delegates and played a promi-
nent role at the convention. This is a party,
too, that draws its strength from the youth:
65 percent of the delegates were thirty-five
years old or younger, 30 percent were between
thirty-six and fifty, and only 5 percent were
over fifty.

These are the statistics; but they tell little
of the individual human beings. Take Patrick
McGraw for example. I picked him out at
random from the Minnesota delegation. He
works at the Coolerator Company in Duluth
and is chairman of the grievance committee
of the local union of the Steel Workers Or-
ganizing Committee. He is a tall, quiet, dark-
haired Irishman, thirty-one years old, married,
and has two children. Reared in the Catholic
religion, he received all his education, with
the exception of two years, in parochial schools.
Out of a job a few years ago, he joined the
Labor Advancement Association, a local or-
ganization of the unemployed. Among its mem-
bers were Communists. “I saw that the party
members always seemed to have the right
policy and were the spark plugs of the or-
ganization.” In the fall of 1935 he joined the
party. Just an average American. Yet some-
thing more—a Communist. That’s what makes
the difference.

Or there’s June Collier of Portland, Ore.,
a tall, good-looking girl of twenty-four. She’s
active in the Women’s Auxiliary of the Inter-
national Woodworkers of America and has
been in a lot of tough labor-battles. Joined
the Communist Party a year ago (“It seems
as if I'd been looking for it a long time”).
I heard her speak at the meeting of the
Women’s Commission of the convention.
There was something bold and confident in
her manner, yet essentially simple and modest,
as she told of activities among the women of
her state. “I wanted to tell you of the work
we've been doing and of the fun we’ve had
doing it and of the things still to be done.”

“The fun we've had doing it.” Yes, there’s
nothing dour about these Communists. They
get a kick out of their work. And seeing them
in action helps to explain why it is that 75,000
Communists are able to influence hundreds
of thousands and even millions. They are flesh
and blood of the common people, but at the
same time leaders among them, leaders in the
shops and trade unions, in fraternal and cul-
tural organizations, in the neighborhoods in
which they live. They are leaders because they
know not only how to teach but to learn from
the people, to learn in the course of the daily
practical work how to solve the-little prob-
lems and the big, how to organize and unite
thousands and millions for victory. And they
are leaders because they are part of the great
international brotherhood of Communists that
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looks toward democracy’s future as well as its
present, that works not only with devotion

and self-sacrifice, but with science, the science

of Marx, Engels, Lenin, and Stalin.

In what direction do these Communists
lead? Listen to Earl Browder speaking. This
Kansas-born descendant of pioneers, with the
compact body and mind, held the attention
of some four thousand delegates and invited
guests at Carnegie Hall with a speech which
the New York Times described as of “un-
paralleled length”—it lasted more than four
hours. But as Alex Bittelman, member of the
Communist Party’s political bureau, told the
convention the next day, the speech, which
Browder delivered on behalf of the party’s
central committee, was unparalleled in some-
thing more than length. Its penetrating
analysis of the major issues facing the Ameri-
can people, its grasp of the dynamics of social
development, its feeling for the American tra-
dition and for the peculiar values of our
democracy, and its elucidation of the course
that must be followed if America is to escape
the horrors of fascism and war rank it as one
of the most important political documents of
recent years. “Jobs, Security, Democracy, and
Peace”—this slogan epitomizes the program
which the Communists propose. And the
achievement of this program requires the
building of the democratic front—the unity of
all progressive and democratic forces behind a
common platform and a single candidate for
each elective office.

Two years ago the Communist Party, at
its ninth national convention, raised as the
central slogan of the election campaign, “Prog-
ress versus Reaction, Democracy versus Fas-
cism,” and called for the defeat at all costs
of the candidates of reaction and fascism rep-
resented on a national scale by the Republican
Party. ‘At the same time the Communists
warned that many reactionaries were en-
trenched in the Democratic Party, and urged
the unification of all progressives in a new
political alignment. Events since then have
demonstrated how well the Communists un-
derstood the forces that were molding the po-
litical life of our country. For nearly two
years a coalition of tory Republicans and
Democrats has succeeded in bottling up the
larger part of the New Deal program and
frustrating the desires so emphatically ex-
pressed by the American people in the 1936
elections. Now reaction, playing on the fears,
confusions, and sufferings arising from the
economic crisis which the sabotage of the eco-
nomic royalists themselves helped precipitate,
is preparing to capture new positions in Con-
gress in an effort to plough under many of the
gains made under the New Deal.

“The outcome of the 1938 elections,” said
Browder in his report, “will determine the im-
mediate direction of the United States on do-
mestic and foreign policy in conditions of na-
tional and world crisis.” Clearly they will in-
fluence to a great degree the alignment for the
presidential election of 1940, and thereby the
whole future of America and the world.”

Browder pointed out that the New Deal
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wing of the Democratic Party “furnishes to-
day the broadest framework, albeit a pre-
carious and incomplete one, for the gathering
of the full forces of the democratic front of
the majority of the people in the 1938 elec-
tions.” As for the program of the democratic
front, several of its points have been expressed
in President Roosevelt’s recent speeches, ‘“‘some
are formulated more or less adequately in
measures adopted or before Congress, although
it must be emphasized that Roosevelt’s ad-
ministration is far from realizing a rounded
program, and even falters and fails on many
points of its own pronouncements,” others have
been put forward by the CIO and by farm
and other progressive organizations. The elec-
tion platform which the Communist conven-
tion adopted represents, therefore, a synthesis
and rounding out of all these proposals. Again
quoting Browder:

The program of the democratic front is not a
Socialist program. It is the minimum of those mea-
sures necessary, under capitalism, to preserve and
extend democracy, all those things which have been
the heart of the American tradition in the past;
ever since the revolutionary foundation of the
United States. The program of the democratic front
is squarely based upon traditional Americanism.

He added, however:

For the avoidance of all misunderstanding now
and in the future, let us make clear beyond the
slightest doubt that the Communist Party is in no
way weakening or abandoning its goal of the com-
plete realization of Socialism for America at the
earliest possible moment, which means as soon as
Socialism gains the support of the majority. Because
of this fact, and not, as some seem to think, despite
it or refuting it, we are the most consistent and
loyal sector in the democratic front. In our loyalty
to Socialism lies the key to our loyalty to the demo-
cratic front.

Our slogan, which we take directly from Lenin,

is: “Through democracy to Socialism; through So-
cialism to the highest and most complete realization
of democracy.”

Here it should be pointed out that the demo-
cratic front is a stage in the development of
the people’s front, a stage corresponding to
the lower degree of political organization of

the workers, farmers, and middle classes in
this country than in Spain and France. An
example of the democratic front was the coali-
tion that was formed behind the slate headed
by Mayor LaGuardia in the New York mu-
nicipal election last year, a coalition that
ranged from progressive Republicans to Com-
munists. ‘

It was around the problem of building the
democratic front in every part of the United
States and on a national scale that the dis-
cussion at the convention centered. Delegate
after delegate recounted the experience of the
Communist Party and the labor and demo-
cratic movement as a whole in his locality,
subjected this experience to critical analysis,
and discussed in the light of Browder’s report
the tasks for the future. The question of the
struggle for peace, for an effective policy of
collective economic measures to quarantine the
fascist aggressors, and for the lifting of the
embargo on Spain formed an integral part
of this discussion. One of the newspapermen
covering the convention remarked at the “stay-
ing power” of the delegates. Yes, these were
serious men and women, discussing the most
serious problems in the world. And they-did
not waste time. But they knew how to relax
too, as they showed toward the end when
several delegates offered some impromptu
songs and Mike Gold recited a homespun
ballad of his own, 4n Old Delegate Speaks.

A few words concerning the two subjects
that seemed to attract the greatest attention
in the press: Browder’s appeal to the Cath-
olics, and the new constitution of the Com-
munist Party. Browder’s statement was, of
course, not an appeal for the reconciliation of
the principles of Catholicism and Communism,
but for the collaboration of the millions of
Catholics who cherish democracy with the
Communists and all democratic sections of the
population. This appeal is of exceptional im-
portance in the United States where the Cath-
olics have themselves been subjected to perse-
cution and discrimination by reactionary forces
and where, nevertheless, the majority of the
hierarchy seek to lure the membership of the

Church into supporting reaction on every field.
By answering in simple unambiguous terms
those questions concerning Communism which
disturb many sincere Catholics, Browder
sought to clear the atmosphere of misunder-
standing and make possible the brotherly coop-
eration of Catholics and Communists for com-
mon democratic aims. '

The adoption of the new constitution was
itself an expression of the democratic charac-
ter of the Communist Party. Like all the ques-
tions before the convention, the draft of the
constitution was the subject of systematic dis-
cussion by the membership over the course of
many weeks. As a result of this discussion, the
convention constitution-committee had before
it 102 amendments from forty-five party or-
ganizations and individual members. Many of
these amendments, however, came from pre-
viously held state, county, and section conven-
tions and represented the winnowing and syn-
thesis of a much larger number that had been
submitted to those conventions. Thus it may
be said that literally hundreds of proposals
were made by the rank and file for improve-
ment of the original draft.

The new constitution is not new in the
sense of representing a statement of new prin-

ciples. It is, rather, as Browder pointed out,

“the codification of our existing practice and
presents our fundamental program in the
terms of modern America and in the light of
the Seventh World Congress of the Interna-
tional Communist movement.” As such it pro-
vides .an official refutation of the canard that

.the Communist Party is an enemy of democ-

racy or advocates force and violence. The pre-
amble points out that the Communist Party
“is a working-class political party, carrying
forward today the traditions of Jefferson,
Paine, Jackson, and Lincoln and of the Decla-
ration of Independence”; that it ‘“upholds the
achievements of democracy” and “defends the
United States Constitution against its reac-
tionary enemies who would destroy democracy
and all popular liberties.” It also makes clear
that the party seeks to “unite and lead the
American people to extend these democratic
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principles to their necessary and logical con-
clusion,” which is Socialism. The statement on
force and violence, continued in Article VI,
Section 1, deserves to be quoted in full:

The Communist Party of the United States up-
holds the democratic achievements of the American
people. It opposes with all its power any clique,
group, circle, faction, or party, which conspires or
acts to subvert, undermine, weaken, or overthrow
any or all institutions of American democracy
whereby the majority of the American people have
obtained power to determine their own destiny in
any degree. The Communist Party of the United
States, standing unqualifiedly for the right of the
majority to direct the destinies of our country, will
fight with all its strength against any and every
effort, whether it comes from abroad or from within,
to impose upon our people the arbitrary will of
any selfish minority group or party or clique or
conspiracy.

It was in that spirit, the spirit of the de-
fense of democracy and culture against fascist
barbarism and violence that the Communist
convention met. For me that convention rep-
resented both culmination and beginning.
When 1 joined the Communist Party, Calvin
Coolidge was President of the United States.
The party was a little sect of about seven
thousand members, torn by factionalism, iso-
lated from the mainstream of American life.
The world of Coolidge and Hoover has gone
down the sluice of history, never to return.
These have been years of suffering and heart-
ache and groping for the American working
class and the people as a whole. But they have
been years that have taught much, too, and
out of them have come growing strength and
clarity and understanding. And out of them
has emerged a new Communist Party, forged
in the American class struggle, facing with
clear eye the job that needs to be done.

Stalin has said that the most valuable capi-
tal is people. There, at the convention of the
Communist Party I saw the most precious
capital that our country possesses. And I was
proud to be a Communist, to be the comrade
of those 776 men and women out of the trea-
sure-house that is America. You have seen
their faces. And you have known and will

“They ganged up on me!
They don’t want fearless
statesmen like me! It's a

purge!!”

know their deeds. They are rooted in the
people, and the strength they give is assurance
that the tree of Socialism will yet be green.

LIBERTY LEAGUE MEDICDS

T IS unfortunate that the tremendous re-
I sistance to the socialization of health care
has continued unabated. A small minority, con-
sisting of the so-called “bourbons” or “‘eco-
nomic royalists” of medicine and dentistry,
many of whom occupy strategic positions of
leadership in these professions, have left no
stone unturned to obstruct this normal devel-
opment. In their desire to protect what
they believe are their threatened vested in-
terests, they go to unbelievable lengths to
maintain the status quo of medical and dental
practice. They bring up all kinds of bugaboos,
and prattle about regimentation, the curb on
free choice of doctors, lack of incentive and
initiative. They ignore completely the cre-
ative urge in the human species which accounts
for nearly all that is worthwhile in life and
for which we can be truly grateful. They
orate volubly on the threat to the prevailing
level of professional skill and the prohibitive
expense to taxpayers, and with faces plethoric
with emotion they climax their anti-social-
mindedness by calling socialization, which
history . reveals is definitely endemic of this
country, a foreign idea. It may be conceded
that socialized services in an economic system
dominated by the profit motive, tend to de-
velop into bureaucracies and become infiltrated
with politics and graft. The forces of oppo-
sition have been projecting the argument until
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it has grown thin with use that the same is
likely to happen to a socialized system of
health care. In doing so they refuse to ac-
knowledge the fact that no progressive indi-
vidual would even think of having any of
the existing socialized services, with their ad-
mitted faults—and there are many of them—
revert to their former status of private owner-
ship.

