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T 1S something of a truism among
journalists that the more im-
posing the fagade of propaganda or
“public relations” counsel, the uglier
the truths concealed thereby. Occasion-
ally a publication is privileged to pene-
trate the facade and expose what it
conceals. Sometimes, even, an ill-ad-
vised guardian of the truth lets down
the bars and unwittingly Tells All
Next week the NEw Masses will pub-
lish an article by Mr. Barrie Stavis
giving the details of an’ interview he
had with Adolf Ziegler, personal friend
of Adolf Hitler, 'who is now president
of the Reich Chamber of Graphic and
Plastic Arts. Mr. Stavis, when he met
Herr Ziegler at the Paris Exposition,
represented himself as an American
fascist, and the hapless Nazi took the
bait. Mr. Stavis, who is a playwright
(his The Sun and I, produced by the
W.P.A. in New York last winter, re-
ceived considerable acclaim), realized
every drop of drama in the situation,
and led Herr Ziegler on to revelations
that are nothing short of hair-raising.
Don’t miss this article next week.

What's What

WO new publications, one already
launched and one on the way, de-
serve the greetings of all friends of
freedom and culture. The first is Voz,
a Spanish-language daily, which made
its initial appearance this week. It will
be a general newspaper of events in
Spain, Latin America, and the Spanish
colony in the United States. The pub-
lisher’s announcement states that it
will be a firm supporter of the legal
Spanish government (loyalist), and
will always defend democracy, both
here and abroad.” Mr. C. Barbazin is
editor and publisher, and his editorial
staff will include Dr. J. Jiminez Grul-
l6n, well-known Dominican author;
Professor Julian Moreno-Lacalle; Man-
aging Editor Leon Vivaldi; City Edi-
tor Alberto More, Cuban journalist;
Gilberto Concepcién de Gracias, Puerto
Rican jurist; Perez de Vega, editor of
the Spanish-American hour of Station
WHOM; J. M. Gil, president of the
Galician Center; Enamorado Cuesta,
Puerto Rican author; and Dan Tatin,
Chilean columnist. The managing
director is Eric Bernay, formerly ad-
vertising manager of the NEw Massks.
The publication which is on the
way is New Challenge, a literary
quarterly which ‘will be launched in
September by a group of Negro writers,
including as associate editor Richard
Wright, whose short story, “Silt,” was
published in the New Masses last week.
Dorothy West will be the editor, and
Marian Minus the other associate edi-
tor. The magazine will carry stories,
poems, plays, and articles “of a real-
istic and social nature.” Those inter-
ested in the venture can address the
editors care of New Challenge, 43 West
66th Street, New York City.
Another enterprise deserving of sup-
port is described in the following letter:
“We are to embark, in about three
weeks’ time, on the first and only enter-
prise of its kind in Alabama—the open-
ing of a book store in Birmingham
which will carry books and periodicals
of interest to radicals and progressives.
“Much has been said in northern
publications such as the NEw MAssEs
about the suppression of civil rights in
the South. Not so much has been writ-
ten about the splendid progress made

BETWEEN OURSELVES

in the last year, both by labor and by
minority parties such as the Communist
Party, in combating suppression and

-extending civil rights.

“A project such as our book store is
indicative, 'we feel, of the ‘new South.’
The success we have in maintaining
the book store will help immeasurably,
by the very fact of its existence, in
strengthening the forces of progress in
the South. Further, it will be a most
important agency for satisfying the
hunger expressed by workingmen and
members of the middle class for infor-
mation and education of a progressive
character, now almost impossible to ob-
tain conveniently.

“Like many crusaders, we are rich
in spirit but poor in pocket. We ask
your readers for aid: both in the form
of contributions of money and contribu~
tions of books, to. be sent me at Box
1871, Birmingham. Those who make
contributions may feel well rewarded,
for in helping to build a new, progres-
sive South, they are helping to build a
progressive America.

“JANE SPEED,
“Education Director,
“Communist Party.”

A reader writes in to make an inter-
esting point. “I call to your attention,”
she says, “an advertisement which ap-
pears in the current [August 24] issue
of your magazine. This advertisement
refers to the showing of The Spanish
Earth and reads in part as follows:
‘America had its Birth of a Nation’;
the U.S.S.R. had its Potemkin—and
now, the first screened story of Spain’s
heroic struggle for freedom. . . . In
view of the NEw MAsSES’ oft-reiterated
condemnation of the Birth of a Nation
as a vile slander on the Negro people
and as a falsification of history, may I
point out the incongruity in your pub-
lication of an advertisement which ex-
tols it as one of the great epic films?”
The point is well taken. The Birth
of a Nation marked an advance in
film technique, but was certainly the
opposite of The Spanish Earth in being
a reactionary distortion of history.

And while we are quoting letters,
we may as well take two sentences
from a recent note from Professor
Harold J. Laski. Those of our con-
tributors who have been covering the
industrial front will be especially
pleased to hear that: “The NEw MAssES
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is admirable these days—especially on
the industrial situation. You and your
colleagues deserve thanks from all so-
cialists for clarity of interpretation and
incisiveness of judgment.”

Who's Who

OoHN T..BERNARD is a Farmer-Labor

Party representative from Min-
nesota who has just concluded his first
term in congress. He sprang into na-
tional prominence during the first days
ofs the session just closed by virtue of
the fact that he was the only member
of the House to oppose the administra-
tion’s special resolution on “neutrality”
as between the “factions” in the Span-
ish war. He is a Corsican by birth.
... Andrew Collins is a journalist who
has been on a writing assignment in
Hollywood. He attended the meeting
of the Screen Playwrights to which his
article refers, but that was his first
and last effort in that direction. . . .
C.AW. is a poet and critic who has
contributed to our pages occasionally in
the past. ... Charles Wedger is an ex-
pert on Latin American affairs whose
interpretations we have published
from time to time. His most recent con-
tribution to the NEw Masses described
the formation of a functioning People’s
Front in Chile. . . . Malcolm Haskell
is a student of the special problems of
middle-class and professional groups.
On a previous occasion he wrote for us
an article on the plight of the commis-
sion salesman. . . . Philip Stevenson is
a well-known left-wing writer and
critic whose work we have published
before. He was one of the original
members of the League of American
Writers. . . . Art Shields had an op-
portunity while in Alaska to see how
some of the Guggenheim mining inter-
ests were operated. He has a long his-
tory in labor journalism, having been
one of the founders of Federated Press.
He is now a member of the Daily
Worker staff. . . . Robert M. Coates,
who has contributed stories and re-
views to the NEw Masses before, was
for some years the New Yorker's lit-
erary critic. He is perhaps best known
for his epic story of the Wild West,
The Outlaw Years, which became a
national best-seller. . . . Christopher
Lazare has contributed frequently to
both the Natior and the New Republic.
. . . Stewart Mott is a physician prac-
tising in New York. . . . Mary Menk is
a musician who ‘went to Mexico to at-
tend the Pan-American Music Festival.

Flashbacks

oRA KAPLAN, a “real” revolution-

ary, style 1918, did her bit in
Moscow on_August 30 of that year. By
the logic’- which governs factioneers
whose ideas have gone down to de-
feat, she resorted to bullets, inflicting
wounds on Lenin which contributed to
his death a few years later. . . . Only
one day after the attempt on Lenin’s
life, London’s bobbies ended what
British tories called an attempt on the
life of the British empire. On August
31, 1918 (the war was still raging), the
London police won a strike for higher
wages. . . . The textile strike of 1934
which brought out a million workers
began September 1. . . . Henri Bar-
busse, beloved Communist author and
head of the World Committee Against
War and Fascism, died in Moscow
August 30, 1935.
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“Give Us a Program!”

A first-term progressive, reviewing the session of Congress that has
Jjust been concluded, calls upon the people for a unified plan of action

By Congressman John T. Bernard

S I write this, the first session of the
A Seventy-Fifth Congress is ending in an
atmosphere of confusion. In the midst
of confusion it is difficult to remember that
disorder must always accompany change and
growth. There is growth and change in Con-
gress today. The strong currents of political
awakening which sweep the country today
freshen, while they roil, the long-stagnant
waters in Washington.

Party alignments, once symbolized by the
aisle which divides one side of a chamber from
the other, have lost their old rigidity. The
aisle is no longer either a chalk mark or an
unbridgeable chasm. It has become a thor-
oughfare, and the traffic, crossing and recross-
ing, is heavy.

Party labels no longer certify party loyal-
ties. In the Senate, the Democrats Wheeler,
Garner, and Copeland front for the Republi-
cans. In the House, willing reactionaries
from the majority side carry the ball for
Minority Leader Snell.

Men as well as parties are having trouble
making their old labels stick. Many tradi-
tional “liberals” lost that stamp of approval
in the deep waters of the Court fight. They
will try, of course, to paste it back on. But
that they will fail is clear from one exam-
ple. Senator Wheeler of Montana henceforth
goes plainly marked: “Reactionary. Beware.”

As important issues appear in ever sharper
outline, mistakes in the labeling of individuals

are revealed and rectified. Senator Nye, with
his record in the munitions investigations, sold
himself as a “progressive.” Now Senator Nye
turns out to be another case of adulterated
goods. Speaking for Republic Steel, with the
aid of Tom Girdler’s press agent, Senator Nye
attacked the National Labor Relations Board
in a speech that put him among the renegades
from progress.

In the House, Representative Rankin has
long tried to pass as a ‘“public-power lib-
eral.” But the label was misleading. Mr.
Rankin wanted cheap power in combination
with cheap labor as bait to lure runaway fac-
tories south. When the National Labor Re-
lations Board threatened wage slavery in
Tupelo by its assumption that the Wagner
act meant Mississippi too, Mr. Rankin spoke
up like a southern gentleman of the old school.
Only his attacks on the Gavagan anti-lynch-
ing bill have equaled in venom his defense of
southern workers menaced by a living wage.

Men who for years had found the desig-
nation of “conservative” eminently congenial,
coasted in as “progressives” with the New
Deal landslide. - But the fact that in 1936
the Democratic ticket was headed by Presi-
dent Roosevelt worked no alchemy in these
gentlemen. “New Dealer” McReynolds,
chairman of the House Foreign Affairs Com-
mittee, forced through the embargo against
Spain and the shameful Neutrality Act. Now
he goes to bat against peaceful picketing of

foreign embassies. “New Dealer” Woodrum
bolted the administration leadership to mar-
shal the reactionary forces driving for a half-
billion-dollar cut in relief appropriations.
There are others—too many—who traveled
up to Washington wearing the New Deal
tag, and who will go back home branded “not
as advertised.”

In addition to personal and party labels,
sectional tags also begin to lose their familiar
political significance. It is still true that the
majority of reactionary Democrats come from
the once solid South. A freshman senator,
Claude Pepper of Florida, helped redeem
southern honor in his maiden speech. Sena-
tor Barkley, new majority leader, unlike his
predecessor, swallows the New Deal program
whole, without gagging. The distance between
Barkley and Joe Robinson is considerably
greater than the distance which puts Kentucky
north of Arkansas on the map. Senator (now
Justice) Black comes from Alabama, feudal
domain of landlordism, lynch law, and the
Tennessee Coal & Iron Co. The fury of
national and sectional reactionaries when Sen-
ator Black was nominated to the Supreme
bench testifies to the validity of his liberalism,
And there are plenty of tories from up north.

The split between reaction and progress,
transcending party and sectional lines, ap-
pears at first to be a split between New Deal-
ers and anti-New Dealers. But it is more com-
plicated than that. In the House, at least, there
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is a progressive minority which supports the
New Deal against the reactionaries in both
major parties, but at the same time presses
forward beyond the limits set by administra-
tion leadership. This small minority includes
my Farmer-Labor colleagues from Minnesota
and myself; the Wisconsin Progressives ably
led by Representative Gerald Boileau; Maury
Maverick and his Maverick Democrats; and
three progressive Democratic fighters, Jerry
O’Connell of Montana, John Coffee of
Woashington, and Robert Allen of Pennsyl-
vania.

ONLY in the last few months have we come
together in anything like an organized bloc.
Our small group is still amorphous, unrecog-
nized, uncertain of its course. But time and
issues are knitting us together.

The first issue to unite us effectively was
the issue of relief. The Boileau bill, which
would have appropriated three billion dollars
for W.P.A. jobs and one billion for direct
relief, was our rallying point. This bill had
the energetic and militant support of the
Workers’ Alliance. It is typical of our dis-
organized and groping status of that period
that we did not prepare our strategy for sup-
porting the Boileau bill. 'We met in twos or
threes, in the corridors or the cloak rooms.
We told each other it was a fine bill. We
said we were going to vote for it. We agreed
that Roosevelt was capitulating to the
budget-balancers with his “economy” figure of
a billion and a half. We disagreed on
whether the half-billion cut advocated by the
Appropriations Committee was shadow-boxing
or a dead earnest attack by reaction on the
living standards of the jobless masses. When
the bell rang we straggled over to the House
with little notion of what we were going to
do when we got there. Each of us had his
little arsenal of facts and speeches. But we
were, at best, guerrilla fighters, leaderless and
undisciplined.

Something happened to us in the course of
that debate. Boileau, an experienced parlia-
mentarian, emerged as our captain. We privates
fell into line and backed each other up. We
mustered fifty-one votes for the Boileau bill.
And we played a decisive role in killing the
Woodrum amendment to cut the appropriation
to a billion dollars.

The seeds of a real united progressive front
in the House of Representatives were sown in
our minds by the relief fight.

But the seeds germinated slowly and did not
sprout until, many weeks later, the vicious at-
tacks on the C.I.O. again brought us together.
We correctly interpreted the Rich-Cox-Hoff-
man barrage against the C.1.O. as a flank at-
tack on all labor, organized and unorganized,
employed and jobless. We saw that the A. F.
of L. workers, in spite of the verbal bouquets
coming their way, were sure to be kit by the
real brickbats apparently aimed only at work-
ers affiliated with the C.I.O.

Our defense was tardy and inadequately
prepared. It never matured into the vigor-
ous counter-offensive which the situation de-

A, Ajay

“l don’t know how Dr. Copeland

would be as mayor of New York

City, but they say he’s wonderful
on ingrown toenails.”

manded. But at least it was an honest and
spirited defense. '

Coming to the defense of American work-
ers, we congressmen again learned important
lessons of strategy, organization, and unity.
We began to meet more often, in larger
groups. We strengthened our ties with the
trade unions, and with Labor’s Non-Partisan
League. :

Other issues, as they developed, added to
our growing solidarity and our self-conscious-
ness as a bloc. We were firmly united on the
issue of Supreme Court reform. Had that
issue come to an open struggle on the floor of
the House, it must have added to our maturity.
We were firmly united around the slogan:
“Congress cannot adjourn its obligations.”
We shall maintain to the bitter end the need
for housing, wage-and-hour standards, tax re-
form, flood control, soil conservation, farm
aid, and other progressive legislation in this
session of Congress. We are solidly behind
the Schwellenbach-Allen bill to prevent the
ruthless pruning of W.P.A. rolls.

We agree with the President that the
Supreme Court’s legislative veto offers the
most serious threat to progressive legislation.
That is why we ardently supported the Roose-
velt Court bill though we recognized its fail-
ure to deal with the problem in a fundamental
way. Now we see that those reactionaries
who defeated the Court bill in the Senate
today attack progress on another front. Their
present aim is to strike out all progressive
legislation when it comes up to bat in Con-
gress. They no longer dare to trust every-
thing to the Supreme Court’s umpiring, which
has shown a limited susceptibility to catcalls
from the bleachers.

Needless to say, there are differences of
opinion within our little group. Of these the
sharpest and the most fundamental concerns
the peace policy of the United States. All
of us want peace, of course. But the ma-
jority have been led away from the true road
to peace into the dangerous swamp of “neu-
trality” and isolationism. I hope I am wrong,

NEW MASSES

but I feel that only a very few of my fellow
progressives in the House share my conviction
that peace is to be found only along the road
of collective security; and that those instru-
ments of collective security which already exist
—the Kellogg peace pact and the nine-power
pact in the Pacific—must be taken from the
archives of the State Department and used as
living instruments. To me it seems worse
than folly to pretend that aggressions in Spain
and in China do not threaten our own peace,
as they threaten the peace of the world. An
ultimatum to all aggressors and unstinted sup-
port to the victims of aggression seems to me
the only recipe for peace.

In spite of our differences, we shall, of
course, continue to act together on those ques-
tions which find us in agreement. It is to be
hoped that our unity will broaden, as it grows
more deep and finds expression in more or-
ganic forms.

ALL oF THIS has been “shop talk.” But the
“shop” on Capitol Hill where laws are made
is not altogether isolated from the mines, the
mills, the fields, and factories, and homes of
America. Congressmen and senators are
yoked to the people by our electoral system.
It is characteristic of our democratic form of
government that what happens in Congress
reflects what is happening outside. It is char-
acteristic of the imperfections in our democ-
racy that the reflection dims and distorts the
image.

In Congress, the two-party system seems to
be cracking up. New parties, one to represent
each of these two old groupings, are strug-
gling to be born. They are still unnamed, for
baptism waits on birth. They will be rooted,
however, in the two groups whose interests
are in basic conflict, the groups of progress and
reaction, of the majority of the people on the
one hand and the minority rule of big busi-
ness on the other.

Even during this period of gestation, which
rapidly approaches its full term, congressmen
and senators are forced to declare their kin-
ship with one or the other of the unborn ‘par-
ties. In every part of the country progressive
citizens and their organizations prepare to
deliver the people’s party from the womb of
political reality. Preparations go on at an
ever accelerating pace. The moment of birth
is near,

In my own state of Minnesota we already
have a party of reaction and a people’s party
—the Farmer-Labor Party of which I am
proud to be a member, and which elected
Governor Elmer E. Benson to office. In Wis-
consin, the Progressive Party emerges ever
more clearly as a true party of the people.
In the state of Washington, the Common-
wealth Federation moves ahead. Old party
lines tangle and snap in New York City,
where all progressives support the candidacy
of Mayor LaGuardia. The recent victories
of labor’s representatives in the city primaries
of Akron and Canton show how the move-
ment is spreading.

To speak of the “birth” of a people’s party
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has served well enough as a figure of speech.
But political “births” fortunately have no
need to follow biological patterns. Quite un-
biologically, but true to the laws of its own
development, the American people’s party is
being born piecemeal, a leg in this city, an
arm in that state. Some day its appendages
and organs will be joined together. It will
be alive and whole.

The conditions necessary to bring forth and
nourish this living whole—call it a national
farmer-labor party, or what you will—already
exist. Organized labor, which must be its

- backbone, is on the march. Under the ban-

ner of the C.I.O. the millions of unorganized
workers in the mass-production industries are
at last becoming articulate and grow daily in
consciousness of their economic and political
strength. Agricultural workers, as well as
workers in transport and other basic indus-
tries, are uniting, Farmers are in desperate
need, suffering, except for the numerically
small group of well-to-do farmers, now from
crop failure, now from a “surplus” of crops.
High mortgage and high tax rates weigh
heavily on both farmers and middle-class city

UNNATURAL HISTORY

At this time of year the woods and forests of our land are alive with many creatures. Wild life
there is in abundance but perhaps the strangest of all are the imported Chimpanazi (Socialismus
invertus americanus). The most noteworthy anatomical feature of these ape-like ‘men is the vocal
apparatus. Swinging from branch to branch with right arm always extended above the head,
they emit weird howls accompanied by the beating of drums and wailing of brasses. Between
these outbursts they consume quantities of beer and pretzels. The results obtained by experimental
studies of its mentality indicate that the Chimpanazi mind is poorly developed and, therefore, when
armed, is most dangerous. The largest groups are to be found roaming the woods of New Jersey

and Long Island—JoHN MMCKEY.
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folk. Food, rents, the cost of living climb
faster than wages. The fascist threat of vigi-
lanteism is clear to all who cherish their civil
liberties. Fear of the next economic crisis
merges with painful memories of the last.

The issues have never before stood out so
clear and sharp. Never before have the peo-
ple as a whole reacted with such vigor to the
issues.

The time for a new major party, a party of
peace and progress, is here, is now. What is
needed to clothe it in living flesh?

I want to speak of only one of many things
which may be needed—a legislative program,
formulated by the people out of their own ex-
perience, presented by them to the Congress
as the expression of their unified will.

In the session of Congress now ending, we
progressives have felt keenly the lack of such
a program. It is true that the Roosevelt

 administration presented its own program, in

many respects a progressive one. But popu-
lar support, even of the Roosevelt program,
lacked organization to give it sufficient voice.
Mass organizations like the Workers’ Alliance,
Labor’s Non-Partisan League, the League
Against War and Fascism, the trade-union
groups, and especially the organizations of
poor farmers and croppers, acted—but speradi-
cally and separately. They must learn to act
together, in support of their common inter-
ests. They must act from the day Congress
adjourns until it meets again, all through the
next session, all through the next recess. To
rest is to court defeat.

They must act together at the polls. The
gap between the present temper of the people
and temper of the present Congress must be
narrowed.

But there is much to be done before the
elections of 1938. I believe that the greatest
contribution all progressive groups and indi-
viduals can make to speeding the birth of a
national people’s party is to call for a national
legislative conference. At this conference we
can thrash out and formulate our own legisla-
tive program, a program designed to meet the
needs of workers, farmers, middle-class people,
the youth, the Negroes, the women, and all
oppressed groups. Around this program we
can unite at the polls. Those who support it
from the floor in the next session of Congress
will speak with authority for millions of citi-
zens organized in common cause.

The do-little Congress of 1937 is about
to go home. Home is where the people are.
Let the people tell the Congress what they
think of its failure to deliver the goods. Let
them check up on the old labels and put falsely
advertised or poor quality stuff on the shelf.

The do-little Congress did little in part
because the people did too little to en-
force their will. In a democracy you cannot
“let George do it.” If you want a thing done,
you must do it yourself. I appeal to all pro-
gressive American citizens to get busy now—
that the next session of the Seventy-Fifth Con-
gress may find its work well laid out. And
that progressive citizens themselves may have
power to see to it that that work is done.



