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For a Counter Olympics!

THE brutal cynicism of the Brun-
dage-Sherrill-Walsh clique reduced
the convention of the Amateur Ath-
letic Union in New York last week-
end to the moral level of a lynch jury.
“We'll give the defendant a fair trial
and then hang him!” compares favor-
ably with Brundage's “Whatever you
decide, an American team will go to
the Berlin Olympics!” After three days
of discussion by one faction and double-
crossing by the other, the convention
finally endorsed a cock-eyed resolution
in which one eye leers toward Hitler
while the other winks piously toward
the side of the angels. The Kirby reso-
lution makes no bones about what it
‘thinks of Nazi Germany—how did that
get by General Sherrill?—and it
promptly goes on to deliver into Hit-

ler’s custody those ‘“‘cherished ideals of-

democratic sport,” the enunciation of
which constitutes a crime when recited
in the Third Reich. After calling on
the Olympic Committee for two and
a half years to study Nazi infractions
of the Olympic code with a view to
withdrawal from the Games and after
obtaining in answer an unbroken si-
lence, the A. A. U. once again calls
on the American Olympic Committee
and the International Olympic Com-
mittee to “study” the facts. This,
after defeating by a margin of two
percent the Steuer resolution which
would have empowered the organiza-
tion to arrange an adequate investiga-
tion of its own. If these contradic-
tions appear mad, they nonetheless re-
flect the Brundage method. The for-
mula—will it work in a receivership
scandal P—is to acknowledge anything
verbally but to drive on toward the
objective as if no question as to what
the objection is exists.

HE tactics employed in steam-

rolling the convention leave no il-
lusion of democratic procedure. Anal-
ysis of the vote on the various anti-
Nazi resolutions indicated solid sup-
port by the basic athletic organizations,
balked by manipulation of votes al-
lowed to afhliate bodies and the bu-
reaucracy of previous administrations.

Christmas, 1935

Oh, dear Lord our God, Thou
Jesus of Palestine, a Jew, I won-
der what Thou thinkest of Christ-
mas, Thy birthday, today.

Thou hast found that in Ger-
many today Thy people are
slaves.

And Thou, who art a Jew,
Thou who didst give us the ideal
of peace on earth, good-will to
men, Thou seest that the troops
of Italy are conquering Ethiopia,
the oldest Christian nation in the
world.

Oh, my dear Lord God, Thou
who art a Jew, I can hope for no
great happiness for Thee, nor for

us, this Christmas.
SINCLAIR LEWIS

In recognition of the futility of voting
in an organization framed so that a
minor influence can throttle 92 percent
of the constituents, Judge Mahoney
and the anti-Nazi faction abstained
from the elections. The election of
Brundage placed the whole realm of
American sport as at present consti-
tuted within the shadow of the swas-
tika.

EANTIME the fundamental is-

sue has not yet been faced. Re-
gardless of the inadequacy of the
Reich’s pledges, the failure to observe
them is kept beyond official ken. Judge
Mahoney has adopted a course which
leads in only one direction: a federa-
tion of American sportsmen must
emerge from the shambles. It can con-

stitute itself as a democratic body rep-
resentative of the spirit of sport which
is so uniquely the domain of youth
and the workers. It can take over what
is worthwhile in the A.A.U. and gain
the support of the A. F. of L. to ex-
pand its base by extending recognition.
It can set standards of racial and re-
ligious tolerance which will drive Sher-
rill to retirement in an Alabama court. -
And it can proclaim Counter Olympics
to take place in a country to be desig-
nated by anti-Nazi sportsmen of the
world as a gigantic demonstration of
the survival of the essential spirit of
sport. The A. A. U. convention ex-
hausted the last parliamentary remedy
in the present structure of American
sport. Judge Mahoney must either
surrender in a minor campaign to boy-
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cott the Nazi Olympics or he must
take the leadership in a movement to
remold American sports on a demo-
cratic basis.

The Socialists Clear Deck
THE Socialist Party of New York
City has been trying to go two
‘ways at once for several years. The
Old Guard has been hanging on to the
capitalist bandwagon with a frenzy
that has allied it alternately with the
New Deal and with Hearst. And the
so-called “left-wingers,” the progressive
majority in the party, have been driv-
ing toward a more realistic, more so-
cialistic position with reference to the
American scene. The internal struggle
within the framework of the Socialist
Party has been growing steadily. First,
the Young People’s Socialist League
became too ‘“radical’” and was expelled
from the Party by the Old Guard bu-
reaucracy, which although it had the
support of only a minority of the mem-
bership, nevertheless managed to domi-
nate the City Central Council. The
Thomas-Browder debate at Madison
Square brought matters to a head. The
Old Guard decided to ‘“reorganize”
the New York Party, a reorganization
which meant the expulsion of left wing-
ers, including the national leader of the
party, Norman Thomas, the suppres-
sion of The Socialist Call and the com-
" plete dictatorship for the Old Guard
bureaucracy. The defenders of “dem-
ocracy”’ threw democratic procedure out
the window and went ahead without
listening to objections.

THE issue became clear: the major-
ity must either buckle down and ac-

cept dictatorship of the Socialist Party

by allies of Hearst or break with the
corrupt leadership, taking over control
of the Socialist Party into their own
hands. Hence the “split.” In reality
the “‘split” consists of the Socialist
Party sloughing off those elements
which blocked all attempts of the Party
to stand for socialism. And the “bolt-
ers,” led by Norman Thomas, appear
to have brought with them the bulk
of the active Party members. The final
break has thrown consternation into the
Old Guard camp. The arch-Red-baiter,
Abraham Cahan, tried to consider the
withdrawal of the militant elements
as ‘‘a good-riddance.” But the re-
mainder of the Old Guard realize that
the loss of membership is leaving them
leaders without anyone to lead. They
are trying to conciliate the progressives,

to reach an “understanding,” to patch
things up. But the Old Guard re-
mains anti-Socialist, anti-Soviet Union,
anti-militant, anti-everything that the
Socialist Party ostensibly stands for.
The progressives not only receive sup-
port from the New York City locals
but from State Socialist locals and the
national organization. Plans for a
meeting in Utica late in December
bring promises of attendance from the
National office of the Party. The So-
cialist Party situation has become
clearer: the progressives move to the
Left, with the rank and file favoring
a United Front. The leaders of the
progressives still refuse to commit
themselves. But having made the ini-
tial step toward forming an active So-
cialist Party, the next step is into the
United Front, into realistic and effec-
tive fight against war and fascism with
all other elements and parties in Amer-
ica pledged to a similar platform.

. The Pirates’ Ultimatum
AN English king of the Dutch royal

house from which President
Roosevelt probably traces his dynastic
descent once said, speaking of the ris-
ing power of the merchants organized

in the Hanseatic League: “Give them

an inch and they will take an ell.” One
cannot, of course, expect that a per-
son ignorant of history can learn the
lessons of history. Ordinary caution,
however, would dictate some reserva-
tions in the relations with the group
of unashamed buccaneers who hold this
country. There are a lot of people,
including most of the liberal advisers
of the Roosevelt administration, who
think that it is possible to kid the
piratical crew that runs steel, oil,
metal machinery and electrical appara-
tus manufacturing, metal mining and
smelting, etc. Nobody can kid these
gentlemen. They want to run the coun-
try their way—and they are going to
do it if there is not a powerful labor
movement to stop them. They think
that they are the real rulers of the
United States, its national resources
and its people. It is impossible to
convince them otherwise. You have to
lick them. These hardboiled spokes-
men for monopoly capital spit in
Roosevelt’'s face the other day during
the session of the Manufacturers’ Aso-
sociation—although this meeting by no
means represents big capital in this
country. These were just the smaller
boys speaking—but they had their piece
written for them.

NEW MASSES
RESIDENT ROOSEVELT some-

time ago announced a ‘breathing
spell” for business, that is, for the
overlords of industry growing restive
under the mildest kind of government
restriction on their lucrative activities.
This was a gesture in the grand man-
ner. But why should the persons who
own the country acept such a slight
concession? Just a few days later Sec-
retary Roper announced that the
“breathing spell” was permanent. The
American Iron and Steel Institute, the
National Association of Manufacturers,
the Durable Goods Industries have all
rejected, with contumely, the good of-
fices of the Roosevelt administration,
as reported with considerable glee in
the metropolitan press. These people
intend to run this country with a gov-
ernment which they control and order
around down to the last detail of social
relationships. It is, therefore, of the
greatest service to working people to
make the comparison—and only Com-
munists are doing this today—between
the Roosevelt administration and the
pre-fascist Bruening government which,
with the aid of Social-Democratic lead-
ers, smoothed the way for Hitler. The
main political fact in the United States
today is that the .acknowledged leaders
of monopoly capital, having recovered
somewhat from fears of a revolt
brought on by the crisis, the monopo-
lists whose idea of labor rclations was
set forth succinctly by R. B. Mellon
speaking to a Congressional Commit-
tee: “You can’t run a coal mine with-
out machine guns,” are demanding an
unrestricted mandate for government
and industry. They are out to get
all there is to be got—to run this
country and rule its people—*‘without
let or hindrance.”

De la Rocque’s Mistake

IT WAS no slouch of a bright idea

that the Laval-LaRocque team hit
upon Dec. 6 when they put up the fas-
cist Ybarnegaray to propose to the un-
suspecting Chamber the disarmament
of the white guards, on condition, of
course, that the Communist and Social-
ist militants disarm also. It was a noble
gesture, calculated to boost the political
stock of both the government and the
fascists. Unfortunately for them, the
Front Populaire deputies quickly recov-
ered from their surprise, with the re-
sult that the would-be trappers were
caught in their own trap. Laval, who,

‘unlike his silent partner, is no fool,

is well aware that his government is
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a pawn in the hands of the Left ma-
jority, which can and will bring him
down the day it chooses to do so. He
is very reluctant to quit, but if he must
go he would like to pick the moment
and the issue of his exit. He knows,
too, that while the parties composing
the Front Populaire have so far failed
to agree on forming a ministry of their
own, they are solidly and resolutely
united upon ending the menace of civil
war by depriving the leagues which fo-
ment it of their weapons. Now, a Left
government, were the majority driven
to constitute one, would not stop at
any half measures. It would smash
the Croix de Feu and the other gangs
beyond all hope of revival. And this,
with the country aroused as it has been
since the Limoges shootings, might
happen any day. It was therefore pru-
dent not to let it come to that. A
politician who was forced to resign
power on an issue like that would never
be able to stage a comeback. Laval
prefers to fall, since fall he must, over
the question of rapprochement with

Germany, and then blame the Left for
having blocked his efforts at the pacifi-
cation of Europe. He forgets, or he
thinks the country has forgotten, that
it was a Left foreign minister, Briand,
who for ten years labored unceasingly
to bring about a Franco-German un-
derstanding, until Laval’s friends and
their reactionary allies across the fron-
tier, by hoisting Hitler to the Chan-
cellorship, made a peaceful solution of
the age-old feud between the two coun-
tries a forlorn hope.

DE LLA ROCQUE, for his part, has
at last had it brought home to
his slow intelligence that it was none
other than he who by his posturings
and provocations and the murderous
activities of his little boys has united
the country behind the Front Populaire
and made himself the most hated man
in France. Thereupon in what he er-
roneously calls his mind there germi-
nated an idea. If the Left parties
could get together because he talked
civil war, why shouldn’t they fall apart

Masse
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again if he held out the olive branch?
His skull is too thick for him to see
that with the C.G.T. and the C.G.T.U.
(the Socialist and Communist trade
unions) welded into one, and the vast
majority of the Radical Socialists sit-
ting around the table with the extreme
Left working out a common program,
and the mass of the nation calling for
an end to the financial feudalism of
the two hundred families, it is just a
little too late for him to undo the good
work he so unintentionally began on
February 6, 1934. He judged the in-
telligence of the opposition by his own;
and he convinced himself that not only
would the formidable common front
which he had brought into existence
collapse at his offer, but that the other
fascist groups, of whom he is jealous,
would be disarmed, whilst his own fol-
lowers who, he pretends, possess no
arms, would emerge as the sole hope
of “‘the nationalist awakening.”

UT his calculations somehow went
awry. The Left, instead of walk-
ing into the trap, demanded and ob-
tained that the Chamber amend the
proposed law in such a way that the
disarmament of the leagues becomes
a real and effective thing instead of
the farce Laval and LaRocque intend-
ed to make. Small wonder that the
Count-Colonel now rages with disap-
pointment at the proposal of his own
tool Ybarnegaray. Meanwhile the bill
has gone to the Senate, where the
Left has more than a safe majority.
La Rocque is now driven to threatening
that if the measure is adopted he will
loose his armed hordes upon the coun-
try. If he tries it, he will find a united
nation ready for him. And if he is not
bluffing as usual, the Front Populaire
may yet decide to take the power at
once and, with the authority of the
Republic in its grasp, smash the fascist
menace once and for all.

LAY

““Hail Ye Heroes, Heav’n
Born Band’’
“Money isn’t everything,”
Says the giant business king.
“I know just how many seeds
Are enough for workers’ needs.”

“Ruling isn’t all in all,”

Says the bass of Capital.

“I'm the ruler who can rule you;

Shut your mouth, you God damn fool, you!”
FrankLIN P. Apawms.
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Blackmailing Ethiopia

LonpoN, December 9.

O Hoare and Laval have made their

deal. And if The Herald’s Paris cor-

respondent is right about the character
of the terms which Mussolini and the Em-
peror are to be asked to accept, it is an
exceedingly dirty deal. Between a '‘quarter
and half of Ethiopia, it is suggested, is to
be given Italy. Yet somehow or other this is
to be represented as a triumph for the League.
I have been informed over the week-end that
the British government was now confident of
being able to bring Mussolini to terms.. And
indeed if these are the terms it is very pos-
sible that he will accept them. In fact they
seem to me to represent a heaven-sent get
out for him.

If he refuses them, it can only mean that
his internal situation is so bad that he liter-
ally dare not stop the war. If he accepts
them then the process of blackmailing the
Emperor will begin. He will be told that
unless he accepts them all League pressure
will be withdrawn from Italy and Ethiopia
may even be named as the aggressor and sanc-
tions applied against her. It remains to be
seen, however, if even so the Emperor will or
can agree to give away two of his provinces.
In his present apparently favorable military
situation, and after the horror of the Italian
bombing of the last few days (which while
it seems to have done almost no military
damage must have raised Ethiopian resent-
ment to fever point), the Emperor may
easily risk dethronement if he accepts.

It is indeed a pretty business. The British
government, I am told, intends to admit that
the deal may not be very savory but that it
is worthwhile “for the sake of peace.” Mr.
Baldwin and his colleagues are suddenly to
come out as advocates of a peace at any price
policy and so no doubt they are, so long as
somebody else has to pay the price.

Events will now move swiftly one way or
another. If Mussolini refuses the terms then
I am inclined to think that oil sanctions
really will be applied. I fancy that this is
part of the bargain with Laval. In this case,
the British government will go all out on a
policy which I understand the Foreign Office
in particular has all along favored. They
will deliberately push matters to the point of
bringing Mussolini down. They will then
attempt acting with France to set up a pup-
pet, liberal, parliamentary government in
Rome and then prop it up with a big Anglo-
French or possibly League loan.

Italy would then become a sort of Anglo-
French colony, a wholly dependent state. She
would cease to be a knight or a bishop on the
European chessboard and become a mere
pawn moved about by England and France at
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their will. They would use her either to
cement an anti-German front if that at the
moment was the British-French line, or more
probably, I fear, to help . reconstruct the
League on the basis of a deal with Hitler,
freeing his hands to go East and attack the
Soviet Union.

But this is all in the somewhat unlikely
event of Mussolini refusing. If Mussolini
accepts, then the next move is with the Em-
peror. If the Emperor refuses, then an issue
of the first importance for everyone of us will
arise, It will be vital to expose the nature
of the government’s game by every means in
our power. It will be vital to create such a
strong public feeling in this country that it
will be impossible for the British government
to agree to the withdrawal of sanctions from
Italy or to imposing them on Ethiopia. And
in this matter, public opinion may, I believe,
be decisivee I am informed that the one
thing the British government is not prepared
to face is a total discrediting of the League
of Nations. For the Cabinet does realize
that if it allows the League to be finally
wrecked it may find itself with not a single
ally or friend left in Europe or in the world,
facing in ignominious isolation the menace of
a rearmed Germany. Hence, if it can be
made perfectly clear that the whole world
will take the coercion of Ethiopia and the
support of Italy as the final downfall of the
League, if we can show that without a
shadow of doubt such a development would
mean that the League had turned into an
organization for giving premiums to the ag-
gressor, we can make it exceedingly difficult
for the government to agree to a surrender
to Mussolini at Geneva.

Now for the third alternative. If the Em-
peror is forced and is able to accept, this will
in some ways be the most difficult and deli-
cate situation. The League of Nations will
then be faced with the joint request of Great
Britain and France to endorse a settlement
which has been agreed to by both of the dis-
putants. In such circumstances, it is difficult
to see how any member of the League will be
able to reject the settlement. We can of
course rely on M. Litvinov speaking for the
Soviet Union to point out the character of
the deal which has been come to and to show
that Ethiopia has agreed to it only under
pressure. But I do not see how in such
circumstances even the Soviet Union can in
the end refuse to accept the settlement,
though of course under protest.

So much for today’s news. Meanwhile,
the complex battle between the forces in Brit-
ish public life making for peace and a pro-
League, pro-France-Soviet-Pact policy and the
forces making for war and a pro-Nazi policy

goes on with great intensity. The pro-Ger-
man forces made a big bid to influence British
opinion by bringing over a German associa-
tion-football team with ten thousand German
supporters the other day. They were enabled
to stage this flagrant bit of political propa-
ganda which had about as much to do with
sport as I have with collecting white mice,
by the presence at the British Home Office
of Sir John Simon, the most pro-German
member of the Cabinet. Gallagher, the
newly-elected Communist M.P., in his maiden
speech in Parliament last week, aptly called
Simon “Hitler’s man Friday.” Backed by
the pro-German press in this country which
now includes both the Rothermere and the
Beaverbrook chains, this propaganda no doubt
had some effect. This effect was, however,
I am glad to say, considerably marred by the
protest of the Trades Union Congress speak-
ing in the name of the whole of the organ-
ized working class and also by the fact,
widely reported in the Left press, that the
ten thousand football fans went back to Ger-
many laden with the butter which they can-
not now buy at home.

The countermove by the pro-peace, pro-
League forces in this country was made over
the week-end in a large and very successful
congress of peace and friendship with the
Soviet Union. This was a very broad affair.
There was a Conservative member of Parlia-
ment, Mr. Robert Boothby, in the chair at
the first session on Saturday and the confer-
ence was addressed by Mr. Bernard Shaw,
Mr. Seymour Cox, a prominent Labor M.P.,
Lord Allen of Hurtwood, a National Labor
peer and Mr. Marshall, an important British
industrialist who does a big trade in electrical
goods with the Soviet Union. Otto Schmidt,
the great explorer, has come over for the
conference and his superb, bearded presence is
creating a considerable effect in London.

At the second session of the conference,
Sydney Webb led off with a brilliant exposi-
tion of the economic system of the Soviet
Union. . Moreover, the Webbs’ newly-pub-
lished magnum opus, Soviet Communism—A
New Civilization, is itself an important fac-
tor in the struggle. It is a magnificent work
which in a sense supersedes all other descrip-
tions of the Soviet Union. It should mark a
new era in public comprehension in the
English-speaking world of what the Russian
people are doing. Its publication definitely
makes anti-Soviet propaganda and misrepre-
sentation more difficult. The rage of the
anti-Soviet reviewers of the book in this coun-
try is the best testimony of this fact.

These cable dispatches by John Strachey
appear each week in THE NEW MASSES.
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“La Madama Smiles”

Vienna, Nov. 8.

HE bespectacled stout gentleman at
the adjoining table in the dining car
of the Rome Express watched my
difficulties with the waiter.
. “May I help?” he offered with a traveling
salesman-like cheerfulness. ‘‘Journalist, eh?
I’ve seen lots of you fellows. On your way
to -Eritrea?”’

“No; just looking over conditions in
Italy.”

He smiled benignly.

“Beautiful country,” he said, looking at
the mountains through which we were pass-
ing.

“Are you familiar with Italy?”

“Lived here twenty-five years,” he smiled.
“I’m with the Canadian Pacific Railway.”

“How are things here?”

We were alone in the dining car, yet he

turned around apprehensively.
~ “Oh, all right, I guess,” he said shortly.

The conversation drifted to the war.

“How do the people feel about it?” 1
asked.

The good-natured twinkle in his eyes van-
ished. He kept turning his head, glancing
up and down the car.

“Beautiful scenery here,” he said, pointing
to an ancient castle on a mountain top.

I thought he had not heard me, so I re-
peated the question.

“I always advise foreigners to drink table
water. With the exception of a few cities,
the water is not—"

“What’s the matter? Don’t you want to
talk about it?” I laughed.

“Well,” he said in a low tone, his glance
nervously taking in the empty dining car.
“It is better not to talk.” .

N Rome early one rainy morning when

no one but the porter at my hotel was
puttering about in the recesses of the dark
lobby, the reception clerk joined me in the
doorway, apologetic because sunny Italy was
having such terrible weather.

“How are things?” I asked after a few
minutes desultory conversation.

He shrugged his shoulders.

“Not so good. Italy is very poor. The
misery is very great.”

“How do the people feel about their
misery ?”’

“What can they do? They hope for a
better day,” he said with another shrug.

“Are they satisfied with the way the fas-
cists are running things?”’

As though I had touched a spring, his
head turned quickly with a nervous glance
in all directions.

“I must make out my bills,” he said apole-
getically.  “Excuse me, please.”
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Wherever I went people turned their
heads apprehensively the moment the con-
versation touched on their's or the people’s
attitude towards conditions and the regime.
They were willing to talk of their poverty
and their hunger, but the moment the ques-
tion was on their reaction to these condi-
tions they changed color, stammered, looked
about in a fear so genuine that often I took
pity on them and changed the subject. When
I persisted they found an excuse to leave.
Some talked, in the privacy of their homes
or at an isolated table in some cafe, but
always turning their heads every few min-
utes to make sure no one could hear what
they were saying.

““The bats are everywhere,” bolder spirits
would tell me, leaning close so that it was
a frightened whisper. “There are two thou-
sand spies in Rome alone besides the bats, and
if you talk, then one day La Madama smiles
upon you—"

“Bats? The lady smiles—?” I repeated,
puzzled.

“Bats are black—Ilike the blackshirts; and
they penetrate into the darkest holes. The
people have called them that for years. And
La Madama—ah, they always smile when
they come to take you. They are always
polite with the sweetness of the Borgias.”

I understood. ‘“And what happens when
La Madama smiles?”

Again that quick turning of the head.

“Prison. Dungeons. Maybe worse, Here
in Rome, people in the street, professors,
scientists—La Madama smiled on them. No
one knows what happened to them. One
day you go for a walk. Your wife waits
at home with the macaroni and the veal, but
you do not come. She waits all night and
in the morning rushes to the police; but the
police, ah! they know nothing. No. Nothing.
A bat has heard him whisper and—La Ma-
dama smiled.”

“Upon how many has La
smiled ?”’

“Only La Madama knows—and her se-
crets are buried deeper than the deepest
dungeons in Civita Vecchia.”

I had seen that ancient prison at Civita
Vecchia where those upon whom La Ma-
dama smiled are kept. Facing the Tyrrhen-
ian Sea it is a fortress and a dungeon used
by the ancient popes for their enemies. For-
eigners, especially journalists, are not per-
mitted to enter its threatening precincts, but
the people of Civita Vecchia tell tales they
have heard of the dampness and the. trick-
ling water, of the utter isolation in which
prisoners are kept, especially those upon
whom La Madama smiled.

“Never can they talk,” say the people of
Civita Vecchia. “No. Not even to those in
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the same cell with them. Silence is there.
Always silence; and so deep are they that
they cannot hear even the waves or the
screams of the gulls.”

“And if they talk?”

“Then they live alone in darkness and
eat only bread and water.”

CORRESPONDENTS cannot see offi-
cials unless the Ministry of Press and
Propaganda arranges the appointment. Italy
wants to know where and to whom the cor-
respondents go. At the Ministry, Signior
Bosio, specially placed there by the Foreign
Office to see that foreign correspondents have
their ways properly smoothed, smiled suavely
when I asked him why the people are afraid
to talk

“Nonsense! Look at our Italian people.
Smiling. Cheerful, despite the fact that we
are a poor country.”

“I am told that people are arrested and
spirited away. Workers have been arrested
for striking—" :

“There are no strikes in Italy,” he assured
me. I had heard that before from the heads
of the Confederation of Labor, of Industry,
as well as from individual workers who
know only what they read. “It is against
the law. Such reports are simply anti-
fascist propaganda.”

“I’d like to study your laws, the changes
made since fascism,” I said. “Could you
arrange an appointment with the Ministry
of Justice?”’

It was arranged immediately. I telephoned
Odon Por, Rome correspondent for The
London Financial News, and asked whether
he would accompany me as translator. Por
was delighted. He was close to officials in
the propaganda ministry, had written a book
on fascism and was quite interested in the
welfare of the people. “I am a revolution-
ist,” he said one day. “I used to be a
Socialist. I worked with Mussolini in the
old days. But now I am a fascist; I be-
lieve in fascism though I am not a party
member.” Por was very kind to me. From
the minute Signior Nasti in the propaganda
department had introduced us the first day I
appeared, Por neglected his own work to be
with me at every possible moment.

At the appointed hour we were ushered
into a gorgeous chamber where the Minister’s
secretary sat behind an enormous desk. I
was greeted like a millionaire uncle from
Australia.

“I will introduce you to Judge Guiseppe
Lampis. He is one of the greatest judges in
all Italy, a profound man, a scholar, a fear-
less interpreter of the law—"

Judge Lampis, a bustling though scholarly-
looking man close to sixty came in, stopped
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in the doorway, clicked his heels and raised
a hand high in the fascist salute. Then we
were bowed into his office.

