ODETS’S FIRST FILM By SIDNEY KAUFMAN
JULY 28, 1936 15¢

Masses

Whither Townsendism?

CELESTE STRACK

*

Steel-Town Politics
and the Big Drive

MARGUERITE YOUNG

*

Britain at the Crossroads

R. PALME DUTT

ROBERT FORSYTHE  ARNOLD ZWEIG




One Moment,
blease

YOU are one of the 50,000 men who
read THE NEw Masses every week.* Would you like to

know where in your locality you can get well-made, reason-

ably priced clothes or other necessities—and at the same
time help make THE NEW MASSES an even better magazine?

Of course you would! Well, we depend upon advertis-

ing for part of our revenue. The more we get, the more

reporters we can keep in the field covering things like the
C.I.O. drive in steel, the Black Legion, the drought, etc.

Now, would you give preference to clothiers (and
others) who advertised in THE NEw MAsses—providing,

of course, that their prices, quality and service compared

favorably with others? We know you would. But the ad-

vertisers want proof in black and white.

So—please sign the

coupon below NOW and send it to us. Don’t put it off, or

you may forget. Help improve your magazine by sending

the coupon NOW !

FOR WOMEN
TOO!

Maybe you indulge in the
old American custom of
doing the shopping for
your men-folks. If you do,
this message is addressed
to you, too. Clip the cou-
pon at the right and send
it NOW!

* Based on a conservatwe estimate
of two male readers per copy.

h---------.---l-------.---

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, New York City

You bet I would give preference to New Masses adver-
tisers of men’s clothing and other products, price, quality,
and service being equal!

Name

Address

YES!

WE HAVE RECEIVED
an unprecedented response to
our special book sale. It once
again proves that workers will
buy books when such books are
priced to meet the pockets of
the people. With this thought
in mind we list the following
books at the lowest possible
prices! Order your copies at
once. Quantity limited!

—0—

IMPERIAL HEARST-LUND-
BERG ($2.75) now........ $1.95

A WORLD TO WIN ($2.50)
NOW only .......coeevuvnnnn. 49

INTELLIGENTSIA OF
GREAT BRITAIN ($2.50) .49

PARCHED EARTH, Arm-
strong ($2.50) n ....... 49
HISTORY OF ANCIENT SO-

IETY DOW ....covvennnn. 49
LENIN, by R. P. Dutt, now. 49
DIALECTICAL MATERIAL-

ISM, nOW ......cocevnunn.. 49

nly
THE SECOND BROWN
BOOK ($2.50) now ........ 49
LITERATURE AND DIA-
LECTICAL MATERIAL-
ISM, NOW ...cvvviennnnnn.. .39
WAR, PEACE AND THE
SOVIET UNION  ($1.50)

PLAINS, nOW ............ 25
THE MOLLY MAGUIRES,

Bimba, now .............. 49
STEVEDORE: A Play, now .35
KENNETH FEARINGS

POEMS, now ............ 25
THE SOCIAL SCIENCES
(Two Soviet Texts) ...... .60
MEMOIRS OF A REVOLU-
TIONIST, Figner, now. 1.85
BILL HAYWOODS BOOK
only ................ 1.35
LETTERS FROM PRISON,
Dimitroff now ............ .98
NATURE OF‘ CAPITALIST
CRISIS, Strachey ........ .98
GREEN CORN REBELLION
Cunningham .............. 98
ADVENTURES OF A
FAKIR, Ivanov .......... .98

RUSSIAN YOUTH AND THE
PRESENT-DAY WORLD .98

LENIN, by Ralph Fox, now .98

BLACK CONSUL, A. Vinogra-

dov, now only .......... ... 98
BELOMOR, Edlted by Maxim
Gorky, NOW .............. .98
PROLF‘TARIAN LITERA-
TURE, An Anthology..... .98
STEEL DICTATOR, Harvey
O’Conner, NOW ............ .98
STALIN, A biography by

Henri Barbusse .......... .98
THE COLLECTED WORKS

OF LENIN (8 books orig-

inally selling tor $23) now 6.95
SOMEBODY IN BOOTS,

Algren, now on
THE SOVIET WORKER

Freeman ..........ceeeeeee .98
COMRADE MISTER, the

poems of Schneider ...... .98
SEEDS OF TOMORROW,

Sholokhov ................ .98
COMING STRUGGLE FOR

POWER, Strachey ........ .89
CAPITAL, The Complete Vol-

ume I, Marx ............. .89
I LOVE, Avdeyenko, now.... .89

ORIGIN OF THE SPECIES
and THE DESCENT OF
MAN, by Charles Darwin,
both in one volume........ .89
KARL MARX, Franz Meh-
ring ($5) now............ 2.25

PR, S

order from the

.. WORKERS BOOKSHOPS ..
Listed on Page 30
and
WORKERS LIBRARY
PUBLISHERS
Box 148, Sta. D New York City




Masses

Jury 28, 1936

Republican Relief

IF American voters want to know

what unemployment relief will be
like under Landon, let them turn to
Republican New Jersey. That state
has already put into operation the
plank formally included in the G.O.P.
platform to return “responsibility for
relief administration to non-political
local agencies.”

According to a thorough and well-
documented report of the American
Association of Social Workers, food
allowances in the majority of Jersey
communities are now ‘from 50 to 75
percent below the minimum subsistence
allowance granted during the period
when the State Emergency Relief Ad-
ministration was functioning.” In nine-
teen communities persons on relief are
working for food allowances—not cash
—at the rate of 20 cents an hour. In
ten communities persons without de-
pendents are denied relief altogether,
and in other areas whole families are
excluded from aid for such reasons as
“suspected resources” or because relief
officers believe “they could find work.”

Ten Jersey communities deny relief
to residents of less than five years, no
matter how destitute, and three rule out
all aliens. In twenty-five areas no rent
payments are made out of relief funds,
no gas or fuel is provided for cooking
in twenty-six districts, no electricity in
thirty, and no clothing in fifteen.
Twenty-eight communities bar relief to
any family in which one person is em-
ployed, even if the amount earned is
utterly insufficient to maintain minimum
standards; and three districts send uni-
formed police to investigate all appli-
cants for relief.

New Jersey’s ruthless policy is the
policy of the Republican Party. It finds
its most eloquent champion in that lead-
ing G.O.P. mouthpiece, the New York
Herald Tribune, which had been run-
ning a series of articles on how New
Jersey broke ‘“the relief trust” and in-
troduced common sense into the relief
situation.  “‘Jersey Relief Cost Cut in
Half as Citizens Do Job; N. Y. Urged
to Follow” reads the head over one of
these articles, in which their author,
Emmet Crozier, says baldly: “For
every case of ‘slow starvation’ in the

“Landon’ll learn you boondogglers not to get sick!”

state today, due to local emergency,
there are scores of men and women
who have been rescued from an easy
and futile existence on the dole.”

A Republican Senate did its best to
inflict Jersey “relief” on Pennsylvania.
Reactionary forces are pushing toward
the same goal in New York and else-
where. The Landon forces have neatly
hamstrung relief in Kansas pending the
long-drawn-out passage of an amend-
ment to the state constitution. Unem-
ployment relief under Roosevelt has
been inadequate—in some cases shame-
fully so. Under Landon it would be

all but non-existent.
Menus

ROM the New York World-Tele-
gram of July 15:

Donald Hastie, 3, whose father,

James Hastie, lost his job with the Na-

Ned Hilton

tional Battery Co. in North Bergen, in
January, lay dead today in the barren
Hastie tenement at 1203 Willow Ave-
nue, Hoboken. He died at St. Mary’s
Hospital of malnutrition and lead
poisoning.

“We didn’t have enough to eat after
the State ended relief payments, and
that’s when Donald started going
around and picking paint off the wall
and eating it,” said Mrs. Hastie. “Yes,
I used to spend ten or fifteen minutes
picking paint out of his teeth,” said
the dead child’s mother. “But I couldn’t
stop him. He was always so hungry.”

From the New York World-Tele-
gram of July 16: '

Interfering advisers who say that
people should slow up on thick steaks
and other rich foods after they pass
fifty might put in a puzzling forty min-
utes staring at hale and hearty Charles
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Schwab, seventy-four-year-old steel mag-
nate, as he tucks in his napkin and
settles down for his lunch in the trop-
ical garden atmosphere of the Fantasy
Room at Larue Restaurant. A scout
who, from a neighboring table, had
been spying on the genial millionaire,
reports that Mr. Schwab’s noon meal
generally consists of eight clams, a
bowl of chowder, a thick steak smoth-
ered with onions and potatoes, vege-
table salad, coffee, and a rich dessert.

Whither the League?
‘x 7 ILL the end of the League of

Nations be the outcome of the
withdrawal of sanctions against Italy?
The question may be answered be-
fore long in the actions of the League
powers on current threats against peace,
coming mainly from Nazi Germany.
And the final determination of British
policy, whose present contradictory ten-
dencies are so lucidly discussed by R.
Palme Dutt elsewhere in this issue, may
prove decisive in shaping the answer.

As if he intended to corroborate
Karl Radek’s analysis of the Austro-
German agreement, Hitler has fol-
lowed up his gains in Central Europe
by the Nazis’ formal repudiation of the
Danzig constitution, for which the
League of Nations is authorized to act
as guarantor. If the League does not
intervene, the German annexation of
Danzig is left to hinge only on Poland’s
reaction, with the distinct possibility
that Hitler may strike a bargain with
Mr. Beck.

The Baldwin cabinet, after a typical

display of sheepishness and hesitancy,
has agreed to conversations with
France and Belgium on what is to be
~done about Hitler’s remilitarization of
the Rhineland. The French are striv-
ing to rebuild and implement a collec-
tive barrier against German aggression
—a barrier made necessary by the de-
struction of the Locarno Pact. Though
Britain’s position toward the French
proposals has not yet been announced,
she has shown little readiness to cooper-
ate, and pro-Nazi British leaders are
urging that she throw her weight
against any measure which would
strengthen collective security and the
Franco-Soviet accord, while seeking to
pave the way for Hitler’s proposed
Western Pact. That pact would give
Hitler a free hand aaginst the U.S.S.R.

HILE the three-power conversa-
tions are taking place, Europe
will still be staggering from the impact

of the Austro-German accord—an
ominous warning of what lies in store
if the hamstringing of collective secur-
ity is allowed to continue. This new
war alignment between Germany and
Italy, threatening the status quo—and
British interests—in Central Europe is
a stunning reply to those British states-
men who argued that sanctions be lifted
in order to keep Mussolini away from
Hitler. Certain French diplomats, too,
have been the victims of unrequited
love—for despite ‘their weak sanctions
policy, Mussolini has veered sharply
toward Hitler and will not as much as
attend the present talks on the Rhine-
land occupation. '

The fate of the League is of no
small concern to humanity. The very
efforts of Hitler to destroy it, ineffec-
tual as the League has been made
through the policies of some of its
members, are a tribute to its possibili-
ties as a peace instrument. It is to be
hoped that the desire of the peace-
loving masses of Europe will make
itself plainly felt in the consideration
of the Rhineland and Danzig questions.
This desire is strongly for a League of
Nations strengthened on the basis of
genuine collective security against ag-
gressors.

Unfit to'Print?

HEN a court bites a labor law,

it's news. But when it bites a
publisher, that’s merely back-page filler.
Last December, District Court Judge
Otis, out in Kansas City, decided that
the Wagner Labor Relations Act and
its offspring, the National Labor Rela-
tions Board, were unconstitutional.
Now there are hundreds of district
court judges, and their verdicts have
only a passing importance, but to the
capitalist press the Otis decision was
big news. No less than eight stories
streamed out over the A.P. wires, and
both A.P. and U.P. sent the entire de-
cision over their tickers. The story got
front-page columns in all the leading
dailies, and the Press Radio Bureau put
the item on the air.

Last week a Circuit Court of Ap-
peals, second only to the United States
Supreme Court, upheld the Wagner
Act. In a unanimous decision it sus-
tained the N.LL.R.B.s order for the
reinstatement of Morris Watson, A.P.
staff writer who had been dismissed for
his activities as vice-president of the
American Newspaper Guild. The A.P.
gave the story 250 words. The U.P.,
in a burst of professional courtesy, ig-
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nored the decision completely. Of the
major New York dailies, only the Post
gave the story front-page space. The
Times buried it on Page 13. The
Herald Tribune assigned it to Page 7
and referred in its head to the “Watson
Case” rather than the A.P. The World-
Telegram hid it in a late edition, and
the reactionary Sun spurned it alto-
gether. The Press Radio Bureau, when
asked why it failed to mention the de-
cision in its broadcast, termed it a local
affair, without national significance. Yet
newspaper publishers condemn the
Guild on the ground that unionized
reporters might color the news!

Wells and Malraux

THE outstanding figures in literary
Europe recently gathered in Lon-
don to attend the congress of the Inter-
national Association of Writers for the
Defense of Culture. The aim of this
association is to preserve all that is best
in human culture against the assault of
the barbarians. Julien Benda, famous
French critic, summed up one aspect of
the London congress when he said:
“We must preserve those parts of our
culture which are national, but not
those which are nationalist.”

André Malraux, leading novelist of
young France, urged that culture be
rescued from its tombs in museums and
libraries for the sake of the people. He
also proposed that the association pre-
pare a big encyclopedia, a project sug-
gested -to him by Maxim Gorky and
already supported by writers in many
countries. H. G. Wells, present at the
congress, said such an encyclopedia
would cost too much, hinted at several
millions.

“The cost of three battleships!”
Malraux replied.

Wells left the congress, but Rebecca
West, speaking for the English writers,
supported the proposal for an encyclo-
pedia. The British press reports that
one of the most remarkable speeches in
reply to the skeptical Wells was made
by Ilya Ehrenbourg, famous Soviet
novelist and special European corre- .
spondent for THE NEW MASSES.

New Champions

N the midst of the Nazi govern-

ment’s official crowing over the de-
feat of Joe Louis,.a dozen Negro ath-
letes have emerged from the. American
Olympic tryouts " with smashing per-
formances.. The astonishing Jesse
Owens has won three events, Cornelius
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Johnson and David Albritton have
broken the world’s record for the high
‘jump, young Woodruff has taken the
800-meter run, Williams the 400. To
these champs, add Pollard, LuValle,
Brooks, and the others who sailed on
the Manhattan. The Negro athletes
are equipped to strike a telling blow at
the racial superiority theories of their
prospective hosts. Naturally, for the
brief duration of the games, these
theories will be laid on the shelf, their
practical effects carefully camouflaged.
The elaborate program of deception
which has been outlined would be suf-
ficient to dazzle groups less impression-
able than American college athletes on
vacation. They will be taken through
the Reichstag and shown exactly how
those incendiary Communists had
planned to raze the building and why it
was necessary for the forces of law and
order to take matters into their own
hands. Berlin houses have been re-
painted, streets scrubbed, statues’ jug-
gled around to show that things are in
tip-top shape and would the visitors
please return to their homes and tell
their friends not to worry about un-
founded canards in respect to concen-
tration camps, anti-Semitic persecutions,
blood purges, secret-service terror, and
such. Past masters at kidding the pub-
lic, the Nazis are now concentrating on
kidding a few thousand athletes and

officials. Just how successful they will
be in proving to Jesse Owens that Ne-
groes can't run as fast as white men
will be interesting to observe.

Free Simpson!
EXACTLY one year and one month

from the time of his arrest, Law-
rence Simpson is scheduled to go to
trial in the Nazi “People’s Court.” It
was in June, 1935, that Hitler storm
troopers boarded the American steamer
Manbhattan, tied up at Hamburg, broke
into Simpson’s locker, and dragged the
American seaman off the ship. No for-
mal charge was made, although officials
intimated they had found anti-Nazi
literature in Simpson’s possession. For
a year he was held in a concentration
camp near Hamburg, without a sem-
blance of a hearing, and has now been
transferred to the infamous Moabit
Prison in Berlin to await trial.

The charge against Simpson has still
to be made public. The American State
Department has a copy of the indict-
ment but its chief for western-European
Aftairs, James Clement Dunn, refuses
to reveal its nature for ‘diplomatic
reasons.” It is intimated, however, that
the charges involve a number of Ger-
mans and that the stage is being set for
another Nazi “treason” festival.

Mr. Dunn assures Simpson’s father
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that the American consulate will take
every step to assure a fair trial, but in
view of the State Department’s record
in this case, the assurance has a hollow
sound. For a year the department has
permitted an American citizen to re-
main in a concentration camp without
a trial. It has stood by with a seem-
ingly determined indifference while the
Nazis denied the defendant the right
to select counsel offered to him by the
International Labor Defense. Simpson
must accept Nazi lawyers, who will
“defend” him behind closed doors.

The State Department is not as im-
potent as at times it would have one
believe. Despite its apparent unwilling-
ness to incur Nazi antagonism, it is
clearly its duty to insist on Simpson’s
right to select his own attorney and to
see that the entire record of the case is
made available to counsel for the de-
fense.

Vanquishing Victor
THE Radio Corporation of Amer-

ica is apparently no match for its
workers. Production during the cur-
rent strike has been cut 75 percent.
Work on the 35-cent disks has been en-
tirely suspended. The Montgomery,
Ward “Conqueror” line of records has
had to be farmed out by R.C.A. to its
chief rival, the American Record Com-
pany of Bridgeport, Conn., which
makes Columbia and Brunswick disks
in its non-union shops. Production has
been stopped on the new R.C.A.-Victor
radio line, except for dealers’ samples,
and such records as are produced are
reported to be of poor quality. Worst
of all, Decca, R.C.As rival in the
popular record field, reports the biggest
month’s business in its history.

The jolt has been too much for
R.C.A. It had to cry for help—and
help has been forthcoming. Camden
officials, rushing to the rescue, have
resorted to mass arrest of pickets and
the imposition of outrageous bail. At
present 101 pickets are in jail, unable
to meet bail amounting to $523,000,
an average of more than $5,000 for
each prisoner. A number of sharp
skirmishes have taken place near the
plant, in one of which ammonia bombs
and acid were hurled from the win-
dows, inflicting serious injuries on sev-
eral pickets.

The Camden strikers are not easily
downed. Plans have been drafted to
continue the picketing in even greater
numbers. R.C.A. would already be
licked if it were not for Camden’s law-
less judges.



The Mexican Strike
HE New York Times never fails

us. This week, for instance, its
Mexican correspondent quotes La
Prensa at great length as giving
the frankest analysis of the strike of
three thousand workers against the
Mexican Light and Power Company.
La Prensa’s “‘frankness” consists in at-
tacking President Cardenas for not
halting the strike. The Times corre-
spondent forgot to add that L.a Prensa
speaks for the clerical-feudal reaction
in Mexico. It has a long and dishon-
orable record as an agitator against
progress and socialist education and
aids the advocates of U.S. interven-
tion.

The strike has been sustained as
“legal” by the federal authorities.
There is even talk of the government
impounding the British-controlled com-
pany if it refuses to settle, and turning
the plant over to the workers. While
no United States capital is involved in
this case, it seems that The Times does
not like this idea. We find it rather
appealing.

Paying Landon’s Way

IF YOU still doubt that the Republican
Party works hand in glove with Wall
Street and the Liberty League, consider
the list of campaign contributions made
public by the Republican National Com-
mittee. In the first two months of 1936,
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three Morgan men donated a total
of $15,000 to the Hearst-Landon war
chest. They were Junius Morgan, son -
of America’s No. 1 banker; H. P.
Davison, partner in the Morgan firm;
and George F. Baker of the First
National Bank, a Morgan outfit.

The du Ponts contributed $5,000; so
did Alfred P. Sloan, Jr., head of Gen-
eral Motors. Other donors were W. L.
Mellon of Gulf Oil; Lester Armour of
Armour Meat Products; Earl F. Reed
of Weirton Steel, notorious anti-labor
company; Harold S. Vanderbilt, direc-
tor of thirty railway companies, and
H. E. Mansville of the Johns-Mansville
Company. None of these gave less than
$2,000 each.

Spain Defends Democracy

ACED with a democratic shakeup

in the army, fascist and monarchist
officers stationed in Morocco have
launched an attempt to destroy the
Spanish Republic. The long-drawn-out
Rightist campaign of civil disturbance
and economic sabotage has thus cul-
minated in a counter - revolutionary
putsch. In defiance of the people’s
will, Gil Robles and General Franco
have set out to erect a military dic-
tatorship. They seek not only to sub-
stitute fascist violence for existing civil
rights, but to plunge the country back
socially into the feudal-clerical abyss of
the past. For months the fascists have
protested their peaceful intent; they
have poured out venomous accusations
of violence and dictatorship against the
partisans of the People’s Bloc. Now
Gil Robles and his fascist plotters
have at last come out into the open,
giving the world another object lesson
in fascist integrity.

It is significant that the reaction has
been obliged to base its hopes on the
Moroccan troops, a body of men re-
mote geographically, as well as every
other way, from the mass of the Span-
ish people. Speculating upon the allegi-
ance of these mercenary forces, and
upon possible wavering among the
more conservative supporters of the Re-
publican government, the fascists ap-
parently envisaged a march on Madrid
in the manner of the bloodcurdling as-
sault of General Doval's “Tercios”
upon the revolutionary miners’ battal-

ions in Asturias during October, 1934.

But the reaction appears to have
badly overplayed its hand. Its efforts
to drive a wedge in the People’s Front
by intimidating middle-class Republi-
cans, have so far proven of little avail.
For, once confronted with the fascist
bid for power, middle-class Republicans
and labor have closed ranks as never
before, in defense of democracy. Rev-
olutionary workers and simple uphold-
ers of Republican order have formed
united combat squads. The People’s
Front, arming the populace for anti-
fascist defense, drawing together in
fighting formation the forward-looking
elements of the entire people, is prov-

Helios Gomez

ing under duress to be the only effective
barrier to fascism.

Nor has the reaction counted on the
unity and revolutionary consciousness
of a proletariat which came to know
the lash of fascist inquisition in Octo-
ber, 1934. The fascist attempt has
evoked a mobile and united army of
Socialist, Communist and Syndicalist
workers, many hundred thousand
strong, a living barricade to the reac-
tion, ready to emulate the miners of
Asturias. Within the army itself the
support which the fascists apparently
expected on the mainland has, at this
writing, not materialized to any signi-
ficant extent. It would thus seem that
the anti-fascist mood of the people has
prevailed among the soldier mass as
against the intrigues of the officer caste.

If the Republican government is vic-
torious, as now seems probable, a more
rapid pace in the application of the
People’s Bloc program may be expected
of it, particularly in respect to disarm-
ing and incapacitating the reaction and
forcing employers to comply with
social legislation. A sharper leftward
trend may be expected as a result of
the greater unity and influence which
the working class is now acquiring.

How stirringly the United Front goes
forward in defense of the people against
the trickery and terror of the fascist re-
action, teaching the great lesson of our
time: that the workers and their middle-
class allies can by united action reap a
bright future in a decaying world.
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Wolves in the Fold

ACK in the quiet of their own
homes, the 14,000 men and
women who attended the Town-

send convention in Cleveland last week
can take stock. They have much to
think about. Their first reaction, it
seems to us, should be one of thankful-
ness that their cause has not been de-
livered over, lock, stock, and barrel,
to Lemke and the Liberty League. But
their relief should be tempered by
anxiety, for the menace has not been
removed. An unscrupulous priest and
a loud-mouthed fascist adventurer came
close to robbing them of everything for
which they have been striving.

