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NOTES AND COMMENT

AST week revealing comment was made on the social

mindedness of some of the A. F. of L. officialdom. Paul

‘M. Scharrenberg, secretary of the State Federation of
Labor, testified under oath at the arbitration board hearing on
gailors’ wages and hours: “I'wish we would have a war with
Japan because then the seamen would get everything they
waﬁt,uintheWoddWarmhadcvcrythingwcwmted."
On the question of ship subsidies he said: “We don't care
how much the ship owners carry away from the national
treasury so long as we get our share.”

Tm! world-wide student protest against war, scheduled for
April 12 is becoming a leading California issue. Else-
where in this issue we describe some recent happenings on the
campus in relation to it. At the hour of eleven, 100,000 stu-
dcnainthiacamryarccxpectedtowalkmtoftheirchw,
symbolicofthcactimthcyinundtotakcwhmwatcomu
The strike has been endorsed by the National Coundil of

MahodistYmnh,theImaaemimryMovmt,tbeStudcnt‘

for Industrial Democracy, the National Student
League, and the American Youth Congress. Student confer-
ences at Oberlin, the University of Chicago, and the Minne-
mYanthngreshzveaxdorwdthcstrikccaﬂ. It is a re-
muhblcandammgingalignmmtofstudcntforca,attlw
s;mcﬁmcnoubleinthcgrwpowhichhavechoxnmwpar—
ticipate. Campmpadﬁm,u‘wclludwaemuddc’.tlxgatq,
are divided into two groups—those who agree with the gen-
mhdntwarisahellid)hﬁmandagoodtopichrbc’tu'
ral;andthoaewbo'wanttomobilizeandpreparcagaizm

war'scqmingbyactionindepmdentofschoolapthoritia.

AnportcompﬂédbyDr.JdeSmith.KunCwntyBalth

‘oﬁw,itispointedwtdntapptoximauly 33,000 men, %
- women and children in Kern County live in houses that are

A'r Miss Perkins' conference with labor leaders of the West
last week an elderly working woman stepped up to a
delegate. “Is this the Conference on Unemployment?” she
asked. “Yes.” “Have they reached any decision”” “De-
cision”” The delegate reeled. “Yes, you see, I haven't a job,”
said the old lady.

F ANYONE is changing Mr. Jefferson’s and Mr. Washing-

ton’s Government and Constitution in America today the
culprit is not the Communist Party but the American Legion.
This tiny minority organization of physical, but scarcely men-
tal, he-men has taken upon itself a campaign of high pressure,
lobbying and intimidation of lawmakers and government of-
ficials that must make other lobbyists green with envy. Under
the leadership of the Hearst press they deluge legislators with .
pressure on every issue in which they have a selfish interest.
They try to block free speech, assembly and press, get their
own bonus, outlaw legal parties they don’t agree with, tighten
America into a regimented coordinated Hitlerized fascist
state. They were defeated this week in their attempt to get
the recognition of Soviet Russia rescinded (17—4 in Con-
gressional Committee), just as their attempt to muzze John
Strachey was defeated and their attempts to intimidate cour-
ageous workers and fighters for real American liberties are
defeated daily. The American people have the example of
the Hitler hordes before them and the Legion may find that its
subversive and illegal, un-American behavior, doctrines and
activities will not be so readily swallowed as they may imag-
in;cm they have made the word “patriotic” a byword,
ridi any honest patriot. At present, armed and ready
to use their arms, they are relying on the force they are try-
ingaoum:ccmfullytotictodaelegsofworkem

Always at hand to stop free speech and block workers ask-
ing for higher wages, they allowed San Francisco police bru-
tally to beat a2 woman last Saturday night with no interfer-
¢nce or protest. The woman, Mrs. Dale, was asking for un-
employment insurance at a street meeting. In a2 moment her
face was a stream of blood from police blackjacks, and in the
Black Maria and in jail she was beaten and bruised some

 more. Tbcpoliceh)ockedhcrhcadagaimtabmchovcrmd

over and rained blows upon her with iron handcuffs. Where
were the noble Legionnaires? As usual, with the “strong™
against the weak!
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GETTING AN EDUCATION AT BERKELEY

AST week some Berkeley students stood at Sather Gate
and handed out leaflets advertising and explaining the

students’ one-hour anti-war strike scheduled for April .

12, in which all American colleges and high schools and those
of thirty-one other countries are asked to participate. The
students have been prohibited from distributing leaflets on
_the campus grounds; they are given no space in the college
press to express their views; the National Student League
publication, Student Outpost, may not be sold on the campus,
though the liberal Brass Tacks is unmolested. All hails are
withheld from them; they can get no permits for meetings on
or off the camplis. This was their very last method of getting
>tha.r views before fellow students.

Suddenly, on March 20, the Berkeley police arrested nine
of them for violating an ordinance passed in 1913 and never
before invoked. Next day seven others were arrested. They
were taken to the police station, photographed, fingerprinted,
numbered, like ordinary criminals. Next day twenty students
were passing out the leaflets and the day after another twen-

ty, including six teaching assistants from the Philosophy De-
partment; all these were left unmolested.

A few days previous some students were handing out leaf-

- lets explaining the student demand for an open forum. A

policeman passed by and one of them asked him: “Is this
legal, officer?” “Why, certainly,” replied the cop. Two days
later the arrests were made. : :

WHO ORDERED ARRESTS?

The University Administration has washed its hands of its
anti-war students and told the police to regard them as ordi-
nary violaters of city ordinances, thus giving the impression
they had nothing to do with the arrests. But on the Berkeley
police blotter stand these two entries: “U. C. by an unknown
man says there will be distribution of leaflets tomorrow at—"

and the time and place. On another page under the caption

“UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA" is written: “The ar-
tests made on the request of the above.” -
RACIAL DISCRIMINATION.

The third day when fifteen students were handing out leaf-

lets in the same place at the same time in the same way—the
same leaflets—three only were arrested: they were three

Jewish students, Victor Gertzel, Israel Shapiro, and Ralph’

Benkaum. The other students protested, showed they were
committing the same act: police refused to arrest them. Two

non-Jewish students, George Kelly and Jean Symes, went to

the police station and offered themselves for arrest, explain-
ing that they had committed exactly the same acts as the three
taken into custody. “Get out of the police station,” shouted
the Sergeant. When Richard Criley broadcast the story of
~ the arrests over KTAB station last Monday night, the word
“Jewish” was censored by the radio station officials.

ONE CAMPUS ARREST.

Campus distribution meant expulsion, so the students pre-
ferred not to break that prohibition. John Rockwell of Car-
mel, standing at Sather Gate, gave a leaflet to a girl who
dropped it. In stooping to pick it up for her, the boy had to

- place one foot on campus property. Immediately campus po-
liccpwnc_edonhim,atrutedhim,andtookhimbeforethc

University authorities. Rockwell faces possible expulsion for
this mis-step. ‘
COURT HEARING.

The students were arraigned in court Monday morning,
March 25. All asked for jury trials. They brought out that
in the last six years hundreds of thousands of leaflets have
been distributed at Sather Gate without any arrests, that they
had no other way of making their explanations to the stu-
dents. The judge told them he was not against the contents
of the handbills, that of course “everyone is against war”, but
the handbills constituted a fire hazard and might block up
the storm drains. “How is it that when handbills advertise
commercial products or ask for a student forum, they don’t
constitute such hazard or clutter up storm drains?” asked a
defendant. The court room was crowded with professors, as-
sistants, students, but mostly Berkeley citizens. The Amen-
can citizenry seems to be revolting against the recent high-
handed “legal™ or illegal activities of the ““Berkeley Nation-
als”, the American Legion and other vigilante groups, or those
dominated by them.

The last student arrested was the Jewish student Gertzel; he
happens also to have a speech defect. His is the first case ord-
ered to trial. The other students feel this is a deliberate at-
tempt to make it appear as if all anti-war sentiment among
students comes from racial minorities.

Richard Criley was arrested a second time March 22 as he
stood with a bundle of leaflets under his arm, but before he

‘had distributed any of them.” He protested this arrest, in vain.

In the police station stood a number of reporters. Criley burst
out: “But I hadn't distributed any of them—I had violated
no ordinance . . "

“You came down here of your own free will,” said the
Sergeant coldly, with his eye on the reporters.

“I did not. This officer arrested me!™

“You came here of your own free will, Mr. Criley,” re-
peated the Sergeant louder. “‘Please leave the station.” Criley
gathered up his leaflets and departed.” -

- RESULTS.