“Presumably,” I began, “all opposition to
fascism is illegal. But since no state runs
smoothly, I wonder how large is the opposi-
tion to the state today?”

Judge Lampis lost his cheerful and friendly
smile. A startled look appeared in his eyes.
“I—I—TI really can’t say,” he stuttered.

“There is opposition to the fascist regime,
isn’t there?”

His face got a shade paler.

“It—it—well—really—it is something I
know nothing about. -Really—I—"

“What happened to individuals who op-
posed fascism when it first took power?”

The great, profound and fearless inter-
preter of modern Italy’s justice cracked the
knuckles of his fingers and turned helplessly
to the bronze bust of Mussolini resting on
a pedestal on his desk.

“I don’t know,” he said miserably. “I—I
—DI'm really not competent to answer.”

“You are one of the biggest judges in
Italy, one of the powers in the Ministry of
Justice -and you do not know the answers to
these elementary questions?”’ I asked a little
incredulously.

“Really—I don’t know.” He squirmed in
his chair, motioning helplessly with his hands.

“Surely you know that there are political
prisoners in Italy?”

IS face went white. He tried to say

something but the words simply would
not come from his half-open mouth. I really
felt sorry for him. .

“Very well. You do not know. Can you
tell me where I can find out? Who knows
about these things?”’

“I don’t know. Those things are of a
political nature. I was told you wanted to
learn about how we reorganized the laws,
made them more liberal so the people can
benefit—"

“I’'m learning — rapidly,” I assured him.
“Doesn’t the Ministry of Justice handle the
cases of those who violate the laws, especially
those dealing with political matters?”

“No,” he said with relief. “It is the
work of the Special Tribunal.”

“And the work of this Special Tribunal
has nothing to do with the Ministry of
Justice? Doesn’t this Ministry have any
idea of how just the Tribunal’s activities
are?”’

“No,” he said in a low voice.

“All right. Where is this body ?”

“I don’t know,” he said, his eyes avoiding
mine.

I turned to Por whose dark face had
turned a little pale at my questions. He had
not suspected what questions I would ask.

“What’s the matter with this man? The
Special Tribunal is supposed to be a public
body. Why is he so terrified? Better ask
him where we can find this mysterious body

before this learned pillar of Justice caves in
completely.”

Por asked, hemming and hawing and apol-
ogizing.

“He says he doesn’t know.”

“Very well. Let’s go to the Fascist Party
headquarters.”

“They are not supposed to talk to you
unless you bring them a letter from the
Ministry of Press and Propaganda.

“Let’s see if they’re afraid to talk, too.”

At the headquarters of the Fascist Party
we were shown in to Prof. Ernesto Lama,
head of the foreign department of the Party
and who, on the side, teaches economics at
the University of Rome.

“I should like to find out a few things
about the Special Tribunal,” I began.

The smile with which he had received me
vanished.

“Why?” he demanded.

“Because I want to know. It’s a public
tribunal, isn’t it? Then why all this mys-
tery about it? Why does everyone turn pale
when I even mention it?”

“There are other things to study,” he sug-
gested mildly.

“I’ve studied other things. Now I should
like to study this. If there are any objec-
tions, tell me.”

“It is a body dealing with enemies of the
state,” he said grimly.

“That’s okay by me. What I want to
know is how they deal with them and why
people are so scared to breathe its name.”

He stared thoughtfully at the ceiling. .

“Why didn’t you ask the Ministry of
Press and Propaganda?”

“Because when I ask questions about mat-
ters which they apparently want to hide they
sabotage my requests. I have asked for such
appointments and they keep postponing and
postponing them until it looks like I'll have
to stay here for months before those appoint-
ments are arranged. I'm tired of dealing
with the Ministry of Press and Propaganda.
The press outside of Italy occasionally carries
stories about the doings of this Special T'ri-
bunal, stories which might be greatly ex-
aggerated. How can I check on them if I
don’t go to the head of it and let him either
admit or deny them?”

Prof. Lama looked at me shrewdly with
the trace of a smile on his lips and shook
his head slowly.

“If an appointment is not arranged for me
immediately,” I added slowly, “then I shall
be forced to conclude that things are even
worse than foreign reports have them.”

He turned to the telephone, called a num-
ber and talked for a few minutes.

“The president of the Special Tribunal
will receive you at six this evening,” he said
when he finished. He looked at Por and
added softly, “You will go with him?”

Por nodded his head uncomfortably.
The headquarters of La Madama Borgia

is in a vast building facing the Tiber River.

There was one lamp at the corner of the
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quay shining weakly in the drizzling rain
and shrouding the whole area with an air of
mystery and darkness. When we showed up
and entered the wide gateway four state
police silently surrounded us.

“Appointment with Il Presidente,” said
Por quickly.

HE police handed us over to two sol-

diers; we walked in the half darkness to.
an anteroom to write our names on a slip
of paper. I could see the glitter of gold
braid and the glint of swords in dark re-
cesses where more guards stood silent and
immobile. La Madama is well guarded.

In a few moments another soldier appeared
as though from nowhere and motioned to us
without a word. We followed him through
dimly lighted Corridors, our footsteps muffled
by thick rugs. Everywhere we turned we
were confronted with soldiers standing silent
in little antechambers about the size of small
clothes closets and half hidden by heavy
portiers. Suddenly we stepped into a large
and brilliantly lighted reception room and
while our eyes were trying to get used to
the bright glare a wraith appeared from no-
where, a handsome young man in the most
gorgeous uniform I had .yet seen in a land
that has more uniforms than a mile-long
centipede has legs. The walls seemed to be
solid, but you looked and there was this figure,
gold braid glistening, his right arm raised in
the fascist salute.

“Please.” The wraith spoke and bowed
us to another anteroom before which stood
four soldiers, still as marble statues. We
crossed the threshold and instantly. the door
closed, there was a sliding of brass rings
and thick, heavy drapes came together over
the door. This unexpected sound in that
spooky silence in which wraiths appeared and
disappeared was startling. Both of us turned
quickly, but the figure had vanished. The
room was still as a tomb.

Por’s swarthy face had turned a slightly
greenish hue.

“What the hell is this!” I exclaimed irri-
tably. “A movie scene?”’

Por motioned with his hand and I almost
jumped, expecting at least some dancing
skeletons or a white-sheeted visitor, but my
translator was simply trying to say some-
thing and couldn’t get the words out of his
mouth. He looked haggard and looking at
him and knowing that he must have heard
many more tales about the smiles that La -
Madama gives, I began to wonder whether
I shouldn’t have left word at the American
Embassy as to where I was going. As things
stood, not a soul in the world who might
be of help in a pinch knew where I was.
Thoughts of people who had vanished kept
flashing through my mind; and suddenly, the
fact that I too was beginning to feel a funny
feeling in the pit of my stomach struck me
as being very funny and I plumped into a
red plush chair with a peal of laughter that
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must have been heard beyond the thick por-
tiers and the door.

My unexpected laughter startled poor Por
and he literally jumped.

“Don’t,” he whispered. “This isn’t
funny.”
“Stop whispering,” I snapped. ‘“This

place probably has more dictaphones than a
jail has bars.”

And as suddenly as we had been locked
in, the portiers slid back, the door opened
and the wraith in uniform appeared, its hand
again raised in salute. It bowed us to a
nearby open door.

“Il Presidente,” it said and vanished.

The head of the Special Tribunal for the
Defense of the State, to give him his full
title, is His Excellency and Member of Par-
liament, Lieutenant General and Advocate
Tringali-Casanova. He rose to greet us
from behind a great oak desk upon which
rested the always present bust of Mussolini,
a fancy blotter and a dozen buttons to sum-
mon assistants (or maybe assistance). He is
a middle-aged man with a determined jaw
and the build and air of a wrestler. As we
shook hands our eyes met and his deep, dark
ones were the coldest I had ever seen. What
I assumed was supposed to be a pleasant
smile of welcome resembled the puckered lips
of a.toothless old man.

“Please.” He motioned to two chairs and
spread his hands upon the desk near the
push buttons. I had a feeling that the
director of the ladies who smile lived in con-
stant fear that someone would smile at him.

“Yes?” He raised his eyebrows question-
ingly.

“First, what is the Special Tribunal and
how does it work?”

A frown spread swiftly over his forehead.
He turned to Por.

“It would be better if the questions were
left with me. I will answer them and we
can discuss the answers tomorrow.”

“That would be all right normally,” I
objected, “but I'm afraid I'll get no an-
swers.”

Stringali-Casanova smiled that thin, puck-
ered smile and shrugged his shoulders.

“I would like to see the questions first,”
he insisted quietly.

T TOOK an hour to translate them, dur-

ing which the head of the ladies who
smile did not look at me. As question after
question was written he reached for it and
as he read the frown on his forehead grew
until it resembled a gathering storm. Twice
he picked up the paper on which we had
written our names, studied it carefully and
returned to the questions. When he came
to one stating that news dispatches smuggled
out of Italy reported the arrest of workers
for speaking at union meetings against the
series of cuts instituted in 1930 he puckered
his lips sharply and shook his head, calling
my attention to it.

“It is not true?”

“No, no,” he said emphatically.

“How about workers arrested for striking
in the Caltanissetta sulphur mines against
conditions and the launching of the Abyssin-
ian war?”

The frown on his forehead grew ominous.
Por shifted uneasily in his chair.

“Strikes? There are no strikes in Italy,”
said Il Presidente.

“But your prisons are full — Ventotene,
Poggio Reale, Civita Vecchia—"

His eyes bored into me. Suddenly he
turned to Por and spoke rapidly in Italian.

“His Excellency wants to know where you
get your information.”

“From exiles who are in close touch with
the underground movement in Italy—"

“Which exiles?”’

I looked at him and smiled. Stringali-
Casanova bowed his head slightly and puck-
ered his lips.

“His Excellency now wants to know what
else you know?” .

“I have no objection to telling him. I
know that the Special Tribunal sentenced
over 2,000 persons to long prison terms be-
tween 1927 and 1932; that thousands of
others were given smaller sentences by the
provincial courts—just how many I do not
know. All I know is that the prisons are
full- - In 1933 the Tribunal sentenced men
of note like Professor Luigi Salvatorelli,
Cosmo, the artist Carlo Levi, the lawyer
Verrati—I have a long list of those sen-
tenced but it is very incomplete. Shall I
run off the names that I have and the prisons
where they are confined?”

“No. It is not necessary. But these
questions I must study before I answer them.”

“That means then that they will not be
answered.”

“There have been no strikes,” Il Presi-
dente insisted. “It is illegal.”

He looked calmly at me with his cold
eyes and puckered his lips.

“There have been 153 strikes and two
lockouts between 1926 when the law forbid-
ding them went into effect and 1933. Since
then the record of strikes and peasant re-
bellions like the recent one around Calabria
are guarded more jealously than state
secrets.”

“You are mistaken,” said Il Presidente.
“There have been no strikes.”

I took a sheet of paper from my pocket.

“In 1926, the year they were outlawed,
there were six strikes. In 1927 there were
nine; in 1928—twenty-four and one lockout;
1929—twenty-nine strikes and one lockout;
1930 — thirty-nine  strikes; 1931 — thirty
strikes; 1932 — nine; 1933 — seven, These
strikes occurred both in industry and agri-
culture—"

“Where did you get that list?” Il Presi-
dente demanded, his face an angry red.

“It’s from the official records at the Con-
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federation of Industry—the union of all in-
dustrial employers as Your Excellency
knows.”

“Who gave it to you!” The words were
now coming with the rapidity of a machine-
gun.

“Pirelli, the great Italian industrialist and
vice-president of the Confederation of Indus-
try, denied the existence of strikes when I
saw him. He turned me over to the Con-
federation’s chief statistician for data I re-
quested. Among my written questions was
one on strikes.”

I offered Il Presidente the official list of
strikes on Confederation of Industry station-
ery. He studied it, the jaw-bone muscles
clenched.

“May I have this?” he asked.

“Certainly. I have another”—he looked
sharply at me—*“and a third copy was mailed
to America over a week ago. Just in case
these were lost,” I added assuringly.

He looked at me and smiled.

“These questions,” he repeated.
study them.”

“I must

OR was silent until we reached the
street.

“Why didn’t you tell me you had that
list?” he asked in a worried voice.

“I didn’t think you’d be interested.”

We walked along silently. “I need a drink,”
he said suddenly. “I am not a drinking man.”
“Yes, I know,” 1 said sympathetically.

We drank our cognac in silence.

“Someone is going to lose his head for
that,” he said in a low voice.

“Nonsense,” I assured him. “Why you
yourself have been telling me repeatedly that
there is no fear in this country.”

He did not answer. We walked out into
the drizzle on the glistening street. “I
shouldn’t have gone with you,” he said as
though talking to himself.

“Why not? Do you think La Madama’s
going to smile on you for taking me there?”

He shot me a swift glance and walked
along glumly..

“I must go,” he said abruptly. He shook
my hand, tried to smile and walked off, his
head deep in the collar of his rain-coat.

I stood on the corner staring after him.
Everybody is for fascism in Italy. See the
vast demonstrations at the Palazzo Venezia.
The people are walking about, laughing,
talking. There is no fear in Italy. Yet,
men walk out of their homes and vanish in
broad daylight. The prisons are filled with
those who did not turn their heads when
they whispered and in ancient dungeons men
and women are rotting or slowly going mad
in the deathly silence. Not a sound comes
from those entombed to tell of what hap-
pened to them.

Only La Madama knows and her smile is
as inscrutable as the Borgias.

(John L. Spivak’s next article, “Il Duce’s
Labor Racket,” will appear next week.)
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The Guild Cracks Down

W ASHINGTON.

DD to Hugh S. Johnson’s official dec-
orations. Beside the ranks and titles
bestowed upon him by his col-

leagues, the lords of war and industry and
politics, union labor has just pinned a new
badge—‘Strikebreaker.”” The Woashington
Newspaper Guild, zestfully inscribed the
word across an application card presented by
General-Lawyer-Manufacturer Johnson, who
offered himself as a columnist. After “Strike-
breaker,” the newswriters’ union wrote: “Re-
jected.” , -

You'd think General Johnson would have
known better than to try. Apparently he
forgot the case of Mussolini. A decade or
more ago, Il Duce was rebuffed by the Na-
tional Press Club, which is not even a union
but rather an aggregation of journalists and
near-journalists decidedly on the aristocratic
side of the profession. One of its members,
news-reeling Mussolini in Rome, casually
suggested that he become an honorary mem-
ber. Good enough, thought Mussolini, fresh
from the Matteoti job. Was not Mussolini
a “journalist?”’ ‘The Press Club’s Board of

" Directors blandly proceeded to nominate him.
But no sooner had notice and a cable of con-
gratulations been posted than members’ sig-
natures began to go down under a protest.
It charged Mussolini with destroying freedom
of the press, confiscating dissident newspapers
and driving unrepentant American correspon-
dents from Italy. Under the fire of a protest
meeting, the National Press Club’s officers
withdrew their nominee.

There was a suggestion of withdrawing
Johnson too, even of giving him a chance
to do so privately. But the Guild is not the
Press Club. It is a union. It endorsed the
position that such a procedure would be
granting ‘“‘special - privilege” to Johnson,
who'd had too much already.

That was the nub of the argument, really.
Should we turn him down at once or post-
pone action? Defenders, the General had
none. Which is not to say he lacked sup-
porters. Sixteen of them, including the pre-
siding officer, were determined to at least
delay action. Thus was precipitated the
fireworks that reverberated through the

" building and must have echoed across the
street, against the mammoth Department of
Commerce where N.R.A. Administrator
Johnson once so coyly and callously, by
turns, repulsed American Newspaper Guild
delegates who went to him expecting justice.

The Chair ruled out of order my minority
report on the eligibility of General John-
son. It was a written report by a minority
of a subcommittee appointed by the Guild
Executive Committee a few days. earlier. The

subcommittee majority, Kenneth Crawford of
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The New York Post, Johnson’s sponsor, and
William Neal, of Hearst’s I. N. S., had of-
fered a brief verbal statement that the appli-
cation was in order, but that the corre-
spondents’ unit proposed, by vote of ten to
five, that it be returned to the General’s
sponsor.

By this time grins were fading. It looked
like a serious session. Especially when Rob-
ert Buck, former vice president of the na-
tional Guild, appealed from the Chair’s rul-
ing and was overwhelmingly sustained.

A Washington Post reporter rose, yelled,
“Let’s keep this out of the papers. Why
give General Johnson a black eye?” To
which a chorus: “He has several now, and
is going to get more.” It turned out tough
for the would-be censor; his motion, when
finally allowed, was to be howled down
amidst derisive, ‘“Don’t be sissies”; and
his own paper was to page-one the event un-
der the ironic headline: “General Johnson,
the Journalist, Barred by Newspaper Guild.”

There was plenty of spirit on both sides.
Rodney Dutcher of the N. E. A. kept rising,
patting his ponderous tummy and inquiring:
“Mr. Chairman, does the constitution allow
me to vote against a man because he turns
my stomtach?” There was a little photo-
grapher who would bawl from the front
row: “Let’s throw him out and go home!”
and someone insistently demanding from an
amen corner,” “Mr. Chairman, can’t we dis-
pose of Johnson and talk about newspaper
men?”’ Toward the end, Nathan Robertson
of the Associated Press broke in with a shout
for Johnson: “This is a lynching party!” It
drew serious answer. Without mentioning
Johnson’s own true lynch suggestions for
breaking the mighty San Francisco strike, a
Guildsman replied that the exclusion of
Johnson was being proposed strictly under
the Guild constitution.

The minority report found Johnson un-
questionably ineligible under the constitu-
tional clause which provides exclusion of any-
one ‘“whose interests are deemed to lie with
the employer as against the interests of the
employes.”

“This clause, when applied to measure the
acceptability of the average working news-
paper rank and filer, the overwhelming num-
ber of applicants, must be interpreted to refer
strictly to the economic relationship between
the applicant and his publisher,” the report
emphasized. ‘. . . As a normal thing, we
must not ‘go behind’ this relationship to ques-
tion what any applicant thinks, believes in,
or stands for. Decidedly, to do so,
would be to violate the clause . . . forbidding
discrimination for sex, race, or religious or
political convictions. . . . But the application
before us is something else again. . .. [Gen-

eral Johnson] is no more a working news-
paper man, whose interests lie with the em-
ployes, than was Calvin Coolidge when he
was simultaneously a ‘columnist’ and a direc-
tor of an insurance corporation, the latter
largely because he was still something else, an
ex-President. He is no more a working news-
paper man, whose interests lie with the work-
ers, than was Roy Howard on such a day
as the one on which he took over Heywood
Broun’s column to do a little sabre-rattling
at the Japanese.”

Should Johnson’s “boss” fire him, the re-
port continued, he would not be up against
it as would a newspaperman, even so promi-
nent a columnist as President Broun. For
Johnson has singular other interests, corpo-
rate and financial, which guarantee his eco-
nomic security and actually far outweigh his
superficial and temporary status as a “col-
umnist.” Thus the report insisted upon ex-
amining Johnson’s financial tie with Bernard
Baruch and others, as well as his record,
especially his record during the time when
he was simultaneously a columnist and
W.P.A. Administrator for New York City.
The report remarked that W.P.A. Adminis-
trator-Columnist Johnson denied workers in-
cluding newspaper men the right to organize;
refused to recognize representatives of organ-
ized unemployed including newspaper men;
denied the right of workers including news-
paper men to strike and receive relief while
on strike; and, by acquiescing in the “secur-
ity wage” program directly flouted the basic
purpose of the Guild, “to advance the eco-
nomic well-being of its members, to guaran-
tee greater economic security for its employed.
and unemployed.”

THE NEw Massgs of May 15, 1934, was
held open at Anne Allen Barten’s story about
Lee Fabrics. This was quite a lump to swal-
low, especially when the accompanying life-
like caricature, visible from every corner of
the room, drew cheers and guffaws. The
minority, finally, found Johnson “one of the
most notorious strikebreakers in the United
States.”

Buck detailed the headaches Johnson gave
the Guild, in terms of run-around, even be-
fore the Jennings case. The general debate
developed Johnson’s “gum-shoe squad” tac-
tics against W.P.A. workers. Someone quoted
his “Go to hell!” to inquiries; an old man
from an A. F. of L. journal kept muttering
it over aloud. Nobody could get around,
either, Johnson’s job against the San Fran-
cisco strike, especially since that job was done
in direct cooperation with publishers.

The vote for the minority report: 31-16.
The vote on rejecting the application at once,
the same. Against reconsideration, the same.
Three wallops. Three cheers!
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Fred Bass and the Norman Case

OrraNDO, FLa.

HE day after I arrived in Orlando,

the welcoming committee of the

Chamber of Commerce bid me feel
at home. She was a pleasant, garrulous old
lady who offered to connect me with the
best churches and clubs and introduce me to
some of the city’s “better elements.”

“That’s very nice,” I said.
to get in touch with a Mr. Fred Bass. 1
understand he is quite prominent around
here.” :

“Oh, very,” she exclaimed. “Fred DBass
is one of our most outstanding figures. He
wears one of those hats that Irvin Cobb
made so popular — ten-gallon hats I think
they call them. He’s a great big man, well
over six feet and weighs close to two hun-
dred pounds. He'll be glad to see you. He’s
glad to see anyone. We call him ‘Rough
and Ready Bass’ in Orlando—" she giggled
—“because he’s always ready to do any-
thing.”

With this introduction, I admit Fred Bass’
office disappointed me. I expected at least a
mahogany desk and numerous filing cabinets.
But the great man’s headquarters are rather
dismal; he sits in Pete the Tailor’s shop, be-
hind a screen of flannel, serge, herring-bone
and worsted suitings. In this alcove Fred
Bass receives the endless procession of satelites.
And in turn, they learn what Fred Bass has
in mind for them. For Fred Bass is some-
thing of a power in Orlando. He’s Kleagle
of the Klan. He’s chairman of the Ameri-
canization Committee of the American Le-
gion. And he has also earned the title of
Red-baiter extraordinary, of terrorist par ex-
cellence, of petty politician and would-be
office holder, of master whipper and expert
bully.

When 1 arrived at the tailor shop, Mr.
Bass’ voice filled the room with loud com-
mands to his lieutenants to hurry up and get
things organized—whether for the American
Legion or the Klan I did not learn. Finally,
he summoned me behind the screen. At his
elbow rested the hat, Fred Bass’ symbol of
power, tannish grey with a thin, neat band
round it. We shook hands; Mr. Bass, an
immense man who evidently is the local
fashion plate when it comes to gaudy shirts,
looked down at me through quiet pig-eyes.
His jowls sagged under his jaw and the
whole meaty countenance glowed with the
high color of a heavy eater.

“I'm a journalist, Mr. Bass,” I said. “I'm
trying to get material on the local situation.
I know you are pretty much in touch with
things and I thought you could help me out
on a few points.”

Mr. Bass rubbed his nose. ‘“Well, now,”
he said. “I'm hardly the man—"

“T would like -
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“That’s very modest, Mr. Bass. But any-
thing you can tell me—perhaps some informa-
tion on the Klan?”

He tilted back in the chair, shoving his
hands into his pockets. “You fellers up No’th
got the wrong idea about the Klan,” he be-
gan. “I’'m Kleagle in these parts. You fel-
lers think we're sort of against the other
guy’s religion. That ain’t a bit true. I can
say honestly that some of my closest asso-
ciates, people I admire more 'n I do many
others, are Jews and Catholics. Yes, suh,
I can say that. ’Course, no one’s goin’ to
stand for a Catholic bein’ President of this
great country. Y 'see, the Pope, he’s plannin’
to move to Washington in that case. That’s
the danger. You fellers up No'th don’t know
these things, any more’n you know that all
a nigger wants is t’sleep with a white woman.
That’s his life’s ambition. Not a thing else—
only to get a white woman. And they know
what that means if they’re caught.”

“That sounds pretty progressive,” I said.
“Aren’t you the chairman of the Americani-
zation Committee too, Mr, Bass?”

He nodded, pleased. “Yes, suh. I con-
siders that our most important work. We're
out for the Reds. They threaten the whole
South. Thousands of ’em—" he stretched
his arms wide. “Y’know, this might seem
hard to believe, but they wanted ten dollars
a week relief. Ten dollars— yes suh, and
Uncle Sam was to foot the bill. That’s the
God’s own truth.” He leaned forward, very
intent. “I’m the one that broke ’em up. I
can say that honestly. I broke up the Unem-
ployment Council and anyone in Orlando can
tell you Fred Bass gets the credit.”

“I suppose that's a feather in your hat.
What about this stuff I hear about the Klan
taking care of morals?”

“Well,” Mr. Bass relaxed, studying his
shoes. “We believe in decent living. Any-
one who can’t live like a person should, we
see to it they learn. - That’s if they’re Klan
members. Otherwise, we bring a little pres-
sure on the police. The sheriff knows any
time he needs men, all he has to do is ring
up Fred Bass and inside an hour he has five
hundred men. ’Course, sometimes it’s neces-
s'ry to take the law in our hands. We string
up a nigger now and then—f'r an example
like. Not officially, but it comes to the same
thing. Over in Lakeland, a fellow named
No’man—Frank No'man—he got foolin’
round with niggers and unions and he got
the works. I don’t think he’s dead—" Fred
Bass paused, looking at me as though he
couldn’t make up his mind whether or not
he should wink. “But this No’'man was a
Red. I can honestly say that. Sometimes
we gotta show people what we think of
those stinkin’ trouble-makers.”

He talked on. He was planning to run
for sheriff. He'd clean up Orlando—“The
City Beautiful”—where every other hot-dog
stand owner insists that waitresses go in for
prostitution on the side and let the manage-
ment in on a cut of the proceeds.

“What about President Roosevelt?”’ 1
asked.

“He’s okay,” Bass answered. “I can hon-
estly say that. It’s the goddamned Comoon-
istic Brain Trusters—y’know, Mrs. Dill-
ing was about right. ~“Tugwell, Ickes, that
guy Wallace, they're all Comoonists. And
Farley, he’s a Catholic. Things’re in a
helluva mess. Look at Gov’nor Scholtz.”
Bass prodded my knee. “If you get to Tala-
hassee, you give that Jew bastard a message.
Say it’s from Fred Bass of Orlando. He
knows me. Tell him that Fred Bass says
he can—"

RED BASS is just a big friendly thug.