These reactionaries cause no end of trouble
and confusion by creating doubt and distrust
of all advocates of change and reform. Those
of their fellow practitioners who refuse to play
along with them they try to discredit by
branding them “Reds” and Communists. To
date, all their endeavors have been of little
or no avail. The socialization of health serv-

" ice has been gathering momentum steadily for

the last 150 years, until it now exists here
in greater part, as an accomplished fact. But
unfortunately, they have succeeded in prevent-
ing the normal development of this service.
The powerful and prolonged opposition to
the improvement in the distribution of medical
and dental care to meet the requirements of
a rapidly changing society has created a type
of socialized health care, which, if not actu-
ally monstrous, is certainly more than queer.
In no other socialized service except that of
health, is it expected or considered proper and
just that those who render it should do so
for inadequate, and only too frequently, no
remuneration. Throughout the country we
have physicians and dentists ranging from re-
cent graduates to those of many years’ prac-
tice, both general practitioners and specialists,
who work in clinics, hospitals, schools, and
even in their own offices on this unfair, in-
comprehensible basis.—DENTAL OUTLOOK.
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Intimidation and Terror in Florida

JAKE MARTIN

“‘ N Y HAT is this thing you belong to,
Joe?” asked the Fort Lauderdale
jailer. He had known Joe as a

“good nigger” for fifteen years.

Joe, Negro Communist, sat in the cell with
a dozen comrades. The police had raided their
unit meeting and hung a familiar Florida
charge of “vagrancy” on all of them.

“Why you ask, captain?” said Joe.

“The sheriff has got messages of protest
from all over,” exclaimed the jailer. ‘“What
you belong to must be as big as the whole
world !”

Deputy Sheriff Bob Clark called Joe to
the visiting room. “Here’s your wife, Joe—
she’s got the $21.05 it takes to pay your fine.
All you got to do is plead guilty now, and
you can get out of here.”

Joe kissed his wife, squeezed her extra hard.
“I’m not leavin’!” he said to the deputy.

“You must like it here,” sneered the deputy.

“I don’t like sleepin’ on steel slats, when I
could be home in bed with my wife—"

“Pay your fine, Joe, and go on home. You
ain’t done nothin’.”

“If I ain’t done nothin’, why am I here?”
asked Joe. “No, suh. I'm gonna stay right
here and wear this jail out!”

The deputy looked at Joe’s wife. “Did you
ever see such a crazy, goddam bunch of
niggers!”

For two weeks Sheriff Walter Clark, of
Broward County, worked on the Negro Com-
munists to get them to plead guilty to “va-
grancy.” All were employed when arrested.
The Negroes stood firm by the International
Labor Defense—like “balls of steel.” In des-
peration, the sheriff and his deputies beat up
the youngest prisoner, seventeen-year-old
David Butler, with their fists and with black-
jacks, to get him to testify against his com-
rades. “Who do you want on your side,
David?” asked the sheriff, after the beating—
“me or the lawyer?”

David didn’t reply.

“If you say the lawyer,” said Sheriff Clark,
“I'll kill you!” )

“l want you on my side,” said the boy.

In court the next day David refused the
ILD attorney, W. Dow Woodward, and
pleaded guilty. County Judge Anderson, great-
ly pleased, withheld sentence and released him.
David went home and wrote this note to
‘Woodward, which he left with friends:

Dear Lawyer: This is David Butler writing that
the police and deputies made me say I don’t want

you to be my lawyer, They hit me with blackjacks,
and Mr. Bob Clark told me to say things against
the rest of us. I am leaving town so I won’t have
to do this. David Butler.

The courage of the Negroes was a tribute,
too, to their white comrade and organizer,
Rose Jackson, a resident of Fort Lauderdale.
She is thirty-eight and a voluntary organizer
for the Communist Party. The night the fif-

teen city and county Klan policemen burst into .

the shack in the Negro district, the unit meet-
ing was just getting under way. She sat at a
table, by a coal-oil lamp, pasting dues stamps
in membership books. The officers rushed in,
waving pistols. “Don’t move,” ordered Deputy
Bob Clark, “or we’ll shoot! Everybody put
up their hands!” .

“Comrades, don’t be afraid!” shouted Rose.
“Keep calm! Stand on your constitutional
rights!”

“You'll find you haven’t got any rights
down here,” snapped Deputy Sheriff Clark,
and made a move for Rose.

“If you want another Tampa case out of
this,” Rose told him, “we’ll give it to you.”

She referred, of course, to the public indig-
nation aroused over the murder of Joseph
Shoemaker by the Tampa Ku Klux police.

“Take their knives and pistols!” Deputy
Clark ordered his men. “Search the next room
for guns!”

“There are no guns here,” said Rose. “This
is not a meeting of the Ku Klux Klan. Don’t
plant a gun in there, either!”

“Shut up, white woman! You've got too
much mouth!” Deputy Clark reached to pick
up some pamphlets on the table: The Reds in
Dixie. Then he started to scoop up some
money from the table. Rose brought her fist
down on his hand with a bang. “That’s our
money,” she said.

Clark, long a terrorist among the Negroes,
counted the money while everybody looked on.
There was $2.30.

“Hook that gal up to a nice black nigger,”
said one of the deputies, as the handcuffs
came out.

They handcuffed Rose to a Negro and she
led the procession of prisoners. The officers
started them off toward the palmettos—the
country. Rose stopped. “We demand to know
where you are taking us and what you are
going to do!”

The police held a conference and decided
to head the prisoners in the opposite direction
—through the Negro district and down the
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main street of Fort Lauderdale, to jail. There
were four Negro women, sixteen Negro men,
and two whites. The other white person was
Arthur Jackson, Rose’s husband. Rose stopped
the parade again in front of the Postal Tele-
graph office and asked permission to send tele-
grams to President Roosevelt and Earl Brow-
der. Deputy Sheriff Clark refused.

Sheriff Walter Clark, brother of Deputy
Bob, gave Rose a private lecture when she got
to the jail. “Don’t you know,” he said, “we
don’t allow these niggers to organize into any-
thing except churches? You ought to be
ashamed of yourself, associating with niggers
at night. Don’t you know most of these niggers
can’t read or write?”

At three a.m. the deputies took from his
cell Bob Davis, the Negro in whose house the
meeting had been held, and beat him merci-
lessly.

After a few days the county officials re-
leased Rose and Arthur Jackson without
charges. This was a move to isolate the
Negroes. Rose returned to the jail with food
and gifts for the prisoners and messages of
congratulation from the Communist Party.
“When I'm in jail,” said a Negro share-
cropper, “I know I'm on the right road.”

Rose put out leaflets all over Fort Lauder-
dale calling upon citizens to protest against the
illegal raids. She was soon back in jail, on a
charge of “vagrancy,” with bond at $250.

The Fort Lauderdale press printed a false
oath allegedly taken by members of the Com-
munist Party, and in general tried to justify
the illegal action of the police officials. At the
preliminary trial, which was finally held,
thirty American Legionnaires appeared in the
crowded courtroom, wearing their Legion
caps. This was the procedure, it will be re-
membered, when the Browder election-cam-
paign meeting was broken up in Tampa in
1936.

Outside the courthouse a threatening crowd
gathered when the court recessed at noon.
THE OnLy IsMm WE WiLL TOLERATE IN
FortT LAUDERDALE Is AMERICANISM read a
large banner on a car parked in front of the
courthouse. Rose called the attention of Dow
Woodward to the banner. A hard-boiled
Klansman warned them: “You'll see more
than that tonight!”

Woodward had a prize chow-dog in his
automobile. He took advantage of the recess
to take the dog to a place of safety and re-
turned to defend his clients. The atmosphere
in the courtroom was so menacing that friends
feared for the lives of the defendants. But they
all took the stand and testified with confidence.
One of the firmest witnesses was the prisoner
who was not only a Communist but a Negro
minister.

This kind of spirit, the expert legal defense,
and the pressure that came from progressives
throughout Florida and the country won the
day. The state beat an unwilling retreat, dis-
missed the “vagrancy” charges, freed the de-
fendants, and paid the costs of the trials. Fort
Lauderdale, built in 1837 as a real fort in the
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campaigns against the Seminole Indians, had
become a new kind of fort. Now the fight was
for the constitutional rights of the Negro
people. Americans, white and black, had united
to fight for this right, against the oppression
of the Southern landlords and their major-
domos, who for generations have used the
“vagrancy” statutes to railroad white and
black workers to long jail terms and the chain
gangs.

Fort Lauderdale is now a commercial and
winter-resort city of fifteen thousand popula-
tion. There may be as many as two thousand
Negroes, who live in wooden shacks, on streets
ankle-deep with dust. They live as sharecrop-
pers, agricultural and domestic workers, and
a number are longshoremen. They know what
it means to work in the bean and tomato fields
from dawn to dark—‘“from can’t see to can't
see”—for fifty-five cents, with twenty-five
cents taken out for transportation. Sometimes
all day in the hot sun without a water boy.

At tomato or bean-picking, the police in
places like Fort Lauderdale and Miami raid
the Negro section to make sure that the
planters have plenty of cheap labor. The
Negroes can pick tomatoes or beans for a dol-
lar a day at the most, or go to jail for
“vagrancy.”

Of course, not all the population of Miami
and Fort Lauderdale, twenty-six miles north,
have to get along on fifty cents or a dollar a
day. There are many pleasure yachts in the
harbor of New River, Fort Lauderdale, for
instance, but they don’t belong to the workers.
A few people make lots of money out of the
biggest industry in Southeastern Florida:
gambling. The largest open gambling house in
Florida this past season was operated in
Broward County under the sponsorship of
Sheriff Walter Clark. It is the notorious
“Plantation” and is still going strong. Sheriff
Clark never heard about the Plantation, but
he did hear about the Communist unit-meet-
ings in the Negro section of Fort Lauderdale.

To conclude on a bizarre note—the officials
have now ordered a county grand-jury investi-
gation of “exploitation of the Negro race.”
The investigation will include only “exploita-
tion” by Communists.

*
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The Need for the National Lawyers Guild

CHARLES

feeling that with the mass of his fellow-

citizens he is not a very popular figure.
The average man’s conception of the Ameri-
can lawyer is that he is essentially a profiteer
on the trials, tribulations, and litigations of
his client. In a competitive society the lawyer
has often enough acted as the spearhead of
predatory business enterprise, as the con-
servator of property and contractual rights
and of the status quo in general. During the
halcyon days of the relatively healthy period
of capitalism, the conservative and even reac-
tionary role of the lawyer was generally taken
for granted not only by the profession itself
but by the public. Liberal ideas and ideals were
deemed inconsistent with the interests of the

PROBABLY every lawyer has an uneasy

profession and unbecoming in gentlemen of.

the bar. The notable exceptions in the last two
decades were few. Many who were considered
liberal lawyers were essentially philosophical
anarchists of humanitarian instincts who de-
fended the underdog not on the basis of well-
defined political or social principles, but for
the intellectual sport of the thing. There were
a few who attached themselves to the early
Socialist movement, but their progressive roles
were played as leaders of the Socialist Party
rather than as lawyers. One of these was a
lawyer who, while at the head of a progressive
movement, was in his professional capacity an
attorney for not inconsiderable corporate in-
terests.

The acid test of the progressive or reac-
tionary character of the bar as a whole was
the World War. Almost the entire bench and

* *

THE PEOPLE OF ORCHARD STREET

We don’t know whether to move or stay
(Beside the pushcarts of Orchard Street),
But the crowds are passing and we must go
Southward along with them, the sharp
Taste of the shops upon our tongue—
Because their odors are so perpetual.
And when we glance above us at the sky
It is only the many faces that we see:
Leaning out of windows, they appear

So many faded moons. And darkly if
We think those moons above us there
And all the acrid odors of the street

Are but the camouflage to hide
Us from the sun, and no life is
But that which has been tainted by
Our sorrow and defeat, let any who
Would laugh at us as soon provide
A loophole for our telescopes to see
The front of a richer morning and we
‘Will bring that dawn into our day
And wear it flashing upon bayonet—
- Tearing this darkness once for all,
Bringing our hearts out of this grave.
’ NormaN MaAcCLEOD.
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bar not only supported our role in that war,

‘but showed the greatest eagerness in opposing

every progressive trend and in disbarring,
jailing, and ostracizing the handful of lawyers
who opposed the profit-making war machine.
In fact, until about 1930 a radical lawyer,
or even a genuinely liberal lawyer, was an
anomaly if not a contradiction in terms. The
American Bar Association, and the state and
local associations, were led by gentlemen who
had achieved substantial financial as well as
professional success. These leaders, often form-
ing an almost self-perpetuating fraternity, rose
to their prominence and position not because
they had been exceptionally zealous in the
defense of community and social welfare, pub-
lic liberties, and personal rights, but because
they were the retainers of large corporations
in the field of industry and finance. Often
their names were found as directors and ofh-
cers of the largest business enterprises. The
organized bar, until 1930, was the citadel
of high conservatism and reaction, opposed in
principle not only to radical measures but
even to liberal, humanitarian legislation. One
need only read the Journal of the American
Bar Association and scan its resolutions. As
recently as last year this body was steadfast
in opposing the enactment of the Child Labor
Amendment. The instance is cited not to
prove that these men are heartless, but to show
that these leaders of the bar represented, in
the aggregate, the most conservative elements
of American industry and finance, and hence
would not support a measure which would
adversely affect their clients. Of course, being
highly articulate pillars of society in their re-
spective communities, these apologists for the
status quo cloaked their reactionary resolutions
in a mantle of fine legal distinctions between
the doctrines of centralization and states’
rights. They have done so on other occasions,
such as in the consideration of President
Roosevelt’s proposal to liberalize the Supreme
Court.

