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Here Are the Answers

THE Communist platform adopted

by 25,000 cheering men and
women at Madison Square Garden last
Sunday provides the soundest answers
given by any convention this year to the
pressing questions confronting the Amer-
ican people in this election. The pro-
gram proposes specific measures for put-
ting America back to work, for provid-
ing jobs and a living wage for all. Its
proposals for unemployment insurance,
old-age pensions and social security base
themselves on the Frazier-Lundeen bill,
the Marcantonio relief standards bill,
extension of the W.P.A. and similar
measures. The plank for protecting the
younger generations includes the Amer-
ican Youth Act.

The farm plank offers sound and spe-
cific ideas for liberating the farmers
from debts, unbearable tax burdens and
foreclosures, and for guaranteeing the
land to those who till the soil. Taxa-
tion is based on the capacity of the rich
to pay for social and labor legislation.
To this is added a demand for the
nationalization of banking.

The section outlining measures for
defense and extension of democratic
rights and civil liberties stresses curb-
ing the Supreme Court by constitutional
amendment and Congressional action to
curb the Court’s usurped powers. Equal-
ity for the Negro people is interpreted
to mean equality in jobs, equal pay for
equal work; the full right to organize,
vote, serve on juries and to hold public
office; and the death penalty is de-
manded for lynchers. There is also a
demand that anti-semitic propaganda be
made punishable by law.

The planks for maintaining peace and
preventing war call for collective secu-
rity, with financial and economic meas-
ures toward that end by the League of
Nations against Hitler Germany, fascist
Italy and imperialist Japan. There are
demands, too, for the nationalization of
the munitions industry, non-interference
in Latin-American affairs, and the re-
fusal of the United States government
to recognize Italy’s conquest of Ethio-
pia and Japan’s conquest of Manchuria.

These are a few highlights of an elec-

tion platform realizable under capi-
talism, which makes it required reading
for every civilized American. We will
publish it in full next week.

While Rome Burns. . .
P OPULAR indignation against the

Black Legion stirred various mem-
bers of Congress to call for a federal
investigation of that fascist outfit.
Some six or seven slightly varying bills
to that end were introduced toward the
close of the session.

A legislative representative for a
leading liberal organization informs us

? —

“WHAT’S DIS FASHISM DEY’RE YELLIN’ ABOUT?”

Ernie

that Congressman Blanton, Democrat,
Texas, opposed “‘such foolish spending
of the taxpayers’ money.” Senator
King of Utah thought the Black Le-
gion was ‘‘a shame,” but ‘“‘none of the
business of the federal government.”
The senator’s attention was called to
the fact that a state investigation by
Michigan politicians would lead to a
whitewashing. “Too bad,” Senator
King is said to have replied. “It can’t
be helped.”

Despite this opposition, Senator Ben-
son of Minnesota pushed his own bill
for a Black Legion investigation. On
Friday, June 19, the Senate Judiciary
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Committee gave it a favorable ruling.
According to rules of procedure, the
bill should then have gone to the
Audit and Control Committee headed
by Senator Byrnes, South Carolina, for
an appropriation. Yet Saturday’s cal-
endar carried no notice of the status
of this bill. Somehow, the Senate clerk
had managed to “overlook” notifying
Senator Byrnes that the Judiciary Com-
mittee had favorably reported on in-
vestigating the Black Legion. And
Senator Byrnes said he had no further
jurisdiction over the matter.

Senator Benson, informed of this
parliamentary rigmarole, is reported
to have said, “Sounds like a stall to
me; if the Administration wants it, the
bill can still be pushed through; I’ll
see Robinson.” Whether or not Sen-
ator Benson saw the majority floor
leader we do not know, but we under-
stand that the Minnesota senator
finally told the legislative representa-
tive of a leading liberal organization it
was best to “let the matter drop.”

This is how a federal investigation
into the Black Legion was killed in the
74th Congress. Yet such an investiga-
tion is imperative if the armed forces
of reaction are to be exposed and
stopped. That must be impressed on
every candidate for Congress this fall.

Golden Gloves Plus

OB BURKE came out of the steel
mills of Youngstown, Ohio, to get

an education at Columbia University.
He is being sent back where he came
from. His crime, apparently, was to
correlate the experience of his youth
with the academic theories of Morning-
side Heights. The result was leader-
ship of progressive student action there,
a prominent place in the ranks of the
American Student Union. Now he has
received word from Dean Herbert E.
Hawkes that “it would be in the best
interests of all concerned if you did not
register in Columbia College next fall.”
The incident which provoked his dis-
missal was the protest demonstration of
several hundred students against Co-
lumbia’s acceptance of the invitation to
the Heidelberg anniversary Nazi love-
fest. Burke was one of the leaders of
the embarrassing protest. It terminated
in a riot when several exuberant crew
and football men decided to express
themselves in traditional fashion. Now
Columbia University, which has stub-
bornly refused to recognize campus sen-
timent on the Heidelberg issue, uses the

episode to oust a boy who, in two
years, has become one of the most pop-
ular students on the campus. President
of the Junior class, 160-pound Golden
Gloves boxing champion of New York,
Burke is a colorful product of “rebel
America.” He was consequently “too
dangerous.” He has discovered that
the trustees of his university are little
different from the steel barons of
Youngstown. They are often the same
people. It won’t be long before they
start calling him a “foreign agitator”
who was “‘stirring up discontent” on
Morningside Heights. He was stirring
thought and action of a real, enduring
kind.

Burke’s dismissal cannot go unchal-
lenged. Protests should descend upon
the University at once, preliminary to a
nation-wide campaign in the fall upon
reopening of school. Columbia is not
only going to Heidelberg this summer.
It is drifting from an aimless pseudo-
liberalism into the ready arms of Am-
erican reaction. Robert Burke’s rein-
statement would be a lesson which all
reactionary university authorities would
not soon forget.

Keep Them in America!

HREE thousand non-citizens will

be deported from the United
States beginning next week as a result
of the failure of Congress to pass the
resolution authorizing the Commis-
sioner of Immigration to stay this
wholesale expulsion.

The Board of Review thoroughly
investigated these cases. They were
placed on a special “hardship” list be-
cause: (1) they were guilty only of
minor misdemeanors; (2) there would
be extreme hardship involved in the
separation of families; (3) they are
assets to American society whose pres-
ence would be desirable if deportation
were not required by legal technical-
ities.

Most of the men scheduled for de-
portation had fled from religious, racial
and political persecution. They could
not obtain passport papers and are
now held on charges of “illegal entry.”

If they are deported, 7000 members
of their immediate families will be
thrown on relief. Five thousand of
these wives and children are American
citizens.

The only possible means of saving
these thousands of men, women and
children is through an avalanche of let-
ters and telegrams to Colonel McCor-
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mack, Commissioner of Immigration,
requesting that he stay the deporta-
tions until measures can be passed in
the next session of Congress providing
for a more humane solution of these
cases.

Steel ‘‘Protects’’ Its Workers
HE American Iron and Steel In-

stitute, while declaring open war
against the drive of trade unionists to
organize the steel industry, pretends to
be interested in the untrammeled right
of employes to collective bargaining.
It offers the novel argument that the
C. I. O. organization drive threatens
interference with the right to collective
bargaining freely enjoyed today by the
steel workers in company unions. The
statement of the open shoppers con-
cludes in these terms:

The steel industry will use its resources
to the best of its ability to protect its em-
ployees and their families from intimida-
tion, coercion and violence and to aid them
in maintaining collective bargaining free
from interference from any source.

The inference is a clear and sinister
one. The steel trust is about to make
use of its vast private armies and
arsenals in order to defeat labor’s
drive for industrial organization.

Meanwhile the drive is already
reaching the steel towns. Last week
public meetings of steel workers with
a total attendance of 4000 were ad-
dressed by representatives of John L.
Lewis’s organization committee in Mec-
Keesport and Brackenridge, Pennsyl-
vania. At the Portsmouth, Ohio, plant
of the Wheeling Steel Corporation,
5,500 men are entering the second
month of their strike for recognition
of the steelworkers’ Amalgamated As-
sociation. Led by an A.A. lodge, a
thirteen-day strike has just been won
by workers in the Eastern Rolling
Mills, Baltimore. As in the case of
the Homestead Works, property of
the Illinois Steel Company, large
plants are being surrounded with
woven wire fences suitable for con-
ducting high voltage electric currents.
The companies are exercising countless
forms of ‘“intimidation, coercion and
violence,” to prevent the workers from
entering the Amalgamated. This would
make it appear that steel’s half million
workers are not nearly so loyal to
company unionism as the open shop-
pers would have the country believe.
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Vanquish the Victor
HERE will be no check list of re-
“cordings in this week’s issue be-
cause of the strike at the R.C.A. Victor
plant at Camden, New Jersey. Despite
the company protests that only a frac-
tion of the workers walked out, there
have been no shipments of either Victor
or Bluebird records from Camden this
week. Readers are advised to delay
the purchase of R.C.A. products until
such time as the United Electrical and
Radio Workers Union obtains satisfac-
tory recognition from the company. Re-
views of Heifetz’s recording of the Si-
belius ‘“Violin Concerto,” with Beecham
and the London Philharmonic, and the
latest swing records by Goodman, Hen-
derson, and Dorsey’s orchestras will be
delayed until that time.

Liars Can Figure

NAZI Minister of Public Enlighten-
ment Goebbels is fond of scream-

ing about the reemployment of German
workers under the Hitler regime. In
January, 1933, says the Propaganda
Office, only twelve million workers were
employed and six million were out of
work, while today sixteen million hold

jobs, with only two million unemployed. -

What the Nazis fail to advertise is that
all eighteen million German workers to-
day have the same total real income as
they had in 1933. All that has been

done is to take from the poor to give
to the poorer.

What, then, becomes of the surplus
product yielded by the work of four mil-
lion more persons? Here is the trick
of Nazi economy. The surplus product,
for the most part, consists of machine
guns, artillery, bombers, tanks, barracks
and motor roads. More Germans are
at work, but they are not making goods
which they can use for themselves.
And they are just as hungry as they
were before.

The low purchasing power of the
German masses is part of a deliberate
policy. What the workers receive will
be spent on consumption goods, not on
guns and munitions. Consequently, as
much as possible of the national income
must either be taken immediately by the
State through drastic taxation or else it
must go to those who can be counted
on to invest it where it will do the
Nazi government the most good, that
is, armaments.

The Tug-of-War in Spain
EPORTING left-wing politics ac-
curately has never been the strong

point of the conservative press. It is
therefore not surprising to find events
in Spain considerably distorted in most
of the newspapers of this country. This
is especially true of The New York
Times, whose Vatican-minded Madrid
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correspondent, William Carney, greeted
the Azana government with a series of
blood-curdling tales which set the tone
for the recent dispatches by Frederick
Birchall.

The People’s Front movement in
Spain, as in France, is of such instruc-
tive significance that we prevailed on
Jose Diaz, secretary of the Spanish
Communist Party, to write a special
article for THE NEw Masses. The
article, describing the subversive activ-
ities of the Spanish reaction, appears in
this issue.

Since Jose Diaz wrote it, the reac-
tion has grown bolder. In a calculated,
large-scale maneuver, Spanish employ-
ers have provoked a long-drawn-out
strike movement. They have violated
collective agreements with the trade
unions and flagrantly disregarded min-
imum-wage legislation. They have kept
the factories closed in order to intimi-
date the workers through hunger, to
spread panic among the middle classes.
Above all, they have tried to shift the
onus for this state of affairs to the
labor movement. Their real attitude is
revealed by their persistent refusal to
enter into discussions for a settlement
of the strike. In the month-old strike
of Madrid construction workers, for
example, the employers have rejected
the decision of an arbitration board.

Unfortunately, this maneuver of the
employers has been facilitated by the
inaction of the Left Republican govern-
ment. But the Spanish people have
been carefully watching events across
the Pyrenees. They have seen a similar
situation met resolutely by the Blum

government in France. As a result left-

ist groups in Spain have been increas-
ingly insistent that Premier Casares
Quiroga act more forcefully to bring
employers to terms. They urge that,
if necessary, the government take over
and operate the enterprises of those
owners who persist in promoting a
state of chaos. ‘

Chiang’s Dilemma
OUTH CHINA troops are reported

to have renewed their advance north
as their Canton leaders continued to
bear down upon Chiang Kai-shek and
the Nanking government with the de-
mand for a united war against Japan.
Chiang has been extremely apprehen-
sive of popular reaction against any
open move on his part to make war upon
the anti-Japanese forces to the south.
He has therefore begun to center a bar-
rage of accusations against the Canton
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leaders in an attempt to discredit their
anti-Japanese stand and mitigate his
own guilt in allowing the Japanese to
invade the country. He has accused
Canton of acting at the instigation of
Japan and desiring to plunge China into
civil war. But it is reported that senti-

ment for cooperation with Canton in an
anti-Japanese war continues to sweep all
of Kuomintang China, which would in-
dicate that Chiang’s propaganda has not
been of great avail.

Meanwhile tension grows in North
China. Japanese mobs attacked Chi-
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nese Customs Offices in Tsingtao last
week after customs patrols had fired
upon Japanese vessels engaged in smug-
gling. The arrogance of the Japanese
will undoubtedly increase if Chiang
Kai-shek continues in his refusal to join
forces against the invader.

Unfavorable Balance

HE second session of the 74th Con-

gress accomplished little that was
good, and that little only under the
pressure of necessity. Almost all the
activity of the session, good and bad,
was crowded into the last two months,
nor was there much effort by the Admin-
istration to stimulate a Congress reti-
cent in the face of an approaching
election,

After years of mass pressure, grown
measurably stronger during the depres-
sion, Congress got around to paying off
the bonus. In this instance the impend-
ing elections served to induce quick ac-
tion rather than evasion and delay.
Failure to make provision for financing
the bonus payments detracted from the
value of the measure, since the outlay
must now come from general taxation,
borne to the extent of 62 percent by the
section of the population least able to
pay. Nevertheless, the bonus payment
is definitely to be placed on the credit
side of the Congressional ledger.

Likewise on the credit side, with
abundant reservations, is the new tax
bill. As finally worked out in confer-
ence, it is a better measure than either
of the tax bills originally passed by the
separate houses. The Senate would
have drastically minimized the tax on
undistributed earnings urged by the
Administration, while the House would
have placed almost exclusive reliance
on this device at the sacrifice of the cor-
poration income tax. The compromise
measure, retaining both these features,
scarcely makes a dent in the armor of
entrenched wealth, but it is a blow in
the right direction, however feeble.

ORE important than the few

meager legislative gains recorded
during the session were the investi-
gating activities of the Senate. Ameri-
can finance capital stands.revealed in
its slimier phases in the volumes of
testimony recorded by the Black lobby-
ing committee, while the preliminary

findings of the LaFollette committee on
violations of civil liberties show the
alarming extent to which American
labor is subjected to espionage, terror,
and the suppression of its simplest
democratic rights. Unfortunately, Con-
gress could see its way clear to making
only the miserly appropriation of $15,-
000 for a thorough investigation into
the savage armed war against organized
workers. Not even a beginning can be
made on this pittance. The LaFollette
committee will be a valuable weapon in
publicizing industrial terrorism only if
pressure is brought to bear to prevent
such hamstringing tactics.

Against this frail background of mild
progressive . legislation is a record of
steady retreat before reaction. Military
and naval appropriations reached a new
high for peacetime, totaling $909,651,-
391. For the fiscal year 1934, the first
of the Roosevelt administratioin, appro-
priations for this purpose were only
$479,694,308, or little more than half
the current figure.- An utterly in-
adequate relief measure was jammed
through which, it is estimated, will force
another million persons on local direct
relief. Together with existing funds,
the new appropriation of $1,435,000,-
000 allows less than half of what is
needed to provide even minimum relief
for the year.

To replace the outlawed A.A.A. a
new soil-conservation act was passed.
Nominally it was designed to transfer
lands from intensive cultivation into
pasturage for the sake of strengthen-
ing the soil and preventing erosion. For
such transfers benefit payments are to
be made such as those paid out under
the A.A.A. Actually the measure has
little to do with soil conservation. Since
the program revolves about the question
of productivity and farm prices, it is the
big farmers, holding the best land, who
will draw the biggest payments, while
those farmers who can least afford to
experiment with erosion control at their

own expense will receive the smallest
benefits. All payments, moreover, will
be 28 percent less than those made
under the A.A.A.

THE need for a strong and perma-

nent peace policy, at a time when
every month sees a fresh threat of
world war, was glossed over by extend-
ing the present neutrality law, with a

- few changes, to May, 1937. This means

the extension of a deceptive policy of
isolation, under cover of which prep-
arations are made for war, in place of
a realistic policy based on collective
security.

The Congressional guardians of big
business managed to knife all genuine
efforts to safeguard the purity of food
and drugs and to eliminate gross and
fraudulent advertising. Floor strategy
killed the new Guffey bill, which, even
in its emasculated form, would have
contributed somewhat to a preservation
of wage scales in the coal industry. The
mere threat of filibustering was enough
to bring forth an announcement by ma-
jority leader Robinson that it would
“not be practicable” to consider the
Wagner-Costigan anti-lynching bill dur-
ing the recent session.

Obstructionists likewise quashed the
Sisson bill to repeal the infamous “Red
rider” to the previous session’s appro-
priation for the District of Columbia,
under which Washington teachers are
compelled to take an oath each payday
that they have not been teaching Com-
munism in the schools. And perhaps
most shameful of all its sins of omission
was the complete failure of Congress to
come to any agreement on a program
of low-cost housing and slum clearance.
Expected to be one of the cardinal
achievements of the session, the Wag-
ner-Ellenbogen housing bill was whit-
tled down in the -Senate from a $976,-
000,000 measure to one of $460,000,-
000, and then failed even to reach
a vote in the House.
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Wings Over Ethiopia

Ethiopia I have been besieged by repre-
sentatives of the press and private in-
dividuals asking me scores of questions.

My enlistment as a member of the Imperial
Ethiopian Air Corps came several years after
my graduation from Tuskegee Institute. I
had majored in automotive mechanics at col-
lege and, after arriving in Chicago, continued
in this work, setting up an auto mechanic
shop. During my leisure I became an ardent
air fan. I organized a group of my former
Tuskegee classmates into an aero study club.
We built our first plane, a nondescript af-
fair, out of old parts and with a motorcycle
engine. It proved airworthy; it actually flew.

Immediately I went into aeronautics in ear-
nest, and after graduating from the Curtiss-
Wright School in Chicago I taught mechan-
ical and ground work subjects. Then I started
a class of aviation students, all colored, and
finding no flying facilities available, I estab-
lished an airfield at Robbins, Illinois, an all-
Negro town near Chicago—to the best of my
knowledge, America’s first airfield owned and
operated by Negroes. I tried to interest more
of my people in aviation and made plans for
a flying school and airfield at Tuskegee In-
stitute, but my work was soon halted when
it became apparent that Mussolini’s armies
were bent upon invading Ethiopia.

I decided at ence to go to Ethiopia and
join its Air Corps. I was favorably received,
accorded every courtesy, and later I was com-
missioned a member of the Imperial Air
Corps.

Immediately I saw the necessity of corre-
lating the various departments of the Air
Force. At the invitation of His Majesty, I
made certain recommendations, which when
adopted increased the efficiency of the Air
Corps. There were in all thirty Ethiopian
pilots, mostly trained in England and France.
No Ethiopian plane was armed.

I was honored by being appointed personal
pilot to His Majesty the Emperor, and al-
though we had many close brushes with enemy
pilots high up in the air, we luckily came
through unscathed. While the high mountain-
ous country was most helpful to the Ethiopian
armies in their gallant defense of their coun-
try, the constant clouds at the high altitude
(frequently present in mountainous regions)
helped save my life many times. While car-
rying the Emperor to secret rendezvous at
the front or bringing back important military
.orders and dispatches to Addis Ababa, or back
to field headquarters, I was frequently chased
by fast Italian squadrons. I owe my life today
to those friendly Ethiopian clouds into which
I immediately dived to evade pursuers. In
spite of this I was gassed three times when my
airfield was bombed by gas shells. There are

: ; INCE my recent return from war-torn
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times even now when I can hardly breathe.

There can be no doubt of the almost fan-
atical heroism of the Ethiopian troops, of the
superior, brilliant fight they put up against
hopelessly insurmountable odds, and against
the leaden hail of death and gas bombs of
the Italian forces. Nor can there be any
doubt of the inhumanity of Il Duce’s men, of
the cruelty and viciousness of the invading
armies, of their gassing and bombing unpro-
tected towns and of their wholesale slaughter
of unarmed men, women and children. When
a warring nation violates the sanctity of the
Red Cross and mercilessly rains down bombs
on Red Cross hospitals to kill innocent, God-
inspired nurses and the helpless patients to
whom they are giving medical care—no word
of condemnation is strong enough. And this
the Italians did—not once but many times—
in fact so often that when the Italians started
an air raid, any spot in the open was far safer
than the confines of a Red Cross hospital.