;/v

UNNATURAL HISTORY

At this time of year the woods and forests of our land are alive with many creatures. Wild life
there is in abundance but perhaps the strangest of all are the imported Chimpanazi (Socialismus
invertus americanus). The most noteworthy anatomical feature of these ape-like ‘men is the vocal
apparatus. Swinging from branch to branch with right arm always extended above the head,
they emit weird howls accompanied by the beating of drums and wailing of brasses. Between
these outbursts they consume quantities of beer and pretzels. The results obtained by experimental
studies of its mentality indicate that the Chimpanazi mind is poorly developed and, therefore, when
armed, is most dangerous. The largest groups are to be found roaming the woods of New Jersey

and Long Island—JoHN MACKEY.



NEW MASSES

Hollywood’s Yes-Men Say “No”

The acquiescers of the Golden West stick their chins
out (but can they take it?) when it comes to unionism

the Los Angeles section of the Na-

tional Labor Relations Board will
begin hearings on the screen writer. About
two years ago when the writers attempted
to organize, they formed a Screen Writers’
Guild. Membership mushroomed; the pro-
ducers were alarmed, took certain steps of
their own, and mysteriously everything blew
up. With the Wagner act the revived Screen
Writers’ Guild suddenly realized the signifi-
cance of its experience. Its former leaders
had been blacklisted out of the industry. A
company union, Screen Playwrights, Inc.,
had been recognized as the writers’ bargain-
ing agency, though its membership never
came to even 20 percent of the Guild mem-
bership. A small clique was isolated in this
company union, leaving the field clear for
the new organization.

The Guild today includes a majority of
the writers in every classification, in every
studio, and in the film industry as a whole,
according to a report by Dorothy Parker,
chairman of its membership committee. The
Screen Playwrights, Inc., prevented a Labor
Board hearing during July and opposed a
consent election. With both groups girding
themselves for the showdown, the Playwrights
have been caught out on a limb: no argu-
ment can conceal the fatal defect in their
claim to speak for the writers—the writers
in overwhelming numbers are now speaking
for themselves. The Playwrights, therefore,
threaten to carry the issue to the Supreme
Court to prove that writers “are in a cate-
gory with bankers” and the Wagner act
does not apply to them; that if it does apply,
they are the recognized agency and the
Screen Writers’ Guild is a malicious inter-
loper, a late-comer muscling into their field
to do havoc.

Comic relief in the struggle has been sup-
plied by Major Rupert Hughes. The major
is caught in crossfire between both groups.
It is true he is a vice-president of the Auth-
ors’ League of America of which the Screen
Writers’ Guild is part; but he is also an
officer of Screen Playwrights, Inc., and he
was a key member of the junta which, to-
gether with the producers, scuttled the Guild
last year. The major himself touched off the
fireworks when he refused to resign from
either the Playwrights or the Authors’ League;
the major detected a conspiracy athong screen
writers to ‘“‘sovietize’” the film industry and
the writing profession; the major, whose
chores for Hearst have not dimmed his wit,
decided that he must retain his office among

DURING the first week of September,

By Andrew Collins

those who were opposing “the autonomy of
individual writers” (read “right to work”),
that he must bore from within and frustrate
the “menace of regimentation, coercion, and
segregation.” The major, with his letter to the
Authors’ League refusing to resign either
post, drew heavy fire from Marc Connelly,
president of the League. According to Va-
riety, show-business trade journal, Connelly’s
answer “‘sprained the Hollywood welkin in
several places, language sizzled on the floor,
and muggs scrambled for the exits .
while old Lazarus Producer? Well, Lazarus
laughed—as usual.” Said Connelly to “My
dear Rupert: In sum, your letter is perni-
cious syncretism. It is spiced with untruth-
ful and misleading implications, misquotations
of fellow writers, and unqualified misstate-
ments of fact.”

Morrie Ryskind took a page in the Holly-
wood Reporter and headlined it: “I remem-
ber when Rupert Hughes was considered
an historian—but I’ll never trust his data
any more.” And went on: . . . “‘At this
period,” continues Mr. Hughes, the eminent
fictioneer, ‘when there was no organization of
screen writers, the Screen Playwrights, Inc.,
came into being.’ Just like that—came into
being, no less! A virgin birth—OSER!

“Rupert, you're getting to be a big boy
now, and it’s time somebody talked over the
facts of life with you. Look, Rupert—will
some of you young ladies leave the room?—
I’'ve got something to tell you. I know that
up to now you have believed that the stork
came and dropped the Screen Playwrights,
Inc., right into the producers’ laps. Well,
Rupert, it wasn’t the stork. (This is a little
more embarrassing than 1 thought, but I
must go through with it.) Look, Rupert,

.one lovely night a papa producer was walk-

ing in the moonlight with a mama writer
who had voted against Article XII (as per
instructions). ‘I’ll bet you can’t guess what
I'm thinking of,” said the papa bird. ‘T’'ll
bet I can,’ said the mama bird. ‘Let’s get
out of the light and talk it ever.

“So they got out of the light and talked
it over, and out of that beautiful company
union was born the very next day the Screen
Playwrights, Inc. That's the whole story in
a nutshell, Rupert, and though you may be
hurt now, in time you will realize how
sweet and wonderful it all is.”

This battle in Hollywood is complicated
by several factors. It has the earmarks of a
literary vendetta; it moves like serial horse-
opera; and the entire controversy has rung
in remote issrues, with the Screen Play-

.

wrights, Inc., holding out for the Supreme
Court and “writers who are more like bank-
ers than workers.” Immediate issues have
been abandoned while the company union
proclaims that it opposes collective bargain-
ing, opposes unionism, and opposes the Soviet
Union; withal insisting that it is the bar-
gaining agent of writers, that it is a legiti-
mate union, that it hates propaganda.

What does the Screen Playwrights actually
look like from inside? The following is a
report of a meeting of the Screen Play-
wrights, Inc. It was read by Jimmy Gleason
at a meeting of the Screen Writers’ Guild
and greeted hilariously. In many ways it is
incredible even if it happened only once in a
lifetime. There is cruel significance in the
coincidence that this meeting took place dur-
ing the same week that the Writers’ Congress
was in session in New York. Here, then, are
the Screen Playwrights, Inc., as they are,
speaking their own lines.

THE BULLETIN BOARD in the lobby of
the Hollywood-Roosevelt Hotel carried this
notice: “Screen Playwrights, Florentine
Room, 8 p.m.” At 8 p.m. I walked up to
the Florentine Room and from the door saw
John Lee Mahin addressing a group of four
people at the front of the room. I returned
fifteen minutes later. By then, there were
about twenty people there. Howard Emmet
Rogers was at the door. I took a seat well
back in the room. Mahin and Rogers par-
aded the aisle and stood near the door
talking.

Ben Markson introduced himself to me.
He then introduced me to Rian James and
several others. Bill Conselman entered. I
was introduced to him. He said, “There’s a
goddamned publicity men’s meeting down-
stairs and a Republic Pictures convention.
I'll bet half our people get lost.” Mahin
went to the bar and rounded up a few
others. He then called the meeting to- order.
There were thirty-five people there. Two
others arrived in the course of the meeting,
making a grand total of thirty-seven. Mahin
sat at a table in the front of the room. In a
semicircle around him were members of the
board of Screen Playwrights, Inc.: Rogers,
an unidentified man, Bess Meredyth, George
Bricker (and wife), Bert Kalmar, Patterson
McNutt, William Conselman, Major Rupert
Hughes, Ben Markson, an unidentified man,
and Preston Sturges. Before them were the
writers and spectators, nearly all non-mem-
bers of the Playwrights, among whom were
Rian James, Harry Tugend, Milton Sper-
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ling, three girls who were not writers, sev-
eral men and women.

Mabhin called the meeting to order.

[John Lee Mahin is now president of Screen Play-
wrights, Inc. Those who know him insist that he is
the innocent dupe of Howard Emmet Rogers who
dominates him completely.]

“For the benefit of those who don’t know
us very well, I would like to explain what
the Screen Playwrights is and who we are.
Around me here are most of the members
of our Executive Board. McGuinness has
sent word from Oceanside that he can’t get
here.

[James K. McGuinness is a producer at M.G.M.
who, therefore, has no right to belong to a writers’
organization at all. With Rogers and McNutt, he
forms a trio (Mahin acts stooge) that supervises
the political rectitude of the film community. Mc-
Guinness was scenarist of China Seas and West
Point of the Air. It is important to observe that
nearly all of the motion pictures which have been
boycotted or attacked for their anti-labor, militarist,
or imperialist propaganda originate in this group.]

“Grover Jones is sick.

[Jones is an old war-horse of the Mack Sennett
days and proudly “anti-intellectual.” He wrote
Lives of a Bengal Lancer and Annapolis Farewell.]

“These members of the Executive Board
and I will try to answer any questions you
may have. Have you any questions? Well,
maybe 1 had better tell you the story of this
organization first. You will hear us called
‘rats.” Especially Rogers, McNutt, McGuin-
ness, and I are called
‘rats’ by the others. 1
would like to explain
why. This is not a
company union. Last
spring after the rum-
pus we were accused
of being a company
union. Why? Well,
they’ll tell you that
we used company cars
for our organization
work. But I have
here in my pocket’—
Mahin taps his right
breast — “bills for
taxis that we used.
We dug into our own
pockets to cover some
pretty stiff expenses a
year ago. As others
joined us, they chipped
in. But we never took
any money from any
producer.

“They’ll tell you
that we got Neil Mec-
Carthy, the lawyer
for the producers.
That’s not true. He’s
a good lawyer and
he’s handled pro-
ducers’ cases, but
sometimes one pro-

ducer sues another and he’s appeared against
a producer.

“In the year of our existence we have done
what no other group has ever been able to
do. We have sat down with the producers
man-to-man and they have signed an agree-
ment with us. We have gained many things
for writers. For example, writers’ names
must appear on all paid advertising and lith-
ographs. And in trade papers. That never
happened before. ’

“I went to that meeting of the Screen
Writers’ Guild last night. There were one
hundred and ninety-seven people there and
about twenty of them were our members
"who went there to observe. There were lots
of people there who were not writers. Ernest
Pascal presided. The feller from the Na-
tional Labor Relations Board was at the
table. But Dudley Nichols acted as—well, I
don’t know just how you would describe his
position—he was active.

[Mahin was whistling in the dark. There were
more than four hundred and fifty writers present at
the Screen Writers’ Guild meeting the previous eve-
ning at the Hollywood Athletic Club. All except
about fifty became members of the Guild. Some
studios are 100 percent Guild today. Ernest Pascal
presided because he was president of the original
guild which was destroyed by the Screen Play-
wrights and the producers. Mahin was disturbed by
Nichols’s activity; Nichols was a prime mover in
revitalizing the Guild under the guarantees of the
Wagner act; he is now its president. “The feller
from the N.LR.B.” was Ralph Seward, attorney of
the Labor Board, who clarified the rights of the
Guild and answered eleven questions posed by
Mahin himself, the questions being in the form of

Jack Walters

W aiting for Lefty

7

threats to the membership implying the long drawn-
out and costly procedure that might be involved in -
a struggle for recognition; the strategic position of
the producers; and, in general, reflecting the mis-
chievous plans which the Screen Playwrights have
since been following in their company-union char-
acter.]

“Last spring we decided to break away
from that leadership when we saw that it
was futile. It was more than futilee. We
saw that it was drifting into dangerous
waters. A responsible group of writers de-
cided to call a halt. You'll hear us called
rats—but it wasn’t anything like that.”

Howard Emmet Rogers arose and took
the floor. Mahin explained that Rogers, hav-
ing become a “writer-producer” during the
year, was now only an associate member—
he could talk but not vote.

[Rogers has manipulated his very limited ability
into an important position in the industry by just
such services as he is now trying to perform for the
producers in this instance. It was Rogers who threat-
ened to resign at M.G.M. because Ernst Toller had
been signed as a writer. Rogers haunts anti-fascist
or pro-Spanish government affairs and even anti-
Nazi meetings to record the license numbers of cars
parked in the neighborhood. He is the keeper of the
producers’ blacklist in this connection. He is fanati-
cally fascist and anti-Semitic.]

RoGEers: “A good part of that is aimed at
me. I was in the thick of it last spring.
I'd like to explain why this organization
came into being. Maybe that way you’ll get
an idea of the irresponsible leadership we had
to deal with. You'll be able to understand
why it took them three years to get no-
where and we were recognized and the pro-
ducers talked to us as soon as we were ready.

[Rogers then continued at length to charge that
the heads of the Guild had never put in writing their
specific demands—at least, they had never shown
them to him. He then charged that after the two
groups had broken apart, he attempted to amalga-
mate them but was prevented from doing so by the
trickery of the Screen Weriters, who inserted Sec-
tion XII “secretly” into the proposed constitution.
Section XII has been the sore point of much con-
troversy—it deals with the manner in which a strike
may be called.]

“We didn’t realize what that meant at the
time. But later that evening I found out we
had signed a call for a strike! If a young
writer had scored a hit, he couldn’t sign a
new contract! I called McNutt—he'll tell
you this himself—and he told me I was
crazy. But next day he realized I was right
when our lawyer [McCarthy] explained it
all to us. Then we all resigned and im-
mediately organized this organization.”

Ben Markson asked for and was given the
floor.

“Why don’t we lay down and die? We've
got to face the facts. Look at all these
empty chairs. That doesn’t look so good to
me. As I understand it, if we don’t get
some members quick, we’re through. What'’s
wrong with us is what was wrong with the
Screen Writers. Without an issue, we
haven't a leg to stand on. What is the issue,
I say, and where are the members?”’

Major RurPerT HUGHES: “I must explain
that this was not intended to be a general
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meeting. We asked the hotel to give us a
sort of living room and it’s not our fault
that we drew this barn-like expanse of
auditorium with so many empty chairs. We
thought it would be better to have a series
of meetings with small invited groups so as
to answer your questions individually and
give you concentrated attention.”

Conselman arose and said very loudly and
indignantly: ‘“Why are you beating around
the bush, Howard? Tell them what the
issue really is—communism or conservatism!”

[William Conselman is the creator of Ella Cin-
ders. Remember how Ella handled the foreigners?
the agitators? the Reds? Conselman is opposed to
propaganda.]

RoGers: “That’s it in a nutshell, Bill,
now that you've put it that way. There’s
the same group still trying to put it over
on the rest and if we don’t watch out they
may still get away with it. But all that
aside, I ask these people what is the dif-
ference between the Screen Writers and the
Screen Playwrights? I went to their meet-
ing last night. I tried to get in. But I was
kept out. I was warned by the officers that
the members would gang up on me if they
saw me at the meeting. Fine democracy,
that is—but that’s the sort of people they
are!”

Several people asked questions from the
floor. Milton Sperling was particularly in-
sistent on the provision of the N.L.R. act
as it had been interpreted at the Screen Writ-
ers meeting the previous evening. Conselman
got up angrily and demanded, “What’s the
idea of so many questions? If we have to
answer questions all night to get members, I
say to hell with it!”

Rian JamEes: “We were brought here to
have questions answered. Do you see any-
thing wrong with that?”

RoGERs: “You're perfectly right.
to Conselman.) Take it easy, Bill.
boys have to find out for themselves.”

Sperling still insisted on knowing what the
Playwrights were going to do about the
voting provisions of the N.L.R. act. “A
majority is a majority and bargains for all.
What will you do if the Screen Writers get
51 percent and you get 49 percent? Will
you dissolve or amalgamate or what?”

McNutt made a rambling response. “The
producers deal with whomever they please.
The majority vote gives the Screen Writers
bargaining rights but that does not mean
that the producers have to meet any of their
demands. Then what do they do? They
put on armbands and start marching in a
circle—and we walk through their circle and
take over their work.”

MaHIN: “The vote is based on numbers.
There is an average of three hundred and
forty-seven writers on studio payrolls. But
writers can’t be sovietized. Majority or no
majority, the producers can takt $75 men
and put them to work for a few weeks on
the materials they have around.”

RocGers: “I ask you, why did the Guild’s
constitution call for such crazy fines and

(Then,
These

penalties? Why, they could fine you up to
$10,000. I wonder what a writers’ organi-
zation could have that would be worth
$10,000 to betray? I think writers should
be able to trust each other. Our fines only
go up to $250.”

HucHEs: “I wonder whether our friends
out there realize that producers and erters
can get together like gentlemen?”

RoGeErs: “The reason the producers lis-
tened to us was the imposing quality of the
eleven names that signed the first request
for an appointment with them. They just
couldn’t say no to those eleven names. How
do those names stack up against the opposi-
tion? The producers know us and whoever
is in with us is in with them.” .

McNurr: “Gene Fowler made a damn
clever remark when we got together last
year. He said, ‘What writers need is to pro-

tect themselves against—writers!””’ (Laugh-
ter.)
BrICKER: ‘“‘Another thing. What made

me decide against the Screen Writers was
the way their leaders were always calling
producers ‘bastards.’” Now, I know a lot of
producers. Many of them are friends of
mine that eat at my house and I go to theirs.
No friend of mine is a ‘bastard” What's
more, I know a thing or two about labor.
I've handled strikes from the employers’ side.
The employer always has an ace in the hole.
Why, for a few lousy dollars—what would
seven to ten thousand mean to a producer—
they can lay new names on the writers’ pay-
roll at $50 a week for a few weeks and
make any kind of majority they like. And
that’s not the only thing. I could show them
how to handle this. Now, my friends, it is
sometimes wise to be selfish. We're all out
for ourselves and I'm sure the producers will
find a way to play ball with the group that
plays ball with them.”

[A few days later, George Bricker was handed
a raise and a new contract by Warner Bros.]

Interruptions repeatedly by Conselman:
“You're either in or out. I don’t know what
all this gab is for.”

SPERLING: “But I know and you know
that employers don’t give up without a strug-
gle. They fight and squirm and even shed
blood.”

RoGERs: “What. would a $500-a-week
man want that they would shed blood over ?”

SPERLING: “Well, not exactly blood but
didn’t you have a hell of a time getting the
concessions that you told us about?”

Rosenborg
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RoGers: “Nothing of the sort. The pro-
ducers saw us and behaved like real gentle-
men. They know what it is they must fight

.against.”

Meantime Bert Kalmar was getting rest-
less and passed Mahin a note.

MaHIN: “Bert Kalmar is right. The point
is whether we collaborate with producers
who are evidently willing to collaborate with
us or whether we tag after a pack of nuts!”

(General acclamation—amidst which Mec-
Nutt observes: “There’s the whole issue!”)

RiaN' JamEs: “Of course, now that you
make this radical situation clear it’s alto-
gether different. I understand.”

[Rian James is now a full-fledged member of
Screen Playwrights.]

McNutr: “It's a question of leadership.
Either a pack of Reds or the top men of
the business.”

MaHIN: “Here is a list of our members.
(Reads names.) Those are all names that
a producer would respect!”

RoGers: “Over at M.G.M. we figured
over the ninety-three writers on payroll for
the year and seventeen of them wrote 9o
percent of the productions. Do you realize
what that means? Seventeen good men
whose work means jobs for thousands would
be saddled down by seventy incompetents.
It’s a case of good writers against bad writ-
ers—the studios will know who is who in
a showdown.”

[One of the evils of studio writing is the screen
credit system, here endorsed by Rogers. It is to
writers what the star system is to actors. Screen
credit in no way reflects the ability or effort of a
writer. It is subject to politics, prestige, whim, and
chance. The younger writers who do the rough
work sometimes spend years before crashing through
to a credit. Rogers realized the foolishness of his
attitude a few weeks later and issued a call to junier
writers to come into his mob in a restricted status.
None came.]

RoGERs: “Before we break up, I'd like
you to see how things are done by this
group. The other day we got a call from
R.K.O. that one production would have no
writers’ credits on the advertising because
three scenarists and three adapters were all
claiming credit. Of course, that’s something
no arbitration board would allow anyhow.
That was three in the afternoon. We made
an appointment at the studio for five-thirty
and we got the writers together and they
immediately straightened the mess out so that
only the three scenarists appeared. The pro-
ducers thanked us and told us that the mess
had taken up six weeks of time. The funny
thing is these writers weren’t even members
of our organization, but we protected them
all the same. Read them the letter from
Briskin, Johnny.”

Mahin read a two-page letter in which
Briskin explained that four sets of lithographs
would not carry writer-credits because they
had gone to press before the agreement had
been signed.

McNutt: “I wonder how long it would
take a radical to get a letter like that from
a producer.”
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N Boston Common their heart ash
blows
O And gently yielding, the rank grass
knows
One August midnight of every year
Since 1927 appear
These ashes in rendezvous on the field.
O tenderly knowing, the green blades shield
Where men sought pasturage in commune,
‘Where brqomsticks trained by oppression’s
moon
And truth once tarried to turn the mass;
These are not alien to this grass—
O firmly growing, O grass that sighs
For limping liberty lost in lies.

Here stir the ashes of two who died

“That blindness bloat on their blood for pride.

“The flesh and bone was the state’s to burn

But ever the heart ash must return,

Petals of splendor that vaulted the flue

Flowered of freedom life never knew.

For flesh and bone on that August night

Woas strapped to a throne of deathless might.

‘O voltage beyond man’s blundering sight,

O pitiful anguish resembling fright.

(A fisherman and cobbler dared to dream

‘That love might triumph in mankind’s
scheme. )

Marauders of dreams are men who slay

But they cannot burn the dream away.

It lives, it haunts like a prayer unsaid

All those who judged the dreamers be sped;
It sifts through the sleep of each betrayer
Till doom itself concocts them a prayer,
Till men call forth from betrayal’s slime
Their own oppressors and weigh their crime:
And some shall be judged to live again

As less than the dogs who deemed them men,
For seeing how men by men are rent

Dogs with their status must be content.

Now this is the whispered word that goes
Sharper than north wind, sweeter than rose,
Longer than life till all men are free—
This is the story the grass told me.

So if you have hearts with which to hear
Louder than rhythm of Paul Revere
Stronger than Garrison “who’d be heard”
Listen to death’s undying word :

Here once again, but patience, Sacco,
We’ve but begun. It is I, Bartolo!

New earth is ours and all earth grew:
We live in millions, they slew but two!

Do you remember the night we died ?

The limpid anger, sorrowful pride.

The harbor, Nicola, we could see

No stain remain of a stamp tax tea.

But there were boats patrolling slow

And this time tyranny ran the show.

The tea came in, the revolt was lost—

Each August midnight we’ll count the cost!
Yes, they filled the lower railrdad yards
With squads of wooden machine-gun guards
And floodlights painted this park grass white—
But we walked out over the world that

night. . . !