Throughout the country, however, amid the
smaller urban and rural population, there was
a body of 175,000 lawyers for whom the ex-
isting bar associations presumed to speak, but
who were in fact not represented by these
organizations. The public failed to realize that
these average lawyers were in the main not
members of the American Bar Association,
the state associations, and often even of the
local county organizations, because the struggle
for their daily bread prevented them from
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participating in associations which, they per-
ceived, did not represent their interests and
did not concern themselves with their prob-
lems. While accurate statistics are not avail-
able, the following figures are significant. The
1930 census showed that there were in the
United States 160,605 lawyers and judges.
In 1937 the total membership of the Ameri-
can Bar Association was 28,708, while the
New York State Bar Association reported a
membership of 4,899 and the Bar Association
of the City of New York a membership of
3,775. The New York County Lawyers As-
-sociation’s membership totaled 4,899 in 1937,
It must be borne in mind that the member-
ship in all these associations is in large measure
a duplicate membership. For instance, it is al-
most a certainty that a large proportion of
the members of the Bar Association of the
City of New York are also members of the
New York County Lawyers Association, of
the New York State Bar Association, and of
the American Bar Association. Taking the
country as a whole, the estimate that 70 per-
cent of the American lawyers do not belong
to any bar association is probably a conserva-
tive one.

Until the great depression, the common
standard among lawyers was said to be illus-

" trated by the saying that a lawyer must first
get on, then get honor, and then get honest;
but principally, he must get on.

The depression has not only given the
farge body of the bar a degree of social con-
sciousness but is now imparting the knowl-
edge that unless the lawyer becomes a part
of an organized body he is helpless to affect
the political and economic trends of our times.
One need not here rehearse the economic
plight of the young attorney. It has been given
some degree of publicity. The economic survey
of the New York County Lawyers Association
indicated that in, New York City one-third of
the lawyers earned less than $750 a year, that
many are on WPA projects, and each year
brings a greater number to the already over-
crowded profession. The questioning and un-
rest among the rank and file of the bar existed
prior to the depression, but the development
of the crisis brought it to a climax. The first
organized expression of this unrest was em-
bodied in the creation, in February 1937, of
a new organization, the National Lawyers
Guild.

While the guild and its chapters have com-
‘mittees for the improvement of the economic
status of the lawyer, the guild does not pro-
ceed on the narrow principle of self-interest
but is dedicated to the purposes stated in the
preamble of its constitution.* It is clear that
this organization could not have grown in one
year to a membership of 3,700 nationally un-
less its aims appealed to many lawyers, espe-
cially the younger men, who look to the pro-
gressive character of the organization as a
‘means of improving their individual condition
through social and political measures benefit-
ing the whole stratum within which they
function, the lower middle-class and the work-
ing class.

When the formation of a progressive law-
yers-association was first discussed at a lunch-
eon conference, there were present Heywood
Broun of the American Newspaper Guild,
Frank Gillmore of Actors Equity Association,
and three lawyers. Broun and Gillmore agreed
that it had been at first difficult to organize
actors and newspaper men into labor unions,
because the ladies and gentlemen of these pro-
fessions had considered themselves a class out-
side the ranks of the laboring masses. Broun
stated that the lawyers would probably also
act, in the beginning, as prima donnas. Where-
upon one of the lawyers said that the difficulty
was a lack of sanction behind any organized
effort by lawyers; that if newspaper men or
actors went on strike the community, which
considered these people’s activity important,

was bound to react and probably with sym-

pathy. Whereas if the lawyers in New York
went on strike the city would probably de-
clare a public holiday. These initial discussions
ultimately crystallized into the essential prin-
ciple now embodied in the preamble, Lawyers,
in organizing for the public welfare and the
defense of human rights, must of necessity be-
come to a greater degree than other profes-
sional groups the leaders of progressive forces,
because they know that the improvement of
their condition depends upon social security
and the extension of democracy in general.
Nor is it inconsistent with the traditions of
the advocate to become a tribune of the plebs.
It was only the American frontier philosophy
which gave him temporarily the role of con-
servator of vested rights and property.

The call to the first convention of the Na-
tional Lawyers Guild was answered largely
by the younger generation of the bar, but
among the older progressives were te k= found
such names as John P. Devaney, former Chief
Justice of the Supreme Court of Minnesota,
Gov. Elmer Benson of Minnesota, Gov. Philip
La Follette of Wisconsin, Congressman
Maury Maverick of Texas, and many others.
From a small nucleus the organization grew,
within one year, to a membership of 3,700
which is constantly increasing.

At the second national convention, Febru-
ary 1938, Justice Ferdinand Pecora of the
New York State Supreme Court, was elected
president. At a dinner tendered him by the
New York chapter of the guild, Justice
Pecora stated:

First and foremost, the National Lawyers Guild
proposes to bring together in one great association
lawyers who are prepared to subordinate the selfish
interests of anti-social groups in the community
even be they prospective clients, and who will work
for the broader interests of the great body politic
which is America. It is that type of lawyer whom
we want as a member of our guild. . . .

Disheartened by the character of the old
bar associations, which often function chiefly
through a dinner committee and a disbarment
committee, some lawyer might look skeptically
upon the guild, wondering whether, after its
membership has risen to that of the American
Bar Association, the guild will not lose its
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youthful spirit and grow into an instrument
for standpatism and preservation of the status
quo. But as long as the membership of the
guild remains on its present economic and so-
cial level, there is little fear that such a fate
will overtake it, particularly since it differs
essentially from the old associations by reason
of its democratic internal organization, guar-
anteeing permanent rank-and-file control over
policy.

The guild reflects the new spirit manifest
in the legal profession. One need only cite a
unique situation in the annals of the organized
bar., There was recently instituted an “in-
vestigation,” in preparation for disbarment
proceedings, into the conduct of Edward Lamb,
an attorney for the CIO in Obhio, charging
him with unprofessional ¢éonduct involving
moral turpitude and misconduct in office. The
proceedings against Mr. Lamb were inspired
by the judge who had granted a sweeping in-
junction against strike activities of the CIO,
and arose out of a heated argument between
the judge and Mr. Lamb during the trial.
While the old conservative bar associations
would, as in the past, have given their bless-
ing to this effort to disbar a fearless lawyer,
the guild formed a committee of its own to go
into the charges, and not only exonerated Mr.
Lamb of misconduct and the charge of moral
turpitude, but the national committee formed
by the guild has agreed to act in his defense.

In Chicago a guild committee assisted in the
investigation to establish the facts concerning
the Memorial Day massacre. In Boston the
guild chapter publicized the facts concerning
the Lewiston Shoe strike situation and the de-
nial of labor’s rights.

The New York chapter of the guild and
the national executive committee made a full
study of the neutrality policy of the United
States government and sent to the State De-
partment a delegation headed by Paul Kern,
which insisted on actual repeal of the Neu-
trality Act, because its operation has been to
the advantage of the fascists and in detriment
to the democratic states at war.

For the brief span of its existence, the ac-
complishments of the guild are formidable. To
detail them comprehensively would be to dem-
onstrate that wherever the rights of labor and
progressive measures are in danger, the Na-

*Recent and developing social and economic
changes are profoundly disturbing our nation and
make new Jlegal attitudes imperative. The legal
profession must necessarily play an important role
in shaping our changing legal structure. Having in
mind these conditions and responsibilities, the Na-
tional Lawyers Guild aims to unite the lawyers of
America in a professional organization which shall
function as an effective social force in the service
of the people to the end that human rights shall be
regarded as more sacred than property rights. This
organization aims to bring together all lawyers who
regard adjustment to new conditions as more im-
portant than the veneration of precedent, who rec-
ognize the importance of safeguarding and extend-
ing the rights of workers and farmers upon whom
the welfare of the entire nation depends, of main-
taining our civil rights and liberties and our demo-
cratic institutions, and who look upon the law as
a living and flexible instrument which must be
adapted to the needs of the people.
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tional Lawyers Guild has organized a body
of lawyers to come to their defense.

With the growth of the American Labor
Party in New York, and kindred progressive
movements throughout the United States, the
lawyers, who in many of the smaller com-
munities are the nerve centers of political
activities, will be an invaluable aid in galvan-
izing the latent liberal elements of the country
into a political force. The National Lawyers
Guild can and will form one of the most im-
portant adjuncts to a progressive movement
representing the interests of the workers and
farmers.

RETURN T0 SILENCE

RECENT issue of the Guild Reporter
lists some of the boners and cracks made
by publishers sitting across the bargaining table
from Newspaper Guild spokesmen. The classic
is one which ranks with the Massachusetts
State Senator’s famous challenge to the
“boogawahzies.” This publisher had kept silent
during several months of negotiations; he had
nat spoken once. At last his big moment ar-
rived. He rose to his feet with a sheaf of
papers in hand—letters, postcards, and what-
not—and warned the conference stenographer
to prepare herself for “a statement for the
record.” He was about to ask a question, he
said, turning to the guild committee, but the
committee needn’t answer if the answer was
going to be embarrassing. The publisher spoke.
“I have here,” said he, shuffling through
the papers and snagging one, “‘a letter from
the secretary of your local guild. In the lower
left-hand corner are typed the symbols
‘BS&AU’ followed by a row of figures.”

Some more shuffling and a postcard was
brought into view. “This,” he said, ‘“‘is a com-
munication to our city editor from the Ameri-
can League for Peace and Democracy. In the
lower left-hand corner are the symbols
‘BS&AU’ followed by a row of figures.”

The next thing out of the batch was a piece
of publicity, sent by some left-wing organi-
zation. ‘The publisher continued, for the
record, “In the lower left-hand corner . ..”
the same symbols and a set of figures. _

There was another and another. Then his
droning voice became crisp, in the best man-
ner of courtroom cross-examination.

“Now I ask the gentlemen of the guild,
for the record—and they need not answer
if the answer will prove embarrassing to
them—What is BS&AU 13649?”

The guild reports its representatives man-
fully refrained from crying out, “You dope,
that’s the private telephone number for the
Kremlin in Moscow!” The committee merely
explained that the symbols indicated the com-
munications were typed by members of the
Bookkeepers, Stenographers, and Accountants
Union, and that the figures identified the
local union. The publisher returned to his
silence. '
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Readers” Torum

Labor’s Prisoners

0 New Masses: I know that your space is very

limited. But I am sure that you will let us have
a little of it to remind your readers that the fourth
annual Summer Milk Fund Drive for the boys and
girls whose fathers are in jail for labor is under
way.

These children—labor’s neediest—have always re-
ceived the generous support of the readers of New
Masses and this year they need it more badly than
they ever did in the past. There are eight hundred
of them throughout the country, depending on us,
their friends on the outside, to help keep them well
and strong until their dads, serving sentences from
six months to life, are free to come home to them
once more.

Since the beginning of this year alone our long-
term prisoners’ relief-rolls have been increased by
24 percent. Our fund must be ready to take care of
all who run to us for aid. That’s why the goal for
the 1938 Milk Drive is $6,000 before September 1.
That’s a minimum budget, the absolute rock-bottom
of what we must raise. Those kids need our assis-
tance, and by helping take care of them we are
lifting one of the heaviest burdens their fathers have
to bear behind prison walls—the torturing thought
that their loved ones are facing misery and poverty
and that they can do nothing to aid them.

Labor’s prisoners and their families need a broth-
erly helping hand and we know that we can count
on your readers to extend it to them.

Vito MARCANTONIO.
National President,
_International Labor Defense.
New York City.

More on Chernov

To NEw Masses: As a one-time staff member of
the Moscow Daily News, and one having had
to do with the investigation of bureaucratic ob-
struction where it involved efforts of American
specialists to accomplish their assigned tasks effi-
ciently, let me congratulate NEw MAssEs on its
recent publication of the article by Mr. John Sutton
describing his difficulties with the Commissariat of
Agriculture, under the headship of Chernov, since
proven guilty of anti-Soviet wrecking.

I do not think it was a secret among American
specialists, particularly in agriculture, that some-
where deliberate efforts were afoot to checkmate
their efforts to reconstruct Soviet agriculture. I
especially recall the do-or-die battle put up by one
American poultry-breeding expert whose troubles
were referred to my investigation. Setting himself
the task of modernizing poultry-breeding methods,
he found himself the center of a concerted attack
by various officials who made it well nigh impos-
sible for him to continue.

It required the better part of eighteen months to
succeed in eliminating the state poultry-farm direc-
tor who subsequently, I found, was promoted to
other work within the agricultural commissariat.
Only when the Soviet Control Commission finally
took a hand in the matter was the trouble remedied
—but by then the specialist himself had lost heart,
and taken leave. Some of the obstructionist tactics
employed were of a kind that left one with no
other alternative but to conclude that sabotage—
on a rather large scale—was being conducted, with
direct connivance of officials in the Commissariat.

