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HEN the Harper’s article which is

answered in this issue originally
appeared, it was the subject of some
"correspondence between the office of the
New York district of the Communist
Party and the editors of the magazine.
The party wrote to Harper's asking
whether the editors wouldn’t like to
publish the other side of the story: an
article by a professor who had joined
the party and stuck. In reply, Harper's
politely declined, remarking that it was
another case of a man’s biting a dog
being news, but not vice versa. Un-
willing, however, to give the notion
that it's not startling for a professor
to join the party although it is startling
for one to quit, Harper’s put it this
way: there are lots of contented capi-
talists and no doubt there are lots of
contented Communists; such stories are
likely to be dull. Therefore Harper's
wouldn’t be interested. Well, by the
same token, the story of a capitalist
who became discontented and turned
Communist should be news to Harper’s,
and any time the editors of that maga-
zine wish to turn their theories of news
into practice in this matter, the editors
of the NEw MASSES can put them in
touch with a number of renegade capi-
talists who have turned Communist.
Meanwhile we offer the anonymous
article starting on page three as evi-
dence in refutation of Harper's thesis
that the story of a “contented” Com-
munist is likely to be dull.

The polemics between Michael Gold
and Owen Burke in the Readers’ Forum
in this issue reflect the provocative na-
ture of some of the comments on the
arts in general and on the dance in
particular which Mike made in his
article on Isadora Duncan in last
week’s issue. We have received other
letters in reply to his piece, one by a
prominent dancer, which we will pub-
lish next week.

Likewise forthright was Granville
Hicks’s review last week of New Let-
ters, compiled under the editorship of
Horace Gregory, NEw MASSES poetry
editor. Several replies have been re-
ceived, including one from Mr. Greg-
ory, which will be published in an
early issue with answering comment by
Mr. Hicks. The editors are of the
opinion that this controversy will bring
into the open for a more thorough ex-
amination certain literary and zsthetic
issues which have lain dormant or
have been aired chiefly on an oral
basis, and thus contribute to a sharper
definition ¢f left-wing artistic prin-
ciples.

The larger and quite different con-
troversy which rages between the ex-
ploited many and the exploiting few
on a world scale has many phases,
with at least one which is constantly
repeated: the slanderous attack on the
Soviet Union which assumes its sharp-
est form when fascists or Trotskyites
are speaking. The capitalist press in
recent months has been given over
more and more to such attacks. The
New Masses is fortunate, therefore, in
being able to announce for publication
beginning in an early issue a series of
articles by editor Joshua Kunitz, who
has just returned from a two-year stay
in the U.S.S.R. and can from his own
personal experience tell just what is
going on there in the industrial and
political spheres.

And as we go to press, the news
from northwest China, where the erst-
while Red Army, now the Eighth

BETWEEN OURSELVES

Route Army, is reported to have its
Japanese adversaries on' the run, indi-
cates that we will hit the bull’s-eye in
next week’s issue. Philip J. Jaffe, man-
aging editor of the magazine Amer-
asia, who has just returned from the
former Soviet regions, has written a
definitive article based on interviews
with the Communist leaders and on
personal observation of political and
social conditions in the former Soviet
regions and of the fighting forces of
the new Eighth Route Army. Mr.
Jaffe brought back some six hundred
photographs, of which a selection of
five pages of the best will be published
along with his article.

What's What

Musxc MAKERs, attention! The
American League Against War
& Fascism, in codperation with the
Committee for Cultural Organization
and the American Music League, an-
nounces a song contest open to any
composer who wishes to participate.
Songs submitted should deal with any
phase of anti-war or anti-fascist activ-
ities: the present wars in China and
Japan, recent fascist developments in
the U. S., necessity for a united front
against war and fascism, or any other
anti-war or anti-fascist topic. The
lyrics should be original if possible.

However, the song contest committee
has a group of lyrics available for the
use of composers who cannot supply
their own. The songs should be suit-
able for mass singing, preferably with
a militant, march tempo. The judges
will be a group of nationally known
personalities in the fields of music and
poetry. Among those who have already
agreed to act as judges are Walling-
ford Riegger and Sergei Radamsky.
The closing date is November 1. All
songs should be received before mid-
night of that date.

Prizes from $10 to $50 will be
awarded to the winners. The winning
songs will be presented at a concert
early in November, and also sung by
a well-known soloist at the American
League National Congress to be held
that month.

All songs, whether prize-winners or
not, which are worthy of publication
will be published, and a 10 percent
royalty on sales of such songs will be
paid to the composer. All inquiries and
entries should be directed to Josephine
Bradley, American League Song Con-
test Committee, 112 East 19th St., New
York City.

Minna F. Kassner writes in to ask
readers who have access to facts con-
cerning any actual recent instances of
radio censorship to write to her about
them at 1359 Broadway, New York.
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She is collaborating with contributor
Lucian Zacharoff in bringing up to date
an American Civil Liberties Union
pamphlet on radio censorship.

The Downtown Music School, 68
East 12th St., New York City, an-
nounces the opening of three new
courses for the semester beginning this
week, as follows: the Music Dramas
of Richard Wagner, conducted by
Joseph Machlis; a Research Seminar
in Musical History in Relation to So-
cial History, conducted by Elie Sieg-
meister (prerequisites: knowledge of
an instrument, harmony, and general
familiarity with musical history) ; In-
tensive Course in Modern Music, also
conducted by Elie Siegmeister. Further
information can be had at the office of
the school.

In our review of . . . And Spain
Sings last week translation of certain
of the ballads was attributed to Joshua
Kunitz. The translator in question is
Stanley Kunitz.

Who's Who

YDE PARTNOW is a New Yorker

who made his NEw Masses debut
some weeks ago with his article “We
Won'’t Forget,” the story of the August
Workers’ Alliance job march on Wash-
ington. . . . Alexander Kendrick’s most
recent article discussed the labor-polit-
ical situation in Pennsylvania. Mr.
Kendrick attended the “Little Steel”
N.LR.B. hearings which his article
covers. . . . Martin Porter is employed
in the motion-picture industry in Hol-
lywood. . . . Elizabeth Noble has
written for Art Front and the publica-
tions of the American League Against
War & Fascism. She contributed a re-
view of the Museum of Modern Art’s
“century of photography” show last
year. . . Kenneth Burke, whose reviews *
we have published before, is the author
of the current Attitudes Toward His-
tory, recently discussed in Review and
Comment. . . . Harold Ward’s com-
ment on scientific subjects has appeared
in the NEw Massks, the New Republic,
and other periodicals. . . . Richard
Wright is a frequent contributor to the
New Masses and associate editor of
the forthcoming New Chlallenge, a
magazine of Negro literature.

Flashbacks

HE dress rehearsal of the resistance

of the Spanish people against fas-
cism began October 5, 1934. That day
marked the start of a great general
strike against the recently installed re-
actionary Lerroux government. Astu-
rian miners, who have not yet been
overwhelmed, carried their resistance
to the point of armed conflict. . . . Mus-
solini, for whom recent rumors from
Makale played a disturbing counter-
point to the sweet theme of Nazi
rhetoric, may recall a bit ruefully his
acquisition of an empire which began
October 2, 1935, when Blackshirts
crossed into Ethiopia near Danikil. .
Another Italian anniversary plagued
Mussolini on his highly armored junket
into the land of the Nordics. Garibaldi,
leading the fight for the freedom of the
Italian people, routed Bourbon troops
on the Volturno, October 1, 1860. . . .
And as Hitler and Mussolini made a
duet of their public protestations of
martial virility, they gave unexpected
importance to the celebration of the
fiftieth anniversary of the birth of Kar!
von Ossietzky on October 2.
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William Saxderson

A Professor Joins the Communist Party

Answering directly a recent article in

“Harper’s,”’ the author analyzes

the reasons why one man resigned from the party while he himself stuck

R. STUART BROWNE’s article explain-
M ing why he left the Communist
Party (Harper’s, July 1937) would

have interested me under any circumstances.
It fascinated me because, some time before
reading it, I had joined the party myself.
Like Mr. Browne I am a professor: we have
in common, that is, training and occupation,
we live in much the same cultural environ-
ment, presumably we think in the same way.
The experiences of one of us are socially
relevant to the other. Now, it is necessary
for the reader to understand the academic
mind ; otherwise he will not appreciate the
enormity of a professor’s actually becoming a
member of a revolutionary political party.
We live, by the grace of endowments and
our state legislatures, on the margin of society,
removed from the tumult and the shouting.
This cloistered existence develops strange
characteristics : reputedly bold as lions in deal-
ing with ideas, we are, anywhere outside our
studies, rabbits for timidity. I had taken the
tremendous step—tremendous for a professor
—of doing something about what I thought.
I had obligated myself-to follow the line of a
party, had pledged both my time and energy,
and had, in addition, put myself in consid-
erable danger of losing my job. I had not
done these things without taking serious
thought; I did them because I was convinced
they were right. And here was Mr. Browne,
who had taken the same decision and lived
to regret it. Obviously I was vitally con-
cerned in the truth or falsity of his argument.

One’s reasons for joining the Communist
Party are not those which lead an under-
graduate to join a Greek-letter fraternity, or
a business man the Elks: not for social pres-
tige, not to have a good time, not because

one’s friends are “in.” The party is engaged

Anonymous

in serious business and rightly demands a seri-
ous attitude from its members. This does
not mean that a sense of humor is anathema,
merely that there are also more important
things. In an intellectual discussion frivolity,
which is often veiled by the term ‘“humor,”
must keep its distance. We expect that a man
who joins the party will have well-grounded
reasons; we do not feel that the party is con-
demned when a member leaves it in a fit of
pique.

WHAT WERE THE REASONS which led Mr.
Browne to leave the party? Let me state
parenthetically that I make no attempt to
judge Mr. Browne’s sincerity; I accept his
article in good faith and will so answer it.
He states his position most clearly toward the
end. After two and a half years of member-
ship he has decided to withdraw. He goes to
see the district organizer for the purpose of
handing in his card. In the course of their
discussion, Mr. Browne makes the following
statement which, in spite of its length, I feel
must be quoted in full:

In the first place I believe that I am not tempera-
mentally fitted for the party. The rigorous routine,
the stifling of individual initiative, the necessity
for secrecy, the inevitable deception which forces
one to live in two worlds, these disturb my peace of
mind. It may be my fault, but I have lost contact
with my old friends outside the party, and those
in the party have no time for friendship. Before
I entered the party, no one could predict the sub-
jects which might come up for discussion when a
group of us met. Now every discussion follows a
path that is monotonous — perhaps worse than
monotonous. I feel that my intellectual life, poor
as it may have been, is stifled. I have no time to
read the books and magazines that are free and un-
fettered, that give joy and adventure to the art of
reading. My intellectual life has become dull. My
teaching, which used to be interesting, has not
flourished under the dictates of the party line. In-

stead it has become stereotyped. I have come to
hate my classes. The solemnity with which the
party treats every problem weighs upon my spirit.
I cannot believe that the economic conditions in our
country warrant an attitude which implies that the
revolution is imminent. Every unit meeting is as
serious in tone as though it were being held in a
cellar near University City, Madrid. The inter-
ference to my personal liberty is ne longer en-
durable to me. I’ll give you one example. I am
simple enough to take joy in the feeling that when
I enter a voting booth in the United States, no one,
in spirit or in fact, goes with me. I may vote
wrong, and I may have to pay for my mistake, but
I vote as a free man. As a Communist I voted ac-
cording to the line laid down for me and all Com-
munists by the Seventh World Congress in Moscow.
These are a few of the reasons why I must with-
draw. . . .