The student anti-war strike has received more publicity
than it could have done by any other conceivable method.
The fascists have provided the very publicity they had tried
to avoid by piecemeal cutting off of other avenues of free ex-
pression. The students estimate that thousands who would
never have heard of their action now have read leaflets and
have become sympathetic to their demands. It will be more
difficult for the vigilante students, with all Mr. Hearst’s en-
couragement, to “pull any of the rough stuff” they pulled at
the time of the previous strike to protest the U. C. L. A. dis-
missals.

Thousands of students read and kept as historical docu-
ments the handbills stamped “suppressed by police”—who
otherwise might have dropped them in the street to become a
menace to the drains. ,

Enforcement of the ordinance broke down through sheer
persistence of the students and such of the faculty who cared

for freedom of speech militantly enough to take action. The
ceasing of arrests was a clear indication that the authorities
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considered themselves defeated. '

'lhclagrmtncfd:mmmnonptovedtomnyAmm
anmndenuthatxtunotAdolph}htleralonewhoumthw
prejudice to defeat the workers' movement, culture,
liberty and free expression of opinion. It brings home to the
Berkeley student the international character of storm troop-
ers.

It is possibly no coincidence that General David P. Barrows
of the National Guard and the University of California has
recently returned from two years in Adolph Hitler’s race-dis-
criminating Germany and has become an impassioned advo-
cate of the Nazi's methods and aims; that he sees 2 “Red” in
the interstices of every dishcloth and lectures on the ideals
and excellencies of Fascism. He appears to denounce true
American traditions in favor of Hitler Fascism wherever vigi-
lantes, police or Legionnaires gather. Race discrmination
(anti-semitism) may be his contribution to Berkeley culture.

In the East faculties and administrations of both high
schools and universities are in many instances cooperating
with the students in their militant opposition to war and the
terrific preparations now being made in every country for
. war, the staggering armament budgets when millions are in-
adequately fed and clothed, the pro-militarist propaganda of
movies and Hearst newspapers. They are generous enough to
" realize that it is the students who will be killed. It is mostly
in the West that the reactionary interests still believe they
can intimidate and bulldoze students, liberals, workers and in-
tellectuals. yJt is here that the University administrations are
trying to dowft the growing, fighting anti-war senti-
ment. . s
(Two weeks ago “self-appointed” vgilantes broke into thy
headquarters of the anti-war group of U. C. L. A. and, in the
name of patriotism, destroyed furnishings and literature. Np
civil redress was obtained: the university authorities con-
doned the rowdyism. )

LINCOLN STEFFENS
SPEAKING-~

SOME PEOPLE think children should grow up ignorant of
any way but ours of living and doing business. And ours
won't work. We can’t make it makg sense. No matter. The
young people should keep on trying. Certainly they are not
to hear of any ways that do seem to work or of any theories
dntmwdnmuproblmAndmymchenwbokmw
' of any theories proposed to meet our needs should be fired.
‘We e used to say and think that we were a practical people.
Wemnot,wcmtheormand,byjon,axchﬂdrmcan

go on being theorists after us. Poor kids! Of rich parents.
Well, even this won't work. The young peoplc 't help no-
ticing the news. Tbcyvegotnotlmg no,ohsw
occupy them. And they see that the “can’t help
it”. Poor grown-ups! Poor rich!- vawhen are rich

are very, very poor. But firm.

A BISHOP MISSIONARY here from the Solomon Islands
says that cannibalism is 2 matter of diet. Take awa away certain

vitamins and proteins and he will eat-his neighbor. Give him
on cannibal-

the natural food he needs and he will look down
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ism the way you and I do. This is straight news. I got it out
of Hearst’'s Examiner. ,

ANOTHER BIT of news I got from Hearst is that they have
discovered in Kalamazoo, Michigan, an anesthetic drug which
will make it impossible for you to conceal any information
while you are under its influence. -

THE NEXT world war was put off again this week, temp-
orarily. Let the children grow a little bigger and meanwhile,
don’t interfere with their baby brains. A couple more wars
and we shall have air bombs and ground gases to jump over
the front rank and lay out the officers and their business back-
ers behind the lines. We grown-ups will be doing our own
dying some day but for the present our kids will have to be
the heroic victims for us.

CORLISS LAMONT'S new book, The Illusion of Immortal-
ity, has come to me in a personal way and, as the title says,
the author used to believe himself in a life after death. And
he can still write about it. As he says, ““Those who think that
this life is all there is rarely take the time and trouble to say
why. But the matter is important enough to warrant the care-
ful stagggeent and that is the justification for this book.”
There are lots of illusions to follow up with; liberty, honesty,
justice, patriotism, peace, civilzation, culture—oh, such a

AS AN APPENDIX to our recent review of The Economic
Consequences of the New Deal add the Report of the Re-
search and Planning Division of the N. R. A.:

Payrolls in December 1934 were only 60% of the total
in 1926. Dividends and Interest were 150% of their to-
tal in 1926. In short, the income enjoyed by those who
received dividends and interest was 50% higher than in
1926, even though the National income has declined
40% since that date and the volume of production has
declined by one-third. Clearly the recipients of profits
have not failed to enjoy their proporttomu share of the
increase in. industrial recovery.

THE CRIMINAL SYNDICALISM trial draws to its end.
This week prosecution and defense have made their last
speechestothcjury.CarolmDeckcrmahngamagmﬁccm
as she summed up the attitude of these labor orga
Wbcwodmwhonwnd:mthcytrytompme
set forth the Communist Party position, showing that as a
party it represents those who know this social system is out-
dated, does not fit the modern industrialized era, and has to
bechangedtoasystanmxdavdnchphnmngtbedmihmon
of the riches and fertility industry and agriculture know how
to provide is possible. She showed once more how this change
cannot take place until a majority of the workers want it.
The jury at Sacramento must now decide whether Caroline
Decker and her companions go to San Quentin for a possible
14 to 28 years for carrying out the will of history and the
aim of every intelligent economist and sociologist—to increase
mass purchasing power and give the worker, farmer and
middle class a chance to live.

Whatcvertheverdxct,nohonestAmcrmnbutwillad




CARAVAN

BY D. T. MacDOUGAL

where, from place to place, out of one development-

al stage into another, away from one set of associa-
tions to make new contacts and shifting about to keep in equi-
librium with a perpetually unquiet edrth.

- Preliminary to any attempt to sketch the long tortuous
wanderings of life over the ever changing face of the globe
we must recall that the earth in its present form may be safe-
lyukmtob:lOOOmﬂhonyandd,andxfthemdathmb
that S0 much terrestrial history could not have happened in
so short a time he will find much support in scientific writing

fordwbhngthclmgthofthisperiod: Doubling estimates

il b e
distiirb the scientist not at all, and the na-

mnalﬁmnaalmdsnmpabm:mamnwnnaﬂym
ilar that the man in the street will care but little whether the
footstool is one or two billion years old. In any case there was
an early time in which no life existed: When the rough
tumbled masses of rock and grit presented surfaces of land
as sterile as a slag heap.

anmhvm(thngsueconnnuallymgm'

Since we have no warrant for assuming that the properties

of watey, or minerals or the gases of the air have ever varied
materially, it may be safely assumed that living matter ong1-
nated in shallow warm pools, where rain water ran steaming
down rocky slopes to the margins of salty seas. No single
form of plant or animal was to be seen. There came a time,
however, when living things came to exist, and later green
plants were evolved. Again we touch solid ground in saying
that vegetation must have preceded animal life, for the food
of all animals is ultimately derived from green plants. Ani-
mals have moved about the earth only on a carpet of vegeta-
tion. One may think of mats of green vegetation in this far
off time as fringing the shores of séas, lakes and streams, and
all animal life, which of course would have been of the lowli-
est forms was confined to the green patches.

In this stage the earth’s surface would have appeared to an
astronomer on Mars as lifeless, as does that planet to us. At
thcptuentmavanedmofphnufmmhctma
to trees is found on five-sixths of the land area: Minute or-

ganisms float high in the air and penetrate deeply into the

, mﬂwbkmmhfefmahyaumahalfmﬂedeep'

in all-the oceans.

Indmwheznge,vegmumocwndonnomthan
one hundredth of the surface above sea-level. The remains of

this greenery began to accumulate in the low wet places to

form bogs and swamps in which algae, club-masses, horse-tail

rushes and ferns thrived increasingly, and-some attained the.

proportions of trees. A contemporaneous mind contempla-

ting the beauties of nature at this time would have seen ulti- }'

mate perfection of greenery in tree-ferns and possibly the
cycads. It would not have seemed probable that vegetation
wwldmhvem-d:olthemmmgtmplaorawayfrun
water, mud and swamps.

