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Mr. Windsor Goes to Town

ONE OF HIS MAJESTY'S SUBJECTS GIVES b T A J l(
AWAY “"THE GREATEST SHOW ON EARTH" y . . JACKSOon



OAN CRAWFORD got a letter
from us this week, and we dare
say she was as pleased to get it as
we were pleased to send it. For our
own part, however, we were not only
pleased, but envious, because we acted
merely as a sort of go-between for a
large group of Joan’s foreign admirers.
What we mean is that the jack tars of
the Spanish loyalist fleet elected a
deputy to write Joan in their behalf to
express their thanks for the help she
has been rendering, along with many
other Hollywood celebrities, to Spanish
democracy. We can’t tell you what
their letter to her said, since we don't
read other people’s mail, but we do
know that they sent along with it the
ribbon from the cap of one of the blue-
jackets om the loyalist destroyer Alcala
Galiano. As is naval custom, the rib-
bon carries the ship’s name in gold.
José Perez was the man chosen by the
sailors to write to Miss Crawford, and
he sent the letter via the New Masses
because he didn’t know her address.
In his covering letter to us, Perez,
speaking for the crew of the Alcala
Galiano, said: “Thanks for the work
you are doing for Spain. Your special
Spanish number [Jan. 26] was grand.”
Letters from readers take us severely
to task for being too reserved about
what we say in the pages of the maga-
zine about our drive for $15,000 to
finance the current improvements in the
magazine. They say we have more
right to do some tall crowing about
the magazine than we've been avail-
ing ourselves of, and several say we
ought to come right out and ask for
money. These folks have sent in con-

tributions directly without waiting till
their parties and meetings are organ-
ized. Okay! We should be the last to
lag behind the masses. While you're
going ahead getting your friends and
your organization to arrange NEW
Masses benefits, you yourselves are in-
vited to send in your contribution,
small or large, but the larger the bet-
ter. And in this connection, don’t for-
get our $100 lifetime subscription offer
and our $25 ten-year subscription offer!

Here's a letter to our chief editor

that will interest you:
“Dear Mr. Freeman:

“As a friend of Ben Leider, who was
always in close intellectual and emo-
tional community with him in his love
and devotion to the cause of the work-
ers throughout the world, I am send-
ing you the enclosed check as a general
contribution to the fund of the New
Masses, ‘which has so eloquently de-
scribed his significance as a fighter in
that cause. I do this with the sincere
conviction that Ben would have wanted
friends of his family to support not
6nly the cause of the Spanish people,
in whose defense he died, but also any
force which actively and effectually
operates in the interest of the workers.
Ben believed the New Masses to be
such a force, and so do 1.”

And here’s another:

“Dear Friends and Comrades of the
New Masses:

“I am one of the first subscribers of

the New Masses and I well remember

BETWEEN OURSELVES

the meeting at Irving Plaza in April
of 1934 where you openly and squarely
placed the question of continuing the
NeEw MaAsses or not before us sub-
scribers. Either we raise enough money
to pay up the printer’s bill, rent, and
back salaries (of $15 per week), or
the NEw Masses will have to give up
the fight. The result of that meeting
was that a few hundred dollars were
raised in donations and loans to meet
the most pressing needs of the hour.
At that meeting I donated $6 and made
a loan of $25, and since then I have
many times answered your SOS calls
with $2 donations.

“My answer now to the charge of
‘Moscow gold’ by that fascist gang-
ster Trotsky is a $5 donation to the
New Masses, and I appeal to all
friends and subscribers of the New
Masses: let our answer to those gang-
sters of the pen be by flooding the New
Masses with American dollars!

“An agent of the Gay Pay Oo.

“(Louis Rafals)”

Can’t we expect a similar letter from
you? Friends all over the country are
sending in their $100 and $25 subscrip-

tions, and are going ahead with benefit
parties and affairs. Next week we will
give you more news about the drive,
and publish a thermometer showing
how we stand. Let’s hear from you!

Who's Who

A. JACKSON, an Englishman, is

¢ the author of the current popular
work in Marxist theory, Dialectics. . . .
Howard Rushmore has been active in
farmers’ movements for years, and has
contributed frequently to various pub-
lications in that field. . . . Joseph
North was formerly editor of the New
Masses and is now editor of the Sun-
day Worker. . . . Ralph Fox, recently
killed in action with the loyalist forces
in Spain, wrote Lenin, a biography,
and Genghis Khan. His essay in this
issue is part of the volume The Nowvel
and the People, just published by Inter-
national. . . . William Johnston is an
American writer who recently com-

" pleted an extensive trip through Euro-

pean countries. . . . Edwin Berry Bur-
gum is a member of the faculty of
New York University and is a con-
tributing editor of Sciemce & Society,
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writers and ai Manu-

the Marxist quarterly. . . . Milton
Howard, who has contributed fre-
quently to our columns; is a member
of the staff of the Daily Worker. . . .
Corliss Lamont has published several
articles and books on the Soviet Union,
and is the compiler of the recently pub-
lished poetry anthology, Man Answers
Death. . . . Grace Hutchins is a mem-
ber of the staff of the Labor Research
Association and the author of Women
Who Work as well as of a number of
pamphlets. . . . William Gropper’s
drawing on page 8 is one of a series
of eight issued in print form by the
A.C.A. Print Group. The original
prints, on view at the A.C.A. Gallery
in New York, sell for one dollar, pro-
ceeds going to aid the Spanish loyal-
ists. . . . Anton Refregier, who did the
painting on page 20, designed the
Madison Square Garden decorations
for the convention of the Young Com-
munist League.

What's What

B RUCE MINTON and JOHN STUART,
who wrote the excellent biographi-
cal article on John L. Lewis which we
ran some weeks ago, have written an-
other on William Green, president of

f

the A.F. of L., which we will publish
in three installments, beginning next
week. This is a definitive picture of
William Green the man and of his
influence on the American trade-union
movement. Don’t miss it!

Writers who were interested in the
call to a National Congress of Writers
printed in the last issue of the New
Masses can obtain further information
about the congress by writing to the
League of American Writers, 125 E.
24th Street, N.Y.C.

Flashbacks

N Washington on May 12, 1916, a

resolution was offered calling on the
House of Representatives to express the
horror of the American people at the
execution that day of the leaders of
Ireland’s revolt against British impe-
rialism. Among those shot was Social-
ist James Connolly, Commandant-Gen-
eral of the Irish Republican Army, who,
in the words of the resolution, “follow-
ing the inspiration of the American
Revolution, attempted to erect a repub-
lican form of government.,” The House
of Representatives sidetracked the reso-
lution to a committee, avoided express-
ing horror. . . . “If your honor please,”
said Bill Haywood, during his cross ex-
amination, to the Idaho judge who was
trying him for the murder of ex-Gover-
nor Steunenberg, “will you kindly have
the shutters closed in that window?
The sun is shining in my face and I
cannot see the senator’s eyes.” Later
young Senator William E. Borah, the
prosecuting attorney, admitted, “The re-
quest doubled me up like a jackknife.”
One hundred alibi witnesses, defense
attorney Clarence Darrow, and count-
less demonstrators (200,000 in Boston
alone) doubled the whole prosecution
up like a jackknife. Haywood was ac-
quitted in the trial which began May
9, 1907. . . . John Brown, militant or-
ganizer for Negro freedom, was born
at Torrington, Conn., May 9, 1800.
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The Coronation

Joe Bartlett

Is Haunted

One of his majesty’s subjects says three ghosts will be
present: P. T. Barnum’s and those of two revolutions

in Britain has gone plain daft—except

insofar as they didn’t have to go. Our
coronation carry-on isn’t anything like as daft
as it looks.

Bernard Shaw years ago let the world into
the secret. Arguing from the cases cited by
Darwin of protective mimicry in nature, he
advanced the theory that the inconceivable im-
becility and general cretinism exhibited by the
middle and ruling classes in Britain were to be
explained likewise. It was their mode of lur-
ing their prey within grasping range.

Naturally, coming as it does from an Irish-
man, the theory must not be taken too liter-
ally. But there is a good deal of truth in it.
For instance: from a rational standpoint what
excuse is there for taking the unfortunate chief
magistrate of a front-rank state and putting
him through a ceremonial lasting for a couple
of hours of such a nature as would tax the
strength of a heavyweight champion trained
to the minute?

They carry him through the streets in a
coach of a design that was about up to date
when Queen Anne died—a design invented
when the immortal fathers of your republic
had none of them been born—when the par-
ents of those immortal fathers were biting
chunks out of Plymouth Rock in preparation
for busting chunks off the British empire.
They get the king into the Abbey Church at
Westminster; put him on a platform; make
him kneel down ; stand up; kneel down again;

IT is no good you folks thinking everybody

By T. A. Jackson

give the right answers to a set of riddles; half
undress him; grease his chest; decorate him
with robes weighing all-told about ninety
pounds; put a jeweled pot on his head; and
tell him he is, now, the finished article. Then
the archbishop asks him to contribute to the
collection.

After the same performance has been gone
through in the case of the queen, with modi-
fications—they don’t undress her so much, and
she doesn’t get so much greasing, or so big a
crown; per contra isn’t asked to contribute to
the kitty—he has to sit while representatives of
the peers present go through the ceremony of
rendering homage to him as their “liege lord
of life and limb.”

A little comic business with a couple of
swords, one with no point and another with
no edge, an orb and a couple of scepters (with
which he doesn’t do any neat juggling, because
even if he had learned how he would, by then,
be past it), he ought by rights to listen to a
sermon, Out of deference to the modern crav-
ing for speed, the sermon has, this time, been
cut out.

Then they take him home again, wearing
the robes and the crown, and bowing all the
way in acknowledgment of the cheers of the
loyal and enthusiastic populace.

This king of ours is in luck—he has some
hair! T can testify from personal observation
of his father and his grandfather in similar
circumstances that there is no more terrible
dilemma in life than that of a bald-headed king

trying to calculate just how much of a bow he
can manage without dislodging his crown and-
sending it over one eye or an ear. One of
these days, when we at last allow an heir to
the throne to be begotten on the body of an
American woman, we shall have a king who
solves the difficulty either (a) by anchoring
the crown on his head with a wad of well-
chewed gum, or (b) by waving it out of the
coach-window on the end of his scepter.

As it is he must go through with it, bowing
continually as the coach proceeds at a walking
pace the longest way round they can invent
from the Abbey to his home. After that he can
change into pajamas.

You THINK all this is just plain damfool-
ery? Not a bit of it. It is made to look like
that on purpose. But every stroke on it is as
calculated and designed as every call in a poker
game.

Take the ceremony itself. Basically its sub-
stratum is primitive ritual-magic—an exam-
ple of what the anthropologists call a “rite
of transition.” By this ceremony, ritually
speaking, an ordinary mortal man is magically
converted into something more than man—
into a king! In its aboriginal substratum, the
ceremony did more than that—it converted a
plain man into a triune being who was king,
high priest, and god incarnate, all at once.

Relics of the second and third of these func-
tions still remain. The king is ex-officio head
of the church. And “the divinity that doth
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hedge a king” is not wholly a mere figure of
speech. But out of deference to the clerical-
ists and the Bibliolators, those aspects are soft-
pedaled. They give him a Bible along with
the rest of his kit, and he promises to make
a real fuss of it. This sidetracks the Funda-
mentalists, as his solemn promise to look after
the church (and its revenues) sidetracks the
Clericals.

But superimposed upon this basic ritual-
magic stratum of the Cornation ceremony is
the ceremony of electing the leader of a feudal-
miltary host of conquerors. As part of the
ceremony the assembled peers are asked if they
accept “this man, George, etc.,” as their king.
There is no telling what would happen if any
peer, being in drink or otherwise smitten with
a spirit of devilment, should say “No!” It is,
now, a mere formality. But it does survive
as a relic from the time when the leaders of
conquering hosts were elected to their office of
war-leader by their “peers”—that is to say,
their “equals.”

There is a two-edged purpose in preserving
this feudal relic. In the first place, it creates
the pleasing illusion that the king only took on
the job with great reluctance out of deference
to the pleadings of “his people.” In the sec-
ond place, it subtly suggests the republican
contention that it is the people who make, and
who therefore have the right to dismiss, the
king. Also, and arising out of the latter
aspect, it suggests that the “peers” are really
and truly the natural and proper spokesmen
for and champions of the rights of the people.

There is ‘a cunning here that it would be
hard to underestimate. You, in your republic,
think it is all nonsense to pretend that by call-
ing a man a “lord” you make him anything
other than a plain man. The ruling class of
Britain, wise with the experience of centuries
of dealing with a people who were once notori-
ous as the most intractable and rebellious in
Europe, knows that there is a subtle dialectic
involved in a man who is both a plain man
and also, at the same time, more than a man,
a “lord” or a “king.”

You see, the core of the whole business con-
sists in a wholesome fear of what the common
people, the plain working folk, might do if
once they decided really and truly to look after
themselves. Thus, allowing for the natural
diffidence of each man taken separately, there
is an amazing political efficacy in creating an
institution which suggests to each of these
diffident ones that he needn’t bother—there is
a power already provided which will take care
of him better than he could possibly take care
of himself. And the more the status of “lord”
and “king” is surrounded with a halo of time-
sanctified tradition and customary usage, the
more efficacious it is for the purpose of in-
hibiting all determination in the people—in
the workers as a class—to take into their own
hands the decision of their own destinies.

For instance, these “lords.” In. your country
everybody knows Henry Ford, and “the nail
and saucepan business as he made his money
by.” Our English Henrv Ford, when he
has made his pile, hides the origin of that

pile, skillfully, by becoming metamorphaosed
into Lord Nufield. When you read of a mass
strike at the Beardmore works in- Glasgow,
and the press carries a story of how deeply
Lord Clydebank deplores the loss to the nation
involved in this calamitous interruption of
essential production, you will be all the more
impressed the less you know that Lord Clyde-
bank is none other than old man Beardmore
himself. When, at the Coronation, you hear
of the part played by Lord Devonport, you
may, if you don’t know, envisage him as the
latest link of a chain of noble and chivalrous
ancestors stretching back beyond the Con-
queror to King Arthur and the Round Table.
It makes a difference if you happen to know
that the first Lord Devonport started in the
tea business and finished by building a dock-
and-harbor trust that had to be bought out by
the state as a front-rank public nuisance. Simi-
larly, under the title of Lord Allerton, is
discreetly veiled the memory of his father, a
railway boss known to his employees as Bloody
Bill Jackson. And so on.

You think you are cute in the U.S.A., and
on points so you are. But, as the literature
of your country should have taught you,
“you’ve got to get up early to get in front of
God.” And even God stands a poor chance
when the British ruling class sets out really on
the make.

You sEE, the British ruling class has one great
virtue. It knows how to learn. And it has
learned a lot from the U.S.A.

Would it surprise you to know that it is to
a large extent the U.S.A. which is to blame
for our forthcoming coronation ballyhoo? No,
I am not, wholly, thinking of Wally Simpson
—though she, certainly, gave them a reason
for laying on the flapdoodle with an extra-
large-size trowel. (You can’t sack a king
quicker than a boss would sack an errand-boy
without running some risk of shaking the
foundations of the monarchical superstition.)
I go further back than that and affirm that
the whole cult of royalism and aristocracy in
Britain is a relatively modern manufacture,
and that its initial impetus came from the
fright received by the rulers of Britain at the
revolt of the American colonies and the foun-
dation of the United States of America. I
affirm it as my profound conviction that if the
revolt of the American colonies had been de-
layed for ten vears, Britain might easily have
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become a republic first! That the alarm ex-
cited among the waverers by that revolt added
to the extra circumspection induced in the
ruling oligarchy by that revolt made all the
difference at a critical moment.

Even if this be an exaggeration, the fact
stands clear that ever since the American Rev-
olution, and its logical consequence, the
French Revolution, the British ruling class has
been extra-supersensitive to the possibility of
revolt among the “lower orders,” and has
taken extra precautions both to have available
a force for crushing such a revolt, should it
ever break out, and to anticipate its possibility
by systematic neutralizing propaganda.

You see this most clearly when you notice
that the pageantry indulged in on such occa-
sions as coronations and jubilees has grown
steadily more elaborate and more designed to
win the populace over to the side of faith and
trust in royalty and all that it signifies.

Until the twentieth century, for instance,
the coronation ceremonial was confined wholly
to the Abbey pantomime. Only in the cases
of Edward VII, George V, and now George
V1, was there added the elaborate military
parade through streets lavishly decorated at
the public expense for the occasion. This pub-
lic parade, which at one time consisted of no
more than a passage of the king, attended by a
company of guards and the gentlemen of his
court, from the palace of Whitehall or St.
James’s to the Abbey, less than half a mile
away, was first elaborated as a technique on
the occasion of Queen Victoria’s first jubilee
in 1887. On the occasion of her second ju-
bilee in 1897, it was enlarged enormously to
include not only representative companies of
every branch of the armed forces of the crown
—infantry lining the streets, and cavalry and
horse artillery in the procession itself—but
also a special colonial procession in which con-
tingents from the armed forces of every British
dependency or possession—including the Fiji
Island police, as well as the Royal Irish Con-
stabulary—formed an extra-super guard of
honor under the command of Field-Marshal
Lord Roberts in person.

For the coronation of George VI, prepara-
tions have been made to include all the special
features of Queen Victoria’s Second - Jubilee
plus the most elaborate coronation pageant
yet designed. And that the public may be
properly prepared to respond to the display,
the whole advertising talent of the British Em-
pire (reinforced especially from the U.S.A.)
has been mobilized. That fine twentieth-cen-
tury technique which has filled every home
with breakfast foods—for offering which to
our ancestors men would have been, and de-
servedly, hanged to the nearest tree—and
which has made us all self-conscious about our
collars, our socks, our shaving, and (sublimest
touch of all) our B. O., is being developed to
the uttermost in order to convince every last
guttersnipe in the British islands and the Brit-
ish dominions beyond the seas that the British
empire is the greatest show on earth and
its king the grandest king in the king-line ever
revealed to the gaze of a wondering mortality.
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And don’t you run away with the idea that
the whole business is just plumb dumb. In the
days when “Hopkins and that crew” (as a
noble lord called them) were founding the
U.S.A,, and, indeed, more than forty years
later, when George IV was crowned, in 1820,
they simply would not have dared to parade
the king through miles of streets. Their “loyal
and devoted subjects” had a way of being dex-
terous with brickbats and garbage.

Round about the year 1870 it was the com-
mon belief that Queen Victoria would be the
last monarch to occupy the throne of Britain.
Today: ! Well, watch for yourself.

You sEg, the rulers of Britain were cute
enough to see what they were up against, and
they acted accordingly. They had one big
asset in the fact that Victoria was not only a
widow, but essentially as petty-bourgeois as
they made ’em. No small-town tradesman’s
relict ever wore her widow’s weeds with such
a relish as did Victoria. No deacon’s widow
was ever so quintessentially respectable. Her

g

efficient and punctual fecundity as a wife, com-
bined with her adamatine hostility to all the
cardinal sins—save possible gluttony-on-the-
sly—made her ideally fitted for convincing
every strait-laced petty bourgeois in the land
that she was “just like one of us.”

In the U.S.A. you manage very well by
means of the “log cabin to the White House”
myth. In Britain our rulers go one better by
promulgating the myth that the heart that
beats in Balmoral Castle or in Buckingham
Palace is secretly pining for a back parlor, and
holds its yearnings in check only out of self-
sacrificing deference to the duty of serving the
nation,

Wally Simpson very nearly knocked this
myth end-ways-on. She was only just stopped
in time. But she was stopped. And nothing
stopped her more effectively than the fact that
there was handy, as an alternative to Wally’s
man, an ideal Young Couple, with two really
delightfully  (almost  Shirley-Temple-like)
young children. Wally’s man was paid off
and got rid of. And all the advertising ex-

WARE HOUWSE

“Something must be done about those mill kids, J. M. They're
adding six strokes a year to my score.”

5.

perts set to work to sell to the British public
the cutest outfit in royal families that the
country was ever blessed with.

Please note the cunning two-sidedness of the
whole baloney. First of all the king (and
family) are boosted as just plain folks—‘like
ourselves.” That is not only the human-
interest pull. It is a cunning way of suggest-
ing that really, he’d rather not have all this
fuss if it could be avoided. Which in him
brings into view the other aspect—that after
all he is the Head of the Greatest Empire that
the World Ever Saw (“our” empire), so that
in making a fuss over him we are really mak-
ing a fuss over our “empire,” which ultimately
means “ourselves.”

I BLaME the U.S.A. You cannot study the
technique of selling royalism to the British
public without realizing from the outset how
much the rulers of Britain owe to that great
man Phineas T. Barnum (who said “there’s
a sucker born every minute,” and who invented
“The Greatest Show on Earth”) and to the
whole technique of salesmanship of which he
was the founder.