The most powerful toady the citrus grow-
ers have. The most generally despised man
in Orange County—and you can throw in
Polk County for good measure. He directs
a state-wide organizatiop that supplies whip-
pers and terrorists on short notice. The
owners and bankers and the big business
men know how to use Fred Bass—he does
their jobs thoroughly. Fred Bass is the
Pearl Bergoff of Florida. '

He’s Kleagle of the Klan. Every now
and then the members put on their sheets and
parade the streets. The big kick is to invade
the Negro quarter on the outskirts of town.
The Negroes are apt to be scared. They
remember past experiences; some of the boys
might get mischievous and burn the quarter
down. Of course, it’s all in fun.
some of the more lively Klansmen will whip
a few Negroes, or if their spirits run real
high, lynch an innocent man, That’s just to
remind the Negroes that white men are
superior beings with souls and that Negroes
have no soul. »

The Klan has a definite program, a pro-
gram that is most desirable if you look at it
from the point of view of a grower or a
banker. ‘The categories of hate are con-
venient prejudices to be played upon when
labor becomes restive or thinks of organizing,
or when the Negroes show signs of growing
tired of the unremitting oppression. Then
the powers call in a man like Fred Bass and
tell him that one or the other of the Klan’s
prejudices has been flaunted and then Fred
Bass musters the terrorist artillery.

A year ago the Klan went on a rampage,
until the sight of fiery crosses and reports of
beatings so outraged the citizenry that the
Klan decided to lie low for a while. Its hold
on politics remains; it can still blackmail

Maybe -
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‘workers into the Klan organization. A man
in search of a job had better join up, pay
the ten-dollar initiation fee and his dues of
six dollars a year, if he wants to land a job
and hold it. Hence the considerable number
of workers in the Klan. Policies are made
from above. Democracy is a great ideal but
the Klan officialdom isn’t so short-sighted as
to allow democratic procedure at meetings
or when it comes to drafting Klan programs.

The fact is, workers in Florida remain
among the most backward in America. They
still fall for the anti-Semitic, anti-Catholic,
anti-foreign-born, anti-Red propaganda. Flor-
ida is wholly—with negligible exceptions—an
unindustrialized, agricultural state. A union
movement worthy of the name does not exist.
Groping attempts to form unions have been
met by immediate terror, organized, unrelent-
ing. Workers have been unable to resist it.

The exception is Tampa. In the cigar
factories, where most of the labor is Cuban,
Mexican, Spanish, the workers have carried
over revolutionary traditions from the coun-
tries of their birth. They have been through
terror before; they understand its meaning
and motivation. Yet even in Tampa, the
Klan has power. Just last week, three mili-
tants were picked up by police for “investiga-
tion”—they were reported to be Communists.
They were arrested at night, under a Florida
law that allows the police to hold a man on
“suspicion,” to hold him incommunicado for
seventy-two hours without placing a formal
charge against him. After the three men
were “‘questioned” they were told to get out
—not all at once, but one at a time. It
was well-timed. The police cooperated with
the mob. Outside, the Klan waited. Masked
men seized each released suspect, rushed him
into a car, took them to the waterfront and
then swerved toward the wilderness. Dozens
of cars followed. The men were dragged out,
stripped. The ‘“defenders of the Constitu-
tion” beat them, not with canvas straps as the
Florida papers reported, but with rubber hose
and iron chains. Shoemaker, one of  the
three victims, recognized Policeman Berry
among the gang. He was beaten even more
viciously than the others. The mutilated men
were tarred and feathered and left by the
roadside. 'When they were found, their con-
dition was critical, not only from the treat-
ment but from exposure. Shoemaker will
probably not live.

The unions that now exist in Lakeland
and Orlando are split on a craft basis. The
Klan has a large voice in the federal unions—
affiliated directly to the A. F. of L. with
offices in Washington and not, like the inter-
national unions, autonomous. I met several
local officials—crafty, shrewd little men, in
the labor movement for what they could get
out of it for themselves, filled with Klan
prejudices. They look to Fred Bass or men
like him for orders. Fred Bass drops in on
the banker or the largest grove owner or the
principal packer to find out what they think
would be a good way of going about things.
And it seems that the wishes of those on top

is to keep one union isolated from the next,
to have no dealings with the unemployed, to

prevent any effort to organize relief workers
and the unskilled.

A year ago, the unemployed did organize
despite opposition. Two thousand joined the
Unemployment Council. A strike of F.E.R.A.
workers received sympathetic support of the
Council, who advanced its own demands—
ten dollars a week for the unemployed, three
dollars additional relief for each dependant,
free medical care, a hall to meet in, free milk
for starving children.  The owners didn’t like
it. Mr, Swope, head of local relief and a

government employe, warned the unemployed .

to be careful or he’d see to it that they got
what was coming to them—a threat he evi-
dently backed up as he was recognized among
the members of a whipping party that beat
Broadwell, local organizer. At least, that is
the story that one man after another whis-
pered to me. When Broadwell ‘identified
his assailants in court, the judge threw out
the case. Mr. Ferguson, campaigning for
better government, was fired on by the Klan,
the bullets lodging in his car. Mr. Bruni,
local A.F. of L. organizer who had the
courage to oppose such men as Bass, was shot
at as he stood on the porch of his home. The
buckshot ripped away a substantial piece of
porch rail. Mr. Jackson, member of the
federal union, militant supporter of the un-
employed’s action, was continually threatened
with death. Cars passed and repassed his
house each night: systematic intimidation
which continues even today.

Yet the terror didn’t stop the Unemploy-
ment Council. The mayor of Orlando was
worried. There remained but one thing to
do, call in Bass. “Rough and Ready” was
just the man; hadn’t he stated publicly, “Too
bad there ain’t some more phosphate pits in
Orange County like there is in Polk County
to bury some of these goddamned labor agi-
tators in.” Bass, the tall, heavy Klansman,
might have been thinking of Frank Norman.
It’s hard to know just whom else he could
have in mind when he remarked, “Some peo-
ple have been taken out after dark and never
returned home.”

So the mayor chose Bass to break up the
Unemployment Council. “Rough and Ready”
went down to the park where a mass meet-
ing was in session, picked a fight with the
leader, got up on the platform and an-
nounced, “The mayor will do anything for
me I ask him to. Let me handle this. You
appoint a committee and I'll lead ’em to
the mayor.”

The members hesitated.
a committee.”

“Well, boys,” said Bass, “follow me.”

They followed him. He looked back and
his jaw dropped. “Say,” he bellowed. “You
can’t do this ' me. I'm not goin’ to the
mayor with a lot of goddamned niggers on
the committee.”” And he strode off, Klan
pride in revolt.

He didn’t stay away long. He got over
his anti-Negro feeling for the time being

“We already have

13
when he realized that here was a chance to
break up a militant organization. After all,
Klan pride demands carrying out such a task.
Coupled with Swope, the head of federal re-
lief for the county, Bass convinced the work-
ers that ten dollars a week was too much
relief. With the Red scare at its height,
Bass and Swope disbanded the Unemploy-
ment Council, purged it of the militants,
formed the “Square-Deal Association” to
“care for” the workers. It cared for them—
they woke up and found. their organization
smashed and the Klan riding high in the
saddle.

And that was that. Little organization
exists today in the citrus belt. Workers real-
ize their mistake. They are beginning to
look for guidance. It takes time to uproot
prejudices. The anti-Negro propaganda must
still be overcome. That remains the Klan’s
chief talking point. But in the citrus strike
and in the strike of the unemployed, white
workers learned that Negroes wouldn’t scab.
That opened their eyes. They are beginning
to consider the Negro not an enemy but a
potential ally on the picket line. They are
only in the first stage of this reoriegtation.
The wedge has entered, ever so slightly,
cracking the supposedly impregnable surface.
Things can move fast as starvation and op-~
pression begin to teach elementary lessons.

OT all labor organizers in the citrus

belt are dominated by the Klan. One
in particular had much to say on the situa-
tion in central Florida. “I’'m no Communist,”
he assured me so that I would not mis-
understand him. “I don’t go the full way
with those fellows. But I believe in the
labor movement and the United Front. ¥
believe that the bureaucracy of the A.F. of L.
with its insistence on craft unionism as op-
posed to industrial unionism finds its worst
results in a backward state like Florida.
Even when we get organization in ore union,
we cannot get cooperation. One union’s in-
sulated from the other—it’s hard to break
through.”

He stood fingering the crimson flowers of
an hybiscus bush.

“You see,” he admitted a little shame-
facedly, “once I believed in the New Deal.
I was taken in. But even supporting the New
Deal labeled me a Red down there. They’ve
spied on me ever since. When I started to
organize unskilled labor—then I ran into
real trouble. And the officials of the A.F.
of L. up in Washington wouldn’t move a
finger to help me. They don’t do a thing .
to get the field -workers or the unskilled -
laborers. We have to fight our own organ-
ization as well as the Klan and Legion.”

“I gather you favor a Labor Party. What
chance has it got in Florida?”

“Sure, I believe in it, but—" he hesitated.
“Time’s not ripe here. We've gotta build
unemployed organizations. As it is, there’s.
no use talking Labor Party when we haven’t
the ghost of a chance of getting on the ballot..
Takes 30-percent vote of the whole elec-.
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torate in the preceding election to get on the
ballot in this state. They nearly squeezed
the Republicans off. What we need is mass
organization to change that law—we gotta
start from the bottom. They're backward
here.” He shook his head. ‘“Backward as
all hell. They fall for the back-slapping of
some guy like Bass who'’s only a front for
the bosses. He shakes their hand and gives
'em a cigar and then turns round and robs
‘em of relief and wages and anything else
that’s left over. A smile from a King is
breakfast for a fool.”

At the relief office—situated in the most
important bank building in Orlando—Mr.
Swope the director refused to talk to me.
He was much too busy and he didn’t like
reporters. He didn’t give a damn what I
wanted, he had nothing to conceal but he
wasn’t going to see reporters. “Go to my
assistant,” he snapped. “Only don’t hang
round here botherin’ me.”

The assistant had been trained at the Rus-
sell Sage Foundation. He kept taking off ‘his
glasses and then putting them on again,
nervous, hesitant, anxious to assure me that
he wasn’t responsible for the way things
went. He only carried out orders. He
merely did what he was told.

“We haven’t got elaborate statistics like you
have in New York,” he remarked hurriedly.
“1 don’t know how much information I can
give—"

“That’s all right,” I assured him. “You'll
have what I want to know. What is the
W.P.A. quota for Florida?” -

“Thirty-five thousand.”

“And how many unemployed would you
say are able to work and are eligible for re-
lief?”

He began turning over papers on the desk.
“That’s a hard question—"

“Well, just a rough estimate.”

“Sixty-five thousand.”

“And when does direct relief from the
government end?”’

“They say December 1—that is, I'm not
sure it will—"

“So there remain thirty thousand with no
visible means of support. Any state ap-
propriations ?”’

He took his glasses off and rubbed them.
“NO.”

“What happens to the thirty thousand who
aren’t given relief? And to the unemploy-
ables?”

The glasses went back on his nose. “I
don’t know.”

“Now could you tell me the scale of
wages?”

“Well, they’re not bad down here,” he
said. “They range from twenty-five dollars a
month for unskilled to fifty dollars a month
for skilled.”

“In all counties?”

“Well, not in all. Some range from nine-
teen to thirty-five dollars a month.

“And what about direct relief?”

“Now that’s a problem.” He removed
the glasses holding them up to the light. “It’s
not what you—that is, it’s not what North-
erners call high. Fifty cents to seventy-five
cents ‘a week, with a nickel and sometimes
twenty-five cents added for each dependent.
Of course,” he added, ‘“when we get it, we
give out commodities—prunes, flour, beef.”

“Can a man, can a family live on such
relief? Even with_the commodities, granting
for the moment they are available?”

He squirmed, rustling the papers. “I don’t
know,” he mumbled. “I don’t know. They
seem to do it.”

BEAUTIFUL state, Florida, with its

semi-tropical flowers, the oaks with
their garlands of Spanish moss, the graceful
palms, the wild mysterious swamps full of
game. A state where the boom left cities in
the middle of the plain with not a person liv-
ing in the stucco hotels and apartments, with
unused streets running straight out into the
forest, with sidewalks on which the cows can
stand while they feed on the grass growing
in the gutters. A state where the ‘“cracker”
and the Negro are in the same boat, though
the “cracker” doesn’t know it.

In the Everglades, far back from the main
road, I met a “half-cropper,” a farmer who
worked land rented by a city partner and
whose expenses were paid for one year by
the partner. At the end of the year, what-
ever was made was shared half and half. The
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farmer had his wife and child on a land
sled, a rough platform on runners, pulled by
a horse, that made it possible to get through
the swamp and across the plain. We talked
about farming, about his difficulty in getting
crops to the canning plant, about the lone-
liness of existence so far away from town or
village.

“What about prices?” I wanted to know.

He shrugged. “They’re not up, I knowed
that. Last week I bring tomatoes in to the
plant and they want t'pay me a price which
didn’t even pay me for givin’ up a day o
work bringin’ ’em in. So I tells ’em to go
to hell. Them tomatoes should of gone to
the poor, but I don’t know how t'go about
doin’ it. So I dumped ’em down the way.
No damn city company’s goin’ t'make a
profit offen me!” .

He paused, squinting at me. “Many others
feel that way?” 1 asked.

“Well—” he seemed undecided what to
say. ‘“Tell the truth, lots of crackers round
here are gettin’ to feel pretty much like me.
Things ain’t much better, we c’n tell that.
One o’ these days a bunch of us are goin’ to
sort of get together and then those packers
1l pay us what we want or they won’t get
anything to pack. No, suh.” He picked up
the reins. “Won’t get one tomato. They
can’t run them plants without us. "N once we
get . together—"

He didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, he

slapped the horse with the reins and started
down the road.

“Look at Captain Sharpomenn and Young Hans!”

—r

Wolfe

“Well, Roehm wasn’t made in a day you knew!” i



./— = g
“Look at Captain Sharpomenn and Young Hans!”
“Well, Roehm wasn’t made in a day you know!”

Wolfe



DECEMBER 17, 1935

15

United Front Opens Herndon’s Jail

(“I’'m Dead Sure You’ll Get Me Out Soon”)

“You know,” he said to me a block or so away
from the courthouse, “the nearer I get to the
court, the nearer I feel freedom. I'm dead sure
the united front’ll get me out soon. Funny isn’t
it? The nearer I get to Fulton Tower, this time,
the nearer I feel to freedom.” He was silent a
moment and then grinned. “That’s dialectics, I
guess, isn’t it?”

—From “Herndon Is Back in Atlanta” in
THE New Masses, November 5, 1935.

{1

FTER Angelo Herndon said ‘“so
long” and walked up the court-
house stairs to give himself up to

twenty years on a Georgia chain gang the
authorities took him over to Fulton Tower
and put him in Big Rock with thirty-two
murderers. They have taken six of them
out since Angelo came down, just six short
weeks ago. A man a week to the electric
chair. Georgia electrocuted them and they
said good-bye to Herndon one by one as they
went out the door for that last time.

They put Angelo Herndon in with mur-
derers and condemned men because he had
led a thousand starving people to ask for
bread. The condemned men, the murderers,
the two-gun men, looked up puzzled when
the guards brought 22-year-old Angelo in
with his armload of books. The authorities
knew perfectly well what they were doing—
this was the most turbulent wing in Fulton
Tower and the men snarled at each other
and fought with each other and plenty were
stabbed in this barred, dark room where you
could hear the 2,000 volts of electricity
whir on execution day. The big shots of
Georgia thought the men would turn on
Angelo one of these days and do a job for
Georgia the authorities would love to have
done. After Angelo came in there wasn’t
one fight, during the whole six weeks’ period.

They kangarooed all newcomers, but the
murderers and the two-gunmen looked An-
gelo over after the guards slammed the doors
shut and they wanted to know what he was
doing time for. One of the men spoke up
and said he had heard Angelo while on his
speaking tour in California and Angelo
talked for the underdog. They scoffed at
first and were impatient with a man who
came 1,000 miles to give himself up to
twenty years on the chain gang. They were
no different than the editor of The Pitts-
burgh Courier, who had a cartoon drawn of
a little figure in big chains and captioned
it “Little Man, What Now?” when Angelo
went down and surrendered.

The condemned men thought it over and
decided Angelo wouldn’t have to go on trial
in kangaroo court and he would save the
$1.50 they charge every man for “breaking
into jail.”

JOSEPH NORTH

They were black men, all of them, and
they knew they were getting a dirty deal
down there in sunny Dixie and they used
to sing a song that started like this:

White folks call me nigger
But that ain’t none of my name
When I get up in Heaven
Gonna change that ugly name.

They asked Angelo to talk to them and
explain some things to them. Angelo, gradu-
ate of a Workers’ School in Chattanooga
and member of the National Executive Com-
mittee of the Young Communist League, ex-
plained to the condemned men and they sat
around and thought it over. One fellow
who still had a chance for a pardon took
Angelo aside and said, “Mr. Herndon, we
have no foundation to build on; we colored
people got no chance down here. I would
like to know if I ever get out and go North
could I go to night school?” The man had
a wife and three children and he didn’t want
to believe he could never get out. For most
of them felt that whoever entered that jail
never walked out alive. When you did go
out you were as good as dead, for the elec-
tric chair was at the-other end of your walk.

Angelo walked out that door—but not to
the electric chair.

Warden Turner had told me you would
need to file through the recently-added twelve
bars of “hard steel and soft steel” to break
out of Fulton Tower. “No man done it yet.”
Angelo walked out that door and he didn’t
even have a finger nail file in his hands. The
twenty six men condemned to die {vatched
him go and they tried to figure it out.

The guard had come around, shortly after
Judge Dorsey had ruled the insurrection law
unconstitutional, on December %, and had
told Angelo to pack. “Get dressed, boy,”
he said. “You'’re going out.” Angelo started
packing his books but the guard said, “Hurry
up, leave them damn books here, you got
to leave fast.”

“Go on, Angelo, dress,” the condemned
men said and they pitched in and packed up
his stuff while Angelo donned his street
clothes. They all crowded around to shake
hands but the guard wouldn’t give them a
break. “Come along,” he said, “you ain’t
got all day shakin’ hands.”

The Reverend, a man of 40, condemned
to die for the murder of a woman, crowded
forward. “I told you, Angelo,” he said.
“I knew it . . . knew it all along . .. I
got a message from the Lawd.” The Rev-
erend had told Angelo he could commune
with God, in fact he had seen God. Saw
God in a Chicago police station once. God
was blond and had blue eyes, wore police

riding boots and had a horseman’s whip in
his hands. “I can commune with God for
you,” he had told Angelo. “I can call God
from here and get a message through to
Him.” 1In a prison cell you got to be real
friendly even with a man with a glint in
his eye and Angelo Herndon talked to the

man who could get messages through to
God.

When Angelo got the word to leave the
Reverend beamed. He took it as a personal
victory. “And stay out, son,” he said.
“Don’t you ever let me catch you back
here.”

As Angelo walked down the corridors of
gloomy old Fulton Tower he heard the con-
demned men singing the song they all sang
over and over:

That old walker, walker [guard]
Made me mad this mornin’
About my time

Lawd, Lawd

About my time.

1 gotta wife,

Wife and three little chillen
They’re cryin’ for bread
Lawd,

Cryin’ for bread.

I’'m gonna roll on, roll on

A few days longer

I’'m goin’ back home

Oh, yes, I'm goin’ back home.

If I had my, had my
32-20

I'd go today

Lawd, Lawd,

I'd go today.

He had referred to these songs in a letter
written to a friend in the International
Labor Defense which had organized the
united-defense front about his case:

As per usual the boys are singing those songs—
and to my own surprise I find that tears are
dribbling from my eyes. I can hardly bear the
thought of the thing—to sit and listen to con-
demned men singing songs that have words with
so much meaning—and yet they don't realize it
themselves. . . . I can understand how miserable
the lives of those who were tortured during the
Spanish inquisition must have been. .

I, like them, am an outcast, a criminal, a mur- .
derer and everything else that is low and dirty
—according to the thinking of my torturers. But
I won’t let that worry me. The day is fast ap-
proaching when the millions of robbed, exploited
and downtrodden people will make the final and
triumphant march against the real criminals,
murderers and fiends who are skilled in the art
of human torture . . . my whole life has been
dedicated to that triumph—in spite of all the
horrors I see today.

They set Herndon loose on $8,000 bail
and he had wiped his brow and walked
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down the Atlanta streets breathing some
fresh air and then he sent a wire cheering
the Scottsboro boys and after that, a few
hours to wait for his train, he took in a
movie. He caught the evening train and
came North.

The Daily Worker had got the word and
had printed a special edition and thousands
of people in New York had thrown their hats
in the air and had cried out joyously, “An-
gelo is free.”

Thousands of them gathered at the Penn-
sylvania Station when he came in Sunday at
4:10 p. m. and they hailed Angelo Herndon
and sang “The Internationale” and “Solidar-
ity Forever.” Socialists, Communists, non-
" party people, there in the crowd, milling to-

gether in the crowd greeting Herndon in a
crowd and not even the shrewdest dick could
tell a Communist from a Socialist and the
policemen shoving couldn’t tell a Socialist
from a Communist and the cry was “United
Front!” When they hoisted Angelo up on
their shoulders on Eighth Avenue he said:
“It was the glorious united front you put
up that set me free.”

There were families, black, white, work-
ingmen and their wives and their kids, Com-
munist, Socialist, and I saw Mary Fox, of
the League for Industrial Democracy in the
crowd, her six-year-old kid and an eight-
year-old nephew hanging on to her hands.
All had red ribbons on calling for Hern-
don’s defense. They cheered for Herndon
and , they were shoved around by the police
and they sang “The Internationale” for
Herndon and the slogan was the united
front.

Angelo Herndon walked down 125th
Street in Harlem with a bunch of roses the
workers had shoved into his hands and went
to the workers’ headquarters and made a
little speech thanking the workers and ask-
ing to be excused because he hadn’t slept

" for two days.- And the workers cheered
him and I heard a follower of Father Di-
yine come up and say, ‘“Peace, brother, ain’t
it wonderful. You're free.”

And I thought of the old Reverend that
Angelo had told me about and I thought the
Reverend down there in jail hadn’t got the
right message when he communed with God

. for surely God would have told him about
the League for Industrial Democracy, the
International Labor Defense, the National
Committee for Defense of Political Prison-
ers, the Non-Partisan League, the General
Defense League of the I. W. W. God
would have told the Reverend about the
United Front and about the resolution passed
in Atlantic City at the A. F. of L. con-
vention against the insurrection law of Geor-
gia and I'm sure God would have men-
tioned the million people throughout the
United States who signed the Herndon peti-
tion, for many of the signatures were gotten
in His churches.

God would certainly have said something
about the need to strengthen the United
Front, for the State of Georgia means to

appeal the case to a higher court. For An-
gelo is not scot-free, And Georgia gentle-
men don’t mean to let the man Warden Tur-
ner called “just a light-colored nigger” get
off as easy as that.

The old Reverend was wrong and the
boys in jail singing that old song about their
32-20 need to learn a new verse. It would
deal with millions of men and women, white
and black, workingmen all of all political
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and religious denominations, getting together

and constituting themselves the Supreme
Court of these United States.
Commune again, Reverend, commune

again down there in Fulton Tower, down
in Big Rock. There’s a new message abroad
in America.

And one final word to the editor of The
Pittsburgh Courier—Yes, little man, what
now?

Choral Ballade

of the More Articulate Ladies in the
Metropolitan Horseshoe

EMANUEL EISENBERG

Never a time with the rich securer!
Never such furs at a Charity Ball!l

Bond investments grow steadily surer;

Dividends show a tremendous haul.

Then why do paraders march out to brawl
With signs that we wish they would show to Sweeney?

Those frightening fools should be made to crawl. \

What America needs is a Mussolini.

Let’s question the ‘most impartial juror:

Isn’t ours the most plentiful land of all?

Then how can the poor be growing poorer?

It’s propaganda to make us look small

And they’re simply enacting each Moscow scrawl,

For nobody starves here—not one weenie!

The malcontents cry it to shock and appall.

What America needs is a Mussolini.

You give relief—and they raise a furor;
~ You distribute old clothes—and still they squall.

When will dumb masses become maturer

And learn there exists a permanent wall

Between throats that can gulp at a sandwich stall

And palates attuned to wined scallopini?

To demand lives like ours! such fantastic galll

What America needs is a Mussolini.

L’Envoi

Benito, they say that you're due to fall,

That your victims are stirring, black-browed and spleeny:

If you get out alive, make us your next call!

What America needs is a Mussolini.
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Bill Smith’s Clinic

Advice from the Board of Private Wealth

T LAST this all-important topic can

be discussed frankly. By a special ar-
rangement with the League of Notions, we
are able to offer our readers up-to-date infor-
mation on how to keep wealthy. Dearth con-
trol, African itch, labor pains, German weas-
els, swollen inventories and many other dan-
gerous complaints respond readily to correct
treatment. Write us your problems—they\
can’t be any worse than hundreds of case his-
tories in our files. Glance at these letters
from famous incurables who are learning
how to guard their wealth.

A Miserable Banker

For years I was top-heavy and bloated,
though I rarely touched anything but watered
stock—of course between deals I took what-
ever I could get my hands on. Cheat, slink
and be wary was my motto. Then my cir-
culation became very bad, I had trouble di-
gesting even the simplest facts and once I
passed a dividend in public! I couldn’t help
it, the strain was almost unbearable, Luck-
ily, I had enough papers with me. I am
still horribly afraid of exposure, and the
other day I nearly coughed up some un-
earned increment. A doctor advised me to
try Fletcher’s Republican Remedy instead of
taking so many credit injections, but I don’t
believe I could move without them. Please
give me your advice.

“WiINTHROP W. A.