Nicola Sacco

Miracle in
‘Boston

(Chapter for a New World Testament)

Jo Page

Bartolomeo Vanzetti

We walked as only free men may go

(O high is the wind on the road we know)
We ran, and not since the world began
Did two men go as fast as we ran.

We flew so fast that the stars stood still
For we outran time into freedom’s will . . .
And our burned-out eyes began to see

A summer and autumn of men made free,
And our lips renewed to sweeter bliss

Than ever was drunk in passion’s kiss

(O summer of toiler. taking his fruit,

O autumn of slavery’s shriveled root!)

It is good ‘to live when spring’s soft cry
Opens the earth, but better to die

For a spring whose blossom ‘shall set men free,
O spring after winters of tyranny!

O warming of heart and soul and mind,

O ultimate harvest of mankind . ..
Rebirth of love, what flaming flower

In gardens of soil may match your power,

What beauty of painted petal or tree
May equal the beauty of men set free,
What song of spring may a poet sing
Better than man’s own awakening?

Nicola, know then we are alive!

Only a moment it took us to dive
Through spurious waters etched in fire,
But see how emergence lifted us higher
Now are we surely Carducci’s own

For only in us is the future sown,

And we are that future, freed at last

Of groveling present and hideous past.
The world has offered us earth’s new heaven
Where every August since '27

Workers arise with our life-filled urns

(Q precious the wage that rebellion earns!)

From Boston Common their heart ash blows.
Opver the older city it goes

Into the new, that their souls might retrace
Their funeral march. At Langone’s place
They greet the undertaker who chose
Tuxedos to shroud their workers’ clothes.
They pass along down Arlington Square
Where roses were strewn which still lie there,
Witness to pelting crowds and surging
Comrades annoyed by policemen’s urging:
They hear a woman’s voice head the way
Shouting a workingmen’s Judgment Day!

They linger where rain beat on the hearse
(Too late, O mother, O cooling nurse!)
They enter Forest Hills’ furnace again
And their winding sheet is the healing rain.
Rising, they meet the rain, their mother.
The heart ash lifts above the smother
And finds the flue, climbs on the sky
There on that bosom forever to lie
Drinking miraculous milk alone . . .
(O the hearts of these are as our own,
Guilty of hope in humanity—

Guilty they were as so too are we!)

We then the ashes drawn of their pain,
They the arisen and we the slain;

And Boston shall have them new to kill
Longer than Boston has Bunker Hill . ..
How strange the story that they who came
By sorrow in revolution’s name )
Should haunt a hill where Yankee pride
Hurled the first spear in monarchy’s side,
Or linger bravely and undismayed

By Boston Latin School’s pious shade
Where three hundred years of learning, free,
Were futile to save democracy!

And ages hence they shall tell who pass
Of heart ash hidden in common grass.
By common men shall the tale be sped
Of two who died yet never are dead.
(O life miraculous, blind with sun

O boundless brotherhood but begun!)
And long as poverty shall be here
These ashen petals must appear

Until the song of a spring is heard
Never propounded by man or bird!
O song no music can ever write

O man’s deliverance out of night!

C. AW,
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Washington March

ITH Congress adjourned, Harry
Hopkins, W.P.A. administrator, has
told the job marchers assembled in Washing-
ton he can neither reinstate the half million
W.P.A. workers who have been dismissed
during recent months nor check further lay-
offs that are scheduled for 200,000 more. It
seems that Mr. Hopkins’s hands are tied be-
cause one tory Representative, Clinton A.
Woodrum, refused to allow the House to
vote on the Schwellenbach-Allen resolution.
Though one hundred and seventy congress-
men were pledged to support the resolution,
which would have provided job security for
nearly a million W.P.A. workers and their
dependents, Mr. Woodrum, as chairman of
a small sub-committee, took it upon himself to
condemn this huge army to the idleness, pov-
erty, and bitter suffering of unemployment.
No one seriously pretends that men and
women dismissed from W.P.A. are finding
steady jobs. Here and there a few are given
temporary work, now that farm crops need
harvesting, but a nation-wide survey con-
ducted by the Scripps-Howard papers indi-
cates plainly that the overwhelming majority
are hopelessly stranded. Many have been
forced to apply for relief in their own locali-
ties, though most communities are either un-
willing or unable to provide for them. To all
intents and purposes the others just ‘“dis-
appear.” That may satisfy reactionaries like
Representative Woodrum, but the Workers’
Alliance, now numbering 800,000 members,
is not content with such a “solution.”

And the thousands of men and women
from every part of the country who assem-
bled in Washington are living proof that dis-
missed W.P.A. workers have not “disap-
peared.” On the contrary, this demonstration
marks the beginning of a determined drive to
win some measure of security and justice for
millions of unemployed. In a conference with
Harry Hopkins, David Lasser and other
Workers’ Alliance leaders proposed the crea-
tion of an appeals board which will enable
workers who have suffered discrimination to
get a fair hearing. The entire scope of labor
relations on W.P.A. has also come up for dis-

cussion. Both as a symbol of solidarity among °

the unemployed and as a prelude to more
concerted action, this job march has been a
success. Congressmen with their ears to the
ground will hear more from these marchers
and the Workers’ Alliance.

A Mass Party

N September 1 the Communist Party

will mark the eighteenth anniversary
of its formation with a coast-to-coast broad-
cast by Earl Browder over the blue network
of the N.B.C. Browder will address the na-
tion from 6:15 to 6:30 p. m., Eastern Day-
light Saving Time.

The great distance the Communist Party
has traveled since 1919 to its present posi-
tion of influence among the masses is indi-
cated in the plans announced to the press last
Tuesday. About the first of next year there
will be launched two more daily newspapers,
in Chicago and in San Francisco, which with
the Daily Worker in New York will consti-
tute the beginning of a national chain. The
new papers will start modestly, as the Daily
W orker did, with four pages, and their pro-
gram gives them, in these times of the rapid
growth of the labor movement, a sure guar-
antee of success. They will be militant or-
gans of the progressive and trade-union forces
allied with the farmer-labor-party movement.
Spokesmen for the Communist Party, they
will supply vital news to the masses, especially
that which is suppressed by the capitalist
press. With these two papers serving the
Middle West and the Coast, the New York
Daily Worker will be free to concentrate on
its own field, and to make itself a major
metropolitan newspaper for the working
people of New York and the eastern states.

Together with these plans, Browder an-
nounced a national party-building campaign
for large-scale mass recruiting. The sum of
$500,000 is to be raised for a broad educa-
tional campaign. A $250,000 fund drive is
being launched for an intensive state-wide
campaign in New York.

All these plans and figures, on a scale
which would have been fantastic a few years
ago, emphasize the full emergence of the
Communist Party on the political field in the
United States as a mass party, with an im-
portant role to play in the uniting of all pro-
gressive forces in the country.

Teachers and C.1.0.

S we go to press, the battle for unifi-
cation of the labor movement on a
progressive program oOpens on OnNe Iore
front. Meeting in Madison, Wis., the an-
nual convention of the American Federation
of Teachers is focused on the question of

.
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C.I1.O. affiliation. The inner-union sentiment
on this issue duplicates to some extent that
found in the American Newspaper Guild:
there is a considerable body of opinion
ranged on each side of the question. The
large Chicago delegation is committed to
vote against C.I.O. affiliation, and Chicago
has drawn Cleveland into its wake. The big
New York delegation is instructed to vote
for affiliation, and Philadelphia takes the
same position. A. F. of T. progressives as a
whole, including the Socialists and Commu-
nists in the union, are for the C.I.O. tie-up,
but they are determined that there shall be
no rift in the ranks of organized teachers.
They are confident that unity can be pre-
served without capitulation to reactionary
influences. .

Their confidence is justified on the basis
of the union’s history. A year ago, the A. F.
of T. took the lead among national organiza-
tions in adopting a forthright stand in sup-
port of Spanish democracy. By the time this
issue of the NEwW M ASSES reaches its readers,
the desire of some progressive teachers to see
a similar stand on China’s independence may
have been realized. But while such issues
will be given serious consideration, this year’s
convention is expected to concentrate chiefly
on the economic problems of the teacher and
the organizational means for solving them.
It is in this sense that C.I.O. affiliation is
the dominant issue at Madison.

Ironic Anniversary

T is supremely ironic that the anniver-
sary of the Kellogg-Briand Peace Pact
should be commemorated this week while the
pact itself is being pounded to tatters by
Japan’s guns in China. An elaborate cere-
mony, in which both the U. S. assistant sec-
retary of state and the French under-secre-
tary of foreign relations will participate,
gives notice to the world that the existence
of the pact has not been forgotten. Wash-
ington, however, would prefer to forget.
For years a proud defender of the Open
Door for American capitalists in China, the
United States has forsaken this policy in
favor of the so-called ‘“neutrality” law.
Neither the Kellogg pact, signed in 1928,
nor the Nine-Power T'reaty, ratified in 1922,
has been abrogated. Both remain part of
the foreign policy of the United States, ante-
cedent and superior to the “Neutrality” Act.
The hesitation of President Roosevelt and
Secretary Hull to invoke the “neutrality”
legislation is based on the obvious fact that
nothing will so completely cancel real neu-
trality as this law. In Spain it helps Franco;
in the Far East it will strengthen Japan.

Isolationist politicians like Senator Nye
have been urging enforcement of the law in



12

the belief that it will be effective in keeping
the United States out of war. Actually, it
puts the United States into war, on the side
of the aggressor.

It is not yet too late to invoke the
Kellogg-Briand Pact and the Nine-Power
Treaty, which, designed specifically for such
a situation as this, can be effective in curbing
Japan. The Nine-Power Treaty guaranteed
China territorial integrity, the right to estab-
lish her own stable government, and equality
of commercial opportunity for all the im-
perialist powers. Every one of these princi-
ples has been violated by Japan, precisely
because the United States and other signa-
tories have failed to apply this treaty to her
current attack on China,

Finance Neutrality?

ERHAPS another reason lies at the
root of Washington’s hesitation to apply
the neutrality law. The immediate benefit
to Japan is undesirable because of the basic
conflict between American and Japanese im-
perialism, and in addition, the consequences
to American-held bonds on Japan’s tremen-
- dous external debt would be disastrous.
Japan’s bonds declined precipitously last
week. Its 614 bonds maturing in 1954,
which has been 100Y5 early this year, were
90 on August 13 and dropped to 7534 by
August 21. ‘“Authoritative quarters” con-
sidered it extremely likely that the enforce-
ment of the Neutrality Act would imme-
diately result in a default in interest. They
had in mind that during 1936 Japan spent
46.8 percent of its total revenue on its war
department and only 18.8 percent on its
finance department; that as the war pro-
ceeded the percentage going to the military
would increase; that the Neutrality Act

Joe Bartlett

Hull—he still hesitated

would cut Japan off from foreign exchange.

They recalled with satisfaction, to be sure,
that through the entire Manchurian con-
quest and ever since, Tokyo has been meeting
its foreign interest payments, although
Japan’s bonds dipped into the thirties. What
was not particularly emphasized was that
Japan has bought back large amounts of its
bonds at a fraction of their value—the
bankers call it repatriation. There seems no
reason .to doubt that the Tokyo financiers
would do the same again, waiting until the
proper moment to obtain the greatest bar-
gains.

Altogether, then, the international finan-
ciers are caught in one of the major con-
tradictions of capitalism. They want Japan
weakened in the Far East, for that means
more opportunity for American exploiters;
but they don’t want it weakened too much,
for that means they lose the interest on their
bonds. And when a banker loses his inter-
est, he loses all.

W.P.A. and Truth

“Sacco and Vanzetti had become for a new
generation . .. the classic example of the adminis-
tration of justice to members of unpopular political
minorities.

“It was widely believed that, although legal
forms were observed, the determining factors in
the case from the start to the finish was the affilia-
tion of the two men with an unpopular minority
political group.”

HESE sentences, part of a forty-one

line reference to the case, are included
in the recently issued Massachusetts: A
Guide to Its People and Places, a W.P.A.
Writers’ Project publication. They are surely
as restrained a statement about the judicial
murder of Sacco and Vanzetti as could well
be set down, ten years afterwards, but they
have aroused to fury the anti-labor forces of
Massachusetts, headed by Governor Hurley.
Hurley has an added incentive for the hulla-
baloo he is raising. He is chagrined at hav-

_ ing endorsed the book without having read it.

Now he is bestirring himself to have the dis-
tribution of the book stopped, to hunt out
and get the writers fired, to drag President
Roosevelt in—all to defend ‘the “proud rec-
ord of Massachusetts”—and he sums up his
statesmanlike position by telling the Amer-
ican Legion convention: “If these men don’t
like Massachusetts and the United States,
they can go back where they came from.” All
of which is good publicity for the book, as it
seems unlikely that the Washington W.P.A.
authorities will be bluffed into'interfering by
the Massachusetts reactionaries.

Ten years is a relatively short time for a
written history bearing an official stamp to
catch up with the facts. The judgment of
honest people everywhere on the Sacco-Van-
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zetti case was formed finally on August 23,
1927, when the fisherman and the cobbler
were put to death while millions the world
over stood aghast and incredulous, unable to
believe that such things could be. The
W.P.A. guidebook merely indicates, in the
most sober language, the judgment of the
world. The rage it has awakened among the
Massachusetts tories proves that Sacco and
Vanzetti are not as dead as these gentlemen
would like to think. Ten years after their
murder, Sacco and Vanzetti are still fighting
names, an accusation which the workers will
continue to hurl, a challenge and a symbol
which they will never forget.

The Klan Sues Again

HE Ku Klux Klan has suddenly de-

cided to whitewash itself and indulge
in a bit of movie censorship at the same time.
Acting as a corporation, exponents of the
fiery cross have brought suit against Warner
Bros. and Vitagraph, Inc., for alleged use of
the K.K.K.’s patented insignia in the film,
The Black Legion. The petition has been
filed in the state of Georgia, whose prison
commissioner sued Warner Bros. for libel
because they produced, I 4m a Fugitive from
a Chain Gang.

The K.K.K., according to its petition, is
so intimately identified with the insignia,
particularly when it is attached to a white
robe, that the Klan feels it has a “definite
proprietary interest and a distinct good-will
therein.” That being the case, we wonder if
the plaintiff hadn’t better charge Warner
Bros. with libelous understatement, since the
film in question is only a feeble reminder of
the Klan in action.

Land of Plenty

ROM the dispatches of anti-Soviet cor-

respondents an uninformed person might
conclude that nothing was happening in the
Soviet Union except the arrest of saboteurs
and traitors. The tears which the capitalist
press daily sheds over the execution of spies
and wreckers—do they expect the Soviet
Union to give these enemies medals >—could
float one of Franco’s cruisers. And in wailing
over the sad fate of the rats whom the Soviet
people are hunting out of their holes, the
press manages to overlook almost completely
the most important thing that is happening in
the Soviet Union today : the harvesting of the
greatest crop in its history.

It was otherwise last year when a pro-
longed and widespread drought—which nu-
der the czar would have meant starvation for
millions—cut down the crop. Nobody starved
in the Soviet Union, but the promised cuts in
food prices had to be postponed because of
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the poor crop and the heightened war dan-
ger. Then the attention of the press was
focused daily on the Soviet fields, and the
lie-factories of Riga and Warsaw and Berlin
worked overtime to turn out tales of hun-
ger and bread riots to curdle the blood.
Today, despite the masterly silence of the
correspondents generally, enough is known to
make it clear that the Soviet Union’s food
crop: this year will reach at least seven bil-
lion poods—one hundred and fifteen million
metric tons. The announced objective of the
Soviet Union has been seven to eight billion
poods. This year the goal will be achieved.
To grasp the meaning of this figure, it is
" necessary to remember that before the World
War the annual average Russian grain yield
was about eighty million metric tons.

With this crop the Soviet Union stands
out for all the world to see as a land of
plenty. With its land 95 percent collec-
tivized, with a higher degree of mechaniza-
tion in agriculture than any other country
can show, and with substantial reductions in
food prices this year a practical certainty, the
Soviet Union presents a picture of growing
prosperity. This, however, is not “news” as
the capitalist press views news about the
Saviet Union.

Weir's Artistry

OR many years observers have felt that

the labor policies of Ernest T. Weir put
this steel magnate more or less in a class by
himself. The National Labor Relations
Board has now pretty well established
Weir’s right to claim the blue ribbon. The
recent N.L.R.B. hearing at New Cumber-
land, W. Va., was originally scheduled to
take place in the auditorium of the Weir
High School in Weirton. Permission had
been granted .by the county school board.
Possibly Mr. Weir’s native reticence made
him frown on the proposal. At any rate, the
chairman of the school board, who happens
to work for the steel company, had the per-
mit rescinded—ostensibly because Weirton’s
fire chief insisted on installing a fire escape
before the hearings could begin.

It is difficult to pick highlights from evi-
dence that realistically portrays a particularly
vicious company union, liberal use of espio-
nage, and the customary manhandling of
union organizers. The general pattern is in-
dicated by a remark credited to one John
Larkin, chairman of Weir’s employee repre-
sentation outfit. Rebuking one of his hired
“hatchet men” for failing to “get” a C.I.O.
organizer, Larkin said: “You could have hit
him on the head and drove him down into
the weeds, and no one would have found him
for two weeks.”

Perhaps the best example of the Weir

technique was shown by the testimony of
Elwood Turley, a former grand juryman.
After the hatchet gang had half killed two
C.I.O. organizers, the victims appealed to
the law. The grand jury heard their com-
plaint and the evidence seemed sufficiently
direct, but five or six of the jurymen refused
to vote true bills because the men who had
been attacked were engaged in union organ-
ization. The complaint was summarily dis-
missed on the ground that the whole thing
was “‘a drunken brawl.”

In general the picture drawn at New
Cumberland deserves a prominent place in
the Labor Board’s national collection. Ernest
T. Weir should feel well satisfied with this
culmination of his labor-baiting artistry.

Educating Farmers

GAIN tenant farmers have been left
holding the bag. Congress has -ap-
propriated twenty million dollars to aid them
and to retire submarginal land from use.
This sum falls far short of the fifty millions
suggested by the administration at the be-
ginning of the session. And, of course, it is
only a shadow of the amount needed if there
is to be a real attempt to solve this problem,
or even to check the alarming increase in
farm tenancy. Secretary Wallace has esti-
mated that it would require annual appro-
priations of one hundred and sixty million
dollars merely to reéstablish on a sound own-
ership basis the number of farmers who
“normally” lose their holdings each year.
Even such a program would still leave
more than two and three-quarter million
farms operated by tenants. Since 1880, when
75 percent of the farms in this country were
owner-operated, the average yearly increase
in tenant farms has been 33,465. During the
decade 1925-35 the rate increased to more
than forty thousand. Today only three
farmers out of five own the land they work.
Worse still, most of this so-called owner-
ship rests on the thinnest of equities. Thus,
in 1930 farmers’ debt-free holdings amounted
to considerably less than half the land’s total
value. In other words, while 60 percent of
our farmers could nominally be classed as
owners, their real ownership is restricted to
some 30 percent of the nation’s farm land.
In eighteen states the “owning” farmers
owed 60 percent of what their real estate
was worth. In three of the best farming
states this figure amounted to 70 percent.
With such a debt structure syphoning off
a large proportion of their. cash income and
pressing the less fortunate down into ten-
ancy, farmers have begun to revise their po-
litical and social outlook. The present Con-
gress has shown its incapacity to cope with
fundamental agricultural problems, just as it
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has failed in the fields of industry and busi-
ness. As insecurity and pitifully small cash
returns continue to decimate the ranks of
small owners, the farming population will
see the need for united action by small and
middle owners, tenants and wage-earners.
The logical instrument for such action is a
farmer-labor party. :

Fascism for Export

HWARTED by the strength of the

people’s front in France, and by Brit-
ish distaste for totalitarian doctrines, Hitler
and Mussolini have undertaken to export
fascism in new ways. Dispatches from Eng-
land reveal interesting details that center
round the recently expelled Nazi journalists.
Messrs. Crome, Wrede, and Langen im-
proved their leisure time by establishing five
fascist centers in merrie England. These
gatherings, often held at fashionable hotels,
have been known to the British government
since October 1935.

The wife of a cabinet minister joined the
German ambassador and prominent members
of influential circles to plan the work of
fascist espionage. The three Nazi journal-
ists were closely linked with this activity.
So closely, in fact, that the British Home
Office took the unusual peace-time step of
expelling them. Since Joachim von Ribben-
trop was appointed ambassador to Great
Britain, the National-Socialist Party has
doubled its foreign organization—and in
consequence the activity of fascist groups on
English soil has grown tremendously.

The Week, a well informed English news
service, reports that more than sixty-five
thousand francs went from Berlin, via the
Nazi party of Luxemburg, to one fascist
organization in Britain. This is said to have
roused British backers of fascism—Lanca-
shire cotton interests, two bankers, and a
large motor car manufacturer. Not wishing
to lose control of their own movement
through heavy foreign subsidies, these pa-
triots put pressure on the cabinet to oust
Hitler’s agents.

The sums involved seem small, however,
when compared with recent fascist exports
to France, where Colonel de la Rocque, chief
of the dissolved Croix de Feu, somehow got
his hands on nine million francs to purchase
the left radical Petit Journal. For years
de la Rocque has been supported by ex-
Premier André Tardieu. Now it is revealed
that Mussolini has been in direct contact
with the colonel, using members of Jabotin-
sky’s fascist-inclined Zionist-Revisionist group
as go-betweens.

M. Jacques Doriot, deposed mayor of St.
Denis, has likewise turned to journalism.
Doriot purchased the ultra-reactionary
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Liberté just before government inquiry into
a coal scandal forced his removal from office.
Former Premier Laval is said to have sup-
plied the purchase price. Another curious
angle to this deal is that Liberté, with a
rapidly falling circulation (now less than
forty thousand), owes an enormous debt to
the Semard printing works, and M. Henri
Simond, director of Semard’s, has agreed to
allow Doriot to pay the sum in easy install-
ments.

The Semard works are owned by the
Echo de Paris and M. Beghin, publisher of

the Paris Soir. Until recently M. Simond
was proprietor of the Echo de Paris. He re-
signed when the Blanc family, which owns
57 percent of the paper, demanded to know
why the Echo de Paris was not returning a

profit. M. Simond did not care to explain

that the profits of the Semard printing works
were being used to carry former mayor
Doriot’s venture in fascist journalism.
Rather than sacrifice Liberté, M. Simond
severed his connection with the Echo de
Paris. How long Doriot’s fascist sheet can
survive may soon depend on Mussolini.