Or take the deliberate sabotage, directed by
Chernov, against the agricultural colony launched
by a group of Americans at Bavlenny, near Mos-

cow, where official cooperation, strategically with-
held, resulted in temporary demoralization. Small
wonder that the subsequent arrests of officials in
the Commissariat of Agriculture produced the
immediate effect of heartening and encouraging
such long-suffering pioneer groups.

I have spent three years in the study and inves-
tigation of such cases of outright bureaucracy as
described by Mr. Sutton. It was bureaucracy due,
not to structural flaws within the Commissariat,
but, as most of us then suspected, to deliberate
attempts on the part of concealed enemies of the
Soviet government. The recent trials were in the
nature of a confirmation of the suspicions enter-
tained at the time, and showed the correctness of
the feelings then prevailing among the specialists
concerned. I could mention many cases similar to
that of Mr. Sutton. I am sure that to those Ameri-
can specialists who at one time or another had
anything to do with the Commissariat of Agricul-
ture, nothing appeared less surprising than that
Chernov should have been placed on trial and
condemned to face the consequences of his anti-
government activities. ‘

Ep FALKOWSKI
Mena, Ark.
Commonwealth College.

In Defense of Isaacs

0 NEw Masses: Whatever the outcome of the

Gerson affair may be, the one thing that stands
out in bold relief is that Stanley M. Isaacs, Man-
hattan Borough President, is a man of unflinching
courage, honesty, and determination.

But, it may be argued, the public resents Gerson’s
appointment because Communism is opposed by the
large majority of our citizens. But so are fascism and
Nazism, and yet I venture the assertion that many
fascists and Nazis are holding public office. Further-
more, the Communist Party is a legally constituted
party. No such legal status can be claimed for the
fascists.

But every fascist and Nazi movement started with
the avowed aim and object of ridding the world
from the dread plague, Communism. In the process
of accomplishing their noble purpose, the fascists
and the Nazis murder, imprison, and exile their
opponents, send them to concentration camps, burn
the best literature, suppress freedom of speech, press,
and assembly, wage undeclared war against help-
less and defenseless peoples, and menace world civi-
lization.

How to nip in the bud this incipient fascism,
domestic and foreign, is the concern of all peace-
loving people. On this issue there can be no conflict,
no dispute. Conservatives and radicals alike must
join forces to halt and destroy fascism. Borough
President Isaacs suggests the way. In his testimony
before the McNaboe committee, he states: “I am
not going to defend Communism; I don’t agree with
Communism; I hold opposite views, as you well
know. But I do defend the right of a Communist
to hold office.”

Mr. Isaacs displayed a profound understanding
of this phase of the problem when he stated that
“Communism is opposed to capitalism, but Commu-
nists are loyal to democracy as the best way to halt
fascism,” citing as examples Spain and China.

In the days to come, the public will pay its re-
spects to Stanley M. Isaacs as an honest and cou-
rageous public servant who bravely defied public
clamor and fought for the rights of a man with
whose principles he disagreed.

ARTHUR STEWART.

New York City.
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VI

DISCERNING Victorian critic once ob-
A served that historical novels are mortal
enemies to history, and with Leslie
Stephen we are often tempted to add that they
are mortal enemies to fiction. Our impatience
with historical fiction has been heightened by
the shabby purposes which it has served. Dazed
by an uncongenial world, novelists have fre-
quently retreated to a romanticized past. It is
significant that the target for Mike Gold’s
well-aimed attack on the literature of escape
some years ago was Lhornton Wilder, who
had written, in the midst of a world crisis,
romantic novels about eighteenth-century Peru
and the isles of ancient Greece. Besides open-
ing the most convenient avenues of escape from
contemporary difficulties, the historical novel
has favored the development of cheap and sen-
sational adventure stories. Scaramouche and
Anthony Adverse are perennial variations on
an apparently inexhaustible theme. When you
throw into the balance such sentimental falsifi-
cations as Stark Young's So Red the Rose
and Margaret Mitchell’'s Gone With the
Wind, you are driven to conclude that the
historical novel is at best a dubious blessing.
But it would be a mistake to dismiss this
genre as a fairly contemptible offspring of the
Waverley tradition. We may find fault with
the novelists who have bungled the historical
theme. We ‘may remind ourselves that the
historical romancers plagued American fiction
before the war. Let us at least place the blame
where it belongs: not on the subject, but on
the treatment and point of view. There is no
a priori reason why a novel about Shays’ Re-
bellion should be inferior to a novel about the
Akron rubber strike. From the Odyssey to
John Brown’s Body, the historical subject has
been the natural theme of epic poetry. Shake-
speare’s tragedies are historical. Tolstoy’s War
and Peace, like Hardy’s The Dynasts, was a
reconstruction of the Napoleonic era. Haw-
thorne’s study of the Puritan mind in Thke
Scarlet Letter and Stephen Crane’s Civil War
portraits in The Red Badge of Courage were
significant contributions to fiction as well as
to our understanding of American life. It does
not follow, of course, that history is the “best”
subject for literary art. Such a category would
be as absurd as our half-conscious suspicion
that the past can furnish only the “worst”
subject.

I cannot believe that it is merely a coinci-
dence that so many of the novels on the best-
seller lists of the last two years have been
historical novels. Northwest Passage, Drums
Along the Mohawk, Gone With the Wind,

D

History and Fiction

Action at Aquila—these are interesting symp-
toms that deserve attention. The popularity of
such books cannot be accounted for entirely in
terms of escape, adventure, and romance,
though these elements are abundantly present.
All these novels deal with American history,
and this fact, I suspect, is a powerful reason
for the great interest which they have aroused.
There is a curiosity about the national past
which is more widespread than one might off-
hand suppose. There is a deepening contra-
diction between what people learned in their
grade-school texts and what they read in the
morning newspaper. It is not chauvinism but
confusion which now drives the reader to the
past. The popular novel, to be sure, deepens
the confusion by encouraging the patriotic im-
pulse to soar with the screeching eagle and
by nourishing the illusion that the past was
at once a friendlier and more glorious time.
Margaret Mitchell’s distorted version of the
plantation society has done a serious injustice
to the Negro people. But readers have de-
voured her book as “history.” She manipulated
public taste for shoddy ends, but the point is
that the interest in historical fiction is wide-
spread. More than that, it is a reflection of
a curiosity about our past which can be di-
rected toward more fruitful purposes.

There is an increasing appeal to history by
different schools of political thought. With
the heightening of social tension, political
groups with diametrically opposed objectives
claim the sanction of American tradition. The
fascists, as Dimitrov pointed out three years
ago, “are rummaging through the entire his-
tory of every nation” in an effort to “bam-
boozle the masses.” The bigwigs of the Repub-
lican Party make hypocritical appeals to the

founding fathers in support of their anti-demo-

cratic drives. In a recent book on The End
of Democracy, the reactionary Ralph Adams
Cram wrote: “I apologize to the revered mem-
ory of Washington, Adams, Madison, Gerry,
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and all their fellows for attributing to them
any intellectual commerce with democracy, for
if they feared anything it was precisely this;
whereby their prevision was highly justified.”
The advocates of democracy, on the other
hand, with the objective record of history on
their side, have concentrated on reminding the
people that to relinquish democracy is to re-
linquish the essence of the American heritage.
Earl Browder, as spokesman for the 'Com-
munist Party, has taken the leadership in the
revival and enrichment of this heritage.

We are becoming more and more conscious
of history as an organic part of the experience
of the present. We live in an era of vast cul-
minations and vast beginnings. The dimensions
of our understanding encompass the past and
the future, and we are as concerned about the
origins of our destiny.as we are about its direc-
tion. European writers are ahead of us in rec-
ognizing the implications of the historical-
mindedness of their contemporaries. For them
the historical theme is no longer remote from
the immediate pressure of events, but an in-
vigorating source of drama and insight. Jean
Cassou’s Lacerated Paris (dealing with the
struggles of the Communards) and Gustav
Regler’s Sowing (whose hero is a fifteenth-
century peasant leader) have been hailed on
the Continent as valuable contributions to the
literature of the people’s front. The work of _
Lion Feuchtwanger, Heinrich Mann, and
Sylvia Townsend Warner is more familiar to
American readers. Mr. C. Day Lewis has
called our attention to the successful left-wing
novel by Jack Lindsay, 1649. The fact that
a recent issue of International Literature was
devoted almost entirely to historical fiction
and a discussion of the role and treatment of
history in literature, is an indication that
Soviet writers regard this as one of the most
pertinent questions in current criticism.

In America, the writers of the left have
only. begun to explore the rich possibilities
opened up by a Marxist revaluation of our
history. For studies like James Allen’s on the
Reconstruction period, for popular biographies
like Alan Calmer’s on Albert Parsons, for
editions like Richard Enmale’s of Marx and
Engels on the Civil War, for scholarly articles
such as have appeared in Science and Society,
we must be grateful. But in literature we have
very little that corresponds to the dramatiza-
tion of John Brown by Blankfort and Gold.
And in fiction we have practically nothing
that will represent for truth what Gone With
the Wind represents for reaction.

Our heritage is too broad and too rich to
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be encompassed in technical treatises. It needs
creative expression. The aspirations of the
American people toward political and eco-
nomic emancipation, culminating in two
revolutions, giving rise to a powerful labor
movement, providing scope for vigorous per-
sonalities, suggest vital themes for literature.
Not all progressive writers will find it con-
genial to explore these historical themes, nor
will all good writing in the next few years
be based on them. But we may, plausibly, look
forward to a reflection in literature of the
growing consciousness of our backgrounds.
This reflection need not be sensational. It need
not be a radical counterpart to Northwest
Passage. It can be realistic, thoughtful, dra-
matic. As in Henry Esmond, history can “pull
off her periwig and cease to be Court-ridden.”
There is no reason why historical fiction, in-
formed and imaginative, has to be either a
boresome sermon or a jitterbug version of the
college textbook. One thing is certain: if we
fail to portray the truth, the twentieth-century
Confederates will continue to dramatize their
distorted perspectives—and with damaging
effectiveness.

I am aware that this statement raises more
problems than it seeks to answer. For example,
the definition of “historical fiction” could be
examined at some length. It might easily be
argued that the characters need not be actual
figures which can be verified by research. It
may occur to some readers that every novel
written from a Marxist point of view is ‘‘his-
torical” in the sense that it is an artistic
integration of real social forces. One should
be extremely cautious to avoid mechanical
parallels between past and present events. One
should certainly not encourage the revival of
“costume novels” in which the characters move
pompously through dreary museums. I do not
think that these difficulties are insurmountable.
At least the subject is worth more considera-
tion than it has received.

SAMUEL SILLEN.

The Career
of L.éon Blum

LioN BruM, MAN AND STATESMAN, by

Geoffrey Fraser and Thadée Natanson. J. B.

Lippincott 'Co. $3.

EFORE the abortive fascist coup of Feb. 6,
1934, Léon Blum was only a name out-

side of France. Hardly anyone, except friends,
or Socialists who met him at international
congresses, knew anything about his life or
his activities. The People’s Front catapulted
him into international prominence, and he
has been made the subject of at least three
biographies. ‘The most recent one, now under
review, is from the pen of two authors: one
an adventurous journalist, the other a rich
and close friend of Blum. Like the preceding
biographies of the French Socialist leader,
their study suffers from too much adulation
of the man. The sections on the Socialist move-
ment before and during the war are too brief

and at times too confused to have any mean-
ing for the American reader. The claims of
the authors notwithstanding, a definitive life
of Léon Blum, not to say a more critical one,
still remains to be done.

Blum, like many leaders in the French So-
cialist movement, stemmed from a bourgeois
family. From a brilliant, witty, cheeky, almost
effeminate dandy who might have developed
into a dancing master or libertine, he grew
into a recognized literary critic at the age of
twenty-two, who was a welcome guest in the
Parisian salons where he rubbed shoulders
with Anatole France and with such virtuosos
in literature as André Gide and Marcel
Proust. In the meantime, Blum was being
gently led to Marx by Lucien Herr of the
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Ecole Normale, who had played such a crucial
role in the lives of many rich young men.
This Socialist education was reenforced by
contact with Jean Jaurés whom Blum had
met during the Dreyfus affair. He became a
member of the Unified Socialist Party.

But it was not until after the War that
Léon Blum rose to first rank in the Socialist
movement. Jaurés was dead, the victim of a
crazed chauvinist’s bullet; and Guesde, the
pioneer of Marxism in France, was on his
death bed. The revolutionary vigor of the
party had been absorbed by the Third Inter-
national to which the vast majority of the
French Socialist Party voted to adhere at
the Congress of Tours. Blum became the
leader of the reformist minority whose pro-
gram he was instrumental in formulating and
whose party organ he later edited.