I.Vinthrop, you are afflicted with lender’s comr
plaint (sometimes called wested-rights disease).

“Hmph! Only 85-percent Aryan.”

Your days are numbered, but you can ward off
mild attacks by using this simple formula: Con-
cealed assets * * Paper losses * * Foreign loans
* * Gun powder. Sift through fine legal screen
and then add Martial Spirits. Rub the compound
into every spot you can reach.

A Scurvy Publisher

I have led a pretty wild life and always
got by with murder. My crowd had plenty
of money so it was always a cinch to fix
things no matter what I pulled—and some of
it was pretty raw. Take Marion, for in-
stance, or that girl N.LR.A. Boy, did we
get hot! Then a funny thing happened.
I woke up one morning and discovered that
I had suffered a loss of income! Is that a
sign of tart-burn? When I saw some of the
boys they had union scales that looked like
red sores. A friend recommended Nazi Salve.
He says it cures social diseases every time and
brings back your manhood. Do you know the
prescription? I sure want it.

WiLuiam RanoorpH H.

Don’t kid yourself, William. That salve won't
help a bit because your whole system is infected.
The best you can hope for is a few. years of im-
potent self-indulgence and creeping paralysis.

Hooverian Pains

How does it feel to lose your mind? I
keep telling people what to do and how to
bring back prosperity and they say I'm crazy.
Hard work and plenty of it is all we need
if everybody makes enough sacrifices it will
bring recovery just like Valley Forge and

Ernest W. Hainsly
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Lincoln and Jefferson instead of idiots who
talk about security for the working classes—
besides the tariff furnishes that. It wouldn’t
take me long to knock some sense in their
heads. But when I try to say it things
get all mixed up. There is a devilish plot
on foot somewheres and I would like to
send them all back where they came from.
I have terrible nightmares and keep seeing
red. Could that be caused by hardening of
the arteries of commerce? HERBERT.

Herbert, you are suffering from delerious tradi-
tions. Millions of these pitiful dements are at
large and each ome imagines his own som can be
President! Long addicted to mortgage plasters
and peps-em salts, they subsist mainly on mush
and sugar-coated bills. No permanent relief is
possible.

An Invalid Broker

For years I had play-fever, maybe because
there were always a lot of stockroaches
around my place. The only thing I ever took
for it was Sloan’s motor liniment—you know,
the kind that comes done up in ticker tape.
Then all of a sudden I heard a crash and
ever since I've had a queer feeling of de-
pression. I'm making big money, but some-
how I keep having this sense of fear—like be-
ing naked in a dream. When I hear people
talk about giving work and look at the enor-
mous unemployed figures I shake so that it’s
worse than rackets. Could I cure myself
with a Supreme Court Plaster and Scotts-
boro . Emulsion? Epwarp F. H.

Ed, things are beginning to “gang up” on you.
Infernal bleeding has so undermined your system
that not even all the resources of modern tech-
nology can save it. Copious doses of English bit-
ter-enders might put some hair on your war chest.

A Complaining General

I'm all out of sorts, feel dizzy and half
the time don’t even know where I am going.
My head is very much swollen and the other
day I thought I found banker’s lice and wid-
ow’s mites in my hair. I had them once
before, out in Chicago and it took me years
to recover. My eyes smart if I try to look
at anything squarely and when I bathe them
with even a weak solution of acid truth, it
hurts so that I can’t stand it. I'm used to .
hangovers but this seems different. My best
friends kidded me to death. I looked like
such a fool. Now I’m weak and shaky—just
about all washed up. What shall I do?

HucH S. J.

Hugh, you have a bad case of competitus agi-
tans, or profits disease. The mortality among
herring barely equals the fearful death rate from
this cruel affliction, which compels its victims to
hunt something for nothing. Their maniacal cries
for low wages, their bloated inventories and red,
distorted figures are all too prevalemt. Acute
cases may be seen in the hands of receivers—piti-
ful shrunken skeletons without interest or prin-
ciple. Trips abroad followed by a gold transfu-
sion bring only momentary relief. You can amuse
yourself, however, by tuning in your radio on
station WAR.



“Hmph! Only 85-percent Aryan.” Ernest W. Hainsly
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“Shirley Temple, You Traitor!”

ELLAS, I sent fa you because I want

you both to mull over an idear. Fellas,

it's a simply movvelous idear and it
came to me last night in the bathroom when
I was reading the newspaper, the headlines,
yknow. I look in the headlines and the
first thing I see, fellas, is “Little girl refuses
to salute the flag.” ’

I think to myself, “Where the hell is the
kid from?” I think to myself. Y’know, if
she’s a Joosh kid from Germany, well, I
can unnastand that. Maybe she’s a Russian

kid fomm Russia—y’know, them Reds; well, .

I can unnastand that, too. Fellas, I look in
the paper and this is happening right here
in this country, before our very eyes, here in
the United States of America!

“My God,” I say to myself, “supposing
evvey kid refused to salute the flag, a fine
hoodeya do you'd get! Multiply a condition
like that a thousand times and you got a

ARTHUR KOBER

revolution! Moe,” I says to myself, “you
got the inkling of an idear that'll shake
this country and break all box-office records!”

So I give the matter some thought. Sup-
posing I was able to get a loan of Shirley
Temple fomm the Twentieth-Century outfit.
Supposing we were to show Shirley Temple
a sweet, wonderful kid with long curly hair
who is simply nuts about her school.

Now she is living in the slums with her
father, a Paul Muni type whose wife just
died because of a lung condition, which we
don’t hafta go into. So he is a widower
with a child and Shirley’s got no mother
now, excepting her father, Paul Muni. Now
the father loses his job on account of the
depression. So months go by and Paul Muni
can’t get a job. Pretty soon he develops a
negative attitude toward life and, what the
helll—with that attitude, nachelly, nobody
wants to give him work. Anyways, he gets
sore on evveybody and evveything. He hates
conditions, he hates the President, he hates
the New Deal, he’s just bubbling over with
hate.

So one day he comes home and he hears
his little daughter, Shirley Temple, rehears-
ing—waddeya call it?—yeah, the pledge. She
has to memorize it like for home-work. So
he calls her over. Fellas, here we got a
hot scene, a tremendous scene, showing how
he poisons his own kiddie’s mind. He fills
her with a lotta junk how rotten the system
is, how the govvement’s no good, using only
his own individual case as an example. And
he tells her she shouldn’t salute the flag.
After all, what did the country do for her
old man—nothing!—so why should she go
out of her way to respeck the country’s
flag?

Then we dissolve to a school showing the

“But darling, are you sure a radical instructor won’t teach you the wrong tunes?”

kids in assembly. The flag is put up and
they are all saluting and saluting, oney one
exception—Shirley Temple. Evveybody turns
around and looks at her. My God, what’s
happened? Hell’s broke loose!

Well, they question her. They say, “Shir-
ley Temple, you're a traitor!” Finey they
find out that her old man is the nigger in
the haystack. So the landlord, who’s on the
school-board, dispossesseses Paul Muni. What
the hell, if he don’t like this country, why
should he sponge on the hospitality here?
Besides, he hasn’t paid any rent for a coupla
months.

Well, fellas, we show Paul Muni and his
daughter, Shirley Temple, walking the
streets in the rain, just a coupla outcasts. So
they pass a missionary place that gives out
free hot cawfee and doughnuts. They go
inside and they eat, and the preacher there,
a nice, old guy like Henry B. Walthall,
he’s delivering a sermon.

So Paul and Shirley sit down to rest up
their wet feet. Walthall is talking about
Christmas time on account it’s now Christ-
mas time. And he is saying how movvelous
evveything is because, look!—here we are
celebrating Christmas in this country and
under this flag. Supposing, he says, we lost
the war, wouldn’t we be in a spot with our
loved ones taken away fomm us? And he
says we owe it all to the boys who went
over the top and gave their all to make this
here world a good and safe and wonderful
place to live in. A very gusty speech he
makes!

Well, he keeps on talking and then we
dissolve to a sequence where we show a lotta
stock shots of the war, and we double-ex-
pose on all these shots little Shirley Temple
leading her old man by the hand. She takes
him to the trenches and we show the Amer-
icans and the Germans fighting. We see the
soldiers being blown up by bombs. We have
a shot showing some of them caught in the
barbed wire. We show our boys in No
Man’s Land, bleeding on the ground like
stuffed pigs.

Then we show Shirley leading her old man
through the cemeteries of France where our
boys are sleeping. We cut to the two stand-
ing in front of the grave of the unborn
soldier. We go fomm there to a boat going
to Europe and it's filled to the top with
one, two, three-star mothers who gave their
sons to the country.

We take our people to the hospitals here,
the veteran hospitals. All this time Wal-
thall is talking about how these boys pro-
tected us and how much we owe these
fellas, and we see these guys in wheel-chairs
with their legs off, and we see some blind
buddies making baskets, and we show a
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coupla nurses cheering up some men who
were gassed up, they cough all the time.

You see, little Shirley is teaching her old
man a lesson. She’s showing him he
should be such a goddamn blow-mouth.
After all, where the hell would he be if
these fellas hadn’t been blown up and cut
to pieces just because of him?

Well, we cut back to the missionary place
and tears are streaming up and down Paul
Muni’s face. He stops the missionary in the
middle of his speech and takes Shirley Tem-
ple by the hand and he says he learned his
lesson. ‘The landlord and his wife, who
come into the joint to give out Christmas
presents, hear Muni telling his daughter,
Shirley Temple, she should salute the flag,
the flag which has never been let down yet
in any war! The landlord rushes up and
forgives Paul Muni, lets him have his room
back in the house and he gives him a job be-
sides. Shirley Temple she’s promoted and
she leads the singing in the assembly.

Fellas, I don’t often enthuse about our
product, but I tell you this thing has the
odor of a tremendous hit that’'ll gross a mil-
lion bucks. Fellas, go back to your awfice.
Mull the idear over’in your mind and, for
God’s sakes, don’t shoot your mouth off be-
cause I don’t want any other studio to beat
us to the draw. That’s all, men!

School Days

ARTHUR BEECHER

Father Coughlin is starting a class in
Communism so that he may more effectively
refute its doctrines—NEWS DESPATCH.

“Now, boys and girls,” says Father Cough-
lin. “If I were to tell you of a country
where the children were starving and the
fathers were out of work and the rent was
unpaid, what would you say?”

“We'd say it was lousy,” say the children.

“Yes, yes,” says Father Coughlin, irri-
tatedly, “but what else would you say?”

“We'd say it reminded us of home,” say
the kids.

“No, no!” cries Fra Coughlin. “You'd
say it was a Communist's idea of what a
country might be like. Propaganda. Red
propaganda. You know what propaganda is,
don’t you? Oscar, you tell us what propa-
ganda is.”

“Propaganda,” begins Oscar haltingly.
“Propaganda is when you say something
that’s true and everybody gets mad.”

“Oh, indeed,” says Father Coughlin, sar-
donically. “And if I were to tell you capi-
talism is the finest form of life ever known,
would you call that propaganda?”

“No, sir,” says Oscar uneasily.
call that an axiom.”

“An axiom! And what might an axiom be,
my fine young friend?”

“I_Iid

“Sure she talks, only yesterday she said ‘Red bastards!’ ”

“An axiom,” says Oscar, “an axiom is
when you keep saying a thing so long pretty
soon you get believing it yourself.”

Now, look here, you young . . .,” begins
Father Coughlin in a gruff voice, which rap-
idly melts into an attitude of beneficence.
“My dear young friends. I can see it is all
my fault. I've been neglecting you. I have
allowed you to get these perverted ideas about
affairs when you should have been concerned
with spiritual matters. We must return to
our old state—the state in which we surren-
der ourselves to discipline, in which we sacri-
fice ourselves to a higher power, in which we
know that if we are humble we shall be

rewarded by the Master., Now, children,
what state is this that I refer to?”

The children look at him questioningly,
not sure and saying nothing until they are '
certain. ‘

“Oh, tut,” says Father Coughlin, annoyed.
“You know what I mean—the state to which
I am leading you. . . . Discipline, higher
power, rewards by the Master . . .?”

“We know!” cry the kids, waving their
hands excitedly.

“Yes?” says the good Father, beaming.

“Fascism!” yell the kids, and wonder what
it is they’ve said that makes the good Father
act so peculiarly.
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“Have I told you how joining the Silver Shirts Auxiliary cured me of my hiccups?”
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Adolf Dehn

The Green, White and Blue

N nineteen hundred and forty-one, which

was just a year after the fascists took

over America, Dictator Hamilton Fish
issued an order prohibiting the use of the
color red anywhere in the United States, or
even the mention of the word. This was
one of several steps aimed at the crushing of
a Communist counterattack and was greeted
with approval all over the country.

(There had been a previous order com-
manding that all orders should be greeted
with approval.)

One of the first things to go, of course,
‘was the red traffic light. This was accom-
"plished very simply by just keeping all lights
green all the time. Naturally this also
speeded traffic greatly. True, there were
a good many smash-ups and several thousand
pedestrians were killed or crippled every day,
but it was rightly felt that the state was
more important. In addition, it turned out
that a good many people who were killed
were Communists, so it was all right.

GEORGE S. KAUFMAN

The necessary change in the American flag
was handled very neatly. It was turned into
the green, white and blue, and the flag manu-
facturing companies patriotically worked
night and day turning out the new emblems.
The night work was necessary because Dic-
tator Fish had just issued an order requiring
every citizen to purchase one of the new
flags, or else.

The publishers of children’s books, too,
printed anew the story of Little W hite Rid-
ing Hood, and on the adult side there was
of course a reprint of Stark Young’s So Yel-
low the Rose. The problem of red roses,
of course, was rather a perplexing one, but
the Florists’ Association patriotically solved it
by simply cutting off the flowers and selling
just the stalks. Naturally this boosted the
price a little, owing to the work of cutting
off the flowers, but no one complained. Any-
how, not out loud.

Tomato juice and red cabbage were sim-
ply colored blue, which, it turned out, poi-

soned all those who partook of them. The
gain to fascism, however, more than balanced
these few hundred thousand deaths. Of
course no problem at all was presented by
the abolition of red ink, since under fas-
cism no corporation could possibly operate at
a loss. :

(Whenever a corporation showed a losing
year, under the fascist regime, a benefit
performance was given at Madison Square
Garden, for which everyone was required to
buy a ticket. The United States Steel Cor-
poration benefit, in 1939, was the greatest
thing of its kind ever staged.)

In fact the whole move was a complete
success and fascism probably never would
have been overthrown had it not been for
the children of Public School 62, in Lincoln,
Nebraska. It was there, in October, 1947,
that an epidemic of pink toothbrush broke
out and which, spreading over the country,
finally installed a Communist government in
the spring of 1950.



DECEMBER 17, 1935

The German Girls! The German Girls!

(Offered gratis for the instruction of Mr. W. R. Hearst and Other Publicists)
‘ ARCHIBALD MACLEISH

dre you familiar with the mounted men?

Who asked us this? The linden leaves? The pianos
Answering evening with yesterday—they or the leaves?

Who asked us this in the cat’s hour when evening
Curled in the sitting-room listening under the lamps
To the linden leaves in the wind and the courtyard pianos?

dre you familiar with the mounted men—

The cavalry lot with the hot leap at the fences:

Smellers of horse-sweat: swingers of polished boots:
Leather crotch to the britches: brave looters:

Lope over flowerbeds: wheel on the well-kept lawns:

Force your knees in the negligé under the awning:

Bold boys with a blouse: insolent handlers:

Bring you the feel again: bring you the German man:
Bring you the blood to the breasts and the bride’s look on you—
Laughter fumbling at the clumsy hooks?—

Are you familiar with the mounted men?

Who asks us now? The broken doors? The dead boys
Answering morning with yesterday—they or the doors?

Who asks us now in the dog’s hour when morning
Sniffs at the dead boys in the prison trench
And wakes the woman whom no mouth will waken?

Are we familiar with the mounted men!—

The grocery lot with the loud talk in the restaurants:
Smellers of delicatessen: ex-cops:

Barbers: fruit-sellers: sewers of underwear: shop-keepers:
Those with the fat rumps foolish in uniforms:

Red in the face with the drums: with the brass tunes:

what America needs!”

“Mr. Slasher has clubbed dozens of strikers. He’s going to give us a little talk on

Fingerers under a boy’s frock: playfellows:

Tricksters with trousers: whip-swingers: eye-balls glazed:
Bring you the feel again—bring you the crawling skin!
Bring you the blood to your throat and the thighs wincing!

dre you familiar with the mounted men—
Who sold us so? Who told us this to tempt us?

There was a voice that asked us in those evenings
Peaceful with always when our muslin sleeves

Moved through the past like promises and children
Played as forever and the silence filled:

There was a voice among the afternoons

That asked us this—the crowds?—the red balloons?—
The July flowers in the public gardens?>—

There was a voice that asked us under stars too.

Are you familiar with the mounted men?

Who asked us this upon the Sunday benches?

What pimp procured us to leave loose our doors
And made us whores and wakened us with morning?
Only by us the men of blood came in!

Only by women’s doors: by women’s windows—
Only by us the flags: the flagrant brass:

The belts: the ribbons: the false manhood passes!
Only by women’s tenderness can come

The midnight volley and the prison drum-beat!

dre you familiar with the mounted men?
Who asked us this?

THERE WAS A VOICE THAT ASKED US!

Ned Hilton
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John O’Hara’s Dilemma

DEar MR. FoRSYTHE:

HAVE been sitting here on this fairly

comfortable fence, watching the Reds at

one end and the fascists at the other,
taking the fence apart. I've known all along,
of course, that sooner or later they would
meet, approximately at me, and that then I
would have to take my tired body off the
fence and line up with Red or fascist. For a
while I had a feeling that I would join the
fascists, because a friend of mine named Karl
Creighton or something like that, he used to
get angry with me and call me a fascist
bastard and I thought well, maybe that’s
what I am, in part. Then, too, I had to admit
that I don‘t know much about some things.
I am not a cultured man, Mr. Forsythe. I
read hardly anything that is put between
boards. I never have read The Mill on the
Floss nor The Cricket on the Hearth. Other

books I have not read include: Stained Glass

Tours in France (1908), Stained Glass Tours
in England (1909), Stained Glass Tours in
Italy (1913), Stained Glass Tours in Spain
and Flanders (1924), Stained Glass Tours in
Germany (1927), Bismarck and Mussolini
(1931), The Purple or the Red (1924), 4
Year’s Embassy to Mustafa Kemal (1933).
However, I am not so uncultured that I do
not know that the whole Stained Glass Series,
and the Bismarck-Mussolini book, and the
Purple-Red book, and the Year’s Embassy book
were written by a very good reason why I
guess I am inevitably getting down off the

AN
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fence and lining up against the fascists. The
reason is Brigadier General Charles Hitchcock
Sherrill.

It is a wonderful thing to find out how
famous a man can be without anyone’s ever
having heard about him. I mean, I immedi-
ately recognize and identify the names of
Willie Stevens and Wilber Huston and Bryan
Untiedt and Madge Oberholtzer and Rudolph
Blankenburg and Marion Zinderstein and
Federico Enrico and Bossy Gillis and Jim
Dandy and Lawrence Richey and Jimmy
Hussey and Hazay Natzy and Bernie Wefers
and Hector Fuller and T. Truxtun Hare.
These are just names I put down as they come
to me, names of people who for one reason
or another have had some kind of fame. But
I never had heard of Charles Hitchcock Sher-
rill until a few months ago, and the more I
heard of him, the more I learned about him,
the more certain I was that no matter how
sore I was from kicks from the highly-organ-
ized Reds and the somewhat unconsolidated
fascists, I would prefer being kicked by a Red
to being kicked by a fascist. I do not like the
General Sherrill. I do not know General
Sherrill, although I am sure if he came in this
room I would know him. He probably would
be wearing his Deke pin on his waistcoat, and
miniatures of the Grand Cross Order of the
Crown of Italy, Commander of the Legion of
Honor, Commander of the Order of Leopold,
Grand Cross of the Jugoslavian Order of
the White Eagle and a few other orders. For
lunch I could go as his guest to
the University, Century, Union
League, Grolier, Army and Navy,
New York Athletic, Yale, Tuxedo,
New York Yacht or some other
club, and we could talk about
Stained Glass Tours or I have a
feeling that the General (who won
his generalship as head of the New
York draft board in 1917) would
do most of the talking. I just have
that feeling. The General undoubt-
edly is a cultured man and could

~ ]
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C.C.C. Boys: “We're getting nearer to what the president wants.”

tell me about what he saw and learned at
Yale and in the Argentine, and if we got
around to business he could tell me something
of his duties as vice-president of the Berkshire
Fine Spinning Associates. I would like to see
a meeting of the Fine Spinning Associates. I
never even have seen a dervish. Naturally I -
would be fascinated by his story of the Sherrill
genealogy, upon which the General published
a book as recently as 1932. Remember? Then,
over our Baked Alaska, we would arrive at
the thing nearest the General’s heart: Fascism
the Fascinating. Surely it wasn’t only the
tact of the former diplomat that made the
General exclaim recently in Rome that what
the United States needed was a man like
Mussolini. Surely it is not merely his zeal
for avoiding wounding the feelings of a
friendly power that has the General giving the
Nazis his assurance that the United States
will be represented at Berlin and Garmisch-
Partenkirschen, even if it has to be his own
private team. Even though the General might
be signing the check for this lunch, I hardly
think I will be giving my usual $1,000 dona-
tion to the Olympic Fund.

Oh, Mr. Forsythe, it’s all too, too bad. I
wish I could get really angry at my mythical
host, the General. But I can’t You can’t
stir up real anger against the author of the
delightful, if unread, Stained Glass series. Any
man that sees Europe through stained glass.
. . . And what the hell? Can we have such
a thing as an American Olympic team after
they made Jim Thorpe give up his medals?

If you want me to, when the General takes
me to lunch I'll suggest that he not only run
the team, but run on it. How beautiful with
spiked shoes!

Yrs.
Joun O’Hara.

DO YOU REALLY MEAN IT?

“We realize that life is different in 1935
from 1776.”—Herbert Hoover.

“I believe it is possible for the League to
stop war.”—S8enator James P. Pope.

“Whether I have a large fortune or not
has made no difference to me.”—Charles M.
Schwab.

“I have in my heart a warm feeling for
every Jew and every Catholic in the United
States.”—Congressman Thomas D. Blanton.

“Americans are now convinced our entry
into the World War was a horrible mis-
take.”—Dr. Charles M. Sheldon.

“Politics plays no part in job-giving.”—
Congressman John G. O’Connor.

“Business certainly is qualified to conduct
its own affairs.”—Grover A. W halen.

“Stanford believes in intelligent freedom
of expression.”—Leland W. Cutler.
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Passi,on and Prices

in Nazi Land
J. DICKTY

There was a Jewish teacher and
One hundred girls were close at hand
All ready for to fall,—

A long past master in deceit,

And they were innocent and sweet,
And so he raped them all.

We'd like to make it clear in rhyme
Whether the rapist took his time.
Alas, we do not know.
One ravished maid can cause a riot!
How did he keep the first ten quiet
With ninety more to go?

But since he raped so quick and fast

He got around from first to last,

"We can at least inquire,—

The while he and the first were mating,
Were all the other lassies waiting

‘With terror—or desire?

For as a pebble hits the pool

And ripples all the waters cool
The love of Jews must be,—

'As more and more the water swirls,
Just so the ranks of ravished girls
Increase in Germany.

How great the powers of the Jew
If this fantastic tale is true;
Although it well may be,

As I have often heard it said,

The Aryan man is underfed

In Nazi Germany.

Aryans! Behold the rising price

Of fruit and meat and lemon ice.
A fellow’s got to eat. B
Aryans! Get rid of Hitler and
You'll get the price of food in hand,
And fatten and compete.

Oh, Aryan fellows, realize

What's going on before your eyes,
You poor unmated tramps.

Your powers are so underrated
That Germany keeps populated
Through concentration camps.

BERLIN BULLETIN

Dear Mr. Brundage:

I know you will be glad to hear that things
are going well with the winter games. We
have just had the tryouts for the German team
at Garmisch-Partenkirchen. Personally I do

“And what shall we name.the child ?”’

not care for skiing. One ski is bad; two skis
are vicious. Next to roller skates, skis.

If there are any Americans who still feel
that the Jews will not have every advantage,
they should have been here with me. To make
everything fair, we handicapped the Aryans.
The Aryans had two skis and suffered great
difficulty in getting tangled up. In the long
jumps, the Jews were given the privilege of
wearing only one ski. They started at the top
of the jump with the assistance of the officials,
took off in full flight and were met by an
ambulance at the foot of the slide. Even so, no
Jews qualified. I'm afraid the Jews are not
good athletes.

We have other good news for you about the
games in July. In case a Jewish runner wins
a race, he will proceed at top speed over the
finish line, head for a little gate at the end of
the stadium and thence directly to' Prague,
Czechoslovakia; where he will receive his re-
ward, if not sooner. Until July, then. Aduf-
wiedersehn. LEWALD.

William Steig

CLERICAL CRAPE

“No man has a right to expect life to be
just to him.”—The Rev. Harry Emerson
Fosdick.

“Why not give Mussolini credit for the
good he might do?”—DBishop J. T. McNally.

“Did any one thank God for the ideal
vacation weather the past week ?’—The Rev.
Christian F. Reisner. '

“There is little difference between birth
control organizations and the Dillinger mob.”
—Archbishop J. G. Gregory.

“If I had ever voted for a candidate from
the Socialist Party, I would go at once and
buy up all the Ivory soap in New York
City.”—Rev. Earle G. Griffith.

“Some of the biggest men in the country
are Presbyterians.”—The Rev. Henry B.
Master.

W. E. FARBSTEIN.
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Red Nettles

HARRY THORNTON MOORE

(Those familiar with The Red Network,
in which Mrs. Elizabeth Dilling, Patriot and
Puritan of Kenilworth, Illinois, publishes a
list of contemporary “menaces,” will perhaps
be glad to have this list extended back into

history. This present list does not pretend to -

be exhaustive.)