Roosevelt and His Party

RESIDENT ROOSEVELT’s speech at Roan-
Poke Island attacking the ‘‘American
Lord Macaulays” was beautifully timed.
Three days afterward Congress abandoned
the job it was elected to do and ran home.
The breakdown of Congress, openly engi-
neered by the very forces of reaction that
Roosevelt had pilloried, gave immediate dra-
matic emphasis to his speech. It pointed up
in the strongest light the major political
development now gathering speed in the
country, the replacement of old party lines
by class lines. It showed how rapidly Demo-
crats and Republicans are disappearing, and
progressives and reactionaries are taking their
places.

Congress ran home—the abandonment of
four fifths of the legislative program can
scarcely be called an adjournment—because
the reactionaries temporarily seized control.
It refused to carry out the task assigned to
it last November by the unmistakable voice
of twenty-seven million voters. It allowed
the well-organized opposition of the tories,
Republican and Democratic, to blind it to its
duty to the country and to the most press-
ing needs of ill-fed, ill-housed, ill-clothed
America. It refused to reform the Supreme
Court, to curb the power of nine old men
to thwart the will of the nation. It put off
action on an anti-lynching bill. It carried
its surrender to the economic royalists to the
point of allowing a handful of reactionaries
to strangle in the House Rules Committee
the Black-Connery Wages and Hours Bill
after the Senate had passed it. By its open
and wholesale betrayal of the confidence of
the people, Congress, dominated by its tories,
completely justified in its closing week the
words used by President Roosevelt in sum-
ming up the program of the “Amezican Lord
Macaulays”:

They seek to substitute their own will for that
of the majority, for they would serve their own
interest above the general welfare, They reject

the principle of the greater good for the greater
number, which is the cornerstone of democratic
government.

Roosevelt’s was a fighting speech, uphold-
ing “democracy—and more democracy” and
holding up to public scorn by name such re-
actionary forces as the National Association
of Manufacturers, the United States Cham-
ber of Commerce, and the Liberty League.

As to the goal of “the greater good for
the greater number,” however, Roosevelt
can serve only as a signpost, pointing to the
future. He is himself rooted in the capitalist
system, and proud of it. He would like to
see conditions improved, but within the
framework of capitalism. The Democratic
Party which he leads includes in its head-
quarters staff representatives of the topmost
layers of big business, and it can never be a
unit in following any program of social leg-
islation. Big business, which during the dan-
gerous bank holidays of 1933 was travelling
to Washington—with dust on its knees—

He Named Names
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pleading with Roosevelt to stave off a revo-
lution, is now standing behind the President
with a knife, ready to kill any attempt at
social legislation that might cut into its
profits. It has just given an exhibition of
its power, by slaughtering almost all the
legislative program which the people had
voted for, in the session just closed.

The first session of the Seventy-Fifth Con-
gress has ended; now the people are in ses-
sion. It should shortly become clear to the
representatives and senators who disregarded
the clear mandate of last November that the
people are in no mood to have their wishes
disregarded. The warning of John L. Lewis
when the Wages and Hours Bill was finally
killed is obligatory homework for every leg-
islator to study between now and the next
session :
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To the leaders of the Democratic Party it pre-
sents the challenge either to restore sufficient party
discipline to permit government to function under
their guidance or to confess that their party is not
the vehicle by which the people of the country
may progress to a solution of their pressing social
problems.

Sabotage of the Democratic Party by a small
group of its more conservative members, which
came to a head in the House Rules Committee
and in the caucus of last evening, shows that
Democratic leadership is unable to carry out the
pledges made in the name of their party during
the 1936 campaign.

If the Democratic Party as at present con-
stituted cannot make good on its election
pledges to the people, there are strong and
growing forces in the country, inside and
out of the Democratic Party, who can and
will carry through the vitally necessary pro-
gram. The session of Congress just closed
has produced one result of immeasurable im-
portance for the futlire, in uniting and test-
ing in battle the group of progressive legis-
lators. As Congressman Bernard describes
the session from the inside, in his article in
this issue, the progressives in Congress have
learned in battle the need for unity, organ-
ized action, and a common legislative pro-
gram. ’

Between now and the next session of
Congress the demands of the American peo-
ple for protection of their basic rights will
grow louder. These demands may yet reach
the ears of those weak-kneed legislators who
have yielded to the reactionaries, and send
them back to the next session prepared to do
the job for which they were elected. But
whether those who scuttled the people’s legis-
lative program decide to become honest or
not, the time is ripe for a great change. It
can come only by the united effort of all
progressives, in getting together on a pro-
gram which answers the pressing needs of the
workers and farmers, and such a program,
embodied in a national farmer-labor party,
will sweep the country.
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Lawyer, Defend Yourself!

The reactionary bias of the Bar Association is only one of
the influences which brought the Lawyers’ Guild into being

ANY references in recent weeks to

M the aggressively progressive activities

of various local chapters of the Na-

tional Lawyers’ Guild have aroused public
interest in the work of this organization.

The guild got under way when six hundred
attorneys representing almost every state in
the union gathered in Washington, D, C., last
February to participate in its organizational
convention. It is true that a few delegates
came to the City of Big Noises to distribute
professional cards, others to practice their
oratory and still others merely to rid them-
selves of inferiority complexes. Yet the most
captious observer would admit that by and
large the delegates with exemplary energy and
conscientiousness succeeded in launching a
movement which may yet render their profes-
sion a definite force for general social and
economic progress rather than the convenient
tool of the fascist-minded clients of a few
large law firms.

The first day of the convention disclosed
the basic distinction between the new organi-
zation and the American Bar Association,
which, representing only 20 percent of the
profession, has heretofore been accepted by the
press and the public as the voice of the Ameri-
can lawyer.

At the opening banquet, Senator Homer T.
Bone of Washington reviewed the activities of
a small group of well-paid corporation law-
yers, typified by John W. Davis and Newton
D. Baker, who had been blocking social legis-
lation by attacking the constitutionality of the

. various acts before the Supreme Court. What
contribution, asked the senator, have these
attorneys and the American Bar Association,
which they own body and soul, made to the
cause of human rights?

To the defense of these humanitarians
rushed Frederick H. Stinchfield, president of
the organization thus slurred by the senator.
He wrote in the Washington Post: ““[Senator
Bone] inquires when lawyers have ever been
interested in human rights. It is apparent that
the senator has forgotten the Declaration of
Independence., That is America’s declaration
of human rights. It was drawn by lawyers.
Its spirit is that of lawyers. . . . The senator
may also have forgotten the constitution of
the United States. There is another document
dealing entirely with human rights. It, too,
was written by lawyers. . . . The senator finds
no good in lawyers, living or dead. His attack
embraces Jefferson, Madison, Lincoln, Cleve-
land, and Wilson, those who founded and
those who sustained human rights.”

The issue being joined, as lawyers like to
say, let’s examine the record.

By Malcolm Haskell
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We find that in the name of dead revolu-
tionaries and reformers, Mr. Stinchfield justi-
fies the uniform opposition of his organization
to every effort exerted in our generation in
behalf of human progress. The appointment
of Justice Brandeis to the U. S. Supreme
Court was openly opposed by seven past presi-
dents of the Bar Association. That organiza-
tion was conspicuously silent when innumer-
able Americans were robbed of fundamental
civil liberties during and after the World
War. In the name of Abraham Lincoln, it
has systematically excluded Negroes from its
membership rolls. In the name of Thomas
Jefferson, it has studiously avoided a consid-
eration of the problem of constitutional rights
of the masses—becoming articulate only when
vested property rights are endangered. In the
name of Woodrow Wilson, it has gone on
record as opposing the Child Labor Amend-
ment—and why not, when its hierarchy is
retained by substantial members of the Na-
tional Association of Manufacturers?

When the present strife in steel reaches the
stage of litigation, the role of certain prom-
inent lawyers, high in Bar Association circles,
as the advisers and strategists of the confi-
dently obstinate Girdlers, Purnells, Weirs, etc.,
will be revealed. To climax its shameful rec-
ord, the association has never undertaken a
realistic survey of the pressing problem of pro-
fessional economic welfare, and indeed at its
1936 convention defeated a resolution calling
for a lawyers’ W.P.A. project.

‘What more conclusive evidence of the im-
mediate necessity for an organization truly
representative of the American lawyer could be
submitted than this evasive, obfuscatory, flag-
waving apology by the man who now poses as
its ex-officio mouthpiece?

One may well ask what has compelled law-
yers, whose very existence takes root in the old
order of a profit economy, to appraise critically
not only those who have purported to be their
spokesmen in the past but also the general

.

problems of their contemporary society? The
answer to this question is of major importance
for in it is implicit the answer to the over-
whelming problem of universal middle-class
upheaval.

Social and economic crises cause reflective
persons to pause for analysis of their society
and determination of their role therein. What
is a lawyer’s function under capitalism? What
part does he play in productive relationships?
Ripping aside the deceiving veils of hoary tra-
ditions and scholastic bugaboo the lawyer finds
that with very few exceptions all of his activi-
ties center upon the manifold fields of trade
and commerce. “Most of the law (except the
elemental law of community defense),” says
Prof. Charles A. Beard, “is concerned with
the property relations of men, which reduced
to their simple terms means the process by
which the ownership of concrete forms of
property is determined or passes from one
person to another.”

It necessarily follows that the more numer-
ous the commercial relationships, or the
greater the number of independent business
units existing in any given economic epoch,
the more frequently will develop inter-func-
tional problems requiring the specialized serv-
ices of lawyers.

When capitalism was in the stage of
growth and development and the American
middle class was in its ascendancy, white-
collar employees and professionals were at a
premium. Stenographers, accountants, sales-
men, lawyers, etc., could not be trained fast
enough to satisfy the demands of expanding
industry and commerce.

Lawyers as an economic group depended
for clientele upon this powerful and influen-
tial middle class. A young lawyer of working
or middle-class stock a generation ago could
well look to his employed intimates with con-
fident expectation that many of them would
ultimately go into business for themselves and
would thereby become his clients. As these
enterprises would grow financially, his prac-
tices would also grow in volume and in im-
portance.

Today the trend is in reverse. The average
lawyer’s acquaintances for the most part are
not going into business but rather out of busi-
ness. Lewis Corey has pointed out that in
1870, independent enterprisers comprised one
seventh of all persons gainfully occupied in
the United States, today only one twentieth.
The conclusion is inescapable: legal business
is being dried up at its source, not temporarily
by a passing depression, but permanently by
the inexorable march of monopoly.

The economic activities once dominated by
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the disappearing class' of independent enter-
prisers are being taken over by the monopolies,
but rationalization and mechanization elim-
inate to a very large extent the legal prob-
lems of the supplanted small-business entities.

The large corporations also have their legal
problems, but such retainers are placed with
lawyers of the same social and economic class
as that of the clients who offer them. These
fortunate attorneys have learned much from
their clients. The same monopolistic trends
which are liquidating independent merchants
are now at work within the legal profession,
driving lawyers out of independent practices,
and are creating a class of salaried profes-
sional employees.

The 1936 survey of the legal profession in
New York County made by the New York
County Lawyers’ Association discloses that
one fourth of all practicing lawyers in New
York City are employed by other attorneys.
This is a very high figure, and yet it does not
include the large number of attorneys who are
not in general practice but are either in the
legal departments of large corporations or are
holding pesitiens requiring legal training with
insurance companies, trust companies, and
other agencies for the corporate practices of
law.

Yes, mass-production methods have invaded
even the sacred precincts of the legal profes-
sion. Familiar has become the story of the
talented, ambitious law-school graduate, with
Review experience, Phi Beta Kappa and
C.O.LF. honors, who is tempted by a position
offered in a well-established firm. To be sure
the starting salary is small, but it appears to
be an apprenticeship that must eventually lead
to genuinely big things. He even gets a private
office with his name on the door.

Our budding genius is at once assigned to
handle one particular phase of litigation. In a
year he.is a master in that field. Then to his
growing disappointment he finds the years roll-
ing away without any change in the basic na-
ture of his professional tasks and with only a
small increase in his salary. He may be getting
as little as fifteen dollars per week, but his
employer charges the clients fifty dollars or
more per day for the time expended by our
hero. The lad’s been trapped—he’s now as
servilely job-dependent as the girl who takes
his dictation. The real tragedy lies not so
much in his exploitation as in his unawareness
of the snare. He dresses, struts, thinks, and
votes in the pattern of his employers and
dreams of the day when he can emulate them.

From Martindale’s Legal Directory, I select
at random a few law ‘‘factories” which em-
ploy large numbers of “associates,” talented
men and women whose only recompense is a
moderate salary and who grind out the real
work of the organizations. These firms are
eloquent examples of the incredible changes in
the tone and character of what was once as
personal a profession as medicine.

O’Melveny, Tuller, & Meyrs of Los An-
geles: thirteen partners and twenty associates.
A few of their clients: Goodyear Tire &
Rubber Co.; Southern California Gas Co.;
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Shell Oil Co.; National Biscuit Co.; Johns-
Mansville Co.; Procter & Gamble.

Newman & Bisco, New York City: two
partners and twenty associates.

Wright, Gordon, Zachary, Parlin, & Ney,
New York City: thirteen partners and thirty-
five associates.

Kirkland, Fleming, Green, Martin, & Ellis,
Chicago: seventeen partners and thirty-four
associates. A few of their clients: Chicago
Tribune; Chicago Daily Times; the Catholic
Bishop of Chicago; Chicago Board of Trade;
Chicago Yellow Cab Co.; Travellers’ Insur-
ance Co.

We have discussed the minority of lawyers
who have some steady economic base, either as
professional entrepreneurs or as their salaried
employees. The remainder of the profession
utterly without financial security, compete
with one another in a disorderly scramble for
the petty legal crumbs disdained by the large
law firms, the trust companies, the insurance
companies, the banks, and the lay collection
agencies.

The New York County Lawyers’ Associa-
tion survey showed that

More than half of the profession in New York
County are in the income class below $3000 per
year; the median for the entire profession is only
$2990, almost half are below the respectable mini-
mum family subsistence level of $2500 per year
(one third are in the class below $2000 a year, one
sixth below $1000, and almost one tenth at or less
than $500 a year); and substantial portions are on
the edge of starvation, with at least close to 10 per-
cent of the New York City Bar virtually confessed
paupers.

An unrealistic and evasive attitude has been
assumed by bar associations, national and
local, upon the question of professional eco-
nomics. As long as members earn enough to
pay association dues, organization interest is
turned elsewhere. The lack of systematically
accumulated data upon the subject of profes-
sional economics has been a factor in encour-
aging law school enrollment to reach an all-
time high.

To budding lawyers the profession is
painted as a glamorous, adventurous, highly
lucrative career. When the practice of law is
discussed, the melodrama of the profession in
its spectacular moments is portrayed. A suc-
cessful high-school debdter is encouraged to
visualize himself as an eloquent advocate
swaying the judge and jury in a great battle
of wits.

On the rare occasions that the question of
making a living arises in a classroom or in
the office of a vocational advisor, the stock
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answer is, ‘““There’s always room for a good
man at the top in any field.” I shudder at
the thought of how many Americans have
been lured to a life of miserable maladjust-
ment by the appeal of that capitalist cliché.

Such technique is .not alone erroneous—it
is rankly deceitful. Potential lawyers should
not be taken on tours of the courts. Tours in-
stead should be arranged through some of the
law office “‘slums” which dot every American
metropolis. Let them see the countless attor-
neys sharing drawer space in uncarpeted,
sometimes unlighted offices. Acquaint them
with the gall and wormwood tasted by these
independent professional people who are fran-
tically and desperately clinging in a losing
fight to the fringes of middle-class respectabil-
ity. Above all, students and lawyers alike
should be weaned away from the Horatio
Alger illusion that “a good man” can over-
come even these handicaps—for the cheapest
commodities in the legal market today are
talent and energy.

A few individuals may succeed in scaling
the ever-heightening economic hurdles. The
vast majority of lawyers, and the entire mid-
dle class of which their profession is an in-
tegral part, are foreordained to an increas-
ingly difficult struggle for existence.

These are some of the considerations which
have resulted in the creation of the National
Lawyers’ Guild. The attitude assumed upon
these fundamental problems by the American
Bar Association has revoked its right to pose
any longer as the voice of this v1ctxm1zed
group of professionals. et

“There exists upon the controlling group of
the A. B. A. the constant pressure of finance-
capital to transform our governments, state
and federal, into media existing solely for the
protection of vested interests and for the sup-
pression of the organized working class. Shall
the majority of the profession follow the path
of the leadership by which it would be be-
trayed? Or shall it, under the constructive
direction of the Guild, repudiate that leader-
ship and become a forward-looking group ful-
filling the professional traditions which have
become empty shibboleths in the mouths of
the Stinchfields?

In addition to its intelligent and courageous
attitude upon the problems of professional
economics, the program of the National Law-
yers’ Guild expresses ideals for which the
truly progressive forces of America have long
waged a difficult battle. If the Guild can
render in the mind of the average American
lawyer the beginnings of a consciousness that
he must ally himself with the progressive
forces of humanity in the present crisis—if it
will encourage lawyers to undertake repre-
sentation of workers, individually or organi-
zationally, in their struggle for economic and
civil liberty, these ideals, articulated and put
into practice for the first time by any large
organization of lawyers, will have been ful-
filled to an unprecedented degree. There ap-
pears hope indeed that Heywood Broun was
prophetic when he opened his address to the
convention: ‘“Mr. Toastmaster and fellow
trade-unionists. . . .”
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Mexican Labor Reunited

The recent rift, which threatened to isolate the
Communist Party, has been satisfactorily closed

HE Mexican labor movement has just

I passed through a trying and critical pe-

riod. Some of its wounds have not yet
entirely healed, but like a fractured bone that
has been well mended, it has emerged from
the ordeal more closely knit, stronger, and
tougher than ever before. Nobody deliberately
breaks his arm in order to strengthen it; but if
it happens to crack, if it grows together
straight and fast and then, because of this mis-
fortune, the causes of future and more serious
troubles are removed, one is likely to look
upon the accident as on the whole a beneficial
experience.

It is in this light that one must consider
the recent experience of the Confederation of
Mexican Workers (C.T.M.). A unified
body of industrial unions, counting over six
hundred thousand members or 9o percent of
all organized labor in Mexico, it is relatively
the largest and most advanced labor federation

_in the Americas. Nevertheless, late in April,
at a meeting of the Fourth National Council,
a number of unions, among them the railroad
and electrical syndicates, two of the strongest
and most militant in Mexico, brought up
charges to the effect that the Council was vio-
lating the statutes of the C.T.M. and the
most elementary requirements of democratic
procedure by failing to recognize bona-fide
delegates from various state and local organi-
zations. ,

Unable to secure satisfaction, these unions,
representing something like one half the total
membership, withdrew from the Council meet-
ing. Three national secretaries of the C. T:M.
followed them. The latter were then promptly
suspended from the Council and the case was
turned over to the organization’s judiciary
committee. However, for all practical pur-
poses, a split had occurred. ‘

In the first heat of conflict, the National
‘Council at once placed the full blame for the
split on the Communists, indulging in an orgy
of anti-Communist vituperation which ill be-
came an organization which since its birth has
been denounced by reactionaries as an agent of
Moscow. Later, however, Lombardo Tole-

. dano, general secretary of the C.T.M,,
‘modified the Red-baiting tactics of his col-
leagues by admitting that the dissenting unions

‘were not all Communist-led or Communist-

.controlled. Though he still found serious
fault with the Communist Party of Mexico,
he also touched upon the shortcomings of the
C.T.M. and of its “minor leadership,” de-
ploring the ‘“evil inheritance” of the past

‘which he recognized as having contributed to

:the crisis on hand.

By Charles Wedger

In a general way, Lombardo Toledano was
undoubtedly correct in his analysis of the
deeper causes of the split. The Mexican labor
movement, though it has made tremendous
progress since the Morones sell-out of a decade
ago, has carried with it—inevitably, one is
tempted to say—the virus of its infantile dis-
eases. The rank and file of the Mexican
unions- has always been militant, and this is
reflected in the utterances of its leaders. At
the same time, due to the historic circum-
stances of the 1910-20 revolution, the labor
movement early became too closely associated
with the government. It must be recalled,
however, that under the progressive Cardenas
regime this factor takes on a special char-
acter.

This and other circumstances, in the past,
led to the establishment of a bureaucratic lead-
ership which traded the independence of the
labor movement for personal power and profit,
and masked its betrayal with clever dema-
goguery. In the case of the now discredited and
greatly diminished Regional Confederation of
Mexican Workers (C.R.O.M.), prede-
cessor of the C.T.M., the Morones gang
which controlled it descended to the most
cynical racketeering and ended up as one of
the main bulwarks of the Calles dictatorship.

The C.T.M., however, got off to an aus-
picious start in February 1936. As a direct
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offspring of the famous Committee for Pro-
letarian Defense, which was instrumental in
ousting Calles the previous June, it consciously
broke with the C.R.O.M. traditions and set
out to build a unified, democratically gov-
erned, and independent labor organization.
To a considerable degere it was successful, and
as a result won many impressive victories,
some, like the ten-day strike of the electrical
workers in Mexico City a year ago, revealing
a high political level.

Nevertheless, almost from the beginning,
the old debilitating tendencies made their ap-
pearance. It is true that Lombardo Toledano,
who had led the revolt against Morones, with
whom he was once associated, has given proof
of a sincerity and insight into labor problems
rarely encountered in the official leadership of
the Mexican labor movement. Yet the direc-
torship of Lombardo Toledano and his most
capable associates constantly suffered from the
obstructions of inefficient and irresponsible
elements (some of them thinly disguised graft-
ers) who controlled part of the C.T.M.s
organizational machinery.

With more firmness on the part of the top
leadership and more vigilance by the rank and
file, the situation might have been corrected
without too much stress and strain. However,
failing any effective check, cliques of petty
bureaucrats merrily continued their little game
of trading favors, pulling wires, and other-
wise maneuvering for personal gain. For ex-
ample, in various states—notably in Nuevo
Leén, Coahuila, Mexico, Campeche, and the
Yucatan—the support and prestige of the
C.T.M. was lent to reactionary politicians
who were actively persecuting militant work-
ers and peasants. Elsewhere, unions that were
plainly not bona fide were recognized, to the
detriment of genuine labor groups. Various
other irregularities, which include a major
scandal involving the organization of a teach-
ers’ union, lent fuel to the fire which broke
out at the meeting of the Fourth National
Council.

