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HROUGH the haze of reports and

counter-reports, the news has
finally cleared about the coming to this
country ~ of André Malraux, French
author and NEw Massgs contributor,
who of late has been commanding a
foreign anti-fascist volunteer air squad-
ron in the Madrid defense zone. At

first, U. S. consular officers abroad de-
nied him a visa to visit this country;
then the State Department let it be
known that if he applied again a visa
would be issued; then the United Press
cabled that he was coming here but
would not be permitted to write or
lecture. The real story appears to be
that he will have arrived here by
Feb. 24 or 25, and that he will be
free to speak or write except for the
customary guarantee that foreigners
must give on entry: that they will not
advocate the overthrow of the United
States government. We trust that his
speaking and writing against war and
fascism will not be construed as an at-
tack on American institutions. Those
who attempt to make that construction
must stand convicted of declaring that
war and fascism are their ideal for
America.

It is with special pride that we pre-
sent in this issue what we believe to be
the first extensive interview with Pros-
ident Cédrdenas of Mexico published in
this country. In a letter to the staff de-
scribing his scurrying hither and von
before he finally caught up with Cir-
denas, editor Joseph Freeman com-
mented on the extent to which the pres-
ent regime in Mexico seemed to be a
government which made an attempt to
keep closely in touch with the people
and their needs. Drawing a contrast
with the scenes at our own national
capital, Freeman remarked on the fact
that wherever he went through gov-
ernment buildings, there was always
a knot of bare-footed peasants or
roughly dressed workmen waiting to
take up some problem with the respon-
sible official.

The comments by Céirdenas on the
question of a people’s front and a
people’s-front government in Mexico
are among the significant points cov-
ered in the interview. And in this con-
nection, we should like to make a. re-
minder and an announcement. The re-
minder is that in our issue of February
2 we published an article by Vicente
Lombardo Toledano, leader of the
Mexican trade unions, which discussed
the people’s front in Mexico and the
relation to that question of the matter
of granting “political
Trotsky there. The announcement is
this, and we believe every reader will
be greatly interested: beginning in an
early issue we will publish a series of
articles on the people’s-front question
in a number of countries where there
is as yet no fully developed people’s
front: in Mexico, a country still strug-
gling for liberation from the shackles
of foreign imperialism; in Germany, a
country under the heel of fascism; in
England, a constitutional monarchy
with a numerically strong labor party
which is still under conservative leader-
ship; and in the United States, a coun-

asylum” to’

BETWEEN OURSELVES

try whose national administration was
elected by a people’s mandate tor pro-
gressivism but is not fully living up
to that mandate and where the trade-
union movement is the scene of a
struggle between a conservative bureau-
cratic leadership and a powerful pro-
gressive bloc organized into the C.I.O.
This will be a series of historic sig-
nificance, to which thinkers of inter-
national reputation will contribute.
Watch for the announcement of the
start of this series.

One interesting question which has
national implications for the farmer-
labor party which will be the Amer-
ican expression of the people’s front, is
the proposal that Fiorello H. LaGuar-
dia be the American Labor Party’s
candidate for mayor of New York City
in the coming elections. While that
question is by no means settled, it is
being widely mooted. We will publish
in our issue of next week a political
profile of Mayor LaGuardia which will
provide valuable background on that
question.

Next week we will also publish an
article by H. C. Engelbrecht, author
of Merchants of Death, on the War

Department’s mobilization plan, and an
analysis by a Far East expert of the
present relationship of forces on the
Japanese internal political scene.

What's TVhat

ULLY conscious that we are not

omniscient, and trusting that our
readers will quickly correct us if we
are wrong, we nevertheless confidently
assert that for the first time in history
living wild creatures have been made
part of an zsthetic form in the current
show at the A.C.A. Gallery in New
York. There, in the American Artists’
Congress show of caricatures, Framed
and Hung, there is a three-dimensional
commentary on Surrealist Salvador
Dali which employs as one element of
the composition live members of
the phylum Arthropoda, class Insecta,
order Hymenoptera, family Formicidae,
genus 2, species Z—but, at any rate, the
plain black kind. The artist is NEw
Masses  contributor Eugene Morley
(see p. 16). Perhaps we were a little
hasty in declaring his creation to be
three-dimensional; the live element
moves about constantly, so that time,
the fourth dimension, must be taken into

THIS WEEK

March 2, 1937

VOL. XXII, NO. 10

A Talk with Cardenas by Joseph Freeman 3
Propaganda in the Pulps 4y H. B. Ucello 6
The Nine 4 Poem by Edwin Rolfe . . 8
Where My Sympathy Lies by Henry Roth 9
Conning the News . .. II
Can Father Coughlin Come BackP by Dale Kramer .. 13
First Steps by Fielding Burke . . . . 15
A Letter to Anthony Eden by Robert Forsythe 17

Gray Rivers 4 Poem by Maxwell Bodenheim . . 18
Detroit’s Mrs. Dllhng by Farolyn Corbin .o

Editorial .
Readers’ Forum .

19
20
21

REVIEW AND COMMENT

Yvor Winters on American Poetry by Horace Gregory
The Jew in the Modern World by Benjamin B. Goldstein

Aaron Burr by C. Elwell

Political Allegory, with Spoo.ke l;y chhard Greenleaf

Brief Reviews . .
Recently Recommended Books .

22
23
24
25
25
26

SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

The Theater by Alexander Taylor
Recorded Music by Henry Johnson

The Dance by Owen Burke
Forthcoming Broadcasts .
Recently Recommended Mov1es

27
27
29
31

and Plays 31

Art work by Bertrando Valloton (cover), A. Morado, 7\/Iaurlce
Becker, Hans, Lester Polakov, Anton Rogalski, Mayervitch, J.
Vogel, Scott Johnston, Jo Gans, John Mackey, Pearl Binder,
Rockwell Kent, William Sanderson, Theodore Scheel, Ida Abel-

man, Eugene Morley.

Two weeks’ notice is required for change of address. Notification
direct to us rather than to the post office will give the best results.

Published weekly by WEREKLY Masses Co.,
Copyright, 1937, WEEKLY MassEs Co.,
not be reprinted without permisslon.
Office at New York, N.

$5.50 a year; six months $3;

I~o.,
INC., Reg. U.
Entered as second-class matter, June 24,
Y., under the act of March 9, 1879.
$4.50 a year in U. 8. and Colonies and Mexico. Six months $2.50;
three months §1.50

at 31 East 27th Street, New York City.
S. Patent Office. Drawings and text may
1926, at the Post
Single copies 15 cents. Subscription
three months $1.25; Foreign
In Canada, $5 a year, $2.75 for six montll’lzsé

Subscribers are notified that no change in address can be effected in less than two

weeks,

The NEw MaAsses welcomes the work of new writers and artists.
scripts and drawings must be accompanied by stamped, self-addressed envelope.

Manu-

consideration in assessing the asthetic
effect of the composition at any given
moment. Many of the other composi-
tions are by NEw Masses contributors,
including Robert Cronbach, A. Harri-
ton, William Gropper, Sid Gotcliffe,
Bennett Buck, Maurice Becker, Russell
T. Limbach, Anton Refregier, Aline
Fruhauf, Adolf Dehn, William San-
derson (see p. 10) and others. The
subjects range from Wally Simpson
and Trotsky to Beatrice Lillie and
Yourself (it’s done with mirrors).
Readers in New York or within com-
muting distance shouldn’t miss it.

As we go to press, we receive news
that the first issue of Neaw Theatre and
Film, the successor of the reorganized
New Theatre magazine, has gone to
press and should be on sale by the end
of the week. We relay the comment of
Playwright John Howard Lawson that
this first issue under the new dispen-
sation contains some important and
lively material. It was prepared under
the editorship of George Redfield. Her-
bert Kline, ex-editor, is in Spain.

Who's Who

ENRY ROTH is the author of

the well-known novel of New York
childhood, Call It Sleep. He has just
completed another novel.

H. B. Ucello is a teacher in the New
York City system; he makes his New
Masses debut in this issue.

Edwin Rolfe has recently joined the
editorial staff of the New Massgs.

Dale Kramer has contributed to our
pages on numerous occasions.

Maxwell Bodenheim’s poetry is well-
known to our readers, as is his work in
prose, which includes several novels.

Carolyn Corbin is a Detroit jour-
nalist who appears in our pages for the
first time in this issue.

Horace Gregory’s critical essays have
been a feature of this magazine for
some years.

Pearl Binder’s lithograph on page 24
is one of the illustrations from her
book of Soviet biographies, Misha and
Masha, just published in England.

Flashbacks

FOR those crying “‘unpatriotic” to
Americans going to the aid of be-
leaguered Spanish freedom, we recom-
mend study of the crusade which cer-
tain Americans began March 1, 1856.
On that day a company of emigrants,
determined to keep Kansas free of
slavery, left New Haven. They were
liberally supplied with the best Sharps
rifles— or “Beecher’s Bibles” as they
were called because they were supplied
by the congregation of Henry Ward
Beecher’s church. . . . On March 3,

1917, the Soviet delegation at Brest-
Litovsk—in accordance with the views
of Lenin and Stalin, but contrary to the
wishes of Trotsky—signed peace terms
with the Gemans. . . . The current
rising of the Ethiopian people against
Mussolini’s rule of blood and steel re-
calls that modern white imperialism
received its first serious defeat at the
hands of a native people when Ethi-
opians crushed an invading Italian
army at Adowa, March 1, 1896.
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A Talk with Cardenas

The president of Mexico, in an exclusive interview, answers some questions as
to government policy on property relations and as to the people’s-front outlook

mango trees, in an austere semi-military

camp on the tropic shore of Acapulco,
President Lazaro Cirdenas of Mexico spoke
with me for nearly an hour and a half in an
exclusive interview for the NEw Masses. He
discussed, among other things, the fundamen-
tal aims of his regime; where he will next dis-
tribute land to the peasants; the government’s
policy in regard to labor; plans for the emanci-
pation of the Mexican woman; why he will
continue to assist the Spanish people ; the possi-
bility of a new world war.

A popular American weekly recently de-
scribed Cardenas as probably the most popular
and conscientious chief executive Mexico has
ever had. This is the general opinion here
among peasants, organized workers, and those
nationally minded propertied groups which are

_at present opposed to imperialism. The ex-
treme Reaction is, of course, against him. So
are various conservative papers in the United
States, which paint him, on the one hand, as
a wild-eyed Anarchist bent upon the wholesale
confiscation of property without rthyme or rea-
son; and on the other, as quite a sensible fel-
low, whom Yankee imperialism can trust in
the long run because he is steadily moving to
the right.

Mexican Communists, who recently held
their sixth annual congress in the capital, con-
sider Cardenas progressive under the semi-

S ITTING out of doors under a group of

By Joseph Freeman

feudal, semi-colonial conditions in which he
works. They have criticized him for prohibit-
ing certain strikes, for compensating expropri-
ated landlords, and for permitting Trotsky to
use Mexico as a base from which to attack the
Soviet Union and to split the ranks of labor.
But they feel that in spite of such actions, he
is fundamentally carrying forward the agra-
rian and democratic revolution of 1910, which
the Calles group betrayed to foreign investors
and the Mexican reactionaries.

The best-meaning Mexican president has no
easy task on his hands. From the auto which
rushed us for ten hours from the capital to
the Pacific port of Acapulco, where General
Cardenas was staying, I could see some of the
changes which have taken place in recent
years, side by side with the most ancient
modes of life. The machine age has begun
to enter these savage, majestic mountains,
studded at great distances with the palm-
thatched adobe huts of the Indians and the
baroque cathedrals of the Spanish conquerors.
Along the new highway looping up and down
the mountains of Guererro, Chevrolets shot
past ads for Coca-Cola, Goodrich tires, and
Valiant Is the Word for Carrie. But far more
frequently, you saw primitive villages; cows,
horses, and goats calmly browsing by the road-
side; and entire families crawling slowly on
burros.

Tired, dusty, sweating with the tropic heat,

we arrived in Acapulco at night, drove to the
waterfront, saw the cruiser Guanajuato, her
decks lit under immense stars. The president
was back from his trip to Oaxaca. Next day,
waiting for an appointment with him, we
drove around the town, a small port fantastic
in its tropic beauty. We watched natives—
chiefly a mixture of Indian, Negro, and Chi-
nese—fish the enormous mantaraya from the
bright blue bay, drill the dusty side of a high
hill, sell guaraches and serapes to the Ameri-
can tourists and to the bluejackets of a British
cruiser anchored at the entrance to the harbor.
Native poverty was violently evident. Chil-
dren ran naked along the hot cobbled streets;
their parents were thin, poorly dressed.

Near the beach, huge pelicans flew low, now
and then silently diving into the rippled bay.
The incredibly still air, the merciless tropic
sun beating down on the bare brown rocks
primordial in their vastness, lent the scene a
touch of exciting unreality. Yet here were
native boys driving new taxis wildly down the
shore, soliciting passengers in broken English;
and there, standing on the steps of the crude
wooden hotel, preface to the expensive hotel
which General Almazan plans to build, was
Joe Jones, radical St. Louis painter, shooting
movies with a small Kodak. The world was
growing smaller.

Next morning, accompanied by my inter-
preter, the German photographer Enrique
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Gutmann, I went to the camp of the federal
highway department at Manzanillo, where
President Cirdenas was staying. Captain
Sanchez opened the gate that led through the
wire enclosure into the open camp along the
shore. Surrounded by mango trees, a solitary
figure was seated at a small wooden table,
writing. The figure rose as we approached,
turned toward us.

I recognized President Céirdenas from his
pictures. The large face, with its stubbly
black mustache and full, sensitive mouth, was
bronzed by the sun; a clear light shone in the
wide, hazel eyes. As he greeted us, asking us
to take seats, the grave voice revealed assur-
ance. General Cirdenas sat with his back to
the sea, my translator and I opposite him.
Looking beyond him, I noticed two young
Indian boys swimming naked in the bay. I
noticed, too, the extreme simplicity of the
camp—a couple of large canvas tents, and two
or three screened bungalows. The president’s
clothes were simple, too: a light-tan tunic with
ordinary white bone buttons and epaulettes
that bore no decoration of any kind; light
pongee trousers; black square-toed shoes.

The president courteously said he was fa-
miliar with the New Masses and would be
glad to answer any questions. One of my
questions touched on the recent national con-
gress of writers and artists convoked by the
L.E. A R.

“This congress,” I said, “has proposed the
convocation of a continental congress of in-
tellectuals to be held some time this fall. It
seemed to us that Mexico City would be an
ideal meeting place for such a conference. No
spot is at present better suited for a gathering
of liberal and revolutionary writers, artists,
and scientists from Canada, the United States,
Mexico, and the Central and South American
republics. Certain outstanding European in-
tellectuals would also be invited. The con-
gress could speak effectively in defense of
peace, democratic rights, and culture against
the threat of Reaction. What do you think
of this proposal, Mr. President?”

“I followed the L.E.A.R. congress very
closely,” General Cardenas said, “and am
more than sympathetic to the idea of a con-
tinental congress of intellectuals. I am enthu-
siastic about it. You may tell the artists,
writers, and scientists of the United States
that my government will do everything in its
power to make such a congress a success.”

“Is there danger of a reaction in Mexico?
And if so, where does it come from?”

“When you are chief magistrate,” General
Cardenas said smiling, “you cannot possibly
please everybody. There are reactionary ele-
ments here, but there is no real danger of
their coming into power. These people,” he
added quietly, “are politically bankrupt. They
have no popular support whatever, because the
Mexican people see that for the first time we
have a government which carries out its
promises.”

“What is the basic aim of your govern-
ment? What are the chief purposes of the
Six Year Plan, for instance ?”’

“The Six Year Plan seeks primarily to im-

Maurice Becker

prove the living standards of the majority of
the people,” General Cérdenas replied. “You
know how immense Mexico is. Parts of our
country are mountainous and arid ; other parts
are very rich, very fruitful. Properly devel-
oped, Mexico could comfortably support three
or four times its present population. Yet eighty
to ninety percent of our people live in misery;
they produce, but do not participate in or
enjoy, the riches of the land. The Six Year
Plan is an attempt to integrate the people with
the economic growth of the country.”

General Cardenas accompanied his remarks
with a steady upward and downward motion
of his right hand, his elbow resting on the
little wooden table. The hand was large and
firm; the thumb stood up rigidly.

“We must develop not only economically
and socially,” he continued, “but culturally,
too. A large percentage of our people is wholly
without education. It cannot participate in
the cultural wealth of Mexico or of the world.
The Mexican people must be freed of the
bonds of illiteracy and superstition. That is
why so large a part of our government’s
budget is devoted to education and to the
struggle against illiteracy. For this purpose,
we are spending 60,000,000 pesos this year.”

“Mr. President, there is considerable inter-
est in the United States in your land-distribu-
tion policy. Where do you next propose to
distribute land to peasants?”

“In the region of the Yaqui Indians, in the
State of Sonora.”

I recalled that previous administrations, in
order to recruit troops for the civil wars, had
parceled out tracts of land to the Yaquis, but
later returned these tracts to the landowners.

“In order to make progress,” President
Cardenas continued, “our people must take
direct part in the production processes of the
country. In" Mexico, which has many foreign
landowners, we must go forward slowly.”

“We have heard a great deal about the
Laguna region in the state of Coahuila. Could
you tell me why it is considered so significant
at present?”’

“The Laguna region is the outstanding ex-

NEW MASSES

ample of our new land policy,” General Cir-
denas replied. ‘“The government found it
necessary to intervene there for good reasons.
It is one of the richest zones in Mexico, yet
the peasants there lived in the most terrible
misery and squalor. They labored unendur-
ably to produce cotton, yet could not enjoy
the fruits of that labor. Land distribution has
created a new life for thousands of peasants
in that area.”

“What prompts you to distribute land in
the state of Sonora?”

“We hope to do for the Yaquis what we
have done for the peasants of La Laguna.
There, also, we have a very rich agricultural
zone; yet the people who work it have no
share in the fruits of the land. In distributing
tracts of land among the Yaquis, we shall of
course respect what must be respected; but
we shall above all protect the interests of
the Mexican people.”

“What is the basis of your land-distribution
policy, Mr. President?”

“There is an agrarian code in our national
law which prescribes land distribution. We
shall continue to distribute land on the basis
of that code.”

At this point, I recalled that under previous
administrations, land distribution often failed
because the peasant had no means for cultivat-
ing his parcel. Without money, machinery, or
technical knowledge, the peon found his newly
acquired land a terrifying burden. He there-
fore sold it back to his former master for a
few pesos and once more resumed his status
as peon. With this in mind, I asked:

“By what methods does your government
aid peasants to work the land they receive,
Mr. President?”

“Before proceeding to distribute land in
La Laguna, I founded the Banco Nacional de
Credito Ejidal. This bank gives the peasant
every facility for cultivating the land he re-
ceives. The bank furnishes him with credit
and machinery; it sends engineers and agron-
omists to direct the peasant in the primary
principles of modern agriculture.”

“l plan to visit the Laguna region next
week,” I said.

“Muy bien. Then you will be able to see
for yourself the difference between those
peasants who have already received land and
those who are living under the old conditions.
You can compare the two modes of life, the
remains of the widespread agony which ex-
isted previously, and the enthusiasm of those
for whom a new life has opened.”

‘“Have you a program for Mexican labor?”

“Mexico’s labor laws,” General Cardenas
said, “are designed to protect certain rights
for the worker. These laws provide for mini-
mum wages, tolerable working hours, sickness
and death benefits, compensation for occupa-
tional injuries, improved living quarters, and
so on. Industrial enterprises are supposed to
meet these conditions, but many of them fail
to do so. In such cases, the law obliges the
government to intervene.”

“Is there for the workers any equivalent
for the land distribution to the peasants?”’

“We are interested in giving the worker,
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too, an opportunity to participate in produc-
tion on a higher level. Here, of course, our
government cannot intervene directly. But we
do support workers’ cooperatives, in which the
workers themselves undertake to run an in-
dustrial enterprise. This has been the case
with our salt mines and with the chicle planta-
tions in Quintana Roo. This policy will be
carried forward slowly, step by step. And
here again we propose to respect certain rights
where such rights exist, but our first considera-
tion must be to protect the people’s interest.”

The president’s voice was quiet in the tropic
afternoon. From the rippling bay came the
chatter of the naked Indian boys ducking each
other under the water.

“There is an impression in my country,” I
said, “that Mexico’s women occupy a very
low place in the social scale. What is your
government doing to emancipate them?”

“We want to give the women of Mexico
every opportunity to participate in social life
on an equal footing with men. Then, gradu-
ally, they will be able to enter political life
on a plane of equality. This problem is not
at all simple. Our men have been taking part
in economic, social, and political life for many
years; our women have not. Consequently,
the Mexican woman is far more superstitious
and fanatical than the man. We propose to
cope with this problem not by attacking super-
stition directly. From experience, we have
found that this leads to a terrible waste of
time and energy. It also diverts attention from
more fundamental problems. But we also
know from experience that woman’s outlook
begins to change when she enters the economic
process. Here the propagators of superstition
have no power over her. They do not dare
say that they oppose trade unions, higher
wages, shorter hours. Yet it is by struggling
for these very things that our women begin
to tread the road to freedom.”

“All progressive people in the United States
have been greatly moved by the consistency
with which Mexico has helped the Spanish
people in their fight against fascism. And re-
cently, when I arrived in Mexico, I read your
statement to the effect that you would con-
tinue to aid the Spanish people. What makes
you do this?”

President Cairdenas replied with a simple
phrase: “Deber y sympatia”—duty and sym-
pathy. Then, after a brief pause, he said: “It
is clear to every honest man and woman that
a constitutional government chosen by the vast
majority of the people must be supported
against those who are against the people.”

“What is your opinion, Mr. President, of
the people’s-front idea? Do you think a future
Mexican government may be elected by a
people’s front in your country?”

“The present Mexican government,” Gen-
eral Cardenas said, “is without question a
popular government. There was no people’s
front here when we came into office, but we
sought unity with the people. As a result, the
government is based on the broad popular
masses. I believe that a future Mexican gov-
ernment will not only have to take the people’s
front into account, but that the people’s front

will actually maintain that government.”

“Do you think there is a possibility of an-
other world war in the near future?”

“T do not believe there will be a world
war,” General Cirdenas said. “No matter
what form of government a country may have
—fascist or democratic—that government
must today reckon with the will of the people.
Even in the most belligerent countries, the
people are against war, and they can do some-
thing to prevent it.”