The Townsendites are not a political
party. They are American men and
women seeking security for the years
when they can no longer work. Let
them not be diverted from that goal
by charlatans and demagogues who
would use their numerical strength to
build up a movement of the blackest

reaction—in which there will be secur-
ity neither for the old nor the young.
Coughlin, without a glimmer of sym-
pathy for the aim of the Townsend-
ites, once branded their plan as ‘“‘eco-
nomic insanity.” The antics of Coughlin
and Gerald Smith at Cleveland were
no more than an audacious attempt to
make the Townsendites forget pen-
sions and throw their support to
Lemke and his reactionary Union
Party. Support of Lemke is support
of Landon. And if there is one sure
way of knifing old-age pensions and
social security of any kind, it is to send
to the White House Alf M. Landon, the
man who thinks $1.08 per week is
enough for a family on relief.

The Townsendites are to be con-
gratulated for refusing to surrender
themselves to reaction. Dr. Townsend
himself wavered badly. He permitted
the sly G. L. K. Smith to change the
name of his group from Old Age Re-

volving Pensions to the Townsend Re-
covery Plan, thus shifting the empha-
sis of the group’s purpose. He fought
every move to make the Townsendites
a democratic movement. And finally,
despite the convention keynote: “We
are not going to lose with Lemke! We
are going to triumph with Townsend!”
the Doctor himself agreed to take the
stump for Lemke.

What Townsend does concerning the
Union Party is his affair. It should
not be the affair of the Townsend rank
and file. Let them recall that their
convention refused to endorse Lemke.
And let them read the forthright com-
mitments for old-age pensions in the
platform of the Communist Party and
in the program of the Farmer-Labor
candidates throughout the country. That
is the way to deal with the wolves in
sheep’s clothing who came to Cleveland
to kill Townsend and then feast on his
following.

Whither Townsendism?

CLEVELAND.

ITTING among the elderly delegates

of the Townsend convention here in

Cleveland, I have been watching the
white-haired California school-teacher who
formally heads the movement, and the plump
Father Coughlin and the energetic Gerald
K. Smith, Huey Long’s political son and
heir. And it has begun to dawn on me that
this convention has implications beyond the
present election campaign. The Detroit priest
and the Louisiana Bible-thumpers have made
it abundantly clear that their connection with
the Townsend movement is no mere political
flirtation. It is rather a marriage designed
to produce a bouncing nine-pound fascist
movement in America. The alliance of the
Townsendites, the Coughlinites, and the
Smith forces around Lemke is a step toward
the election of Landon; the election of
Landon would be a step toward fascism. Any
doubts I may have had on this score were
dissipated by the Reverend Gerald K. Smith
himself. This burly disciple of Huey Long
towers over the frail Dr: Townsend ; he dom-
inates the convention platform in Cleveland’s
Public Auditorium; he dominates the publi-
city; he hopes to dominate the Townsend
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old-age revolving pension movement.

The Reverend Gerald K. Smith spent a
great deal of time with the reporters at the
press table. I called him outside into a little
alcove behind the platform and interviewed
him for THE New Masses. The Reverend
Doctor bubbled over with energy. He was
jumpy but talkative.
~ “The convention,” I began, “has voted
against endorsing any political party. But
aren’t you and Dr. Townsend trying to put
the Townsend movement behind the Union
Party?”

“Dr. Townsend and I will do everything
we can as leaders to back Lemke,” Dr. Smith
replied.

“As leaders? You mean you will endorse
Lemke not as individuals but as the leaders
of a movement?”’

“Yes, as leaders of a movement.’
phasized each word.

“Doesn’t that mean that your resolution
not to endorse any political party was only a
blind ?”

The Reverend Gerald K. Smith shrugged
his shoulders.

“There has been a lot of talk at this con-

’ He em-

vention,” I said, ‘“‘about great men, specifi-
cally about yourself, Dr. Townsend, and
Father Coughlin. Isn’t your idea of leader-
ship like the conception of the Fiihrer?”

“I never discuss American events in Euro-
pean terms.”

“How would you describe your idea of
leadership ?”

“It’s a new kind of leadership. A man
arises and says ‘follow me,’ and if the people
follow, that’s how we know him as a leader.”

“Do you mean that the democratic method
of choosing leaders isn’t worth while?”

“It’s a lot of baloney,” Dr. Smith said
sharply. “It doesn’t really mean anything.
We can tell what they’re thinking without
taking a vote.”

I wanted to ask Dr. Smith -about his re-
ported connections with Hearst. Before I
had uttered two words, he was pouring out
his answer.

“I never saw Hearst, never met Hearst,
never talked to him. It’s all a lie.” The
Reverend Doctor smiled sweetly.

“Many people in this convention,” I said,
“consider Hearst democracy’s greatest men-
ace today. You say you want to maintain
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democracy. Do you agree with your dele-
gates’ opinion of Hearst?” ‘

“I agree with Hearst in his attack on Presi-
dent Roosevelt.”

“That wasn’t what I asked. I asked
whether you think Hearst is democracy’s
greatest enemy today.”

“No,” the Reverend Gerald K. Smith said
flatly. “President Roosevelt is.”

“Do you believe it is more important to
defeat Roosevelt than to pass the old-age

pension law?”
“Yes b2

“Your own state of Louisiana is not con-
trolled by President Roosevelt. Your own
people control it. Why haven’t you put the
Townsend Plan into effect in Louisana?”’

“The individual states,” he began glibly,
“haven’t the power or the ability to put it
into effect.” Then he stopped and started a
new speech. ‘“That is to say, I mean, uh, we
did put a law into effect just the last session
of the legislature.”

“What law?”

“The social-security law.”

“Isn’t that President Roosevelt’s bill?”

“Y&s:”

“But you said you are opposed to President
Roosevelt and his bill.”

“Yes.”

“Then why haven’t you put the Townsend
Plan into effect in Louisiana?”

“Because the transaction tax is impractical
in a single state.”

“Aren’t there other methods of raising
money, such as taxing corporations and
wealthy individuals?”

‘(Yes.”

“Then why haven’t you used them to pay
for an old-age pension in your own state?”

For the first time in the interview, the
Reverend Gerald K. Smith showed confusion
and hesitation. He mumbled something
about being too busy nationally to attend to
state affairs. He seemed anxious to get back
to the platform, but I stopped him by asking
about the proposed Townsend youth move-
ment.

“That’s a swell thing,” he said. “I have a
lot of ideas on that. I want to get twelve
young men in every community to mobilize
around themselves the Townsend Recovery
Youth. They would be picked young men, a
special group.”

“How would you select them?”

“On the basis of physical fitness, sacrificial
aims, and alertness. The basic criterion would
be loyalty to our present system of govern-
ment.”

“Are there any young people you would
exclude?”

“Some groups, yes. Communists and Social-
ists, for example. We can’t compromise an
inch with them.”

“Suppose young radicals would be willing
to work for the Townsend movement’s aims?”

“That doesn’t matter. They want to over-
throw our government.”

“What would be the duties of the twelve
picked young men?”

“They would organize other young people,
guard the ballot boxes, see that the ballots
are honestly counted, protect the community
from any encroachments on its democratic
rights.”

“What do you mean by protecting the com-
munity from any encroachments on its demo-
cratic rights?”

“The young men would break up Com-
munist meetings, for instance.”

“Do you mean by Communists people who
disagree with your idea of government?”’

“People who want to overthrow it.”

“Who would judge the character of these
meetings which are to be broken up?”

“The young men would.”

The picture which the Reverend Doctor
Gerald K. Smith drew was clear enough:
a fascist youth movement to divert young
people from any progressive youth program.
This is part of the conspiracy at this conven-
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tion where Dr. Smith and Father Coughlin
have been trying to divert the older people
from their pension program.

I asked Dr. Smith his opinion of the pres-
ent struggle for the organization of industrial
trade unions. He told me he favored William
Green’s group. He was against John L.
Lewis and the vertical unions, saying they
want to take over business.

LD-AGE pensions and the need of eco-

nomic security brought simple folk
from America’s towns and farms to the Cleve-
land convention to work with their leader,
silver-haired Dr. Townsend. Instead, they
found waiting for them an alliance of the
Huey Long machine and the Lemke-Coughlin
Union Party intent upon defeating Roosevelt
in November.

The Republican - Hearst - Liberty League
crowd must have enjoyed the convention
hugely. Dr. Townsend’s own first address
opened with a broadside against Roosevelt,
whose administration Townsend called “a
deliberate, Machiavellian attempt to discredit

“Father, did you teach the little rascal that salute?”

Robert Joyce
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and totally wreck the American principle of
government.” Defense of the Supreme Court
and a Republican denunciation of the growing
tax burden followed. The opening wedge for
such an attack had been furnished by Roose-
velt himself in his toleration of the shameful
Congressional inquisition of Townsend and
its attempts to discredit the movement for
old-age pensions. But the natural resentment
of the delegates against this action and their
dissatisfaction with the administration’s “‘social
security” was cleverly fanned into a burning
fire against Roosevelt and his reelection mea-
sure.

Stocky, energetic, smooth-voiced Gerald K.
Smith followed Dr. Townsend with a roof-
raising speech in which he directed not only
the reactions of the delegates but even ordered
them when to applaud. Gerald Smith de-
veloped more openly the line of the Liberty
League, ending his bitter attack on Roosevelt
with the words: “It is Tammany or Inde-
pendence Hall. It is the Russian Primer or
the Holy Bible. It is the Red Flag or the
Stars and Stripes. It is Lenin or Lincoln,
Stalin or Jefferson, James A. Farley or
Francis E. Townsend.”

The statement of Townsend and Smith
that they considered the defeat of Roosevelt
more important than the passage of the
Townsend Plan was confirmed by their
actions; their position was calculated to throw
the delegates back into the arms of the Re-
publicans directly. But since most delegates
were distinctly anti-Republican, they were
asked to support the Republican machine in-
directly through the Coughlin-Lemke Union
Party.

Early in the convention bitter opposition
to Gerald Smith and his plans developed. Its
first open expression was the keynote speech
by Martin F. Smith of Washington, a Demo-
crat, who voiced the position of those Demo-
cratics in the national Townsend leadership,
as well as the discontent of the Democratic
delegates to the convention, centering around
a bloc from the “solid South,” but scattered
through all the state delegations. “My friends,
we are not going to ‘lose with Lemke,” we
are going to ‘triumph with Townsend,’” he
said. By the end of the first day, some fifteen
state delegations had caucused against any
endorsement of Lemke. Their position was
in general opposition to any “third party” en-
dorsement,

A second, less vocal, source of opposition
were the delegates sympathetic to independent
political action through some group such as
a Farmer-Labor party. I found this sentiment
in talking with delegates from Minnesota,
Wisconsin, and the Dakotas. As one delegate
put it: “We Townsendites are beginning to
understand that independent political action is
necessary; but if we ever hook up with a
‘third party’ it should be a democratically
run affair of the people—not this fake people’s
party of Coughlin.” During the convention
there was no expression from the platform of
this point of view. These delegates worked

with the first group for no endorsement of
a political party or presidential candidate at
this time,

By Wednesday night, Gerald Smith and his
satellites were upset. Their plans were not
proceeding smoothly. They produced from
their sleeves the joker they had been quietly
holding: Father Coughlin rushed from De-
troit to speak to the convention. The news-
papers carried his speech. It was clever.
It threw many of the delegates into political
orgasms. It was pure vitriol against Roose-
velt. It took a delicate ‘“‘sympathetic” poke
at Landon, and it didn’t endorse the Town-
send plan. It set forth the political strategy
by which the Union Party could be endorsed,
yet not endorsed.

It placed the holy trinity, the Rev. G. K.
Smith, Dr, Townsend, and Father Coughlin,
up against the “unholy trinity” of Roosevelt,
Landon, and Browder. These “three gr-e-a-t
leaders,” would themselves endorse the Union
Party, keeping their organizations distinct,
non-partisan, non-political. “And where your
leader Dr. Townsend goes, will you not fol-
low?”

Delegates jumped to their feet, hysterically
cheered. But a few walked out of the hall
angrily; whole state delegations remained
seated, muttering among themselves. As a
result of the resentment the Socialist, Demo-
cratic‘and Republican presidential candidates
were invited to speak. :

The next day the famous “fight of the
Smiths” took place, in which Gomer Smith
accused Gerald Smith of being a tool of
Hearst, a man who tried to sell out the
Townsend movement to the Liberty League.
Gomer Smith coupled his attack with insist-
ence on non-endorsement of a party, and with
a personal tribute to President Roosevelt.

By Saturday this fight was patched up in
the usual dramatic, artistically staged manner.
Gomer Smith and the Democratic leaders
were somewhat pacified by a resolution in

“which it was stated that the Townsend organ-

ization would neither directly nor indirectly
support any presidential candidate, but would
concentrate on election of indivdual candi-
dates. Townsend and Gerald Smith would,
as “leaders,” work for Lemke. But it was
clear that this was a “compromise” in which
the lion lay down with the lamb, with the
lamb inside the lion, Yet the fact remains
that despite all the stage-settings, fine speeches,
hot air, and nauseating political gas—this was
a concession and a huge number of delegates
will not follow their leader to Lemke or
Landon. I even heard many delegates speak
of local alliances with progressive independent
political groups or local farmer-labor parties.

And by Monday Gomer Smith was kick-
ing over the traces again,

ORMAN THOMAS, who spoke on
Saturday, had a splendid opportunity
to discuss the presidential elections and the
future of the Townsend movement. The
delegates were genuinely anxious to hear
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him. He won the sympathy of many del-
egates by saying he agreed with their ob-
jectives, and by attacking the tyranny of
the Supreme Court. But he made no anal-
ysis of the major problems confronting the
convention. He did not tell how to secure
old-age pensions and security through co-
operation with other progressive groups.
He did not expose the role of the Coughlin-
Lemke Party as an aid to Landon, as a bar-
rier to old-age pensions. Norman Thomas
missed a great opportunity to direct the sen-
timents of the Townsendites into concrete
progressive channels. His defiant approach,
his failure to grasp the issues which en-
grossed the delegates, tended to turn many
of them away from the progressive political
groups.

The several hundred young people present
at the Townsend convention, and their lead-
ers who spoke and conducted several youth
sessions, are not, in the main, favorable to
Gerald Smith and his plans. They were
the only group who successfully passed reso-
lutions by pressure from the floor. On Sat-
urday they became angry because their de-
mands for youth representation and a youth
department had not been met by the Reso-
lutions committee. A committee marched to
the platform, and insisted that two resolu-
tions be presented and passed. One pro-
vided a youth representative on all congres-
sional-district, state, and national boards.
The other called upon the Board of Direc-
tors to consider sending a representative to
the World Youth Congress in Geneva this
August. In the youth meetings the Ameri-
can Youth Congress presented greetings and
was favorably received. A youth advisory
committee to insist on the fulfilment of the
youth resolutions was elected, one of whose
members is on the national council of the
American Youth Congress. Townsend youth
are progressive; they want democracy; they
do not want Gerald K. Smith.

What of the mass of delegates themselves?
That they were influenced by Coughlin, by
Smith, by the skillful manipulation of emo-
tion and religious fervor cannot be denied.
But there are many who are determined to
stop the machinations of Smith and Cough-
lin. These “plain people” of America, from
the farms and the towns, are more shrewd
than the Gerald Smiths and Father Cough-
lins realize. These leaders—and 1 heard
them in their conference rooms—despise the
people they lead. There they make a mis-
take. In the next months there will be dis-
cussions, and criticism, and hard-headed
thinking done in the Townsend movement.
There will be insistence on strengthening
the movement for pensions, the movement to
meet the problems of youth. In my opinion
the Townsendites are not yet ready to aban-
don their movement to fascist forces. If
they want to secure their pensions and secur-
ity they must work with labor, with the
progressive groups in American life; they
must themselves control their organization.
The Townsendites are at the crossroads.
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Steel-Town Politics

HomEestEAD, Pennsylvania.

S THE natives reckon distance it is
just three red lights along Eighth
Avenue from the home of Burgess

John Cavanaugh of Homestead to that of
Burgess Richard Lawry of West Homestead.
Hay Street, cutting briefly across the narrow
valley from hills burdened with miserable
clapboard dwellings to the Monongahela’s
mill-edged bank, divides the boroughs. Across
the river rise the Rankin stacks and the long
black bulk of the Edgar Thompson works
at Braddock. Three miles away, on this side,
the Duquesne rolling mills; another half
dozen miles on or so, mammoth Clairton,
turning coke into gas and a hundred other
by-products, as well as converting iron. This
is the heart of the kingdom of United States
Steel.

I first heard of Cavanaugh as the “other”
company burgess.” He was not the one who
in 1919 uttered the classic, “Jesus Christ
himself could not speak here for the A.F. of
L.” That was Jim Crawford, who still pre-
sides in Duquesne, next door to his brother’s
rich McKeesport Tin Plate Company.  No,
Cavanaugh was the “other” one. The one
who drove Secretary of Labor Frances Per-
kins to Federal property to speak with mili-
tant steel workers. The one who heads a
local Republican machine which old men say
thought nothing of stationing men at the
polls with billies to clout across the teeth
any voter protesting against having his ballot
taken away and marked for him. In the last,
the upset election, some Democratic council-
men were victorious. Buttressed by their own
machine headed by Boss McLean, they yet
were unwilling to take over in Cavanaugh’s
municipal building without the protection of
armed state police.

Lawry walked over to the July 5 meeting
in Homestead and stood in the crowd, telling
the union organizers, “Okay. If any funny
business starts, I'll get in front and we'll
march into our bailiwick and I’ll close the
town and open the meeting in our streets.”
He is used to being on the wrong end of
arrest himself, though he is squire as well as
burgess. Last month police nabbed him in
Pittsburgh. He was speaking from a rooftop
equipped with loud speakers, to encourage
workers organizing in an Andrew Mellon
plant across the street. Speaking without a
permit, the police said. Last year Allegheny
County deputies took him into custody. The
A. & P. drivers were striking; scabs were
rolling through West Homestead with dep-
uties hanging on the running boards. Lawry
would go out and arrest them for traffic vio-
lations. Suddenly a squad car pulled up at
his Borough Hall, fifteen armed deputies
piled out and arrested the Burgess! “Where’s
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your warrant?”’ he yelled. “We don’t need
none,” one flung back, elbowing him to the
sheriff. Now Lawry is suing the sheriff for
false arrest. Lawry was elected on a Square
Deal ticket, and five out of seven Square
Deal councilmen with him. But every year
he calls the organization into a hall to face
a platform dotted with empty, black-draped
chairs, one for each sell-out to the mills. To
each empty black chair Lawry addresses a
speech on the imaginary occupant’s record of
betrayal. This year Lawry was followed by
visiting speakers advocating a Farmer-Labor
Party.

You could hear raised voices, one going a
mile a minute sharply above the rest, before
you reached the screen door of Lawry’s one-
story frame office-home fronted by dusty
plate-glass windows. It turned out to be
only a friendly argument between the burgess
of West Homestead and some of his cronies
from Homestead.

eey 'LL ask you now, is it true or ain’t

I it that there’s vice, there’s organized
graft in Homestead, and Cavanaugh has his
finger in it?” Burgess Lawry shouted. A
hard-muscled man of forty-five with a round
pink face and blazing blue eyes, he stood in
his shirt sleeves, a streaked panama hat on
the back of his head. He pounded the big
oak desk that spread across half the room.
It was a hot, dusty, confused room giving
on a hall that divided the living quarters in
back. Opposite the desk an old miner sat in
a rocker, silently wagging his head. In the
back door stood the burgess’s wife. Periodi-
cally opening his mouth, but unable to get in
a word, a reporter from a Pittsburgh paper
sat on the desk, waiting. The object of the
burgess’s question was Homestead’s Salvation
Army captain, sweating in the front door-
way.

“Tell me,” repeated the burgess.
true, or ain’t it?”

“Listen,” pleaded the Salvation Army, “I
live in Homestead!”

“Heh,” triumphed the burgess, “there’s the
answer.”

“Well,” the captain squinted through his
spectacles, shoving his cap around his head,
piqued, “who you gonna put in his place?
Is the Democrats any better?”

“No,” roared Lawry, “I said that before.
I said McLean and his Democrats is just as
bad. I said it’s like there’s two men in a
bed and one is learning from the other until
pretty soon he knows enough to get up and
kick his teacher out. But you look at West
Homestead. Is there any organized vice, any
numbers racket, any organized crap games
and bookmakers? I’ll ask you, now.”

“That’s right,” said the captain.

1.

ain't.

“Is it

“There

I asked the captain what he thought about
the steel-union drive. He surveyed me quiz-
ically and said, “That’s up to the men. If
they want to strike—"

“Who said strike?” the burgess broke in.
“We're asking you about organizing.”

“Oh,” the captain hemmed, inching toward
the door, “if they want to organize ”

“Will you help them, captain, will you
speak at their meetings?”

Lawry roared and rocked with laughter.
“Don’t you know,” he snorted, “ain’t it true,
captain, the Salvation Army don’t function
in Homestead unless Cavanaugh heads its
drive and the mills put their okay on it?”

The captain just stood there swinging his
basket. Relief flashed into his face as the
reporter finally got his question in. What
about the burgess’s row, with his own chief
of police, over the funds from the police
picnic? The chief said he wanted to give
the funds to the girls’ free day camp.

“He’s a God-damned dirty rotten stinking
sonofabitch and liar,” the burgess pronounced,
his voice rising. “I said we'd give the money
for the girls. He wants to give it to the
Boy Scouts, without any accounting. And
I’ll tell you now I'm opposed to them. They
put wooden guns into the boys’ hands—for
what? When I was a kid, I come home with
one, one day, and my father broke it across
my backside. He said, ‘What! Learning to
use a gun to go out in strikes and shoot your
own father and brothers!” I say they'll give
the money to the girls’ camp, and give me
an accounting by Tuesday, or I'll suspend
the whole police force.”

N OLD man shuffled in and stood be-

side the man in the rocker. His broad
shoulders were encased in a spotless white
shirt, He nodded around the office and asked
the miner, “How was the meeting?” They
told him about the thousands who turned
out and the speakers’ starting the national
drive with confidence, and they asked him
why he wasn’t there,

“I struck in '92,” he said softly, “and two
years they punished me. I'm seventy-two
now. Forty-two dollars a month ain’t much
of a pension after thirty-seven years in the
mills, but it’s all I got. Just the same, I
know what I think. But I'm like a man
with his head in the mouth of a dog. They
talk about free speech around here. Well,
maybe so, but when you ain’t got one dollar
to stick to another—say, how many was
there?”

The burgess, fixing, upon the old man a
moment, turned back to the Salvation Army,
hurling out, “Why don’t you go out and
preach a real religion, and teach the working
class the brotherhood of man? One that’ll
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show us how to get the wealth we produce?”
“The trouble at Homestead,” said the cap-

* tain, “the trouble over the whole world is

one little word—sin.”

“Sin!”  The burgess howled. “Look at
him”—gesturing toward the pensioner. “Look
out there”—gesturing toward the back of the
house. Behind it on the river bank is rising
another United States Steel unit. Fifteen to
twenty million dollars it is costing, a slight
item paid for out of the product of its work-
men. One man at the new machines, in the
new continuous rolling mill, will do the
work of a dozen or more. They say the
Steel and Iron Institute companies have
$250,000,000 invested in this and others now
building.

“Sin!” exclaimed the burgess. “Is it a sin

‘or ain’t it for the company to steal what its

.

men produce?”’
“It’s selfishness,” wheedled the captain.
““That ain’t no answer. Is it a sin or ain’t
it?”
“Well, yes,”

reckon it is.”
“Damn right,” the burgess said; “and one

the captain surrendered, “I

- thing I'll tell you: this time we're going to

organize.”