Aristophanes: Ancient Athenian writer of
immoral comedies recommending Pacifism.

Francois Marie Arouet, alias Voltaire:
Radical philosopher and free-thinker of eigh-
teenth century; wrote immoral novel Can-
dide, which ridicules optimism. Much of his
life spent in exile; probably helped prepare
the French mind for revolution. Prison
record. :

George Gordon, Lord Byron: Immoral
nineteenth-century poet, exploiter of free
love; wrote Childe Harold, Don Juan, and
other notorious poems celebrating licentious-
ness. Also wrote revolutionary poetry; died
while aiding Greek revolt.

Heinrich Heine: Infamous advocate of
free love; lured from his native Germany to
Paris by success of revolution of 1830; was
supported for a dozen or so years by secret
fund for “political refugees”; died an out-
cast in a Paris garret. His works were or-
dered banned in 1835 by the German Bund;
a hundred years later the present German
government also finds them unfit. Jew.

Victor Hugo: Nineteenth-century French
“liberal” and “humanitarian”; exiled by
Louis Napoleon, forced out of his native land
for eighteen years. Wrote books audaciously

-

NEW MASSES

Frank Henley

“He’s waiting for fascism. ... The professors say he has a perfect Nordic skull.”

"defending the poor; lent moral support to

Commune of 1871.

Thomas Jefferson: Revolutionary Ameri-
can agitator of eighteenth century; author of
notorious pamphlet, 4 Summary View of the
Rights of America, from which was later
drafted the insidious Declaration of Inde-
pendence, that “all men are created equal,”
and, a document declaring that “it is the
Right of the People to alter or abolish” any
existing “Form of Government” which be-
comes destructive of the “unalienable Rights”
of “Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happi-
ness.”

Jesus of Nazareth, alias the Christ: Va-
grant ex-carpenter; Jew; anarchist; vituper-
ated the rich; put to death by honest citi-
zens of Judea. Organized the unemployed,

STRIP GIRL.

Ellison Hoover

etc. Teacher of notorious propagandist Saul
(alias Paul) of Tarsus, who was beheaded
by Nero.

John Milton: Wrote licentious Garden of
Eden scenes in Paradise Lost, an epic se-
cretly glorifying the revolutionary activities
of Satan. Wrote pamphlets defending di-
vorce and freedom of the press; was Latin
Secretary and friend of Oliver Cromwell,
the revolutionist who overthrew the British
aristocracy in seventeenth century.

William Shakespeare: Profligate drunkard
of time of Queen Elizabeth; frequenter of
taverns and advocate of free love; wrote im-
moral plays which have to be bowdlerized
before they can be studied by high-school
students. Author of infamous play Richard
11, concerning the overthrow of a sovereign,
a play which the sympathizers with the Earl
of Essex caused to be performed at the time
of the Essex Rebellion as an inciter of the
populace, which performance resulted in a
court reprimand for the Globe players. Also
wrote Coriolanus, which nearly caused civil
war and revolution when presented in Paris

in 1933.

Henry David Thoreau: Dangerous Amer-
ican anarchist who opposed war with Mexico;
jailed for refusing to pay taxes. Wrote se-
ditious essay On the Duty of Civil Diso-
bedience which, among treasonous utterances,
states that “under a government which im-
prisons any unjustly, the true place for a
just man is also a prison.”

George Washington: Revolutionary gen-
eral in American war of independence;
traitor to land of allegiance, England; con-
sorted with such vicious agitators as John
Jay, Thomas Jefferson(g.v.), Patrick Henry,
et al. First “president”’ of presumptuous Re-
public founded upon ideals of freedom.
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“Here you are my man, and when the revolution comes you might—er—remember me.”

Garrett Price

War Fever

LAWRENCE LIPTON

According to the learned gents who write for the smart sheets and the “quality group”

magagzines, on “the psychological approach to the problem of war,” men fight

1. Because They’re Bored

Jarmin Slite itched to fight,

Because it drove him to distraction,

To be a clerk with office work,

When what he really craved was action;

Half alive, from nine to five,

He messed with filing guides, and then,
Put on his hat, went home and sat,

Grew sleepy and retired at ten;

Yet strange to state he had a trait
That only certain authors spied—
He bathed in mud and human blood,
And plotted wholesale homicide.

For Mr. Slite, one summer night,

Came home from work all meek and mild,
Hung up his hat, stroked the cat,

And kissed his loving wife and child,

Sat down to sup and then got up
From chicken with old fashioned gravy,
Went out to sea from sheer ennui
And sank the whole damn British navy.

2. Because They’re Really Murderers at Heart

Hermann Blume pushed a broom,
And gathered papers in a can,
And seemed to all appearances

A law-abiding workingman;

But out of sight in dead of night,
When he thought that no one saw,
Took Jewish tears and Frenchman’s ears,
And mixed them with his cabbage slaw;

And while he dined he eased his mind
By sticking pins and needles too

Into Rand McNally maps

Of Waikiki and Timbuctu;

Nor did his hate one bit abate,

But grew and grew and grew until
His will was powerless to control
His psychologic yen to kill;

So Mr. Blume snatched up his broom,
Clicked his heels and swiftly darted
Through the door and off to war—

And soon his guts and soul were parted.

29
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Wall Street’s Prayer to Father Coughlin

ALBERT RAFFI

Bless us, father, Lead us down to quiet waters Pray for us when we are dead,
forgive us our sins. - where we may quench our thirst. but profit us before.
We adore your sweet blather, The Reds are grabbing off our daughters— Give us their pay

we wish you were twins.

get in touch with Willie Hearst! the overfed
The Committee for the Nation Lo gtve us .thxs day
invites you to the beach. Suffer all the kiddies, their daily bread.
kiss them one by one— .

Lead us not into temptation, dress them up in purple middies, ) We bow before you, Sage of Sages;
but deliver us your speech. and give them each a gun. we bring you gifts of bonds and shares.

He{(p us, fzlf{a}ileemelrd, Make us worthy of thy love, Tell those men who want more wages

to keep off the cold, O Pri fP to trust in God and say their prayer

and to kill the blasphemer rince of Peace, thy tender cares. o y prayers.

who would plunder our gold. )

P & While you take care of things above, Make us, father, free from worry,
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done we’ll watch the price of silver shares. promise us the sun will shine.
) )

hallowed be thy name. ) ) .
When everything we want is won, Give us this day our daily bread, We're in a fix, you'd better hurry,
you can take the blame. and plenty more. and give us proof that you're divinel

\

N

b

“What do you mean—asking for a job and bringing your family with you—collective bargaining, eh?” Art Young
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Shots in the Arm
W. E. FARBSTEIN

“The poor are poorer and more unhappy
when there are no rich.”—A4gha Khan.

“I appeal to you listeners to keep away
from government jobs, pensions and relief.”

—Roger W. Babson.

“It is a great mistake to say we have a
property or privileged class.”—A4Ifred E.
Smith.

“The American people want teo much.”—
John N. Willys.

“You should be suspicious of any proposal
that asks you to forego the rightful exercise
of your muscles.”—Herbert Hoover.

EUGENE-ICS

“If I were Dictator, I'd tear down nine-
tenths of the buildings in Washington.”—
Gov. Eugene Talmadge.

“I’'m going to have advisers who never
went beyond the Eighth Grade.”—Gov. Eu-
gene Talmadge.

“Whatever else might be said of Huey
Long, he never practiced deception.”—Gow.
Eugene Talmadge.

EUREKA:

The perfect solution to the salute-the-flag
argument has been found:

PROPOSED TWENTY-SECOND
AMENDMENT

to the Constitution of the United States.

Section 1. No resident of the United
States shall be permitted to salute the flag
of the United States unless he shall have
first obtained a certificate of express permis-
sion from the Office of the President of the
United States. ‘

Section 2. Congress is hereby empowered
to establish fines and prison sentences for any
violation of the above section.

PATHETIC REMARKS

“I get pretty lonesome for boxing.”
—James A. Farley.

“I shrink from such words as ‘capi-
talism’.”—Mark Sullivan.

“Business men are not all morons.”
~—Arthur Brisbane.

“Soaking the rich is in no sense
statesmanlike.” — Senator Elbert D.
Thomas.

“Radicals and a certain type of
politician are laboring to create the
impression that electric rates are too
high.”—George B. Cortelyou.

31

Aime Gauvin

“Here we are, all set to take over the government and he can’t decide
whether he wants to look like Hitler, Mussolini or Napoleon!”

MAGNA CUM LAUDE
I

“The man who has the highest estimation
of Congress and the respect of its members
is JAMES A. FARLEY.’—Senator James
Hamilton Lewis.

II.

“America is fortunate in numbering among
its citizenship a man possessed of the cour-
age, wisdom and vision of WILLIAM
RANDOLPH HEARST.”—Gov. James
Curley.

FASCIST RECIPE
(Shake well before using)

A bulge of the nostril,
A jut of the jaw,
A glare of the eye,
An explosive tirade,
A fist in the air
And a fearful grimace—
And another Dictator
Is made.

EXPRESSION OF CONFIDENCE
In The Hon. Hamilton Fish, Jr.

Hamilton Fish I much enjoy—
That lover of the Constitution,
Old Glory and the Soldier Boy,

Without a sign of diminution.

‘Therefore, to hear the rumor hurts
That he is by ambition bit-o

To lead a flock of colored shirts
Like Oswald, Adolf and Benito.

For Ham’s as shrewd as he’s sublime,
And cool as he’s idealistic—

And he would never waste his time
Pursuing a mirage Fascistic.

Hitler has come out strongly
against the scientific practice of
vivisection of animals. And Ger-
many is now the one land on the
globe in which dogs are treated
like human beings, and human

‘ beings like dogs.
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“Thunder Over Alma Mater”

The Rover Boys and the Young Radicals

b6 § T'S up to us to crush this Red men-
ace, fellows!”

The speaker was none other than
our old friend Tom Rover, and as he looked
into the intent faces of his classmates, his
eyes flashed fire. For once the Rover Boys,
fun-loving Dick and serious-minded Tom,
were united in a common purpose. Not in
years had the hoary walls and storied elms
of old Effluvia College been threatened with
such a crisis. But let us hear it from Tom
Rover’s own lips as he awakened his fellow-
students to the danger facing them: '

“I found out just in the nick of time,”
vouchsafed Tom in manly tones, producng
several newspaper clippings. ‘“These sneak-
ing Reds have been plotting a revolution
right here in old Effluvia! Certain weak-
minded members of the faculty, goaded on
by insidious alien doctrines and abetted by
unscrupulous students, are preparing to seize
power, set up a soviet in the Administration
Building, and nationalize the girls of Sweet-
bread Hall!” The collegians exchanged
startled glances, but Tom’s charges were
irrefutable, for everything he said was sup-
ported by the clippings from the Hearst
papers he held in his hand.

“This is an unexpected turn of affairs,”
frowned Dick gravely. “Who is responsible
for this disloyalty to our ideals and institu-
tions?” Tom’s sense of sportsmanship would
have prevented him from replying, but at
this juncture the culprit revealed himself
unwittingly. Muttering a coarse oath, skulk-
ing Dan Baxter, followed by several of his
toadies, slunk from the hall. Seizing the
opportunity, Tom followed up his advan-
tage.

“As you know, men,” he continued, “one
worm in an apple is often enough to spoil a
whole barrel.” His epigram was not lost on
his hearers, as several appreciative chuckles
testified. ‘““This hulking bully whom you
all know as Dan Baxter is really Dan Bax-
trovitch, a notorious single-taxer, anarchist,
and firebrand who has been sent here by
Moscow to foment discord in the ranks of
American youth.” At his mention of Mos-
cow, his audience recognized the name of a
poorly-ventilated city in Russia which the
unsuccessful revolutionaries were using as a
base. Fortunately its downfall was immi-
nent, as the gentle but firm armies of several
nations were on their way to deliver its
cowed inhabitants from a reign of terror.

“These ruffians will stick at nothing,” de-
clared Tom, compressing his lips. “Hourly
they are widening the rift between capital

S. J. PERELMAN

and labor and -swaying the freshmen. They
use specious arguments such as our twelve
million unemployed, when everybody knows
that there are more than enough jobs to go
around if the lazy scum would only work.
But their real designs are even more loathe-
some. They are scheming to divide up our
allowances evenly, convert our football team
into shock troops, and force us to subsist on
beet soup!” A great roar of protest welled
up from his listeners as they realized how
the subversive forces had been boring from
within.

“Is there still time to outwit these de-
structive elements?”’ demanded Tom’s cro-
nies in determined accents.

“If we hurry,” returned Tom, alive to
his responsibility. “Come closer, fellows.”

With a will his friends gathered in a res-
olute little knot around him and in hurried
whispers prepared a plan of battle to com-

bat the impending menace to dear old
Effluvia.

HE college librarian blinked in surprise

as the door of the reading-rom swung
open and a group of earnest students entered.
In a trice he was courteously trussed up like
a fowl by several juniors while the rest of
the unit searched the shelves for incendiary
literature and carried it outside to the wait-
ing bonfire. Soon the works of a number
of inflammatory and un-American writers
of the crazy so-called “modern” school such
as Sherwood Anderson, John Deos Passos,
and Carl Sandberg were swelling the blaze
amid the vociferous applause of the student
body. Alert and clear-eyed volunteers joined
enthusiastically in the hunt and gave vent
to righteous wrath as volumes of ‘“‘dry-as-
dust” economics and sociology by firebrands
like Veblen and Babbitt advocating the
overthrow of democracy crackled into ashes.
Meanwhile another band of stalwart ath-
letes led by Dick Rover had cornered sev-
eral of the younger professors in the Eng-
lish department, who had openly been in-
citing underclassmen to revolt by sponsoring
collective bargaining. The pitiable wretches
were given an opportunity to recant by their
gentlemanly captors but countered with stub-
born refusals. Only when a copy of The
Nation was found secreted under a pillow
did the vigilantes’ patience come to an end,
and after some innocent horseplay involving
castor-oil and a rubber hose, the cowardly
“Intelligentsia” admitted their mistake. Some
of the more exuberant youngsters were for
riding the offenders out of town on a rail,

but under the restraining hand of Dick
Rover, the chop-fallen radicals were allowed
to take the oath of allegiance and remove
their coats of tar and feathers.

Fifteen miles out of town Tom Rover,
bending low over the wheel of his speedy
rocket car, glanced hurriedly at his wrist-
watch and raced forward through the dark-
ness. Would he be in time? One of Dan
Baxtrovitch’s minions had confessed that
beautiful Eunice Haverstraw, head of the
Sweetbread soccer team, had been abducted
to a low roadhouse by his leader. Tom
uttered a silent prayer and pressed the throt-
tle to the floor.

Baxtrovitch, his coarse features suffused
with vodka, had pinned Eunice in his non-
Aryan embrace and was attempting to rain
kisses on her averted face. Plucky albeit
she was, Eunice’s cries echoed in vain in the
sound-proofed room. She was almost losing
consciousness when the door crashed inward
under Tom Rover’s powerful shoulders.
Crossing the floor at a bound, he drove sev-
eral telling blows into Baxtrovitch’s kidneys.
Flaccid from years of easy living, Baxtro-
vitch realized he was through preying on
young American womanhood and sank to the
floor, shamming a dead faint. But close on
Tom’s heels a party of his fellow-clansmen
entered briskly, wearing conical soldier hats
improvised from copies of the American
Weekly and Time. The radical leader,
who had hoped to escape by simulating un-
consciousness, was securely bound and re-
moved to face charges of syndicalism in Cal-
ifornia which had been pending for some
time,

“Oh, Tom!” breathed Eunice, as she
nestled in the protection of his brawny
young arms, “I—I was afraid you might be
too late!”

“Not Tom,” came an unexpected voice.
Turning, the pair descried the lineaments
of elderly Job Haverstraw, head of the
Haverstraw Woolen Mills, field officer of
the Key Men of America, and FEunice’s
father. “I knew he’d be on the spot. Thank
you, son,” he added, his eyes suspiciously
moist. Then a twinkle invaded them. “And
after you're married, I’ll need you as general
manager of my plant. Some of the work-
men have been grumbling about our four-
teen-hour day, and I know you can set them
an example of Americanism and fair play.”

And there, face to face with success and
their new destiny, let us leave them until
the next episode, “THE RoviEr Boys anp
THER YouNG FINks.”
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John Reed in Czarist Russia

GRANVILLE HICKS

The preceding chapters described Reed’s ex-
periences on the Western Front and his im-
pressions of New York in February and
March, 1915. Forbidden to return to France,
he decided to go to the Eastern Front, accom-
panied by Boardman Robinson, whom The
Metropolitan Magazine employed to illustrate
his articles. In the following chapter the ac-
count of Reed’s and Robinson’s difficulties in
Russia has been somewhat condensed and two
or three purely personal episodes have been
eliminated—G. H.

N MARCH 24, 1915, John Reed and
O Boardman Robinson sailed for
Naples. They expected to witness
Italy’s entrance into the war, but they grew
impatient at the delay and went to Salonika.
Here, where men talked twenty languages,
they spoke with British agents, Armenian mer-
chants and Greek boot-blacks from America.
Sitting at a table in the Place de la Liberté,
they watched Greek, French, English, Rus-
sian and Serbian officers, Greek priests, Mus-
selman hadjis, Jewish rabbis, porters, fisher-
men and beggars. In the Street of the Silver-
smiths, bearded old men squatted on high
benches and pounded lumps of raw silver. The
markets were what Reed had dreamed of
when he tramped New York’s East Side: in
the little booths, gold, blue and silver fish lay
on green leaves, among baskets of eggs and
piles of vegetables, and the voices of the bar-
gainers rose above the cackling of hens and
the squealing of pigs.
All day long refugees poured into the city.

Everywhere Reed and Robinson met the piti--

ful processions of men, women and children,
with bloody feet, limping beside broken-down
wagons. The fighting in Turkey and the ru-
mors of war in Bulgaria, Rumania and Greece
filled the city with all the different peoples of
the Near East. One night Reed and Robin-
son found their way into a little cafe, where

they were welcomed by seven refugees, Greeks,
French, Italians, all of them carpenters and all
engaged in celebrating the strange coincidence
that had brought seven carpenters together in
a Salonika inn. The two Americans celebrated
with them, singing “John Brown’s Body” to
match the songs of Turkey and Arabia, Italy
and Greece.

But the news from Constantinople promised
no excitement, and they turned towards Ser-
bia, “the country of the typhus—abdominal
typhus, recurrent fever and the mysterious and
violent spotted fever, which kills fifty percent
of its victims.” The epidemic was ending:
“Now there were only a hundred thousand
sick in all Serbia, and only a thousand deaths
a day.” But an American from the Standard
Oil office, who came to see them off, asked
solicitously, “Do you want the remains shipped
home, or shall we have you buried up there?”

They crawled slowly up between barren
hills along the yellow torrent of the Vardar,
while a lieutenant in the British Medical Mis-
sion described the plague as it had been at its
height. The gorge of the Vardar broadened
out into a wide valley rimmed with stony
hills, beyond which lay high mountains. In
the valley, crossed by irrigation ditches, every
foot was under cultivation, and on the bare
slopes of the hills bearded peasants watched
sheep and goats. They came to a typhus cem-
etery beside the railroad, with thousands and
thousands of crosses, and at last they arrived
at Nish, war-capital of Serbia.

Nish was a city of mud, appalling stench,
sickness and death. Everywhere there were
soldiers, in filthy tatters, their feet bound with
rags, some staggering on crutches, many still
blue and shaking from the typhus. Austrian
prisoners worked as servants or manual labor-
ers or loitered desolately about the streets. In
the typhus hospital, so crowded that cots
touched each other, men writhed under dirty
blankets or lay apathetically awaiting death.
Reed and Robinson passed through fetid ward
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after fetid ward, until their stomachs could
stand no more.

As they left Nish to go to the front, they
heard again and again the story of the Serbian
victory of December: how the Austrians had
twice invaded the country and twice been
hurled back, and how, as they came the third
time, with twice as many men as the Serbs,
they had steadily advanced beyond Belgrade
and then, suddenly, had been repulsed and
slaughtered, until the Serbian general could
proudly announce, “There remain no Austrian
soldiers on Serbian soil except prisoners.” Reed
admired the courage of the Serbian people and
their savage independepce, and he could almost
make himself believe they were as romantic
as the followers of Villa, but, after all that
he had seen, their nationalism, so arrogant in
its claims, so pervasive in its influence, seemed
to him both objectionable and absurd.

Belgrade, which the Serbs had tried to make
into a modern European city, showed the
effect of the bombardment. The university
was in ruins; a shell had exploded within
the walls of the military college; the interior
of the royal palace had been gutted; the two
top floors of a five-story office-building had
been blown off; everywhere there were pri-
vate houses without a single pane of glass.
The city was still within the range of the
Austrian guns and there had been a bom-
bardment within the past few days. From
the hills behind the town, French, English,
Russian and Serbian batteries fired sporadic-
ally over the heads of the inhabitants.

They went up the Save by boat, under
fire from an Austrian cannon, and then
pushed on towards the front by wagon. In
every village they heard stories of Austrian
atrocities and saw reports, affidavits, photo-
graphs. At Lechnitza a hundred women and
children were chained together and their
heads struck off. At Prnjavor Reed saw the
ruins of a house; into that house the inhabi-
tants of the village had been crowded, those
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for whom there was no room being tied on
the outside and the building had been burned.
Five undefended towns were razed to the
ground and forty-two villages were sacked
and most of their inhabitants massacred.

On the top of Goutchevo Mountain Reed
saw what he regarded as the most ghastly
spectacle of the war. There was an open
space, where, scarcely twenty yards apart,
were the Austrian and Serbian trenches.
Along the trenches were occasional deep pits,
the results of successful undermining and
dynamiting. Between the trenches were little
mounds, from which protruded pieces of uni-
form, skulls with draggled hair, white bones
with rotting hands at the end, bloody bones
sticking from boots. For six miles along the
top of Goutchevo the dead were piled. Reed
and Robinson walked on the dead and some-
times their feet sank through into pits of
rotting flesh and crunching bones, and some-
times little holes opened and showed swarms
of gray maggots.

At Obrenovatz they tried to forget the
valley of the dead in the jovial company of
the colonel and his staff. Over the cognac,
Reed expressed a desire to talk with a Ser-
bian Socialist and they took him to see the
captain of one of the batteries. This man,
who had been a lawyer in private life and
a leader of the Socialist Party, had difficulty
in recalling what, as a Socialist, he had be-
lieved. ‘““You have no idea,” he said, “how
strange it is to be talking like this again!”
Finally he said, “I have forgotten my argu-
ments and I have lost my faith. For four
years now I have been fighting in the Ser-
bian army. At first I hated it, wanted to
stop, was oppressed by the unreasonableness
of it all. Now it is my job, my life. I spend
all day thinking of those guns! I lie awake
at night worrying about the battery. These
things and my food, my bed, the weather—
that is life to me. When I go home on leave
to visit my wife and children, their existence
seems so tame, so removed from realities. I
get bored very soon and am relieved when
the time comes to return to my friends here,
my work—my guns. That is the horrible
thing.” Reed could agree; it was more hor-
rible than even Goutchevo Mountain.

N their return to Belgrade, Reed was

suddenly attacked by an acute pain in
his back, which was subsequently diagnosed
as an infection of the kidney. After a fort-
night the attacks became less frequent and
less severe, though they bothered him spo-
radically throughout the remainder of his
stay on the Eastern Front. Resting in Bel-
grade, Reed and Robinson had a chance to
become better acquainted with both the Serbs
and their allies. Serbian officers told them
frankly that the government had known of
the plan for the assassination of the Arch-
duke Ferdinand at Sarejevo and there were
many references to Russian complicity. A
British colonel explained that England had
maneuvered to make Germany invade Bel-
gium and would have sent its own army
through Belgium if the maneuver had failed.
In the face of the growing evidence of inter-
national greed and intrigue, Reed’s phrase,
“This traders’ war,” seemed the expression
of innocent blindness; and yet he knew that,
in America, the myth of Allied purity and
German depravity daily gained new adher-
ents.

By the end of May, it seemed clear that
Serbia was going to provide as little action
as they had seen in Italy or Salonika and
they began to think of Russia. The Russian
army had retreated more than two hundred
miles; they would go and report the retreat.
The Russian ambassador at Bucharest told
them they would have to go to Petrograd
for passes, but they had learned from return-
ing correspondents that no passes were being
issued. The American legation gave Reed a
list of American citizens in Bucovina and
Galicia and, since the list did not seem quite
long enough, Reed added, for his own amuse-
ment, the names of Sonya Levien of The
Metropolitan staff, Fanny Hurst and Walter
Lippmann. The claim that they were investi-
gating the situation of these Americans would,
they hoped, satisfy any suspicious officials.
They went to Dorohoi, the northern terminus
of the Rumanian railway and the chief of
police took them across the border to Novo
Sielitza. They had got into Russia by the
back door.

APTAIN MAD]JI, commandant of
Novo Sielitza, welcomed them with
Gargantuan hospitality and introduced them
to his extraordinary household. About ten
o'clock at night Captain Madji’s wife began
to get dinner. To sharpen the appetite, there
were plates of sardines, smoked and raw her-
rings, tunny, caviar, sausage, shirred eggs and
pickles, served with seven different kinds of
liquor. Afterwards came great platters of
corn-meal polenta and then chunks of pork
and potatoes. It was midnight when the
seven liquors were served again and they set-
tled down to drink tea. Half-a-dozen offi-
cers told stories of the retreat, and Madji
protested when, at one o’clock, Reed and
Robinson spoke of going to their quarters.
They stayed in a Jewish home. There
were Jews everywhere in Novo Sielitza,
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bowed, thin men in rusty derbies and greasy
long coats, with desperate eyes, cringing from
police, soldiers and priests. Reed remembered
the proclamation the Czar had issued soon
after the beginning of the war, informing the
Jews that all discrimination against them was
to cease, that the highest rank of the army,
the government and the nobility would be
open to them. He thought of this in Novo
Sielitza and asked a lieutenant in a Cossack
regiment if the decree had been enforced.
The lieutenant laughed and said, “Of course
not. All Jews are traitors.”