True, the U.S.A. is not responsible for the
sinister side of the coronation pageantry. It
was not the U.S.A. which taught Disraeli to
identify the queen (and her domestic virtues)
with the empire, and loyalty to the queen (and
her virtues) with the need to defend that em-
pire with force and arms against foes without
and within. It was not the U.S.A. which
taught the rulers of Britain how to use jubilees
and coronations as occasions of such a military
display as would make them invaluable as a
means of war preparation. These your rulers
had to learn from ours. But it was the U.S.A.
and, as I believe, P. T. Barnum, who taught
our rulers such tricks as that of using the
tricolor cockade, which, to my grandfather,
stood as the symbol of jacobinism and repub-
licanism—symbol of the two
greatest revolutions till then
known, the American and the
French — as the symbol of
monarchism and something
peculiarly British.

Will our rulers get away
with it? On the surface, yes.
The press will see to it that
there is the largest and most
enthusiastic crowd ever—and,
for that matter, as a specta-
cle it will undoubtedly out-
Barnum Barnum’s best. But
under the surface? Who can
say?

This is a funny country in
many ways. In some ways
Wally Simpson has helped to
make a far bigger crack in the
foundations of the royalist
hokey-pokey than is as yet ap-
parent. “Twould be funny if
a stick of lipstick proved an
agency for turning the whole
British empire “Red.” But
it is not impossible.

P. Nesbitt
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Back to the Soil

Returning to the gumbo land of South Dakota, the
author finds farming and farmers greatly changed

baking the Great Plains and grasshop-

pers were flying by the billions in the
scorching heat, 1 rode into town with a
pioneer Davison County, South Dakota, home-
steader. His “tree-claim” homestead was six
miles from town and he makes this trip only
once a week—but even twelve miles in a low-
horsepower Chevrolet takes gasoline, and the
state of South Dakota taxed unmercifully on
this commodity. For twenty years this typi-
cal mid-western dirt farmer had been strug-
gling for existence.

‘“The government,” he told me, “bet me
320 acres against my belly that I couldn’t
stick it out. I won, I reckon, but there ain’t
nothing on the land and less in my belly.”

After he had “proved up” the claim by
planting five acres of trees and cultivating
forty acres of gumbo, as the fine, silty soil of
the West is called, for a number of years, the
government gave him the land. He and his
quiet, hard-working Norwegian wife had
scrimped and saved, raised a fair herd of cat-
tle, enough horses for plowing, a few chickens,
some Poland China hogs, and three tall,
husky youngsters. Before the drought became
a yearly occurrence, they had a bumper crop
now and then, and earned perhaps three hun-
dred dollars profit for twelve months of the
hardest work in the world.

“We took our sheepherder’s bible [mail-
order catalogue] and stocked up our place
with furniture, machinery, and fencing. The
missus got a new coat and I got a new suit,
to boot. We're still wearin’ them. That ‘was
eight years ago.”

I AST summer, when the hot winds were

He jerked a thumb towards the squat little .

cream can in the back seat. “Now, that’s our
only income. And the damned cows are going
dry. No feed.” I asked him what the cream
would bring. “Three or four bucks. Made
into butter, they’ll sell it back to us farmers
and to the city folks for a profit of twice
that much.” :

When we got to town, the cream was
weighed up and the farmer had $3.28 in his
pocket. I went with him on his shopping
rounds, and we entered one of the chain
stores. “I wouldn’t buy from these bastards,
I just wanta show you something,” he told
me. He asked the price on butter. It was
48 cents a pound. ‘“That cream of mine
would have made twenty-five pounds; figure
it up for yourself.” Pork chops were twenty-
one cents. “I’d lose three or four dollars on
every hog I have if I'd sell him now.”

The farmer went into a locally-owned
store for his groceries. Prices were higher

By Howard Rushmore

there, and I asked him if it was civic pride
that made him pay eight cents more for a sack
of flour from the home-owned concern.

“Naw, but when I buy from Kroger’s or
the A. & P. I help the eastern capitalists. This
fellow is ‘going broke competing with the big
boys, and yet he always kicks in when our
Holiday asks him to contribute. He even
helped send a delegate to the national con-
vention.”

He spent three dollars: flour, lard, and
other necessities, and looked long at some
shoddy house dresses in the window. ‘“The
missus needs one of those, but by God and
by Jesus, every week the cream check gets
smaller and there ain’t nothing left but
money for gas.”

We paused to exchange greetings with a
crowd of farmers squatting on their heels in
the dust outside the store. They were looking
at a shiny Buick parked in front of the.tiny
bank up the street, and cursing under their
breath.

“That jitney belongs to one of the capi-
talists’ sheepherders,” my friend said. ‘“He
keeps tab on the farms for the Metropolitan
Insurance Company.”

“How many of them?”

“Most of Davison County farms are owned
by insurance companies. Pretty soon every
damned one of us will punch a time-clock the
insurance company hangs on our barn.”

I spent a week in Davison County and found
it had changed a great deal since I left there
twenty years ago. Although my head barely
came up to the belly of dad’s prize gelding
when I left South Dakota, I remembered the
prairies and their people enough to know that
many things had happened since we sold our
stock and pushed westward into new frontiers.

My dad had been one of the typical early
pioneers: a fifteen-hour-a-day farmer who
pitted two hundred pounds of bone and muscle
against the black gumbo and finally lost. My
mother, almost as tall as dad, had hitched up
many a team before dawn and gone out into
the fields with her mate to turn the buffalo
grass under and make the prairies green with
short corn and small grain.

We had plenty to eat then: coarse, rough
food, supplemented with vegetables from the
garden I had helped tend after we came in
from the fields. In the winter time, with five
feet of snow on the plains, we killed jack
rabbits and ate cornmeal mush. It was a fight,
but all the farmers were convinced that they
could win.

Even then, there were rumblings of the
storm to come. Farmers came back from town

in their flat-bed wagons, grumbling about
“elevator shysters.” Short-weighing and down-
grading of corn followed closely on the heels
of the ugly red buildings by railroad sidings.

But on the whole, it was very much of a
hard and individualistic life. Aside from get-
togethers at the “god-houses,” as we called
the country churches, the Davison County
farmers kept pretty much to themselves.
Organization was unheard of, and a photog-
rapher in town who was rumored to be a
Socialist was a favorite object of scorn. I
remember a bunch of farmers discussing
horsewhipping him out of town, only to be
sidetracked by a hail-storm which flattened
half the Davison County crops that night.
‘Wobblies popped up now and then, and when
one slow freight puffed down from Brown
County full of them, we heard that they had
been burning haystacks—sparks from the en-
gine really caused the fire—and five hundred
farmers were at Mitchell to meet them. All
the farmers around us took their twelve-
gauges and helped run the Wobs out of town.
My father, remembering stories his Pennsyl-
vania coal-miner father had told him, refused

~to be a scissor-bill and stayed in the fields.

South Dakota had changed in the twenty
years. I found the Socialist photographer still in
his shop and one of the best-liked progressives
in town. He remembered taking my picture
as a little shaver, and didn’t even blink when
I told him I was returned to the homeland
as an organizer of the Young Communist
League. '

“I’m getting old and smooth-mouthed,” he
told me. “I’'m glad to see you boys taking the
reins. Look around Mitchell and see the class
lines taking shape. Then go up in Roberts
County and ask about the struggle they had
up there.”

Hitch-hiking the two hundred miles up to
Roberts County, I had plenty of opportunity
to talk to farmers along the road. I encoun-
tered many shades of political opinion, but one
thing on which everyone seemed to agree: as
far as South Dakota farmers went, they were
finished. The gumbo air-castles had been
blown away by the hot drought winds, eaten
up by grasshoppers. Only the bare, brown
prairies remained.

Every homestead had a similar look of
poverty : machinery, the farmer’s pride and
joy above everything else, stood rusty and
broken by the barn, equally delapidated. Stock
huddled together in the hot sun with lowered
heads. South Dakota and its inhabitants re-
flected one thing to the tourist speeding along
the highway : hopelessness.
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But occasionally, I heard a note of that
same spirit that pushed the covered wagons
along the prairies in the nineties. By aid of
thumb, I was brought closer to Roberts
County. Farmer after farmer who picked me
up spoke of the “Holiday”’—a word which
was unknown in Davison County. twenty
years ago.

One Swedish farmer gave me a lift towards
Sisseton, county seat of Roberts County, and
dropped a hint. “You're in ‘red’ Roberts
now: you easterners ain’t exactly welcome.”

I took a long shot and told him I was a
radical, and was born in South Dakota. Both
facts seemed to meet with his approval, for
he took his Copenhagen from his overalls and
offered me a chew. That, I know, was a
gesture of friendship, and I stuffed a good
pinch under my lip for final proof that I
wasn't a “furriner.” '

1 stayed a week around Sisseton, picking up
the story of what had happened in and around
there. I heard the story from the lips of
farmers who had participated in it, and spent
two days at the claim shanty where the two
of the “revolution” lived.

Back in 1932 and 1933, the homesteaders
of the Great Plains, more and more bitter at
the fate which had made their life’s work a
mockery of barren fields and rotting build-
ings, started talk of organization. In Roberts
County, a Norwegian farmer and his son had
an old paper they had bought in Chicago
years ago. They saved up money for a sub-
scription, passed the paper around. Other
farmers around liked the Daily W orker. They
came often to the claim shanty where old
Knute and Julius Walstad lived. “Order us
some stuff written by this guy Lenin—it
sounds like good stuff to us.”

Organization fattened on the literature that
the Walstads sold ; grew like a yearling’s belly

Woodcut by Dan Rico

in an alfalfa bed. Rumors came of the United
Farmers’ League, and what it was doing in
other parts of the country. Soon farmers were
meeting by the hundreds and singing, to the
tune of “Springtime in the Rockies” :

It's hard times in Dakotas,
Our crops are rotting here,
Our taxes and our interests
Will not be met this year.

As I listened to the leaders of the U.F.L.
tell their story, I agreed with them that their
group was too narrow, sectarian to a great
degree. “We can see our mistakes now,” one
of them told me, “but, hell, we sure could
fight like Billy Hell.”

In 1934, with organization drawing in more
and more South Dakota farmers, a group in
Roberts County decided to start a “school”
for all who wished to attend, and selected an
old two-story dance hall among the cotton-
woods near Clear Lake. Teachers, for the
most part, were farmers, schooled in the two-
year-old struggle that had been going on;
pupils were both young and old farmers from
all over the state, catching up on politics and
economics. They left their homesteads to
study Marx. The school was soon packed.
Twenty years ago there was only one man in
Davison County who ever heard of Marx. I
wanted to know what changed them.

Old Knute pointed a gnarled finger out of
the window. “Ever see grasshoppers like this
before? Ever see stock look like this twenty
years ago? You didn’t have these damned dust
storms, then. And some things you can’t see:
half the farms owned by banks and insurance
companies, schools shut down, farmers living
on relief seeing their family and stock starve
thinner every day. That's why the dirt
farmers came to study Marx.”

When the training school opened, the
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Hearst Homestake mine in Lead went into
action. The officials of the world’s richest
gold mine got their heads together with the
police and the American Legion officials. The
farmers at Clear Lake heard rumors of this,
but the school went on and so did organiza-
tion in a hundred townships.

One night the students decided to relax and
throw a good, old-fashioned square dance. It
was a small crowd, but a lively one. The
teachers and organizers were in a corner,
planning an eviction fight that would take
place next week. Suddenly, a mob of two
hundred men, many armed and masked, all
drunk, surrounded the two-room-frame build-
ing and went to work, tearing up pamphlets,
using clubs on any head that came their way.
Six of the training-school leaders fought them
off, then retreated to the attic, where one of
them, a crippled war veteran, bounced a base-
ball bat off the heads of hoodlums who at-
tempted to climb the stairs. Tear gas was
thrown into the attic and bullets started pop-
ping up through the floor. The six sur-
rendered, were taken out and beaten, the
little crippled vet getting the worst punish-
ment.

Immediately, the state shook with repercus-
sions. Truckloads of farmers poured into
Roberts County, a veritable army carrying
shotguns and forty-fives. At Pierre, the capi-
tal, “Cowboy Tom” Berry, the governor, con-
sidered proclaiming martial law; the attorney-
general, in response to the United Farmers’
League protests, said, “You were all lucky
to get off so easy.”

Farmers continued to pour into the county.
The school was moved and fortified by an
army of farmers. One Legion post, with a
membership of progressive farmers, resigned
in a body, and throughout South Dakota the
American Legion split into two camps. Many
left it entirely.

Other incidents ‘had kept the spirit of
militancy alive in Roberts County. Police offi-
cials arrested eighteen farmers when they
attempted to halt a foreclosure, and the same
army—swelled by truckloads of reinforce-
ments from North Dakota and Minnesota—
flocked to their aid. Even Bill Langer, now
governor of North Dakota, whose political
ideas were as uncertain as a thistle in a dust
storm, sent a check to the U.F.L. committee
and signed a letter of support: “Comradely
yours, Bill Langer.” .

“What about the United Farmers’ League
now?” I asked one of the old-time leaders.

It’s been disbanded. It served its purpose,
and even though we were sometimes as sec-
tarian as a skunk in August, we're not
ashamed of what we accomplished. Most of
our members are now in the Holiday and
Farmers’ Union, and usually they show the
results of their training by being real builders
of those two groups.”

(This is the first part of an article by
Myr. Rushmore on the farming situation in
the West. The second part, to be published
next week, will deal with the present status
of the farmer-labor party movement there.)
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Bilbao in the Balance

HE position of Bilbao at the present

moment resembles in most respects the
position of Madrid last November. Therein
lies both the danger and the hope. In both
cases, insurgent forces succeeded in driving
forward almost to the limits of the city. If
Bilbao can duplicate the feat of Madrid in
holding its own once the siege of the city
actually begins, then the loyalist forces will
have registered another magnificent victory.
1If not, the situation for the rebels will have
improved, but still not decisively.

As we go to press, the rebels appear to
"have made progress toward the Bay of Bis-
cay in an effort to cut off Bilbao from the
coast. The city’s defenses, however, have
been enormously strengthened by a reorgani-
zation of the army and the arrival of an air
armada from Valencia. Five of these planes
made naval history by sinking the insurgent
battleship Espafia.

Meanwhile, France and Great Britain are
cobperating in the evacuation of women and
children from Bilbao. Since the number
of non-combatants runs into the hundreds of
thousands, only a small fraction at best can
be evacuated unless the insurgents hold up
their drive or are stopped—and at the mo-
ment there seems a fair chance for the latter
to come true.

Gone with the Fish

S the fish course at the annual dinner
A of the alumni of the Columbia School
of Journalism was being served, up rose
President Nicholas Murray Butler to an-
nounce the Pulitzer prizes for 1936. The
awards this year are, on the whole, easily the
equal of past performances by the Pulitzer
Committee for literary and political medi-
ocrity. Most critics were agreed that John
Dos Passos’s The Big Money and Carl
Sandburg’s The People Yes were the out-
standing achievements of last year in the
novel and in poetry, respectively. Yet the

award for the novel went to Margaret
Mitchell’s Gone with the Wind, which
notoriously rewrites the Civil War and Re-
construction from a bitter anti-Negro view-
point and does it in a banal literary style.
Sandburg’s brilliant poetic vision of America
as a whole was ignored for 4 Further Range,
in which Robert Frost’s New England re-
gionalism has at last run very thin.

In journalism, the committee overlooked
the Spanish war, which was brilliantly re-
ported by several journalists, in favor of
Anne O’Hare McCormick, whose foreign
correspondence for the New York Times
could have been written in the New York
Public Library. Of the remaining awards, a
few were well-déserved, especially Van Wyck
Brooks’s The Flowering of New England.
Quite as important as the awards is the fact
that the trustees of Columbia University,
who control the Pulitizer fund, further
weighted the advisory board in favor of con-
servatives by adding as new members: Wil-
liam Allen White, Landon’s intellectual
front, and that defender of the tory faith,

* Walter Lippmann.

Stars and Strikes

T seems that the workers of the dream
factory—to use one of Hollywood’s
euphemisms—intend to take the title W ake
Up and Live seriously. As we go to press,
the unions associated with the Federated
Motion Picture Crafts have issued orders to
their 6000 members not to report to work.
This means that painters, scenic artists,
make-up artists, and studio workers will not
enter most of the movie lots, thus seriously
curtailing production. The unions are de-
manding recognition.

While there is every indication that the
strike may spread and become the first major
labor dispute in the history of the motion-
picture industry, a great deal depends upon
the action of the Screen Actors’ Guild. What
is most significant in the situation is the fact
that high-salaried stars are earnestly confer-
ring on the necessity of maintaining a solid
front with the lower-paid manual workers—
the unsung men and women without whose
essential contribution no film could be pro-
duced.

United action is imperative in the current
strike if its important demands are to be
won.

Meanwhile, as both the actors and the
craft workers take time to make up their
minds, it is pleasant to anticipate a picket
line—if not in this strike, then the next—
in which the posters announcing the militant
demands of all the workers in the industry
are held aloft by such subversive figures as
Robert Montgomery, Joan Crawford, Clark

Gable, Jean Harlow, Bette Davis, Robert
Taylor, and, of course, Greta Garbo.

Labor Coercion?

HE effrontery of labor’s enemies
reaches its crassest in the coupling of
the words ‘“coercion” and ‘“violence”’—
favorites in the terminology of the open-
shoppers—exclusively in connection with la-
bor action. The words recur frequently in
the recent Chamber of Commerce resolution.
The actuality, however, is exactly the op-
posite of the impression that big business de-
sires to create. At Stockton, Cal., agricul-
tural and cannery workers have been on
strike for increased wages for more than six
weeks. More than two weeks ago, Governor
Merriam informed the press: “I told the
canners they could write their own terms
for mediation by a commission which I
would select, but they wouldn’t go along.”
And the San Francisco News commented:
“The canners preferred to fight it out.”
Now, with the threat of a general agricul-
tural strike under consideration by the San
Joaquin Central Trades & Labor Council,
the probability is strong that further violence
on the part of the canners and their thugs,
of the kind described in the following letter,
will occur. The words are those of a young
reporter, and they were written last week
to his brother in the East:

“I just missed being sent to Stockton,
where there’s a strike on in which more
violence is being used, more quickly, than in
Salinas. Thirty people have been shot, gassed,
or clubbed so far. Just saw a picture of an
old man, in overalls, with shot wounds all
over his face and chest. A tear-gas salesman
started shooting gas shells from a roof, just
to insure sales. . . . One newspaperman has
been shot in the leg, and they’re now all
wearing gas masks. The - - - - - - - -
in power control and use all the instruments
of violence. . . . The strikers asked for arbi-
tration, saying that a half-hour conference
would fix everything up. And this is what
they’re getting for their peaceful desires, they
having started no trouble at all. . . . The
sheriff at Stockton armed a thousand men
with clubs before a single move had been
made by the workers. . . . This is by far the
most violent fascist stuff I have heard of
in California.”

Japan in Extremas

APAN’S extremist military cliques did
not have to count the votes in the par-
liamentary elections held last Friday to learn
that they had suffered overwhelming popu-
lar repudiation. On the very day of the
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election, Home Minister Kakichi Kawarada
announced that the whole electoral system
would be “reformed” along fascist lines by
an imperial ordinance, and that the new
order of things would make political parties
illegal. QOn Monday, after the votes were
counted, Premier Senjuro Hayashi informed
the country that election or no election, he
intended to remain in power.

A two-fold movement is discernible in the
election results. The big bourgeois parties,
Minseito and Seiyukai, lost some, but not
much, ground ; Minseito held 179 of its 205
seats and Seiyukai regained 171 of its former
175. Both of these parties have increasingly
become the voice of the middle class and the
independent industrialists who are faced with
the crushing competition of the big monop-
olies. That these parties should have practi-
cally held their own signifies that the split in
the ruling class of Japan is growing ever
deeper, as compared with the situation in
February, when General Ugaki was frus-
trated in his attempt to form a cabinet fol-
lowing the fall of Hirota.

Equally significant are the gains registered
by the parties representing the workers, peas-
ants, and lower middle class. The Shakai
Taishuto (Social Democrat) seats rose from
eighteen to thirty-seven, while the more radi-
cal Proletarian Party, headed by Kanju Kato,
Japan’s foremost trade-union leader, added
two for a total of three. These tendencies—
the growing conflicts within the ruling class
and the mounting strength of the masses—
are complementary. It remains to be seen
whether the fascist-military cliques are strong
enough to suppress them.

The Nervous System

HE week. witnessed a resounding

crash in commodity and stock prices,
despite the fact that company earnings are
rising rapidly and in many cases moving to-
ward their 1929 highs. The slump orig-
inated in London, whose markets experienced
the heaviest selling wave since the devalua-
tion of the pound in 1931, and was quickly
reflected in the New York exchanges when
the need of London speculators for cash to
pay their debts forced them to dump their
security investments in New York. The im-
mediate cause of the break was the top-heavy
speculative position in London, where com-
modities and stocks are carried on a much
smaller margin than in New York.