At the beginning of hostilities it became al-
most immediately apparent to those who
studied the comparative strength and resources
of the two countries, that if Ethiopia could
hold her own until the next rainy season, her
chances of success would be immeasurably
strengthened. With the onward march of
the Italians, however, this hope faded, the
morale of both soldiers and civilians weakened,
and finally there were wholesale desertions to
the ranks of the Colonials fighting under the
Italian banner. Intrigue and mass bribery
of provincial chiefs under the influence of Ras
Hailu were mainly responsible for the demor-
alization of the Ethiopian army in the North.
Then again, thousands of Haile Selassie’s
troops felt that he had betrayed them by put-
ting too much faith in the League of Nations,
instead of arming his men and organizing the
defense. ‘These critics declared that the
League’s sympathy and commiseration was a
weak, impotent answer to a nation that hurled
death-dealing bombs from the sky, killing the
sick and the maimed and the non-combatants.

ERE it not for the rebel troops who
lost faith in their ruler the Italians
would not have advanced even as far as
Dessye. The stubbornness of the opposition
offered by the stout-hearted, loyal Ethiopian
troops is shown by the fact that despite the
modern air equipment of the Italians, their
armored motor trucks, high-powered bombing
planes, radio transmission facilities and their
engineering corps, their advance was held
back by the Ethiopians, until, for the entire
seven-months period ending with the fall of
Addis Ababa, the daily gain was approxi-
mately one kilometer.
From my experience in Ethiopia, my knowl-
edge of the country and its terrain and my

intimate contact with the government officials,
soldiers and civilians, I am firmly convinced
that Il Duce’s troubles did not end with the
advance of his troops into Addis Ababa—
rather did that entry mark their beginning.
I believe guerilla warfare of the most sav-
age sort will soon commence (if it has not
already), in the impenetrable mountain fast-
nesses in the west of Ethiopia, where at best
it will take years for the Italians to pene-
trate. The new capital of the country is at
Goree in the Jimma, west of Addis Ababa
province, where today 50,000 men have ral-
lied to the banner of Ras Desta Demtu. Then
to the north of these are two other armies.
One, formerly commanded by Ras Seyoum,
numbers about 100,000 men and near Lake
Tsana there are about 30,000 trained regulars.

It is legendary among the Ethiopians that
every man is a fighter and the highest honors
are those bestowed for valor on the field of
battle. The fierce warriors of the interior
lead a daily fighting existence, even among
themselves, but they become a unit and forget
all factional strife when given the chance to
face the Italians, whom they detest more than
any other European.

American Negroes should also remember

that the Ethiopians are a proud people, with a
heritage dating back thousands of years. They
remain an unconquered people, with a strong
love of liberty. In the interior there are
thousands who have never seen a white face;
they have no color complex and admit no
white superiority. With this in view it is
easier to understand their aversion to domi-
nance by an outside nation.
"~ Aid from the white and colored citizens of
America and the other countries of the world
would certainly have been and still would be
acceptable to Haile Selassie. This aid, how-
ever, in his case as it would be in the case of
any other ruler of a sovereign country, would
have to be above-board and bona fide.

Ethiopia’s salvation and her future status,
to my mind, depend on the action of the
League of Nations, and the determination of
the nation members to refuse recognition of
Italy’s annexation of the country. It is purely
a test of strength between Italy and the
League—Italy saying, “I’ve taken Ethiopia,
what are you going to do about it?”’ and the
League replying, “No, you haven’t taken it;
you're an aggressor nation, have broken the
League covenant and thereby defied more than
fifty nations of the world.”

If Italy wins, the covenant of the League of
Nations is not ‘worth the paper it is written
on. If the League wins, the sovereignty of a
free people will have been recognized and the
door closed to similar aggressions in the fu-
ture by unscrupulous nations seeking expan-
sion of their territory and power.
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Through Liberty to Socialism

you felt something big was going to

happen. The very decorations in the
Manhattan Opera House for the Ninth Na-
tional Convention of the Communist Party
conveyed confidence.

Across the galleries, flaming red streamers
with white letters carried slogans of faith
in victory: The unity of labor can crush
fascism and prevent war! For a free, happy
and prosperous America! Keep America out
of war by keeping war out of the world!
High in the rear of the auditorium an im-
mense ' canvas showed the Spirit of 76—
drummer,. fifer, standard bearer—carrying
red and American flags intertwined. Out of
these emerged the faces of Washington, Jef-
ferson, John Brown, Lincoln, Frederick
Douglass; beneath them the slogan: Commun-
ism is twentieth-century Americanism.

Delegates took their seats quietly at the
round tables. Not a single banker, indus-
trialist, corporation lawyer, Wall Street spec-
ulator among them. These were workers,
farmers and professionals, like the vast ma-
jority of the American people. Later the
credentials committee brought in some illu-
minating figures. For the first time in its his-
tory, the Communist Party was holding a
convention with representation from all
forty-eight states of the Union. There were
701 regular and fraternal delegates, twice
the number at the 1932 convention. The
Communist Party is young: 65 percent of the
delegates are under thirty-five years of age.
It is full of new blood: 62 percent of the
delegates have been in the Party less than
five years. It is a party of workers: 88 per-
cent of the delegates are of proletarian, 12
percent of middle-class origin. It has won
over men and women from other parties: 21
percent of the delegates were formerly in the
Socialist Party, nine percent in the Demo-
cratic Party, seven percent in the LW.W.,
five percent in the Republican Party.

Other figures were equally striking: 70
percent of the delegates are native-born,
30 percent foreign-born Americans; eleven
percent women, fifteen percent Negroes, 67
percent from basic industries like steel, metal,
automobiles, ‘textiles, railways and shipping;
23 percent from the building trades, needle,
shoe, food, white-collar and professional
groups. The delegates are trade union mem-
bers, 223 of them from A.F. of L. unions,
85 trade union officials.

The hall rocked with applause and cheers
when William Z. Foster, the Party’s chair-
‘man, opened the convention. It rocked again
when Earl Browder, the Party’s general
secretary, closed it. And in between, for
four days and four nights, when speakers
took and left the platform, boundless en-

I i: VEN before the convention opened,

JOSEPH FREEMAN

thusiasm shook the auditorium. The dele-
gates were not reacting to oratory. There
were no rhetorical tricks, no inflated phrases
such as boomed through the microphones at
Cleveland and Philadelphia. Each speaker
said his say with the precision of a scientist.
And it was these carefully planned analyses

which evoked profound emotion sustained at:

the highest pitch and thought working at its
hardest.

You could see why from the very first
speech. Foster stated the issue squarely, un-
mistakably. The old order, he said, has the
seal of death upon its forehead but is not
willing to die. We meet under the shadow
of menacing fascism and war. The program
of the Communist Party offers the only way
out. We do not stand aside from the daily
struggles and problems of the millions of
people until the majority has been won for
socialism, We take our .stand shoulder to
shoulder with the masses of the people and
in the front line of all their struggles. Our
program is one of immediate unity of these
masses in the daily fight for better living
conditions, maintenance and extension of
their democratic rights, and for. peace.

This was Wednesday morning. That
afternoon, Earl Browder made his keynote
address. For two and a half hours a spell-
bound convention heard him develop the
position of the Communist Party in this
“situation of deepening crisis of the capitalist
world,” and in this year’s elections, ‘“the
most fateful election struggle that our coun-
try has witnessed since the Civil War.”

NALYZING the issues and parties in

the 1936 ‘elections, Browder stressed
the “two chief and possible developments.”
One stems from the most reactionary circles
of finance capital, Wall Street; its direction
is toward fascism and war. He summarized
the fundamental aims of this camp in five
points : ’

(1) Restore capitalist profits by cutting
wages, raising prices, checking the growth
of trade unions, subverting them and eventu-
ally wiping them out; squeeze out the poor
farmers from agriculture, transforming them
into propertyless workers. (2) Waipe out
social and labor legislation, balance the bud-
get by eliminating unemployment relief, cut-
ting the taxes of the rich and throwing the
tax burden onto the poor by means of sales
taxes. (3) Remove all remains of popular
influence upon the government by vesting all
final power in the hands of an irresponsible
judiciary—the Supreme Court; drive toward
the curtailment and eventual destruction of
democratic liberties and civil rights; create
the storm troops of reaction, Black Legions,
Ku Klux Klans, etc. (4) Seize control of

all governmental machinery, moving toward
a full-fledged fascist regime, in ‘“American”
and “constitutional” ways. (5) Develop
extreme jingoist nationalist moods among the
masses; drive toward war under cover of
“American isolation” and “neutrality;” sup-
port to and alliance with Hitler and other
fascists preparing the new world war.

The other chief direction of possible de-
velopment, Browder said, moves and must
move toward an opposite set of aims:

(1) Restore and raise the living standard
of the masses by higher wages, shorter hours,
lower prices; extending the trade unions to
the basic industries and all workers, through
militant industrial unionism; secure the far-
mers in possession of their farms, with gov-
ernmental help and guarantee of a minimum
standard of life. (2) Consolidate and ex-
tend social and labor legislation with guar-
antee of a minimum standard of life for all,
financing this with sharply-graduated taxes
on incomes, property and accumulated sur-
pluses, abolition of sales taxes, balancing the
budget at the expense of the rich. (3) Curb
the usurped power of the Supreme Court;
maintain and extend democratic rights and
civil liberties; disperse reactionary bands,
abolish the use of legal machinery to sup-
press the people’s movements; extend popular
control over government. (4) Restore con-
trol of the government to representatives of
the people’s organizations through a broad
people’s front. (5) Unite with the peace
forces of the whole world to restrain the
war-makers to keep America out of war by
keeping war out of the world.

In relation to these two opposite sets of
objectives, Browder declared without qualifi-
cation that “the Landon-Hearst-Wall-Street
ticket is the chief enemy of the liberties,
peace and prosperity of the American
people.” Its victory, he said, would carry our
country a long way on the road to fascism
and war. Roosevelt and his administration
are trying to pursue a middle course between
these two opposite, fundamental directions of
policy. On the one hand, they try to keep
mass support by certain small concessions to
the needs and demands of the people. On
the other, they answer the pressure and at-
tacks of the reactionary forces by greater
concessions in that direction. It is a fatal
mistake to depend upon Roosevelt to check
the attacks of Wall Street, or to advance the
fundamental interests of the people.

HERE then, Browder asked, can the
people turn to find a protection
against the reactionary forces that assail
them? The great majority, he said, are not
yet prepared to turn to Socialism, as repre-
sented either by the Socialist Party or the
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Communist Party. The Communists, there-
fore, come forward with an immediate pro-
gram which the masses are ready to support.
That immediate program arises out of the
five fundamental aims of the masses as out-
lined above. This, Browder said, is not a
program of revolutionary overthrow of capi-
talism; it can be realized within the frame-
work of the present economic system by a
people’s government backed by the organized
masses, determined to fight to keep Wall
Street fascism out of power. This program
is essentially covered by the platform adopted
by the Farmer-Labor Party National Confer-
ence in Chicago on May 30-31.

The Communist Party, Browder said, had
hoped to enter this year’s elections with a
Farmer-Labor national ticket. Already in
May it had become clear that this was im-
possible. The Communist Party then pro-
posed a joint presidential ticket to the Social-
ists. This offer was rejected. The Com-
munist Party has no other alternative to
choose in the presidential elections except to
place in the field its own independent ticket,

This ticket will be placed in the service
.of creating that broader unity, the people’s
front, It will promote the growing mass
movement in the states and congressional
districts for Farmer-Labor tickets. The Com-
munist campaign will be primarily on behalf
of the people’s front program. At the same
time, the Party will carry on a mass cam-
paign of education, on a scale never before
attained, to teach the broad millions the
meaning of socialism, of the working-class
revolution, of the full Communist program
which is the only final solution of the prob-
lems created for the population by a dying
capitalist system.

The direct issue of the 1936 elections,
Browder said, is not socialism or capitalism,
but rather democracy or fascism. But he
emphasized that a consistent struggle for
democracy and progress leads inevitably, and
in the not distant future, to the socialist
revolution, On the basis of this analysis, he
then summarized the parties and issues in
the 1936 campaign as follows: .

(1) The chief enemy of the peace, free-
dom and prosperity of the American people
is the Republican Party and its reactionary
allies. Hence we must defeat the Landon-
Hearst-Liberty-League-Wall-Street  alliance.
(2) Roosevelt and his administration are re-
treating before the attacks of reaction and
surrendering position after position to the
main enemy. Hence we must stop the sur-
render of our rights and interests in Wash-
ington. (3) The Socialist Party, after
breaking loose from its reactionary Old
Guard, is moving into the backwater of doc-
trinaire sectarianism, drifting out of the mass
currents of American life. Hence we must
win the Socialists for the people’s united
front, for the Farmer-Labor Party. (4) The
Farmer-Labor Party is rapidly growing in
states and localities; it is organizing itself on
a national scale. Hence we must support the

program and platform of the Chicago
Farmer-Labor Conference, build the Farmer-
Labor Party. (5) The Communist Presi-
dential ticket is the only banner in the na-
tional elections rallying and organizing all
the forces of the people against. reaction,
fascism and war, building the people’s front
in the United States. Hence we should vote
the Communist Presidential ticket.

The Communist Party, Browder con-

“cluded, must use the opportunity of this

election campaign to smash once and for all
the superstition, which has been embodied
in a maze of court decisions having the force
of law, that the Party is. an advocate of
force and violence. The Communist Party,
he said, is not a conspirative organization, it
is an open revolutionary party continuing the
traditions 'of 1776 and 1861. It is a legal
party and defends its legality.

As Browder ended his keynote address
with the slogans: through liberty to social-
ism; forward in the struggle for a new and
better life for the masses; forward to a free,
peaceful, prosperous and happy America:
the delegates and visitors rose and sponta-
neously broke into a stormy ovation thz/lt
lasted twenty minutes.

THER speakers went into greater de-

tail on the various problems covered
by the keynote speech. Jack Stachel bril-
liantly analyzed developments in the trade
union movement and the tasks of the Com-
munists in these unions. James W. Ford,
who received a thundering ovation, which
contrasted sharply with the treatment of
Negro delegates at the Republican and Dem-
ocratic conventions, rendered a stirring re-
port on the Party’s work among the Negroes.
Robert Minor analyzed the Party’s fight
against war. Clarence Hathaway, Minnesota-
born editor of the Daily Worker, exposed
the ‘“vague promises” and ‘“demagogy” of
the Republican and Democratic farm planks,
and urged as the Communist task the draw-
ing of the trade unions closer to the farmers.
Margaret Cowl and Mother Bloor, beloved
73-year old labor leader, reported on the
struggles of the women; and Gil Green,
secretary of the Young Communist League,
on the youth.

An ovation full of affection was accorded
to the 21-year old proletarian fighter and
champion of the Negro people who was in-
troduced as “our beloved and great Comrade
Angelo Herndon.” He spoke for a “united
Negro people’s movement together with
white workers.” Herbert Benjamin, Organi-
zation Secretary of the Workers Alliance,
described the unification of leading unem-
ployed organizations; and M. J. Olgin,
editor of the Freiheit, drew a picture of
widespread anti-semitic movements in the
United States, their relation to fascism, and
the growth of the united front among the
Jewish masses.

One of the most important reports was
made by Charles Krumbein, who described

NEW MASSES

the new forms of Party organization, which
are to follow the regular geographic lines of
state, county and district, with a national
committee along the broadest lines. Three
fraternal delegates—Tim Buck of Canada,
Hernan Laborde of Mexico and Antonio
Rodriguez of Cuba—reported on develop-
ments in their respective countries and in the
Communist parties they represented.

LWAYS the speeches were factual, full

of specific ideas, facing problems to
be overcome, the careful discussion of victor-
ies achieved. You could go on like this for
pages; for what was true of the main reports
was equally true of the reports from the
districts. You could have heard a pin drop
when William Weinstone, Michigan organ-
izer, discussed the Black Legion or John
Wi lliamson, Ohio organizer, described with a
wealth of detail the trade union struggles
in his district—Akron and Kent especially—
and the consequent growth of a state Farmer-
Labor Party; or when Roy Hudson de-
scribed the struggles of the seamen and
longshoremen and the need for a maritime
industrial union.

As these paragraphs are being knocked oft
to catch a deadline, the Sunday New York
Times comes into the office with the state-
ment that the whole Democratic convention
in Philadelphia “has been nothing but a
build-up for the appearance of Franklin D.
Roosevelt.” At the Communist convention
there were no staged effects. There was
plenty of spontaneous cheering, sincere affec-
tion for leaders whose ‘“build-up” has come
through hard work. But the thing that stuck
most in your mind, was the array of thought-
out, serious reports on conditions in the
United States and the Communist Party’s
actual work in trade unions, in central labor
bodies, in organizations of the unemployed,
Negroes, youth; in the organization of Far-
mer-Labor Parties on a local and state scale;
in Socialist Party branches.

Earl Browder closed the convention, point-
ing to the “unshakable unity of our Party,”
its winning of the “confidence and respect of
great masses of the people.”

At Madison Square Garden, as I write,
25,000 gay, disciplined men and women, cheer-
ing and singing with an enthusiasm which
makes all the other conventions this year
look positively sick, are nominating Earl
Browder, native Kansan, for President; and
James W. Ford, Negro leader, for Vice-
President of the United States on the Com-
munist ticket. A platform is adopted which
clearly and boldly proposes measures, in desail
so specific that any worker or farmer can at
once grasp its meaning. There is a full-
throated response from a packed Garden
to the platform’s closing lines:

Today the immediate issue is democracy
or fascism; but the consistent fight for de-
mocracy in the conditions of declining cap-
italism will finally bring us to the necessary
choice of the socialist path.
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Roosevelt’s Convention

PHILADELPHA.
(NN E meet ... at atime... of
great moment to the future
of the Nation.” President

Roosevelt’s urbane phrases traveled rhythmi-
cally across the playing ground. They struck
and echoed sharp as arrows against the double
tier of concrete seats slanting back and up
into the sky over Franklin Field.

Pressed around him on the platform were
the Boisterous Bourbons and the Tammany
Tycoons who made the Democratic conven-
tion a five-day nauseum. In the front row
sat their apotheosis, Cactus Jack Garner,
banker and landlord and wheelhorse. His
sharp red face was now expressionless and
cold as ice. A moment ago, standing with
Roosevelt before the cameras grinding in the
newsreels’ cage, Garner grinned. It was the
same cynical grin as the one he wore when
bibulously swapping stories with Republican
cronies—in the complete bipartisan intimacy
of Congressional leaders who serve the same
masters under different party labels.

Yet at certain moments there at Franklin
Field the heart expanded. One hundred thou-
sand people were listening in those stands.
The physical and spiritual impact of them,
massed, silently intent upon a speech ad-
dressed directly to them and their fellow mil-
lions, lent the scene impressiveness, something
the orgy in Convention Hall never could
achieve.

Roosevelt adroitly made a class appeal based
upon a falsehood. He used a simple device,
the past tense where the present belonged.
Kingdoms “were” built by “economic royal-
ists,” by grace of the economic enslavement
of others. Hours and wages “had” passed
beyond the control of the people. Political
equality “was” meaningless in the face of the
economic inequalities of modern monopoly.

But only up to the advent of the New
Deal! Since 1932, the President smoothly
pretended, “It is being ended.” Ended by the
New Deal, which, actually, buttressed mon-
opoly.

Seeing it done, I gagged. Yet soon, I knew,

MARGUERITE YOUNG

throngs such as this would gather and hear
their own political spokesmen express their
need and their solution in a real people’s
party. It is the inescapable logic of the mo-
mentous ‘“‘time” to which Roosevelt referred,
a time of crystallizing class line-ups on the
political as well as the economic front, and
of clarification of issues despite all the old
masters can do to prevent it.

On Wednesday, already worn from the or-
ganized hullabaloo in the hall and individual
hoopla along Broad Street through the night,
the delegates assembled in a session that was
turned literally into a vaudeville show. As
they emerged, Congressman Byron Scott, a
California Epic, remarked, “After all we have
endured, they might have given us at least
one fan dancer.” A

The resolutions committee was meeting in
the auditorium ballroom. Senator Wagner
solemnly announced they would hear every-
body and then proceed to “write” the plat-
form. Suppressed giggles at the press tables
belied him. Everybody knew the platform
had been drafted and would be redrafted
if necessary in President Roosevelt’s White
House study. Solemnly, however, the plat-
form builders sat together on the left side
of the room. Less than half of them were
present by the time the session got going, and
these soon began to drift away. They were,
on the whole, the typical stuff of the an-
cient machines of Tammany and Pender-
gast, plus New Deal camp followers who
were essentially disinterested in the whole af-
fair., The latter were prepared, regardless of
personal inclinations, to follow Roosevelt’s
word. There were a few exceptions—such
as Senators Black of Alabama and Bulkley
of Ohio, who sought specific liberal planks ;
and Senators Bailey of North Carolina,
Byrnes of South Carolina, Walsh of Massa-
chusetts, equally determined upon extreme re-
action as a matter of principle.