From Novo Sielitza they went to Zalez-
schick, where certain of the persons were sup-
posed to live whose names had been given
them by the Bucharest legation. Captain
Madji secured a horse, wagon and driver for
them and persuaded General Baikov to give
them a pass. All day long they drove beside
the river Pruta, behind the Russian batteries.
Zalezschick, they learned, had been captured
by the Russians, taken from them by the
Hungarians and then recaptured. Each time
the Jews had been persecuted and many of
them massacred. The Americans on Reed’s
list who actually had lived in Zalezschick
had apparently been among the victims of
either the bombardments or the pogroms.
Both the debris in the streets and the expres-
sion of terror and despair on the faces of
most of the people bore witness to the hor-
rors the city had seen.

The colonel in charge of Zalezschick re-
ceived Reed and Robinson pleasantly and
they spent the evening discussing politics, in
fragmentary German, with him and his staff.
He would not permit them to go to the
front, but he arranged for them to see the
general at Tarnapol. They slept that night
on the train and woke stiff and cramped from
the benches of the third-class car. An officer
who knew French began to talk with them
and told them that all Russia was supporting
the war. The peasants, for example, were in
favor of it because they realized they could
get rid of poverty and oppression if they beat
the Germans. “If the peasants are going to
beat anyone,” Robinson said to Reed, “why
don’t they begin at home?”

At Tarnapol they discovered that their
presence in Russia was so astounding that
the staff officer who interviewed them could



DECEMBER 17, 1935

scarcely convince himself that they were
really there. General Lichinsky was friendly
but insisted that they go to Lemberg to see
the governor-general of Galicia. They were
arrested four times in the course of the day
but each time the staff released them. Gen-
eral Lichinsky had them cared for while they
were in the city and sent them fare-free to
Lemberg.

At Lemberg Prince Troubetskoi promised
to do all he could for them and introduced

them to the governor-general’s first adjutant, -

who was very encouraging. They asked
Troubetskoi if they could visit Przsemysl.
“I'm so sorry,” he said regretfully, “but the
Austrians entered Przsemysl this morning.”
Finally they learned that the governor-gen-
eral would do nothing for them; they could
either go to Petrograd or try to get the per-
mission of General Ivanov at Cholm to visit
the front. They hated to leave the front
without a glimpse of the fighting and they
chose to go to Cholm.

It took them two days to get there, travel-
ing third-class or on hospital trains, sleeping
on wooden benches, eating badly or not at
all and waiting for hours in obscure railway
stations. One of the stops was at Rovno and
it was there that Reed learned what the
Pale was like. They were arrested several
times, but always released. On the last
stretch they found a Russian officer who spoke
English and who told them tales of Russian
inefliciency. The regiment in which he served
had arrived in Poland after three nights with
almost no sleep and two days with almost no
food. The general had immediately ordered
them into action and they were in the trenches
for four days. They were so exhausted that
they could not resist the German attack and
twelve hundred of them went to the hospital.
“But the amusing thing about it,” he con-
cluded, “was that all the time we were being
butchered out there, there were six fresh
regiments being held in reserve two miles
away! What on earth do you suppose the
general was thinking of ?”

As they found their way to what was
called the English Hotel, though no one
spoke English there, they were so confident
of winning General Ivanov’s permission to
go to the front that they argued about the

kind of battle they wanted to see. Robinson
hankered for an infantry charge; Reed stuck
out for a ride with raiding Cossacks. But
the next morning a staff officer very politely
told them that he would have to telegraph
the Grand Duke. It was only a matter of a
few hours, he assured them and they went
back to their room. A little later an officer
arrived and asked them for their papers. It
was a mere formality, he insisted; the Grand
Duke had not been heard from, but without
doubt he would soon reply and they could
proceed to the front. They were not under
arrest, the officer told them, but he left three
guards -outside their door.

Protests were of no avail, but at last an
officer explained the situation. They had vio-

lated a strict regulation by coming to Cholm.

The officers who had sent them on, step by
step, would be punished, but that did not ex-
cuse them. The Grand Duke had ordered
them to be held under guard. They were in
an attic room, hot and uncomfortable. The
food was bad. They had no opportunity to
exercise and nothing to read. They could not
leave the room except to go to the toilet and
then a Cossack accompanied them. The Cos-
sacks were friendly and there were usually
half a dozen of them in the room, talking
with the aid of the French-Russian diction-
ary, marvelling at Robinson’s drawings, argu-
ing among themselves—with only mild aca-
demic interest—as to whether the captives
were German spies or not. There was only
one who was at all obnoxious and when Reed
threw him downstairs, the others were de-
lighted.

Fourteen days they spent in that hot attic
room, with nothing to do but engage in dif-
ficult conversation with the Cossack or watch
the life of the Jewish section from their win-
dow. Reed wrote poems, planned a novel,
played double-dummy bridge with Robinson
and fretted. They wrote telegrams to the
British and American ambassadors and to
Hovey, but the officials did not dispatch
them. Finally a telegram was delivered to
the American ambassador, who replied that
he had learned from the Department of For-
eign Affairs that they were to be sent to
Petrograd. They waited two more days and
then, when Reed was fully convinced that
he was going to go crazy, a colonel appeared
and freed them.

The colonel gave them the impression that
they could either return to Bucharest or go
on to Petrograd, where they might be able
to get passes for the front. Believing their
detention to have been due to a misunder-
standing and still eager to see the battle, they
proceeded to Petrograd. Although they had
been assured that they were free, they ob-
served that their compartment was guarded
and at each station an inspector made sure
that they had not disappeared.

As soon as they reached Petrograd, Reed
went to see the ambassador, George T.
Marye, who told him that he had been in
danger of being courtmartialed and shot. Reed
naturally assumed that Marye would attempt
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to explain matters to the Russian government
but the ambassador merely shook his head
and said he was helpless. For nearly two
weeks, Robinson and Reed were followed
everywhere by spies, and still there was no
word as to what the Russians intended to do.
Apparently the various officers who had let
them go as far as Cholm had seriously blun-
dered and now the government was trying to
cover up these blunders. Finally word came
that they were to leave for Vladivostok with-
in twenty-four hours. Robinson, who had
been born in Canada, appealed to the British
ambassador and Sir George Buchanan pro-
tested so strongly to Sazanov that the order
was cancelled and they were permitted to go
to Bucharest.

LL their notes had been taken from

them and, as soon as they had reached
Bucharest, they set to work to record their
impressions. Casting up the balance sheet of
his Russian experiences, Reed found much to
like. He liked the broad-gauge railways,
with the wide, tall cars and long, comfort-
able berths. They belonged to the amazing
countryside through which the trains passed:
leagues and leagues of ancient forest ; thatched
towns hours apart; fields, golden-heavy with
wheat, stretching as far as the eye could see.
The spirit of the people matched the country.
“Russian ideals are the most exhilarating,”
Reed wrote, “Russian thought the freest, Rus-
sian art the most exuberant; Russian food
and drink are to me the best, and Russians
themselves are, perhaps, the most interesting
human beings that exist.” The Russian sense
of space and time pleased him: “In America
we are the possessors of a great empire—but
we live as if this were a crowded island like
England, where our civilization came from.
Our streets are narrow and our cities con-
gested. . Russia is also a great empire;
but there the people live as if they knew it
were one.” And he liked the freedom of the
Russians from the conventions and traditions
of the western world: “Everyone acts just
as he feels like acting and says just what he
wants to. There are no particular times for
getting up or going to bed or eating dinner
and there is no conventional way of murder-
ing a man, or of making love.”



He disliked the constant sense of being
spied upon, though the antics of the secret
police often amused him. He was staggered
by the revelations of graft, so freely talked
about by the people he met: seventeen mil-
lion bushels of wheat that had disappeared; a
battleship paid for but never built; a fort
that existed only on paper. Foreigners de-
scribed the elaborate processes of bribery that
were a part of every business transaction.
Exposures led to the execution of some offi-
cials and the exiling of others, but the graft
went on. And he was horrified by the treat-
ment of the Jews, the shameless violation of
the Czar’s pledges, the frank clamor for fur-
ther persecution and more terrible oppression.

He observed that the middle class was
eagerly supporting the war. Through their
hold upon the court and the aristocracy, the
Germans had made Russia almost a commer-
cial colony and Russian business men were
eager to throw off the double burden of Ger-
man exploitation and imperial corruption.
For the moment the workers and even, in a
vague way, the peasants were supporting
them. But there had been many strikes in
the early months of the war and, though
they had been cruelly suppressed, there was
still talk of further uprisings. The revolu-
tionaries were active, in the face of terror,
and even a casual visitor caught a glimpse of
what they were doing to prepare the people
for the overthrow of the Czar. It was a
mysterious country and Reed felt unwilling
to prophesy, but he crossed the border with
a strong conviction that violent change could
not long be postponed in Russia.

He wrote down his impressions in his room
in the Athenee Palace Hotel, while Robinson
worked in the adjoining room at his sketches.
At intervals they would examine each other’s
work. Often Robinson would say, “But it
didn’t happen this way; it happened that
way.” Reed would explode. Crying, “What
the hell difference does it make?” he would
seize one of Robinson’s sketches. “She didn’t
have a bundle as big as that,” he would say;
or, “He didn’t have a full beard.” Robinson
would explain that he wasn’t interested in
photographic accuracy; he was trying to give
the right impression. “Exactly,” Reed would

‘of dogs, the droning of schoolboys.

shout in triumph, “that is just what I am
trying to do.”

He did not hesitate to alter or even to
invent. He might tell as if it had happened
to him something that he had learned at
second-hand. His deviations from factual ac-
curacy were not, as they might have been
with another man, the result of failures of
his powers of observations, for his eyes and
his memory were almost perfect. His altera-
tions and inventions were the deliberate re-
sult of a determination to give the reader
precisely the impression he had received. If,
in describing his visit to the hospital at Lille,
he had said that a soldier threw his iron
cross on the floor, whereas actually the man
had laid it on his bed, it was because he de-
tected in the soldier’s manner a suggestion of

‘contempt that could only be conveyed to the

reader in the terms of a more violent gesture.
So, as he worked on his stories of Russia, he
strove for the fidelity of the artist rather
than the accuracy of the statistician and Rob-
inson could testify that the. essential veracity
of his stories was extraordinary.

When Reed had finished his articles, he
started out for Constantinople—alone because
Robinson, as a British subject, could not en-
ter Turkey. From Sofia he sent back a post-
card, predicting that Bulgaria would enter
the war on the side of the Central Powers.
There were men of all nations on the Con-
stantinople train as it left Sofia and he no-
ticed how naturally the French and English
mingled with the Germans and Austrians,
how easily the old habit of international
intimacy reasserted itself. But in the morn-
ing the English, French and Russians had
disappeared, for the train had entered the
Turkish Empire and was driving south across
flat, bare, sun-baked plains. Late in the
afternoon, troop trains appeared, filled with
Arabs, and at midnight Reed was in Con-
stantinople.

He awoke the next morning to hear an
immense lazy roar, the sound of shuffling
slippers, the bellow of peddlers, the barking
From

the balcony he could see the tangle of wooden
houses, the Golden Horn with a few yachts
and cruisers and swarms of little boats and
and

Stamboul’s seven hills innumerable
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mosques. Before he set out with his guide,
the porter informed him that the police had
been making inquiries, but Reed was used to
the police. Daoud Bey, a wealthy young
Turk to whom he had a letter of introduc-
tion, led him through the European section
and the crowded square to the bridge across
the Bosphorus. The drawbridge was up and
Daoud Bey hired a boat to take them to
Stamboul. On the other side, they pressed
through the crowd of peddlers, pilgrims, mer-
chants, porters and soldiers. Daoud Bey
showed him the bazaars and in one of the
booths, with the air strong with scent of
drugs, perfumes, herbs and love philters, they
had coffee and cigarettes. They wandered
through intricate, winding streets, across the
quiet courtyards of the great mosques, in and
out of bazaars. They dined in a garden in
Pera, watching the German and Austrian
officers, civilian officials, merchants and
American sailors as they strolled by. At
night they returned to Stamboul and saw an
open-air vaudeville show. It was almost im-
possible to remember that, just out of hear-
ing, were the guns of Gallipoli, but that
night, on his way back to his hotel, Reed
caught a glimpse of ambulances bringing the
wounded from a Red Crescent ship to the
hospital.

He had hoped to be allowed to go to the
front, but after waiting day after day at
the war department, the department of for-
eign affairs, the press bureau and the police
department, after being told on one day to
get an identification card from the American
embassy and on the next to present a photo-
graph, after being sent from bureau to con-
sulate and from consulate to bureau and after
finally learning that the documents he had
so arduously collected had been mislaid, he
gave up the attempt and contented himself
with interviewing Achmet Effendi, a prince
of the imperial blood, seventh in line for the
Sultanate. In an abandoned English villa,
after much preliminary exchange of courte-
sies, Reed met a dumpy, bloated little man
in a gray cutaway suit, who asked him ques-
tions about New York and told him nothing.

Once more Reed had been disappointed.
After two weeks’ delay, Enver Pasha told
him that he could not go to the front and he
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was unofficially notified that he had better
leave Turkey. At the Bulgarian frontier he
was halted and told to return to Constan-
tinople because his passport was not properly
made out. Instead, Reed waited until the
train was leaving the station and then jumped
aboard. He spent the night in toilets, on
tops of cars, in the tender and on the rods.
Several times the train was halted and
searched, but he managed to slip off and
hide, thanks to the darkness, and to catch
the train as it resumed its journey. The train
crew, given a little money, helped him and
in the morning he slipped into a toilet with
his bag and changed his clothes. At Sofia he
emerged in a linen suit and panama hat and
passed without difficulty through the police
cordon. He immediately went to police head-
quarters and ‘told the whole story, to the
chief’s amusement.

In Sofia Reed and Robinson met again.
They had hoped to get out to the British
fleet and Reed had even had some idea of
disguising himself as a melon-seller, but once
more their plans were blocked. They were
not sorry, however, that they had come to
Sofia, for they soon realized that Reed’s post-
card prophecy was about to be fulfilled. Reed
liked the Bulgarians, friendly, honest people,
and he liked Sofia, so different in its simple
practicality from the pretentiousness of Bu-
charest. There seemed to be no rich people,
and the peasants, farming their land com-
munally, appeared prosperous and contented.
And because he liked Bulgaria and the Bul-
garians, he hated to see the country drawn,
against the expressed will of the people, into
the war. Seven out of the thirteen political
parties, representing a majority of the popu-
lation, registered their disapproval of an alli-
ance with Germany and demanded the calling
of parliament, but the king, his ministers and
the military authorities delayed until they
were ready to decree mobilization and sup-
press opposition. Both the Allies and the Cen-
tral Powers had offered territory and loans,
but the Germans had offered more.

Well-informed correspondents warned Reed
and Robinson that they had better leave So-
fia. They went to Nish in Serbia, where
everyone doubted their statement that Bul-
garia was on the verge of mobilization and
war, but two days later the decree was issued.
They had expected a warm welcome in Ser-
bia, but Reed’s account of their observations
of five months before had already appeared
and the sensitive Serbs detected a note of
mockery. Reed was informed that he would
probably be expelled when hostilities com-
menced and in any case he was weary of the
Balkans. He and Robinson went to Salonika,
where there were no more rumors than usual
and they decided to take a ship for Italy
and home.

In his ironic preface to the collection of his
Metropolitan articles, “The War in Eastern
Europe,” Reed recorded the disappointments
of the expedition. They had planned to spend
three months and they were gone nearly
seven. They missed Italy’s entrance into the

war and they saw no fighting in the Darda-
nelles. They arrived in Serbia just after one
Austrian drive and left just before another.
They had expected to see a great Russian
advance and instead they were in Russia at
the time of, but were not permitted to see,
a great Russian retreat. But, though Reed
liked the personal excitement of active war-
fare and knew that his reputation as a war
correspondent depended on his reporting of
battles, their experience had not been unen-
lightening. “It was our luck everywhere,” he
wrote, “to arrive during a comparative lull
in the hostilities, And for that very reason,
perhaps, we were better able to observe the
more normal life of the eastern nations, un-
der the steady strain of long drawn-out war-
fare. In the excitement of sudden invasion,
desperate resistance, capture and destruction
of cities, men seem to lose their distinctive
personal or racial flavor, and become alike in
the mad democracy of battle. As we saw
them, they had settled down to war as a
business, had begun to adjust themselves to
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this new way of life and to talk and think
of other things.”

“War is a business!” It was that,
above all else, that Reed could not tolerate.
It was bad enough for men to kill each
other, but that murder should become a habit
made one despair for civilization. John Reed
liked people. He enjoyed meeting the men
and women of all nations and all classes. He
thought well, by and large, of the human
race. And war, despite individual instances
of courage or generosity, systematically
crushed the finer human qualities. For the
sake of the profits of a few—and that view
of the war was not a dogma from a book
but a simple fact verified again and again—
millions of men were not merely sacrificing
their own lives and taking the lives of others
but surrendering everything that gave life
value. He came back from the Eastern Front,
as he had come back from the Western, say-
ing, “This is not our war.”

Another section of Granville Hicks' book
on John Reed will appear in an early issue.
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Correspondence

Political and Labor Bail Fund

To THE NEw MASSES:

With the lines of reaction tightening against cham-
pions of organized labor and oppressed minorities,
and against opponents of war and fascism, the spon-
sors of the political and Labor Bail Fund began a
campaign today to obtain loan deposits totaling
$100,000. This money is needed to make sure that
the Fund can take care of all calls for services in
the critical times which loom ahead.

“Since the Fund was established in March,” said
Miss Schulkind, the secretary, “it has advanced as
bail sums totaling $9,275 on behalf of 19 prisoners
apon application of nine political organizations and
labor unions. Not a single default has occurred.

“We provide bail for persons arrested because of
their participation in a political, economic er social
struggle, because of their efforts in behalf of down-
trodden minorities; because of their beliefs; or be-
cause of their efforts in behalf of the working class
and against war and fascism.

“In almost every case the prisoners were freed
without having to serve a jail sentence. If it had
not been for the Fund, most of them would have
been held in jail awaiting trial.”

Three types of contributions are asked by the spon-
sors: (1) Money lent to the Bail fund, repayable on
60 days’ notice. These sums are invested in Liberty
Bonds or U. S. Securities. (2) Loans or gifts to the
reserve fund, which is kept as a safeguard in the
event of forfeiture of bail in any single case; the
reserve fund must always amount to at least 5 per-
cent of the bail in use. (3) Gifts to the adminis-
trative fund, because no part of the other two funds
can be used for this purpose.

PoriticAL AND LaBor BaIL Funb.

104 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C.

Lawyers in U. S. S. R,

To THE NEw MASSES:

Having recently returned from the U.S.S.R. and
looking over the Summer’s issues of THE NEwW
Masses, I was surprised to find a column headed
“The Lawyers Are Doomed.” Earl Browder states:
“Certainly there will be no use for lawyers, as such,
under Socialism. . . . For the lawyers, we can only
promise the opportunity of re-education to become
useful citizens in some other capacity. . . . It is a
doomed profession.”

In Moscow this fall I learned that workers are
nominated and elected from the factories to serve as
assistants to judges in the courts. They spend three
to six months studying the Soviet laws, etc. Others
further qualify themselves by study at the university
under the law faculty. Those whe qualify, after
having served as lawyers and assistants, are nomi-
nated by the factories to function as judges. After
such service, workers who wish to return to their
former occupations are at liberty to do so. Others
who wish to continue in the courts, if they are
qualified, are permitted to continue as jurists.

From the Chief Judge of the Moscow City Court
of Appeals I learned that seventy percent of the
jurists today in the Soviet Union were jurists before
1917.

So that, while under Communism very likely there
will be no need for lawyers, in the Building of
Communism the lawyers have an important task in
consolidating the gains of the Dictatorship of the

Proletariat.
A. R R

The Case of Anna Lyons
To THE New MASSES:

The following brief facts will give the general
background which existed in the Emergency Relief
Bureau, and will throw a clearer light on the facts
of Miss Anna Lyons’ dismissal.

About one hundred and twenty-five thousand

heads of home-relief families were transferred to
W.P.A. projects during the past ten weeks. Because
of the reduction in the case load resulting from this
transfer, the E.R.B. administration reduced the size
of the staff by 1,300 workers. Thus jeopardizing the
adequate, efficient and humane administration of
relief.

Thirty thousand applications for relief were held
up for two weeks because of lack of personnel and
funds. This bears witness to the justice of the

A.W.P.R.A. position that a full and adequate staff
be retained and that the administration’s policy was
unwarranted and unjustified.

Following the campaign of the Association against
dismissals the administration instituted a series of
intimidatory acts, such as removal of bulletin boards,
limiting staff meetings, “gag memo” and now the
dismissal of Miss Lyons, a leader of the AW.P.R.A.

Executive Boarp A. W.P.R. A.

New York City.

Letters in Brief

To answer the conspiracy charge brought against
strikers at May’s Department Store and to gain sup-
port for the strikers, we are informed, the Depart-
ment Store Employes Union, Local 1250, will hold a
mass meeting at Odd Fellows Hall, 301 Schermer-
horn St.,, Brooklyn, on Monday, Dec. 16, at 8:30
P.M. Speakers will include Heywood Broun; Ted
Poston, city editor of The Amsterdam News, now on
strike; Rabbi Ben Goldstein; Clarina Michelson;
the Rev. David M. Cory and Sidney E. Cohn.

Paula Kapler writes, “As a musician I would like
to know where are the proletarian musicians and
composers?” She feels that the organization of mu-
sicians has been neglected and urges that a periodical
for revolutionary musicians and music lovers be pub-
lished.

R YO AT

Two full-time training schools, in Marxist-Leninist
theory, two evening training schools and regional
and sectional schools are being planned. The fund
raising is in charge of A. Markoff, treasurer, Train-
ing School Commission, 35 East 12th Street, New
York.

The IL.D. writes that Edward Drolette, young
American seaman who participated in the anti-Nazi
demonstration on the Bremen last August, will be
tried on violation of the Sullivan Law and assault
on December 23. They ask that all interested in the
fight against fascism and the defense of Drolette get
in touch with the defense committee, 22 East 17th
Street, New York.

The National Student League informs us that it
has been banished from the University of Chicago
campus. America’s so-called most “liberal” major
university withdrew recognition of the N.S.L. on
grounds of “lack of cooperation”; the N.S.L. at-
tributes the action to the administration’s resentment
against the N.S.L.’s recent fight for academic free-
dom.

Pioneer Youth, 219 West 29th Street, N. Y. C,,
appeals for toys, books, dolls, games and serviceable

clothing for the miners’ children in West Virginia.
NEW YEAR’S
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“We no longer give away presents indiscriminately,”
they write. “A few days before Christmas we run
a toy sale for townspeople. Nothing costs over 25
cents. Many things are cheaper. It's more self-re-
specting and the clubs make a little money.”

The Philadelphia Workers School writes that it
must move to larger and better quarters. They have
launched a drive to enroll contributing members.
Those interested should communicate with H. Dieter,
62 North 8th Street, Philadelphia.

The League of Women Shoppers, 258 Fifth Ave-
nue, New York, invites support in its attempt to use
its “purchasing power, collectively, to improve
working conditions.” The League investigates strike
situations thoroughly and then, if the situation justi-
fies it, they give their support in every possible way
—by protests, meetings, speakers, picket lines, etc.

The Amsterdam News strikers in Harlem inform
us that they will conduct a mass picket line this
coming week. They ask for sympathizers to join in
the demonstration.

Walter Ufer writes from Taos, N. M., “Every
cartoon, every drawing in your December 3 number
is well chosen. Gropper has more art sense, art
feeling in his left-hand vest pocket than most artists
get in a lifetime. . . . And Stephen Alexander is no
slouch as an art critic. I consider him the best in
the country.”
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REVIEW AND COMMENT

magazines were creedless. Their con-

tents were not held together by a basic
point of view. Like the earlier Little Re-
view, they were simply montgomery-ward
catalogs of contemporary writing. ‘“Rebels
and reactionaries rub shoulders amiably and
in perfect harmony in our magazine,” ran the
ad of one of these journals, which published
work by “youngsters or greybeards, regard-
less of school, influence or tradition.” The
Dial modeled its literary garments after the
latest European fashion plates, while Broom
announced itself as a “clearing house” for
literature. Even the “tendency” magazines
of the time—which generally championed the
work of a particular school or a new gener-
ation—were very confused about fundamen-
tals and shirked an open partisanship.

During 1933-34 a new flock of little maga-
zines appeared. They were different in at
least one important respect from most of
their predecessors. They did not make a
virtue of aimlessness. They followed in the
tradition of THE NEw Masses. They were
openly revolutionary, left, partisan in their
social outlook. These terms made up their
titless and subtitles, and appeared in their
manifestoes. Anvil, the first of these new
magazines (if we except transition journals
like Front and Left), announced that it was
“going to try to present vital, vigorous mate-
rial drawn from the farms, mines, mills, fac-
tories and offices of America.” = From the
same section of the country came the lively
Left Front, which called for poems and
stories dealing “with the lives of the work-
ers in the prairie farms, in the coal mines of
Illinois, the iron mines of Minnesota, in the
stockyards of Chicago.” Partisan appeared
from the Pacific Coast with an opening edi-
torial—“Turn to the Left.” From the east
came the fiction magazine, Blast, and the
poetry journal, Dynamo, which sought for
verse that would “utter the deep social and
class meaning of the turbulent days around
us.” Partisan Review, originally published
as the organ of the New York John Reed
Club, immediately took its stand against “the
narrow-minded sectarian theories and prac-
tices” on the proletarian literary front.