For weeks before the collapse, markets
had been nervously aware of rumors of an
impending drop in commodity prices. This
rumor reveals a changed economic situation.
‘Whereas but a year ago, all governments
were seeking primarily to expand exports and
to cut imports to maintain profitable busi-

Dope Sheet

ness at home, there have been many instances
of an opposite tendency in recent weeks. At
first glance, this world trend in the direction
of freer imports creates the impression of
international economic coGoperation. It is,
however, simply an indication that world
economic struggle at present is being geared
less to the search for markets than to com-
petition for raw materials.

This slump in the stock market may be

‘traced to such fundamental factors as the

course of the war in Spain. The set-back
suffered by the fascists in Guadalajara has
led many to declare that the Nazis have re-
vised their war plans. Speculation in war
materials has been heavy, and the slump
would, in this interpretation, follow from
possible postponement of the next world war
(barring “episodes,” of course). Continuation
of the armament spree is most likely, how-
ever, and stocks may very well go soaring
again, primed for a frightful fall when arma-
ment-building nears exhaustion.

The Ghost of Goettingen
' RINCETON'’S neat rejection of the

University of Goettingen’s invitation to
its two-hundredth anniversary féte next
month added another rebuke to the few
American universities which have accepted
the bid. The Princeton authorities conveyed
“esteem of Goettingen’s distinguished past
and our hopes for her future.” In other
words, Goettingen, great you were, great you
will be, but sad your present plight.

About a dozen other universities, including
Yale, Columbia, and Pennsylvania, joined
Princeton in turning down the invitation. It
is to be regretted that Harvard and ML.L.T.
failed to meet the issue squarely. Harvard’s
decision that any senior faculty member who
happens to be in Germany on June 30 may
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be designated as the Harvard delegate means
that Harvard will probably be represented
at Goettingen. This face-saving ambiguity
sharply contrasts with the forthright rejec-
tions by all the important British universities.

May 10 marks the anniversary of a cul-
tural event which the Nazis may more prop-
erly claim as their own. It was on that day,
four years ago, that fascism passed its judg-
ment on scientific thought by the “burning
of the books.” Every university now con-
sidering the Goettingen anniversary is com-
pelled to remember this one. The most
obtuse Nazi official should realize by now,
after last year’s Heidelberg fizzle and this
year’s Goettingen washout, that world opin-
ion will not be duped by efforts to cash in
on cultural traditions which fascism is sys-
tematically stamping out. By reminding the
world of Goettingen’s past, the Nazis drama-
tize their own barbarism.

“Recommended for Dismissal”
q TTACKS on academic freedom in this

country, which have received little
publicity in the press, continue to run dan-
gerously close to the fascist pattern. The
dismissal of Philip O. Keeney, librarian at .
Montana State University, is a flagrant ex-
ample. Keeney came to the State University
six years ago as full professor. His tenure
should have become permanent three years
ago. Two days after Professor Keeney se-
cured a large number of signatures for a
Teachers’ Union charter, he was informed
by President Simmons that his contract
would not be renewed. His demand for a
public hearing, to which he is entitled under
Montana law, has been refused. Backed by
organized labor in the state, Keeney is fight-
ing the administration’s arbitrary suppres-
sion of the right to organize.

In New York City, the Teachers’ Union
is busily occupied with discrimination cases
at Hunter, C.C.N.Y., and Brooklyn College.
Student picketing and daily bulletins issued
by the union have focused public attention
on the proposed dismissal from Brooklyn
College of Henry Klein, active union mem-
ber. After three and a half years’ service,
M. Klein was “recommended for dismissal”
by the acting chairman of his department,
who visited his class for the first time two
school days before annual recommendations
were due. Following the model set by last
year's victorious Schappes campaign, the
union is vigorously prosecuting the case with-
in the college and before the Board of
Higher Education.

At Cambridge, increasing pressure is be-
ing brought by labor and liberal groups
against Harvard’s decision to cut short the
contracts of Dr. J. Raymond Walsh and
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Dr. Alan R. Sweezy, instructors in eco-
nomics. Dr. Walsh is New England presi-
dent of the American Federation of Teachers.
Dr. Sweezy was active in the founding of
the Cambridge local and is one of its officers.
Together with the scandalous dismissal of
Professor Jerome Davis from Yale (whose
case is fully documented in a sixty-four-page
booklet to be issued by the A. F. of T. this
week ), these are outstanding examples of a
nation-wide drive by reactionary university
administrations and their Wall Street angels
to curb academic freedom.

Pageantry and Perspectives

T was an inspiring pageant when 25,000
people, mostly young men and women,
packed Madison Square Garden in celebra-
tion of the opening of the Eighth National
Convention of the Young Communist League
of America. What made the moment more
significant was that the convention marked
the fifteenth anniversary of this organization,
out of whose ranks have come some of
America’s outstanding labor figures. Sym-
bolic of the spirit and forward-moving tem-
per of the League was the smiling figure of
the meeting’s chairman, Angelo Herndon,
who declared : “I am free, and I am happy.”
He went on to urge his listeners to do for
Tom Mooney and the Scottsboro boys what
had been done for him.

The seven hundred delegates from thirty-
six states responded warmly to the greetings
of the League’s oldest honorary member,
Mother Ella Reeve Bloor, and to the words
of Earl Browder, general secretary of the
Communist Party, its parent organization.
From the keynote speeches of Gil Green,
national secretary, Herndon, and Earl
Browder, came the new perspectives of the
Young Communist League: there is to be a
widespread movement to enlist the many
progressive youth organizations of the coun-
try in a mass front against war and fascism,
here and abroad; there is to be no let-up in
youth support for besieged ‘Spain; and there
is to be found a way “to unite the broadest
masses of the young people for their imme-
diate needs and struggles for everyday neces-
sities of life.”

Education of an Editor

R. KINGSLEY MARTIN is the

editor of the New Statesman &

Nation, the foremost British liberal weekly.
After the Soviet trial of Radek, Piatakov,
and the rest, Mr. Martin wrote an article
for his paper, entitled “Will Stalin Explain?”
in which he took Soviet justice to task, with
a pro-Trotskyist slant. Pursuing the matter,

Mr. Martin paid a visit to Trotsky in Co-
yoacan, just before the recent “impartial in-
vestigation,” reported in our issue of April
27. When Mr. Martin returned to Eng-
land, he wrote another article, in which he
said :

“I came away from our talk rather less
inclined to scout the possibility of Trotsky’s
complicity than I had before, because his
judgment appeared to me so unstable, and
therefore the possibility of his embarking on
a crazy plot more credible.”

Mr. Martin was also disturbed by Trot-
sky’s attitude toward D. N. Pritt, the British
barrister whose pamphlet, 4t the Moscow
Trial, found the proceedings fair:

“What had I got to say about Mr. Pritt?
How much had he been paid to write an
account of things he did? This was more
than I could bear. I explained that I knew

-Mr. Pritt well . . . that his integrity was be-

yond question. T'rotsky and I had a regular
wrangle on this point. . . . To see him get up
and shout abuse at Mr. Pritt was revealing.
He seems to believe that anyone who has a
word to say for Stalin or who hesitates to de-
nounce the whole trial as a frame-up must
be in the pay of Moscow.”

Bingham vs. Common Sense

HE Trotskyists invented the myth
Tthat the Communist movement is a
pawn of the Soviet foreign office. They
conclude, therefore, the less of that move-
ment, the better. Now comes Mr. Alfred
M. Bingham, co-editor of Common Sense
magazine, with a variation on their familiar
theme. ‘“The fact is that anti-Nazi sentiment
in America today has become a weapon in
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the hands of the Soviet foreign office,” writes
Mr. Bingham in an article entitled ‘“War-
Mongering on the Left” in the May issue
of his publication. And he concludes that the
less there is of anti-Nazi sentiment, the
better for peace.

According to Mr. Bingham, “fascism is a

more advanced economic form than the kind -

of capitalism that exists in democratic
countries.”” More advanced, he might have
added but didn’t, in its use of terror, tor-
ture, concentration camps, and cultural bar-
barism as political weapons. He likens
supporting democracy against fascism to sup-
porting laissex-faire capitalism against mo-
nopoly capitalism. His argument assumes
that fascism is a progressive form of society,
not a reactionary and degenerate one. It
should be clear now to everyone that to de-
fend democracy against fascism means to de-
fend that measure of decency and liberty still
left under capitalism, not those monopoly in-
terests mainly responsible for the drive to-
wards fascism.

Despite Mr. Bingham’s platonic avowal
that “the only positive alternative to fascism
is a socialist democracy,” his article is alarm-
ingly filled with conciliatory gestures towards
Nazism, to put it mildly. He sees no differ-
ence between the German invasion of France
in 1914 and the German invasion of Spain
in 1936-7. And he promises, in his next
article, to show that “neither democracy nor
socialism will necessarily be served by sup-
porting the Soviet Union in a war against
Germany.”

Crown the King!

F T. A. Jackson is right about the British
empire being “The Greatest Show on
Earth,” then a coronation is certainly the
show’s supreme performance. The stage-set-
ting is approximately in the mode, as Thor-
stein Veblen happily phrased it, of “conspicu-
ous waste.” The street pageantry in the
Woestminster area alone will set the British
treasury back $30,000 per mile. Fifty miles
of London streets have been decorated with
gold lace. Ordinary onlookers have to fork
over thirty shillings for the privilege of view-
ing the parade. )
However, the promoters of this imperial
circus have forgotten the bread. The gov-
ernment has proclaimed May 12, date of the
coronation, a national holiday, and employers
will close their shops and factories. But the
patriotism of the British owning class falls
short of paying their workers for the holiday.
The coronation will introduce a new type of
lockout in labor history.
Trade unions are retaliating with a boy-
cott. The Miners’ Federation, with 500,000
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members, and the National Union of Rail-
waymen, with 250,000, are among those
which have decided not to march in the
coronation parade. The boycott has reached
such dimensions that tickets are being ped-
dled at half price to union members through
the ever-obliging Trades Union Congress
officialdom. :

From the long view, the chief value of the
coronation to the empire will be the ballyhoo
about “national unity.” The promoters of

the coronation are also promoting an impe-
rial conference, to begin just two days
after. Selected troop detachments and offi-
cials from the dominions and colonies have
been invited to sanctify themselves with the
coronation spirit. QOur own General Persh-
ing, engaged in a private sartorial competi-
tion with George VI, will presumably come
home with enough of the spirit to address the
English Speaking Union on the irrefragable
bonds between Britain and America.

The Neutrality Betrayal

HE ordinary American would be

shocked to find himself accused of
complicity in the destruction of Guernica,
that little Basque town which General
Goering decided to wipe out “to vindicate
some of his strategical and tactical concep-
tions.” This shock would be testimony to
the essential peacefulness of the average
American. Indeed, this very desire for peace
accounts for the fact that such a dishonorable
piece of legislation as the Neutrality act can
be put over on the promise that it will keep
America out of war.

Shock or no shock, that is precisely how
things stand. This little town of Guernica
embodies a great principle. A war was thrust
upon Guernica just as war was thrust on
China by Japan, and on Ethiopia by Italy.
The town was entirely defenseless, just as
weak nations are relatively defenseless against
strong. It was confronted with an alien
enemy, Nazi airmen and Nazi infantry, in
the manner of other imperialist enterprises.
Guernica is the very symbol of Spain.

Two days after the Guernica slaughter,
the United States Congress passed a Neu-
trality act which is so much legislative grease
for the wheels of fascist aggression. This

act makes no distinction whatever between

the aggressor and its victim, between Guer-
nica and the Nazis. This act deprives the
victim of the right to purchase the means
of defense, deprives Guernica of the right to
purchase anti-aircraft guns to protect itself
against Nazi airmen.

On the other hand, it explicitly permits
any power to buy ‘American raw materials,
provided payment is made in advance and
the goods are transported in foreign bottoms.
The Nazis, in direst need of raw materials,
are aided by this measure, but Guernica,
without Germany’s great armament factories,
is again betrayed. To top all this, the act
makes it dubious whether Americans can
organize to send non-military assistance to
victims like the refugees of Guernica. At
first, Senator Pittman held that the act for-
bade such organizations as the North Ameri-
can Committee to Aid Spanish Democracy

from collecting funds. Later, however, Ernest
L. Cuneo, the Committee’s attorney, an-
nounced that the State Department had so
interpreted the act that it had no bearing on
the work of the committee. But the clear
threat remains if this latter interpretation
does not stand.

No wonder, then, that the Neutrality act

The Pack

N passing its resolution on “‘employer-

employee relations,” the Chamber of
Commerce of the U. S., meeting in Washing-
ton, launched organized capital’s counter-
offensive against the Wagner act and against
an awakened labor movement which has made
1937 a banner year in American labor his-
tory. Led by the C.I.O., labor had already
chalked up successive major victories in the
maritime, steel, and auto industries when
the Wagner act was passed. The C.I.O.
then supplemented its major advances by
ground-gaining skirmishes in scores of smaller
industries. Finally, only two weeks ago the
Oshawa, Ont., General Motors strikers
voted overwhelmingly for the United Auto-
mobile Workers, C.I.O. affiliate, as their
representative, and a little more than a week
ago the Packard Motors employees made the
same decision by a vote of four to one. Such
progressive action by the unions cannot but
have a decided effect upon Congress. All
indications point to organized legislative ef-
fort on the part of labor to safeguard its
present gains and to push forward to even
greater victories.

Hence the attempts of the Chamber of
Commerce of the U. S. and other reactionary
groups to nullify the Wagner act or amend
it to death. One Chamber resolution calls
for state laws “directed specifically against
concerted action, whether or not accompa-
nied by disorder, directed by individuals,
groups, or organizations, to bring any degree
of coercion through economic channels upon
the public or upon public authorities—legis-
lative, executive, or judicial.” The indus-

NEW MASSES

was passed in the House with but a half
hour’s debate, without roll-call, with steam-
roller tactics that prevented Farmer-Labor
Congressman John T. Bernard of Minne-
sota from attacking it on the floor. This act
is such a flagrant case of pro-fascist legisla-
tion, utterly at variance with the wishes of
the American people, that it simply could not
stand the light of day in open debate. An
aroused public opinion can force its early
reconsideraion and repeal. That is the plain
duty of every American. The two most
pressing responsibilities of the American peo-
ple are support of the resolution presented by
sixteen progressive Congressmen for an arms
embargo against German and Italian fascism
and vigilant opposition to any attempts by the
State Department to ban collections of medi-
cine and food for the victims of fascism in
Spain. These are minimum duties, but only
a complete reversal of the whole neutrality
fraud ought satisfy any genuine American
spirit of fair play. ‘

in Full Cry

trialists want to see strikes and picketing
declared illegal. But they want more. They
want the law to prevent employee organiza-
tions from making “political contributions.”
They want the right of picketing “limited
to giving information.”

To guard against what it calls “irresponsi-
ble action,” the Chamber proposes that or-
ganizations both of employees and employers
who are negotiating labor agreements should
be publicly registered. This reminds one of
Anatole France’s observation that the law,
majestically impartial, gives the rich and the
poor the same right of sleeping under bridges.
What the Chamber now urges is the old cry
for the enforced incorporation of unions.

Those reactionaries who make this demand
pretend that incorporation would place unions

- on the same plane as industries. What they

conveniently forget is that it is optional for
big business to incorporate. Huge enterprises
incorporate not for the purpose of achieving
public control over their activities, but to
limit possible liabilities. Business incorpora-
tion insures the accumulated profits of the
top ownership. Enforced incorporation and
accounting of funds for labor unions is an
entirely different matter. The liabilities of a
bona-fide union are those of the entire mem-
bership. Profits are non-existent. The net
effect would be the creation of official
espionage and terror. These would be used
to control or suppress militant unionism.

The labor movement will have to be alert
and determined to preserve the gains of the
Woagner act and to prevent the enforced in-
corporation of the unions.
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Herndon Is Free!

And it is the collective might of the American people,
not Supreme Court whim, that frustrated the bourbons

Every mail day I get a letter
Son, come home, O son, come home.
—Georgia prison song.

lanta, and I stood inside its stone corri-

dors, hoary as the Confederacy, waiting
for a chance to talk to Angelo Herndon—but
the warden changed his mind. After I looked
that prison over, the warden even showed me
the chamber where the gibbet stood and
hanged black and white without discrimina-
tion—death knows no jim crow—and I
thought: it will be a long time and a hard
fight to get Angelo out of this dungeon.

But Angelo felt otherwise. I had accom-
panied him to Georgia back in October 1935,
when he returned to give himself up to a
sentence of eighteen to twenty years on the
chain gang. He could have jumped bail, and
George Schuyler, columnist of the Pittsburgh
Courier, said he was a fool not to; but today
everybody knows who the fool is. The Courier
liked Schuyler’s line so much they printed a
cartoon that week showing Angelo handing
himself over to the Dixie sheriff and the cap-
tion was “Little Man, What Now?” Every-
body knows who the little man is today.

Angelo Herndon returned to prison of his
own sweet, twenty-one-year-old will to what
scemed certain death in some Georgia morass.
He was assigned to prison in Lanier County,
a marshy, malarial region where convicts often
work in mud up to their knees.

Before Angelo went in, about a block or so
away from the courthouse I recall him halting
and saying to me with a wry smile:

“You know, Joe, the nearer I get to the
court, the nearer I feel to freedom. I'm dead
sure I'll get out soon. Funny, isn’t it? The
nearer I get to Fulton Tower this time, the
closes I feel to freedom.” He was silent a mo-
ment. ‘“That must be the old dialectics, hey,
Joe?”

‘The old dialectics it was. The simple hero-
ism of this young Negro lad had inspired a
world of workmen and progressives to his side,
had inspired that hard-fought battle which
ultimately unlocked Fulton Tower’s medizval
gates and set him free.

T’ll never forget that trip on the mile-a-min-
ute express in the jim-crow car going back
South with Angelo, who was giving himself to
what appeared certain death on the chain gang.
The locomotive was the latest stream-lined
model, with four gold bands running along its
sides, and it tore down the Atlantic Coast
hell-bent to put Angelo behind bars for twenty
years. We talked of a lot of things that night

I VULTON TOWER glowers over At-

By Joseph North

Bertrando Valloton

Angelo Herndon

in that jim-crow car—for even this ritzy loco-
motive with the 10,000 horsepower recognized
the color line—and Herndon sang me some
songs he had learned in prison. One sticks
in my mind particularly:

Every mail day
I get a letter
Son, come home, O son, come home.

How can I go

Shotgun and pistols

All around me

To blow me down

O Lord, to blow me down.

If I had my, had my
.32-20

T’d go today,

Lawd, Lawd,

I'd go today.

And I think of the power, greater than that
pathetic old .32-20 that meant freedom to this
unknown singer. The power of tens of mil-
lions of common people, on continents across
the world as well as here, unlocked Fulton
Tower, freed Herndon.

We talked of many things then, and life, as
you can imagine, is sweet to a twenty-one-year-
old lad. He told me how he felt when he
discovered communism. “It was like turning
off an old, muddy road onto a broad, shining
highway,” he said.

He came across communism one day while
hunting for work. He had passed a post on
which a leaflet fluttered. He crammed it into

his pocket. That night he unfolded the leaflet,
spread it on the table under the lamplight.
“Would You Rather Fight—or Starve?” it
asked.

“The letters danced in front of my eyes,”
he said to me. “ ‘It’s war—it’s war—it’s war,’
I said to myself.. ‘I might as well get into it
now as any other time.’”

That introduced the concept of class war to
Angelo. Practically, he had known it all his
life, ever since he went down that mine at
fourteen—no, even before that, for he was
born a Negro lad, and they learn sooner than
even the poor white child.

FIVE YEARS AGO, this unknown Negro boy
stepped into an Atlanta post office for his mail.
A couple of dicks hiding behind pillars stepped
out, clamped a pair of handcuffs on him, car-
ried him off to Fulton Tower where they
held him incommunicado for eleven days be-
fore he smuggled out a note to his friends.

That was the anonymous beginning of the
famous Herndon case. Forty, fifty persons
knew him by name then. Today millions know
him. Letters three inches high in the metro-
politan headlines announced his freedom and
they said “HERNDON” without even an
identifying phrase.

He had been arrested for organizing a
demonstration to demand more relief from the
county authorities. That was his crime.
Twice the Supreme Court turned his case
down, returned him to the mercies of a Geor-
gia chain gang. But that happened before
American labor swung into motion in steel, in
Detroit—before the C.I.O. was more than
three letters in the alphabet.

The friends of Herndon wouldn’t ¢all it a
day even after the Nine Old Men pontificated.
Under the initiative of the International Labor
Defense and the Communist Party, they car-
ried on, held their endless meetings, passed
their multitudinous resolutions, did all the
thousand and one prosaic things generally
summed up in the proletarian term “mass pres-
sure,” and it added up to the strength of a
million .32-20’s the old prisoner sang about.