It was pouring rain. Soon the roof began
to leak and water dropped from the ceiling.
So sparsely occupied was the committee sec-
tion that for hours no one noticed. Then a

few casually shifted to other chairs. That
was all. A subcommittee went into a back
room to get to work on the proposals, theo-
retically, though the presentation was yet to
be completed.

There appeared here a succession of wit-
nesses such as never before seen at an old
party’s convention. Not only were there
representatives of newer militant mass organi-
zations . . . the Southern Tenant F armers, the
League against War and F. ascism, Joe Curran
and his seamen followers, there were
spokesmen for long-established labor and lib-
eral groups, raising demands that strikingly
reflected the growing unity of the people upon
minimum immediate guaranties against the
reaction that cuts ever wider swaths. Here
came an old pacifist clergyman, raising, ver-
batim, a slogan that appears in the Commu-
nist platform of 1936: “Keep America out
of war by keeping war out of the world!”
A woman speaking for the National Wo-
man’s Party, once opposed to protective legis-
lation for women on principle, now under-
scored that their desire for sex equality did
not mean they opposed minimum-wage legis-
lation for all. They did not volunteer it, but
inquiry disclosed that the New York mini-
mum-wage decision has set the faces of in-
creasing numbers of this group toward a posi-
tive labor program; only thus, they began to
perceive, can they safeguard equal rights,
Here likewise spoke a woman long asso-
ciated with the Consumers’ League, seeking
minimum wages guaranteed by Constitutional
Amendment. That was the central popu-
lar demand, Constitutional Amendment. It
reached a climax with Heywood Broun’s soft,
round voice booming over the microphone:
“The Newspaper Guild feels that any plank
adopted by the Democratic party in regard to
collective bargaining will be inadequate with-
out an additional plank favoring a constitu-
tional amendment to protect labor in its
right to organize.”

Reporters dropped their tools to clap!
They cheered Broun again when he uttered
fighting words, such as the Democratic

®. .o
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sachems would not. The latter minced words
at Hearst, the Liberty League and Fascism
in the Republican party. Broun put it
bluntly, as the rostrum praters did not: “An
editor named William Randolph Hearst has
some connection with the candidacy of the
Republican nominee, Alf Landon. This same
gentleman is also probably connected with the
campaign of Representative Lemke. As they
say at the race tracks, we think Landon and
Lemke are an entry—both boys riding in the
yellow silks of San Simeon.”

Because of the play of these outside forces,
and the abysmal apathy of the convention
toward them, the scene could not be wit-
nessed without the sharpest ambivalence. The
rumblings from the outside stirred the vast
majority of the delegates not at all. Vaguely
they sensed trouble. But they would not face
the immediate situation resulting from the
Liberty League Five’s bolt and the Lemke
candidacy, much less the problems arising for
the future from the gathering mass pressures
expressed in the platform hearings. But for
the contingent from the Far West with their
production-for-use call, muted and muddled,
and the Negro contingent’s abject clamor for
something, anything, to entice their most men-
aced group, the flesh and blood of this Democ-
racy was the same brutal, backward person-
nel as gathered at Cleveland, only some were
more primitive.

Friday night, just before Senator Robinson
stepped up to the microphone and asked the
last of the 57 Roosevelt seconders to com-
press their remarks, I strolled down around
the floor. They were leading the donkey into
the hall. Twice the animal forgot where he
was. But across the front of the hall, before
the platform, he was coaxed. Then they
mounted a young girl on the donkey and a
boy started leading him back across the hall.
Seeing what had happened, the boy grabbed
up a bundle of newspapers and went dropping
them before him. The ladies in the front
rows tittered.

PASSED a congressman-delegate. ‘“What

are you doing?” he was asking a passerby.
“Not promoting votes for the District of
Columbia?” And when asked, “Why not?”
he replied violently, “We don’t want that!
We don’t want all them damned Niggers
running things.”

Among the South Carolina delegation,
they were holding a hog-calling contest.
“Whaaa—hoo,” yelled South Carolina’s Sec-
retary of Pardons, T. R. Smith, into the
microphone. ‘“Whaa—hoo!” screamed South
Carolina’s Delegate Dr. Fishburn. They
reeled. They shouted. Somebody mistook
the doctor for the Governor of South Caro-
lina. He was quick to protect the honor of
his executive: “I’ll be god-damned if I'm the
guvnah!” Beside them in the suffocating press
stood the two who started it on a bet, a
Minnesota hog-raiser and a South Carolina
Congressman,

“You better not put this in the paper,”

the Congressman suddenly said. “It might
cost me a few votes ’cause somebody’s liable
to swear I was drunk.”

President Green of the American Federa-
tion of Labor submissively offered the same
tepid requests he asked at Cleveland, with one
exception. He omitted opposition to mini-
mum wages for men. Still he espoused the
same reactionary plans, the Red-baiting de-
mands of Hearst himself, that drew a salvo
from the extreme reactionaries of the Com-
mittee. His call for withdrawal of recogni-
tion of the Soviet Union and for deporta-
tion of alien “subversives,” was something
that could be, and was, applauded by Con-
gressman Fuller of Arkansas, the southern
gentleman who made page one by complain-
ing to the House that Vassar girls were
thinking of having sons, but not for soldiers.

FOLLOWED Green into the hall to

ask him where he got his mandate for his
position against the Russian workers’ govern-
ment. He shrugged.

“As a matter of fact, you had no mandate

from the A.F. of L. convention for that?”’ I

asked.

“No,” he said, “but labor has gone on rec-
ord.” He could not remember when.

“In fact, the last convention severely re-
proved Matthew Woll for the same thing—
for his Red-baiting American Civic Federa-
tion activities, which are essentially the same
thing you are doing here?”

Again he shrugged. He said, “I don’t
count that in.”

Green bubbled a belief that, “If we had
just one other liberal judge, the Supreme
Court decisions might go the other way.”

Another liberal judge or so! That was
the sum of Roosevelt’s intentions, so far as
platform concessions to the left were con-

cerned, until the very eve of his five-day"

bicycle race. His original draft, everything
here confirmed, evaded the Supreme Court
veto altogether. The intention was to dodge
it with a whispered hint of appointing judges
who would properly interpret the New Deal
as being “within the Constitution.” Then
last Monday, two days before the shouting
began, John L. Lewis went to the White
House. He- took one look at the platform
and blew up. He was quoted by those who
should know as telling Roosevelt: “Mr.
President, for the first time in the history
of this country, the Presidential election is
going to be a class fight.” He reminded
Roosevelt that the money bags were against
him, and also, according to the calculation of
Democratic strategists, over eighty percent of
the metropolitan press. He added, “You’'ve
got nowhere to go but to the common people.”

It was after that conference, in which Lewis
apparently was assured that a flat declara-
tion for an amendment would be included,
that another United Mine Workers official
appeared here confidently predicting such a
plank. That was Wednesday morning. But
upon the protests of the southern Tories, it
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was jerked in and out and around, until it
emerged, a compromise mentioning amend-
ment “if necessary.” Such as it was, it con-
stituted a concession to the one Roosevelt-sup-
porting group that demanded something. It
showed the possibility of independent people’s
organizations pushing even Roosevelt to a
stand he would not otherwise choose against
onrushing reaction. In this and in the formal
declarations of federal responsibility for un-
employment “insurance” 2 la the present se-
cial security fake, and for wage and hour and
other social legislation, and in the striking
omission of blunt war-building commitments,
lay the main difference between the Demo-
cratic and Republican platforms. All the rest,
the farm and anti-monopoly and sound cur-
rency and civil rights phrases, are so much
hokum, deliberately phrased so as to permit
the President to move as fast Left or Right
as may be expedient. That is not merely
my conviction: it was the free expression of
the several Industrial Organization union men,
and of the wee liberal delegates to whom I
spoke. Said one, “The platform is really just
an open door. The question is now, who will
push Roosevelt, and how fast? If he comes
across, it would mean a new Democratic
party. If he doesn’t, it means a Farmer-
Labor party in 1940, without question.”

I had heard the wishful thought expressed
by every liberal Roosevelt follower in the
arena—the thought that now the Democratic
party would transform itself at the wafting
of the Roosevelt wand. What I wanted to
know was whether the leadership of his labor
following would act for a showdown, and in
time.

“We’ve got no choice about it,” said the
union leader. “We are right up against it
now, in the steel organizing drive. If our
right to organize is guaranteed there, it will
mean a labor movement which will develop
its own political weapon either in or outside
of the Democratic Party. If Roosevelt fails
in steel, it is certain to develop outside the
Democratic Party.”

It was the wonder of Philadelphia that
even here on the Democratic ramparts one
found the abiding conviction that this was but
a prelude to 1940. Once you got off the
floor of the hall and talked to the Roosevelt
voter, you heard that clear and sober state-
ment everywhere: We know we can’t depend
on him; only better the negative than the
immediate offensive that we know would fol-
low a Landon victory. That was the reason
why the heart filled at the mass response in
Franklin Field to Roosevelt’s words: ‘“The
average man once more confronts the prob-
lem that faced the minute man of '76. . . .
The economic royalists complain that we
seek to overthrow the institutions of America.
. .. Our allegiance to American’ institutions
requires the overthrow of this kind of power.”
You knew that the mass determination upon
it was dawning, and would develop despite
and in a sense because of the contradiction
between the speaker’s word and his deed.
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Myth of the Free Public Library

JEAN SIMON and PAUL REYNOLDS

“The free public library is a distinctly Amer-
ican contribution to civilization. . . . ”

President Roosevelt, in his radio address to

the Friends of the AL.A. Library Luncheon

(from which Negro delegates were excluded).

EACHERS and campaign orators are

fond of quoting the saga of Abraham

Lincoln, who walked many miles in
wind and rain to borrow—and return—a
tattered copy of the Life of George Wash-
ington. Those were pioneer days. The in-
ference is, of course, that today, under our
“distinctly American” library system, books
are everywhere available for those who can
read them.

This cherished myth of the democratic
Free Public Library—the slogan of the Amer-
ican Library Association is ‘“‘the greatest
number of books for the greatest number of
people”—was definitely exposed, as such, at
the recent conference of librarians which was
held in Richmond, Virginia. The desperate
plight of the libraries ran like a disturbing
stream through the entire convention, burying
itself temporarily in endless reports on cata-
loguing and microphotography, public docu-
ments, bibliography, rising again in meetings
on Federal aid to libraries, rural library ser-
vice, adult education.

In the keynote opening address by Louis
Round Wilson, president of the A.L.A,, it
rose like a flood, rousing the delegates, as-
sembled to hear a polite speech of welcome,
from the half stupor engendered by Richmond
heat and habitual inertia. One delegate
fainted and was carried out, and still Dr.
Wilson continued quietly with his politely
damning analysis:

. .. until 1929 all our energies were absorbed
in the expression of library activities incident

to the rise of library incomes. Then with a

suddenness that was breath-taking we were

plunged into the most profound depression

America has known. . . . In this maelstrom

library revenues dropped to unprecedented

depths, circulation mounted to unprecedented
heights. . . . The first task which confronts the

AL.A. today is to provide library service to

the 45,000,000 people who are now without

it ..

Those who shuddered when news reached
them that Nazi Germany, in an attempt to
cauterize its economic and political wounds,
burned books may find worthy of considera-
tion the fact that under our present “dis-
tinctly American” library system 45,000,000
Americans (or one person in three) have no
access to books at all so far as public library
facilities are concerned. Over 80 percent of
the people of North Dakota, Arkansas and
West Virginia are without library service.
The same tragic situation holds true for 60
to 80 percent of the population in thirteen
‘states, from 40 to 60 percent in eleven states,

from 20 to 40 percent in ten states. In the
remaining eleven states 20 percent are with-
out such service. Of the estimated 55,000,000
of our rural population 40,000,000 people are
without libraries.

According to American Library Association
estimates, adequate library service demands a
minimum of one dollar per capita per year.
Yet in 1935 the country spent only 37 cents
per capita. The expenditure of certain south-
ern states is indicative of an appalling and
cynical disregard of the cultural needs of
human beings: Mississippi and Arkansas, 2
cents; New Mexico, 5 cents; Alabama, North
Carolina, West Virginia, Louisiana, 6 cents.

.(When we realize that in the South Negroes

are not permitted to use the public library
except in Jim Crow branches we can only
assume that under such pitifully small ap-
propriations, Negroes have no library facilities
whatsoever except in a few large cities.) Only
ten states in the United States spent more
than half the necessary minimum. Massachu-
setts, with an expenditure of $1.08, ranked
highest.

Only $10,000,000 has been added to the
library income from 1925-1935 but the in-
crease in book circulation has been 215,000-
000. Books have been used 200 percent more
but there has been an increase of only 45
percent in library income. While hundreds
of millions of dollars are being spent for
“defense,” public libraries received a bare
$45,000,000 in 1935.

Obviously then, the A.L.A.’s avowed demo-
cratic aim of “the greatest number of books
for the greatest number of people,” and, they
did not neglect to add, “at the least possible
cost,” is still mere convention talk. With
budgets cut to the bone the librarian finds
himself faced with the problem: books for
whom? services for whom? Some librarians
find it simple enough to make a choice. Ralph
Munn, director of the Carnegie Library of
Pittsburgh, categorically stated that branch
libraries in slum areas were not a “proper
charge of a public library.” He suggested
that such work might be turned over to the
Salvation Army! Perhaps Mr. Munn’s too
intimate contact with the Mellons and his
other steel corporation trustees has somewhat
dulled his social viewpoint. )

At an Adult Education roundtable at Rich-
mond, to which librarians eagerly flocked to
participate in what promised to be one of the
few free discussions, this problem of inade-
quate appropriations faced them at every turn.
In the midst of much fine talk on expanding
the functions of the library to adult educa-
tional movements, Miss Flexner, readers’
adviser of the New York Public Library,
protested the futility of reaching out for new
readers when libraries are unable to take care

of readers on their own doorsteps. It be-
comes clear then that in the American free
public library system, as in American educa-
tion generally, democracy is still a luxury.

HAT is to be done? Before the con-

vention had closed many librarians
were reaching their own conclusions. Dr.
Frank P. Graham, president of the University
of North Carolina, suggested that wealth
should be taxed to provide for the “45,000,000
Americans now without books.” In some
cities committees of workers and professionals
have organized to demand larger appropria-
tions to provide adequate library facilities for
themselves and their children. The A.L.A. is
definitely committed to a demand for Federal
aid. But the ultimate answer to the problem
is militant organization of the rank-and-file
librarians themselves who, realizing that their
situation is inseparable from the public which
they wish to serve, will demand, as part of
their professional program, sufficient appro-
priations for (1) the service to the public,
which includes not only books but adequate
personnel; (2) better wages and working
conditions for themselves; (3) security in the
form of tenure and pensions.

At present, the number of militant staff
associations is small when compared with
those in other professions. Everyone knows
that Library employes are notoriously under-
paid, but the general public scarcely can be
expected to realize the pressure under which
most of them work. The increase in the
number of borrowers and in book circula-
tion, the curtailment of staffs either by firing
or failure to hire more workers to meet the
growing needs have resulted—to borrow a
term from industry—in terrific speed-up.
The resentment of library workers was ex-
pressed in a letter recently written by an
indignant librarian to The Wilson Bulletin:

But don’t we work? All the calloused feet,
the broken arches, the roughened, ink-stained
hands, are painful proof. As for the air we
breathe, the dirty books we handle, long hours
and low pay checks, our working conditions and
scale of living are not far above those of the
proletariat we are supposed to scorn. . . .

Some official figures recorded in the Ameri-
can Library Association Bulletin for April,
1935, might serve as further “painful proof.”
Among the professional library workers the
largest single group is the professional assis-
tant. According to the A.L.A. definition, he
is one who has had (1) a bachelor’s degree
plus a year of professional education or (2)
including a year of professional education or
(3) an informal education considered as the
real equivalent of four years of college work
plus five years of experience in a library of
recognized professional standing.
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Just what do these highly-trained profes-
sional assistants receive in dollars and cents?
They work, on an average, forty hours a
week, Their schedules are abominable; few
of them work less than one night a week,
many two or three nights. For this they re-
ceive from $540 a year (as in Muskogee,
Qklahoma, population: 32,026) to $2,640 (as
in New York City). This maximum of
$2,640, which is received by incredibly few,
is astonishingly small in comparison with
maximum salaries in other professions. And
New York City also pays many of its pro-
fessional assistants as low as $1,320 a year.
Boston pays salaries ranging from a minimum
of $870 to a maximum of $1,510; Birming-
ham, from $851 to $1,027. Tampa pays as
little as $600; Kansas City, $760. A rough
national average might fall between $20 to
$25 per week—a munificent recompense for
the expensive investment in training. And
the salaries of clerical workers and other non-
professionals are proportionately lower.

In the Committee’s report the observation
that “in a majority of cities librarians are
expected to consider gentility and love of work
to be a large part of their compensation” is
indeed a depressing commentary. But this
may explain why librarians have not organ-
ized as widely as their fellow professionals
in the schools, social services, newspapers, etc.
While teachers marched on City Hall, librar-
ians meekly Submitted to pay cuts and out-

rageous speed-up. It is necessary to remember
the composition of the average library staff to
understand this, Library work has always
been considered the ideal way of life for
the minister’s daughter, the “bookish” girl,
the spinster dependents of the richest trustee,
with all the implications of their tradition.

But this type of personnel is rapidly chang-
ing. The influx into the profession of young,
trained workers, many of whom have waited
on tables to support themselves through col-
lege, of young men who find other professions
more and more difficult of entry, of the
W.P.A. workers, trained in militant action,
working shoulder to shoulder with the pro-
fessionals, is creating a new type of librarian
—one who thinks in terms of organization
and protection for himself and his fellow
workers, rather than of “gentility and love
of work.”

One of the clearest indications of the grow-
ing importance of organization among librar-
ians—more euphoniously termed, for library
consumption, ‘“‘staff associations’—is the fact
that for the first time a meeting was called
at an A.L.A. convention to discuss staff-
association policies. The wide response to the
call surprised even its sponsors. Answers to
the questionnaire distributed at a staff associ-
ation dinner indicated that the staff associa-
tions had gone far beyond the stage when
they existed primarily to plan picnics and
compile lists. Staff associations are now rec-
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ognized as a definite means of protecting
pensions, improving working conditions, rais-
ing salaries, establishing credit unions and for
compelling increased appropriations—for the
dual task of protecting themselves and pro-
viding adequate service to the public.

Some of these young organizations already
have a history of struggle behind them.
The Library Workers Union of the New
York Public Library, with a membership
drawn chiefly from pages and stack boys, was
organized to combat wage-cuts and dismissals
and to obtain better conditions. The New
York Public Library Staff Association, com-
posed of professional workers, has succeeded
in creating out of an inflexible, half-moribund
Staff Association, one of the truly representa-
tive and democratic staff organizations in the
library world. (It is significant of the change
here, that at the moment the Union is con-
templating a merger with the professional
organizations.) The Library Discussion Group
of Seattle, by an active program of publicity -
and education, succeeded in forestalling a
budget cut. The first Librarian’s Union
has been chartered under the AF. of L.
(local 19178) at Butte, Montana. “I do
not think it is possible,” writes the secretary
in The Wilson Bulletin for June, “to describe
the feeling of security that came to us, when
we knew that we had backing in our fight
for the only free institution available to
everyone in our community.”

Letter from Spain

MADRID.

HY IS there such a campaign of

slander against the People’s Front

of Spain? Spanish history imme-
diately preceding the People’s Eront victory
provides the answer, because it situates the
People’s Front in its true relation to the
struggles of the Spanish people: it shows it
to be the hope of a new Spain. '

In October, 1934, the Spanish proletariat
rose in a great general strike against the at-
tempted coup by the CEDA, the fascist Catho-
lic party representing the old monarchist
castes. ‘This attempted seizure of power was
in direct violation of popular will. In some
regions, such as Asturias, the strikes turned
into armed uprisings. And all of the Spanish
masses regarded with active sympathy every-
thing that was done to block the inquisi-
torial bands led by Lerroux and Gil Robles
who, when they finally did seize power, furi-
ously persecuted not only revolutionists but
men of such republican prestige as Manuel
Azana.

