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INCE the defeat of the American
Fourth Estate last Election Day, it
. has become something of a fad to laugh
at the phrase “the power of the press.”
Well, perhaps it is a question of whose
press and the direction it is going. In
any case, since our editorial in the last
issue, reporting the formation of the
American Society for Technical Aid to
Spanish Democracy (with temporary
headquarters at our offices) and urg-
ing our readers to help it in every way,
we have been having our own march
of time.

Beginning last Friday, there has
been a steady stream of applicants,
ready to go to Spain to put their
services at the disposal of the Popular
Front government. There have been
engineers, mechanics, electricians, foun-
drymen, chauffeurs, specialists in child
care, chemists—almost everything you
could think of. The idea is as follows:
first, Spain is not rich in industrial de-
velopment, and needs technical stiffen-
ing to put her industries and transport
on a footing which will enable her to
compete with the mechanization placed
at Franco’s disposal by Italy and Ger-
many; second, Spanish workers are
needed at the battlefront, and must be
released from the machine-shops, rail-
roads, power stations by skilled labor,
technicians, etc., from the ranks of the
world working-class movement.

We can report that the Society for
Technical Aid (now in its own of-
fices in Room 70, 31 E. 27th St.,, New
‘ork) is confident that what was an
idea is now a going concern, and that
more applicants, especially those skilled
in heavy industry — automobile and
electricity in particular — are wanted,
and if you would like to help, but can-
not go, funds can be sent direct to the
Society.

And while we are speaking of Spain,
the New Masses will mark the first
six months of the Spanish civil war
with a special Spanish issue—the issue
of January 26, week after next. This
will be an enlarged issue, and will
carry in the neighborhood of a dozen
features on various aspects of the sit-
uation in Spain as it has developed
over the six-months period. The em-
phasis of the issue will be not upon
the immediate news situation of the
moment, but upon the meaning in terms
of the past and future of the position
of the government, of culture, of in-
ternational relations, of the revolution-
ary movement during the six-months
period. The contributors to this issue
will be outstanding experts here and
abroad. This will be a notable issue
which everyone will want to keep and
re-read.

Another forthcoming event which
many of our readers will want to know
about will be the publication of an
article by Vicente Lombardo Toledano,
head of the Confederation of Mexican
Workers (corresponding to the Ameri-
can Federation of Labor), explaining
why the Mexican labor movement op-
posed the admission of Leon Trotsky to
that country.

Next week we will publish an article

BETWEEN OURSELVES

by M. R. Bendiner, one of our editors,
who was a journalist in Washington
before he joined our staff, on the legis-
lative problems facing the new Con-
gress.

A great loss to the revolutionary
movement was the death this week on
the Spanish battlefront of Ralph Fox,
brilliant British writer and political
economist, whom our readers will re-
member as the author of “The Exiles of
Lisbon” in a recent issue, and as the
author of a biography of Lenin.

Who's Who

AMES HAWTHORNE continues to

be our correspondent in Madrid.

Charmion von Wiegand is well
known for her art criticisms, which
have appeared in Art Front, New
Theatre, and elsewhere.

Jack Conroy is perhaps best known
for his novel The Disinkerited, pos-
sibly the most widely sold item of pro-
letarian fiction in recent years.

Bernard Harden is active in organi-
zation work in the transportation
unions.

Jack Lindsay is the English social

THIS

historian who wrote the article “Freud’s
Error” which appeared in our issue of
December 22.

Marian Burrows is a free-lance jour-
nalist who makes her New Masses
debut with her biographical sketch of
Kurt Weill in this issue.

The woodcut by Everardo Ramirez
is one of a collection by L.E.AR.
(Mexico) artists on view until Jan-
uary 9 at the A.C.A. Gallery, New
York, under the sponsorship of the
Friends of the Mexican People.

H. H. Lewis’s poetry has appeared
before in our pages, as well as in the
Southern Worker and other periodicals.

Peter Young is a newspaperman who
until very recently was associated with
the Hearst organization which he
served in various capacities for a num-
ber of years.

Abraham Harritan, who did the oil
reproduced on page 23, is one of the
directors of the American Artists School
in New York.

Rockwell Kent’s drawing on page 28
is from the Heritage Press edition of
Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass.

S. Funaroff, who wrote the “poem for
a new year” in this issue, is an old con-
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has also appeared in Partisan Revipgy
and elsewhere.

What's What

EDITOR JOSEPH FREEMAN will
be among those who will speak
at a banquet for Anna Louise Strong
at the Manhattan Opera House, New
York, Wednesday, January 13. Miss
Strong is now on her way home from
Spain, where she interviewed the out-
standing leaders of the famous Interna-
tional Brigade defending Madrid. We
hope to publish certain of these inter-
views in early issues. Among the other
speakers and ‘guests of honor are Pearl
S. Buck, Maurice Hindus, Albert Rhys
Williams, and Elizabeth Gurley Flynn.

As a publication recently celebrating
an important anniversary, we greet the

‘thirteenth birthday of the Daily Worker,

which will celebrate the occasion on
Sunday evening, January 10, at the
St. Nicholas Palace, New York. The
guest of honor will be Tim Buck, gen-
eral secretary of the Canadian Com-
munist Party, who will make his first
public appearance in New York on this
occasion.

The letter from Sophxa Delza in this
issue and an article by Owen Burke
which we will publish next week raise
important questions concerning the
aesthetics of the dance. One important
question in this connection is the size
of the audience and the hall where a
given recital is being performed. New
York readers of the New Masses will
have an opportunity to form their own
opinion on this question Friday night,
January 15, when Doris Humphrey
and Charles Weidman, plus their con-
cert groups, will give a performance
under the auspices of the International
Labor Defense in the Hippodrome, be-
lieved to be the largest hall ever used
for a dance recital in this country.

Flashbacks

S members of the Workers’ Alli-

ance swing into action in the early
weeks of the New Year, striving to
force W.P.A. jobs and adequate relief
from post-election Roosevelt, they keep
alive a long tradition. On Jan. 9, 1808,
sailors, prevented from manning ships

by the Embargo, marched to City Hall,
demanded relief for the first time in
American history, got it. . . . During
the” depression of 1874, thousands of
New York’s unemployed, meeting on
January 13, in Tompkins Sq., were at-
tacked so mercilessly by police that one
infuriated witness, the capitalist re-
porter, John Swinton, resolved to em-
bark on what proved to be a long
career as a labor agitator. A calculat-
ing young cigar maker, seeing the same
police violence from his hiding place
in a cellar entrance, also made a deci-
sion that day affecting the rest of his
life. “There is nothing in this radical
business,” he reasoned. “See what the
cops do to Reds.” His name was Sam
Gompers.
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Woedcut by Helios Gomez

Madrid’s International Volunteers

The famous body of troops has not only its
colorful side, but a meaning for the future

AR discipline, but not barrack dis-
Wcipline. Every member of the Peo-

ple’'s Army must be able, if he is the
last man of his unit alive, to carry out alone
" the task assigned to his unit. Therefore he
must understand perfectly the nature of the
operation. Obedience to one’s commanders.
But faith in one’s men! In a dictatorship, in
a ““democracy of a minority, barrack discipline
is essential, for a thinking discipline will end
in revolution. It is only in a democracy with-
out quotation marks that confidence in the
rank and file can supplement obedience to
leaders. Only a People’s Army can turn loose
the initiative of every private. Therefore the
men of a People’s Army are beings distinct
from those of a regular army, and its officers
in no way resemble the stuffed shirts of staff
headquarters or the natural brutes usually
designated for top sergeant.

I. The Man in Command: General Alexei
Kleber, Eleventh Brigade commander and top
leader of the Northern Sector of the Madrid
area, has a lifetime record of fighting in pop-
ular causes. Military technique at his com-
mand is blended with the experience of build-
ing armies in the trying circumstances of rev-
olution and popular resistance to reactionary
coups. Kleber is a Canadian citizen of mixed
blood, with German, perhaps, predominant.
He spent many years in the United States in
New York, San Francisco, etc. In 1918 he
took part in the defense of the Russian Revo-

By James Hawthorne

lution against the interventionists. He makes
no secret of the fact that he is an ardent
worker for the Third International. He has
devoted himself to military studies since 1914,
and has written on both military and political
themes, “because it is impossible to separate
the one from the other.” Improvised armies,
the channelizing of the revolutionary forces
of a people, are his lifework. The norms of
regular armies are insufficient here (how well
the German General Staff should know this).

General Kleber (not related to the Kleber
of Napoleon’s staff) has more than theoretic
knowledge of revolutionary-military art. He
participated in the German and Russian rev-
olutions as well as the Chinese Civil Wars.
His were responsible posts. “But don’t say I
won the Russian Revolution,” he remarked to
a correspondent, “because I didn’t.”

Smiling, pleasant, patient, he answers our
questions with a witty turn if he feels that
they are indiscreet, but carefully and precisely
if they are important. Thus he explains why
he came to Spain. “First, because Thaelmann
said that we must fight fascism wherever it
shows its head. And second, because if in-
ternational fascism, trying to colonize a great
nation such as Spain, is beaten here, we will
avoid a new great war in Europe. Stalin has
said, “The peoples want peace.” Fascism,
brutal expression of imperialism, wants war.
We must crack the teeth of fascism, and Spain
is the place where that must be done.”

In talking to a military man during war

time, everyone finds that all the things he
wants to know belong to the class of indiscreet
questions. Still, we find a roundabout way of
asking how long the war will last. He ana-
lyzed the factors at work. The situation, he
felt, depended on nerves. Those of the enemy,
after three weeks of defeat and disillusion-
ment, are at the breaking point. The Moors
no longer obey readily. At this moment the
rebel front can be cracked by the impetus of
July, by the stormy assault that took the La
Montafia barracks—but this time on a wide
scale on a dozen fronts. Loyalist morale has
improved remarkably; the republican army
has improved its technique, organization, and
discipline, it is much better armed than it
was. Subject always to the thousand hazards
of war, a firm attack on all fronts could clear
the situation in a month.

Kleber, with an unpretentious modesty, is
anxious that we know he is not alone in 'the
command. Dozens of proven fighters of the
working class and of the cause of democracy
are on his staff. Commandant Hans, like him-
self a military-political leader; Ludwig Renn,
noted anti-fascist writer: two representatives
of the real Germany. Mario Nicoletti, com-
panion of Mussolini in 1912, prisoner of Mus-
solini in later years; and Luigi Gallo: two
political commissars from Italy. Major Du-
mont and Colonel Vicente of France; the
Mexican artillery marvel, Lt.-Col. Annibal
Gabucio. Lukacs, Hungarian commander of
the latest detachment to arrive. And Spain is
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widely represented: the composer Durdn is a
commander here; Major Palacios with a
highly disciplined C.N.T'. trade-union column;
Majors Enciso and Ortega with their bat-
talion of the Presidential Guard; Major José
Maria Galan, brother of the Galin who rose
in Jaca in December, 1930, giving the pre-
mature signal for the April revolution. Tried
in the street defense of democratic liberties,
hardened in concentration camps, they have
become the terror of the fascists.

II. The Twelfth Brigade: This is made up
of three battalions named after Thaelmann,
Garibaldi, and Marty. These are respectively
German, Italian, and Franco-Belgian. The
Thaelmann Battalion commands the awe even
of the formidable International Brigadiers.
Their losses have been heavy, because they
have insisted on answering all calls for men
who are ready to die. ‘“No wonder Hitler is
scared of the German Communists,” an Eng-
lish member of the brigade remarked to me.
In command of the Thaelmann Battalion is
Ludwig Renn, author of the anti-imperialist
books, W ar and Post-War, and long familiar
with the concentration camps. Renn tells us
that the battalion was formed of German anti-
fascists resident in Spain, many of them al-
ready fighting in Aragon, when the idea was
conceived of the International Brigades. The
plan caught on quickly. Men who had fought
in the streets of Hamburg against the Brown
Shirts began to find their way to Barcelona.
A battalion of Frenchmen, Yugoslavs, and
Poles was formed in Albacete; another with
two companies of Germans, one of Yugo-
slavs, and one of Poles.

Luigi Gallo is political commissar of the
Twelfth Brigade. We find him busy editing
their official organ. Wide-awake soldiers
want to know what is going on in the world.
A radio in the office picks up foreign and
rebel stations. A news service often obtains
items before they are published in Madrid.
The paper, like the Peuple en Armes of the
Eleventh Brigade, is read line for line in the
advance posts. Captain Addy Mogg, who has
taken over the political responsibility for the
Thaelmann Battalion, drops in. He looks like
a British clubman, and comes from the Ger-
man upper bourgeoisie. He was a Prussian
officer, but, like General Lukacs, had time to
think and passed into the ranks of the Com-
munists. He stops to talk for a moment with
Hans Beimler,* who escaped from a concen-
tration camp at Munich. With him is an
Austrian worker who escaped from a Swiss
jail. Gustav Regler, author of The Saar in
Flames, brings in an article. The stoutest
fighters for world culture know their places
in the ranks of the defenders of democracy,
human decency, and intellectual freedom.

General Lukacs, as commander of the
Twelfth Brigade, certainly deserves a detailed
biography—if only there were not so many
amazing men in the International Column!

* Since this was written, Beimler was killed in
action, leading his battalion in a charge—THE
EbITORS.

Wife and Children of a Worker-Soldier

Born in what is now Czechoslovakia, but was
then the northern part of Hungary, he was a
reserve officer in a regiment of Hungarian
hussars at the outbreak of the Great War. In
1916 he was captured by the Russians. He
had time to think in the czarist prisons, to
talk in whispers with men of ideas, to develop
at the pace of war and revolution. Red Octo-
ber freed him. He at once took command of
a battalion of foreign defenders of the revo-
lution against Wrangel and Denikin on the
eastern front. In 1919 he fought Kolchak.
In 1920 he was named brigadier-general, and
under the direct command of Budyenni and
Voroshilov had a leading role in the victory
of Perekop. How natural it seems to him to
be fighting interventionists in Spain in 1936!

We could fill volumes with the lives of the
leaders. But let us not forget the rank and
file—a rank and file full of color, made up
of men who can replace those leaders over
and over as the war may dictate. The Austrian
armorer who miraculously built an armory
for the brigade out of nothing. The bank em-
ployee. The Jews from Poland who have
crushed the legend of the shivering Israelite
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Portrait by Moses Soyer

waiting helplessly to- be attacked by his
enemies. ‘

We find a moment to talk with the student,
Carlos Wainer. He lived in Cologne and be-
longed to a Catholic student association.- Thru
it he was unfortunate enough to espouse Chris-
tian Socialism, and after the Nazi victory in
Germany did two prison terms. As he couldn’t
seem to come to an understanding with the
German gods about the worship of the Aryan,
he found a secret route out of Germany. And
now he sits on a bridge where dumdum bullets
whiz by, reading the progress of the war
against international fascism.

Shouts draw us away to the field kitchen,
which the Italian cooks call Ristorante Ital-
iano. It seems a wounded pig has been caught,
and as it is only a leg wound can be cured—
in the pot. In Burgos they say the loyalists
go hungry, but the pot is very full here.

“How do you eat?” I ask an eighteen-
year-old British boy.

“It’'s no war at all,” he answers.
eggs, vegetables, and good cooking.
up and see us some time!”

And the boy is the nephew of ultra-con-

“Meat,
Come
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servative Winston Churchill. Despite Eng-
land’s fence-straddling, even the diehard fam-
ilies find themselves contributing, in the spirit
of Byron and Shelley, to the struggle for free-
dom of a heroic people.

III. The Role of the International Bri-
gades: Just what is the International Column
and what does it expect to be? I remember
we asked that without result for some weeks
before the anti-fascist fighters appeared on the
Madrid scene. It was all very well to say
vaguely that they were the representatives of
the International People’s Front, but there
was many a ‘“‘neutral” foreigner in Madrid
to inform the questioner: “The Internationals
are simply Red Army Men from Russia!l”
And to such a profound speculation, “objec-
tive” newspaper men nodded their heads
gravely, saying, “That’s possible.”

That canard blushed itself away when the
first (called Eleventh Brigade) got into ac-
tion. The “Red Army men from Russia”
turned out to be preéminently French and
Polish, while the later Twelfth Brigade was
German, Italian, and Franco-Belgian. Around
these dominant strains in the two brigades
were grouped representatives of every Euro-
pean country. In the French section of the
Eleventh Brigade there were some fifty Eng-
lish-speaking volunteers (American, Canadian,
British, Australian). The tiny spots on the
map had their representatives: Denmark,
Switzerland, Esthonia, and so on. Belgium
gave over a thousand stout fighters!

The ‘“neutral” enemies of the legitimate
government of Spain took a new line. Very
well, the Soviet Union had cleverly avoided
compromising herself. She had not sent troops.
She had called upon Communists of all coun-
tries to rush to Spain. The fact remains, they
argued, that the republican army is not Span-
ish. Thus they drew an analogy, in bad faith,
between the African shock troops and foreign
technicians constituting the whole force of
the rebel attack, and the international anti-
fascist volunteers aiding the limitless thou-
sands of Spanish fighters in the popular cause.
Rebel news sources were more realistic. They
spoke of the possibility of “delay” in the cap-
ture of Madrid because against Franco’s
single line of attackers the government could
pour virtually inexhaustible reserves. Obvi-
ously three thousand International Brigadiers
then moving into line could not constitute
reserves! Reserves: that was the whole Span-
ish people. Then there is another difference
between the Foreign Legion and the Inter-
national Brigades. Among the thousands of
militiamen, the hundreds of thousands of mo-
bilized workers, intellectuals, democrats, the
world anti-fascists move with comfort and
content. Fighters in one cause, comrades
against a common enemy, there is nothing in
their situation to invite comparison with that
of the German-Italian fascists and the Moors
who circulate in civil centers among a people
largely hostile to them.

From their arrival the Internationals began
winning the respect of the Spanish people.
At the front they worked side by side in com-

mon operations with the militia. Indeed, they
spread their training and discipline in some
cases by scattering their men at regular inter-
vals through militia battalions and thus carry-
ing out attacks. And in the cities, in Madrid,
they fraternized with the whole people. Va-
rious organizations began to adopt given units
of the brigades. In this way fraternization
passed from an exalted symbolic unity to a
warm personal relationship. Individual friend-
ships were formed. When Madrid anti-
fascists knew, and sipped coffee with, individ-
ual Polish anti-fascists, their sentiments
evolved. They were men alike, anti-fascists
alike, fighters alike for a world ideal. Respect
and admiration turned into warm human love.

Hundreds of letters to the brigades accumu-
lated. The Women’s Anti-fascist Committee
presented them with a banner. The Unified
Socialist Youth held great meetings in their
honor. Aware that no arrangements had been
made to pay the brigadiers, the Communist
cell in the Hutchinson Factory organized a
collection for them. Section West of the Com-
munist Party adopted a French Battalion. And
so on: in Spain, where the Communists go,
the people go, for the huge youth organiza-
tion and the women’s groups fully accept the
leadership of the party in the defense of the
democratic Republic. Under that leadership
the people not only welcomed the Interna-
tional Column, but copied its best features.

With the full confidence and love of the
masses, the brigades became a powerful force
for the spread of essential military-political
ideas. They deserve a great measure of the
credit for the rapid acceptance by the An-
archists of strict military discipline. Two An-
archist columns that shared an action and a
front with the brigadiers praised the Inter-
nationals to the skies, and formulated within
the National Confederation of Labor and
Iberian Anarchist Federation the demand for
discipline. A few months ago the chief hin-
drance to the establishment of that strict cen-
tral authority demanded by the war, was the
fractionalism of the Anarcho-Syndicalists. A
poster on the walls of all Spain reflected their
stubborn creed of “Liberty” as against the re-
ality of war. “Let us organize indiscipline,”
the poster said. Now Juan Peyrd, one of
their representatives in the cabinet, announces
the abandonment of this position. “It is nec-
essary that you, lovers of indiscipline, realize
that now we must have a war discipline. . . .
The members of the National Confederation
of Labor did not go into the government to
represent indiscipline, but, on the contrary, to
demand discipline and the unified command.
It is not permissible that there be six general
staffs in the central sector, each of them inde-
pendent.”

That the International Column was largely
responsible for the fullness of the Confedera-
tion shift soon received a practical proof.
General Kleber, commander of the Twelfth
Brigade, was placed in command of the north-
ern section of the Madrid front. As there
are units of all groups and types operating
here, this was the creation of a model unified

command, the first in Spain. Kleber could be
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appointed because of the fine interpenetration
of the Brigades and the Militias, and the spread
of the International standard of discipline,
which had convinced all groups that the army
was not the instrument of parties or unions.
As put by Peyrd, “we Anarchists have noth-
ing to do with running the war; that is the
affair of the military men.” And Republicans,
Socialists, Communists, and Anarchists alike
agreed that General Kleber was a first-class
military man—of the people.