Blum is the best possible spokesman for
the post-war French Socialist Party. He is
more the parliamentarian than the mass ora-
tor. Despite the authors’ assertions to the
contrary, Blum lacks the warmth, the pas-
sion, the poetic power, and the revolutionary
élan which move the masses. He appears cold,
aristocratic. He is a hair splitter, and appeals

" essentially to intellectuals. He evokes ad-

miration, but not love. Blum is a legalist.
Like his friends, the leaders of the British
Labor Party, he contends that fascism can
be stopped and Socialism achieved by act of
parliament, that the new social order can
glide in like a ferry-boat into its dock.

The People’s Front was born from the
spontaneous rising of the French workers,
led by the proletarian parties, against the
fascist threat. The present reviewer lived
through the tense, revolutionary days that
followed the attempted fascist coup on the
night of Feb. 6, 1934. He witnessed the
workers’ struggles against the armed forces
of the state, the general strike and the mon-
ster demonstration of Feb. 12 when party
walls broke down and when hundreds of
thousands, facing a red flag that had been
hoisted on the statue on the Place de la Na-
tion, stood with clenched fists and intoned
Pottier’s stirring words of the International,
written in the blood of the Communards. The
French masses proclaimed to the entire world
that “fascism will not pass.” T'wo years later
the People’s Front won a decisive electoral
victory, after having drawn into its orbit
a large fraction of the petty-bourgeois follow-
ing of the Radical Socialists, and swept into
power the first Blum government.

Did Blum carry out the mandate entrusted
to him? No one will minimize the importance
either of the labor reforms of his first gov-
ernment, or of the legislation for the protec-
tion of the petty-bourgeoisie. But we cannot
exculpate Blum, as the present biographers
do, from the suicidal blunder of having fol-
lowed his Radical Socialist allies in the pusil-
lanimous and treacherous non-intervention pol-
icy in Spain. By doing so he did not preserve
peace, for peace is more menaced today than
before his commitment to the fatal policy
of non-intervention in Spain; rather has he
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unconsciously fed the arrogance of the fascist
gangsters and of their acolytes, the Chamber-
lains, the Hoares, and the Lavals.

By capitulating on the Spanish question,
Blum displayed a lack of political sagacity.
It is now common knowledge that in the
first Blum cabinet, the Radical Socialists
threatened to resign unless the Spanish fron-
tier was closed. Of course, it was a bluff and
Blum might have seen through their duplicity.
The masses were clamoring for aid to the
Spanish loyalists. Their instinct told them
that a fascist victory in Spain might mean civil
war in France. In the face of the pressure
from below the Radical Socialists were in no
position to resign and to take responsibility
for overthrowing the first People’s Front gov-
ernment. Had the Socialist leader been firm,
the Radicals would have yielded and the Brit-
ish conservatives would have had no other
choice but to follow France, Britain’s indis-
pensable ally on the Continent.

But Blum was outmaneuvered. His sur-
render on non-intervention was at once an
encouragement to the fascist powers to pro-
ceed with their plans in Spain and in Central
Europe and a betrayal of the Spanish workers,
martyrs of the international labor movement.

Fortunately, Blum’s political blunder has
neither disorganized nor paralyzed the French
workers. They stood behind the Peoplé’s Front
government not because they sympathized
with all of its policies, least of all with its
Spanish policy, but because it symbolized the
unity of the anti-fascist forces. They continue
to support the People’s Front without ceasing
to be its motor and its vanguard.

SAMUEL BERNSTEIN.

Crisis in
The Far East

Jaran IN CHINA, by T. 4. Bisson. The
Macmillan Company. $3.

F ALL the many books now pouring forth
O on China, the study just issued by T. A.
Bisson of the Foreign Policy Association is
one of the few that will be valued decades
hence as a source book of information about
this_turning-point in world history—the Sino-
Japanese war. For anyone who wishes to un-
derstand the complexities of Far Eastern poli-
tics the book is indispensable. Written by an
expert who brings a thoroughly scientific ap-
proach to his material, Japan in China is the
most scholarly digest yet produced of the
available documentary and journalistic mate-
rial on the background, preliminaries, and
first phases of the war. Mr. Bisson deals in
no emotions or a priori judgments. If he takes
sides in the end—and what author can re-
frain?—he does so without passion and on
the basis of slowly accumulated evidence.

Two individual contributions are note-
worthy. Mr. Bisson visited the Soviet terri-
tories of China a year later than Edgar Snow.
He talked with Mao Tse-tung and other

" Communist leaders late last summer, when

the united front was being established. He is
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able to quote their keen, sound observations
on the present military and political events.
Mzr. Bisson also contributes eye-witness mate-
rial from Manchuria, which he visited early
this year. He noted the steady decrease of
primary education, the complete destruction
of all higher education, the increase of opium
and heroin—all part of the Japanese policy of
stupefying the Chinese population in order to
induce them to bear the yoke. He talked with
peasants of the “protected” villages and
brought out a clear, convincing picture of this
method which the invaders adopt to isolate the
peasants from the patriot guerrilla-bands of
Manchuria.

The clash at the Marco Polo Bridge which
ushered in the present hostilities—and which
most readers have forgotten—is given sixteen
pages of the author’s first chapter. Japanese
and Chinese versions of the incident are given,
followed by evidence from diplomatic ex-
changes and newspaper comment. Mr. Bisson
examines past treaties as far back as the Boxer
Rebellion to discover what claim, if any, the
Japanese had to those night maneuvers at
Lukouchiao. When he has finished piling up
the details of those first few days of war, it is
impossible to doubt that the Japanese were
moving steadily towards conquest, and pro-
voking “incidents” to that end.

After his first chapter on “The Outbreak
of War,” Mr. Bisson devotes several chapters
to the events of the five preceding years in
North China and in Japan. “The full extent
of Japanese aggression during this period is
little realized.” As one reads the evidence,
beginning with the Tangku truce of 1933, one
is appalled by the cynical persistence of im-
perialist acquisition and at the supine attitude
of all official Chinese. No wonder Japan came
to believe there was nothing these patient
people would not endure. Then, slowly at
first, and finally with a great burst of mo-
mentum, we see the spirit of the Chinese
people asserting itself, forcing the reluctant
government to act.

There is inspiring material about the stu-
dent demonstrations which spread from Peip-
ing throughout China, in the teeth of both
Japanese and official Chinese suppression.
Even as they were mercilessly beaten by
Chinese soldiers, students kept pleading with
those soldiers until they aroused them to
patriotic shame. There is also a comprehensive
analysis of political events in Japan during the
same period, showing how the power of the
military grew towards its hour of attack in
China, and estimating what strength the two
sides have to continue the war.

The style is clear but undramatic. The
reader himself must supply the sense of the
momentous importance of events described. It
is almost as if the author were deliberately
playing down the popular appeal of some of
his material. Interviews with Chu Teh and
Mao Tse-tung, for instance, creep rather in-
cidentally into the pages as comments on the
military situation, and only a footnote shows
that the interview was given in person to the
writer. Much of the time we move in a world
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of diplomatic documents rather than of people,
and the outrages to which most space is given
are violations of law and international prece-
dent rather than of human lives. This restraint
has its value and its drawback.

But there are sections where the life of the
Chinese people pushes through the pages with
irresistible power. In the chapters on the
“Revival of Chinese Nationalism” and the
“Achievement of Unity” one feels—and per-
haps the more strongly because of the contrast
with the other chapters—the power of great
masses of people, in their slowly mounting
indignation and determination, compelling
governments and creating history. Qne feels
this especially in the description of the Chinese
students in Peiping and in the talk with the
Manchurian peasant of the “protected vil-
lage,” thrown in casually, almost as if by
afterthought, in the last chapter. One sees
the high mud walls, topped with barbed wire,
which surround the village of 150 families,
some thirty or forty of which had been
forcibly moved in by the complete and pur-
poseful destruction of their homes and had
built “temporary huts for which no assistance
was given by the authorities” who had de-
stroyed those homes. One hears the petty
details of the taxes, double and triple the
previous rate, of the detachments of Japanese
soldiers which make frequent visits, and al-
ways have to be fed and placated, of the many
“contributions” to Japanese war expenses
exacted of suppressed Chinese. Last of all, one
is reminded that any persons found even once
inside this village who cannot produce the
proper documents, are shot out of hand with-
out further investigation. . . . Such are the
means taken to break up guerrilla warfare
in Manchuria, by destroying its peasant con-
nections.

This peasant of the “protected village,”
introduced so casually, or was it perhaps de-
signedly, just at the end, to leave behind the
human figure about whom the whole story is
written—this man, so burdened with petty
details, so buried under oppressions, has
reached the end of his patience, now that his
choice is either to live in such villages or to
face death in battle. It is he who gives reality
and importance to all the carefully heaped
and studied documents, since his fate is the
fate of China.

AnNA Louise StroNG.

Dialectical Study ,
of Biology

BiorLocy AND MARXIsM, by Marcel Prenant.
International Publishers. $2.50.

RITTEN by .a professor of zoology at
i“ the Sorbonne, this book examines the

relationship between the biological sciences
and dialectical materialism. M. Prenant’s bio-
logical research is exceptional. It is strength-
ened and clarified by the scientific methodology
of Marxism. While Biology and Marxism
is primarily a theoretical study, the entire
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an acre of land in this idyllic workers and
professionals cooperative colony on a beauti-
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orientation of the book indicates that to the
author Marxism is a working philosophy that
not only illumines his problems as a biologist,
but guides him as an active participant in the
basic social movements of his world.

The first part of the study deals with the
biological basis of Marxism—“Has science
shaken or strengthened this basis since the time
of Marx and Engels?” Dialectical material-
ism rests on two broad generalizations con-
cerning the nature of the universe: the exist-
ence and nature of change (dialectic) and
the objective existence of the world independ-
ent of man’s consciousness (materialism). In
great measure, these are biological questions.
Marx and Engels were fully cognizant of
the state of biological science at the middle
of the nineteenth century, and were keenly
aware of its significance for their contentions
as to the nature of reality. They hailed Dar-
win’s Origin of Species upon its publication
in 1859, immediately recognizing this work
as epoch-making for biology, as powerful con-
firmation of their philosophical views. Pro-
fessor Prenant in 1938 has the advantage of
knowing all the biological research that has
been accomplished since the turbulent days of
the 1860’s when both evolution and Marxism
were beginning their struggles for acceptance.
He brilliantly reviews our present knowledge
of paleontology, mutations, and the animal
origin of man to show incontrovertibly that
the biological world is both dialectic and ma-
terialist. Without disparaging his work, we
can, nevertheless, see that his job is one
of filling in details. Marx and Engels, in the
1860’s having relatively meager evidence, but
possessing the correct method as well as
prophetic insight, were able to penetrate to
the core of Darwin’s results and to outline
the way in which they could be used to
substantiate the fundamental tenets of dia-
lectical materialism.

In the second part of his book Professor
Prenant convincingly demonstrates the clari-
fication and integration that result when such
problems as adaptation, form, heredity, evo-
lution, consciousness, and the relation between
the biological and social sciences are analyzed
from the point of view of materialist dialectics.
Biologists will realize as they study each of
these problems in Biology and Marxism that
research would have been greatly accelerated
and many lengthy controversies (e. g., pre-
formation or epigenesis, evolution or heredity,
abiogenesis or biogenesis) recognized as emp-
tily verbalistic, had our great research prede-
cessors applied Marxism to their investiga-
tions.

The author’s examination of the problem
of consciousness is especially enlightening.
This, of course, is the most baffling enigma
facing biologists, and many are the scientists
that have turned in dismay from this dif-
ficulty only to end in mysticism. But Profes-
sor Prenant shows that the key to the eluci-
dation of this mystery is essentially contained
in Marx’s famous statement: “By acting on
the external world and changing it, man at
the same time changes his own nature.” The
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results of modern psychological research are
brought into the discussion in elaboration of
this profound observation, but again we see
that this is a process of fitting in details. In-
deed, so sharply does Marx’s principle char-
acterize the true nature of this problem, that
contemporary psychologists interested in learn-
ing, volition, and thinking might well take
his words as their motto.

Throughout the latter part of his book, the
author again and again proves the inadequacy
of not only the vitalistic, but also the mecha-
nistic, concept of life. Many biologists who
have accepted Marxism in general have
been troubled by the refusal of rigorous dia-
lectical materialists to adhere to the mecha-
nistic concept. This, they think, exposes Marx-
ists to the charge of vitalism, i. e., philosophic
idealism. Biology and Marxism- gives a most
lucid and conclusive resolution of this seeming
contradiction, and without in the least leaving
the door open for vitalism. No biologist who
has pondered the philosophical import of his
science can fail to learn much from Professor
Prenant’s able dialectical dlscusswn of this
problem.

It seems trivial to point to some small in-
adequacies in such an excellent book. The dis-
cussion of cause and effect on pages 59-60, for
example, is unclear and needs to be discussed
at greater length. The distinction between
physiology and biology made in this section
seems artificial. And isn’t there a teleogical
color to the remark in the footnote on page
81?7 “Life, exactly as we know it, was thus
implicit in cosmic evolution.” But Professor
Prenant himself gives us the cue to any of his
shortcomings when he states, “If [this book]
is bad, that is not because it is Marxian, but
because it is not Marxian enough.” He need
have no fears, however, for, although there
may be some questionable details, Biology and
Marxism is a thoroughly Marxian book. And
that is praise sufficient.

Roy PowkLL.