Upon the defeat of the October movement,

all of the laws promulgated by the Republic
which favored the interests of the workers
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and the poor people were revoked. In their
place others were adopted, contrary to the
spirit of the republican constitution. More
than 30,000 yunteros! were expelled from the
lands they had been working. Taxes on small
proprietors were increased and tenant farmers
were evicted by the thousands, while land-
owners were allowed to retain individual es-
tates of sometimes more than 25,000 hectares.
Property of those land-barons who had taken
part in revolutionary plots against the Repub-
lic in August, 1932, and whose land had
been confiscated at that time by the ‘govern-
ment, was restored to them. Wages for agri-
cultural labor, which had been raised with
the advent of the Republic to an average of
from five to six pesetas a day, were cut dur-
ing the period of the Rightist government to
one peseta, 50 centimos for a sunrise-to-sunset
workday—the legally fixed eight-hour day
having also been liquidated. (A loaf of bread
costs on the average 0.65 pesetas in Spain.)
One and a half million were unemployed.
Fifteen thousand workers were thrown out of
work for refusing to parrot the ideas of their

1 A yuntero is an agricultural laborer who owns a
team of mules but no land.

employers and the government. Thirty thou-
sand workers, and others of Leftist sympathies,
were buried in the country’s jails; five thou-
sand were shot dead during the military re-
pression of the Asturias movement. Many
were the victims of infamies committed in
detention cells and calabozos. An instance of
this was the death of Luis de Sirval, arrested
while working as a newspaper man, and
killed shortly after in his prison cell.

The Republic had deprived the Catholic
hierarchy of its state subsidy: but the Right-
ists re-assigned it 470,000,000 pesetas a year.
“Affaires” such as the scandalous case of the
“Straperlo”? abounded.

In March, 1935 the Rightists passed a
law on rural rents which caused the evic-
tion of more than 100,000 tenant farmers
from lands which they had long cultivated.
In Biscay alone, a community of 2,000 peas-
ants, which had held its farms for over a
century, was rendered landless.

This was the state of affairs when the

2The Straperio case involved graft to men in
high government positions in return for granting
gambling concessions.
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Communist Party of Spain proposed that all
the popular and democratic forces in the coun-
try unite in a people’s anti-fascist bloc to
halt the sweep of reaction that was menacing
everything honorable and democratic in Span-
ish life. Once organized, the People’s Front
attained such enormous force that it rode to
victory over countless obstacles in the elec-
tions of February 16, 1936. Neither govern-
mental intimidation nor the ‘“slush fund” of
the reactionaries nor the employers’ threat
to discharge all Left voters was able to save
the forces of retrogression. A government
was established which pledged itself before the
whole country to the fulfillment of the pro-
gram signed by all the parties in the People’s
Front. Among other things it pledged:

Amnesty for social-political prisoners;

Restoration to their former employment of all
workers and functionaries who had been victims
of the October reprisals;

Pensions for the widows and orphans and
those who had been incapacitated by the Octo-

ber terror;

Guarantee to enforce the Republican consti-
tution;

Punishment of those responsible for the tor-
tures which accompanied the repression in
Asturias;

Protection of the poor peasants:

Abolition of usury and the lowering of rents
and taxes on land;

The fostering of the teaching of modern agri-
cultural methods;

Abolition of the Rightist law on rents and
protection and fostering of small rural land-
holdings;

Restoration of possessions which had been taken
away from peasant communities;

Reestablishment of social legislation;

Construction of schools and establishment of a
system of lay education.

This program is a far cry from the “social
revolution” with which the Rightists are try-
ing to scare the more moderate Republican
camp, and to alienate certain democratic forces
in other countries. To apply this program
would simply mean to undo the injustices of
the former regime, to exact responsibility from
those who committed those injustices, and to
give Spain a regime which is more in har-
mony with the spirit of modern times. It
would mean raising the country’s cultural
level, and liquidating the remnants of the
middle ages which the Rightists are obstinately
bent on perpetuating.

The government has begun to apply this
program—although slowly, much too slowly.
It is confronted with the resistance of the
reactionaries, who are going to all lengths in
their attempt to divorce the toiling masses
from it. Big employers are shutting down
their plants and are refusing through vari-
ous subterfuges to accept the decisions of the
government. Large landowners are leaving
their lands untilled rather than give employ-
ment to the hungry thousands of agricultural
laborers. The assassinations of prominent
Leftist leaders are planned; gangsters are
" armed and sent out among the people to
provoke violence. ‘

The public naturally becomes irritated—
particularly when magistrates free arrested
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provocateurs, or deal out ridiculously small
sentences—and the people are sometimes led
to direct intervention in order to put an end
to this state of things.

The aim of the provocateurs is clear. They
seek to disrupt the unity of the popular forces
in Spain. They attempt to flaunt the dis-
turbances which reaction itself brings about,
before the whole world, with the accusation
that the Leftists cannot preserve order. They
call upon the government to break with the
working-class parties, whom they accuse of
trying to submerge the country in violence
and chaos. They try to horrify the more
moderate Republicans with the specter of so-
cial revolution, of Bolshevism. They warn of

" the assassination of all citizens by the Bol-

sheviks, and spread tales of that sort which
no one with half a brain would believe.

If it is true that some churches have been
burned, it is no less true that many of these

were burned by their owners in order to jus-
tify campaigns of repression and slander
against the Left. Other burnings, far fewer
in number, resulted from justified although
at times ill-considered actions of the people
themselves, aroused because they had been
fired upon from the churches, or because
church buildings served as havens for the
fascist agitators and their gunmen.

We Communists do not deny that we fight
for a Workers’ and Peasants’ Government in
Spain. Nevertheless we will support the pres-
ent government with all the forces at our
command, as long as it carries out the pro-
gram agreed upon and known to the entire
Spanish people. We are determined that our
country shall cease to be a semi-feudal realm
under the despotic control of an ancient no-
bility. We want to raise it to the level of
the cultured peoples of the world who are
today fighting for peace and progress.
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Remnants of the Past

Y outburst against the romantic
M lovers of the revolution has a
salutary effect, perhaps a bit too
salutary. One tourist in the coupé recalls
that he was handled rather bureaucratically
by an Intourist official. Another saw a beg-
gar in Moscow. A third was annoyed with
a waiter who was angling for a tip, a fourth
is perturbed by what he thinks are excessive
manifestations of patriotism. Of course, they
are not romanticists. Of course, they do not
generalize. Of course, they realize that these
things are neither typical nor permanent. In-
deed, they declare that they have found the
Soviet Union “marvelous and inspiring,” that
“it made one want to live and struggle and
change the world,” that “it restored one’s
faith in man and one’s belief in man’s noble
.destiny.” And they say it with such an air,
as if they were the first fluttering souls to
have sensed this great yet so elusive truth. . ..
Still they do want to know why the un-
pleasant things they have mentioned persist
in a socialist country. “It’s a little disappoint-
ing, don’t you think ?”’ queries the “authoress.”
I know most of these people are going back
to America. I know that every one of them,
among friends and acquaintances, will become
a center of disséminating news and views,
sound and unsound, about the Soviet Union.
And though I hate to dwell on the negative
aspects of Soviet life—they are so transitory,
so minor, when lifted out of the whole mag-
nificent context of Soviet life—they can be so
misleading ; and though I am hoarse with talk-
ing and quite exhausted, I feel it is my duty
patiently to carry on. Before long—in Poland
—our little group will be broken up. Mean-
while, during the few brief hours at our dis-
posal, I find that reading from my Soviet
diary—from the year 1928 to the present—
is the least tiring method of meeting the
eager pressure for information and elucida-
tion. I read the notes haphazardly, as I turn
the pages, stopping most frequently on those
which have some reference to the questions my
interlocutors have been raising.

WO BAREFOOT youngsters and a
dog attach themselves to us and lead us
through the Park of Culture and Rest.
“What kind of a dog is this?” asks one of
my group.
The taller boy, the owner: “Japanese.”
His little companion: “Siberian.”
The taller one, with authoritative finality:
“My father says it is Japanese.”
The little one, imperturbably: “And I say
it is Siberian; it can’t be Japanese.”
The taller one: “Do you think you know
more than my father?”
The little one, in basso profundo: “Sure.
If your dog were Japanese, our Soviet dogs
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would have torn it to little pieces long ago.”

The taller one, triumphantly: “But he is
not a Japanese bourgeois dog, not a Japanese
imperialist one; he is a Japanese proletarian
dog.”

"The little one is beaten. He is now willing
to admit that the dog may be Japanese
after all.

UGUST, 1936. Hotel Metropole.

“The most unfavorable impression one
gets of the Soviet Union,” complains the pep-
pery little lady, “is in these Intourist hotels.
The uniformed flunkies and waiters hovering
all about you, scraping their feet, bowing,
smiling ingratiatingly, and always looking
at the palm of your hand—they’re utterly dis-
gusting.” “I had imagined that human dignity
was restored in the Soviet Union. I can’t
understand it. I don’t know how to behave in
their presence. The Communists, I am told,
are opposed to tipping. Well, I have tried to
follow the best Communist precepts. It’s diffi-
cult. I am in a Bolshevik country and I
absolutely and demonstratively refuse to hand
out gratuities to these fellows.” After a little
pause, jokingly, ““T'hey ought to shoot a few
of them as an example.”

“Shoot!” It sounds familiar., In 1928,
when as a member of an educational dele-
gation I first entered the Soviet Union, my
reaction to some of the people in the Europa
Hotel in Leningrad was exactly the same. I
recal] vividly the old doorman, his luxurious,
carefully-nurtured gray beard, his gorgeous
black uniform glittering with gold buttons,
gold embroidered collar and sleeves, he stood
there for hours, erect, opening and closing
doors eficiently, snappily, saluting the richly
appareled foreigners sauntering in and out.
The old man had been doorman of the same
hotel for decades, opening doors, saluting
princes, counts, generals, ambassadors, mer-
chants, their bejewelled ladies and their arro-
gant daughters. For years he had lived a
life of reflected glory. In some way he must
have felt linked to a great, sparkling world,
to the mighty of this earth. He had come to
love the ritual connected with his job. It gave
him a sense of dignity and self-importance.
And even now, in the new world of prole-
tarian dictatorship, the old doorman took
great pride in practising the proprieties of his
profession. Every time I passed he bowed,
flung the door open and saluted—I was well-
dressed, a foreigner, a member of an American
professors’ delegation. The old man had not
the least doubt that I accepted his courtesies
as something quite due me, and he was indeed
pleased to shower them upon me, tip or no tip.
I recall his painful astonishment when I once
stopped to talk to him in Russian, address-
ing him as Tovarisch (Comrade). Was he

pleased? Hardly. He was disdainful, he ac-
tually felt cheated. I was not an important
foreigner after all! I spoke Russian. Perhaps
I was even a Bolshevik. I called him
Tovarisch! After that the old man deliber-
ately snubbed me. But instead of being
amused, I was irritated: “A lackey . . . soul
of a lackey. . .. A shame they have such speci-
mens working in Soviet hotels . . . ought to
shoot such people. . . .”

That was long ago, under the N.E.P. I
had since come to understand many things
which seemed inexplicable then.

“What I can’t see,” continues the little
lady, “is why, in the nineteenth year of the
Revolution, tipping and servility should be tol-
erated. Of course, I realize that as a foreign
tourist I see these things in concentrated form.
I have no doubt that, in relation to the rest
of Soviet life, these negative things are rare.
But these things are so ugly; they can be re-
moved so easily. Just pass a law prohibiting
them and then proceed to enforce the law!
There is no reason why waiters should not be
prohibited from accepting tips if they are paid
well. They certainly can be stopped, and if
necessary punished. Take your old doorman.
Why did they have to put such a man in a
place where he was bound to make a bad
impression on every new arrival in the Soviet
Union ?”

As delicately as I can manage, I suggest
that it were well if tourists freed themselves
of the notion that the Soviet Union exists
as a show place and that Stalin, the Com-

munists, the People’s Commissars walk around:

in the Kremlin puckering their brows, tear-
ing their hair, worrying how every little de-
tail in the country might impress critical tour-
ists. . There is a Five Year Plan to attend
to, there are complicated foreign relations and
the Red Army to worry about, there are
the railroads and the heavy and light indus-
tries to watch over, there are collective and
state farms to take care of, there are thou-
sands of other major tasks. If the tourist is
not impressed with the accomplishments in
these fields, and if he insists on dwelling on
minutiae, it may not be the fault of the
Soviets after all. In that case the tourist
had better make a self-critical excursion into
his own mental labyrinth.

Furthermore, to get back to the subject,
keeping the old waiters and the old doormen
in the hotels is not a matter of choice, but
of necessity. At present there is absolutely
no way of inducing new people to train for
personal service jobs. Why should they? The
doors of schools and factories and offices are
wide open. There are endless opportunities
for more attractive work. For instance, there
is a veritable “barber crisis” in the Soviet
Union. People don’t want to be barbers,
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There are no office boys in the Soviet Union.
My friend Herman Michelson observed very
acutely that the reason the Soviet offices are
so slow-moving is that the work which in
capitalist countries is performed by young-
sters is here being performed by graybeards
or old women. The Soviet government is
at present not especially interested in tearing
young people away from essential jobs to train
them to be waiters and porters, barbers and
doormen. It is all a question of relative im-
portance. An-electrician or a tractor driver is
still infinitely more essential to the country’s
well-being than a waiter. Fortunately there
are old waiters available, specialists, experts,
who do not disdain rendering personal services
and who are neither fit nor willing to do any-
thing else. These people are happiest and
most useful in their old jobs. Unquestionably,
years of servility under the old regime had
demoralized them. They cannot resist a per-
sonal gratuity, even if it is against the rules.
Discharging a waiter for an infringement of
this rule would be a futile gesture. He
wouldn’t be of much use anywhere else. And
another worker would have to be taken out of
a job to be trained for a long period and put
into this job. An obvious social waste, even
if such a worker could be found.

Some day, perhaps not too distant, Soviet
society’s attitude in this matter is bound to
change and any socially useful work will be
encouraged. But the time is not yet ripe.
The whole thing is complicated by other de-
tails. Wages in the Soviet Union are not
yet high enough to lessen the temptation of
obtaining an additional few rubles a day. Sev-
eral years must elapse before such a level of
economic well-being is attained. Besides, not
every tourist coming into the Soviet Union
has an equally lofty conception of human dig-
nity. Many cling to the tipping evil out of
habit or out of a desire to feel generous or
out of hope of obtaining better service. The
average waiter or doorman would have to be
a very firm and principled Communist to
spurn tips. And the overwhelming majority
of the old hotel personnels are certainly not
that.

The lady is satisfied. She suggests that such
an explanation should be posted in every room
of the Intourist hotels.

INERALNIE VODY, summer of
1928. I was on the railroad station
waiting for the train to Baku.
was deserted. The ticket seller sat yawn-
ing behind his little window. Having nothing
to do, I sauntered over and asked him when
my train was due. The fellow, a middle-
aged Russian with a typical peasant face, let
go of his infinitely long moustache for a
moment, stared straight over my head and in
a freezingly official voice announced: “Tickets
are sold here; information is given over there.”
I had to go to the other side of the station.
‘What an annoyance . . . surely he had the

information . . . stupid bureaucracy. . . .
I discovered that I had three hours, and de-
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cided to go out to take a look at the town.
I went over to the baggage room and handed
in my three bags, my hat and cane. Five
pieces in all—one ruble. After the elderly
clerk had laboriously made out the receipt, I
changed my plans a little.

“Would you mind giving me back the hat
and cane?”’ I asked.

“I’'m sorry, but I can’t give them to you
now,” he replied as he began to take them off
the counter.

“But I have changed my mind. I want to
take them along.”

“Citizen, if you want your hat and cane,
you'll have to take all the five objects back.”
He shoved all the things in my direction.

“But I don’t want all the five things; I
want only two.” I shoved the three bags
back to him.

“But I can’t give you only two; you'll have
to take all the five.”

I was in a quandary. The old man took
pity on me. His face became a little less aus-
tere. He propased a solution:

“Tll tell you. If you want the hat and
cane, you first take all the five objects back
[he pushed the three bags back to me]. I will
file the ruble receipt, then you will pay sixty
more kopecks and I will give you a receipt for
three objects, you will give me the three bags,
and you will keep the hat and cane.”

I was fascinated by the old codger’s arith-
metic: one ruble for five objects; but one
ruble and sixty kopecks for three! It was no
use arguing. I became party to this absurd
transaction,

Later I complained to a Russian fellow-
traveler. His explanation was very reason-
able: “Yes, we still suffer from bureaucracy.
Sabotage of class enemies is one cause. Over-
work is another. The still inadequate organi-
zation of trade and industry [it was 1928, you
will remember] is a third. But the main
cause is the death and the emigration of hun-
dreds of thousands of experienced people—
merchants, professionals, officials—who disap-
peared from our economic and social life; they
have been replaced by hundreds of thousands
of new, inexperienced workers drawn suddenly
from field and factory into various clerical,
administrative and executive jobs. These
people are still raw. They're unused to han-
dling others. They still lack the quickness
of mind, the pliancy, the ability of rapid orien-
tation and immediate decision which comes
with experience and the consequent confidence
in one’s knowledge. Obviously under such
circumstances it’s easier and safer to err on
the side of literalness and rigidity than on
the side of venturesome interpretation of rules.
Take the ticket clerk you have complained
about. To prevent long lines of people
jostling before his window, asking millions of
questions and interfering with the expeditious
sale of tickets, that fellow was instructed, I
suppose, not to dispense any information,
but just to attend to his job of selling tickets.
It was a sound rule, if you know anything
about our Russian folk and our traditional
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love for endless questions and discussions. But
the fellow—and that also applies to your bag-
gage clerk—must have been new in his job
and he quite naturally tended to enforce the
rule too rigidly, at the expense of common
sense and courtesy. Next time you come to
Mineralnie Vody, let’s say a year or two
hence, you’ll find those officials quite changed.”

(One of my auditors shrewdly observes that
this cause of bureaucracy, like deliberate sabo-
tage, has been almost removed through the
intensified training and experience provided by
the two successful five year plans. “They
used to break tractors; now they make them
and run them. The same with handling
people. They’ve learned and are still learn-
ing.”)

Once V. K., a state prosecutor in Moscow,
showed me his Party membership card. On it
there was recorded a severe reprimand signed
by one of the five secretaries of the Central
Committee of the Communist Party.

“I deserved it, little brother, I deserved
it,” V. K. assured me. “Carelessness. Negli-
gence. . . . Taking the path of least resistance.
.. . Lack of Bolshevik vigilance and self-criti-
cism. . . . The whole thing was like a night-
mare. I, a Communist of seventeen years’
standing, an Old Bolshevik one might say,
called before the Central Committee of our
Party, questioned, confronted with irrefutable
evidence, accused of bureaucracy, given the
severest moral drubbing a man could stand,
and sent back to work with the disgrace of
a severe reprimand entered en my Party card.
A reprimand is no laughing matter, my dear
fellow. A couple of such reprimands and you
fly out of the Party, disgraced for life. To
a Bolshevik, a reprimand of this kind is, next
to actual expulsion, the worst possible pun-
ishment. . . .”

V. K. would have continued in this vein in-
definitely were it not for my insistence on
knowing the specific cause of the reprimand.
He chose to be a little vague. But from the
disconnected account I gathered that he had
been inconsiderate in the treatment of a young *
peasant girl, a daughter of a collective farmer,
who had come to Moscow and, forced by cir-
cumstances and bad influences, gone into the
streets. Instead of studying her case care-
fully, her background, the cause of her coming
to the city, the cause of her fall, and the best
way of reclaiming her, V.K., much over-
worked, settled the case in the easiest way for
himself: bureaucratically. He simply sent the .
girl, by administrative order, to a labor camp.

When the news of the girl’s treatment
reached the #olkhoz, there was an outcry of
indignation. At a meeting the collective
farmers drew up a letter to the Central Com-
mittee of the Party criticizing in no uncer-
tain language the manner in which the Prose-
cutor had disposed of the case. Before he
had undertaken anything, the letter main-
tained, the Prosecutor should have got in
touch with the Collective to which the girl
belonged. Without noise and publicity, in the
normal environment of the home and the
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Collective, she would have been put back on
the path to a normal, healthy life. Such a
procedure would have been more humane and
more beneficial to everybody concerned, the
state, the girl, her family and her Collective.

The Party acted immediately. Representa-
tives of the collective farm were invited to
Moscow to appear before the Central Com-
mittee. V. K. was questioned and reprimanded
in their presence. The girl was released from
the labor camp and sent back to her village.

I asked V. K. how he had taken the ordeal.

“It was terrible,” he confessed. “I suf-
fered for months. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t
eat. I made my wife and children sick with
worry. But believe me, such pain is good
for one. It makes one look into himself, re-
examine himself, watch that he doesn’t degen-
erate on his job, that he doesn’t become a
bureaucrat. It makes one a better man and a
better Bolshevik. . . . Yes, Comrade, I am all
for an occasional bang over the head, even if
it is my own head. . ..”

WING to the constant campaign against
bureaucracy in the press, and the ener-
getic propaganda conducted by the Party,
Soviet citizens have developed a veritable pho-
bia for bureaucracy. The most insulting word
in the Soviet vocabulary is “bureaucrat.” The
word has magic potency. It makes officials
turn pale and it gets things done. Thus when-
ever I balk up against unfulfilled official prom-
ises, procrastination, red tape, bland refusals
of reasonable requests, I narrow my eyes into
a knifelike slit, grit my teeth so as to make
the muscles around my jaws dance with fury,
and in a suppressed, scarcely audible voice (yet
loud enough to reach the culprit), I hiss:
“B-u-r-e-a-u-c-r-a-c-y . d-i-s-g-u-s-t-i-n-g.
. . .7 The addressee pretends not to hear.
But things do get a move on.