It was not strange that enemies of labor,
both within and outside the C.T.M., took
advantage of the split to heap abuse upon the
Communist Party. The Communists wielded
considerable influence with several of the larg-
est dissident unions. Two of the three sus-
pended national secretaries were Communists.
According to all superficial appearances, the
Communists had assumed the lead in a move
to split the Mexican labor movement. It was
an excellent opportunity to undermine the
prestige of the Communists who for months
had been exposing the irregularities within the
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C.T.M. and agitating for a house-cleaning.

However, some of the criticism directed
against the Communists was well-meant and
had its foundation in a long series of misunder-
standings, annoyances, and erroneous tactics
for which the Communists, in their role as the
vanguard of the proletariat, were plainly re-
sponsible. The Communist Party itself was
not entirely unaware of this, and immediately
aftér the split, it undertock an intensive study
of the entire situation, a study involving mer-
ciless self-criticism.

The result of this endeavor was the now
historic plenum of the Communist Party of
Mexico which took place during the last days
of June. This meeting can justly be consid-
ered an epoch-making event. To begin with,
it brought forth a sharp, clear, and much-
needed analysis of the fundamental political
trends in present-day Mexico. In the second
place, it resulted in a thorough overhauling of
the party line on the basis of the frankest and
most painstaking dissection of past errors, an
act which Earl Browder, a guest at the
plenum, declared to mark the definite “coming
of age” of the Communist Party of Mexico as
one of the major branches of the Communist
International. Finally, it created the condi-
tions for the reuniting of Mexican labor, the
prime prerequisite for the continued progress
of Mexican democracy.

As the plenum discussions made clear, the
ultimate source of the party’s errors was its
immaturity. An infant party when it was
forced underground by Calles in 1929, it
emerged early in 1935 with fewer than two
thousand members. A year later it had nearly
ten thousand members, and today it has passed
the seventeen thousand mark. Along with
these remarkable gains, the party also won
numerous strategic positions in the labor move-
ment and a good deal of prestige in certain
departments of the government.

However, with its underground experience
and psychology still close upon it, with a large
number of new members improperly assimi-
lated, the party was unable to throw off its
sectarianism rapidly or effectively enough.
This led the party to make greater demands
than were perhaps justified on the C. T.M., the
dominant Partido Nacional Revolucionario
(P.N.R.), and other left-wing groups, and
then to lose patience and composure when these
demands were not met.

The Communist Party was thus in constant
danger of isolating itself from the great mass
of progressive elements. It set up a people’s-
front organization despite objections by the
C.T.M., and without the C.T.M. no ef-
fective people’s front can exist in Mexico. In
the elections, it attempted to run independent
candidates against those of the P.N.R.,, dis-
regarding the fact that the chief task was to
defeat the common enemy of both, the fascist-
clerical reactionaries.

At the same time, the Communist Party
conducted aggressive campaigns for positions
of leadership in various organizations. Among
non-Communists, these tactics lent the impres-
sion that the Communist Party was trying to
dominate all left-wing activities. To make

Thoreau Today

Declension of earth’s paradigm

Discloses now time’s latest whim

Dreaming of love on rainy afternoons

While nations crumble, governed by

poltroons.

Whimpering of his anguished soul

While Jack and Joan starve on the dole.

Who once was master of tall tacking
ships

Spawned him a son who loves boots,
chains and whips.

Or others, parcelled on the tree’s last
leaves:

Straining silkworms, property of thieves.

What! shall we don the fur again,
Swing back the circling arms,

Creep eastward to the ancient den
Where Walden’s woods sing psalms?
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matters. worse, Communists were getting into
the habit of treating non-party co-workers as
if they had the same theoretical position and
were subject to the same discipline as Com-
munists. All in all, this could not fail seriously
to weaken the confidence of outsiders in the
Communist Party.

Had the party been aware of these mistaken
tactics, it might have prevented the split. T'rue
enough, as we have seen, the dissatisfied unions
of the C.T.M. had just complaints against
the Fourth National Council. But if the party
had used all its influence to prevent these
unions from walking out instead of encourag-
ing them in this action, it might have prevailed
upon them to stay and iron out the difficulties
within the official C. T.M.

Furthermore, had the party been sufficiently
conscious of the role that the C.T.M. now
plays and must continue to play in Mexico,
if it had kept clearly in mind the nature of
the Cirdenas government, its significance in
present-day Mexico, and ‘its position in the
world struggle between the forces of progress
and fascism, it would have strained every effort
to preserve the unity of the Mexican labor
movement at any cost.

In fact, “unity at any cost” was the motto

<

v

NEW MASSES

of the final resolution adopted by the plenum,
a masterly document of tight, sinewy, Marxist
analysis and concise, unembellished wording—
unmistakably sound in its critique and its rec-
ommendations. It placed the greatest emphasis
on the fact that with all its imperfections, the
C. T.M. is a powerful and indispensable force
both in the struggle against Mexican reaction
and foreign imperialism and in the drive for
the immediate and ultimate demands of the
Mexican proletariat. In these struggles, the
unity of the C.T.M. is in itself of revolu-
tionary importance.

On the unity of the C.T.M. depends, in
a large measure, the success of a project to
knit the labor organizations of all Latin
America into a single, consolidated revolution-
ary body, a feat of incalculable importance if
accomplished. On the unity of the C.T.M.
also depends to a significant degree both the
survival and the steady leftward progress of
Mexico’s enlightened regime and its rapid
transformation into a genuine people’s-front
government. In one respect at least, the
Céardenas government is unique in the capital-
ist world: it loyally and openly lends every
support to the Spanish republic. This fact
alone puts Mexico in the forefront of the world
struggle against fascism and places upon the
shoulders of all progressives in Mexico an ad-
ditional responsibility for maintaining and
defending the government of President Lazaro
Cérdenas.

The reéstablishment of the unity of the
C. T.M. at the Fifth National Council, held
in Mexico City during the last days of July,
gives assurance that Mexico will continue.to
march ahead to new triumphs. Some old prob-
lems still remain to be settled, for unity was
achieved when the dissenting unions, realizing
the correctness of the revised Communist po-
sition, asked and were granted readmission on
the basis of full recognition of the legality of
the previous National Council.

In the meantime, the two Communist na-
tional C.T.M. secretaries have resigned their
positions while the third suspended secretary
has resumed his former post. One organiza-
tion, the strong electrical workers’ syndicate of
Mexico City, refused to return, but there is
every likelihood that it will come back in the
near future. There are also excellent pros-
pects now that the powerful miners’ union,
with its seventy thousand members, will also
return to the fold after more than a year’s
absence.

As for the old problems, there is a greater
chance that they will be solved—gradually
and within the confines of the C.T.M.—
than ever before, thanks to the courageous and
unselfish attitude of the Communist Party of
Mexico. Of course, it would have been better
had the party not made errors and thereby
avoided the break. Nevertheless, with the
prompt knitting of the split and with the good
luck that no irreparable losses had occurred,
there is much that has been gained for all con-
cerned in the clarification of issues and tactics
and in bringing into the clear light of day the
smoldering controversies that might have
erupted later with disastrous results.
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The Worm’s-Eye View

Mr. Taenia Solium was a citizen of no mean city, but

he, like others, found that parasitism was not enough

NCE there was a young and ambi-
Otious, absolutely sincere and honest

tapeworm named Tznia Solium. When
he got a position in the small intestine of a
worker named Obrero, he congratulated him-
self. It was not every youngster who landed
such a soft berth right at the outset of his
career.

Obrero had a healthy appetite and an up-
to-date efficient system, so Solium got attached
to him and right away started talking turkey
and grabbing off the bacon. Opportunity
knocked three times a day regularly, and
Solium decided to make the most of it and
achieve a big success in life. As he said, the
breaks came to everybody some time or other,
but only smart guys knew enough to take ad-
vantage of them, and he was every inch a
smart guy. Not that he expected to get some-
thing for nothing—oh, not at all! He expected
to work hard for his bread and butter, but on
the other hand he was certainly not going to
pass anything up.

Obrero paid no attention to Solium, just as
if he weren’t there, so gradually Solium began
to feel that he, and not Obrero, was really
running the production end. Everything came
through Solium first; he had a free hand to do
what he thought best for the business, and he
didn’t forget to look out for Number One, so
he waxed fat on his work and got full of
beans and pep and ambition. At first Solium
used to worry that maybe he was getting more
than his fair share of the gravy. He'd feel
like 2 worm and wonder if Obrero got enough
for himself. But since Obrero only ate all the
more heartily, Solium finally concluded that
it was the eternal law of nature that he should
get the cream and Obrero the leavings.

He worked it out like this: individuals have
a sacred right to profit by their superior skill,
brains, hard work, initiative, and determina-
tion, and to enjoy the fruits thereof without
interference. Nobody would ever bother to
work, he decided, if they had to divvy up the
proceeds with loafers. Besides, that would be
nothing less than just plain bolshevism.

As Solium grew in body, his ideals kept
pace. At first, all he had looked for from his
position was a decent average living, a chance
to raise his family in decency and comfort.
But now he began to dream of supplanting
Obrero as the big cheese of the whole works.
It seemed to him that already he was an in-
dispensable part of the digestive process—that
Obrero couldn’t do without him. He figured
that Obrero had to swallow what came,
whether he liked it or not, and it was all grist
to Solium’s mill. He got over his qualms that
maybe he was being too hard-boiled toward

By Philip Stevenson

Obrero. After all, competition was the basis
of all progress, and it was only fair that the
smartest individuals should come to dominate
the inferior masses. “You can’t change tape-
worm nature,” Solium would say, “and if it
weren't for the stimulus of rugged competition
we would all stagnate. We might even de-
generate to a lower order of life,” the tape-
worm concluded.

At this period of his life Solium developed
the habit, whenever he got blue or down in
the mouth, of thinking back over his career
and gloating over how far he had traveled on
the road to success. He would remember how
only a few months before he had been an in-
significant worm clinging to Obrero and con-
tent to live on a dole. But although it is well
known that the dole saps the moral fiber, he
had not allowed his moral fiber to be sapped.
He had gritted his teeth, stuck to his post,
digested all the material Obrero sent him, and
developed efficiency and economy—the cardinal
principles of success. Part of what he earned
by the sweat of his brow he had salted away,
till now he was grown strong and confident
and was expanding rapidly. It only went to
show, Solium would think with gratification,
how a young and inexperienced tapeworm, by
sheer grit, thrift, and integrity of character,
could rise unaided to a position of responsi-
bility and leadership.

HE no longer worried about holding his
own in the struggle for existence. His prob-
lem was rather how to keep from expanding
too fast. Already he monopolized 80 percent
of the intestinal field, which left him only 20
percent for future development of the business.
But he would cross that bridge when he came
to it, he decided. To a tapeworm of his in-
tellectual caliber, problems were not a source
of worry, but rather a spur to the imagination.

He welcomed the difficulty. It stimulated
his competitive spirit. “I dote on struggle,”
he would tell his wide-eyed children. ‘“There
is nothing quite like the thrill of contending
daily with Obrero for the lion’s share of the
morning toast-and-coffee, the noon hambur-
ger-on-rye, the prandial steak-and-onions.”
And with each victory over Obrero, he felt
more like a real lion.

In time, Solium’s policy of expansion
brought him a 95 percent monopoly .of the in-
testinal field. Thus it appeared that soon there
might not be enough for both Obrero and him-
self, and that therefore Obrero would have to
content himself with less. But that was fair
enough, for it was Solium’s destiny to go on
expanding indefinitely, and there was no use

in Obrero’s opposing the ordained forces of
nature.

For a while Obrero seemed resigned to the
situation. His appetite redoubled, which only
accelerated the growth of Solium so that pres-
ently his monopoly was 99 percent.

At this point Obrero suspected that some-
thing might possibly be wrong. He went on a
hunger strike for a day, following up with a
modest dose of chocolate-covered dynamite
that shook Mr. Solium to his foundations.
Recovering his wits after the blast, Mr.
Solium found to his horror that three of his
segments (the weakest and youngest units in
the field, of course) had been put out of busi-
ness, and his monopoly reduced once more to
80 percent.

Mr. Solium was highly incensed. ‘“This
is nothing less than terrorism!” he boomed.
“Now I have always been a champion
of tolerance, liberty, and so on; but after
all there are limits. Liberty is not license,
I always say. The sacred rights of prop-
erty must be preserved at all cost—surely,
sound-thinking 100-percent American tape-
worms are agreed on that. Moreover, it is
well known that all strikes are selfish, waste-
ful, and un-American. Obrero is so envious,
so blindly vengeful, so warped by foreign radi-
cal dogmas, that he does not see that in de-
priving me of my just desserts he is likewise
depriving himself of his bread and butter. He
contends that he is acting for idealistic rea-
sons—that he is striking for the rights of man
as against the rights of tapeworms—but no
more childish argument could be imagined.
There is, of course, no clash of interests be-
tween men and tapeworms. To say there is,
is simply to stir up class hatred and prejudice.
Paraphrasing my preceptor Carnegie,” Mr.
Solium asserted, “I maintain that the stool
of digestion has three legs—food (which is of
God), the alimentary canal (Obrero’s minor
contribution), and the tapeworm on the in-
side who controls and supervises all. The three
legs are equally indispensable, since the stool
will not stand on any two.*

“And lest any doubt-the truth of this,” Mr.
Solium continued, “let me ask a candid ques-
tion: Where would Obrero be without me?

*“A mass meeting of the workmen and their
wives was afterwards held in the Liberty Hall at
Pittsburgh to greet me, and I addressed them
from both my head and my heart. The one sen-
tence I remember, and always shall, was to
the effect that capital, labor, and employer were
a three-legged stool, none before or after the
other, all equally indispensable. Then came the
cordial hand-shaking, and all was well.” Andrew
Carnegie, Autobiography.
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Who is it that controls the amount and qual-
ity of his diet? Who restrains his unbridled
appetite and keeps him from dying of overin-
dulgence and riotous living? I! Yes, I! And
were it not for the cool-headed, clear-eyed
tapeworms of this world, the masses would
long ago have perished of their own excesses.

“So you see, it is not I who am a para-
site on Obrero, but rather the reverse. How-
ever, to accept Mr. Carnegie’s generous view,
let us say that men and tapeworms need each

,other. Therefore they should collaborate—
not resort to force and violence against each
other for the pleasure of trouble-making agi-
tators. Obrero must behave, else I shall be
forced against my will to employ stern meth-
ods to restore law and order in digestion.”

Having finished this courageous and forth-
right statement, Mr. Solium sank back, pale
and exhausted, but with the light of deter-
mination in his eyes undimmed.

For a time all went well. To make good
the loss occasioned by his strike, Obrero again
increased his appetite. Mr. Solium’s strength
revived. Soon he had replaced his lost units
and was working at 100-percent capacity.
Once more this caused Obrero’s share to
shrink to insufficiency, and he began to sicken
and pine. Then in his brutish and rebellious
heart he began to nurse a dark and monstrous
plot. He decided to liquidate all tapeworms
as a class and regain control of his own in-
testinal tract.

Mr. Solium’s stooges and gorillas reported
the existence of the conspiracy, and a danger-
ous fire flashed from the master’s eyes. Revo-
lution! Violence, eh? Very well, then: force
must be met with force. Obrero must be
brought to his knees, begging for mercy.

But Solium needed time. He must make a
pretense of conciliation while he prepared for
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a showdown. He must explain to Obrero
that, although at present he could not afford

* to give him a larger share of the corporeal in-

come, later on, in better times, if Obrero
worked hard and behaved himself, there
would be a large increase. Word of honor!

But for the first time Obrero would not lis-
ten. He no longer believed in promises.
Placidly he continued his preparations for the
final liquidation and expropriation.

In despair, Mr. Solium sent for his public
relations counsel. Possibly an appeal to pub-
lic opinion might delay matters. He dictated
a statement which was given enormous pub-
licity in the tapeworm press. It is worth quot-
ing in full as a model to be followed by all
tapeworm literary aspirants:

Although the digestive system -under which we
live is admittedly not 100 percent perfect, yet is it
not preferable to digestive chaos, or to no digestive
system whatever?

Strange as it may seem, there are certain ele-
ments, misguided by foreign agitators, who advo-
cate destruction of all digestion by force and vio-
lence, and an end of tapeworm authority through
assassination of all tapeworms.

The danger of such crackpot ideas cannot be
exaggerated. They must be pitilessly exterminated
by all patriotic persons desirous of preserving re-
ligion, the home, and the intestinal purity of Amer-
ican womanhood.

It may be that a few individual tapeworms have
indeed taken unfair advantage of their position to
exploit those who depend on them for a living; but
if so, they should be persuaded to mend their ways
and take a broader view of their duties and social
responsibilities. We should not, because of the short-
comings of the chiseling five percent, condemn all
tapeworms; for they are, as a class, the most sober,
industrious, hard-working, and frugal members of
society. In fact, tapeworms are indispensable to the
preservation of our traditional American system.

The vast majority of tapeworms have always ex-
hibited admirable generosity toward their human de-
pendents. Take, for example, Mr. Tznia Solium,
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“Foreign agitators—you said it—from Philadelphial”

NEW MASSES

the Stool King. Finding his employee Obrero some-
what underprivileged (due to temporary conditions
beyond Mr. Solium’s control), Mr. Solium voluntar-
ily relinquished 20 percent of his legitimate domain
to improve Obrero’s situation. This voluntary act is
said to establish a new high in collaboration between
tapeworms and their underlings—overtopping the
generosity of an earlier great philanthropist who was
wont to distribute dimes to his neighbors. When
interviewed today at the scene of his labors, Mr.
Solium, with his characteristic aversion to publicity,
declined any comment other than to quote the fa-
mous maxim by which he has lived and conducted
his giant enterprise to such spectacular success: “Do
unto others as ye would they should do unto you.”

From this example, which may be multiplied in-
finitely, it is clear that not tapeworms, but rather
the ignorant and vengeful fomenters who would put
an end to all philanthropy, are the true enemies of
society. Already, tapeworm-haters are anathema to
all vigilant and straight-thinking citizens. It is to
be hoped that a vast movement to rid our body-
digestive of these radical termites will be inaugu-
rated in the near future.

Mr. Solium, although willing to endorse and even
contribute to such a crusade, feels that the initiative
should come from disinterested citizens. A stout be-
liever in democracy and by nature self-effacing, he
prefers to leave the choice of a facist leader to the
outraged populace who, he believes, can be depended
upon to take the matter into their own hands and
exterminate the trouble-makers. “You see,” he con-
cluded simply, “I never take sides.”

Alas for Mr. Solium! By this time the out-
raged populace was fed up with feces and
fecist demagogy. His battle-cry fell on deaf
ears.

“Very well,” he resolved, with the firm-
ness characteristic of tapeworm nature, “I
shall rely on myself alone.”

Whereupon he girded up his tapeworm loins
for a supreme and final effort. And so effec-
tive were his exertions that he retained 100
percent of all that came in, while Obrero was
totally deprived of sustenance.

Obrero, however, was ready. He answered
the lockout by fomenting another strike, and
this-time he held out so long that Mr. Solium
suffered agonies. In vain Solium threatened
to shut down the plant altogether. Obrero did

. not even bother to reply. Instead he threw a

double charge of dynamite into the works.
When the detonations had quite died away,
half of Mr. Solium’s model plant was gone.

Commending his soul to his maker, Mr.
Solium staggered feebly to his desk and
scrawled an entry in his diarrhy:

I am reliably informed that a second and final
blast is preparing. Very well, I am ready. I am
not afraid to die. I have lived richly and not alto-
gether in vain. Future generations will better ap-
preciate my contribution to human happiness. If I
had a fault—and who has. not?—it was that of ex-
cessive generosity. I was too lenient. I spoiled
Obrero. The slave mentality cannot be indulged, for
it will always abuse its privileges. I should. have
been firm. Let all tapeworms who come after me be
warned by my example. As for me, in heaven I
shall find my reward.

Now sounds the final trump—the gurgle of the
fatal potion. Down, ye mourners, down on your
knees! Time to don the black. Time to strike up
the organ. Ah! it comes! I am overwhelmed!

Nearermygodtothee! N earer

The rest was a long, down-slanting stroke
of the pen, and then . .. blank white paper . ..
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“Leftism” and Counter-Revolution

While their objective logic may be the same, says the author
in answer to a critic, it is important to make a distinction

HAVE received a letter criticizing my
I recent article headed ‘‘Radicals in

Rompers” [issue of July 27] in your col-
umns. The criticism is a serious one, and I
hasten to deal with it, because I think that I
may inadvertently have caused the same mis-
understanding amongst others of your readers,
which I evidently did in the case of my cor-
respondent.

His first point was that I had said that
Lenin had “unkindly” called Trotsky a wind-
bag. My correspondent thought that readers
might misunderstand this (I am not sure
whether he did himself or not) as meaning
that I thought that Lenin was wrong to be
unkind to Trotsky on this occasion. Of
course, I meant nothing of the sort. Lenin,
when he was conducting a political contro-
versy, was, as a matter of fact, neither kind
nor unkind. He was scientific, and he was
ruthless, as he was in this controversy with
Trotsky (wind-bag was one of the mildest
words he used) just because he was one of
the most objective, just, and impersonal men
who ever lived. As a matter of fact, I believe
that a thorough study of Lenin’s controver-
sies, not only with Trotsky, but with all the
opposition groups, including those of Bu-
kharin, Radek, Pyatakov, and, of course, the
Mensheviks, is the most instructive thing that
anyone can undertake at the present moment,
in order to understand the present situation in
the U.S.S.R. Such reading should include,
above all, the relevant volumes of Lenin’s
Selected Works (Volumes 11, I1I, IV, V, and
V1 especially) and also Popov’s History of
the Communist Party of the Soviet Union.
It is only when one reads and rereads these
works that one realizes that Lenin regarded
Trotsky, and those whom Trotsky influenced,
as quite the most deadly danger which faced
the Russian Bolshevik Party in the pre-war
years. Hence, my word “unkindly” was thor-
oughly badly chosen, and I am very grateful
to my correspondent for pointing it out to me,
and giving me this opportunity of correct-
ing it.