‘That seemed to settle matters. One by one
they drifted out. I asked the burgess, then,
how he keeps his job. He grunted, “Fightin’
fire with fire.” And it’s a racket—only he
works it for the people instead of the com-
pany, he amiably explained. His constituents
in the West End are mainly Negro and for-
eign-born steel workers. He organized them
into the Independent Voters League and they
put a variety of candidates in the field to split
the nationalist vote for the company’s stooges.
He makes alliances with Democrats, Social-
ists, anyone who will join them. He main-
tains as best he can, and dramatizes, consti-
tutional rights, particularly secrecy of the
ballot, freedom of speech. Once when his
own police threatened to break up an out-
door mass meeting of the unemployed as-
sembled by the one or two Communists who
ever visit the borough, Lawry took a soap
box and personally opened the meeting, He
has one unique asset—that terrible, irreverent
tongue powered by inexhaustible energy.

“At that,” he asked, “what can I accom-
plish? Clean up the rackets, provide free
garbage collection, build a playground, im-
prove the fire system, and cut the local taxes.
But anything fundamental? Hell, after we
elect ’em, the mills pick ’em off one by one.”
He squinted, leaned back and crossed his
arms on his chest. ‘““That’s why I do the
heavy work around here for a Farmer-Labor
Party.”

INCE the Lawrys came from England,

three generations have toiled in the
mines and mills around Homestead. Dick
Lawry’s father, James, at six years of age,
went down to help his father and his twelve
brothers and sisters dig coal—for that the
head of the family was paid for an extra car
each day. James Lawry was secretary of the

union at Homestead when they struck in ’89
and won their first sliding wage scale. In
those days Charlie Schwab was Carnegie’s
superintendent. Once Lawry took the union
committee to the management to complain
against flimflamming; the men were being
cheated on their tonnage and Lawry had the
figures to prove it.

“Where did you get them?” asked Schwab.

“If you must know, off the recorder’s
slate,” replied Lawry.

“You're a thief!” cried Schwab. Lawry
answered coolly, “You're a liar.” Schwab’s
eyes danced in his head, but he let it pass.
Some weeks later the foreman found a pre-
text to fire Lawry. The union held a mass-
meeting, sent another committee to Schwab.
He huffed and puffed and offered many
tricky compromises, but in the end Lawry
went back to his job.

That was in the time of the union’s top
strength—the Amalgamated Association of
Iron and Steel Workers had 24,000 members
and Homestead was its citadel. Soon Car-
negie brought in H. C. Frick and together
they schemed to put the workmen down by
force. Their ukase against the workers’ or-
ganization was answered by the strike of ’92.
Then came the invasion by the Pinkertons
on the barges, the day-long battle on the
Monongahela’s banks, and the Pinkertons’
surrender. Then the six days’ calm, ended
by the arrival of 8000 militiamen who
finally beat the men back into the mills to
usher in the era of open shop.

James Lawry was not there to witness the
defeat. Enfeebled by miner’s asthma, he was
offered a job as timekeeper in a nearby quarry,
and took it. He and his brother Thomas met
a man who translated what they knew about
poverty and toil, riches without work, into a
kind of creed. The stranger was Daniel De
Leon. So Dick Lawry learned about the
brotherhood of man., He went into the mills
at eleven. He was caught singing his Uncle
Thomas’s songs about the Socialist - Labor
Party at his bench, and told to shut up,
quit, or get fired. He quit. He went into
the Socialist-Labor Party, later left it and
entered into local politics as a candidate on
Democratic and sometimes  Republican
tickets. He has been squire or councilman
continuously for eighteen years. He became
a little business man, had a couple of small
factories. The crash wiped him out in 1930.
He cut loose as an independent, forming his
own Independent Voters League.

John Cavanaugh also worked in Home-
stead before the strike of ’92, but he never
returned to the mills. He went instead to
the local police force, and rose quickly to-
ward constable. Then he opened his own
private detective agency. People who lived
here say his wife operated the boarding house
for deputized scab protectors during the
strike at the Mesta Machine shop in 1907—
a famous strike, because it saw the first use
of the state constabulary, created by an act
sponsored by a legislator who was also a
brother of the owner of the Mesta shop.

11

Later Cavanaugh became a county detective,
then deputy coroner, and at last, with the
blessing of the Pennsylvania State Associa-
tion of Manufacturers and Grundy and L.
A. Burnett, vice-president and chief of spies
for Carnegie-Illinois, and a burgess.

Now he inhabits a great brick house darkly
dominating the whole neighborhood. It was
Mirs. Cavanaugh who insisted that he see
me—the journalist from New York. She dis-
appeared when he sat down, a pot-bellied
man with the flatfoot’s wary, penetrating
glance and the pliant low voice that purrs
and snarls with equal facility. A remarkably
well preserved and well dressed Irishman, a
diamond on his smooth hand.

“The steel union?” he repeated. ‘“Why,
I hadn’t give it any thought.” He gave me
another once-over and added, “Of course, we
appear to have a very well satisfied neigh-
borhood. We've been having our own union
and the men appear to be well satisfied. 1
don’t know any reason for having another.
I can’t see any sense to it.”

“You mean they have the company union?”

“Ye-ah,” he drawled.

“I’ve heard, Burgess, they're in that com-
pany union because they lacked the political
and economic freedom to form their own.”

“That’s just damned lies,” he fired.
“They’ve had meetings around here. I know
Mrs. Pinchot made a remark, but it’s the
most damnable lie.”

I told him I hadn’t heard of that; I
was thinking of Secretary Perkins’s reports
concerning her experience with the “nervous
burgess” of Homestead. He became deeply
interested and invited me into his sitting
room. It was chock-full of plush and brass
and marble. Blue plush chairs and hangings,
the walls brocaded in blue and gold, great
cloisonné vases on the marble mantle above
an enormous brass chest.

Who said Miss Perkins had to go to Fed-
eral property? Why, Miss Perkins herself.

“That dirty old rip!” rasped the burgess.
“T’'ll show you something.”

First, though, would he tell me about his
private detective agency? He got up and
walked around the room. /#ho told that?
People who lived here? W hat people? Who?

“Well,” he countered finally, “suppose I
did start one. What about it?”

I just wanted to know, thanks. Also, about
running the boarding house for the scab
protectors during the Mesta Machine strike?

“Listen,”  the burgess changed the subject,
“I was in the mill in 1892, and the union
sold us out body, soul, and britches.”

“But about the boarding house, burgess.
Was it located in the Keitzer- building at
Eighth Avenue and Hay Street?”

“You come with me!”

And he led through the house, out of a
back entrance, and around the corner. He
knocked on a door. A man came out. Now,
this was Roy Keitzer, the son of the owner
of the Keitzer building. Did the burgess use
the building to feed strike-breakers?

“Oh, no,” said Keitzer. He hesitated,
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adding, “Of course, if somebody rented the
hotel, he could rent rooms to whomever he
wanted—it was no concern of ours. Of
course I was only a small boy—say, where
is this stuff coming from, who has been tell-
ing this stuff around here!”

The burgess led on to the municipal build-
ing. On the way I asked him whether he
believed in free speech.

“Certainly—but not for these Red hounds,
or I ought to say Red sonsofbitches, over-
throwing the government. That’s been the
trouble with the labor movement—Reds get-
" ting in and crucifying it.” Suddenly he
turned and scrutinized me again, saying, half
teasingly, “Of course for all I know you
might be one of them yourself—and if you

are, you know what I think of you.” He
wasn’t quite sure, however, He was still
talking smoothly, ingratiatingly. He was

still sore at Secretary Perkins. He went to
a safe in his office and pulled out a sheet
of paper and laid it out on his desk, grinning
with satisfaction. “There! I thought I'd just
keep this, I thought she’d stop that story;
but since she hasn’t, well, just look this
over!”

Sure enough, it was a letter signed by
Miss Perkins, thanking the nervous burgess:
“Permit me to express to you my apprecia-
tion for your assistance in placing at my dis-
posal last Friday the facilities of the Munici-

pal Building at Homestead. Very truly

yours . . .’

“Of course,” the Burgess said, “there was
a Communist group there at the time. I
told the mill to keep them out. I told Miss
Perkins why—they were the same people that
came around making trouble in 1919. They
demanded to speak to her and she asked was
there a park where she could. I told her,
‘No, not with Reds,” and that’s why she went
to the Post Office.”

I asked him what he’d do if a Red
turned up in Homestead now. He pursed
his lips belligerently. “I ain’t saying who
I'd tolerate—I ain’t crossing any bridges till
I come to them.”

That seemed to me a slight violation of
the Constitution, but he assured me solemnly,
“Oh, no!” Free speech didn’t go that far!
So I asked him what he meant by Reds, who
were the Reds?

“Why,” he sat up abruptly, “they’re all
in The Red Network. Didn’t you read
Mrs. Dilling’s book?”

It was too tempting an opportunity to test
the bite behind the bark. I told him Mrs.
Dilling did me the honor of including me in
her rostrum. And the jaw dropped and
jutted, and the lips pursed, and he did noth-
ing at all, just sat there smiling.

I asked him about the numbers racket—
was it flourishing?
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“Oh, my God!” he exclaimed, “that’s go-
ing on. It’s impossible to break it up. I bet
you play the numbers yourself!”

And organized vice, too, was flourishing?
“Now,” the burgess purred, “you’ve got to
remember we've got plenty of Negroes here,
and all kinds of foreigners. Considering ev-
erything, I'd say we got no more than any
other industrial community with that kind
of population.”

“Would you say there’s no more than
down the street, in West Homestead ?”

“Listen, West Homestead’s a town of
3500. We've got 21,000. You can’t com-
pare ’em.”

Which left but the main question—would
Burgess Cavanaugh respect and enforce civil
rights in the steel workers’ drive and in case
of a strike?

“Just like they’'ve always been respected,
as far back as 1892,” he said.

1892! When first the Pinkertons and then
the militia trampled liberty notoriously! He
meant to enforce them according to a con-
cept that recognized no invasion of them in
18927

“Naw, no-invasion there.” He considered
a moment. ‘“The Pinkertons, maybe — but
there’s no question but that the use of the
militia was right. You don’t know the con-
ditions that existed. Why, till the militia
arrived, God help a scab!”

2

Odets’s First Film

The following account is based upon the
shooting script of Clifford Odets’s first film.
A shooting script is the skeleton of the pic-
ture from which the director works. Changes
from this script are not probable, but cuts
have been known to occur—The EpITORS.

’ HE shooting script of The General
Died at Dawn, which Paramount will
release in about a month, is a war-

horse of a China thriller with panoply and
dialogue by Clifford Odets. It is another in
the new Hollywood tradition of pictures with
fabulous and neatly articulated plots overlaid
with glancing touches of fresh speech and
characterization deceptively real. Just as a
single speech electrified Mr. Deeds Goes to
Town and transformed Clarence Kelland’s
slick glycerine into what momentarily re-
sembled TNT, so this melodramatic yarn
rings like a coin from the nickelodeon mint—
but, godalmighty, what a different face it
wears.

Odets took to celluloid with apparent glee.
The picture  in six sequences and a prologue
luxuriates in all the technical devices that ex-
ceed the limitations of the stage. Fadeouts
are used only between sequences as a sort of
curtain so that each sequence is close-knit in
continuity. The soppy use of fadeouts is re-

SIDNEY KAUFMAN

sponsible for the gag and anti-climax of Hol-
lywood quickies, the fadeout serving as eva-
sion. The elimination of fadeouts disciplines
and integrates the production. Odets reveals

_himself also as visual rhymer in his transi-

tions. Transitions between shots are a chal-
lenge to the writer and director. They must
bridge a gap in time or space or idea without
loss of the sense of progression, frequently
even explaining or defining the nature of the
transition. It is precisely here that the lan-
guage of the film should be at its richest, the
symbolizations most intense: instead, falling
calendar leaves, spinning clock hands, “Came
the dawns,” and fingers traced across maps
are the hackneyed skeletons of Hollywood. So
that these visual rhymes of Odets’s are a de-
light. A turning doorknob is suddenly struck
by another—we find ourselves in the midst of
the next scene around a billiard table. Some-
one is holding a Chinese fan decorated with
a hotel advertisement—we break through the
fan and recognize the hotel owner whose face
was in the ad.

Perhaps, because their expression is so
naive, Odets is fascindted by advertisements
and popular songs. General Yang, the war-
lord who when he plundered left only the
bark on the trees, uses Sweetums, a breath
purifier that promises an angel’s breath.

Perry, trying to run off with stolen money
and growing more jittery each minute, finds
himself under the menacing ax in a travel
poster of Chinese ritual dances. Judy Perry
refers to herself in the phrase of an old rag-
time melody, “I’m nothing but a nothing.”
Bright, a drunken mercenary gun-runner, is
constantly singing, “I’ll be glad when you're
dead, you rascal you.”

Gary Cooper plays O’Hara, an American
airman who was brought out to drop bombs
on the people he later decided to serve. After
playing Mr, Deeds and uttering some of
Odets’s speeches, Cooper can probably be
counted on to lead a People’s Front defense
against Light-Horse Victor McLaglen. Here
is some dialogue .from Sequence B. Made-
leine Carroll, whose father is a lackey of
Yang’s, has decoyed Cooper into a train com-
partment; she finds herself becoming inter-
ested in him:

Jupy: Why do they make these attempts

on your life?

O’Hara: Politics! . . . A certain honor-
able tootsie roll named Yang thinks he
has a right to control the lives of tens
of thousands of poor Chinese.

Jupy: How?

O’Hara: Military dictatorships! Taxes!
You put, he takes! You protest, he
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shoots! A head-breaker, a heart-breaker,
a strike-breaker! Altogether a four-star

., rat!

Jupy: And what do the poor ones say?

O’'Hara: Me, that’'s where I come in.
They’re preparing underground. They
need guns, good bullets . . . (points out
to row of passing huts). See them? In
those huts even the mice go crazy look-
ing for a crumb! Why do you look at
me like that?

Jupy: Why do you risk your life, O’'Hara?
What do you get for it—money, fun?
O’Hara: Here’s my life in five lines: Ran
away from an orphan asylum at four-
teen. Sold papers on the street and got
to be pretty good at ducking blows. A
life of opposition you'd call it. I boxed
for a living . . . you know, bang, bang!
Didn’t like smacking other kids around,
so I quit. Dock walloper for a year;
road construction. . . . Then I got with
an aviation company. A bunch of us
came out here in '29 to fly planes. Well,
some of the boys are still flying planes—
dropping bombs on the same people I'm
working for. You ask me why I'm for
oppressed people? Because I got a back-
ground of oppression myself, and
O’Hara’s and elephants don’t forget.
What's better work for an American
than helping fight for democracy? Do

you know?

Jupy: No, I don’t. But do you believe
all that?

O’Hara: That'’s like asking do I believe
I'm alive. I hope to spit I believe it,
and I'm plugged with bullet holes to
prove it. What’s the matter?

Juby: You make me feel no good. If I
believed like that—in anything—I'd do
a dance.

[Again, O’Hara is being tortured by Yang:]

YaNG: My guards faithful. Stay with the
General Yang till each one himself be
general and I biggest general of twelve

My guards famous in all

provinces.
China.

O’Hara: Yang, Incorporated! Merchants
of War! ... With twelve dummy part-

ners, huh? Some day even they'll get
wise and cut you down like the rice is
reaped, Ssst!

YanG: Messer O’Hara got more words
than hill has ants.

O’Hara: No wise remarks from you will
stop the march of history.

YanG: One great man can make history
like me.

O’Hara: In a pig’s eye!

YaNG: (coldly) I don’t like you interfere,
Messer O’Hara. Why you help my
enemy ?

O’Hara: I'd do anything I could to give
you a kick in the pants. To my jaun-
diced eye, you're a social disease. I don’t
like your disposition—I don’t like your
friends—I don’t like your politics—and
I don’t like your hat! Maybe your faith-
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Production conference: The General Died at Dawn. Left to right, Madeleine
Carroll, Clifford Odets, Lewis Milestone, John O’Hara, Gary Cooper.

ful dozen here will stick to you, but
you're still a small noise at the end of
the parade.

YanGg: Messer O’Hara seems so little in-
terest .in his life.

O’HarA: You take chances, too.

YanG: I have great destiny.

O’'Hara: So have I, but mine’s tied up
with millions of people. Yours is tied
up with yourself and the power of ma-
chine guns. Your belief is in your own
very limited self—mine is in people!
One day they’ll all walk on earth
straight—proud . . . men, not animals,
with no fear of hunger and poverty.
That’s not so bad to die for, tootsie roll.

T IS the characterizations which Odets

managed to construct for the individuals
in this story that are responsible for a reversal
of the cherished California image of the
heathen Chinee. In The General Died at
Dawn, each of the white characters is cor-
rupt at the outset. When O’Hara and Judy
do become decent beings, it is only by direct
conflict with the culture that was theirs, by
identification with the struggles of the Chi-
nese peasants. The Oriental characters are,
on the other hand, universally understandable
and rather admirable. The leaders of the
peasants are sage and realistic men; no masses
of peasants are shown; the troops of Yang
are poor, ignorant, misled peasants; Yang
and his immediate coterie aré repugnant only
when they ape the army manner of Europe—
Yang’s chief assistant is a Prussian; but
there is something noble and tragic in the
absolute faith that leads them all to a mass
suicide in the end.

Train wheels that run to Stravinsky’s Ber-

ceuse; a dead dog, lips drawn back in a grin,
lying beside a dead woman across a puddle
in a village ruined by Yang; vultures vol-
planing in the wake of Yang’s line of march;
Yang’s sartorial display; a mandarin “tasting
life to see if he likes it”’—it is sad that these
touches outsparkle the main current of the
story. But as Odets has often observed, the
only way a mass of individuals can produce
a work of art is that they be “an ideologically
cemented collective.” It was that phrase of
Vakhtangov’s that supplied the key for the
formation of the Group Theater. Hollywood
is too deeply tied in ticker tape to yield to
mere reason. Only chance allows a produc-
tion to get by sometimes with the impress of
the last man’s finger on it. The importance
of even these stray chances should not be
minimized, however. We rejoice when a
single newspaper happens to report a single
fact accurately. The circulation of a com-
mercially successful film exceeds the total cir-
culation of all the daily papers in the United
States and Canada—and in a medium whose
propaganda effectiveness is a hundredfold en-
hanced.

It is pleasant to calculate the total signifi-
cance of a film which brings into nearly 150
million eyes and ears, closely attentive, Wu’s
remarks of the struggles of the Chinese peas-
ants: “It is so hard to do right things in
the world. We will have to try again. . . .
We will find out soon.” And Pwe’s answer:
“We who have been the anvil—will soon be-
come the hammer!” Perhaps the most valu-
able propaganda in the entire production,
considered -for its ultimate effect on the movie
mind, is Judy’s confession in the midst of a
traditional kiss-scene: “I’m full of dopey
remarks.”
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14

.

a major turning-point. The issues of

foreign policy dominate all other issues
in the political situation. The conflict of oppos-
ing lines, not only between the National Gov-
ernment and the popular forces, but between
different sections of the ruling class, is more in-
tense than at any time since the war. All the
basic issues of policy, of the relation to the
League of Nations, of alliances or isolation, of
the relation to the fascist Powers, of the whole
alignment in world politics, are now being
thrown up for discussion and settlement. The
decisions that are now being taken will have a
governing influence on the future of world
politics.

The present turning-point, and the wide
controversy developing around it, can only be
compared in its far-reaching character with
that around 1900, at the close of the nine-
teenth century and the opening of the twen-
tieth century, when the decisions were ap-
proached which laid the basis for the war of
1914. Then the issue was the issue of the
transition from the old nineteenth century
policy of so-called “isolation,” no longer ten-
able with the weakening position of British
imperialism and the growing strength of rival
Powers, and definite entry into one side of the
system of opposing alliances. The decisions
then taken, step by step, of alliance, first with
Japan, second with France, and third, with
czarist Russia, prepared the way for the war
of 1914. Today the issue lies between the
new system of collective security for the main-
tenance of peace against all aggression, and
the attempt to carry forward the old policies
of the balance of power and partial alliances,
which in fact means, under present conditions,
to play into the hands, and become the tacit
ally, of the fascist war offensive. Once again
Britain plays the crucial role. On the one
side, the fascist Powers, Germany, Japan and
Italy, advance openly along the path of war,
and seek to draw such smaller states as they
can bribe or terrorize into their orbit. On
the other side, the front of collective peace is
maintained by the Soviet Union, France, the
Little Entente and the majority of the smaller
states. Britain bears a crucial responsibility
according as it throws its weight in the scales.

The whole issue has been brought to a head
at the present stage, first by the German de-
nunciation of Locarno and occupation of the
Rhineland, and second, by the collapse of the
League of Nations before the Italian aggres-
sion against Ethiopia. The collapse of the
League of Nations before the Italian aggres-
sion was also a defeat of British policy. Britain
had endeavored to utilize the League and col-
lective security in its own interests against

B RITISH foreign policy stands today at

Italy in the Mediterranean and North Af- -

rica, while repudiating the obligations of col-

R. PALME DUTT

lective security in Europe against Nazi Ger-
many and maintaining close collaboration
with Nazi Germany. This policy of double
bookkeeping ended in inevitable failure. The
consequent defeat and “humiliation” (in
Baldwin’s phrase), and the growth of Italian
power in the Mediterranean, shook British
ruling class opinion as no event since Chanak
in 1922, while the open betrayal of the
League of Nations by the National Govern-
ment’s taking the lead in ending sanctions
aroused a storm of protest from the peace
forces and working-class movement. It be-
came clear that the halfway line could no
longer be continued : either it would be neces-
sary to enter wholeheartedly along the en-
tire path of collective security, or else it
would be necessary in fact to repudiate col-
lective security, and to choose an alternative
line. The National Government hastened to
draw the conclusion that collective security
had failed, and now proceeds to the direct
attack on the basis of the League of Nations,
in the name of its “reform,” and to endeavor
to reach a general agreement with Nazi Ger-
many, and to build up a common front of
England, France, and Germany, replacing
the universal obligations of the League of
Nations. This policy is, however, only partly
cleared, and contains divisions within the
ranks of the National Government; one sec-
tion, representing the open pro-Hitler ele-
ments, concentrates on the understanding
with Germany and is in general antagonistic
to France; another section (as illustrated in
the speech of the War Minister, Duff-
Cooper, in Paris in June) stresses the neces-
sity of the Anglo-French alliance against the
menace of Hitler; similar divisions can be
traced in relation to Italy.

HE policy of the National Government

arouses widespread and growing opposi-
tion from all sections. But this opposition is
also extremely confused. One section, within
the Conservative ranks, represented by
Churchill and Sir Austen Chamberlain, ap-
proves the dropping of sanctions against Italy,
but calls for a line of general collective secur-
ity against Nazi aggression in any part of
Europe. Another section, represented by
Lloyd George, attacks fiercely the betrayal of
the League and the “cowardly surrender” to
Italy, but at the same time advocates a
friendly understanding with Hitler, and pro-
claims that Britain should not be involved
in any conflict on behalf of collective security
in Central Europe, as over Austria. Another
section, represented by Sir, Arthur Salter and
Norman Angell, calls for a general line of
collective security, against both Italian and
German aggression, and the strengthening of
the League of Nations. The majority of the
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Britain at the Crossroads

forces of the peace movement see sharply the
issue of Fascist Italy, but less clearly the
issue of Nazi Germany. Within the labor
movement, similar divisions can be traced;
alongside the pacifist-isolationist section,
which combats all collective security and
thereby assists the fascist offensive, open pro-
Hitler and anti-Soviet influences combat the
general line, represented by the majority, of
maintenance of collective peace against all
the fascist Powers.