: mwddhnbmmdanyddnfmthmmn
*  ing, for their habits and structure made iimpossible for them
“ to live in dry places. To understand this it is necessary to re-
call that the life cycle of any but the lowliest plants includes
two generations, one of which reproduces by sexual elements
aﬂdﬂnoﬂ:ﬁbyamnldram&aumfamd

in the black dots on the under sugface of fern fronds, and the

., mcloungsponngnhavcbeenmbyalmottcveryoncwbo

has paid any attention to these plants. When the minute
sporugermxmtetlzydonotproducednfamﬂnrfemplant
but grow into a minute leaf-like body or prothallus which lies
closely attached to the moist substratum, and it is this member
which ties the fern family and all of its contemporaries to the
moist places: For this is the sexual generation: egg-cells
and sperms are formed in separate organs on the lower sur-
facu,andthespermcellsmustmmthmghahyetofm
to reach and fertilize the egg-cells. The mature egg in its
turn germinates and produces the familiar fern forms.

All plant life went along in this pattern for untold millions
of years. Wind-borne spores must have floated out over the
vast arid areas to no avail, with a consequent lack of animal
life—and these must have seemed as uninhabitable to the hy-
pothetical observer as is Mars, the moon or Venus today.

Actually no escape of living things into the wide spaces
was possible until something was done about the sexual gen-
eration, for it was the necessity of a layer of water for the
sperm to reach the egg-cell that kept plants from roaming
widely from their semi-aquatic habitats. To describe the de-
vices by which the plant surmounted this obstacle adequately
would be to transcribe several chapters in botanical morphol-
ogy. But crudely stated, the asexual generation or fern-like
plant picked up the minute sexual generation, and enclosed it
within its protective tissues where fertilization might be ef-
fected without an external layer of water.

The embryo developed from the egg enclosed with more or

* less food material constituted the seed. This is to be included

among the dozen dramatic steps in biological history which

- during the succession of ages have in turn determined the as-

pects of life as we know it.
For, once the seed-forming habit was acquired, plants car-

‘ rymgmmxccforammahmmedmdryphmand«

stormy mountain slopes, spreading from pole to pole. The

- figure would not be apt to say that motorization had taken
place, for instead of traveling by their own power seeds de- .

veloped wings and plumes causing them to be carried hun-

- dreds or even thousands of miles by winds, hooks, burrs and
. adhesives for attachment to the coats of animals which thus
‘mfumuhmgtransponanmgaveaomerecompennforthur

support.
Funhcrmore,havmgukcntothcmlikzmmedmvel
ers seeds were fortified against heat, cold, drought and mech-
anical damage, andformdurancethrm:ghloogpermdoofm
activity, (but not so long as wheat grains are represernted to
live in mummy case—by clever fakirs). Densely coated seeds
may be so resistant to all external agencies that, for example,

the seeds of West Indian species have floated across the At-

lantic and so little affected by salt water immersion that ger-
mination occurred in the usual manner. Existence under the
eqmbkomdmomofmmpoanddxxeanmmdhuhtﬂc
of structure. Anyumpleorgmenhndtype

of roots, stalk or foliage could survive.
Winnphmbepnmwuwtbdrmarpaomtbe
diversified surface of continents specializations were necessary

for survival in every valley, emyxpctnnmelcvamn.a.nd
every mile toward the poles. The long traverses were in fact
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marches in evolution, to meet changing conditions. The re-
sultant wide variety of plants and animals of today are the
survivors of hundreds of thousands of kinds or species which
preceded them. ‘ {

Successively more highly organized types of animals and

. plants appear in the course of the geological records, yet it

is not to be taken for granted all evolution is progress or im-
provement. Degeneration and mounting inadequacies are
common. The mosses are familiar examples of regressive evo-
lution. :

The spread of vegetation was by no means a simple march
of occupation of the solid surfaces of the earth. Land emer-
ged from the sea, in which great mountain ridges roee to al-
pine heights with resultant climates from tropical to polar
cold. Species of plants adapted to the widely varied condit-
tions were developed, making a picture of life as we see it.
Then by erosion mountains were worn down, climates were
equalized and plants and animal species perished by the thou-
sands through the centuries, their remains being entombed in
alluvial deposits. Not all of the picture was altered in any

‘one movement and changes were so0 slow as to be impercep-

tible on our time scale.

The Monterey cypress and the giant Sequoia are examples
of the threatened evanishment of species in this long troubled
journey of living things which goes on so slowly that it is
difficult to realize that it is still in progress, and, humanly
speaking, it is not easy to become interested in whit may be
the condition of the Pacific Coast in a million years from now,
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especially when it is realized that the surface of the earth has
been made over as to mountains, shore lines, rivers, lakes,
plants and animals many times. '

Man made his appearance in this stupendous caravan only

in its last or present stage. The evidence is cohclusive that his
kind lived in Asia a hundred thousand years ago, and it is_

highly probable that his origin may be dated much earlier. In
any case, he is biologically speaking an upstart, and can claim
no great antiquity, although he is represented among the fos-
sils. Purthermore he is distinctly parvenu as to America,
which he has inhabited only about twenty thousand years.
Among plants, the cactuses in the light of present evidences
may have an origin more modern than that of maxz, having no
immediate ancestors among the fossils.

The caravan of life thus appears to have been first formed
on moist shores to which it was at first restricted. When seed
plants were evolved these spread widely, carrying means of
subsistence for ‘animal population about the globe, across
wide spaces, into high places and into dry places from pole to
pole. The plant and animal occupants of enormous areas
have been repeatedly annihilated, but living things continue
their journeys incessantly, as is well exemplified by the migra-
tions of man, who but recently climbed aboard the caravan.
That he is something more than a quiet passenger has been
exemplified in the formation of deserts as a result of some of
his activities, as recently described.*

*See “Deserts in the Making™, Pacific Weekly for Feb. 22, 1935.

. TWENTY-EIGHT YEARS
IN A NEWS ROOM

BY W. K. BASSETT

CHAPTER TWO
(Continued)

EWSPAPERMEN have always been fascinated by proe

Qflf titutes. Psychologically, I mean—and I mean it. Girls
‘and women who are not prostitutes have always been
fascinated by newspapermen, and a newspaperman dqan’t
@mpayforwbatheangetfornothing. Thus, prostitutes
have always fascinated newspapermen psychologically; not, to
any great degree, biologically. That’s to the credit of news-
papcxmen,becauseaprostitute,lmanagoodproaimte,i{

o a fascinating person.

Clara LeRoy was a good prostitute, and she operated two
houses across the track in Modesto that were pretty well sup-
plied with good prostitutes. The White House and the Brick
Hmme,uthcywereca]led,teemedwithpsycbologicalcxhﬂ'
aration, no matter what other kind of exhilaration they pro-

_ ' vided, and collected for. From the handful of newspapermen
in Modesto their collections were almost entirely limited to

thcprktofbéerandwiné,hxtwegotmmhmorethnbecr
andwme.Aprommuwrymelydumb Not many of

them are vulgar; it isn't clever to be vulgar, and they are
generally clever. A prostitute is clean, or they were in my
dayofprosﬁmtuwhendwywmrecognizedupnctising
alegitimateprofusion,orart,andwerembjecttomedical
regulation. Clean physically, and you'd be surprised how
clean morally. This is based on the incontrovertible premise
that no human being can be as immoral as a virgin.
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well, I don't know, but whatever it was, it wrote the first
chapter in a book of tragedy that, I hope, didn’t have many
—  chapters. .

Olga was one of the prettiest, the most vivacious, the most
desirable of the girls in the White House in point of conver-
sation and, I believe, but honestly do not know, in point of
copulation. Olga had hair such as helps to make Jean Harlow
famous today, and much else that Jean Harlow can lay no
claim to.

It was Olga who was picked on when a sudden wave of
moral reform swept over Modesto. I don't remember what
started it, but one day we all realized that Modesto intended
to do something about the houses across the track. Clara Le
Roy was to be put out of business. It was probably someone
in the woman's club, or related to a member of the city .gov-
ernment, who had found her husband wasn’t poring over n-
surance papers in the wee small hours, as he said. It is prob-
able that instead he was pawing over Olga.