My correspondent’s second point is more
important, and I think raises a more difficult
question. He suggests that I treated the
P.O.U.M. rising in Barcelona as an error of
infantile leftism, when in fact it was a
counter-revolutionary crime. Objectively, of
course, there is no doubt that the rising was
a counter-revolutionary crimé. It has now
also been discovered that the P.O.U.M.
leaders had relations with Franco, which
shows that for them the rising was quite
consciously and subjectively counter-revolu-

A Letter from John Strachey

William Hernandez

Holding Back Fascism

tionary and criminal. I certainly ought to
have made this plain in my article, and I
agree, on looking at it again, that it is not
plain.

Again I think my correspondent is right
when he says that my article might lead to
confusion between sincere infantile leftism
and Trotskyism as such. It might suggest
that Trotskyism is just a foolish error. Of
course, this is not the case. Trotsky and his
immediate supporters have passed over bag
and baggage into the counter-revolutionary
camp.

All the same I believe there is an impor-
tant distinction to draw here, and one which
we ought to draw, because we fail to carry
conviction when we do not. That is the dis-
tinction between Trotsky and Trotskyism
proper, and the groups and individuals who,
because of their lack of political education,
fall under more or less Trotskyist, or merely
leftist, influences. For example, though I
have no first-hand evidence one way or the
other, I should think that it was extremely
improbable that most of the actual workers
who took part in the Barcelona rising were
consciously counter-revolutionary. They were
simply dupes of counter-revolutionary leaders.
They were not in touch with Franco, and did
not know that their leaders were. This is
certainly the case in respect to one English
group which, as I said in my article, unfor-
tunately supported the P.O.U.M. rising—the
Independent Labor Party. It is impossible to
deny that the Independent Labor Party is a
genuine tendency within the British labor

movement, though it is now a very weak,
small, and discredited tendency. Objectively
and in its leadership, it is dangerously near
Trotskyism; but it is quite fantastic to sug-
gest that the rank and file of its members
throughout the country have suddenly become
counter-revolutionaries. On the contrary,
they have simply become confused.

Now, I do believe it to be a serious mistake
for us to declare that the rank and file of
such groups (as for example of the I.L.P. in
Britain) are criminals when they are merely
dupes. For we damage ourselves very seri-
ously when we make such a statement. These
people and their friends know that they are
not criminals or counter-revolutionaries. They
know that they are not in touch with Franco
or the enemies of the Soviet Union. Hence,
if and when we accuse them of being so, we
not only outrage them, but make them feel
that we are capable of the wildest and most
unfounded accusations. In so doing we shake
their faith in all our assertions. They are
usually simple people without much oppor-
tunity for judging for themselves, and very
serious harm is done if we accuse them of
being things which they certainly are not.
Naturally, I do not know how the position is
in the United States, but it would surprise
me if there are not individuals and even
groups of perfectly sincere leftists. And, how-
ever horribly they are being duped and misled,
and however disastrous their present activities
are, it is unfair and unwise to accuse them of
being conscious criminals or counter-revolu-
tionaries.
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It happened in Spain—Vigilantes in Rip Van Winkle’s country—From a Chinese journalist

© I didn’t know Al until the week we met in a
little town in southern France and waited for the
time when we could safely sneak past the border
patrol to join the Spanish army. But I got to know
Al very well, and to love him as I've loved few
people. Waiting around inactive wasn’t a particu-
larly easy thing to do for men as anxious as we
were to get to our destination—and inaction inevita-
bly brings on dissatisfaction and the resultant squab-
bling over very petty things. Al somehow always
kept the horizon before us—not in a soap-box man-
ner. That we would have resented very much. He
handled the situation as only a rank-and-file Com-
munist can.

You probably know hundreds of Als back home.
Nothing heroic about him. Just a guy that had to
get his work done. And that’s how Al died.

It was a shell from a Nazi warship that snuffed
‘out Al. They say it was one of the last shells in
the hideous bombardment of Almeria that got him.
And if Al hadn’t been such a good comrade, he
needn’t have died.

Al was part of a contingent of chauffeurs sta-
tioned at Almeria. He was asleep when the first
shells fell on the unwarned city. Al could have
rushed to a bomb-proof cellar. It wasn’t to save
his truck that he rushed to the garage. After all, as
they say here, “It takes twenty years to make a
man—twenty days to make a truck.” And Al knew
this. But he also knew that trucks were needed—
wounded to bring in, communication lines to be
repaired.

It isn’t easy to think of Al in the past tense or as
a symbol. And revenge on the part of those that
love him isn’t the answer. Al came here to help
make a free Spain, and we here will help carry
the job forward. DEeLL.
Albacete, Spain.

Catskill Class War

® Harlan County, Kentucky, is a far cry from the
lush wooded hillsides of the Catskill Mountains.
There are no mine pits burrowing into the earth of
the New York vacation resort. The huge palatial
hotels sitting on the mountain tops bear no resem-
blance to the squalid little huts of the mine country.

But the foregoing is not a wasted comparison. The
stories disclosed in the recent hearings before the
LaFollette Committee on Civil Liberties, of indus-
trial unrest, of the victimization and intimidation of
workers, raids on union halls, of a corrupt and venal
county officialdom working hand in hand with the
mine owners, and of brutal, lawless assault on
workers who dare to join unions bear comparison
with conditions prevailing now in New York’s sum-
mer playground. )

Sullivan County, vacation resort for New York’s
millions, has been turned into an armed camp!

Barbed wire fences are stretched across hotel
grounds, and automobile loads of thugs wait vigi-
lantly at hotel entrances for the appearance of union
organizers. Known gangsters and hoodlums are reg-
istered on hotel lists as guests. An efficient espionage
system holds union headquarters in South Fallsburgh
under constant surveillance, and intimidation of
workers proceeds apace.

However, union organizers of the Hotel & Restau-
rant Employees’ Union, an A. F. of L. affiliate, con-
tinue their organizing activity despite the menace of
further attacks. Already more than fifteen hotels
have been forced to sign contracts with the union,
granting union recognition, a closed s‘hop, ‘wage in-
creases, and better food for their workers.

And it is against these demands that the hotel
owners are fighting. It is because of these demands
that union headquarters were invaded on Thursday,
July 29, by six hoodlums who attacked three union
organizers and two union members with baseball

bats. It was because of these demands, too, that on
the next afternoon union organizers were asked to
come to the Moneka Lodge (where more than 70
percent of the workers were members of the union)
to negotiate with the man-
agement. The request to
bargain collectively was a
stall. As the organizers
walked from the hotel to
their car, ten men, one of
whom was recognized as
a notorious gangster, ap-
peared out of the bushes,
armed with baseball bats,
and repeated the beating of
the previous day. During
this period, county and local
police authorities have done
nothing to ease this situa-
tion, and in one case ar-
rested a union member who protested against the
apathy of the police.

Notwithstanding this terror, hotels are visited,
shop committees are set up, and leaflets are secretly
distributed to workers who wait anxiously for news
of the union. Moreover, several hotels have been
forced to sign with the union even in the midst of
this terror.

However, the efforts of the union must be aug-
mented by the protests of New Yorkers who patron-
ize the Catskill resorts. Write or wire the Hotel-
men’s Association in South Fallsburgh, demanding
that the attacks cease and that they deal with the
union. Write to the mayor of Monticello, Luis de
Hoyos, protesting his call on the American Legion
to “repel the alien and foreign influences” attempt-
ing to organize the resort hotels. The union is
carrying on the spirit of organization that is sweep-
ing the country. You can help us.

JAy ArNoLD,
Hotel & Restaurant Employees’ Union.
South Fallsburgh, N. Y. :

A Letter from China

© The situation in North China is once more
plunged in chaos. It is Japan’s customary trick to
alternate force against China with avowed friend-
ship. When her pressure reaches a point beyond
endurance, she is cunning enough to stretch out a
hand of professed friendship, the better to pave the
way for another cycle of pressure; at the same time,
the result of mollifying resistance is thereby obtained.

During the first few days of the Loukouchiao
affair, three separate agreements were made by both
sides for the evacuation of troops. Offensives, how-
ever, were launched against China’s positions at the
exact hour at which withdrawal was agreed upon.
The fourth and last agreement was for simultaneous
evacuation on July 22. Three days after the Chinese
forces had been withdrawn, the Japanese troops
were still actively reinforcing their lines and re-
plenishing their store of war supplies.

Important lines of communication leading from
and to Peiping are now in the control of the
Japanese. The Peiping-Shanhaikwan highway, the
Peiping-Tientsin highway, and the Peiping-Tung-
chow railway radiate eastward. These lines inter-
sect at Tungchow, some twelve miles from Peiping,
long controlled by Japanese troops, now the
capital of the East Hopei Anti-Communist Autono-
mous Government. Fengtai, strategic point on the
north approach, has also been in Japanese hands.
Employees of the Fengtai railway station were re-
placed by those of the South Manchurian railway
on July 24, to ensure compliance with Japanese
orders where the Peiping-Ninghsia railway is con-
cerned. On the southeast, the major line of traffic is
the Peiping-Hankow railway. Loukouchiao is an
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important midway station on this line. This explains
the Japanese intention of starting an incident at
Loukouchiao. To the west of Peiping is a short rail-
road to Mentaokou, which is joined by highway
with Changhsientien, a rather small but important
town on the Peiping-Hankow railway. Papaoshan
is the first strategic point on this line and out of
Papaoshan the Japanese troops are trying to force
the Twenty-Ninth Route Army. Tsangping is the
controlling point on the eastern section of the
Peiping-Suiyuan railway. Another highway due
north from Peiping to Kupeikou is already in Japa-
nese hands. Peiping, the glorious and magnificent
imperial capital of three dynasties, richest store-
house of inimitable objets d’art and treasures ac-
cumulated through hundreds of years of history, is
practically in Japan’s satchel.

Since the breaking out of the Loukouchiao affair,
Peiping has been under martial law and in momen-
tary danger of devastation by war. Gendarmes
patrol the deserted streets which but a few days ago
were overflowing with happy light-hearted pedes-
trians going busily but unhurriedly on their respec-
tive errands. For now, those who could have taken
refuge elsewhere. The very walls and battlements
of Peiping seem to frown in disconsolation, albeit
in imperturbable dignity.

Japanese military planes drone day and night
through the still air above Peiping. Japanese pilots
glide low over the forbidden city—sanctum sanc-
torum of bygone dynasties.

It may seem strange, but Japanese private soldiers
in North China are not in the least interested in the
aggression in which they are supposed to take part.
Among the Japanese conscripts, not a few have re-
ceived a high education and discern with clarity
the situation prevailing between China and Japan.
They came to China with knapsacks on their backs
and rifles on their shoulders by order of their su-
perior officers, but in most cases did so very much
against their own will. Their sympathy does not
lie with the military regime of Japan.

To an old visitor 'who has not seen Tientsin for
some time, the city presents a strange sight. Khaki-
uniformed Japanese soldiers are posted in the rail-
way station, at approaches to the Tien-Chiao, or
Bridge of Heaven, and at every street intersection.
The station itself has been converted into Japanese
field quarters, surrounded by booths hastily set up
by Japanese clubs and women’s associations for the
special amenity of these soldiers.

Armored trains squat in the station yard. Fighting
tanks bristling with machine guns speed over the
rails. Chinese-owned freight and passenger cars
have been commandeered for transportation of
Japanese ammunitions and war supplies. The few
Chinese passengers who alight onto the station shuffle
out as fast as they dare, to disappear into the intri-
cate streets.

An agreement between the Chinese and the Japa-
nese forces was reported to have been arrived at on
July 19. The third clause calls for suppression of
anti-communist activities and other terms which
admit of great freedom of interpretation.

Agreements of this nature appear to have been
but matter of form, for Japanese troops have all
along unceremoniously taken the law into their own
hands, searching and arresting anyone suspected of
being anti-Japanese or communist. It is easy enough
to give a dog a bad name and hang it. Only re-
cently, a noted journalist was reported missing; the
fate of a number of student officers of Nan Kai
University who disappeared a short time ago is
unknown. People whose opinions are known to be
particularly “dangerous” vanish mysteriously. The
Chinese police force is utterly helpless to check or
interfere in these illegal arrests.

Hongkong, China. CHeN PIN-HO.
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REVIEW AND COMMENT

The Guggenheim dynasty—William Saroyan’s stories—A Spanish town—Syphilis and society

ARVEY O’CoNNOR has done his best

job in The Guggenheims,* the story

of the ruthless, acquisitive family
that founded the smelter monopoly. With
irony, color, and dramatic detail he traces
the rise of America’s fourth richest family
from a peddler’s pack. The history of the
Guggenheim family becomes a symbol of
the development of twentieth-century monop-
oly capitalism from the crude, competitive
business of the mid-nineteenth century.

The proletariat develops in the same time-
span. Free, independent prospectors become
embittered wage earners for the trust. Pop-
ulist farmers and independent gold panners
graduate into revolutionary members of the
Western Federation of Miners, the union of
pioneer hard-rock miners, which paved the
way for the ILLW.W. and brought forth
leaders like Big Bill Haywood and Vincent
St. John. ’

The most vivid portion of the book is the
first half, which was written before O’Con-
nor’s labors on the People’s Press absorbed
so much of his time. The frontier scenes,
where the Guggenheims grabbed their first
bonanzas, are skillfully and realistically
sketched. The description of the riotous main
stem of Leadville, where Father Meyer won
his gambler’s chance in the A.Y. and Min-
nie silver mines, is meat for a scenario
writer.

Frontier life of another kind appears in
the story of son Simon’s elevation to the
United States Senate by Colorado’s Repub-
lican legislators. Gun play and crude Rocky
Mountain vote-buying for cash—not with
preferred lists—preceded the donning of the
toga by the western representative of the
smelter trust. Simon fell into the spirit of
the thing. “It is merely conducting political
campaigns as they are conducted these days,”
he told Frederick Lawrence, an eastern jour-
nalist. “The money I have contributed has
helped elect these men, and naturally they
feel under obligation to vote for me. It is
done all over the United States today. I do
not consider that it is wrong, and neither do
I think that it can in any sense be called
bribery.”

This moral obtuseness of the Guggen-
heims was evident only in social questions,
however. In their personal and family life
the Guggenheims were paragons of outward
order and decency, as Will, the youngest of
Meyer’s seven sons, found out when he mar-
ried the enchanting Grace. A family council
was hurriedly called, and Will was told to
chuck her, or else. . . . It wasn’t because
Grace was a gentile; the Quggenheims were
liberal Jews. She was a too gay, a too im-
pecunious divorcee. Grace fought back, and

* THE GUGGENHEIMS,
Covici-Friede. $3.

by Harvey 0’Connor.

the court scrap against the united family
and their legal guide, Samuel Untermyer,
forms a sparkling chapter.

This family solidarity was one of the
mainsprings of the Guggenheim fortune.
Father Meyer’s crude pioneer daring and
shrewdness was blended with the modern
financial sophistication of his elder sons,
Isaac, Dan, Murry, Sol, and Simon. A
heritage of an earlier social order, this fam-
ily solidarity lasted long enough to put the
immigrant peddler’s son among the rulers of
the capitalist world, with a far-flung mineral
empire in North America, South America,
and Africa.

The growth of this empire follows the
Rockefeller pattern. Just as Rockefeller con-
trolled the oil industry by controlling the
refineries, so the Guggenheims set out to take
over the smelting of silver and lead, later
branching into copper. To keep metal prices
up they shut down independent mines by re-
fusing their ore, and dozens of ghost towns
sprang up in the Rockies. They bought up
top mining engineers like John Hays Ham-
mond; and they took into their deals foreign
tyrants like Diaz in Mexico, Bloody King
Leopold of Belgium, and Ibanez in Chile.

The crest of their power was reached just
after the World War when their wealth was
swollen by the two hundred million dollar
profits of copper and lead. They still domin-
ate their cornerstone trust, American Smelt-
ing & Refining Co., but their power else-
where is waning. It is waning with the
splits in the family solidarity that have come
with modern times. Meyer’s abler grandsons
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like Harry Guggenheim, former ambassador
to Cuba, have left the. chief Guggenheim
boards. And WIill, the frustrated lover and
artist, who never belonged with his business~
like brothers, sits alone in his mansion or
Riverside Drive, contemplating his pathetic
verses. Will’s favorite poem, “My Orchid,”
is a fitting finale to the closing chapter, “The:
Twilight of the Guggenheims.” In this twi-
light we see the family gradually settling
down towards the idle-rich slough of the
Vanderbilts and Goulds.

O’Connor’s book is a teeming document of
the last three generations of business change
and social struggle. He got the material by
tireless research and first hand exploration
in Mexico and the Rocky Mountains. The
Guggenheims show his literary technique at
its best. He has blended economic data and
human values with a consistent freshness that
exceeds his skill in Mellon’s Millions and
Steel Dictator. Some readers may wish his
socialist conclusions were stated as bluntly
here as in the steel book, but this reviewer
finds them implicit in the Guggenheim story,
and livened by an ironic approach that makes
fascinating reading. ART SHIELDS.

A Greek Named Pete

LirrLe CHILDREN, by William Saroyan.
Harcourt, Brace & Co. $2.50.

HERE are some good things about
Saroyan. One is that he will write a
letter to any, editor, anywhere, who happens
to mention Saroyan’s name in his columns—
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and this, since the editor usually prints the
letter, does more to enliven the pages of our
contemporary periodicals than might be imag-
ined. Another is that he has a particularly
vivid sense of his own importance, and that,
too, is a good thing if it is held in check.
Still another is that he has a strong dislike
for the conventional modes of story-telling—
the laborious development of mood, the care-
tul alignment of plot and character, the ob-
viously premeditated dénouement, and so on.
b The trouble with him is that so far he has
fiever gotten beyond a declaration, more or
less pettish, of his likes and dislikes, and has
been content to let things go at that.

Thus, in his latest collection of short
stories, we have: (1) a story about a Jewish
kid named Sam who had a nervous habit of
laughing, so that he laughed when the other
newsboys made fun of him, and laughed when
they played tricks on him, and laughed—
finally—when he got jammed in a freight
elevator and was killed; (2) a story about a
Greek named Pete whose tragedy was that
he tried to run an all-night restaurant all
alone on a twenty-four-hour shift and couldn’t
stand the gaff; (3) a story about an expert
telegrapher who got fat; (4) three or four
stories about children that are unexpectedly
tender and sympathetic and all that; (5) two
or three “I” stories—about the inconveniences
of wearing pants from the year-before-last, of
being a Western Union messenger and loving
the richest girl in town, etc.—that seem to
have a place and a reason only in some vast
whimpering autobiography; (6) one story, at
least, called “Where I Come From People
Are Polite,” that combines irony and fantasy,
sharpness, and a kind of broody moodiness,
and is all in all a very good story indeed. ‘

In most of the stories, though, one’s feeling
.is of material stretched too thin and of small
points too much insisted on; and the total
effect of the book, in this over-reachingness of
treatment over subject-matter, would be one
of ill-advised burlesque, if it weren’t for a
sense of strange and blustering honesty that
runs through it all. Mr. Saroyan, at least,
picks the right things to hate—the shams, the
phoniness, the unfairnesses around him. One
can’t help feeling, though, that this alone isn’t
enough.

It isn’t an accident that the short story,
almost alone in present-day writing, has been
able to maintain its authority. The novel, by
the very breadth of its scope, must derive its
form from the form of social order it de-
scribes; and when that order is formless or
when its formation is in question, then the
novel itself is hampered, having no accepted
frame on which its pattern can be developed.

The short story suffers from no such handi-
cap. While the novel attacks on a wide
front, the short story, the sharpshooter of the
art, can pick off its subjects one by one, with-
out being forced to pay too much overt atten-
tion to their philosophic and social inters
relations. But this does not mean that the
sense of these interrelations need not be there.
Indeed, because its target is small, it is from
the accuracy of the short story’s aim, the im-

Ruth Gikow

mediacy of its impact, that it gains its power.
The trouble with Mr. Saroyan, as a sniper,
is that so far he has been merely firing at
random, towards a not very clearly formulated
enemy. One can’t help wishing that he would
get more direction, both philosophic and artis-
tic, in his aim,
RoBerT M. COATES.

On a Military Map

THE L1FE AND DEATH OF A SPANISH TowN,
by Elliot Paul. Random House. $2.50.

HE proof of Marxian literature as a

growing and vital force is sometimes to
be found in its least expected manifesta-
tions. Such a book as Elliot Paul’'s The Life
and Death of a Spanish Town is, for exam-
ple, motivated by as subjective a quality as
disorientation. It exhibits an unawareness of
history, an ignorance of social fact, and a total
lack of class-conscious analysis, yet it succeeds
in its subject matter (not in its insights) in
arriving at a practicable Marxian literary
formula. That, of necessity, constitutes a
contradiction in terms, and The Life and
Death of a Spanish Town fails as a whole,
because of this contradiction. It succeeds, on
the other hand, in one important aspect—that
it is indicating the opportunities of a new
thematic function for literature.

Drama and fiction of the past have been
chiefly concerned with the individual, with
a conventionalized hero whose problems and
predicaments, whose career and destiny were
created by a series of arbitrary events particu-
lar to himself and only general in their sym-
bology. The hero belonged to a race apart,
dissociated from society, and only resembling
it in such categorical characteristics as ambi-
tion, fear, cowardice, jealqusy, etc. He was
singled out, so to speak. What befell him was
extraordinary to his society, not typical of it,
and his society was only indirectly or pano-
ramically involved. In successful Marxian
literature, however, the fate of the individual
should be interrelated with the fate of his
society, or, to be more exact, society should
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play the role of the hero. It should be the
molding and compelling force to which the in-
dividual is subordinated and in whose actions
it is inevitably reflected. This may be ef-
fected in several ways. The social factor may
serve as the dramatic agent, or better yet,
society, a particular class or community, may
be treated by the author as though it were a
character. It may be described in terms of
its conflicts, its humiliations, its ambitions, its
fears, its rise or fall, its tragedy. These quali-
ties, in turn, may be synthesized in the destiny
of the other (the conventional) characters,
and a new type of drama created, developed
on two converging lines: the drama of the in-
dividual as a character resolved by the com-
munity and the drama of the community as
a character—each with a movement and his-
tory of its own, and a climax in common.