There is thus extreme and dangerous con-
fusion at the present stage, reflecting on the
one side the increasing difficulties and dilem-
mas of British imperialism in its decay, and
on the other side the still insufficient clear-
ness of orientation of the working-class move-
ment and of the popular forces supporting
peace. The conflict of cross-currents makes
valueless any too simple straight-line analysis,
even though certain governing trends can be
traced. A careful analysis is necessary to
distinguish the main trends and forces.

The basic problem of the foreign policy of
British imperialism at the present stage can
be expressed in the following dilemma. The
central fact of the world situation is the
war offensive of the fascist Powers. The
fascist war offensive directly threatens the
British Empire at many points. But at the
same time the dominant reactionary trend of
British imperialism, its general interest in
supporting the counter-revolutionary forces
all over the world, as well as the particular
interests of its traditional balance-of-power
politics, lead it to give a wide measure of
support to the fascist Powers, except when
an immediate menace to its interests arises, as

against the bloc of Powers supporting peace,

led by the Soviet Union and France. The
situation is further complicated by the wide
dispersal of British interests over the world,
in the Far East, in the Near and Middle
East, in the Mediterranean and in Europe;
the difficulty of carrying the Dominions with
the foreign policy of Britain; and the cease-
less uncertainties of the basic Anglo-American
antagonism. All this leads to a certain weak-
ness and hesitation of policy, and a zigzag
character.

On the one hand, the war offensive of
the fascist Powers inevitably threatens di-
rectly the many-sided interests and possessions
of the British Empire. The fascist war of-
fensive is the most direct expression at the
present stage of the drive of imperialism to
war for the new division of the world. But
the principal Power in possession, the prin-
cipal spoils of any ultimate battle for the
new division of the world, is the British
Empire. Of this all the fascist Powers are
aware.

Japan openly challenges Britain in the Far
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East, not only for dominance in China, but
throughout eastern Asia, for the possession
of Australia and ultimately India. All this
finds direct expression in the notorious
Tanaka Memorandum, as well as in the
utterances of General Araki and the writings
of the military party. The recent book,
Japan Must Fight Britain, by Lieutenant-
Commander Tota Ishimaru, has been issued
in an English edition, and received wide
attention in England.

Italy no less openly challenges Britain in
Egypt, Malta, Cyprus, Palestine, and the
Near East, as well as its naval domination
in the Mediterranean and the route of the
Suez Canal to India and the East, the “life-
line of the Empire.” The British naval ex-
pert, Hector Bywater, has reported that al-
though it has not yet been decided to abandon
. Malta, discussions are already in progress
for the development of Capetown as a
naval base as the inevitable alternative route
for Britain to the East. The Times [Lon-
don] in an editorial on June 10 gave open
expression to British fears:

The situation in the Levant and the Red Sea
has been transformed out of all knowledge since
last autumn. Egypt, flanked already by the
Italian colony of Libya, has anxiously watched
the successful aggression that has made Italy
mistress of an East African empire marching for
hundreds of miles with the Anglo-Egyptian
Sudan. The mineral wealth of her conquest, its
capacity for agricultural development, its suit-
ability for European colonization—all these may
be exaggerated; but not its military importance
as a potential reservoir of “black armies” and as
a fortress flanking the sea route to India and the
upper waters of the Nile.

Germany at the moment pays court to
Britain in order to win its support in estab-
lishing' its domination in Europe; but its ulti-
mate colonial aims at the expense of the
British Empire are unconcealed. Already the
issue of the return of the mandated terri-
tories to Germany, contemplated by the Na-
tional Government as a sop to buy off larger
claims, has aroused intense opposition in Con-
servative circles, as the resolution of the Na-
tional Union of Conservative Associations
against any such return has shown. The ad-
vance of German rearmament, and especially
air armaments (on which Baldwin confessed
himself “completely misled’”), arouses genuine
fear in British military circles. On the naval
side admiralty circles are already expres-
sing regret over the Anglo-German naval
agreement, which nominally restricted the
German level to one-third of the British,
with potential equality in submarines, but in
fact, owing to the necessary dispersal of
British forces over the North Sea, the
Mediterranean, and the Far East, gives Ger-
many effective dominance in the North Sea.

N THIS situation the conclusion might
appear obvious that the only policy for
the British Empire, for the protection of its
own interests, would lie in an unreserved
stand for collective security for the main-
tenance of peace against the fascist war offen-
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sive; in unity with France, the Soviet Union,
and the smaller states in Europe; and along
the lines of cooperation with the United
States. This conclusion is in fact drawn by
certain of the most farseeing sections of the
British ruling class, not only on the Liberal
side, but also among the Conservative Right.
In relation to the Far Eastern situation,
General Smuts has repeatedly called for Anglo-
American cooperation against Japan. In re-
lation to the European situation, a ceaseless
criticism of the National Government’s for-
eign policy and an active campaign for a
united stand with France, the Soviet Union,
and the other League states against aggres-
sion by Nazi Germany in any part of Europe
has been led by the two best known Elder
Conservatism—Sir  Austen
Chamberlain and Winston Churchill—both
outside the National Government, as well as
supported by influential publicists such as
Wickham Steed, the former editor of the
Times.

Nevertheless, although this policy has all
the arguments of logic and of strategy on
its side, as well as brilliant advocacy, it does
not win the support of the majority of the
ruling class, of the Conservative Party, or of
the National Government. Why? Here we
come to the crux of British foreign policy.
In France the clear recognition of the direct
menace to France, even if Hitler should not
plan immediately to attack France, of Hit-
ler’s plans of expansion in Central and East-
ern Europe, and consequent necessity of an
indivisible peace front for Europe as a whole
has led not only the Left, but also elements
of the General Staff, as interpreted by
“Pertinax,” to support the line of the Franco-
Soviet Pact as necessary to the interests of
French imperialism, despite class hostility to
the Soviet Union. The bulk of the Right,
represented by Laval, Tardieu, and de la
Rocque, favors the line of the understanding
with Hitler at the expense of the Franco-
Soviet Pact; but the division in the forces
of the ruling class, combined with the
strength of the People’s Front, has carried
through the line of the Franco-Soviet Pact.
But in Britain no parallel process has taken
place; the reactionary forces, more or less
favorable to fascism, remain dominant.
Britain pursues a line contrary to any gen-
eral system of collective security and in fact
assists the fascist war offensive. What under-
lies this? Four governing trends underlying
this policy may be traced.

First, the general counter-revolutionary
line of British foreign policy: close class
sympathies with the fascist regimes, with
Hitler and Mussolini as the bulwarks against
revolution in Europe, and with Japan as the
bulwark against the Chinese national revolu-
tion, In particular, British financial interests
are closely tied up with Hitler Germany;
dominant representative of this line is Mon-
tagu Norman, Governor of the Bank of
England, working hand in hand with
Schacht. London financial circles are in gen-
eral openly pro-Hitler: the monarchy and
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court influence is also openly pro-Hitler; the
Foreign Office and Service elements are
divided.

Second, and closely associated with the
first: basic hostility to the Soviet Union,
running like a red thread through British
foreign policy throughout the post-war period,
and not diminished, but intensified by the
victory of socialism in that country and by
recognition of the growing strength of the
Soviet Union. The consequent favorable at-
titude of British bourgeois circles to Nazi
Germany and Japan as champions against the
Soviet Union is consciously exploited by the
German and Japanese governments in order
to win support for their expansionist aims.
To this hostility to the Soviet Union is now
added hostility to People’s-Front France as
“semi-bolshevist” ; the peace front is regarded
with suspicion as dominated by the Left and
as freeing the way to the advance of the
popular forces, while the fascist front is re-
garded as the representative of the Right.

Third, the traditional balance-of-power
politics of British imperialism, expressed es-
pecially in hostility to French hegemony in
Europe. This has led British policy through-
out the post-war period to support the res-
toration of Germany as a counterweight
against France; and this policy still continues,
although the balance is now becoming tilted
to a2 German domination in Europe and is
beginning to raise consequent alarm in British
circles. Similarly, Britain has traditionally
supported Japan as a counterweight against
the United States in the Far East; although
similarly here also the Japanese menace has
now become far more direct and urgent for
British interests and is consequently raising
new dilemmas for British policy.

Fourth, deep-seated suspicion of the whole
system of collective security as likely to in-
volve Britain in unwanted commitments and
conflicts and as limiting British freedom of ac-
tion. Despite formal membership in the
League of Nations, and a dominating role in
its midst, British policy has throughout the
post-war period been openly hostile to the
doctrine of collective security. Even in
the drafting of the Covenant the British rep-
resentatives fought against Article 10, sup-
ported by France and the United States, con-
taining the obligation to “preserve as against
external aggression the territorial integrity”
of member states. Later British declarations
have repeatedly made clear that Articles 10
and 16 were not in the British opinion to
be taken literally. The 1925 British Govern-
ment Declaration to the Council, drafted by
Balfour, explained the British view that the
League should be regarded as only an instru-
ment for dealing with the minor “misunder-
standings” or conflicts of smaller states, but
as powerless to prevent wars “springing from
deep-lying causes of hostility which for his-
toric or other reasons divide great and power-
ful States.” As late as 1934 the British
Prime Minister, Baldwin, scoffed at the con-
ception of collective security as “perfectly im-
practicable.” The British Government Mem-
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orandum on Defense in 1935 laid down that
“the existing international machinery cannot
be relied on as a defense against an ag-
gressor.”

This basic hostility of British policy to
collective security was not in fact changed by
the short-lived episode of September, 1935, to
June, 1936, during which the British Gov-
ernment was loudly proclaiming its devotion
to the cause of collective security against the
Italian aggression in Ethiopia. For this cam-
paign was a campaign to utilize the principle
of collective security as a weapon in the
hands of British policy (at the same time
deceiving popular opinion at home, whose
strength of support for collective security
had been shown in the famous Peace Ballot
of eleven millions). It was a call on the
obligation of other states to rally to the sup-
port of British interests, while at the same
time explicitly repudiating any corresponding
British obligation where British interests
were not involved. It was accompanied by
intrigues with Fascist Italy in flagrant con-
tradiction to the principles of the Covenant.

When this combination of egoistic and short-
sighted policies had ended in breakdown, it
was immediately proclaimed that collective
security had failed, and that the time was
now ripe to “reform” the League of Nations
by limiting the obligations of collective secur-
ity, and especially Articles 10 and 16. This
lead was openly expressed by Lord Lothian,
The Times, etc., and in more veiled form by
the National Government Ministers.

T IS this hostility to any general system

of collective security as a universally
binding system, cutting across Britain’s lib-
erty of decision according to its own interests
in each dispute and therefore removing its
role of arbiter of the balance of power, which
is the key to British policy in Europe, and
makes it in fact the ally of the fascist offen-
sive. 'When Britain demanded French co-
operation against Italian Fascism, France re-
plied by inquiring whether Britain would
guarantee an equal strictness of interpretation
of the obligations of collective security in the
case of any aggression by Nazi Germany.
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The British Note in reply, on September 26,
1935, was evasive in the extreme: ‘“There
may be degrees of culpability and degrees of
aggression . . . the nature of the action ap-
propriate to be taken under Article 16 may
vary according to the circumstances of each
particular case . . . elasticity is a part of
security,” etc. This answer sealed the fate
of any effective stand of collective security
against the Italian fascist aggression. British
official declarations repeatedly made clear .
that Britain can recognize no binding com-
mitments except in the regions whete its in-
terests are directly affected, in Western Eu-
rope and the Mediterranean. This is inevi-
tably equivalent to the open invitation to
Hitler to act as he likes in Central and
Eastern Europe, and to the Hitler “Peace”
Plan of March 31 directly built on this basis.
In this way British policy, while in fact fear-
ing Hitler’s growing strength and plans for
expansionist war, becomes inevitably the ally
of his offensive, seeking only to divert it into
directions which it is hoped may not affect
British interests.

Nineteen Years After

Far East: Kobe to Manchuli

L

The author of the following travel
sketches, an American merchant of Russian
birth, was invalided out of the czar’s army
on the Austrian front in 1916 and left Rus-
sia in the summer of IQI7 to recuperate in
the comparative tranquillity of China. He
lived there four years, during which time he
mastered Chinese, and then came to America
in 1921. Each spring he makes a business
trip to the Far East, and this year he de-
cided to go on to the Soviet Union to see
what had happened there during his nineteen-
year absence. T hese observations are excerpts
‘from letters to his wife—The EDITORS.

Kose.

Y PLANS for visiting Russia this
year have made me a little more
aware of the whole Russian ques-

tion, and during my trip across from Yoko-
hama here I have been trying to find out
how the average Japanese feels about the So-
viet Union. They have little to say, but it
boils down to this: it is bad form to do other
than hate the U.S.S.R.

I was told by Mr. K. , who, as I think
you know, is the manager of one of the big-
gest British export and import houses in
Japan, that the Japanese jails are full of
what are known as political prisoners. He
says they are all called Communists, and he
added: “Why, they’re just ordinary labor
leaders!” He told me of a big trade-union
meeting in Osaka, where the discussion was
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confined strictly to economic and not political
questions, which was arrested and jailed en
masse. Everybody was released in a few
days with the exception of the leaders, who

are imprisoned for an indefinite period.
K+—, not even a liberal, thought it scan-
dalous.

SHANGHAL

The Russian colony here is about the same
as you saw it in 1928, except that it is even
a little more degraded. The former White
officers (officers only, please) have been able
to get jobs in the police force of the Inter-
national Settlement, where they get food and
lodging and about $10 a month; the lovely
Russian blondes still try to amass a little
capital for themselves and their families by
being -“nice” to moneyed Englishmen; the for-
mer White generals still sport their medals
and. hold down jobs in the emigré organiza-
tions; the whole Russian colony is still treated
as something little better than half-caste.
Even the Chinese despise them. And their
group morale is more decadent, too. They’re
not getting any younger, for one thing. Lit-
tle by little they’ve lost the assurance that
“tomorrow’ things will change in Russia
and they’ll go back to the old way of life.
And the younger folks—especially the young-
sters who were dragged out of school to fight
the Reds—feel they’ve been duped, or that
they bet on the wrong horse. Young G ,
for example, is a bookkeeper at $4.50 a week,

and starving on it. He'd like to go back, but
he knows he can’t. It’s all very depressing.

S. S. Suiwo, en route from
SHaNGHAI to HaANKOW.

Coming up the river this afternoon there
was a funny little incident. The scenery
along the banks of the Yang-tze hereabouts
is quite wild and charming. Plenty of wild
life can be seen even from aboard the steamer.
The captain, a Britisher, is an ardent sports-
man, and as we nosed upstream he pointed
out several places as being especially good for
hunting ducks, pheasants, rabbits, and so on.
When he left us for a while to attend to his
duties, the stout German who was standing
at the rail began to splutter about the sav-
agery of the average man, showering a tor-
rent of abuse on the captain’s head and com-
plaining how brutal Homo sapiens can’t keep
his dirty hands off nature, but has to go
around killing and destroying the little ani-
mals and birds. “Listen to their voices,” he
said, “how prettily they sing, while he thinks
of nothing but kill, kill, kill.” He went on
and on in this vein till I became quite bored
and abruptly changed the subject by asking
him what his line of business was. He told
me his occupation was selling arms and am-
munition to the various Chinese war lords. He
is on the way to, Hangkow to close a ma-
chine-gun deal. He seemed quite puzzled at
my laughter, and when I tried to explain, he
still could not get it!
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TIENTSIN.

The Japanese, by one means or another,
* indirectly when not directly, have got Tien-
tsin under their thumb. Trucks rush through
the streets flying Japanese flags. Maybe you
think it’s a display of patriotic feeling on the
part of Japanese truck drivers. Guess again.
It means, “This is smuggled goods over the
border from Manchukuo. Hands off! This
particular smuggler is under the protection of
the Imperial Japanese Government.” It
seems just like a rum runner under the pro-
tection of Al Capone’s mob. And does it
make the Chinese business men fuirious! They
used to express polite distress at the idea of
Japanese domination and political aggression,
but this hits them right in the pocketbook and
makes them fighting mad. And, being gentle-
men of principle in a certain old-worldly
sense, they are scandalized that a first-class
Power, claiming rule by a divine sovereign,
should resort to such low tricks.

There’s another interesting consequence of
this Japanese grip on Tientsin. Along with
the brazen smuggling, there’s a deliberate
cultivation of old traditions—sort of an arti-
ficial rebirth of conservatism by bringing to
life outmoded religious customs. For ex-
ample, the ceremony of the coming of
Buddha, which I'm told has been prohibited
here as too fanatical for fifty years, made its
reappearance this spring by courtesy of the
Japanese henchmen who now head the
Tientsin government.

MUKDEN.

Here I am in Manchuria—officially called
Manchukuo—and the hotels are overrun with
Japanese—officials, business men, officers—all
busily consolidating the “independent” state
of Manchukuo. They go to some lengths to
create this impression of a new sovereign
" state. For example, at the frontier (on the
Tientsin-Mukden train), when I got out to
pay the two yen Americans have to fork over
in lieu of a visa fee at home (since the U. S.
Government does not recognize Manchukuo)
my baggage and belongings were taken out
of my compartment and dumped elsewhere,
without my knowledge. That was at eight
o'clock in the morning. The reason was that
a party of nine or ten Manchukuoans, dressed
up fit to kill in cutaways, top hats, striped
trousers, and patent-leather shoes, had come
aboard for a series of official visits along the
route. And they needed my compartment.
They were simply dressed-up dummies for
the Japanese, to give the impression of a Man-
chukuo officialdom. They sat cooped up in
three hot, stuffy compartments, in all their
finery, until three in the afternoon, making
pompous courtesy appearances for the benefit
of the local officials at every way station. Of
course the train was late and I and all the
other passengers missed our connection with
the Harbin train.

. HarzIn.

It’s nineteen years since I've been here.
The place is entirely under Japanese dom-
ination, and I must say it’s terribly run down

since I saw it last. Everything—houses, car-
riages, people—all slightly rubbed off. An
old Russian provincial town. On the streets
Russians everywhere, with a small sprinkling
of Chinese and a few Japanese—the real
masters—here and there. The Harbiner dif-
fers considerably from the Shanghai Russian.
The latter is still definitely White, with the
old fiery hatred of the Red still burning in
his heart. The Harbiner, though talking of
“those damn bolsheviks,” would not mind
making up with them—he would gladly take
a job now in the Soviet Union, if that were
possible. He explains that after all, the pres-
ent bolsheviks are not like those of 1918—no
longer robbers and butchers, but progressive
and constructive (and you get the idea that
they are a little bit too progressive for the
Harbiner’s taste). Maybe in time even this
will wear off and Russia will again be the
old mud hole the average Harbiner dreams of.

Meanwhile the Harbin Russian wanders
about the town in search of his scant daily
bread. He will offer a stranger German
marks at half price, fake czarist jewels, an
old camera, in fact, anything that is salable.
But the foreigner does not bite so easily, and
therefore the Whites here trade a lot among
themselves. You can see them on the streets
arguing loudly over a deal. This may consist
of a 1914 Ingersoll watch, but being used to
old-time large trading, they cannot help using
big words, such as “valuta,” “import,” “trans-
port,” “mechanism,” etc., all in connection
with a poor, dilapidated old watch. In the
meantime their raggedly dressed children go to
imitation Old Gymnasia in imitation Old
Uniforms and their teachers use imitation
Old, Czarist curricula. It is Easter Week
now, and the whole day the church bells ring
out the old tunes, the same as it used to be
under the czar, and the poor White carries
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his last penny to the priest, just as he used
to do at home—yes, at home, the magic place
most of them will never see again,

My Uncle Grischa lives in Harbin, and he
had a lot to tell me of how things go for
the Soviet citizen here—which he is. The
whole town, it seems, is policed and officialed
by White Russians, under the famous old
Cossack leader Semionov, who is sold body
and soul to the Japanese. He and his crowd
—a cross between a gangster’s mob and a
Tammany Hall organization—annoy the So-
viet Russian citizens here and grind down the
White Russians. The Soviet citizens are con-
stantly visited by his henchmen, and badgered
to switch their Soviet passports for “emi-
grant” ones issued by Semionov. It’s not a
graft. It's to remove them from the protec-
tion of the Soviet Government and place
them under Semionov’s (Japanese) domina-
tion. All kinds of inducements are offered,
as well as veiled threats about the “coming
day” of retribution. The Whites, who have
so hard a time of it here, would frequently
like to skip out and go to Shanghai or some-
where else to start over. But Semionov, the
Japanese ordain, must issue them a passport.
And this is a graft—when the White has the
money to pay. Usually he hasn’t, and so he
stays, at the mercy of Semionov’s roughnecks.
and the Japanese, who seem to expect to
make good. use of these Whites one day.

I have been speaking only English to the
Russians who are trainmen, immigration in-
spectors, etc., here, because I was warned
that they would make it very difficult for a
Russian to get into the Soviet Union, no
matter where he came from.

MANCHULL

The farther north we go, the colder: it
gets. From Harbin to this desolate peasant

“You're right, the National Guard would be cheaper, but gunmen are more dependable.”

George Price
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town is thirty hours by train, and it is beastly
cold although the sun is bright as summer.
We were on time, because the Japanese am-
bassador to Germany is on this train—in my
car, in fact. He is going to Berlin via the
Soviet Union. We haven’t had much chance
to see the landscape, because the curtains have
been drawn most of the time. The guards
explain that it’s to protect us against ‘“‘ban-
dits”—although why a bandit can’t shoot
through a curtained window just as well as
an uncurtained one is more than I can see.
The real reason, we all agree, is to prevent
us from seeing the movement of troops and
war materials up to the border. The train
guards told us that there are practically con-
tinuous border skirmishes, in which soldiers
are killed on both sides, though mostly Jap-
anese who try to penetrate the Soviet border.

There’s an interesting thing about this
railroad: the tracks are wide (Russian)
gauge from Harbin on up to the border, and

standard gauge from Harbin on down to
China. It used to be wide gauge all the way
to China, but overnight it was changed from
Harbin southward. When you ask why it
wasn’t made standard gauge north of Har-
bin, too, they answer with a laugh that every-
thing can’t be done at once. It will be done
some day, they answer. Things take time.
But the southern section was done overnight
—and the northern section is loaded with
wide (Russian) gauge rolling stock on sid-
ings, waiting, apparently, for the big day
when they will thunder across the border
loaded with troops and munitions.

The presence of the ambassador has borne
interesting fruit. First, he has stepped off the
train at various stations to confer with local
officials. Whenever he does this, he is sur-
rounded by a ring of Japanese soldiers who
“guard” him by holding their bayonets at
the thrust pointed not away from him, but az
him. Maybe it’s an old Japanese custom, but
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it reminded me unpleasantly of the rumored
rift between the military and civil branches
of the Japanese government. Second, at night
in his compartment the ambassador is
guarded by two sentries before his door. One
of them was a lad of nineteen who spoke
perfect English. He said he had been born
in Canada and raised there, and had gone on
a visit to Japan. ‘There he was grabbed and
impressed into military service. He com-
plained loudly about how badly he was
treated and how he wanted to get away from
Japan—so loudly, in fact, that some of us
began to fear for his health in the event that
the ambassador was awake and understood
English. He said he had two years more to
serve and then he would get out of Japan.

My next letter will be from the Soviet
Union. We cross the border to Otpor tomor-
row. I wonder what it will be like after
nineteen years.

(To be continued.)

The Artist in the U.S.S.R.