Y- Olga, therefore, was arrested on the charge of being a va-
~ grant, of having no visible means of support. The charge was
amusing. Because if there was anything about Olga, sitting

there in that courtroom, that was most plainly visible, it was
hermofmppat. In fact, the tourt room half filled
‘wuhmcnandwomcn,wbohadncmdandto the track,

derthchw wgsobumedmdmwm

He decided on thcuoolpugeon He found some
human being hire outforthlspurpoccand
gave the man two dollar He was instructed to

gototheWhitel‘hm,pidOlg;fmthc&omﬁnloffuni’
‘ninity offered, and accompany her to her private scene of op-
erations. There he was to give her the two marked bills and
buy what she had. At a psychological moment the door of

OIpsroom wanldopento,&mtShafomgwellandadep»

Al‘worbdwcll,toowcll,mfact.ShenﬁDmgwdlmd
his deputy burst into the room a bit too scon. The money had
changed hands, however, and was pinioned between one of
Olga’s index fingers and one of her thumbs when the sheriff
and his aide appeared before her and her custofner. They ar-
rested her, anyway, and the trial started.

It was a good trial before a continued crowded house, and
Olga Idgked beautiful. Previous to the date of the trial and
'« terly denouncing the legal action and using the time-honored
argument that if the houses were put out of business women
would be starting “dress-making™ establishments in our resi-
- dence sections and they would be doing no dress-making.
behcvcldcvotedoneedxﬁanlwaeptodzp&cmrcofpoor
little Olga, innocently catering to the beastly desires of the
lahofm,bangmddymandmangled’ this

maw of the law.

However, Olgadudntneedmyhdp Sbelndalawyer

E:

high plane of denunciation of the minions of the law who
: - would persecute the little butterfly he had the honor to de-
fend; then he swept into admirable ridicule and finally gave

dm'mgxt.thcldode‘o.?(mmmdwnhmyedm:lsht ‘
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way to tearful sympathy and pity forashenﬁandhxsstaﬂ'
which had sunk so low as to do this thing. ~

But he starred in his closing argument before the jury.
With eloquence such as that court house had never walled in
before he pictured the perfidy of the law, excoriating the cur-
ious who filled the court room to bask in the warming beauty

of “this lovely girl” and then, with a fire and sincerity that

passed all understanding, he turned to the jury and put this
interrogation:

“I ask you, gentlemen of this jury; I ask you in all fair-
ness and in all right: Suppose this girl, this mere child, had
responded to the plea of this stool pigeon, this poor excuse of
a human being who stood before her with these dirty marked
bills in his hand; suppose she had succumbed to his pleading
and consented to gratify his beastly desires, and suppose as
a result there had stirred in her womb the germ of life—sup-

pose, gentlemen, that a baby was born to her as a result of -
her most human desire to satisfy the craving of this man—

suppose a baby had been born—I ask you, gentlemen, who
would have been the father of that child—not this cringing
tool of the law who went to her with his pleading; not him

who was sent on this hetnous errand—No, a thousand times .

NO'!—I say the father of that child would have been the man
who sent him, the man who marked those dirty bills and put

them in his hand—I say to you that the father of that little

girl's child, and I say it without fear of God or contradiction

—the father of that little girl's child would have been—" "

with this he wheeled and with a great sweep of his arm that
brought his index finger to the level of the sheriff’'s nose—"I
say the father of her child would have been Sheriff Dingwell
sitting smugly there!”

There was a gasp of a whole court room and then a silence
in which Sheriff Dingwell must have thought that he was the
whole band of Jews who crucified Christ. Then a great burst
of laughter—the second reaction of a mob is never the beaut-
iful one—and Sheriff Dingwell, if he is alive today, will re-
member that dreadful silence, not the laugh.

The Red Light Abatement Law did for Clara LeRoy some-
time after that but it was not until she had renovated her
White House, re-named it the LeRoy Club and sent out
through the mail to every person of any importance in Mo

desto, and surrounding territory, handsome invitations to the |

grand re-opening of the place. There were a few persons
whose names Clara discreetly left off her mailing list. One

was the owner of the Modesto Morning Herald. But some
wag re-mailed one to him. This aroused his ire. He editori- -
alized on the matter, condemning Miss LeRoy's audacity in no

mean terms. But in the early morning of the day after the

grand opening of the LeRoy Club he was found on the steps .

of the place in a highly inebriated condition. This appeared
funny,l_mtmusthzvebeenanotbereffmtof:hepenonthh

a certain sense of humor. The newspaper publisher had un-
- doubtedly been carried and deposited there.

A short time later a man named Cowell bought in on the

Modesto News and took editorial charge. He scratched the
word “splendid” in the first piece of copy I handed him. He
toldmethatthereweteonlytwothmgsthatco\ﬂdbealled*

splendid in the United States—a California sunset and the
Library of Congress. I have never used the word since in
newspaper copy, or any other copy.

Afewweekshterlwuoﬂ'theModestoNcwsandhad
tbe“dadmh job on the Modesto Moming Hemld

(To be continued)
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REVOLT IN THE WEST
IF THEY'D OPEN UP
‘BY ELLA WINTER
H AVE a cigarette,” [ said, stdppin‘g the car. Sorry it’s only
a Spud.” P
“Thanks,” he said as he got in the car from the high road.

“Going far?”
“Soledad”—naming a little town thirty miles away. “T've

~hitched from Oakland. I went up to join the Army.”

“Really! And did you want to join the Army?”
“No. But I been out o' work for eighteen months. Living
with'my uncle. And I ain’t that kind. I'm independent like.

- You know. Can't live.off your relations all the time.”

“Did he want you to join the Army?”

“No'm, he didn’t. But I couldn’t get a job. I'm a concrete
worker, Left school when I was thxrteen and worked steady
ever since—till eighteen months ago

“*Where do you work?”

*All around ‘here, in the fields. I do a lot of the concrete
work for irrigation of these crops. But now it’s nearly all
done and they're not plantm so many crops any more. So

there's no work.”

“Have you tried other work?”
“Tried! I've tried everything. I've even picked crops.”
“What did you make at that?”
“*Well, I wasn’t very quick, y'see, I wasn’t experienced
like some of them guys. I could only make about a dollar.”
“A day"“ ‘
*Yes, ma’'am.’
-He threw his stub out of the wmdow
asked.
*“Thank you.” We drove in silence through the setting
sun over the magnificent ranges of the Coast hills, green and
purple and violet. A crescent moon started up.

*“I was up on the waterfront last summer,” he said sudden-
ly, as if he had something on his chest. The sky was tur-
quoise now, and a lark sang.

“What doing?” : ,

*I was in the Guard.” -

Silence. ‘

“Did you—did you do any shooting?” I looked straxght
ahead.

So did he.

*Did you have to shoot like Colonel Mittelstaedt said—

“Cigarette?” 1

*Shoot to kill?™

~ “No, we didn’t,” he answered very qmckly, with stubborn-

ness in his voice. “Our captain took the order and went

against it. He told us "Shoot to scare’: not shoot to kill.”
“But you had to shoot?”

“Yes, we had to.” He spoke fast. “But we dida’t kill any-

one, only crippled some men. The other guys killed some . .

we didn't. Only crippled them. But . . * his brow dask:

ened. "I gave in my papers . . I got my discharge.” .
Obr’ « -

“Yes. I wouldn’t do that again. I don’t want to shoot
on the working man. I said to the Colonel: ‘I didn’t join up
to shoot on the working man. 1didn’t join up to protect
scabs.” > - He looked apologetic. “I'm a uriion man myself
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Home union. Concrete workers.”

“What did the Colonel say?” G

“He argued with me. Said we'd joined up for three years
and had to stay. He said we ought to protect loyal workers

- and uphold the Constitution. Half the Guard sent in their

discharge.” -

“As many as that?”

“Yes. My captain and fifteen of my buddies we all went
in together and asked for our discharge. They tried to make
me stay on my three years but I said ‘I'll leave California if
you make me stay in it’, so they didn’t say anything more. It's
funny there wasn’t anything in the papers about us all leav-
ing the Guard.”

“No,” I said, thinking of the San Francisco press during
the strike. “There wouldn't be.”

Some stars came out in the scented twilight.

“But if you join the army you'll be shooting on workers
again in some other war— Japanese workers maybe.”

“But that’s not like shooting on our own. There are too
many Japs in this State anyway. We can’t get work.™

“Why do you people think there’s so much unemploy-
ment?” I asked.

He furrowed his forehead.

“I guess it’s still what that Hoover did.”

“But Roosevelt’s been in two years now.”

“Yes, but I guess he’s doing what he can.”

“Why did you ever join the National Guard?™ I asked.

"I really joined for the militagy drill. I never thought I'd
have to go against my own.”