After hearing this long speech, the district
organizer gazed out the window for a while
and then said that it would be better for Mr.
Browne not to explain to his unit meeting
why he was leaving the party. The implica-
tion is that, since his arguments were unan-
swerable, the less said the better. The party’s
vaunted apparatus of self-criticism had broken
down.

In addition to the reasons he had given the
district organizer, Mr. Browne formulates,
more or less as a postscript, several others
which may be conveniently summarized here:
1) the party sabotages strikes in order to pro-
mote revolutionary ardor among the workers,
2) the party is working toward “a dictator-
ship with the name of democracy used as bait
for the masses,” 3) the party takes its orders
from Moscow. “It will have to become an
American party before it succeeds in America.”

Now in a discussion it is possible to argue
subjectively or objectively. A mathematical
proof, for example, is an exercise in objective
logic. The square of the hypotenuse of a
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right triangle is equal to the sum of the
squares of the two sides, and my personal feel-
ings in the matter do not make the slightest
difference. Other problems may be treated
subjectively as well as objectively. Descartes,
through an elaborate metaphysical construc-
tion, thought he had proved objectively that
God must exist. But Jean-Jacques Rousseau,
dining one day with a company of atheists,
suddenly rushed from the room in a rage,
shouting: “For me your arguments mean
nothing. I feel that God exists.”

Mr. Browne has naturally given us both
Rousseauistic and Cartesian arguments, but it
is easy to see which type he considers more
important. Those which seemed to him “un-
answerable” were, it is fair to assume, the
ones which he brought up in his discussion
with the district organizer. Others, of less
interest to himself, he listed in postscript.
However, it is just those arguments which
were not important enough to find a place in
his statement that form the most serious ob-
jective charges against the party’s work. The
arguments which were decisive to Mr.
Browne were exclusively of a personal order:

“I don’t like the air of secrecy. I've lost my

friends. I no longer enjoy conversation. My
intellectual life is stifled. I hate my teaching.
The party has no sense of humor. I can’t
vote as I please.”

These reasons are not invalid because they
are subjective. Continuing to feel as he did,
Mr. Browne’s attitude obviously set him
counter to membership in the party. But, from
Mr. Browne’s individual reaction to the
party, no conclusion can be drawn except the
one which Mr. Browne himself very correctly
prefixes to his statement: “I believe that I
am not temperamentally fitted for the party.”
That cannot logically be made to imply any
general condemnation of the work the party
has been doing.

The case is quite different with the three
postscriptual arguments. If the party sabo-
tages strikes, if it attempts, with the bait of
democracy, to land the fish of dictatorship, if
it insists against all reason that America is a
synonym of Russia, then it is wrong, abso-
lutely and objectively, regardless of Mr.
Browne’s temperamental peculiarities. With
this distinction in mind, we shall postpone the
discussion of these admittedly serious charges
in favor of a closer examination of Mr.
Browne’s personal griefs against the Com-
munist Party of the United States.

PROVERBIALLY, time is money. Mr. Browne
felt that the party demanded more of both
than he could spare of either.

His article gives us the following “typical
week” of the party worker:

Sunday: section plenum, 9 a.m. to mid-
night. This was a meeting of delegates from
the various units to consider action to be
taken at a scheduled plenum or conference of
the sections making up the district—unit, sec-
tion, and district being, in an ascending scale,
the three lowest rungs of the organizational
ladder. This meeting discussed such problems
as work in the trade unions, tactics in getting
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“Isn’t there any way we can persuade you to join our pirate hunt?”’

Daily Worker subscriptions, broadening the
base of the finance committee, etc.

Monday: union fraction meeting, three
hours. Communists belonging to other organi-
zations are called “fractions” in those organi-
zations. They meet to discuss the line they
should follow in their union work.

Tuesday: meeting of the American Asso-
ciation of University Professors, 4-6 p.m.

Wednesday: unit meeting, 8 p.m. to mid-
night.

Thursday : the Brownes had two faculty col-
leagues for dinner. Corey’s book, The Crisis of
the Middle Class, was discussed.

Friday: Mr. Browne, coming home at three
in the afternoon, was dismayed to hear the
phone ring. Fearing it might mean more work
for the party, he forbade his wife to answer.
They then went driving in the country.

Saturday: cocktail party for the NEew
Masses. Strachey’s latest book was discussed.

Tired and a little sad we went to bed at mid-
night. A typical party worker’s week was over.
I also taught some classes at the university dur-
ing that week.

Good God, I said after finishing the above
passage. I don’t blame the man for being
tired and fed up. Something to do every day
in the week, hardly an evening to himself. And
this goes on week in, week out, without let-up.
Then I went back and read it over more care-
fully; then, puzzled, still a third time. With
each re-reading my sympathy waned.

Try it yourself; you'll see what I mean.
Friday was completely free, except for the sus-
picion that the party had taken over the tele-

phone company. Or do Mr. Browne’s non-
Communist friends never call him up? Thurs-
day evening’s dinner party and Saturday’s
cocktail party don’t strike me as really ardu-
ous revolutionary activity—indeed Mr.
Browne’s main objection to them seemed to be
the quality of the conversation. Tuesday was
devoted to the A.A.U.P. Now in most uni-
versities of my acquaintance the local chapter
meets once a year; a few which are particu-
larly active may have two meéetings—chapter
meetings are decidedly not a weekly chore. In
addition Mr. Browne would presumably have
attended, whether he were a Communist or
not. The association is far from being a party
stooge. Sunday was indeed a hard day. It
appears only later in the article, and then indi-
rectly, that such meetings are held once every
six months. There remain the Monday and
Wednesday meetings as recurrent weekly or
bi-weekly affairs.

Thus, on analysis, the “typical week” is
much less impressive than at first glance. The
thirty-two hours devoted to the party in seven
days may be broken down as follows: eight
hours to social functions; seventeen hours to
annual or semi-annual events; eight hours to
regular party duties. Mr. Browne’s revolution-
ary activity for Thursday, Friday, and Satur-
day consisted in having two friends in to din-
ner and in going to a cocktail party. Further-
more, it is hard to escape the conclusion that
he has, perhaps unconsciously, colored the pic-
ture by including in a “typical” week two
meetings which occur so'infrequently as to be
in no way typical—and these two meetings ac-
count for more than half the time spent. At
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the very least, Mr. Browne should have made
clear that these were semi-annual, not weekly
or even monthly meetings.

My own experience has been that the party
demands no more time from its members than
they can reasonably spare from their other oc-
cupations. No one should join the party, who
is not willing considerably to curtail the leisure
at his disposal. The party is built on the prin-
ciple of an active membership, and there is al-
ways work to be done. No one, however, can
give more time than he has. To return to Mr.
Browne, I cannot help feeling that he might
have done more than he actually did — he
might even have picked up the telephone re-
ceiver on Friday afternoon — and still have
found time to teach his classes at the univer-
sity, with a little research thrown in for good
measure.

The mention of research brings up an ob-
jection to party membership not discussed by
Mr. Browne, which is frequently heard in
academic circles. In any leading university a
professor’s job is secure and his advancement
probable only if, in addition to his teaching, he
publishes worthwhile contributions to knowl-
edge in his special field. The time that is not
taken up in teaching and preparing lectures is
set aside for research. How then can he un-
dertake to give a number of hours a week to
work not remotely connected with his pro-
fession?

I happened to discuss Mr. Browne’s article
recently with a friend who is recognized as an
international authority in his subject. “I’'m
a Marxist,” he said, “and have been for years.
As far as possible I use Marxist interpreta-
tions in my writing and teaching. I speak be-
fore labor organizations as often as I can spare
the time. But how could I afford to join the
party? Whatever I get comes through hard
work. For years I've forced myself to set
aside every other evening for research. With-
out my three nights a week I couldn’t get any-
thing done. What chance would I have of
keeping my work up once I started taking
orders from the party?”

From my own experience this attitude is
mistaken. The party does recognize the extra-
party obligations of its professional members
and does not make impossible demands on their
time. This assertion is obviously unprovable,
but I present the following detail as at least
suggestive. Four members of my own unit
have, since joining the party, been honored for
distinguished scientific research by election to

senior membership in Sigma Xi. One of these

four holds, in addition, a responsible executive
position in an important business firm. Time,
after all, is what you make it.

“My yearly salary,” writes Mr. Browne,
“was three thousand six hundred dollars or,
since we were paid on a ten-month basis,
three hundred and sixty dollars a month. The
scale of dues ranged from two, cents a week for
unemployed to three dollars and fifty cents a
week for me. To this was added an extra
week’s dues every month for the International,
plus an occasional extra levy of a month’s dues
for the American party convention in New

York. In the two and a half years I was a
member only two of these extra levies were
made. Then there was literature to buy:
books, pamphlets, magazines, and newspapers.
Often we were required to buy bundles of
these which we were permitted to resell [but
which Mr. Browne, in his professional posi-
tion, could obviously not resell]. ... In all, my
financial obligations to the party amounted to
approximately nine hundred dollars in two and
one half years.”

If Mr. Browne says he gave nine hundred
dollars to the party, I believe him. What is
more, I admire him, and I speak, surely, for the
Central Committee as well as for myself when
I express my gratitude for his extreme gener-
osity. For actually he didn’t have to con-
tribute much more than half that sum.

If Mr. Browne paid party dues of three
dollars and fifty cents a week (and this I am
less willing to believe), he made an incom-
prehensible mistake in the light of his com-
plaint. An annual salary of three thousand
six hundred dollars is equivalent, in anybody’s
language, to three hundred dollars a month.
I, too, am paid on a ten-month basis, but I
divide my annual salary by twelve before pay-
ing dues and have not yet been asked to hand
in my card. Dues on three hundred dollars a
month were three dollars a week in 1936,
but were lowered in 1937. There is nothing
secret about these figures; they can be easily
verified by anyone who is interested. Mr.
Browne’s statements on the extra week’s dues
each month for International solidarity is cor-
rect. The levy for the party convention is not
a frequent one. There has been only one na-
tional convention in the last three years.

In conclusion, let us tabulate the dues a)
that Mr. Browne says he paid, and b) the
dues he should have paid on a salary of three
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hundred dollars a month, at the rate in effect
before 1937. After that date he should have
paid only eight dollars a month.

A B
Dues for thirty months $455 $390
International solidarity fund 105 90
Convention assessment 30 12
Totals $590 $492

To repeat, I do not dispute Mr. Browne’s
statement that he spent nine hundred dollars
in two and a half years. But, unless he made
the remarkable error of paying approximately
one hundred dollars more in dues than he
owed, he gave about four hundred dollars of
the total because he wanted to, not because he
had to.

He suggests also that he was forced to pur-
chase vast quantities of magazines and pam-
phlets. It is customary to offer for sale at
unit meetings left-wing literature which can-
not easily be obtained through ordinary chan-
nels. I have frequently bought such material
because it contained interesting information;
I have never been “required” to buy anything,
nor have I ever heard, except from Mr.
Browne, that the party anywhere employs such
high-pressure methods in disposing of the prod-
ucts of its printing presses.

There is, finally, such a thing as moral sua-
sion. The party is chronically in need of
money. Unfortunately, we may not employ the
efficient collection methods of Messrs. Hamil-
ton and Farley, and alas, our traditional
hoard of gold from Moscow is mythical. Thus
contributions from any bona fide source are
always welcomed. My New England ancestors
observed the custom of tithing. Since Mr.
Browne’s nine hundred dollars represents just
a tenth of his income over the two and a half
years, he may be credited with the revival of
an ancient and honorable custom. But in all
fairness, let it be said, he didn’t have to do it
unless he wanted to.