Now that the people know the Column bet-
ter, they no longer think of the foreign anti-
fascists as miracle men come to save Spain, a
view reflected in the first days by the persistent
“Viva Rusia” they shouted at Frenchmen and
Poles. In those days they could not believe
that the Internationals were other than Rus-
sians. The Soviet Union had stood by Spain.
France and England had deserted. How could
these be Frenchmen and Englishmen? Once
they had learned that here were direct rep-
resentatives of the French people, the Polish,
German, Italian peoples, the real significance
of the Brigades at last took form. They were
not here as saviors, but as comrades experi-
enced in fighting Reaction, to aid and encour-
age the Spaniards in their improvised defense
against the fascist assault. Spanish battalions
began to demand a place in the Column.

Units that had fought in the Guadarramas
in July and maintained a high morale even
in the discouraging days of September were
so incorporated. This was more than an ex-
tension of fraternization; this was the outline
of the real and unforeseen meaning of the
Column. The International Brigades were
paving the way for an international people’s
army, the army of the international people’s
front. The treachery of the military fas-
cists had united virtually the whole Spanish
people in arms against Reaction. Now the
intermeddling of Hitler and Mussolini had
provoked the arming of world democracy and
the world proletariat against the war-makers.
In their efforts to isolate the Soviet Union,
the Nazis and Blackshirts had but created a
new and tremendous reservoir of arms for the
defense of liberty and progress, whether in
Spain, China, or the U.S.S.R.
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Chirico and Picasso

Two much-discussed modern artists represent different tendencies in
a cultural milieu affected by the ups and downs of the economic world

HE ups and downs of capitalism are

mirrored not only in stock market quo-

tations but in modern painting. Both
finance and art are frantically seeking to solve
basic, mortal contradictions in the system in
their own terms. Painting transmutes these
crises in the economic world into its asthetic
and formal terms, a fact which had perhaps
no better exemplification than in the lives
and work of Picasso and Chirico, both of
whom have recently come under special notice
as a consequence of retrospective shows in
New York galleries this season. Chirico,
born in Greece in 1888 of Italian parentage,
has been declared both a Surrealist and a
pure classic painter. Picasso, born in Spain
in 1881, is the leader of French painting.

‘While Picasso has held public attention al-
most since the beginning of the century, Chirico
became a fashion only in the last five years—
a period coinciding with the rise of fascism
in Europe. His is an art which appeals di-
rectly to the reactionary intelligentsia seeking
ideological support for fascism. It is clear
that the destructive and uncreative movement,
fascism, can develop no unity of thought and
that therefore it is forced to plunder its ideas
from Marxism, mysticism, and mythology,
mixing them in a strange distorted mélange of
disintegration,

The ups and downs of capitalism are the
fundamental reason why a splendid artist like
Picasso, instead of creating a single great style
in art, has gone through the whole history of
western art in the course of twenty years.
This see-saw of change is not due to a desire
to pleasure a capricious market or to express
originality so much as to the deep need of
rescuing some synthesis from the ever-increas-
ing confusion of social life. Chirico, in his
own way, reflects this intermittent fever of
change, but since he is less intuitively aware
and less profoundly conscious of the conflict,
his work appears more unified than that of
Picasso. His range is much smaller. While
both painters are necessarily representative of
the old class, their direction marks them as
moving toward opposite poles.

Chirico has never been a classic artist. His
work is an attack on the Greco-Roman heri-
tage of our culture. By nature necromantic
and decadent, he deals with the corruption of
the classic ideal, expressed in canvases popu-
lated with legendary heroes in togas, fallen
Ionic columns, shattered pediments, wooden
horses, Roman gladiators, marbelized arenas,
and gilded laurel wreaths. These gaudy
props from a provincial Roman circus hide
ideas and feelings directly antipathetic to

By Charmion von Wiegand

classic art. In this they are related to the
facade of classicism with which fascism masks
its naked brutality and intellectual bankruptcy
—for instance, its use of Roman fasces in
Italy, of standards of Roman legions in Ger-
many. Such historic hocus-pocus is merely a
demagogic gesture toward the people. Chiri-
co’s painting mirrors this pseudo-classic masque
of anarchy, yet it would be a mistake to con-
fuse him with a real fascist artist. No mat-
ter how adulterated his art, he remains in the
European tradition, albeit at the end of its
road. The official fascist painters, so adver-
tised in the late Venice international exhibi-
tion, dwell in no cultural milieu; they merely
manufacture debased illustrations of modern-
ism or hand-made chromos of the classics.

In his late work, Chirico has approached
one step nearer this fascist disintegration. In
his continuous exploration of the limits of cor-
ruption, he has descended to the production
of chromos, as in several horse pictures 3 la
Delacroix and two mawkish landscapes, “Fly-
ing Phantom.” Such taste is akin to the fash-
ionable resurrection of the Victorian what-
not. In an effete society, imitation acquires
its own value as genuineness once had, so that
one prefers marbelized wall paper to marble,
wax flowers to real ones. This is no new
phenomenon in history, as witness the late
Pompeiian and Roman frescoes.

In sharp contrast to Chirico, Picasso, de-
spite some excursions into decadent bypaths
(his Alexandrian water colors) has followed
in the great line of European tradition, seeking

always to analyze form in space without the
use of illusionist or illustrative means. Chirico
deals with classicist motifs at the moment of
their destruction under the impact of Chris-
tian ideas, selecting as models the debased,
mixed art of the late Roman Empire. Picas-
so’s work stems directly from the Renaissance
—that robust period when the rising bour-
geois class affirmed its faith in corporeal reality
and set up the classic as its ideal, instinctively
sensing the social kinship between the new
commercial capitalism and the Greco-Roman
world whose power also stemmed from com-
merce. In such periods of expansion, exploita-
tion, and competition, earthly and individual
man, long hidden under the hieratic priest
robes, becomes the central theme of art, the
@sthetic task, the conquest of anatomy and
perspective. As capitalism developed to a
higher form, the static aspects of the problem
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were solved and by Michelangelo’s time, the
artist was wrestling with the problem of dy-
namic movement. In this epoch, painting is
seized by an almost cosmic rhythm in which
the great bodies extricated from the Palatean
calm of marble move like storms through
space—M ichelangelo, Tintoretto, El Greco.
If Picasso, coming at the very end of this
tradition, has found no solution to his prob-
lem, this is due chiefly to the class and the
historic moment in which he is placed. The
flower of his experiments, Cubism, has con-
tributed directly to modern life. Thus he
represents on the one hand a great technical
advance, but in content he remains behind the
simple but moving art of its beginnings—for

SIT-IN STRIKE

Drawn by Winifred Milius
during the recent protest
of Chicago W.P.A. workers.

Chess

instance, Giotto. Humanism on which our
culture has been based is destroyed by mechan-
ism. Picasso has divested form of all human
semblance, dissecting it into dismembered and
isolated fragments unrelated to living organic
life. Like X-ray portraits where only the
structural foundation of an organism is pre-
served, man and his physical body, the chief
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-concern .of classic and Renaissance art—is

superseded by an impersonal architecture of
formal structure.

Chirico solved the problem of form by a
complete evasion. His early lyric paintings,
where the long shadow of late afternoon and
of green twilight inundates landscapes of
ruined cities sleeping by the wine-dark sea,
gave us many charming illus-
trations. This illustrated elegy
on the death of time and space,
this romantic yearning for the
lost golden age of Greece, is
now supplanted by ornament.
Movement, expressed in his
fantastic horses, is stilled—in
the present pictures a horse
dies on the seashore; another
horse is placed alive in a sar-
cophagus, and finally two dead
horses are displayed in a store
window. At the same time,
the hushed nacreous grey of
twilight is flushed with a
brownish golden tone. The
deliberate mystifying ‘“Mys-
terious Bathers” series displays
nude youths bathing in a river
of geometric herringbone de-
sign of endless pattern—their
bodies already submerged in
the muddy brown net, while
over all is poured the somber
gold light of the mosaic art.
The world of magic sends its
shimmering golden light over
the world of the dying senses.
A new iconoclasm from the
east destroys the classic motifs.
Chirico’s art has become a
graphic ornament in two dimensions—he too
has come to the end of a road.

Strangely Picasso in his own late work re-
pudiates form in the sense of volume. Five
monumental paintings of 1933-4 display a
frankly two-dimensional pattern in which
color circulates like a warm bloodstream
through rhythmic arabesques. The old themes
are used: the woman and her mirror, the Red
Hat, the woman holding a book, but there is
something new in the monumental patterns
akin to Surrealist forms but on a grand scale.
Picasso moving in the main line of our cul-
tural development has also come to the end of
a road. The ruling class of a dying society
is totally unable to offer any new content for
a living art. But while Chirico offers us
no beginning, one discerns in these paintings
of Picasso a possibility of a new art—either
mural or moving as in cinema. Following
in the tradition of humanism, Picasso has
carried it to its logical end—the destruction
of man—and now he destroys the abstract
form in which he had so skillfully embalmed
him. It is left for a new and progressive
class to carry on at this point—for only the
working class is healthy and strong enough to
build a new humanism on a constructive basis
and to solve the critical problem of the human
relationships in society.



The Spider and the

ee ! UNIVERSITY biologist has been

studying the battle of a hairy black

arachnid to harness the moving
hands of an alarm clock in its silken web.”—
News Item.

I
Here weaves a spider, and here a clock,
Man-fashioned, for man weaves, but not the
whole cloth,
Time’s tapestry, history at a midnight hour,

Last hour of the last midnight of the year
When the year’s first dawn begins.

Hunger marches on the capitals.

Congress is in session.

The ambassadors from France and Berlin
Shake hands; the borders bristle with cannon.
And parliament burns. The House is on fire.
Fires flame on the frontiers.

Through smoke and flame and ashes,

The general rides on a coal black horse.

Four limbs crossed hatchet-wise about the face
of the clock,
Old wisebeard spins his mathematical web.
Forward and back. Forward and back.
Forward or back?

Oh here’s a Joshua set to tame the sun!

Blow your horn Joshua!

Blow!

Congress will open with a prayer,

The House will be in order .
priest’s ideal

Make irresistible public appeal.

. . and the

The senator from Wall Street speaks.

Tin-horns, lip-farts, rattlers, confetti.

The leader, dressed in rags, slums among the
people.

But his paunch shows, his stink is not earthly.

He pats the guileless head of a child;

He smiles, -and the guns of his warships roar.

Cheers. He is beneficent. He is kind to his
people.

His smiling bust is in the best boudoirs.

Toot! Toot! The calliope grinds an old tune.
The card sharp offers a new deal.
His barker’s voice. Take a chance, folks,
Bring home the kewpie to your wife and

kiddies.
Jazz-band touted heroes, promises listened to,
Last year’s vomit regurgitated,
Retched in your face.

You win the cigar.

But when the last tune fades and the lights
go out

(For a New Year)
By S. Funaroff

And you grope your way, in fear, through the
dark?

After the last attraction, walk home. And
find:

Crumbs in the breadbox, the landlord at the
door.

The friend of Casar’s friend murders the
friend

Who murders Czsar. The juggler of knives

Slits his own throat. Tight-rope walkers

Find democracy in public urinals.

Black-robed ministers stand with hatchet
crosses; , :

The headsman hacks a worker’s life to bone;

Wi thin an idiot’s laugh a people’s tears;

Within the victim’s courage a people’s fears.

You are the headless victim, you the white-
faced

Buffoon with damp eyes, pleading for work,

For a loaf of bread, kicked by the donkey,

Strung by the tight-rope, struck by the ax.

Streamers of joy—the ticker-tape weaves
Through the city, curls in wind-blown loops,
Winds with the wind through moonlit streets,
Spins colored threads among the populace,
Designs a fluttering New Year’s.

The ticker-tape falls.

Toll, bells, toll!
Dust in the grease cups, the engine still,
Webs across the broken panes, a torn time-
card,

" Splintered glass, and scrap in the factory yard.

The nickelodeon sprinkles perfumed
Nickel sentiments with a western air.
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Clock

Art?

The sounds of leaves, books, burned in the
brown season;

The silver bullets of metallic nightingales;

And the diplomatic notes, the bowing,

The scraping of generals and foreign corps,

The war bonds floated by financiers;

And all the instruments,

Guns, flame-guns, machine-guns, gas-guns,

Maneuvers, charts, letters of state, and

Cannon drawn by mules, make death, too, an
art.

Toll, bells, toll, a midnight mood and hour,
Death’s carnival, bomb in a boudoir.

II

The moon is a spider’s eye. The moon
Makes of an ashcan the golden grail.

And hungry hands dig in the holy pot

And find an age’s medieval rot.

Here is alchemy at a moonlit hour.

Down atomic orbits, science tracks an electron
And finds god’s footsteps pacing the universe.
Oh here’s a knowledge to make

Fools wise, thieves honest, heroes of rogues.
Science, indeed, is miraculous.

Step right up, folks, and see

The mathematician pen on an atom,

Three hundred words to the cubic millimeter,
Universal law, the fifth psalm of the Bible.

And acclaim cries: “Sir, you are superb,
You have rendered everything meaningless!”

Where are the more magnificent,
The men with labor in their hands,
The hand’s touch that renders things their
meaning,
The spade, the seed, and sowers—they who
bring
To green altars marriages of spring?
Will cold winds nip nuptials in the bud?
Is man’s mastery of earth a mystery?
And man’s wealth, abundant, so penurious,
A plenitude in rags, famine-fattened ?
How long do mansions built on hovels stand?
Who played with flames and cannot quench
the fire?
What fool blows a false horn?
What trumpet breath of what false dawn,
What false wind wills the fire out?
Can all the holy waters of christendom
Drown this conflagration in the east
Where morning’s firelings flame?
Does man walk upward down a hill?
Will the sun
stand
still?






JANUVARY 12, 1987

AIR-RAISING throughout its length,
1936 faded out in character as the
guns of the Nazi cruiser Koenigsberg
boomed out over the Bay of Biscay. The
target for the Koenigsberg’s shells was the
Spanish merchant vessel Soton, steaming its
way toward the harbor of Bilbao. But the
battered structure of world peace was the
target of the Nazis in no less literal a sense.
The attack on the Soton was the first openly
acknowledged military action by Germany—
or any other foreign power—in the Spanish
crisis, and the Spanish embassy in Paris was
quick to brand it “an act of war against the
Spanish Republic.”” On the same day, the
German battleship Graf Spee seized the
Spanish steamer Aragon, and the subsequent
capture of a freighter carrying loyalist food
supplies brought to three the toll of ships
stopped by the Nazis.

Replying to assertions from Berlin that
Spain’s retention of war materials that made
up part of the cargo of the German freighter
Palos justified retaliatory measures, Foreign
Minister Alvarez del Vayo insisted that
“Spain exercised an indisputable right—the
right of searching and detaining the Palos and
the right of confiscation of war materials
destined for the rebels.” Declaring the Palos
incident a mere subterfuge, Del Vayo exposed
the true motives behind the Nazi naval ag-
gression: “The intervention of the German
fleet in recent days has the double motive of
collaborating in the insurgent attack and ren-
dering ineffective the new plan of control,
elaborated by the London [Non-Intervention]
committee, before it could be put into prac-
tice.” The Spanish government, he declared,
would resist further instances of aggression
“with all means at our command.” Simul-
taneously came reports from Bilbao stating
that the tiny autonomous Basque Republic was
ready to defy with shell-fire continued Ger-
man interference with Spanish shipping.

While the entrance of German naval units
into open combat indicated that large-scale
shipment of Reich army men to the aid of
Franco was no longer considered an adequate
form of intervention, traffic in Nazi “volun-
teers” continued unabated. According to a
New York Times correspondent in Berlin,
nearly a thousand Germans fighting on Franco’s
side have been killed to date. From this figure
the writer concluded that estimates placing
the number of German volunteers in Spain
between ten and twelve thousand were “con-
servative.””  Describing popular reactions
toward the death toll, the same correspondent
succinctly noted, “While relatives are forbidden
to publish their grief, knowledge of their loss
is already spreading and is not making the
Spanish enterprise more popular here.”

HOUGH more than a week had passed

since France and Britain asked Hitler
to act against further shipments of “volun-
teers,” der Fuehrer did not deign to reply.
His silence was in marked contrast to
the prompt acceptance of the suggestion by
the Soviet Union, which insisted, moreover,

Covering the events of the week
ending January 4

through Maxim Litvinov, that the ban be
instituted immediately and that it be imple-
mented with effective control measures. What-
ever Hitler’s eventual reply to London and
Paris, his real intentions were made evident
by the wanton intervention of the Nazi fleet.
‘While the military situation on the penin-
sula remained essentially unchanged, govern-
ment troops continued to effect slight advances.
On the northeast front, loyalists converged
on Siguenza, the capture of which would
afford a safeguard against rebel attempts to
cut the highway running from Madrid to
Valencia. Reports from southern Spain were
not as favorable for the government, particu-
larly in the region of Cordoba, where small
reverses were suffered by loyalist militiamen.
Though Madrid and lesser government-held
cities were the object of intermittent artillery
fire and air bombing, newspaper correspondents
were unanimous in noting that the loyalist
morale continued to soar. Simultaneously, dis-
patches emphasized the steady trickle of de-
serters from Franco’s lines and the inferior
morale of foreign fascist troops, fighting un-
der compulsion, in contrast to the zealous
anti-fascists of the International Brigade.
Hopes generated by London and Paris
chancelleries to the effect that the newly
achieved accord between Great Britain and
Italy might mean the end of Rome’s interven-
tion in Spain were dashed by the confirmed
report from Gibraltar that 10,000 Italian
soldiers had landed and were en route to rebel
Seville. Nor did Italy demonstrate any readi-
ness to evacuate its armed forces from the
Balearic Islands. In the published text of the
treaty, Britain and Italy recognized their com-
mon freedom of transit through the Mediter-
ranean, and disclaimed any desire to modify or
to see modified the territorial status quo in the
Mediterranean area. The latter clause was
interpreted in Rome as openly identifying
Britain with Mussolini’s determination not to
countenance a leftist regime in Catalonia or
elsewhere in Spain. Italy’s pledges were
viewed cynically in Britain, one newspaper
characterizing the treaty-signing Duce as “the
street-walker of the Mediterranean.”
Concerned as she was with the increasingly
turbulent situation in Europe, Britain was
forced to keep a weather eye cocked on her
restive empire in southern Asia,- where a two-

fold struggle was in progress at the annual
convention of the Indian National Congress.
One cleavage was between the British rulers
of India and the Indian nationalists, led by
Jawaharlal Nehru, Socialist president of the
congress, over the new Indian constitution.
The other was between the genuine Indian
nationalists and the tools of Britain, led by
Mahatma Gandhi. Passed last year by the
British parliament, the constitution had been
imposed without consent of those who were
to be ruled by it and contained such hated
provisions as a Criminal Law Amendment
Act directed against civil liberties, press and
censorship laws, and prohibition of ‘‘danger-
ous” books. The constitution was rejected by
the Congress as “a betrayal of India’s struggle
for freedom, a strengthening of the hold of
British imperialism, and further exploitation
of India’s masses.” ’

Still farther east, the Japanese saber rattled
again. From Tokyo issued a series of explo-
sive, threatening blasts as settlement of the
Chiang Kai-shek kidnaping episode paved the
way for the continuing unification of China.
Shensi’s former war-lord, Chang Hsueh-liang,
drew a ten-year jail sentence for the kidnap-
ing, but was pardoned after a personal plea
by Chiang. Following Chinese custom, Chiang
offered his resignation as commander-in-chief
of the national army and chairman of the
Executive Yuan (council) because of his care-
lessness in allowing himself to be kidnaped.
With his resignation twice refused, however,
he remained China’s most powerful figure.

MERICANS who thought their coun-
try far removed from the turmoil of
the Old World were jolted out of their com-
placency when the Spanish conflict suddenly
became the first order of business for the new
75th Congress. Precipitating immediate con-
cern in Washington was the request of Robert
Cuse for a license to ship airplane parts to
Spain, presumably for use by the loyalists.
Legally, the license could not be denied, but
steps were taken at once to block the ship-
ment. From the State Department came an
apology to foreign governments for the grant-
ing of the license and from the White House
a statement that the shipment was “legal but
unpatriotic.” Concrete action came in the
form of pressure on administration forces in
Congress to broaden the law so as to cover the
Spanish situation. To accomplish this end,
congressmen found several alternatives. They
could simply include civil wars in the neutral-
ity law; they could pass legislation specifically
banning shipments to Spain, such as the em-
bargo imposed in the Chaco war, or they
could greatly increase the President’s discre-
tionary powers in connection with neutrality
procedure. The President emphatically favored
the last of these proposals, but the first seemed
far more likely to find congressional favor.
Whichever plan is adopted, the prevailing
attitude in Washington would place the for-
eign-supported Franco junta on the same plane
as the legally constituted government of Spain.
“We know that this is a struggle between two
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opposing philosophies of government, rather
than merely a rebellion in Spain,” said Senator
Pittman (D., Nev.), who promised to see
emergency legislation through in time to head
off the Cuse shipment. Short-lived was the
jubilation in Madrid, which had heralded first
news of the shipment as a sign of friendship
from a fellow-democracy. “The United States
government,” Madrid’s Socialista had joyfully
pointed out, “limits itself to recalling what
other governments have forgotten, which is
that in Spain it is the legitimate government
to which respect and assistance are owed.”