“Did you speak to any longshoremen during the strike?”
I was wondering whether he’d been infected by “Red” propa-
ganda.

“No. We was allowed to talk only to uniformed men.”

“If you go to war you'll probably end by shooting
Russians,” I said. “They're preparing a war against Russia,
you know. And that’s the only country that’s abolished un-
employment.”

“Well, if they have, we ought to do the same as Russia,” he
said darkly. I reckon it’s all the rich man’s fault.”, He looked
at the fat fields lying silent now under the moon. “I guess
there's enough in this country for everyone if only they'd
open up.’

There was silence.
~ “I haven't signed my last papers yet,” he said. “I'll try and
find work. If I do I won’t join the Army.”

We got to where he had to get out. I looked at his strong
fair face, at the hard goodness in it as of the earth itself.

My mind saw him in the Flanders mud, a groaning shriek-
ing pulp . . in Ch[neise mud . . blinded .

“Don't, please don't join the Army, I s:nd impulsively. -

He shook hands warmly. “I sure won't if I can find a job,”
he said. “Thank you for the lift.”

L

“YOU GOT A BED --"
vamscu

OMETHING bumped against the foot of her bed and she

woke startled, Then remembrance of where she was made
her close her eyes again.

“Can't you kids get dressed without so much racket?”” But
she was still too drugged with sleep to put much animosity

-
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into her protesg Anyhownwouldntdoanygood'

. She lay still, with her eyes shut. Tried not to listen to the -

sounds about her. The Atkins family was getting ready for
the day. You'd think there were a dozen people in that

: “(}awd it's cold! . . Well, hurry up and get gway from
that— ‘Ma! ma'lmntgt‘nouockms . . “For
cﬂpuakchowmlgonnakecpdnsshocon’ Wcll

' whercnmemng"“ . . “Here, getwtamyway,ywhds

make me sick .
llattleofdiﬁumtbcnatrgomandbavypaddmgfoot
steps. 'l'hewaﬂofababyfm‘nndydumndmgmnm
Sdound of water yunning. Ouchma,gosh,thatscold Aw
gee, I don’ wanna wash .
Sbetmmdherfacctotbewallmddrcwthcthmcovm
up over her ears. The cot bed sagged in the middle. It was
aonarrowheﬂkneesmaedmtheuron,fnmeofthespnng
unle-ahclaym'nghtout. The thin mattress was nothing
but hard lumps with between them. Through the
mnbeoaﬂdfeeltl:spnngs.ﬁbcachedallover Never
could relax on this rickety cot. It would collapse if she didn’t
lie still. It had. .

Would those kids never get out so she could have the room
to dress in by herself? Sadie Rosinsky would be coming soon.

* Sadie scrubbed floors in an office building all night. She slept

mtheootdayuma.God,howd)ebedandledafterSadxe
got out of it . . !
Soundcofvwluuretchngamctohcrmthrwghthe
mulyﬁfblanket.Amnsmbelbwedmtlxnextroom
“Bloody little bitch .
She felt a wave ofsympat.hehc nausea. Rosie’s caught

. again. Well, what do they expect? “Keep her home nights,
why don't you?" Oh yeah? Home! How could you keep a**

pretty seventeen-year-old girl like Rosie at home? Two rooms.

‘Seven in the family—and lodgers sleeping there; the beds be-

ing used both day and night. Shecouldaeextallw:thout

~ opening her eyes, that “home”. ,
There was the kitchen. Beadesdxemstygumngc,thcre

were a few chairs, a table, a big bed where Ma and Pa Atkins

. slept. Next to it stood an old broken washbasket which served

were always strung around. The room was stuffy
It smelled of sweat . . rotten potatoes . . onions .|. rancid
grease . . bad drains . . baby odors of sour milk and am-
mmn..'['heoormwmfullofoldmopsandpakad
piles of torn papers and tin cans . Ohyes,Roaecmﬂden
tertain company in the kitchen! Wxththebabybowlmg

as the baby’s crib. Ragsofdmgydnpersandw&dotbcs

- Pa Atkins belching drunkenly about life in old England or

whining about not finding work . . the kids quarreling

There was bedroom. One window on an airshaft. A
big iron bed, the cag and a bureau with three drawers. That
left a passage a foot wide betweéen the beds and at their foot.
Four young Atkins slept in the big bed. Lucy, Ellen, Mary
and Rosie—eight, nine, twelvesand seventeen. Their clothes
hung on nails around the walls. The bureau top was crowd-
ed with boxes of cheap powder, old ribbons and rags. Sadie’s
crony, old Mrs, Hinkel who groaned incessantly, lay in a sod-
den heap on the big bed during the day . .- Not even a chair
in that room.

Eyes still shut she fought desperately against the knowl-

"edge;hatchemnltcnwlontofbedtofaceanotherday

Would she be able to get some of that finishing to do? Fifty
cents a dozen for gmbrondenng sprays on cheap nightgowns.
lttookcolong hahandswcremandchappedfrom

$
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coldwaterandnocteammtbem abecouldn‘twkfast
Ifshecwldgeta;obdmhwadxmgm]oel’dcm:onem

lunch . . something to eat anyhow . . not so hard on the

auanbro:dmngwhenymneedglam-

She turned slowly. There was a tearing sound. No, it
wasn't 2 sound. The sheet was too thin and old to make a
sound. It simply dissolved into rags. It was wrinkled and

 musty. Too short to turn over the top of the dirty blanket.
. Too narrow to tuck in. Now it was a ragged string. The

lumpy mattress was bare. Tberwghblankctacntcbedher
arms.

God,whatamldanghere""’ !

Well, she had to sleep somewhere. The Atkins were de-

cent. Fifty cents a week for a bed. That wasn’t much. Why

couldn’t she get used to . . this kind of a bed? What a fool
shewastokeepdteammgofamdeso&bed.mdmgﬁrmly,
ill alone in a room. A bed with smooth, slippery, spotless
white sheets that turned down over the top of the soft fluffy
blanket. A bed that smelled sweet—If she could only forget
what that was like!

“What you belly-achin’ about? You got a bed, ain’t ya?”
That was what they said.

. E 3 (
CAROLINE ON TRIAL

Iun‘ryou Caroline, when days were stark
With lengthening shadows of impending doom.
Before you prison walls were making room

To hold you from the fields that men will mark

With blazing stones of glory when they hark
To story-tellers in an evening’s gloom
Reciting how you braved a living tomb

To lift the workers from the awful dark.

I saw you, Caroline, with whitened face

_Lit by the light of hope no dark could quench,
Andinthati-oomwerethoeetotakeyourplace
~ If prison doors should shut you in the stench
Of twsted lives distorted by the greed
Of twisted lives distorted by the greed

_——‘RAY N. StupT

EDITED BY
SIDNEY ROBERTSON

interesting reminiscences from a correspondent in

THB followxng correction comes accompanied by some
Frankfort-am-Main, Germany:

‘Theclannetvmuosoforwhom Brahmswrotehxsclarmet o

and piano sonatas is called Miihlfeld and not Huhlfeld. He

was the clarinettist of the famous Meiningen orchestra of -
*which Hans von Biillow was once the conductor. No one ever
excelled Miihlfeld as a performer on his instrument. I my-

self as a young woman heard Brahms and Miihlfeld together.
They played these sonatas and it is for me to this day an un-

a4
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forgettable evening. I have often heard Brahms at the piano
and it was just as wonderful a spectacle as it was an artistic
dflight.‘ - Brahms always appeared to me like a lion at the
‘piano

harmonic in honor of Brahms. The soloists were Joseph Jo-
achim, Clara Schumann and the conductor was von Bilow,
who made with Brahms that famous quartet of friends. The
orchestra was to play the Academische Festoverture, and just
as it was to begin Brahms, who was sitting in the front row,
arose and indicated his intention of conducting it himself.

- At this von Bilow stepped from the podium into the orches

tra, waved the kettle-drummer away and established himself
at the kettle-drums, this being the greatest honor he could pay
to Brahms. How we young people shouted when they had
finished! : :

*Old as Clara Schumann was, she and Joachim played at
this concert more wonderfully than one could have dreamed,
and in the persons of these four great folk the entire wonder-
epoch was present before us. We came home as if ina
dream.”

’TIUNG quartet fans Nere and in the east agree they never
have heard such warm and spontaneous quartet playing as

*In 1889 ar 1890 there was a concert in the Berlin Phil- -
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‘has recently been provided by the Budapesit String Quartet.