“INTELLECTUAL FREEDOM” is too important a
rallying cry to be sounded without good rea-
son. We must wait until the wolf has come
before sending in the alarm. Otherwise we
risk discrediting not only ourselves—which is
bad enough—but the wolf himself—and that
is far worse. The freedom of the press, for
example, is tremendously important; as citi-
zens of a democracy we take a serious interest
in the problem, we resent any attacks on that
freedom. But when we see the phrase invoked
to justify the payment of starvation wages to
newsboys, we begin to feel skeptical toward
the whole argument. Similarly, the same un-
happy fate may be in store for such a power-
fully evocative word as liberty which, now
that it has a league of its own, is in grave
danger of being beleaguered.

The academic mind is peculiarly vulnerable
to the intellectual freedom argument—and this
does it credit. We—teachers, scholars, research
workers in the various fields of science, natu-
ral, social, and historical—inherit from the
nineteenth century its audacious belief that the
search for knowledge is the search for truth.
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Putting aside any personal prejudice, any
selfish interest, we must be accurate in the de-
termination of fact, impartial in interpreta-
tion, honest in the inclusion of each detail
which may run counter to our thesis—for
truth, objective truth, should be our only cri-
terion, the one objective of our effort. Sad
experience has somewhat tarnished our first
confident belief in this brave new world, but
still we will rise as one man to protest any
attempt to block our unremitting quest for
what we know are facts, for what we hope is
truth. We are right to set such store by our
intellectual freedom; we invite our own de-
struction when we set gaily off to defend it
from non-existent attacks. While we posture
on the city’s ramparts, our friends may stab us
from behind.

Mr. Browne’s handling of this tremendously
important question leaves much to be desired.
As long as he is vague, what he says is im-
pressive and disquieting; his specific charges
lack body. “My intellectual life,” he writes,
“has been stifled.” But how? He no longer
has time to read books that are “free and un-
fettered,” that give “joy and adventure” to
reading. What sort of books are these exactly?
Mr. Browne does not specify. It may be that
his choice of words is unfortunate and that I
do him an injustice, but a free, unfettered,
joyful, and adventurous book sounds to me
like Gone with the Wind. Actually his words
are too vague to mean anything, but taken
together they spell something very much like
escape, which is all right in its way but has
nothing to do, except by contrast, with the
intellectual life. “My teaching has not flour-
ished under the dictates of the party line. . . .
I have come to hate my classes.” Mr. Browne’s
inference is that the party brings about a state
of intellectual apathy in its members. Our
reading, our thoughts, our actions, even our
jokes are prescribed for us in circular letters
sent out from Moscow. Sooner or later we
shall become automatons.

Just how true is this? I shall not deny that
the tendency to think along stereotyped lines is
a real danger. I shall not deny that there are
Communists who seize the party line as a
crutch and hobble along as best they can. I
have met Communists whose utter absence of
critical initiative and appalling intellectual
blankness have dismayed me. I have also met
readers of the New York Herald Tribune
whose dependence on Walter Lippmann was
no less nauseating. The intellectual attitude
which fills an inner void with predigested mate-
rial taken from without is alarmingly frequent,
but for the most part its cause lies in human
weakness rather than in the malevolent influ-
ence of Moscow.

When Mr. Browne attended his first unit
meeting, he learned of the existence of the
agit-prop, “the comrade in charge of agitation
and propaganda,” who also supervised the
political education and prescribed the reading
of the other members. The agit-prop in ques-
tion was a furniture clerk, possessed of a
hair-line moustache; his intellectual attain-
ments had never impressed Mr. Browne in the

course of his dealings with the furniture store.
Mr. Browne violently resented being placed
under such tutelage, and one is at first inclined
to sympathize with him. Regardless of intel-
lectual ability, the professor had certainly had
more training than the furniture clerk in what
Mr. Browne refers to as the “art of reading.”
On the other hand, it seems entirely reason-
able to assume that in the one field of Marxist
scholarship the hair-lined one may well have
been better informed than the professor—al-
though this may have been a bitter dose for the
professor to take. To shorten the discussion
we shall admit that the professor was the
more intelligent of the two—pointing out that
for this we have only the professor’s own word.
Here, too, my experience has differed from
Mr. Browne’s. No one has as yet undertaken
my education or examined my doctrine. The
only pressure on a party member is that he
should read, and I have found that since join-
ing the party my reading has ranged more
widely and has been more stimulating in its
results than ever before.

There remains the vexing question of the
party line, Mr. Browne rattles this skeleton
from time to time and leaves the reader with
the impression that there is something pretty
horrible hidden behind the arras. But here
again he passes lightly over what the party
line is, how it works, and what it does. When
I joined the party, I agreed to abide by its
decisions. This means that when the party
takes a stand on an issue, local, national, or
international, I will submit myself to the de-
cision and act according to the line laid down.
I will do this whether I think the party is
right or wrong. This is the party line, and
this, according to Mr. Browne, is the end of
all intellectual freedom.

At first glance this suspiciously resembles
the old formula of “my country, right or
wrong.” It certainly represents a voluntary
curtailment of my freedom of action. It does
not, however, imply a negation of my freedom
of thought. I joined the party because I real-
ized the futility of individual protest. Party
discipline is essential if the party is to exert its
full strength. The hierarchy of the army pre-
sents an obvious analogy, but the analogy is
imperfect in a capital respect. If, as a private
in the army, I go to my commanding officer
and tell him that his strategy is mistaken and
his tactics abominable, he will in all probabil-
ity have me shot. As a member of the party,
I have not only the right but the obligation to
take as much part as I can in-the formation of
policies. If I think the policies and tactics are
wrong or not being properly applied, it is my
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duty to criticize them and propose different
policies or tactics—so long as I do this within
the party structure, through the channels pro-
vided for this purpose. My criticisms and pro-
posals may very well bring a change in the
policies to which I see objection. This is a
process which continually goes on inside the
party. The strategy and tactics by which the
main principles and aims of the party are car-
ried out are not static things; errors are recti-
fied ; new tactics meet changing conditions. Ob-
viously, it is best to be infallible; the next best
thing is to discover our mistakes as quickly as
possible and correct them. Curiously, Mr.
Browne holds even the flexibility of the party
line against us and dismisses, with a sarcastic
fling, the party’s willingness to mend its ways.

I mention here only in passing the fact that
the party has a remarkable record for being
correct, if this means anything to intellectual
freedom, and it does, unless by this term is
meant the right to believe anything pleasing to
the mental palate, regardless of its correctness.

To sum up: the party must be continually
on its guard lest, in its need for discipline, it
overlook the equally great need for intellectual
freedom. And the party endeavors in many
ways to develop intellectual initiative—its vi-
tality is predicated on it. Observance of the
party line is not a curtailment of this freedom.
In the last analysis, the relative intellectual
freedom of a party member depends on his own
strength of mind, on his capacity to develop in
the intellectual integration which the party af-
fords. It is once again a question of whether
or not, as Mr. Browne puts it, he is “tem-
peramentally fitted for the party.”

IN THE FOREGOING ] have done Mr. Browne
the service of rearranging his arguments in a
more logical sequence. No one, carefully read-
ing his article, could fail to be struck by the
apparently chaotic nature of its progress. Anec-
dote leads to anecdote until the main thread of
the argument is hopelessly obscured. Under-
lying this intellectual chaos, however, there is
a perfectly clear emotional sequence. Mr.
Browne is not so much concerned with proving
the party wrong as with proving himself right.
Instead of performing an autopsy, he is danc-
ing on the corpse, stamping now here and now
there as fancy dictates. ‘
Time, money, and intellectual freedom are
not his only, nor indeed his most important,
complaints. There is a list of others whose
very miscellany defies analysis. I shall set them
down in the order of their appearance. In the
first place, Mr. Browne did not like the other
people in the party. Then he disliked the
“conspiratorial atmosphere.” He found that
Communists hold an unethical attitude toward
the bourgeoisie—the reciprocal attitude of the
bourgeoisie toward the Communists is not
taken up. He found that he was forced to give
up the friends he liked in order to cultivate
left-wing sympathizers who might be re-
cruited into the party. These he did not like.
All party leaders were dogmatic and dull. And,
as the dominant theme, Communists have no
sense of humor. They are over-serious, they
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are pedantic. They are as dull as dish water
and as savorless.

If Mr. Browne says these things are true,
then they are true—perhaps for him. As argu-
ments they are irrefutable, being clear out of
the field of logic. I cannot make Mr. Browne
like Communists when he instinctively loathes
their presence. If the sort of people he likes
are politically to the right—which would seem
to be the case—then he will be unhappy on the
barricades. Again it’s a matter of tempera-
ment—and more cor-
rectly his economic
position and social
background.

I shall pass to what
were earlier defined as

our author’s “objec-
tive”” charges against
the party. It might

seem more reasonable
to have discussed these
at first and at length.
My arrangement has
necessarily been con-
ditioned by Mr.
Browne’s, and in his
paper he has allotted
curiously little space to
the party’s action. He
seems indeed to have
little interest in what
the party is doing,
whether it is right or
wrong, successful or
unsuccessful.

In one section of his
article Mr. Browne
makes an almost invol-
untary admission that
the party is doing what
it sets out to do. It
will be remembered
that one Sunday Mr.
Browne attended a sec-
tion plenum at which
various topics were discussed. “Six months
later,” he writes, “I felt convinced that not a
single objective . . . had been carried out, with
one exception. Definite progress had been
made in developing left-wing leadership in the
trade unions.” If the reader will refer to the
agenda of the meeting, he will immediately
realize that this was the one objective of major
importance. It is necessary to get subscriptions
to the Daily Worker, it is advisable to have a
fraction in the Faculty Wives’ Club, but un-
less the party can maintain its leadership in
the working class it is done for. If all the
other objectives had been carried out except
this one, Mr. Browne might well have been
skeptical and dissatisfied. This one having
been achieved, the party’s existence for the
preceding six months was more than justified.

I have already listed the three specific
charges which Mr. Brown formulated against
party policy. They are easily answered.

1) The party sabotages strikes in order to
promote revolutionary ardor among the work-
ers. This statement is nonsensical on the face

of it. An unsuccessful strike, far from pro-
moting “revolutionary ardor,” tends rather to
bring about a defeatist attitude among the
workers, who have risked their jobs, the se-
curity of their families, and often their lives.
The party’s growth depends on the unification
of the working class; why then would it sabo-
tage strikes which are the best means of pro-
moting this unification? The essence of Mr.
Browne’s objection is probably this: the party
in its trade-union work does not lose sight of
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the ultimate revolutionary aim. It does not
consider the trade unions as a goal, but rather
as one of the most important steps toward the
goal which it has set itself. If Mr. Browne
objects to this attitude, it is hard to see why
he joined the party in the first place.

2) The party is working toward “a dicta-
torship with the name of democracy used as
bait for the masses.” I can only say that Mr.
Browne might have benefited more than he
did from the instruction of the agit-prop. His
formulation betrays ignorance of Marxist doc-
trine on an elementary scale. Communists
haxe never dreamed of denying that they
stand for the substitution of the dictatorship
of the working class for the present dictator-
ship of the capitalist class. What Mr. Browne
has apparently never taken the trouble to
learn during his eager search for “intellectual
freedom” is that democracy for the people
would be vastly extended if the working class
supported by its allies took into its own hands
the power which the reactionaries now use to
restrict democracy. To deprive the small
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capitalist class of any political power would
constitute a dictatorship over it to prevent its
restoration to power, and the Communists
have always said so frankly. But the great
masses of the people exercising this dictator-
ship would enjoy both in extent and in quality
a democracy never known before. This dicta-

" torship, it should be noted, is unlike all other

dictatorships in that it is avowedly and actu-
ally transitional, leading the producing popu-
lation which it represents to the setting up of
a socialist society and then the higher society
of communism. I prescribe for Mr. Browne’s
education Lenin’s State and Revolution.