S ENATORS and representatives, filtering
into Washington for the opening of the
75th Congress, suddenly discovered that relief
would not be the only far-reaching problem
of the session. Aside from fundamentally
changing the neutrality law, they faced a fresh
demand for sweeping labor legislation, includ-
ing a constitutional amendment. In view of
Speaker of the House Bankhead’s opinion only
two weeks ago that there would be little legis-
lation that would ‘disturb business,” two
statements from the highest sources occasioned
considerable surprise. The first was President
Roosevelt’s remark to the press that he favored
federal action to eliminate child labor, long
working hours, and starvation wages. Roose-
velt denied that he would attempt to restore
the N.R.A. and refused to speak of a constitu-
tional amendment, but what were presumably
his sentiments were expanded a few days later

by Senator Robinson (D., Ark.), majority -

leader and administration spokesman in the
Senate. Finding it “incomprehensible” that
" neither state nor federal governments should
be able to prevent the exploitation of workers,
Robinson called for action. While he would
support, he said, “any legislation which I am
convinced would make possible reasonable con-
trol by public authority over the subject of
maximum hours and minimum wages,” Robin-
son believed that “a well-considered constitu-
tional amendment may prove the best method.”

Back of the Roosevelt-Robinson conviction
that “something must be done” was a swiftly-
moving strike wave which threatened to en-
gulf the country’s major industries unless labor
were awarded at least a meager share in the
fruits of the current business spurt. Led by
the United Automobile Workers of America,
sit-down strikers tied up four General Motors
plants at Flint and one at Cleveland, when
the corporation persisted in its refusal to deal
on a national scale with the union as bargain-
ing agent for its employees. Homer Martin,
international president of the U.AW.A,
termed the strikes “A warning to General
Motors Corporation that we mean business.”
Upward of 25,000 men were directly involved
and thousands of others were affected as the
stoppages began to make themselves felt in
factories which ordinarily feed the struck
plants with supplies. A union conference at
Flint, attended by representatives from ten
cities, moved to extend the strike to General
Motors’ 135,000 production workers should
the company continue in its refusal to confer

Lester Polakov
“Street-Walker of the Mediterranean”

with the union for a settlement. The conference
adopted a program of demands to serve as the
basis of an agreement. Most important of
these were abolition of piece work, a 30-hour
work week and a six-hour work day, joint
regulation of production speed in plants by
union committees and management, reinstate-
ment of workers unjustly discharged, and rec-
ognition of the U.AW.A. as the sole em-
ployee representative in collective bargaining.

In Flint, contingents of workers remained
within the closed plants, receiving food from
sympathizers and relatives outside. Extremely
irked, vice-president Knudsen of General
Motors railed against “illegal possession” of
the plants. In a letter to Martin, he declared
that company heads were not averse to “gen-
eral discussions” with the union, but insisted
again that all bargaining would have to be
handled through local plant managers. This
stand was bitterly condemned by C.I.O.
Chairman John L. Lewis in the course of a
New Year’s Day radio address. Citing the
General Motors situation as an instance of
“employer trouble,” Lewis remarked, “It is
absurd for such a corporation to pretend that
its policies are settled locally . . . General
Motors is indeed a du Pont controlled organ-
ization, and it is the du Ponts and not the
local plant managers, who lay out the broad
lines of labor policies.” Elsewhere in his
speech, Lewis hailed the coming year as one
which would witness “an unparalleled growth
in the numerical strength of labor in the here-
tofore unorganized industries, and the definite
achievement of modern collective bargaining
on a wide front where it heretofore has not
existed.”

EGOTTIATIONS in the Pacific Coast

maritime strike remained deadlocked
as shipowners refused the demand of the offi-
cers’ unions for preferential hiring. On the
East Coast the week’s excitement was provided
by Jersey City’s acting police chief, Harry
Walsh who objected to the use of a saloon as
a meeting place for striking seamen. Dashing
into the saloon, high-handed Harry drove out
all the customers, removed the owner’s license,
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and placed a padlock on the door. “It’s a
hangout for Communists,” was his only com-
ment. ‘State License Commissioner Brudet
scored the action, asserting that it was no more
illegal for a Communist to enter a saloon than
for “a Republican or a Prohibitionist.”

Despite the lawless police chief, strikers tied
up the President Harrison, the sole Dollar
Line vessel which had remained unaffected by
the strike, when she arrived at her dock in Jer-
sey City. At a mass meeting the strikers ap-
proved an agreement with the American-For-
eign Steamship Company, an intercoastal line.
Unflinching in his loyalty to the big shipown-
ers, strikebreaking Joe Ryan ordered members
of his International Longshoremen’s Associa-
tion to refuse to handle cargo for this company
or others which settle with the seamen.

The East Coast strikers’ ranks were aug-
mented when Picket Card 12,259 was issued
to Lawrence Simpson. Arriving in New York
after eighteen months of confinement in con-
centration camps and jails for aiding German
anti-Nazis, Simpson lost no time in making
his way to strike headquarters after a recep-
tion staged for him on the dock. '

Labor scored a major legal victory when
New York State’s Supreme Court Justice
McCook outlawed ‘‘runaway” shops in a suit
brought by the International Ladies Garment
Workers Union against two New York City
dress firms. Breaking their agreements with
the union, the companies had moved their fac-
tories to a small town in Pennsylvania to take
advantage of depressed wage standards. They
were ordered by the court to shift their pro-
duction back to New York, to rehire the union
employees whom they had locked out, and to
pay damages to their workers for wages lost
during the run-away period.

Two other court decisions, of perhaps even
greater importance, were handed down by the
United States Supreme Court the day before
Congress convened. One upheld the federal
law permitting states to regulate or prohibit
the sale of prison-made goods from other
states, thus divesting these products of their
interstate character. If Congress is permitted
to do this for prison-made goods, reasoned
New Deal lawyers, why not for goods which
are made under conditions violating the old
N.R.A. labor standards? The Court’s second
contribution to national welfare was a unani-
mous decision to set aside the conviction of
Dirk De Jonge, Oregon Communist under
sentence for violating Oregon’s criminal syndi-
calism law. Without declaring the law uncon-
stitutional, the Court denounced its applica-
tion to one whose “sole offense . . . was that
he had assisted in the conduct of a public
meeting, albeit otherwise lawful, which was
held under the auspices of the Communist
Party.” Denying the state’s right to forbid
meetings simply because they are held by Com-
munists, the Court ruled that “the right to
peaceable assembly is a right cognate to those
of free speech and free press and is equally
fundamental.” The decision raised hopes for
a reversal of the Georgia conviction of Angelo
Herndon.
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Whither the Railroad Unions?

The exclusive brotherhoods have awakened somewhat, but
the rank and file have yet to fully rouse their leaders

ARLY in December the executives of
five powerful railroad brotherhoods an-
nounced, rather belatedly, that they

were about to consider asking for a wage in-
crease for their membership. What is sur-
prising is that negotiations for substantial in-
creases were not begun long ago, and that only
five of the twenty-two standard railroad or-
ganizations have given notice of this intention.
Will these deliberations result in a demand for
an increase that will meet the rising cost of
living? This is hardly likely. Indications are
that the railroad labor executives, given to
company-worker collaboration, have made this
announcement under pressure from below.
How otherwise can we explain the fact that
these unions, among the most powerful in the
labor movement, have remained passive, while
wage increases were being won in the mass-
production industries? In past months, while
the offensive was being taken by other unions,
we saw the spectacle of the workers on the
Louisiana and Arkansas railroads waging an
isolated, defensive struggle to maintain their
wage agreement. The fighting qualities of
railroad labor were fully displayed in this
struggle, and are a guarantee that under a
progressive leadership, railroad workers could
realize the program of demands that has for so
many years remained on paper. The winning
of the six-hour day, their most vital demand,
would go far to alleviate the mass unemploy-
ment now gripping the industry.

But the barrier to the realization of this
program has always been the deep divisions
flowing from outmoded craft unionism and
long-sustained jurisdictional disputes. The
formal unity expressed in the association of
the railway labor executives of the twenty-
two unions has so far had little real value for
the rank and file, Only in one recent instance
have the railway labor chiefs shown complete
unanimity : that was in 1931-2, when they in-
duced the workers to accept a 10-percent wage
reduction. Nor can we ignore these leaders’
passivity in face of the layoffs that since 1920
have reduced the working force from 2,250,-
000 to approximately 1,000,000 in 1936.

Under these circumstances, the unemployed
railroad men clung to one hope: that an up-
turn in business would mean restoration of
their jobs. But even this hope has been dashed.
Rationalization, begun on a large scale follow-
ing the war, had been continued and intensi-
fied since 1930. Balance sheets for the first
eight months of 1936 show an increase of 38.2
percent in net operating income over the same
period for 1935, while employment figures for
the month of September 1936 show an increase
of only 9.23 percent over September 1935.

By Bernard Harden

But this is not all. A layoff of an additional
250,000 men is imminent. This will result
from the consummation of the nation-wide
consolidation of terminals, yards, repair shops,
and services in general. Consolidation plans
were completed under the guidance of Rail-
road Codrdinator Joseph B. Eastman, who
was appointed by Roosevelt under the terms
of the Emergency Transportation Act of 1933.
The entire benefits, estimated by Eastman
himself at $56,000,000 annually, will go to
the bond- and stock-holders.

oppose technological advance. It never occurred
to them to ask, “Why must all the benefits of
technological progress go to the bond-holders ?”
It never occurred to them that to agree to
throw a quarter of a million men on the
industrial scrap heap without hope of finding
places in other industries was the worst kind
of treachery. True, this was the first time
that an important employers’ group had
agreed to the principle of a dismissal wage,
but it is also tragically true that this was
the first time a group of trade-union leaders

"signified their willingness to collaborate in

IN THIS situation, the railroad labor leaders,
instead of fighting to preserve the jobs of
their membership through the establishment of
the six-hour day, conceded the right of the
companies to dismiss approximately 25 percent
of their employees. On May 21 of this year
they signed a national agreement which pro-
vided that a dismissal wage would be paid to
all workers losing their jobs as a result of con-
solidations. Under this agreement, men dis-
placed from service would receive 60 percent
of their wages for periods ranging up to five
years, according to length of service. This
betrayal of the workers was hailed in conserva-
tive labor circles as an outstanding achieve-
ment. Their arguments ran: consolidations
could not be opposed because they made for
improved organization in one of the vital in-
dustries of our country; labor men cannot

dismissing such a vast number of workers. To
agree to this without submitting the matter
to their membership reveals that they were
fully conscious of the shady character of their
act. It is also a biting commentary on the
utter lack of real democracy in the unions.
For many railroad workers this was the
last straw. It jolted them into a growing
consciousness of the need for unified action
on the part of the twenty-two crafts. Move-
ments for unity have already sprung up
among the rank and file. A case in point is
the Missouri State Association of Railroad
Brotherhood lodges. Their successful resist-
ance to the layoff of approximately 7000 em-
ployees through a consolidation, has compelled
the labor chiefs to temper their acceptance .of
the national layoff consolidation plans. It is
now up to the rank and file to follow up
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“But it did look sort of like he was picketing.”

Theodore Scheel
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with an irresistible drive for the six-hour day.
In doing this they must not rely entirely
upon their leaders. It is true that President
Harrtson of the Brotherhood of Railway
Clerks made a noisy announcement concern-
ing the introduction of legislation for the six-
hour day. But Harrison forgot to explain
the six-years’ inactivity of the railway labor
executives’ association on what has been a
principal point on their legislative program.
He forgot to point out that the Railroad
Retirement Act died in the hands of the
Supreme Court after passing Congress, and
that the outcome of the campaign for a pen-
sion is still in doubt. Neither did he point
out that the legislative success on the eight-
hour day in 1916 would have been nullified
by the Supreme Court had not the workers
voted strike in case of an adverse decision.
If the six-hour day, wage increases, and a
measure of job security are to be won, the
rank and file workers must remember 1916,

and take a leaf from the book of the west
coast longshoremen who, by united militant
action, have already won the six-hour day.
The class-collaboration policies pursued by
the railroad labor chiefs have proven suicidal,
and will lead to catastrophe for the workers.
The railroad employers, schooled in violence
and corruption, will heed only the arguments
of organized action. We cannot hope to rea-
son with the financial bandits who today con-
trol the railroads of this country, and whose
exploits constitute one of the darkest pages
in American history. Since the railroads were
first strung across the country on land fraudu-
lently acquired, new methods of swindling
have been developed decade by decade. The
toil of more than a million railroad workers
Is now going to meet the exorbitant interest
on investments that were never made. Under
Morgan, the New York, New Haven, &
Hartford Railroad capital structure has been
watered to the limit. In 1903 the capital

NEW MASSES

value of this same road was grossly inflated
at the $114,000,000 figure. The capital on
which this company expects to pay interest has
been increased to the present figure of $532,-
000,000. Truly the successors to the Vander-
bilts, Cookes, and Stanfords have maintained
their traditions. It is people like these that
our railroad Ilabor chiefs would have the
workers codperate with, Where the co-
operation has led so far is clear. If a break
is to be made from the old policy—and it
must be made—then the entire union move-
ment will have to be rejuvenated and set on
the right path by the rank and file. The cry-
ing need of the moment is organizing the
unorganized into the unions, and unity of
action to realize the full pregram of the
brotherhoods. The railroad unions will have
to step out of their isolation into the main
stream of American working-class activity, and
join the rapidly developing struggle against
reaction. '

SEEING AMERICA FIRST
I—Relief Bureau
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The death of Arthur Brisbane brings to a close a
career compounded of opportunism and clairvoyance

old Roman proverb cautions us. Nil

nisi bonum. But there are far more
important reasons than this one for the fan-
tastic eulogies of the late Arthur Brisbane.
Damon Runyon struck the highest note of
exaggeration when he referred to the de-
ceased as “journalism’s all-time No. 1
genius.” Yet the president of the United
States, the captains of industry and finance,
outstanding publishers and editors, and the
chief of the American Federation of Labor
were no less effusive in their post-mortem
statements for the press.

All this was in the best of conventional
taste, and the best traditions of that hypocrisy
which is indispensable to big business. The
reaction was quite different among the men
who worked with Brisbane for years, among
the hirelings who edited ‘his copy daily and
daily went frantic reconstructing his serpen-
tine sentences—who finally grew gray cor-
recting his errors of fact. These men did not
speak of the departed in muted tones. What
they said was not always fit to print, and all
this was no doubt in the worst of taste, but
it was at least honest, and it was true.

For these men knew that during the lat-
ter half of his life Brisbane was anything but
a genius of journalism. His was neither a
first-rate mind nor a great soul. He was pri-
marily a big business man who knew how
to make profit simultaneously out of his writ-
ing and his real estate deals. His slaveys on
the Hearst press knew that he regarded his
speculations in hotels and apartment houses
as more important than his editorials and
columns because there was more money in real
estate than in journalism. They knew, too,
that the lover of Epictetus and Voltaire was
ruthless, penny-pinching, and not over-scrupu-
lous in his business and professional relation-
ships, and that at best he was a time server
at $260,000 a year, whose thinking was no
more profound than the headlines out of which
he fashioned his columns.

I am sorry if these words violate anyone’s
feelings. Whatever respect we may owe to the
dead cannot outweigh the respect we owe to
the truth, especially in the case of a public
figure who has been converted into a public
myth.

The Arthur Brisbane that might have been
is another story. The Herald Tribune epi-
tomized the course of his career when it said:
“The son of a Socialist, Arthur Brisbane had
promised as a young man to become an in-
dependent leader of American thought; in-
stead, he dedicated his talents to William

SAY nothing but good of the dead, the

By Peter Young

John Mackey
Arthur Brisbane

Randolph Hearst.,” The self-destruction of
the renegade to progress was further illumi-
nated by Edwin Markham’s curious “‘tribute”
to the late editor. ‘“He once told me and a
group of friends in an after-dinner speech,”
Markham relates, “that he always had held
liberal views, but that the world was not as
yet ready for some of these views. He there-
fore did not talk about them, feeling that he
did not wish to be regarded in the light of
an ultra-advanced thinker.” Arthur Brisbane
liked to refer in his column to Giordano
Bruno, who was burned at the stake for his
‘“ultra-advanced” ideas. As for himself, he
preferred $260,000 a year of Hearst’s money.

Under these conditions it was no wonder
that such intellectual gifts as Brisbane may
have originally had fell into pathetic decay.
His famous column ‘“Today” was made up in
part out of quotations from a few classics.
The same quotations appeared year in and
year out. The rest of the column was made
up of news dispatches hastily read and hastily
rewritten. On scores of occasions minor Hearst
remployees saved the great editor from ridicu-
lous blunders and flagrant libel.

Perhaps his most piquant characteristic as
a columnist was a phony interest in science.
There was not a scientific “discovery” which
he did not publicize, even if that ‘“discovery”
originated with a reporter rather than with a
scientist. What did it matter if that “discov-
ery” proved to be a hoax the following day?
That was yesterday, Brisbane wrote only of
Today, and each day brought its new ‘‘discov-
eries,” along with its new murders, suicides
and kidnapings. There were, of course, cer-
tain good old standbys. The gorilla could
beat any ten prizefighters. A high forehead
was a sign of intelligence. “Observe that high
brow,” Brisbane would write of a captain of
industry, proving thereby that intelligence and
wealth went hand in hand. “Look at that

well-shaped head.” Brisbane himself had a
high forehead which he greatly admired.

High foreheads and intelligence were what
put men like Alfred P. Sloan, Charles M.
Schwab, and Ford in positions of wealth and
power. They had started poor, Brishane was
fond of emphasizing, but had fulfilled the
American formula for success. If anyone was
poor, it was his own fault. During the worst
depression years, Brisbane found it incompre-
hensible that “with so much unemployment,
so many men eager to work but unable to find
jobs,” trade unions should call strikes. That
was the basest ingratitude. You read tripe
like that and wonder why even William Green
should place a wreath of praise upon the tomb
of Hearst’s mouthpiece.

Years ago, when Hearst himself was a dema-
gogic clown flirting with the people, Brisbane
declaimed against “predatory wealth.” In his
later years, Brisbane was as class-conscious as
the Lord of San Simeon himself. But his un-
disciplined mind produced some amusing situ-
ations. He became so immersed in the “ro-
mance”’ of big business several years ago that
his column became a publicity medium for in-
dustrialists and financiers. Day after day he
wrote and published blurbs for the personali-
ties of the business world and their enter-
prises. Hearst, of course, wants to be paid
for any advertising which appears in his
papers. So the order went out: “Eliminate all
advertising from Brisbane’s column.” It was
eliminated. There were times, however, when
Hearst for reasons of his own wanted such
advertising to appear in his chief editor’s col-
umns. Such copy would be prefaced with a
plaintive notation:

Note to Hearst editors: Mr. Hearst has
approved this copy, so please do NOT
eliminate it. A. BRISBANE.

During the last few years, when Hearst
emerged in his true colors as the chief mouth-
piece of the American Reaction, the variable
Brisbane found himself in hot water. There
were days on which his entire column was
thrown into the waste-paper basket, other days
when whole paragraphs were deleted. Those
who knew of the censorship which Hearst ex-
ercised over Brisbane’s writings wondered
whether “journalism’s all-time No. 1 genius”
would stand for it. He was immensely
wealthy; he did not need the $260,000 a year
Hearst paid him. Indeed, for circulation rea-

_sons, Hearst needed Brisbane more than Bris-

bane needed Hearst. But the great editor
never revolted against his humiliating position.
Hearst kept on censoring his column, and he
kept on writing it. The explanation for this
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was simple. Brisbane did not need money, but
he loved it. Once, when Hearst rebuked him
for his heresies, the editor replied in effect:
“I write the column. As long as you pay me
for it, you may print it or not, as you see fit.”

After a while, Brisbane began to censor his
own writings to suit Hearst’s policy. During
the bleakest days of the depression, he wrote
a column in which he referred to the private
railroad car of the millionaire publisher Paul
Block. Then it must have occurred to him
that an economic crisis, when millions were
unemployed and hungry, was not the most ap-
propriate time for a Hearst paper to mention
such matters, So he sent out the following
correction:

Editors: In my column for tomorrow please omit
from Paul Block paragraph all reference to his
private car and instead of calling him “prosperous
New York editor” as in copy change to read “Mr.
Paul Block, well known newspaper owner.”

Usually, however, the censorship was or-
dered by Hearst, as in the case of Brisbane’s
comments on Stalin, Brisbane admired Stalin
as he admired any strong character. He could
not help being impressed by the energy and
devotion of the Russians., He always tem-
pered his praise with the glib prediction that
Soviet prosperity would destroy all hope of
communism and would restore capitalism,
and perhaps even bring back a czar. But such
modifications failed to satisfy Hearst, who or-
dered his editors to eliminate from Brisbane’s
column any comment favorable to the Soviet
Union.