Soviet artists took an excursion along

the Volga. A special boat was as-
signed to them, but in order to get a better
view of the territory covered, they traveled
also by rail, auto and airplane, on several
side trips. They visited, on the way, fac-
tories, farms, settlements of national minori-
ties; they stopped over at Kazan, the pic-
turesque capital of the Tartar republic and
Samara, the center of Chapayev’s heroic ma-
neuvers; they followed the trail of the
seventeenth-century peasant rebel Stenka
Razin and finally arrived at their point of
destination, Stalingrad (formerly Tzarytzyn).
Here they met and mingled with the work-
ers in the largest tractor plant of the
U.S.S.R., tramped over the new and the old
sections of the town, saw new factories and
apartment houses in the process of construc-
tion, talked to the people in the factories and
homes, to the directors, technicians, city offi-
cials. The workers organized a banquet for
the artists, staged a carnival with dancing
and singing in the streets and in general
gave them a hearty comradely welcome. . . .
I talked to some of the artists who had
taken this trip. They were stirred as never
in their lives. The new life they had seen,
but especially the new people, utterly un-
selfconscious, entirely lacking in obsequious-
ness, dignified, intelligent—left an indelible
impression on their minds.

What was the reason for the excursion,
what was its purpose? It was one of sev-
eral (a similar excursion, for example, was
organized for ‘the Don Basin where Stak-
hanov has been making recent history) ar-
ranged and paid for by the Commissariat of

IN AUGUST, 1935, a group of twenty

LOUIS LOZOWICK

Heavy Industry, preparatory to an exhibi-
tion, “Industry of Socialism.” The excursion
was designed to acquaint the artists with
part of Sovietland. Whoever among them
found a congenial theme was free to sign a
contract for a given period on a given salary
(of which more presently) ; whoever did not
was under no further obligation; he counted
it as one more pleasant trip in his experi-
ence. Such an excursion is quite common;
hence, the circumstances that attended it and
the results expected from it introduce us at
once to the way the Soviet artist earns his
livelihood, what determines the choice and
the range of his themes, what his position is
with reference to other sections of the popu-
lation.

On the initiative of Sergo Orjonikidze,
Commissar of . Heavy Industry, a special
decision was passed by the Soviet government
to arrange an exhibition for the twentieth
anniversary of the October Revolution and
the completion of the second Five Year
Plan, under the general title “Industry of
Socialism.” A committee of about seventy-
five artists, scholars, critics, political figures,
worked out a thousand themes, published and
described in a booklet for free distribution
among artists. The themes are grouped in a
certain historic sequence: the fight for the
October revolution; civil war and armed
struggle for the consolidation of Soviet
power; the first efforts to reconstruct the
ruined industry; Lenin’s plan for electrifica-
tion as the germ of subsequent planning;
discovery and exploitation of the inexhaus-
tible natural resources of the country under
the Five Year Plan as forming the basis for
the building of socialism; the transformation

of the entire country beginning with Mos-
cow, Leningrad, Kiev, Tashkent and ending
with the arctic and the tropic regions; the
new face of the former czarist colonies:
Uzbekistan, Tajikistan, Armenia, Transcau-
casia; the effect of socialist industrialization
on the village, on transport, on national de-
fense, on daily life and culture; finally, the
Soviet Union as the Shock Brigade of the
world proletariat.

On the general background of the central
idea, to show what the Soviet country was,
is and how it came to be, the themes include
the widest range and variety for practically
every possible genre—portrait, landscape,
still-life. Thus along such purely political
subjects as Taking of the Winter Palace,
Lenin Arriving in Petograd, Stalin, Voro-
shilov and Kirov at the White Sea Canal,
there are industrial and nature landscapes—
Baku at Night, Volga Flows by the Krem-
lin, Polar Night, Landscape of Kuzbas,
Mountains of Turkestan, Mountain Chain
at Alma-Ata; along with Kolchak Passed
Here, White Spy Exposed, The Hog in the
State Orchard, we have Saratov Bridge,
Panorama of Stalingrad, The Liner Ab-
hasia, Factory Accident, Intourists in Mos-
cow, Learning from Americans; along with
Worker and His Family in Tretyakov Gal-
lery, Dancing in Workers’ Club, Bathing in
Factory Gymnasium, we have Glass, Brick,
Alabaster and Products of Ural Mountains.
Certain themes like drctic Workers reading
Pushkin, Study Circle of Foreign Languages
will require a good deal of ingenuity in the
artists to be treated adequately.

Supposing an artist is interested in the
general idea of the exhibition but fails to
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find anything of special appeal to him in the
more than thousand subjects contained in the
< booklet. He is then free to suggest his own
subject—in fact he is specifically invited to
do so. Already about five hundred “counter-
themes” have been brought forward. When
the artist finally agrees to accept the assign-
ment he signs a contract for a certain period
on a salary ranging from five hundred to
two thousand rubles per month. On the
expiration of the contract the artist submits
his pictures. and stipulates a price from which
the amount drawn by him in monthly fees
is deducted. A board of estimate (which for
Moscow consists of representatives from the
Society of Moscow Artists, the Commissariat
of Education and the All Russian Artists’
Cooperative) decides on the acceptance or
non-acceptance of his price, while a jury of
about twenty-five artists of various ten-
dencies, critics, scholars—votes its approval
or disapproval from the standpoint of the
task assigned. The artist is invited to state,
if he wishes, his aims and ideas and to argue
the decision of the jury. I was present at a
meeting while the work of such opposites as
the conservative academician Grabar and the
extreme radical Tishles were up for discus-
sion. The spirit of complete tolerance is
evident in the fact that both were accepted.

HAT is the part of the government

in this? To say that art is en-
couraged in the Soviet Union is to make a
true but tame non-committal statement about
the actual situation. Of course art has been
encouraged, but—and this is really the crux
of the whole matter—this encouragement
has not been haphazard, depending on per-
sonal influences in high places or political
exigencies of the moment, but has always
from the very first been part and parcel of
a planned policy, an inseparable part of all
social and economic planning. Thus among
the first decrees adopted, were those for the
preservation of art treasures, for supplying
studios and employment to artists, for pro-
gressive reorganization of schools, etc. And
responsible Soviet workers have always
spoken with emphasis of the three fronts,
economic, political, cultural. Artists are part
of the vast army of workers, physical and
mental; and they are considered an essential
factor in the socialist reconstruction of the
country. Full members of the trade unions,
they carry insurance against unemployment,
accident, etc. They are artists and citizens,
hence consulted on every issue that vitally
affects the country. And when we read, for
example, of such a vast project as the ten-
year plan for the complete rebuilding of
Moscow—the most gigantic scheme of city
planning in history—we are not surprised to
find artists actively collaborating.

It was inevitable that a revolution which
abolished the private magnate in industry
should have also abolished his blood-relative,
the private dealer in art. Social and public
patronage has grown tremendously since the
first years of the revolution in exact propor-

tion with the economic progress of the coun-
try and the phenomenal cultural growth of
the masses. Here is a brief cross-section
characteristic of Soviet artists’ patronage
during recent years: pictures for the club of
the Central Committee of Bakers; pictures
for the miners’ club, Red Ray; paintings,
sculpture, drawings on the story of the Red
Army done for the Commissariat of Na-
tional Defense; series of pictures on the
building of the Moscow-Volga canal for the
Commissariat of Transport; portraits and
studies for the U.S.S.R. Academy of Science;
decorations for the newest Moscow hotel,
for the Institute of Mother and Child, etc.
And here is one aspect of Stakhanovism not

"noted anywhere in the press: the executive

committee of the Don Basin where Stak-
hanov has been making exciting history, set
aside a million rubles to engage painters,
sculptors, graphic artists on a history of the
region. .

It might be added at this point that a con-
tract for any such project as here outlined
does not limit the artist to that project alone
but leaves him free to engage in other work
and thus augment his income. Practically
every artist of talent has worked for the
theater, taught, illustrated books, etc. Many
times I asked: “Since the artists are all em-
ployed and since they are rather generous in
their output is there no danger of overpro-
duction?” Invariably the answer given was:
“NO,”

The cultural growth of the masses is
phenomenal and not only are the museums
and exhibitions filled by visiting workers
from factories, collective farmers, Red Army
men, all these elements take also active in-
terest in the arts: the non-professional cir-
cles in the various arts have membership by
the hundred-thousand. And some of the
national minorities have just begun their
education and interest in the pictorial arts.
Here is a single example of the workers’
grasp and understanding of the artists’ place
and his social function. During the carnival
for the artists visiting Stalingrad, mentioned
earlier in the article in connection with the
exhibition “Industry of Socialism,” the work-
ers of the Stalingrad factory composed the
following letter to the artists, which was
read on the square in front of the twenty
thousand people assembled:

Comrades! The particular bit of Soviet
territory on which we are all standing now
—shock brigaders of the first tractor plant
in the Soviet Union and representatives of
Soviet intelligentsia, called upon to inspire
the working class by outstanding works of
art—is rich in memories.

Along the city where for six years now
we have been working, turning out iron steel
for the fields of our collective and state
farms, flows the Volga, the great Russian
river, sung about in poetry and prose, de-
picted by artists who saw the Volga of the
“Bargemen,” the Volga of slaves of the
landowners and the capitalists.

Our city was exposed to the fiercest blows
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of White Guards, of internal and external
counter-revolution. The great Stalinist plan,
the strategy of our great leader, his personal
courage and utter fearlessness have assured
the heroic defense of Tzarytzyn [now Stal-
ingrad] and the blasting of the counter-
revolution.

Our city became the home of the new
tractor plant. On the terrtory of this
gigantic enterprise, which undoubtedly must
have amazed you, were unfolded the severest
battles for new tempos, for the victory of
the Stalinist plan of industrialization.

We built the factory. The ugly crea-
tures who crawled out of their holes, to
please their masters, prophesied:

“It can’t be done.”

“Yes, it can,” we replied.

Well, and now we ask: were we right or
wrong? The Stalingrad tractor plant named
after the iron Felix [Dzerjinsky—L.L.] ex-
ercises with honor the function of purveying
instruments that will help toward exploding
the bourgeois world.

You have visited the various sections of
our factory; you have become acquainted
with our daily life; you have seen the men
of our tractor plant and have spoken to
them.

Every one of us is happy at the contact
with the masters of Soviet art. QOur people
have matured, they follow avidly the appear-
ance of every new book, every new picture,
every monument of our struggle.

For whom did the artist of old Russia
work, for whom did he think and create?
Can one compare the joy of creating for
and in the name of those masses who are
devoted unreservedly to the great work of
Lenin-Stalin, with the creation for a small
group of capitalists who kept hidden the out-
standing masterpieces of art in their private
galleries?

The victory of the proletariat who turned
the course of history into a new channel
must find its reflection in art. Numerous
themes from our yesterdays, todays and to-
morrows are still awaiting their treatment,
not only in literature but also in painting
and in sculpture.

It is only a fraction of the many possible
themes that our letter has unfolded before
you: the old Volga of Repin’s “Bargemen,”
the old Tzarytzyn—Tzarytzn harassed by a
ring of hostile armies, Tzarytzyn become
Stalingrad of the victors, Stalingrad—the
city of the great Stalin, of the people of
Stalinlike mold.

Take a look at old Levitan’s “Eternal
Rest.” . . . Where is it? The places so
familiar to all of us and so beautifully
painted by Levitan now pulsate with the
rhythm of socialist industry.

And the wild Tundra and the unculti-
vated spaces of the Far North and the un-
exploited riches of the blossoming South
and the unexplored treasures of the Altai
and our rivers and seas harnessed in the
service of socialism—isn’t there inspiration,
dear comrades, for a great abundance and
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variety of themes to be found in every breath
of our ‘full and happy life, luxuriant as a
garden and variegated as the palettes of the
greatest masters?

With great joy we received the news that
on the initiative of Sergo [Orjonikidze] the
closest comrade and co-worker of our great
leader Stalin, an exhibition on the theme
“Industry of Socialism” is being organized for
the twentieth anniversary of the Soviets.

Rank and file fighters, junior and senior
commanders, all of us who have participated
in the battle for the industry of socialism
under your excellent leadership, Sergo, thank
you for this idea.

Every piece of sculpture, every engraving
in this exhibition will relate to the people
the great days of our struggle and victory.
The collection of pictures created for the
twentieth anniversary of our invincible
Soviet power will last into the ages.

Comrade painters, comrade sculptors,
master craftsmen of a victorious class!
Where, in what other land, in what other
part of the globe is there such favorable

opportunity for artistic activity, such vast
possibility for creative expression?

We trust you cannot but appreciate the
powerful support extended to you by the
party, the government and the workers in
the heavy industry.

We are looking forward to significant
canvases from you! We hope they are not

“mere photographs. We hope they are charged

with passion. We hope they move us and
our children. We hope they instill in us the
joy of struggle and hunger for new achieve-
ments; reveal to us the new face of our
country; show regions and republics where
previously stagnation and ignorance reigned
and where now prevail the joys of creative
labor. We hope you portray the people of
our country—the average as well as the
heroic participants in our rehabilitation.

And we have faith, comrades, that our hope
will be fulfilled. True representatives of
Soviet art must prepare the exhibition In-
dustry of Socialism for the twentieth anni-
versary.

Those will be days filled with joy to over-
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flowing. And we are certain that your crea-
tions, asserting happy life and happy labor,
will contribute their mite to the cup of the
country’s rejoicing. :

We shake your hands, masters of the
brush and the chisel. We await your reply
to industry, to the party, to our great leader
Stalin,

A reply in the form of deeds!

A reply as radiant and courageous as our
life, created by the party of Lenin-Stalin!

(Signed by fifteen thousand wudarniks—
workers, master-mechanics, technicians, engi-
neers of the Stalingrad tractor factory,
named after F. Dzerjinsky.)

The letter was finished amid thunderous
applause. The Soviet press reprinted it
widely. Whether as exhibiting the new in-
tellectual maturity of the worker, the spirit
of solidarity 'between artist and worker, the
status of worker as art patron—it deserves a
prominent place among the rich documents
which illustrate the historic transformation
of which we have the good fortune to be
contemporaries,

Do I Hear a Voice?

T the risk of seeming anti-intellectual,
' I should like to mention something

which has been bothering me lately.

It arises from an experience a committee had
with a pamphlet. The author who had promised
to write it begged off at the last moment.
He was “at work on a book.” The commit-
tee, in the face of this, dropped their voices
to the proper pitch of awe and backed out
reverently. In radical circles the fear that
art may  be sacrificed to expediency has
reached such proportions that the mere men-
tion of a book throws everybody into a state
of adoration.

The truth is that this particular book, if
ever finished, will reach an approximate sale
of 238 copies and be read principally by the
relatives of the author and critics anxious
to prove that he is a jackass. The pamphlet,
even if badly written, would reach many
thousands and do a great deal more good
than the book. If brilliantly written it might
reach hundreds of thousands. There is at
least one radical pamphlet which has sold
over a million copies in this country—Albert
Rhys Williams’s questions and answers on
the Soviet Union.

When I say that the pamphlet will do
more good than the book, I run into the
question of whether it will do the author
more good. Possibly not. And that is where
the anti-intellectual thing comes in. For
years the worst curse of the revolutionary
movement was that competent artists—writ-
ers, poets, painters—were being sacrificed as

ROBERT FORSYTHE

organizers or party workers. A good organ-
izer is a thing of joy forever and when the
accounts are totted up in the end, one or-
ganizer may prove to be more important than
three immortal poets; but it happened that
many of the writers had merely ceased writ-
ing and become punk organizers. The swing
away from that has reached a new level in
which art has almost recovered the sacrosanct
odor of the Yellow Book period. There is
now a school of thought firmly established
on the theory that the matter of France go-
ing Communistic is of much less importance
than getting Jim Farrell’s critical thinking
straightened out. As a general thing I am
in favor of that but it has its limitations. If
what a writer wants is immortality (and he
surely isn’t thinking of wealth in terms of
a left-wing novel), he may be adopting the
wrong tactics in preferring his book to a
pamphlet. I’'m not prepared to argue the
question and will apologize to anybody who
confronts me with refutation in a belliger-
ent way, but it occurs to me that in this
age of turmoil it is quite possible that the
great art will turn out to have been pam-
phleteering.

This may be merely sour grapes on my
part because I am not a novelist, but it seems
to me that any author would be content to
be a pamphleteer of the quality of Dean
Swift or Voltaire. Something will really have
to be done about this reverence for the novel.
It is a great form but it is not the only
form and there are times when something

else can be more
tically.

important, even artis-

T the very worst, let me suggest that
there are times and times. It is per-

fectly true that an artist must be allowed to
be an artist, but for a revolutionary artist to
accept that as literal truth is to transport
him to the ivory tower as firmly handcuffed
as the lily-est esthete. For the sake of argu-
ment, it might be agreed that for a week a
year he be allowed his freedom among the
groundlings. There is always the possibility
that he may stay away so long that when he
returns he will find the American "Liberty
League in charge of affairs and rather brutal
toward his work of art. André Malraux
must have had something of the sort in mind
when he gave time from his work to organ-
ize the meeting of revolutionary writers in
Paris and went into the streets on behalf of
the People’s Front. Novels of the type Mal-
raux or Louis Aragon or Romain Rolland
write are not going to be received gladly in
France if Col. de La Rocque takes over.

For that reason I believe that at intervals
we writers should give ourselves over to the
utilitarian and non-artistic endeavor of
knocking hell out of our enemies before they
begin it on us. I have an idea for a series
of pamphlets. Just as a suggestion they might
be on the following subjects:

William Randolph Hearst

The du Ponts

The American Liberty League
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Eugene G. Grace and the American Iron
and Steel Institute.

These pamphlets are to be written by the
finest writers in America, on the basis that
the people attacked are enemies of liberty,
happiness, and the arts. They may be written
in the classical manner of Swift or Voltaire,
but I hope I can prevail upon the writers
who will volunteer to help to make them
something new in the way of pamphlets.

What I want are pamphlets which will
reach the millions. They will have very lit-
tle text and a great many pictures. I want
to enlist the services of such artists as Red-
field, Gropper, Rea, Hilton, Mackey, Robert
Day, Garrett Price, Peter Arno, James
Thurber. Since the pictures will be so good,
the text will have to be superb. It will need

HE sheriff’s office in the county court-

house is wallpapered with notices of

sheriff sales and foreclosures: “By
virtue of writ of fieri facias” and “by virtue
of writ of levari facias.” That is the hog
Latin to root the farmers off the land and
smash them under hoof.

I wait all morning long in the office. The
sheriff does not show up. I have written
him, phoned him for an appointment. The
Farmers National Weekly has sent me down
to find out about this famous penny sale
where $2,000 worth of a farmer’s goods
were sold by a committee of farmers for
two dollars, where a deputy shot at the
farmers, wounding one; and where the
aroused farmers roughhoused the deputy and
the sheriff in a manure pile.

I go out into the tree-shaded town and
interview the leaders of the town, a banker,
a clergyman and a well-known physician.

The banker cries that hell’s on tap these
days among the farmers. Private property
must be protected. The sheriff is a fine fel-
low, has been patient as Job with the far-
mers. But now the sheriff knows that he has
the backing of the whole community, he may
even call on the militia. As he talks, a vein
stands out like a whip on the banker’s fore-
head.

The clergyman leans back in an easy
chair, his fingers together in a steeple over
his belly. “We can’t have confiscation. I've
studied socialism. I believe in putting some
of its tenets into practice, but we can not
have confiscation. Qur sheriff has been rea-
sonable. 'We have nothing to complain of
on that score. But there’s an end to
patience.”

The physician said, “I was ready to treat

to be brief and hard-hitting and incisive and
satiric to the point of pain. Many of the
pamphlets the radicals now have are ex-
tremely good but because they are well-con-
sidered and thoughtful analyses, they are
hard to read. What I want are pamphlets
which are equally high in quality but so
readable that they can be understood even by
secretaries of small town Chambers of Com-
merce.

We'll need humor, a great deal of it,
but not an ounce of whimsy. We're out
to tell the truth about these people and it
will undoubtedly be insulting from their
point of view.

At the risk of repeating all the old truths
about ‘‘civilization at the crossroads,” “life
on the brink of the abyss,” I think it safe
to say that what happens within the next few

The Sheritt

BEN FIELD

the farmer that was shot. He did not call
on me. The sheriff wasn’t responsible, He’s
one of the best men in our county ever to
have held that office. The farmers are just
a little off now. They'll see things in the
right way soon. They have had some out-
side agitator working on them, some Com-
munist. In Russia they've learned you can
shoot a farmer, but you can’t make a Com-
munist out of him. Surely, we back the
action of the sheriff. But let me tell you
one thing: the farmer is an American. He
knows who his friends are. He is the back-
bone of our country.” And the well-known
physician, who has money invested in mort-
gages, leads me out of the dim, comfortable
room to the door, his hand up as if he were
examining a clinical thermometer,

GO back to the sheriff’s office and wait.

An hour before closing time, a little, be-
spectacled man, escorted by a bull-faced gent,
comes into the office, It is the sheriff with
his deputy. ,

The cornered little sheriff blinks anxiously
at his deputy, takes off his panama hat and
invites me into the inner office. He sits
down, his plump white hands playing with
a fountain pen. The deputy hangs around
the desk in the outer office, his small, hard
eyes on me,

The little sheriff pops out swiftly that he
has nothing against the farmers. It is his
business to protect the farmer. Why, he’s in
sympathy with the.farmer. His own father
farmed. He himself was raised on a farm.
He’s a friend of the farmer.

I ask about the notices of sheriff sales
and foreclosures hung on the wall,

The sheriff flushes, “That’s the law. It's
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years in checking the growth of fascism will
have effect upon the future for a century to
come. For us to sit around with our little
books at a time like this seems suicidal. I
don’t want anybody to cease being an artist
but in all sincerity I want to ask a few of
the best to join me in reaching the millions
instead of the hundreds. It may only be a
temporary need, but it is a crying one now.

We need to show the people what sort of
people these du Ponts and Raskobs and Moz-
gans and Al Smiths and Coughlins and Char-
ley Schwabs are who would like to rule wus.
We can do it with ridicule and facts and
laughter.

One pamphlet now like Tom Paine’s
Appeal to Reason can save the arts for all
of us. After that it will be time to go back
to our books.

my duty. In the old days the sheriff had the
job of hanging. If he didn’t like it, the au-
thorities could always get someone else. The
farmers elected me . . .”

“To hang them?” '

The little sheriff laughs and glances into
the other room where the deputy is in a
bunch of papers like a bull in hay.

The sleek little sheriff says, “A good
sheriff don’t believe in violence. There’s the
law. The lawyer sees that the writ is
executed. The sheriff is sent to protect the
lawyer. The farmers are unreasonable. We
wanted them to appoint a committee to deal
with us. ‘No,” they yell. ‘We're all the
committee!” They give us the rush, yelling,
‘Let’s hang the lawyer.””

No, there wasn’t any rope. But it’s the
duty of the sheriff’s office to protect the law-
ver. The deputy took out his gun to scare

RESTAURANTS

ONLY “MAD DOGS AND ENGLISHMEN

stay out in the mid-day sun,” sang Noel Coward.
We too go lyrical and sing of our refreshing
salads, cool vegetables, dairy products and
fresh fish, served in cool calm surroundings.
Scoff at the mid-day sun! Come in and feel

the difference.
LUNCHEON: 40c DINNER: 60c

Also a la carte

FARMFOOD

VEGETARIAN RESTAURANTS
37 West 32nd St. 104 West 40th St.
* 142 West 48th St.

* After theatre snacks. Open Sundays
Our 40th St. restaurant moved 3 doors east,
opposite Dime Savings Bank

JOHN’S RESTAURANT |

POPULAR PRICES Lunch and Dinner 9
Private Dining Rooms for Parties )
TO. 6-9554 ;

oot et

TN




22

the farmers. The farmers jumped him. The
gun went off.

Was the deputy disarmed?