3) The party “will have to become an
American party before it succeeds in Amer-
ica.” This is much the best founded of the
three objections. I shall not attempt to deny
it in toto because I feel it contains an element
of truth. The party as a whole realizes this
and is increasingly basing itself on American
traditions. Last year Mr. Browder toured
the country with the slogan: Communism is
twentieth-century Americanism. The reader
may decide in which direction we are travel-
ing. America possesses a long-standing revo-
lutionary tradition which has been unaccount-
ably neglected. We are at last beginning to
make proper use of this. We do not by any
means repudiate the necessary international
basis of revolutionary struggle; we do realize
that we must become an “American party to
succeed in America,” and we are working to-
ward that end.

THE PARTY played merry hell with Mr.
Browne’s private life. 'What has it done for
me? What would I have to say to the district
organizer if, like Mr. Browne, I called at his
office? Something like this perhaps: “I be-
lieve that I am temperamentally fitted for the
party. I do not care for a conspiratorial at-
mosphere—who does?—but 1 recognize the
necessity for some private matters to be kept
confidential. Since joining the party I have
made many new friends who have helped to
jolt me from a dangerous laziness of mind and
body. I make better use of my time, and, hav-
ing more to do, get more done. My intellec-
tual life is more highly charged than ever be-
fore. I have a firmer grasp on.reality, a
keener interest in what is happening, in what
has happened. My teaching and research have
become more integrated with life, have as-
sumed a new significance. There are, of
course, residual conflicts—days when I should
like to be a Left Bank expatriate, composing
obscure masterpieces without benefit of capi-
tal letters, punctuation, or meaning—or when
the great peace of a sun-swept hillside is more
satisfying than the sweated torment of the
cities, But such conflicts are the essence of
living ; I should be loath to lose their goading
force. Many of the things I do in the party
are of less than world-shaking importance, but
I know that even their apparent futility fits
into a larger pattern that makes sense. I've
exchanged a measure of my individual free-
dom for the chance to play a rdle in changing
the shape of things—and I've not been cheated
in my bargain.”
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W hat the People Want

T shouldn’t be difficult for President

Roosevelt to find out what the people
are thinking about. His long trip through
the West will bring him closer to the voices
he is trying to catch, but the chief things
the people have been trying to tell him were
perfectly audible in Washington. The sound-
proof walls erected by the economic royal-
ists in their press and radio have muffled but
have not been able to silence the people’s
demands on the administration. If Roose-
velt returns to Washington with the air of
having solved a great mystery, that may be
of some practical value from the standpoint
of dramatizing a “new” mandate; but the
putting of this mandate into effect will be
possible only because it represents the deep
and unchanging desire of the people.

The people want of this administration in
October 1937 the same things that they de-
manded, by a landslide vote, in November
1936. ,

They want more security, a better life.
They want better houses to live in, more
wages to enable them to live in those houses,
shorter hours both to cut unemployment and
to give them greater leisure. The farmers
want to have the program which was side-
tracked in the last session put into operation.
The industrial workers want a wages and
hours bill. The swelling tide of progressive
sentiment in the country will not be satis-
fied until such fundamentally necessary leg-
islation as the anti-lynching bill is passed.
And to ensure that when Congress does act,
as act it must in response to the overwhelm-
ing pressure of the country, that its enact-
ments will then not be cancelled by the
Supreme Court, the people want the court
restored to its proper place under the Con-
stitution, as a codrdinate branch of the gov-
ernment, and not as the sovereign power.

We know of no evidence that the people
themselves are opposed to the Supreme Court
reorganization plan. We know of no evi-
dence that the people have abated one point
in the legislative mandate which they im-
posed on Congress and the President last

November. If President Roosevelt under-
took this trip to really find out what the
people want, and not primarily to hold to-
gether the two-party system by reconciling
the irreconcilable reactionaries and progres-
sives among the Democrats, he will know
by the time he returns to the White House
that the people stand today where they have
stood for the past year. And then it will be
high time to call a special session and begin
giving the people what they want.

Boycotting Japan
THE movement for a popular boycott

of Japanese goods is spreading at a
rapid pace throughout Great Britain and the
United States—the two countries where it
can do most good. In this country, impetus
for the boycott movement has come from the
trade unions. At the A. F. of L. convention
in Denver, resolutions will be presented for
an official embargo as well as an unofficial
boycott on Japanese imports. In Atlantic
City, the Committee for Industrial Organi-
zation will simultaneously consider a resolu-
tion calling for a- similar embargo. An
especially prominent part in the American
movement has been taken by the strategically-
placed maritime workers. The British boy-
cott movement has reached the point where
the press, from the laborite Daily Herald to
the tory Daily Express, warns Japan that
continued aggression will bring disaster to
Anglo-]Japanese trade.

Short of actual collective action on the
part of the great powers, this boycott is
likely to be the most effective method of
restoring peace in the Far East. Japan can-
not prolong the war without the benevolent
neutrality of Great Britain and the United
States. From these two countries, Japan
imports most of the sinews of war, especially
oil, scrap iron, cotton. The money to buy
these semi-military products is primarily ob-
tained through the sale of raw silk and other
goods to the United States and Great
Britain. In July 1937, for example, the
United States purchased over six million
dollars worth of raw silk from Japan.
Japan in turn bought cotton and scrap iron
for the bombs and bullets which are now
devastating peaceful Chinese cities.

A popular boycott hits the Japanese mili-
tarists in their most vulnerable spot. It will
hasten that economic dislocation which
Tokyo fears most of all. It will hearten
the Chinese to continued resistance. Inci-
dentally, the American League Against War
and Fascism is sponsoring a mass meeting at
Madison Square Garden, Friday, October 1,
in protest against the Japanese aggression.
U. S. Ambassador to Germany, William E.
Dodd; Rev. D. Willard Lyon, former na-

.
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tional secretary of the Y.M.C.A. in China;
Dr. Harry F. Ward, and the Rev. Stephen
S. Wise are among the speakers. Meetings
such as this and boycotts of Japanese silk,
toys, pottery, and cheap rayon and cotton
goods are sure to be heard in Tokyo and
Nanking.

Misrepresenting the U.S.S.R.

S we read some of the latest lucubra-

tions on the Soviet Union presented
to the American public in the capitalist press,
we are reminded that “simple and unpre-
tending ignorance is never revolting. At
times, it may even be charming, but there is
little that more deserves contempt than the
pretense of ignorance to knowledge.” Thus
Webb Miller of the United Press in one of
his “uncensored stories of Soviet Russia”
proclaims in a leading paragraph that,
“Creeping paralysis has struck Soviet indus-
try, seriously affecting fulfillment of the
Second Five Year Plan.” A dozen times he
emphasizes the Russians’ anxiety over the
threatened non-fulfillment by Soviet indus-
try of the Second Five Year Plan. This
danger was “freely admitted” to him during
his three-thousand-mile trip into the in-
terior. He even saw it “caustically criti-
cized and bewailed by the Soviet press.”

The achievements in favor of Soviet in-
dustry and agriculture will be discussed in
a forthcoming series of articles by Joshua
Kunitz. Here we merely wish to point to a
couple of typical examples of ignorance pre-
tending to knowledge so frequently found
in reports on the Soviet Union.

Mr. Miller’s story has not only been
“uncensored.” It has been unchecked and
unverified. For the point is that Soviet in-
dustry fulfilled the Second Five Year Plan
as far back as April, that is, nine months
ahead of schedule. Every child in the Soviet
Union knows that. Indeed it was in celebra-
tion of this fact that the Counci] of People’s
Commissars decreed on April 28, 1937, the
reduction of retail prices of various manu-
factured products to the amount of 1300
billion rubles for a year. Actually, what
Mr. Miller has heard “freely admitted” and
“caustically criticized and bewailed” was the
threat to the much increased plan for the
year 1937. The figures he cites prove it.
Mr. Miller apparently did not know that in
addition to a general Five Year Plan, there
are annual plans which are quite elastic and
are made to accord not merely with the
general plan but with the progress of indus-
trial development already achieved. By the
time the plan for 1937 was being worked
out, it had become clear that the general
Five Year Plan would be fulfilled much
earlier than was originally expected and that,
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therefore, the 1937 plan would have to be
jacked up so as to ensure considerable over-
fulfillment of the Five Year Plan. Such are
the facts. However, a little slip of Mr.
Miller’s interpreter’s tongue or his transla-
tor’s pen—and hundreds of thousands of in-
nocent readers are left with the wrong
impression that the Soviet Union is failing
to carry out the Second Five Year Plan.
Mr. Harold Denny of the New York
Times is even worse. “One hears much less
of communism in Moscow,” declares Mr.
Denny, “than in New York, Berlin, Lon-
don, and Paris. The word itself is seldom
heard except in reference to the Communist
Party.” And again, “That goal (commu-
nism) has receded beyond the horizon and
is seldom even thought of in Moscow.”
When Mr. Denny asserts that communism
as a goal is seldom even thought of in Mos-
cow, he, it seems, steps out of his role as
reporter and claims to be a mind-reader.
He is more within his province as a reporter
when he says that communism is seldom
heard of. Of course, the implication is that
Mr. Denny is not deaf, that he goes about
the streets of Moscow, visits Soviet homes,
sits in at Communist Party meetings, spends
time in workers’ clubs, frequents lecture
halls and schools, and that as a result of his
free and easy contact with Soviet life, he is
in a position to report that the word com-
munism, while very popular in the capitalist
countries, is seldom heard in the U.S.S.R.
Unfortunately, Mr. Denny, like most of his
bourgeois colleagues in Moscow, has been a
comparatively short time in the Soviet
Union, knows nothing or next to nothing of
the language, history, or literature of the
country, has (for reasons both subjective and
objective) but the slightest contact with the
Soviet masses, and for the information that
goes out to his unsuspecting readers is forced
to rely on interpreters and gossip picked up
on the backstairs of the various embassies.
Naturally, in Mr. Denny’s Moscow the
word communism is “seldom heard” and
“seldom even thought of.” But there is an-
other Moscow, a Moscow of the existence
of which Mr. Denny doesn’t even seem to
be aware—the Moscow of four million
workers, the Moscow of the Kremlin and
the Communist International, the Moscow
where communism both is a word and a
goal, is an ever living, ever growing, ever
throbbing reality. We have on our desk a
fresh batch of Soviet papers, and under the
"date line of September 3, just a few days be-
fore Mr. Denny reported the disappearance
of communism from the Soviet vocabulary,
we see prominently displayed in all the
papers a wonderfully moving appeal sent by
a meeting of Stakhanovites of the city and
district of Moscow to all workers, engineers,
technicians, and employees of that city and

district. The appeal is much too long to be
quoted, but here is one paragraph reflecting
the communist feeling of the Soviet worker:

Our country is the socialist fatherland of the
world proletariat. The workers and oppressed of
all countries look toward us with hope and pride.
Fulfilling our international obligations to the work-
ers of the world, we will by our Stakhanovite
work, raise ever higher the incomparable banner
of the socialist state of workers and peasants. . . .
Comrades, forward to new victories of Commu-
nism!

Let us glance at the slogans for the
twenty-third International Youth Day pro-
posed by the Central Committee of the
Young Communist League of the U.S.S.R.

‘and published on the front page of every

newspaper in the Soviet Union (September
S, 1937).

On internationalism: “The spirit of in-
ternationalism must always soar over our
Komsomol. Let us bring up the youth of
our country in the spirit of the great brother-
hood of the toilers of the world.”