*

After Hearst came out against Roosevelt, a
similar rule went into effect about copy deal-
ing with the administration. Brisbane dared
to write of Roosevelt: “He’s at least trying,
which is more than Hoover did.” Hearst
eliminated it. Again, Brisbane dared to say
that Donald Richberg was an able man. This
actually appeared in print, but Hearst elim-
inated it from all subsequent editions of his
papers. And here is another paragraph which
Hearst cut out of Brisbane’s column, written
from France last summer:

In France at one time it was forbidden by law
to eat the bodies of those that died in the plague.
That law is no longer needed, thanks to better
government and an end of the “divine right of
kings,” but the workers are far from satisfied and
they say they should actually rule. The old fable
of the feet rebelling against the head. The heads
in many places have guided badly. Perhaps the
world is about to see what the feet can do.

His visit to the land where the People’s
Front is in power may have stirred some long-
forgotten ideas in Brisbane’s head He even
wrote a long column about the sit-in strikes,
admiring “the ingenuity characteristic of the
descendants of Vercingetorix.,” But he made
the fatal mistake of beginning that column
with the words: “Organized labor from Lon-
don to Tokyo and around to San Francisco
would be interested in the latest strike idea.”

That column never appeared in print. Nor
did Hearst permit the appearance of the col-
umn Brisbane wrote the following day, de-
scribing the Bastile Day celebration. True,
the references to the proletariat were hostile,

*

Susannah the Seeker

Chef at the daily cooking,
Scullion to wash the dishes,
Butler with all the bothers,
Maid for the cranky wishes,
Doorman,

Janitor,

Laundress,

Gardener,

Under the Madam’s pishes,

Flunkies to right of her,
Lackies to left of her,
Puppets behind,
Fawners before,
Praising her mind,
Blessing her snore,

It left the Madam Snozzlepooh
Much bored without a thing to do,

Without a care beneath the sun
Except the void of having none.

Born high and married higher yet
In pomp of name and beauty,
Once glad to lead her swanky set,
Now tired of “social duty,”

The men no longer buzzing ’round

To catch ker vis-a-vis,
Susannah’s self not often found
In pert so-sigh-at-tea,

She wondered what would mean a thrill
To suit the mansion on the hill.

Above the stacks, above the steeple,
Above the distant mass of people
Floundering in the pounding town,
Susannah’s fraught piano note
Never

Even

Heard to float,

Message from a pain remote,
Sheerly,

Nully down . ..

From all the pampered years of taking,
Taking without a thought of giving,
Susannah’s private heart is breaking,
Breaking from irk of living,

Human enough to suffer,
Too spoiled to fathom why;
Nothing to do for Snozzlepooh,
Nothing to do but die.
H. H. Lewis.
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SERRAND

Serrano
“My boy, do you think grandpa spent
his time loafing and drinking?”’

but the journalist in him prompted Brisbane
to give a colorful description of the “enormous
crowd” that marched for hours through Paris.
There were red flags and the “International”
was sung. Instead of the column, editors re-
ceived the curt announcement: “There will be
no column for Thursday.” A little later,
Hearst killed the following paragraph by
Brisbane:

In this country, tens of billions of dollars’ worth
of securities pay no tax to the government. These
securities, usually held by rich individuals, total
above a hundred thousand million dollars, The
owners of all this money are protected by the govern-
ment to which they contribute nothing. The ordi-
nary citizen is taxed to keep up the army and navy
that protect cities and states and their tax-exempt
bonds. A way will be found to end that nonsense.
Write that on your cuff.

No one can say what prompted Brisbane to
write things like that, Perhaps he was working
off a peeve against Hearst. Perhaps his dis-
tant past, memories of his Socialist father,
sometimes caught up with him. He could
occasionally face the truth; he could set it
down; but Hearst would not print it—and
Brisbane, who had all the money a man could
use, kept on working for Hearst. He chose
corruption of his own free will. And now he
is dead, and the radio announcers identified
him as “the man who said a gorilla could beat
both of them.” The Socialist father cham-
pioned man; the reactionary son championed
an ape symbolizing cunning and brutality;
and about him, the governing class, bereft of
real intellectual champions, weaves the myth
of a great intellect.
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The Historical Novel

Its utility as a weapon against those who would mask the meaning
of evenls is here set forth by a noted British historian and critic

HE writing of history is a revolutionary

product. Only the awareness of social

change creates the feeling that the bare
chronicle of events is insufficient; the priestly
list is warmly filled out with the consciousness
of change, conflict, process. Herodotus worked
amid the rapid social changes and commercial
expansion after the Hellenic rout of the East
under Xerxes; he took an active part in the
revolt against the tyrant Lygdamis in his na-
tive town Halicarnassos. Antiquity produced
no historical novels—indeed no novels at all
except the freaks Satyricon and Metamor-
phoses (Golden Ass), which appeared during
the period of Roman bourgeois ease. But its
history remained almost openly a class prod-
uct; Roman history (as distinct from chron-
icles) began with Sallust’s pamphlets, the
work of a plutocrat liberal seeking to guide
the Casarian revolution away from extremist
policies; Livy fictionized republican Rome
from the reactionary standpoint of pure-race
theory and the glamorous past; Tacitus car-
ried on this work with more intellectual in-
cision, seeking to blackguard the Empire be-
cause of what internationalizing tendency it
possessed. Here throughout history runs the
tradition of rhetoric. The historian has no
compunction in coloring events to suit his
propagandist purpose, or in inventing dialogue

By Jack Lindsay

and speeches. The work of Tacitus is (omit-
ting the question of different ideologies) as
much historical fiction as, say, Vinogradov’s
Black Consul. Indeed, considering that it is
based on distortion, it is much more fictional.

It will be clear then that there was little
reason for historical fiction and history to sep-
arate as different genres in antiquity. There
was even less reason during the medieval
period, when all conception of process van-
ished and the only order of events was God’s
timeless will, the moral lesson. Hence, the
way that a medieval writer picks his historical
instances from any period or setting and hud-
dles them all together under moral categories.
History began with the Renaissance; stirred in
Dante’s secular passion for the Empire; grew
subtler in Petrarch’s worship of Cicero; de-
veloped a sense of fact and process as the
bourgeoisie expanded ; got its first real glimpse
of development as mercantilism broke up un-
der the solvent of liberalism (Gibbon, Diderot,
etc.) ; and came to something like full stature
with the French Revolution. Yet the medieval
attitude, rationalized, persisted through the
eighteenth century. Hume wrote: “You wish
to know the sentiments, inclination, manner of
life of the Greeks and Romans? Study well
the morality and actions of the English and
French. Humanity is so much the same in all

Woodcut by Everarde Hamirea (A. C. A. Gallery)

ages and lands that in this respect history gives
us nothing new or unusual.”

It was as a product of the French Revolu-
tion that the historical novel arose; it came
straight out of the new sense of history cre-
ated by the social turmoil. Scott is the great-
est figure, and it is an error to think of him
only as the reviver of feudalist fantasies. He
would have slight value if that was all he did.
Scott, despite his apparent legalistic com-
placency, saw something of the nature of his-
torical conflict; and though his worst work,
such as Jvanhoe, has been the most popular, he
went deeper in his novels dealing with the
Jacobites and the Covenanters. Though, of
course, lacking the materialistic dialectic, he
was nevertheless aware of history as a conflict
of old and new forces and conditions of life.
(And his humanist shrewdness filled out these
abstractions, giving his novels the quality
lacking in his imitators.) That it was his per-
ception of development which created the
effect of his novels on his generation is wit-
nessed by Coleridge, a good witness, since he
was very jealous of Scott’s success:

The essential wisdom and happiness of the sub-
ject consists in this—that the contest between the
loyalists and their opponents can never be obsolete,
for it is the contest between the two great warring
principles of social humanity; religious adherence
to the past and the ancient, the desire and the ad-
miration of permanence on the one hand; and the
passion for increase of knowledge, for truth, as the
offspring of reason—in short, the mighty instincts of
progression and free agency on the other.

Edwin Muir has suggested that it was the
suppression of Scottish nationality which
turned Scott’s thoughts backwards in time;
there is certainly a truth in this, but we must
remember how Balzac yearned in his early
years to emulate Scott and throughout his life
turned to medieval fantasies in the Contes
Drolatiques as an escape from his depiction of
the contemporary bourgeois. It is noteworthy
that all the best novels of the bourgeois period
deal only with matters a generation or two
back. For instance, the greatest of all histori-
cal novels, Tolstoy’s W ar and Peace, deals
with events in which Tolstoy’s own grand-
father took part. One cannot imagine Tolstoy
writing an equally successful novel dealing
with, say, the Renaissance or the Ceasarian
revolution. For, while dealing with periods
still directly affecting his own, the bourgeois
writer found his own intuitive sense of social
forces sufficient to enable him to produce a
truthful picture; when he stepped out of that
area, his lack of a consciously dialectical un-
derstanding proved his undoing. The idealist
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falsifications then took charge. Thus, Scott’s
Covenanters impress us powerfully as real
historical actors; the characters of his medieval
novels are mere cardboard.

What is significant about /#ar and Peace
is that in order to get so close to the truth
Tolstoy was forced to work out a thesis which
really exploded all bourgeois preconceptions
and which in fact he could not fully in-
corporate in the novel. This is the thesis of
mass force as the decisive element in history.
The ponderous diatribes in which he expounds
this thesis would destroy a work of less vital-
ity. Their value for us lies in the fact that
they prove that even for the bourgeois histor-
ical novel to reach its culmination it had to
invoke a perception that really exploded the
shell of bourgeois ideas. If we analyze the dia-
tribes we find that they are inchoate attempts
to express a thesis of mass determination
which becomes ridiculous in Tolstoy’s imposed
religious form, but which is perfectly compre-
hensible once we see in it a crude half-state-
ment of dialectical materialism. W ar and
Peace is therefore the halfway house between
the bourgeois and Marxist historical novels.

Since Marxism is above everything con-
cerned with the dialectic of history, it was in-
evitable that the proletarian revolution would
produce a new development of the historical
novel. Indeed, in a sense, the distinction be-
tween the contemporary and the historical
novel disappears. For the Marxist applies the
same criteria in analyzing human development
in the present as in the past. Novels like
Gladkov’s Cement or Leonov’s Skutarevsky
are not novels of the abstracted individual but
of social process expressing itself through vari-
ous selected individuals. They therefore take
an essentially historical attitude to the con-
temporary scene. When Alexei Tolstoy turns
from the present to the days of Peter the
Great, he uses the same method as he used in
Darkness and Dawn.

Not, of course, that the material is the
same. Thus, I think that Michael Gold takes
a static and mechanical viewpoint when he
writes:

Scott was the poet of feudalism. The past was a
glorious myth he created to influence the bourgeois
anti-feudal present. On every page of history Eugene
Sue traced the bitter, neglected facts of the working-
class martyrdom. He wove these into an epic melo-
drama to strengthen the heart and hand of the rev-
olutionary workers, to inspire them with a proud
consciousness of their historic mission.

Certainly the Marxist novelist dealing with
the past must always show how exploitation
ruled and how the workers were kept down;
but he has a more complex job than the sche-
matic opposition of laborer and parasite. He
has to show also how in the past the key to the
productive mechanism did not lie in the hands
of the workers; he must pay tribute to the
energy of the exploiting classes in so far as
they were creating an expansion of production
and ultimately making possible the classless
society. Thus, Alexei Tolstoy would not get
far with his Peter if he were only concerned
emotionally with the horrible sufferings of the

Russian peasants; he has also to show the posi-
tive effects of Peter’s demoniac energy in kick-
ing Russia out of feudalism.

An instructive comparison may be made be-
tween A. Tolstoy’s book and Merezhkovsky’s
Peter and Alexis. The latter has much deli-
cate analysis of character; one might even
wish that Tolstoy had some of the nuances
of Merezhkovsky; but in the last resort
Merezhkovsky’s picture is vague and ineffec-
tive, Tolstoy’s is richly memorable. The for-
mer leaves us with a problem, a mystery of
unattached good and evil; the latter makes us
perceive what Peter did and why he did it and
why he could do nothing else. Here we see
the basic quality of the Marxist historical
novelist. Whether he is dealing with the last
generation or with ancient Egypt, he has the
clue to the conflict of ideologies, he can di-
rectly relate the past to the present—not by
the evasion that human nature has always been
the same, not by translating past issues into
modern terms, but by
clarifying the past issues
by his mode of presenta-
tion, the form of rela-
tionship in which he
reveals them. (It is in-
teresting that Merezh-
kovsky, reacting to the
Revolution with hate,
has taken to writing his-
torical novels in which
his last grip on reality is gone, in which his
idealist ideology determines everything with-
out the slightest regard to fact.)

It is perhaps not too much to say that the
historical novel, in Marxist hands, becomes
the highest form of historical composition. For
since. Marxism seeks always for wholes, the
method that expresses the past conflicts with
the maximum of roundness and richness be-
comes the best definer of history. History
returns, in a sense, to the propagandist meth-
ods of antiquity, but not with sectarian distor-
tion. It follows that Marxist fiction must in
no way falsify the past, not even in the small-
est detail. Its method must be that of the
realizing imagination, not of fanciful redecora-
tion. Given the facts, it must treat them with
the utmost respect, seeking only to realize
them in their human fullness.

The general influence of Marxism, of the
revolutionary present, has to a certain extent
raised the sense of responsibility, the percep-
tive faculty, among even bourgeois novelists.

We can bring out the meaning of these re-
marks by considering three novels on a similar
theme, slave-liberation. God’s Angry Man, by
Leonard Ehrlich, reaches a high level of crea-
tive virtue by strength of sheer pity and indig-
nation. Here again we have the spectacle of a
novelist who, though not working from the
dialectical viewpoint, is able to give a truthful
picture of events that occurred in the near
past. The Black Consul, by Vinogradov, a
Marxist novel, has less creative richness, but
it shows a surer intellectual grasp of relations,
and therefore supplies a stronger foundation
for method. Spartacus, by Leslie Mitchell, has

Darryl Frederick
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as much pity and indignation as God’s Angry
Man, but Spartacus lived a long while before
John Brown and it is therefore harder to
realize the conditions among which he lived,
unless one has command of dialectics. Mitchell
(emotionally a Communist, but lacking Marx-
ist discipline) wrate a very moving book; but,
besides having a vast mass of errors in detail.
it showed no knowledge of what Spartacus
was actually up against, it worked from the
purely emotional viewpoint. It therefore
failed as a historical novel.

The Marxist historical novel, started on its
way by A. Tolstoy, Vinagradov, and Tynya-
nov, has already made an excellent beginning.
But there is yet much more to do. I have
above suggested something of the part that it
can play in bringing out the full content of
human development, in sifting and absorbing
all that is positive in past achievement, in es-
tablishing the continuity of tradition in Marx-
ist terms and stabilizing culture. Its educa-
tive value can be made enormous.

And there is an immediate value that it can
have for us in the fight for the classless so-
ciety. It can be a great weapon in the class
struggle. Consider the value that a really pow-
erful Marxist novel about, say, Abraham Lin-
coln, could have in the U.S.A.—or similar
novels about the great moments in the struggle
for freedom: John Ball, the Levellers, the
Chartists, in England. Now, with fascism
raising everywhere demagogic cries of reac-
tionary nationalism, there is no task more im-
portant for the Communists in each country
than to make clear that they stand for the true
completion of the national destiny. To wrest
from the fascist demagogues the great figures
of the past national struggles is a pressing
need, and what can do it better than adequate
historical novels? Dimitrov has put the issue
admirably :

The fascists are rummaging through the entire
history of every nation so as to be able to pose as
the heirs and continuers of all that was exalted and
heroic in its past, while all that was degrading or
offensive to the national sentiments of the people they
make use of as weapons against the enemies of
fascism. . . .

Mussolini makes every effort to capitalize the
heroic figure of Garibaldi. The French fascists bring
to the fore as their heroine Joan of Arc. The Amer-
ican fascists appeal to the traditions of the American
War of Independence, the traditions of Washington
and Lincoln. The Bulgarian fascists make use of the
national liberation movement of the seventies and its
heroes beloved of the people. . . .

Communists ‘'who suppose that all this has nothing

to do with the cause of the working class, who do
nothing to enlighten the masses on the past of their
own people . . . who do nothing to link up the
present struggle awith its revolutionary traditions and
past—voluntarily relinquish to the fascist falsifiers
all that is valuable in the historical past of the
nation, in order that the fascists may bamboozle the
masses.
In England an admirable start has been
made by Sylvia Townsend Warner’s Summer
Will Show, though the revolutionary section
here deals with France; Montagu Slater’s
play on Connelly is on the right track. The
historical novel is a form that has a limitless
future as a fighting weapon and as a cultural
instrument.
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A Groundhog’s Death |

When the tipple caught fire and the shaft caved
in, what happened was an old story to coal miners

Near the little town of Moberly

In Dear Old Missouri State

There four brave miners labored

And their lives were all at stake;

It was in the month of August

On one Tuesday afternoon

That they were all imprisoned

There within this gassy tomb.

—from “The Moberly Mine Disaster,” com-
posed by Carl Haden and sung by him
from Station WIBW, Topeka, Kan.

HE lean old miners of Moberly remem-

ber the good old days when the

U.M.W.A. was strong and the veins of
coal rich and deep, free from soapstone and
sulphur. It’s hard to make a mine pay these
days. Most of the rich and high veins have
been gutted long ago, and in the slope mines
you have to wriggle on your belly in pursuit
of the dwindling streaks, pushing a low, flat
car before you or dragging it behind you. Two

Miners’ Shack

By Jack Conroy

years ago there was an attempt at a revival of
the union. The deep shaft and slope diggers
marched on the strip mine, intending to sign
it up or close it down. But the militia was
there with modern machine guns, tear gas, and
trucks that could tear up and down the roads
lickety-split. ‘The miners had only pick handles
and stones.

Last summer Ed Stoner opened an aban-
doned shaft near Moberly. He couldn’t afford
the proper fans, air shafts, and so on, but the
state mine inspector and his deputies, lenient
fellows, knew that enforcing the safety regu-
lations would mean the closing of most small
mines. In some of the hollows nobody had
seen hide nor hair of a mine inspector for
years. So the groundhogs were not bothered.

Ed Stoner hired Jack McCann, Demmer
Sexton, George Dameron, and another fellow
to help him. They wouldn’t get rich, but they

mi.ght sell enough of the coal to buy corn-
bread on week days, sow tits and hominy on
Sundays.

The old mine was full of gas and falling.

in where the timbering had rotted away, but
McCann and Sexton were experienced miners,
knew when to jump from beneath a falling
rock, could tell where the deadly pockets of
white damp and black damp gas might be
located. The miners did need, most of all, a
barrel of water to set on the tipple, for the
wheezing Buick engine used in hoisting belched
sparks that lived an ominous length of time
on the greasy planks. Stoner didn’t have the
$1.65 required to fill the barrel, so there was
no use worrying one’s head over it.

On the afternoon of August 17 the tipple
caught fire and the shaft caved in with
Stoner, McCann, Sexton, and Dameron en-
tombed a hundred feet below the grass roots;




iners’ Shack

M



18

the other man, who was operating the hoist,
spread the alarm.

Their friends and loved ones labored
Thru the night the same as day,
Trying to move the mighty timbers
And clear the stumps away

To save the lives of their beloved ones,
This was their battle’s aim;

They knew well that those embedded
If were them would do the same.

Before another twenty-four hours had
passed, thousands of people had gathered
around the caved-in shaft. Many of them
were experienced miners, and they set to dig-
ging in an abandoned airshaft with only a
short distance to go until the main shaft could
be reached. When the state mine inspector
arrived, he decided it was too dangerous to
dig any longer in the airshaft. The main shaft
must be dug out, said the inspector, and he
was giving orders, not taking them. Movie
cameramen arrived, the rescuers having to
stumble over them and push them out of the
way. Newspapermen darted about like beetles
on a mill pond. C.C.C. boys directed traffic;
the American Legion served sandwiches and
coffee. Enterprising boys hawked soda pop
from tubs in which chunks of ice were floating.
The state mine inspector read prepared manu-
scripts over the radio. He posed in a tub for
the benefit of the sound cameras, and told his
men he was descending into perhaps deadly
damps but he insisted upon taking the first
risk. There was almost no chance the men
below would be unearthed alive, he said.

All this time the old-timers who had flocked
in with their tools from every camp within a
score of miles cursed loudly and bitterly. There
were muttered threats of pushing the inspec-
tor down the shaft, or at least knocking him
cold so that the work might proceed without
wasted time in grandstanding for the news-
papers, radio, and movies.

There were dear old gray-haired mothers.
All their heads in sorrow hung,
Awaiting news from down below them
Of their own, beloved sons.