The farmers tore the gun out of the
deputy’s hands. The little sheriff’s nostrils
quiver. The farmers brought all this on
themselves. Putting up their own commit-
tees, compelling the rest of the public to do
what they order, selling $2,000 worth of
goods for two dollars!

What would the sheriff suggest as the
way out for the farmers?

The way for the farmers to tackle the
situation is to get the creditors together and
talk it over with them. See if you can hold
them off so the farmers get a chance to get
‘back on their feet.

If the creditors won’t be held off?

“Then it's in the law’s hands.” The
sheriff pushes out his full red lips as if he
were trying something hot.

What action will the authorities take
now?

The sheriff’s fenced-in, watery eyes sharpen
for a second behind his spectacles. He says,
“That depends on the farmers.”

I slap down before him an invitation from
the farmers to the sheriff inviting him to an
open hearing on the shooting. This time he
cannot ignore it. He rises, flustered. He
flutters his plump little hands. He rustles the
letters and telegrams on his desk, protesting
the shooting. “Sorry,” he mutters, “I'm kind
of busy. Got my hands full.”

I leave the sheriff and drive out into the
country to visit the farmer who was shot.
He lies in his bare bedroom, surrounded by
neighbors who've tramped in after the day’s
chores. The farmers pick to pieces the little
sheriff.

They had several committees to see sheriff
and lawyers before the sale. The lawyer
threatened to teach them a lesson. When
sheriff, deputy and the lawyer drove into
the cowyard and saw 200 farmers assembled,
the deputy clambered out of the car slapping
his gun pocket for everybody to see. The
sheriff and lawyer put their heads together
and decided to postpone the sale. The far-
mers with one voice cried to hold the sale
right then and there.

The sheriff shouted, “I want you men to
know this motion is under the jurisdiction
of the county. I'm the law here.”

“We're the law,” cried the farmers, clos-
ing in on their “friends.”

The deputy whipped out his gun and
fired. A bunch of farmers hurled themselves
on the deputy and brought him down with
his face in the manure.

The farm leader, an ‘outside agitator”
said, “Now, Sheriff, this is a farm and this
is a manure pile. This is a farmers’ com-
munity. You're the hired man. We're the
" boss and the law.”

The sheriff shouted, “I’ll arrest you.”

The farmer said with a smile, “Name
your charges, please.”

The law said nothing. For the deputy
had his mouth full and the sheriff his hands.

3
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What Thaelmann Stands For

ARNOLD ZWEIG

HaArra.

HEN a man celebrates his

fiftieth birthday in prison — as

Ernst Thaelmann did recently—
he receives as gifts the earnest wishes, hopes,
and thoughts of the entire working masses
of the world, all its intellectuals who are
worthy of the name. Ernst Thaelmann has
been held imprisoned by the Hitler regime
for over three years, without any attempt
at a trial being held.

It may be well to recall certain facts on
this occasion. Do you know now that the
Reichstag was set on fire by the Com-
munists? Do you still remember the hun-
dred tons of leaflets and pamphlets that were
found in the secret passages of the Liebknecht
House during the twentieth or twenty-first
search of the premises made by the Berlin
police? Do you know that the unbridled
ruler of Germany, with his main assistants,
Goebbels and Goering, informed the col-
leagues of the New York Staats-Zeitung that
unassailable proof had been found that the
Communists had intended to set fire, not
only to the Reichstag and the Schloss, but
also to every public building in Germany?

In connection with these deeds the leader
of the German Communist Party, Ernst
Thaelmann, was arrested March 3, 1933.
He was accused of the crime of high treason
—and today, three years later, no trial can
take place, since the concepts of justice, pro-
cedure of trial, proof and judgment, held by
German judges, are not always what the
Third Reich and its ministers require.

Meanwhile, two men have become sym-
bols of solidarity, not solidarity among gov-
ernments, but among peoples, that melan-

choly tribe so easily abused and with so
much difficulty led in its own interests. Carl
von Ossietzky, the courageous fighter for
peace, and Ernst Thaelmann, the leader of a
party of the working class, which has been
accused without rhyme or reason of the most
repelling crimes; of crimes of which the very
party ruling today in Germany was guilty
at the command of its masters (and even
without its command), and which it has
ascribed to Marxists, Socialists and Jews.
We Jewish working men and women of
Palestine, laborers and brain workers, those
who have been here for years and those
who have only just come, we turn today to
Ernst Thaelmann with the emotions and
thoughts of an almost joyful confidence.

We know because of our former struggles
with him and his party that he also is of
this conviction: it is not important that a
man live; important it is that a great cause
live. Just as Judaism and the Church be-
came great through their martyrs, just so
struggle amidst us present-day martyrs and
prisoners, especially the latter, for eternal
ideals and their realization: for the idea of
freedom, of “fairness” in political struggle,
for justice in the lives of individuals and of
groups, for a saner construction of human
society and for the liberation of the earth
kept hitherto in continuous strife by small
groups of beasts of prey. At present in Ger-
many and elsewhere these beasts of prey im-
prison human beings. Let us strive unceas-
ingly—and never be swerved from this pur-
pose—for the day when—

When the common front of those now
attacked shall be strong enough to make
sure that these beasts of prey be caged.

=
=
=
=

“And for $2.50 all you have to do is to fight unionism, Communism, and

Darwinism and work ten hours in the mill.”
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ur Readers’ Forum

Freezing Out Minority Parties

If a Farmer-Labor Party is to make any genuine
headway in this country, it will first have to over-
come what amounts to a deliberate conspiracy to
keep minor parties off the ballot. Many states make
this necessary condition to election victory almost
impossible.

Take, for example, the case of North Carolina.
The Socialists, thinking to place their ticket on the
ballot in 1932, were told that a total of 10,000 signa-
tures would be necessary. One election-board official,
since that time appointed to high national office in
the judiciary, apologized for the high requirement
by saying, “We hafta do somethin’ to keep the Com-
munists off, ’cause they got a nigger on the ticket.”
But the Socialists were game, and at great expense
and time secured the signatures and thereby got their
presidential electors on the ballot. Apparently play-
ing for the votes of the liberals in the state, Demo-
cratic politicians (among them the chairman of the
election board) publicly announced that in the next
legislative session there would come into being a
new election law that “would treat minority parties
more fairly.”

And here is what they did. Whereas in 1932 the
10,000 names required had to be merely voters of
the state, in the new “fair” election law such signers
are required to declare themselves members of the
party in question and have to promise to help or-
ganize the same. Now since most of North Caro-
lina’s Socialists are workers (there were 5,591 So-
cialist ballots in 1932), very few ‘would dare risk
their jobs by thus openly declaring their party
affiliation. Obviously, the Communists are even
worse off. The effect, therefore, was virtual dis-
franchisement.

Unless such laws and officials are effectively
counteracted, the possibilities for a new anti-reaction
party in 1940 are extremely slight. The pot-bellied
politicians in the various state capitols will attend
to that, E. E.

From Another Hearst Employe

The article “I Work for Hearst” in this week’s
issue is very encouraging to other Hearst workers
like myself. And I think it is doubly important in
the sense that it shows the world that all of us who
get our salaries from America’s would-be Hitler do
not share his stinking reactionary opinions.

I am a reporter on “America’s greatest evening
newspaper,” and I am also a subscriber to New
Masses, because I like to read the truth at least
once a week,

More power to NEw Masses and let there be
more “I Work for Hearst” articles exposing this
louse for what he is and what he hopes to be.

A JoURNAL REPORTER.

Terrorizing Citrus Workers

Down here in sunny California the dark clouds of
fascism are gathering rapidly and ominously. Vigi-
lantes, Red-baiters, and terror are running rampant.
Every large paper is engaging in a hysterical Red-
baiting crusade. Recent events are only the logical
outcome of such poisonous propaganda.

During the past week the citrus workers have been
on strike in Placentia. After the hiring of strike-
breakers and the calling out of the police, who used
their usual brutal tactics, the climax was reached
Friday, July 10. )

The 150 strikers were holding a peaceful meet-
ing when a band of vigilantes, armed with tear-
gas bombs and clubs, stole upon them, fell upon the
dumbfounded workers without warning, smashed
jaws and cracked heads, dispersed the group save
for one striker left lying on the ground smashed
into unconsciousness.

The next morning the yellow press came forth

with headlines praising the “heroism” of the vigi-
lantes—loyal American citizens fighting the Red
menace, etc., etc., ad nauseam.

The more enlightened Evening News, published
by Manchester Boddy, investigated the case and dis-
closed the fact that the “heroic” vigilantes were
“twenty-eight Los Angeles bums, recruited from
streets and beer-halls through a detective agency
and paid eight dollars a day by the citrus growers
to foment violence and terrorize the striking Mexi-
can pickers.”

Henceforth, nothing that happens in this Hearst-
Chandler infested area shoud be cause for surprise.
Secret bands and organizations are sprouting up like
mushrooms. The notorious Rev. Dr. Martin Luther
Thomas, founder and a leader of the Christian
American Crusade is preaching his gospel of fear
and hate twice a day on the radio. From every
quarter the Red scare is being raised.

Perhaps the picture I paint is not a pretty one.

* But I am frankly pessimistic. The forces of reac-

tion compel me to be so. The vultures of fascism
are loose. ApoLF CHERN.

On' Singable Poems

Will you please give me written permission to
use the text of “The Slow Ride,” by Robert Allison
Evans, published in THE New Massgs, for a song?
It’s one of comparatively few left-wing poems which
lend themselves well to a simple musical setting.
We composers are at our wits’ end to find suitable
texts. Apparently few poets give any thought to the
requirements of music, which is understandable
enough—they’re not writing for composers. But,
though the material of our poets is often magnifi-
cently stimulating to the musician, the form seldom
lends itself well to setting except in the so-called
“art-song,” which is dead, so far as the music of
the workers’ movement is concerned. I wish it were
possible to talk to a lot of these poets, to discuss
with them how, without great effort on their parts,
a lot of their material could be made available not
only to the reader, but also to the musical audience.
There’s something for consideration by the next
Writers’ Congress. GEORGE STRONG.

Worth Watching

Why an open hearing on this alleged naval spy?
Aren’t they usually closed to the public?

I am suggesting this for your editorial comment.
I hope you have a reporter on the spot. J. B.

In Defense of Free Education

Free public higher education in New York City
has repeatedly been the object of attacks by small
groups who have been willing to reduce taxes at the
expense of an enlightened citizenry. Thus far it has
withstood the attacks, furnishing ample evidence to
the unrepresentative character of these organizations.

The self-appointed citizens’ Budget Commission,
Inc., which recently proposed that the students at
the three city colleges be required to pay $75 per
year for tuition, represents the interests of a small
banking and realty clique rather than the interests
of the vast majority of the city’s taxpayers.

It is significant that the report of the commission
did not even consider the ability of the students to
pay.

Had the Commission investigated this question, it
might have found some embarrassing details. It
might have found, for example, that at the City
College, about one-seventh of the student body is
dependent upon and receives fifteen dollars per
month from the federal government’s National
Youth Administration (N.Y.A. funds are extended
to those in the direst need) ; that this figure repre-
sents only the quota allotted to the college; that the
number of applications exceeds this quota by 250%.

When so large a proportion of students have to be
supplied with money for carfare and lunch, it is
quite evident what the imposition of a $75 tuition
fee would mean.

Public higher education is the practical applica-
tion of the ideal of equality of opportunity; it is one
of the earmarks of a true democracy. If the City
of New York adopts the plan of the Citizens’
Budget Commission, this ideal will become a myth.

The city should be proud of its public colleges—
colleges which have attained national eminence by
their high scholastic standards.

We call upon the city’s true citizens, not its
Citizens’ Budget Commission, Inc.,, to oppose the
efforts of a minority group to deny deserving young
people the right to a college education.

American Student Union
City College Chapter,
SIMON SLANN, Chairman.

A 15-Week Lockout

One of the most heartening signs in the labor
world has been the increasing interest shown by, and
active participation of, non-labor groups in the
everyday struggles of workers for better living con-
ditions. This splendid cooperation has been a main-
stay in more than one strike that came to victory.

The forty-five workers who were locked out at
Ohrbach’s for union activity have been out on the
picket line for fifteen weeks. The fine, militant
spirit of these young men and women has enlisted
the sympathies of scores of organizations. Trade
unions have supported them financially and on the
picket line;. the International Labor Defense lawyers
have fought tirelessly to protect their rights in the
courtrooms; the League of Women Shoppers has
helped in numerous ways. This league has on several
occasions sponsored entertainments to raise the much-
needed funds to carry on this fight.

It takes not only “guts” to carry on a struggle
of the type now going on at Ohrbach’s: it takes lots
of money. The locked-out workers need money for
bail, stationery, carfares, and the thousand and one
other necessities, without which they cannot go on.
If anyone cares to help, funds should be sent to De-
partment Store Employes Union Local 1250, 52 W.
42nd St., New York City.

FLORENCE JACOBSON,
For the locked-out Ohrbach workers.

Critical Self-Criticism

In comparing the British with the American edi-
tions of Mayer’s life of Engels, I see that the former
has a preface by Mayer himself (although it omits
the Introduction by G. D. H. Cole) in which he
calls the book “a new biography, which I have
written for the English-speaking world.”

From this it is clear that Mayer himself is respon-
sible, and not merely his editor, for the character of
of the book, which he frankly says “leaves the the-
orist in the background.”

Therefore 1 must withdraw a good deal of what
I wrote to you, at least the part tending to exoner-
ate Mayer. The book, of course, is not a “new
biography,” as comparison with the two-volume
original shows. It merely omits the more important
parts of the original.

1 apologize for my initial outburst and in view of
Mayer’s own preface agree with the spirit of your
objections to the book.

HARrRY J. MARKs.

Cambridge, Mass.

[In the July 7 issue of THE NEwW MASSEs a letter
was published from the author of the above in
which he made certain criticisms of a review by
Isidor Schneider of Gustav Mayer’s life of Fred-
erick Engels. The review was published in the issue
of June 9.]
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REVIEW AND COMMENT

’ Left-Wing Literature in Britain

Loxpon.

HILE politically we here in Eng-

land seem to be living in a state of
suspended animation and are doing our best
to relieve the tenuous atmosphere with such
breaths of life as we may draw from across
the Channel, culturally at any rate we are
in the midst of interesting developments.
At last our contemporary literary conscious-
ness seems to be catching up with our con-
temporary social being. Everywhere our
intellectuals are looking Left and it is be-
coming more and more impossible not to
do so and still remain intelligent. In the
last two years the output of left-wing writers
in politics and general sociological subjects
has grown enormously not only in quantity
but also in intellectual quality. Further,
these writers are becoming more and more
impregnated with Marxism. Marxism, in-
deed, has become all the fashion and in con-
trast with the ridiculous neglect to which
it was subjected until very recently, is re-
ceiving an attention that is in some cases
embarrassing in its urgency. But this ac-
celeration in the production and Marxization
of left-wing political literature is new only
in range and extent. What is essentially
new and, some would say, of more ultimate
importance is the fact that literature, in the
strict sense as “fine art,” is at last beginning
to shake off its tradition of intellectual
aloofness and to penetrate the social realities
of contemporary life. Aldous Huxley, for
example, who hitherto, from the safe retreat
of his intellectual abstractions, had poured
pitying, cynical scorn on the wretched hu-
manity beneath him has now, in his new
book, Eyeless in Gaza, taken up arms against
reaction as an active, missionary pacifist. The
fact that his new creed, with its ingenuous
belief in the salvation of the world through
individual psychological ascetics and external

'~ socio-economic arrangements in the light of

reason, is hopelessly unrealistic is not as
important as the fact that a literary artist
of the importance of Mr. Huxley has at
last seen clearly the need for social action
on the part of the intelligentsia against the
forces of reaction.

And Mr. E. M. Forster who, like Huxley,
has had his literary inspiration choked by the
scene of social chaos around him has, in
his recently published 4 binger Harvest! put
on permanent record his magnificent address
of last year to the International Congress of
Writers at Paris and thereby, together with
the whole tenor of this book of reprinted
writings, shown definitely where he stands.

1Reviewed in our July 7, 1936, issue.

But there is more to it than that. Not
only have our literary artists begun to
grapple with social realities; they are even
beginning to become class conscious. We
have begun to produce a definitively prole-
tarian literature of our own. In-the last two
years writers like Bates, Blumenfeld, Hes-
lop, Hanley, etc., have been laying the foun-
dations. But perhaps even more important
than individual works is the fact that in the
last few months proletarian literature has
definitely been brought into the forefront of
general critical discussion. So much so that
even our bourgeois pundits of literary crit-
icism have begun to sit up and take notice.
It was definitely a revolutionary step when
no less a paper than the Times Literary
Supplement devoted the leading article? of
its February 22 issue to a discussion on the
“American Writers Congress” and “Prole-
tarian Literature in the U. S.” (both pub-
lished in England by Lawrence). No finer
and more prominent advertisement could
have been dreamed of. This was followed
by -a long and important discussion on pro-
letarian literature in the London Mercury
(March to May).

In both these discussions the line is taken,
in true English fashion, that proletarian
literature is a legitimate, indeed—considering
the gravely anemic state of present-day bour-
geois literature—highly desirable, new form
of literary art, Its revolutionary character
is deliberately glossed over, The Times Lit-
erary Supplement offers up the hope that
this new literary phenomenon will not allow
its Marxian form to enslave its artistic
spirit and tries to reduce its political sig-
nificance to a minimum. The London Mer-
cury follows suit, and, after welcoming pro-
letarian literature as bringing a much-
needed impetus to outworn literary conven-
tions, adds the thought that it may at the
same time provide a useful safety valve for
social discontent and so act as a social de-
terrent to political strife.

So much, then, for literary movements.
Now for some recent and one forthcoming
book. .

Ernst Toller’s Letters from Prison (John
Lane) has been hailed on all sides as a
distinguished accession to the increasingly im-
portant body of prison literature. Many of
these letters deal with his plays (some of
which, of course, he wrote while in prison)
and in these letters, as well as in others,
Toller has delivered himself of judgments
on the nature and purpose of proletarian
literature. In particular he comments on

2 Reprinted in our June 30, 1936, issue.

Masses and Man and the Machine Wreck-
ers and underlines the mysticism, or as he
would prefer to call it, the “spirituality” of
the former and the symbolism of the latter,
thus enabling us clearly to see how Toller
misconceived his function as a revolutionary
writer. ‘The purpose of such a writer Is
“to create the cultural medium for revolu-
tion” (as Waldo Frank has well put it) in
terms of ‘‘socialist realism.” Realism need
not be representational; it can grasp the
sum and. essence of things and yet make
that sum and essence recognizable in human
terms. Toller, overcome by his intensely
personal vision, has failed to resolve it into
forms which are realistic without being pho-
tographic, imaginative without being mys-
tical. To question the ultimate reality of
economic and political facts, to doubt even
the reality of personal existence (as he keeps
on doing in his literary judgments in these
letters) may be all very well for the meta-
physical solipsist or the muystical poet, but
not for the artist who would “strengthen
the proletariat’s will for freedom.”

But Toller was a politician as well as a
dramatist of the proletariat and in these
letters he alternates his artistic judgments
with political commentary. From some of
these, especially in those that illustrate his
unscientific attitude to revolutionary action,
we are helped to see why the German Rev-
olution of 1918-19 was such a fiasco. But
on the other hand, when he is merely ob-
serving events and not passing judgment on
them, he can be surprisingly good and at
times his insight into the future develop-
ment of Germany is almost uncanny in its
prescience. Indeed it is not too much to
say that the whole tone and feel of life in
the German Republic is more vividly rep-
resented in Toller’s book of letters than in
all the pretentious documentation and re-
search of Herr Heiden's Hitler3 This is a
badly written book and makes most uncom-
fortable reading. ‘The whole thing is done
in the modern jazz style with arbitrary
chapter headings and innumerable small sub-
sections and so on. The treatment is done
in terms of psychological-personal analysis
interlarded with snippets of social facts.
The book wears a specious appearance of
critical judgment but is really a most super-
ficial and unconvincing work. Nowhere is
there any real organization of the mass of
laboriously accumulated facts, nowhere any
unitary interpretation of the man and his
background. Time and again the book alter-
nates between a sensational account of Hit-
ler the man and a journalistic record of the
movement. We leave the book with a con-
vincing picture of neither.

3 Published in America by Alfred A. Knopf.
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Still another life of Karl Marx% is prom-
ised us, this time by Nicolayevsky and Maen-
chen-Helfen, to be published by Methuen

“in the autumn. Mehring may rest in peace,

for his monumental life of Marx® will re-
main unchallenged as the authority on the
subject.

In any case, the intention of the authors
is much more modest than to attempt to
supplant him. Their aim is the strictly
limited one of presenting Marx as “the
fighter,” “the strategist of the class strug-
gle.” They themselves perceive and readily
admit the difficulty of separating the prac-
tical politician from the thinker in the case
of one who enunciated, with the force of a
revolutionary doctrine, the indissoluble unity
-of theory and practicee The difficulty is,
indeed, an almost insuperable one, but the
authors have done their best to overcome it
—and a very creditable best it is—by bring-
ing in Marx’s theoretical discoveries, wher-
ever possible, in an intelligibly summarized
form and with the minimum of distraction
from the practical story they have to tell.

In this sense then, this book is a valu-
able corrective to Mehring’s classic work,
which suffered from the excessive burden of
theoretical exposition it had to carry. Meh-
ring’s work, indeed, was perhaps a main,
though unintentional, cause of a tendency
which has, in so many quarters, led to
Marx being regarded as nothing more than
an arm-chair philosopher-sociologue “who
died from eating dust in the British Mu-
seum.”

Important, too, is the way in which the
authors of this book have been able to in-
corporate a great deal of new documenta-
tion and research and thereby to correct
Mehring in such matters as Marx’s attitude
to Lassalle and Bakunin. And this new
material enables them to demonstrate with
greater emphasis what should have been ob-
vious all along to honest students of Marx—
namely his untiring efforts to preserve a
united front among his supporters. So far
was he from being .the intolerant fanatic of
bourgeois and anti-Marxist imagination that,
as this book well shows, Marx exhausted
himself in attempting to reconcile and com-
promise differences in the movement and
only moved to a final breach when postpone-
ment would have meant fatal injury to the
cause. The remarkable thing is that in each
case history has proved Marx and not his
opponents to have been in the right.

Since the Webbs’ epoch-making Soviet
Communism,8 new books on the U.S.S.R.
have been distinguished by their absence.
Indeed, after such an achievement, it would

4To be published in America by Lippincott,

5 Published ' in America by Covici, Friede. Re-
viewed in THE NEW MAssES in the June 9, 1936,
issue.

6 Published in America by Charles Scribner’s Sons.
A Book Union selection. Reviewed in our April 28,
1926, issue.

argue a high degree of courage or, alter-
natively, of irresponsibleness to produce such
a book. In the case of Under the Bolshevik
Uniform (Thornton Butterworth) by one
Vladimir Lazarevski, we are compelled, un-
fortunately, to assume the latter alternative.
As one would expect from the title, this
book is avowedly anti-Communist propa-
ganda. The author has claimed for it the
merits of an objective, thoroughly docu-
mented study and declares that he has relied
“almost exclusively” on Russian sources. In
actual fact, however, on all the really vital
matters, the sources of his statistics, etc., are
not given and where he does quote his
sources it is generally in the case of damag-
ing bits of observation made by the Russian
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Communists themselves, in the course of their
daily self-criticism in the press—observations
which have been torn from their essential
contexts,

The book is nothing if not thorough. In
fact the author tries to prove too much.
For example the Soviet army is at once a
dreadful menace to European peace and
hopelessly weak and inefficient (the latter
for the benefit of the French whose signing
of the Franco-Soviet pact has so annoyed
M. Lazarevski).