This group of little magazines was largely
the voice of a new literary generation. The
young men of letters who wrote for these
publications entered the literary scene just as
the prosperity of the twenties was passing
over the horizon. They were members of
what one of them called the “depression”
generation, as distinguished from the preced-
ing “lost” generation, whose autobiography
has been recorded in Exile’s Return. The

IN THE nineteen-twenties most little

A New Magazine

economic difference between these two groups
was characterized in You Can’t Sleep Here,
one of the first novels of the new generation:

This was not a lost generation. These young
people had never found themselves. . . . We were
the crisis generation who had never been ab-
sorbed into industry or the professions. ... We
had all the old problems. But we had also some-
thing new, the passing of economic security. We
college and high school and public school grad-
uates were certain of our economic future. The
pile of lumber and cement under the billboards
(to be used for building a shack in Hooverville)
was (our) immediate economic future. The pub-
lic comfort station down the block and left-over
buns in the automat and hourly supervision by
twirling bats were our certainties.

The literary aspects of this new generation
were described by one of its literary critics,
William Phillips, in an article published in
Partisan Review:

The latest literary generation may be called the
proletarian generation, because it is the only
unified group among the younger writers, and be-
cause most of its members are related in one way
or another to the labor movement. . . . Besides,
this generation is coming ¥p at a time when the
air is charged with discussions about proletarian
literature, when the question is the axis of most
significant writing today.

These new authors have appeared chiefly
from two literary centers. One group from
the Midwest has become associated with the
Anvil, and includes Jack Conroy, Joseph
Kalar, lumbermill poet, and H. H. Lewis,
rhymester of the wheatfields. The other
group has centered around Partisan Review,

and includes Kenneth Fearing, Ben Field,
Alfred Hayes, Edwin. Rolfe, Philip Rahv
and William Phillips.

However, this identification of the maga-
zines with two geographic groups is false
and misleading. For example, Nelson Al-
gren, Meridel Le Sueur and Jack Balch,
three of the best young story writers from
the Midwest, are among the consistent con-
tributors to Partisan Review, just as Saul
Levitt, Harry Kermit and others, whose
stories deal with New York life, are regu-
lar contributors to Anvil, while two of its
three editors, Walter Snow and Clinton
Simpson, are New Yorkers. The geo-
graphic antagonism in recent American let-
ters between New York and America has
seeped into proletarian literature, too. How-
ever, it is an artificial barrier, at least as
far as the proletarian literary front is con-
cerned. I do not think we have anything
like a proletarian regionalism in American
literature today. Although fiction writers
like Jack Balch and Saul Levitt deal re-
spectively with St. Louis and the Bronx, the
underlying social motivation of both of them
is the same, and it links them as members
of one literary school.

Indeed, even the antagonism between gen-
erations does not seem to mean very much
in proletarian literature. Instead of genera-
tions opposing each other — the familiar
fathers-and-children complex in literature—
the old groupings have split; more and more
of their members have learned that the es-
sential difference is not of schools or genera-
tions but of classes. Thus men of letters
like James T. Farrell, Erskine Caldwell,
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Langston Hughes, Joseph Freeman, Samuel
Putnam and many others have contributed
regularly to Anvil and Partisan Review.

But while the ordinary conflicts seem to
be absent, it must not be supposed that pro-
letarian authors make up one happy family.
As one of them writes, “there have been
many differences and conflicts among us,
based somewhat on individual gifts and temp-
erament, but mainly on fundamental theoret-
ical and even class differences.”

One of these conflicting currents in revo-
lutionary literature was attacked from the
very start in the pages of Partisan Review.
In an editorial article, Rahv and Phillips
characterized this tendency as “leftism’ :

Though it has seldom been explicitly stated in
literary theory, “leftism” is so widespread that at
this time its salient features are easily recognized.
Its zeal to steep literature overnight in the poli-
tical program of Communism results in the at-
tempt to force the reader’s responses through a
barrage of sloganized and inorganic writing,
“Leftism,” by tacking on political perspectives to
awkward literary forms, drains literature of its
more specific qualities. Unacquainted with the
real experiences of workers, “leftism,” in criticism
and creation alike, hides behind a smoke-screen
of verbal revolutionism. It distorts and vulgarizes
the complexity of human nature, the motives of
action and their expression in thought and feeling.

HESE literary differences within the

proletarian literary movement have mul-
tiplied during 1935. Particularly since the
Writers’ Congress, men and women of let-
ters representing every group in American
literature of the past several decades, have
joined with the proletarian writers against
fascism. The attack upon art in Nazi Ger-
many has drawn together authors of diverse
political and literary beliefs for the defense
of culture. If the recently-published volume
on the American Writers’ Congress indicates
~ the beginning of the change from a prole-
tarian to an anti-fascist cultural front in
* this country, then the new anthology of
Proletarian Literature in the United States
is a record of the “crisis” period in Amer-
ican revolutionary literature that has just
ended.
_That volume, however, is an incomplete
record. With the anthology belongs THE
NEw Masses, the thirteen issues of Anvil
and the nine numbers of Partisan Review,
especially with regard to the short story. If
we added some of the contributions in the
Short Story Number of THE NEw MASSES
to the best stories in the other two maga-
zines, the result would be an excellent com-
panion volume to the proletarian anthology;
and it would include the work of many
of the new writers, whose best stories could
not be squeezed into the first volume, al-
though they deserved to be.
* The change in the cultural front signalized
by the Writers’ Congress was reflected in the
pages of Anvil and Partisan Review, appar-
ently the only survivors of the little maga-
zine movement of several years ago. Parti-
san Review No. 7 was devoted entirely to
Congress discussion, and contained many dis-

senting viewpoints on revolutionary criticism,
fiction and poetry. Recent issues of both
magazines also stressed the widening of the
audience of revolutionary writing in this
country, and pointed to the necessity of is-
suing a larger, broader and more regular
publication. This finally resulted in the com-
bination of the two magazines and the plan
for the publication of a new literary monthly,
to appear early in 1936,

As a literary monthly, the new magazine
will publish short novels, stories and selec-
tions from unpublished books of fiction by
new and old American and European authors;
groups of poems and long poems by Amer-

ican, English, German, French and Russian
. y

writers; sketches by workers and literary re-
portage by European masters of this type of
writing; literary letters from foreign coun-
tries as well as criticism by the leading revo-
lutionary critics. The new magazine will
continue to seek out and publish unprinted
authors, including the first efforts of work-
ers from the farms and factories.

The new publication has the support of
older writers as well as of the younger gen-
eration.

NEW MASSES

Of such a project, Waldo Frank writes:

A literary magazine, such as you project—a
magazine, that is, primarily cultural, with revolu-
tionary premises, but free of the dogmas and
rigidities of political strategy —is profoundly
needed in this country. It can do a great work,
provided its editors reveal a creative and experi-
mental vision, and allow it to be obscured by no
exigencies of the moment: a great work in that
cultural preparation for social-economic change,
without which social-economic change miscarries.

Malcolm Cowley salutes the new venture
in the following manner:

I’'m glad to hear the Partisan Review

Will soon appear in an almost wholly new

Format, combined with the fiction-flaunting Anvil

And print young writers, so people will know
that Granville

H. and Isidor S. and Michael G.

Joe F. and Robert F. and Robert C.

And other of us graybeards aren’t the only

Prose proletarian pundits, and the lonely

Young poets won’t be lonely any longer

And stories can be shorter, sharper and stronger

And critics lay a heavier barrage

And all reporting can be reportage

And talent flourish, and in short I mean

Hurrah, Red Front, hats off to your new magazine.

ALAN CALMER.

The Dilemma of the Middle Class

THE CRISIS OF THE MIDDLE
CLASS, by Lewis Corey. Covici, Friede.

$2.50.

MERICAN middle - class people have
seen their familiar world wrecked by
the crisis. They have lost their jobs, their
savings, their homes. In confusion and dis-
tress they have turned to one false prophet
after the other, hoping that he would lead
them around the corner to prosperity. The
middle classes were set into motion by the
crisis. ‘They are approaching the crossroads
of their destiny. Their choice of direction,
either left or right, will play an important
part in determining the immediate future of
the American people.

If they are not to be duped by unscru-
pulous fascist demagogues fishing in the
troubled waters of middle-class discontent,
then the members of the petty bourgeoisie
must understand just what has happened to
them. For without a clear understanding of
their problems they will not know how to
overcome their present difficulties, and how to
choose the true road that leads to the security
that they seek so desperately.

In Lewis Corey’s latest book they will find
an accurate explanation of their hopeless
plight. It will enable them to get rid of
many false notions that now block their
union with the workers in a common front
for economic betterment and against fascist
reaction. They will discover what forces and
people are really responsible for their declin-
ing economic position. The book will show
the middle classes exactly where they stand
in present-day American society and what

prospects are in store for them. Thus the
book ought to help convince the vacillating
ones that to support fascism means putting
themselves completely at the mercy of the
very reactionary forces which are responsible
for their economic and social disintegration.

One of the high points of Mr. Corey’s
contribution is that it provides a factual veri-
fication of the Marxist analysis of the char-
acter and role of middle-class groups during
the epoch of capitalist decay. The funda-
mental social laws of Marxism are shown to
give the only sound explanation of the eco-
nomic and social changes taking place in this
country. He effectively disproves the non-
sense peddled by certain intellectuals with
personal axes to grind that the Marxist point
of view does not hold true for the American
scene. As in all countries, there are peculi-
arities in American society, but in treating
some of them he proves that they fit into the
general scheme of the Marxian analysis of
capitalism.

Mr. Corey shows that the middle class
does not and cannot exist as a homogeneous
social unit. It is composed of groups draw-
ing their incomes from small ownership—
the little enterprisers who constitute the tra-
ditional petty bourgeoisie. But it also in-
cludes groups who sell special skills to the
capitalists. They are the “new” middle-class
groups of salaried technicians, managers, per-
sonnel directors, etc.,, who are a social by-
product of monopoly capitalism. These new
groups have displaced the small enterprisers
as the most important section of the middle
class since the crushing of the independents
by the monopolies.



DECEMBER 17, 1935

This change in the composition of the mid-
dle class has important social and political
implications. At first the new salaried groups
identified their interests with monopoly cap-
italism. They did not join in the fight of
the independents against the trusts, since the
latter created their jobs and gave them the
possibility of advancing up the economic and
social ladder. But when the crisis hit them,
these salaried groups began to realize that
their interests did not dovetail with those of
the big capitalists. They found themselves
sacrificed to increase profits. They began to
understand that like workers they were com-
pletely dependent upon Big Ownership for a
chance to earn a livelihood, a chance that
was withdrawn when it interfered with
profit-making. The skilled salaried employes
were not subject to speedup, salary cuts,
technological unemployment and other bless-
ings of capitalism that formerly were more
exclusively reserved for the workers. The
new middle-class groups who used to snub
the working class now found themselves be-
ing rapidly proletarianized.

With a wealth of statistical material Mr.
Corey shows that these middle-class people
are “propertyless.” They are the natural
allies of the working class which also has no
property. This section of the middle class is
“property conscious,” and has as Mr. Corey
calls it, a bias for rights of ownership. But why
demand property rights when you have no
property of your own to defend? he asks
them. When Big Ownership appeals to these
people to rise in defense of property, it is
merely using their illusion of sharing in this
ownership to pull its own irons out of the

fire,

Unfortunately, through the use of unpre-
cise terminology, Mr. Corey does not make
this important point clear to the reader. When
he says that the great majority of the middle
class is propertyless he means that they do
not own the means of production. The fac-
tories, mines, mills, all the instruments of
production, are in the hands of a small num-
ber of capitalists. However, middle-class peo-
ple and the higher-paid workers own homes
(even though they are plastered with mort-
gages), they own autos and other personal
property. The amount of this personal prop-
erty grows smaller as the crisis drives the
middle classes into greater ruin. But it is
precisely at this sore point that fascist dema-
gogues appeal to the prejudices of the petty
bourgeoisie by playing on this confusion of
small personal property with ownership of
the means of production. It is a bromide by
now that what is needed is the socialization
of the instruments of production and not
common ownership of toothbrushes. Never-
theless, the fascist ideologue frightens the
small salaried employe by telling him that
radicals want to take his pipe, his garden,
his wife. The consequences that flow from
confusing personal property with capital own-
ership are of tremendous importance,

There is a wide gulf between the mass of
these propertyless members of the middle

class, on the one hand and the small manu-
facturer and higher-salaried personnel, on the
other. The majority of the small exploiters,
seeking to stave off inevitable doom, support
fascism and its policy of organizing capitalist
decay in the hope of survival. They have
utopian dreams of a return to small property,
forgetting as Mr. Corey aptly points out, that
under capitalism small capital breeds bigger
and bigger capital. The little exploiter tries
to gain concessions from his big rivals by
offering to join them in a drive against labor.
The higher paid personnel in big business
have even more intimate connections with Big
Ownership. Most of them are the capitalist
planners, the “efficiency experts,” the apolo-
gists of restricted production, the leaders of
the storm troops of reaction.

It is because the various groups composing
the middle class have antagonistic economic
aims that a unified middle stratum does not
and cannot exist. Their vacillating character
is due to this disunity of aim and class con-
nections. The upper layers of the petty
bourgeoisie contact the big capitalists and are
their main social and political props. The
lower layers are being proletarianized and
thrust down into the ranks of the working
class. They have little or no property to
defend and their interests dovetail with those
of the workers,

Mr. Corey thus concludes that the middle
class is “a mere aggregation of intermediate
groups, whose fundamental interests are not
identical.” Having no clearly-defined class
interests such as the workers possess, the petty
bourgeoisie are incapable of carrying out de-
cisive actions that would enable them to im-
pose their rule upon society. Their revolt
against capitalism must therefore take place
either within the orbit of reaction or of labor.
This role is their historic destiny and is the
key to what they can do in the fight against
capitalism. It is clear, then, why the ruling
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class deliberately overemphasizes the size and
importance of the lower middle classes. The
big bourgeoisie comprising less than one per-
cent of the gainfully employed are too small
a group to uphold their rule without the aid
of other strata of the population. Hence they
overstress the importance of the lower middle
class in order to win them as allies. Mr.
Corey shows that the working class today
constitutes 75 percent of the gainfully em-
ployed, an overwhelming majority. It is not
torn asunder by the irreconcilable conflicts
that plague the other classes in capitalist so-
ciety. It is the workers, the most homogene-
ous and important class, who must be the
spearhead in any successful combat against
capitalism.

The arguments of the Chases and the
Binghams, who claim that it is the middle
class that must lead the attack against the
big bourgeoisie, are completely refuted by Mr.
Corey. You cannot abolish the class struggle
or the working class by invoking the image
of a mythical public. Such appeals only play
into the hands of the Hearsts and the Liberty
Leaguers. It is to the advantage of these
organizers of American fascism to pose as
non-class or super-class representatives. Thus
they can pretend to be opposed to the “selfish
class interests” of radicals and progressives.
No anti-fascist movement can hope to defeat
fascist reaction unless it recognizes the lead-
ing role of labor.

To defeat the fascist danger there must be
unity between labor and the lower middle-
class groups. They have common interests
and common goals. Yet these middle classers
feel themselves superior to the manual worker,
and have in the past displayed open hostility
to labor. These snobbish feelings are utilized
by fascist demagogues who try to convince
the lower middle classes that their white col-
lars have been soiled, not by capitalism, but
by labor. If the middle-class person should
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sell himself to big business as an anti-labor
storm trooper, he will soon find that fascism
destroys not only the rights of labor, but pro-
ceeds to destroy the rights of the salaried
employe and small professional. As in Ger-
.many and Italy the destruction of the trade
unions would be accompanied by the destruc-
tion of all independent organizations includ-
ing those of the middle class.

-Fascism has nothing to offer to the poor
and middle farmer, the small salaried em-
ploye, the impoverished professional, the
petty shopkeeper, all the lower sections of
the American middle class. They are in acute
distress and fascism seeks to turn their dis-
content against their own fundamental inter-
ests by mobilizing them against labor. In
fighting against labor they would fight against
everything that they themselves have struggled
for all their lives: economic security, partici-
pation in cultural activity, peace and progress.
For the success of fascism means the de-
struction of all of these middle-class ideals.

It is at this point that Mr. Corey makes
one of his most important contributions. He
traces the history of the American middle
class—its struggle for a society of small prop-
erty owners and enterprisers, and its crushing
defeat by the trusts and the financial oli-
garchy. He reminds them of their revolu-
tionary past and traditions, how they trans-
formed economic and political grievances into
revolutionary struggles and drove on to in-
dependence, They utilized demonstrations
and boycotts, exactly the forms of mass action
so distasteful to the property patriots of to-
day. They boldly declared that “whenever
any form of government becomes destructive
of these ends (life, liberty and the pursuit
of happiness) it is the right of the people to
alter or abolish it.”

" The lower middle classes must unite with
the workers and conduct actions that are in
line with the best revolutionary traditions of
American history. The only chance of sur-
vival for the so-called small man is to break
the chains of the capitalist relations that frus-
trate and enslave him, and go forward to the
-¢stablishment of a new social order. These
~actions will take place under different condi-
tions than those that prevailed in 1776. The
middle-class people will be fighting for a dif-
“ferent goal. But they can only be true to
.their revolutionary traditions and their old
ideals of progress, democratic rights and lib-
certy, if they ally themselves with the workers
‘against their common enemy — capitalism.

Many middle-class people are still uncon-
.vinced of this. They point to the present
‘lack of unity within the ranks of labor as
proof that the middle class must look else-
.where for allies. The answer to this is a
"broad Farmer-Labor Party, a coalition party
of “workers, poor and middle farmers, and
- the masses of urban middle classers. Such a
. political party would be the practical ex-
_pression of an alliance which would enable
lower middle-class people to fight for their
~own interests and with the workers achieve
" the common goal of defeating the advance of

fascism in the United States. The workers
are forging the unity of labor and therefore
offer an alliance that will be of immediate
benefit.

About such important tactical problems
Mr. Corey is silent, usually mentioning them
only in a footnote. But the whole line of the
book leads to the fundamental question: what
are middle-class people to do? and he fails
to give a programmatic or a reassuring an-
swer., There are other shortcomings in the
book. For instance, Mr. Corey fails to de-
fine the middle class with any degree of ex-
actness. Thus in one place he incorrectly
lumps clerical workers with the middle-class
groups. At another place he contradicts him-
self and goes to great lengths to prove that
they are really members of the working class.
He continues as in his previous book to at-
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tribute the decline of capitalism to a mysteri-
ous exhaustion of so-called long-time factors
of expansion. And in his treatment of fas-
cism he makes some curious points that do
not make for clarity.

But these are errors that do not lessen the
value and wide appeal of the book for middle-
class audiences. Mr. Corey has made many
valuable contributions to the discussion of
middle-class problems. The conclusions can
be made broader and sharper by further dis-
cussion and above all they must be linked
with the practical program of a farmer-labor
party.

It should be emphasized that here is
a book that you should get at once and one
that you should persuade all of your middle
class acquaintances to read.

Davip RaMsEY.

The Eye and the Mind

COMRADE GULLIVER, by Hugo Gel-
lert. G. P. Putnam’s Sons, New York.

$2.50.

OR years the dominant impulse behind

the work of nine out of ten of our
artists has been a decorative impulse. This
is true both of the purveyors of simple
rhythms in line and color and of those who,
eschewing decoration as such, concern them-
selves with representing life or rendering
form. In either case the prime aim is to
call forth in the audience a sensation of
beauty. This may be superficial or it may
be profound, it may be obvious or obscure,
but the differences are of degree and not
of‘kind. Because of this domination, it is
the rare artist today who does not find him-
self in a dead-end street, struggling with the
surface of his time, bewildered by an onrush-
ing world. Hugo Gellert is one of the
rare ones. Long ago he found the one road
that today can save the artist from the dead-
end street: the will to understand the cen-
tral fact of the life about us, the impulse to
express that understanding, the conviction
that in that expression lies one of the means
of changing the world.

Anyone who builds on this foundation soon
finds that the old vessels do not always hold
the new fire well. He is faced before long
with the necessity of developing new forms
to work in, forms better suited to the ex-
pression of the life of our times and capable
of reaching larger numbers of people. The
picture book is such a form.

As a modern medium it is still young.
On the technical side much more progress
has been made in its use for children, but
there are enough examples of its powers of
communication for an adult audience to en-
able us to see that as it emerges it has defi-
nite characteristics. It is not to be confused
with the illustrated book or the book of
drawings or photographs done spasmodically
on random themes, then edited, reproduced

and printed together. It requires judgment
by its own standards and not by standards
that may apply to prose or picture sepa-
rately.

Comrade Gulliver is the most important
picture book that our country has produced.
This is a measured estimate and stands de-
spite some defects which cause the book to
fall short of what it might have been.

Its importance rests on three things, First,
it encompasses what is by any man’s stand-
ards a major theme. At a time when the
whole of the capitalist world festers and
erupts in a multitude of places and manners,
the easier thing to do is to take a corner and
stick to it. But Hugo Gellert has made a
flank attack. He says in effect “Insanity can
only be recognized through the eyes of the
sane.” And so he finds that the great Gul-
liver had a great grandson born and bred in
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the Soviet Union, who makes a voyage of
discovery and inspection to the United States
and is astonished and confounded at the
things that are taken for granted here in the
relations of men to men. The record of
this visit thus becomes a record of our time
and its travail: the incredible juxtapositions
of poverty and plenty, the full measures of
greed and cruelty and on the other side, the
growing power of those with the will to
life. There is the outline and it is filled in
with a range of material that will amaze
you in so short a book.

Second, the theme is realized by the use
of the very essence of the picture-book form.
The attack comes with alternate blows of
the word, the picture, the word, the picture.
(People who look at the pictures first and
then go back and read the text are going to
miss something and not know why.) The
fibre of the book is in these interweavings,
in the penetration of one by the other, in
the completion of one by the other. The
word does something to the picture, makes it
more than what it is by itself; the picture
increases the significance and effect of the
text. You can’t take one away and have
left more than a very small fraction of the
whole. Gellert has sensed this relation even
more here than in his Capital. He has given
over to the text those things for which it is
best fitted: the recording of the flow of
time and space, the accumulation of factual
detail, the reporting of actions and conversa-
tions. The drawings contribute the intensi-
fication of the action into the unforgettable
image or symbol and by selection and exag-
geration give significance to the detail. To
me the one point of question as regards basic
structure lies in the difference in points of
view behind the text and drawings. The
words are Comrade Gulliver talking and the
drawings are Gellert seeing; or to put it
another way, the text is first-person singular
and the drawings are third-person straight.
The strength of the interplay between the
two would have been greater had the text
been third person as well. Occasionally, too,
the visual side seems a bit fragmentary, the
unit to have not quite enough meat in it.
But if this is a fault, it is because Gellert
intended that they should be in certain in-
stances fragments, not that he tried to make
them more and failed.

Finally, the book is from every angle a
completely honest statement. It is this that
places it so far above the first few com-
parable books that come to your mind. There
is no fuss and no floss, no recourse to trick
phrases or trick techniques. It has the
ripened power of the artist and the deep
conviction of the man. It points the way
for other artists—and for other men.

LynDp Warb.
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The Theater

No Tears For the Virgins

IT WAS all very tragic, with those little
human touches of comedy and farce that
lighten up even the pathetic lives of the
“poor.” But in the end, everything went
wrong and the audience filed out of the
theater, having been instructed in the psy-
chology of the working class. Nellise Child’s
play, Weep for the Virgins, didn’t suffer from
the production: the Group Theater did a
good job, the sets were admirable, the act-
ing always adequate and in the case of
Evelyn Varden cast as the fantastic mother
of three lost virgins, truly excellent. But
something was wrong. Miss Child, the play-
wright, sat down to picture working-class
life. The locale is a bedraggled house in
San Diego, just behind a fish cannery. At
frequent intervals throughout the play the
cannery whistle blows and the characters
remark about it and I suppose the intention
is to build up an atmosphere of dread and
a sense of impending doom like the drums
in Emperor Jones. That's as close to the
factory as the audience ever gets. True, the
characters have a hard time earning enough
money to realize their ambitions and life is
hard-and here the psychology comes in.

For psychology is the basis of the play.
Miss Child had a pretty valid idea. Screen
magazines, the radio, the movies have given
many Americans a false hope of romantic
success. The mother of the three Jobes vir-
gins has built her life on this illusion: her
daughters must “amount to something,” must
have careers and fine marriages. And the
girls blindly accept their mother’s ambitions.
Each yearns for money, for fame, for escape.
A good idea—but Weep for the Virgins does
no more than state it.

The action is in good old feature-picture
style. The oldest girl, in order to earn more
money than she can make at the cannery,
takes a job in a dive. The first evening she
meets a sailor, looks at him, drinks a cock-
tail or two, passes out, wakes up in a hotel
with the sailor and finds she has fallen in
love. He goes to Hawaii—she renounces
him because she feels she must stick to the
family. The baby arrives and there’s scandal
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at home. The second daughter tries stealing
as a solution, nearly murders a man and
runs away with the police after her. The
third, at sixteen, diets so that she can become
a dancer. A neighborly carpenter, age fifty
or so, tempts her with food and persuades
her to marry him. She discovers her mis-
take too late.