S CONDITIONS here are improving,
as millions of people are acquiring ex-
perience and skill, as industry and commerce
are more efficiently organized, especially as
the Stakhanov movement is becoming more

widespread, I have less and less occasion to re-
sort to my little act of narrowing my eyes,
gritting my teeth, and hissing the terrible
insult. Several years ago, I used to perform
quite regularly. It had almost become a sec-
ond-habit. So much so, indeed, that in 1931,
when I arrived in New York and a fat, rude,
loud-mouthed brute of a customs official irri-
tated me by the way he scattered my innocent
belongings all over the place and almost
frightened my innocent wife out of her wits,
I just naturally lapsed into my Soviet habit
and called him a bureaucrat.

“What-che-say ?”’ snapped the nonplussed
official, letting the corner of his mouth drop
viciously to the edge of his chin.

“Bureaucrat,” 1 repeated obligingly.

“And what’s that?”” He pricked up his ears,
sensing that I was saying something not par-
ticularly complimentary.

“T should advise you to look it up in the
dictionary,” 1 retorted.

“This is not the Soviet Union,” my wife
whispered, pulling at my sleeve in an effort
to prevent trouble.

I had to admit it wasn’t, for this fellow
became even nastier.

HANGING one’s habitat from the so-

cialist world to the capitalist world and
the reverse involves strange psychological ad-
justments. Thus, an American revolutionary
artist, a cartoonist, living in Moscow, com-
plains that he finds it almost impossible to
practise his art here. In America he was
sharply opposed to the established capitalist
order. In the Soviet Union he is fervently
for the established socialist order. The change
from a “nay” to a ‘“yea” attitude to one’s
milieu may be relatively easy in life, it seems
to be devilishly difficult in art.

No, the change in one’s attitude towards
the surrounding world is not so very easy in
life either. 'While marching in the November
7 parade with my Russian comrades, I found
it very difficult to adjust my emotional re-
sponses to the militiamen. In my mind a
cop is associated with beating up paraders,
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breaking up picket lines, with arrests, prisons.
He is a symbol of the violence and cruelty
of the master class. And it is difficult for me
to feel, and I have constantly to remind myself
of it, that the Soviet cops represent my class,
protect my class; that they are friends, com-
rades. When I realize it, I have the urge to
run over and hug them.

Once I saw Peter Malyshkin, a Stakhano-
vite, a Communist, hand a coin to an old
beggar. I was shocked. Even in America,
where the beggar has a justifiable economic
and moral claim, the Communists are op-
posed to giving alms. But in the Soviet Union,
beggars (there are a few of them still left)
are almost exclusively members of inimical
classes—former exploiters, czarist police offi-
cers, intransigent kulaks—or degenerates too
lazy to work. For a Communist to give alms
in the Soviet Union struck me as the height
of unprincipled conduct. I said so.

Malyshkin answered: “Several years ago I
should have told this beggar to go hang him-
self or jump into the river. Those were
pretty hard, cruel days. But it’s different
now; times are changed. The enemy is
smashed. There are only a few left. They
are impotent. They can do no real harm.
If we could afford it, these people, I am sure,
would get state support. So far, however,
that’s out of the question. While many hon-
est workers and peasants still have to deny
themselves simple comforts, while there are
still not enough schools and nurseries and hos-
pitals to accommodate everyone, the Soviet
state can scarcely afford to be solicitous about
its enemies. Now mind—it’s not a matter of
vindictiveness; it’s a matter of the where-
withal. 'We have not yet the necessary super-
fluity of social wealth. The State, if it is
to remain true to itself as an expression of
the laboring masses, must show preferences
in the distribution of the as yet limited social
benefits. Otherwise those who have been and
are socially useful, especially those who fought
for the Revolution, whose fathers, and sons,
and brothers, and sisters died in the struggle
against this very class, would raise an awful
rumpus—justly.

“But I am not the state. What the state
may not indulge in, I, as an individual, may.
It happens that I do have some superfluous
coins in my pocket., I feel uncomfortable
when I see another living creature suffer. He
is feeble. He is old. He won’t live much
longer. I can’t hate him now. I even have
a slight feeling of pity. The government is
not yet in a position to take care of him.
Well, what the devil—I gave him a coin—so
what ?”’

Suddenly, Malyshkin’s casual little act of
kindness assumed for me a deep symbolical
meaning: I saw in it the great solidity and
power of the victorious proletariat, the emer-
gence of Socialist humanism, the psychological
impulse behind the new Soviet constitution,
and the dawn of a genuinely democratic,
genuinely free and happy classless Communist
society.
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| The Volcano

As when some old volcano will begin

To shake off slumber it was buried in,

And like a lusty Titan hiccough thunder,

Till earth for miles around is rent asunder;
While lavas rear, a monstrous avalanche,

To gulp up every farmhouse, fence, and branch;
As when Vesuvius hurls up many a crag

Amid such billowing vapor, cinders, slag,

Until you wonder if infernal regions

Were disembowelled with their flaming legions—

So now there is a land wherein a vast

Volcano spews up high an ancient past—
Coughs up a steaming Styx—does not abate
Disgorging, from a hundred fissures, hate. . . .
(What deep and inner contradictions sent
Destruction gushing forth from every vent?)
From what abyss, what subterranean deep,

Do these barbaric epochs, thought asleep,

Erupt and burst with poisonous hissing? . . . Gall
Of malice, pitchy flames of terror fall, _
Mixed with the fragments of the Middle Ages,
Scattered afar as the volcano rages!

The fumes grow thick and acrid. None can see
For all the lurid smoke of bigotry.

With all the tumult of the shrieking, which
Swells from the tortured under burning pitch,

* Under the pumice and the sulphur’s dread,
-You'd think that Phelethon were vomited

From Hades over houses, garden-nooks,
And over temples, libraries with books,
Over the ambushed masses, over all!—

*So thus, within this Nazi Etna’s pall,

How many a city, as the lavas creep,
Chokes like another Pompeii, covered deep;
How many a sparkling city must become
Another buried Herculaneum!

Interview

In his museum village I found smiling
The great industrialist, soft-palmed, soft-voiced :

“No man should work for profit only”

Into the past he looks—

The standardizer, modern mass producer—
Admires the craftsman

Carving with slow care

Shaping with loving pride, fine hands

The single object, part by part, the whole.

Eight smoke stacks bar the sun,

Smudge the flat basin of the River Rouge.
Bones bent equally under the loud drums
Of overhead conveyors, hands stained alike;
The sweat of armpits to the sweating steel,
Eyes, nostrils thick

With the same grease-heavy air. . . .

“In money for its own sake
I have no interest”

From a year’s labor of these numbered workers
(Bread at the day’s end, soggy sleep)
Profit enough to buy imagination:

Louis GINSBERG.
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One free man’s dream, one life
Memoried in oak: carved chest, museum-piece.

On the assembly line

Hard shoulders, stout wrists, quick hands:
Steve Projak, turning

Bolt after bolt on black connecting rods
One way one hundred times

An hour eight hours a day

Six days a week months years

(Wife and five kids in Three Oaks

A raise on the speed-up

Partner laid off in June)

Almost enough to eat, to sleep,

Bolts for connecting rods: steel charity.

“The only
Charity I know is paying people
Fairly for what they do”

Steve Projak, your ancestor

Might take such oak as grew

Once by this oily river:

Shape with mind and heart

Leaves under sun and moonlight, forest shadow,
The rose garland, or the rich-lobed

And rounded flesh of fruit.

You earn your bread, Steve Projak,

Fairly for what you do.

“It is only by the exchange
Of benefits that profit can exist”

We talked of the Plant’s efficiency, shook hands.
His sentiment sure antiseptic to

Conscience decayed, his lean face phosphorescent
In the green light of evening, I left smiling

The soft-voiced visionary, great industrialist.

RuTH LECHLITNER.

Aerograd

O spontaneous cheer! To hell with

well-made drama!

Birth is a bursting! The world

is very young and tender, surprising as

snow in summer, clear as a skyful of little clouds,
clean as leaves in the taiga.

Man was born yesterday, wise

with laughter, wise

and winged, a puppy tumbling

to triumph, a swallow soaring

for joy.

Adventure lives purged and fair.

Miracles are

an unborn city, true dreams, boys plunging
drifting like summer snow, white

birds, plum blossoms

to blanket the earth with beauty.

Hatred? envy? enmity? a sickness:

disgust of Circe’s courtiers finding no wallow—
despair of Diogenes jostling honest men in droves.
O men and women growing!

O socialist pioneers responsible,

eager to build, thirsty with love!

O love-thirst—to give, to give!

O mature responsible lovers laughing,

ten thousand times alive,

living to build, to dignify,

to cherish!

PHILIP STEVENSON.
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Theirs Is the Kingdom

T HAD been hot that spring. Right after
March it got hot and it stayed hot
through May and when June came it

grew hotter settling into summer. Even at
night it was hot and the heat didn’t help me
sleep any. I kept worrying every night, I
kept thinking, how does a man get located ?
How does a man do when he is ready to find
a job? I was scared about making a living.
I didn’t know if I could or not. All that was
bad and the heat was bad. I was scared about
being able to make a living all spring.

I sat on the bed.

Mom came in and said, “My goodness, boy,
what are you doing? You know it’s almost
seven o’clock ?”

“I can’t go,” 1 said.

She had a towel, a dish towel, she kept
wiping her hands. She wasn’t thinking about
what she was doing. She wiped her hands
over and over again. She said, “Well now,
John—what are you talking about? Of course
you're going.”

“No,” I said.

“Why, John boy—what’s got into you?”

It was my left shoe. I had it on. I held

it up on my foot for her to see. The sole
was all right. It was the upper. One side
had come unsewed near the front. You could

see my toes and it looked like hell too, all
flapped out at the side that way.

“Oh, John boy,” said my Mom, “Oh, John
boy.”

“Look at it,” I said. “Do you think I want
to go and sit in front of all those people with
a shoe like that?”

She had her under lip tucked in. I felt
mean.

I said, “What do you expect me to do any-
way ?”

She just said, “Let me have it, John.”

I kicked it off and laid back on the bed.
Right in front of all those people. I was glad
about the shoe.

She picked up the shoe and went out of the
room.

I thought, to hell with it all. But I was
really scared about it. 1 was afraid about
being able to make a living. I had been afraid
of that all spring.

In a minute she came back in. She said,
“John, look. I fixed it. Look at it now.”

I looked. She had put some adhesive tape
over the whole toe to hold the unsewed place.
She had blackened the tape and it did look
pretty good.

She said, “You can wear it, John, can’t
you?”

She looked at me.
wouldn’t go. She wanted me to go.
wanted me to go bad.

She was afraid that I
She
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I felt good
Mom—Ilet’s

Then I didn’t feel so mean.
toward her. I said, “Okay,
have it.”

When I went out of the house at seven-
thirty, walking light because of the shoe, she
was crying.

She kissed me on the face.
about four times.

I said, “Aw—." I felt bad and choked up.
I couldn’t talk any more, so I went right out
of the house and down the street in the warm
night, past the railroad station and across the
tracks that lead out of town and down the
main street and past the pool hall and on
through the residential district and across the
field in front of the high school. There was
the school all lit up and a lot of cars parked
all around and many people walking up the
steps to go inside. Inside the main entrance
flowers were stacked up, stacked high, and the
principal stood there by the flowers with a
shiny eye, like Mom’s, shaking everybody’s
hand and talking without knowing what he
said.

When I heard him saying, “Ah, how do
you do? Ah, yes; ah, yes. Mrs. Jones, ah,
how do you do—" I just thought, aw hell,
aw hell!

She kissed me

We sat there under the lights and he
talked.

Everybody in the audience sat quiet. We
sat quiet.

He talked. He was the county tax col-
lector from Riverside. He waved his arms,
first at us, then at the audience, then at the
ceiling. I saw the sweat on his forehead.
I saw his red neck.

He said, “I am proud—proud—my throat
is full, my heart is full. It is the beauty,
the clear-eyed beauty of these young men and
young women here. I am proud that it is I—
I who dedicate to them, the world. And this
eager world awaits them, and this eager world
needs them. To them the arms of this world
are open. Theirs is the kingdom, theirs is
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the glory, theirs is the golden path of youth.
Theirs—"

Some of the women started to sniffle.

I kept forgetting about my shoe. Every
time I'd forget, I put my left foot out in
front of me to be comfortable and when I
did that, the audience could see the tape
around the bottom of my shoe. I kept for-
getting all the time.

There was a hell of a jam after it was all
over. The main entrance was crammed with
students and people. I was trying to get out
—1I wanted to get out quick. It was all over
and I wanted to get out into the world
quick, like when a man swims in a cold lake—
I was tired of being afraid. I wanted to jump
in it—splash!

George’s Place was full. There were stu-
dents there who had cars and could get down-
town quick. Some girls were there. The
boys had a bottle—they were talking loud.

When I came in, one said, “If here ain’t
John.  Hy John, old boy old boy old boy
old boy. Listen boys, John here is going out
into the world to conquer. I bet he comes
back to this little old town a rich man. Ain’t
you, John?”

They were drunk. The only thing was to
humor them. “Sure,” 1 said.

“He’s good—he admits it,” said another.

“Sure,” T said, “I admit it.”

“Oh, my sweet Jesus, he does admit it.”

George came up and said, “What for you
boy ?”

“Coffee,” T said.

One of them said, “You drinking coffee?
Bagh!”

I didn’t say anything.

He said, “Here pass this to John old boy
old boy old boy. Hurray—we're graduated
by God by God!”

The bottle was damp from their sweaty
hands. I tipped it up and _the liquor was
green and hot.

Somebody said, “Lookit him, lookir him!”

“Hey,” said the one that owned the bot-
tle, “Hey!”’

I passed the bottle back. They all drank,
wiping off the neck with the heel of their
palms, holding it up, high, letting the liquor
pour into them, shuddering. The school’s
best pole vaulter drank the most.

The place was full of smoke and frying-
meat smell and full of crazy screaming, laugh-
ing and talking, all of it coming through the
liquor. George was busy with them, fixing
sandwiches—they kept yelling at him for
faster service and more to eat.

One of them said, “What you drinking
tonight, John?”

“Coffee,” I said. I smiled.
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“Say,” said another one. ‘“Leave him alone.
His ma works in the laundry. Ain’t you got
no tack?”

“Tack?’ Said the drunkest one, ‘“Tack?
What'’s tack? You're tack. You're head’s a
tack. Haw ha ha ha haw!”

Another said, “Oh, you drunkard, you
damn drunkard.”

i “I ain’t drunk!
" “You are!”

“I ain't.”

“You are!”

“I ain’t. You are, he, she, or it, is.

“Nuts!”

“T’hell. T hell!”

“Graduated—ijust think, graduated. Haw
ha ha haw. Oh no more reading no more
books no more teacher’s dirty looks—no more
reading no more books no more teacher’s dirty
looks. Aaah—ha ha ha ah.”

“God, you guys are drunk, drunkards,
drunkards!”

“That’s all right—Edgar Allan Poe was a
drunkard. That’s all right.”

“So was ‘Columbus.”

“So was George Washington.”

“So was the Pope. God, I hate the Pope!”

“You and I, both.”

“Say, those priests and those nuns. I don’t
know.”

“What you say?” said George. He came
and stood at the counter in front of them.

“Aw go-wan, George—we didn’t know you
was peeking.”

“Ah, George—ah, George.”

“The girls weren’t saying much. They were

”

Kelly

afraid of the drunken company. It was a
small town. They had to be careful in a
small town like that.

“Give John another drink.”

“Ohokay—here yu’are Johnnie old boy old
boy old boy.”

They passed me the bottle again. One said,
“Just a drink this time.”

Another said, “Pass your bottle around,
Johnnie boy.”

I tipped it up. There was the hot good
liquor in my throat. It went down easy now
and most of the fear was gone, only brave
now, not caring, not giving any kind of a
damn.”

“Give it back Johnnie oh Johnnie oh!”

One of the girls said, “We gotta go you
kids.”

“We gotta go you kids,” said one of the
boys. “When we gotta go we gotta go.”

The boys laughed, screaming laughter. The
girls were silent. One of the boys laughed so
hard, he doubled up on his stool and the ham-
burger spurted out between his teeth.

“Oh Johnnie oh Johnnie oh!”

“John has more sense than any of you,”
said one of the girls—one called Dixie.

“Oh Johnnie oh!”

I smiled at her through the hot liquor.

One of the boys said, “John’s got a girrul.
Oh Johnnie oh!”

“Why’ant you kiss her John. “Why’ant-
chu?”

I got up, walking through the liquor around
to the girl. Through the liquor I saw a
scared look come into her eyes.
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“Kiss her John old boy!”

I put my arm around the back of her neck.

It cracked right out, smack. 1 didn’t
feel it.

She said, “You—oh you’re drunk.”

“No,” I said.

She said, “Get away from me!”

“Hey,” said one of the boys, “what’s he
trying to do anyway? Is ke trying to make
Dixie? Why Goddam him!”

Then he grabbed me by the shoulder. It
was the pole vaulter, drunk, bad drunk.

“Keep your hands off,” I said.

He put his hand out and I shoved him.
I was afraid of him, but I shoved and he went
down between the stools and lay there drunk,
with his mouth open.

One with a white face came through them
toward me. He said, “You—you cheap John.
Drink all our booze, then try to insult one
of our girls—you cheap. Why don’t you go
wash clothes!”

I didn’t say anything.

One said, “Come on men, let’s go.”

They went. The pole vaulter got up and
went too. When they were gone it was quiet,
too quiet. The noise of the quiet seemed to
be in my ears.

“Now—you see?”’ said George.

“It’s like being a Jew,” I said.

“Yeah—sure,” said George. He mopped
the counter with a rag.

“Well,” I said, “Good night, George.”

“Good night,” he said. He was still mop-
ping the counter when I went out.

I walked home through the warm evening.
I walked down the main street. A string of
cars went by me. A girl laughed.

They had graduated too.

I walked down the main street, past the
depot and over the tracks and on toward our
house. It was all dark in front and I went
quiet to the back and let myself in.

Mom was waiting up for me.

“Hello,” 1 said.

“I’ve been waiting up, John.”

“Is it late?” I said.

“No. Was it all right, John?”
looking at my shoe. It still held.

“Oh,” T said, “‘sure—it was fine.”

“TI thought when you didn’t come, that
maybe you had gone out with the boys. Did
you have a good time?”

It came to me then, grinding in my guts.
I said, sudden, yelling at her, “No—no!”

I didn’t say any more, yelling like that.

“Have you had something to drink, John?”

“Yes,” I said, quietly.

Then she said, about to cry, “I’m sorry,
John.”

“No,” 1 said, “it’s all right.”

She said nothing.

I went to bed and the liquor had gone that
quick. I was graduated all right. Sure I was.
I couldn’t go to sleep. All spring I had wor-
ried about how a man got started. I didn’t
know. It seemed pretty hard. It kept me
awake a long time. There was just no way
around it. A man had to get started, but it
did seem hard.

I saw her
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Our Readers’ Forum

Tagging Along with Kent

As one outcast American to another, let me tell
you how much I enjoyed Rockwell Kent’s “What Is
an American?” Like Kent, I am in the position of
a boycotted black sheep—the neighbors glare at me
and make far from subtle remarks about my “an-
archistic-communee-istic-bolshevistic opinions”— the
postman throws the mail on the porch instead of in
the mailbox where it belongs and members of the
Black Legion (alias the Klan) hurl epithets at me
(behind my back and for the benefit of my Jeffer-
sonian friends).

For myself, a more or less isolated American
youth, to read the words of Comrade Kent, a fine
artist, a capable craftsman, a courageous American,
a worker in every sense of the word—to hear author,
and artist, and explorer say:

“To be a true American a man must have the
will to right our social wrongs. How, is his own
concern. For me, the way is Communism.”

. . . Is to give one strength to face the problems
and the struggle ahead.

In the South, as in the rest of America, our lead-
ers have betrayed us. They make feudal slaves of
us, they work us in their offices and factories, for
barely enough to keep us alive. They tell us (the
youth) to join the Young Republicans and the Young
Democrats, and a thorough investigation of these
two organizations convinces us that their only claim
to posterity is their ability to dance and drink.
Where then, can the youth of America turn? If
we turn towards those who earnestly desire to im-
prove conditions, we turn as Rockwell Kent turns
.« . LEFT, and since I am unable to accept the
muddled-up theories of Allen Tate & Company, that
motley group of pro-fascist agrarians and urban
intellectuals, I intend to tag along with Rockwell
Kent, Earl Browder, Granville Hicks, Mike Gold,
and other Americans. SOUTHERN WRITER.