Three long days and nights they waited
Until Friday afternoon

When the rescue parties entered,

Found that two had met their doom.

A newspaper man is calling in to Kansas
City over the phone line strung through the
scrub-oak brush to a rural line half a mile
away. The rewrite man on the other end is
both sore and playful, insists upon playing
knock! knock! “Aw right,” says the youth
covering the mine disaster, “Who’s there?. ..
Sheba who?...Now, listen, Ches...Hey!”
Jiggling the receiver hook. “Hey, Ches! Get

some of this color here. A truck pulling the

tub up and down. Pulley on a tripod over the
hole. Guess you'd call it a tripod . . . Three
legs, yeah, and made of telephone poles. Yeah!
Yeah! . .. Listen, grimy fiends in an inferno
toiling like mad. . . . Tub comes up, exhausted
men step out, are quickly replaced by a new
crew. . .. Got it? Okay!. .. Mothers, wives,
and sweethearts, clutching shawls around their
throats, babies clinging to their skirts. No
babies clinging to the sweetheart’s skirts?

That’s what you think. Okay, for our refined
readers, no babies a-holt of sweethearts’ skirts.
-+« Go to hell, you bastard! Maybe I ain’t
pooped out, too; my tail is dragging my tracks
out. . . . Torches like fireflies in the brush,
like a lynching scene, like a, what-ya-call-it,
Walpurgee Night, look that up and check on
it. . . . Hey, you bastard! Hey, Ches, for
Chrissakes! Okay! Okay! Who's there? . . .
Frieda who? . . . This is the last one, now.
I'm gonna take my step-ins and go home, the
party’s gettin’ too rough. . . . Something in the
air here, see? Tenseness, determination, the
will of men of iron, dark men out of the
womb of Mother Earth. . . . Listen, Ches!
Hey! Hey!” Jiggling the hook and scratching
his behind. . . .

ON A MOUND of soapstone and slag beside the
shaft, movie cameramen and newspaper men
and women are rolling in the gray dust, heads
jerking with drowsiness. They reach for gin
and cigarettes, swear piteously. There is a
blonde bedraggled sob-sister snoring on the
flat of her back, legs wide apart, skirts high.
Every time a party of rescue workers ascend
in the tub, they sweep her with a glance. The
rescuers work silently but swiftly.

There is an ambulance-hearse waiting, and
inside it is a pile of the brightly artificial grass
used to disguise raw grave mounds. The
green stuff looks queer among the blasted
buck brush and scrub oaks. The dead wagon
is needed for two of the men when they’re
finally brought up. McCann is able to wave
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to the madly cheering crowd. Sexton is un-
conscious but alive. Stoner and Dameron
have been dead since a few hours after the
cave-in.

Another one had fell unconscious
Only one had stood the test

Even Spot, their faithful pony,
Lay beside them, cold in death.
And so must we all heed warning
All precautions we must take
And get right with our Dear Maker
Now before it is too late.

The people around Moberly collected about
$600 for McCann, Sexton, and the widows of
Stoner and Dameron. McCann spoke at a few
of the small theaters, but the story was soon
an old one that no one would pay a cent to
hear about. Sexton and McCann have bad
lungs from the gas and exposure, and the
hospital bills were high. A week or so after
the Moberly mine disaster, four brothers were
entombed near Fulton, and all of them killed.
The state mine inspector has issued a warning
that all safety regulations must be strictly ob-
served from now on. But other groundhogs
are working in perilous holes in the hollows
around Moberly. How in the world is a man
who has been a miner all his life going to eat
if he doesn’t dig coal? How are the small
operators to observe the regulations? The
mine inspectors are good fellows, men of un-
derstanding, and most of them have been
miners at one time or other. They won’t make
it too hard on a man who has to root hog or
die.

“So if I don’t like this country? So what should I do?”
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The “Asphalt Musician”

The elusive character of Kurt Weill speaks
through his work in writing theater scores

their troubles with Kurt Weill, the

music-maker whose second score for a
Broadway play will be heard this week when
Franz Werfel’'s The Eternal Road has its
much-postponed opening. It was the same way
with Joknny Johnson, the music for which
was widely hailed as doing much to integrate
that strange and haunting play.

The troubles of the gentlemen of the press
agentry seem traceable to a combination of
two things: first, Weill’s music and his history
seem to give him stature as an unusual and
important figure in the modern world, and
second, the man himself is so self-effacing,
calm, and gentle that it’s the devil’s own job
to surround him with any special glamorous-
ness or striking individuality.

The fact seems to be that Weill lives, and
is quite content to live, by virtue of his work
and not by impact as a personality. And in
this respect he certainly has lived. In his
thirty-six years he essayed a full-length opera
at the age of twelve, taught piano at the same
time, wrote music for a dozen or more plays,
including the international success Dreigros-
chenoper (Three-Penny Opera), had his
works banned by the pre-Hitler government
in Germany, become a political exile from the
Third Reich, and developed what critics re-
gard as a definitely new musical form in his
scorings for plays—scorings which are neither
incidental music, operatic structures, revue
song-and-dance arrangements, nor mere deco-
ration. It is in terms of this last achievement
that Weill has come sharply to the notice of
American theatregoers this season. And he
takes it all in his comfortable stride, with a
quiet smile—which is also, incidentally, the
way he parries questions about his political
views. ‘“They call me a Kultur Bolshevist,”
is all he will say.

During the drawn-out course of its produc-
tion, The Eternal Road had to meet such tick-
lish problems as the depiction of God. In re-
gard to the latter, Weill advised that he be a
crooner. There was none of your Make-Way-
for-the-Lord-Jehovah quality about the Deity
of this soft-spoken composer. As might be ex-
pected, everyone connected with the produc-
tion thought the idea preposterous. But as it
turned out, Weill notes with quiet satisfaction,
God is a crooner.

Weill is short and round, like a cherub in
attendance on a crooner god. He has come to
America because the Nazis had no use for
honesty and indignation on the stage; and he
had no use for the stage without these esti-
mable qualities. He hopes here to carry to
its fulfillment the theory which forms the basis

PUBLICITY men have been having

By Marian Burrows

Hugo Gellert

Kurt Weill

of all his work : that music must be an integral
part of the theater. He sees it as an indispen-
sable feature of the imaginative theater, much
in the fashion used by the ancient Greeks;
and he sees the imaginative theater replacing
the naturalistic one which has predominated
in the past few decades.

Concerning his musical theory, Weill is sure
he is doing something important. In fact, in
his mild way, he has always had this almost
naive self-assurance. Not yet in his teens, and
with no training in composition whatsoever,
he had the nerve to sit down and write a full
opera. At twenty-four, he had the even greater
nerve to decide he wanted to work with a first-
rate playwright. He was comparatively un-
known and still poorer; but he had to have the
best. What is more, he got it in Georg Kaiser,
author of From Morn to Midnight, then
probably the foremost playwright of the ex-
perimental theater in Germany.

Weill was born in Dessau in 1900. The
fact that his father was a cantor gave him an
acquaintance with traditional music which
was of considerable help in doing the score
for The Eternal Road. His education consisted
mainly of a few months of study with Hum-
perdinck, actual directing in provincial thea-
ters, and more study with Busoni in Berlin,
where he had to play piano in cafés at night
to make his expenses. At this time he was
writing complicated, atonal music, in keep-
ing with the fashion of the day. But when a
Russian ballet requisitioned him to do some

scores, he changed cheerfully to the simple
style which he considers more dramatic and
which he has kept to ever since. It was this
music which led to the beginning of the long
association with Kaiser. They did The Pro-
tagonist together, produced by the Dresden
State Opera.

In a Germany that was still something of
a happy hunting ground for artistic expression,
Weill, temporarily, had few worries about ex-
penses. He did The Royal Palace with Ivan
Goll, which failed, The Czar Has Himself
Photographed with Kaiser, which succeeded,
and The Rise and Fall of the City of Ma-
hogany with Brecht, which was at least spec-
tacular. This latter revue was a savage satire
on capitalism, dealing with a fantastic city in
which each inhabitant must spend his money
—and is killed when it runs out. At its open-
ing in Leipzig in 1930 the bourgeois audience
flew into a rage, and precipitated a battle
which lasted for hours. Berlin, however, was
less hostile to revolutionary ideas and received
the production cordially.

Finally in ’33 Weill went to work with
Kaiser on The Silver Lake, destined to be his
last German production. Shortly before Hit-
ler came to power, the play, which was a
grim discussion of unemployment, opened in
eleven cities at once, a fact which testifies to
the following of these two at the time. It had
a successful and turbulent career of just one
night. While the audiences cheered, the au-
thorities went into a horrified huddle behind
closed doors. The following day they banned
the play. The German government could no
longer afford to let the artist be outspoken
on the stage—at least, not these two irrepres-
sibles. Beauty and honesty had to move on
to make room for the Nazis; and with them
Weill moved too. The atmosphere was be-
coming unhealthy for a “Kultur Bolshevist.”
In Paris and in London Weill continued to
seek out the most original playwrights and
convince them of the fact that music could en-
rich their texts. Thence he came to America
with Max Reinhardt last year to do the music
for Werfel’s Eternal Road. After it failed
to open in the 1935-6 season, the story goes,
he sought out the Group Theatre because he
felt that its pioneering viewpoint would give
him the opportunity he sought. His score for
Johnny Johnson was the result.

Weill writes haunting, lyric music, em-
ploying the familiar devices of jazz, ballad,
and even military rhythm. Yet the indefinable,
individual touch with which he endows his
music takes it out of the commonplace level
of these more familiar forms. As such, it is
eminently suitable as part satiric, part mourn-
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ful, even part humorous commentary on our
modern displays of greed and hate. Weill
doesn’t want his music to be thought of as
detached from the theater. It must be judged,
he says, not by the standards of concert music,
but rather by the standards of the theater
itself. This explains in large part his success
in the apparently difficult task of adapting ac-
tors for musical roles. For his music almost
fits in to the cadences of speech, and the actor
sings it with the natural voice he would use
to give speech its highest intensity.

Of the Johnny Johnson score, R. D. Dar-
rell, writing in the New Masses of Decem-
ber 15, said: “A model of simplicity and
economy, Weill’s music neither asks for nor
needs highly trained interpreters, yet not a

note fails to sound, not a phrase is lacking in
significance and point. . . . It is first-rate the-
atrical music, integrating, intensifying . . .”

The critics in Germany—when there still
were such—used to call him the “asphalt mu-
sician,” They meant that his music spoke to
the man in the street, in the simple language
the people could understand, as opposed to the
Wagnerian concept of thundering to the Gods
in Valhalla, The critics, of course, used this
as a term of derision. But Weill was tre-
mendously pleased. He hopes to popularize
music—not in the commercialized sense of the
word, but in the manner of a musician who
breaks away from conventional forms and yet
wants his works to be sung and remembered.
So Weill considers their “asphalt” insult the
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finest compliment they could have paid him.

There is none of the bombastic in his music
—and even less in Weill himself. Members
of the Group Theatre like to tell how, at one
of their most hectic rehearsals, the director
stopped them for a customary intermission of
silence. Tacitly it was felt that Weill, who
was at the piano, should nod when they might
resume. Two minutes passed, that being the
usual length of such intervals. No motion
from Weill. Another few minutes—and he

still sat serene at the keyboard. Finally, after
an inordinately long time, someone went over
to him and asked if anything was wrong.
“Not at all,” he answered placidly, “I just
wanted to see how long a bunch of actors
could stay quiet.”

(TSR Y
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Pro and con on Robert Briffault—A dancer disputes a dancer—What do you mean,

® If the public can stand another word from
me on the subject of Robert Briffault, I should like
to protest the recent -review in this magazine by
Henry Hart of Briffault’s book of essays, Reasons
for Anger. My regard for Henry Hart is of the
highest and I am not seeking to question his capac-
ity or integrity as a reviewer when I say that I
feel his treatment of the Briffault volume is wrong
and unfortunate.

From the standpoint of verve and force in writ-
ing, Briffault has no superior today, and on that basis
alone any book of his is necessary reading for any-
body interested in social ideas. Unfortunately Mr.

Hart gives no idea of this quality and commits the

worse crime of questioning Briffault’s facts and
reasoning without submitting proof of such errors.

In which of the essays, for example, does the
reviewer find “the badge of haste, the tendency to
incomplete thought”? Certainly not in “Sex in
Religion,” “Recent Anthropology,” “Family Senti-
ments” or “Taboos on Human Nature.” Those are
extraordinarily fine examples of close, solid, and
sober reasoning, the result of years of sifting thought.
In fact, I think every one of the essays is a fine
example of close reasoning and careful thought.

“Briffault’s heart is in the right place, even if
his facts are sometimes not.” What facts are not?
I would like to see them cited. This sort of at-
tack on Briffault has long been the retort of the
academic critics to such works as The Mothers
and Rational Ewolution, and yet The Mothers has
never been replied to. In three volumes such as
The Mothers there could possibly be hundreds of
mistakes, but Briffault has waited ten years to have
a single one pointed out. Briffault’s works out-
rage every academic tenet and annihilate the pon-
derous anthropologists who have sought continu-
ously to furnish a basis for capitalism, and Mr.
Hart’s review merely adds to the reactionary criti-
cism, whether he intended it that way or not.

Briffault, having no academic status, has no dis-
ciples of academic status, but neither had Marx
once, Who are to defend men like Briffault and
his ideas which are of so much use to the revolu-
tionary cause? To dismiss Briffault as a phrase-
maker is nothing short of wicked. We have few
enough distinguished men on our side without having
them slain within our own barricades in such an
off-hand manner. Briffault has been bitterly hated
by the capitalist press for years, and has had almost
no support from our own. Despite this The Mothers
has exercised an enormous influence among thinkers
the world over. His Breakdoawn, which was scoffed
at by our own critics when it first appeared, con-
tinues to have great weight among middle-class
people of this country and England. Criticism is
necessary and helpful, but I must rise up with
vehemence when a book as provocative and impor-
tant as Reasons for Anger is kept out of people’s
hands by dismissal rather than analysis.

ROBERT FORSYTHE.

Myr. Hart Replies

® There is truth in Robert Forsythe’s contention
that Left criticism of Mr. Briffault comforts and
even aids the many reactionaries who continuously
attack him. The problem of criticizing Briffault,
therefore, possesses a political aspect, i.e., whether
it is expedient to be silent concerning serious errors,
or to bespeak them. Wisely or not, I choose the
latter.

The review, which appeared in the issue of No-
vember 24, was neither analysis nor dismissal. In the
main it was very favorable to these miscellaneous
essays and book reviews. I praised Mr. Briffault’s
“phraseological vehemence and brilliance,” and sug-
gested that “his zeal for exposing the ramifications
of the bourgeoisie’s deliberate cultivation of stupidity

is worth the twitching of an academic eyebrow.”
And I included a warning that here and there the
reader should be on guard against mistakes of fact,
formulation, and opinion.

I shall confine myself to one example. (There are
others). Briffault’s well known preference for
ideas—as revolutionary instruments—to social sit-
uations in movement in an historical process, is an
exceptionalism that is sheer literary egoism. It leads
him to say, in the essay “The Human Mind in
Revolution” (p. 97) that “the entire strategy of
Karl Marx and of Marxian Communists depends
upon idealistic determinism, or intellectual prepara-
tion, without which the perception of class interests,
of ‘class consciousness’ is not possible.”

The fallacy is inherent in the wording, as well as
in the meaning, of the sentence. There are class
interests before “idealistic determinism, or intellec-
tual preparation” aid in the perception of them, and
it is upon the fact of class interests that Marx—
and Marxian Communists—base their .strategy.
Moreover, Briffault knows this, One of the main
purposes of these essays is the elucidation of the
class origin of ideologies. In the same essay (p. 103)
he declares: “The absurdity of idealistic determinism
is daily demonstrated by the impossibility of making
an argumentative impression on entrenched bour-
geois interests and ideologies.”

This erection of a concept in order to knock it
down six pages.later is what I meant by “the ten-
dency to incomplete thought.”” But that is not all.
Mr. Briffault doesn’t even want to imply that Marx
and Marxian Communists base their strategy on an
absurdity. He also says that Marx, putting economic
determinism first, did not repudiate idealistic de-
terminism. What kind of verbal monkeyshines are
these? I believe they are rationalizations., Of what?
I think there is a clue in the sudden use on page 105
of the phrase “the Jew, Marx.” I think there is an
even more important clue in the realm of literary
vanity, as exemplified by his inference, on page 52,
that he has had a primary place in evolving the con-
cept of mind as a social product.

Desplte the above, I would like to repeat what I
said in the review: “As essays, these are interesting,
and as exhortations they are very useful.”

HeNrY HART.

And Again Mr. Forsythe

® This is very much better. Discussion is the
essence of the matter. I have no objection, and I am
sure Briffault has none, to the most thorough analysis
of his ideas, even if the reviewer’s findings are at
direct variance with his own. It is precisely because
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FORUM

“neutrality?

a revolutionary reviewer owes this debt to a rev-
olutionary writer that I protested. R. F.

An Open Letter to Lowell Thomas

® In your radio talk the other night you said: “If
an airplane pilot in the Spanish Red forces were
to land his plane behind the Red lines and it were
damaged, he would be likely to face a Red firing
squad for damaging the plane.”

I consider this a gratuitous insult to the Spanish
loyalist government and a positive indication of
your fascist bias. I always thought your talks on the
air were impartial and unbiased, but your talk the
other night convinced me of my error.

IsiDoRE BACHRACH.

On U.S. Neutrality j

® On the question of U. S. “neutrality”:

1. It is just a farce. While there is such loud
protest concerning the pending shipment of eight-
een civil-type planes to Spain, nothing is said of
the countless shipments of fully equipped fighting
planes to the Chinese armies engaged in fighting a
people’s movement regarded as communism.

2. 4s an aid to fascism. Had the Spanish gov-
ernment been fascist and the popular front the rebels,
I doubt if there would be any prompt action is
defense of our “neutrality.” As an impartial ob-
server, I was aware of the fact that the Curtiss-
Wright Co., the Boeing Co, etc., were selling war
material to Chinese forces solely for the purpose of
fighting communism under the sanction of the U.S.
diplomatic officials and are probably still engaged
in doing so. Are we going to sit still, seeing a
partial means of fighting fascism in Spain cut off
while the means of fighting communism in China
goes on unrestricted ? J. S

Disagreement on the Dance

® I regret that Miss Enters did not confine her-
self [issue of Jan. 5] to her titled subject, “Spain
and the Artists,” for I find that her analysis of the
dance in America is, to put it lightly, passé.

Angna Enters’s article of self-defense is justifiable;
her confusion of form and content is not. It is
evidently not superfluous to reiterate again and
again that one must use the elements inherent in
one’s art to express the desired content; the tech-
nique of a mural does not apply when making a
stage set; the requirements for a poster are not
those for an easel picture; the score of a movie
musical not similar in construction to the score of
a ballet, etc. This does not deny the validity of
each or any art, nor the ability of each or any form of
art to express its desired content. Though the dance
—yes, the pure dance—often fails to achieve clarity
(on one hand due to the fact that the dance lan-
guage is as yet not familiar enough to a great
enough number of people) though the modern danece
in this parlous period is an unfortunate reflection
of the world’s agitated unbalance and has been late
in redirecting itself toward a more synthesized and
positive expression, nevertheless, it must be granted
that it is an art form which is as capable as is any
other art form of achieving definite power in these
times. One must not—least of all Miss Enters—con-
fuse the issues. It is decidedly not fair nor true
to infer that the modern dance has as yet not shown
its point of view; that point of view, as a matter
of fact, that Miss Enters believes her art to be
expressing. . . .

Modern painters will have their say, unequiv-
ocally, in paint, the musicians in music, the actors
in speaking other people’s lines, the cartoonists ia
cartoons, the architects in buildings, the mime-~
dancers in dance-mime, and the modern dancess in
modern dance, SopHIA DELZA,
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As Congress Opens
B EFORE considering the prospects of the Seventy-Fifth

Congress, which opened on Tuesday, there is some-

thing which the progressive reader ought to do at
once. He should go to the nearest telegraph station and
wire his congressman and senators the strongest possible
protest against any attempt to aid Franco, Hitler, and Mus-
solini by so-called neutrality laws preventing the shipment of
arms and supplies to the Spanish government.

International law has always recognized the right of a
legally established government to have free access to all
kinds of supplies in a civil war. This is the foundation of the
United States neutrality law passed in 1922 and still in
effect. 'What Senator Pittman and Representative McRey-
nolds are proposing, with Administration backing, is not
really neutrality. To prevent the shipment of American sup-
plies to the Spanish government, means, in effect, to increase
the odds in favor of the fascists. Italy and Germany will con-
tinue to ship supplies to Franco, but we will not be permitted
to ship supplies to the Spanish people—supplies to which
they are entitled.