On Mr. Paul’s island of Ibiza, the peasan-
try led various lives, fished and drank, ate
and slept, committed their trivial crimes, re-
viled the church, cursed the Guardia, loved
their women, sang their songs—until the first
significant communal event occurred. When
the mail-boat from Barcelona failed to arrive,
the entire town of Santa Eulalia rushed to
the waterfront and waited, filled with the
same premonition, the same suspense. There-
after, with the advent of France’s troops, per-
sonal values were abandoned, duties neglected,
habits broken, the heterogeneous lives of the
inhabitants became inseparable from the fate
and character of the community, a community
attacked and changed in personality. Catalina
no longer thought of her wedding, Pep Torres
lost his interest in music, Pep Salvador ne
longer clowned, Ramon and his metorcycle no
longer went spluttering through the village
on a hundred gratuitous errands. They were
all engaged in a war, unforeseen, unrelated
to the events and preoccupations of their daily
lives. (“Here, we shall not begin killing one
another.”) When Elliot Paul finally left the
island, it was butchered and blood-drenched,
shattered and wrecked. Soon after, the re-
maining four hundred inhabitants were shot
down by Italian machine-gun fire. Nothing is
left of the community or its characters now.
It is only a stretch of land, a pin on Franco’s
war-map, a naval base for fascist ships and
planes.

Mr. Paul is intense in his indignation, but
he is to be reproached for his naiveté. Under
his insistence on non-partisanship, on his re-
actions merely as an outraged human being,
one detects the expatriate deprived of his last
perfect haven. Naiveté is apparent in the very
division of the journal: Part One—4000 B.C.
to 1936 A.D.; Part Two—]July 14 to Sep-
tember 15, 1936. Part One is devoted to the
idyllic, and, apparently, timeless and placeless
happiness of the inhabitants of Ibiza. They
sing and dance and drink and bask in the
glorious sunlight like fishermen in the market
place of a comic opera. They live (and seem
to the author to have lived ever since 4000
B.C.) in a world apart from any social or
economic realities. In Part Two, the revolu-
tion rises like a disturbance in the atmosphere,
and Mr. Paul becomes bitter and sharp, but
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not for the right reasons. Revolutions do not
occur out of thin air, nor out of everlasting
peace and contentment, nor are they to be
interpreted mystically. Their origins and
causes are historic progressions and facts.
Perhaps, Mr. Paul was too casual, for ex-
ample, in judging the Ibizans’ hatred for the
Guardia and their contempt for the church.
Be that as it may, he is to be praised for the
fortuitousness of his subject matter and for
the violence of his journalism. If the reader
wavers in his appreciation, it is only because
Mr. Paul wavered between what he was for-
tunate enough to witness and what he failed,
coherently, to conclude.
CHRISTOPHER LAZARE.

The War on Syphilis

SHADOW ON THE LAND, by Thomas Parran.
Reynal & Hitchcock. $2.50.

TEN MiLLioN AMERICANS Have It, by 8.
William Becker, M.D. J. P. Lippincott &
Co. $1.35.

N contrast to many diseases for which med-
ical science has found neither the cause
nor cure, syphilis belongs to that very select
group for whose prevention, diagnosis, and
cure we have practically sure-fire methods.
‘The contributions made by Mechnikov, Was-
sermann, and Ehrlich to the care and preven-
tion of syphilis are well known, yet every year
a half million new cases appear in this country,
and out of five recognized cases only one re-
ceives even a minimum amount of treatment.
The two books under discussion here ex-
cellently complement each other in a study of
what the problem is, and what can be done
about it. Dr. Becker, a practicing physician,
has written a remarkably good layman’s hand-
book of syphilis, in which he answers the thou-
sand and one questions with which doctors are
constantly bombarded : how the causative germ
looks and acts; how the disease is acquired,
both in intercourse and “innocently”; what
the primary sore looks like; what the usual
course of the disease is; what constitutes
proper treatment; what the blood tests are and
what they mean. It is a sound and interesting
book, with graphs that are truly helpful. Dr.
Becker has wisely avoided the method of the
“horror school” of writers on syphilis; his de-
scriptions are authoritative and restrained.
Dr. Parran, on the other hand, is a public
health officer—his job is to survey the field, to
present statistics, and discuss community pro-
grams. He has written the finest treatise on
the public health aspects of syphilis now ex-
tant. He is a man who knows his business,
looks at it with a fine social conscience, and a
mind critical of the taboos and superstitions
that have beset workers in his field. There can
be no quarreling with his figures. The prev-
alence of this scourge, the absence of proper
facilities for its recognition; and its woeful
neglect even when recognized, are baldly set
forth.
But Dr. Parran goes further. He recog-
nizes this scourge as a disease brought on by
poverty. To the extent that syphilis is the

b At all bookstores, or from Bandom House :o E. 575:, N. Y.
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Che Liie and
Death of a
Spauish Town

BY ELLIOT PAUL

This profoundly moving story of the Spanish Civil War has
catapulted onto the best-seller lists $2 50

Europe in Arms

When war comes who will win? To answer this question, read
the facts about the rearming of Europe as revealed by the
foremost military expert and commentator 1n the world. With
an up-to-the-minute chapter on the military lessons of the
Spanish Civil War $2.50

Home is where
you hang
your childhood

BY LEANE ZUGSMITH

A volume of distinguished short stories by the author of
A Time To Remember. $1.50

Coming Oct. 1 Liam O’Flaherty’s great novel,
FAMINE. By the author of The Informer. ~ $2.50
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product of promiscuity, it is the product of
poverty, of “permitting children to grow up
ignorant and among depraved surroundings.”
“Promiscuity,” Dr. Parran says, “occurs
among the black race, as it does among the
white, in groups and communities of the un-
derprivileged. It is the smug citizen, satisfied
with the status quo, who is to blame for the
children, black and white, without moral
standards, brought up in the slums, without
decent education, wholesome play, or useful
work, without ambition because without
hope.” He lays to poverty and ignorance a
large proportion of untreated cases.

A doctor in syphilis-ridden Georgia writes:

Domestic servants here are probably over five
hundred. They get from one to five dollars per
week, the average being less than three dollars.
Most of them have dependents or children in school.
If a law is passed compelling them to be examined
and treated, they could not be forced to comply
unless it is free. . . . I am allowed only three hun-
dred dollars for all office and laboratory expenses,
and in spite of rigid economy, 1 cannot meet the
expenses with that amount. I have no fund for
treatment.

So far as these people are concerned, Ehrlich
never lived.

Prostitution accounts for a large proportion
of the cases. “Under present conditions, it
presents the single greatest social handicap to
complete eradication of America’s No. 1 killer,
syphilis.” What is to be done about it? Dr.
Parran suggests that the experience of the
Soviet Union is very enlightening.

The almost complete liquidation of the commer-
cial prostitute has helped the problem greatly. There
are no professional prostitutes in Russia except those
who prefer that sort of life, i.e., the physically and
mentally pathological. First, because destruction of
the profits from prostitution eliminates the organ-
izers of the traffic. Further, because every woman
has or can get a job in a land where women are
held back from no trade or profession, and work-
ers in all trades and professions are at a premium.

The question is: what can be done here and
now? That much can be done is evidenced by
the experience of the Scandinavian countries.
Per 100,000 population, the annual incidence
of newly recognized syphilis in the United
States is 796; in Denmark, 20; in Sweden, 7.
These brilliant results have been accomplished
by compulsory notification of cases; by com-
pulsory treatment, 85 percent of it in free
clinics, government-administered, and staffed
by well-paid physicians who are specialists in
the field; and by thorough epidemiology—the
tracing back of every case to its source. Here is
an object for us in this country. Public health
is purchasable, but it must be purchased by
public funds. The American people have a
right to be freed from the dread of syphilis.
The precious power that we have over this
disease must be made effective.

STEWART MoOTT.

Brief Reviews

A TrojaN ENDING, by Laura Riding. Random
House. $2.50.
Taking issue with Lord Raglan who in a recent
book attempted to show that the heroes of mythology
are universally fictitious, Miss Riding has deliber-
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ately plunged into the Homeric legend of the Trojan
War, “to disentangle the knowledge-elements from
the story-elements.” But of the resultant factual be-
ginnings which are given further body through a
lavish use of archeological clues, Miss Riding has
fashioned a novel—her first, though she is the author
of several volumes of poetry and prose. Her book
is more than a re-creation of the story describing
the collapse of the Trojan world, for the author
has had recourse to non-Homeric legends as ‘well as
to the bounteous source offered by the great poet
of ancient Greece; in fact, the story centers around
the non-Homeric figure of Cressida, who becomes
to the author the symbol of the courage of the
Trojan era: “the more than fatalistic courage to be
alive,” The quotidian aspects of the story of Troy
have confessedly intrigued the author—unfortu-
nately, to such an extent that the original epic tale
of the conflicts between Greeks, Trojans, and the
gods which they created too often shrinks to the

anomalous level of cozy chats around the hearth.
A. P.

CoNnsIDER THE LAUNDRY WORKERS, by Jame Filley
and Theresa Mitchell. League of Women Shop-
pers, 10c; in bundle orders, 5c.

This valuable pamphlet is the result of a year’s
survey of laundry conditions made by twenty in-
vestigators for the League of Women Shoppers. It
includes case histories, statistics on wages and hours,
verbatim statements of employers and employees,
and some lively on-the-spot reporting. The evidence
conclusively proves that conditions in the laundry
industry as a whole are shockingly bad, and that
these conditions will be bettered only as workers
and consumers fight together for their improvement.
The consumer suffers not only as the silent partner
to a situation which permits intolerably long hours
and starvation wages, but as the victim of un-
sanitary conditions which spread infection.

The League of Women Shoppers points out that
the operators have been glib in their promises and
proposals but deficient in action. Laundry workers’
unions, however, are growing in strength and
militancy and are making headway. With the co-
operation of consumers, stimulated by such informa-
tion as is contained in the present pamphlet, they

are on the way to cleaning up the laundry industry.
R. H. R.

*

Recently Recommended Books

Moscow, 1937: My Visit Described for My Friends,
by Lion Feuchtwanger. Viking. Book Union
choice. $2.

W hirlpool, by David Lamson. Scribner’s. $2.50.

Runaround, by Benjamin Appel. Dutton. $2.50.

Pulpwood Editor, by Harold Hersey. Stokes. $3.

The Profits of War, by Richard Lewinsohn, Dut-
ton. $3.

After the Genteel Tradition, edited by Malcolm
Cowley. Norton. $2.75. .
Hlusion and Reality: A Study of the Sources of
Poetry, by Christopher Cauldwell. Macmillan.

London.

Home Is Where You Hang Your Childkood, by
Leane Zugsmith. Random. $1.50.

Integrity: The Life of George W. Norris, by Rich-
ard L. Neuberger and Stephen B. Kahn. Van-
guard. $3.

A Mawverick American, by Maury Maverick. Covici-
Friede. $3.

Attitudes Toward History, by Kenneth Burke, in
two vols. New Republic. $1 per vol.

Three Comrades, by Erich Maria Remarque. Little,
Brown. $2.75.

Tawilight of a World, by Franz Werfel. Viking. $3.

Conwversations at Midnight, by Edna St. Vincent
Millay. Harper. $2.

War on Saturday Week, by Ruth Adam. J. B. Lip-
pincott. $2.50.

The Making of a Hero, by Nicholas Ostrovski.
Dutton. $2.50.

Children of Strangers, by Lyle Saxon.
Mifflin. $2.50.

Houghton
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SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

The good and the bad in new films—A music festival in Mexico—Trends in the dance

in character, ranging from a lavish so-
ciety film to an adventure tale of slave
traffic. In Vogues of 1938 (United Artists) :
Walter Wanger, Hollywood’s dilettante,
brings a ritzy fashion show (in “glorious”
technicolor) to the masses. It will undoubtedly
appeal to those who religiously read Vogue
and Harper’s Bazaar. As a film it is form-
less, consisting of a series of fashion tableaux
very much like the fashion sequences of the
newsreels (only in color, of course) and some
specialty numbers, one of them an obvious
trailer for Mr. Wanger’s forthcoming Fifty-
Second Street. The Spewacks (of Boy Meets
" Girl fame) are given screen .credit for the
original story. What they had in mind, it is
only possible to guess. As a hint, there is the
well-known society matron, played by Mar-
jorie Gateson, who is prominent at every
Beaux Arts ball with her fantastic “Spirit of
the Moon” or “Spirit of the Rain” costumes.
This same lady appeared on the stage of Madi-
son Square Garden for the benefit of the
Spanish fascists with a costume called “The
Spirit of Spain.”

Fragment of an Empire (Amkino): The
Cameo Theater, in New York, this week
brings back Friedrich Ermler’s brilliant
silent film. If you have never seen this amaz-
ing film, there is a treat in store for you. The
program also includes a fine British docu-
mentary film called Song of Ceylon. Directed
by Basil Wright, one of England’s finest docu-
mentary directors, it presents an interesting ex-
periment in dramatizing a colonial country. It
suffers from an over-mystical approach to the
subject as well as from a tendency (found in
many documentaries) to make the photography
self-consciously beautiful. The most interest-
ing portion is the one in which British im-
perialism (as represented by commerce and
big business) is satirized in an extremely clever
use of the sound track.

Confession (Warner Bros.) One of the
worst films of the season, combining all of the
bad features of Stella Dallas, Valiant Is the
Word for Carrie, et al. For students of the
film, it will be of some interest to note that it
is the first American film done by the well-
known German director of the silent screen
days, Joe May, under whom Fritz Lang
worked. May’s last big film was one he made
for UFA based on Leonhardt Frank’s famous
novel Karl and Anna. It was distributed here
by Paramount as Homecoming.

Souls at Sea (Paramount) : Like Slave Ship,
this concerns itself with the slave traffic. Un-
like the former film, it at least admits that the
important people in the slave trade were not
the actual slave runners, but their bosses, the
rich men of both England and America. But
don’t get the idea that the film is social. Its
primary concern is adventure, which unfor-
tunately is confined to long-drawn-out scenes

O PENINGS this week are heterogeneous

aboard ship against projected backgrounds.
Sea photography which would have made this
an interesting nautical film is very scarce.
Director Hathaway achieves excitement in the
burning and sinking of the packet, William
Brown, and the subsequent battle for the life
boat. It would have been even more exciting
had the film stuck to the facts of the actual
case with more fidelity. New Yorkers should
avoid the theater where it is currently running
because the management has seen fit to include
a Max Fleischer cartoon on the program. The
cartoon artists, you will recall, are out on
strike for higher wages, shorter hours, and
union recognition. PeTER ELLIS.

PAN-AMERICAN MUSIC

HE latter part of July, the Pan-Ameri-
can Chamber of Music Festival was
held in Mexico City. Sponsored by Elizabeth
Sprague Coolidge, and held at the over-
elegant Palacio de Bellas Artes, these concerts
brought clearly to light a few very important
points relating to the modern composer, his
chances of a hearing, and the reaction of his
audience.
As the first series of its kind, it does mark
a milestone in the belated encouragement of
the American composer attempting to free
himself from academic European influences.
Much of the thematic material was taken
directly from folk-music sources; in other in-
stances, as in the case of the Peruvian music,
folk songs and dances were directly tran-
scribed for piano choruses. Aaron Copland’s
Music for the Theatre, so indigenously New
York, was as usual, enthusiastically received.
A new composition of Sylvestre Revueltas,
Homenaje a Garcia Lorca was heard with
much interest. In the series of six concerts
it will be interesting to note that seventeen
contemporary composers were heard. These
came from the United States down through

- Mexico, Cuba, Brazil, Peru, Chile, and Ar-

gentina. Six composers represented the United
States: Copland, Carpenter, Hill, Harris,
Piston, and Sessions. Outstanding among the
Mexican composers were Chavez, Revueltas,
and Huizar. Villa-Lobos and Casabona rep-
resented Brazil. Among the compositions
were trios, quartets, quintets, and sextets,

Helen West Heller
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works for chamber orchestra, piano, and
choral groups—all interesting enough to war-
rant hearing. Of course, such concerts must
be given more often and in more than just
one place in order to bring about a closer un-
derstanding as to what the modern Pan-
American composer is doing. If this excellent
series is the beginning of future festivals, they
should be held more than once a year, so that
other composers who deserve to be heard have
such a chance and so those new compositions
that have real merit can become part of the
modern repertory.

Why were not these concerts better at-
tended? The masses should have come. But
very little encouragement seems to have been
given them. Were prices too high for the aver-
age Mexican concert-goer—or were the con-
certs publicized only among the upper circles,
and in the swanky American-tourist hotels? I
am inclined to think that both reasons had much
to do with the comparatively small attendance
at these better-deserving concerts. The Mexi-
can worker is quite alive to the scene around
him. He is as anxious to witness the develop-
ment of new music as he is ready to take part
in labor demonstrations; as much aware of
contemporary art and music as of his economic
necessity to rid himself of the exploiters and
imperialists. But at these concerts he was
definitely neglected; very little publicity
reached him in regard to this festival ; nothing
was done to bring prices within his means.
So that the audiences were composed largely
of American tourists who came to see the
million-dollar Tiffany curtain—or had noth-
ing else to do for the evening. This was too
bad. So much good musical material is being
written right in the Americas, much of it
definitely characteristic of its origin. Yet
when so excellent an opportunity was pre-
sented, the very important element of attract-
ing the listener was badly neglected. Perhaps
those concerts which will surely follow this
series will be brought to the attention of the
workers too. :

Real credit should be given to Carlos .
Chavez for the excellent manner in which he
arranged and conducted these concerts. The
first part of each was devoted to a great classic
work, and was invariably magnificently per-
formed by the Coolidge Quartet.

Mary MEeNK.

THE DANCE

BENNINGTON, VERMONT.

HIS little town tucked away in a.cor-

ner of the Vermont hills has come to be
the summer capital of America’s dancing. For
four years now dancers from all parts of the
country have come here to study under (with
a single exception) the pioneer and leading
figures in the modern movement, and to top
an intensive six-weeks’ course with a work-
shop production at the Bennington State Ar-
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BOOKSHOP
NEWS!

SOVIET COMMUNISM

b

y
Beatrice and Sidney Webb

this monumental work orig-
inally selling for $7.50, now

$4.49

Original Edition
2 Volumes—Boxed

Also

WAR COMMUNISM
Lenin ....... now only.$1.98

RULERS OF AMERICA
Anna Rochester.......

CREATIVE AMERICA
Mary Van Kleeck. .....

ECONOMIC PLANNING
A Symposium ........

1st AMER. REVOLUTION
Jack Hardy...........

Important Booklets

Songs of the People........ $ .25
Spain in Arms—
by A. L. Strong........ .25
History of Anarchism in
Russia and its relation

to Spain .............. 25
China Marches toward Unity .25
What Is Communism—

Browder .............. .25

YOU HAVE BEEN WAIT-
ING FOR THIS NOTICE!

We have now fully restock-
ed our circulating library
and beg you to come in and
join at once. A small de-
posit and nominal fee on
each book you read is all
that is necessary for
full membership.

Workers Bookshop
50 East 13th St., New York City

mail order from "
WORKERS LIBRARY PUBLISHERS

Box 148 Station D
New York City
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mory. This year, in addition to the custom-
ary workshop presentation for which Hanya
Holm was responsible, the three Fellows (an
innovation), Anna Sokolow, José Limon, and
Esther Junger were at work with group com-
positions for which the student body provided
the corps.

The students are principally teachers of
dance and gymnastics in the mid-western
states, people who generally direct the taste
and trend of large groups of students, if not
of communities; and considering that the
school is in actuality a symposium of the
thought and trend of the more important per-
sonalities in the field, the Bennington school
takes on a special significance. It becomes
more or less a pulse of whither the dance.

Last year it was Charles Weidman’s Quest,
the artist’s quest for the discovery of himself,
and Doris Humphrey’s With My Red Fires,
the story of love in a matriarchy, that climaxed
the season here. Both compositions dealt with

abstract concepts in what was a considerably

abstract world. Weidman’s work cut into the
modern scene with decided anti-war, anti-fas-
cist sentiment, but Doris Humphrey was com-
pletely preoccupied with an archaic theme;
and in both compositions the conflict of the
ideal in an idea world was the dominating
note [reviewed in NEw Massgs, Feb. 3].

Not so this summer. Hanya Holm’s major
work, Trend, is concerned with “a recognition
of the common purposes of men and the con-
scious unity of life”’; José Limon spoke his
piece on Spain, climaxing his suite with a mov-
ing anti-fascist “‘defiance and dedication” ; and
Anna Sokolow was brilliant in her poig-
nantly satirical Facade—Esposizione Italiana.

This is not to say that the abstract concept
has left Bennington; on the contrary. Hanya
Holm gave a good section of the first half of
her program to City Nocturne, Rhythm 11,
Festive Rhythm, abstract patterns, impression-
istic and rather short on the substantial side;
José Limon is still considerably involved with
movement for the sake of gesture; and Esther
Junger uncomfortably concerns herself pri-
marily with themes of scarcely immediate in-
terest. It’s difficult to get excited about the
Processional, Betrothal, and Recessional which
is a twentieth-century conception of primitive
festive rites— and some considerably good
movement and group choreography (of which
this is Esther Junger’s first) is wasted for lack
of direction.

But, still on the matter of the abstract con-
cept, it is in the school proper, the work as
exemplified by the student demonstration, that
shows a curious and disquieting predilection
for the abstract pattern.which was the man-
ner of dancing several years back. This was
the dance of defeat and escape, dance to which,
if there is a reactionary trend in the art, the
reactionary dancer will move.,

Now why there should be such a discrepancy
between the work of the school and the work
of the masters is rather difficult to understand
—unless the teachers be called into considera-
tion: Martha Hill, Mary Jo Shelly, John
Martin, dance critic of the New York Times
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and leading critical spirit of Bennington. But
these are progressive people; it isn’t ‘likely
that they would encourage any retrogressive
movemeat in the dance field. At the same time,
I should like to venture the opinion that it
isn’t likely that groups under the direction of
a Martha Graham, an Anna Sokolow, a
Tamiris would work out compositians titled
Ground Bass or Three Dances of Judith. In-
cidentally, it is interesting to note that in its
four years of existence, Tamiris has never put
in an appearance at Bennington—whether by
design or accident, her presence is decidedly
missed at the school. The work here definitely
leans to the cerebral both in subject matter
and execution; the emotional qualities are
lacking.