Here’s Another

We feel that the Rockwell Kent article in the last
issue of THE NEw Masses, entitled “What Is an
American?” is so important and appealing that a re-
print should be put into the hands of every single
school teacher in America.

To effect this by time school reopens we suggest
raising a fund for that purpose, and enclose here-
with a dollar to start same.

Concord, Mass. T'HE COOPERATIVE.

In Defense of Mayer’s Engels

Isidor Schneider’s comments on Gustav Mayer’s
biography of Engels do not maintain the political
standard of the rest of the magazine.

Although he refers to Mayer’s treatment of
Engels’ youth as a subject he had covered in a
much larger work as yet untranslated,” he does not
seem to understand that the “much larger work”
covers the entire life of Engels. The first volume,
covering 1820-1851, was first published by Julius
Springer in Berlin, 1920. This was revised when
the second volume was issued some two years ago
by Martinus Mijhoff in the Hague. It had been
originally announced by the Berlin house of Ull-
stein, but the coming of the Nazis prevented its
publication.

Together the two volumes include 978 pages of
text, notes and indexes. It is obvious that the Eng-
lish version is only an abridgement, and the func-
tion of the reviewer, among other things, should
have been to judge how faithfully the English edi-
tor performed his task. I think no one familiar
with the original work can accuse the author of
neglecting to treat the development of Engels’ ideas,
and it would have been of value had the review
pointed out the principles on which the editor pruned

the original work. Apparently he worked on the
principle that the English reading public is unable
to handle ideas and insists on “human interest” in
a biography. I notice that two entire chapters seem
to have vanished in the English version, the one
called ‘“Philosophy,” the other “Interpretation of
history.”

It is incorrect to say that “Mayer is a Social-
Democrat”; Mayer has never belonged to any party.
Obviously he is no Communist (despite the N. Y.
Times reviewer), but one had better not employ
tickets too freely. I might quote the following
sentence, which follows his description of the official
Social-Democratic falsification of the preface to the
1896 edition of Class Struggles in France: “The
interpretation that Engels at the end of his life
wanted to advise European Social-Democracy away
from every use of violence belongs in the realm of
legend,” etc., etc.

Furthermore, Bernstein, under Engels’ guidance,
followed a correct revolutionary line, and only
blossomed into the reformist after Engels’ death. I
might quote an early letter of Engels to Bebel,
dated 25 August 1881: “Bernstein has made goed
past expectation [his articles on the ‘Intellectuals,
for example, apart from trifles, were quite excellent
and kept wholly to the correct line], so that we
could hardly find a better man.”

And the final “incredible valedictory paragraph”
makes a good deal more sense in the original than
in the mistranslation of the English version.

It seems to me quite correct to score the biography
for its failure to relate Engels’ life to the present,
since even the original pussyfoots in this direction,
but it would have been a great deal more to the
point to recognize the biography as the work of a
non-Communist, and to have directed the attention
of readers to the brilliant speech of Manuilsky, or,
for those who read German, to the translation of
Soviet Encyclopedia articles published by the Ring
Verlag, Ziirich, 1933, under the title: “Friedrich
Engels: Der Denker und Revolutionir.”

HARRY MARKS.

For a Left-Wing Digest

More power to the idea of a left-wing People’s
Digest. [See THE New Masses, June 23. “Our
Readers’ Forum.]

Priced moderately it would reach a broad group,
and would act as a stimulus to seek further knowl-
edge on social and political ideas. It would also
act as an introductor to progressive and radical
publications.

It is a field that has been neglected. And I for
one would like to see THE New Masses take the
lead in advancing this purpose.

Pierre REY.

An Interesting Question

The impending labor sports carnival on Randall’s
Island this summer and the Workers’ Olympiad
scheduled to take place in Spain in the near future
make me wonder whether the time isn’t ripe to
raise a question that has been lurking in the back
of my head for a long time.

The question is: why doesn’t the labor move-
ment encourage the development of rifle shooting as
a workers’ sport (it is already so regarded by the
American farmer, when and if he can find the
money for cartridges, which isn’t often, as a rule)
instead of merely reviling the militaristic phases
of it as expressed in the R.O.T.C. or in the Hearst
Trophy award? X

Tribute was paid to the development of civilian
marksmanship in the Soviet Union in an article that
appeared some months ago in the American Rifle-
man, the official organ of the National Rifle Associa-
tion, the quasi-public body which works closely

with the War Department in the development of
civilian marksmanship in this country. The author
of the article, an American technician working in
the U.S.S.R,, had long been a rifleman for the fun
of it, and looked into the situation in the Red re-
publics. His account was a glowing one, and, inci-
dentally, amusingly naive when he pointed out that
the Soviet rifle-team organization was based upon
the group of workers in a given factory or mill,
He thought that was a much better way than our
hit-or-miss geographical system, and asked why we
didn’t base our civilian marksmanship on the much
more handy and logical units of the workers in a
given factory!

But to come back to my main point: there is a

Director of Civilian Marksmanship set up under the
War Department ‘whose job it is to distribute arms:
and ammunition free or at reduced prices to in—
dividuals, clubs, or teams which are affiliated with:
(There is, inci-

the National Rifle Association.
dentally, a queerish arrangement in this hand-in-

glove operation of what is, strictly speaking, a pri-
vate associfition, with an official government agency..
One way it works is that the private agency must
o.k. a civilian marksman before he may buy the

Ser.vice rifle the D.C.M. distributes to the citizenry.)
This is the way the Black Legion thugs got free
ammunition from the War Department. Why
shouldn’t workers’ rifle clubs get some of it?

Moreover, there are now en the market cheaply
rx.lade but excellently performing smallbore target
rifles which bring the sport a little nearer to the
worker’s pocketbook. They can be had for around $10.

What about it? Can’t we have a little target cem-
petition this summer on Randall’s Island? 1Its a
sport that can be a lot of fun.

BuLL’s-EvE.
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 REVIEW AND COMMENT

Of Love and Other Things

realize that “propaganda” might be dis-

covered almost anywhere in literature.
He had been reading one of the standard
anthologies of English poetry, with an atten-
tion to meanings and ideas such as readers
native to the language rarely give. He said:
“Western people are not convinced that what
happens between a man and woman is good?”

“Oh, no,” I said, “we appreciate it as much
as any race, maybe more.”

“The poetry,” he said, tapping the anthol-
ogy, “makes me think you are not convinced.
As Shakespeare says, ‘it doth protest too
much!"”

That the concern with love in Western
poetry might seem unbalanced to anybody had
never occurred to me. I realized, suddenly,
how “impure” to my Chinese friend would
seem George Moore’s Anthology of Pure
Poetry which had just been published at the
time. Moore argued that ideas were the cor-
ruptible elements in poetry. They went out
of date leaving a useless sediment in such
poetry which has survived in spite of them.
In Moore’s anthology most of the work of
the major poets, including Shakespeare and
Milton, was barred out. The verses were
chiefly celebrations of the joys of life. To
my Chinese friend it would have sounded
like a pamphlet on lovemaking.

Trying to puzzle out a reason for the
emphasis on love in our poetry the only con-
clusion I could come to was that it had been
a form of counter-propaganda to the propa-
ganda against sexual love contained in Chris-
tianity. It has endured as a tradition just
as the Christian agitation against sexual love
continues as a latent force, reviving over
issues like birth control and divorce.

This is only one instance of the propa-
gandas latent in literature. By its very nature,
as an art based on language, literature cannot
escape George Moore’s “element of corrup-
tion”—ideas. The important thing about a
word is its meaning; rhythms and other sound
values are concomitants; the inferior position
in world literature of virtuosos like Swinburne
and Gongora; the sense of disgust and despair
that followed those final developments of the
“cult of unintelligibility,” the gibberish of
“dadaism,” indicate that literature based on
other elements than meaning is felt to be
abnormal. Today we recognize that the “cult
of unintelligibility” was a reaction to a life
which had ceased to have meaning or dignity;
and it is significant that, today, the OIld
Guard of the cult have become mystics, that
they now claim supermeanings for their
mumbo-jumbo, the vocabulary of which is
made up of amputated words linked together,

IT WAS a Chinese friend who made me

for which they now claim the power of
sorcerer’s spells.

If we agree that the important thing about
a word is its meaning and go from that to an
examination of those meanings we find our-
selves on shifting ground. A meaning will
vary according to our subjective use of it. A
revolutionist speaking of the U.S.S.R. as a
rich country will put a different shade of
meaning in the word than when he speaks
of the U.S.A. as a rick country. In the two
uses of that one word, there will be qualita-
tive judgments. Still more interesting is the
fact that language has evolved what might be
called a dual vocabulary in which a concept
may be expressed in two connotations, one
favorable, the other unfavorable. For example,
we give a good opinion when we say deter-
mination about a quality we disapprove of when
we say obstinacy. Two histories of England,
one by a Catholic, the other by a Protestant,
examined together, would strikingly show
how identical words can carry different tones
of meaning and how this dual vocabulary is
used in describing the same events. This dual-
ism is so developed as to make language serve
as an instrument of controversy. Again, pres-
tige words are levied upon for alien and fre-
quently antithetical uses. An excellent ex-
ample, pointed out by Kenneth Burke, is the
use of the word science and its derivations.
Science has won such standing that it is al-
most universally used as a term of approbation.
As a consequence we find a form of faith-heal-
ing taking the name of Christian Science and
spiritualism defining itself as mental science.
In the very discussion of art and propaganda
we fall into this dilemma, that the two words
are weighted with subjective judgment—art
as the good desired, propaganda as a danger.

These remarks are not offered as original
observations. Other writers, Kenneth Burke
especially, have pointed out this iridescence of
language and have proposed a more conscious
use of it both for the purposes of art and of
propaganda. I give it this emphasis because
it is so often lost sight of in discussions around
propaganda and literature.

I remember how in the old days the arts
used to be graded according to their “purity,”
music coming first, the plastic arts following,
and literature, as the most exposed to the in-
fections 'of meaning, last. Today numbers of
composers and painters and sculptors who
once were emphatic about the superiority of
their arts to literature, speak enviously of
literature as a medium in which artists can
most effectively express tlhiemselves. So stand-
ards change as history alters values and
emphases.

I know of no writing which, upon analysis,

will not yield some propaganda. George
Moore’s Anthology of Pure Poetry is elo-
quent on the pleasures of rural living and
loving. Eliot’s W asteland makes a horror
scene of the sterility of contemporary life.
There can be little doubt that the unsatis-
factory position of the artist in late capitalist
society drove him to the left; and the signs
of it could be seen in the literature of the
preceding. decade, the fiction of which was
largely a bitter propaganda for the rights of
the artist, whether negatively in the satire of
Sinclair Lewis, or positively in the great
stream of novels defending the sensitive artist
against society. I think it is not far-fetched
to say that the acceptance of Greenwich Vil-
lage standards of militant individuality, and
the establishment of foundations providing
fellowships for scholars and artists were re-
sponses to this propaganda.

During the most esthetic period in recent
literary history that I can remember, a critic
could drive a writer to despair by asking,
“Why did you write it?” That there must
be purpose, even if the purpose cannot be
articulated except in mystical terms, was as-
sumed to be conclusive. The most successful
answer to such a question was, “I had to write
it.”  Such an answer could and was used to
justify automatic writing. Nevertheless, the
extent to which a writer could be said to
have been possessed by his subject was a
standard of judgment. Instinctively we feel
that a writer should be possessed by his mate-
rial which he masters in the act of literary
creation. And because he is so mastered by
it, it becomes inevitably a sort of propaganda.

What we specifically object to as propa-
ganda, what makes us give it a weight of dis-
favor when we use the word, is when the
writer uses material he is not actually pos-
sessed with, a body of doctrines extrinsic to
his experience. Then dogma rather than his
consciousness exerts the controls. Then the
living quality of vision that should be born
out of his own experience is lost as he tries
to draw it from print and paper, from a sys-
tem of ideas not truly his own. The fear of
such an outcome is what has motivated the
distrust of “propaganda.” '

The fear was justified. Much of our writ-
ing, particularly in poetry, was a transcript
not of life but of dogma and functioned as
inferior propaganda. But the condemnation
was extended in hostile quarters to the good
along with the bad. That an inept artistic use
of revolutionary doctrine had been made was
held to justify them in condemning its use
altogether. It was forgotten that this body of
doctrine had become more than mere texts. It
was forgotten also-that outright propaganda,
like the Communist Manifesto, could, because
it was the work of able writers possessed by
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their subject, be generally admitted to be
literary masterpieces.

To make clear what I mean I will make
use of a historical analogy, suggested by Stan-
ley Burnshaw. The Renaissance reintroduced
classical literature into Europe. The body of
this literature was at first scarcely more abun-
dant and varied than Marxist literature to-
day. The ideas embodied in it and especially
valued, acted for Europe as both a revolution-
ary and artistic impulse. One of its essential
ideas was the values of the secular as opposed
to the religious life. It became a lever in the
overthrow of feudalism.

This body of literature and its ideas enor-
mously stimulated literature, reaching its apo-
gee in Elizabethan England. I do not intend
to suggest that there will be any precisely
parallel development, following the introduc-
tion of Marxist literature. I use it to indicate
how a new body of literature and ideas has
served before as a cultural stimulant. Thereis
not likely to be the same full effect in literature
both because Marxist classics do not serve in
the same way as literary models, and because

Life, Liberalism

ABINGER HARVEST, by E. M. Forster.
Harcourt, Brace and Company. $3.50.

AST YEAR, speaking at the Interna-

tional Congress of Writers in Paris, E.
M. Forster said: “As for my politics, you
will have guessed that I am not a fascist—
fascism does evil that evil may come. And you
may have guessed that I am not a Communist,
though perhaps I might be one if I was a
younger and a braver man, for in Communism
I can see hope. It does many things which
I think evil, but I know that it intends
good.”

In this typically cautious and yet candid
way Mr. Forster was expressing a conviction
that had long been growing in him. As early
as 1920, in an essay on the British character,
he wrote: “The supremacy of the middle
classes is probably ending. What new ele-
ments the working class will introduce one
cannot say.” In 1925, in a fine, indignant
attack on middle-class snobbishness, he spoke
of “the instrument of a new dawn.” And in
1934 he wrote, “No political creed except
Communism offers an intelligent man any
hope.”

In his 1934 essay Forster went on, just
as he did in his 1935 speech, to say that he
was too old for Communism, but his reserva-
tions interest us less than his affirmations.
Who can imagine any of his literary contem-
poraries going so far? Not Lytton Strachey,
for example, or Clive Bell, his friends at
Cambridge. Shudder as they might at mid-
dle-class vulgarity, they never stopped to ask
themselves if there was hope in the working
class. Not Virginia Woolf, whose novels
Forster’'s more than a little resemble. In the
pursuit of Life with a capital L, she has

’

Marxist literature comes upon the scene where
a powerful literature already exists with
which it has to merge, whereas during the
Renaissance the classical literature moved into
a virtually unoccupied field, the chief writing
being devotional literature.

What the Marxist classics bring, like the
Latin classics in the Renaissance, is a new
realm of consciousness, a new field of experi-
ence; for social and mental changes always
accompany the introduction of revolutionary
ideas. The world is made different by them.
They make their own additions to tradition,
establish their special continuity with it. From
this point of view we can realize and will-
ingly admit that a writer may be as com-
pletely possessed by consciousness of the class
struggle as he had been previously by the
struggle of the sensitive individual in a Philis-
tine society, by the hope of a new world as he
had been previously by the futility of the old
world. He will be a propagandist, but in the
sense that all vital writers have been propa-
gandists.

IstDOR SCHNEIDER.

and Revolution

fluttered farther and farther from life as the
majority of Englishmen know how to spell
it. Not D. H. Lawrence, another writer to
whom Forster is akin. Though, unlike For-
ster, Lawrence was born in the working class,
he turned his back on it, and found death
instead of the Life he so rhapsodically sought.

Yet Forster, in his early novels, was no
more directly concerned with social problems
than Lawrence or Mrs. Woolf. They and
he alike belonged to the group that broke
away sharply from the tradition of Wells,
Shaw, Galsworthy, and Bennett. None of the
situations he portrayed pointed to the need for
parliamentary reform. Each of the four novels
published between 1905 and 1910 deals with
the problem of the survival of vitality in an
individual situated in a hostile environment.
The central character is usually a person of
the middle class, a person sensitive enough to
feel that the conventions of that class are
murderous and yet too timid or too gentle to
break away from them. For this person vital-
ity is represented by a member of a different
class—not, I hasten to say, a class-conscious
worker, but rather some apparently good-for-
nothing vagabond, carefree, irresponsible, but
alive—Gino in Where Angels Fear to Tread,
Stephen in The Longest Journey, George
Emerson (who does not quite fit the pattern)
in 4 Room With a View, and Leonard Best
in Howard’s End. It is the conflict between
convention and vitality that provides the
drama in each novel, and both convention
and vitality are shown, for the most part, as
if they had little to do with social conditions.

This seems a far cry from Communism
until we remember that the Communist Party
15, in Lincoln Steffens’ phrase, the party of the
poets. The contradictions of capitalism, one
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may say, are such that the full expression of
human potentialities demands the creation of
a new economic order. If a man values
highly enough the possibilities of human life,
and if he sees clearly enough what is required
for their realization, he is forced to be a
revolutionary. It is the second “if” that makes
the trouble: most literary men value life, but
few of them understand it. D. H. Lawrence
took a small segment of experience, called it
Life, and forgot everything else. Mr. For-
ster might have made the same mistake, but
he didn’t.

A Passage to India, the only novel Forster
has written since Howard’s End appeared in
1910, shows he is a serious liberal. That is,
he really does try to see all sides of a prob-
lem. It is not necessary to ignore the weak-
nesses of liberalism to see that liberalism .and
the passion for life make a valuable combma.-
tion. Liberalism alone results in a paralysis
of action, and often, indeed, is little more than
an excuse for inactivity. A sensitive awareness
of human potentialities, on the other hand,
can, without intellectual guidance, end in the
empty glorification of one’s personal prefer-
ence, i.e., one’s more or less unconscious
class prejudices. But when these qualities re-
enforce each other, the result is a definite pro-
pulsion towards revolution.

All these tendencies are fully illustrated jn
Abinger Harvest, a collection of essays writ-
ten over more than thirty years. 1 have al-
ready quoted from some of the essays in the
first part, called “The Present,” and the
others show much the same awareness of the
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nature and causes of bourgeois decline. The
second section, “Books,” with essays on Ibsen,
Eliot, Proust, Lewis, and others, displays Mr.
Forster as the very shrewd and balanced critic
that, from Aspects of the Novel, we already
know him to be. ‘“The Past,” with re-crea-
tions of scenes from the lives of Voltaire,
‘Gibbon, Coleridge and Keats, demonstrates
that Forster can play the game of Lytton
Strachey and Mrs. Woolf, and, if only by
virtue of unpretentiousness, beat them at it.
“The East” contains a series of notes, mostly
pretty marginal, on the theme of 4 Passage
to India. The final section is a pageant writ-

ten about Abinger, the village in which Mr.
Forster lives.

It is, all told, an interesting book and one
very much to the author’s credit. It makes
the reader wish that Mr. Forster were as well
known and as widely read as he deserves to
be. And at the same time it makes the reader
wonder why he isn’t a first-rate novelist. For
he isn’t, though in time it will be recognized
that he came closer to the mark than many
of his much more celebrated contemporaries.
Perhaps it is not a good thing for a novelist
to be balanced too precariously between
classes. GranviLLE Hicks.

The Creators and the Possessors

CREATIVE AMERICA, by Mary van
Kleeck. Covici-Friede. $3.

NTIL recently it was a widespread con-

ceit among American researchers in the
social sciences that their task was limited to
data-collecting. Interpretation was strictly
eschewed as vulgar and unscientific. This
formulation of the role of research proved a
convenient device for dodging the significance
of social facts. A few there were who insisted
that social research must have significance to
be valid, that its major purpose was to serve
as ‘an instrument for progressive social change.
Among these few was Mary van Kleeck, Di-
rector of Industrial Studies at the Russell
Sage Foundation for twenty-five years. Recog-
nized as a leading social researcher, economist
and social worker, Miss van Kleeck has con-
sistently sought to relate her fact-finding to
the social proces, to transform social data
qualitatively into social action. She has done
yeomen service of late in aiding her fellow
professionals to shake off their illusions about
their status in modern society and to awaken
them to an awareness of their real interests,
in the direction of the militant labor move-
ment.

In the pregnant book under review, she
again transmutes social facts into effective
social utility. Miss van Kleeck sets out to
chart the roads to the goal of social security.
While mass insecurity is a chronic condition
of capitalism, it naturally reaches its most
destructive phase during recurrent depressions.
How can the cycle of economic crises be
broken? Basic to this problem is the class
struggle, which Miss van Kleeck translates
in terms of ‘“the conflict between creative and
possessive forces.” Among the ‘“creative”
forces, she includes not only the industrial
proletariat, but its allies—farmers and work-
ers in scientific, cultural and professional ser-
vices. In swift, broad and expertly-executed
strokes, the author traces the course of busi-
ness cycles in American history from “pros-
perity’’ to panic, culminating in the present
depression, the most devastating of all.