HAT Congress does for democracy abroad may in-

dicate its attitude toward democracy at home. Roose-
velt’s overwhelming majority at the polls last November
was a mandate for progressive legislation. But, as our
editorials pointed out at that time, the President is no guar-
antee against reaction. Since then, big business has made it
clear that it intends to carry out its program at the expense
of the people by working through the Roosevelt administra-
tion. Sphere, Washington organ of the bankers and indus-
trialists, said in so many words about this policy: if you
can’t lick a man, work with him. The reaction will now seek
to get through Roosevelt what it had hoped to achieve
through Landon.

Labor and middle-class groups can defend their interests
against this drive only by organized and concerted action
for progressive legislation in the Seventy-Fifth Congress.
The Connery Bill, amended to provide not only a thirty-
hour week without reduction in pay but also trade-union
wage rates, ought to be pushed vigorously. It should be
strengthened to provide an adequate minimum annual wage
to all workers. The National Labor Relations Act should
be amended to compel employers to recognize trade unions.

Every effort must be made to have Congress pass social
insurance legislation for the unemployed, the aged, the dis-
abled, and the sick, based on the Workers’ Unemployment,
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Old Age, and Social Insurance Bill. Those who fight for this
bill should also seek amendments to the Social Security Act
to cover all workers of hand and brain now excluded from
its provisions. The present taxes on wages should be re-
pealed and the entire cost of social insurance should be
placed upon the employers and the government.

IT IS imperative to fight with the utmost vigor for the

repeal of all federal legislation which infringes upon
political rights and freedom of press, assemblage, and radio.
Bills should be passed outlawing terrorist groups like the
Black Legion, 'the Ku-Klux Klan, and the vigilantes. The
federal anti-injunction law should be strengthened to prevent
judges, sheriffs, and employers from breaking strikes and
curbing labor legislation.

The Seventy-Fifth Congress must be compelled to face
the problem of Supreme Court absolutism. Congress must
reafirm its constitutional power to pass labor and social
legislation without Supreme Court interference, and the Con-
stitution should be amended to deny the Court power to
nullify social and labor legislation.

Energetic support should be given to the Wagner-Costigan
bill against lynching, and other bills should be pushed to give
the Negro people equal rights to jobs, the full right to
organize, vote, serve on juries, and hold public office. Meas-
ures should also be taken to provide states and cities with
funds to maintain adequate relief standards; to extend the
W.P.A,; to increase W.P.A. wages twenty percent; to grant
W.P.A. workers the right of collective bargaining and trade
union rates, with a minimum monthly wage of forty dollars.

HESE are a few of the practical measures which Con-

gress can and should pass, and which all progressive
groups in this country should fight for. Such groups will
also support appropriate amendments to the Walsh-Healy
law and the Connery and O’Mahoney bills in order to help
abolish the sweat shop, curb the speed-up and child labor,
furnish adequate protection for women, erect proper safe-
guards against industrial accidents and diseases. They will
also support the O’Mahoney Licensing Bill with appropriate
amendments in order to curb monopolistic practices harmful
to labor, consumers, and small business people. They will
push bills calling for a national housing authority, and the
erection of dwellings available to families with low incomes.
They will do their utmost to maintain, extend, and democ-
ratize the National Youth Administration, and will support
an amendment to the Constitution abolishing child labor.

Such influence as America’s democratic forces can bring
to bear in the new Congress will combine the struggle against
fascism here with a fight for a peace policy based on the
principle that the United States can be kept out of war by
keeping war out of the world. This is the only way to amend
the present Neutrality Act in the interests of ths people. Let
the law prohibit the sale and delivery of goods and the
granting of loans to nations engaged in a foreign war con-
trary to the provisions of the Kellogg Peace Pact. Let Con-
gress strengthen all measures for collective security, envisag-
ing cobperation with the League of Nations, the Soviet
Union, and all peace forces of the world against the military
aggression of Germany, Italy, and Japan.

Great problems, domestic and foreign, will confront the
Congress which opened Tuesday. These problems will be
handled in the interests of the people only if we ourselves
take vigorous steps to have the necessary bills enacted.
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REVIEW AND COMMENT

The crisis in the Socialist Party—History, “liberal” and partisan—How to get a job

NE of the leading figures in the Com-
munist Party analyzes here* the situ-
ation of the Socialist Party. The job

is done vigorously, concisely, with logic and
with passion. A superficial reviewer’s adjective
that might ordinarily be applied to it would be
“devastating.” But that would be false to the
spirit of the book, which was written not with
any wish to devastate but to speak from inside
the great comradeship of the revolutionary
movement, with revolutionary candor to a
revolutionary group that is not meeting its
revolutionary responsibilities.

It takes up the history of the Socialist Party
from the time when it split off from the sec-
tarian Socialist Labor Party and brought
Marxist thought inte the stream of American
political life.

In the thirty-five years of its existence it has
reflected, in the main, not the victorious So-
cialism of Lenin and the Bolsheviks, but the
compromising and revisionist tendencies of the
Social Democratic Parties of the Second Inter-
national, which have failed to turn revolution-
ary crises into revolutions and by their oppor-
tunism have made the road easier for fascism.

Like the European Social Democratic Par-
ties, the American party’s organization and
discipline have been loose; its leadership has
been predominantly petty-bourgeois: its hori-
zons have been the mirages of evolutionary
socialism, parliamentary action, general educa-
tion, and reform.

In its trade-union policy it has been vacil-
lating. As early as 1905 it divided into two
camps on the issue of industrial unionism, with
the result that its left wing wasted its strength
in dual unions while its right wing pursued a
policy of neutrality until, after 1919, when
the Socialist Party split and the Communist
Party was formed, it identified itself almost
completely with the ruling clique in the A.F.
of L. In the boom years of the twenties this
policy reached its disgraceful climax in almost
open class collaboration, supporting the B. & O.
and similar plans of speed-up and company
unionism,

It has always been indifferent and now,
when the issue is crucial, it is hostile to the
movement for a broad American labor party.
Opportunism characterized its position in the
world war. Its attitude to the Russian revo-

lution and to the building of socialism in the’

Soviet Union has been in the main one of hos-
tile criticism, which the capitalist press has
made consistent use of. In the depression it
was lethargic, scarcely taking any steps to
organize the workers.

In its necessary brevity this picture has a
consistency which Socialist policy, always con-
tradictory and vacillating, has lacked. Much

* Tue CrisiS IN THE SOCIALIST PArTY, by William
Z. Foster. Workers Library Publishers. Sc.

of what has been said above is true of the
leadership and especially of the old guard sec-
tion of the leadership. Rank-and-file dissent
has marked the whole course of the party.
This dissent produced splits, the major one
leading to the formation of the Communist
Party. Its attitude to the U.S.S.R., to the
labor party, to the united front, have pro-
duced doubt and discontent in its membership
and caused loss in membership and inertia in
its activities.

What is the situation in the Socialist Party
today? It has receded from the comparatively
Left position taken in the Detroit Convention
in 1934, where it had faced active revolt as
well as the passive revolt of loss of member-
ship. It has vacillated with its chief leader,
Norman Thomas. Its attitude toward the So-
viet Union is ambiguous, with the balance in-
clining, as of old, to the side of hostility. Its
attitude, both to the labor party and the
united front, is an official “no” and an infor-
mal “yes” as sections of the rank and file defy
their leadership and force sanction for local
actions.

As a whole, but this time from a Left sec-
tarian position, it is keeping out of the revo-
lutionary main stream. By admitting Trotsky-
ism into its ranks it risks a definitely counter-
revolutionary orientation. The new rational-
izations for inaction which Trotskyism sup-
plies may be dearly bought by the possible cost
of complete inanition, of becoming a sect with-
out a mass following. ISIDOR SCHNEIDER.

A “Liberal” Historian

A New AMErRICAN History, by W . E.
Woodward. Farrar & Rinehart, Inc. $4.

HOSE who have read his other books,
especially Meet General Grant, will re-
member W. E. Woodward to be a historian-

journalist with a more than common talent.
They will also remember him to be in that
large area, somewhat without boundaries,
called Liberal.

In the past Woodward’s work has been
sprightly and provocative. His exposition of
the homespun corruption of the Grant era, for
instance, was an honest if not definitive piece
of work, written with a nice balance between
plain debunking and social criticism. Without
drawing final conclusions, it showed an ac-
quisitive society at its typical worst.

In these earlier works, Woodward, with
somewhat more talent than his fellows, be-
longed rather definitely to a school of popular
historical writing in fashion five or six years’
ago. It was a school, on the whole, without
scholarship (I say this in no derogatory sense),
with a general tone of liberal indignation and
a tendency to smash plaster-cast heroes. With-
out any encompassing (or encumbering, if you
will) social theory to mold and channelize.
their vague apprehension that all was not in
history as Lord Macaulay set it down, history
of this school performed a valuable, though
limited, function. It educated the American
public up to its own level and taught it to be
less credulous about its past.

The method employed by this school was,
however, slightly disarming. Its inherent, if
befuddled, honesty, and its very real gift for
narrative reconstruction, led to a disinclina-
tion to apply strict canons of historical criti-
cism to it. One just did not think overly hard
about it at all. But when a member of that
school, Mr. Woodward in this instance, at-
tempts to extend the method into a general
history, it calls for closer examination,

Mr. Woodward in this new work sets out
to cover the whole of American history, from
its English background to the year the public

W.P.A. Workers

Painting by Abraham Harritan.
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teased to stand by the Great Engineer. If
this vast body of material is to mean any-
thing, it must be more than assembled ; it must
be digested. This, I think in all fairness, Mr.
Woodward has failed to do. Those qualities,
notably of honesty and lucidity, which charac-
terize his earlier works, are stretched to the
breaking point in 4 New American History.
By this I mean that those qualities that in a
degree are adequate to carry out the intent of
a book such as Meet General Grant are not
adequate to deal with so complex a matter as
the whole of American history. Aside from
mere technical equipment (and it may be said,
in passing, Woodward is often careless as to
facts), the task requires more comprehensive
qualities: briefly, an understanding of the dia-
lectics of history and an ability to keep clearly
in mind at all times the dominant social forces
at work. What I am saying, in effect, is that
one needs first to be a social philosopher and
then an historian.

Mr. Wooedward, in writing the history, I
am afraid, has neither of these qualities. His
purpose, if the publisher’s blurb is to be be-
lieved, is to free the public from the “old-fash-
ioned Model-T history.” Or, to quote the au-
thor, his intent was to inform his readers as
to “the truth about our historical past and the
inception and spread of American social move-
ments.” And, further on, “to present the rise
and development of the American nation as a
continuous social process.” Both of these are
in themselves laudable. No one will deny that
a considerable improvement could be seen in
the manner and method of writing in histor-
ical journals and in academic tomes. And as
to purpose, one can have little quarrel with it
as a generality. In its application, however,
the result is a book that one views with min-
gled feelings. On the narrative level there is
excellent writing and on the whole the author

does a commendable job. As a fulfillment of
the promise to present the history of America
‘“as a continuous social process,” I must take
exception. Rather, it seems to me, the author
allows himself to be led up a series of blind
alleys. There is no sense of continuity, no
recognizable structure. Instead, there is a
rather confused, and confusing, intermingling
of men, motives, and social forces. No single
thread, no working out of the promised ex-
position of the social process dominates the
history as one might expect.

Despite its confusion, the book has, how-
ever, caused much pain to Mr. MacDonald
of the New York Times, who sees in it a cal-
culated effort to discredit the capitalist sys-
tem, especially in its peculiar and blameless
American form. I should be loath to soothe
the troubled gentleman of the Times if he
were in any degree correct. I wish that Mr.
Woodward’s book were a reasoned, well-docu-
mented Marxist history of America. Toward
comforting Mr. MacDonald, it may be stated
that it is net. The need for such a history is
just as pressing as ever. It is, however, an
honest attempt to square some of the most
glaring inequalities of a great country which
began its history with the declaration that all
men were created equal.

C. D. M ANCHESTER.

How to Land a Job, You Dope

TEesTeED LETTERS THAT GET THE JOB, by
A. F. Debelack. Gregg Publishing Co. 60c.
45¢ for teachers.

IF eight or nine million people are still out
of work in the United States, it is not the
fault of the Gregg Publishing Co. or their
A. F. Debelack. They’ve certainly done their
share. Realizing that “there is a constant de-
mand for the employment of persons who are

A. Ajay

“This Soviet constitution proves it, gentlemen. Give these Reds an
inch and they want the whole damn thing!”
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on their toes,” provided they have the “ability
to sell themselves,” Mr. Debelack has pre-
pared a little brochure telling the job-seeker
how to “vibrate with personality” through the
mails. Read this pamphlet carefully, and “you,
too, can be different.”

The first thing you do in scouting around
for a job is to “ask for an appointment with
the leading businessman in your community”
—Ford, Rockefeller, Morgan, du Pont—any
one of them will do. You tell Mr. Morgan
your sales points and ask for a recommenda-
tion to someone in your field. “He will be
glad to advise you,” gladly advises Mr. Debe-
lack, “and may be able to suggest a possible
contact.” Then comes the letter to your pro-
spective employer. Ah, rhapsodizes Debelack,
“how important that is.” But he doesn’t let
you down with pious exclamations. He tells
you how to write letters “streamlined to cut
down employer resistance” and “colorful as
the rainbow.” And he tells you what em-
ployers like to hear, and also what distresses
them.

Never let an employer know that you must
have work. That always riles them, because,
Mr. Debelack explains, they already have a
“peck of troubles” and they’re not interested
in yours. No, you must “stand on your own
feet . . . like 2 man’s man.” But let’s get on
to the sample letters; they give you an idea of
what employers really like.

Always be original. Consider the form for
“inexperienced university graduate.” It doesn’t
say anything about the years of work you have
put in getting your master’s at Purdue. It
starts out with breezy humility: “I've just
come from a hothouse to be transplanted in
raw soil—labeled with a sheepskin, fresh from
the gridiron. I'm ready to enter the Kingdom
of Action. . .. College days are over—it’s half
past ‘get busy.’”

Use plenty of novel twists in your phras-
ing, such as, “I've always had hard nuts to
crack, and cracked ’em, too.” Or say you.
have a personality that will “click.” And al-
ways remember that the average boss must be
helped over the fitrst few sentences. He is a
simple, childish sort and must be immediately
attracted or he will throw your letter in the
wastebasket. Sometimes this can be accom-
plished by the typographical arrangement of
your application. For example, your letter
may start out:

I've lifted
2 Newspapers
Out of the Red

or this way:

A Square Peg
Seeks
A Square Hole

That sort of thing catches the business
man’s eye, and he will gladly go on to learn
that you are “32 years young,” that your “hat
is in the ring” for the “biggest opportunity in
the newspaper field!” If you are applying for
a grocery clerk’s job, you begin: “I know my
Groceries!” If the vacancy is for a chef you
head your letter, “Food for Thought.” MTr.
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Debelack even goes so far as to recommend
that a would-be pastry baker lead off with a
flashy half-line paragraph: ‘F'ovens’ Sake—"
Then there is the cute approach, such as, “I
just couldn’t help breaking the biblical injunc-
tion, “Thou shalt net covet, when I read
your advertisement in today’s Tribune.”

That last-named suggestion is particularly
good because most businessmen, apparently,
are religiously minded. A great number of
Mr. Debelack’s form letters contain the sen-
tence: “I am a Christian.” And many of them
add, “happily married” or “married to the
right woman.”

“Don’t brag,” cautions Mr. Debelack, “it is
malodorous.” But at the same time, avoid
timidity. It is no more than proper pride, for
example, to say to an editor: “My work

- tempts with its readability. Even dull subjects
sparkle under my touch.” Or to ask for a
waitress’s job somewhat in this fashion:
“ ‘Beautiful but Dumb’—is the oft expressed
description of a waitress. But it’s one that
cannot be pinned on me. 'Tis true I'm not a
beauty-pageant winner, but I’'m easy to look
at: neat and trim, if you know what I mean;
a good personality.”

The thing to remember above all else,
though, is that bosses relish the idea of saving
money. They like people who offer to cut
other workers out of their jobs. An applicant
for the position of switchboard operator might
point out: “Between calls I could ‘pinch-hit’

. . and by no stretch of the imagination, do
the work of any ordinary office clerk in typing,
billing, or filing.” You might even volunteer
to do the boss’s work. Thus the Debelack
model letter for secretary says: “Give me two
months to become familiar with your office
details, then play golf, indulge your pet hobby,
take your leisure as you will, with a free
mind.” If it is a manual job, volunteer by all
means to bring your own tools. “Wouldn’t
you give preference to a janitor . . . with his
own tools without any expense to you?” And
as for salary, you say, “. . . my idea for pay
would be ‘the bottom.’”

Remember, poor bedeviled men and women
without jobs, it takes only a little canned
cleverness, a little competitive indecency, and
you, too, can sit back and laugh at the mil-
lions of jobless dopes. There’s only one thing
to bear in mind. Don’t all get clever at once.
That would queer the whole idea.

M. R. BENDINER.

Prelude to Revolution
THE GreEAT RUSSIAN REVOLUTION, by Vic-
tor Chernov. Yale University Press. $5.
HE pretentious title is unwarranted. The
book ends abruptly with the last efforts
of Kerensky, ignoring the real revolution,
which took place in November 1917. Unless,
indeed, to Chernov the “great Russian Revo-
lution” ends with the Provisional Government,
whose downfall signaled the “Descent to Bol-
shevism,” to use the melancholy title of his
final chapter.
Chernov has made use of the abundant ma-
terial now available. In addition to his per-

sonal reminiscences he has drawn on docu-
ments published in Soviet Russia and abroad,
and on a wide range of memoirs, from those
of Milukov and Denikin to those of Sir
George Buchanan and Lloyd George. There
is nothing new to students of the subject in
his presentation of Russia’s collapse toward
the spring of 1917. Once again we read of
the puny czar, his neurasthenic spouse, and
uncanny Rasputin. Chernov makes clear the
awkward position of the conservatively led
Duma, forced by the revolution to sanction
and even pretend to foster revolution. His
analysis of the political parties, of the workers
and peasants, of the industrial and agrarian
conflicts, of foreign complications and cen-
trifugal tendencies within the cracking em-
pire of the army in its rank and file and its
higher officers, is lacking in unity, and is there-
fore confused. The reader has to pick up the
threads and form his own conclusions as to
their interdependence. Chernov fails, of
course, to admit that it was the advent of
bolshevism that averted the disintegration of
the state and the nation.

Perhaps it is best for Chernov to stop where
he does, for in continuing his account be-
yond November 1917, he might have found
even the pretense of objectivity impossible.
He certainly would have difficulties in “ex-
plaining” his own role in counter-revolutionary
and interventionist undertakings after the dis-
persion of the Constituent Assembly, whose
presidency he enjoyed for a few hours, until
he was sent home, with the others, by a hand-
ful of Bolshevik sailors. One must credit him
with a valiant effort to be fair in his narrative
of the events between March and October
1917, but his prominence and activity during
that period would make an impersonal account
well-nigh impossible. Today Chernov is one
of the leading ex-prima-donnas of the revolu-
tionary movement, whimsically lyrical and
garrulous, the latter trait evident even in the
present volume, notwithstanding its abridg-
ment by the merciful translator.

It is a pity that Chernov was not content
with writing his book as pure memoirs. How
much scope he would have had for his personal
impressions, his likes and dislikes, his elegiac
reveries and anecdotes of adventurous esca-
pades and escapes, had he adopted the personal
pronoun. Speaking in the third person, and
analyzing himself, he becomes self-conscious.

Chernov ... . was rather a theorist, a man of
speech, literature, the writing desk and lecture plat-
form than a professional politician. A genuinely
Slav breadth of nature, a certain pliancy and ad-
justability were combined in him with a tendency to
withdraw into the world of ideas, of social diagnosis
and prognosis, of intellectual initiative and creative
imagination, and to leave to others the concrete or-
ganization of current work.

Chernov is more at ease, and more acute,
in appraising his fellow-politicians. He draws
some eloquent portraits of such leaders as
Rodzianko, Milukov, Kornilov. With skill
and obvious pleasure he exposes the bombastic
Kerensky:

Having exhausted the ingenuity of a Jawyer, the
energy of a monomaniac, and the eloquence of a
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neurotic in trying to square the circle . . . he arrived
at the conclusion, natural for him, that the parties
and classes with their separate interests, and espe-
cially leaders of parties and classes, were only an
obstacle to the true statesman.

There we have Chernov and Kerensky, the
two most conspicuous members of the largest
party in the country. Chernov admits the
paucity of men and the fact that “in 1917 the
upper ranks of the party were . . . out of
touch with the lower rank.” The same might
be said of the Mensheviks and the other
groups who condemned the Bolsheviks for
their “aggressiveness.” One is curious to
know what Chernov would have to say, if he
went on with his story, about Lenin’s subse-
quent pride that his party had the temerity
to assume power. How horror-stricken the
Menshevik and Socialist-Revolutionist prima-
donnas appeared to be at this shameless ad-
mission of a will to power! But Chernov
stops short. Here and there he hurls blunt
darts at his hated enemy, Lenin, “a typical
paranoiac,” whose “great significance for the
Bolshevist party” lay in “his headstrong de-
termination, his remarkable will power, and
his fixed idea.” In spite of himself, Chernov
convinces one that in the chaotic mess of
1917, above the imbecility and verbosity of
the Kerenskys, Chernovs, and Dans, there
stood one group of fearless and clear-visioned
men, who knew what they wanted and where
they were going—the Bolsheviks.