“In Germany,” Interpreter Gutmann inter-
posed, “the workers filled bombs intended for
Franco’s troops with straw.”

“Exactly. One sees that the people do not
want war; and more and more, destiny begins
to lie not in the hands of governments, but
in the hands of the people.”

“Mr. President,” I said, “‘several collections
of drawings by Mexican children have been
shown in New York. These aroused consider-
able interest as indicating a new type of in-
struction. What is your government doing for
the Mexican child today?”

“Education is more than reading and writ-
ing,” he replied. “The child must learn the
secrets of labor so that he can meet the modern
world when he grows up. Unfortunately,
many of our people do not yet understand
this. For his own happiness, as well as for the
growth of the republic, the child must be
taught a sense of the collective. Reading and
writing are sterile if they are not used socially.
We try to give our children a deep social
sense as well as the elements of knowledge.”

“Isn’t your problem complicated by the fact
that more than three fourths of your popula-
tion is illiterate ?”

“Indeed it is. In most instances, the child’s
parents are both illiterate and individualistic.
Our problem is to teach the child what he
does not learn at home. Here the rural school
teacher plays an extremely important role. He
does more than teach the ABCs to parent and
child ; he enlightens the people in the country-
side; he actually reorganizes the village. In
giving the child what the parents lack, the
rural teacher is compelled to transmit a social
sense to the parents, so that the home may not
destroy the work of the school. One of the
ways in which the teacher adjusts the child to
the changing modern world is by transform-
ing the individualistic parent into a socially
conscious being.” The president stopped, then
added, smiling: ‘“The rural school teacher
does even more than that. He has to teach
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the peasant family the elements of modern
hygiene, and in many cases has to act as the
family doctor. He becomes the center of all
social life in the village. In this way, he
influences the parents through the children
and the children through the parents. Fur-
thermore, our teachers are beginning to ac-
quaint the child with modern technique. The
child learns that the machine is not an enemy,
but an aid, an instrument for the improvement
of life. The child is taught technical as well
as social concepts so that he may learn to
master the tools and the scientific ideas which
he will need as an adult.”

While President Cardenas was speaking, we
heard a wild commotion in the bay. All
three of us at the table leaped to our feet and
looked toward the end of the beach. One of
the Indian boys seemed to be drowning. He
disappeared under the water; his companion
struggled to get at him, screaming at the top
of his voice. President Cérdenas began to un-
button his tunic and ran swiftly toward the
gate which led to the beach. Several officers
came trotting out of the screened bungalows.
Suddenly, from the far end of the beach, two
boyish voices shouted: “It’s all right!” Both
swimmers, safe, began walking toward the
shore. President Cirdenas came back to his
seat. His face was rather pale as he calmly
buttoned his tunic.

“I like to swim,” he said with a shy smile.
That was his only reference to the episode.
We resumed our interview. I asked him why
he traveled around the country so much.

“Before I became president,” he said, “I
announced my program and promised the peo-
ple that I would carry it out. I did not think
this would be easy, but it turned out to be
more difficult than I even imagined. I am now
carrying out my program, but in order to do
so, I must be intimately acquainted with the
needs and requirements of the people. I can-
not bring the people to me, so I must go to
them. In the United States there are many
ways of doing this. Your means of communi-
cation are very highly developed. You have
a nationwide network of highways, telephones,
telegraphs, radio stations, films. Our com-
munications are still in an elementary stage.
I therefore make these personal trips to vari-
ous parts of the country in order to learn what
the people need, what the various regions can
produce. There is another purpose, too, which
I hope my journeys will accomplish. Many of
our people have strange ideas as to what a
president is. They do not think of him as a
man who happens to occupy a specific govern-
ment post; they imagine he is a supernatural
being. Our peasants still kiss the hand of a
city mayor; you can imagine how they feel
toward a president. I want to destroy this
servility, left over from centuries of oppres-
sion. This slavish attitude is frightfully de-
pressing. 1 want to meet peasants and workers
throughout the republic, man to man, to shake
them by the hand, to break down the illusory
barrier between us. It would be a fine thing
if the Mexican peasant lost his sense of in-
feriority and looked everyone straight in the
face as an equal.”
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Propaganda in the Pulps

The cheap fiction magazines grind the reactionary political ax
in a way the slick-paper periodicals would never dare attempt

NEW, distinctive type of story, with a
A passionate quality unknown in the field

of the pulp-paper magazines, made its
appearance in 1934 and has grown since then
to book-length proportions. There were giants
in the old days, too; but, as many writers can
recall, none dared break that firm editorial
rule: Keep your political opinions out of your
stories! Today, that has changed—the editors
want stories with a certain implied slant on
economic intrigue.

Thirty thousand dollars a year, although
that sum is exceptional, can be earned by the
writer who will produce stories that fall into
a set political formula. The pulps are run on
short budgets, as a rule; and it may surprise
old, retired writers to learn that the half-cent-
a-word rate has become two cents, with three
cents a word for the top-notchers. A good
head man, with the help of two or three
stenographers, can pound out a million words
a year.

Three of the more prominent pulps are
really complete, book-length novels. They ap-
pear each month, and depict the same disguised
figure in a new political adventure. They are
Secret Agent “X” (“The Man of a Thousand
Faces”) Magazine, Spider (“The Master of
Men!”) Magazine, and Secret Service O pera-
tor No. 5 (“America’s Undercover Ace”)
Magazine. They have a wide circulation.
Just how many readers they reach can’t be
learned, for there is a standing rule in pulp
fiction offices that no information regarding
circulation is to be given out.

The Operator No. 5 stories, a bit more
extreme than the others, have their chief
emphasis on the wholesale sabotage which
threatens the rulers of America. The hero,
James Christopher, is a member of an army
of undercover men. “The President listens to
him,” says the author, “and you may well do
the same.”

In “Legions of Starvation,” the reader can
get 'a typical insight into the career of Opera-
tor No. 5. Rudolph Borik is the sworn foe
of existing social systems, and the leader of
the New Populists, an-organization labeled as
the most dangerous radicals that ever existed.
Because of a devastating drought, there is
growing unrest among the farmers. The coun-
try is tinder—"‘ready to blaze up into revolu-
tion at the spark dropped by the hand of a
man like Rudolph Borik.” Operator No. 5
succeeds in proving that the New Populists
are the cause for the food shortage—they are
saboteurs!

As millions go hungry, revolt spreads from
coast to coast. The New Populists offer to
feed the starving, But Operator No. 5 check-

By H. B. Ucello

mates it. ‘“‘The inexorable power of hunger
will make us all the slaves of the new Dicta-
tor!” he exclaims. He brings forth records of
certain operations of a closely-knit system of
dummy .corporations and holding-companies,
an extremely complex organization formed
for the purpose of cornering certain vital food
supplies, and at the same time hiding the
identity of the man in control. “Our clerk
shows,” says Operator No. 5, “that enormous
stores of condensed milk have, somehow, mys-
teriously vanished from the market.” He
gives out an order to double the watch on
every alien suspected of membership in the
New Populists. Radio cars patrol the streets,
while armed mounted policemen prevent the
looting of food shops. News reaches the Presi-
dent that destructive insects have begun to
swarm over the country. Operator No. 5 ex-
plains to him, “They are nurtured and re-
leased by the New Populists, so that their
control over our food supply will be absolute.”

Operator No. 5 defeats the enemy. He
seizes the hidden food supply and distributes
it among the people. Operator No. 5’s logic
consists of a straight-armed blow to the chins
of his opponents. “He wears a strange ring,”
says the author, “that has a death’s-head
against a black background.” In the dim light
of the battle, it flashes with a significant sym-
bolism. The fascists of Italy and the Nazi
followers in Germany also copy the black
shako of the Death’s-Head Hussars.

In every country where fascism has estab-
lished itself, one of its preliminary practices
is to break the strikes of the labor movement,
and to protect the employer class by the use
of force. If attacking the freedom of labor is
one of the tests of fascism, it has made con-
siderable headway in this country through the
stories that appear in Operator No. 5 Maga-
zine. That fascism will come to this country
has been the theme of this pulp for the past
year. Each month there are described possible
ways in which it may operate in such stories
as: ‘“Legions of Starvation” (Dec. 1934),
“The Red Invader” (January), “The League
of the War Monsters” (February), “March
of the Flame Marauders” (April), “Legions
of the Death Master” (July), “Hosts of the
Flaming Death” (August), “Invasion of the
Dark Legions” (October), “Scourge of the
Invisible Death” (November). These yarns
are of the very essence of fascism, whatever
additional and incidental vagaries may accom-
pany them. ,

In each of them, the author, who has chosen
the name of Curtis Steele, depicts the life of
the nation hanging in suspense, as working-
men—called “skilled saboteurs”—paralyze its

industry. Their aim seems to be to wipe the
United States government out of existence, to
create a new form in its stead, which will be
ruled by an organization that comes from
abroad. Each month, Operator No. 5 saves
the nation from the subversive doctrine of men
with Russian names, like Leon Maxinoff, who
is sent by the Commissars of the Soviet.
Operator No. 5’s keynote throughout is: /e
must not under-estimate their power.

IT BECOMES a gripping economic warfare.
The stories stress that a secret struggle is
going on to control the nation. Chapter head-
ings read, “While the Nation Sleeps,” “The
Fate of a Nation,” “Doom Over New York.”

A few of the novels, like “Blood Reign of
the Dictator” (May), lay a pall of terror
over the United States with unusual reper-
cussions. Operator No. 5, the only man ca-
pable of stemming the tide of destruction,
bears the brunt of it. It is the most exciting,
and by far the most realistic, story that has
appeared in the series. Of interest for the
scholar of the future may be the fact that the
story preceded Sinclair Lewis’s It Can’t Hap-
pen Here by six months.

Ursus Young’s orators claim that as gov-
ernor he abolished poverty in his own state.
The United States can save itself from com-
plete’ economic destruction only when Presi-
dent Young takes supreme command! He
uses the “Soviet terror in our country” as his
telling-point. The radio booms with bombas-
tic phrases: “President Young . . . the saviour
of the people . . . the leader of millions . . .
the friend of all!”

While governor of New Cornwall, Ursus
Young enforced rigid health control regu-
lations. Those who did not have his certifi-
cates of health could not rent rooms, were
subject to instant arrest, deportation, or im-
prisonment in a state institution; they were
not permitted to enter a polling-place and
vote in the national presidential election. His
troopers, wearing black arm-bands to identify
them as members of the various state agencies,
patrolled the streets.

Young seizes the reins of government, and
he rides roughshod over the constitution.
When he is sworn in as President, Young
dispenses with the Bible oath, and insists that
he will not raise his hand to defend the con-
stitution, “which is the cause of the wide-
spread suffering in the country.” He enlarges
the Supreme Court from nine members to
twenty-one; his twelve new appointees over-
ride any decision of the true Justices. A new
proclamation secures for him vast sums from
the treasury, to finance his gigantic system of
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patronage dummies. He throttles the press,
declaring a war-time censorship. His terror-
ists begin stamping out the “plague.”

An attempt is made to assassinate Young.
He orders all broadcasting and newspaper
agencies: ‘“News has to go out all over the
country at once. The story is to say that the
assassin was hired by a capitalistic organiza-
tion which we are going to break up. You
are to say that I struck the man down and
took the gun away from him with my own
hands. This is a chance to strike at the big-
money men and to make a martyr—you know
how to handle it. Get it out at once!”

When the Intelligence Service of the United
States is wiped out by Young, Operator No. 5
reorganizes a new under-cover agency. 1he
latter finds himself in an ironical position, as
he addresses his men: “Now we find our-
selves in the very position of those we have,
in the past, fought, We have battled revolu-

tionists, and now we ourselves are revolution-
ists. We have stamped out plotters against
the government, and now we are ourselves
plotting against the government—of the
tyrant Young.” Operator No. 5 sounds the
tocsin. His followers dress in black robes and
hoods, with a white death’s-head on the stand-
ards they bear. Their symbol is similar to
that of the Fascists and the Nazis. They call
themselves the Secret Sentinels. Led by offi-
cers in black hoods, they march upon the
nation’s capital.

IN ALL the stories that appear in Operator
No. 5 Magazine, the saviors of the nation
wear black, while the enemies are associated
with red. A woman spy will be called Radi
Havara (The Red Invader); a foreign foe
will have a Russian-sounding name, and will be
described as coming from Urakia (Ukraine).
Those who serve the nation best have names

like Carleton Victor, which is adopted by
Operator No. 5.

Sabotage is the basis for each story. “It is
one of the incendiary machines which the
New Populists are using,” says the Chief to
Operator No. 5. “Others exactly like this are
responsible for the fires that broke out in the
Baralee Mills in St. Joseph, the Chicago
stockyards, and elsewhere . . . the New Popu-
lists have been striking at us in secret over a
long period.” Incendiary fires, dynamited
freight trains, sabotage aboard ocean freighters
—they reoccur, again and again, until the
reader anticipates who is behind all the
mischief.

Exhaustive footnotes by the author reénforce
the story and help break down whatever
scepticism the reader may have. These are
based on items that appear in newspapers
(especially on Monday mornings, when there
is no news), which begin, “It has been re-
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ported that—" and which subsequently prove
to have been unfounded rumors. Thus the
author can quote in his footnotes an Asso-
ciated Press despatch: “Honolulu, June 7.—
A possibility that attempts at sabotage were
to blame for the fire at sea on the Dollar liner
President Lincoln was expressed by Captain
George Yardly today after the ship had raced
into Honolulu with her lifeboats swinging
from the davits and with many of the passen-
gers wearing life preservers.”” Other rumors
that are presented in the footnotes run as fol-
lows: that the manhole covers that disap-
peared shortly before the opening of the
Eighth Avenue Subway, New York, were
stolen by saboteurs; that the presence of Fili-
pino mess boys aboard U. S. Navy airships
had something to do with the destruction of
the U. S. Navy airships, the Macorn and
dkron; that the epidemic of amcebic dysen-
tery which broke out at the World’s Fair last
summer might conceivably be the work of
hidden enemies; that strange circumstances
surrounded the death of President Wilson,
hinting of a plot to administer a slow poison
or to give him the influenza in ice!

A pleasant contrast to reactionary tendencies
in pulp fiction was the story “Spain Gone
Mad” in the February 1937 issue of 4dven-
ture Novels, which was definitely “angled,”
reportedly at the instruction of the editors, to
favor the loyalist cause. The following quota-
tion will indicate the story’s bias:

I am not of your people [says the wine dealer’s
daughter to the young aristocrat]. My people—the
working people—are fighting for liberty. We won
it at the polls. But your people won’t let us keep it.
You own everything, now you want our lives! We
want a new Spain—Iliberty!

But this is exceptional.

A favorite device used by recent pulp
writers is that of building up a directed atti-
tude in the reader. It is salesmanship of a
kind—it breaks down sales resistance. Here is
a sample: “You know as well as I, Chief,”

Who will be masters of our land tomorrow?
These boys, playing baseball on the wide lawn
surrounding the Washington obelisk, run fleetly
from base to base. Far from the white home plate

says Operator No. 5, “that the foreign-
financed, revolutionary organizations within
the U. S. are stronger than the people suspect,
a force to be seriously reckoned with.” In the
other magazine, Spider, owned by the same
publishing firm, and having the same policy,
understatement is used shrewdly. In “Builders
of the Dark Empire,” a character says: “It
sounds like a chapter out of some penny
dreadful magazine—the old Nick Carter and
Dead-Eye Dick stuff we read in the hay-loft
as kids.”

“It's much worse than that,” the hero as-
sures him, “worse because everyone regards it,
just as you say, as purest fiction.”

For those historically inclined, the spirit of
our times will be conveyed through our pulp
magazines. Library cataloguers of the future
may see them as significant for their mass
psychology, and class them with the old Beadle
dime-novels, which dealt with wilderness and
strange journeys. But the technique surpasses
that of the old dime-novels, which had no
studied art. The covers have a dramatic qual-
ity : vividly, the artists depict a pall of horror
that hangs over the nation’s capital, and the
illustrations resemble photographs. There are
war maneuvers on the lawn of the White
House. Many pages in the pulps are given
over solely to black scream-newspaper head-
lines; they are effective. There is a realistic
use of telegrams dated from Washington,
D. C,, and the names of many political figures
are distorted slightly. The pulp magazines are
related to newsprint, not to the novel, swing-
ing with the weathervane of headlines.

It is evident that the killing of redskins
once had romantic possibilities. The old
Beadle dime-novels carried a symbol on their
salmon-colored covers. It was the stamp of
a ten-cent piece, the price of the novel. To-
day, Operator No. 5 Magazine carries the
“cut” of a black shako of the Death’s-Head
Hussars on every other page, and the aborig-
ines from the U.S.S.R. are pursued relent-
lessly.

* * *

The Nine

the monument’s shadow cuts the field in two

before the falling sun. No rebels, they know merely
the sure clear flight of the batted ball,

the gasping chase, the thud in the leather

when the ball’s caught, the enemy team retired.
Umpires are enemies too: the caller of strikes

is careful: the scorn of children is deadly as gunfire.

Every day, at sun-summit, the two teams toss
the bat from hand to hand, choosing sides.
Nine spread out, dotting the field; nine others
huddle on sidelines and the game begins.

NEW MASSES

The pulp magazines have always carried
special departments dealing with such prob-
lems as: How to Solve Cipher Codes, How to
Read Faces, Jujutsu Grips for Self-Defense.
But now one of their number, 41l Detective
Magazine, has made justice its own personal
problem by forming a National Vigilance As-
sociation. It believes: ‘““That a single shot,
fired with a .36 Colt Cap and Ball Navy
revolver, did more to purify California than
all the laws and reformers ever hatched.” And
Popular Publications, through Spider Maga-
zine and Operator No. 5 Magazine, have
widened the field still further. Their depart-
ments advertise openly for membership in an
undercover organization 4 la Hitler. Curtis
Steel is the secretary of a great group of
readers who are nourished by his flaming tales,
and induced to join an organization that
proclaims:

Now, as never before, everyone can do his part;
there are military and naval units once more open to
general enlistment; there are law-makers in Wash-
ington who are fighting to see that we take our right-
ful place in maintaining our strength on land, sea,
and air. For younger patriots there are junior Naval
Reserve and other training units.

And—there is the great and growing organization
of Secret Sentinels of America—pledged to patriot-
ism and fair play., When the time comes, they, too,
may be counted on to live up to their promise when
they first became wearers of the mystic skull ring.

Members of the Secret Sentinels of America
are ordered to report foreign espionage and
sabotage, to be on the alert for subversive
propaganda, especially of Communists. Many
Sentinels are now operating out of their own
sub-headquarters, and divisional units are be-
ing organized from coast to coast. Curtis
Steele has appended to his office the initials:
§.8.4. He has a natural genius of contriving
names and titles that have a familiar ring.
It is not coincidental (as one can see by read-
ing his fascist stories), that the initials are
similar to those used abroad for the Schutz
Staffel and Sturm Abteilung. This fact is sig-
nificant of the whole drift.

Inning by inning it is played, replayed;

disputes interrupt but never end it;

teams change, the power shifts, bats split

like hewn logs with the grain, but the game continues.

Not far away, their fathers and grandfathers,
ex-batters and fielders of baseballs, quarrel

in a white-domed building. Sides change.

Age erodes their brain cells. Men die, many

leave to return. Others stay to summon

quorums of quarrelers: whenever the quorum gathers

it sleeps; and a team of nine aged great-grandfathers

wakens them, scolds whether scolding’s in order or not,
spares not the ignorant rod—these umpires appointed
by god in fat jowls and goldpiece for stickpin—

like the caller of strikes on the ball grounds.

EpwiN RoLFE.
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Where My Sympathy Lies

The author of ‘“Call It Sleep’ makes
clear his views on a public question

ROBABLY in common with a good

many writers, my political development

has not reached as high a level as it
might—many of my beliefs seem the product
more of intuition than of analysis. Neverthe-
less, I hold, however arrived at, that any
writer who longs for justice and brotherhood
among men must hate the exploitation of men,
the sordidness that rears itself on such exploita-
tion, and the twin pinnacles that cap it, fas-
cism and war. Whoever hungers for justice
must ally himself, if only in sympathy, with
all those forces that struggle to liberate hu-
manity from slavery and want. Any organi-
zation, any impulse of men that honestly and
by its acts strives in the direction of such
liberation, should enlist a writer’s sympathy in
direct proportion as there is a struggle for
these aims. The recent trials of the Trotsky-
ites in the U.S.S.R. therefore raises this ques-
tion: to what extent does Trotskyism deserve
the sympathy of a writer?

There are several things about this trial
about which I am confused. Nevertheless,
enough and more than enough has been re-
vealed to convince me of the guilt of the ac-
cused; and by guilt, I mean that all their
efforts were calculated to nullify or destroy the
very growth of the safeguards that would
ensure the freedom and fraternity of millions
of men. But if I had any remnant of a doubt
of this, it has vanished before the steps taken
by the Trotskyites in this country to defend
their leader. I refer to the libel suit con-
templated by the Committee for the Defense
of Trotsky against certain Communist leaders
and publications in this country.

The Committee intends also to form an
“impartial commission” and justifies this act
by stating that:

The Communist Party cannot legitimately oppose
the creation of such a commission, if only because
of the fact that they themselves inspired the so-
called counter-trial in London set up to deal with
the so-called Leipzig trial of Dimitroff and his
friends. If they have the so-called overwhelming
proof against Trotsky they claim to have, let them
confront Trotsky with it—[N. Y. Times, Feb. 1.]

The more one studies this quotation, the
clearer becomes the picture of the Trotskyite
mentality. The elementary differences between
the trial of Dimitroff in Germany and the trial
of the Trotskyites in the Soviet Union are
apparently no more important to Trotskyites
than are facts. Dimitroff was a Communist
in a Nazi court, a spokesman and a cham-
pion of the working class. In the very shadow
of the ax, he maintained the justice of his
cause; he enunciated his principles and an-
nounced his adherence to them. He main-

By Henry Roth

tained his innocence. Before the trial was
over, and in the den of Hitlerism itself, he
became the accuser of Naziism, the exposer
of fascist barbarity wherever it existed, the
symbol of heroic struggle against it. He was
acquitted.

In what way were the principals in the
recent Soviet trials similar? None main-
tained his innocence there, none became the
accuser; no matter how brilliant, none was
backed by a principle, all confessed their guilt.
Some wept at the loathsome company and the
bleakness and obscurity of the pass their his-
torical steps had led them to, some bragged
and some jeered, but they all stood convicted,
their sentences sustained by demonstrations of
Russian workers. I do not believe together
with the Hearst press that these men were
under the influence of mesmerism or mys-
terious narcotics; therefore, I believe them to
be, as they themselves acknowledged, guilty.