The early “American dream,” essentially
agrarian in nature, envisaged a security econ-
omy with every citizen a self-dependent prop-
erty owner. This utopian ideal could never be

realized. The progress of capitalism inevitably
brought in its train the concentration of
wealth in fewer and fewer hands, with the
concomitant impoverishment of the many. The
producers were expropriated from control of
the instruments of production: the worker
from ownership of the tool, the farmer from
the land. Inherent in the profit system is the
many-sided paradox of poverty amid plenty.
America has become a land of possessors who
do not create, and creators who do not possess.
Insecurity is the common lot of the worker
under capitalism. Denied access to the primary
necessities of life, his security is vested solely
in a job subject to all the hazards of industrial
fluctuations. In 1934, twenty million persons
were on the relief rolls—more than the total
population of the United States a century ago.
Even the employed worker cannot extend his
sense of security beyond the next pay envelope.

Not only the worker, but the artist, the
engineer, the musician, the medical man, the
social worker and other professionals are
thwarted by capitalism and denied full parti-
cipation in the creative life which their capac-
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ities call for. Planning for social progress
invariably comes into head-on collision with
the profit system. ‘Capitalism, which in its
early progressive period encouraged and util-
ized the plans of scientists, now pigeon-holes
and junks them in its retrogressive stage. It
is ironic, as Miss van Kleeck points out, that
the Taylor system, devised by the American
engineer to make possible fuller production
by the elimination of labor waste with ben-
efits accruing to the worker, has been distorted
by modern industrialism into the hideous,
labor-destroying technique of speed-up. Its
positive, beneficial aspects, appreciated by
Lenin, have been embodied in Soviet industry,
represented today by the great Stakhanovite
movement—used in the interests of the work-
ers, not against them. In America, great so-
cially useful projects planned by engineers
gather dust because they bring no profit to
corporations. Architects and builders have de-
vised planes to abolish the slums and erect
healthful houses in beautifully designed com-
munities. All for naught; they do not add to
private profits. Social workers, criminologists,
medical scientists and others have developed
scientific methods of eliminating many of the
social ills, but the profit system doesn’t want
these discoveries and techniques.

Everywhere in the capitalist world the
profit motive acts as a brake on creative and
constructive forces. Social progress demands
the release of these creative forces from the
strangling grip of possessive privilege.

Out of the past and present conflict, [writes
Miss van Kleeck] the challenging task of the
future emerges: to overcome economic depres-
sions; to lift the burden of debt from agricul-
ture and industry; to change the conditions which
produce poverty; to remove the root causes of so-
cial disorganization leading to crime; to organize
production so that the material basis for liveli-

hood will be secure for all; to set free the forces
of skill and knowledge for the full development

. . . History from the viewpoint of
common humanity and not of kings
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and use of America’s productive capacity; to
end the exploitation of oppressed classes and races
. and to free them for their special cultural con-
tributions to world civilization; and finally, in
the accomplishment of these tasks, to end war
and establish secure peace.

How can these desiderata be realized? The
workers and farmers and their allies among
the lower middle class must beware the siren
songs of the demagogues. In an enlightening
section, Miss van Kleeck exposes the dangers
inherent in the unrealistic utopian ideas of
the EPIC and “share-the-wealth” movements
and the fascistic threat lurking behind the vel-
vety words of Father Coughlin (whose pro-
gram, as she shows, is based on the “Forty
Years After” encyclical of Pope Pius XI, set-
ting forth the economic features of the cor-
porative state of Italian fascism).

The immediate present calls for the crea-
tion of a people’s front, a people’s party—a
Farmer-Labor Party. In this party, the pro-
fessional groups, now disillusioned as to their
independent status and more and more cog-
nizant of their role as “hired hands” of capi-
talism, must join forces with the working
class in the drive toward freeing creative
America from the bonds of the possessing
class. “Ultimate theory,” Miss van Kleeck
states, “need not now divide the American
people. The basis of unity is here, in the
issues of today. . .. The immediate task is
to strengthen the labor movement, to win the
widest possible support from the people, to
protect civil liberties, and to resist fascism
and war. . . . The source of power for pol-
itical action by the people today, in defense
of the as yet unfulfilled democratic ideal of
government, must be found in a labor move-
ment strengthened by its own struggle for
democracy in industry.”

Simply and forcefully written, this book
presents a powerful argument for the united
front. It is not free from errors and inac-
curacies, but they are minor ones. The au-
thor’s conception of the class struggle is
blurred by the choice of non-Marxian termin-
ology. Such terms as “prosperity” (as applied
to intervals between depressions) and ‘“race”
(referring to the Jewish “race”) are loosely
used. At times, the author stops short in the
middle of one subject to plunge pell-mell into
another. Her unqualified statement that “in-
dustry can produce a surplus in periods of
prosperity”’ may be challenged in view of the
findings of the Brookings Institution studies
on America’s capacity to produce and to con-
sume. The inclusion of a section quoting at
length Jesus’s exhortations to rich men to
give up their goods and join the poor—as an
added argument for the people’s front—is of
dubious value.

But let us not cavil about minor points.
Here is an important book. It should have
wide circulation, particularly among the still
uncertain sections of the lower middle class
who are the potential allies of the workers in
the struggle for class liberation.

Henry CoOOPER.
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Classless Education

EDUCATION BEFORE VERDUN, by
Adrnold Zweig. Viking Press. $2.

F ALL the war-novels, Arnold Zweig’s

The Case of Sergeant Grischa has

stood out as the most profound, widening the

war-theme to the presentation of fundamental

human issues. The story became, further-

more, the first major indictment in German

literature of the Prussian state, the first

whole-hearted questioning of the Hegelian

absolutism with which it had been tradition-
ally adorned.

The events in Education Before Verdun
precede those in Grischa, although the novel
was written later. As in Grischa, the running
theme is a moral arraignment of institutional
bureaucracy and spiritual sluggishness, which
are rendered more brutal in war. Kroysing,
a young, poetic German lad, is sent to meet
certain death, so that he might be prevented
from disclosing unsavory practices at the
front. But whereas the story of Grischa
moves mainly prior to the Russian’s execu-
tion, the body of this (post-1933) novel is
taken up with the aftermath, following
Kroysing’s death, with the efforts of his elder
brother to avenge his murder. The older
Kroysing acts on the basis of a literal and
negative Nietzschianism, believing that justice
is the interest of the stronger and that war-
fare is a natural category. He considers his
demand for revenge a desire for justice. But
Zweig shows it to be non-human. It cannot
right the wrong done and is directed at the
“little men,” whom the war placed in com-
manding positions. These men are mere
pawns and only the executors of larger social
currents. Kroysing’s plans are cut short by
a bomb that destroys a hospital where he has

been recuperating. The fascist-minded Kroy-
sing is killed, but Pahl, the Communist, is
also struck down and in a similiar manner.
These two ‘“‘extremists” have not been edu-
cated before Verdun. Two non-extremists
have. Professor Mertens, a jurist, had be-
lieved in the ideal merits of the German
cause. His experiences in the war shatter his
life-long faith. He locks himself in his roem
and slowly sips poison, while he plays Brahms.
He dies, a German idealist, in dignified,
lyrical capitulation to the forces before which
he will not bow and which he cannot com-
bat. His ‘“resignation” foreshadows that of
the bourgeois liberal in 1933.

Bertin survives. In Grischa, Bertin was a
minor character, who had tried to gain free-
dom for the Russian prisoner. In the later
novel, Bertin is the focus of Zweig’s atten-
tion. He stands midway between Kroysing,
at the right and Pahl, at the left, is tugged
at by both, but goes quietly his own way.
While he belongs to no one group, Bertin, a
Jewish barrister and writer, is sought for and
liked by all. Zweig’s account begins with
Bertin acting against official orders, by offer-
ing water to a French prisoner. This human
gesture, breaking through conventional bonds,
becomes the keynote to Bertin’s later actions.
Bertin becomes Zweig’s symbolic carrier of
the ethical idea, of “the inextinguishable de-
sire for justice, implanted in the minds of
men,” which is to Zweig the ultimate guar-
antee for the victory of humanity over force.
Bertin is, in part, a post-Hitlerite creation.
The Jewish problem looms larger here than
in Grischa. Zweig seems to place the hope
for ethical regeneration in the Jew, “proud
of his yearning for' redemption, of the Mes-
sianic impulse toward a nobler world, that
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had dominated the spiritual history of his
race since the days of Nebuchadnezzar.”
Nazism has not made Zweig more militant.
It sent him to Palestine.

What is the significance of Zweig’s unusual
procedure of going back to events that ante-
date those in Grischa? The answer seems to
me to be connected with Zweig’s special in-
terest in the social problem. Zweig is not
“going back” so much as he is tracing the
basic root-elements of the socialist idea toward
which he leans. He is seeking the final posi-
tive principle, even as destruction goes on,
attempting to save the creative substance in
the' midst of the whirlpool. Bertin, a com-
rade to all men, even in the war, is to Zweig
the promise of the victory over the class-
man, Bertin’s “education” does not go far,
because it seems to be almost complete. He
is, to be sure, as yet, “a Parsifal in regulation

boots;” he must still learn that at times force
must be met with force. But he contains the
end : comradeship and love.

This book is not as good a story as Grischa.
But it has a moving, musical undertone and
is written with sustained passion. Zweig pre-
sents a plea for a union of various human
values, which he abstracts from their undesir-
able contexts. He would combine the power
and militance of Kroysing, the sweet and
homely kindliness of the Jesuit Father Loch-
ner, Pahl’'s burning zeal for the socialist
society. And all of them need, even now,
while the fire rages, the still binding force of
sympathy and understanding of Bertin.
Zweig, now almost blind, physically worn
and tired, is leaving the question of the harder
means that need to be employed as well, to

others.
Victor BURTT.

The Decline of a Traitor

RED NECK, by McAlister Coleman and
Stephen Raushenbush. Smith and Haas.
$2.00.

AVE HOUSTON, from the night he

was inspired by a speech from the lips
of John Mitchell, president of the United
Mine Workers, believed in his destiny as a
leader of the coal diggers. He would do
something to help his people, but—most im-
portant—he’d stand where Mitchell was
standing, and his comrades would look up
to him and follow him. This belief impelled
Dave to grub wearily in a night school,
though he was only an average scholar. It
fortifies him in his refusal to marry a hunky
girl who bears his illegitimate child. Be-
cause a leader must not be a coward before
his followers, and because he was enraged
at their cowardice in scuttling to cover when
a loud-mouthed vigilante brandished a gun
at them, Dave shoots the Ku Kluxer dead.
He will not truckle to the district machine
to buy its support for his defense against the
charge of murder. He is saved by friends
who intimidate the jurors. The seeds of
defeat and disillusion were planted by this
event, for Dave realizes that his freedom was
not won by an unclouded vindication, but
by a trick. His first night of freedom is
spent riotously in a whorehouse. '

His marriage to an ambitious school
teacher helps Dave along the path of com-
promise and surrender. In order to get out
of the mines and to make a decent living
for himself and his family Dave accepts a
job as organizer. The trial had dampened
his idealism, and now contact with the harsh
realities of the labor world does not steel
him, as it would a leader of more wisdom
and mettle, but puts the fear into him.
After a cruel beating by mine thugs, he
hides like a frightened animal in the bushes
as he sees a motorcycle cop approaching. At
the end, Dave's only solace is the whisky
bottle and his sixty dollar a week salary.

He has been forced to return, not to the
tune of triumphant acclaim but with the con-
science of a traitor, to the local union which
sent him into the movement, with the demand
that it surrender the charter because the
local has become infested with “reds” who
demand action—men in revolt against the
bureaucracy which young Dave Houston, full
of militancy and hope, had once fought.
McAlister Coleman, a veteran labor jour-
nalist, knows coal diggers intimately enough
to write such a book unaided, but with the
assistance of Stephen Raushenbush, a coal
expert, he has turned out a book that rings
as genuine as a silver dollar on a marble
slab. Perhaps Dave Houston’s story is not
an inspiring one, and certainly Dave is not

an admirable character, but, unfortunately

for the labor movement, he is a true one.
I have known more than one Dave Houston
in my experience with the miners’ unions:
men who at one time struck blows for the
workers’ cause, but, not being of the finer
stuff required in great leaders and being only
vaguely conscious of the forces and objectives
involved, retreat into the secure haven of
regular salaries and swivel-chair organizing
rather than face machine guns and vigilante
terror. It is understandable why such lead-
ers declare an armistice with the enemy, and
do most of their battling with the “reds”
who refuse to take it lying down and who
still believe that an organizer’s place is in
the thick of the fight. The tired, scared,
aging men cry ‘“Peace! Peace!” when there
is no peace. In telling of them with such
insight, McAlister Coleman and Stephen
Raushenbush have written an interesting tale
of decline. Jack Conrovy.
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Jefferson, Dead or Alive

THE LIVING JEFFERSON, by James
Truslow Adams. Scribners. $3.00.

HIS is a political speech, masquerading

as a biography, in which the most ma-
ligned figure in American history is given a
fresh coat of blacking by a self-appointed
disciple. Mr. Adams interprets the living
Jefferson as a bitter foe of the New Deal
whose 1936 platform would urge the elec-
torate to balance the budget (vote for Lan-
don), defend the rigorous sanctity of the
Constitution (vote for Knox), take the gov-
ernment out of business (vote for Smith),
oppose alien immigration (vote for the
Satevepost) and decrease government “gifts”
to the unemployed (vote for Hearst). Mr.
Adams’ Jefferson is entitled by age and
blatancy to the honorary presidency of the
Liberty League.

To anyone who has read Jefferson’s work
sympathetically these distortions are madden-
ing. Only political opportunism, or ignorance,
can account for the separation of Jefferson’s
specific program for a nascent industrial
society from the general social attitudes
which formed the background of this pro-
gram,

Of all people, Jefferson was least ad-
dicted to the fatal creed of a static universe
in which a specific act of legislation would
always have the same meaning no matter
what the social context in which it was
framed. He despised those men, like Mr.
Adams and Mr. Shouse, who “look at con-
stitutions with sanctimonious reverence and
deem them, like the ark of the covenant, too
sacred to be touched. They ascribe to the
men of the preceding age a wisdom more
than human and suppose what they did be-
yond amendment.” In discussing a constitu-
tion for Virginia he argued that provision
should be made for a change every nineteen
years. And in writing of Shays’ rebellion he
declared, “God forbid we should ever be
twenty years without such a rebellion. . . .
The tree of liberty must be refreshed from
time to time with the blood of patriots and
tyrants. It is its natural manure.” The
whole spirit of Jefferson’s thought and ac-
tivity is violated by Mr. Adams’ reactionary
interpretation. The Jefferson who - devoted
his life to struggling against the dead hand
of the past refuses to be converted into a
dead hand himself.

A word about Mr. Adams. He has dis-
guised himself as a Liberal and as a his-
torian. Each of these pretensions is fraudu-
lent.

WALTER RALSTON.

COOKE’S Storage Warehouse

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

200 Comrades Used Our Service Last Year
[ ]
ESTABLISHED 1899

FOLDING CHAIRS

AT WHOLESALE FOR EVERY OCCASION
Special Sturdy Construction.
LOWEST PRICES IN NEW YORK
Mention the “New Masses.”

JOHN KALMUS CO. 35 West 26th St., N. Y.




JULY 7, 1936

Music
Sold—ifor Less Than a Song

VEN the most sheltered popular com-

posers in America have difficulty in eking
out a living from their efforts. The sale of
sheet music, from which the greater part of
the profits come, is still in a deplorable state
because of over-plugging of tunes by the radio
stations. The royalties from the sale of phono-
graph records and piano rolls, although better
than at any time in the last five years, are
still a fraction of what they were in boom
times. But accepted Broadway tunesmiths
are at least protected in their dealings with
the publishers by the Songwriters Protective
Association, an afliliate of the American So-
ciety of Composers, Authors, and Publishers,
which insists upon a standard contract with
specific guarantees for the composer.

The unorganized composers, however, are
an easy prey for the vultures connected with
the popular music industry. Particularly ex-
ploitable are the many talented Negro musi-
cians and writers, most of whom are un-
familiar with the intricacies of contracts and
ready to give up all their royalties for an
outright purchase price which rarely exceeds
$25. Such agencies as A.S.C.A.P. or the
S.P.A. are powerless to help them, for the
important publishers specializing in this ma-
terial are not members of the organization.

The leading exponent of these methods in
publishing is Irving Mills, who owns Exclu-
sive Publications, Inc., which in turn has ac-
quired the catalogs of Milson’s, Lawrence and
various other companies. Mills’ method is as
ingenious as it is unfair to the author and
composer: he usually buys the tune outright
for a small sum, attaches his own name as
co-author, instructs his bands (Duke Elling-
ton, Cab Calloway, Blue Rhythm, etc., etc.)
to record it for the various companies (Co-
lumbia, Brunswick, Melotone) with which he
is affiliated, and collects sums ranging from
one to two cents per record as royalty, all
of which he pockets. Hundreds of dollars are
often collected from phonograph royalties
alone, because the sale of this music is even
wider in Europe than in America; but the
composer is deprived of any share of it.

The excellent Negro composer and band-
leader, Benny Carter, has had amusing, if
painful, experiences with Mills. A few years
ago he wrote the extremely popular “Blues
in My Heart” which earned thousands of
dollars for Mills—and twenty-five dollars for
himself. He learned his lesson and determined
not to be so gullible in the future. Two
years later he wrote an equally attractive
piece, “Lonesome Nights,” and demanded a
royalty contract. Furious, Mills reluctantly
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gave him what he asked for, refused to give
any advance payment on royalties, had new—
and bad—Iyrics appended, and neglected to
feature or plug the tune. Here was the
absurd situation of a publisher punishing his
own pocketbook merely for spite.

Mills has a tremendous source of talent
in the musicians in his various orchestras,
many of whom are prolific songwriters. To
my knowledge none has ever ventured to sell
his work to any publisher other than Mills,
whose enmity as an employer is dangerous
to incur. It is significant to note that Irving
Mills, who is credited with the writing of
hundreds of tunes, cannot read a note of
music.

The phonograph companies are also guilty
of shady practices in connection with Negro
and hillbilly artists and composers. In the
“race” and hillbilly catalogs it has long been
the practice to acquire tunes which sell in the
hundreds of thousands for sums ranging from
a jug of mountain corn to $10 or $15. One
leading company assigns all this material to
a publishing company which is owned by one
of its officials. Others merely save the penny-
odd royalty that would ordinarily go to the
artist and publisher either for themselves or
favored officers.

Recently, however, these practices have
been extended into the popular catalogs. One
of the officials of the Decca Record Com-
pany is busily acquiring the copyrights of
songs which he later records. To cite some
specific examples: Andy Kirk’s excellent band
from Kansas City recently came to New
York and recorded nearly forty titles. More
than half of these were original, unpublished
and uncopyrighted songs which had to be as-
signed to the official in question before they
could be set down on wax. The various
composers, all members of the band, either
received a minute percentage of the profits or
a small outright payment for their work.
That some of the songs would sell in the
thousands there could be no question, since
they were put on the reverse side of well-
known tunes like “Christopher Columbus,”
whose sales on Decca alone will probably
reach fifty thousand. The official is in a posi-
tion to make, at a penny and a third per se-
lection, something over $600 on the selection
“Froggy Bottom” from the American Decca
sales.  When this is added to the English
royalties of two cents a side (on English
Columbia, Brunswick, or Parlophone) and
other foreign receipts, a tidy sum will be
made, but not by the rightful composer, the
brilliant Negro pianist, Mary Lou Williams.

Then there is the case of the composer
of “Christopher Columbus,” the saxophonist
Leon Berry of Fletcher Henderson’s orches-
tra. Berry was persuaded to sell his rights
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to the tune outright for $300. Had he kept
them he would have received thousands of
dollars from the sales of orchestrations, sheet
music, transcriptions, and records, for the
tune is the country’s best seller both on rec-
ords and orchestrations. As it is, the pub-
lisher, Joe Davis, makes all the profit.

Another of the country’s most popular
tunes, “Stompin’ at the Savoy,” has a shame-
ful tale behind it. Edgar Sampson, its Negro
composer, originally christened it “Misty
Morning,” and Rex Stewart, in whose band
Sampson was playing alto saxophone, used it
as his theme song. Sampson then joined
Chick Webb’s orchestra, when a representa-
tive of Columbia heard the tune and suc-
ceeded in persuading Webb to record it for
that company. The title was changed, be-
cause Duke Ellington had written a tune bear-
ing the same name, Chick Webb was cut in
for a share of the royalties, and “Stompin’
at the Savoy” was born.