Last week the court freed him. Yes, he
did happen to be the national chairman of
the Young Communist League, he was a mem-
ber of the Central Committee of the Commu-
nist Party. None of these accomplishments
endeared him to one solitary soul on the Su-
preme Bench; four of the nine could not over-
come their revulsion at this “damn yellow
black Red” as one Southern official called him.
Four others voted as they had previously, in
their liberal tradition. Justice Roberts swung
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like a weather-cock, and Angelo walked a free
man. Something had happened throughout
America these past months, and the Supreme
Court realized it even in their marble grotto.

WHaAT was the Herndon crime? What the
basis for trying to jam him into a coffin at the
age of nineteen?

The story of Herndon harks back to 1932,
when hunger cut a wide swath through the
country, leaving its deepest marks in Dixie.
Herndon had come down from Cincinnatti to
find work, found the Communist Party,
worked in the unemployment movement.

After his arrest for organizing the relief
demonstration, the authorities excavated an an-
cient slave-insurrection law passed in 1804
that had been nullified by the four years of
Civil War. But in 1866, during the treachery
of the early Reconstruction period, the slave-
owners refurbished it, put it into use once again.

As Herndon himself says, the significance of
his case is far greater than the freedom of
Herndon the individual.

The declaration by Justice Roberts that this
insurrection law is unconstitutional involves
the entire question of Supreme Court person-
nel and set-up; the question of criminal-syndi-
calism legislation throughout Aunerica; the
question of the right of labor to organize in

the South.

The fact that Justice Roberts reversed him-
self and produced a “liberal” verdict must be-
fuddle nobody. This is precisely the strategy
of the Nine Old Men under fire today.

No legerdemain caused this verdict, so dif-
ferent from the other two decisions. No sud-
den impulse of humanitarianism impelled Jus-
tice Roberts, no fundamentally differing view-
point in interpretation of the constitution was
involved.

The august judge merely found that mem-
bership in the Communist Party and the so-
liciting of other members did not constitute in-
surrection. He avoided the principal issues
invoked by the case, narrowed the question
down to the issue of whether membership in
the Communist Party and the soliciting of
other members constituted “insurrection.” It
did not, he grandiloquently conceded.

The Supreme Court, since 1866, had be-
trayed the thirteenth, fourteenth, and fifteenth
amendments many times. It had helped bring
on the Civil War by its infamous Dred Scott
decision, and today, more than half a century
afterward, it declared itself for a verdict
America had. passed in the historic fury of
those four years of civil warfare. And that by
the grace of one man.

The court had indicted itself irrevocably in
the two earlier Herndon decisions. Liberalism,
suddenly displayed, was induced by the in-

A. Ajay

“After so much talk about Mr. Mellon, we're tempted to give our
tropical flies to the government.”
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dignation of the American people which made
itself felt even in that marble mausoleum in
the capitol.

As it was, four of the nine members could
not bring themselves to change their tradi-
tional attitudes. Consider the declaration of
the amazingly frank Justice Van Devanter:

It should not be overlooked that Herndon was a
Negro member and organizer of the Communist
Party and was engaged actively in inducing others,
chiefly southern Negroes, to become members of the
party and participate in effecting its purpose and
program.

Not deigning even to conceal his bourbon
attitudes, he declared that the literature Hern-
don possessed

was particularly adapted to appeal to the Negroes
in that section, for it pictured their condition as an
unhappy one resulting from asserted wrongs on the
part of white landowners and employers, and
sought by alluring statements of resulting advan-
tages, to induce them to join in an effort to carry
into effect the measures which the literature pro-
posed.

In case this is not clear enough, the tory
wound up with this statement:

In this instance the literature is largely directed
to a people whose past and present circumstances
would lead them to give unusual credence to its
inflaming and inciting features.

Could the owner of the largest cotton plan-
tation in Dixie speak up more clearly and
graphically than impartial Mr. Justice Van
Devanter?

Then how come this change in attitude of
the court—or rather, in the attitude of one
member of the Court, Justice Roberts?

The answer is to be found in a thousand
workshops in America; in the factories of
General Motors, of United States Steel, of
Chrysler. The tidal wave of labor organiza-
tion, the surge of sit-down strikes and their
victorious conclusions, the growing unity of
labor, the drive on the Court induced by the
President’s reform plan, all this inevitably
caused the Court to reconsider its previous
decision.

This is the meaning of the Herndon vic-
tory; this the essence of its importance. A
smashing victory, yet it is not a conclusive vic-
tory in the fight on criminal syndicalism. The
court did not inveigh against “insurrection
laws” per se. It skirted the fundamentals of
the issue.

But it did do this: it freed Angelo Hern-
don. It proved to the people their might. It
established a precedent that will permit greater
freedom of movement to labor and Commu-
nist organizers in the South. It indicated the
duplicity of the court and established the nec-
essity for reform in its set-up.

It was a liberal decision established, one
might say, at the muzzle of a .32-40. It was
induced by the irresistible weapon of the mass
pressure of the American people. It helped
cement the alliance of black and white in
labor. '

Indubitably it will prove a landmark in
the fight for greater political and industrial
democracy in America.
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The Prometheans of the Novel

Balzac and Flaubert, the author says, dared heroic
tasks to fulfill their conception of the artist’s role

T /B ARX concluded one of his articles in
M the New York Tribune during 1854
with a reference to the Victorian real-
ists: ‘““The present brilliant school of novelists
in England, whose graphic and eloquent descrip-
tions have revealed more political and social
truths to the world than have all the politi-
cians, publicists, and moralists added together,
has pictured all sections of the middle class,
beginning with the ‘respectable’ rentier and
owner of government stocks, who looks down
on all kinds of ‘business’ as being vulgar, and
finishing with the small shopkeeper and law-
yer’s clerk, How have they been described by
Dickens, Thackeray, Charlotte Bronté, and
Mrs. Gaskell? As full of self-conceit, prud-
ishness, petty tyranny, and ignorance. And
the civilized world has confirmed their ver-
dict in a damning epigram which it has pinned
on that class, that it is servile to its social
superiors and despotic to its inferiors.”

About the same time as these words ap-
peared in the New York paper, Flaubert in
physical agony was writing to his friend Louis
Bouilhet: “Laxatives, purgatives, derivatives,
leaches, fever, diarrhcea, three nights without
any sleep, a gigantic annoyance at the bour-
geois, etc., etc. That's my week, dear sir.”
English and French novelists were alike faced
with the same problem, that of giving artistic
form and expression to a society which they
could not accept. In England they only suc-
ceeded in the end by a kind of compromise
with reality, but the whole history of France
made such a compromise impossible in that
country. No country of the modern world had
passed through such terrific struggles as
France, with her great revolution followed
by twenty years of wars in which French
armies marched and counter-marched across
the feudal states of Europe till the final catas-
trophe of 1814.

Napoleon was the last great world-con-
queror, but he was also the first bourgeois em-
peror. France was only able to support that
vast war machine because in those years she
began to catch up on her rival, England, to de-
velop her industries, to introduce power ma-
chinery on a large scale, to create a great
new internal market from her liberated peas-
antry, When the process was completed, a
generation after Napoleon’s fall, you had the
strange paradox that a completely new France,
a France in which money spoke the last word,
a France of bankers, traders, and industrialists,
was being ruled by the feudal aristocracy
whom the revolution had apparently smashed
into fragments. Yet the heroic tradition of
this new France with its old rulers remained

By Ralph Fox

essentially revolutionaty, on the one hand the
Jacobin of ’93, on the other the soldier of
Napoleon.

Balzac, the great genius of the century, con-
sciously set himself the task of writing “the
natural history” of this society, Balzac who
was himself a monarchist, a legitimist, and a
Catholic. His Comédie Humaine, that ency-
clopedic study of human life, was a revolu-
tionary picture of his age; revolutionary not
because of the intention of its author, but be-
cause of the truth with which the inner life
of his time is described. Engels, in his letter
to the English novelist, Margaret Harkness,
has emphasized the zruth of Balzac’s realist
method :

Balzac, whom 1 consider a far greater master of
realism than all the Zolas, passés, présents et & venir,
in his Comédie Humaine gives us a most wonder-
fully realistic -history of French society, describing
in chronicle fashion, almost year by year, from 1816
to 1848, the progressive inroads of the rising bour-
geoisie upon the society of nobles that reconstituted
itself after 1815, and that set up again as far as it
could the standard of la wvieille politesse francaise.
He describes how the last remnants of this, to him,
model society gradually succumbed before the intru-
sion of the vulgar, moneyed upstart, or were cor-
rupted by him, how the gramde dame, whose con-
jugal infidelities were but a mode of asserting her-
self, in perfect accordance with the way she had
been disposed of in mariage, gave way to the
bourgeoise who gains her husband for cash or
customers; and around this central picture he groups
a complete history of French society, from which,
even in economic details, for instance, the rearrange-
ment of real and personal property after the Revolu-
tion, I have learnt more than from all the professed
historians, economists, and statisticians of the period
together. Well, Balzac was politically a legitimist;
his great work is a constant elegy unto the irrepar-
able decay of good society; his sympathy is with
the class that is doomed to extinction.. But for all
that, his satire is never more cutting, his irony more
biting than when he sets in motion the very men
and women with whom he sympathizes most deeply
—the nobles. And the only men of whom he speaks
with undisguised admiration are his bitterest politi-
cal antagonists, the Republican heroes of the Cloitre-
Saint-Merri, the men who at that time (1830-36),
were indeed the representatives of the popular
masses. That Balzac was thus compelled to go
against his own class sympathies and political preju-
dices, that he saw the necessity of the downfall of
his favorite nobles and described them as people
deserving no better fate; that he saw the real men
of the future where, for the time being, they alone
could be found—that I consider one of the greatest
triumphs of Realism, one of the greatest features in
old Balzac.

Barzac has himself explained in the preface
to the Comédie that he saw man as the prod-
uct of society, saw him in his natural environ-
ment, and that he felt the same desire to study
him scientifically as the great naturalists feel

who study the animal world. His political and
religious views were those of the old feudal
France, but this attitude to man, this concep-
tion of the human comedy, was the product of
the Revolution, of the Jacobins who so ruth-
lessly smashed the social fetters on French so-
ciety, of the marching soldiers who brought the
monarchies of Europe to their knees before the
leadership of Napoleon. Balzac, indeed, was
France’s literary Napoleon, for he destroyed
feudal ideas in literature as thoroughly as the
great soldier destroyed the feudal system in
politics. In Restoration France, criticism of
capitalist society, of the new capitalist social
relations, was concealed under the medieval
disguise of romanticism. The extravagances
of the Romantics in their personal lives, quite
as much as their extravagances in art, were a
protest against the present as well as an es-
cape from it. Balzac neither protested nor
escaped, He had all the imagination, the
poetry, and even the mysticism of the Roman-
tics, but he rose above them and showed the
way to a new literature by his realist attack
on the present. He was able to conceive the
reality of contemporary life imaginatively, to
conceive it almost on
the scale on which Ra-
belais and Cervantes
had conceived it. It was
his fortune, however, te
have lived in the early
part of the century
when the force and fire
of that immense out-
burst of national energy
which made the Revo-
lution and the Napo-
leonic epic was still
able to make itself felt
in the literary move-
ment of the thirties and
early forties.

It was a long way
from Balzac to the
Flaubert whose dominant passion was hatred
and disgust for the bourgeoisie, who signed his
letters “Bourgeoisophobus,” and suffered such
physical and mental agony in the long years of
creative work he gave to a single novel on the
life of this hated and despised class. Balzac
was consciously proud of his political views,
of his royalism and Catholicism. The Gon-
court brothers wrote in their Diary that their
disillusionment in the good faith of politicians
of all sorts brought them, in the end, to “a
disgust in every belief, a toleration for any
kind of power, an indifference towards politi-
cal passion which 1 find in all my literary

Frank Davidson
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friends, in Flaubert as well as myself. You
can see that one should die for no cause, that
one should live with any government there is,
no matter what one’s antipathy to it, and be-
lieve in nothing but art, confess no faith but
literature.”

So many writers since, of considerably less
talent than the two Goncourts and whose
names cannot even be mentioned in the same
breath with Flaubert, have professed (and still
profess) a similar outlook, that it is worth
our while to seek the origin of this apparent
disillusionment and detachment from life. I
say “apparent” because in Flaubert’s case at
least (he was a great writer) there was no
detachment, but a bitter battle to the death
with that bourgeois society he hated so
violently.

The Goncourts knew Balzac personally,
their diaries are full of anecdotes about that
vital and Rabelaisian genius. Flaubert, like
themselves, also overlapped him in his creative
work. Whence comes the great difference be-
tween the master and the disciples, a differ-
ence not in time but in outlook that divides
them like a gulf? The energy engendered by
the Revolution and its heroic aftermath had
died out by the .advent of Flaubert’s genera-
tion, The bitter struggle of classes and the
real predatory character of capitalist society
had become so clear that they aroused only
disgust; whereas Balzac, still inspired by the
creative force that built this society, sought
only for understanding. ‘

The democratic and Jacobin ideals of ’93,
in the mouths of the liberal politicians of the
nineteenth century, had become intolerable
and monstrous platitudes. The real leveling
character of capitalism was becoming apparent,
its denial of human values, its philosophy of
numbers that covered its cash estimate for all
things human and divine. The old aristocracy
whose corruption Balzac had drawn in such
masterly fashion was nothing but a decayed
shadow of its old self, an obscene ghost mut-
tering and grumbling in the forgotten draw-
ing-rooms of provincial country houses, or else
indistinguishable from the new nobility of
hard cash. Socialism, only known to Flaubert
and his friends in its Utopian form, seemed
to them as stupid and unreal as the worst
extravagances of the liberal politicians who
daily in word and deed betrayed their great
ancestors. (That Flaubert considered them
great ancestors there is plenty of evidence:
“Marat is my man,” he writes in one letter.)
Socialism was only another form of the gen-
eral leveling of all values which so revolted
them, and rendered the more disgusting be-
cause of its sentimental idealizing (it seemed
to them) of the uneducated mob.

The period of 1848 saw the end of many
illusions. Who after that bitter experience
would ever again believe that fine words could
butter parsnips? ‘The June days, in which
the Paris workers took the spinneérs of phrases
at their word and fought in arms for liberty,
equality, and fraternity, were the writing on
the wall. Flaubert was a novelist, not a stu-
dent of the social history and economic

Prewar Vision

Down dark ways my feet are led
guided by the reckless blind
past the houses of the dead
beyond the limits of the mind.

Strident orchestrated fear
trumpets shrieking out my name
crazy drums drove me here
nerves commanded and I came

through the gravedge deathsweet smell
of the spectral frontline camp

where beneath a silent spell

countless murdered armies tramp

to the wind’s marshaling.

A squad front a company back
struck in mirth these shadows swing
breathless bones to mock attack

precise and perfect. No mistake
disturbs deadlock with defeat

no thrust allows ranks to break:
from this last field is no retreat.

defy wind
jump trench

I wheel and run

leap wire
scream

wild to leave that place behind.

I fall entangled in the dream.

Before me

my own head
grinning mouth
eyesockets agape.

shrilly

no room for doubt
barring escape
" nose eaten out

JoserH KEHOE.
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machinery of mankind, and to him the June
days merely proved that flirting with empty
slogans roused dark forces that were a threat
to the very existence of civilized society. The
dictatorship of the blackguard Louis Napo-
leon which followed was just a dictatorship of
blackguards, the apotheosis of the bourgeois,
and all that could be expected from the follies
of preceding years. So the Education Senti-
mentale is a bitter and mercilessly ironical pic-
ture of the end of all the fine illusions of the
liberal bourgeoisie, illusions which the red flag
and rifle shots of June, 1848, shattered for-
ever. After that, the vulgarity of the Empire.
Nothing would be the same again, and one
could resign oneself to the long process of
social decay and destruction of civilization by
this stupid and miserly bourgeoisie, with its
wars, its narrow nationalism, and its bestial
greed.

It might be thought that between Flaubert’s
theory of god-like objectivity of the artist and
Balzac’s theory of the natural history of social
man, there is no great difference. In fact, there
is all the difference in the world. Balzac’s
scientific views were possibly naive and in-
correct, but in his view of life he was truly
realist. He looked at human society histori-
cally, as something struggling and developing
through its struggles. In Flaubert, life becomes
frozen and static. After 1848, you could not
observe and express life in its development be-
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cause that development was too painful, the
contradictions were too glaring. So life be-
came for him a frozen lake. “What appears
beautiful to me,” he writes to his mistress,
“what I should like to do, would be a book
about nothing, a book without any attachment
to the external world, which would support
itself by the inner strength of its style, just as
the world supports itself in the air without
being held up, a book which would be almost
without a subject, or in which the subject
would be almost invisible, if that is possible.
The most beautiful books are those with the
least matter. The nearer the expression comes
to the thought, the more the word clings to
it and then disappears, the more beautiful
it is.”

ONCE this view was accepted, the way was
clear for the new ‘realism” which took the
slice of life and described it minutely and ob-
jectively. But life, of course, proved too
restive a creature to slice up artistically, so the
novelist grew finicking about the choosing of
his slice, demanding that it be cut off such
a refined portion of life’s anatomy that in the
end he came to describe little more interesting
than the suburban street or the Mayfair party.
Revolting against the narrow view imposed on
their vision by this theory, others drew their
inspiration from Freud and Dostoievsky in
order to give us the poetic picture of their own
stream of consciousness. So in the end the
novel has died away into two tendencies whose
opposition has as little about it that is import-
ant to us as the medizval battles of the school-
men.

Flaubert, however, was an honest man and
a great artist. If his successors were content
to avoid the task of mastering the reality of
their age and substitute the “slice of life” or
the subjective stream of conciousness, he was
not prepared to make any such easy surrender.
His letters are the confession of a most fright-
ful struggle with a life, a reality, that had be-
come loathsome to him, but which nevertheless
must be mastered and given artistic expression.
No man has ever raged against the bourgeoisie
with the hatred of Flaubert. “I would drown
humanity in my vomit,” he writes, and he does
not mean humanity as a whole, but only the
capitalist society of nineteenth-century Europe,
immediately after the Paris Commune of 1871.

Letter after letter describes his struggle to
find expression. He takes two months to write
the tavern scene for Madame Bovary, the dur-
ation of which in the novel itself is only three
hours. Over and over again he mentions that
in the last month he has written some twenty
pages. Can this be explained simply by his
devotion to the perfect phrase, to the exact
word? Is it an artist’s conscience which will
be satisfied with nothing less than perfection in
style? Hardly that. He himself says that the
works in which the greatest attention has been
paid to style and form are mostly second-rate,
and in one place declares outright that he is
not sure if it is possible to find a criterion for
perfection in style. When he writes of the
great authors of the world, it is enviously:
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“They had no need to strive for style, they
are strong in spite of all faults and because of
them; but we, the minor ones, only count by
our perfection of execution. . . . I will venture
a suggestion here I would not dare to make
anywhere else: it is that the very great often
write very badly and so much the better for
them. We mustn’t look for the art of form
in them, but in the second-raters like Horace
and La Bruyeére.”

Yet Flaubert did not live in physical and
mental agony, shut up in his country home
among people he despised, because he was a
second-rate artist seeking formal perfection.
No, he was a great and honest artist striving
to express a world and a life he hated, and
his whole artistic theory was the result of the
compromise enforced on him in that struggle.
“Art must in no way be confused with the
artist. All the worse for him if he does not
love red, green, or yellow, all colors are beau-
tiful, and his job is to paint them. ... Look
at the leaves for themselves; to understand
nature one must be calm as nature.” Or again,
the famous letter in which he sums up his

credo: “The author in his work must be like
God in the universe, present everywhere and
visible nowhere; art being a second nature, the
creator of this nature must act by similar
methods; in each atom, in every aspect, there
must be felt a hidden and infinite impassi-
bility.”