Aristocrat
in Africa

Ourt oF AFRICA, by Isak Dinesen. Random
House. $2.75.

sipE from the intrinsic interest of the

material itself, the cohesiveness of an
autobiographital memoir can only be supplied
by the author’s personality; and criticism
must fasten on the central attitudes of this
personality, from which all the details of per-
ception emanate, in order to understand those
nuances which give the book whatever value
it may possess. This is brought out forcibly
in the case of Isak Dinesen’s latest volume,
for the author of Seven Gothic Tales does
not endow her story of an African farm with
any of the ulterior meanings it might have
contained : the book makes no effort to drama-
tize its exotic locale, or to compete with the
innumerable volumes of African adventure
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Tel.: Brewster 2544

Camp Robin Hood

East Otis, Berkshire County, Mass.
(125 Miles From N. Y. C.)
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which are produced each year. Instead, she
has written an epitaph for a way of life which
could only have survived in Africa—a mode
of thinking and feeling which was uprooted
in Europe by the machine, and which was
transplanted to Africa, there to linger on for
a while and die.

‘The values which infuse this book at every
point are the values of the ancien régime, the
values of an aristocracy which the writer—
who in real life is Baroness Blixen—was heir
to by birth and breeding. The vast acres of
her coffee farm, and the patriarchal relations
which she maintained with the native squat-
ters, provided the proper setting for a life
which could encompass at opposite poles both
lion-hunting and translations from the ancient
Greek. Within such a framework, the stoic
flexibility of the baroness in meeting the
stresses of African experience was not far re-
moved from the poise which is the aristocrat’s
cherished prerogative; and one result of this is
the calm lucidity of her prose, which achieves
its pastel effects almost purely by understate-
ment. Again, her admiration for the fierce
Masai tribe, who were once the greatest fight-
ers in Africa, is conditioned by her sympathy
for those who are sensitive to the great tragic
moments of life. The haughty pride of the
Masai warrior, who lives on nothing but milk
and blood, was instantly apprehended and ap-
preciated by the discriminating sensibility of
the aristocrat.

What gives this book its peculiar distinction
is the air of brooding sadness which the
author imparts to her chronicle. It is sig-
nificant that her two most intimate friends,
Berkeley Cole and Denys Finch-Hatton, were,
as she writes, ‘“‘examples of atavism. . . .
Theirs was an earlier England, a world which
no longer existed.” Like her, they had come
to Africa to perpetuate that world; and the
story of their death, along with her own in-
ability to make the farm a success, testify to
the ultimate failure of that world to maintain
its values against the encroachments of the
bourgeoisie. And the poignancy of her final
farewell is all the more accentuated because
the reader realizes that she too, like the Masai
warrior, is the last remnant of a dying race.

JosepH FrANK.
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CHESTERS” ZUNBBRG

A Delightful Mountain Hideaway
bids you welcome to s week or week-end of
Vacation fun. Here at the Zunbarg, not s thing
is spared to make your vacation as happily hectic,
as lollingly leisurely, as your shifting fancles
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actlvmes all sports, congenial company.
RITE FOR LOW RATES

Tel. Fallsburg 53 Woodbourne, N. Y.
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Open All Year
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UNPRETENTIOUS
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tion. All land and sea
sports. Send for booklet. ¢

LOCUST GROVE FARM

(DEDICATED TO GOOD LIVING)

Relax "midst 100 acres of glorious country, ‘mongst congenial
people in an artistic, homey, uncrowded environment. Infor-
mal fun, delicious cooking, nearby lake and all sports. Just
55 miles from New York. Low winter rates through June.

ocust Grove Farm, Sylvan Lake, Hopewell Junction, N

] L . Y.
ILor GEORGE A. PODORSON, 250 Park Ave. PL aza 3-8926

SAUGERTIES NEW YORK

9655

ABRAM RESNICK
Director
Gloucester, Mass.

Now Open

Farm atmosphere plus d. dati
Real country. Acres of Pine Woods. Very good food.

Rates: $17 a week

R. F. D. 1 Tel. Saugerties 82 F 8
Box 267 City Info. BU. 8-9683

Enjoy your vacation at R
EAGER ROSE GARDEN @

BUSHVILLE, N. Y. Betw. MONTICELLO and FERNDALE

All  Sports ° Social Activities
‘ Low Rates for the Month of June

OR _MONTICELLO 571

RROW-HEAD LODGE

ELLENVILLE, NEW YORK
SAMUEL SLUTSKY, Prop.

Rates $19 ;
Per Week Frlendly, interesting environment. All out-
for month door sports. Riding Academy. Dancing.
Entertalnment Make your _reservations
of June now. Phone Dr. D. Newman, JErome 6-2334

MOVING AND STORAGE

COOKE’S Storage Warehouse

209-11 East 125th Street, New York City
Telephone: HArlem 7-1053

°
300 Readers Used Our Service Last Year
Est. 1861

°
Special rates to New Masses Readers
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. E in RODGERS’ and HART’S Musical Comedy Hit
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I MARRIED AN ANGEL

ON BORROWED TIME

with FRANK CONROY e PETER HOLDEN
® LONGACRE THEATRE, W. 48 ST. Eves. 8:45. Mats. Wed. & Sat.

ing resemblance to Dubosc, leader of the
brigands, was convicted for the crime, after
Winchell. direct identification by secondary witnesses and
the refusal of the court to credit his witnesses.
ST Poor Lesurque, at the time of the crime, had
been driving in the country with a prostitute

“F ti d Absorbing! R ded ~ from the Palace of Equality, surely the most
to Al Lovers st Justice!"—Daily Worker LAST 4 TIMES!! euphemistically named Wh(’)rehousc of my

T he COURIER o f LYONS Thurs., Fri., Sat. Evgs. & Sat. Mat. knowledge. The court will not believe Le-

MERCURY PRODUCTION

Watts, Jr. = GRAND historical picture, without con-
H.erald g with Audrey Christie, Charles Walters and 50 Lovely Dancing Angels A cessions to the trickery of the producing
Tribune. = g SHUBERT THEATRE, W. 44th St. Eves. 8:30. Mats. Wed. & Sat. mind, has come to the 55th Street Playhouse,
AR — in The Gourier of Lyons, latest vehicle of the
= French star, Pierre Blanchar. In the

DUD LEY, DIGGES £  “The Best payroll of N,apoleon's army invading Ital}; was

in Paul Oshorn’s Comedy Hit E  Show in stolen between Paris and Lyons. An innocent

g Town.” citizen, Joseph Lesurque, who bore an amaz-

—W alter

SuHmm

Starring Pierre Blanchar surque’s girl friend, and the other members
5 5 t /) ST. PLAYHOUSE 1t E; ot 7th Ave. HEAE,IERE,?#E“I:?USE of the band do not attempt to clear him in
umbus CUR .
—> Roduced Summer Prices in Effect <€ 4lst St E. of Broadway order to protect their real leader.

The unfeeling processes of the law—the
courts and prosecution wanting a conviction
more than justice, Lesurque hamstrung on

Seats Now for Jume, July and August

(1] ” ., . . .
“A MIRACLE (OF REALISTIC ACTING)” 'rP | Ns a’nd N EED LES each minor error of his witnesses, the silence
HE TOWN'S FRESHEST MUSICAL of the others accused—could not but end in
I73 with ILGWU Players. Musio and Lyrios by Harold J. Rome. . . . .-
Staged by Charles Friedman his execution at the guillotine. The story, to
NEW YORK—LABOR STAGE, 106 West 39th St., BR 9-1163. this point, is told with painstaking historical
Awarded the Order of Lenin as the Evenings 8:40; M‘Eim Wed. & Sat. 2:40 P ’I ioht h p h.g f ith
BEST FILM on SOVIET LIFE TODAY! CHICAGO—Cohan’s Grand Opers House. accuracy. It might have gone this tar wit
New Songs by Dunayevsky honesty in Hollywood, but we would have
— EXTRA ADDED ATTRACTION — DA N CE FOR SPAIN had a last-minute exposure of the real criminal
e HALF MOON HorEL and Lesurque a free man in the arms of his
tll Boardwalk & 29 St., Coney Isfand wife and children as the thing fades out. But
e ORCHESTRA 7, 4ers $1. at 381 4th Ave. Room .
With a Commentary by Erskine Caldwell . 201; House of Knowledge, Board. no; Lesurque was executed and he is executed
ENTERTAINMENT walk & Br. 6th St. : :
cAMEu 42 st Ee” of 250 tolsl"m' ° Sponsored by: Brooklyn Medical in the plCt-llf'C. .
« B'way w'k days I REFRESHMENTS  Durceus, & Nouth Amecican Com- The spirit of grave regard for truth infuses

The Courier of Lyons with an extraordinary
interest. Blanchar’s acting is, as in Un Carnet
de Bal, and Crime et Chatiment, one of the
W O M E N ! ) tog—infrequent thri!ls of the movies. The other

¢ principals and the innumerable fine bits, added
to Blanchar’s work, make this picture a major
production. For once, a famous stage producer,
Maurice Lehmann, has adventured into the
films without carrying all of the habits of the
drama with him.

|

i The thunderous decadence of the gangster
14 9
DOII t Put It OE - drama, brought on mainly by the warning fore-
29 finger of Will Hays and Damon Runyon’s
Take It Off grand spoofing in 4 Slight Case of Murder,
INDIVIDUAL EXERCISE — BADMINTON — PING PONG cannot, it becomes apparent, be forestalled by

— SWEDISH MASSAGE — ELECTRIC CABINETS — SUN-
TAN LAMPS — POSTURE CORRECTION — ETC.

COURSES AS LOW AS 10 FOR $10

new dramatic stunts. You and Me, produced
and directed by Fritz Lang for Paramount,
introduces enough innovations to fairly over-
balance the pure ridiculousness of the plot.
George Raft and Sylvia Sidney are two pa-
rolees, working for a benevolent department-
store magnate whose hobby is the salvaging of
criminals. They marry in violation of parole
rules, and Raft’s ultimate discovery of his
wife’s past leads him, for some strange reason,
to go back to the old mob. He is greeted in
an underground room by all the lads chanting
Please mention NEw MAssEs when patronising advertisers a feverish choral to the effect that you can’t

REDUCE — BUILD UP — KEEP FIT!
GOODVWIN’S GYMNASIUM

1457 BROADWAY AT FORTY-SECOND STREET
WIlsconsin 7-8250
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TOURS TO EUROPE
SOVIET RUSSIA AND MEXICO

Escorted Domestic Tours
Write eor call for special liserature

AMALGAMATED BANK

11 Union Sq., N. Y. ALgongquin 4-1500

TR R TR

FOR REAL FRENCH COOKING
di t
RESTAURANT é:‘ I: TOUR EIFFEL
256 West 52nd St. New York City
Real French Dishes
Filet Mignon, Civet de Lapm. Steak
Minute, Escargots de Bourgogne.
Our regular dinner at 750 Includes a glass
of wine or speoial cocktail at no extra charge
M u s I 100,000 of the finest
rccords in the world,
Xable on any phono-
raph on sale at 50c & 75¢ per record (value $1.50 & $2).
mphonies, Chamber Music, Operas, etc. of
Bach. geethoven, Brahms, Mozart, Wagner, etc. Mail
Orders. Catalogue.
The Gramaphone Shop, Inc., 18 East 48th St.,, N. Y. C.
ENROLL NOW FOR
SUMMER SESSION—
July 5 to September 2.
Day and Evening
Classes in Life Draw-
ing, Painting, Sculpture,
Poster Design, Pho-
tography. Related
Course in Painting
and Sculpture.
Catalog on Request.
131 WEST 14 ST, N. Y. C. CH. 3-9621

CLASSIFIED ADS 40c a line

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum

COMPANION WANTED

YOUNG MAN, able drive car, companion to boy 11,
girl 8—Adirondacks—informal household. Services ex-
change for room and board. N. M., Box 1541

AGENTS WANTED

STUDENTS, Y.C.L.ers, int. in making $10 to $15 a wk.
in part-time, sellmg scnsahonal anti-fascist pamphlet, inq.
Rm. 803, 881—4th Ave., Mon.’s & Tuesdays, 6 to 7 p.m.

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

INSURANCE

Whatever your needs—PAUL CROSBIE, established
since 1908—FREQUENT SAVINGS, 135 William St.,
N. Y. C. Tel. BEekman 3-5262.

CAMP SUPPLIES

TENTS, COTS, BLANKETS, complete line of camp,
travel, hlkmg outfits. Slacks, shorts, sweaters, shirts,
breeches, shocs, hammocks, etc. Lowest Prices.

UDSON ARMY & NAVY STORE
105 Third Avenue Corner 13th Street New York

MAILING SERVICE

COMPLETE MAILING SERVICE. We are prepared
to handle your Printing, Multigraphing, Mimeographing
and Mailing needs. Quick service, low prices, any quan-
tities. MAILERS ADVERTISING SERVICE, 121 West

42nd Street, N. Y. C. BRyant 9-5053.

GOINGS ON
PHILADELPHIA: MUSIC & SOCIETY; series of
Fri., evemngs with ANTHONY BYRNES, dunng June,

:30 p. Single admission, 25c. Philadelphia Music
Center, 810 uniper St., Philadelphia, Pa. ALL PRO-
CEEDS FOR BENEFIT NEW MASSES.