Their programs include no modern works more recent than
the Debussy , but their performance of earlier music,
particularly Beethoven, has a classic fervor which leaves noth-
ing to be desired. They have gone so far beyond mere per-
fection of ensemble that the superlative technique of their

ormance is forgotten in the beautiful flow of the music.

is is a nearly unparalleled achievement. The perfection of
the cellist’s ensemble sense and the skill with which he main-
tained his tone under that of the lighter instruments was es-
pecially noteworthy because it is so rare.

USOLINA GIANNINTI is a dramatic soprano > wjith an unusual-

ly beautiful ‘voice and a fine musical intelligence. She is
above all a singer of Lieder. Her performance of arias from
Forza del Destina and Carmen suggests her musical concep-
ceptions are on rather too heroic a scale for most operas, ex-
cept perhaps Wagner. The two Brahms songs were particu-
larly well done. After a bout of sopranos who expect to be
listened to for the sake of virtues other than vocal, it was grat-
ifying to be abql:%o sit back and enjoy the beautiful quality
of Giannini's voice.

CARNEGIE INTERNATIONAL

BY RAYMOND E. F. LARSSON

T 15 well to bear in mind at the outset that the Carnegie
International, now on exhibition at the San Francisco
Museum of Art, is “international” only in a limited
sense, and that the presentation of the art of ‘even those coun-
' tries represented is likewise limited. If one were to arrive at
conclusions concerning the state of painting in the West to-
day from the Carnegie show, one would arrive at a very
limited comprehension of Western painting, indeed. '
Since “modern painting™ has for many years come to mean,
in a general way, “Prench painting”, it is not surprising that
it is France which is best represented. And it is most ade-
quately represented because fewer of its painters of first im-
portance are absent from the list of fifty entrants in the French
section of the exhibition. It is true that the number of en-
trants included from the section representing the United
States, which is not officially part of the International, is
larger than that included from France—sixty-two entrants.
‘Nevertheless, the exhibition fails of truthful presentation of
" contemporary American painting. It is a fact generally ap-
plicable to the exhibits of all countries included, but it is par-
ticularly obvious in the section representings the United
States, that secondary talents have found access to the walls
of the museunt; talents of first rank have not. Indeed, almost
the entire list of those painters whom we have come to con-
sider of first rank in America is absent—Marin, Demuth,
O'Keefe, Alexander Brook, Arthur Dove, Kuniyoshi, Charles
‘Burchfield, Jane Berlandina, Dickinson, Hart, Arthur Davis,

Billlings, Joseph Stella, Marsden Hartley, and so on down the
li“ .

But that two of the three prizes awarded by the jury of the
Carnegie this year went to American painters is significant
of several things: first, that consciousness that there exists in
America a reputable, even a fine, painting, is coming into be-
ing; second, that some of the awe felt in America at the ob-
VIOUs su; .of the Prench school is disappearing; third,
because of the nature of the canvas by Peter Blume, awarded
first prize, and because of Barr's presence on the jury, the
grutinﬂuem:eofAlfredBarr,directoroftheMunumof

 Modern Art in New York. That the award would, or could,

have been made to Blume had not Mr. Barr been one of the?
jurors seems exceedingly doubtful. If it seems less a great
painting, likely to seem a great painting in fifty years, than
an interesting, a mildly scandalous American Surrealismge, it
is not of sufficient concern in itself to make one wish to know
how soon it will seem bewildering that it could have been given
su comparatively important an award. .

Of Blume's canvas, one feels that it may quite likely seem
in fifty years as much a period piece a5 cettain painters’ can- -
vmoftbenineteenthoenturyxlgwquanvaseestobe
housed in the remoter galleries of museums, interesting chief-
ly as “of the period”. Its fantasy appears not very relevant,
its composition weak, its painting only mildly competent—all
in all, an inferior canvas to the “Parade™ of some seasons
ago, which first excited public interest in Blume when it was
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exhibited at the Museum of Modern Art. ,
Indeed, one’s interest in the American section of the exhi-
bition is more acute in certain canvasses which received not
even an Honorable Mention. They are those works by paint-
“ers whose talents have not hitherto matured, and who are rep-
resented in the current show by works of maturity and dis-
tinction. They are the “new” talents for which one looks
hopefully in all large exhibitions. Of these, the most promis-
ing seems, on first eyamination, to be Boris Deutsch who
-skows a*painting, “The Bread Mixer™, more than competent-
ly painted, more than superficially sensed, and composed with
firmness. It is a canvas in which far better known painters
than Mr. Deutsch might feel confidence. Its presence in an
international exhibition nowise affronts intelligence. Perhaps
with irony, it is hung next what seems unquestionably the
most vulgar painting in the American section, a puerile com-
position of a metal hat model, some plaid scarfs (label almost
legible), a necklace, a large red hat—"Easter Bonnet™, by
Johanna K. W. Hailman. ‘
Although there is incompetence in generous measure in the
American section, it is in the French that one finds that in-
comparable wvulgarity the French are capable of, who are
capable also of great good taste and genius. It affords one no
easy task to determine which of three canvasses, for instance,
is definitely the most vulgar: Van Dongen’s pretentious and
tawdry full-length portrait of the dancer, Mila Cirul; the
- spurious chic of Jean Gabriel Doumergue’s box of demi-mon-
daines, vulgar in color, line, mass and conception; or the pre-
tentious portrait of Mlle. Colette de Jouvenel by Kisling, the
. intention of which is indecipherable for all that Mlle. Jouve-
- nel is painted in exact and violent plaid before rubber-plants,
and carrying lilies. Such paintings- make one somewhat re-
gret that there is not, at such exhibitions, something com-
parable to the booby prize at bridge, perhaps to be awarded
by popular vote. o
The German section is distinguished by the prize Hofer, it-
self certainly no great painting; the repulsive (and doubtless
Nazi) Jaeckel, the execrable Beckmann, comparable in wvul-

garity to any of the three most vulgar Prench paintings or the

most vulgar American, and, in general, the inferiority of
German contemporary art. _ ,
~ As for the English section, the absence of the really alive
“talents in England_ today is itself not surprising, since the
. power of the Academy is greater in England today than in
in any country. The “great™ English painters are here, how-
ever: Roger Fry, Duncan Grant, John, Bateman, Nevin-
son, Philpot, Michael Roberts, Lowinsky, Sir William Rothen-
stein—competent, dull, interestingfor merely tiresome. The
presence of a portrait of the late Florence Millls in the col-
lection is equivalent in an English exhibition to a minor scan-
dal. The surprises of the collection aré “Demolition™ by Jos-
selin Bodley, a more than ordinarily interesting Sickert, a
charming nude by Clara Klinghofer.
. It is, nevertheless, a collection that would éxcite the con-
tempt, of Wyndham Lewis. '
(Editor’s note—Further opinions of Mr. Larsson on the
French section and what he thinks of the Italian, Russian,

Polish, Belgian and Spanish sections will appear in next week’s
~isssue of PaciFic WEEKLY.)

MARCH 20, 1035

BOOKS

CREATIVE COLLISION

AUTOBIOGRAPHY, by John Cowper Powys. (Simon
and Schuster, 1934) $3.50 : :

(Revewed by Sara Bard Field)

P F BLAKE was right in his assertion that truth lies on the
thin wirey line where opposites meet, then the Autobiog-
raphy of John Cowper Powys is a triumphant revelation

of that elusive abstraction of whose existence Pilate was so

skeptical. v

Arthur Colton reviewing this for The Saturday Review
of Literature faces this human incarnation of paradox with
something like mild dismay and entitles his review A Bundle
of Contradictions. This phrase is too static. Extremes are not -
carried about in the turbulent heart of John Cowper Powys
in inactive propinquity but in creative collision. Malice and
Pity‘g Greed and Generosity, Foolishness and Wisdom, Guile
and’ Innocence, Skepticism and Faith, Madness and Sanity,
Cowardice and Bravery, the Old World and the Changing
Order, Life and Death, Heaven and Hell Avith théir demons
and their angels are at grips in this life story. It is the record
of a constant clash of opposites. And what sparks are thrown
off in the clash! What ominous, darkly uncertain gleams from
Algol and pure white light from Spica and El Nath! One has
a dizzy feeling of following a comet hurtling, not straightly
but in zig-zag line, through our ‘“‘darkling plain”, or of a
winged mythological creature combined of hydra, harpy and
angel uttering cries which are sometimes menacing and ter-
rible and sometimes magical and healing.