The book, however, has at least one useful
purpose; it provides the reader with an ad-
mirable opportunity of returning to the
Webbs’ masterpiece with an added apprecia-
tion of its value. Davip RoLAND.

The Travels of Lester Cohen

TWO WORLDS, by Lester Cohen, Covici,
Friede. $3.50.

HIS is an important book for two

reasons. First, its contents are con-
cerned with the most dramatic struggle in
the world’s history, the death battle between
an old, yet powerful system of living and a
new, increasingly virile system for living.
Secondly, this book describes this struggle in
a style that is unique.

Lester Cohen has been one of the few
writers in Hollywood who have not been
content to confine their literary ambitions
to adapting Of Human Bondage to the
screen and to concocting emotional convey-
ances for Miss Katherine Hepburn. Mr.
Cohen used to wonder about the world, sit-
ting in his Hollywood pigeonhole reading
a newspaper brought to him by the turnkey’s
son, and his wonder was direct and some-
what naive and mingled with what reviewers
call “a social consciousness.” Along with his
social inquisitiveness he carried the technique
of telling a story 3 la Hollywood, that is,
in terms of quickly-moving images, self-ex-
planatory. Mr. Cohen has the faculty of
getting to the bottom of things in a hurry.
Crossing on the Ile de France, he noted
that it was a very fine boat, but the persons
who worked on the boat didn’t seem very

happy.

There is a pale melancholy about them, and
other than the times when they are putting out
the deck chairs or serving table you hardly see
them. It is as if they led some strange pallid
life below, and they do, filtering down iron gang-
ways, brooding in a rather prison-like sufferance
of bars and tiers, filing up again when they are
needed.

I asked one of them why he wasn’t happy—

“Oh, Monsieur, we are happy,” said he.

I kept looking into his eyes—‘“They have cut
our wages,” said he.

This incident ‘sets the tone- of the book,
both in its content and form. Mr. Cohen
has very wisely chosen a world cruise in
the fourth decade of the twentieth century.
It is a rare experience, provided one asks

questions and doesn’t gaze solely at Bali
girls and Hindu princes. Lester Cohen
wanted to see Palestine and India. The
Paris representatives of the British Empire
would not grant him an Empire visa. He
would have to see London. In London he
had to see The Chief. The Chief, who had
no other name to Mr. Cohen, noted that
Mr. Cohen was going to Russia, that Mr.
Cohen was a writer and that Mr. Cohen
was Mr. Cohen. The Chief had been trained
in Anglo-Saxon logic: a Jew plus a writer
plus a trip to Russia equals a Communist
agitator, Consequently, Palestine and India
are controlled countries. Mr. Cohen wanted
to know in what way Palestine and India
were controlled.

“Oh, certain sorts of people . . . not wanted

there,” said he.

“Might I inquire as to the sorts of people?”

“People of certain ideas,” said he. And looking
at me—“May I ask, Mr. Cohen, if you went to
Palestine and India, what you ‘'would expect to
see?”

“The life.”

“Hm,” said he.

In Palestine Lester Cohen saw plenty.
He was there a very short time but was
able, as is possible for any astute and un-
committed observer, to note the basic con-
flicts. Mr. Cohen was not attempting to
record an entire country, small as it is, in
transition. He recorded the big issues, the
obvious which is so overlooked by writers
who have spent many years in Palestine.
When 1 was in Palestine, Zionist writers
told me I had to remain a year in the
country before I could write with any under-
standing. An Arab newspaper man told me
that one day was sufficient—if I had the
eyes. In a highly compressed dialogue, the
technique for which Mr. Cohen learned in
Hollywood University, he states the problem
—not all of it—but enough for any reader
to understand the main issue. An Arab tells
Mr. Cohen that the English have promised
to keep Palestine an Arab country. A Jew
tells Mr. Cohen that the English have
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promised to make Palestine a Jewish home-
land. To which the Arab replied that the
English make too many promises and the
only thing therefore to do was to take the
land away from the Jew. “Let ’em try it,”
said the Jew, and he told Mr. Cohen that
there were ‘‘Jewish fascists” who ‘“wanted
to do unto the Arabs as the German fascists
had done unto them.” One Jew, when
political secretary of the Jewish Agency,
pleaded for an Arab-Jewish state, but he had
been killed. Mr. Cohen was told that the
Jews had killed him, “But no one was found
guilty at the trial.” This synopsis is most
inadequate if it is to serve as a summary of
the situation in Palestine, but as an index it
is most illuminating.

India is not so complex. On board boat,
heading there, Mr. Cohen met a typical
colonial agent of British imperial business,
who hated India and all Hindoos. If India
was so objectionable, Mr. Cohen asked, why
go back. “And what would I do at ’ome?”
.the colonial asked Mr. Cohen. “I aynt good
enough fer ’em at ’ome, I aynt got the
swank. I get ten times what I'd get at
‘ome.” He talked about his big house, ser-
vants, horses, cars.

In India Cohen saw the white man’s
burden, Madras, with a population of
.600,000 people, has been in British hands
since the seventeenth century, but the best
hotel had no plumbing—a hotel for whites.

The natives had no hotels, but they used the
same sanitary methods as the civilizers.

And so on into China, the grab-bag for
every imperialism,

Lester Cohen visited the Soviet Union.
He saw the other world and it was new
and somewhat strange. Few individualists
in a transitory stage feel at home in the
Soviet Union. Cohen could penetratingly
analyze the world in which he had been
born and raised. His humor, so effective in
satirizing the selfishness and inanities of the
old world, was at times lacking in his sin-
cere attempt to understand the construction
and the goal of the new world. His indi-
vidualism was agitated by some of the con-
tradictions. Speaking at a literary evening
with Soviet writers, he was asked his opinion
of the U.S.S.R. and he replied by criticizing
the doorman who bowed to his toes and
the china that had the hammer and sickle
on the under side. But Cohen admits his
lopsided mistakes with a naive honesty that is
disarming. He registers every mood, from
spiritual exhilaration to emotional slobbish-
ness. He was thrilled by Lubertze, the
GPU camp for criminals, Dnieprostroy, the
wheat, and by many other things.

Lester Cohen, in his intellectual journey,
is traveling from the old world to the new,
and in this book shows that he is well on his
way.

RoBERT (GESSNER.

Historian Looks at History

THE DISCUSSION OF HUMAN AF-
FAIRS, by Charles A. Beard. Macmillan.

$1.75.

HIS is a light essay by a distinguished

American historian. Dr. Beard offers
some very general observations on methods
and viewpoints concerned in the formation
of public opinion on social questions and in
the professional writing of history, economics,
and the other social studies.

We are told that the discussion of human
affairs is an important and widespread ac-
tivity, that an opinion is not a certainty, that
time and place considerations are factors
which condition utterances in this field. Dr.
Beard is much more concerned with empha-
sizing diversity of viewpoints than with pre-
senting his own, unless we consider an en-
lightened scepticism and a genial eclecticism
to be a positive contribution. Most readers,
we hope, will not be so easily satisfied.

Speaking as historiographer, Dr. Beard de-
spairs of making an exact science of history.
Yet he does not hold with the “theorists of
chaos” as he terms those who deny any uni-
formities or determinisms or predictabilities
in history. So far, so good. Evidently Dr.
Beard is not a complete agnostic. Perhaps
history can be made to yield us something
objectively valid and useful after all. After
reaching the further conclusion that ‘“some
conception of the nature of things controls

the selection and organization of recorded
facts into written history,” Dr. Beard gets
down to business by asking what conceptions
employed in the past are now available to
us. (Here we are hopeful. Perhaps he will
take a position on historial materialism, the
method and theory of Marx and Lenin.) A
six-fold classification yields: (1) the “Jewish-
Christian conception of the world and man-
kind”; (2) the explanation of history in
terms of human intelligence used in the at-
tainment of human ends, dubbed the “Homo
sapiens” view; (3) a pleasure-pain concep-
tion in connection with which Beard manages
somehow to attribute the idea of the “eco-
nomic man” both to Adam Smith and to
Karl Marx (sic); (4) the superman theory
of Carlyle and contemporary fascists; (5)
the class conception of history, where Marx
is again mentioned but Aristotle receives
more space; (6) the idea of progress. Each
of these views with one exception receives a
paragraph or two of evaluation—its strong
and weak sides as they appear to Beard. The
exception is the class conception of history.
This crucial topic is briefly and inadequately
stated and then left suspended in mid-air.
The reader is free to guess Dr. Beard’s at-
titude.

At a later point in the argument passing
mention is made of the method of ‘“realistic
dialectics” which Dr. Beard believes to be of
value to the historian. Under this conception,
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says Beard, ‘“history is viewed as assertion of
ideas and interests, antagonisms to ideas and
interests thus asserted, and resolution of the
conflict by victory and adjustment.” No ref-
erence is made to dialectic materialism as dis-
tinguished from idealism, no mention of
Hegel or Marx or Lenin, no application of
dialectics (‘“‘realistic” or otherwise) to the
class struggle. Again the subject is left sus-
pended.

Whoever has read Dr. Beard’s earlier his-
torical writings understands that there is a
kinship, however distant and unacknowl-
edged, between his “economic interpretation”
of American history and the Marxian instru-
ment of historical materialism. In his more
recent publications such as The Open Door
at Home, Dr. Beard appeared anxious to
differentiate his own from the Marxist ap-
proach. The result was a number of gratui-
tous digs at a caricature which he labeled
Marxism. In the present instance such ani-
mosity is lacking. It does not follow, how-
ever, that Beard is at last accepting the full
implications of his earlier writing. For the
volume under review is thin, unsubstantial,
and inconclusive. Without trying to predict
his next turn, we may still value highly Dr.
Beard’s past contributions to the understand-
ing of American history as well as his per-
sonal record of active opposition to war and
the Hearst brand of American fascism. There
is plenty of room for him in the developing
American People’s Front.

' AppisoNn T. CUTLER.

Flight from Boredom

PEOPLE ARE FASCINATING, by Sally
Benson. Covici, Friede. $2.50.
PANIC AMONG PURITANS, by James
Laver. Farrar and Rinehart. $2.50.

RS. BENSON’S sketches are fascinat-

ing, because she does them so unfail-
ingly well. After you have read a few, you
know pretty well what pocket the ball is
going to drop into, but you continue to take
pleasure in the neat setup, the perfection and
economy of detail, the certainty of the final
thrust. Her people, on the other hand, un-
important, unpleasantly self-conscious, mov-
ing restrictedly in a limited milieu, are very
depressing. They are mostly women, often
with husbands, seldom with children or jobs,
living in small, fairly expensive apartments
in New York. They read books from lend-
ing libraries, take the “quality” magazines,
have conservative opinions and, at second
hand, good taste. Their problem is to make
something out of nothing, to build lives for
themselves that will support their conviction
that they are amusing, discerning, generally
superior people. So we see them having
charming but innocept romances, or giving
unusual parties, being whimsical, going to
the zoo, buying strange cheeses, straightening
out their friends’ affairs. And then some-
thing happens, something very slight, usually,
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and they see that it’s all no good, that they
really haven’t any lives at all. Or if they
don’t see it, the reader does.

Most of the forty-odd sketches in People
Are Fascinating are from The New Yorker.
By contrast, they make the chirrupy bright-
ness of its editorials, the conviction that
everything is delightful and absurd at once,
particularly dreary. Here the mood seeps
through a whole stratum of second-rate
people who want to be civilized and sensitive,
but have nothing to think about or talk
about and spend most of their time getting
terribly on each other’s nerves. This last
effect Mrs. Benson reproduces beautifully;
she has a masterly feeling for mannerism
and fatuity and cliché. For anyone who
has been worrying about the values of the
social amenities that might have to be sac-
rificed to the victory of the proletariat,
People Are Fascinating should make health-
ful reading. Even in a classless society
people will probably get on each other’s
nerves occasionally, and say stupid things
at parties. But happily the race of women
of Mrs. Benson’s stories, for whom such
matters are of dominant and unrelieved im-
portance, will have disappeared.

Panic among Puritans suggests a different
solution to the same problem. Granted that
middle-class life is thin and tedious, what
we need, James Laver says, is more abandon-
ment, passion, ecstasy. What if the old
pagan gods were to come to rule again in
England! This exciting possibility he plays
with in his novel. To the consternation of
the comic rustics, naked naiads and prank-

ish fauns begin to roam the countryside.

We meet a selected group of modern
Britishers who have very intimate contact
with the Olympians. The man-about-town
fails as Venus’s lover. His mistress is raped
by a shower of gold. The heroine escapes
from a great swan. The poet visits Hades.
And strait-laced Aunt Beryl, the ardent
morals crusader, is caught up in the train
of Bacchus. But England is too stodgy for
the gods, and they depart disappointed. Only
Mars is satisfied. Panic among Puritans is
not really very amusing.
OBED BRrooks.

Brief Reviews

THE ALASKAN MELODRAMA, by J. A. Hel-
lenthal. Liveright Publishing Co. $3. Mr. Hellen-
thal loves Alaska with an angry and jealous love.
And he is highly displeased with the corrupt, short-
sighted and cynical way in which American com-
mercial and industrial interests—backed by the gov-
ernment—have squandered Alaskan resources. This
book, for all its rather emotional tempo, does give a
picture of the history, development and prospects of
the Territory ‘which Americans can—and should—
read with interest. A good account of the geography
and ethnology of the region is followed by chapters
on the Russian domination, on the gradual economic
and political penetration of the white man; on the
major industries (fishing, lumber, mining, the gold
rush) ; on Conservation and its ruinous effects upon
-the small owners. Mr. Hellenthal correctly jibes at
the recent government attempts to “colonize” desti-

tute Americans in the Territory; “no good govern-
ment,” he states, “can take the place of bread and
butter.” Unfortunately, he falls back upon the en-
tirely inadequate cliché that such government must
be one “that conforms to American traditions and
American ideals.” And, because the basically sound
idea of Conservation broke down under capitalist
management is certainly no reason for saying that
“the policy of Conservation must be absolutely aban-
doned.” Once again, political confusion seriously in-
terferes with a clear economic understanding of a
vital subject.
HAroLD WaARD.

CREATE THE WEALTH? by William Beard.
W. W. Norton and Co. $3. Here is another one of
those “land of plenty” books. William Beard,
engineer son of historian Charles A. Beard, dem-
onstrates again, by irrefutable technical evidence
drawn from every phase of America’s gigantic pro-
ductive apparatus, that there is enough of everything
for everybody. As usual, the facts are highly dra-
matic.  Unfortunately, William Beard, being a
“Techno-Utopian,” is less successful in his proposed
fool-proof plan for distributing this wealth. This
plan, which is a combination of private industry,
public ownership and government relief, he calls the
“public system.” Quietly, without violence, fuss or
nonsense, a sort of nationwide T.V.A. would cajole
industry into producing an abundance of goods and
services; and millions of workers at or below a
subsistence level reckoned at about $500 per year per
family, would, with equal efficiency, be geared into
the vast machinery of this super-paternalistic State.
“Private industry,” we learn, “is to be given a com-
paratively free hand” in satisfying the needs of the
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higher-income groups; all those in lower brackets
would be served with a variety of highly standard-
ized goods produced by themselves under a perfected
W.P.A. system of job relief. In this way capital-
ism, by a miraculous jerk on its bootstraps, saves
America from both Fascism and Communism.

H. W.

THE INTELLIGENT TRAVELER'S GUIDE
TO GERMANY, by I. Burrows. Knight. 35¢. In
the form of a travel book Mr. Burrows gives an in-
cisive picture of the New Reich, the land of hand-
some schools and disemboweled culture. Although
the author’s chief concern is for the collapse of
German art, literature, and science, he doesn’t for-
get the effect upon the German worker of Hitler's
ersatz capitalism. At Essen, Burrows reviews the
munitions works: “Many political observers believe
that without their (Herr von Krupp und Bolhlen-
Lablach’s and his son-in-law, Herr von Thyssen’s)
support, Adolf Hitler and his Brown Shirts could
never have seized power. In turn, the Nazi govern-
ment’s policies have been most favorable to the
Ruhr industrialists. On May 2, 1933, the General
German Trade Union Association was declared il-
legal, its leaders arrested, and all the books, bank
accounts and records destroyed or confiscated. The
expropriation of the rights and properties of this
vast group of German people—German trade unions
had more members than those of any other country—
was executed by raids, torture, and widespread il-
legal entries. Then, too, Hitler’'s aggressive military
policy means.a flood of orders to the Krupp works
for armaments.”

Mr. Burrows as a guide, is a useful supplement to
Baedeker. D. MANNERS.

“Oh Mr. Svenson, have you read Wake Up and Live?”
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The Case for Modern Music

III—Technique and Temper

HE new composer is at hand. He
sees the pressing realities of today’s

#- life, he has come to realize the con-
nection between them and his music. His
music is addressed no longer exclusively to
an installed art-public, superior, very know-
ing in names and terms, essentially mis-
trained. He has found the new vast wholly
untrained ardent public of the masses. They
are everywhere, and so he is everywhere.
School, church, cabaret, film, club, mass
meeting, theater, salon, picnic are all poten-
tial arenas for him; he digs his way in and
lets his music fly at them. He will not
bore or mystify them with abstruse experi-
ments dear to professionals, or unvocal songs,
or new orchestral effects filched from this
or that ragbag. At the same time he will
not just pander to them, he will not give
them the Hearts-and-Flowers or the Hungar-
tan-Rhapsody dregs which have been thrown
at them until now, and which they have
picked up like hungry dogs. He will write
everything, from political songs to chamber
music to bugle-fife-and-drum fanfares. He
must have an idiom, then, a language, a
vehicle which will carry them as well as
him; he is to make a strong supple ordered
warm music. Is there a formula for this?
Is it ultra-modern or anti-modern or what?

The composer is at hand, but the answer
isn’t, The answer comes out of music, not
theories. But before we do any wholesale
excommunicating, before in our zeal to clean
up the tub we let the baby out with the
water, there are a few facts to see.

The contemporary technique in music is
(1) bourgeois; (2) scientific; (3) for use,
useful,

First, it is certainly bourgeois in its asso-
ciations. I have said that the innovators
probably thought very little about any extra-
musical implications of their revolt. They
lived in the bourgeois mode, by means of
bourgeois transactions. They composed for
existing concert audiences or for their own
coteries, Of course they yearned for posterity
and universal acclaim; that is artists’ pie in
the sky. When they turned against smugness
or infantile grandeurs, they were revolting
in terms of art, not of the social system;*
and their revolt was disagreeable to, but con-
tainable within the system. They were the
unwelcome seed in the womb: denied, de-
formed, corseted out of existence; and still
fed and growing.

When I use the word “scientific” I mean
that modern music as a technique is not the
personal unrelated idea of some individual.
It fits the past, it is the logical next step.

* ]t is true Erik Satie was a member of the Com-
munist Party at Arcueil, in the Red Belt outside
Paris.

I don’t want to get too involved about this.
I will simply say that the concept of ton-
ality, which runs through all Occidental
music, got more and more diffused as
Monteverdi was followed (a hundred years
later) by Bach, Bach (a hundred years
later) by Beethoven, Beethoven (fifty years
later) by Wagner; until something we call
the chromaticism of Wagner signifies a state
of almost total diffusion. Or you can say
that a structure becomes so weighted down
with elaborations and superimpositions that
it collapses from sheer weight. When I say
that the historical development tended always
towards more elaborations, then it is easy to
see the collapse was inevitable, even correct.
Atonality, Schénberg’s contribution, is the
answer; the collapse, the dead-end.
Polytonality is more positive, if more syn-
thetic: a counterpoint of chords as inspired
by the old classic counterpoint of single
musical lines. . . . These are two devices
out of a carload of devices. An integration
of them all is happening slowly. It is not
yet complete, and there are plenty of per-
sonal disagreements, and there will continue
to be. My own feeling about the value of
atonality is that it has punctured the chro-
matic myth, it has shown it to be sterile,
it is once and for all the horrible example.
But I don’t see how we could have dispensed
with atonality.

Modern musical technique is for use. The
revolutionary composer inherits it, it is his
jumping-off place. He should no more scrap
it than a socialist society should scrap a
machine because its functioning in a bour-
geois system meant abuse or persecution or
unemployment, Modern music has often been
the vehicle for trivial, stupid, vicious state-
ments; but we don’t disdain the radio as
a medium because of somebody’s toothpaste.
Electricity fells trees, it also makes tele-
phones. The technical aspect of present-day
music is forward-looking, and actually un-
restrainable, like scientific inventions. No
matter who evolved it, or under what un-
savory circumstances, the point is that it had
to be evolved. And listen to Forward, We've
Not Forgotten, or Massnahme, or parts of
Weill’s Jasager, if you want it proved that
the technique can be used for a revolutionary
statement. It is about time that the doctrine
of “original sin” was got rid of.

The technique is above all a kind of
musical energy, a specialized twentieth-
century kind. There is a body of materials,
an equipment, a way of expressing which
belongs to our time and td no other. Behind
the mannerisms and stenciled dissonances and
hash of styles there are the elements of a
musical speech. And also of a temper. Cer-
tain things are gone from music because of

NEW MASSES

the modern movement: effusiveness, over-
statement, windiness. Certain things have
arrived : directness, economy, clarity. Music
heaves and sweats much less. It has thrown
off the airless bunchy petticoats and the
scented dry-goods roses of the late nineteenth-
century composers. It is in a way ripe for
revolutionary treatment,

I am as aware as anybody that the new
music of the masses is not going to be the
music of Schonberg or Stravinsky or Hinde-
mith. But they were preparing the way.
Schonberg, developing a method out of aton-
ality, implanted a discipline and logic; ter-
ribly important, especially for those young
proletarian composers who are quite sure
they can get along on “instinct” and “intui-
tion.” His role is negative, but it is honor-
able, prophylactic. Stravinsky is an enormous
contribution, and an involuntary one. He
has pared music down to the essentials, he
has brought in order, he has insisted on a
communicable speech. On the other hand
he has landed in a bog of hyper-esthetic
tendencies, snobbish and ingrown in message
and character. In a world of cataclysmic
unrest and change, he appears to be saying,
“We can at least play at tiddlywinks like
gentlemen.” Hindemith is too deeply aca-
demic, too little lyric; yet in his propaganda
work for Gebrauchsmusik he is a link to the
new period. There are also Milhaud, Berg,
Prokofieff, and others. Most of the others
wrote music which is full of talent, and not
so full of character. They have done small
necessary jobs. That they were unconsciously
preparing the way, beginning something

-whose counterparts and possibilities they did

not dream of, was none of their business.
It is distinctly ours, who appraise them in
order to use them; who digest in order to
eliminate, but also to absorb.

MARC BLITZSTEIN.
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| The Screen
On Calling Names

R. J. A. BAUER of Brooklyn takes

me to task for praising Spencer
Tracy’s performance in San Francisco. He
says in part: “I sincerely hope that Tracy
receives the Academy award—if only to ce-
ment the united front of Ellis and the
Legion of Decency. The picture is pure
boloney. Tracy’s performance is not MAG-
NIFICENT—it is no better than his per-
formance in Riff Raff—a picture you asked
us to avoid. How come?”

There are over 550 feature films manu-
factured every year—most of them in Holly-
wood. At the end of the year the critics have
a difficult time selecting ten good films to
make up their “ten best” list. Out of those
ten there aren’t two movies that are really
memorable. Last year there was only one:
The Informer. Consequently it is a little ob-
vious to call the commercial film “pure bo-
loney.” But at that, I was careful to indi-
cate that San Francisco was a ‘“pseudo-epic
of civic and ecclesiastical proportions.”