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

Please mention NEw MAsSsSEs when patronizing advertisers

get away from the mob. The chant is stylized,
the camera provides counterpoint by flashbacks
to the prison, and Lang’s underworld effects
are used as they were in M. The gang plans
to rob the department store, Sylvia tips off the
philanthropist, and the boys are met by a com-
mittee when they get inside the store. Then the
bottom drops out of everything. The nice boss
and his boys exit, leaving Sylvia to show the
boys the path of rectitude. Miss Sidney goes
to a blackboard and delivers a Chautauqua
lecture to the effect that crime does not pay,
with figures to prove it. This melts all of the
rough characters in a twinkling and they vow
never to steal the jam again.

One can have only admiration for the re-
markable Fritz Lang who made the great pic-
tures, M and Fury. Enduring this one, how-
ever, is too much like sitting up with a sick
friend. The Paramount audience greeted it
indulgently enough, laughing at the gags and
sometimes concurring with my roars of pure
incredulity. Sylvia Sidney is darn good and
Kurt Weill’s music enhances the theatrical
effect. For the record, You and Me is an ig-
noble experiment.

Jean Gabin, the redoubtable French actor
of forgotten-man roles, is present with a pic-
ture by Julien Duvivier, who is famous for
Un Carnet de Bal. The new tenant at the
Filmarte, They Were Five, is concerned with
five unemployed men who win a lottery prize.

After the celebration of victory, the men
start planning what they are going to do with
the money. Each one has his pet project but
they heed Gabin’s plea that they stick together
and go to the country to live. There they
find an old villa and convert it into an inn.
A woman comes between Mario and Jack, and
Jack decently disappears to maintain harmony.
Mario, a fugitive from the police, is finally
caught and forced to leave the country. The
belle équipe is further reduced when another
falls from the roof on opening day and is
killed, leaving Gabin and Charlot, who is
having trouble with his estranged wife. Gabin
falls in love with her and it begins to appear
as though the last two will be parted because
of a woman. Common sense intervenes, how-
ever, when they talk it over, and both re-
nounce the interloping female.

The plot is simple enough and phony
enough. Gabin is someone you should see, es-
pecially in his last picture under Duvivier.
The picture has a fine spirit and its develop-
ment is logical and warmly handled. I'll get
a little more excited when I see Gabin in
a picture about an unemployed worker who
does not win a lottery.

Gold Diggers in Paris—a Warner Brothers
picture, directed by Ray Enright, with musical
numbers directed by Busby Berkeley; story
by Jerry Wald, Richard Macauley, and Mau-
rice Lee; from an idea by Jerry Horwin and
James Seymour; music and lyrics by Harry
Warren, Al Dubin, and Johnny Mercer; with
Rudy Vallee, Rosemary Lane, Hugh Herbert,
Allen Jenkins, Gloria Dickson, and Melville
Cooper—stinks. JamEes Ducan.
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VERMONT

JUNE is a perfect time in Vermont. Enjoy a vaca-
tion of peace & beauty with a small roup 12 to $18
week. Write Ethan Allen Farm, R ester, Vt.

IN VERMONT HAMLET, house of 6 rooms with bath.
Store near. Good ﬁshmg Tennis possibilities. $125
for season. Write Florence Weed, East Montpelier, Vt.

VACATION RESORTS

ROCKLAND HALL for ideal rest and vacation—ex-
cellent food—$20 per week—! 3.50 per. day. Spring Valley,
Box 24. Call WIndsor 6-

AVANTA FARM, ULSTER PARK, N. Y. Tel: 58-M-1.
Workers’ Playland Restland ; Home cooking, modern
facilities, bathing, ping-pong, etc. Bus, train, car, boat.
Rate $12.50 per week; $2.25 per day. Children accom-
modated June only, $1000 ;

SPRING VALLEY’'S most beautiful summer resort.
Maple Villa, Box 147, Spring Valley, N. Y.
Moderate rates for month of June.

CAMP FOLLOWERS OF THE TRAIL
Ideal place for vacation and week-ends. New bunga-

lows—tennis courts—swimming and _all_sports. Enter-
tainment—Ilow rates. By train, Central to
Peekskill, fare T5c. Write: Buchanan, New York.
Phone: Peekskill 2879, )

RIVERSIDE INN, Seymour, Conn. On Lake Housatomc
Swimming, boatmg, tennis, Excellent food. June rates $3
day; $16 week. R.R. Station Derby. Tel.: Derby 598-12,

THE PINE PARK

Ideal. Amidst the pines.  Invigorating high altitude. All
activities, Dietary laws. Special rates. Lake Huntington,
Sullivan Co. Tel.: Lake Hunt. 2. City: DAyton 9-8018.

THE TULIP TREES (PENSION)

Suitable” for vacationists and week-enders. Also rooms
without board. Easy to commute. Beautiful surroundings.
Artistic atmosphere. A short walk to the new Roosevelt
boardwalk and beach. Special spring rates. Thirty-five
minutes from New York. Call or write to: Mrs, M.
Rudin, 45 Chicago Ave., Arrochar Park, Staten Island,
New York, Tel.: GIbraltar 7-5862.

BERKSHIRE FOOTHILLS: Few guests. Quiet, rest-
ful. Excellent meals. Swimming, fishing. Modern conve-
niences, $16-$18 week. Near station Copake Falls.
Gardner Farm, Ancramdale, Columbia County, N. Y.

CHILDREN’S CAMP. Homelike, progressive. Individual
attention by qualified teacher and nurse. Qutdoor sports,
crafts, music. Vera Yampolsky, Stelton, N. J.

FOR RENT

WASHINGTON SQUARE STUDIO. Large, modern,

2 ft. Fireplace; bedroom; kitchenette; tile bath;
fully furmshed facing square; one ﬂ:ght up. $75 monthly
for July, Aug., Sept Apply ofﬁce, 47 Washington Square
South, or Schreiber. GR 7-2672

80 FooT STUDIO—Midtown—by hour, week, month.
Linoleum floor—Hardman Peck piano. Also will share
its separate living quarters—busmess girl. Maxwell, 2
flights up, 13 W. 17 St., . C.

ARTISTICALLY FURNISHED 4-ROOM LOG
CABIN; Brewster, N. Y. 50 mi. city. All improvements.
Tent. 3 acres. Private lake, beautiful surroundings, $300
rent. Dr. Hollos, -IN terv. 9-4600.

FURNISHED ROOM-—Double. Convenient, charmingly
furnished. Shower, running water. $10.50. 136 E. 22 St.,
N. Y. C. GR 5-9375. Maslow.

ROOM, ONE OR TWO, no children. Private, quiet,
reasonablee. MORIN, 2864 Brighton 4th St., Bklyn.

ONE OR TWO FURNISHED ROOMS—Ilight and axrf
fﬁchen‘i private. 15th floor, corner apt. E. 21st St. Te

LARGE, SUNNY, COOL ROOM, convenient 8th Ave.
sub., elevator telephone Call A.M. and eves. -
5946. 105 Bennett Ave.,, N. Y. C. Apt. 25A.

BED-SITTING ROOM with bath-kitchen privileges if de-
sired. Lovely, quiet, reasonable. Call evenings, JE 8-6723.

FOR SALE
ELECTRIC PHONOGRAPH, practically new modern
cabinet, excellent tone. Bloomfield model. $30. WIndsor
8-5762, 6 to 8 p.m.
TRAVEL COMPANIONS

GIRL WISHES to share expenses with party driv-
ing to coast, leaving about 27th. OL 2-9717.
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HESE feather-weight tropical worsted
suits are designed to be smart as well as cool . . . to
give you genuine “comforture from summer’s tem-
perature.” It is because of the careful workmanship
which our skilled union tailors have put into these
garments, that we can and do guarantee that these suits
will retain their smartness despite wear and weather!

Howard Tropical Worsted fabric is sci-
entifically loomed, with thousands of
virtual minute windows that permit the
body to emit excessive heat. Correct for
office, seashore, club ... everywhere!
Every warm day and night, you will
delight in its downright cool com-
fort. Try a Howard Tropical today
. . . youll agree it conserves your
energy . . . and it’s an economy!

Uss Our Convenient
10 Pay Plan

It's a simple, dignified way
in which to buy your Clothes.
All you need do is open a
Howard 10 Payment Account.
Pay a little down and divide
the balance in ten weekly in-
stallments. You pay the one
and only Howard cash price,
plus one dollar service fee,

FOR /
CENTLEMEN

13 mnn)
TASTE /

NEW YORE CITY

801 BROADWAY.N.W. Cor. 11th St.
1268 BROADWAY . Bet. 32d & 33d Sts.
1635 BROADWAY...... Cor. 50th St.
145 E. 42nd ST.. Bet.Lex &3d Aves.
S00 SEVENTHAVE, . N-W. Cor. 37th St.
872 THIRD AVE..N.W. Cor. 58th St.
149 E. 125th ST....Near Third Ave.
101 W, 125th ST...Near Lenox Ave.
2821 THIRD AVE..... Near 148th St.
254E, FORD'M RD. . Nr. Valentine Ave.
17 CORTLAN'T ST. . Bet.B'way&Church

100 DELANCEY ST. . N.E.Cor. LudlowSt.

BROOEKLYN

7SFLATBUSHAVE.. 1 blk. fr, Atlantic
Ave. Sub. Sta.

671 BROADWAY.. Cor. Man. Ave.
350 FULTON ST....Cor, Pearl St.
55-45 MYRTLE AV.. Cor. Putn'm Ave.
(Ridgewood, Qns.)

1558 PITKIN AVE.... Bet. Herzl and
Douglass Sts.

1772 PITKIN AVE.. Cor. Watkins St.
160 JAY ST. (Factory Sales Room)

JAMAICA, L. L
165-18 JAMAICA AVENUE

Cool a5 a Psrch..
Mm _»-//02‘ Mﬂ&é
Srorch!

HOWARD
TROPICAL
WORSTED
SUITS

Cocl and
Trouderd

16

EXPERT FITTING SERVICE... WITH
NO CHARGE FOR ALTERATIONS
Made by Skilled Union Tailors

JWARD

CLOTHES

JERSEY CITY, N. J.
320 Central Ave.

PHILADELPHIA, PA.
1215 Market St.
1511 Chestnut St.

SYRACUSE, N. Y.
852 South Salina St.

BOSTON, MASS.
43 Tremont St.
605 Washington St.

WORCESTER, MASS.
104 Front St.

NEWARK, N. J.
82 Market St.

PROVIDENCE, R. 1.
200 Weybosset St.

PITTSBURGH, PA.
233 Fifth Ave.

CHICAGO, ILL.
220 So. State St.
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Wal¢ Whitman’s Demoeracy /
Philip Stevenson

I accept Reality and dare not question it. . . .
(This day I am jetting the stuff of far more arrogant republics.)
—“Song of Myself.”

4 I \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 im-

portant 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 laissez-

faire society in which he lived? What did he understand by indi-

vidualism? 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 inter-
pretation 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 Vistas.
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 ruth-
less 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 rela-
tion 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 com-
mon ground. . . . The great word Solidarity has arisen.” The
meaning is unmistakable. Whitman’s great individual, “the mas-
ter,” would resemble Abraham Lincoln rather thai any square-
jawed “rugged individualist” or any beetle-browed roaring dic-
tator. 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 char-
acter, for imperative reasons, is ever to be weighed, borne in mind, and
provided for. Only from it . .. comes the other, comes the chance of indi-
vidualism. 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, without any super-
stitious support whatever. The idea of perfect individualism it is, indeed,
that deepest tinges and gives character to the idea of the aggregate.
(Italics mine—P. 8S.)

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) . . . con-
fronting 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-
wvidual, male or female. And following on and amplifying the same pur-
pose, 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 aggre-
gated, inseparable, unprecedented, vast, composite, electric democratic
nationality. (Whitman’s italics—P. 8.)

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!) 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 con-
tain multitudes” can only be understood as implying also, “Multi-
tudes 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 ref-
erence 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 indi-
vidual 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 civ-
ilized 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 roman-
tic 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 mis-
interpreting 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 thousand 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 will, 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. i

While Engels expressed it this way in 4nti-Diikring:

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 quali-
fying, 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 nine-
teenth-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.

’ New Masses, June 14, 1938

In spite of the profligacy of the rulers, however, he felt jus-
tified 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 mil-
lions of sturdy farmers and mechanics” were “the helpless supple-
jacks of comparatively few politicians. . . .”

Sad, serious, deep truths. Yet there are other, still 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 plainly 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 his-
torical 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 require-
ments has passed into the life of the new forms . .. 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 con-
tinue 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 gqua mon after-
ward—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 democ-
racy 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 be-

come a law, and series of laws, unto himself, surrounding and provid-
ing for not only his personal control, but all his relations to other indi-
viduals, 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, #k4is, 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 ac-
cept human limitations and urge human perfectibility—not pro-
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claim it as a premise—in the ultimate democratic mass-individual.
Man will 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 foward.
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, be-
gan by a scientific observation of objective conditions past and
present (“The history of all hitherto existing society is the his-
tory of class struggles”), and worked by induction toward the
ultimate aim. Marx’s emphasis is constantly on the objective situa-
tion 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. Sci-
ence 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 ex-
plicitly, 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 in-
spiration 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 govern-
ments, with all their interiors, and with general suffrage; those having
the sense not only of what is in themselves, but that their certain sev-
eral things started, planted, hundreds of others in the same direction
duly 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 direc-
tion” before we have anything like a full-fledged democracy. Note,
too, his unqualified acceptance of the Declaration of Indepen-
dence 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 free-
dom from bondage—though, to be sure, there were to be many
elaborations and amplifications.