FLAUBERT himself failed utterly to live up to
his precepts. Such a god feels neither love nor
hate. Flaubert’s whole life was animated by
hate, a holy hatred of his age which was a
kind of inverted love for man deceived, tor-
mented, and debased by a society whose only’
criterion of value was property. He gave his
view of that society at last in the irony of
Bouvard and Pécuchet, a novel which arose
out of his scheme for a Dictionary of Accepted
Ideas in which you were to find “in alphabet-
ical order on every possible subject everything
which you need to say in society to be ac-
cepted as a respectable and nice fellow.”
Flaubert, like Dickens, was a great writer
faced with the problem of giving a true pic-
ture of a society whose very premises were
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rapidly becoming a denial of the standards of
humanism once looked on as our common
heritage. Dickens solved his problem by the
compromise of sentimental romanticism.
English conditions made it inevitable for him.
Flaubert, who lived in the France of June
1848, of the Third Empire, the Franco-
Prussian War, and the Commune, had to take
another road. Not only his own temperament,
his uncompromising honesty, forbade the path
of sentimentality (how easy that would have
been for a less great man, Daudet was to
show), but the harsher reality of French life
irrevocably closed that path for him. He
stood apart from the struggle, with infinite
pain created for himself an unreal objectivity,
and tried to isolate by means of a purely
formal approach, certain aspects of life. Poor
Flaubert, who suffered more terribly than any
writer of his time in his effort to create a pic-
ture of life, who more than any man felt the
real pulse of his age, yet could not express it,
this man of deep passion and intense hatred,
has suffered the sad fate of becoming that
colorless thing, the highbrow’s example of the
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“pure artist.” Why we should admire a “pure:

artist” more than a “pure woman” is one of
the mysteries of the age. Why not just an
artist, and a woman? They are both interest-
ing and they both suffer, but not in order to
be beautiful. ‘

There was one contemporary of Flaubert’s
who went through the same agony of creation,
who tormented himself for weeks in order to
find the precise words to express the reality
he was determined to dominate and refashion
in his mind. This other artist wrote and re-
wrote, fashioned and refashioned, loved and
hated with an even greater intensity, and
finally gave the world the mighty fragments
created by his genius, His name was Karl
Marx and he successfully solved the problem
which had broken every other of his contempo-
raries, the problem of understanding com-
pletely the world of the nineteenth century
and the historical development of capitalist
society.

“From form is born the idea,” Flaubert told
Gautier, who regarded these words as being
“the supreme formula” of this school of
“objective” realism, worthy to be carved on
walls. Content determines form, was the view
of Marx, but between the two there is an
inner relationship, a unity, an indissoluble con-
nection. Flaubert’s ideal was to write a book
“about nothing,” a work of pure formalism, in
which the logical was torn apart from the
factual and historical. In its extremest form,
as developed by Edmond de Goncourt,
Huysmans, and others, this became a pure
subjectivism, which converted the object into
the passive material of the subject, the novelist,
who in turn was reduced to a mere photog-
rapher.

Lafargue, Marx’s son-in-law and a keen
critic of the French realists, has contrasted
the two methods:

Marx did not merely see the surface, but pene-
trated beneath, examined the component parts in
their reciprocity and mutual interaction. He isolated

each of these parts and traced the history of its -

growth. After that he approached the thing and its
environment and observed the action of the latter
upon the former, and the reverse. He then returned
to the birth of the object, to its changes, evolutions,
and revolutions and went into its uttermost activ-
ities. He did not see before him a separate thing
for itself and in itself having no connection with
its environment, but a whole complicated and eter-
nally moving world. And Marx strove to represent
the life of that world in its various and constantly
changing actions and reactions. The writers of the
school of Flaubert and Goncourt complain of the
difficulties the artist encounters in trying to repro-
duce what he sees. But they only try to represent
the surface, only the impression they receive. Their
literary work is child’s play in comparison with that
of Marx. An unusual strength of mind was called
for in order to understand so profoundly the phenom-
enon of reality, and the art needed to transmit
what he saw and wished to say was no less.

Lafargue rightly estimates the creative
method of Marx, and correctly shows the de-
ficiencies of Flaubert’s method, though he
does not understand that Flaubert himself in
his heart of hearts was aware of its deficiencies.
Neither does Lafargue realize the forces which
drove Flaubert and the Goncourt brothers to

adopt their artistic method. The diary has
some interesting light to throw on this last
point. In 1855, Edmond writes that “every
four or five hundred years barbarism is nec-
essary to revitalize the world. The world
would die of civilization. Formerly in Europe,
whenever the old population of some pleasant
country had become suitably affected with
anemia, there fell on their backs from the
North a lot of fellows six feet tall, who re-
made the race. Now there are no more bar-
barians in Europe, and it is the workers who
will accomplish this task. We shall call it the
social revolution.”

In the midst of the Commune he remem-
bered this prophecy.

What is happening [he wrote] is the complete
conquest of France by the working-class population,
and the enslavement of noble, bourgeois, and peasant
beneath its despotism. The government is slipping
out of the hands of the possessing classes into the
hands of those with no possessions, from the hands
of those who have a material interest in the preser-
vation of society, into the hands of those who have
no interest in order, stability, and conservatism.
After all, perhaps in the great law of change of
things here below, the workers, as I said some
years ago, take the place of the barbarians in
ancient society, the part of convulsive agents of
destruction and dissolution.

Neither Flaubert nor the Goncourts saw
the working class as anything but a purely
destructive agent. They did not suffer from
any illusions about bourgeois society, they
hated its greed, its narrow nationalism, its
lack of values, its general leveling tendency
and degradation of man, but they saw no al-
ternative to this society, and here is the funda-
mental weakness of their work. After Flau-
bert, critical realism could progress no further,
for his tremendous labors had exhausted the
method. Either the novelist must again see

J. E. Heliker
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society in movement, as Balzac had done, of
he must turn into himself, become completely
subjective, deny space and time, break up the
whole epic structure. There was also a further
difficulty, one that had been growing for more
than a hundred years, and was now reaching
its acutest tension, the difficulty of a unified
outlook on life, of the ability to deal with
human character at all.

The great novelists of the Renaissance had
not felt this difficulty. For. them, humanism
had given direction to their ideas and inspired
their work. The Renaissance produced its
great philosophers, though at the end of the
period rather than the beginning, in Spinoza,
Descartes, and Bacon. Certainly, even here the
main division in human thought is apparent
in the conflict of Descartes and Spinoza, but
in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries it
was not yet so violent as to destroy all philo-
sophic unity. The English and French realist
novelists on the whole had a similar view of
life, their work in consequence gains in com-
pleteness and force. In the nineteenth century,
however, the period when all the violent con-
tradictions of the capitalist social system be-
come clear, when wars and revolutions destroy
the last feudal strongholds in Europe and the
modern nations are formed, there is no longer
any philesophical unity. Kant and Hegel have
so developed idealism that it temporarily over-
whelms the realist, materialist philosophies.
The century is one without a unified view of
human life, so that it becomes more and more
difficult for the novelist to work except in a
minor, specialized way, by isolating some frag-
ment of life or of individual consciousness.
Flaubert’s letters are full of this feeling, and
he describes his vain efforts to master the phil-
osophers, his rifling of the works of Kant,
Hegel, Descartes, Hume, and the rest. All
the time he feels the desire to get back to
Spinoza, as the Goncourts felt the desire to get
back to the dialectic thought of Diderot. But
in the end they give up the search for a philo-
sophical basis as being impossible of fulfilment
in the contemporary world.

It is the tragedy of Flaubert and his school
that they so continually and acutely felt their

~own insufficiency, were so conscious of the

great superiority of the masters of the past,

Rabelais, Cervantes, Diderot, and Balzac.

Sometimes they almost blundered on the rea-

son for this, and there is a passage on Balzac -
in the Goncourt diary which comes so close

to the truth, and is so significant for the writer

today, that it will perfectly sum up the argu-

ment.

I have just re-read Balzac’s Peasants. Nobody
has ever called Balzac a statesman, yet he was
probably the greatest statesman of our time, the
only one to get to the bottom of our sickness, the
only one who saw from on high the disintegration
of France since 1789, the manners beneath the laws,
the facts behind the words, the anarchy of un-
bridled interests beneath the apparent order, the
abuses replaced by influences, equality before the
law destroyed by inequality before the judge, in
short, the lie in the program of ’89 which replaced
great names by big coins and turned marquises inte
bankers—nothing more than that. Yet it was a
novelist who saw through all that,



J. E. Heliker



MAY i1, 19§49

Conversations in Germany

What the traveler sees and hears explains
the recent growth of popular disaffection

PPROACHING the border of Ger-
many, we gradually divested our-
selves of incriminating books, scrib-

bled notes, and magazines. We discarded all
evidence of our cultural interests lest we be-
come suspect. And fortunately we did so, for
our baggage was minutely examined.

As we passed station after station, Hitler’s
pictures, both in full face and profile, more
severe than he had ever appeared before, more
sharp, dissolute, and maniacal, peered at us
from counters, walls, and mirrors. Every
news-stand was covered with posters showing
sly old Jewish men with long beards and enor-
mous noses tearing the dresses off little Aryan
girls, their breasts exposed, desperate fear
clutching their faces; posters with huge-nosed
Blum, Litvinov, and Benes supporting one an-
other; posters depicting Hitler with flaming
sword saving Germany from the horrors of an
international Bolshevik-Jewish invasion.

Station after station . . . and in contrast,
lovely German towns, solidly constructed as
though to withstand ages of wear, the gentle,
verdant fields, the cultivated surfaces of hills,
lush and rich with growing grain, passing my
train window as they did in 1929—but with
this difference, that as I stared at the horizon,
I could see beyond it the hundred concentra-
tion camps, the burning of books, the brutal
beatings, murders, and sadistic orgies, that
have made of beautiful Germany a military
camp, and of scholarly Germany a corpse.

About four hours northeast of Berlin, a
neatly dressed, tall, middle-aged German
woman entered our second-class compartment,
sat down near the window, placed her small
traveling bag on the seat beside her, and with
weary but dignified gestures slowly removed
her gloves. I continued to read my German
newspaper, raising my eyes now and then to
look at her. The gloves removed, she gently
patted them smooth on her lap, let her hands
rest heavily on them there, and turned toward
the window. Her thin face showed strain in
tight creases at the corners of her mouth and
along her nose and eyes.

A little later, when she had finished with
the moving landscape and glanced at my valise
on the rack, I wondered whether I should at-
tempt to speak to her. FEuropean train com-
partments are conducive to conversation; one
need but introduce oneself, and all barriers
usually disappear; but this woman seemed so
tired, so removed from any desire to talk or
exert herself as she rested her head against the
back cushions, that I thought it best to con-
tinue reading, °

But after a page or two, observing that her

By William Johnston

eyes, gentle and inquiring, were focused on

mine, I closed the book and smiled.

She was first to speak, her voice hesitant
and guarded.

“You are an American?”’ she asked.

“Yes, I am,” I answered.

She leaned slightly toward me, inquiry deep-
ening in her eyes.

“You are coming from Poland?”

“Yes.” I watched her closely. “And from
the Soviet Union.”

A Aflutter passed over her face. Her lips
tightened. “So?” It was partly question,
partly formal interjection.

She didn’t add anything else, but continued
to look at me, her features expressionless, her
head bent forward, shadows lengthening be-
neath her sunken eyes.

I waited. Then after a moment, accepting
her silence as permission, and choosing the
mest: innocuous incidents lest she, a confirmed
Nazi, make the remainder of the journey to
Berlin too unpleasant with argument, I be-
gan the story of my visit there.

As I passed from one bit of information to
another, her eyes were intent upon me; and
while I described the new society, its theaters,
children’s palaces, food stores, and altered at-
titudes, she listened silently, stiff in her seat,
her body turned toward me. Only when I
pictured the freedom of the Russian women
did she say anything, and then the “So?”
again, this time with a little note of surprise
in her voice. It indicated nothing to me, for
her features were still expressionless.

But as I continued, mentioning details of
their lives, their work, their evenings of study
and pleasure, I observed that she was sinking
into the corner of her seat, her entire body was
losing its quality of stiffness, as though a com-
pressed spring had been softly released within
her.

Was she warming to my story as a sym-
pathizer might, I asked myself, or was she
just relaxing through weariness as she listened
to the description of a country that she, as a
German, might some day endeavor to possess?
But before I could directly question her, two
young men in labor-camp uniforms entered the
compartment. She turned her face to the win-
dow. They sat down. I resumed my reading.

A half hour later we entered a station. She
rose, took her valise, and with a slight nod
beckoned to me as she passed through the
door. I got up and followed her down the
entire length of the corridor, wondering, as
she approached the end, whether she had
really beckoned.

Turning abruptly at the steps, she grasped

my hand, and in a rush of whispered words,
her eyes roving the vestibule behind me, said,
“Thank you, Comrade,” and then she was
gone.

ExcepT for some vacant stores on Friedrich-
strasse and the disappearance of the trees on
Unter den Linden, Berlin had changed little
in outward appearance—the part of Berlin I
saw,

I had been warned by previous travelers not
to walk through the working-class districts—
“S.S.men concentrated there pick up a visitor
on sight.”

The sightseeing bus, crowded with middle-
class Germans, had taken us from the heart of
the city through the respectable Tiergarten,
past numerous department stores and cafés, to
Templehof airdrome, and was now retracing
its way to the station.

My companion, an anti-fascist American,
asked the announcer if he intended showing us
anything else.

“Some more public buildings and Hitler’s
house again.”

“What about the rest of Berlin? I heard it
was a big city.”

“Read the program,” was the curt answer.

“What a frame-up,” Jim said, peering down
at the paper in his hand.

A man seated ahead turned and stared
sharply at him.

“Careful,” I whispered. “You’re not home.”

“Don’t I know it,” Jim laughed.

He had similarly laughed, but with greater
satisfaction, during luncheon when the waiter
had refused him a second portion of meat
though he had offered to pay for it. “The law
forbids,” the waiter had quietly said.

Through the Tiergarten again and then
into the crowded center, with its government
buildings, hotels, and stores. There were few
workers to be seen, and during the entire jour-
ney only one Jewish-looking person; but he
was so nattily dressed that he might have
been the Italian attaché.

The streets were filled with vari-colored
uniforms worn by S.S. men, S.A. men, youth-
ful aviators, labor-camp workers, Reichswehr
soldiers, and women in tight-fitting suits with
Sam Browne belts—all saluting so that at
times the streets gave off a moving blur of
half-raised arms. .

Parading groups of young girls passed with
troopers at their head; tractor-drawn trucks
wove in and out of traffic; army cars, readily
convertible into tanks, sped by; armored
motorcycles skirted the bus; three truckloads
of black-uniformed, helmeted S.S. men roared
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round a corner . . . more
saluting . . .

“This is the Reichstag
building,” the announcer
droned. “The Communists
burned it down three years
ago.”

\
AN ACCIDENT a few miles
ahead forced us to change
trains, necessitating the trans-
fer of our baggage through
an underpass from one plat-
form to another.

A porter, somewhere be-
tween forty and fifty years
of age, with a bristly, gray-
ing mustache, thick eyebrows,
and muscles humping his
back, hurried over to receive
the pieces as I lifted them
through the window. When
I descended, three of our
heavy valises were weighing
him down as he grappled
with a fourth.

“Tll help you,” I said,
taking it from him.

He remonstrated with me.

“No, three are heavy
enough,” I said, and turned
toward the stairway.

Bent over, he walked be-
side me; the valises, two in
back and one in front held
by a leather belt crossing his
shoulder, bumped against him
as he waddled along. He peered at the pave-
ment, chewing the end of his mustache.

“Are you busy all day like this?” I asked
as we descended the steps.

“Sometimes,” he said, without lifting his
head. He was breathing heavily.

“Family ?”

“Yes.”

I hesitated, wondering how blunt I
should be.

“Make a living?”

He didn’t answer, but upon reaching the
bottom looked up at me, his back still bent,
a quizzical probing expression in his eyes.

“I know it’s Germany,” I said to him as we
turned up the passage-way.

He was gazing at the floor again, the valises
swinging a little from side to side.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

I shifted the bag to my other hand.

He again offered to take it. I refused.

I decided on another tack.

“Many porters working here?”

Again he looked up at me, twisting his
head to do so. When he answered, his eyes
were back to the pavement, a smile crinkling
his cheek.

“Yes.”

“Makes it pretty hard, doesn’t it?® I said.

He glanced at me, but didn’t say anything.

We were ascending the stairway. He was
going slowly, and I had my hand against the
valises on his back, steadying them.
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Fascists over Spain

“Thank you,” he said between heavy,
wheezing exhalarations. We reached the top.

“I’ve just come from a country where there
aren’t any poor like in Germany,” I said, shift-
ing the bag back to my right hand, “I lived
for about a month in Moscow.”

He wiped his forehead and asked me for
my car number. I told him. Then I added,
“I may go on to Spain.”

That was all until he was alone with me in
my compartment. He had set the baggage in
the racks, again wiped his face with the back
of his hand, and received a four-mark tip
which he stared at as though he had found an
unexpected treasure. Then he said quickly,
half losing the words in his mustache, his eyes
warm and grateful, his fingers touching my
sleeve as he backed into the corridor: “Thank
you, thank you. Make it our second victory.
Thank you. . . .”

IN THE COMPARTMENT next to ours was a
tall, elderly man, military in bearing, neat and
Prussian. During the early afternoon he had
smiled at me in the dining-car as he walked
by, his white mustache lending the only other
note of softness to his face; so toward evening,
as we were approaching Antwerp, noticing
that he was alone, I dropped into a seat op-
posite him.

He spoke fluent English, regretted that the
next station was his, and questioned me about
my impressions of Germany.

“this afternoon.

Having little time, the lights of Antwerp
twinkling beyond the window, I answered, as
one might in conclusion: “I am not a Nazi.”

He smiled wanly. “I know that. I heard
bits of your conversation with your friends
You should have been more
careful, we were still in Germany.” Then,
after a pause, “I am a Jew.”

I smiled in surprise.

“You live in Antwerp?” I then inquired.

“No, Germany. I am in the metal busi-
ness. I am needed.” The last was said with a
trace of bitterness.

“And your life there?”

He answered as he rose to collect his things.

“There is nothing left in Germany for me.
No books, theater, friends, nothing.”

We were entering the station.

“You were a liberal?” I asked, rising.

“I was a business man.”

I helped him with his coat.

“And now?”

“And now? . .. Well . . .” He hesitated,
extending his hand to me. “Well . . .” His
shoulders moved slightly, “A young man visits
me once in a while. Sometimes he comes from
France, sometimes from Czechoslovakia; once
he even came from Italy. I never ask him
what he does. But I always give him money.”
His eyes sparkled. “Sometimes very much
money . . .”

He bowed stiffly as we shook hands, smiled
again, and bade me good-by.
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A letter the New York “Times” didn’t print—Maurice Becker suggests an anti-war action—On Hogben’s “Mathematics”

® I am sending you a letter that I sent to the New
York Times which, so far as I know, they have not
seen fit to publish.—NATHAN BERMAN.

To the Editor of The New York Times:

My attention has been called to a letter by Mr.
Max Eastman in the New York Times of April 6,
1937, which contains some items of special interest
to me. I am referring to this part of his letter which
deals with the treatment of juvenile delinquents in
the Soviet Union. While I take exception to many
other points in his letter, I shall confine myself to
that phase of it with which I am most familiar.

I am a social worker doing juvenile delinquency
work in connection with the Boys’ Court of Chicago.
Between July 1935 and January 1936 I carried on a
research project in the field of juvenile delinquency
in the Soviet Union. In carrying on this project I
had the advantages of my social work background,
knowledge of the Russian language, and a student
visa which enabled me to work independently. My
work took me to places of first detention, courts,
clinics, and correctional institutions. The result of
my study is now in the hands of a publisher. An
article of mine on the above subject, a reprint of
which I am mailing you, is appearing in the current
issue of the American Journal of Sociology.

In his letter, Mr. Eastman says: “He [Stalin] de-
creed a law making theft a crime punishable by
death. He has decreed laws extending this death
penalty for theft, among other provisions of the
Penal Code, to children twelve years old.”

Both of these statements, I maintain, are vague,
misleading, and incorrect. With reference to the first
statement, does Mr. Eastman mean to imply that
- every theft carries with it in the Soviet Union a
penalty of death? Does it mean that if one worker
steals a shirt or a pair of trousers from another he
will be subject to the “supreme penalty of social pro-
tection”—death? Obviously he does not, yet he
plainly states that Stalin decreed (??) a law “mak-
ing theft a crime punishable by death.”

In his second sentence he evidently refers to part
one of the Act of April 7, 1935, the exact transla-
tion of which is:

“Minors twelve years of age and older appre-
hended stealing, committing violence, inflicting bod-
ily injury, maiming, committing murder or attempt-
ing to murder, be brought before the criminal court
where all measures of criminal punishment may be
applied to them.” (Prawvda, April 8, 1935.)

Now, the law here is quite plain. The death pen-
alty is not mentioned, certainly not in connection
with theft! The fact that more serious juvenile
offenders are now being handled by the regular
courts does not justify supposing that they will be
shot for stealing. Our own criminal courts handle
cases of minors who have committed burglary, lar-
ceny, assault, and murder. It does not follow, how-
ever, that a boy tried for grand larceny will face
the electric chair just because he is being tried in the
criminal and not in the juvenile court! Yet, that is
precisely what Mr. Eastman’s statement tries to con-
vey. One wonders whether this statement of his was
a slip of the pen or conscious distortion.