Not only does Trotsky propose to prove the
innocence of himself and his associates by a
trial of the Soviet Union in which he becomes

the accuser, but also by a libel suit against
working-class leaders and against working-
class publications in a bourgeois court. It is
by what such a step aims to accomplish that
one can judge what Trotskyism is. Trotsky-
ism becomes the barren woman in the fable of
Solomon, the fable in which the king had to
choose between the legitimate mother of a
child and the spurious one. Solomon decided
that the woman who was willing to let the
infant live despite its being fostered by an-
other, was indeed the mother of it. I am not
Solomon. But Trotskyism seems to me more
an expression of that monstrous kind of ego
that, unwilling or unable to go through the
pains of bearing and nurturing the growing
spirit of liberation throughout the world,
would rather see it severed by the sword than
not possess it.

As a writer, more than ever involved in
the growth of enlightenment and freedom, I
can see only one way of accomplishing this,
the united front against fascism—and one way
sure to paralyze all our efforts, Trotskyism.

“For years I thought Mr. Trotsky was just as bad as Lenin.”
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continued to pour in on an embattled
Washington in the struggle over Presi-
dent Roosevelt’s proposal for reforms in the

I ETTERS and telegrams by the thousand

federal judiciary. The end of the second week'

of the struggle found the President opposed
to any compromise in his plan to rejuvenate
the Supreme Court by adding a new judge
for each present member over the age of sev-
enty who refuses to retire. After passing
through the first great wave of reactionary
opposition, administrative forces appeared to
feel that the worst was over and that there
would be no need for any real concessions.

Good ground for the attitude came in the
form of strongly expressed support from sev-
eral important quarters. Labor’s Non-Partisan
League, under the direction of Major George
L. Berry, Sidney Hillman, and John L. Lewis,
addressed letters to congressmen, calling upon
“every man who, in soliciting votes at the last
election sincerely claimed to be a supporter
of the President,” to back to the full the
President’s Court proposal. Attacking those
liberals who oppose the Roosevelt plan and in-
sist instead on a constitutional amendment, the
League declared: “By the time the amend-
ment could be adopted, the damage of unre-
stricted industrial autocracy would have been
done. . . . It would be a bitter paradox if un-
scrupulous reactionaries might now rely upon
the overscrupulousness of progressives to aid in
the destruction of our democracy.” Endorse-
ment of the President’s course came also from
the executive committee of the A.F. of L.,
from the newly formed Lawyers’ Guild, from
farm organizations, and from a large group of
progressive teachers attending the convention
of the National Education Association at New
Orleans. As for letters to congressmen, Rep-
resentative Maverick of Texas reported that
the trend in his mail had shifted from three-
to-one against the proposal to two-to-one in
favor. The President’s hand was further
strengthened by the statement of the organized
liberal bloc in the House of Representatives
urging all progressives to “united action” in
support of the plan.

HIS same bloc won further distinction

during the week by taking the first con-
crete step toward wiping out the affront to
the Spanish government implied in the so-
called “neutrality’” embargo which was rushed
through in the first week of the present session
of Congress. With the support of five inde-
pendent liberals, the thirteen members of the
bloc introduced a joint resolution to apply the
same arms embargo against Germany, Italy,
and Portugal, since those countries ‘“have in-
vaded the territory of Spain . .. with which
the government of the United States continues
‘to maintain friendly relations.”

The chances that any such legislation would
get by the conservative House Foreign Affairs
Committee were admittedly slim. To make
matters worse, the equally conservative Senate
Foreign Relations Committee voted during the
week to recommend to the Senate the Pittman
resolution, which would amend the present

Covering the events of the week
ending February 22, 1937

Neutrality Law still further in the direction
of an isolated foreign policy. And the Senate
Military Affairs Committee began hearings on
the Sheppard-Hill bill, which embraces the
notorious war mobilization plan. Testifying
before the last-named committee, James
Waterman Wise, representing the American
League Against War and Fascism, urged re-
jection of the bill as a “fascist measure.” The
plan, he pointed out, would enable the Presi-
dent to establish a military dictatorship even
in peace time by the simple declaration that an
emergency exists. Labor conscription at wages
fixed by the government, cancellation of the
right to strike, and military discipline in in-
dustry were among the evils of the plan which
Wise denounced to the committee.

LTHOUGH almost completely absorbed
in directing the campaign for his Court
plan, President Roosevelt found time during
the week to direct some attention to the prob-
lems of the American farmer. Turning over
to Congress the report on farm tenancy which
his committee had submitted the week before,
the President recommended a four-point pro-
gram calling for federal loans to tenants, aid
to present owners to help them avoid loss of
their farmsteads, loans for rehabilitation of
tenants “not ready for ownership,” and retire-
ment of sub-marginal lands. The President
made no suggestion concerning the amount of
money to be appropriated, but although con-
ceding that the “agricultural ladder” for many
American citizens had become a “treadmill,”
he made it clear that he wanted only a modest
beginning. While the Bankhead bill, now un-
der consideration, calls for only $50,000,000
annually in loans to tenants, the progressive
National Farm Holiday Association announced
that a bill will soon be introduced in Congress
calling for an appropriation of $500,000,000
for the first year alone. A minority report
from the President’s investigating committee
asked that supervision of the program be taken
out of the hands of the Department of Agri-
culture, which it found unable “to remove
itself from domination by the rich and large-
land-owning class of farmers and their polit-
ical pressure lobbies.”
Having no choice, the President also found

time to receive a delegation from the Amer-.

ican Youth Congress, 4500 of whose members
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staged one of the most colorful processions in
the history of Washington’s Pennsylvania
Avenue. When police seized upon the sitting
down of a few of the marchers during a brief
halt as excuse for breaking up the parade, the
entire line staged a “sit-down” at the gates of
the White House, for which two of the lead-
ers of the demonstration were arrested. The
President told a delegation of seven that the
Congress should continue its “good work,”
but he gave no assurance that he would sup-
port the American Youth Act for which the
Youth Congress is fighting.

HE LaFollette subcommittee investigat-
ing labor espionage continued to un-
cover an astounding network of spy activities
in the automobile industry. At one time, tes-
tified one of the witnesses, all five officers of
the Lansing local of the Auto Workers’ Union
were Pinkerton men, employed expressly to
destroy the union. Other sensational testimony
of the week included revelations of how files
in the office of Alfred P. Sloan had been ran-
sacked and relevant material destroyed after
a subpeena had been issued for its delivery to
the committee. “In the light of the testimony
that this committee has taken, the evidence is
overwhelming,” LaFollette declared, “that the
use of labor espionage is demonstrated and
proved to be one of the most effective weapons
in destroying genuine labor collective bargain-
ing activities on the part of the workers.”
While representatives of the victorious
automobile workers entered into discussions
with General Motors officials on specific agree-
ments concerning hours, wages, speed-up, etc.,
following the forty-four-day strike, labor
throughout the country was far from inactive.
Heartened by the maritime and auto victories,
a score of smaller but no less significant strikes
were in progress. A number of them used the
sit-down method: in Waukegan, Ill., more
than 100 workers remained in two plants of
the Fansteel Metallurgical Corp. to force rec-
ognition of the Amalgamated Association of
Iron, Steel, & Tin Workers. Neither tear gas
nor injunction dislodged them. Seven New
York building service workers used a boiler
room as the scene of their sit-down, but were
ejected, arrested, found guilty of “disorderly
conduct,” and given suspended sentences.
Most besieged town in the country was
Anderson, Ind., where 1000 National Guards-
men were still enforcing martial law against
union members and strikers of the General
Motors guide-lamp plant, following the shoot-
ing, two weeks ago, of fourteen union work-
ers by town police and company-hired thugs.
National Guard Commander Albert Whit-
comb was on record with the statement that
“provisions of the federal constitution mean
nothing under martial law.” Responsibility for
the shootings and the flouting of all civil lib-
erties was placed on General Motors by B. J.
Widdick, local organizer of the United Auto-
mobile Workers: “Undoubtedly Anderson is
che beginning of their national assault on the
strike agreement,” he said.
Angered by C.I.O. successes elsewhere,
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Governor Hoffman (R.), of New Jersey,
threatened bloodshed against C.I.O. unioniza-
tion activities in his state, especially against
sit-down strikers (see editorial, page 20). But
state labor organizers, undeterred by the
threat, pushed plans for the organization of
New Jersey’s industrial workers, calling at-
tention to Hoffman’s long anti-labor record,
his complete domination by the New Jersey
Standard Oil Company, his tolerance of gang-
sters, thugs, the white-slave trade, and his as-
saults on civil liberties. Both the C.I.O. and
civil liberties groups in the state prepared to
defend the rights of labor against Hoffman’s
threatened repressive measures.

EETING in New York City, repre-

sentatives of the United Mine Work-
ers of America and bituminous operators from
eight states failed to agree on the terms of a
new collective agreement to take the place of
the present contract, which expires March 31.
Union heads, representing 400,000 miners,
asked for a two-year agreement, demanding
200 days’ work a year, a six-dollar daily wage,
a thirty-hour week, and a two-weeks’ vacation
each year with pay. Operators balked at all
proposals except the two-year agreement, offer-
ing instead a forty-hour week with no pay in-
crease. With operators’ spokesman Charles P.
O’Neill declaring that the wage demands of
the union were “utterly impossible,” confer-
ences seemed likely to be protracted over a
long period of time. John L. Lewis,
miners’ president, and Philip Murray, spokes-
man for the union at the meeting, headed the
union delegates. ‘“The miners demand living
wages,” said Mr. Murray, “and the right to
live.”

Earlier in the week, A.F. of L. President
William Green was raked over the coals by
the United Mine Workers’ policy committee.
His role in, and public statements on, the
General Motors strike were characterized as
“treason and betrayal of labor” by the com-
mittee, which charged and empowered the
union’s international officers to expel him.
President John P. Frey, of the metal trades
department of the A.F. of L., was also con-
demned. Green, a member of the miners’ union
for forty-seven years, turned to several Chi-
cago friends to forestall the possibility of a
Federation president being unattached to any
Federation union, and again there were rumors
of a possible member’s berth for Green in the
Chicago musicians’ local. Miners scoffed at
Green’s pianistic pretensions, offering grave
doubts as to his ability to perform creditably
in any repertory not confined to variations of

“Chopsticks.”
D ISCRIMINATION against Negroes
in the government’s naval academy at
Annapolis, Md., was revealed when a presi-
dential investigation was ordered in the case of
James L. Johnson, Jr., recently dismissed on
a series of counts all declared to be false. John-
son, the first Negro to be appointed to the
academy in sixty-two years, is waiting on the
naval school’s campus pending the outcome of
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Major Berry—Backed F. D. on Court

the investigation. His dismissal was all the
more open to question in the light of his pre-
paratory record, which was high enough to per-
mit ;his entrance into Annapolis without exam-
ination,

Also involving the navy, but in a far differ-
ent sense, was the battle between ‘the United
States Steel Corp. and the Navy Department
over the Walsh-Healy Act. U. S. Steel, after
months of refusing to bid on contracts for new
battleships under the terms of the act (which
provides for a forty-hour week with overtime
for all workers engaged in production for gov-
ernment needs), finally agreed to supply steel
to the T.V.A. under Walsh-Healy act terms.
This was seen as a break in the steel corpora-
tion’s stand against both the government and
the union demands, but leaders of the Steel
Workers’ Organizing Committee (S.W.0.C)
placed no great faith in its significance. Push-
ing their steel organization drive, C.I1.Q.
leaders predicted that the biggest corporation
in America would bring all of its gigantic
financial resources into the fight against union-
ization of the industry. Despite this, the
S.W.0.C,, equally determined to bring about
a closed shop in steel, pressed its campaign to
achieve 200,000 members and 250 lodges by
March 15.

UT of China came news of the most

far-reaching importance: immediate
possibility of internal wunity, precondition
for successful resistance against Japan, as a
result of decisions at the extraordinary plenary
session of the Kuomintang (Nationalist)
Party. According to an interview with Chou
En-lai, vice-chairman of the Chinese Soviets,
five Communist demands were presented to
the Nanking government, controlled by the
Kuomintang: unity of China against Japan;
freedom of speech, press, and assembly; polit-
ical amnesty; convocation of a national con-
gress including all parties, armies, and trade
unions; national defense against Japan; and
betterment of the living conditions of the Chi-
nese masses. In return, the Communists were
reported ready to cease opposition to the Nan-
king government; cease confiscation of prop-
erty and wealth; include the Soviet regions in
a new democratic set-up as the most advanced
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regions; rename the Chinese Red Army the
Chinese Revolutionary Army. Early reports
stated that the Central Executive Committee
of the Kuomintang had substantially granted
the Communist demands, publicly emphasizing
Red concessions but not refusing the main
proposals. As for the Chinese Communist
Party, “We will never change the name of
our party nor alter our fundamental aims,”
said Vice-Chairman Chou.

Japan was expected to pursue a more “con-
ciliatory” policy respecting China, as a result
of internal disaffection and stiffened Chinese
resistance. The reconvened Diet leveled a
fierce verbal fire against the make-up of the
new cabinet, first to omit members of the
political parties. Yukio Ozaki, seventy-eight-
year-old “moderate” leader, attacked the pact
with Germany and called for a non-aggres-
sion agreement with the U.S.S.R. Premier
Hayashi did not yield on the anti-Soviet pact,
but he indicated that Japan might mark time
in China while Kuomintang policy tended
leftwards. Another anti-imperialist advance in
the East was registered in India, where the
Indian National Congress emerged with pre-
dominant strength in six of the eight provinces
holding elections under the new “self-govern-
ment” act. The Congress is opposed to the
act on the grounds that it strengthens British
rule under the illusion of partial independence,
but participated in the election to bring its
policy to the people. '

HILE the loyalist army on the Ma-

drid front held fast to all essential
positions after terrific fascist onslaughts, the
rebel command launched their long-awaited
drive on the Aragon front, gateway to Cata-
lonia and the Mediterranean. Results of the
early fighting were reported definitely unfavor-
able to the rebels, who suffered 1000 killed;
but some observers suggested that the Aragon
attack was a diversion to sidetrack Catalan
reénforcements for Madrid. The Jarama
River front, southeast of Madrid, was the
scene of attack and counter-attack in which
positions remained substantially unchanged;
some observers, however, believed that the
rebels have again exhausted man-power and
munitions to a point where they must mark
time before trying another major assault.

Mussolini, during the week, had to turn
his attention to Ethiopia, where 2000 natives
were rounded up for extreme ‘‘punishment”
after a bomb explosion in Addis Ababa in-
jured Marshal Rodolfo Graziani and seri-
ously wounded Chief of Air Force General
Aurelio Liotta. Some 300 persons were re-
ported to have been shot at once. Although
Rome tried to deprecate the episode as a
“criminal” act, the large number of Ethiopians
seized indicated the revival of large-scale re-
sistance to the Italian conquest.

In the Soviet Union, 750,000 persons
marched to show their grief over the untimely
death of fifty-year-old Gregory K. Orjoni-
kidze, Commissar for Heavy Industry. An
Old Bolshevik, Orjonikidze died in harness
from overwork.
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Can Father Cdughlin Come Back?

The Detroit priest’s radio awakening from voluntary retirement
draws attention to a revival of activity by the National Union

HE radio priest has heard the call again,

he is back on the air to save the people

from communism—this time from the
Red ogre, John L. Lewis. Finding that his
periods of sleep get him nowhere, he has billed
himself on a two-a-Sunday basis for fifty-two
consecutive weeks.

Can he regain his lost strength? Any num-
ber of prophets were ready to state, and did
state, flatly, that Father Coughlin was through.
He promised to deliver 9,000,000 votes to
Brother William Lemke, the North Dakota
Hurricane, or else retire from the air.. This
promise he seemed to be carrying out when he
ordered the National Union for Social Justice
to bed, hedging only to the effect that it would
awaken at the moment of “need.” Naturally,
everyone laughed uproariously at the idea, and
chose to believe the good father’s sleeping
watchdog only a rug.

The newspaper Social Justice would con-
tinue to inform the beast at those odd mo-
ments when it awakened from a cat-nap, how-
ever. Father Coughlin set off for Bermuda,
leaving in charge Alan Blackburn and Philip
Johnson, the two Harvard boys who joined
Huey P. Long, then switched to Coughlin
upon Long’s death. While the priest posed
for photographs in moonlight and shadows of
the palms, these young men tried their own
hand at the radio, starting up a youth program
on a Toledo station, and filled the paper full
of Mr. Hitler’s and Mr. Franco’s praise. The
latter once had the honor of being compared
with our own George Washington.

How the expensive sixteen-page tabloid
newspaper kept afloat is as much a mystery
as- Coughlin’s manner of financing his huge
radio broadcasts, unless the bicycle contest did
the work. Or young Johnson was able to
come to the rescue. Logically he, or his family,
should have made up the deficit if possible.
Father Coughlin stands for big armies and
navies and against pacifism (“On this Armis-
tice day, I proclaim that I am no pacifist,” he
bellowed to the nation in 1935), and Johnson
is of the bandage-and-iodine Johnson & John-
son family.

However, for some time it has been ap-
parent that the soundness of Father Cough-
lin’s sleep has been much exaggerated. Even
a superficial checkup of Social Justice’s news-
stand sales showed that. Several newsdealers
informed me that sales had dropped only about
25 percent since the heat of election. Minne-
apolis street corner dealers were selling from
fifty to 200 weekly. Furthermore, National
Union for Social Justice units refused to re-
main asleep. Either on Coughlin’s private

By Dale Kramer

Back at the Old Stand

orders or on their own hook, they were quietly
organizing.

It is extremely doubtful that the priest was
much discouraged by Mr. Lemke’s poor show-
ing. Actually, he ditched the North Dakotan
some time before the election and is probably
of the opinion, no doubt correct, that if he
had really tried, it would have been possible
to have delivered at least another million votes
to the Union Party. No one is more aware of
this than Brother Lemke himself, and conse-
quently a certain coolness between the two
messiahs is not surprising. Soon after election,
rumors began to circulate through sources
close to the two men that Lemke was boiling
mad. He could hardly be blamed.

Coughlin had the habit of going about the
country announcing that Lemke had not a
ghost of a chance of election, while on the
other hand the North Dakotan maintained to
the bitter end that the White House was in
the bag. Lemke became very tired of the im-
plication that he merely acted as a stooge for
the priest. I was able to be present on a couple
of occasions when he hit the ceiling after a
few questions concerning what Coughlin had
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said or had not said. At first he called them
misquotations of the “kept press,” but finally
he informed his tormentors (both were both-
ered by reporters, but only Coughlin took
occasion to push eyeglasses) that what Cough-
lin said was his own business; he, Lemke, was
the candidate.

Father Coughlin failed to attend a recent
convention of the Union Party, or even to
send a message. Several weeks after the event,
his paper printed a press release issued by the
party’s manager; otherwise no mention was
made. Nor did the convention mention the
priest; Lemke was hailed as the “founder.”
Emil Holmes, manager of the Minnesota
party, called upon Coughlin for an accounting
of the money, and declared the priest “branded
with a cross of gold for having cost Con-
gressman Lemke several million votes.”

It is simple and pleasant to brand Coughlin
as a fool and let it go at that. Or even to
make out a fairly good case against him be-
cause of the Union Party debacle. But once
you have proved him a fool, it makes no par-
ticular difference; Olson and Johnson, the
comedians, throw pictures of Hitler and Mus-
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solini on the screen to the vast amusement of
the audience. Several dozens of writers have
even stated that refusal of German liberals to
take Hitler seriously greatly aided in his rise
to power. And while Coughlin is a2 madman,
of course, affected with egomania of some sort,
it is therein that his danger lies. He has not
one tenth the brains of the late Huey P. Long,
while having as much urge to power; and
again the danger lies in that direction.

Actually, had he not been forced by tinfore-
seen but powerful circumstances to trim his
sails, the priest might have come out of the
1936 election with a personal party of a mini-
mum of two million followers. His strategy
was good enough, or rather his actions—it is
doubtful whether he follows a plan. There
again is the danger. He got the blessing of
Dr. Townsend, who, he very well knew, could
hold his lines but a little longer. Probably the
Rev. Gerald L. K. Smith had to be taken
along with Townsend as a liability; certainly
Coughlin hated him. Lemke was a better bet
than is usually thought. His bill, the Frazier-
Lemke farm refinancing measure, was im-
mensely popular with poor farmers, and
Lemke himself had been active in the Non-
Partisan League, the memory of which vastly
influences farmers. With Lemke, Coughlin
thought he was getting, and to a large extent
did get, the next biggest farm organization in
the country, the Farmers’ Union. He couldn’t
expect to reach the top layer of farmers, the
Farm Bureau members, at this time, anyhow,
although it may be there that his rural
strength will finally lie. Milo Reno was still
alive when the party was formed, and Cough-
lin expected to turn the influence of the Farm
Holiday Association, as well as Reno’s stump-
ing ability, to the cause.

Three things brought about his failure: the
attitude of the Catholic church; the necessity,
probably financial, for attacking Roosevelt
more bitterly than Landon; and his own in-
discretions. When Bishop Gallagher lunched
with the President, then later announced his
vote would be cast for Roosevelt, it became
plain that the church’s criticism of Coughlin’s
actions had taken effect. The priest’s speeches
became watery, he actually praised the Presi-
dent, and he mentioned Lemke only in an off-
hand and not too helpful manner. Probably
a million votes would have switched from
Roosevelt and Landon had he held the line._

The bitter attacks on Roosevelt, and the let-
down at the end undoubtedly allowed a quar-
ter to half a million votes to swing to the
Republican candidate. These he could have
held to his own party had not forces pushed
him in another direction. It was not uncom-
mon before the election, on inquiring of a man
from a country community how Lemke’s vote
would go in his neighborhood, to receive the
reply that it would be pretty good if voters
were not afraid it would take strength away
from Landon. However, most of the potential
Lemke votes switched to Roosevelt.

There can be no doubt that Coughlin’s in-
discreet remarks, as well as his paper’s wild
statements, resulted in a tremendous loss of

strength. These remarks were of two kinds:
indiscriminate and vicious attacks on President
Roosevelt, and allusions to “bullets instead of
ballots.” The “bullets” statements began in
Des Moines and continued until he began
pushing reporters around. It was good copy,
and they insisted that he say it over and over
again, even though the Vatican’s organ was
hot after him.