ALEXANDRE DERORE.

Brief Reviews

NEUTRALITY AND COLLECTIVE SECURITY. The Harris
Foundation Lectures, by Sir Alfred Zimmern,
William Edward Dodd, Charles Warren, and
Edwin DeWitt Dickinson. University of Chi-
cago Press. $2.50.

Of this series of lectures the best is on “Congress

and Neutrality,” by Charles Warren, who discusses -

the practical difficulties of getting neutrality legis-
lation through Congress. Sir Alfred Zimmern con-
demns social internationalism and calls for more
cordial relations between the ‘“welfare” states—
Britain, United States, Sweden, France, and others
which he declares have democratic governments op-
erating to promote the welfare of their citizens. He
thinks the same characteristics which make the
British successful in governing an empire qualify
them to take part in a system of international co-
operation.

Mr. Dodd blandly champions low tariffs and
various impossible reforms: “Freer commerce, reg-
ulated industry, redistribution of populations, and
abandonment of war are the major items in any
system of recovery for our generation.” Edwin
Dickinson devotes most of his lecture to prophesying
what the United States may do about collective
security.

The book falls short of being enlightening or
profound, though it deals with an important subject.
Appendixes covering eighty pages contain reprints
of sections of the League of Nations Covenant and
selected resolutions and documents dealing with the
Italo-Ethiopian War. WiLLiAM TURNER.

THE CONSTITUTION AND THE MEN WHo Mapk IT, by
Hastings Lyon. Houghton Mifflin Co. $3.

The use of a’ formal, legal style, colorless report-
ing, and the presentation of facts with too little in-
terpretation make this a difficult book to read, and
it answers the questions posed on the jacket in equiv-
ocal fashion. “Were the ‘Founding Fathers’ deep
students of political theory, or just average politi-
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cians?” “Were they engaged in the process of trial
and error, or did they intend to write a permanent
document?” The answer is yes. Many of them were
well read in political theory and their action cannot
be understood without knowledge of their theory, but
they were more concerned with the practical form
of the government they were establishing than with
theory. They therefore proceeded by trial and error
and by compromise, but the government under the
constitution has outlasted all those in existence at the
time. “Did they draft a political instrument in the
interest of all the people, or of the privileged few?”
Apparently they recognized the conflicting interests
of different classes and were determined to protect
those of the mercantile class, for “those who do not
sacrifice to create capital are under a constant temp-
tation to become parasitic through political means,”
as Mr. Lyon believes. There is one question the
jacket does not ask, but the book makes it clear
that the framers of the Constitution did not intend
the courts to veto acts of Congress. They foresaw
that the Supreme Court might usurp this privilege,
but could find no way to prevent it.
RoBERT GORDON.

A DIcTIONARY OF AMERICAN ENGLISH ON HISTORICAL
PriNcipLes. Edited by Sir William Craigie and
Professor James R. Hubert. Part 1. University of
Chicago Press. $3.00.

This is the first section of a work of scholarship
of major importance. It is edited by one of the
co-editors of the famous Oxford English dictionary
and an American scholar at the University of Chi-
cago. It is not merely a dictionary of Americanisms,
but traces the specific American origins, uses, and
adaptations of the language as spoken in America.
Data of great value, sociological as well as linguistic
and historical, are here being assembled.

East WAY, WEST WAY: A MODERN JAPANESE GIRL-
HOOD, by Baroness Shidzue Ishimoto. Illustrated.
Farrar & Rinehart. $1.75.

Baroness Ishimoto’s aristocratic Japanese girlhood
is excellent proof of Veblen’s theory of conspicuous
waste, since it consisted largely in a training in
elaborate, time-consuming, and useless social ritual,
amid excessive wardrobe and furniture. The
“modernization” of Japan as seen by her circle is
unintended evidence from above that the Meiji
“revolution” was a distinctively upper-class affair
adopted after contacts with Europe had shown the
advantages of capitalist over feudal methods as a
means of improving upon the older system of class
exploitation.

THE KAISER AND ENGLISH RELATIONS, by E. F. Ben-
son. Illustrated. Longmans, Green & Co. $3.50.
The interesting thing to note in this book is that

the biographer of Queen Victoria and Edward VII
writes critically not only of the kaiser but of the
kaiser’s English relations, his mother who was Vic-
toria’s daughter, and his uncle Edward VII. There
is an apparent disillusioned note in this new book
by the former apologist for royalty.

*
Recently Recommended Books

Landlord and Peasant in China, by Chen Han-Seng.
International. $2.

Biology and Human Behawior, by Mark Graubard.
Tomorrow. $2.50.

Nursery School and Parent Education in Soviet
Russia, by Vera Fediaevsky and Patty Smith
Hill. Dutton. $2.50.

Sam Adams, Pioneer in Propaganda, by John C.
Miller. Little, Brown. $4.

History of the Great American Fortunes, by Gus-
tavus Myers. Modern Library Giants. $1.10.

The Study of Man, by Ralph Linton. Appleton-
Century. $4.

The Theory and Practice of Socialism, by John
Strachey. Random House. $3.

Art and Society: A Marxist Analysis, by George
Plekhanov, with an introduction by Granville
Hicks. Critics’ Group. Cloth $1. paper 35c.
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SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

Barbirolli and a new native symphony—Detectives in the movies—Martha Graham and some plays

ITH a three-year contract safely

tucked away, John Barbirolli sails

back to England after his final Phil-
harmonic Symphony concert next Sunday
leaving a trail of very mixed impressions.
Hailed on one hand as a new Napoleon of the
baton, on the other as a washout, he is a vic-
tim of equally undeserved enthusiasm and cen-
sure. But he has at least brought sunshine to
the box office and amicability to the relation-
ship of conductor to orchestra (hence the new
contract) and after an indecisive start he has

grown steadily in assurance. At his best he,

has demonstrated anew the sensitive and
adroit musicianship revealed earlier in the
British recordings of his concerto accompani-
ments: one is not likely soon to forget his im-
peccable support of Hofmann’s incomparable
pianism in the Chopin F-minor concerto. But
there have been many evidences of executive
laxness and interpretative equivocation, par-
ticularly in the larger standard works. When
he ventured—and it has been all too seldom—
off the beaten repertorial track, his choice has
been refreshing enough and his performances
marked by a more definite individuélity and
sureness of touch.

The stacks of American scores with Wthh
he was flooded remained on his library table
and while three works by ‘“‘American” com-
posers were played, two of these were thor-
oughly European in idiom and the third a re-
grettable piéce d’occasion that was certainly
no choice of his own. The Philharmonic’s
prize contest, bungled from the beginning,
was revealed as a complete flop when Philip
James’s Bret Harte overture was actually
played and proved to be quite unworthy even
of its backhanded consolation mention. Typical
of so many synthetic works by native music
manufacturers, it swelled up monstrously like
a Straussian balloon on a tonal stratosphere
flight, only to collapse piteously without ever
leaving the ground.

Loeffler’'s Memories of My Childhood was

already familiar, so it was left to a compara-,

tive unknown to provide the only new contri-
bution of native origin boasting any measure
of novelty and success. The local white-haired
boys must have been considerably taken aback
when they were passed up for the Arabian-
born Anis Fuleihan and if they delayed their
New Year’s Eve celebrations long enough to
take in his Symphony and the genuine warmth
with which it was received, they must have
had further cause for dismay.

Fuleihan is unfortunate in that he has no
musical cause to espouse, no stock of American
folk tunes to belabor, and no membership in
a society of mutual back-scratchers. With no
assured public and publicity for one of his
scores, a conductor has to be pretty strongly
impressed with the work itself to venture its
performance. Be it to the credit of our two

‘strike upon entirely sympathetic ears.

(

British conductors that they had the- intelli-
gence and courage to recognize and play the
works that others overlooked in all their fran-
tic endeavor to dig up anything bearing a
Made in the U.S.A. label. Goossens put across
Fuleihan’s Mediterranean Suite with such en-
thusiasm that it was taken up by several other
middle-western orchestras and Barbirolli was
stimulated by the present symphony to a first
performance of exceptional effectiveness, one
that is not likely to be easily buried in the
somewhat baffled reviewers’ polite choice of
adjectives like “exotic” and “panoramic.”

The ordinary criticism of a new native work
is so diluted by friendly courtesy and the ne-
cessity of playing ball that it is esthetically
innocuous when it is not dangerously mislead-
ing. And my own reaction to the Fuleihan
symphony must be advanced with the warning
that it is necessarily colored by a friendship
with the composer. But here it happens that
we have no mutual politics to play and that
my admiration for his musicianship stems not
from the accident of acquaintanceship but
from direct observation of its demonstration
in the analysis and direction of the most dif-
ficult and profound of all music—that of the
sixteenth and fifteenth century contrapuntists.
Indeed, I quarrel with Fuleihan in that his
admirable insight into these works is not more
strongly reflected in his own.

His Symphony, as a matter of fact, did not
I feel

that his very skill tends to betray him into ex-
cessive brilliance , and- display. The fourth
movement of his work is definitely a piece of
virtuosity exhilarating both conductor and au-
dience; there are passages throughout the
symphony where I would gladly exchange the

Thelma Kathan

orchestral ingenuities for a more sustained,
serene, and closely-knit texture. But what a
delight it is to hear a work that really comes
off .in the orchestra, melodic invention that is
fresh and significant, a soundly designed archi-
tectural structure, brevity and conciseness, a
tonal palette handled with such economy and

_sensibility that colors are unblurred and sonor-

ities are pure and glowing.

My regret is that Fuleihan does not always
aim high enough, that his plan is not invari-
ably subjected to the same severe discipline as
his technique. The craftsmanship of his sym-
phony makes most contemporary composers (in
this country at least) look like bungling ama-
teurs or experimental students. It establishes -
him as a man who is to be watched and given
more of a hearing. As a friend, I should be glad
to see him make the brilliant public success so
easily within the grasp of his virtuoso orches-
tral skill; as a critic, I hope that so marked a
talent will turn inward rather than outward,
illuminate rather than dazzle, fulfill Santay-
ana’s function of the true musician: giving
“form to what is naturally inarticulate” and
“vindicating the forgotten regions of spirit.”

R. D. DARRELL.

THE SCREEN

N 1931 Ricardo Cortez in The Maltese
Falcon (Warner Bros.) introduced the
hardboiled, happy-go-lucky Dashiell Hammett
detective who appeared to care more for alco-
hol and sleep than for solving crime. I haven’t
seen a detective movie since that carried so
much punch. The detective’s cynical attitude
was more blood-curdling than the corpses. And
no film critic or student of the cinema wrote
lengthy analytical essays on the technique of
the director. I suppose the trouble with
Ricardo Cortez’s detective was that he didn’t
have a rich wife and a cerebrating terrier.
Came The Thin Man in 1935, with a so-
phisticated detective (William Powell) who
had smooth manners, and his hare-brained wife
(Myrna Loy), and the cute terrier. It was
well written and compactly adapted to the
screen. The writers and the cast added
whimsy to their catalogue of murders, double-
crossing, blackmail, and other horrors. That
made screen history and a pile of money for
M.-G.-M. The critics called W. S. Van
Dyke, maker of westerns, # hite Shadows in
the South Seas, Trader Horn, Tarzan the
Ape Man, a “brilliant” director. The fact
that The Thin Man did make the dough, and
that the critics insisted on Van -Dyke’s genius
(whether he made Naughty Marietta, Rose
Marie, I Live My Life, His Brother’s Wife,
or the second half of The Devil Is a Sissy) in-
spired Metro to make the current After the
Thin Man.
Evidently the producers believe that you
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" THE BEST PLAY OF THE SEASON "=

PoLLOCK, Brooklyn Eagle.

“The first imaginative and exciting entry in the
season. Something really big. It makes you laugh,
cry and boil.—BENCHLEY, The New Yorker.

A GROUP THEATRE PRODUCTION

Johuny Johnson

Play by Paul Green ® Music by Kurt Weill.
“A delectable score by that brilliant German
exile, Kurt Weill.”— WATTS, Herald Tribune.

THEATRE, T

44th §¢, THEATRE, %o

Matinees Wed. and Sat. 2:40, 55¢ to $2.50

FOR THOSE WHO REMEMBER “RECRUITS”

«200.000*”

SHOLOM ALEICHEM'S IMMORTAL COMEDY
Nightly Except Monday
Matinees Saturday and Sunday
$1.50, $1, 75¢, 50c

Artef Theatre

247 WEST 48th STREET, N. Y. C., CH 4-7157
For the list of selective playgoers.—N. Y. Times

REUNION IN NEW YORK

OLLOWERS OF
THE TRAIL

ifteenth Annual

DANCE

Music by
The Black and White
ORCHESTRA

WEBSTER MANOR @ 125 E. 11th St.

SATURDAY, JANUARY 9th—9 p.m.
PROCEEDS TO I. L. D. TICKETS 50 CENTS

JOSEPH FREEMAN

New Masses’ Editor—Will Speak on
“American Revolutionary Literature”

Lecture Series: League of American Writers

Thursday—JANUARY 7, 8:30 P. M.
Admission: Thirty-five Cents

Mid-Town Music Hall—159 W. 49th Street

Enjoy an Evening of Chamber Music by

NEW ART QUARTET
AND TALK BY DEL—Daily Worker Artist
Friday—JANUARY 8, 1937—8:30 p.m.

69 BANK STREET, N. Y. C.
Admission 49 Cents Benefit Daily Worker

SOVIET SECURITIES_CORP..
Thirty Broad Street, New York

PIECES OF MUSIC

Announcing an extraordinary
sale of 100,000 Parlophone,
Decca discs. These marvelous
European recordings comprlse
tho ere:m of the world’s finest music. A selection to gratify ev.
ale prices: 50c & 75c per record. Values, $1.50 and SZ 00
lhﬂ ordou Catalog.

GRAMOPHONE SHOP, Inc., 18 E. 48th St., N. Y. O.
L]

can’t have enough of a good thing. True
enough. But the same jokes, somewhat ex-
tended ; the same visual ideas, somewhat more
elaborate; the same gay parties, only larger
and rowdier; the same dog, with several more
thrown in, don’t make for that “good thing.”

While William Powell and Myrna Loy are
still ingratiating and Mr. Hammett has writ-
ten the basis for a perplexing mystery, the film
is overburdened with clichés. You’'ll go to see
it anyway and call me an old crab. I prefer
Robert Benchley.

Since this is the holiday season, the film
companies are unloading their entertainment
stock in the form of musicals. There are two
from Warner Brothers: Gold Diggers of 1937
and Sing Me a Love Song. RK.O. comes
forth with a new Lily Pons film, That Girl
from Paris, and Paramount with College
Holiday. Twentieth Century-Fox gives us One
in a Million, featuring Sonja Henie, Adolf
Menjou, and the Ritz Bros. The most com-
pletely satisfactory one of this series (we
haven’t seen One in a Million yet) is the Gold
Diggers. It has the best story, the most elab-
orate production numbers, the wisest cracks,
and the most speed. All the others have bits
in them that make them worth-while. Oper-
atic stars, no matter how good their singing,
have a habit of getting in the way of the
comedians. Thus Jack Oakie, Frank Jenks,
and Misha Auer as the members of a swing
band, and Herman Bing as the proprietor of
the café, are the real features of That Girl
from Paris. Walter Catlett as the floorwalker
and Hugh Herbert as the kleptomaniac save
Sing Me a Love Song from being annoying.
The flimsiest of the series is College Holiday.
This is unfortunate, since it had the germ of
a good satire. But here again there are good
comedians: Burns and Allen, Martha Raye,
Mary Boland, Ben Blue, and Jack Benny. As
I've pointed out before, the comedians are su-
perior to the directors or writers of comedy.
Or else an operatic star gets in the way. The
one film that had possibilities of being some-
thing more than a bright musical was The
Gay Desperado. But Nino Martini put the
damper on. If you are a nature lover and a
ski addict, you will enjoy Slalom, which is still
running at New York’s Fifty-fifth Street
Playhouse. There are lovely mountain scenes
taken in the Alps by the ace of “snow’ photog-
raphy, Schneeberger, and an unimportant but
wistful love tale. The main thing, however,
is the skiing.

The newsreels this week are featuring the
bombing of Madrid. These are evidently offi-
cial films since Fox Movietone, News of the
Day (formerly Hearst Metrotone), and Para-
mount all have the same material. But see the

Rockwell Kent
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Paramount sequence; it is the most complete.
No war film, documentary or synthetic, has
ever captured the horror of war, of death and
destruction more vividly than this short se-
quence. Paramount is to be praised for giving
us the most complete coverage and for the
good sense in recognizing that such films need
no commentator. They speak for themselves.
PEeTER ELLIs.

THE DANCE

ARTHA GRAHAM'’S Chronicle fol-

lows the tradition of Imperial Gesture.
It is a brilliantly ambitious choreographic de-
velopment that has for its subject matter the
imperialist World War and a Prelude to
A ction.

The composition traces in three major
movements — Dances Before Catastrophe,
Dances After Catastrophe, and the Prelude to
Action—the ugly logic of imperialism: the
need for conquest, the inevitability of conflict
resulting, the brutality of the conflict, the un-
avoidable unmasking of the rooted evil, and
the approach of the masses to a logical con-
clusion.

The patterns are abstract; there is no mim-
ing. Program notes might clarify and save the
audience the need to puzzle over subtleties in
meaning, of intention. But although the
ideas of the dancer are obscured in the over-
abundance of choreographic movement, the
emotional overtones carry through, and with
them the meaning of the composition and its
significance.

In “Spectre—1914” the first of the Dances
Before Catastrophe, the simple dipping into
the red cascade of the skirt that the dancer
wears is enough to recall all the brutalizations
of imperial conquest. It is a less satirical, more
savage Imperial Gesture that moves slowly
but ravishes well and gluttonously. “Masque,”
the second dance of the first section, develops
the hypocritical face of imperialism which can-
not hide the under-currents, the hatred, the
greed and the violence of imperialist antago-
nists.

Dances After Catastrophe are two. The
first, “Steps in the Street”’—the marching of
men without cause, without direction, self-
destroying—is a movement that is at once a
dance of despair, death, and mourning. The
second, “Tragic Holiday—In Memoriam,” is
the charlatan attempt to mask the memory of
the imperialist conflict (as England does with
its lions in Trafalgar Square, as we do with
the gilded General Sherman in The Plaza).
But the war memorials rise against the hypoc-
risy of the patrioteer and reveal that net the
glory ‘but the death is to be remembered.

Prelude to Action is a restrained, taut dance
of gathering energies, gathering forces. There
is no goal marked, but following the Catas-
trophe the direction is plain. Right now there
is a massing of strength; there must be no
repetition of “Steps in the Street!”

One might ask for simpler statement from
the dancer, and with some justice, but not for
statement more direct. The dance is princi-
pally an art of visual motion, not of literature.
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What speech the dancer wishes to convey must

come through movement, not placards. There

are difficulties, and Martha Graham does not
surmount them all; she is obviously wary of
the obvious—and perhaps to a fault. How-
ever, for sheer artistry of movement, for bril-
liance of choreography, for the rush and force
of energy there is little on the concert stage
to equal “Masque,” “Steps in the Street,”
“Tragic Holiday—In Memoriam” or Prelude
to Action. -

And Wallingford Riegger’s music for the
composition, its understanding of the text, its
excellent foreshadowing of the choreography
(listen to the drums in the first part of
“Masque”) help no little the integrity of the
work. The décor provided by Isamu Noguchi
is simple and well done, as was the conducting
of the music ensemble by Louis Horst.

‘When this review appears, Martha Graham
and her group (which performed excellently)
will be off the boards. Popular request should
demand further performance. Chronicle un-
doubtedly is the most important work of the
current season. OWwWEN BURKE.

THE THEATER

WO of the new plays deal with what

have been described as the problems and
preoccupations of women. We must, in our
pedantic way, insist upon a refinement of that
formulation and say that they deal with the
problems and preoccupataions of women of
the bourgeois stratum. Henry Bernstein’s
Promise deals with a woman deviled in flesh
and spirit by the advent of menopause, and
Clare Boothe’s The W omen lampoons the
marital and extra-marital gyrations of the
younger married set.