Mr. Eastman, as everybody knows, gets his infor-
mation on the Soviet Union mainly from literature
and reports. The writer, in addition to following
carefully the literature on the subject both during
his stay in the Soviet Union and, since, had the addi-
tional advantage of observing the courts in action
and talking to inmates of correctional institutions
intimately and privately. During all these contacts
he did not come across a single instance where a
juvenile was being severely punished, let alone sen-
tenced to death, for theft or robbery. Where then
did Mr. Eastman get his information while living

thousands of miles away from the Soviet Union?
The writer would be deeply obligated to Mr. East-
man if the latter would kindly furnish him with
data pertaining to the death penalty for theft to
juvenile delinquents in the Soviet Union.

What is the actual truth with reference to the new
Soviet juvenile delinquency law which Mr. East-
man seems to make so much of? Here is what the
organ of the Commissariat of Justice has to say in
connection with the new law:

The prosecution and the courts “must assure the
most attentive and most careful study of every juve-
nile case, investigate the conditions under which the
crime was committed, to carefully think through the
most desirable steps to be adapted in every instance”
but “strict and unbending should be the line of the
courts toward the class enemy who over and again
stretches out his dirty hands to our children.” (Sowiet
Justice, June 18, 1935, p. 13.)

No, Mr. Eastman, facts are stubborn things; we
may not like them, we may despise them, but we
cannot twist them to suit ourselves.

Hoping that for the sake of the truth in which
your paper is interested you ‘will give this letter the
same space as Mr. Eastman’s, I remain,

NATHAN BERMAN.

A Sit-In Strike Against War?

® The recent ballyhoo about Army Day and the
anniversary of the entrance of the United States into
the World War, plus the more encouraging subse-
quent news of the students’ national anti-war strike,
call to my mind an action that took place when the
youth of the country was being shipped across the
Atlantic to die in the “war to end war.” Some of
the boys refused such a treat, and staged what
would today be called a sit-in strike against war and
conscription.

They were not strong in organization, except for
the religious groups—in fact, almost every Socialist,
Wobbly, and humanitarian based his objection to
service on a more or less individual philosophy. Yet
what they lacked in numbers they more than made
up in conviction and idealism.

Would it be too fantastic an idea if today, with
thousands of war objectors in colleges, mills, mines,

William Hermandes

Demonstration

factories, and C.C.C. camps, we were to call a con-
ference to discuss a national sit-in against war and
conscription? Their anti-war spirit is such as to
make it probable that they would fight against be-
coming soldiers—known or unknown.

There’s talk of another international armaments
conference. We’ve seen the disappointing results of
these pow-wows. Wouldn’t it be something to write
home about if these gents found a sit-in conference
against war holding forth next door to their own?

Twenty years ago our handful of c.0’s (conscien-
tious objectors) had to do their sitting-in at Fort
Leavenworth. And where we sat, the war machine
did not turn! With the popularity of the sit-in strike
today, I doubt if there would be enough jail space
to hold us. And what if Leavenworths should sud-
denly sprout all over the land?

You probably remember the occasion when 3000
military prisoners staged a sit-in strike against the
jail sit-in, That was the day we smashed those
twenty-five- and fifty-year sentences. -

If the day should come, the sit-in strikes against
war and conscription could put it up to our Presi-
dent as the sit-in strikes in Flint put it up to Gov-
ernor Murphy. Any blood spilled would be on his
hands. And we would risk having it spilled on the
streets of Washington, D. C., before we’d be shipped
out of the country to spill our guts on some Flanders
field. Yours for an international sit-in against wart

MAURICE BECKER.

Philly’s United Front

® TFor the first time in history we had a united-
front May Day demonstration and parade between
the Socialist and Communist parties.

Considering the past attempts to bring together
these two parties, it was almost incredible to hear
the Socialists singing “Our emblem is the Soviet
star,” and later to hear them applaud the various
Communist groups as those sections went marching
by. During the assembling at City Hall there was
a moment or two when the main banners of the
two parties were face to face just a few feet apart.
This happened as an accident, but when it was
pointed out, the cheering from the crowds came as
from one throat. From now on, politically speaking,
Philadelphia will be “going to town” on the united
front. DaAvipD SEIDMAN.

Exciting Science :
® Naturally your book-review editor took the safe
road and had Lancelot Hogben’s Mathematics for
the Million [issue of April], that looked technical
reviewed by someone who is learned, if not an
authority, in that branch of science. Okay. His left
flank is protected. But the thing is, he didn’t realize
that this book Mathematics for the Million is honest-
to-God for the Million. Any scientist can pick a
flaw in any other scientist’s book, even if both of
them have received the Order of Lenin. But when
a book for the people comes out, I do think it sheuld:
have a word in its behalf from one of the people.

The important thing is that Hogben’s book is ex-
citing. I don’t know a thing about mathematics, but-
this bird Hogben lighted me a bonfire in the dark--
ness. The man writes witty, ironic, lucid, mag-
nificent prose. He gives us poor unscientific devils:
the conviction that science was invented for us, even.
though we've been a long time collecting. He re--
stores our faith in the nobility of mankind. He is
tops.

Now Struik [the reviewer] and Hogben both
contribute to Sciemce & Society., Let them fight it
out there. But please, can’t the readers of the New;
Masses be told that this book of Hogben’s is the
most readable and provocative thing to appear in a
dog’s age? EMiLy GRANT.



22

r I NHE paragraphist-versifier and his Hu-
mor Column appear to have slunk out
with craft unionism and—what was his

name again?>—oh, yes, William Green. Four

or five cultural diehards persist in New York,

Cleveland, and Chicago, but for the most part

the signed newspaper or magazine pillar of

today is a frantic, hot-off-the-griddle compen-
dium of Broadway lowdown or an essay in
political reflection.

WHICH makes the appearance of Hew to the
Line at this point a pretty strange event. Yet
what is your correspondent to do? The itch
to erupt into rhyme is one that the class
struggle has only reheated in him; and the
temptation to puns, apt or distorted quota-
tions, and one-line comments on cited text
from our agitated journals, is one that was
practically born to be executed under the head-
ing of Wilde’s sensible counsel of yielding to
temptation as the best method of removing it.

CoLumNs have relied on their contributors
before, so the encouragement to send in your
paragraphs and your verse is perhaps a routine

one. There is only this difference: that the
cue to style will really be taken from the
hoped-for army of collaborators. If you want
the column to do elfin translations from
Horace, Ovid, and Catullus; if you relish
impassioned campaigns against dry street-
cleaning or for visible house-numbers; if the
misuse of “who” or “whom” gets you rabid
and seems to call for unfailing derision—say
so. Say so—and the clinical examination for
the sources of your galloping senility will be
absolutely gratis.

THE prize for the best contribution of the
year is a little difficult to determine. We're
torn between offering an album of drawings
from Julius Streicher’s Stirmer and a scrap-
book of progressive sentences out of the obiter
dicta of Walter Lippmann, Dorothy Thomp-
son, and Mark Sullivan.

GETTING a letter before you start a column
is a fresh definition of news, but this one
didn’t come directly to us, of course. A cer-
tain mystery attaches to the communication,
since it seems to hail from Mexico City, is
poorly signed, and clearly represents an un-
varnished effort to unsettle the dignified pages
of this publication with vernal epilepsy. Leav-
ing blanks for the uncertain letters of the
signature, we make the name of the poet to be
S-zan-e L-f-llet-e. We should be grateful for
more detailed identification. This is the poem,
which ‘the editors turned over to us:

Trial Triolet

I could never believe those Moscow tfials,
But I'm mad for the way they’re clearing Trotsky.

The Russians, you know, work with venomous
vials—
I could never believe those Moscow trials.

When Leon gives out his bright denials,
I’'m so convinced I could do the kosotsky!

I could never believe those Moscow trials,
But I'm mad for the way they’re clearing Trotsky!

THE BATING of breath that went on was
practically national in scope when the late
President Taft’s son Charlie addressed the
forty-sixth congress of the Daughters of the
American Revolution. He had begun to advise
them against the fatuity of trying to rout a
Communist rabbit out of every liberal warren
—and the next appalling step seemed to be a
severe reminder that the ladies present owed
their existence exclusively to ancestors wha
had found a political set-up intolerable and
proceeded to replace it with one of their own
choosing . . . but Charlie came through and

shifted to pure senseless oratory. Once again
the Dames were spared a revelation whose
intimations shine with annihilation.

Topics oF THE Times, Simeon Strunsky’s
little pillar of sunny babble in the New York
paper of the same name, is a-swoon with
ecstasy because the Lynds’ new book on Mid-
dletown has convinced it that “in small-town

America it is not yet class against class. It is’

still people living on different sides of. the
railroad tracks.” As soon as this column has
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beaten out its aluminum cup for Fine Dis-
tinctions, the presentation will be made to
Mr. Strunsky. Meanwhile, Simeon, relax:
Al Smith is no Fascist; he is merely an avowed
and methodical enemy of working-class inter-
ests and freedom of speech and action. Get it?
Pretty fine.

BritoNs never shall be slaves, and you're
crazy if you don’t believe that that applies to
his majesty’s seamen as well as to anyone else.
An Admiralty fleet order recently announced
that “requests for better quality braces will
be met with the introduction of a new type
in due course.” Braces are suspenders to you.
We hope this new type of brace is ready in
time for the coronation so that no jolly

English tar’s pants will drop on that golden
day in case he is suddenly visited with the
sacrilegious and suspender-busting suspicion
that this may be the last shindig of its kind
ever to blind our wary eyes again.

JuUsT as you were about to abandon hope that
democracy could be saved, along came Dr.
Jay B. Nash with his marines to show you
that organized indulgence in athletics would
promptly obviate the unfortunate effort to
make the world choose between communism
and fascism. Sports should be compulsory so
that the young may be strong—‘“frankly,
strongly for war.” This is of course an in-
fallible guarantee of democracy. Draft us for
the course in shot-putting, Doctor; the louder
the sound of our activities and the deeper the
roar of health-through-joy blood in our ears,
the harder it will be to hear the hideous noise
of fascist bombs falling in Madrid.

PoLITENESS is the new keyword in A.F. of L.
operations. F. J. Dillon recently wrote an ex-
tremely cultured letter to Edsel Ford asking
if he might gain a foothold in the auto plant.
Thus Mr. Dillon: “I direct your attention to
the significant fact that in every case where
the A.F. of L. has been privileged by manage-
ment to function as a legitimate bargaining
agency for employees, there has occurred not
one repulsive and demoralizing sit-down
strike.” In other words:

The sit-down is a gross device,
We shun it.

It’s unrefined, not neat, not nice,
We loathe it.

Besides, the C.I.O.s knocked hell

Out of the old-guard A.F.L.

And loudly sounded Bill Green’s knell—
We're infuriated by it!
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miscellaneous essays,* Waldo Frank says

IN his foreword to this collection of his

Harold Clurman of the Group Theater,

who undertook the editing, found a natural
unity, even a plot, emerging from the mate-
rial. It would be more accurate to call the en-
tire book the third act of a four-act play.
Plot of a kind In the American Jungle con-
tains, but only those acquainted with Mr.
Frank’s earlier work will do justice to it.
Salvos presented Frank’s critical writings from
1915 to 1924. The Re-discovery of America
carried the account forward to 1929. But
this present volume, though it brings the nar-
rative down to 1930, goes as far back as 1925.
It begins with a series of sketches of Ameri-
can life during the boom years and appraisals
of the writers in the liberal tradition to which
Mr. Frank then belonged. The style of these
sketches is abrupt and falsetto, as though
Frank were finding old attachments difficult to
maintain in changing circumstances. He is
obviously breaking away from a former orien-
tation. Yet one has to return to the Re-dis-
covery to find out what the orientation has
been, and to read well into the new volume
before it becomes clear that the progress to
which Mr. Clurman alludes has led Mr.
Frank from Spinoza with a dash of Marx to
Marx with vestigial remnants of Spinoza.
This change in point of view had become,
I think, necessary for Mr. Frank’s peace of
mind. For he was never altogether success-
ful as a partisan of Spinoza on the American
scene. As a young man he had tried Paris,
and had rejected alliance with the American
expatriates. His consciousness of the destiny
of America led him to join the group of
writers who had stayed at home and who,
under the hegemony of Van Wyck Brooks,
were already celebrating our coming of age.
The period was still dominated by the new
liberalism in politics of Herbert Croly and
the new adoration of sex in Sherwood Ander-
son, In literary criticism the program was
less clearly enunciated. It was a deduction
from the critical warfare of Stuart Sherman
and H. L. Mencken; Mencken’s emancipa-
tion from puritanism fused with Sherman’s be-
lief in the achieved unity of the national spirit.
As one of the younger members of this move-
ment, Frank was able to do little or nothing
to further its aims. A curious dualism per-
meated his writings, for which his interest in
Spinoza was responsible. Spinoza permitted
him to preach the new gospel with unusual
fervor, to accept the rhapsodic generalization
that the triumph of a progressive America was
at hand. But at the same time, the mysticism
which Frank drew from this alien philosopher
forced him continually to raise the doubt—in
the face of increasing material prosperity, to

*IN THE AMERICAN JUNGLE, by Waldo Frank.
Farrar & Rinehart. $2.50.

accept this glorious future as possible only in
case the materialism of the industrial machine
were controlled. Perhaps also Frank came a
little too late for the new liberalism to ap-
pear altogether plausible. Too much of it had
been associated with the career of Woodrow
Wi lson. By the mid-twenties, the war had cast
doubt on man’s capacity to control the ma-
chines of his creation, and attention had begun
to turn from the expansion of the individual
spirit to social and economic problems. But
these practical problems, of which his mysti-
cism had made Frank cognizant, served only
to make the mysticism itself appear the more
out of date. His demand that men become
aware of “the whole,” if it was too robust to
be compared with Emerson’s absorption in the
over-soul, was, after all, closer to Whitman’s
humanism than Croly’s cheerful pragmatism.
Meanwhile, the movement was turning out to
be little more than evidence of the well-fed
literary stomach, the genial reflection of our
temporary prosperity on the literary sky. Its
optimism, which had been from the start philo-
sophically lackadaisical, came in due time to
change its direction into the subtle distortions
of democratic theory in the more recent writ-
ings of Walter Lippmann.

Frank rejected the distortion, and con-
tinued to grapple with the problem which
his superior philosophical insight kept be-
fore him. His best essays in this volume
represent his projection of this struggle to
reconcile the industrialization of the country
with its democratic tradition. He praises The
Bridge by Hart Crane in the best criticism
that has been written on the poem, but for
reasons that at bottom are purely personal:
the Brooklyn Bridge symbolizes to him mat-
ter made into human action. And his enthu-
siasm leads him to ignore Crane’s obliqueness
of expression through the prediction that a
collectivist society alone will be able to under-
stand the poem. Then, as though putting
aside a personal temptation, he proceeds to
reject the points of views of T. S. Eliot and
Spengler. Eliot, he finds, manages to live in
his world by reducing it to a fragment. In a
careful, detailed analysis of Spengler’s Decline
of the West, he shows him to have neglected

The essays of Waldo Frank—Edgar Lee Masters on Walt Whitman—Vida D. Scudder’s autobiography

the Hebraic contribution to world culture and
the philosophical implications of Darwinism.
Thus he paves the way for his own escape
from the jungle, and discovers that he can
preserve his own “consciousness of the whole”
by predicating its attainment in the classless
society through the intercession of the democ-
ratized masses of mankind. Marxism has suc-
ceeded in breaking his dilemma. In the Re-
discovery, Frank was tolerant of the Soviet
Union, but an intransigent opponent of Marx-
ism as a dogmatic system. Now he has found
out that Marxism is not, as its enemies main-
tained, a “closed” philosophy like medieval
scholasticism. In his addresses as first presi-
dent of the League of American Writers, he
gives most positive expression to his new
orientation. And it is doubtless true that his
immediate concern with the reality of fascism
and its corroding of all that Mr. Frank has
long held dear in his ideal of the “wholeness”
of life, has made possible this fuller under-
standing of that wholeness as Marxism de-
fines it,

At the same time, it is only proper to add
that Mr. Frank does not believe that he has
now rejected Spinoza entirely. He still looks
upon the good life as a mystical-religious par-
ticipation by the individual in the sensory ex-
perience of material life. To many of his
readers he must seem to retain certain am-
biguities more peculiar to nineteenth-century
romanticism than to Spinoza, vestiges of Ros-
setti, of Musset, indeed of the Savoyard Vicar
whom Frank continues to respect. But it
will do no harm, certainly, to his audience at
the present time if Frank somewhat extremely
counteracts the confusion between mechanical
materialism and dialectic.

Epwin Berry Burcum.

The Man of Paumonok

WHuITMAN, by Edgar Lee Masters. Charles
Scribner’s Sons. $3.50.

DGAR LEE MASTERS comes to a

study of Whitman with a mind seeking
desperately for some certitudes in a world that
appears to him to be going to the dogs. But
Masters’s own perceptions are so crude, and
his general level of consciousness so embogged
in a poorly liberated provincialism, that he
cannot give us any analysis of Whitman or his
significance for our times. Instead he gives
us all the well-known facts about Whitman’s
life, relying on copious quotations from other
sources, a method not at all objectionable in
itself, but which, in his hands, tends to take
the place of original criticism. So that the
general reader who is unacquainted with the
Whitman literature may get something out of
the book, but the reader looking for fresh
evaluations in the light of modern awareness
will get only some dubious psychiatric specu-
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lations on Whitman’s libido. In the end, Mas-
ters concludes that the fate of Whitman’s liter-
ary achievement will depend on the fate of
the democracy of which he sang in his huge
hymns. This conclusion gives us the heart of
Masters’s inadequacy. For if this were so,
Whitman would today be a dead dog, which
‘he decidedly is not. Whitman’s democracy
was practically dead when Leaves of Grass
made its appearance.

The rejection of Europe as a concept in
favor of America as a concept could have
something of glorious validity in the brief
dawn of bourgeois democracy in this land
unmoored in a feudal past. It reminds me of
the mystical exceptionalism of the Irish “emer-
ald isle and pixie” cult upon which Engels
turned his scorn. But Whitman lived to see
the day when the federal troops, formerly at
one with the “free mechanics,” became an
alien body of violence, shooting the strikers
of 1877 and of 1886. The Communist Mani-
festo of 1848 was catching up with the Leaves
of Grass of 1855. When will its correspond-
ing complex sensibility make itself felt in our
literature?

The truth of the matter is that Masters can-
not weigh Whitman for us because he him-
self cannot transcend Whitman’s values and
inevitable historic limitations. Masters yearns
with a too-bitter nostalgia for Whitman’s
prairie democracy to be able to view his sub-
ject with modern eyes. He is himself too
ridden with the obsessions of mystical Ameri-
can destiny and too raw with the gaucherie
of an anti-puritanism whose very hatred of
its enemy bears the tragic marks of its enemy’s
influence. I cannot but respect the desperate-
ness of search which I feel in Masters’s
prowlings about the serene figure of Whit-
man. But I cannot at the same time help feel-
ing the doom which pervades Masters’s pre-
occupations simply because he is attempting to
operate with a critical apparatus rooted in an
American petty-bourgeois outlook darkened
with shadows of horror at the remorseless ad-
vance of twentieth-century monopolism. For
this reason, Masters makes of Whitman some-
thing perilously close to a lost cause, a van-
ishing dream. Because he expects too much
of Whitman, expects that he will in fact be the
prophet of a divine America, he ends by plac-
ing him in a false position where we must
either reject or accept him completely. The
genius of Whitman for us does not at all lie
in such a quandary. He is with us. But we
go beyond him.

Whitman wrote in his exaltation: “I re-
ject nothing—I accept the master as well as
the slave.” The slave cannot be grateful to
him for it. But neither can the master breathe
easily in the storms of his social and natural
pantheism. He wrote: “My call is the call of
battle, I nourish active rebellion.” But he
also wrote:

I hear it was charged against me that I sought to
destroy institutions,

But really T am neither for nor against institutions,

'(What have I in common with them? Or what with
the destruction of them?)

Has anyone ever explored the organic lack
of discipline and responsibility which is coiled
secretively within Whitman’s all-encompassing
embrace of nature and society? Is it this, as
well as his problem of rendering vastness,
which conditioned the form of his verse? Is
that why, with all his tireless apostrophe to
masses, he was unable to give living form to
dramatic or even lyrical conflict of individ-
uals? And the problem of Whitman’s sexual-
ity, its quality and its sources, still needs, after
Masters’s book, modern critical examination.
Greatness of spirit was needed to affirm it in
a country dominated by New England. Does
it need the foil of puritanism for its effective-
ness? Generally, his sexuality remains at the
level of discovery (there are, of course, some
remarkable exceptions, as in the beautiful
image which closes the fifth section of the
Children of Adam poems). But what have
we to learn from a comparison of Whitman’s
sexuality with the subtleties of daring eroti-
cism which irradiate the texture of Elizabethan
intellectuality in Shakespeare’s day?