I happened to be present in Des Moines
when he let down his hair and looked into the
future. Whether he thought his words would
go no further it is hard to say; at least he
made no mention of off-the-record remarks,
and consequently the press took occasion to
quote him. But since no notes were taken
during an hour in which he waited between
broadcasts, he might have considered it all
in fun.

But his remark, “I take the road to fascism,”
was picked up by the radio program March
of Time, and given wide currency. Secretary
Harold Ickes, a few days later, brought the
statement up a notch when he declared the
priest had made the statement in a Des Moines
speech, and before long it was being quoted
as part of his program.

He did make himself pretty clear. When-
ever I read in his paper an attack on ‘“the
politicians,” I recall his outline of the correct
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“Oh, Mr. Cromwell! It wasn’t Mr.
Lewis, it was Mr. Green who called.”
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fascist agitation in America. The politicians
and the stock market are best. He can bring
’em out of their seats by an attack on “the
politicians.” He experiments with it some-
times. In 1926, he had predicted Hitler’s rise
to power, he said, and had been a close student
of fascism all the while. Hitler would have
gotten nowhere without the radio, he pointed
out significantly. But in fitting fascism to
America, he finds that Jew-baiting will not
work, finally concluding that it is a personal
thing with Herr Hitler.

An hour with him and a good. many hours
with his intimates and with reporters who
have observed his actions closely make it plain
that he is the first man who has built up a
large following willing to obey his every wish.
Today he is Leader to at least two million
persons. Huey Long had no such control, nor
have Dr. Townsend or the Reverend Smith.
Theodore Roosevelt, Bryan, and others built
a large personal following, but they were not
organized into the machine which Coughlin
has built. Those men and women who fought
to touch the Father’s hem at Cleveland are
not bothered by failure in an election. They
are the humble, the ones used to being in .the
minority. One more doesn’t bother them.

Nevertheless, Father Coughlin has been
whipped out of the working class and out of
a large section of his original following in the
farm areas. Liberals who dared not mention
him during the election campaign took occa-
sion to speak harshly of him during the Ber-
muda rest. His support of Hitler and the
Spanish fascists contributed to his decline
among these groups, and the attacks on John
L. Lewis which have filled most of his
speeches and his newspaper will aid in the
consolidation against him of what might
roughly be termed the proletariat. One of
his staunchest supporters, a noted contributor
to open-forum columns, who makes a habit of
sending letters to newspapers accusing me of
being in the “pay of the Federal Reserve Sys-
tem”—which is the customary charge lodged
against the priest’s detractors—nevertheless in-
formed me, in apologizing for the Lewis
attacks, “the best of men can make a mistake.”

On the other hand, Father Coughlin must
still be considered a friend by members of the
Flint Alliance, General Motors’ private fink
organization, and the esteem in which he is
held by Mr. Sloan and Mr. Knudsen, not to
mention the duPonts and other large stock-
holders, must be more than a little. If he can
show a hindering effect on unionization in
auto, the hopeful Leader should not lack funds.

The Lemke debacle, despite some excuses with
which Coughlin can console himself, neverthe-
less must have shown the undependability
of labor-union members and thinking farmers.
Quite possibly he is now consciously moving
toward the traditionally anti-labor, anti-radical
elements. In other words, after a certain
amount of experimenting, he has found his
role. How important the role will be in our
future depends upon a number of things, but
anyone who believes Father Coughlin is
“through’ is capable of great self-delusion.

N
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The problem of a new dress, and of danger to life
while working in a copper mine, haunted Glory Lee

Grory LEeE BATEs, was having my
sixth birthday. Not celebrating, just

9 having it. My seat for most of the day
was the top of a sparse woodpile. It was No-
vember, and my naked feet seemed warmer
when not in contact with the clammy ground.
I tried to tuck them under my short skirt, and
the effort left me looking with horror on an-
other and more erratic rent in the garment.
This was my only dress, and on the following
Monday I was to begin trotting two and a
half miles to school behind Minnie Brock,
the long-legged daughter of a neighbor.
Minnie had asked me point-blank what I was
going to wear, and I had spoken hopefully of
the new ‘goods” that my big half-brother,
Benjie, would bring me from Ducktown on
Saturday night.

“But the next day’s Sunday,” said Minnie.
“Your mother can’t sew on Sunday.”

“My mother sews awful fast. She can make
it Saturday night.”

“She’d better not take nary stitch after
midnight. She’ll have to take ever’ one of ’em
out with her teeth after she dies. In hell,
too.”

I didn’t want to bring such a terrible fate
on my mother, but I would have risked the
most dreadful punishment for myself if I
could have a new dress. It was on Monday
that Minnie had given me her last word.
By Wednesday, my birthday, I was without
hope, condemned to rags, already feeling my
skin prickle under the sly scorn of my un-
known schoolmates.

I got off the woodpile and began to fill a
basket with small chips. The old women in
the house, “dipping” and whispering around
. the hearth, would be wanting them. Granny
Brock had said that we mustn’t have a peart
fire with a dead body in the room, but it
wouldn’t hurt none to feed it with leetle
chips.

The body, stretched on planks laid be-
tween two wooden saw-horses, was the body
of my half-brother, Benjie. He hadn’t waited
until Saturday night to come in. The big
rock had fallen on him Tuesday when he
was deep in a Ducktown copper mine, and
that night the body had been sent home. So
I wouldn’t get the dress.

As I put down the basket by the hearth, my
tears were falling into it. ‘“The gal’s takin’
it hard,” said one of the women. And my
sobs burst forth for the dress that I would
never see.

“They were goosy about each other,” said
my mother, who was Benjie’s young step-
mother. “He always called her Pet. He

By Fielding Burke

Miner's Kids

was goin’ to bring her stuff for a new dress
Saturday. She’ll have to wear her rags to
school now.”

“T won’t! I won’t!” I shouted, shocking
the subdued house and running back to the
woodpile, my heart burning up with the
nameless persecution that can pursue a child.

I kept my seat stubbornly, indifferent to
all who came and went. But when a stranger
drove up in a horse and buggy I gave him
my attention. He got out and didn’t go into
the house. He came straight to me.

“T reckon you’re Pet,” he said.

I nodded resentfully. What right had ke
to call me that?

“This yorn, belike?” He held out some-
thing wrapped in brown paper. “I’'m the
man Benjie boarded with, an’ my woman
found this under the mattress this mornin’.
She looked inter it an’ said there was jest
enough stuff to make a leetle gal's dress. It's
marked ‘Pet.’” You can see it is, but you
kaint read yit, I reckon.”

I grabbed the package, wishing he would
not grin so much. It was a solemn moment.
“I’'m going to school Monday,” I called to
him as he went into the house. Already I
was a scholar. Bare feet didn’t matter. There
would be other children who would have to
wait until Christmas for thejr shoes.

- — -
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Slowly I opened the package. The revela-
tion must be gradual if I were to bear it.
First I saw something black. Then a red
flower. Black with red flowers. Oh, it would
be pretty! Black with red—

SUDDENLY I was seeing a picture out of the
Sunday before, when Benjie had been at
home. My mother had made him two black
handkerchiefs from a sateen petticoat that
was outworn all but one width. As he stood
by the fire, every few minutes he would wipe
his nose. When he did that, there would be
blood on his handkerchief.

“The acid is gettin’ you, son,” my father
had said.

“I can stand it awhile. Some of the
fellers have got the whole inside o' their
noses rotted out, but they’re holdin’ on. ‘We
got to eat at our house, they says, an’ it
don’t kill till it gets to the lungs.”

“What about them filters an’ things they
were goin’ to put in to clear the air so hu-
mans can breathe it?”

“Toad-squirt! They'll take the acid out
of the air when they can make a profit on
it. They’ve got a lot o’ men to kill 'fore
that.”

“I can remember when all that copper
country was growin’ big trees like over in
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Coweeta. Now it’s et down to the rocks.”
“If there’s a tree on it now I’ll bring it
home on my shoulder.”
I clapped my hands.
Benjie!”

He grinned at me. “Sure, I'm big John
Henry, hired out to the copper company,
just for fun.” Then he (urned to my father.
“They cut and sold the forest. Now they
are guttin’ the earth. What's gonna be
left?”,

“Well, son, somebody’s got to make money,
er we wouldn’t have any work.”

“There’s something gets me worse than
the acid. It’s the smell of the men’s clo’s
when they get hot down under the ground
an’ we're workin’ jam together. Some of
the men sleep in the same bed with their
younguns. A whole family’ll rent a room
an’ pile in. The men sleep in their clo’s an’
the younguns wet 'em. Boy, when it gets
hot down there I mighty nigh choke.”

“Well,” said my father, “childern’s got to
pee, I reckon.” He used the mild word in
deference to my presence. Sometimes he
told me that my ears were too long, and
taking out his knife would make a jovial
threat to trim them.

“Course they have,” said Benjie, “but they
don’t have to do it on their daddy’s clo’s.
That’s mixin’ up nature with what ain’t na-
ture. A man don’t have to sleep in his
sweat rags with his younguns, five in a bed.
That ain’t nature. Not for men. It's for
pigs an’ such.”

“You get a dollar and a half a day,” said
my father, his voice low with shame. “We
couldn’t do without it, Benjie.”

“You could do it,

Epitaph for Gorki

Here lies

The ambassador from the boroughs
of want

Who wrote of them that tormented
the people

Who made war upon them

Reared in the universities of the
highways

The lowlyborn

Who rose to crash the pyramid of
high and low

The teacher of the people

By the people taught.

BERTHOLD BRECHT.

*

“A dollar and a half! That’s a price to
give a man for ever’ thing that’s in him!
I’d like to throw it in their faces! Only they
haven’t got any faces. I'd like to throw it
right back into the slag!” He flung up his
head until his thick hair touched the rough
beam above him. “They’ll never get me!
I’ll not hold on till it’s too late, like some
o’ the fellers. Naw, they’ll not get me!”

They! they! The they-thing that sur-
rounded my life like an invisible pressure,
making me older than my years. If I asked
my father what it was, he would say, “The
company, I reckon.” When I asked him
who the company was, he usually said “Shut
up, pester-box!” But once he was more
friendly and answered, “Maybe the Lord

Blackdamp
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knows. Nobody 'round here ever found out.”

Benjie stood by the fire, his back to it,
and his eyes staring towards the open door.
He could see out to blue mountains with
their backs stretched in the sun. But the
mountains and the sun were not giving him
back anything. His eyes were not like
Benjie’s. They were coated with dull pain,
and desperately inquisitive. I understood that
look years afterward, when I could gaze into
a mirror and meet it in my own eyes. A fa-
tigued grappling with something that never
stood out clear, yet was real enough to prey
on every hour of life and keep it stripped and
mean.

Benjie wiped his nose again, and looked at
the blood on the black rag. I ran to him
and caught him around the knees. “You'll
quit soon as you buy me a dress?”’

“Yes. I'll quit. They’ll never get me.”

And on Tuesday the rock fell. It struck
him between the shoulders and nearly cut
his neck in two. His head had been fixed
back, and the women said he looked fine.
“Jest like himself.” Once when my mother
lifted the sheet to show his face to a neigh-
bor, I took a swift look. Yes, that was
Benjie’'s nose and mouth. That was his
brown hair waved back from his forehead.
I felt better after I had looked. He wasn’t
all gone yet.

I sat on the woodpile with the piece of
print in my lap. It seemed to dissolve and
fade away. I saw only Benjie. “They’ll
never get me!” He had looked so big and
strong as he said it. But they got him. With-
out knowing what my hands were doing, I
wrapped the goods again and tied the string
in a clumsy knot. Would they get me too?
Again there was pressure all about me. I was
smothering. I must do something quickly.

Looking back through the perspective of
thirty-five years, each with its enlarging win-
dow of light, I am doubtless giving that mo-
ment more of the future than belonged to it.
But I know what I did. I rose and walked
into the house, holding the package high, my
arm outstretched. “I’d like to throw it back
into the slag!” Oh, wouldn’t he like to do
that? More than ever now, when he could
do nothing, he would like to do that. But I
had no dollar and a half. I had only the
dress.

My mother smiled towards me as I en-
tered. The women had begun to sing. The
man who had brought the goods wis singing
with them. He poked out a foolish finger
at me.

In the sweet by and by
We shall meet on that beautiful shore. . ..

I made my way to the fireplace and flung
the package on the blazing chips. My mother
cried, “She’s crazy!” and snatched at the
package. She got it out and smothered it in
her apron. “Crazy!” she cried, and struck
me on the jaw. I toppled, but I didn’t cry.
I picked up my little stool, crossed the room
with it, and sat down by Benjie. We were
feeling fine.



Blackdamp

Lithograph by E. Morley
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A Letter to Anthony Eden

The elegant young chief of the British Foreign
Office receives some well-earned congratulations

EAR ANTHONY EDEN: I don’t believe
I've heard where you are spending
your vacation, but I think everybody
is agreed that you have won a rest by your
splendid work on the Spanish crisis. The
chance that the conflagration might spread to
all of Europe was very great, and it was a
pleasure to see how you have confined it to
the Iberian Peninsula. Your technique of
pinning the arms of the loyalists while the
rebels pounded them about the face was re-
markably thoughtful, but it was always my
opinion that you made it perfect by your
repeated cries of “Stop the fight! Stop the
fight !”’

Some people are prone to think that you
did your best work in organizing the Neu-
trality Commission, and I suppose I am tak-
ing that part of your work lightly, but if I
were left to choose from among your achieve-
ments, I think I should say that nothing you
have ever done compared with your invention
of dear Lord Plymouth. Where on earth did
you ever get such a droll idea? We have been
hearing less and less about Lord Plymouth,
but I will never forget those autumn days
when he was asking the Portuguese to search
their consciences and let him know whether
they were doing anything to assist the rebels.
The great moment in these interchanges was
the look of relief on Lord Plymouth’s face
when the Portuguese reported that they had
searched their souls and couldn’t think of a
single encouraging thought they had for Gen-
eral Franco.

That was amusing, but I hold to my own
opinion that when it came to humor, Lord
Plymouth did not at all surpass your own
words on Portugal. You must have been
gratified by the general response to your sally
that Portugal was a free nation which could
not be expected to surrender its freedom of
action to any power. I am told that the long
hard days of vigil were broken for the British
Fleet as it rode the waves off Portugal and
heard these words over the wireless from
London.

Burt even more eflective, it seems to me, was
your doctrine that a legally elected democratic
government had no rights which needed con-
sideration from another democratic power. I
know that international law has always main-
tained that a government in power has the
privilege of trading with countries to which
it is accredited, but I insist on holding it as
a testimonial to your level-headedness that you
never once allowed such muddled reasoning
to influence your actions in the matter of

By Robert Forsythe

Mayervitch

Anthony Eden

Spain. Democracy is all very well, as you
probably reasoned to yourself, but there is a
time for everything, and too much of anything
is not so much justice as license. The fact
that the loyal government of Spain was able
to pay for its purchases surely had no bearing
on the matter. Never let it be said that the
British would sacrifice their ideals for com-
mercial gain.

I can remember also the stern refusals
which you gave the loyal ships which came
into Gibraltar early in the war and wanted
to buy oil, and the warnings which you gave
them about venturing too close to British
shipping. It is of a piece with your later ad-
monitions to the rebel ships and rebel planes
which dropped bombs in the vicinity of your
fleet. Properly enough, the warnings had ta-
pered off into remonstrances after a few
months of fighting, and it is an indication of
the sanity of your approach to the problem
that you handled one group in one way and
another group in another way. To the charge
that you were polite to the rebels because they
might by chance have been German or Italian

ships and planes, I can only say that in such
a case your discretion was all the more called
for. Anybody can be brave—I mean, there is
a form in such matters and what fits one case
may not at all fit another.

THERE were casual observers who felt that
your handling of the negotiations with Signor
Mussolini were slightly short of perfect, but
I find that they base their opinions upon the
fact that the reports emanating from London
at that time gave the impression that, as a re-
quirement of your compact with Italy, you
were insisting on the strict letter of neutrality
in Spain. Naturally, you had nothing to do
with press comment from London, as it is
well known that the newspapers of your coun-
try cannot be bribed into withholding news
which might be of public interest. If the
newspapers and correspondents wanted to feel
that you had asked concessions of Signor Mus-
solini at a time when he was landing 6000
additional troops at Cadiz, I should say that
what the press thinks is no business of yours.
If there were 6000 Italians who were so con-
cerned in the fate of Spain that they wished
to desert the Italian army, uniforms, arms,
and all, and proceed to the defense of Gen-
eral Franco, I don’t see how you could have
done more in the circumstances than turn the
matter over to Lord Plymouth.

The further thought that you may have
been content with victory for General Franco
and the fascists in Spain because of arrange-
ments with the general that England would
be well protected in that event, does not do
your detractors credit. The history of Eng-
land is too well known to allow such con-
jectures. It is far more believable that you
and your country are actuated by humane
considerations. In a fight between two ad-
versaries, it is obviously the duty of the by-
standers to lynch one of the fighters and thus
end the bloody struggle. The action of the
English in speaking to Mussolini about Ethi-
opia should be indication enough of what the
great empire does to protect weaker states.

Your negotiations with Adolf Hitler have
been on the highest plane and will be so re-
garded by history. Never since the days of
the Younger Pitt have such speeches been di-
rected at another nation, speeches which have
been so powerfully declarative and yet so
diplomatic that Herr Hitler has never once
felt it necessary to be annoyed by them. The
fact that France has been between England
and Germany in this crisis has obviously been
an important factor in considering Spain, and
I think posterity will regard your statements
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of strict neutrality as being less threatening
to France than they have appeared on the
surface. Nothing is so comforting as a friend
behind one’s back, if one is certain it is a
friend, as France undoubtedly is in this case.
But all these actions on your part pale before
the final one where you have so definitely
capped your policy of neutrality by forbidding
volunteers of any sort from entering Spain
after March 6. It might seem at first glance
that the date had been delayed until Signor
Mussolini and Herr Hitler had introduced as
many troops as they felt were needed, but this
would be a serious misjudgment. After all,
good actions must begin some time, and there
is surely no better time than after the fall of
Malaga, when .it became apparent that it
would be the sheerest kindness to halt the

You couldn’t call them rivers, much.

Just overgrown, old, lazy creeks,

The willow moss could almost touch

The muskrats swimming on their cheeks.
Upon their banks the rotted logs

Hid tiger-lilies, toadstool beds;

At night the weird persistent frogs
Echoed our broken fancies, dreads

And where they met, a mile above

The swamp a village raised its sheath,
Brown shacks that looked as though a shove
Could tumble them, brown men beneath.
The knife-grass, mustard-flowers choked
The rusty well-pumps and the crows
Rasped through the prostrate air, or poked
The okra, stunted corn-stalk rows.

The village ground was mostly clay,

But one mile off the cotton sprawled
Where sunlight changed to scalding gray,
Where fingers sped and heart-beats crawled.
For every hundred pounds we picked,
We earned a quarter, and the boss
Short-weighed, fed liquor when we kicked,
To make us laugh, forget the loss.

His eyes were harder than rock chips
With moonshine on them, and his black
Moustache hung down into his lips

Moist with tobacco juice, and slack.

He had three sons, they drove the trucks
That hauled the cotton to the gin—

Big, yelling, careless, loose-haired bucks,
Mouths twisted to a shotgun grin,

A likkered frown. One night they raped
My brother’s girl—frail as a cloud,
Almost a deaf-mute, she escaped

On hands and knees, face twisted, cowed.
We glared . . . became one maniac.

Only our shaking, tearful wives

Kept us from running to attack

The dog-men gnawing at our lives.
Afterwards we were smoldering, bound
With grumbling, plodding lack of hope.

Spanish struggle on the side which seemed
strongest at that moment.

If you are taking your vacation in southern
France, you may be able to hear the women
and children of loyalist Spain asking for death
so that peace might the sooner come to their
troubled land. I know you will join with
them, because the thought of war is repugnant
to all sane men, and you have done your part
in keeping the flames from spreading. You
may even be near Rome, and in that case you
will hear the pleased cries of the ailing Pope,
who has been practically rejuvenated by the
conquest of Malaga and the smell of blood.
The Holy Father who represents the Prince
of Peace on earth undoubtedly shares your
views on the virtues of contentment. Peace on
earth, good will to men. ... Were there ever

* * *

Gray Rivers

Lithograph by J. Vogel

They had the guns, they owned the ground,
The sheriff, judge, the lynching rope.

Two years before, my cousin Jake

Had tramped off, singing: “Watch my so-oul,
O Lo-o-rd, but please don’ chain this a-a-ache.
O li-ift me out of my-y dee-eep ho-o-ole.”
One day he trudged back and the change
Within him made us gape and blink.

He smiled, talked low, explaining strange
Ideas that forced our minds to think.

His long split features seemed to test

A Christ whom we had never known,

Who said: “Your god is in your chest,

Too brave to scream, and jump, and moan.
He wants your heaven on the land,

The place that holds your heart, your shanks.
Upstairs, you may find some harp-band.
Here, you can’t even gather thanks.
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nobler, grander words! The world can be
grateful to you, Anthony Eden. Pay no atten-
tion to those who call you a scoundrel, a
hypocrite, a double-crosser of a fine race of
men. Pay no attention to those who pray for
the day when the British empire will be
ground into a fine powder, the residue of a
great commercial people who would sell their
honor every moment of day for the sake of
their possessions. You have done a great work
and your reward will be equally great. You
will be loved by the godly and the clean and
fine and noble. What profiteth it a man to
gain his soul and lose the earth? For the
British own the earth and cherish it, and you
are the chosen of the lord.

May I say again that I hope you are having
a very pleasant holiday?

Those white men picking down the road,
They wind up every year in debt,

They tote the same pra-aise glo-ory load
And call us niggers to forget

The same snake thrashing. Let’s be bold,
Let’s come and say: “That row of stones,
That graveyard dust don’t seem to hold
No jim-crow line for sleeping dones.”

Half listening, praying, old men strained,

And youngsters cursed him with hard pride.

Some women scorned him and complained

That he was preaching suicide.

But others slowly called him right,

Cried: “We're all frying in that grease.

That cotton don’t know black from white.

White pickers, black, we can’t find peace.

But they won'’t strike with us. They frown,

They nibble at that poison bait. ,

White boss say: ‘Keep those black skunks

down.’

White boss, he fills us both with hate.”

Jake slipped away, behind our backs,

Told the white pickers what we craved:

Showed up, his face all bloody cracks,

Just smiling when we stamped and raved.

Three Sundays running, he walked out,

Asked them once more to organize:

Returned and quieted our shout

And wiped the blood from lips and eyes.