On communism: “Young Communists,
boys and girls, youth of the Soviet Union,
let us draw our ranks closer around a great
Bolshevik party! Let us hold high the ban-

" ner of Marx, Engels, Lenin, Stalin! Let us

dedicate all our strength, all the flame of our

youth, to the great cause of communism!”
‘The Stakhanovite appeals are read by mil-

lions of people. The Young Communist

“slogans are carried on placards in the Youth

Day parades in every city and village in the
Soviet land. The word communism is seen
and spelled and recited and sung and heard
in every nook and corner of the U.S.S.R.
The spirit of communism is everywhere.
As to Mr. Denny’s report in the New
York T'imes, well “there is little that more
deserves contempt than the pretense of ig-
norance to knowledge,” especially when it is
the vicious pretense of a journalist who un-
dertakes to slander the most inspiring social
phenomenon in the modern world.

It Must Be a Real Census

OME time in the near future a govern-

ment-sponsored census of unemploy-
ment will be taken. Eighty thousand letter
carriers are to distribute some thirty-one
million blanks throughout the country. All
of the unemployed and those working at
part-time jobs are expected to fill out the
questionnaires, which will then be collected
by the post office department. When the re-
sults of this voluntary registration are tabu-
lated and analyzed, it is hoped that for the
first time a full and true picture of unem-
ployment will be available. John D. Biggers,
directing the project, has five million dollars
to spend, and his work must be completed

by April 1.
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Certainly no one can quarrel with the
announced objective, even though the means
adopted are desperately inadequate, but both
the magnitude of the task and its social im-
plications raise serious questions,

Though it is essential to enlist the full
cooperation of the jobless and to reach them
all, there are other vital considerations. One
of them has long troubled government ex-
perts, namely, what is the proper definition
of an unemployed person and what are the
age limits and skills (if any) that qualify
one as employable? This country has nearly
seventy million people between the ages of
twenty and sixty-fivee. How many of that
number would be at work if jobs were
available? There has been a strong tendency
in the past to regard as unemployed only
those people who formerly had jobs of one
sort or another. This neglects both those
who wanted work but were unable to find
it and the yearly increment of young people
arrived at working age.

Thorough preparation and 2 realistic ap-
proach can solve these problems. Mr. Biggers
and his associates have the opportunity to
gather facts and figures of prime social im-
portance. Labor especially should insist that
this census be full and accurate and that no
loose definitions be permitted to minify the
number of men and women who want work
and can’t get it.

Childs’ New Labor Menu

INNING wage increases, free uni-

forms, a closed shop, better working
conditions, and vacations with pay, the Ho-
tel, Restaurant & Cafeteria Employees’ Or-
ganization Committee has signed a contract
with Childs. More than three thousand
workers in fifty-two restaurants throughout
Greater New York are affected. Organized
in July, the Committee was established to
represent eleven American Federation of
Labor locals in New York. Childs’ em-
ployees in other cities and in fact all chain
restaurant workers can draw encouragement
from the victory of the H. R. & C. E. Or-
ganization Committee.

The A. F. of L. Convention

HE American Federation of Labor

begins its fifty-seventh annual conven-
tion next week. Delegates to this Denver
meeting will deal with problems which touch
the lives of working men and women from
Maine to California. The play of economic
and political forces and the tremendous
growth of the Committee for Industrial
Organization have combined to make genu-
ine trade union unity the supreme conven-
tion issue. And just as the impact of social
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change is bringing new alignments in the
political field, so too, the A. F. of L. finds
itself driven toward a choice between pro-
gressive and reactionary tendencies. At Den-
ver forward-looking elements representing
rank and file sentiment for labor unity will
face a strongly entrenched leadership that is
determined to perpetuate the narrow, split-
ting policies of Green and his faction.

If the annual report of the Metal Trades
Department, presented to its recent conven-
tion by President John P. Frey, may be
taken as a sample, the A. F. of L. leadership
will put forward a thoroughly reactionary
and destructive program. Besides a bitter
attack upon the C.I.O. and the forecast of
an attempt to expel all C.I.O. unions, Mr.
Frey’s report sharply criticizes the National
Labor Relations Board, recommends that the
Wagner Act be amended to conform with
craft union policy and urges that the
N.L.R.B. be not permitted to determine
whether the unit for collective bargaining
shall represent craft, plant, company, or in-
dustry. A generous portion of the report is
given over to Red-baiting; the United Auto
Workers’ union is taken- to task for its con-
duct during the General Motors and Chrys-
ler strikes. And, of course, Mr. Frey finds
that a farmer-labor party would be contrary
to the “well established non-partisan policy
of the A.F. of L.” In fact, this document,
which the Liberty League could well en-
dorse, shows all too clearly the hopeless
backwardness of William Green and his
diehard cohorts.

A number of A. F. of L. unions, however,
have already adopted progressive resolutions.
The American Federation of Teachers, the
International Pocketbook Workers’ Union,
the Brewery Workers’ and the International
Typographical Union, to mention only a
few, are out of sympathy with Green’s tory
attitude. These elements at Denver will be
helped immeasurably in their fight for unity,
and the whole labor movement will gain
force if local unions and district councils
make known their demands, if they insist
upon a sound program and a progressive con-
vention. And it goes without saying that
only the principles of industrial unionism for
basic industries can be the foundation of
real labor unity.

Green Attacks the Guild

ORE than three hundred members

of the Brooklyn Eagle staff—edito-
rial, circulation, and business department
workers—are on strike. They walked out
September 13 in protest against mass dismis-
sals and the obvious bad faith of Preston
Goodfellow, Eagle publisher. The latter
had been “negotiating” with the Newspaper

Guild over a long period before the strike

was called. Ostensibly, the chief points at
issue involve: rates of pay comparable to
those prevailing on other New York news-
papers, an end of “company unionism,” the
five-day, forty-hour week in all departments,
no wholesale firings, and the Guild—not
the closed—shop.

Actually, however, Mr. Goodfellow’s
shifty tactics indicate quite plainly that his
real purpose is war against the American
Newspaper Guild. This hostile attitude is
given startling confirmation by two former
Eagle executive editors, both of whom par-
ticipated in negotiations for the manage-
ment. One, Lyle Dowling, is now on strike
himself; the other, William M. Hines, re-
signed rather than carry out the orders for
dismissal which Mr. Goodfellow issued after
having promised in a written notice that
there would be no extensive firings during
the negotiations.

Mr. Hines told the Guild:

It was impossible for me in honesty and good
faith to repudiate that statement [Goodfellow’s
promise]. I could not agree to the discharge of
forty-two editorial employees in the interests of
economy or any other reasons within less than
thirty days after that statement was posted and
sent to staff members. . . . I believe that the dis-
missal of forty-two editorial employees from a total
of about 170 constituted wholesale dismissal and
the plan to dismiss them in my opinion would
have precipitated a strike and the stockholders
and creditors should be made fully aware of the
danger.

An aggressive campaign is being carried
on to cut the Eagle’s circulation and reduce
its advertising revenues. Eagle strikers and
the Guild are receiving strong support from
other labor groups and from liberals
throughout New York City. Needless to
say, however, this militant struggle does not
commend itself to A. F. of L. leaders. In-
deed, William Green picked what must have
seemed to him an opportune moment to de-
clare war on the Guild. Hoping to bore
from within, Green announced the beginning
of “a militant drive against the C.I.O. unit
through its own newspaper unions.” In a
deliberate attempt to check the Guild’s
growing strength, Green said he would in-
vite all news and editorial employees
throughout the country to join federal
unions organized by the A. F. of L. His
expectation being that ‘“Members of the
Guild who voted against affiliation with the
Committee for Industrial Organization, or
againgt its political policies, will form the
nucleus of this new organization.”

After saying that all state and central
labor bodies will be instructed to expel Guild
locals and “refuse them any further coépera-
tion,” the A. F. of L. chief fulminated
against the dangers of dictatorship and
ranged himself squarely on the side of tory

.
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publishers by alleging that it was necessary
to fight the Guild “in the interests of the
newspaper workers and to help preserve the
freedom of the press.”

Nothing in his extended record of labor
betrayals better reveals William Green’s
hapless drift toward company unionism. And
it is a certainty that newspaper people the
country over will treat his siren song with
the contempt that it deserves. In a recent
issue, the Washington Guildsman points out
that Green’s proposals are an attempt to use
newspapermen as “cannon fodder in his war
against the C.1.O.” Coming from a Guild
unit which had sponsored the national refer-
endum to reconsider the Guild’s progressive
convention decisions, this judgment is espe-
cially significant.

London Pattern
OLITICALLY - MINDED  statistici-

ans might make themselves useful by
keeping count of the number of times Musso-
lini has been reported (1) ready to withdraw
from Spain, (2) determined to stop sending.
more ‘“volunteers” to Spain, (3) forced to
deny both preceding versions in favor of an
“unequivocal” announcement that (4) Italy
will help Franco until “communism is de-
stroyed in Europe,” by which is meant (5)
that another load of Italian victims have
been sent to die and kill in Spain. Generally
speaking, the first two “reports” have ema-
nated from London just when the British
Foreign Office was trying to put across some
especially odorous diplomatic - double-cross.
Last week, London cables reported that Mus-
solini was ready to be good. It was no coin-
cidence that efforts were proceeding simul-
taneously to bring Italy into the anti-piracy
accord. They know how to time these things
better in England.

There was no more truth in the report
this time than on past occasions. Mussolini
seized the opportunity again to strike the
Napoleonic pose in the full glare of the pub-
licity thrown on his meeting with Hitler.
This meeting ought to dispose of any linger-
ing doubt that the Berlin-Rome axis will not
be weakened at least while world conditions
remain what they are. Italy, since the Ethi-
opian adventure, is on a war footing even
though a general European or world war is
still* in the distance. The strain of actual
mobilization puts Italy at a serious disad-
vantage compared to other powers. That is
why Mussolini dare not stand alone. Hitler,
on the other hand, has found that Germany
extorts concessions from Great Britain and
France only when its bark is worse than its
bite. The alliance with Moussolini puts
Hitler into a better bargaining position, and
he is still making the most of it.
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NEW MASSBES

Next Time You March, Legionnaires!

A tin cup and one war is the measure of the difference
between the parading ex-Yanks and certain others of us

HIS year they gathered from the

I Rockies and the lakes and the keys in the

village green on Times Square and
kicked up their heels like goats in a pasture.
They yelled /# hoo-ce-ee and showed off to us
—who had never gone over there, never goné
over the top, never gone into action—that
they, middle-aged American bucks, had—
W hoo-ee-ee—and damned glad they were, too,
for not being dead and gone but were still
standing on the ground. Still talking with
their own tongues to those topnotch New
York girls. Still touching with their own
fingers the city things. Still seeing with their
own eyes the first city of the world. Belong-
ing, still, / hoo-ee-ee, to the body of life, not
six feet under long before their time. They
were crazy with wonder how the guns had
not gone through them but missed them some-
how and left them standing and permitted
them to be left alive and become middle-aged
and marry their women and make and lift up
children., No wonder they did not sleep or
let New York sleep.

They drove clanging boxcars, forty men
and eight horses, over my toes. They fired
their toy cannon through my hat and yelled
at the hole in my hat and the echoes on the
walls. They shot me with squirt guns and
yelled like hell when I got wet. They dropped
water bombs from their hotel windows, and
yelled like hell when they exploded on my
shoulder. They grabbed coconuts and oranges
from the open street stands and threw them
like hand grenades and yelled like hell when
one got me. They used hot boxes and jump
sticks on me when my back was turned and
yelled like hell when I jumped.