The problem of Whitman's genius as a critic

3 . . 3
needs (Masters does express his opinion on this

Maurice Glickman (American Artists’ Congress)
Asturian Miner and Family
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point) more study. Whitman, like T. S.
Eliot, who has never thought fit to expose
Whitman to his researches, preferred the lean-
ness of Dante to the torrential abundance of
Shakespeare. ‘There were in him, the man
who “sent his barbaric yawp across the roof-
tops of the world,” many elements of modern
critical awareness. Like Milton, Blake, Shel-
ley, and others, Whitman was trying to affirm
some aspect of the spiritual realities which ac-
companied the anti-feudal revolution. For the
modern poet who has gone beyond that re-
stricted affirmation, Whitman, like the others,
is a proper subject for “critical assimilation.”
But Masters’s book is evidence that the job
remains to be done.
Mirton HowaArp.

Magnissima Charta

Tue New Sovier CONSTITUTION, by dnna
Louise Strong. Henry Holt & Co. $1.50

N this compact little volume, Anna Louise
Strong continues her brilliant and invalu-
able role of interpreting Soviet Russia to the
outside world. Starting with an analysis of
the present sad state of democracy in capitalist
countries, she goes on to give the background
of the new Soviet constitution in the evolution
of the U.S.S.R. This approach shows clearly
that the new constitution is not something
strange and unexpected, but a natural out-
growth of those democratic principles and
processes which were inherent in the first
workers’ republic from the day of its estab-
lishment. The very manner in which the new
constitution was adopted demonstrates this
point. Surely no other document of its kind
in history was ever discussed before enactment
so thoroughly, so democratically, and by so
large a proportion of a nation’s population.

Miss Strong proceeds to explain the politi-
cal provisions of the constitution. The crea-
tion of a second chamber, the Soviet of Na-
tionalities, in addition to the Soviet of the
Union, is due, she points out, to the fact that
“the U.S.S.R. is a multi-national state” in
which it is only just that the particular inter-
ests of the minority national and racial groups
should be protected. If the British empire,
the author intriguingly suggests, had a similar
constitution, it would mean that “all imperial
laws had to be passed both by a majority of
the total population—with India outvoting the
rest of the empire combined—and also by a
majority of the constituent nations, in a second
chamber which would restore to England,
Scotland, Ireland, and Wales a certain equal-
ity of rights!”

Quite fittingly Miss' Strong concludes her
book with a chapter on the “New Rights of
Man” embodied in the Soviet constitution.
Outstanding among these provisions are those
guaranteeing the right to work, the right to
rest, the right to material security in old age
and in case of sickness or other incapacity, the
right to education, the right of women to full
equality with ‘men, and the right of freedom
from all racial discrimination. These con-
stitutional guarantees are so extraordinary and
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epoch-making that in themselves they entail an
affirmative answer to the query of Sidney and
Beatrice Webb as to whether there exists a
new civilization in the Soviet Union. The
articles in question take up only five pages
in the author’s carefully annotated translation
of the new constitution, and I declare without
qualification that no one henceforth can be
considered educated who does not read, re-
member, and reflect upon these five pages.
Of course it is easy to say that this is only
a “paper” conmstitution. But it is obvious in
the nature of the case that all written consti-
tutions are paper constitutions. In other
words, the extent to which constitutional pro-
visions become actualized is, dependent on the
good faith of the government and people in-
volved. Now I do not contend that the new
Soviet constitution will always be lived up to
100 percent, especially during these first years;
but I venture to predict that its basic princi-
ples will become in reality the law of the land
far sooner than in the case of most other con-
stitutions. The United States Constitution
has been in effect for one hundred and fifty
years, but we all know how frequently it is
violated even today, particularly its guaran-
ties regarding civil liberties. ' :
Furthermeore, the Soviet constitution shows
a rate of growth towards democracy in the
U.S.S.R. unprecedented elsewhere in political
experience. The British parliamentary system
has been in process of evolution for more than
six hundred years, but till 1884 approximately
50 percent of the population did not have the
ballot; and only in 1918 was universal suffrage
for men and women over twenty established.
In the United States it took nearly a century
after the Declaration of Independence for
Negroes to win equal political rights; even
then it was mainly on paper and remains so
to this day. Women's suffrage came in
America only in 1920. In the Soviet Union,
nineteen years after the revolution, there is
suffrage for everyone of both sexes over the
age of eighteen. These are a few of the more
obvious comparisons that can be made, but
they may be sufficient to indicate the swift
pace at which Soviet democracy marches on.
CorLiss LamonT.

Napoleon the Class Warrior

BoNAPARTE, by Eugene Tarlé. Knight Publi-
cations. $4.50.

HE relation between certain stages of

Napoleon’s life and their social and eco-
nomic background has been demonstrated, in
fragmentary analyses, by many writers, among
them Marx and Engels. In this excellent
biography by a leading Soviet historian, these
analyses are now expanded and integrated,
and Napoleon’s personal role is shown in re-
lation to the development of the bourgeois
revolution in France.

As Tarlé demonstrates, theé revolutionary
and, later, imperial armies derived their
strength from the newly liberated energies
of the French middle classes. They con-
quered the feudal countries that opposed

Martin

them, but were unable to hold their con-
quests; at the beginning of the nineteenth
century no more than now could there be a
really unified Europe within capitalism. The
greatest military genius of all times, with all
his miraculous organizing powers, was help-
less when faced with an economic crisis and
the anarchy of the market. But as Tarlé
shows, the rhythm of the social and economic
forces explains not only the objective facts of
Napoleon’s rise and fall; it also explains to
some extent his subjective decisions. Napoleon
was aware of the forces he represented. He
was a loyal instrument of his class, and
naturally could not transcend its historic per-
spectives. In Russia he discarded the idea of
liberating the czar’s serfs, and even after
Waterloo he refused to lead the “proletarian
rabble” against the restoration of the Bour-
bons. In Tarlé’s materialistic treatment, des-
pite its necessary accent on impersonal forces,
the tragedy of Napoleon as an individual is
not blurred ; on the contrary it stands out with
greater clarity, because instead of a blind vic-
tim tossed about by chance, he is seen here as
the focal point of a class consciousness. In
addition to its scientific merits, Bonaparte has
that of being as smoothly readable as any
“novelized” biography.
NorMAN (GOODRICH.

A Socialist Reads Lenin

O~ JourNEey, by Vida Dutton Scudder.
E. P. Duttorn & Co. $4.

IDA SCUDDER, professor emeritus of

English literature at Wellesley College
and for forty years a Christian Socialist, at
the age of seventy-six has begun the study of
Lenin’s writings. Her article, “A Little Tour
in the Mind of Lenin” in a current issue of
the Christian Century, is refreshing after the
mysticism of the closing chapters of her auto-
biography, On Journey.

In the earlier pages of her life story,
she ranges pleasantly over the wide mead-
ows of English letters, from Beowulf and
Chaucer, through Ruskin and Matthew
Arnold, down to Dreiser and Sinclair Lewis

25

—whom she does not so much like. She reads
Dante and the records of early Franciscans
in the original Italian, quotes them, and does
not imagine that her readers may need a trans-
lation. She is conscious of writing more for
the élite than for the masses.

From a family representing New England’s
cultured minority—an uncle was editor of the
Atlantic Monthly and another uncle was head
of Dutton’s publishing house—Vida Scudder
found herself readily in the field of literature.
On her many trips abroad, she has been as
much at home in Oxford or Assissi as in Wel-
lesley, Massachusetts. The mediaeval, whether
in art, religion, philosophy, or letters, has
always called forth her special enthusiasm.
It provided the theme for several of her earlier
books, solid contributions to scholarship, on
the Arthurian legends, the Franciscans, and
Catherine of Siena. In religion she is more
than a member of the Protestant Episcopal
Church; she is an American Anglo-Catholic,
that is, a catholic who has not “submitted to
the Roman obedience.”

It was through hearing Ruskin’s lecture
courses at Oxford in the 1880’s, reading his
“Unto This Last” and the works of Frederick
Denison Maurice and Charles Kingsley, that
the young graduate of Smith College became
a Christian Socialist. Later she took out her
red card as a member of the Socialist Party,
but was never very active in the party’s politi-
cal life. Through the work of Denison House
in Boston, one of the early college settlements,
she maintained contact for a good many years
with the trade-union movement in New Eng-
land and with working-class neighbors who
came to the settlement for classes, discussions
and forums.

But for any consistent, logical economic
thinking, the autobiography is disappointing.
Miss Scudder admits that she is confused, that
she is famous among her friends for her “dis-
concerting habit of switching from side to side
in an argument.” She has, however, 2 definite
program of three “essential” points: “Faith in
the movement toward political socialism, in
the pressure exerted by organized labor, and
in the growing development of Consumers’
Cooperation.” She claims that in the class
struggle she is one with the workers'in spirit.
But she can speak of “laughing and weeping
over the constant failure of communism”—
and she can keep her name on the Committee
for the Defense of Leon Trotsky.

It must have been after finishing the auto-
biography that she began to study Lenin’s life
and work, of which she now writes in such
invigorating fashion. Urging her middle-class
readers to travel “for a time” (why only for
a time?) “along the new trails broken by
communists,” she describes Lenin as statesman
and thinker and one whose intellect was at
once powerful, flexible, and creative.

Will the time ever come, she asks, when
Lenin’s Selected Essays will be assigned in
America as college preparatory reading? And
she concludes that Marxists, ‘“however one
judges their ultimate theories”—which she re-
jects—have unprecedented understanding of
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the whole historic process. She is perhaps a
little wistful about these Marxists. Is it be-
cause she does not accept what she realizes is
an integrated and coherent conception of the
universe ? Grace HurcHINS.

Recent Fiction in Brief

ANOTHER SUCH VICTORY, by Clifton Cuthbert. Hill-
man Curl. $2.50.

A more interesting and significant novel than the
author’s earlier Thunder Without Rain, and sharply
different in theme, Another Such Victory describes
a strike of New England textile workers. While
adding little to the strike-novel formula, it manages
to be clear, honest, and readable; and one looks for-
ward with interest to Cuthbert’s next.

THE Gobs ARRIVE, by Grant Lewi. J. B. Lippincott.
$2.50.

A novel of New York life from 1928 to 1933.
Some excellent descriptions of department-store ad-
ministration, particularly as it weighs on the work-
ers. Energetic political conversations which, though
a little confused, are enlivening and adult.

TopAy Is FOREVER, by Ramona Herdman. Harper
& Bros. $2.50.

Miss Herdman’s first book, 4 Time For Lowe,
was both polished and sympathetic satire, but in
this novel she is bent on being serious and analytical
and Freudian, and the results are less interesting.

A LamP oN THE PLAINS, by Paul Horgan. Harper
& Bros. $2.50.

A rather static and indecisive novel of a young
man of the Southwest in search of knowledge. Scat-
tered among the embroidered and precious pieces of
nature-description is some really good writing.

YouNG RoOBERT, by George Albee. Reynal & Hitch-
cock. $2.50.
A lively story of working people in San Fran-
cisco of the forties. Some supple and precise writing
and convincing portraiture of proletarian types.

WEe Are Not ALONE, by James Hilton. Little, Brown.
$2.

About a little doctor in a small English com-
munity, who serves his patients with skill and sym-
pathy and whose overbearing wife drives him into
a strange affair with a German dancer. Undoubt-
edly one of the high points, if not the saturation
point, in the hazy school of novel writing.

THE GrowN-Ups, by Catharine W hitcomb. Random

House. $2.50.
A story of corrupt parents and a child’s mental
suffering. Vivid and sensitive, though a trifle over-
written.

PeorLE ON THE EARTH, by Edwin Corle. Random

House. $2.
A Navajo lad lives for a time among white people
and then returns to his own tribe. Observant study
of Indian life and problems.

THE SCANDALS OF CLOCHEMERLE, by Gabriel Chewal-
lier, translated from the French by Jocelyn
Godefroi. Simon & Schuster. $2.50.

The mayor of a French small town installs a pub-
lic comfort station for gentlemen only, and a civic
storm ensues. Not quite so gay, giddy, and Gallic
as it should be.

Piee AL Hanos!, by H. M. Tomlinson. Harper &
Bros. $2.50.
Another sea story by the author of Gallions Reach.
A pot-boiler, but quite accomplished.

LuctFeR IN PINE LAKE, by Samuel Rogers. Little,

Brown. $2.50.
A nihilistic and pretty stifling novel of a very dis-
illusioned, very bitter young man. Shows little im-
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Read the Record

— give your own verdict —

THERE is no excuse now for anyone who can
read to speak vaguely about the trial of the mem-
bers of the anti-Soviet Trotskyite Center in Mos-
cow. The 580-page verbatim report of the pro-
ceedings is now availablein English. Herethose
who doubt and those who don’t will find every-
thing they can possibly want to know. Here is
the complete testimony, drawn from the seven-
teen defendants in seven days of open court
sessions, continuing for eight hours a day. Read
it through and decide for yourself whether the
accused were given a fair trial, whether their
confessions were obtained by terror, trickery,
truth drugs, or cold hard facts. Get the book
FREE with a 6-month subscription to NEw
MASSES, that relentless weekly which insists on
giving you a back-stage view of history in the
making, let the props fall where they may.
Don’t lose a minute—send $2.50 and the coupon
TODAY!

VERBATIM REPORT OF THE
Moscow Trial

F R E E with a 6-month subscription to
NEW MASSES

NEW MASSES, 31 E. 27th St., New York City

I enclose $2.50, for which please send me NEw
Masses for 6 months, and a FREE copy of the
Verbatim Report of the Moscow Trial, in ac-
cordance with your Special Offer.

provement over Dusk at the Grove, which won its
author the Atlantic Monthly prize a few years back.
The writing, still heavily nostalgic, lacks variety
and pungency.

Pamphlets Recently Published

(This listing appears regularly in
the first issue of every month.)

Mastering Bolshevism. Workers’ Library Publishers.
5c. Stalin’s brilliant report to the Central Com-
mittee of the Communist Party of the Soviet
Union, made on March 3, and his reply to a
discussion of the Central Committee on March §.
A document of great importance.

The Fascist International, by Harry F. Ward.
American League Against War and Fascism.
2c. An authority examines the origins of this
new form of world Reaction as well as methods
of combatting it.

Toward a “Closed Shop” on the Campus, by Joseph
P. Lash. American Student Union. 5c. An
A.8.U. leader recounts the gains made on the
campus against war and fascism.

Questions and Answers, by William Z. Foster.
Workers’ Library Publishers. 10c. America’s
foremost labor leader explodes the myths which
were concocted to discredit the Piatakov-Radek
trial.

The Great Sit-Down Strike, by William Weinstone.
Workers’ Library Publishers. S5c. “The big cor-
porations know how to deal with a walkout,
but General Motors did not know how to deal
with the sit-down strike,” writes Mr. Wein-
stone, who discusses the relation of this tactic to
a new era in trade unionism.

Terror in Cuba, by Arthur Pincus. Workers’ De-
fense League. 5c. Four million Cubans today
are being ruled by machine guns and bayonets
as a result of a “blood bargain” involving Yan-
kee corporations. A brilliant exposé. Preface
by John Dos Passos.

An Eye-Witness at the Wreckers’ Trial, by Sam
Darcy. Workers’ Library Publishers. 10c. An
account of the intrigue and sabotage in the
U.S.S.R. which culminated in the treason trials.

They Crashed the Color Line. National Urban
League. 15¢. How six Negroes achieved suc-
cess despite obstacles. Reprinted from Oppor-
tunity: Journal of Negro Life.

Occupational Opportunity for Negroes, by Lester B.
Granger and Arnold Hill. National Urban
League. 15c. A guide to job-hunting; “pri-
marily prepared for use by young people.”

*

Recently Recommended Books

The Tragic Fallacy: A Study of America’s War
Policies, by Mauritz A. Hallgren. Knopf. $4.

The Cock’s Fumeral, by Ben Field, with an intro-
duction by Erskine Caldwell. International.
$1.25.

Mortgage Your Heart, by Sophus Keith Winther.
Macmillan. $2.50.

Mathematics for the Million, by Lancelot Hogben.
Illustrations by J. F. Horrabin. Norton. $3.75.

Peace Is Where the Tempests Blow, by Valentine
Kataev. Farrar & Rinehart. $2.50.

The Private Manufacture of Armaments, Vol. I,
by Philip Noel-Baker. Oxford. $3.75.

Rainbow Fish, by Ralph Bates. Dutton. $2.

Look Through the Bars, by Ernst Toller. Farrar &
Rinehart. $2.75.

Low Company, by Daniel Fuchs. Vanguard. $2.50.

Spain in Arms, 1937, by Anna Louise Strong. Holt.
$1; paper 25c.

Bread and Wine, by Ignazio Silone. Harper. $2.50.

Away from It All, by Cedric Belfrage. Simon &
Schuster. $3.

The Case of the Anti-Soviet Trotskyite Center: A
Verbatim Report, published by the People’s
Commissariat of Justice of the U.S.S.R. Book-
niga. $1.
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SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

The first offering of Frontier Films—Some recent dance recitals and two new plays

annual report to the motion-picture in-

dustry. As usual, it was full of many
brilliant and original remarks about the me-
dium and the artistic progress of Hollywood.
But one of the brighter spots in the speech was
that “the American film industry has endeav-
ored to produce its pictures on a high plane of
entertainment and artistic merit, with complete
freedom from propaganda and objectionable
matter.” Well, perhaps it is better that we
leave the matters of “art” and “quality pic-
tures” to Hollywood and the Hays office. In
my discussion of The /¥ ave, I mentioned the
newly organized Frontier Films. In spite of
.the fact that this organization did not an-
nounce a film universe full of stars, it is, never-
theless, of great importance to the movie-goers
of America. The purpose of this group of
progressive professional scenarists, directors,
dramatists, and cameramen is to produce real-
istic films of American life. In their announce-

ment they state that

RECENTLY Will H. Hays delivered his

There are many aspects of American life ig-
nored by the film industry. In the stirring events
that overflow our newspapers . . . in the vivid
reality of our everyday lives . . . in the rich
and robust traditions of the American people . . .
there exists a wealth of dramatic material. This
is the subject matter that needs to be dramatized
in America’s most popular ' medium of entertain-
ment. It is this America—the world we actually
live in—that Frontier Films will portray.

And in New York’s Roosevelt Theater the
first film to come from this organization is on

view: a short entitled The W orld Today.
This film shows every indication that Frontief
Films will keep its promise. '

In form, The World Today bears a super- ‘

ficial resemblance to The March of Time.
Just as The Marchk of Time revolutionized
the newsreels, so will The W orld Today revo-
lutionize the method of dramatizing actual
news events and happenings. As a matter of
fact, it was very easy for The March of Time
to advance over the conventional newsreel. It
eliminated the “entertainment” values of .the
newsreel and presented “news” and “educa-
tional” features in a fresh manner. It proved
that the reénacted newsreel, the dramatic docu-
mentary, need not necessarily detract from the
actuality of the event. As a matter of fact,
it added the welcome dramatic punch. But in
the name of objectivity and honest reporting,
The March of Time went the way of the rest
of the Time-Fortune-Life enterprises: flirting
with Reaction. In addition to this ideological
danger, The March of Time landed in a well-
worn rut. By this time their method has lost
its freshness and their technique has become
stale, conventionalized, and uninteresting. On
a smaller scale they are doing exactly what
Hollywood is doing: avoiding or distorting
reality. _

The first issue of The World Today con-
tains two subjects: a re-creation of the fight
against the mortgage companies by the resi-
dents of New York’s middle-class suburb, Sun-
nyside, L. I., and a frank reénactment of the
activities of the Black Legion and the mur-

Joseph Serrano

“You can tell the ‘Times] Mr. Carney, that the loyalists are running, too.”

der of W.P.A. worker Poole by Black Legion
killer Dean. In the Sunnyside sequence, the
makers went to the scenes of the actual evic-
tion for their material. The script was writ-
ten with the assistance of the dispossessed
home-owners and was shot with the same peo-
ple reénacting their own fight. The result is
extraordinary. It is so realistic, that when
this sequence was shown to the “actors” they
refused to believe their eyes—that this was
not the actual eviction. The Black Legion
sequence was obviously done entirely by
actors. But in spite of that, it looks like a
documentary film and functions like one. The
initiation scene, for instance, is more vivid
than anything in the Warner Brothers’ version
of The Black Legion.

This first issue has its faults; to deny them
would be unfair to the members of the staff
of Frontier Films, since in ideas and tech-
nique they have advanced beyond this film,
made months ago. Nevertheless, it is strong
enough, fresh enough, and exciting enough to
amaze many members of The March of Time
staff when it was shown to them. This is
truly a bold new step in the field of the
American movies and it is up to us to support
it for all we’re worth. PeTER ELLIs.