And then it happened—as we looked

It came just like a quick earthquake.

There, walking friendly-like, arms hooked

With two white pickers—there was Jake. . . .

Three of us, black and white, were killed.

This morning, falling cheek to cheek.

Our blood ran down the bank and spilled

Into the lazy, gray old creek.

But where I’'m hiding in the cane,

I know one thing and know it clear.

They hang and burn, their bullets rain

Because they know—the day is near.
MaxweLL BODENHEIM.
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Detroit’s Mrs. Dilling

The author of “The Red Network’’ has nothing
on this self-elected champion of Americanism

LANCHE WINTERS likes to describe her-

self as “just a little war widow.” I had

the pleasure of making her acquaintance
after receiving a frenzied letter from ‘“The
Young Americans, Inc.,” warning that there
was no time to lose, that “Communism is an
established fact in America, no longer a night-
marish possibility. . . . For the past four years
the Communist agents have centered their re-
cruiting activities among our schools and col-
leges, with this result: they proudly assert
in their official publications that over a mil-
lion and a half youth were subverted to the
cause of communism last year. Is it a wonder
when they spend annually over $6,000,000 in
the United States on subvelsive programs, that
they own 300 newspapers and magazines, have
gained control of 122 national labor unions,
with 610 affiliated organizations of which 36
are Communist youth organizations?”

The letter ended with an appeal for funds
to aid the organization to “publish a complete
set of pamphlets setting forth the evils and the
fallacy of the communistic doctrine, which ap-
pears under many sugar-coated forms not
readily recognizable by the pupils.” The letter-
head, with its decoration of American flags,
advertised an anti-Communist lending library.
I might have paid no further attention to the
letter, thinking it too obviously foolish for
anyone to take seriously, had I not found an
acquaintance who was preparing to answer the
call for funds.

When 1 walked into the office of “The
Young Americans, Inc.,” in the Hotel Bar-
lum, Blanche Winters, herself, met me at the
door and with patriotic enthusiasm dragged
me to a chair. “You're just the type we want,”
she exclaimed. “We're against communism.
It’s just about time you girls stopped playing
bridge long enough to realize that your world
is toppling around you.” From that time on
it was Blanche’s show.

The office is an ex-Western Unien office.
Blanche receives her visitors in front of the
counter, while in back several anamic youths
work with patriotic fervor, never even look-
ing up when Blanche shoots off her most vio-
lent verbal fireworks, On the counter is spread
an array of Liberty League pamphlets, and
on the few spaces on the walls not taken up
by the stars and stripes are pictures of blond
vouths in uniforms,

“Do you realize, young lady,” stormed the
little war widow, ‘“that 99 percent of our
congressmen are Communists?”’

“My goodness, no, I didn't realize that,” I
replied.

“You didn’t! Well, where have you been

By Carolyn Corbin

all this time? What did you think the de-
pression was?”’

She told me about “The Young Americans,
Inc.” and said that they have 80,000 youth
organized in Michigan alone to fight com-
munism. ‘“And such nice young people they
are, too,” she said with tears in her voice. She
showed me pictures of their summer camp at
Walled Lake, which fortunately looked like
rather small quarters for 80,000 fervent
youngsters. I asked what their activities are
and how they carry out their crusade against
the Demon Communism. She replied that
there were many activities, but the most recent
one, and the one that appealed to her most,
occurred in Lansing. Her small eyes behind
pince-nez glasses closed to slits as she said:
“T'here is a minister in Lansing who had been
preaching”’—a pause while her face became
red and I thought she would at least say
anarchy—‘‘pacifism,” she hissed. ‘“Well, some
of my boys at Michigan State College listened
to him preach, and they took him out and gave
him the best ducking in the lake you ever
saw.” She beamed all over.

I asked her how the organization was fi-
nanced, as she had just told me that there
were no dues, and she said that the Board of
Commerce had been financing it for six years.
“Have you had any support from any of the
wealthy people in Detroit?”’ I inquired.

“We're just beginning to get some now,”
she replied, ‘“‘because we're putting on a big
campaign. Heinrich Pickert [Detroit’s super-
reactionary police chief] has ‘given us his
support, and so has Mr. Brucker [Republican
ex-governor of Michigan who defeated the
late Senator Couzens in the primaries and was
defeated by Prentiss Brown on
November third].” The list
went on to include many of the
first families of the automobile
city. Alvin Macauley, the pres-
ident of Packard, had contrib-
uted generously, according to
Mrs. Winters. I asked about
Henry B. Joy, who used to be
president of Packard, and who,
since his retirement, has occu-
pied himself by writing fre-
quent letters to everyone he knows, warning
them of liberal movements and dangerous
pacifists. She had had an interview with
Mrs. Joy [perennial candidate for the presi-
dency of the D.A.R.] in her “lovely, refined
living room.”

It wasn't until she launched the conversa-
tion into communism and art that Blanche
really cut loose. A good half hour was taken

Scott Johnston

up with how she, with the aid of the Board
of Commerce, was going to get those Diego
Rivera [“Dago I call them—ha ha”] murals
off the walls of the art museum if she has to
take them off herself.

“Do you know that there are twenty-nine
Communist camps around Washington, D. C.,
and thirteen surrounding Detroit?” I said that
I hadn’t known that before. “You're a funny
girl, you don’t seem to know anything. Well,
every one of those camps is a nudist camp.”

The stream of invective had been going on
so long that I started to get dizzy. All I can
remember of the last half of the interview are
snatches to the effect that the school board
is “communistic”’ because it won’t do anything
about the radical high school teachers, which
puts it up to her and the Board of Commerce
to deal with them; that Mr. Hearst owns a
magnificent chain of newspapers, but is not as
smart as Blanche because he ¢ouldn’t see in
1932 that Roosevelt was a dangerous radical ;
and that “Mind you, I'm not a member of the
Black Legion myself, because I can do more
without a hood than they can with all their
regalia, but they do a fine work.” A few min-
utes later she added: “I stand for everything
that is conservative.”” She produced a stack
of the NEw MASSEs, one with a picture of
Lenin, whom she neatly disposed of as “Block-
head No. 1.” “Now look at this so-called
literature,” and she produced an armful of
pamphlets. Here’s all about Soviet China, and
here is one that shows what they do to your
soul under communism. The Reds don’t even
let you have a soul. They take a knife and
cut it right out.” I looked at the gray-bound
pamphlet in question and found that it was
Soul Surgery, published by the Oxford Group.

I went back to see Mrs. Winters after six
days had elapsed. I wanted to find out what
kind of a response she had had to her appeal
for funds. I was met with even more enthu-
siasm than before and treated like a real con-
vert. She said that she had sent out fifty
letters and so far had received $1500, which
she didn’t think was very good.

She had just come from a tea that she had
given at the Book-Cadillac for the women
who were the heads of the leading “conserva-
tive” organizations in town; the D.A.R., the
League of Catholic Women, the Daughters
of Isabella, etc. According to Blanche, they
are going to form a Women’s Auxiliary and
send a lobbyist to Lansing and see that the
right kind of legislation goes through. She
thinks the wealthy Catholics are going to be
very important in the fight against un-Ameri-
canism, and she likes Father Coughlin, too.
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A Time for Stiffening
THOSE who have tried to draw analogies between the
R

ussian Revolution and the war in Spain have missed
the best one of all. It was a regular thing, from 1918
until at least 1921, to open almost any American capitalist
paper and read about the final victory of the counter-
revolution. For variety, that final victory was sometimes
just around the corner. Nothing of ‘the sort happened, of
course. These prophecies of doom were invariably based
upon the real difliculties encountered by the Russian people
during long years of bitter struggle; but (and this is more
to the point) they were equally based upon a total disregard
for their tremendous powers of recuperation and improve-
ment. So long as the vast masses of people were solidly
behind the revolution, so long as crises arose only because
the power of the masses was not yet sufficiently channelized
and coordinated, such reports were put to shame by events.
The true relationship of forces in Spain today is likewise
and persistently confused by inspired reports, generally from
London, of imminent collapse of the loyalist cause. Every
time the government forces give up a position, the end of
the war is announced. Until now, these reports about Spain
in 1936-7 have been no more trustworthy than the reports
about Russia in 1918-21. The basic reason behind this con-
sistent failure to gauge the situation correctly is the failure
to see that every temporary reversal inspires the popular
forces to greater endeavors against those causes which made
the reversals possible, so that they shall not be repeated.
This was true after the loyalist withdrawal at Toledo. It
will be true of the reversal at Malaga, also.
- London has been the regular source of venomous ‘‘inside”
information against the People’s Front cause in Spain. Soon
after the reversal at Malaga, from London came the infor-
mation that the “leftists” were ‘‘cracking,” that the Soviet
Union was ‘‘abandoning” the Spanish people, and that a
“ban” on “volunteers” was at last decided despite the refusal
of Portugal to participate in any such international action.
The date-line is the essence of the matter. The Baldwin
government has been and today remains the chief obstacle
to successful international action against fascist intervention
in Spain. The chief obstacle to British befuddlement of the
issues has been the Soviet spokesman in the Non-Interven-
tion Committee. Portugal is a virtual colony of British im-
perialism. The “news” reports from London are of a piece
with British policy in the Spanish situation: they are calcu-
lated to deceive, and to cover a pro-fascist orientation.
Immediately after the Malaga reversal, a unified com-
mand was established for the whole central front for the
first time. The loyalists withstood a savage rebel offensive
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against the Madrid-Valencia road and then took the offensive
against the rebels for the firsttime. Thenegotiations between
the two great trade union federations, C.N.T. and U.G.T,,
for unification are hastening toward a favorable conclusion.

The greatest reversal of all would be any weakening, any
lessening of ardor and vigor on the part of all the friends
and supporters of the Spanish people. This war would have
been a short one had the fascist powers not intervened. So
long as the masses in the democratic countries are not power-
ful enough to exert sufficient pressure to put a stop to Ger-
man and Italian invasion of Spain, the war will drag out.
It has truly been said that the Spanish government forces
have already beaten the Spanish fascists; now, they are fight-
ing against the whole fascist international, against Italian
and German mercenaries.

Far from wavering, this is the time to stiffen and extend
the ranks of those in this country who are giving material
and moral support to the Spanish people. Our covenant
with Spain for the complete liberation of Spain is not ful-
filled until the war is over—and won. The North American
Committee to Aid Spanish Democracy, 381 Fourth Ave.,
N. Y, is still collecting food, clothing, money, and medical
supplies for Spain. The American Society for Technical
Aid to Spanish Democracy, 245 Fifth Ave., N. Y., is still
calling for volunteers of engineers, technicians, metal, and
electrical workers to Spain.

We have a covenant with Spain which nothing but victory
for democracy can fulfill.

Cue in New Jersey
THE C.L.O. is just now beginning in earnest its drive for

unionization in New Jersey. But plans and.objectives
for a widespread campaign among the 375,000 indus-
trial workers of the state have been in readiness for some
time. Duly impressed by these plans, and fearful of a power-
fully organized labor movement in his state, Republican Gov-
ernor Hoflman has made the first move in his effort to
protect New Jersey’s open shoppers by threatening “blood-
shed” if workers affiliated with the C.I.O. attempt militant
strike action, specifically if the sit-down tactic is employed.
“A labor union,” says Standard Oil puppet Hoffman, “has
no more right to take possession of a factory than a band
of gangsters has to take possession of a bank.”” The gov-
ernor ought to know about gangsters: within the boundaries
of his state, and unhampered by gubernatorial action of any
kind, exist (to mention a few): the white-slave trafhc and
prostitution industry of Atlantic City, the foul-smelling
Jersey City regime of Mayor Hague, the friendly haven of
gangsters and other criminals hiding from the court war-
rants of other states. At present Hoffman extends his pro-
tection to the Parkers, wanted for a kidnaping trial in New
York. And not so long ago, there was the little matter of
the Hauptmann trial, in the course of which the governor
acquired a reputation of the sort that will remain unsavory
in the annals of his state for many a gubernatorial generation.
But this time the governor’s threat of bloodshed was a
bit premature: New Jersey labor is forewarned and against
official violence. And the forces defending civil liberties have
been placed on guard far in advance of actual industrial con-
flict. So unveiled a threat is an acknowledgment on the part
of New Jersey industrialists of the effectiveness of the C.1.O
drive elsewhere. And it is New Jersey labor’s cue for full
steam ahead.
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READERS’

/ An open letter to

® Dear Mr. Meyer: Your column [in the New
York Post] has been of special interest to me be-
cause the justice and freedom which you have so
frequently defended from reactionary aggression you
have defended from the point of view of a practical,
realistic man. It is clear vision and not merely sen-
timental concern for a seeming “underdog” that led
you, I think, to distinguish between the cases of
Professor Jerome Davis and President Glenn Frank.
In this respect your liberalism has been far-sighted.

I write this by way of introduction to suggest
the depth of my disappointment when I heard your
name announced, Tuesday, February 9, at the Hip-
podrome meeting called by the “American Committee
for the Defense of Leon Trotsky,” as having joined
that committee.

Since I have seen no signed statement of yours
explaining your stand, I can only assume that you
joined the committee because you subscribed to the
ideas emblazoned on two banners displayed at the
Hippodrome: “Let the Truth Be Known” and “For
the Creation of an Impartial Commission.” May I
say with earnestness that I too want the whole
truth to be known, that I too want Trotsky to have
his hearing, his day in court? But in opposing the
activities of this committee, now your committee, I
should like to submit to your reflection two matters
of fact and one proposed line of conduct for Trotsky.

In the speech read for him by Mr. Max Schacht-
man last Tuesday, Trotsky cited the assertion of
his secretary, of his Norwegian host, and of an
Oslo aerodrome official to “disprove” the statement
made by Piatakov at the Moscow trials that he had
visited Trotsky in Oslo by coming in a plane from
Berlin in December 1935. Counterposed, the follow-
ing statement from the Daily Worker of January
30 is relevant:

“OSLO, Jan. 29.—The Tidans Tegu, Norwegian
newspaper published here, in its issue of day be-
fore yesterday confirmed that Gregory Piatakov had
visited Oslo in December 1935.

“The paper states that ‘the American Spector’
visited Norway in February and had an interview
with Trotsky at that time, as a representative of
American Trotskyites. Simultaneously, ‘the Ameri-
can Paine’ also visited Trotsky, the paper declared.

“A large number of other persons visited Trotsky,
it was further stated, until the moment he was in-
terned.

“The publication of these facts in the Norwegian
newspaper will be of especial interest to the readers
of the Daily Worker, as it confirms the statement
of Arnold Johnson as to the Spector-Paine visit,
published in our issue of January 19.

“The Tidans Tegu is a leading conservative news-
paper in Oslo, we have been advised by the Nor-
wegian consulate. . . .’

Does this not dispose of that Trotskyist “refuta-
tion” ?

Secondly, Trotsky in his speech maintained that
the accused Holtzman could not have visited him in
Copenhagen in the Bristol Hotel in 1932 because
the Bristol Hotel had been burned down in 1917!
Counterposed to this is the following item from
the Daily Worker of February 11, which reports an
article in the Arbejderbladet, Danish Communist
paper, by Martin Nielson, editor-in-chief:

“COPENHAGEN, Feb. 10.— The ‘Bristol’ is a
Viennese café, situated directly next to the ‘Grand
Hotel Kobenhavn.’ At the time Holtzman declared
he had his rendezvous with Sedov, there was a com-
mon entrance for both the Café Bristol and the
Grand Hotel Kobenhavn.

“As a matter of fact, the name ‘Bristol’ is still
blazoned in neon lights above the entrance to the
Hotel Kobenhavn, as in 1932. There is hence no
difficulty in understanding why Holtzman stated
that he went across the street to the Hotel Bristol....”
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Columnist Ernest L. Meyer—William

In short, in such hearing as Trotsky is having in
the public press, his counter-evidence seems to be
unreliable.

But now to come to the main point. If Trotsky
wants a hearing" (and you and I both want him to
have it), why does he not go to the Soviet Union to
stand trial in the Sowviet court? Am 1 preposterous
in proposing this? Consider: why doesn’t Angelo
Herndon, a young American Bolshevik being per-
secuted in a thoroughly prejudiced Georgia court,
jump his $8000 bail (as Schuyler of the Pittsburgh
Courter suggested he should do), flee to Canada or
to Mexico, and there clamor for an impartial com-
mission to investigate his case, with the additional
prize offer that he will give himself up to Georgia
justice if this commission finds him guilty? Instead,
this boy goes again and again to the Georgia courts to
denounce his accuser and to clear his party’s name,
thus winning hundreds of thousands of supporters.

Consider again: Tom Mooney, not a party Bol-
shevik at all, has been found innocent by an im-
partial commission (the Wickersham), and yet
refuses a parole because a parole would imply his
guilt. He prefers to indict California capitalist jus-
tice from prison, and from prison organizes masses
to fight not for parole but for complete exoneration.

Consider still farther: when the Nazi radio blared
forth the slander that Communists had fired the
Reichstag, did not the Communists Thaelmann and
Torgler themselves go to the Nazi police to demand
they stand trial in order to clear their party’s name
of the charge of arson? Hitler, after four years,
still does not dare bring Thaelmann to trial, pos-
sibly because he knows that Old Bolsheviks would
indict Nazism in the court-room.

Consider lastly: when Dimitroff in Leipzig was
putting Hitler on trial by his vigorous, unquench-
able denunciation of Nazi justice, Goering in his
raving called Dimitroff a “Bulgarian traitor.” Did
not Dimitroff, in reply, offer to allow himself to be
deported to Bulgaria (terrorized Bulgaria!) to stand
trial there to prove that the Bulgarian Communist
Party was not a party of traitors, but a mass, politi-
cal, revolutionary party?

In view of all these considerations, why doesn’t
Trotsky go to the Soviet Union “to try the Soviet
Union,” as he would put it? Surely Trotsky has
everything to gain. Think of the sensation that
would be caused if he were to announce that he is
going to defy the “Stalinist terror” in his native
land. Why, the whole of world public opinion would
rush to his support. All liberal opinion would be
aghast at “such heroism” just as it gasped at the
mighty Dimitroff. The New York Herald Tribune,
which would like to see Trotsky come to the United
States to tell us about “Blackest Russia,” would be
thrilled to have him denounce Blackest Russia in
Blackest Russia. The
Hearst press would
continue its espousal of
world revolution. The
Manchester Guardian
would continue to be
the Cerberus of Justice.

Really, why doesn’t
Trotsky go? He
wouldn’t plead guilty!
He would bring his
archives and docu-
ments to court (making
sure that photostatic
copies are left outside
Russia with his
friends so that if the
G.P.U. steals them and
destroys them he will be able to denounce that,
too). And isn’t his bringing his archives to Russia
more sensible than his asking a government of
170,000,000 people to send its documents to Mexico

T. Hunt.
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or the United States? And than he would stand
up in court’ and instead of cringingly relating a
“rehearsed tale in a monotonous voice,” he would
let the truth be known in his mighty forensic man-
ner. The world press would be there at this public
trial. The entire diplomatic corps would attend
to check on Soviet justice.

But the brute Vyshinsky might not let him talk,
might not let him give his evidence? Well, here a
little “impartial commission” might help. These
friends with whom Trotsky would be so careful to
leave authentic copies of all documents would be
prepared on an hour’s notice to publish in the world
press any document that the Soviet court prevented
him from using.

To conclude: this is not a taunt, nor a dare. It is
a simple thing which any professed Old Bolshevik
should not hesitate to do. He would have his day
in court, and the truth would be known to the listen-
ing world. And the truth would free us.

In the meantime, until the Soviet government is
proved guilty, I shall accept the evidence that it is
innocent. Not merely innocent; we should be very
grateful that the Soviet government, by exposing the
plotting of Germany and Japan, has probably
thwarted the plans that were to mature in 1937 for
world war. This is not the first time the Soviet
Union has made peace more enduring for the whole.
world.

Will you think it impertinent if I suggest that you
could do more to get Trotsky his hearing and the
truth an outlet by resigning from the American
Committee for the Defense of Leon Trotsky, and
by joining with those who urge him to stand trial
on his indictment in the Soviet Union?

Morris U. SCHAPPES.

From Author Saroyan

® One day in April or May, 1935, I told a New
York Communist that one of my favorite American
magazines was the New Masses. He believed me,
but discussed my preference at great length and
proved with some bitterness that the Atlantic
Monthly was a much better magazine.

At the time he was picketing the American Mer-
cury, sitting down.

One of my favorite American magazines is still
the NEw Masses, and one of my favorite indoor ac-
tivities is hoping for better conditions for people. In
a quiet way, usually over drink and without argu-
ment, I hope for the same things good Communists
hope for, and resent the same things they resent.
Except in a very small and personal way, I do noth-
ing more. When 1 have money I give money to
those I know who seem to want and need money,
and when I have no money, which is often, I give
anything else I have which those I know seem to
want and need. It’s ridiculous, but I don’t know
what else to do.

I am very grateful to the New Masses for re-
viewing my latest book, Three Times Three. 1 do
not feel that the review should have been anything
other than what it was. I read the review three
times and was able to understand only one thing:
that inasmuch as I have no use for Communists,
Communists in turn have no use for me. I think
this is an honorable and honest state of affairs. If
any reader of the review, or if the reviewer himself,
or if any editor of the magazine, understands any-
thing more than this from the review, I would like
to know in very simple language what it is. It is im-
possible for me any longer to have any literary hard
feelings. Either way, I can’t be bothered. If I am
as lousy as numerous reviewers say, that’s so, and
to hell with it, and if I am as great as I say,
that’s so, and to hell with that too. With my usual
kindest regards,

WILLIAM SAROYAN.
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Yvor Winters on American poetry—Jews around the world—Aaron Burr and H. G. Wells

T would be easy to underestimate Yvor
Winters’s first collection of literary essays*
presented as “a study of American ex-

perimental poetry.” It would be easy to say
that any critic who uses the adjective, “great,”
excessively and recklessly (as Mr. Winters
does) is already teetering on the verge of
paranoia. It would be easy to say that any
man who has the arrogance to quote an un-
distinguished poem by Robert Bridges's
daughter and then compare it favorably with
work by Shakespeare, Jonson, Donne, Gas-
coigne, and Herbert, all grouped together in
fantastic company, presupposes unusual ignor-
ance on. the part of his readers. And it would
be still easier to say that Mr. Winters's pre-
tensions to literary scholorship are so large,
and at every step so ill-supported (note his
confusion of early Tudor with Elizabethan
verse) that one’s pity is aroused.