I was neither a sour-puss nor a wise guy,
I didn’t pull them in for assault or for house-
breaking. They were making sport, as I saw
it, of those objects of war that had insulted
and injured them once. They were remem-
bering how glad they were to be alive.

But never forget the dead, Legionnaires.
Never forget, you unknown living soldiers
who made a big noise to make yourselves
KNOWN, the legions of unknown dead in
Arlington and Flanders and Argonne—in
olive groves and wheat fields and forests—in
roadway ditches—in Soldiers’ Homes, in the
Florida Keys (their bellies floating grotesquely
in the Gulf, then burnt in a bonfire.) Re-
member them, Legionnaires.

I was a kid when you were young meén. You
came back up Fifth Avenue and I stared at
you. I followed your parade then and my
ears were confused with the marching and my
eyes dazed and I remember I got lost follow-

By Hyde Partnow

ing you. There was noise and lights. I got
fascinated by the round glint on a shining tuba
and I followed it and got lost and I felt tired
and 1 walked into Central Park, I remember,
and lay down in a meadow and slept. It was
dark when I got up. You were gone and I
began to cry.

Now I'm a young man. I was on Fifth
again and I followed you again. It was dark
when you went off and left me, alone on
Fifth, in the shambles of smashed boxes and
torn-up litter under the weird yellow lamps.
I stayed there in the wreckage until dawn,
walking about. It’s a fine dawn you get in
New York; I think you know it. As fine as
in any of your cities or on any of your farms.
I have seen them all. But this dawn I saw
was more than just day coming. 1 wasn't
tight, Legionnaires. I saw more than fifty
million ghosts on Fifth Avenue. They had
been hiding under eaves and behind doors and
in all the side alleys while you marched in the
Indian-summer sun. They waited a long time,
for the two or three hundred thousands of
you to pass. But after you left they got out on
the Avenue and walked. Their feet whis-
pered on the littered avenue, throngs of ghosts.
One of those ghosts was myself, Legionnaires.

Pull in those Sam Browne belts all you
want to, you still can’t hide those waistlines.
Don’t hide them. Do something about it.
Don’t lean on those official American Legion
canes. Throw them away. Do something.
Do something for me, the generation that
springs from your seed.

I listened to your leaders say you are
stabilizing America, you Legionnaires. I lis-
tened to them say this at the same moment
when outside you were tying up law and order
in a blizzard of noise and color in a hundred
different ways. While you were frolicking in
the streets they were passing resolutions lump-
ing communism and fascism in a bogey of
“isms.” They were forbidding marches on
Woashington. They were okaying neutrality.
They were resolving to “work for world peace,
to combat propaganda of international hate
and thus aid in averting the tragedy of war
and making permanent the blessings of peace,”
but the headlines still stalked the news—
JAPAN THREATENS TO WIPE NANKING OFF
MAP—THREE THOUSAND KILLED IN CANTON
AIR RAID—CHOLERA RAGES IN SHANGHAL

While you outside were pulling up fire
hydrants and ripping the stuffings from pillows,
the others inside were ripping up your right
to live and your right to make sure that those
who come from your loins do not die. You
were letting them divert your violence against
war into tearing pillows to pieces.

.

I talked to you, Legionnaires. Hundreds
of you. In spite of the bugles and clanging
and hog-calling and banging, I managed to
talk to you. I was the quiet young man whom
you squirted guns at and used a jump stick
on and you made a hole in my hat. In return,
I made you talk to me. Your talk was fine.
And your talk from the floor of your conven- .
tion was fine, too. It is the mood behind talk
like that which killed resolutions in your
Americanism Committee this year against the
C.I.O. and the Court Plan and the Soviet
Union. So much is good. Good enough, that
is, for today. But not for tomorrow. You
still have not seen to it that your men may not
don tin hats and badges to break strikes.

NEXT TIME you march, enjoy the confetti
and the streamers, the crowds, the music. But
steal a lesson from the others who call each
other comrade. When you march, hold up
banners in your hands. Hold up your slo-
gans. Don’t let your convictions languish in
monopolized newspapers. Bring them to the
sidewalks. Don't camouflage your hatred of
war behind a circus. Or, rather, don’t let
them make you camouflage it. Wisconsin, still
carry your milk pails and three-legged stools;
Iowa, your stalks of corn; Florida, your palm
leaves; Minnesota, your Indian head-dresses;
Pennsylvania, your mining caps. But, all of
you, come holding not canes in your hands but
slogans. Let’s see what you are for and against.
Toake sides. Let’s judge you. You must take
sides. Your middle-aged mission is to save
the young from the guns. Remember the beg-
gars in New York, the crippled and the blind
who play on saxophones and violins and ac-
cordions, shuffling through the crowds, playing
“Margie” and “Over There” and “Keep the
Home Fires Burning” and ‘“Mademoiselle
from Armenti¢res.” The only difference be-
tween you and them is a tin cup. The only
difference between you and us who spring
from your loins is one war.

Don’t dodge your duty to us.

You have the power. We saw you take
over a city like New York and get off scot-
free. No one but you could have done it.
Anyone else would have been arrested whole-
sale and jammed into jail. Charges of ob-
structing traffic, disturbing the peace, resisting
an officer, assault with intent to rob, vandal-
ism, arson would have been placed against
them. But not you.

Use this power. Don’t masquerade in
ladies’ satins even in travesty. Don’t hold aloft
reams of toilet paper even in mockery.

Next time, when you march in Los Angeles,
hold up slogans.
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Spotlight on Vigilanteism

The N.L.R.B. hearings on Bethlehem Steel’s anti-union
activities show how employers cultivate native fascism

in Johnstown, and the newspapers speak

of “the rich blessings of returning pros-
perity.” And Johnstown is truly blessed, say
its wealthy burghers. Out of the disastrous
Johnstown flood of 1889, for instance,
emerged a new and greater city. And out of
the dastardly steel strike of 1937, they say,
rose this new and glorious movement on be-
half of the “inalienable, constitutional right
to work.”

Not always has there been this laudable
concern for the dignity and the right of labor
in Johnstown. During the depression, for in-
stance, when the steel mills stood desolate, no
one seemed to care much about the right to
work. Around the barred gates desperate,
hungry men clamored for jobs, and the steel
bosses did not hear them as they sat in their
mansions high atop the hills which encircle
the city.

But the strike in little steel opened the
eyes, as well as the pockets, of Johnstown’s
industrialists. There was steel to be made in
the eight-mile-long plant of Bethlehem, and
scabs, strikebreakers, and company guards
could not make it. Obviously what was
needed was a rebirth of treasured American
principles, and the midwifery of the gifted
propagandist and fun-raiser, John Price Jones.
Luckily, Jones is a Johnstown boy. Gladly
he gave up a Harvard reunion to speed to his
stricken city and set the wheels of triumphant
patriotism turning.

A Johnstown “Citizens’ Committee” was
formed, headed by the Rev. John H. Stanton,
pastor of the Westmont Presbyterian Church.
This leader of the people operates in the lofti-
est and most exclusive suburb of Johnstown,
where the steel superintendents dwell, and
where the green grass has not been laid waste
by the soot from the blast furnaces below.
Two pastors of working-class congregations,
a priest and a rabbi, were invited to join the
committee, but it did not take them long to
learn what was going on, and they resigned.

Under John Price Jones’s guiding hand, the
Johnstown committee ran a series of full-page
newspaper advértisements appealing for na-
tional support. The ads were reputedly paid
for by Weir of Weirton. The keynote of
a fervent meeting on July 14, when a national
organization was formed, was ‘“Thank God
for Tom Girdler!” This early did the Weirs
and Girdlers put their stamp upon the Citi-
zens’ National Committee, fofmed to preserve
the right to work, even if it meant breaking
strikes, and to combat ‘“‘alien, destructive
forces.”

The committee, outgrowth of the steel

THE steel mills pour forth black smoke

By Alexander Kendrick

John Heliker

strike of June 11-July 8, is now under inves-
tigation by the National Labor Relations
Board in Johnstown. So, too, is the strike-
breaking activity of Johnstown police and
deputies, the connections between the city of
Johnstown and the Bethlehem Steel Co., and
the conduct of Mayor Daniel (“No. 1707")
Shields.

These are important matters that the Labor
Board is sifting. Johnstown’s bosses are not
alone in their militant patriotism. The Citi-
zens’ Committee has spread to fifteen states
and seventy-five cities. ‘Chambers of com-
merce, “law and order” leagues, anti-union
forces, all have joined. It has set up national
headquarters in New York. It has become
the country’s clearing house for the new
vigilanteism.,

It is easy to see what is happening in
America. As organized labor grows in
strength, and gains more and more support
and sympathy, labor struggles have become
deeper and more intensified. The old, brutal,
anti-labor methods will no longer do; the old
paternalism is outdated. Company towns have
revolted and company unions have gone on
strike. New anti-labor devices are needed and
so, under the cloak of patriotism, the “back-to-
work” movement has been launched. The new
vigilantes, backed by big business, do not use
the rope and whip. Their weapons are the
press, public emotions, and cold cash.

For instance, when the Labor Board sum-
moned Stanton, organizer of the Citizens’
Committee, it was told he was occupied out
of town and could not attend. What was the
business which was important enough to keep
him from appearing as a witness? He was in

McKeesport trying to form another vigilance
committee. To speak before that steel princi-
pality’s Junto Club he had to force his way
through a double picket line which bore ban-
ners reading: “We Don’t Want Vigilantes.”

Johnstown, citadel of Bethlehem Steel, is
the perfect breeding ground for vigilanteism
of the kid-glove type. It is a company town
pure and simple. If you don’t work in the
steel mills, there is no job for you except clerk-
ing and the like. Stores, banks, schools,
churches are all dependent upon the steel mills
for existence. When there is a strike, these
institutions suffer., They have not the solidar-
ity, strength, and backing of the workers.
Therefore they turn to vigilanteism, believing
they will thus preserve themselves.

Johnstown has been unfortunate in its pub-
lic officials. The present mayor, Shields, did
open strikebreaking for the steel company, as
will be shown. The previous mayor, Eddie
McCloskey, was a cheap politician elevated to
high office. The mayor before that, Joseph
Cauffiel, was convicted for corruption in office
and ran the city administration from the
county jail.

Things like this happen because Johns-
town’s mayors are chosen by the steel com-
pany. When a strike comes, Johnstown police
are supervised by the steel company.

The Labor Board hearings in the little
schoolhouse in Franklin borough (owned 96
percent by Bethlehem), just outside Johns-
town, have revealed all these things. Suffi-
cient light has been thrown upon the Citi-
zens’ National Committee to stamp it for
what it is—a vigilante band with top hats
and frock coats.

Central figure in the Johnstown mess is
pudgy Mayor Danny Shields, sometimes called
the “blood-sweating behemoth.” He is ad-
dressed as “Your Honor” by Bethlehem offi-
cials with their tongues in cheeks, but by steel
workers and the man on the street he is gen-
erally referred to as ‘“No. 1707.” That was
his number in the federal penitentiary at Lor-
ton, Va., during prohibition days, when he
served a one-year term for the rugged indi-
vidualism of bootlegging and for his boyish
faith in the axiom that all revenue agents
would accept bribes.

Aside from his natural love for law and
order, displayed when he swore in hundreds
of company police as deputies and gleefully
patted them on the back as they smashed
picket lines, Mayor 1707’s conduct may per-
haps be explained by the theory of conditioned
reflexes.