There is nothing quiet in this book. Every attribute makes
its appearance like a rushing mighty wind of equal and oppo-
site power. The man sweeps across the stage of life as, Cam-
bridge-gowned, he swept across the platforms of two conti-
Despite formidable content and style the book is dis-
arming. It forestalls the enemy’s charge and leaves little for
the friendly admirer to add. Cry “charlatan™ if you will,
John Cowper Powys has said it first. Curl your lip and say
“fool™, he is already so self-styled. “*Fool and zany™ he says for
good measure. He has listed shamelessly and examined relent-

‘lessly his phobias and neuroses, his erotic abnormalities and

demoniac obsessions ‘and with the same candor he has dis-
cussed those elements of his nature that are “on the side of the

- angels”. He unblushingly announces that though he is not an

artist, he is conscious, and has been for a long time, of enter-

~ taining genius.

It is not surprising if simple, uncomplex people confronted

by “these “entangling alliances”, this clash and clamor of op-

posing forces, or by this complete spiritual disrobing close the
book in bewilderment and sometimes in aversion. Such people
are unaccustomed to find angels in Pandemonium or devils in
Paradise. They forget how God and Eve, Adam and beast,
Gabriel and Satan met in Eden. His swing from the sublime
to th€ ridiculous and from the ridiculous to the sublime seems
the meaningless movements of a boomerang to such minds.
To the more penetrating, to those closer to the secret of life’s
mystery, it seems the stride of the legendary giant with seven
league boots. ' :

Despite the sensational revelations of these pages, despite
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- Mr. Powys' own declaration=as printed by his publishers—
" . "In brief, this book may hurt some and surprise others but I

-cannot think that it will appear dull to any”—it has appeared
- just that to some discriminating readers of my acquaintance
—to my astonishment. It seems to me the two-fold explanation
. rests first with the fact that Mr. Powys’ type is too cerebral
for certain lovers of Autobiography and Biography. Here is a
lengthy record of thoughts; feelings, reactions and not of e-

vents. Those who crave lively adventure, episode, anecdote,
records of man’s encounter with man or with nature, specific .

love affairs, the doing this or that, the meeting with this one

and that one will not be excited by this life record. The less
this man Contacts man the more intensely he lives’and such -

impacts as the world makes on him are not things in them-
~ selves. ; They are only grist for a very individual mill that
© grinds exceeding strange and small. Sensuous impressions and
philosophical contemplation according to a mind not wholly

sane, as he himself admits, and to twisted nerves that produce

over-sensitized reactions form the body of this Autobiography.
The other half of the explanation is the style. Mr. Powys
writes without int and with unvarying richness of
phrase. His inexhaustible vocabulary, his sonorous sentences,
his imaginative interpretations are employed alike for great
event and small detail for, being more the philosopher than
tke artist, the greatest may be the smallest in his estimation
and the smallest the greatest. He is utterly without desire to
be the conscious artist. Like earth he labors as diligently for
the frail trillium as for the enduring oak. This results in
an elaborate monotony, a too consistent richness beyond
many digestions. Moreover, his restive and imaginative curi-
osity compels him to unwearied analysis. Mere recital is for
him impossible. His earliest memories—memories of his
Father’s boots, of his sensations and impressions during his
first railroad journey—as well as the experiences of mature
life receive equally intensive examination. The fundamental
stuff of poetry which underlies these analyses makes them
precious to the poetically-minded but tedious to other types.

The “great expurgation™ of women from this Autobiogra-
phy is a matter for deep regret to those who desire the whole
picture of this man’s world. The absence of women gives to
the life story a masculine over-balance and an unrelieved
bass note that in reality was not there. It is especially deplor-
able in connection with his mother. One feels that a portrait
of her and a summation of her maternal influence as over
‘against and re-enforcing the strongly drawn paternal would

- lend a bitterly needed illumination on many factors in Mr.’

Powys’ peculiar composition. One feels cheated in not being
able to follow the blood stream of influence from John Donne
and William Cowper through Mary Cowper Powys into the
veins of her first-born son of genius.

More than any Autobiography known to me, this book pro-
jects a Biblical or Miltonic sense of self-creation rising from
chaos—of a soul “‘void and without form™ resolving its own
light and darkness, its own planetary revolution, its own air
and water, fire and earth from dangerous nebulae essentially
hostile in character. One feels that this creator can look up-
~‘on his creation *“‘and call it good™ for with all its revelation of
what the religious call “sin™ and the Freudians call “complex-
es”, with all its welter of contradictions, absurdities, revolting
indecencies, there emerges a dark figure in mosaic of dignified,
even majestic, proportions and of persuasive power. “If I have
learned anything from my life in America it is a certain lone-
ly and, perhaps, rather desperate stoicism, a certain stark en-
durance of one’s fate in the presence of air and water, fire and
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basic rock-structure.” And again; “My whole philosophy is
baesd on my Father’s monumental simplicity and toward this
I strive as Christians strive toward Jesus.”

Consciously or unconsciously we betray our inmost selves
by our tastes, our admirations, our ideals. Here in such
terms we get an unobscured measure of John Cowper
Powys. “No! the character I admire is a character that is a
rod of iron to itself and a well-spring of tenderness and pity

for others; a character that forces itself to be happy in itself,

blames no one but itself, and compels itself to clear away ob-

stacles from the path to happiness for every organism it en-

l ” ¥

QUESTIONABLY IMPORTANT

THE CHART OF PLENTY, by Harold Loeb and Associates.
(Viking Press) $2.50

(Reviewed by Harry Conover)

HARLES A. BEARD has called this *““the most important book

of the twentieth century™ and Stuart Chase considers it
a study “destined to have historical importance™. Liberals
seem to have organized a mutual admiration society to reas-
sure one another that what they have been saying for ten
years about our era of abundance is true and that their piece-
meal social reform program can cope with it.

In the spring of 1934 the federal government appointed a
commission of engineering and economic experts to discover
the ratio of actual production to our productive capacity, and
what distribution of purchasing power there must be to en-
sure full use of technological and natural resources. The com-
nission has prepared an elaborate chart which attempts to

~convey a picture of the flow of products from their raw

material stage through the machine processes, into consumers’
hands. There is also a national budget of consumption of
goods and services, educational and medical facf{jties, cloth-
ing, housing, food, recreational needs—sufficient to provide
each family in the United States with what is considered a
decent standard of living.

Thus attention was centered, a’never before by any pre-
vious commission, on the énd towards which production in a
national and rational economy ought to be directed. For it is
clear that it is quite meaningless to criticize existing business
institutions only because of their failure to produce to capac-
ity, if what was being produced was already too much in terms

 of social needs.

The Chart of Plenty was written to explain the significance

" of the picture these experts have presented. It is unfortunate

that these explanations have petered down to a patchwork
of inadequate statistics and vapid technocratic economics

- which continue to regard services as “diversions” of the na-

tional income. Why define national income as “the monetary
equivalent of the consumer goods and services produced in a

given period—a year”, when in any short period the things

- consumed are actually not equal to the things produced? It’

is possible to produce more than we consume and, within lim-
its, less than we consume.

The statistical questions which this book raises outnumber
those which it answers. In the light of the considerable studies
which preceded it, it certainly fell upon this commission to
explain more explicitly its disagreement with, say, the Brook-
ings Institution’s America’s Capacity to Produce. And it is
too simple a method merely to multiply the amounts of food in
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the standard health budget prepared by the Department of
Agriculture by the number of families in the country in order
to get an indication of what we ought to produce, without
making allowances for differences in local and racial food re-
guirements. As Erich Zimmermann, in his World Resources_
and Industries, points out, food requirements are related to
the size, weight, age, and occupation of the individuals. In
Furthermore, the present-day census of family populations
‘is woefully inadequate. '

From the chart it is to be inferred that, though in 1929 we
produced some ninety-six billions of dollars of commodities
and services, even equitably distributed, this was insufficient
to provide a decent living for all. But there was the product-
ive power to so provide. This book stites and re-states this to
be the prospect for the American nation if its plant machinery
is restrained only by physical factors and the skill of its tech-
_nicians. A suspicion of this possibilty has been current for
some years. It is therefore very disappointing to be referred

time and again by this obviously hastily written book to 101 -

Park Avenue, New York City, for verification of the crucial
statistical tables, and to find the only social correctives sug-
gested those of financial reform and changes in the distribu-
tion of income. ) ,

The economic recommendations take the form of an appeal
to the business men on rational and self-protective grounds to
cndthetrutmmtoflaboruaomoditymdtopayitthe
highest possible wages. Should this persuasion fail, the com-
mittee suggests the nationalization of certain basic industries.
Without any more fundamental changes in 8ur social institu-
tions, the committee goes so far as to predict that the adop-
tion of its' program will' make the functions of labor unions

' Unfortunately, the death of an economy such
as ours, where the most inefficient products are turned out in
the most efficient way, where the waste of human and natural
resoustes is an inseparable function of competition, and where
the complete utilization of our theoretical production capac-
ity is, as the Brookings’ report termed it, 2 “rosy dream™, will
come by less pleasantly rational means. .