Yet it would be better, I think, not to pity
Mr. Winters, nor get angry at him, nor con-
clude good-naturedly that he needs treat-
ment in a psychiatric ward. It requires some
little patience to read all he has written, to
note its abnormal contradictions in full pan-
orama, but at the end, one is rewarded by the
exhibition of an American phenomenon.

In 1928, Mr. Winters published an extra-
ordinary book of poems, The Bare Hills,
which even today remains one of the few ex-
amples of Imagist verse well worth remember-
ing. He possessed an excellent, if limited,
tactile and visual imagination—and it is his
misfortune that few critics recognized its po-
tential value. Then, suddenly, something hap-
pened to the verse, something that was
neither growth nor retrogression, but violent
change, as though the poet’s psyche had been
torn from its roots and then replaced by an
organism that was vastly inferior. Whatever
happened (and I am not interested in Mr.
Winters’s life aside from his published work)
resembles the operation of a quack, who poses
as a psychiatrist and who “unravels” the mind
of his patient only to find himself quite unable
to put it together again. The verse became
distinctly “literary” in the bad sense of the
term, and in it, curiously abstracted imitations
of Landor and Bridges began to appear. And
after this work was in print, Mr. Winters
published an angry satire in heroic couplets
(which was at best an unskilled use of Pope’s
rhetoric)—and the entire poem was as trivial
in its object as Wyndham Lewis’s 4pes of
God or Roy Campbell’s attacks on Blooms-
bury. Mr. Winters had neglected to learn
that the author of a satire must be as careful
in his selection of dramatis persone as the
author of a tragedy, which among other
reasons accounts for his failures and W. H.

* PRIMITIVISM AND DECADENCE, by Ywor Winters.
Arrow Editions. $2.50.

Auden’s successes in the writing of satirical
verse. As a reviewer for Hound & Horn,
Mr. Winters was one of a small group who
represented an Interesting and important
tendency in American criticism—R. P. Black-
mur was by far the ablest critic in that maga-
zine, and in Poetry (Chicago) Morton D.
Zabel wrote and published criticism of like
quality. It was a moment when bright young
men, instructors as well as graduate students,
were no longer eager to leave the colleges:
panic in Wall Street had made jobs outside
the universities very scarce, and there was
less and less incentive to abandon the security
of speaking to a class-room audience for liveli-
hood. Meanwhile, there was growing assur-
ance that pioneer bourgeois prejudice against
college education had broken down; it had be-
come a social and economic asset to go to
college, and for a short time, the young college
instructor identified his destiny with the mem-
bers of the ruling class, subtly confusing in-
tellectual aristocracy with the power derived
from great wealth.

It was either Mr. Winters or a member of
his clique who praised some remarkably bad
verse by Allen Tate because he “floundered
like a gentleman.” And the learning exhibited
by many contributors to Hound & Horn was
as newly acquired and as awkward as the
wealth of a depression millionaire. Yet, thanks
chiefly to Mr. Blackmur (who never went to
college) and Mr. Zabel (who never contribu-
ted to Hound & Horn), the standards of
academic criticism rose perceptibly—and with
Granville Hicks in open attack upon the phil-
osophy of its critics and they upon him, class
lines became taut and self-conscious. Dog-
matic Mr. Winters and agile Mr. Tate ruled
the critical section of the magazine and in-
fluenced the selection of some of the most in-
sipid verse I have ever read—which, however,
did not exclude certain vivid exceptions to the
rule.

The essays in Primitivism and Decadence
are in one sense a memorial to those days of
Hound & Horn, many of them, if not all,
rewritten and brought up to date for the pres-
ent emergency of book form. The essays are
so arranged as to resemble an ambitious at-
tack upon the Symbolist tradition in modern
literature: I say resemble, because the attack
is never clearly focused, but is, for the most
part, a thinly veiled attempt to discredit the
poetry of Hart Crane at its source. The
ghost of Crane’s poetry rides Mr. Winters’s
shoulders throughout the course of a loosely
organized book, as though he were forced to
prove: (1) that Crane’s verse tended toward
an escapist philosophy and was, therefore, bad ;
(2) that Crane’s verse had bad literary asso-
ciates, including Rimbaud, Laforgue, Corbiere,
T. S. Eliot, E. E. Cummings, Marianne
Moore, James Joyce, Thomas Lovell Beddoes,
D. H. Lawrence, Ezra Pound, Gerard Man-
ley Hopkins, W. B. Yeats, Robinson Jeffers,
Kenneth Burke, and Walt Whitman;
(3) that Crane defied the conventions of
Robert Bridges's verse and was, therefore,
wrong; and (4) an attempt to prove that T.
Sturge Moore’s (‘“‘that sheep in sheep’s cloth-
ing,” as an English critic happily remarked)
“spirituality”’ is superior to Crane’s “mysti-
cism.”

Though Mr. Winters's manner is stern
and didactic, one encounters such loose state-
ments as the following throughout his book:
“The major Greek divinities exist for us
chiefly as allegorical embodiments of more or
less Platonic ideas.” This illustrates clearly
enough why Mr. Winters lacks conviction
when he attempts to speak of the myth in
relation to Crane’s verse or to enter into
philosophic controversy with Kenneth Burke,
for I have yet to hear of any idea that was
more or less Platonic, nor can the mythical
significance of Greek divinities be dismissed as
“embodiments” of something that is more or
less an entire system of Greek thought. The
same shy manner attends Mr., Winters’s ref-
erences to thirteenth century verse, which is,
of course, verse in Middle English, and often
admirable, but since it is even more frag-
mentary, as it is handed down to us in manu-
script, than the work of Hart Crane, Mr.
Winters does not risk direct quotation.

Mr. Winters reaches the climax of his argu-
ment by declaring that Mr. Joyce must be
dismissed because he endangers “‘the literature
of our time by rendering decay attractive,”
and he then replies with a hierarchy of values
which places Robert Bridges at the very top,
and the inept satire of Allen Tate in
“Causerie” as superior to The Waste Land.
It should be admitted at once that Robert
Bridges possessed a sensitive ear, but it was
attuned solely to the sterile remains of Eliza-
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bethan music as it was transmuted through
the verse of the later nineteenth century. Both
his intellect and emotional understanding of
human forces at work in his generation were
mole-like in character: witness his refusal to
answer Hopkins's letter concerning the Paris
Commune. It is characteristic of Mr. Win-
ters’s method to offer us as touchstone, Robert
Bridges’s “Eros,” in which clichés of meaning,
rhyme, cadence, and language are uppermost:

Why hast thou nothing in thy face?
Thou idol of the human race,

Thou tyrant of the human heart

The flower of lovely youth that art . ..
With thy exuberant flesh so fair
That only Pheidias might compare,
Ere from his chaste marmoreal form
Time had decayed the colors warm

which has precisely the same zsthetic qualities
that one encounters in a canvas signed by
Bouguereau. In short, if one were to apply
Paul Valery’s standards of use in literature,
the poetry of Robert Bridges tends toward a
complete and final nullity; its convention was
already bankrupt at the close of the nineteenth
century, and since Mr. Winters would agree
with me that there can be no divorce between
the content of a poem and its convention of
language and imagery, let me repeat that its
convention for our time is dead, and that its
usefulness is zero—and further that it is irra-
tional to speak of a convention that is already
dead and overthrown by a Symbolist tradition
as containing “moral” or “spiritual”’ purpose.
It is like cohabitation with a corpse.

John Mackey

But, as I was saying a short. time ago, Mr.
Winters is an American phenomenon, not
English—though some of this deficiency might
have been repaired earlier in his career by a
short term at Oxford or Cambridge. Like
Bayard Taylor or Thomas Bailey Aldrich,
who admired the shallowest sources of a tra-
dition they conceived to be “English,” it is,
I suppose, natural that he should mistake the
pallid sunset of Victorian romanticism for the
classic dawn of early morning in English
poetry. And, I believe, it is a significant fact
that Robert Bridges wasted the last years of
his life in amateur and sterile literary experi-
ment.

)

These days, the cry of “decadence,” accom-
panied by irrational thinking, didactic manner-
isms, high talk of moral purpose, as well as
the attempted revival of outworn conventions,
has a familiar sound. Perhaps Mr. Winters
is merely unfortunate in his use of terms,
which seem to echo so plainly the voice of
Goebbels ordering the ‘“decadent” literature
of Thomas Mann to the Nazi bonfires. Per-
haps not, but read his quotation of “great”
verse written by Robert Bridges’s daughter,
the verse that Mr. Winters admires above
all other examples of her work:

Anger lay by me all night long,

His breath was hot upon my brow,
He told me of my burning wrong,

All night he talked and would not go.

And can I cast him from my couch?
And can I lock him from my room?
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Ah no, his honest words are such
That he’s my true lord and my doom.

It is not bad, and I believe that Mr.
Wi nters could scan its lines with greater ease
than his attempts to scan Miss Moore’s verse,
or to rewrite Hart Crane’s poetry, or to show
that it is nearly impossible to paraphrase the
least fortunate of Allen Tate’s satires. It
merely lacks what R. P. Blackmur would call
knowledge of craft, and if one would measure
its quality to find its equal, there are repro-
ductions of Adolph Hitler’s paintings in a
recent issue of Life. They are not ‘“‘decadent,”
they are mediocre.

HoraceE GREGORY.

The Jew in the Modern World

SomME oF My BEst FRIENDS ARE JEWS, by
Robert Gessner. Farrar and Rinehart. $3.

HIS is an immensely important book.

Coming, as it does, at a time when
Jewish issues are of prime interest because of
the conduct of the Nazis, the confused situa-
tion in Palestine, the program for the ending
of Jewish life in Poland, and the general rise
of anti-Semitism throughout the world, what
Mr. Gessner reports of his recent trip through
these areas takes on added significance. In
this reader’s opinion, this is one of the most
helpful books that have been written about
Jews. To be sure, this last is faint praise,
because books on Jewish life, with the excep-
tion of the exaggerated falsehoods of anti-
Semitic literature, are generally of such a vul-
gar, cheap, and sentimental nature that they
serve neither to aid the Jews nor to clarify
the issues for non-Jews. In contrast, this
book is virile and strong and honest. It is
full of deep sympathy for the Jews because
that sympathy is born out of a deep sympathy
for all people who suffer; it is scrupulously
exacting in its research and careful in its
analysis and conclusion. Whatever judgments
are proposed are so amply supported by proof
and so convincingly documented, that their
truth cannot be contradicted by any fair
means.

That does not mean that the author will
find a welcoming listener everywhere. So
much truth hurts, and those that are hurt do
not hesitate to strike back. No one expects
this more than Mr. Gessner. His journeyings
abroad, and his conversations with both Jews
and non-Jews at home and elsewhere, have
taught him that there are sharp issues here,
and it is no thankful task to expose the weak-
ness, duplicity, cunning, and stupidity for
which prejudice is created and by which it is
capitalized and supported. To unmask the
class interests, chauvinist propaganda, and
national imperialism that lie behind the high-
sounding phrases and philanthropic deeds
is not considered sporting by those who ex-
ploit and profit by exploitation. It is to be
expected that Mr. Gessner will receive no
hearing among the royal dispensers of Jewish
salvation; it is to be hoped that he will gain
many readers among those Jewish and non-



24

Jewish masses for whom his words will have
significance and timeliness.

This book had its origin in Mr. Gessner’s

own problem, Born in the Middle West, he
had little occasion to be concerned with his
Jewish ancestry. Parents were something he
could not do without, and the mere fact that
his were Jewish seemed to have no more sig-
nificance than if they were of any other stock.
He had, like most Jews, never received an ade-
quate explanation of what Jewish life should
be in these days, nor did he see why his healthy
desire to live should bear fruit in anti-
Semitism. Not that he was unaware of certain
achievements of merit in Jewish literary and
social tradition. But, fortunately for us, Mr.
Gessner was not satisfied with mere lip-service
to these achievements. Lip-service to the past,
no matter how important it was, did not sat-
isfy the needs of the present or supply the
guide for the future.

With camera and pen, Mr. Gessner set out
on his odyssey. England, France, Germany,
Poland, Palestine, the Soviet Union, and back
to the United States—wherever he found
Jews, or prejudice against Jews, he sought in-
formation that would help him with his an-
swer. The pictures in this book tell a stirring
story in themselves. The text tells the mean-
ing of the pictures. How do the Jews live in
London’s ghetto and what do they look like?
What are English West End Jews thinking
during these troubled days? Are the French
Jews at home in Paris? Why are the Nazis
anti-Semitic? What is bothering the Jews of
Poland, and what do they propose to relieve
their misery? Is Palestine the solution? Are
the Jews within the Soviet Union losing them-
selves in assimilation?

Mr. Gessner’s meetings and conversations
and observations are alive, stinging, provoca-
tive, and informative. Why did some Jews
share the opinions of anti-Semites with regard
to other Jews? Who were good Jews, and by
whom and on what standards were they con-
sidered good? Mr. Gessner questioned many,
and when he received an answer, he shot an-
other question until there were no more an-
swers or until he was convinced. He found:

(1) Anti-Semitism is to be expected in cap-
italist competitive societies, because, whether
they call themselves democracies or not, they
support exploitation by whatever means at-
tained; (2) class interests create prejudice,
and class interests mislead and sell out the vic-
tims of prejudice; (3) our world is a mad-
house of national imperialisms, and national
imperialism is destructive of human happiness
whether it is carried on in the vulgarly obvi-
ous manner of German Nazis or Italian Fas-
cists, with the gentlemanly politeness of “per-
fidious Albion,” or with the weak sentimen-
tality of the Zionists; (4) the new society in
the Soviet Union offers ample proof that preju-
dice can be eradicated; (5) cultural groups
can exist and create only in a competitive so-
cialist society, not in a capitalist one; (6) our
immediate need is a unified front of exploited
peoples—native and foreign, Jew and non-
Jew, worker and intellectual—to resist the in-
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creased efforts which are being made to “divide
and rule” in a crumbling order.

With this information in his bag, Mr. Gess-
ner left Europe. What he found on his return
only supported these conclusions and made
their realization more urgent. And what he
had discovered about the Jews and for them
was equally true about other minority groups.
It was true about the mass of men and women
who toil and are exploited. The capital struc-
ture was breaking up everywhere; as it crum-
bled, its full weight would fall on all who
were under it. The thing to do was to get
out and get on top. Some Jews and many
others would help. Others would not. Mr.
Gessner had found his answer.

BenjamiN B. (GOLDSTEIN.

Aaron Burr

AArRON BURR: THE PrROUD PRETENDER, by
Holnes Alexander. Harper's. $3.50.

BURR, it appears from the present book,
was a precocious child who was spoiled
because the rod was spared. The talent which
made his grandfather, Jonathan Edwards, into
New England’s greatest divine, was in his
genes; so, apparently, was the taint which
produced idiots, lunatics, and suicides in the
Edwards family.

At the beginning of the American Revolu-
tion, the diminutive Burr served as a captain
under Col. Benedict Arnold. It was in such
ill-starred company that he got off early to
his career of defection. He deserted even such
a colonel as Arnold. At least three other
times he committed breeches of military disci-
pline that were far from minor, and long
before the end of the struggle for national
liberation, he left the army to recover from a
nervous breakdown and to enjoy a love affair.

With peace, Burr became a lawyer. He
thrived, often collaborating with Alexander
Hamilton, though Hamilton frowned on his
shady methods, and in the end denounced him
to the world because of them. Ultimately, the
thirst for power and the spotlight led Burr
into politics via the secret Society of St. Tam-
many, and after a rapid rise, he tied with
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Jefferson in the contest of 1800 for the presi-
dency. He might well have won that election
when the tie was run off in Congress, had not
Hamilton decided that an honest radical like
Jefferson was better than a dishonest man—
even though he passed for a conservative. Burr
had to accept merely the vice-presidency, and
he fretted. Before the end of his first year in
office he had changed political parties with the
same facility he showed in sloughing off mili-
tary obligations during the war. This about-
face encouraged his critics, including Hamil-
ton, to new attacks. Burr, finding that words
failed him, turned to more material weapons.
He was an expert pistol shot and maneuvered
Hamilton into a duel—and killed him.

Congressional immunity saved him from the
ensuing murder charges, but Burr knew that
with the end of his term in office he faced
ostracism; so, acting on the logic of such af-
fairs, he sought to escape political annihilation.
by becoming a political annihilator. While
still vice-president he made elaborate traitor-
ous plans. Backed by his wealthy son-in-law,
he was going to set up in business as Emperor
Aaron I, ruler over the Mississippi valley and
Mexico. Always an opportunist, he had shifted
his political affiliations whenever immediate
personal interest dictated and without refer-
ence to broad fundamental social movements.
He had no firm ties with any strategic political
or economic group, and thus lacked, of course,
any genuine historic justification for foment-
ing the counter-revolution involved in setting
up an empire on republican soil. A few fellow-
adventurers joined him as he gathered a small
fleet for his trip down the Mississippi to take
over New Orleans. His choice of such would-
be robber barons for companions reflected
Burr’s whole reversion to feudal patterns of
intrigue and ambition. Young America—com-
mercial, petty bourgeois—had ample vitality
with which to crush efforts at reviving an
outmoded social order, and Burr failed with-
out even the desired drama of a single battle.
His own accomplices, sensing his weakness,
betrayed him. With this fiasco, he slunk into
exile and debauchery and ceased to exist as a
force in American history.

These facts appear in the present biography,
high-lighted and semi-psychologically ex-
plained, and shorn of their social significance.
Holmes Alexander even archly deletes society
as a legitimate source of values, by pronounc-
ing: “It is no measure of a man to submit
him to standards not his own.” Rather say,
submitted to any standards not his own, Burr
was a man whose measure was minus.

What then leads an author to write a build-
up for such an anti-social charlatan? And
why does he scorn Jefferson? And sniff at
what he likes to call the mob? Why, in this
present world, torn as it is in the struggle
between fascism and democracy, does a writer
find that aristocratic, degenerate Burr fires
his imagination?

The answer lies in the preface to the book,
which takes the whimsical form of an inti-
mate, cocky letter to Burr. Author Alexander,
who, it may be noted, is a southern gentleman
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by birth and avocation, writes to the man wheo
failed to Napoleon-it on a democratic stage:
“Personally, I'm very sorry you lost. Remem-
ber a young fellow named Alexander who
was one of your confederates. . . . He would
have been at least a baron had your empire
succeeded, and I might have been wearing the
title now.” C. ELWELL.

Political Allegory, with Spooks

THE CRrROQUET PLAYER, by H. G. Wells.
The Viking Press. $1.25.

HIS novelette is to be welcomed in the

spirit in which anti-fascists everywhere
welcomed Sinclair Lewis’s It Can’t Happen
Here. In each book, an established and widely
read writer turned to the problem of contem-
porary political reaction. Each writer has
treated this problem in the manner for which
he has become famous, and while neither has
a deep or clear understanding of the roots of
fascism, it is well that such writers are at
least pointing out the danger to the many who
might not otherwise see it.

This comparison is not to imply that The
Croquet Player even approaches Lewis’s novel
in the qualities of vividness and immediacy.
The present book is a sketch (and a mighty
spare one) for a study of world reaction,
whereas Lewis’s work was a minutely painted
canvas which did not try to include more than
one country. For just this reason, Lewis left
himself open to much criticism of details.
Wells, on the other hand, has not given us
any details to criticize. He has, instead, given
us a fleeting glimpse of the menace, cried
a loud but not very militant “Boo!,” and left
those of us who have not already found some-
thing better to do, to wonder and to admire
his prose style, which is, as always, faultless.

The gentleman of the title is one of those
placid and well-insulated bourgeois souls who
get a certain amount of pleasure out of being
scared, but never let it interfere with their
games. The redoubtable Mr. Frobisher could
(if he were to stoop to anything so low as an
official championship) be known as the world’s
greatest croquet player, and he is no dub at
the bridge table or on the tennis court. Into
his patrician ear is poured the terrible story
of the return of man’s savage ancestors, of
old dead hates returning to disrupt the pat-
terns of our civilization. This, at any rate,
is the way it looks to Dr. Finchatton, who
waylays Frobisher at a French Spa. Finchat-
ton couches his alarming message in terms of
a microcosm called Cainsmarsh, but it is not
long before Finchatton is himself explained to
Frobisher by the psychiatrist Norbert. Nor-
bert says the tale of Cainsmarsh is an imag-
inary one, invented by Finchatton so that he
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may reduce his fear to dimensions with which
he is able to cope. But Norbert sees things
as they really are, knows that the ghosts of
Cainsmarsh are haunting the whole world.
He tells all this to Frobisher, who ponders it
for half a day and then goes unperturbedly
back to his croquet.

Many of Wells’s readers will likewise re-
turn to their croquet after they have finished
this book, but some will not, and that is all to
the good. If this seems a singularly indirect
and playful way in which to point out the
threat of world fascism, we must remember
that this is the only way in which Mr. Wells
is capable of pointing out anything, however
terrible. And we may be glad that Mr. Wells
is still capable of making excellent fun of
the bourgeoisie. RicHARD GREENLEAF.

Brief Reviews

Rose DEEPROSE, by Sheila Kaye-Smith. Harper &
Brothers. $2.50.

Sheila Kaye-Smith writes of lonely women, and
their conflicts with father, husband, lover, child,
and self, with warmth, sincerity, and the earnest
conviction that these conflicts are woman’s unalter-
able fate. She is well-established as the delineator
of rural England and feminine emotions, and each
of her twenty-five novels has been hailed by the
Sunday book-praisers as the best of the lot. Rose
Deeprose is another book in this backwater tradi-
tion; it is rural Sussex, smelling of the earth, with
scones and tea, and Rose nobly fighting struggles
born of domestic inequality, introversion, and neu-
rosis in the belief that life was ever thus and ever
will be so long as there is a crumpet left in Merrie
England. D. B. E.

CoLLECTED PoEMS OF JAMES Joyce. The Black Sun
Press. Limited Edition. $5.

James Joyce’s formal poetry is distinguished, as
might be expected of him, by careful craftsman-
ship based upon traditional lyric models. The imi-
tation in the earlier poems extends to mood and
subject matter, and results in frequent artificiality.
It is in the later poems, formerly contained in the
pamphlet Pomes Pennyeach and in Ecce Puer that
he approaches the power of the greater poetry
imbedded in “Ulysses” and “Work in Progress.”

THE BounTY TRILOGY, by Charles Nordhoff and
James Norman Hall. Little, Brown, & Co. $3.