He is in debt, for instance, to four banks
and several business houses, including the
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notorious Johnstown Democrat, Bethlehem’s
mouthpiece. In Johnstown there is no doubt
as to who controls the banks, and for his serv-
ices during the strike the steel company may
by now have wiped off the $16,400 Shields
owes to the Penn Trust Co., the $1073.72 he
owes to the Johnstown Democrat, and the
various other obligations he has amassed. It
may even have paid off the $78,000 for which
the federal government has a judgment
against him, and the $1200 he owes on his
local tax bill, unpaid since 1931.

Shields was elected, God save the mark, as
a reform mayor in 1936, and he had the sup-
port of most of the local clergy. It is obvious
that if he represents reform, then the Johns-
town flood must have represented nature in
her kindliest mood.

The pudgy mayor’s gentle reformist nature
is best exemplified in the following remarks
which deserve to be hallowed as classics. The
mayor is sitting as a magistrate during the
steel strike, handing out one-hundred-dollar
fines and ninety-day jail terms to pickets.

Attorney for the strikers: Now, Mr. Mayor, don’t
you think Officer Kreis got a little too excited when
he fired a shot through a man’s abdomen and then
reached around and used his mace on this defend-
ant’s head?

Shields: I don’t agree with you at all. I cannot
commend his action too highly. I think he showed
more presence of mind than either of us would
have had. [The steel worker audience boos omin-
ously.] I think he wonderfully, wonderfully did his
duty.

Attorney: Shooting is not going to quiet matters.

Shields: We have got to have the police in these
times. A world without police would be like a world
without music—dull, a gloomy place.

During the first days of the Labor Board
hearing a parade of steel workers moved
through the witness chair, accusing Bethlehem
of trying desperately, if not entirely originally,
to break up the C.I.O. union.

Here, for instance, is George Fetzko,
charging machine operator, who was for three
years an employees’ representative in the com-
pany union, and who testifies concerning the
progress of that admirable organization:

Leonard A. Keller, N.L.R.B. attorney: What did
you do as employees’ representative?

Fetzko: Well, one time in 1935 we tried to get a
wage increase. We had a meeting of all the rep-
resentatives.

Keller: What happened?

Fetzko: We voted to ask for a raise, and did.

Keller: Did you get the raise?

Fetzko: No, we didn’t.

Keller: Did any company official ever say any-
thing to you about that?

Fetzko: Mr. Howells, the big shot of the whole
works [Frank E. Howells, superintendent of open
hearths] called me into his office. Harry Marley,
his assistant, was there. Mr. Howells said, “George,

. you are trying to run these mills. You are trying

to get men to go after more money. What business
did you have in bringing up an increase in wages?
There is where you started all the trouble. You are
a trouble maker and I am telling you for the last
time, stay the hell out of the general office. When-
ever you go to bring up something in a meeting,
why don’t you come to us to advise you? We will
tell you if it is all right to bring it up. We know
everything you say to anybody.”

“Which one of vou quys is the brains of yeur outfit?”

NEW MASSES

Then Fetzko joined the steel workers'
union. Previously he had been called in by
Howells. The conversation:

Fetzko: Howells said, “George, do you belong to
the union?” I said, “No, I don’t.” He said, “Come
on and tell me.” I said, “No, I'm telling you the
truth.” He said, “Them damn miners and that damn
John Lewis. They done it all.” That’s how I come
to join the union. I thought if he didn’t like it, I
did.

The Wagner bill was introduced in Con-
gress. The employees’ representatives met.
Fetzko quotes Clare H. Williams, their chair-
man: '

Fetzko: He said, “We don’t want that damn Wag-
ner bill. It is no good. What we want is to take
a vote one hundred percent with all the representa-
tives and send it to Washington. No, send it to
the other steel companies and have them all sign it
and send it to Washington to the Congress, that
the men in the Bethlehem steel mills do not want the
Wagner bill; it is no damn good.”

Fetzko continues: “I figured if the Beth-
lehem Steel did not want that bill it would
be a good thing for the working people.”

José Jaime, a chipper, testifies about plant
election methods under the Employees’ Rep-
resentation Plan. He called for his pay. The
paymaster ordered him to vote first. He said
he didn’t believe in the employees’ plan. The
paymaster said he couldn’t draw his pay un-
less he voted. So he voted. “Did you have
any privacy?” he was asked. “No, it was in
the same office.”

Hoyt A. Moore, Bethlehem’s attorney,
made much of the fact that Jaime was not
an American citizen. The boomerang fol-
lows, in cross-examination by an N.L.R.B.
attorney, Earle K. Shawe:

Shawe: Well, how did you come to Johnstown?

Jaime: I was in San Antonio, Texas, in 1927.
Some men come around and say, “You want to work
in steel mills?” I say, “Sure.” So they sign me up,
send me to Johnstown.

Shawe: Did you pay for your transportation?

Jaime: No.

Shawe: Have you ever repaid your transportation ?

Jaime: No.

Shawe: Do you know if it was deducted from your
wages?

Jaime: Yes, they take it out, but after a year
they give it back to me.

After throwing light on the Employees’
Representation Plan, the hearing swung its
attention to Mayor Shields.

The steel strike was called on June 11.
Picket lines surrounded the gates of Bethle-
hem, all along the eight-mile front. The third
day of the strike the same José Jaime was a
picket captain at the lower gate of the Cam-
bria plant. Mounted policemen stood a short
distance away, warily watching the pickets.
It was about six o'clock in the morning.
Mayor Shields came bustling up.

Jaime: He come to one of the mounted cops. He
said, “Get the men out of the road and break it up.”
So the cops broke the picket line. The mayor stood
by the gate and ‘called to a bunch of scabs across
the street. They come over and went into the mill.
The mayor patted them on the back and said, “Atta
bov.”
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Now the testimony is veering away from
general atmosphere to the important points—
the interlocking structure of Bethlehem Steel,
Johnstown city officials, and the vigilante com-
mittee. Michael J. Sewak, trim, dapper
burgess of Franklin borough, is the witness.
Martin I. Rose, N.L.R.B. attorney, is ques-
tioning.

Rose: Tell us what happened before the strike.

Sewak: A couple of days before Albert Bergman,
chief of the company police, and Ralph Hough,
assistant general manager of the company, came into
my office and talked about the strike coming on.
They expected a lot of trouble and they wanted
me to swear in the company police as special officers
in Franklin borough. They talked about it and then
they wanted to know how I was getting along.
Mr. Bergman said, “I understand you are having
a little trouble with your hotel building in Cone-
maugh.” He said he understood the Pittsburgh bank
wanted to sell the building for me for $7500. He
asked me if that was right. I said it was. Mr.
Bergman looked at Mr. Hough. Hough spoke up
and said if I would go along with them and do
what was right that little obligation would be taken
care of, and they would see there was enough money
in my pocket to get a good start in business.

Burgess Sewak refused the noble gift, and
a few days after the strike started no one less
than C. R. Ellicott, superintendent and gen-
eral manager of the plant, came to his office.
“He said, ‘My God, man, something must
be done. Just look at what’s going on. We
are taking a terrible financial loss. You must
go along with us.’ I told him I would not.
Then he said, ‘Did Bergman and Hough
make you any offer? I said they had. He
said, ‘Well, I will double the offer, but you
have got to go along with us.’ I told him
my answer was definitely no. He said, ‘You
will be sorry and you will pay damn dearly
for this.” And he left.”

Within a few days Sewak received an in-
vitation to come to a meeting of the new
Citizens’ Committee. It was delivered by a
state police lieutenant in uniform, who said
grimly, “You'd better go.” Sewak went and
met Francis C. Martin, cashier of the U. S.
National Bank and president of the Chamber
of Commerce, and Lawrence W. Campbell,
secretary of both the Citizens’ Committee and
the Chamber of Commerce. Campbell said,
“We want you to go to Harrisburg and
see the governor and have the governor in-
struct the state police and highway patrol to
go out on the roads in and about Johnstown
and stop the coal miners from coming in.”
(He was referring to the rumored, but never
materialized, “invasion” of Johnstown by a
“horde” of miners. The rumor caused Gov-
ernor Earle actually to order out the militia
and, to the dismay of the steel company, to
padlock the mills.)

Then Martin addressed Sewak. “He said
if I went to Harrisburg and done what the
group of representative citizens of Johnstown
told me to do I certainly wouldn’t have any-
thing to be sorry for.” But Sewak refused.

Perspiring profusely, Bethlehem’s attorney
tried to trip up Sewak on cross-examination
but couldn’t. He thereupon moved that all
Sewak’s testimony be stricken from the record

as “irrelevant, incompetent, and immaterial.”
He explained, “The witness was asked to do
something that was entirely proper and with-
in the law.”

Labor Board attorneys, however, declared
that the testimony clearly came within the
scope of the complaint against Bethlehem and
the examiner, Frank Bloom, upheld them.

The testimony becomes sharper and so does
Bethlehem’s lawyer. Robert L. Brunner,
Johnstown city controller, is being asked about
wage payments to special strike policemen
and has been told to pro- ’
duce his books. Company
Attorney Moore rises to
protest :

“We have nothing to
do with those affairs.
There is no connection
between the company
and the city of Johns-
town.”

Keller, one of the
Labor Board attorneys,
corrects him. “The complaint charges that
the company caused armed men to patrol the
streets of Johnstown for the purpose of in-
timidating the strikers. The connection be-
tween the city and the Bethlehem Steel
Company has already been shown. It has been
testified that the general manager of the plant
[Ellicott] assured employees at the E.R.P.
meeting that they would have adequate police
protection if they wished to work. It has also
been testified that Mayor Shields spoke at a
meeting of the citizens of Johnstown at which
Sidney D. Evans, special management repre-
sentative of the steel company, also spoke.”
Evans’s high-falutin’ title conceals the fact
that he is the company’s strikebreaking and
propaganda expert.

Brunner’s books are scrutinized and show
payments of $5000 to police for overtime
work during the strike, $500 for police
badges, and $700 for ‘“‘safety hats.” These
payments are for regular police and equip-
ment. There is no official record of payments
to special police, drafted from company
guards. But a taxi fleet operator, Jeno De
Rosa, supplies a clue. All five of his cabs, he
testified, were on hire to Mayor Shields for
the duration of the strike; cost, $500. Three
drive-it-yourself cars were also at the mayor’s
disposal ; cost, $966. Two taxicabs were leased
from Alexander Zack by the mayor; cost,
$380. Seven were leased from John Zamen;
cost, $780. Total cost of taxicabs, $2626.

All the money was paid over at the mayor’s
office, in cash. The cars were used by police-
men. “Ordinary policemen or special police-
men?” De Rosa was asked. ‘“They didn’t tell
me,” he replied. But there could be no doubt
that the cars were used to haul company
guards and deputies to the strike scene.

Sheriff Michael Boyle is called, and testi-
fies that Ellicott, Shields, and members of the
Citizens’ Committee suggested he send a tele-
gram to Governor Earle asking for help.
They helped him draft the message, and it
was sent off. Next day the troops were called
out, but instead of protecting strikebreakers,

.
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they closed down the mills, thus aiding the
strikers. The Citizens’ Committee and com-
pany officials were extremely perturbed by this
unexpected development. They called in
Sheriff Boyle and blamed him for what had
happened. They asked him to send another
telegram to the governor, asking for the
withdrawal of the troops. But this time Boyle
refused, left them stewing in their own juice.

And now we come to the actual formation
of the Citizens’ Committee. Among those in-
vited to join were two clergymen, Rev. N, J.
Woloshuk, pastor of St. Michael’s Ukrainian
Church, and Rabbi Abram M. Granowitz,
of Beth Zion Temple. Both attended the or-
ganization meeting, held June 14, at the Elks
Home. Both withdrew when they found out
what was up. Both are witnesses.