It all goes to prove that false ideals ruin
the American proletariat. Miss Child has
been quoted in the press: “I’'m just a trade
unionist, that’s all.” But though the char-
acters live behind a fish cannery, it never
occurs to them or to anyone in the com-
munity to consider that trade unions might
improve their economic position. Of course,
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the good, honest fisher boy in love with the
second daughter orates on a realistic fight
against conditions. That’s the trade-union
contribution. The rest is romantic psycholog-
ical nonsense. And it is particularly non-
sensical when placed in San Diego—as Weep
for the Virgins is placed—where the reper-
cussions of the maritime strike have influ-
enced workers on the waterfront up and

A Spoonful

J T HE sudden and tragic conclusion to the
career of Charles Stewart Parnell consti-
tutes one of the most bitter episodes in the
‘history of the Irish people. Descended from a
land-owning family of Irish patriots and
largely motivated by his hatred and distrust
of the English oppressors, Parnell, as a young
man, entered the House of Commons from an
Irish constituency, an economic and political
illiterate. Quickly he learned that the English
treated Irish M.P.s with contemptuous disre-
gard. He sat quiet, learning the rules of the
game he would have to play and his first
move, which led to his rise, came when he
rose one day to answer the English, who had
characterized Irish martyrs as murderers, by
throwing the gauntlet into their face. He rose
to the position of Irish Leader and welded
under his strong and dictatorial hand a uni-
fied Irish Party which went into the House
of Commons to vote and act almost as a
man. He pursued a policy of parliamentary
maneuvering and obstructionism, backed with
threats of extra-parliamentary action and he
carried the Irish question into English politics
by lining up the Irish vote in England. Thanks
to his balance of power position, he held the
fate of Prime Ministers in the hollow of his
hand and did succeed to the extent of forcing
Gladstone to have a Home Rule Bill read in
the House. His political undoing came as a
result of his intense and passionate love for
Katie O’Shea, the wife of a profligate Irish
renegade, Captain Willie: O’Shea. When
O’Shea treacherously sued for divorce, Par-
nell’s private life was flung like mud across
the tattle sheets and Gladstone was able to
become a moralist and to refuse to deal with
the Irish Party until they dismissed their
leader. Parnell was willing to step down from
his position of leadership if Gladstone would
make terms and he pleaded and insisted with
his lieutenants, eloquently asking them not to
sell him cheaply. - However, the Irish Party
was split. Renegades like Tim Healy and
genuine revolutionists like Michael Davitt,
who wanted more democracy within the Irish
Party than did Parnell, split with him and
Ireland was torn by one of the most bitter
and internecine political fights in its history.
‘The split played into the hands of the Liberal
Party, which had previously jailed Irish pa-
triots and revolutionists and the Liberals were
able to play the role of English capitalism
with a more successful hand. Divide and con-
quer served as a policy for a longer period.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

down the Pacific Coast. I'm not trying to
make a case for plays dealing solely with
strikes.
is about as untrue a picture of American
working-class life as can be found. How
the Group Theater ever fell for the play is a
question the Group Theater alone can an-
swer.
BrUCE MINTON.

of History

Parnell died tragically, fighting to the last.
His faith in his power and prestige with the
Irish people was shattered when elections went
to his opponents. The clergy rose against him
and played their contemptible role in Irish
life and they were a powerful factor in his
undoing. At one time, previous to this fiasco,
Michael Davitt outlined a probable lineup for
an Irish Parliament, were it granted under a
Home Rule Bill. And in his prognostication,
he suggested that there would be a National
Conservative Party under -the leadership of
Parnell. Parnell was a bourgeois nationalist
revolutionary, himself a landowner, a man
with a quiet and resolute will and power, a
keen intelligence, completely courageous. His
role was a progressive one, largely because of
the circumstances of the political struggles in
which he was engaged. And his demise left
a lasting bitterness in Ireland.

Here is material for a real drama, a mov-
ing and powerful tragedy. And how does
this material fare under the hands of the late
Elsie Schauffler in the play now running and
merrily attracting the mink, fur and swallow-
tail trade? The basic weakness of the play
comes from the fact that the author, the di-
rector and the producers are all, apparently,
political illiterates. As a result the love ele-
ment, the background of the English drawing

But certainly Weep for the Virgins
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room, Victorian costumes, expensive sets are
all used in place of the political elements of
the drama. The author sticks closely to the
historical outlines of the story until the last
scene, when Parnell, in order to permit an
itchingly sad ending, dies prematurely in the
arms of Katie O’Shea. There are two scenes
in the play that are respectable, the last two,
and one of these presents a meeting in a com-
mittee room when Parnell’s lieutenants rise
against him and disregard his pleas, “Don’t
sell me cheap.” But two scenes do not make
a play. As a result, we get a love story bor-
rowing the prestige of history. In addition,
we have it produced by two young men from
Harvard who went all the way to England
to obtain a leading man whose voice, whose
total characterization makes a strong man into
a weakling, and an English actress to play
Katie O’Shea with nice clothes and a lovely
voice. The result is that we have a play
which will enable the mink, fur and swallow-
tail trade to think they are witnessing tragedy
and seeing history in an English drawing
room. All that can be said of Parnell is that
it is an inexcusable bore.
JamEes T. FARRELL.
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Why I Am Not a Fascist

HE most persistent delusion among

our bourgeois friends is that when you

are once a member of the proletarian
clan, anything goes. Woriting with tears in
my eyes, I can tell you this is not so. A
casual survey will reveal that the so-called
editor of the satiric anti-fascist number of
THE NEw Masses is back as usual among
the want ads. It happened in the friendliest
way. The other members of the editorial
board looked with some apprehension at the
humorous contribution I had submitted and
suggested that I might be happier doing my
customary movie stuff. There was a mum-
bled attempt by one of the kinder members
to break the blow by saying that it would
be an injustice to my regular audience to
deprive them of cinema news for a week,
but this was not joined in by the others.
They were too busy throwing contributions
into the waste basket to bother about my
heart.

However, it was this circumstance which
allowed me to get a clear focus on what
fascism would mean to America. I have fol-
lowed attentively the course of the disease
elsewhere and have read such books as Karl
Billinger’s Fatherland and Sinclair Lewis’ It
Car’t Happen Here, but it was only when I
saw the Marx Brothers at the Capitol Thea-
ter last Friday that the full horror of fas-
cism overcame me.

» I have been doing some quiet investigating
and I find that the Marx boys are Jewish.
Under any decent form of fascism or Naziism,
the Marx Brothers would not be at the Cap-
itol Theater. An adjustment would be
made whereby the Marx Brothers in 4 Night
at the Opera would be replaced by Mr.
Putzy Hanfstaengl at the piano. The Amer-
ican people may desire this, Not having
heard Putzy at the piano, I am no judge,
but I should think that nothing the human
race had done should entitle it to be treated
in this fashion. If it is a question of decid-
ing between fascism and the Marx Brothers,
I shall have to take my stand with the three
boys. It would probably be better if the
gentlemen were of another race, but there is
scarcely anything that can be done about it
at this late day. Harpo, it is true, belongs
to no race ever catalogued by science, but it

+ DANCE +

Students’ League for Industrial
Democracy and National Students’
League Joint Dance

Where ...
HOTEL DELANO, 108 W. 43rd St., N.Y.
24th of December 8:30 p. m

DANCE TO SEND DELEGATES TO THE
AMERICAN STUDENTS' UNION CONGRESS

ROBERT FORSYTHE

is equally evident that he is no Aryan. An
indication of what it means to be a Nazi
can be had by imagining a staunch German
audience sitting down to disapprove of the
Marx Brothers in 4 Night at the Opera.
The storm troopers stand in the aisles with
their backs to the screen and with their eyes
on the audience for the first sign of a break.
Harpo gets tangled up in the back-stage cur-
tain ropes at the Metropolitan Opera House
during the course of Il Trovatere; Groucho
hangs out of a front box insulting the top-
hatted gentlemen in the orchestra seats be-
low; Chico plays lustily in the orchestra.
Harpo swings from rope to rope. As he
comes down, the scenery goes up; as he goes
up, the scenery comes down. Through all
this the faithful Nazis are expected to sit
and frown and hiss: Verflichte Juden! Ac-
cursed Jews, my eye; heaven-blessed Jews;
divinely-inspired Jews; great artists; public
benefactors!

No, if this is what fascism means, fascism
will have to get along without me. The
case with Eddie Cantor is not quite so clear
because Mr. Cantor has made the mistake of
trifling with the radio. No comedian in his
right mind should be found on the radio.
Mr. Cantor on the screen or on the stage
is superb and I will take no back talk on
the matter. He needs space in which he can
gallop. When on a dead lope, with his eyes
rolling and his general attitude that of a
fawn who is being pressed, he is also a
genius and a Jew. The only comedian who
belongs on the radio is Lou Holtz and then
only for a few selected sequences. Mr. Holtz
discoursing about his frauds is something to
delight humanity. Mr. Jessel telephoning his
mother is another tribute to sanity and the
virtues of evolution.

Of course if the nation can get along
without the Marx Brothers, I say let us
have fascism tomorrow. I’'ll move out my-
self, but perhaps I can be missed. I hope
only to save enough money from the debacle
to buy the successive Marx pictures and re-
tire to Tahiti. If there is some objection
to this and it is a question of attending the

We light our second candle! !

Gala Party and Dance

| Celebrating the opening of Second Term
| of the John Reed Writer’s School
Dancing till morn!
Literary entertainment!’
430 SIXTH AVENUE
(Anvil & Partisan Review)
Subscription - - - 25¢
SATURDAY, DEC. 14th—8:30 P. M.

—
——

educational courses in a fascist concentration
camp, I want to be with the Marx boys.
While resting between flagellations, we can
get on with culture. If George Kaufman
and Morrie Ryskind should be consigned to
the same camp, it will be enough to make
me vote for an American Hitler. If you
have failed to get the idea by this time,. 1
may say that I am excited about 4 Night at
the Opera and I am now and forever a Jew-
lover. They may be terrible people, but I
can’t get along without them. Ordinarily.
this is more than a Scotsman would admit,
but even a Scot under pressure can see the
light.

America without the Jews—nonsense! Un-
til I saw Porgy and Bess, 1 was ready to
give up the American stage. With all it
faults and despite the song which goes “I
ain’t got nothin’; I don’t want nothin.”
(something like that), I was warmed by the
whole business. That was by the Gershwin
boys, George and Ira. The funniest stage

II NEW THEATER NIGHTS

. Lowest Priced Performance
ngay of CLIFFORD ODETS’

20 PARADISE
LOST

by the
Group Theater
LONGACRE "HEATER

48th St., West of B’'way

8:45 p. m. 35c to $2.50
NEW

s FROLIC

EVE. jiMMY DURANTE
WILL GHERE

CLUB VALHALLA
BAND . . dancing ‘til morn

CENTRAL OPERA HOUSE

205 East 67th Street

$ in advance

$2.00

at the door

New Theater, 156 W. 44th Street, BRyant 9-8378.
New Theater League, 55 W. 45th Street., LO 5-9116.
Midtown Bookshop, 112 W. 44th Street.

| Bookshop, 50 E. 13th Street. .
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show in town is Boy Meets Girl by Sam
and Bella Spewack.

Well, Ham Fish making a speech is funny.
I grant you that. Herbert Hoover breaking
out into wisecracks is something to consider.
But Ham and Herb together, as an act,
couldn’t begin to approach Willie and Eugene
Howard. This is going to be a hell of a
country under fascism. I’'m warning the
nation. You can get into these things with-
out considering the consequences and then
you're stuck. What you have is a President
whose first name is Alf and any amusement
program headed by Eddie Dowling. Instead
of the Marx Brothers, you have a return of
Mary Pickford with her friend God. After
you have tried God, you are likely to wish
that you had Harpo back chasing a dame
from one end of a boat to another, complete
with leers, ogles and compound depravity.

In any event, I Take My Stand. Where
the Marx Bros. go, there go I. If they want
to form a little organization of their own
known as the White Shirts, with collars at-
tached, I'm with them. If they retire, I re-
tire. I offer it as a program for the coun-
try. - At least as a warning. Pause a minute
for thought, America, before allowing the
operators to change reels.

Two Dostoyevskis
F COLUMBIA PICTURES were wise

they would not have risked comparison
of their version of Dostoyevski's Crime and
Punishment, directed by Josef von Sternberg,
with the French version (Cinema de Paris),
directed by Pierre Chenal. They might have
obtained the American rights to Crime et
Chatiment just as the 20th Century Produc-
tions did with the French version of Les
Miserables and prevented its release.

To say that the von Sternberg film suffers
by the comparison is to put it very gently.
It isn’t Dostoyevski, of course; but it isn’t
even decent showmanship. It is a pompous,
self-conscious and false movie. The director
has reduced the Dostoyevski novel to an un-
successful second-rate detective film. The
murder is’ unmotivated and Peter Lorre as
Raskolnikof becomes a conventional killer
who does away with an old hag. He goes
around leaving all sorts of stupid clues. Por-
firy as played by Edward Arnold is not the
learned jude d’instruction who in Russia of
1865 combined the roles of police magistrate,
Chief of Police and District Attorney, but a
Hollywood version of the Inspector from
Scotland Yard or a Washington G-Man.

Von Sternberg has attempted to “universal-
ize” the story by costuming the characters
in contemporary sartorial splendor and using
contemporary sets with the advertising photo-
graphers’ version of artistic lighting, thus
localizing it as a pseudo-high-grade melo-
drama with a pat moralistic theme. In its
superficiality it is surprisingly complete, even
to the musical score, which is used uncrea-
tively with no relation to the novel and con-
sists of standard murder-mysterioso motifs

with a spattering of Beethoven’s Fifth. And
Marian Marsh looks more like Marlene Die-
trich in The Devil is a Woman than a St.
Petersburg prostitute.

On the other hand Crime et Chatiment
while it doesn’t contribute anything new to
the cinema is an honest attempt to transfer
Dostoyevski’s novel to the screen. In that it
is certainly successful. Raskolnikof is the an-
archistic student who is forced to leave his
studies (in the von Sternberg version he
graduates with honors) because of his ex-
treme poverty; he is the Raskolnikof whn
plots the murder of the miserly money lender
with great precision, suddenly loses his nerve
when confronted by the sister of the mur-
dered money lender and is compelled to kill
her, too. (This second murder is elimi-
nated in the American version.) Pierre
Blanchar does a splendid job as the sickly
wild-eyed student who “killed a vile noxious
insect and an old pawnbroker woman, of
use to no one! . . . Killing her was an
atonement for forty sins. She was sucking
the life out of the poor people.”

This is no detective story and Harry
Bauer as Porfiry is no wise detective. He
is a “man of heart and conscience.” He
solves the crime because he understands Ras-
kolnikof. Arthur Honegger has composed a
brilliant musical score which Pierre Chenal
has used to the greatest advantage to intensify
the action. It is never the literal commen-
tary of the score in the von Sternberg film.

As good as the French film is, it is re-
grettable that the French director failed to
reproduce the social and physical aspects of
St. Petersburg of 1865. The exterior sets
strike the only false note in the film.
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Phil l\%ar%aret Bourke-AWI':lEite:1 feld c
1 ar . e €. 3 .
‘William Gropper Johé:ufizzesélub
DANCING TILL DAWN School of Art

* Natural Foods

AS NATURE INTENDED

We use nothing but fresh vegetables
—fresh fruits—fresh dairy products
and fresh fish, scientifically prepared

LUNCHEON 40c DINNER 60c

FARMFOOD

VEGETARIAN RESTAURANT
87 West 32nd Street 110 West 40th Street

* 142 West 49th Street

® After theater snacks — Open Sundays
Banquets and Parties

Accommodated

NEW MASSES

Between Ourselves

E HAVE just received the follow-
ing letter and we are glad to throw
a spotlight on it here:

To THe New MASses: .

Within the past week the Theater Union has
received a deluge of letters, telephone calls, and
messages from friends, asking us to “do some-
thing” about Albert Bein's Let Freedom Ring.
We are happy to announce that we have been
doing something, and that on Tuesday Nigl}t,
December 17, Let Freedom Ring will open in
the Civic Repertory Theater, ‘with its original
company, under our management. Since we are
taking over the production on short notice, we
shall need every bit of support that the press,
unions, organizations and individuals can give
us. We urge all those who missed this fine play
uptown to come to see it at once at Theater

Union prices.
Tuae THEATER UNION.

Last week THE NEw Masses urged the
immediate revival of Let Freedom Ring. By
rescuing the play, the Theater Union gives
proof of its own alertness and does a great
service to the many thousands who want to
see a fine labor drama.

In response to many requests from readers
we are reprinting in pamphlet form Robert
Forsythe’s article, “The World Gone Mad,”
which appeared last September 27 in THE
NeEw Masses. An edition of 100,000 has
been ordered, and the first supply will be
in our hands within three or four days. The
pamphlet will be put on sale at 2 cents a
copy, and at a lower price when ordered in
quantity. Readers who are able to take
these pamphlets for distribution are asked
to communicate with our business depart-
ment.

The new magazine, combining Anvil and
Partisan Review, of which Alan Calmer
writes, will be published in January. The
first number will contain contributions by
John Dos Passos, Newton Arvin, Waldo
Frank, Carl Van Doren, as well as hitherto
unpublished authors. Calmer is one of the
editors.

John L. Spivak’s article next week con-
tinues his revelations about Fascist Italy.
“I1 Duce’s Labor Racket,” throws light on
the character of labor “unions” in a fascist
state, the story being told in an interview
with the head of Mussolini’s department for
“unions.”

Sales of THE NEw MaAssgs improve on
newsstands when the magazine and the
posters it furnishes dealers are prominently
displayed. Readers are urged, when buying
copies of THE NEw Masses from news-
dealers, to suggest that good display be given
to the magazine, which will also help the
newsdealers since they will increase their
sales. [Friends of the magazine are invited
to write us of their efforts and successes
along these lines,



REST OR RECREATION
Blue Mountain Lodge provides the answer with splendid sports
facilities, cozy dations, and congenial company.

New tazi service from Bronz Subway DAILY
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CAMP NITGEDAIGET

ON THE HUDSON BEACON, N. Y.
Hotel Accommodations — Great Altitude

Excellent Food — Cultural Activities
All Sports —  And Lots of Fun

$15.00 PER WEEK
$2.75 Per Day
[ ]

Cars leave daily 10:30 A. M. from 2700 Bronx
Park East, N. Y. Central trains to Beacon.
City Offices ES 8-1400.

Tel.: Beacon 731.

CHRISTMAS EXHIBITION

Oils — Water Colors

Original Etchings at $5.00
THE ART MART

505 Eighth Ave., at 35th Street, New York
Mezzanine Floor Sachs Quality Furniture, Inc.
¥ree Lecture — Friday, December 13 — 8:30
LEWIS C. DANIEL—Graphic Arts

Hours: 9:30 A. M.—6:30 P. M.

DR. A. SHUYER
OPTOMETRIST

20 YEARS OF
SERVICE!
31 Union 8qg., W., N.Y.C. (at 16th St.) ALgonquin 4-7660

YPEWRITERS

all makes including

Yiddish and Russian

Rentals latest models immediate delivery special rates
206 Broadway NEW YORK CITY

TYTELL TYPEWRITER CO.

Tel. CO 7-9665

381 Fourth Avenue

1 INFERNATIONA L =

THIOPIA and ITAL

by EMILE BURNS

A noted British Marxian political writer (author of “A Handbook
of Marxism,”) explains the economic motives of Italy’s expan-
sionist drive and relates it to world imperialist rivalries.

225 pages, with folding map, $1.25
Write for complete catalogue to

INTERNATIONAL PUBLISHERS

New York, N.Y.

CLASSIFIED ADS—30 cents a line

RESORTS

A DELIGHTFUL HIDEAWAY in the mountains
inviting people of better taste. Excellent table, sola-
riums, seasonable sports. Library, musicale, open

fireplaces.
CHESTERS’ ZUNBARG
‘Woodbourne, N. Y. Fallsburgh, 2F22

A Cozy Retreat in the Pines
MILLARD’S

Offers Choice Accommodations.
Moderate Rates.

801 CLIFTON AVENUE
LAKEWOOD, NEW JERSEY

Phone: Lakewood 216-W

When in LAKEWOOD spend a memorable vacation at
HOTEL ROYALE

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

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

SONIA GELBAUM ANNA BROUDE
708 Princeton Ave., Lakewood, N. J.
Telephone: Lakewood 1146

DR. CHASE’S HEALTH-REST for vacation and con-
valescence. An ideal resort for winter and summer.
Modern up-to-date house. Best food. Ol1d Nyack Turn-
pike, Spring Valley, N. Y. Phone Spring Valley 924
or City, Hotel Stanford, 43 W. 32nd St. ME 3-1480.

PINE PARK HOTEL. Formerly Shildkrauts. High-
land Falls, N. Y. Near Bear Mountains.
SKATING, RAIN OR SHINE
50 miles from New York City. Wonderful meals.
High-class clientele. Reasonable rates
Telephone, Highland Falls 340 or 923

AVANTA FARM, ULSTER PARK, N. Y., is ready to
accommodate workers for holidays for $2. per day;

$12 per week.
ROOMS FOR RENT

Delicious Meals.

BOOKS

“AS A MEMBER of the old-Masses committee, I had
the honor of knowing Jack Reed. I have read ‘One
of Us—The Story of John Reed’ by Granville Hicks.*
I was thrilled to live again that stormy period in the
history of the American Revolutionary movement.
Lynd Ward’s lithographs add power to this dramatic
story. Hvery reader of the old Masses and the new
should read ‘One of Us.’” Robert L. Leslie.

* Published by Equinox Cooperative Press, Inc.,
444 Madison Avenue, New York. $2.00

PLAY TABLE-TENNIS

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

LECTURES

LABOR PARTY SYMPOSIUM. Friday. DEOC. 20.
Speakers: Bingham and Budenz. Prospect Center,
11(5)7 18!0Y Blvd., Bronx. JAN. 8, Verne Smith—U.8.8.R.
TOD. .

EDWIN SEAVER, author and critic, will discuss ‘“The
Novel,” storm center of criticism. Monday, Deec. 16,
8:30 p. m., Hotel Delano, 108 West 43rd St. Adm. 35c.
Auspices: League of American Writers.

AMPLIFIERS TO RENT OR SALE

FOR MEETINGS, DANCES or Symphonic Concerts.
High-fidelity equipment, records and microphone.
$5.00 per evening. White. SU 7-0207.

ART EXHIBITION

EXHIBITION OF HUGO GELLERT’S eriginal lith-
ographs. Works by Bard, Dehn, Gropper, Jones and
American Artists’ Congress Portfolio. A.C.A. Gallery.
52 W. 8th Street

TYPEWRITERS

NEW and REBUILT
Guaranteed—Lowest Prices
Quickest Service

SOLD and RENTED

Underwoods, Remingtons, Royals, L. C. Smiths
and all other makes sold, rented, bought, re-
paired, exchanged. Rebuilt and refinished.
Guaranteed for one year, the same as new
machines. Also Russian and Yiddish machines.

J. E. ALBRIGHT & CO.
825 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY
(Between 12th and 13th Streets)
Established 1896 - ALgonquin 4-4828

NEW CHINA Cafeteria

848 BROADWAY Near 14th STREET
100% UNION SHOP
-2 Open Day and Night e

BEAUTIFULLY furnished living room and alcove.
Studio window and fireplace. Phone 9:30 to 5
ALgonquin 4-1372.

BEAUTIFUL LARGE STUDIO. Congenial comradely
atmosphere. Reasonable. 925 West End Ave., Apt. 5-N
(105th St.) ACademy 2-6432

FURNISHED ROOM, with small private family in
Brooklyn. All improvements, convenient transporta-
tion. $15 month. Call President 4-5132, or write ¢/o
New Masses.

PLEASANT, comfortably furnished room in village
completely private. $25. Miller, 13 Charles Street,
top floor.

ROOM—real home for congenial woman with single,
professional woman in modern apartment. All con-
veniences. $4.50 weekly. Write to Box 1347, New

LANGUAGES TAUGHT

Modern—RUSSIAN—Taught
New Rules and usages. Tourist Conversational
Course. MISS ISA WILGA, 457 West 57th Street, New
York City. COlumbus 5-8450.

ORANGES FOR SALE

SWEET, JUICY, sun-riped on trees. Delivered ex-
press prepaid, $3.50 bushel basket. Grapefruit, $3.50.
Tangerines, $3.75. Mixed fruit, $3.50. A. M. Burket,
Sebring, Florida.

RESTAURANT

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

Masses.
ROOMS WANTED

ELECTROLYSIS

YOUNG MAN, 27, wants furnished room, reasonable,
privacy; willing to share expenses of established
apartment, Bklyn Heights or Manhattan. Write to
Box 1348, New Masses.

BUSINESS GIRL wants to share apartment with girl
or room with family. Write giving full particulars.
Box 1349, New Masses.

RUSSIAN ARTS AND GIFTS

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

 JOHN’S RESTAURANT

b Popular Prices Lunch and Dinner
4 Private Dining Rooms for Parties
b 302 EAST 12th STREET TO. 6-9554

DENTIST

MEN AND WOMEN, superfluous hair on face_ and
other parts of the body permanently removed by
electrolysis. Personal service. Quick results guar-
anteed. My method endorsed by prominent physicians.
Will give treatment to unemployed free every Friday
from 1 to 4. Charles Landis, 171 W. 71st Street, at
Broadway. EN 2-9150.

STATIONERY

PERSONAL STATIONERY_ with your name and
address printed on white Hammermill Bond. 200
sheets (size 6 x 7)—100 envelopes—one dollar postpaid.
Send currency, check or money order to Individual
Letters, 121 West 42nd Street, N. Y.

RARE OPPORTUNITY TO BUY up-to-date modern
equipped dental office with residential facilities. Lo-
cated in selective street of Manhattan. Long estab-
lished practice among sympathizers in revolutionary
movement. Must sell immediately for reasonable offer.
Leaving New York. 835 East 79th 8t. BUtterfield
8-7894.

LAUNDRY

LOWEST PRICES IN CITY. Full list on request.
Strictly hand-work. Bachelor Service. Call and de-
liver in Manhattan. 109, trial discount to New Masses
readers. Greenwich Village Private Hand Laundry,
14 Washington Place East, SPring 7-8769.




THE ACE REPORTER
COVERS EUROPE...

AS though the Hitlers and Mussolinis didn’t have enough
to worry about, saving Europe from Bolshevism and Ethi-
opia for civilization and themselves from getting blown off
the kegs of dynamite they're sitting on at home!

Now along comes that fellow Spivak, poking his inquisitive
nose into all sorts of verboten places—asking embarrassing
questions—finding out things nobody is supposed to know—
sending sizzling exposes to NEW MASSES every week.

But what seems poison to the war lords is good red meat for
us. So more power to our roving European correspondent.
We can’t promise where or what he'll turn up next, but you
know Spivak—and you know you'll be sorry if you miss a
single one of his dispatches. Next week’s article will be from
Italy, entitled: “Il Duce’s Labor Racket.”

USE THE COUPON---Get Your Copies as Soon as They’re Out---

jo H N l S P I V A K NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, New York, N. Y. |
] Please send me NEW MASSES regularly as indicated below. I enclose .......... ,
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in Name ..................................................................
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