The Second Stage relates to material prosperity, wealth, produce, labor-
saving machines, iron, cotton, local, state, and continental railways, inter-
communication and trade with all lands, steamships, mining, general em-
ployment, 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 exist-
ing 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 own-
ership 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 pri-
vate 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 privi-
leged 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, humil-
iated, 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 at-
tention 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 wvulgar aristocracy” of bankers and political
favorites, instead of among ‘“‘the masses” of “workmen and work-
women.”

His notes on this question were written in the age of the rob-
ber 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, success-
ful 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 super-
fluity, 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 de-
mocracy. 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 “mon-
archize” or ‘“democratize.” World conditions clearly called for
“the wider democratization of institutions,” and the only ques-
tions 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 democrati-
zation of institutions” meant in the end their socialization, Still,
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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 broth-
erhood of nations; (2) the evolution of a race of fully developed
democratic individuals; (3) the appearance of a “native expres-
sion-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 indi-
viduals, secure in the inseparability of their welfare from the wel-
fare 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 broth-
erhood, 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 expected, 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 will 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, ora-
tions, 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 under-
lying will and typic aspiration of the [demacratic] land in a spirit
kindred to itself.” It must be on the grandest possible heroic scale,
clearly overtopping the merely feudal grandeurs of the Eliza-
bethans.

New Masses, June 14, 1938

By comparison with this vision, contemporary literature was
upsetting to contemplate. Education, manners, literature, said
Whitman, were still permeated by “feudalism, caste, the ecclesias-
tical 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 for-
ever 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 roman-
tic 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 prod-

uct to be slavishly copied, but a trail-blazer—a “Beginner,” to
use his term, and surely the most prolific of suggestions in all lit-
erary history.

Although he wrote in a romantic and idealistic age, he tran-
scended the limitations of romanticism and idealism. When his
healthy, steady gaze revealed the shoddiness of contemporary so-
ciety, 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-para-
lyzed. His major work was done. Simply, where the new doc-
trine 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. “Some-
times I think, I feel almost sure, Socialism is the next thing com-
ing.” 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 admis-
sion that his “practical fraternity . . . over the whole globe,” his
classless international democracy, could not be born without an-
other, 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 resig-
nation 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 ex-
ample of, and spokesman for, the transition in American literary
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tradition between the idealism of our revolutionary middle-class
democracy and the materialism of our coming revolutionary work-
ing-class democracy. His ideas might be still couched in the lan-
guage 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 reconsid-
eration. Millions of Americans are still faced with the need of
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making, in themselves, the same transition. With Walt Whit-
man, 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

, January 13.
ROVE down the canyon river-bottom of the Alfambra Val-
D ley and arrived at Tortojada, six miles from Teruel and
one from the front lines, in time to scramble down a gul-
ley 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
Alfambfa 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 evacu-
ation. The rest is up to the boys dug in on the hill.

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 twenty-
motored 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 defend-
ing. 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 in-
cendiary 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 some-
body 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 consti-
tute 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 artillery had been throwing incendiary
shells against our hillside for the same pseudo-psychological pur-
poses, 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.

I 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 con-
cerned, 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 dis-
solved into drifting mist and haze. I thought that we were safe.
Very soon, the air again filled with motors. During all the cloud-
less morning, we had at least been able to see the planes coming.
Things kept getting hotter and hotter. But there was no artil-
lery 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 afternocon. 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 sud-

den wheel of flame and black smoke on the lower slope of the.

ridge, where theirs had unloaded all at once, in flight, and be-
. cause 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 de-
feat. 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 machine-
gunned until the light failed, and it was comfortably dark. Their
planes seem to have orders to bring no ammunition home. What-
ever they have left, at the end of the day, they empty on us—
bombs 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
avions. Then 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 machine-gun bul-
lets, 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 ap-
parent. 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 ten, but they come
back ten and a hundred times. Every day, the towns of the Al-
fambra 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 Torto-
jada 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 neighbor-
hood and of war. Women who had spent the day with their chil-
dren 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 wire-
men went out to check their lines. A fortifications brigade rose
out of the earth, and the cavalrymen led their horses out of con-
cealed 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 2 man’s clothing,
because this motion, however careful and slight, would grind the
broken ends of his bones into his muscle. We carried. the cloth-
ing out of the cave to a pit. Cartridge belt, rifle, bayonet, side-
arms, 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 stimu-
lants 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 Kilo-
meter 24, just outside of Teruel, to the English Battalion. With-
out lights, of course, I drove for 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 psycho-
paths, 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 light-
wounded. The heavy-wounded had left in a truck that after-
noon. 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 moun-
tains 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™

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.

“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 seemed 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.

A  FRAGMENT

A. T. Rosen

“. .. 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—"

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 Wops,
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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Cowards of Us All
FErnest Brace

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 hyster-
ical 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 bugs—
and 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 bet-
ter go back to Hungary or wherever the hell it is you came from

I : LLEN sat rigidly erect. Arthur’s temper had always seemed

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 feel-
ing 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 sur-
face 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 som-
ber, 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 down-
stairs again. She stepped out on the veranda, picked up the maga-
zine 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.

“T 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.”

“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, heed-
ing the usual storm warnings.

“We'll 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 'm not going to get caught again with debts and responsi-
bilities 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 happen-
ing 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 irri-
tated, 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.”

“1 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 engi-
neer 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.”

Woas this, Ellen wondered, the beginning of that vague hor-
ror 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 flut-
terings 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 money 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 down 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 din-
ner, which they ate alone, he discussed almost affably the ap-
proaching 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 forty-
five 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 dis-
trust, 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 Manhattan 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 sym-
pathy,” 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 feelings 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 econ-
omy 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 dis-
satisfaction with the entire pattern of his life. He had no definite
worry, but he had discovered that everything was wrong, from
the gardener’s understanding of English to her own casual wife-
liness. If his business went to pieces now it would be wholly

. because he was losing his nerve. In his state anything might hap-

pen. 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 when-
ever she looked for tragedy she would find nothing more dis-
tressing 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
Honner. He says you’d know who he was and could he speak
to you.”

“Martin! Why, of course. Tell him to wait in the green-
house. 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 dis-
heartening 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 door-
way 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 won-
dered 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 gar-
dener, 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 prop-
erty 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 quickly
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 ineffi-
cient 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
nice seeing you again, anyway.”

She went quickly—and only she realized how breathlessly—
back 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 move-
ment, 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 de-
termination 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 big 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
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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?

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 . . .

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

they have traced our line in blood!

“Moscow orders . ..”

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 desecrated—
dreams fed in day in day out the mulberry leaves of
our time—
and 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 Moscow orders?

O 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. .
THoMASs OREAN.
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With Apologies
J. M. Wilkoff

engaged in war might very well influence future wars to

such an extent that a typical war office of any nation en-
gaged in the next war might indeed present such instances as we
are about to show.

NOTE: The strange military tactics of those countries now

The scene shows a portion of any war office of any country dur-
ing 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 placards
carrying such legends as INFORMAL APOLOGIES, FORMAL APOLO-
GIES, SPECIFIC APOLOGIES, APOLOGY BLANKS, LETTERS OF APOL-
OGIES, APOLOGIES FOR FAcCTORIES, ETC. To the left of this desk
is a large easel bearing 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.

CrLerks: 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 observe—
For 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 decorum—

When 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 retributions—
Let 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 cf those who crawl below.
‘We've got to keep our vision
‘Working with precision.
We've come to have our eyes examined. . . .

OFrFICER : (Throwing back the initial page of the chart to reveal
a large black sheet) . . . Go!
AviaTors: White!
OrrFicer: Right. (Turns page. A red sheet.)
AviaTors: Blue!
OFrFicEr: True!
derrick.)
AviaTors: Mine!
Orricer: Fine. (A4 map of the British Isles.)
AviaTtors: 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.

(The next page shows an unmistakable oil

(4 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. '
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(As they leave the clerks take up the refrain.)
Crerks: 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.

(4 young aviator, not one of the recent group, enters and ap-
proaches the desk. He is hesitant and timid.)

Younc AviaTor: Is this the apology bureau?

CrLErk 1: It is.

Young AviaTor: My name is . . .

CLerk 1: Not interested in names. What’s your number?

Youncg AviaTor: Y. A. 789.

CLErRK 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?

Younc AviaTor: I didn’t know 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?

Younc AviaTor: If it wouldn’t be asking too much . .. I was
thinking that suicide . . .

CLERK 1: (Incredulous.) What?

YounG Aviator: I only thought . . .

CLErRK 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 yester-
day . . . without trial.

Younc Aviator: (Plaintively.) But can’t I commit suicide?

CLErK 1: Don’t be absurd . . . for one gunboat?

Young AviaTor: But . . .

CrLErk 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 Bul-
garian consulate, an attaché, two battleships, and three ci-
vilians . . .

Young Aviator: But I got . ..

CLErRK 1: (4s 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.)

Younc AviaTor: And he ... ? ‘

Crerk 1: Will be allowed to commit suicide. (4s 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. (ds 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.

(4s 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 “
quette.

summarily” shot . . . we must follow the eti-

(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:)

GEeNERAL: Who, who, I repeat, who sent Apology 475?

Crerk: 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!

AE: 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 blun-
dering 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.

ApE: Not even a window broken in the consulate.

CLErK: I'm sorry, sir. There are so many apologies.
can happen.

GENERAL: In war there are no such things as mistakes.

CrLerk: To whom did we apologize?

GENERAL: How do I know?

CrLErk: What did we apologize for?

(The General is at a loss. His aide comes to his assistance.)

Ark: Killing an ambassador. (4t this the clerk goes through
his files hurriedly.) Sir, I have a suggestion.

GENERAL: Well?

A1DE: 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.)

AmE: Specifically for killing an ambassador.

(There is @ 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?

Mistakes

 AE: Declare war on the country. Then there'll be no need

for apologies.

(The apology clerks give him dirty looks for this, but the gen-

eral 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.

CrLERK 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 .
department.

GENERAL: Indeed?

Crerk: Oh yes. He perfected the apology for an insult to a
flag. You know . . . the one that begins, “Oops, so sorry.”
GENERAL: (ddequately impressed.) Well, come, my good man,

what is it . . . what solution have you?

CrErk 2: (Consulting a paper in his hand.) Well, it’s . . .

GEeNERAL: 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.

. best man in the

Finis
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Four Poems
Stdney 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.

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

Fat Buddha clapped his fourteen arms

(the symbol of fertility)

Ten thousand monks spun round their charms,
and starved of excess piety.

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

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

Fat Buddha, Oh fat Buddha!

you are dead dead dead ...
and T'se-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?

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 sorrow—

the world plunges in fog:
no panic, darling, precariously cling.

Our rose is blooming at
the brink of imminent lava: yet petals sing.

The Egoist

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.

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.

‘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—

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—

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 brick—
like 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 awaken-
ing. You can help or you can hinder the transfor-
mation that is now going on. If you understand the
amount of unnecessary misery there is, I think you
will be gemerous enough to help. If you examine can-
didly your own position, I think you will be wise
enough to help.”

I LIKE AMERICA, 5y GRANVILLE HICKS, page 122

BECAUSE we rixe america, New Masses will continue to help the mem-
bers of the awakening middle class “examine candidly” their own position.

(As we did recently in Liberal Arts and the Marginal Life, by Motier Harris
Fisher; Who Is the Little Business Man? by A. B. Magil.)

@® We will continue to keep you informed 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.

® 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.)

@ 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 Agree 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 re-
newing 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, 31 East 27th Street, N. Y. C.

. . l
and a 6 months subscr1pt1on to I like America, so here is $2.75 for six months of New |
Masses and a copy of Granville Hicks’ book I LIKE l

|

NEW MASSES " |

...........................................

America’s Indispensable Weekly - Address......o.oueeiiiii i I

(regular price $2.50) 2
both for only .75




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 they can live Ionger; 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.”

“In reporting on this book, packed to

gy
Paul de Kruif’s
the brim with dynamite, one simple:

statement is to be made—no Ameri-

can should live for a single day with-

out 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 Fadiman, New Yorker

“Paul de Kruif is a righteously ex-

cited man. THE FIGHT FOR LIFE
is an exciting book . . . and it con-
. veys his excitement like an infectious

fever.”—Lewis Gannett, N. Y. Herald

by the author Tribune
of “Microbe Hunters” “‘More than a mere dramatization of
$3.00 medical discovery. It is a most im-

portant, timely, and convincing call

HARGO“RT, BRACE & co. to action to enrich medical discovery,

. to make it really effective in the ser-
383 Madison Avenue vice of the people.”—N. Y. Times

New York
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