Benny Goodman, the noted band leader,
was in the studio at the time. He was enor-
mously impressed with the composition and
acquired an arrangement of it for the band
he was forming for Billy Rose’s Music Hall.
Goodman recommended that Sampson go to
the publishing firm of Robbins, which had
always fought shy of anything resembling a
“hot” tune, and through his influence had the
tune accepted by the publishing sceptics.
This was nearly two years ago, and Good-
man proceeded to feature the tune night after
night on the radio and on records. In re-
turn for this the publisher gave Goodman a

‘share of Sampson’s royalties, which is the

regularly accepted but disgraceful practice of
Broadway bandleaders and publishers.

By the spring of this year the tune was
becoming one of the biggest sellers in the
country, and Goodman was receiving most of
the credit as composer. To make matters
worse, he offered to buy out Sampson and
Webb’s share of the tune for an absurdly in-
adequate amount, but very quickly saw the
error of his ways and recanted.

Unfortunately, Goodman, who has done
more for Negro musicians than any other
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in D Minor, played by Jascha
Heifetz and London Philharmonic
Orch. Conducted by Sir Thomas

Beecham.

Come in and browse around. Catalog upon request

BLOOMFIELD'S,

TO. 6-6065—6058
8E.145t,N.Y.C.
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white leader and is responsible for the cur-
rent success of Fletcher Henderson and Teddy
Wilson, has taken credit for part of the writ-
ing of other tunes, including “House Hop”
and “Swingtime in the Rockies,” both of them
composed in their entirety by his arranger,
James Mundy. The publishers are largely
responsible for this state of affairs, claiming
that it is impossible to sell tunes by unknowns.
HEeNrY JoHNSON.

+ PICNIC +

INDEPENDENCE DAY
CELEBRATION

1776 1936
SATURDAY

JULY 4t

PLEASANT BAY PARK
UNIONPORT, NEW YORK
Auspices:

NEW YORK DIST. COMMUNIST PARTY

Program:
12 NOON TO 12 MIDNIGHT

MUSIC
DANCING
REVOLUTIONARY SONGS
REFRESHMENTS
FIREWORKS
SPORTS

Admigsion:
25¢ in Advance 30c at the Gate
Tickets on Sale at All Workers Bookshops.

Directions to Park:

Pelham Bay Train to Zerega Avenue; Buses
to Park @ I.R.T. Bronx Park Trains to
East 177th Street, Unionport Car to End of
Line ® Buses to Park.

“WE ONLY ASK YOU ...”

if you want to live, asks R. Forsythe in his
pamphlet, and so do we. For real fresh farm
food, that gives you that alive feeling, you
must go Farmfood.

Try us and taste the difference
LUNCHEON: 40c DINNER: 60c
Also a la carte

FARMFOOD

VEGETARIAN RESTAURANTS
37 West 32nd Street 104 West 40th Street
*142 West 49th Street
* After theatre snacks. Open Sundays.

Our 40th Street restaurant moved 3 doors east,
opposite Dime Savings Bank.

N o e o o o o o o o

t JOHN’S RESTAURANT |

i POPULAR PRICES Lunch and Dinner 4
p Private Dining Rooms for Parties

é 1302 EAST (2th STREET TO. 6-9554

FARMER - LABOR ?

48 FASCINATING, NEW
AME OF PERMANENT INTEREST,

SEND $ 125 TO ROOM 402, 68 NASSAU ST,
N.Y.C.,OR CALL. AGENTS INVITED.

NEW MASSES

Between Ourselves

EXT week’s issue will contain detailed

information on the forthcoming summer
quarterly of THE NEw MASssEs, an enlarged
48-page issue scheduled for publication on
July 28. As we announced some time ago,
the feature articles in this quarterly will cen-
ter around the present election campaign.

Our business department informs us that it
would appreciate receiving bundle orders
within the next ten days. It asks those who
wish to place such orders to do so early, since
a last-minute rush in these matters apparently
has become a NEw MASSES quarterly-issue
tradition. Special rates are available to organi-
zations.

Stanley Burnshaw, whose literary and dra-
matic critical articles have appeared regularly
in our pages, will speak at Cooks Falls Lodge,
Cooks Falls, New York, on July 5. His sub-
ject is: “A Hope for Literature.”

Among the contributors to this issue are
a number of writers whose work is well
known to our readers. Those appearing for
the first time in THE NEw MASSES are:

Jose Diaz, General Secretary of the Com-
munist Party of Spain;

Colonel John C. Robinson, American Negro
aviator, recently returned from Ethiopia,
where he served on the side of the defend-

ers against the invading Italian Fascist army;

Louis Ginsberg, author of several volumes
of lyric poetry.

Charles Bradford (“Theirs Is the King-
dom”) is the author of “The Blue Hat,”
which we published December 27, 1934.

Jean Simon (“Myth of the Free Public
Library”) and her collaborator, Paul Rey-
nolds, are members of the professional staff
in two large libraries. Miss Simon’s arti-
cle on children’s literature, “Which Books for
Your Children?” appeared in THE Ngw
Masses of December 24, 1935.

Ruth Lechlitner’s poetry and reviews have
appeared before in our pages.

Philip Stevenson’s most recent contribution
was a report on the Gallup kidnaping. His
play, You Can’t Change Human Nature, en-
joyed an extended run on a recent bill of the
Theater Collective in New York City.

The next meeting of the Friends of THE
New Masses will take place on Wednesday
evening, July 8, at 8:30 p. m., in Room
7174, Steinway Hall, New York City. Mr.
David M. Freedman, New York attorney,
will discuss the Minimum Wage Law and
Supreme Court Action. Everyone interested
in the work of the Friends of THE New
M assgs is invited to attend.

CLASSIFIED ADS—40 cents a line

6 words in a line

8 lines minimum

RESORTS

“A DELIGHTFUL HIDEAWAY in the mountains,”

inviting people of better taste. Tennis, handball,

swimming, roller skating, other seasonal sports,

solariums, excellent table. Open fireplaces, library,

cultural entertainment, and loads of spontaneous fun.
CHESTERS’ ZUNBARG

‘Woodbourne, N. Y. Fallsburg 2 F 22

DISCOVER THE PINE PARK, a choice vacation
retreat noted for its picturesque setting amid pine
forests and the very finest foods. Sports facilities
including boating, bathing and fishing.
July Fourth special, $3.50 daily.
THE PINE PARK, Lake Huntington (Sull. Co.) N. Y.
Phone: Lake Huntington 2.
“Millard’s” of Lakewood and F'alahook Management

MOUNTAIN LAKE FABMS (E Keiser) UNION
GROVE, N. Y. Near Livingston Manor. Swimming,
boatmg, tennis, etc. Glorious mountain country. 4060

acres. 2500 ft. elevation. Delicious meals. All con-
veniences. $18 per week.

SHARON SPRINGS vicinity., FARM. Beautiful
views, swimming, congenial. Excellent German-

Hungarian kitchen. $15.00. Sullivan. Hyndsville, N. Y.

CLOVER LODGE, Monsey, New York. Swimming,
sports, good food. $6 week-ends. $18 weekly. 90 cents
round trip train. Spring Valley 487.

PACK YOUR VALISE—FARGENIGEN GENNIS!

In the Heart of the Catskills — All improvements;

semi-private baths and showers; Social staff; all

sports; miniature “Niagara Falls and Lake. PROLET

RATES! LOW FARES — Come, write or phone

EAGER MOUNTAIN HOUSE — CATSKILL, N. Y.
Tel. Catskill 890-F-2.

SHARE EXPENSE TOURS

MALE, 30, single, wishes to travel. July 25—Aug. 9,
with someone owning car. Share expenses. Write
Box 1393, New Masses.

COUPLE MOTORING Mexico City. Return Labor
Day. Want couple share expenses. Write Box 1392,
New Masses.

BOOKSHOPS

ORDER YOUR BOOKS AND PAMPHLETS from the
ASSOCIATED NATIONAL BOOK SHOPS
New York: 50 East 13th Street.
140 Second Avenue.*
1156 West 135th Street.
218 East 84th Street.
Bronz: 1001 Prospect Avenue.
1337 Wilkins Avenue.
Brooklyn: 369 Sutter Avenue.*
4531 16th Avenue.
Brighton 6th Street (on the boardwalk.)*
384 Bridge Street.
Sunnyside: 44-17 Queens Boulevard.
Baltimore: 501A N. Eutaw Street.
Boston: 216 Broadway.
Buffalo: 61 W. Chippewa.
Cambridge: 614 Holyoke Street.
Chicago: 2135 W. Division Street.
1326 East 57th Street.
200 West Van Buren.
Cleveland: 1522 Prospect Avenue.
Detroit: 3587 Woodward Avenue.
Grand Rapids: 336 Bond Avenue.
Los Angeles: 224 South Spring St., 230 South Spring St.
241114 Brooklyn Avenue.
321 West Second Street.
St. Louis: 3520 Franklin Avenue.
St Paul 600 Wabash Street.
Wisc.: 312 West Gorham.

CHILDREN’S CAMP

Mtlwaukee 419 ‘W. State Street.

LAKEWOOD MODERN SCHOOL CAMP
Carmel, New York
A progressive camp for boys and girls. Four to four-
teen years. Write for further particulars to: Jas
H. Dick, Dir.

SUMMER HOUSE

CROTON-ON-HUDSON. Couple wanted to share un-
usual studio-like summer house. Privacy. Fireplace.
Overlooking Hudson. Swimming, Furnished. $200
through October. Write Box 1376, New Masses.

BUNGALOW FOR RENT

BUNGALOW FOR RENT. Long Pond, Mahopac,
New York. For full particulars phone A. Hersh,
OLinville 2-3707.

: 241 Marquette Avenue.
Newark 33’ Halsey Street.
New Haven: 17 Broad Street.
Philadelphia: 104 S. 9th Street, 118 W. Allegheny Avenue.

4028 Girard Avenue, 2404 Ridge Avenue,
Pittsburgh: 607 Bigelow Boulevard.
Racine, Wisc.: 205 State Street.
Reading, Pa.: 224 N. 9th Street.
San Francisco: 1609 O’Farrell St.,

170 Golden Gate Avenue.
Seattle: 7181 Pine Street.

4217 University Way.
Washington, D. C.: 513 F. Street, N. W.

Order from Your Nearest Book Shop

Mail Orders From
WORKERS LIBRARY PUBLISHERS
P. 0. Box 148 Station D. New York City
Write for Free Lists

* Open Sunday.

121 Haight Street.
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RESORTS

RESORTS

_“A Midsummer
Night’s Dream’

ALL SPORTS
INCLUDING

GOLF
Attractive Rates

City phone VA 3-9875

ECH C
LAKE

T"\IERN

AD: F\ONDA"KJ :

WARREHSBUFR T
-

BIRDLAND

CENTRAL VALLEY, NEW YORK
Beautiful and secluded estate. 40 miles from N. Y.
226 acres woodland, mountains, 5 miles of paths.

Tennis, golf, handball, swimming, and riding.
Excellent Cuisine. Open all Year. Rates Moderate
Phone: Highland Mills 7895 or BEachview 2-3240
Dr. A. G. Selwyn, 7424—20th Ave., B’klyn, N. Y.

* PINE BROOK |

A COMPLETE MODERN CAMP
for ADULTS in the Adirondacks
New 22-Room Club-house,
each room with private bath.
Private golf course, tennis courts
all other sports facilities.

= [ J Complete Theatre.
= Chamber Music by Manhattan String
= Quartet

)

MODERATE RATES
Boducod one way to
$4'3o Lake George
Inquu‘e for Special July 4th Week-end
Rate — Communicate:
Warrenburg, N. Y., or City
Office, 11 W, 42d 8t., New York
COlumbus 5-6346.
Lena Barish - . - Sam Garlen
Directors

1.

RN

Iy

Oyass g

MANSIONS

WARRENSBURG N--

“A MODERN CAMP”
proudly presents

The Group Theatre

in Weekly Productions
Plus Smart Musical Shows
[ J
600 ACRES
of Vacation Land provide
TENNIS GOLF RIDING
HANDBALL
BOATING FISHING
SWIMMING
on a
Two-Mile Private Lake

@Larmz'ng

UNPRETENTIOUS
on picturesque bay at
Gloucester—fine spirit,
whole-hearted direc-
tion. AHl land and sea
sports. Send for booklet.

ABRAM RESNICK
irector
Gloucester, Mass.

[ ]
Write for Booklet N.M.
PINE BROOK COUNTRY CLUB

Nichols, Conn.

COOKS FALLS LODGE

For a Glorious Vacation
’Midst Beautiful Surroundings!
Private Lake, Pool, Fishing
Tennis, Handball — All Sports
COOKS FALLS, N. Y., Roscoe 2 F13
N. Y. Phone: FOundation 8-7896

A vacation retreat for the entire
family ... Superb sports facilities
. . Sp ecial arrangements for
children at nearby Junior camp
.N. Y. Central to Harmon . . .
new low rates...easy commuting

BLUE MOUNTAIN LODGE

PEEKSKH.L, N. Y. « PHONE 1403
OPEN ALL YEAR o o

OULT CAMP FoR
, “‘;u“ A MEN and WOMEN

118 miles from New York. 2200
feet above sea level.
Sport — All  Social

Excellent Accommodations —
Finest Food—Orchestra. Rates
$22.50 weekly

N. Y., MUrray Hill 4-0651

f

VINEYARD
LODGE

ULSTER PARK, N. Y.
“Garden Spot of Ulster County”
Modern hotel midst beautiful 200-acre fruit and
grape farm. Solarium, horses on the premises, ten-
nis, swimming, social activities. American Jewish
cuisine. Reasonable rates.
J. ROSENTHAL, Kingston 157J2

REBECCA SILVER Invites You to

HILLTOP LODGE

Formerly Camp Beekman)

on SYLVAN LAKE, Pawling, New York
65 miles from New York
All sports, excellent tennis, golf—cultural activities—Good food
RATES: $20, $22.50 and_ $25 per weel
N. Y. Central Trains to Pawling, N. Y.—Tel. Hopewell Junc-
tion 176—City Office, 206 Broadway, N. Y. C. Cortland 7-1660
Car gervice—EStabrook 8-5141

FOREST: ===
. ] at INTERLAKEN

most picturesque spot in Putnam County. Excellent Cuisine. All out-
door sports. 50 miles from N. Y. Moderate rates. Open all year,
LAKE MAHOPAC, N. Y. Mahopac, 688 or 977

GOING FOR VACATION?
stop at the

USSIAN CORNER

=SACKS FARM=

SAUGERTIES, NEW YORK
R.F.D. No. 1, Box 267. Telephene 82 F 5
Real farm’ plus all modern conveniences
Beautiful countryside. Brook for bathing and
fishing. Pine woods.
. . Sixteen Dollars Per Week
Directions: West Shore R.R. or Buses to Saugerties

Picturesque Artist Colony
Excellent Food Moderate Rates
Woodstock, N. Y.

UNCAS LODGE

UNCASVILLE, CONN.

MOOSEN'S INN

ORMERLY BLUMENKRANZ INN
at I|3W Bzac::dsga;d istl 3 Arverne, Rockaway, offers an attractive
eex-e| ecial for Frlday night to
July 4 $8 50 Sunday night
Excellent food, beautiful room in modern hotel
directly at the beach.
SPECIAL RATES WEEK, MONTH OR SEASON
Telephone BElle Harbor 5-2123

A charming, unpretentious, modern

adult camp and 165-acre old New

England farm. An ideal retreat for

lovers of rustic beauty.

® Private Twin Lakes.

® 3 Clay Tennis Courts.

® Saddle Horses and Golf.

® 5 Piece Orchestra.

® Unexcelled Cuisine.

® Socials, Theatricals, Cama-
raderie.

““Send for booklet’

COUNTRY
CLUB

HARMON

(Formerly Camp Harmony)
en Lake Anawana @ I{urleyville, N. Y.

Private Beach — All Sports — Paramount Entertai
by bus te Monticello, by train to Hurleyville (Luzon ‘gﬂe:ﬁfn)

RATES: $22.50 WEEKLY
MANAGEMENT: DIANA & ABE BERMAN
Phones Norwich 1858—Ring 5—after 7 P. M.

York: PResident 4-5242—evenings

Trains: z'/z hrs. to New London. Reduced R’lway Fares $2.50

AVANTA FARM, ULSTER PARK, N. Y

Workers’ recreation place. Real farm with cows, chickens,
vegetables. Modern improvements, swimming.
$2.10 per day, $12.50 per week. Tel. Ulster Park 9 F 22

CAMP ARTEMIS

50 miles away at Brewster, N. Y.

Marc D’Albert, concert pianist, and Waldene Williams,
contralto are the Guest Artists for July 4th week-end.
Good food. Only $1.05 from Grand Central. Telephone
ev'ngs: Brewster 555F5—35¢c. $16.00 weekly ; $3.50 daily.

Accommodations designed for
living; recreational facilities
designed for doing . .. $27.50
and $30.00. . . . For details or
reservations: — 8. SAIDEL,
Lake George; DIckens 2-4577

(Camp Saldel)

VEGETARIAN HOTEL

IN THE CATSKILLS
Where the Radical Element Feels at Home
Excellent Food ® TLake @ Entertainment
All Sports [ ] Dancing
All Modern Improvements
Rates: $16 Per Week and Up
Address: F. Shafer, Woodridge, N. Y. Box 457

SHAGBARK LODGE

SAUGERTIES, NEW YORK
600 acre estate, private lake, newly refurnished, all sports
Golf nearby. Superior cuisine.
SPECIAL 4th OF JULY WEEK-END
FRIDAY to SUNDAY, $8.00
2!> hours motor from George Washington Bridge
Management: REGINA & JOE LICHTENBERG
Phones: Saugerties 428-J N. Y. C.: Wisconsin 7-4554

GRAB YOUR KNICKERS AND YOUR SNEAKERS
Don Your Stovepipe. Take Your Snuffbox. Hie Away te

MAUD’S SUMMER-RAY

North Branch, Sull. Co., N. Y. Tel. Callicoen 95
Tennis, swimming, rowing, dancing, drama
‘Whether you like it or not.
Proletarian Prices.

City Information: DIckens 2-5786

offers to New Masses readers

HOTEL

July 4th Week-end Special
MAJ EST Ic Friday Night- $ 1 'o o

threugh Sunday
“Let’'s Get Together”

Mgr. CELIA BOOBAR
of Bavin Lodge, Lakewood

Luzon Statlon
Hurleyvxlle, N. Y.
Tel. Hurleyville 160
City phone: AP. 7-1869




Take courage, Comrade”

.. . three words . . . but they helped
to keep a man from going mad . . .

This message of comradeship, tapped out labori-
ously, letter by letter, by aching knuckles on dungeon
stones . . . has united thousands of prisoners in the
dark solitudes of Nazi prison cells with a bond of
fellowship that Hitler’'s most inhuman tortures can
never break.

The sufferings of these thousands of revolutionary
prisoners are epitomized in André Malraux’s great
new novel, Days of Wrath. In describing Kassner’s
individual struggle against insanity, Malraux has
symbolized the story of the German comrades with
whom he worked as secretary of the committee that
helped free Dimitrov and who ‘“were anxious for
me to make known what they had suffered and
what they had upheld.”

The book covers a period of only nine days, from
the time of Kassner’s arrest for illegal Communist
work to his release after nine days of mental and
physical torture, his plane flight to Czecho-Slovakia
and his reunion with his wife and child—yet it is
so intensely and beautifully written that reading it
1s an experience you will remember all your life.

EDWIN SEAVER says:

“One may wish the word Art to mean an attempt to give
men a consciousness of their own hidden greatness,” writes

Malraux, and that is precisely what he has accomplished . . h
in this short novel; accomplished with such intensity of SpeCI OI Offer — Wi f
conviction and economy of genius that reading it one’s faith

in life is reborn, one’s courage restored, one’s sense of ' '
revolutionary solidarity renewed. NEW MASSES SUbSCl‘lpflOﬂ

SAMUEL PUTNAM says:

Think of a fine novel, one of the finest that you knew, qus Of quth (by MOIrOUX)

take it at its most intense point, sustain it throughout

without a let-down and you have the feat which André (REGULAR PRICE $1.75)
Malraux has accomplished here,

WALDO FRANK says: 6 Months of NEW MASSES

Days of Wrath brings to dramatic life the great tragedy
of our day: the struggle between an old and a new world, (REGULAR PRICE $2.50)
in which the humane heritage of men, heroically upbuilded
through the ages, is endangered.

You save $1.25 by getting

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, New York, N. Y.
Please send Days of W rath and NEw M AssEs for 6 months,

as indicated below, for which I enclose $3 in full payment. $
Send Days of Wrath to: Send New MASssEs to:
Name....ooiieeierenennannnns Name................ BOTH

Address.....ooooont. cereceeees Address...ooieiiiiiiianann e
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