Promise is the temperate yet penetrating
story of feverish jealousy and spite felt by a
mother for her elder daughter, and the do-
mestic Sturm und Drang occasioned by her
increasingly futile and therefore increasingly
psychopathic efforts to crush the daughter into
subservience and spinsterhood. But this story
is taken out of its own bounds somewhat by
the fact that the resolving agent is a young
man (P.S.: He married the daughter) who
carries through to victory against the mother
for a very interesting reason: he has the
psychological stamina and incentive to fight
convention because his life is based not on
money or position, but on work. It is hard
to say how important this point was to the
author, but that he is aware to a considerable
extent of its implications is made clear in some
lines of the weary foster-father toward the
end of the play, where he attempts to comfort
his broken wife with some such sentiment as
this: “I like that boy. He’s a great comfort
to me. In the midst of all this upset of the
modern world, I take strength from the fact
that there are, hidden away from our sight,
but nevertheless there, millions of young
people like him, carrying on steadily at their
work.” But that there is no full development
of the idea is clear from the fact that at the
end of the play, the defeated mother is left

The Most Important Dance Event of the Year

«-ONLY NEW YORK PRESENTATION ...

Doris Humphrey-Charles Weidman

and their augmented groups

. ®
Two New Full-Length Ballets In Symphonic Proportion
“With My Red Fires = “Quest”

Choreography by DORIS HUMPHREY and CHARLES WEIDMAN

[ ]
“Unquestionably the peer of any similar group which has been seen in America. It has
the rare combination of two first-rate stars, impeccable teamwork and one of the most
gifted choreographers of the day.”—JOHN MARTIN, the Times.

(]

Tickets: 55¢ to $2.50 at Box Office; I. L. D., 112 East 19th St.; Rand Book Store, 7 East 15th St.;
Putnam Book Store, 2 West 45th St.; Workers Bookshop, 50 East 13th St.; Columbia University
Bookshop, 2960 Broadway; New York University Bookshop, 18 Washington Place.

[ ]
Hippodrome—Friday Eve., Jan. 15—8:45 p. m.
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GOOD FOOD
GOOD SERVICE
RESTFUL ATMOSPHERE

Cost no more than in the cash and carry
non-union restaurants.

Fresh vegetables—fruits—dairy products
fish and health foods. Enjoy natural

foods as nature intended.
LUNCHEON: 40c DINNER: 60c

Also a la Carte

FARMFOOD

VEGETARIAN RESTAURANTS
87 West 32nd Street 104 West 40th Street

* 142 West 49th Street
* After theatre snacks. Open Sundays.

Variety Concert & Entertainment
Saturday—JAN. 9—8:15 p. m.

Chamber Music, A. M. A. Quartet
Haydn Bach Chaikovsky Beethoven
Vocal operatic gems skits piano duo satirical drama

WILL GEER
from “Let Freedom Ring’’ and ‘200 Were Chosen’’

BLANCHE COLLINS
her own impersonations of well-known characters

CAROL CLARK
from ‘“Porgy and Bess’

MILTON WITKENSTEIN, flute soloist
STEINWAY STUDIOS
113 West 57th St. Suite 508

Tickets at Workers Bookshop
50 Bast 13th Street, N. Y. C.

Refreshments Subsecription : 50¢
PROCEEDS TO THB NATIONAL YOUTH MOVEMENT

M I - = Letters reproduced ex-
" tlgr aphlng—actly like typewriting;
D any quantity. Also
mimeographing, printing and mailing. Quality
work at low prices.
MAILERS ADVERTISING SERVICE
121 West 42nd Street, N. Y. C. BRyant 9-5053

Lakewood Modern School

115 Cary Street Lakewood, N. J.
A progressive school for children of
kindergarten and elementary age.

ARTS AND CRAFTS

RESIDENTIAL WRITE JAS. H. DICK
(Summer camp at Carmel, N. Y.)

WINTER VACATION AT

HOTEL ROYALE

Proletarian Comraderie
708 Princeton Ave. Telephone:
Lakewood, N. J. Lakewood 1146
Favorable rates to New Masses Readers
Inquiries solicited.
SONIA GELBAUM ANNA BROUDE

Enjoy a true comradely atmosphere at

RAVEN LODGE

416 Third Street Tel.: Lakewood 922

Lakewood, N. J. City Information Sk. 4-1596
Special rates to NEW MASSES Readers

CELIA BOOBAR BERNARD DREZNICK

Will reopen for Lincoln’s Birthday

BLUE MOUNTAIN LODGE

PEEKSKILL N. Y.

Look us up when (and if) you get
down to Miami this winter.

ZEVIN VILLA 447 16th ST.
MIAMI BEACH [ FLORIDA

CAmMP NITGEDAIGET

BEACON, N. Y,
ALL SPORTS EXCELLENT FOOD
HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS

I Closed for the month of January. l

$16 per week

Cars leave daily from 2700 Bronx Park East
For all informatiom call EStabrook 8-1400
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sobbing, stricken with the thought that with
the end of her sexual span, her life is virtually
ended. There is no hint that for her, too,
work could be her stabilizer in tropic or arctic
seas.

Gilbert Miller’s production is careful in
every respect, not the least of which is the
cast he has assembled. Cedric Hardwicke,
whom you may have seen in the movie Nine
Days a Queen, is magnificently effective as
the weary, understanding bourgeois papa, and
Irene Browne (she was bosom friend in the
movie Cavalcade) ties you in knots as the
tortured and torturing mother. Jean Forbes-
Robertson (Sir Johnston’s daughter) and
Louise Platt are good, but what really lights
up the play is the performance of Frank
Lawton (in the movies he was David Copper-
field and the younger son in Cavalcade), who
wrings from his lines everything that a maxi-
mum of keenness, naturalness, and flexibility
can find in them.

The Women is a very funny play about
the man-juggling that goes on among the
young married bourgeoises who have nothing
else to occupy their time—just such a lot as
might well, fifteen years later, find themselves
in the same pickle as the mother in Promise.
There is a lot of wisdom of a sort in this story
of a woman (Margalo Gillmore) who loses
and regains her husband—the sort of wisdom
that springs naturally from a realistic observa-
tion of facts, pleasant and unpleasant, rather
than from a comprehensive grasp of all the
implications of those facts. One young lady
who saw it remarked that “there is a lot of
propaganda in this sort of picture of a decay-
ing class.” That is true, and its main signifi-
cance is that a class that doesn’t work degen-
erates. ‘The picture of the partial decay that
Clare Boothe has given us in The Women
(and there are only women in the cast, if you
want to include Charita Bauer, a fine child
actress) strikes home not only as a true por-
trait of a social group, but as one with all the
airs and graces of delicious satire. Jo Miel-
ziner has done a crisp and satisfying series of
settings, and the cast includes such talented
folk as Ilka Chase, Phyllis Povah, Betty Law-
ford, and Mary Cecil. Producer Max Gordon
and Director Robert Sinclair are hereby con-
gratulated.

The nightmarish waking life that a high-
power publicity man lives is eloquently sug-
gested by 41l Editions, the comedy by Charles
Washburn and Clyde North which at this
writing is still chasing actors madly about
the stage at the Longacre Theater. Mr.
Washburn, being a press agent and story-teller
extraordinary, has probably been hearing for
lo, these many years that he “ought to write
a play about it.” Maybe he didn’t have to
be urged, because he has turned his hand to
playwriting before. AIl Editions has defi-
nite moments as a play and as entertainment;
its value in these respects, however, is vastly
outweighed by its stature as a document of
some of the wildly screwy aspects of our day.
The cult of the press agent is a special product
of our civilization. ~ALEXANDER TAYLOR.

NEW MASSES

CLASSIFIED ADS 40c a line

6 words in a line . 8 lines minimum

APARTMENT TO SHARE

SHARE BEAUTIFUL new downtown four-room
apartment, furnished. Couple or 2 girls. $20 monthly
total each person. WA 9-2153.

FURNISHED ROOM

SEPARATE ROOM, sunny. Private apartment. Suit-
able for one. Sharing bath with one only. $24 month-
ly. Call Between 6-7 p. m. AL 4-7121.

STUDIO ROOM near Abingdon Square, north light,
fine place, steam heat; $30 including light, gas, phone;
call CHelsea 3-9310.

FURNISHED ROOMS—BROOKLYN

MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL

156 West End Avenue—SHeepshead 3-3000.
37 Minutes from Times Square.
Live at this modern fireproof hotel
away from noise.

SINGLES $5 WEEKLY UP
LECTURE

“WHAT IS HAPPENING IN CHINA?” by Har}'y
Gannes, Foreign Editor Daily Worker; Dr. J. H. Lin,
Friends of the Chinese People; R. A. Howell, editor
“China Today.” Friday, Jan. 8th, 8 P. M. Irving
Plaza, B. 15th St. & Irving Pl. Tickets, 25c¢ at all
bookshops.

ORANGES FOR SALE

SWEET JUICY, sun-ripened on trees. Delivered ex-
press prepaid. .50 bushel basket. Grapefruit, $3.50;
Mixed fruits, $3.50. A. H. Burket, Sebring, Florida.

PLAY TABLE TENNIS

PLAY TABLE TENNIS (Ping-Pong) at the Broad-
way Table Tennis Courts, 1721 Broadway, bet. 54th-
55th Sts., N. Y. C. One flight up. Expert instruction;
open from noon until 1 A. M. Tel. CO. 5-0088.

RUSSIAN TAUGHT

MODERN RUSSIAN TAUGHT
New Rules and Usages. Tourist conversational
course. MISS ISA WILGA, 457 West 57th Street, New
York City, COlumbus 5-8450.

RESORTS

CHESTERS’ ZUNBARG. A Delightful Hideawa in
the Mountains. Closed for the month of January. Will
re-open for Lincoln’s and Washin ton’s Birthday
week-ends. Lots to do. Make early reservations.
Woodbourne, N. Y. Fallsburg 2 F 22.

FOLLOWERS of the TRAIL CAMP, Buchanan, N. Y.,
Steam-heated house. Winter Sports. Low rates. By
train, N. Y. Central to Peekskill, fare 75c. By auto,
U. 8.9, stop at Buchanan, Phone Peekskill 2879.

MIAMI, FLORIDA, for your winter vacation. Room
and board, $15.00 per week. Bxcellent food. 660 S. W.

2nd Street.
BOOKSHOPS
ORDER YOUR BOOKS AND PAMPHLETS from the
ASSOCIATED NATIONAL BOOK SHOPS

New York: 50 East 13th Street.
140 Second Avenue.*
141 East 29th Street.
116 West 185th Street.
218 East 84th Street.
Bronz: 1001 Prospect Avenue.
2067 Jerome Avenue.
Brooklyn: 869 Sutter Avenue.*
61 Willoughby Street.
4531 16th Avenue.
98 Fourth Ave. (near Atlantic Ave.)
Brighton 6th Street (on the boardwalk).*
220 Utica Avenue.
Sunnyside: 44-17 Queens Boulevard.
Far Rockaway: 2006 Mott Avenue, cor. Central Avenue.
Baltimore: 501A N. Eutaw Street.
Berkeley: 2475 Bancroft Way.
Boston: 8 Beach Street.
Buffalo: 61 W. Chippewa.
Cambridge: 6% Holyoke Street.
Chicago: 2185 W. Division Street.
1326 East 57th Street.
200 West Van Buren Street.
Cleveland: 1522 Prospect Avenue.
Detroit: 3537 Woodward Avenue.
Grand Rapids: 336 Bond Street. .
Los Angeles: 224 South Spring St., 230 South Spring St.
241114 Brooklyn Avenue. .
321 West Second Street.
St. Louis: 3520 Franklin Avenue.
St. Paul: 570 Wabash Avenue.
Madison, Wisc.: Commercial Pk. Building, Room 417.
Milwaukee: 419 West State Street.
Minneapolis: 812 La Salle Avenue.
Newark: 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, Wisc.: 205 State Street.

Reading, Pa.: 224 N. 9th Street.

Salt Lake City: 134 Regent Street.

San Francisco: 1609 O'Farrel Street, 121 Haight Street.
170 Golden Gate Avenue.

'Seattle: 713% Pine. Street.

4217 University Way.
Washington, D. C.: 1125 14th Street, N. W.

Order from Your Nearest Book Shop.

Mail Orders from
WORKERS LIBRARY PUBLISHERS
P. O. Box 148, Station D. New York City.
‘Write for free lists.

* Open Sunday.



I'l' WORKS

If you had five cents for every time you've tried
to answer questions like these, this book would
pay for itself many times over.

(L ‘What is the difference between commumnism and

socialism ?

q ‘What standard of living could America achieve
under a socialist system of productien?

L1l ‘What would socialist planning be like in highly
industrialized countries like England and
America?

(L Can capitalism plan?

(L ‘What incentive does socialism have to replace
the profit incentive?

(L Why is 'there a wage-spread of one to twelve or
one to fifteen to Soviet Russia?

(L Why did revolution succeed first in Russia?
‘L Is violence inevitable in a Socialist revelution?

(LDoes the organization of the workers provoke
fascism?

These and other similar questions are answered
in detail in “The Theory and Practice of So-
cialism.” ’

“The

With one year’s subscription to

Publishers
book, $3; regular yearly
subscription, $4.50; you
save $1.85 on this Special '
Combination Offer.

Theory and Practice of Socialism’

By John Strachey

S2.05

NEW MASSES
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and How!

OU remember Lincoln Steffens’ comment on his return

from the Soviet Union. “I’ve seen the future, and it

works.” This new book by John Strachey tells how it
works, and how it will come about and how it will work in Eng-
land and the United States. In his powerful, non-technical, read-
able style, with which NEw M AssEs readers are familiar, Strachey
traces the historical background and philosophical principles of
the whole body of Marxist thought, and brings it right up to
date. It is a “handbook of Marxism done by one person,” says
Max Lerner, reviewing it for the Book Union, whose November
selection it was.

“The Theory and Practice of Socialism” is a book which
should be read not only by workers, but by those groups whose
economic position is still relatively unclarified— teachers, doctors,
scientists, government employees—who find in increasing num-
bers that they cannot live lives which yield them an adequate
degree of either mental or physical satisfaction in the existing
world, and who sooner or later must feel that their province, too,
is being invaded by the symptoms of social decay.

There is a system of society which makes possible a full and
fruitful life. It exists successfully in one-sixth of the world. It
can be brought to exist in America. But knowledge of the science
of social change is essential to those who wish to abolish capital-
ism and establish socialism. This book gives you a good start on
that knowledge. NEwW MaAassEks keeps you posted from week to
week., This special combination offer enables you to get both,
for only $5.65, a saving of $1.85 on the regular price.

'--—-——————————-———-—————-—-—-‘

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th St., New York, N. Y.

Please send me a copy of “The Theory and Practice of Socialism,”
by John Strachey and New Masses for one year. I enclose $5.65
in full payment, in accordance with your Special Combination Offer.
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ARE NOSE DROPS SAFE?

During 1937 and the coming years many thousands of children will die of pneumonia.
Hundreds—perhaps thousands—of these deaths will have been caused by nose drops.

These statements are from a report on nose drops in the December issue of Consumers Union Reports, monthly publication
of Consumers Union of United States. Naming widely-exploited brands by name, this article warns of the danger of giving

Did You Lose $300 Last Year?

A Nation-wide Consumer Organization Shows
You How to Save Money on
Your Purchases

MOST American families lose amounts ranging
from $50 to $300 or more every year because of
their lack of real knowledge about the everyday
products they buy. For example: Hundreds.of
thousands of families use a widely-advertised
brand of laundry soap which sells at 30 cents a
pound—yet their clothes can be cleaned equally
well with another well-known brand selling for
only 18 cents a pound.

Or—to take another example—many car own-
ers lose from $40 to as much as $100 in each
25,000 driving miles because they have equipped
their cars with certain brands of tires instead of
others. To illustrate—Brand A tires, costing $10
per tire, averaged only 13,550 miles in actual road
tests whereas Brand B, costing only $8.50, aver-
aged 27,051 miles.

There is only one way to avoid this kind of
loss—by relying on the advice of unbiased tech-
nical experts. Consumers Union of United States,
a nation-wide, non-profit organization of almost
25,000 consumers, is set up to provide you with
this advice.

What is Consumers Union?

CoNSUMERS UNION is a strictly non-profit, mem-
bership corporation formed under the laws of New
York State to give consumers accurate, trust-
worthy information—based on laboratory and ac-
tual use tests conducted by expert staff technicians
and impartial consultants—on the comparative
value of competing brands of widely-advertised
products.

Each month the findings of these experts are
recorded in Comsumers Union Reports—a maga-
zine that has been called “the most valuable peri-
odical in America.” Products are rated in these
Reports by brand name as “Best Buys,” “Also
Acceptable,” and “Not Acceptable.” The labor
conditions under which many products are made
are also described. These Reports—telling which
brands of shoes tested wear longest, which makes
of refrigerators are most economical, and which

children certain types of nose drops for colds. It presents medical evi-
dence to show how many children are being killed by these medicines
which manufacturers are advertising as safe cold remedies.

VACUUM CLEANERS

Do you want to know which vacuum cleaners will
do the best job of cleaning? How rebuilt models
compare with new ones in all-round value? How
the different makes compare in construction and
electrical insulation? Tested by unbiased engineers
for cleaning ability, electric shock hazard, general
engineering construction and other factors, 15 of
the newest models of vacuum cleaners (including
Hoover, Electrolux, General Electric and Eureka)
are rated in the same issue of the Reports as
“Best Buys,” “Also Acceptable,” or “Not Accept-
able.”

FOUNTAIN PENS

Sacless pens, plunger pens, steel pointed pens, sty-
lographic pens, and now pens to be loaded with
ink tablets supposed to produce enough ink for a
year’s writing. Which brands are best? How much
should be paid for a good pen? Only 3 out of over
20 makes tested by Consumers Union and reported
on in this issue warrant top ratings as good, de-
pendable fountain pens. Eleven are listed as “Not
Acceptable.” Included in the ratings are such
makes as Waterman, Shaeffer, CD, Camel and
Parker.

TOMATO JUICE, BLANKETS

ELECTRIC

IRONS

On the basis of tests for heat distribution,
temperature control, shock hazard, etc., 14
models of automatic electric irons are also
rated in this issue. Some of the brands re-
ported on are Magic Maid, Universal, West-
inghouse, and G. E. Hotpoint.

Other reports in this issue give money-saving information on leading bl;angs of
blankets, tomato juice, and other products, with ratings as “Best Buys.” ‘Also
Acceptable,” and “Not Acceptable.” The coupon below will bring you this issue

brands of other commodities are the best values at once,
—can save your family from $50 to A W W S W S M S WS W S W W BN M B WD W S S
$300 a year. The Reports also tell [ o e = :
which food, medical and cosmetic : '
products are safe and which can be : To: CONSUMERS UNION of U. S., Inc., 55 Vandam Street, New York, N. Y. 1
dangerous to use. ¢ . . .
i i i i I hereby apply for membership in Consumers Union. I enclose: 1
They are available at the low fee ' IhWi?{h dm g lmerglbershlp to begin with the fasue O $3 er ::eyyear’s membership, $2.50 of which is for a year’s 1
of $3 a year (51 a year for the ab- ! A ¢ . O'W y Grade A versus Grade B subseription to the complete edition of Consumers Union
ridged edition covering only the less 1 O &IAIE -ﬁ'{‘ggﬁgassga g}eaf: € Reports. Subscriptions without membership are $3.50. ]
expensive types of products). This fee 1 — il Gasolines, Moth Pre- [ $1 for one year’s membership, 50c of which is for a year's i
also includes a yearly Buving Gurpe D e ves Vegotable seods subscription to the limited edition of Consumers Union
which is now in preparation. I ven 1ves,R fe'?e tors, Used Cars, Motor Oils, Reports. '(I“Iote—Reports on higher-priced products are not ]
The contents of the current issue 1 = %gtlf]‘:n Seuli'ésgera ’ ’ in this edition.) . ]
i i g A I also enclose $.....ccvureerrnene as a contribution toward a per-
of Consumers Union Reports aregiven | ] AyGUST—Oil Burners and Stokers, Black im0 enclone §mrmmes i
at the right. You can begin your mem- | List of Drugs and Cosmetics, White Bread, . . . 1
i i i i i I agree to keep confidential all material sent to me which
bership with this issue or with any Meat, Hosiery . lesiguated. Please begin my membership with the
past issue (see coupon at right). | [0 SEPTEMBER—Tires, Whiskies, Women’s Is so desighiied. 1
Simply fill out and mail the applica- | Coats, Shoes i
tion blank—checking the month with [J OCTOBER—Men’s Shirts, Gins, Brandies . |
which you wish to begin. For an ad- 1 and Cordials, Electric Razors, Dentifrices, Signature.
ditional 50c the Reports will be sent i Anti-freeze Solutions Address 1
to you in a black cloth, gold-stamped, 0 NOVEMBER—1937 Autos, Radios, Toasters, i
swivel-lock binder. l Wines, Children’s Shoes, Winter Oils City and State. 1
i [0 DECEMBER—Vacuum Cleaners, Fountain .
Pens, Electric Irons, Blankets, Nose Drops Occupation MJ ]
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