SOMETHING TO WRITE FOR
IN ngl;ombywﬂoyd. (Minton, Balch)
(Reviewed by Edward Radenzel)

wnnhc'wueighteen'rhomuBoydenlistedinthe
A. E. F. with which he saw foul and bloody service at
Belleau Wood and other infernos of the capitalists’ war to
forestall the second panic of the century. Sick with the stu-
pidity of the carnage the wrote Through the Wheat, a bitter
superb attack on all wars for a man just out of puttees. For
ten long years he wrote more-than-average biographies for
muddled readers, ‘but not another word of the great problem
of “assimilation or denial—the problem which was his, and

that of all the young men then, and of all of us after him.
Now at his death his second novel—his first since he had
become a Communist—proves that the decade was for him,
not one &f being lost, nor of being stranded in the post-war
Paris puddle, nor of concession to Mammon and Rotary, but
one of endless, if inarticulate, struggle against the hypocrisies,
contradictions and cruelties of capitalism. Two years ago he
joined the Communist party, campaigned as the candidate of
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tha.tputyforthzgovemorofVermont.mdbegantqdevote
much of his time to writing for the revolutionary journals.
It was as if, after a bout of writing and an internal conflict
which the unbelieving must fight in our time, he finally
found something enduring and fine to believe in. :
In Time of Peace is the story of the prodigal soldier, one
destined to a life of hard labor, who revolted, found a young
wife and a reporter’s job. Become successively a father and a
visionary he learned to distinguish the glib words of a “soci-
alist™ paper from the bitter facts. Obsessed by the need for
money (ie. goods), he climbed up the reportorial ladder,
scribbled publicity for extra earnings, bought a house, a car,
but, unlike most of his generation, he did not join. Out-
wardly shellacked with the required aplomb, Hicks and Patsy
became caught in the inescapable net which enmeshed all of
the hopeless old-young after the war.  Fine of spirit, un-
sophisticated, they shrank from the more blatant, gin-drink-
ing, country-club aspect of American Prosperity. Doped by
the Coolidge hokum America drifted drunkenly to a Black
October. But Hicks didn’t believe; it“was all air to him.
But you wanted this, you wanted that; things had to be
bought. To get them you had to know the right people.
Forced to earn more and more by the sheer necessity to do
and own, they gravitgted perilously close to the point where
nearly all:fell into the bottomless pit (Hope). Though their
income dqubled, trebled, they remained at subsistence level
—a plight in which all wage and salary earners found them-
selves during the boom years. At last Hicks was saved, when

~“the newspaper folded up (1929), he lost his home, and he

found himself supported by his wife.

All the years, however, in which Hicks had written trash
for the Beacon and the News-Dispatch he had felt that it
was all rotten underneath. In despair—but it was a sort of
knowing despair—he turns back to the workers, looks for a
machinist’s job, any job, at a motor plant. Marching in line
with the unemployed, demanding jobs or relief, he finds that
his place is with them, that their problem is his, despite the
white-collar handicap hack journalism had imposed upon him.
When he faces the police and company guards with the mass
of gaunt, starving men, the shackles of his class fall from him.

And when the machine guns are turned on them, and he is

shot, Hicks is profoundly full of the truth that comes to him
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~ —that he has something to fight for, something to make liv-
" ing real. Because that truth arises out of astonishment that

he, an American citizen, should be shot at by the pohce does
not make the truth less profound.

"= As a novel In Time of Peace falls a little short of being

revolutionary. No doubt he had begun to write it before he
became a Communist. It had to be written, because it was
those ten years. But his work, almost above any other con-
temporary novel, will persuade more of the people who can
- afford to buy books to see things the way Thomas Boyd sees
them. It must be compared with Josephine Herbst's The Exe-

cutioner Waits, for they are two novels which best narrate -

‘the middle-class intellectual’s disillusionment, the proletarian-
ization of that class, and the gravitation of its more enlight-
ened members toward the vanguard of the proletariat. Boyd's
prose is hard, cryptic, end-of-the-war. He does not strive
-after ncwmgu.norattanptﬁohammerout a new form in-
~ to which to pour his discovery. He had something that had
to be written, so he wrote it out with all the strength that
growing certainty gave him. One cannot help thinking of
the crushing power that the next novel would have had. For
beneath the painful story of Hicks’ disenchantment of democ-
" racy one feels the earth rumble with the implied necessity to
. fight back, worming itself through to consciousness. In the
end, it comes to bright, challenging light. '

CORRESPONDENCE
Editor, Pacific Weekly,
Sir:

Funds are urgently needed for the defense and relief of
- 15 innocent workers jailed in Sacramento on charges of Crim-

inal Syndicalism. All contributions will be warmly welcomed
and may be sent either to the ILD, Room 410, 1005 Market
street, San Francisco, or to Prof. Guido Marx, Stanford Uni-
versity.

San Francisco Myron Nelson

‘Editor, Pacific Weekly,

Sir: _ .
Assemblyman Ellis Patterson of King City said recently:

“There is danger of Bills 105, 106, 107, 108, 109, {10 being

railroaded through the assembly. Now is-the time for liberals

and Progressives to voice protest.”

- These bills will stop freedom of speech, of thought of

 meeting, and prevent collective bargaining for the improve-

. ment of its welfare on the part of labor. It is most important

for all liberals to send immediate letters of protest against

these fascist bills to their assemblymen.
- Los Angeles F. R. Hanford
Editor, Pacific Weekly,

Sir:

So many people say communism is a religion to communists
that it is time once and for all to nail that canard. I'm afraid
- it would be more true to say, with a dear old lady in my

> €

Sir:

neighborhood who, to my reply of “no” when she asked me
whether it was so, said plaintiyely, “Oh, but I should so like
it to be a religion.”

Communism is not in Russia a faith to be believed in, a
shrine to be worshiped at, any more than American (so-

- called) dembcracyisaahrine. It is a system of government,

economic and social bus-lines along which the vehicles of ec-
onomic life run. You don’t wors}np the fact that the shop at
which yod buy your cabbage is a government-owned shop,
nor the fact that the income from foreign trade goes to the

‘government, nor the state of affairs by which your wife

gets four months off before and after childbirth and your
child gets free milk and is looked after in a nursery school—
though these facts may give you cause for profound grateful-
ness in a world where such things are rare. The fact that
many superstitious peasants regard Lenin as they regarded the
saints of old, does not mean that communism is to 160,000,
000 Russian (and tens of millions of non-Russian) commu-
nists, a religion.

Carmel Ella Winter

Editor Pacific Weekly

Speaker Byrns says “WE'RE OUT OF THE DEPRES-
SION™ (very recent). Therefore, I feel quite safe in sending
you a six months’ subscription. Many thanks for the sample
copies received and the enclosed names with addresses may
respond to sample copy treatment as I have. With best wish-
es for your success, Sincerely yours,

: Robert C. Johns
San Leandro, California

Limited editions

We are proud of our efforts in this field...
directed by one who 18 steeped 1n the lore
of the old masters. If you are contemplating
publishing a small volume, we will be
happy to be of service.

CARMeEL press »inc.

Through the Little Gate oa Saa Carlos
scar Seveath - Carmel-by-the-Sea
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WE ARE SURPRISED --
AND PLEASED!

BUT Moné PLEASED THAN SURPRISED

LY

The perswtent growth of PaciFic WEEKLY is gratifying and, if
we must confess it, bit unusual.

Not at all unusual, we are reminded, for a weekly like ours but
. it must be remembered, there never before has been a
weekly like ours.

- We have had nothing to compare it with—nothing comparable
—nothing except other magazines.

S And, judged by their past and the history of periodicals in the
-  West, PaciFic WEEKLY has set a precedent, a new record
» of rapid growth, something to shoot at, and to shoot

mighty high at. ‘

| Here’s a subscription blank for you to get into step—a lively
T step, but if you’re not mentally lazy you’ll enjoy marching
onward with PaciFic WEEKLY.

Box 1300, Carmel, California.
Send me your maga.zihc for 6 months.

I enclose one dollar.
-
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