This one volume includes Mutiny on the Bounty,
Men Against the Sea, and Pitcairn Island. An
excellent piece of adventure writing, it has ad-
ditional social interest as a good description, care-
fully based on document, of the oppressive condi-
tions of sailors in the eighteenth century; of the early
relations of Europeans with the natives of Oceania,
and of the character of a mixed stock, isolated by
chance, on Pitcairn Island, from the rest of the
world and its race prejudices.

THE STRUGGLE FOR POPULATION, by D. V. Gldss,
awith an Introduction by A. M. Carr-Saunders.
New York: Oxford University Press. $2.75.

Two years ago, in a provocative essay, “The In-
vention of Sterility” (included in the volume en-
tiled The Frustration of Science), an able British
student of medico-social problems, Dr. Enid Charles,
wrote that “A society which relies on the incentive
of private profit discourages reproduction.” In the
present brief but authoritative monograph sponsored
by the Council of the (British) Eugenics Society,
Mr. Glass presents an imposing array of first-hand
factual material which eloquently confirms the
correctness of Dr Charles’s thesis. Six countries are
selected for detailed analysis: England and Wales,
Germany, Italy, France, and Belgium. Emphasis is
laid upon the following points: the declining trend
of population, its measurement, characteristics, prob-
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NEW THEATRE
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proudly announces these fea-
tures in its gala first issue

*
THREE PLAYS

® A scene from Clifford Odets’
The Silent Partner

@ A complete one-act play by
Paul and Claire Sifton

@® The story of the WPA in
“living newspaper technique”’—
WPA Ploughed Under

64 Pages of Vital Reading Matter
and illustrations including

An exclusive translation of the first
Russian film review by Maxim Gorky

@ John Howard Lawson on the work
of Lillian Hellman

@ Lewis Milestone on the rise of the
movie producer

@ Mordecai Gorelik on scene design-
ers here and in the Soviet Union

@ Ivor Montagu’s open letter to Daryl
Zanuck on the Alcazar Picture

Michael Blankfort
Robert Stebbins

@ Albert Maltz
John W. Gassner

Film Reviews
Book Reviews

Play Reviews
Dance Reviews

All this and more in a new format
—easier to read and handle
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‘trees, landscapes, and seasons.

able causes and results; various state-controlled in-
centives to population growth, including family al-
lowance systems; abortion and birth control laws;
the actual—for the most part extremely disappoint-
ing—outcome of all arbitrary and artificial “plans”
designed to make two (or ten) blades of human
grass grow where it is obvious to all responsible
observers that not even one can freely develop. An
elaborate statistical apparatus is brought into play
to demonstrate such conclusions as the following:
“It is evident that the small family of today has
been created largely from economic motives”;
“parents are affected by the fear of war in the
near future”; “there is a difference in the birth-
rate between social and economic classes”; “private
and even public enterprise has intensified the small
family movement, and helped to make conditions
more difficult for the large family.” And few who
take the trouble to study Mr. Glass’s admirable
survey can withhold assent from his final conclusion
that “no action is likely to have a permanent in-
fluence unless it provides conditions in which the
working class is able to bring up children without
thereby suffering from economic and social hard-
ship.” It is a real misfortune that so enlightened
an attitude could not have found a Yurther, and
very concrete, expression in contrasting the popu-
lation “problem” in two fascist and four bourgeois-
democratic countries with the current situation in
the Soviet Union, whose curves for birth rates
and social progress are alike the highest in the
world. J. S.

THis ENGLAND, by Mary Ellen Chase. Macmilian.

$2.50.

One of America’s most popular novelists has col-
lected in one volume thirteen short essays about the
English people and their countryside, written dur-
ing the last few months of a two years’ visit to
the mother country. Miss Chase is at her best
dealing with inanimate or vegetable matter—with
Concerning the peo-
ple, she has little to say, and when that little is not
stale, it is inaccurate. That she did not choose to
visit the distressed areas, the armament factories,
Lombard Street, or any of the more characteristic
sections of modern England, is her privilege as an
artist; that she finds the London Times more im-
portant than the Daily Telegraph among the edu-
cated classes with whom she spent most of her time,
that she reports her hosts as regarding all human-
ity as falling into two categories—foreigners and
Englishmen—and makes no mention of the third
category of “colonials”; that she swallowed all the
guff about “this royal throne of Kings” on the eve
of the Simpson affair—these lapses suggest that she
did not keep more than one eye and one ear open
in the course of her limited wanderings. If this
is the best that Britannia’s best American friends
can say of her, she need no longer fear, as she did
in Shakespeare’s day, “the envy of less happier
lands.” Q. H.
Crties oF REFUGE, by Philip Gibbs. Doubleday,

Doran & Co. $2.50.

Whoosh!~—and another novel squirts from Sir
Philip’s pen. Each year two books, each one a best-
seller. The latest narrates the wanderings of a
group of White Russians from the time of
Wrangel’s defeat to that of Roosevelt’s victory.
Repeating his old formula, Sir Philip arranges the
headline clippings of the last twenty years: the Inter-
ventionists, Mustapha Kemal, the inflation-ruin in

Austria, bankrupt Germany, the NEP, Paris of

the mid-twenties, Stalin, New York during the
Hoover fireworks and the long fizzle following,
world depression, 'affaire Stavisky, Hitler, the
February tragedy in Vienna, Mussolini in Ethiopia.
He then drags his White Russians out of stock
and uses them to paste one news event to another
and to syrup history with a few love affairs.
What raises Gibbs’s stuff a notch above his rivals
on the drugstore counter is his liberal outlook.
He hates war and poverty and dirt, but his think-
ing about their causes is so shallow and confused
that most readers are able to pass undisturbed over
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the advertisements for good will and equality
posted here and there in the book. His sentimental

pleading is more a sedative than a stimulant.
M. M.

Tue Basis oF Japanese ForelGN Poricy, by Albert
E. Hindmarsh. Harvard University Press. $2.50.

This is a carefully documented survey of Japan’s
economic position and the international complica-
tions arising from it. Aside from the instructive
historical material, which outlines the feudal ele-
ments exploited to promote a peculiarly Japanese
variety of fascism, Mr. Hindmarsh goes thoroughly
into such questions as population pressure, its causes
and possible cures; the fatal inadequacy of Japanese
agriculture: the contradictions between an immensely
efficient industrial apparatus working overtime to
dominate world markets, and the serious deficiency
in raw materials which leads to strained interna-
tional relations.

The data point clearly to three conclusions: first,
the ominous commercial rivalry among three world
Powers in the imperialist line-up ; second, the equally
ominous convergence of these and other Powers in
a hostile front against the Soviet Union; and third,
the existence within Japan and her mercilessly ex-
ploited colonies of a mass discontent which, under
revolutionary guidance, may yet split wide open the
whole of Asia.

But these conclusions, particularly the last, are for
the reader to make out for himself on the basis- of
Mr. Hindmarsh’s material. The author, though he
writes of labor, considers it merely one of the ele-
ments in the Japanese imperialist machine. And as
for the Soviet Union, he is surely mistaken when
he says that Manchuria is not only “a link in Japan’s
program of industrialization” but also “a strategic
area in the path of an ambitious and militarized
Russia.” This is a variant of the old bogy of “Red
Imperialism.” -

SiNGING FLEsH, by Thomas Del Vecchio. Henry Har-
rison. $1.50.

Mr. Del Vecchio is fairly competent when he
turns out the traditional, sweet little lyric. When he
tries to get down to earth, tries to write about tug-
boats, New York City, and working people, he
labors. And so he is another one who proves that
it is difficult to mould a necessarily new technique to
a revolutionary philosophy, no matter how deeply
the poet accepts that philosophy. D. S.

*

Recently Recommended Books

On This Island, by W. H. Auden. Random House.
$1.50.

Are You a Stockholder? by
Covici, Friede. $2.50.

Unemployment Relief in Periods of Depression, by
Leah H. Feder. Russell Sage Foundation. $2.50.

America Today, a book of 100 prints chosen and
exhibited by the American . Artists’ Congress.
Equinox. $5.

Idaho: A Guide in Word and Picture, prepared by
the Federal Writers’ Projects of the Works
‘Progress Administration. .Caxton. $3.

This Is Your Day, by Edward Newhouse. Lee Fur-
man. $2.50.

Rewolt on the Clyde, an Autobiography by Wllham
Gallacher. International. $2.50.

Anti-Semitism, by Hugo Valentin. Viking. $2.

Fine Prints Old and New, by Carl Zigrosser. Covici,
Friede. $1.

The Tenements of Chicago, 1908 1935, by Edith
Abbott, assisted by Sophonisba P. Breckinridge
and other associates. U. of Chicago Press. $5.

Tom Paine: Friend of Mankind. by Hesketh Pear-
son. Harper’s. $3.

Almanac for New Yorkers: 1937, compiled by Work-
ers of the Federal Writers Project of the Works
Progress Administration in the City of New
York. Simon & Schuster. 50c.

Change the World! by Michael Gold. International
Publishers. $1.39.

Alden Winthrop.
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SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

The Theatre Union’s “Marching Song” and Ibsen—New phonograph recordings—Notes on the dance

HE range and power of John Howard

Lawson’s Marching Song make it tower

head and shoulders above any drama of
social forces seen on the New York stage this
season—or, for that matter, for some time
past. It is the eloquently told story of how
twao successive auto strikes, the first unsuccess-
ful, the second successful, draw the class lines
clearly in a middle-size town, and, in drawing
them clearly, wipe out certain unreal inner
conflicts within the working class and thus lay
the basis for working-class victory. It is a play
rich in social and psychological detail, in keen
humor, and in swift, sharp dramatic conflict.
Anyone interested in the American theater or
in the movement of American social forces
cannot afford to miss it.

Moreover, it is a further tribute to the
play’s vitality that it plumbs to the depths the
sources of our zsthetic judgment on the social
theater. Playwright Lawson has issued no
declaration of principle in connection with
Marching Song, and so we are on our own
making the discrimination between what was
intentional and what was inadvertent—apart
from having to decide the more basic question
of the play’s objective effect. Lacking, for
the moment, a more reliable laboratory
method, I will take myself for what I may be
worth as a guinea-pig, and attempt to give a
verbal report of my (by no means typical,
necessarily) reactions. The outstanding fact
about my response to the play is a curious
paradox : while the curtain was up I was held
in an iron grip of interest and suspense that
transcended my normal interest in a good
play; as soon as the curtain went down I be-
gan to be assailed by a dozen doubts and
queries as to the utility of this element, the
advisability of that, the convincingness of still
another. I do not pretend to be able to make
a definitive analysis of this paradox; I merely
report it as a fact. At the same time, I think
it can be explained partly on this basis: first,
the extraordinary grip the play exerted on me
can be traced to the twin facts that I am more
than ordinarily interested in the subject mat-
ter and that the hindling of it was frequently
marked by more than ordinary skill; second,
there was such a wealth of corollary ideas and
situations in the class-struggle milieu, each of
which was automatically subjected in my mind
to the perfection-anxiety that is at its height
in the left-wing propagandist in the people’s-
front era, that the swarming of doubts and
queries may well be assessed against the mere
volume of ideas. But one man’s view is a poor
instrument for a scientific @sthetic judgment of
this play—or, for that matter, for any esthetic
judgment. This department has long been of
the opinion that laboratory techniques should
be used in standardizing @sthetic criteria and
in assessing @sthetic values. Now, one of the
charges leveled against Marching Song by the

bourgeois press is that it is not a play, but
merely a huge compendium of social conflicts
of various sorts, all brought together on one
stage by a sort of shotgun wedding. Well, the
important question is not whether it is play or
compendium, but whether it interests or bores
its audiences, whether it moves a relatively
backward auditor to a relatively progressive
position (as the action in the play moved Rus-
sell), etc. This is a matter for research. To
that end, the NEw Masses will carry in its
next issue a report on reactions to the play
gathered from a varied group of auditors, who
will be selected at random as they emerge
from the theater, who will be classified in
terms of their play-going experience, their eco-
nomic position, their vocational status, their
political views, etc.

Meanwhile, if you want to see a stirring
play on a topical American theme, acted by a
quick-witted, accomplished cast under careful
direction before a magnificent set, this Thea-
tre Union production is what you want.

AND by way of contrast in the drama of
social reform, is still a vigorous and witty
of the People, Ibsen’s play of liberalism and
social reform, is still a vigorous and witty
play, even if the protagonist’s ideology does
ride the merry-go-round from socialism to
technocracy to fascism to anarchism to—well,
to almost anything. Mr. Hampden has been
mentioned in some quarters as a ham; in this
play he is nothing of the sort. On the con-
trary, he does a very shrewd and expert job of
the courageous and rather futile Dr. Stock-
man. And if any of the readers of this de-
partment have never seen how a meeting can
be disrupted by the authorities and “‘respecta-
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ble citizens,” Ibsen shows how in a hilarious
act in this play. The engagement ends Satur-
day, February 27. ALEXANDER TAYLOR.

RECORDED MUSIC

O many records have been issued in the

last two months that we cannot begin to
review them all. Consequently, we will concen-
trate on the violin disks that have been
appearing on recent lists.

Charles Martin Loefler makes his record
début as composer with his violin sonata,
played by Jacques Gordon and Lee Pattison
(Columbia Set 275). It is certainly not one
of his great works, for it reveals no sign of
contact with contemporary life. The Ameri-
can Columbia studio does not reproduce violin
tone faithfully, nor is the ensemble work in
any way distinguished.

Heifetz fares much better in the Victor
studios, as one can see in his recent interpre-
tation of Faure’s A-major sonata (Victor Set
M-328), in which he is assisted by Emanuel
Bay. The music is vapid and formless, but
the playing is mellifluous to the point of
Schmaltz. This would be as good a time as
any to complain of the miserable explanatory
notes which Victor issues with its albums,
chock-full of cheap descriptive adjectives and
plugs for Victor “higher fidelity,” but devoid
of any thematic explanation or pertinent in-
formation about composer, composition, or
artist. Columbia, at least, can point with pride
to its Bach notes written by Harvey Grace,
and to Lee Pattison’s brief, intelligent com-
ments about the Loeffler work.

One of Bach’s greatest works for the violin,
the partita in D-minor, which includes the
chaconne, has been recorded complete by
Nathan Milstein (Columbia Set 276). Mil-
stein is typical of many twentieth-century
virtuosi : magnificent technique, sensuous tone,
almost perfect intonation, and almost no taste
or depth. For an artist of his talent, the
playing in the first movements is shocking, for
there is no feeling for the phrase and no un-
derstanding of Bach’s emotion and intellect.
Curiously, he puts more into the chaconne
than into the other movements. Columbia had
a great opportunity in bringing us a definitive
reading of this partita, for the only other
recorded versions—Menuhin’s on H.M.V.,
immature and dull, and Busch’s, far better,
but dry in tone—are less than satisfactory.
The recording, incidentally, does not do jus-
tice to Milstein.

Even Szigeti, who is usually at his best on
records, does not do himself justice in his new
transcription of Peter Warlock’s Capriol Suite
(Columbia). The work itself, a collection
of seventeenth-century English dances, is irre-
sistible in its original scoring for string orches-
tra, but the present transcription voids the
charm with intellectualizing that is wholly out
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For $3-a Group of Experienced
Technicians Goes to Work for You

HOW can you, a consumer, know what you’re getting when you
go to market? The government knows what it’s getting—be-
cause it conducts technical tests of the merchandise it buys. The
manufacturer knows what he’s getting—because he does the same

ratings by means of laboratory and other standard tests, the results
of which are painstakingly checked and verified. Products reported
on include most of the merchandise you have occasion to buy from
day to day: shoes, toothpaste, radios, foods, drugs, cosmetics, vacuum

with his raw materials. It hasn’t been so
easy for the consumer. Lacking the tech-
nical knowledge and the facilities required
for testing products, he also lacks the funds
to test even a fraction of the products he
uses. Now, however, the consumer can have
merchandise tested for him—honestly, de-
pendably, without bias, and at a very nomi-
nal cost—by a nation-wide, technical organi-
zation set up and controlled by consumers
interested in getting the most for their
money.

The name of this organization is Consumers
Union of United States, Inc. Formed on a
strictly non-profit, membership basis under
the laws of New York State, the purpose
of this organization is to serve its members
in the capacity of a consumers’ testing
laboratory by providing them with accurate
and unbiased technical information about
their everyday purchases. Close to 30,000
consumers throughout the United States are

CONSUMERS UNION OF U. S.

COLSTON E. WARNE President
ARTHUR KALLET... Director
D. H. PALMER............ Technical Supervisor

SOME OF THE MORE THAN
SEVENTY SPONSORS

JACOB BAKER—President Roosevelt’s Special
Commission on Cooperatives.

PAUL BLANSHARD—Commissioner of Ac-
counts, New York City.

JOHN BROPHY—United Mine Workers of
America.

HEYWOOD BROUN—Well known columnist
and a director of Consumers Union.

WINIFRED CHAPPELL—Methodist Federa-
tion for Social Service.

MALCOLM COWLEY—An editor, “The New
Republic.”

DR. ABRAHAM GOLDFORB — Secretary,
American Society of Experimental Biology
and Medicine.

FRANCIS GORMAN—President, United Tex-
tile Workers of America.

DR. ALVIN JOHNSON—Director, New School

cleaners, soaps, liquors, clothing, tires, oils,
and many things besides. Notes are also
included in the Reports on the labor condi-
tions under which many of the products
are manufactured, these notes, however,
being entirely independent of the technical
recommendations.

Consumers Union has no connection with
any commercial interests. Its income is de-
rived solely from membership fees and con-
tributions and is used solely in the interests
of its members. A partial list of the officers
and sponsors is given in the accompanying
box. The membership fee (which confers
voting rights) is $3 a year. It includes
twelve issues of the monthly Reports and
a yearly Buying Guide (the 1937 edition
of this Guide, running to nearly 200 pages,
is now in preparation). An abridged edi-
tion of the Reports, covering only the less
expensive products, is also available at $1

now members of Consumers Union.

To them every month goes Consumers Union

A g Women Shoppers.
Reports, a compact magazine, provocatively

for Social Research.
PROF. ROBERT 8.
Educational Sociology, Columbia.
EVELYN PRESTON—President, League of

LYND—Department of

a year,

To become a member of Consumers Union,
mail the application form below. Your
membership will begin either with the forth-

illustrated, written in straightforward lan-
guage, and describing and rating tested
products by brand mames as “Best Buys,” “Also Acceptable,” or
“Not Acceptable.” Competent wunbiased technicians, either on the
staff of Consumers Union or employed as consultants, working in uni-
versity and other laboratories, make the analyses and determine the

Ratings of 1937 Cars

Divided into three price classifications under $1,000, over twenty-five leading models of 1937
automobiles are rated in the forthcoming March issue of Consumers Union Reports (ready for
mailing about February 25). Some of them are rated as “Best Buys,” some as “Not Accept-
able,” and others as “Also Acceptable” in the estimated order of their merit. Based on such
factors as economy, comparative safety of operation, general performance and other engineer-
ing features, these ratings were made by competent automotive engineers after thorough
examinations and actual performance tests. Such features as hypoid gears, automatic choke,
frame durability, driver-visibility, and others are discussed at length. Tables on comparative
gas consumption are also given. This report—which should be read by everyone contemplating
the purchase of a new car—will be followed in an early issue by ratings of cars in higher-priced
groups. Previous issues of the REPORTS (still available) have analyzed and rated tires, gaso-

lines, motor oils, and anti-freeze solutions.

Also discussed in the March issue are the following products: RADIO SETS, FLOUR,

coming March issue or with any previous
issue you may indicate. Listings of the
principal subjects covered in past issues are given in the coupon
below. (Note Consumers Union Reports is not sold on newsstands
and is available only through membership, subscription, or at the
office of Consumers Union, 55 Vandam Street, New York.)

WILLYS FORD CHRYSLER
CHEVROLET BUICK DODGE
PLYMOUTH STUDEBAKER DE 80TO

SHEETS, CAN OPENERS, BAKED BEANS, CANNED ASPARAGUS AND CHERRIES.

Begin My Membership with Issue Checked

[0 MAY—Toilet Soaps, Breakfast Cereals, Milk.

[0 JUNE—Automobiles, Gasolines, Seeds.

0O JULY—Refrigerators, Used Cars, Motor Oils.

O AUG.—Oil Burners and _Stokers, Hosiery,
Blacklist of Drugs and Cosmetics, Meat.

(O SEPT.—Shoes, Tires, Whiskies, Women’s Coats.

O OCT.—Men’s Shirts, Gins, Electric Razors, Den-
tifrices, Anti-freeze Solutions.

0O NOV.—Radios, Toasters, Wines, Children’s
Shoes, Winter Oils.

[0 DEC.—Vacuum_ Cleaners, Fountain Pens, Elec-
tric Irons, Blankets, Nose Drops.

O JAN.-FEB.—Men'‘s Suits, Cold Remedies, Shav-
ing Creams, Children’s Undergarments.

O MAR.—1937 Autos, Radio Sets, Sheets, Flour,
Canned Foods.

To: CONSUMERS UNION OF U. 8., Inc., 55 Vandam 8t., New York

I hereby apply for membership in Consumers Union. I enciose:

O $3 for one year’s membership, $2.50 of which is for a year’s subscription to
the complete edition of Consumers Union Reports.

O $1 for one year’s membership, 50c of which is for a year’s subscription to
the abridged edition of Consumers Union Reports. (Note: reports on higher-
priced products are not in this edition.)

I agree to keep confidential all material sent to me which is so designated.
Signature...........coiiiiinan eeens P SN
Address........c.oiiiiiiiieinnn. L N L S

City and State........ tesssencnsnnnsanss cieaeeseeans Occupation.............. M2
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for 1937 EDUTRAVELERS

For full particulars concerning any of the
above group tours, or independent travel
plans, phone, call or write—and
mention the New Masses.

EDUTRAVEL, Inc.
An Institute for Educational Travel

55 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y.
Telephones: GRamercy 7-3284-3285 ~

HOW CAN YOU TELL

how much NEW MASSES might mean to you if
this is the first copy you have read?

Send $1.00 for a 12-Week
TRIAL SUBSCRIPTION

Regular subscription rates:
$4.50 one year; $2.50 6 months; $1.25 3 months

NEW MASSES, 81 E. 27th 8t.,, New York City

I enclose $1, for which please send me New Masses for
12 weeks, on your Trial Subscription Of

Name

Address

City State.

Occupation
No agents’

comission on this special offer

of place. Szigeti has even gone so far as to
alter the harmony in a few places, for which
Warlock’s admirers will undoubtedly roundly
curse him, But with all these reservations, I
do not know of another violinist who could
play the transcription half so well, excepting
possibly Enesco.