As to Spencer Tracy’s performance: that
is a matter of opinion which is conditioned
by the critic’s knowledge of the medium, of
the craft, and by his taste. It is possible
that my use of the word “magnificent” was
a little out of proportion to the size of the
review and consequently seemed like over-
praise. However, it is my contention that
when an actor can create a character that is
believable and human from a role that lent
itself to easy overacting, in a film so full of
hokum -and artificiality, he deserves special
tribute. Are we to condemn Tracy’s per-
formance in San Francisco just because the
priest he portrays is an objectionable social
character and because Tracy played the lead
in the reactionary film Riff Raff? On the
same score it would have been logical to say
that Victor McLaglen’s portrayal of Gyppo
in The Informer was horrible because in pri-
vate life the actor is a reactionary and nurses
pretentious fascist aspirations. Getting back
to Tracy it should be remembered that he
also played the lead in Fury and that the
same man is also a member of the executive
board of the Screen Actors Guild—one of
the most militant trade unions in Hollywood.

After all, an actor is an artist, a crafts-
man. And, in the final analysis, a worker.
Ninety-nine percent of the actors have no
“voice in the kind of roles they are to play or
in the selection of their stories. When John
Ford wanted Tracy to play the lead in the
famous The Plough and Stars, a play about
the Irish revolution, Metro wouldn’t release
him. RKO thought that they wanted to re-
serve Tracy for an important film of their
own. But it developed that Metro just didn’t
want Tracy to appear in that film—they lent
him to another company for a mediocre film.

Only someone unacquainted with the make-

up of the motion picture industry would
blame its reactionary policy on its workers,
artists and technicians, The person who has
direct control in a film is the producer. And
just how unconscious they are of world poli-
tics is clearly illustrated in the case of Mr.
Walter Wanger, who has just announced
that he is going to make films for Mussolini.

In reviewing The President Vanishes last
year, I referred to its producer as “the fas-
cistic Walter Wanger.” The title was not
only based on Mr. Wanger’s current film,
but went back to the time when he produced
for William Randolph Hearst the notorious
Gabriel Over the White House. Some of my
friends in the New York office of Paramount
complained that I was always looking for
trouble. That Mr. Wanger was really not
a fascist, but just a bright young Dartmouth
man who always wanted to do something
“different” in films. To a certain extent that
was true: he did produce Mary Burns, Fugi-
tive and the first Technicolor production to
be made outdoors: The Trail of the Lone-
some Pine.
this Park Avenue intellectual began to con-
cern himself chronically with gangsters and
the plight of the poor but well-meaning rich.
And one of the last films he produced this
season was Palm Springs, which reached an
all-time low for the motion picture industry
—even by Hollywood standards.

So he went to Italy for a “much-needed
rest” and came back with a fascist contract.
You might think that he was just in it for
the money. But in an interview published in
the July 8 issue of Variety, Wanger sheds

Then for the rest of the season
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crocodile tears for Il Duce: “Italy has been
hurt that we have an unfair attitude toward
fascism, that we don’t understand that Italy
wants to help the Ethiopians, that the Ethi-
opians welcomed [!] the Italian armies and
went gladly over to their side.” Mr., Wanger
continues: “Italy seeks to correct the wrong
impressions other nations have formed about
it by means of Italian-made pictures, pictures
that shall express Italy’s point of view. Italy
shall be sold to the world . . . by means of
Italian-made pictures.” Thus does Mr. Wan-
ger complete his road to Rome. I don’t think
Mr. Wanger’s films (even those made
locally) will get a polite reception. And they
will contain actors on whom we can’t blame
the film’s policy., Wanger claims that his
initial Italian production will star Sylvia Sid-
ney. She also played in Fury. 1 don’t know
if Miss Sidney’s contract with Wanger com-
pels her to make films for Mussolini, but the
Screen Actors Guild should know. Here is
their opportunity to take a positive stand on
their avowed anti-fascist platform.

Perer ELLis.

Current Films

Early to Bed (Paramount): Charlie Ruggles is
a sensitive and genuine comedian. When a few
years ago he and Mary Boland were first cast as
the middle-aged inhibited couple they made film
history. Their early films were sensitive comments
on the great American lower middle class. This cur-
rent vehicle has the same frame. The plot revolves
around a middle-aged man who has been engaged
to a middle-class woman for twenty years. He hesi-
tates to marry because of his “great secret.” This
“secret” is sleep walking. Finally they marry and
the couple land in a psychiatric rest home. What
follows is very enjoyable and funny. The film just
misses being a biting satire on psychiatry, rest homes,
summer resorts, and insane asylums.

Meet Nero Wolfe (Columbia): Based on Rex
Stout’s famous detective who was grotesquely fat,
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RESORTS

RESORTS

4 Handball Courts
Tennis Court
°
Boating
Dancing
 Swimming

WINGDALE, NEW YORK
[ ]
Rates during July — $17 a week

Including your contribution of $1.50 for the
support of various workers’ organizations
[ ]

For information call AL. 4-1148, or write to
385 Rast 12th Street, New York City.

ENJOY YOUR VACATION AT

EAGER ROSE GARDEN

Bushville, N. Y. (Bet. Monticello and Ferndale)
Fishing—Bathing—Tennis—Social Activities under
the direction of MAXIM BRODYN-—Private
Baths and Showers. Proletarian rates.

N. Y. DRydock 4-3328—Telephone-—Monticello 571

GRAB YOUR KNICKERS AND YOUR SNEAKERS
Don Your Stovepipe. Take Your Snuffbox. Hie away to

MAUD’S SUMMER-RAY

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

City Information: DIckens 2-5786

THE PHOTO LEAGUE

announces
A Summer Course in Elemenetary Photography
Wednesdays at 8 P. M.
Registration by mail; or Mon. & Wed.
6 to 10 P. M., Sat. 11 to 4 P. M.
81 E. 21st 8t.,, N. Y. C. GRamercy 5-8704

CLASSIFIED A D S—40 cents a line

6 words in a line

8 lines minimum

RESORTS

RUSSIAN TAUGHT

“A DELIGHTFUL HIDEAWAY in the mountains,”
“inviting people of better taste. Swimming, roller skat-
ing, other seasonable sports, solariums, excellent
table. Open fireplaces, library, cultural entertainment,
and loads of spontaneous fun.
FAST TENNIS COURTS.
SPLENDID NEW HANDBALL COURTS.
CHESTERS’ ZUNBARG
Woodbourne, N. Y. Fallsburg 2 F 22 and 186J

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. Descriptive

booklet mailed upon request.

THE PINE PARK, Lake Huntington (Sull. Co.) N. Y.
Phone: Lake Huntington 2.

“Millard’s” of Lakewood and Falchook thageme'nt
MOUNTAIN LAKE FARMS (E Kelser) UNION
GROVE, N. Y. Near Livingston Manor. Large beauti-
ful lake, Swimming, boating, tennis, saddle horses,
etc. Glorious mountain country. 400 acres. 2500 feet
e]evls;tion. Delicious meals. All conveniences. $18 per
week.

FOLLOWERS of the Trail Workers Cooperative
Camp, Peekskill, N. Y. Ideal place for vacation, $13.50
per week, excellent cooking, tennis, swimming, cul-
tural, athletic activities. Reservations required for
week-ends. Write Buchanan, N, Y.

HOTEL MAJESTIC
Luzon Station, Sullivan Co. Tel. Hurleyville 160
Hurleyville, New York City inf. AP 7-1869
CELIA BOOBAR of RAVIN LODGE, Lakewood, N. J.
Invites you to enjoy the same comradely atmosphere
at her new summer resort.

AVANTA FARM

ULSTER PARK, N. Y.
‘Workers recreation place. Real farm with all improve-
Charming, restful. Running brook for bathing. Lake
nearby. Jewish-American cooking. New Kkitchen.
Rooms newly furnished.
Rates: $12.50 per week. Week-ends: $2.10 per day.
West Shore train at West 42nd St. Round-trip, $3 40,

SUBLET—FURNISHED APARTMENT

MONTH OF AUGUST, 2 rooms, bath kitchenette; 6
windows: practically cold at night. Telephone Sun-
day, July 26, ENdicott 2-9746. (West Seventies). Ref-
erences required.

FURNISHED STUDIO

LIGHT AIRY STUDIO. Congenial comradely atmos-
phere. 63 West 106th St. Apt. 6A. AC 2-3760.
Call all week.

ROOMS FOR RENT

TASTEFULLY FURNISHED large, also small, airy
room. Park view. $6.00, $4.00. 8th -Ave. subway, 6th
Ave. Elev. Gentleman preferred. Call all week, 1 W.
100th St. Bercovich.

SOCIAL DIRECTOR WANTED

SOCIAL DIRECTOR for small Modern Hotel with
liberal Jewish clientele. Salary. Following on com-
mission basis optional. Write Box 1397, New Masses.

TEL. 9 F 22

. New Rules and Usages.

MODERN RUSSIAN TAUGHT

Tourist conversational
Course. MISS ISA WILGA, 457 West 57th Street, New
York City. COlumbus 5-8450.

STATIONERY

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

COMING EVENTS

SAT., JULY 25—Swim Dance—be entertained. Roof
gatden Hecksher Foundation,1 E. 104th St., 5 p. m.
until—? Sub. 50c. Auspices Concourse Center.

BOOKSHOPS

ORDER YOUR BOOKS AND PAMPHLETS from the
ASSOCIATED NATIONAL BOOK SHOPS
New York: 50 East 13th Street.
140 Second Avenue.*
115 West 135th Street,
218 East 84th Street.
Bronx: 1001 Prospect Avenue.
1337 Wilkins Avenue.
Brooklyn: 369 Sutter Avenue.*
. Brlghton 6th Street (on the boardwalk.)*
S de: 44-17 Q Boulevard.
Baltimore: 501A N. Eutaw Street.
Boston: 216 Broadway.
Buffalo: 61 W. Chippewa.
Cambridge: 6% Holyoke Street.
Chicago: 2135 W, Division Street.
1326 East 57th Street.
200 West Van Buren,
Cleveland: 1522 Prospect Avenue,
Detroit: 3537 Woodward Avenue.
Grand Rapids: 336 Bond Avenue.
Los Angeles: 224 South Spring St., 230 South Spring St.
2411% Brooklyn Avenue.
321 West Second Street.
321 West Second Street.
St. Louis: 8520 Franklin Avenue.
St. Paul: 600 Wabash Street.
Madison, Wisc.: 312 West Gorham,
Milwaukee: 419 W. State Street
Minneapolis: 241 Marquette Avenue.
Newarl: 33 Halsey Street.
New Haven: 17 Broad Street.
Philadelphia: 104 S. 9th Street, 118 W. Allegheny Avenue.
4023 Girard Avenue, 2404 Ridge Avenue,
Pittsburgh: 607 Bigelow Boulevard.
Racine, Wise.: 205 State Street.
Reading, Pa.: 224 N. 9th Street.
San Francisco: 1609 O’Farrel St., 121 Haight Street.
170 Golden Gate Avenue.
Seattle: 71831 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. O. Box 148 Statiom D. New York City.

Write for Free Lists.
* Open Sunday.
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miserly, and curiously had a passion for the sensitive
and delicate orchid. It is directed by Herbert Biber-
man, who is best known for his work on Roar,
China! and who nalvely discovered the first prin-
clples of the cinema in an article in the current
issue of New Theater. Mr. Biberman’s direction is
dull and mechanical. It has the worst fault of any
mystery film: no pace and all talk. The only move-
ment in the film is in the transitions and they have
no relation to the story On the whole the concep-
tion is literary rather than dramatic and cinematic.
Edward Arnold as Nero Wolfe, the armchair detec-
tive, is the same man he was in Diamond Jim
Brady, et al. And Lionel Stander is just his stooge.

W hite Fang (20th Century-Fox) : Only dog lovers
will like this film. Movie fans will be bored by the
same old story of the he-man who ‘was rescued by
a dog against the snow-capped mountains of Alaska.

Anna (Amkino-Cameo) : In the Soviet Union this
film was released under the title The Party Ticket,
which was more descriptive than its present more
romantic caption. Although the triangle love story
is an essential part of the plot, the film is more
concerned with the dramatization of intimate details
in the everyday life of Party members in the U.S.-
S.R. The story concentrates upon the efforts of a
ruthless saboteur to gain admittance to the Com-
munist Party to conduct wrecking activities in a
military industry. There are several clever charac-
terizations (even the worst Soviet films are blessed
with them), but, on the whole, Anna is hampered
by a clumsy scenario, inexpert direction, and a tech-
nically poor production. But because it deals with a
phase of Soviet life not found in news dispatches,
the film is recommended. P. E.

Between Ourselves

Sensational revelations from the steel-mill
towns, having an important bearing on the
presidential election campaign and the rise
of American fascism, are contained in the
story by Marguerite Young which will appear
next week., Miss Young phoned by long dis-
tance, just as we were going to press, to ask
whether we couldn’t hold up the issue for
this story. We said THE Ngw MassEs, like
the U. S. Mail, must be on time. But watch
for her story.

The second and concluding part of R.
Palme Dutt’s “Britain at the Crossroads”
will appear in these pages next week.

In “Our Readers’ Forum” in this number
we publish a letter telling about the difficulties
of getting workers’ parties on the ballot in
certain states. We would like to hear from
other quarters about this year’s troubles in
that respect—especially news telling how you
beat the official attempts at disfranchise-
ment.

Joseph Freeman and Eric Bernay of THE
New Masses staff will speak under the
auspices of the Newark, N. ]., Friends of
‘THE NEw Massks, at the Russian Corner,
Woodstock, N. Y., Saturday evening, July
25, at 8:30 p. m.

Have you read the message in the adver-

tisement headed ‘“One moment, please,” on
page 2? We think you might be interested.

Readers are again notified that J. Yaeger
is no longer authorized to represent THE
NEew MASSES as a subscription solicitor or in
any other capacity.



RESORTS

RESORTS

| RESORTS

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

BLUE MOUNTAIN LODGE

PEEKSKILL, N. Y. + PHONE 1403
o o OPEN ALL YEAR o o

@Zzarm z'mg

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

ABRAM RESNICK
Director
Gloucester, Mass.

“Campers Delight”

ALL SPORTS—GOLF
RATES: $28 wr

REDUCED FARES

ROUND.TRIP
N. Y. To camep $6.85

City Phone: VA. 3-9875

ECHO_
- LAKE

- TAVERN

A Canng for Adults
: U

ADIRONDACHS |

WARRENSBURG
Y

SHAGBARK LODGE

SAUGERTIES, NEW YORK
600 acre estate, private lake, newly refurnished, all sports.
Golf Nearby Superior cuisine Saddle horses available
RATES: $22.00 and up
2V, hours motor from George Washington Bridge
Management: REGINA & JOE LICHTENBERG
Phones: Saugerties 428-J N. Y. C.: Wlisconsin 7.4554

MONT PARK
MNLY

Pleasurable retreat for rest and soll«
tude, among scenic hills of Westchester
Co. Hotel with camp activities, 100-
acre estate, private lake, sports, golf
nearby. 30 miles from city, excellent
euvisine, reasonable rates.

For information, write or telephone

GRamercy7:0135 - ARMONK VILLAGE 955

|

GLT CAMP FOR
nd WOMEN

118 miles from New York. 2200
feet above sea level. Every
Sport — All Social Activities.
Excellent 'Accommodations., —
Finest Food—Orchestra. Rates:
$22.50 weekly.

N. Y. MUrray Hill 4-0651

An Adirondack suwmmer
camp distinguished for its
accommodations and beach
and athletic facilities, At-
tractive rates ($27.50 and
$30.00). Write to

S. SAIDEL

New York

TWIN
PINES

TROUT
LAKE

(Camp Saidel)

Lake George

CLOVER LODGE

MONSEY, NEW YORK
Swimming Sports Good Food
$18 WEEKLY
One Hour from New York

Information :

EDgcombe 4-0302 Spring Valley 487

REBECCA SILVER Invites You to

FOREST =5
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

CAMP ARTEMIS 5o o
‘Grand Central. Guest artists on week-ends. $16.00
weekly. $6 Friday—Sunday.

I
?wsh! :
NAPANOCH

COUNTRY CLUB

Napanoch, N. Y.

°
eAnnounces
the Opening of its

INFORMAL CAMP UNIT

For the Exclusive Accommoda-
tions of Young Men and
Young Women

AT THE UNPRECEDENTED LOW
RATE OF $Q2750 WEEKLY

(In addition to our regular accommo-
dations ranging from $32.50 to
$40.00) The same high standard of
food, service, entertainment prevails

N. Y. Phone MUrray Hill 4-0651

HILLTOP LODGE

(Formerly Camp Beekman)

on SYLVAN LAKE, Pawling, New York
65 miles from New York
All sports, excellent tennis, golf free—cultural activities.
Good- food—RATES: $20, $22.50 and $25 per week
N. Y. Central Trains to Pawling, N. Y.—Tel. Hopewell Junc-
tion 176—City Office, 208 Broadway, N. Y. C. Cortland 7-1660

VEGETARIAN HOTEI: ]

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

CAMP

Nitgedaiget

Tennis,
DANCING INSTRUCTOR—6 piece dance orchestra.
Excellent food

TENNIS

i8 one of the major sports at

'UNCAS LODGE

¢ Uncasville, Conn., near New London

3 Fast Clay Tennis Courts

Private Twin Lakes

Boating — Fishing

Concrete Handball Court

4 Ping Pong Tables

Saddle Horses and Golf

5 Piece Dance Orchestra

Hot and Celd Showers

EVERYTHING INFORMAL!
Limited to 75 Guests

$22.50 Weekly — $3.50 Daily

Sunday Excursion to New London, $2 Round Trip

Management: DIANA & ABE BERMAN
Phones: Norwich 1858, Ring 5; N.Y.: PResident 4-5242 after 5

Socials
Theatricals
Directed by

Charles Durand
Theatre Collective

ALL SPORTS ACTIVITIES
Baseball, Basketball, Ping-Pong, Swimming, etc.

$16.00 per week; $2.75 per day
ON THE HUDSON :-: BEACON, N. Y.
Cars leave daily from 2700 Bronx Park East.
For all information call EStabrook 8-1400

for @ man size vacation, come to

COPAKE. Come for health, sports, fun,

new friendships . . . EVERY VACATION

PLEASURE . . . OUTDOORS AND IN

.. . awaits you here.

© 18.hole championship golf course.

® 12 fast clay tennis courts.

o 6 handball courts. Saddle horses.

o Swimming, canoeing, boat-
ing, fishing on magnificent

Lake Copake.
RATE from $30 Weekly
"THE ISLAND

AK PARADISE

LAKE COPAKE, CRARYVILLE, N.Y.
N. Y. Office: 116 Nassau St., BE. 3-1763

COOKS FALLS, N.Y., Roscoe 2F 13
N. Y. Phone: FOundation 8-7896

|

For a Glorious Vacation

*Midst Beautiful Surroundings!
Private Lake, Pool, Fishing,
Tennis, Handball — All Sports

COUNTRY
CLUB

HARMON

(Formerly Camp Harmony)
on Lake Anawana Hurleyville, N. Y.

Private Beach—All Sports—Paramount Entertainment
by bus to Monticello, by train to Hurleyville (Luzon Station)

FOR COMPLETE RELAXATION
|L-,'-".V.1 Y
"‘;'.[m‘.'a'efy‘

3y VINEYARD
oy LODGE

ULSTER PARK, N. Y.
“Garden Spot of Ulster County”

Where peace and tranquility reign supreme. Modern hotel midst
beautiful orchards, vineyards and woodland. AIl sports, sola-
riums, swimming, social activities. Rates, $15 up.

J. ROSENTHAL, Kingston 3430

=SACKS FARM=

SAUGERTIES, NEW YORK
R.F.D. No. 1, Box 267. Telephone 82 F 5
Real farm plus all dern conveniences
Beautiful countryside. Brook fer bathing.
Fishing. Pine woods.
Sixteen Dollars Per Week. i
Directions: West Shore R.R. or Buses to Saugerties

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

0110

24

= L 4 Complete Theatre.
o Chamber Music by Manhattan String
- Quartet.

MODERATE RATES.

Heg:;::d $4-30 one way to

Lake George
Comimunicate:
Warrensburgh, N. Y., or City
Office, 11 W. 42nd St., New York
COlumbus 5-6346

Lena Barish - - - Sam Garlen
Directors

(y
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SPECIAL NEW MASSES SUBSCRIPTION OFFER

This Great New Novel

by the author of “Man’s Fate”

In powerful prose this great writer tells the intensely
human story of what happens in the mind and spirit
of a Communist prisoner under the Hitler terror—

F "MAN
po® O TS B
«z@w -
&,

\\

M&x

CRITICS ACCLAIM
“Days of Wrath”
SAMUEL PUTNAM, New Masses

Think of a fine novel, one of the finest that you know, take it at its most
intense point, sustain it throughout without a let-down and you have the feat
which André Malraux has accomplished here.

HAROLD STRAUSS, New York Times Book Review '
Malraux tells of how “nameless terror in a pitchblack cell has shaken his
(Kassner’s) mind as open danger never could. Nightmares tear apart the
strands of his life and reweave them in a confused and terrifying tapestry.”
Then, suddenly, a mysterious tapping on the prison wall—and breathtaking
drama.

WALDO FRANK, author

The profound undertones of “Days of Wrath” make it a swift-moving, exciting
story. It brings to dramatic life the great tragedy of our day: the struggle
between an old and a new world, in which the humane heritage of men,
heroically upbuilded through the ages, is endangered.

If you are a subscriber, send NEW MASSES to a friend—then lend
him the book when you’ve read it

Translated by HaakoN M. CHEVALIER
With a Foreword by WaLpo FrANK

DAYS OF WRATH — Andre Malraux
(Regular price $1.75) $

6 Months of NEW MASSES '
(Regular price $2.50)

You save $1.25 by getting both

Special Offer with New Masses Subscription

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, New York, N. Y.
Please send Malraux’s DAYS OF WRATH, and 6 months of NEW MASSES,
as indicated below. I enclose $3 in full payment for both.

VU VOV VIV Vv VvV vvrvvvvreovrvivrveveyeyvyeey

How do they stand it -

these men and women who fall into the
hands of the murderous Fascists and suf-
fer inhuman tortures that the cause of
humanity may prevail ?

In Karl Billinger’s “Fatherland” you
read the gripping story of the collective
courage of anti-Fascists under the humili-
ations and tortures of Nazi prisons and
concentration camps, In “Days of
Wrath” Malraux has written an intense
story of one man’s individual struggle
against insanity during nine days in a
Nazi prison — how he is saved by the
sheer force of his own will, and the feel-
ing of fellowship with millions of other
men and women, within prison walls and
without, who, like him, are working and
suffering for a common purpose.

André Malraux is more than a great
revolutionary writer — he is a working
revolutionist. This novel is greater than
the personal story of a single hero, his
arrest and suffering, his escape and re-
union with his family. It is symbolic of
the new type of courage, the new hero,
that are being forged out of the revolu-
tionary struggle the world over. Itis a
book every NEw Masses reader will

Send New MASSES to: Send “Days of Wrath” to want to read, and to give to others to
Name.......ooiiiieiiiinnennnnn.. Name. o oeeeeiie e eiieannnnnns read who still don’t sense the life-and-
deathness of desperate capitalism’s con-
Address. ..o oo e Address. oo v v i i tempt for all human rights. A book that
. . will burn into every reader’s mind Kass-
7 Gty et e e et i ner’s grim challenge that “nothing will
State. i e Y2 AU pay for what so many of us are suffering
here except victories.”
Occupation. .o vvevvenineennennnnn. OcCcupation. «vv v e veceeneneenanenn
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