The Bennington school serves a valuable
function. It provides a common experimental
ground for a good section of the dance world;
it offers an invaluable intensive course with
several of its leading dancers; it provides a
forum for dancers and students throughout the
country and, finally, it serves as a means of
sharpening the focus of the country on the art
and makes for the beaking down of its local
provincialisms. This is praise enough for a
comparatively isolated development and Miss
Hill and Miss Shelly have much with which
to be satisfied. However, the directors of the
Bennington project (who plan to run a quad-
ruple workshop next summer: Graham,
Humphrey, Weidman, and Holm) had been
better advised to realize the importance of the
school as an instrument of propaganda in idea
as well as technique of dancing. It would seem
that a lack of relationship between the student
work and the end concerts was an indication
of an unhealthy condition. The workshops,
while themselves elegant in conception, are
more in the manner of display—and right
now, the students, playing a part of negligible
importance in the productions, tend to prove a
none-too-subtle form of advertisement for the
place. It would be a much happier turn of
events to see material evidence of a more basic
approach on the part of the school to the prob-
lems of the artist in the demonstration of the
student work. Is it not to the school’s credit
that its students will contribute some $200 for
the cause of loyalist Spain and at the same time
be involved with, again, such superficial sub-
ject-matter as primitive First Heritages?

As to the concerts, Hanya Holm’s T'rend,
for which Wallingford Riegger wrote an ex-
cellent musical score and which employed
Edgar Varese’s Ionization beautifully, is built
on an almost mathematical thesis-antithesis-
synthesis base. The monotonous drudgery of
Our Daily Bread is opposed to a collapsing
Satiety; the Effete (which produced a dancer
of unusual lyric quality, Louise Kloepper), the
Lucre Lunacy, the From Heaven Limited and
the Lest We Remember, satiric figures who
ultimately end by supporting and parading
He, the Great (jingoist)—an admirable por-
trait of the behavior of the liberal before
the Cataclysm— (undoubtedly intending the
World War). The Gates Are Desolate is an
impressionistic #aste Land from which the
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Resurgence of men—a movement of masses
of men with all the precise strength of decision,
direction and power.

Hanya Holm has taken the World War,
the concept of the share of the masses of men
in its history, the resulting emotional and
physical reaction, and given us a suite of mov-
ing solo and group compositions. Her under-
standing of the part played by the people in
the colossal imperialist calamity isn’t always
profoundly correct, and her technique, Ger-
man (Wigmanish), doesn’t always rigidly in-
sist on necessary rather than arbitrary move-
ment. Nevertheless, there is a deeply moving
human quality in her treatment of the theme
—and whatever fault may be found technic-
ally, the lack of time and the necessity for
simplification (the composition had to be cre-
ated and the dancers, a good many new to the
Holm technique, trained within the six-weeks’
period) must be taken into consideration.
Whether or not it was for this reason that
Hanya Holm used masses of dancers in solid
mass patterns, the dancer (self-exiled from
Germany) has succeeded beautifully in in-
dicating a possible direction for better mass
participation in dance composition.

Of the Fellows, it was to be expected that
Anna Sokolow should produce the most im-
portant work. She is still a dancer young in
years, but her dances are among the most sig-
nificant, mature, sensitive, and profound. Her
anti-fascist satire, W ar Is Beautiful, ranks
with Chronicle (Graham) and How Long
Brethren? (Tamiris) as easily one of the more
important compositions of last season. One
doesn’t any longer expect student work from
Sokolow—and one doesn’t get it.

Facade—Esposizione Italiana for which
Alex North wrote a beautifully apt score, is
a satiric comment on the irony of Italian fas-
cist culture: “Belle Arti,” “Giovanezza,”
“Prix Femina,” ‘Phantasmagoria,” with
Anna Sokolow, the Citizen (her first appear-
ance in her own group composition), an inter-
ested, nervous, and finally—as the whole cul-
tural facade disintegrates like a worm-eaten
pillar—accusing and protesting figure.

Facade has less anger than War Is Beauti-
ful, but a more poignant human quality for all
its bitterness: ‘“Belle Arti” is crumby imita-
tion Greek and superficial Florentine; “Gio-
vanezza’’ is a hollow cartoon of athletic enthu-
siasm; ‘“Prix Femina” is for the meek and
bloodless “lady of kitchen” ; “Phantasmagoria”
has the Citizen twisted and turned till liter-
ally he walks on his head and climbs walls—
backwards. The single gesture of accusation
that emerges from the mess—the Citizen’s
hand saying, “There you have it!”—writes a
dozen pages and a score of speeches.

José Limon surprised with his group work,
especially with his Sarabande for the Living
—‘defiance and dedication” inspired by the
heroic stand of loyalist Spain against the
bloody fascist combine. The composition has
an intensity of emotion and direction, a per-
sistent drive which builds to a steel conclusion.
Not simply “No pasaran!” but “This is our
victory!”
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LAKE MOHEGAN, N. Y. Peekskill 3275
For Labor Day: Juanita Hall's Choir of 22 Voices
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then at $4.50 per day. Come up this
weekend at $4.50 per day. $22 to $25
per week.

Carefree ! Friendly ! Informal !

LAKE CHODIKEE LODGE

* HIGHLAND, N. Y.

FEATURES: * * John Hampshire, Jr., Broa.dway Direcmr
ac Director of Regident Theatrs Group Irvi
Davidson, Noted Humorist and Lecturer as Director ol'
Air University * * Complete adult social
and althletlc activities,
BACHELORS! Dividend checks are waiting for you.
Phone Iven H. Gordon, Bachelor Director for full details.
Free transportation by boat for two weeks’ vacationist.

GALA LABOR DAY CELEBRATION

3 full days.......... $18.50
4 full days............ $22.50

NEW YORK CITY, 1202 Kings Highway, B’klyn, ES 5-4330

Spend A Gala Labor Day Week-End At

SOUTH WIND

LIMITED TO 125 ADULT GUESTS
Book Early — Special Rates

3 DAYS: $16.50 4 DAYS: $19.50

W 45 secluded Acres, Large Private

Lake, Professional Theatre. All Sports
Yowll like the folks you meet here.
SOUTH WIND, Woodbourne, N. Y.
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Limon comes out of the Humphrey-Weid-
man school, and definitely shows the Weidman
influence in his choice of concrete subject mat-
ter. His “Sarabande for the Dead,” first of
the group movements in the Danza de la
Muerte (Dance of Death)—which might
have shown better with a maturer group—was
the tragic ritual which occupies Spain like a
plague; his “Hoch, Viva, Ave,” are caricatures
lampooning the mxhtary, the land-owner, and
the church, “personified causes of the destruc-
tion in Spain.” Even if his titles are a throw-
back to the vague and equivocal, his explana-
tory notes and his dance compositions are not.
There is still much of which Limon might rid
himself, too often he loses himself in love of
movement as opposed to the sense of his work,
but his superb and exciting technique seems
at last to be headed in a profitable direction.

Esther Junger has appeared on Broadway
both on the concert stage and in the theater.
She has a good sense of design, and though
her movement is still much too derivative, her
work is pleasantly inventive. Unfortunately,
she clings to such thematic substance as Ravage
(impressionistic after Wigman), Festive Rites
(theatrical after the Hollywood manner);
and her Dance to the People, while good in its
jazz movements, is exactly that and no more—
there’s no bread and butter in it for a sub-
stance-hungry audience.

What Esther Junger lacks is a point of view
—she sits on a fence. Technically, Esther
Junger moves with a sensitive ease; it’s unfor-
tunate that she chooses to use her equipment
and ability for principally hollow cases.

One new and important composition that
this writer missed, unhappily, was Martha
Graham'’s Immediate Tragedy, a dance of
dedication for which Henry Cowell did the
music. The Immediate Tragedy is Spain, the
dedication is to La Pasionaria. According to
the most reliable critical reports, this is a new
Graham in a tremendously impassioned and
tremendously moving statement.

New York has much to expect of its dancers
this coming season, and to the extent that Ben-
nington afforded the means by which such
dances might more comfortably be created, it
has served a purpose of no mean proportions.

OwEN BURKE.

Theodore Scheel

*

Forthcoming Broadcasts

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

Questions before Congress. A representative dis-
cusses current issues Wednesdays at 3:30 p.m.
and a senator on Thursdays at 5 p.m., C.B.S.

Dr. A. B. Harrison. A noted Shakespearean author-
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ZUNBARE

MENU A DELIGHTFUL HIDEAWAY IN
Fast Clay Tennis THE MOUNTAINS
Courts, Real Hand-

F the setting counts heavily
with you—if abundant sports, fas-
cinating friendship, mntmg quar-

ball, Swimming, Ping.
Pong, Skating, Fenc-
Ing, Bicycling, Solari-

ums,Badminton,Arch. ters and tempting ‘vittels”’ com-
Urusuat Biims, Fine | Pose your idea of an exhilarating
lbrary, Musicals, | vacation, be good to yourself. Come
Open Fireplaces, to the Zunbarg. LOW RATE
Dancing—and things Write for Folder
and stuff! Telephone FALLSBURG 53
OODBOURNE, N. Y.

TENNIS

Directed by MURRAY PINCUS
is a major sport at

UNCAS LODGE
UNCASVILLE, CONN.
© 3 Fast Clay Tennis Courts
@ Private Twin Lakes
® Boating—Fishing
: . U. ® Handball—Ping-Pong
DRAMATIC SoCIETY ® Saddle Horses and Golf
NN ® Orchestra for Dancing
INFORMAL ATMOSPHERE
RATE: $24.50 per week. $4.00 Daily
Management: DIANA AND ABE BERMAN
Phone: Norwich 1858—Ring 5
New York: PResident 3-8649.

Plays—Activities
Directed by
JESS KIMMEL
N. Y. U

The Fieldstone |

On Round Lake

A place of unexcelled beauty for rest and
recreation in the heart of the Ramapo
Mountains, one hour from New York.
Swimming, boating, temnis, riding,
golf and other sports.
P. 0. BOX 297 TELEPHONE:
MONROE, N. Y. MONROE 2501

A description folder will be sent at your request
By Reservation Only

FUN
FOR
ALL!

All sports

COOKS
FALLS
LODGE

cooKs FALLS NEW YORK
N. 250 W. 57th Street
Phone cOIumbue 5-3690

RESERVE NOW!

Social and the-
atrical program
directed

JOHN FORD,
New York
stage director
of “STEEL.”
Reasonable

MAUD’S @
SUMMER-RAY

NORTH BRANCH SULLIVAN CO., N. Y.
CAUTION!!!

Don’t kill your Labor Day Week-end
Let Us Handle It for You
“SH—SH—SH!” A HINT!—

Reduced Rates the Rest of September
Musicales — Dr les — Mari tticales
—Horseback Riding—
Handball—Tennis—Swimming—Rowing
Bus: Sullivan County Bus Line, 242 W. 84th Street.

1368 Jerome Avenue, Bronx, New York.
Trains: Erie R. R. 23rd Street or Chambers Street
Ferry, Stop at Callicoon Station.

Phone: Callicoon 95, City Information: DI 2-5786.
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See The

SOVIET UNION ON PARADE

at the celebration of its
20th ANNIVERSARY
days, all inclusive $24o*
40 days, all inclusive $275*
For details and folders apply
COMPASS TRAVEL BUREAU

" Join .Our Special Trips
* Third Class on Atlantic
55 West 42nd Street, N. Y. O. LOng. 5-3070

CLASSIFIED ADS 40c a line

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum.

SOUTH CAROLINA

GO SOUTH TO SEA ISLAND SANCTUARY. Col-
lective Farm Resort affords isolation to Write, Paint,
Study, Rest. Sea bathing and fishing. All expenses,
$15 weekly. Write Box 1511, ¢/o New Masses.

VACATION CAMPS, RESORTS

CAMP FOLLOWERS OF THE TRAIL
Social and cultural activities—Summer sports. New
Tennis Courts, handball, pingpong, swimming. Ideal
place for vacation—$14.50 per week. N. Y. Central to
Peekskill—By boat to Indian Point. Write Buchanan,
New York, or Phone Peekskill 2879.

BERT FRIEDBERG invites you to a delightful farm
situated on 150 acres of beautiful country. Always
pleasant companionship. Good food. Tennis, swim-
ming, riding.

THE HIL-BERT HOUSE
Lake Mahepac, N. Y. Telephone: Mahopac 2083

AVANTA FARMS, ULSTER PARK, NEW YORK
‘Workers resting place.
cordially invites you for quiet rest. Plenty of good, fresh food. Bathing
5% of proceeds to go to “Daily Worker”
Special Rate: Week, $12.50; Day, $2.830; No Children.
West Shore Railroad. Phone Ulster Park 9-F 22.

MOUNTAIN LAKE FARMS, Union Grove, N. Y. (near
Livingston Manor). E, Keiser. Swimming, boating,
tennis, pingpong, fishing, ete. Large, beautiful lake,
glorious mountain country. 400 acres—2,500 ft. Deli-
cious meals, all conveniences. $18 and $20 per week.

FURNISHED ROOMS (Brooklyn)

MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL
37 Minutes Times Square.
Make This Your Summer Home,
Recreational Facilities. Solariums. Single, $8 up.
' SHeepshead 8-3000.

BAY VIEW PLACE 2223—Private Porch overlooking
Bay. Boardwalk, park, conveniences. $5.75—smaller,
$3.75. West End train to Bay Parkway.

FURNISHED ROOMS (Manhattan, Bronx)

235 WEST 16th S8T. Two room furnished studio
apartment. All improvements. Kitchen privileges.
Reasonable. Also single rooms $3.50 up. CH. 3-6819.

GRAMERCY PARK—charming studios, large, single,
doubles, running water, showers, convenient, con-
genial, quiet, yard. $6.50-$10 weekly. R. Maslow, 136
Bast 22nd Street, GRamercy 5-9375.

BEAUTIFUL ROOM for female in childless house.
315 E. 209 St., apt. 1C. 8th Ave.-Concource 205th St.,
station. Call evenings 6:30-8:30, Saturday till 2:00.

SHARE APARTMENT

PARTNER wanted by cultured lady to share small
apartment midtown. Willing to furnish entire apart-
ment., Write Nancy D. Bercinsky, c¢/o Breezemont
Park, Armonk, New York.

APARTMENT WANTED

TEACHER-COUPLE seck one- or two-room N. Y. C.
apartment, to be sublet to them for 6 months. $30.
Box 2, ¢/o Mrs. Carroll, Mt. Bethel, Pa.

PERSONAL

STEFAN SALTER—get in touch with WILLIAM
SANDERSON, c¢/o New Masses. URGENT.

VOLUNTEER WANTED

WANTED IMMEDIATELY: A volunteer typist to
work full time in the Publicity Department of a
revolutionary working class organization. Must be
expert typist, stenographer. Full details and highest
references required; describe organization you are a
member of. Write to Box 1512, ¢c/o New Masses.

CIRCULATING LIBRARY

WORKERS BOOKSHOP Circulating Library, 50 K.
13th St., now fully restocked with latest and best
books. Join today. Nominal fees.

ART EXHIBIT

MODERN ART EXHIBIT: Moscow's full color re-
pclégggxcltgonts ofW Dafas, gari{ gogh, Renoir, Gauguin,

, ete. orkers Boo hop, 50 E. 13th S .
ONH MORE WEEK ONLY! r Sth Street

ity speaks from Middle Temple Hall, London,
about the original performance of Twelfth
Night by Shakespeare’s own company in 1601,
Sun., Aug. 29, 1:30 p.m., C.B.S.

H. V. Kaltenborn. Speaks from Paris on “What I
Saw in Loyalist Spain,” Sun., Aug. 29, 2 p.m,,
C.B.S.

Columbia Workshop. Another striking radio drama,
Sun., Aug. 29, 7 p.m., C.B.S.

William Lemke. Talk on the “Necessity of Mone-
tary Reform,” Mon., Aug. 30, 7:45 p.m., N.B.C.
red.

“Back to Methuselah.” The first of five George
Bernard Shaw plays to be presented over this
network, Mon., Aug. 30, 9:30 p.m., N.B.C. blue.

“Unifying Influences in a Democracy.” The Insti-
tute of Human Relations broadcasts from its
conference at Williamstown, Mass., a symposium
with Gen. Hugh Johnson, Senator Robert M.
LaFollette and others as guest speakers, Mon.,
Aug. 30, 4 p.m., C.B.S.

“Tawelfth Night” 'The last of Columbia’s Shake-
spearean productions with Tallulah Bankhead,
Orson Welles and others, Mon.,, Aug. 30,
9 p.m,, C.B.S.

Journey Through Space. The Hayden Planetarium
continues its series, Tués.,, Aug. 31, 5:45 p.m,
C.B.S.

Cordell Hull. The Secretary of State discusses the
workings of his department during another
U.S. Cabinet program, Wed., Sept. 1, 10:30
p.m., C.B.S.

William E. Dodd. The U. S. ambassador to Ger-
many speaks on “Public Opinion in a Democ-
racy,” Fri., Sept. 3, 6:45 p.m., C.B.S.

Song Festival. The Workman’s German Singing
Alliance broadcasts from Cleveland, Sun., Sept.
5, 8 p.m., C.B.S.

Ralph Bates. From Spain every Tuesday and Fri-
day at 7:30 p.m., via short ‘wave on station
EAR, 31.65 meters. On all other nights, a fif-
teen-minute news broadcast at 7:30 p.m.

Recent Recommendations
MOVIES

The Spanish Earth. Joris Ivens's much heralded
film of the civil war in Spain is a deeply stir-
ring document that you cannot afford to miss.

Dead End. The realistic drama of kids from the
East Side slums comes to the screen with its
impact unimpaired.

The Life of Emile Zola. Easily the best film of the
year, powerful and profound.

You Can’'t Have Everything. A better than average
backstage musical with the hilarious Ritz
brothers.

Ourselves Alone. Realistic dramatization of the
Irish rebellion of 1921. Should be on your
“must” list.

High, Wide and Handsome. A fairly entertaining
story about the Pennsylvania oil boom with
music by Jerome Kern.

They Won't Forget. A powerful and extremely
moving film of a lynching in the deep South.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDINGS

Beethowen. The A-major quartet, Opus 18, No. §,
is recorded by the Lener foursome on Columbia
301, and the trio in C-minor, Opus 1, No. 3, is
played by Milton Kaye, Max Hollander, and
Sterling Hunkins on a Musicraft release.

Handel. The peerless William Primrose and an
orchestra conducted by Walter Goehr make a
gem of the concerto in B-minor for viola and
small orchestra (Columbia).

Haydn. The light choral works, “Die Harmonie in
der Ehe,” and “Die Beredsamkeit,” well sung
by Lehman Engel’s W.P.A. Madrigal Singers
on a Gamut disk.

Mozart. The Budapest foursome plays the F-major
quartet (Victor Album M-348).

Scarlatti. Erast Victor Wolff at the harpsichord
gives us the F-minor sonata (Gamut).
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TAVER RATES: $29.50 ve

: ] Connp for Adute,
-ADIRUNDACHKS

WARRENSBURG
Ny

[ ]
ECHO LAKE TAVERN

WARRENSBURG, NEW YORK
City Phone: VAnderbilt 3-9875

Pleasurable retreat for rest and solitude, among
scenic hills of Westchester Co. Hotel with
camp activities. 100-acre estate, private lake,
sports, golf nearby. 30 miles from city, excel-
lent cuisine, reasonable rates.

For information, write or telephone
ARMONK VILLAGE 955

ENJOY YOUR VACATION AT

EAGER ROSE GARDEN

Bushville, N. Y. (Bet. Monticello and Ferndale)

Fishing — Bathing — Tennis — Social Activities.
Private Bath and Showers. Proletarian rates.

N. Y.: DRydock 4-3328. Phone: Monticello 571.

'A MODERN CAMP FOR ADULTS
THE RARE CHARM OF AN INTIMATE
CONGENIAL GROUP — ALL SPORTS
Superior Cuisine. De Luxe Bungalows.

$24.50 WEEK AFTER SEPT. 7
31 W. 42nd S8t., PEnn. 6-7663.

TIMBERLAND aairondas

Adirondacks

POTTERSVILLE, N. Y. (Warren County)
Esther R. Kessler —_ Israel H. Kessler

PAINT-WRITE-STUDY-REST

at SACKS FARM

Saugerties, N. Y. R. No. [, Box 267 Saugerties 82 F §

Running brook for bathing and fishing.
Horseback Riding. Finest home cooking.

August: $17 per week
City Information: BUtterfleld 8-9683

THE HARMONY

COUNTRY CLUB
ON LAKE ANAWANA
HURLEYVILLE NEW YORK

© private lake and beach @ all sports
@ sun pavilions @ tops in entertainment

City Information: DIckens 6-3273

HHnmnnnnniE

ARROW-HEAD LODGE |
ELLENVILLE, NEW YORK :

CHARMING WELL ORGANIZED PLACE
HORSEBACK GOLF HANDBALL
TENNIS DANCING

City information:
DR. B. NEWMAN

camp NITGEDAIGET

BEACON, N. Y. g Beacon 731

JErome £-2334

ALL SPORTS—GOOD PROGRAMS—DANCING
Hotel and Bungalow Accommodations

$16 per week

City Office: EStabrook 8-1400

ANNOUNCEMENT
Twin Pines will be open during the
New Year holidays and in September—
daily rates, $5 and $6; after September
7, weekly rate, $25. (No services during
the holidays.)
Booklet on request
TWIN PINES on TROUT LAKE
SAMUEL SAIDEL, Prop.
P. 0., Lake George, N. Y,

A Camp for
Adults
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We Cover the
Battle Fronts

HE WORLD is at war—two worlds are at war-!

The same two worlds, in Spain, in Palestine, in
Weirton, Tientsin, and South Chicago. It’s all a part
of one historic world process.

How does it fit together? What's the connection
between a picket in Times Square, a private in
China’s 29th Route Army, and a Bishop in Nazi
Germany? Puzzling? Not if you understand what
each is up to and up against.

The way to understand is to learn what’s happen-
ing, and why it happens, on all the battle fronts of
the world. The best way to learn that is to read
NEW MassEs every week. Subscribe—don’t miss an
issue—grab your pen and mail the coupon today!

SPECIAL OFFER: FIFTEEN WEEKS FOR ONE DOLLAR

NEW MASSES, 31 East 27th Street, N. Y. C.

Please send me the NEw Masses for fifteen weeks in accord-
ance with your special offer. I enclose one doilar.
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