THE DANCE

N its last concert, the New Dance League
(now merged with the American Dance
Association, which convenes May 14, 15, 16
at the New School for Social Research in
New York) presented, among others, Jane
Dudley in her Songs of Protest, from Law-
rence Gellert’s collection (Tamiris and her
W.P.A. group, incidentally, are giving their
Songs of Protest at the Nora Bayes Theater
in New York on May 5), Lily Mehlman in a
lyrical Harvest Song, Miriam Blecher in her
gay and earthy folk dance, From Biro-Bidjan
in the Field. Malvena Fried, a newcomer,
offered a thoroughly amusing, burlesqued Por-
trait of an American Lady (petty bourgeoise) ;
Bill Matons one of the best of his protests,
Letter to a Policeman in Kansas City; and
Blanche Evan a rhythmically good but some-
what dated 4n Office Girl Dreams.

Technically and artistically, the dancers
have moved forward. Gestures have grown
more sparing, movement more incisive; the
patterns of their dances have lost the ingenu-
ous qualities of obviously sloganed pantomime
and their choreography has lost whatever ten-
dency it might have had to swing into equiv-
ocal abstractions. The concert was perhaps
not the most exciting that the New Dance
League has presented since its first production
at the Civic Repertory only a little over two
years ago, but certainly it was one of its most
polished performances.

Another young dancer, Lillian Shapero,
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SEE

RUSSIA

with Experts

Travel Seminar led by Anna .Loulse
stmnn, just back from 15 years in
S.R. Special programs, services,
a.nd travel facilities. Inclusive rate

Publio Health Survey led by John A.
Kingsbury, co-author of * ‘Red Med-
icine.”” Program arranged by Com-
. missariat of Public Health. Com-
fortable travel. Inclusive rate.....
Sixth Annual Tour led by Julien
Bryan, roving reporter for ‘March
of Time.’”” The great centres and
ten days in Caucasian villages, In-
clusive rate ......ccoevieiecenaanns
Third Annual Travel colleetlve led by
Joshua Kunitz, journalist 543
since 1935. Inclusive rate ..........
Twenty other unusual trips in Hurope and Soviet
Russia.  Also independent itineraries in Russia.
RUSSIAN TRAVEL DEPARTMENT
8 West 40th Street New York, N, Y.
Cooperating with Intourist

ool ol bl oo i i o
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L o o

—EXHIBIT -

W atercolor Reproductions of

CIVIL WAR IN SPAIN

completely framed $1.75
— also —
Complete Collection of
Living American Artists
48 SUBJECTS completely framed $5.95
FINE PICTURE FRAMING
At Reasonable Prices

KANNER ADEL FRAME & PIC. CO.
41 E. 29th St., N. Y. C. MUrray Hill 4-2549

M B B A D Lt

CARNIVAL
IN SPAIN

THE blggest, best and most elaborate
event we’ve ever attempted. Nothing has
been overlooked to make CARNIVAL
IN SPAIN a huge success. Exciting
attractions from dusk to dawn...Puppet
show, dancmg, floor show, fortune telling,
games, surpnses . . . Dine and Dance
at our ten-ring gala ‘event . . Come
en masse for your own amusement, for
Social Work Today and for Spain.

PART OF THE PROCEEDS TO SOCIAL
WORKERS COMMITTEE OF THE

MEDICAL BUREAU TO AID SPANISH
DEMOCRACY

MAY 15th
SATURDAY EVENING
22E.15thSt. Adm.:50c¢

Auspices:
SOCIAL WORK TODAY
6 East 46th Street, VANDERBILT 3-1192

who has worked considerably with the Yiddish
theater and with the Freiheit Gezang Farein,
was seen with her group, in a concert given
over to such excellent thematic material as
Jingoist, Proletarian Songs, Crisis and a
Trilogy on women and war.

But the choreography of the compositions
was top-heavy with abstract patterns, and the
patterns weren’t particularly exciting nor
very clear in their meaning. A more logical
development of the theme contest of her work
might have helped considerably. Whatever
the case, Lillian Shapero has accepted un-
critically the whole Graham technique and
manner; and her idiom, for the most part,
smacks much of the first art-for-art’s-sake days
of the modern-dance movement. The technical
approach of the young dancer is essentially
escapist and has little in common with the
ideological militancy of her themes. The con-
cert wasn’t a particularly happy one. Lillian
Shapero has done better; she can do better,
and should. OweN BURKE.

THE THEATER

N keeping with the spirit of lassitude in-

duced by maturing spring, apparently, the
Federal Theater Project in New York has
installed in the Provincetown Playhouse (of
hallowed memory) a play by James Bridie
called Tobias and the Angel, which is a tale
of human fate and foibles presided over in
good style by the Archangel Raphael, who
manages to put to rout the demons of flesh
and spirit that badger the characters of the
play. Cast in the general mold of Hebrew
lore of biblical days, this easy-going little pil-
grim’s progress yet manages to have much
freshness and charm for the contemporary
audience. It is hardly a full-bodied dramatic
effort, however, and never gets to the point
of taking on the flesh and blood of life. The
same leisurely good humor and sense of human

Milton Hebald

NEW MASBES

SLEEPY HALL

conducting a
RUDY VALLEE ORCHESTRA
at the

GRAND VICTORY BALL

of the
Department Store Employees Union
(Local 1250)

SATURDAY MAY 8th

CAPITOL HOTEL

Eighth Ave. & Fifty-first St.
New York City

°
Subscription:
SEVENTY-FIVE CENTS
°
Tickets on Sale at:

80 EAST 11th STREET
Room 233 '

NEW SCHOOL FOR SUNDAY
SOCIAL RESEARCH MAY 9th
66 WEST 12th STREET 8:30 P.M.

JULIEN
BRYAN

IN PERSON
presents

“RUSSIA
REBORN”

10,000 Feet of New Motion Pictures
of the Soviet Union as It Is Now

LAST PUBLIC APPEARANCE IN
NEW YORK THIS SEASON

PV VN

Auspices:
NEW MASSES

A Ad

All Seats Reserved: 83c, $1.10
(Tax Included)
On Sale at:

New Masses, 31 East 27th Street
Chelsea Bookshop, 58 West 8th Street
Workers Bookshop, 50 Hast 13th Street

(Because of the limited capacity of the auditorium
we urge that you get tickets from the above sta-
tions or mail oheck for tickets NOW to New
Masses 81 Fast 27th Street, New York, N. Y.)
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PLANNED TO
YOUR ORDER

Travel Alone—Economically and in Comfort

Tell us how long you can be away, what phase of
Soviet Russian life you are especially interested in,
and we will plan a fascinating

itinerary for you. All trans-

portation details will be pre-

arranged by us, insuring com- 31 DAYS
plete comfort and enjoyment $259

at a minimum all-inclusive
price. Write, call or phone—  Tew==
and mention the New Masses.

EDUTRAVEL, Inc.

An Institute for Educational Travel
55 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y.
mmesmm Felophones: GRamercy 7-3284-3288 mummmmm

CLASSIFIED ADS 40c a line

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum

RESORTS

25% of Proceeds Donated to Spain—Week-end May
i-9. Followers of the Trail Oamp, Buchanan, N. Y.
Comfortable house, good food, seasonal sports. By
train N. Y. Central to Peekskill, fare 75c. By auto
U. S. 9, stop at Buchanan. Phone Peekskill 2879.

A 0OZY RETREAT in the Pines, where good food
and homelike atmosphere make an ideal vacation.
Special rate—this month, $16.00 weekly.
MILLARD’'S LODGE
801 Clifton Ave. Lakewood, N. J.

Decoration Day Week-End.
UNCASVILLE, CONN.
3 full days $10.00
All outdoor sports, dancing to a good orchestra.
Phone: NEvins 8-2384

SUMMER RENTALS

Best Bungalows
VALLEY COTTAGE, N. Y. (near Nyack)
Young People’s Colony.
Pool 50x100—Tennis—Handball—Baseball
Social Hall—Large Grounds
45 minutes Bridge;
One hour, W.S.R.R.—W. 42nd St. Ferry
Telephone: Congers 317

BUNGALOW—Long Pond, Mahopac, N. Y. 45 miles
N. Y. Nice surroundings, latest improvements. Boating,
bathing, fishing. Hersh, 763 B. 231 St. OL 2-3707.

WESTPORT, CONN. For rent charming large house,
modern improvements. Tennis, swimming, children’s
camp on_grounds. Also bungalow for rent or sale.
Phone WAtkins 9-3045.

FURNISHED beautiful house.
neighborhood. Overlooking ocean; country-seashore
combined. Reasonable. Also single rooms, rent for
season. Inquire Dr. Feldman, Far Rockaway 7-1393J.

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.

CAMP SUPPLIES

TENTS, COTS, BLANKETS, complete line of camp,
travel, hiking outfits. Slacks, shorts, sweaters, shirts,
breeches, shoes, hammocks, etc. Lowest Prices.
HUDSON ARMY AND NAVY, 105 8rd Ave., cor. 13th St.

FURNISHED ROOMS—BROOKLYN

MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL
156 West End Avenue—SHeepshead 3-3000.
387 Minutes from Times Square.
Live at this modern fireproof hotel
away from noise.
SINGLES $8 WEEKLY

. FURNISHED APARTMENT—CHICAGO

SUBLET FOR THE SUMMER, modern 6-room
apartment. Large rooms, seven windows in living
room. Tile kitchen and bath, shower, piano, porch.
Quiet neighborhood, yard, trees. Near Lincoln Park;
25 minutes’ ride to Loop. $85 month. E. Brandstetter,
637 Arlington Place, Chicago.

Phone 216-W

Complete. Selected

values which characterized Mr. Bridie’s
Storm Owver Patsy, which the Theatre Guild
put on this season, is apparent here, and if
you're within easy distance of Greenwich
Village you can spend a not unpleasant eve-
ning seeing it. But don’t go expecting any-
thing solid in the way of a play.

The overlords of the United States Army
may well be distressed by the substance and
setting of Without Warning, a murder play
by Ralph Spencer Zink, which has a lot to
say about callousness and brutality and third-
degree in the armed forces. And the military
governors of the Philippine Islands during re-
cent years may well, if they have guilty con-
sciences, feel their skins developing gooseflesh.
Unfortunately, the army men and their patriot-
eering sponsors are not the only ones this play
will discomfit. There are, alas, the audiences,
who by and large deserve better treatment.
The substance of this play should have been
made into a crackling realistic exposé; as it
is, it merely seems to be something which
will fade with the apple blossoms.

No one has asked our opinion as to the best
play of the year, but if anyone did, we’d prefer
the Pulitzer choice, You Can’t Take It With
You, to the critics’ High Tor.

ALEXANDER TAYLOR.

*

Forthcoming Broadcasts

(Times given are Eastern Daylight, but all
programs listed are on coast-to-coast hookups)

Senator Wagner. “Employer and Employee Co-
operation,” Sat., May 8, 2:30 p.m., N.B.C. blue.

Total Eclipse. Mid-ocean broadcast from the U.S.S.
Awocet expedition. Mon,, May 10, 8:30 p.m.,
N.B.C. blue.

Health and Growth. Louis I. Dublin, on “Health
Hazards in the Period of Growth,” Wed., May
12, 4 p.m., N.B.C. blue.

Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt.
p.m., N.B.C. blue.

Wed., May 12, 7:15

Recent Recommendations
MOVIES

The Last Night. A vivid Soviet film of the night
of Oct. 6, 1917.

A Family Affair. A warm and human rendering
of the small-town-middle-class-family story,
with Mickey Rooney.

The Wave (Filmarte, N.Y.). Pioneer Mexican
film with distinguished photography by Paul
Strand. Working-class theme handled deftly.

Quality Street. A polite and charming filming of
James Barrie’s whimsical play. Katharine Hep-
burn and Franchot Tone in the leading roles.

Maytime. Just in case you like this sort of thing.
It features Jeanette MacDonald, Nelson Eddy,
and a potpourri of music.

PLAYS

Professor Mamlock (Daly, N. Y.). Family of Ger-
man-Jewish physician is caught in maelstrom
of Nazi regime.
psychology of changing human nature.

Babes in Arms (Schubert, N. Y.). Pleasant and
talented cast of youngsters in amusing tuneful
Rodgers and Hart musical.

Excursion (Vanderbilt, N.Y.). Thunder on the left
in comic vein by Victor Wolfson.

Miss Quis (Henry Miller, N.Y.). Small-town so-
cial satire by Ward Morehouse, with Peggy
Wood and James Rennie.

Power (Ritz, N.Y.). The Living Newspaper's pow-
erful and amusing attack on the utilities racket.
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GOOD FOOD
GOOD SERVICE
RESTFUL ATMOSPHERE

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

Fresh vegetables—fruits—dairy prod-
ucts—fish and health foods. Hnjoy
natural foods as nature intended.

LUNCHEON: 40c DINNER: 60c
Also a la Carte

FARMFOOD

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

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

COOKE’S Storage Warehouse

209-11 East 125th Street, New York City
Telephone: ]%Arlem 7-1053

800 Readers Used 0!;1‘ Service Last Year
Est. 1861. Special rate to New Masses readers.

« « . there is still time for you to send in your

SPIVAK

tour

EDUTRAVEL, INC,, 55 Fifth Ave.,, N. Y. O.
Telephone: GRamercy 7-3284-3285

application

for the

CLASSIFIED ADS 40c a line

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum

SUBLET APARTMENT

-ROOM apartment sublet. Modernly furnished.
%}/?cellent forp couple. June-October, Knickerbocker
Village. Write New Masses, Box 1496.

ROOMS TO LET

237 HENRY STREET—2 rooms and_small kitchen.
All improvements, frigidaire, $3¢ up. East Broadway
station 8th Avenue.

FURNISHED ROOMS

FURNISHED room with small refined family. 40
Monroe Street, Knickerbocker Village, Apt, AF-3.
ORchard 4-9479. Call mornings and Sunday all day.

A fascinating study of the

LECTURE

Prof. Harry Slochower, speaks on: Thomas Mann—
and the Voice of Anti-Hitlerite Germany, on Tuesday
eve., May 11, at 8:45 p.m., at The Group, 2 W. 86th St.

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.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS

AT LAST workers can have records of Union Songs.
THE MANHATTAN CHORUS sings them, you
should have them for meetings, parties and demon-
strations. Three double faced records, labels specially
drawn by Limbach: $2.25 for set postpaid. Send check
or money order.
TIMELY RECORDING CO.
Dept. A. New York City.

235 Fifth Avenue

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. Hxpert 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.

VACATION PROJECT

VERMONT: $100 pays for voting membership and
tax-rent-free building cite in Ethan Allen Commons—
vacation project for progressives and sympathizers.
‘Write for information, New Masses, Box 1497. .

WANTED

LANGUAGE PHONE SETS
bought, sold, rented, exchanged. LANGUAGE SER-
vice, 507 5th Ave.,, New York City. MU 2-4221.

VOLUNTEER wanted to take dictation in Spanish.
Please applg at New Masses, 31 Hast 27th Street,
New York City.
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SAVE THIS BOY

A Letter Received from One of Our Nurses ian Madrid

Dear Doctor: It seems as if we have been here for years, running back
and forth along these hard, cold corridors. When I tell you our feet are so
swollen that we have had to wear floppy patient’s slippers to walk at all,
it must sound unreal, but it is true. ,

Friday the big bombing attack started and we were all on duty 30 hours.
I was with Dr. Barsky in the operating room. The instruments were so
cold we could hardly handle them. -Every bed and stretcher full, at least
a dozen more lying on the cold stone floor. We were out of ether and one
of the Spanish women had run over to the surgery in the other building.
One of eur own American boys was on the table, suffering terribly with
numerous shrapnel wounds, days old, gangrenous.

Then overhead, we heard the fearful drone of Fascist bombers, several
of them. Spotting our hospital in the white moonlight, they let go a score
of bombs. Oh how I have learned to hate white
moonlight! None hit us, but they put out our

You have read a typical letter from one of our heroic American women
serving humanity in Spain. We of the Medical Bureau to Aid Spanish
Democracy make this urgent appeal to you.

In January the first group of 16 surgeons and nurses was sent to Spain
by the Bureau. Directed by Dr. Edward H. Barsky, noted New York sur-
geon, this group established the first American Base Hospital near Madrid.
Since, we have sent three other groups of surgeons, nurses and technicians
led by Dr. Donald H. Pitts of Oklahoma, Dr. John Jacob Posner of New
York, and by Dr. A. Ettelson, brain surgeon, of Chicago Loyola University
Medical School. .

So far 61 surgeons and nurses have been sent with 55 tons of medical
supplies and 11 ambulances. A cable has just come announcing the estab-
l‘isl;ment of the second American Base Hospital with six hundred and fifty
eds.

The Medical Bureau has been the first and the only American organiza-
tion to undertake the humanitarian task of saving lives in Spain. It has

the full approval of the Spanish government.

lights. In almost utter darkness, with two flash-
lights to help, the operations were continued!

You have never seen such spirit. One day we were
very crowded. A young Spaniard who had been
waiting for treatment for hours became impatient.

i if Hospital in Madrid and all
Unseen by us, he took out his pocketknife, cut o i Nureay

open the palm of his hand and himself removed

the imbedded bullet, and so many others suffer Ib. of Ether.

What Will You Do?

Any amount, large or small will help. Check below what
you want to sponsor with your contributions. Whatever
you purchase on this list will go to the American Base
will be administered by

Wounded men and women by the thousands look
to us to help their suffering. Most desperate of all
are the little children who have become the special
target of Fascist bombs, little bedies ripped to
ribbons by the invader’s shells.

_If we delay thousands will die for the lack of the
simplest supplies, ether, bandages, anti-toxin, in-
Mark Heore struments. In Spain, doctors, nurses, technicians
$1.00 are working day and night risking their lives to

terribly, awaiting their turn to be treated.

‘Withal I have never been so happy. We are so
badly needed here I often wonder what would
happen if we were not here. I have the opportu-

Dose of Tetanus Anti-toxin .
Dose Gas Gangrene Anti-toxin.... 1.75.
Vial Typhoid Va(;cine (20 doses) 2.00..
Dose (10,000 units) Dyphtheria

1.00 help. You can alleviate terrible sufferings. You can
T save a life today!

Fill out the coupon and mail today. Whatever
you can spare—don’t fail your suffering fellow men.

e T ek b et

nity here, the rare one, of working and feeling of Anti-toxin 3.35 Dr. Walter B. Cannon William_J. Crookston, M.D.
value. Doz. Hypo Needles. 4.16 of Harvard University Col. and Chief Surgeon A.E.F.
. . Bed and Mattre: 7.50 THESE ARE SOME OF OUR SPONSORS
These are not ordinary men dying. These boys, Stretcher 10.00 WHO HAVE ALREADY HELPED
voluntarily, go out into the lines in the real 100 lbs. Absorbent Cotton 30.00 Dr. Haven Emerson, Columbia U. College of P. & S.: Dr.
struggle against Fascism for you and me, for the 1 Case of Gauze Bandages 40.00 Samuel A. Levine, Harvard Medical School: Dr. David J. Davis,
Spanish people and the liberty and democracy of To send one Doctor or Nurse........... 250.00.......... U. of Illinois Medical School; Dr. Adolf Meyer, Johns Hopkins

the whole world. Yes, I weep when one of them
goes out before my eyes.

A last word and the most important. We need
supplies desperately. Ether, gauze, hypos, tetanus
anti-toxin especially. More everything—and more
doctors and nurses, quickly. Thousands of boys

are dying. We can save them if we have supplies. enclosed. §

————————— ——— — 1 ——— —
MEDICAL BUREAU to Aid Spanish Democracy
381 Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

For the purpose marked above (or for gen-
eral medical aid), please find my contribution

Medical School; Dr. Samuei J. Kopetsky, N. Y. Polyclinic
Medical School; Dr. William H. Park, N. Y. U. Medical
School; Dr. Henry E. Sigerist, Johns Hopkins Medical School;
Dr. John P. Peters, Yale Medical School; Dr. Charles Edward
Amory Winslow, Yale Medical School; Dr. E. C. Rosenow,
Mayo Clinic; Dr. George Baehr, Mt. Sinai Hospital, New York;
Dr. Ernst P. _Boas, Mt. Sinai_Hosp., New York; Dr. Bela
Schick, Mt. Sinai Hosp., New York; Dr. Phoebus A. Levene,
Rockefeller Institute; Dr. Florence R. Sabin, Rockefeller Institute.

Beg, if you must, do anything. Tell the American
eople they simply must help. Don’t let them
orget us. They can never fill the need here, but Name.

Albert Einstein Sylvia Sidney Paul Muni
Sherwood Anderson  Bishop McConnell Car]l Van Doren
Malcolm Cowley Sinclair Lewis Donald Ogden Stewart

they must never stop trying.
Address

Theodore Dreiser Rockwell Kent
Edna Ferber Philip Merivale Paul Kellogg
i Art Young

Urgently,
Rose.

City....

Ernest Hemingway Lewis Mumford 1! .
Fannie Hurst Dorothy Parker Mary Simkhovitch
William Zorach

Stephen S. Wise William Steig
State.

IN THE NAME OF HUMANITY—-SEND

SOMETHING NOW!
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