Swing records have been holding their own.
The greatest of the new ones, to my mind, is
the coupling of “Shoe-Shine Boy” and “Eve-
nin’ ” by a properly anonymous group named
Jones-Smith, Inc. (Vocalion 3441). Sleuth-

ing on'my part has resulted in the discovery .

that at least four of the five musicians are
members of Basie’s orchestra, and the singer
is the same James Rushing who does such a
grand job with Benny Goodman on “He Ain’t
Got Rhythm.” I have never heard a rhythm
section with quite the suppressed power of this
three-man group. All are completely relaxed,
without requiring the drive one feels in the
bands of Benny Goodman and Chick Webb,
providing a miraculous background for the
tenor saxophone playing of Lester Young, who
is one of the most exciting and original artists
in jazz. “Evenin’” is a great tune, entirely
deserving of the two and a half choruses, by
the inspired Rushing, and superlative orches-
tral support. “Shoe-Shine Boy” does not re-
semble the song of that name, for this is a
wild and wooly stomp with terrific piano play-
ing, drum breaks, bass solos, etc. Vocalion
records are not always easy to get from re-
tailers, so I suggest readers interested in these
and other swing records try the Commodore
Music Shop at 144 East 42nd St., N. Y.,
which has an enormous stock of them.

Count Basie’s full orchestra makes its rec-
ord début for Decca in three magnificent sides
and one good commercial one. The better is
the coupling of “Honeysuckle Rose” and “The
Count and Lester” (1141), in which Basie’s
piano playing and Young’s saxophone, plus
that same insinuating rhythm section, are the
features. On “Swinging at the Daisy Chain”
(1121), Buck Clayton plays some captivating
muted trumpet choruses. The other side con-
tains a burlesque of Fats Waller's piano
clichés which compensates for the banality of
the tune “Pennies from Heaven.”

Before closing, we cannot help but call your
attention to the greatest Negro blues singer
who has cropped up in recent years, Robert
Johnson. Recording them in deepest Missis-
sippi, Vocalion has certainly done right by us
in the tunes “Last Fair Deal Gone Down”
and “Terraplane Blues,” to mention only two
of the four sides already released, sung to his
own guitar accompaniment. Johnson makes
Leadbelly sound like an accomplished poseur.

HEenRrY JoHNSsON.

THE DANCE

HATEVER the relation of music to

dance, it is significant of the develop-
ment in the field that the Federal Music
Project series of concerts, Music and the
Dance, began not on a note of obscure
asthetics, but with comment on the social and
the economic nature of the arts. “Art must
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Medical Aid for Spain
MASS MEETING

and

DEDICATION OF BEN FRANKLIN
AMBULANCE

METROPOLITAN OPERA HOUSE
BROAD AND POPLAR STREETS

Fri. Eve. — MARCH 5. 1937 —at 8 P. M.

HEAR

LOUIS FISCHER, Nation correspondent just returned from Madrid;
LUIS de ZULETA, former Spanish Minister Foreign Affairs;
ANDRE MALRAUX, Leader of International Flying Squad De-
fending Madrid; DR. JOHN A. MACKAY, President Princeto
Theological Semmary DR. FRANK T. O0DBURY, Colonel
United States Army retired; Rev. J. A, MACCALLUM, Chairman.

Avspices: Medical .
Philadelphia Chapter, American Friends of Spanish Democracy
Tickets: 25¢, 35¢, 50¢, $1.00.

At 322 South lFth St 538 Widener Bldg., 2015 Chostnut. 8t.,
1700 Pine St. Telephone: Pen, 8067

See the Ambulance Dedicated Before It Leaves
for Madrid

L 20 20 4B 2B 4B 4B 2B 2B g 2 gB g A e 4
“The Moscow Treason Trial”

A Brilliant Analysis by

RABBI DAVID GOLDBERG

Author of “Sussman Sees It Through”

ABRAHAM UNGER

Outstanding Labor Attorney

PROF. EDWIN BERRY BURGUM
New York University
ERASMUS HALL HIGH SCHOOL
Flatbush and Church Avenues, Brooklyn, N. Y.
Friday—FEB. 26, 1937—8:30 p. m.
Auspices: Brooklyn Chapter AFSU
Admission: 25c.

FE ALF

in new

DANCE—COMPOSITIONS

SUNDAY EVE., MARCH 14th, 1937
GUILD THEATRE, 52nd Street and Broadway

Tickets: 55c—$2.20 at Box Office

THEATRE UNION’S NEW SUCCESS
“grilliant
"G scenes etched
“ w|th
—ATKINSON,
HOWARD LAWSON Times.
Eves.: 8:40, Mats, Wed. & Sat. Prices 45¢, 80c, 75c 31 & $1.50

savage
humor.”
For Benefit Theatre Parties call BRyant 9-2375
BAYES THEA,, 44th 8t. W. of B’way. BR 9-3648.

ARTEF THEATRE
247 West 48th Street, New York City. CH. 4-7157
presents

CHAINS

NIGHTLY — MATINEES: SATURDAY AND SUNDAY

MUSICALE

@ andre cibulski, celebrated singer, In a program of
|vaoﬂ(ers' and spanish songs. accompanled by frances
illion
@ jesus duron ruiz, noted young mexican planist.
saturday evening march 6, 1937
tickets at workers bookshop, 50 e, 13th street
8:30 p.m. admission, one dollar

at the concert league, 846 seventh avenue
auspices: henri barbusse memorial committee.

CARAVAN HALL e o 0 o

110 East 59th Street, New York City
(Bast of Park Avenue)
Accommodating 400 for dances, Newly decorated, perfect

floor. Facilities for meetings, comcerts, sound pletures,
refreshments, checking. Reasonmable rates.

® ® O O Phone: RHinelander 4-4798
Social Dancing every Saturday frem 9 P. M—{30 A. M.
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International

Peace Dance

ENTERTAINMENT

by courtesy of

JOE MOSS,
Hollywood Restaurant
and Outstanding Stars

MEYER DAVIS' FRIDAY, MARCH 12
. ORCHESTRA HOTEL EDISON

228 West 47th St.
vwwv

under auspices of

AMERICAN LEAGUE
against WAR and FASCISM

45 East 17th Street, New York City

Tickets for sale ai:
League and all Workers Bookshops

Admission $1.
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Prize Play Contest
CHILDREN’S PLAYS

$100 . . . 1st Prize
50...2nd ,
25...3rd ,

Material must be within the scope
of a child’s understanding. Special
attention to dramatic material that
has social significance.

Manuscripts must be submit-
ted by April 1, 1937. Only
manuscripts not previously
published may be entered in
this contest.
For Complete Rules
And Further Information Address
“Plays for Children’s Contest”
INTERNATIONAL WORKERS ORDER
80 Fifth Avenue New York City

Free Prizes!

2 Bands!

MODELS OF NEW SOCIAL HALL AND NEW HOTEL WILL BE EXHIBITED
AT WEBSTER HALL MARCH 5.
[ J
TICKETS ON SALE AT ALL WORKERS’ BOOKSHOPS

Continuous Dancing!

NEW MASSES
have value in active living,” Mr. John Martin
of the New York Times said, introducing the
first of the fortnightly programs, else, art is
worthless. To which Postley Sinclair, com-
mentator for the W.P.A. presentations, added,
lending the official touch, art must be utili-
tarian, else it has no meaning. The impor-
tance of these statements does not lie in their
originality, nor in their profundity; and it
must be remembered there are more directions
than one, that the fascist apologist Marinetti
has outlined a thoroughly utilitarian program
for the modern dancer. What is significant is
the evidence of the departure of the music-
dance controversy from its hen-egg-which-
came-first stage and of the beginnings of a
basically sound socio-economic approach to
a fundamental asthetic problem.

There is likely to be introduced a good deal
of half-baked and confusing viewpoint; even
John Martin, who should know better, can
say that there will be no art in an ideal state,
because there will be nothing for which to
“compensate”’—a rather unhappy approach to
the value of the arts; but certainly the Federal
Project series should go far toward clarifying
the dancer’s problem with relation to music—
and perhaps give the composer a more sympa-
thetic understanding of the dancer’s art.

The dancers participating in this first con-
cert were Chief White Feather, who did a
couple of Amefican Indian dances to what
sounded like sentimental, simulated American
Indian music, and the Bassa Moona dance
group, which did several of the rhythmic na-
tive Nigerian dances from the African Negro
dance-drama. (Bassa Moona is at Daly’s in
New York.) While there might have been
more dance material (instead of the singing
of spirituals), there was a sufficient, if scant,
indication of the utilitarian (instructional,
principally) purpose of primitive dance forms.

A second series of dance concerts, the third
of the annual series of modern dance recitals
at the New School for Social Research in New
York, opened on an unusually promising note.
Bill Matons, who arranged the dance pageant
for the Madison Square Lenin Memorial
Meeting, presented his familiar Mad Figure
to Kenneth Fearing’s “Escape,” and, with
Ailes Gilmour and Suzanne Remos, a satiric
Adam and Eve on an Apple, an Adam and
Eve who discover triumph comes from a
“working together.” Matons has an eye for
themes of social importance; his trick of
plagiarizing himself should pass with work.

Ailes Gilmour indicated a promising tech-
nique in the search for “liberty’’ in the north,
south, east, and west of her Labyrinth. Mattie
Heim exhibits an excellent ease in her yet
equivocal compositions. The Bernice Van
Gelder group performed an entertaining satiric
Rumor of unusual choreographic distortions;
and the Ray Moses Dance Group, consider-
ably improved since their last appearance, did
exceptionally well with their anti-war Paths
of Glory, massed movements in retreat which
approached the intensity of the music.

Considering the nature of the first of the
series of the modern recitals with their pro-
clivity for abstract forms, this third, beginning
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SYMPHONY SHOP

251 W, 42nd St., N. Y. C. WI 7-8134
“THE HOME OF BARGAIN RECORDS”
Free delivery in N. Y. C. Mail orders shipped promptly

While They Last
Victor and Columbia Masterwork Records
Symphonic and Chamber
BACH — BEETHOVEN—BRAHMS—WAGNER
HAYDN—MOZART

© 50% DISCOUNT

We carry ANSLEY—MAGNOVOX—EMERSON
PHONOGRAPH AND RADIO COMBINATIONS
A.0.-D.C. current
We have Hans Eisler’'s Workers Songs
Send for Free Catalog Open Evenings

| TREASURE ISLAND
— PLANTATION —

A unique resort in the beautiful moun-
tain country of Puerto Rico. KExceptional
facilities for quiet study and outdoor recre-
ation: tennis, riding, swimming, ete. Good
food. Pineapples, citrus fruits, and fresh
vegetables in abundance from the same
plantations, Individual cabins with modern
facilities. Moderate rates, Glorious climate
from January to August.

o

For INFORMATION WRITE

BOX 103, CIDRA, PUERTO RICO

|
|
|
|
|
|

Greet the awakening of Spring at
CHESTERS’ ZUNBARG

a Delightful Hideaway in the Mountains

Re-opens March 15th. Seasonal sports, cultural
activities, Make early reservations for
the Easter Holidays.

WOODBOURNE, N. Y. Fallsburg 2 F 22

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

CELJA BOOBAR L GOLD

REBECCA SILVER Invites you to

FOREST x5
at INTERLAKEN

most picturesque spot in Putnam County, Excellent Culsine. Tennis,
Golf. 50 miles from N, Y. Special LOW rates for weekly guests.

LAKE MAHOPAC, N. Y. Mahopac, 688 or 977

CAMP NITGEDAIGET

BEACON, N. Y,
ALL SPORTS EXCELLENT FOOD
HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS
$16 per week

Cars leave daily from 2700 Bronx Park East.
For all information call EStabrook 8-(400.

NOW OPEN FOR THE SEASON

Blue Mountain Lodge offers an unusual pro-
gram of outdeor sport and indoor hilarity...
New York Central to Harmon Station . . .
Special taxi meets all trains.

Make your reservations for Easter Week

BLUE MOUNTAIN LODGE

l PEEKSKILL, N. Y. I
Phone 1403

with its definite awareness of the social scene,
iIs an encouraging indication of the state of
health of the art and of its artists.

In another recent recital, Elna Lillback
presented a developing facility of movement,
and her choreography for both solo and group
figures indicated an ability to develop mechani-
cally, yet logically, patterns in a variety of
pleasing rhythms. Meaning, however, in her
dancing is limited to the conscious effort of
her program notes at a vague sort of social
ideology. The choreography is equally self-
conscious; involved much with “abstract”
movement, it attains a rather bloodless bal-
ance and rarely moves beyond the footlights.

The two horns of her Dancer’s Dilemma
are comedy and tragedy, the forms and not
the substance of them. A point of view is
lacking, and the lack obviously and seriously
cripples her development as a dancer of defi-
nite importance. There is much the “finished””
concert dancer may learn from the younger,
cruder perhaps, but certainly more vigorous
choreographers. OWwEN BURKE.

*

Forthcoming Broadcasts

(Times given are Eastern Standard, but all
programs listed are on coast-to-coast hookups)
National Education Association Convention. Résumé
of the proceedings. Thurs., Feb. 25, 3:30 p.m.,

Columbia.

Education for Peace. The school child in relation to
this problem; speakers, Dr. Lyman - Bryson,
Teachers College, Columbia University, and
Dr. Frank Aydelotte, president, Swathmore Col-
lege. Sat., Feb. 27, 2 p.m.,, N.B.C. red.

Supreme Court. Results of the Gallup public-opinion
poll: Mon., March 1, Wed., March 3, and Fri.,
March 5, 6:35 p.m., N.B.C. red and blue (except
WJZ).

Civil Liberties. The second U. S. government educa-
tion-office program in its “Let Freedom Ring”
series, dramatizing the struggle for the right of
trial by jury. Mon., March 1, 10:30 p.m., Co-
lumbia.

“Debate. U. of Pittsburgh vs. U. of Washington on

“Resolved: that Congress be empowered to pass
maximum-hour and minimum-wage legislation
for industry.” Sat, March 13, 2 p.m., N.B.C.
red.

Recent Recommendations
MOVIES

You Only Liwe Once. Sylvia Sidney and Henry
Fonda doing a good job under the direction of
Fritz Lang, who saves a sour scenario.

The Good Earth. Hollywood’s first honest approach
to the Chinese people, through a screening of
Pearl Buck’s novel, with Paul Muni and Luise
Rainer in the leading roles.

The Plough and the Stars. Pretty satisfactory cinema-
tizing of Sean O’Casey’s play.

Camille. The old yarn, worth seeing only because
it has Garbo.

PLAYS

Yes, My Darling Daughter (Playhouse, N.Y.). A
pleasant comedy about a former-free-loving
mother’s unavailing efforts to prevent her
daughter from following her example.

Steel (Labor Stage, N.Y., opening Mon., March 1).
Reviving John Wexley’s drama of union men
and company thugs. )

Rickard II. (St. James, N.Y.). Superlative produc-
tion of a good but seldom-produced Shakespeare
item, with exceptional performances by Maurice
Evans and Augustin Duncan.
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CLASSIFIED ADS 40c aline

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum

RESORTS

FOLLOWERS of the TRAIL CAMP, Buchanan, N. Y.
Steam-heated house. Winter Sports. Low rates. By
train, N. Y. Central to Peeksgkill, fare 75¢c. By auto,
U. S. 9, stop at Buchanan. Phone Peekskill 2879.

A COZY RETREAT in the Pines, where good food,
homelike atmosphere and low rates make an ideal
vacation. Comradely atmosphere. Catering to special

diets.
MILLARD’S LODGE
801 Clifton Ave. Lakewood, N. J. Phone 216-W.

MIAMI BEACH, FLA.

SPEND YOUR VACATION in Sunny Florida. Our
place is in a beautiful location with all modern im-
provements. Friendly atmosphere. Moderate rates.
For more information write to GOLDEN & EISEN-
BERG, 1240-42 Euclid Ave., Miami Beach, Florida.

MIAMI, FLORIDA, for your winter vacation. Room
gndd ggar(ti:, $15.00 per week. Excellent food. 660 S. W.
n reet.

FOR SALE

MODERN 5-ACRE poultry farm with stock, South
Jersey. Price and terms reasonable. Center of
progressive farm-labor movement. Further informa-
tion, write Box 1478, New Masses.

FURNISHED ROOMS—BROOKLYN

MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL
156 West End Avenue—SHeepsead 3-3000.
37 Minutes from Times Square.
Live at this modern fireproof hotel
away from noise.
SINGLES $5 WEEKLY UP

FURNISHED ROOM

ATTRACTIVE, exceptionally large studio, suitable
for two; also single, home privileges. Elevator. Phone
ACademy 2-0475. 301 West 108th Street, Apt. 6C.

AMPLIFIERS FOR RENT

DANCE MUSIC amplified from latest swing records.
Also loudspeaker for all occasions. White Sound
Studio, 47 West 86th Street. SChuyler 4-4449.

DANCE

MERRYMAKERS Dance—Socialg every Saturday and
Sunday night. Hotel Imperial Ballroom, Broadway
and 32nd Street. Saturday, 40c; Sunday, 35¢

DINNER DANCE

SOMETHING DIFFERENT! Chinese Supper Benefit
for Daily Worker. Dance to hot jazz band; entertain-
ment; other novel features—all for 60c. Friday, March
5, 7 p.m. Luna Gardens, Jerome Ave., at 170th St.

LANGUAGES

LEARN ENGLISH, Russian, French, Spanish, other
languages, in your own home, club or office. College-
trained native instructors sent to individuals or
groups. Moderate rates. LANGUAGE SERVICE
CENTER, 507 5th Ave. (near 42nd St.) MU. Hill 2-4221.

ROOMS WANTED

UNFURNISHED ROOM, by bachelor. Or share
aHp_?]rtzmgglz% Write Box 1476, or telephone MUrray
1 - .

MAILING SERVICE

COMPLETE MAILING SERVICE: We are prepared
to handle your Printing, Multigraphing, Mimeograph-
ing, and Mailing needs. Quick service, low prices,
any quantities. MAILERS ADVERTISING SERVICE,
121 West 42nd Street, N. Y. C. BRyant 9-5053.

ORANGES FOR SALE

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

PICTURE FRAMES

FINE PICTURE FRAMING—Complete selection of
modern prints. Reasonable prices. Kanner Adel ¥Frame
& Picture Co., 41 E. 29th S8t., N. Y. ¢. MU. 4-2549.

PLAY TABLE TENNIS

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

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.

WANTED

A full set of used LINGUAPHONE SPANISH Course
records, in godd condition, Language Service Center,
507 Fifth Avenue, New York City. rray Hill 2-4221.,




REVIEW AND
COMMENT

By the Circulation Department

HAT DOES a circulation manager know about

books? you may well ask. Well, at least, we know

what our readers like. They like these four books.
They’ve been sending for them, in conjunction with sub-
scriptions to NEW Masses. We've read the reviews of these
books in our editorial pages. We’'re reviewing those briefly
here. We're also reviewing the Special Combination Offers
which are still in force, so you may make your own choice.
If you feel you must have all (and how can you help it?),
have the magazine sent to friends, and the books sent to
you. Can you think of a more economical way to build
up your own library, and educate your friends on important

current issuesr

CHOOSE YOUR BOOK—USE THE COUPON

Become a Regular New Masses Subscriber

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

i —
: |
|

| I enclose $........ for which please send me New Masses and book (s) 1
| indicated below to the address (es) herewith. ]
| [0 Ax AmMEericAN TESTAMENT, |
: and New Masses for one year ($5.75) |
i [0 CHANGE THE WORLD, :
1 and New Masses for six months ($3) 1
| [0 Worwp Porrrics: 1918-1936 i
| and New Masses for one year ($5.25) ]
| [J THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF SoCIALISM, 1
: and New Masses for one year ($5.65) :
{ |
1

] |
} ]
| |
; I
; !

Send New Masses to: Send book to:

The Theory and
Practice of Socialism
By John Strachey

Mr. Strachey is not here writing for that por-
tion of the bourgeoisie, of the middle class, of
the intelligentsia, which has preceded or fol-
lowed him into the ranks of the revolutionary
class. Nor is he writing for that portion
which, for one reagon or another, will never
ally itself with the proletariat. He addresses
himself rather to those middle-class people
who are interested, but still hesitant. . . . It
will be difficult for this group to resist his ap-
peal. He puts his case honestly and clearly.
He makes obscure things plain., He never uses
weasel words to befuddle the issue. And he
tackles exactly those questions which have
worried them.

~—LEO HUBERMAN in New Masses.

with one year of New Masses....$ 5.65

Change the World!
By Michael Gold

These are pieces turned out in a daily grind,
in sweat and bonest proletarian passion. They
give you a remarkably rounded picture of the
writer. We can talk about his craftsmanship,
critical keenness, revolutionary understanding,
culture, personal slants, or what have you.
He’s got all that, plenty. But after reading
this book, I am left with one indelible im-
pression. It is that the author is saturated
in a burning love for his own working class.

—WALT CARMON in New Masses

-

with 6 months of New Masses $ 3.00

World Politics,

1918-1936
By R. Palme Dutt

I do not know of any more exciting political
writing today than Dutt’s analysis of the role
of British imperialism in the advance of Hit-
lerism over Europe, the relation of American
imperialism to the League of Nations and its
part in the brewing struggle in the Far Hast,
the relation of collective security to the prob-
lem of peace and its limitations, the propa-
ganda of imperialism on the need for war
arising out of “overpopulation,” the need for
raw maferials, etc. . . . It is not in any degree
an exaggeration to say that the material of
this book is indispensable to any kind of
understanding of the forces which affect the
future of every individual living teday, and
that this material is not available with such
masterly succinctness and persuasiveness else-

where.
—MILTON HOWARD in New Masgscs

with one year of New Masses.. $5.25

An American Testament
By Joseph Freeman

Since “The Xducation of Henry Adams,” it
may be confidently asserted, no more impor-
tant book of the kind has appeared than
Joseph Freeman’s “An American Testament.”
. . . Social history is rendered in terms of
personal experience. A deeper interest lies in
the persistent search for unity of personal life
an integration with the life of society, which
is the theme of the great books of the world.
. . . The groups of which Freeman succes-
sively found himself a member are brilliantly
and understandingly defined, with striking
personal sketches of their members: Floyd
Dell, Scott Nearing, Max Eastman, John Reé&d,
Roger Baldwin, Mike Gold.

—ROBERT MORSS LOVETT in New Masses

with one year of New Masses.. $5.75
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