The Sidney D. Evans mentioned above
spoke at the meeting, Woloshuk said. “He
said that the officials of Bethlehem Steel are
making every effort to keep the shop open
and it's up to the citizens of Johnstown to
give protection to the men who are working
and want to go to work.”

Present at the meeting were Campbell,
Stanton, Martin, and Mayor Shields. Rabbi
Granowitz takes up the story:

The mayor said he was having difficulties in con-
nection with the strike and in managing the pickets,
and was very much disturbed by the violence. He
said the union officials ought to accept responsibility
for this violence and he felt David Watkins
[S.W.0.C. organizer] ought to be told if he didn’t
accept the responsibility, the mayor couldn’t be ex-
pected to do anything if a number of citizens decided
to take matters into their-own hands.

Here is vigilanteism actually being born.

Rabbi Granowitz also testified that he was
named a member of the Citizens’ Committee
publicity group, but he did not know who
wrote or authorized the insertion of full-page
ads in papers all over the country, signed by
the Citizens’ Committee. The publicity board
protested to Martin that it didn’t know what
was going on and was told it would there-
after be consulted. Ads continued to appear
without its knowledge, however. As to how
the ads were paid for:

Rose: At the first meeting were any contributions
asked for?

Granowitz: None that I know of.

Rose: At the second meeting on Thursday, June
17, at the Central High School, were contributions
asked for?

Granowitz: No.

Nevertheless, somebody paid for the ads, at
a rate ranging up to $3000 in the New York
and Philadelphia papers. It is no secret that
the money, $50,000, apparently came as a
heartfelt contribution from Ernest T. Weir,
of National Steel, who is having his own
troubles with the National Labor Board.

When he was approached by Stanton to
attend the organization meeting of the vigi-
lante group, Rabbi Granowitz said, he was
assured “it will be a spontaneous movement
of citizens to take up the problems of the
strike.”

Spontaneity, thy name, it seems, is Stanton.
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Four Letters from Spain

What an American in the fighting forces there thinks about is
clearly shown in what a seasoned revolutionist wrote his wife

RUBIN SCHECHTER, who wrote these letters to his
wife, died on August 28, 1937 of the wound he
describes. Schechter was section organizer of the
Communist Party in the Third Assembly District of
Queens County, N. Y., when he went to Spain. He
had previously served as educational director of his
section for more than two years after joining the
party in 1933, and was considered by his comrades
to be a model Bolshevik. He was thirty-two when
he died, a worker in the fur industry, a member of
the Omicron Alpha Tau fraternity, a graduate of
Syracuse University, 27, where he majored in Eng-
lish. One of his outstanding pieces of party work in
Queens was with the Committee for Equal Oppor-
tunity, which fought through to a successful conclu-
sion its campaign to end the Queens County General
Hospital’s discrimination against Negro doctors.—
THE EDITORS.

UR training has taken on a spurt in
O the past week. We are rapidly

shaping into a competent battalion
under the marvelous leadership of a “Mexi-
can” brand of commander (2 X 2=4). We
are being trained not in the bourgeois way—
their way is to work away at a man until
they have turned a thinking human being into
a blind, brutal mechanism. Our way is
to develop military understanding through
open discussion and lectures. Every soldier is
taught in such a way that he is able to under-
stand and think alongside of his officers. We
never say, “Do this!” We always say, “The
following is our purpose today. In order to
achieve this, you can do it best in the follow-
ing manner.” Of course this takes longer, but
your soldier remains a dignified, thinking per-
son, He grows in understanding and flexi-
bility. A dangerous situation is something for
him to think about and solve to the disadvan-
tage of the fascist enemy, not something to
run away from as the first instinctive reaction
of one whose thought process has been shat-
tered by bourgeois brutalization. Our army
is superior to the fascist armies because its
man-power is free. It follows, of course, that
victory must be ours.

It will certainly please everyone in Queens
County to know that Jordan is doing well
at the front. Bill saw him last week and
gave about the only dismal report I ever heard
about Jordan—namely that he had raised the
usual Van Dyke beard. It hasn’t hurt his
fighting any and I don’t think anything can
ever hurt his fighting. The unemployed move-
ment in our country should be very proud of
him and, because of his leadership, start doing
something for Spanish democracy. While I am
touching on the matter of aid to Spain, I'd
like to say a word to our comrades in Queens.

I have been rather boastful about Queens.
Watching the Daily Worker and the reports

By Rubin Schechter

coming through Dick and Harold, there is
plenty to be happy about. Certainly none of
us here from Queens would have expected that
in less than two months, the great American
upheaval would have shaken the stronghold
of the N.Y. Chamber of Commerce (or its
equivalent). The way organization and strike
action in Queens has grown by leaps and
bounds is remarkable. They are spontaneous
bursts of bomb-shell lit by the fuse of the
C.I.O. It is true that we had some organiza-
tion here and perhaps a Y.C.L.’er there, but
we could hardly speak of organization really
fixed among the workers. These bursts were
not the result of long planning. There will
be hundreds of such bursts until we can get
hold of all this spontaneity; harness and lead
it under the organized command of the C.1.O.
Then we will begin to have a movement. To
look at these bursts in any other way than
that of spontaneity will only turn our heads
and make us dizzy with success. Do you
want to test this spontaneity? I will tell you
how. Just compare these marvelous bursts
with the still crawling progress in Sunshine
Biscuit, railroad (although important na-
tional factors are here involved), Anchor Cap,
Lily Tulip Cups (even though we can record
a good deal of organization in this shop). In
these places we have done a great deal of
work. Over a period of three or four years
we have hammered these points with literally
millions of leaflets on organization and the
relation of the working class to nearly every-
thing in human life.

May 12, 1937. Rusy.
You HAVE HEARD of our attack. The Lin-
coln and Washington Battalions took decisive
parts in the great opening offensive. Right
now we are participating in a few defensive
actions. But not defensive in the old sense,
the sense of stopping a fascist advance. We
are holding and fortifying positions which we
have already captured. We are fortifying our
offensive. On other fronts, of course, we keep
advancing. Our battalions have proved
themselves to the Spanish people. Indeed,
there is a sort of whisper spreading that we
are shock battalions. Our American masses
can be proud of this. They have not sacrificed
in vain. We have struck deep into the vitals
of the despoilers of humanity. Soon fascism
will be in flames. .

I write these general lines during these mo-
ments when everything is far from general.
Twice during the course of these few sen-
tences I have had to stop and quickly flatten
out to keep out of sight of planes. (In this

0

‘case they proved to be our own planes.)
Everywhere the bullets are whistling and
crackling. Right now our artillery is raising
hell with the fascist lines. But almost daily
we have experienced the crashing and smash-
ing of their artillery. And as they have tasted
of our aerial bombardments, so have we of
theirs. I can say with all the pride I can
summon up that our battalions have been sub-
jected to two of the severest and most dreadful
bombings from the air, and that we came out
of them with flying colors; not a scratch on
our morale, As for loss of life, there is this
to say about artillery and aerial bombardment:
there must be a direct hit in order to do real
damage. Aerial bombardment rarely gets
many. It is successful if it manages to shatter
the nerves and morale of those who are sub-
jected to the bombardment. Strafing by planes
is #lso of the same nature. After the second
bombing we were strafed, but we didn’t lose
a man either dead or wounded. Hence our
total loss of comrades, dead and wounded,
in both bombings was extremely small. The
greatest loss of life still comes from the ma-
chine gun and the rifle; it still comes from
men who face each other almost within sight
of each other and shoot one another. In the
final analysis, planes, artillery, and tanks too
are auxiliaries to the soldier with his rifle and
to the machine-gun crew. They are peculiar
auxiliaries in that they seem to dwarf the man
with the rifle and even the machine-gun crew.
The most fearful electric storms with bolts
of lightning, crashes of thunder, and sleets and
sheets of storm rain does not give such a feel-
ing of man’s helplessness and tininess as the
smashing and crashing and tearing and earth-
ripping and deafening rips of thunder from
which all silence has been torn out of the
aerial bombardment.

Darling, the last sentence I finished one
hour after I started it. During this time we
were subjected to a terrific aerial bombard-
ment plus strafing. Again the damage is al-
most unmentionable. But how can you fight
this horror? In no way at all. You lie prone,
your face buried in the dirt, your body elon-
gated, you clutch onto something. You wait.
When it is over, comrades begin to raise their
heads toward each other and a smile begins
to flicker and spread. The curse words begin
to be heard and they also spread. Then the
tension snaps. Some begin to look around for
the hurt. Others begin to tell their feelings
and, of course, how very close they were from
a bursting bomb.

You can see, darling, from what I have just
written (and even from the slant of my writ-
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ing) that it is extremely difficult to write
under our present conditions. However, I
must write you just as often as possible so that
you can see my writing and know that I am
still well.

Permit me to finish off. Perhaps some other
time (when I can recollect many emotions in
tranquility) I shall be able to tell you how
often and how beautifully you appeared in my
thoughts in these hours of trial. I can only
tell you this thing to make you happy: I have
never once been afraid.

Here is my kiss for Toby. My love. Salud!

July 21, 1937. Rugy.

My DaRrLING, I was shot through the right
arm in battle on July 24. The fact that I am
writing you the very next day (using my left
hand, of course) will show you that it’s noth-
ing to worry about. The bullet went clean
through the upper fleshy portion of the arm
and did not touch the bone, which means
quick healing. I ought to be back with the
battalion within fifteen days. My left hand
will not permit me to describe the circum-
stances of the battle or the sensations of being
hit; only this about the latter, that if one goes
into a war like this one without fully know-
ing the possibilities, he is an ostrich indeed and
does not make the best fighter for the annihila-
tion of fascist barbarism. And now I will
end with a burst of praise for the beautiful
and loving and thoroughly scientific succor
which the Spanish masses have organized for
their wounded fighters. The very best places
in Spain have been turned into hospitals and
sanatoriums. - See where I am—in what was
formerly one of the greatest hotels in Europe.
I occupy a gorgeous, big, up-to-date room to-
gether with two more comrades. We have
our tremendous closet (for which we have no
special use), our three-mirrored vanity table
(good for writing and eating), and a large,
fully equipped bathroom (including the usual
ladies’ douche with running water—excellent
for washing the loins and feet). We are
served no differently from a private patient
in Mount Sinai. Only no one counts your
teeth to see how much money is hidden away
in the cavities. Here they know you by your
last name and first name, by the brigade and
battalion to which you belong, and by the
bleeding fact that you have been wounded in
the war. These facts bring inte motion
speedily and unassumingly the most comradely
and modern service now known in hospitaliza-
tion. Here is one more mighty indication of
the future, another Joe Louis wallop at the
punch-drunk doctrine of private initiative.
That’s all, darling. A few days ago it was
not easy to write because of the airplane
bombings. Now it is not easy for the want
of the habituated right arm (and hand too;
the bullet shock has a special effect on the
" fingers—it numbs them except for fire-points
of pain which suddenly piexce through their
deadness every few minutes).

Keep writing to me care of the Washing-
ton-Lincoln Battalion, Socorro Rojo Interna-
cional, Albacete. There is no need writing to

Bertrando Valloton

Rubin Schechter

the hospital. By the time you get this letter
and answer it, I shall long be back in the
battalion. Of course there is no need to
tell the folks or our daughter, who talks in
all directions. It has taken much effort to
write this letter, but it is a special kind of
love letter—one which we have never had
need or growth enough to write. You will,
therefore, surely forgive me if I do not write
again until I can use my right hand again,
which ought to be in about ten days. Give
my kiss to little Toby. To you my love, my
deepest kiss, knowing how you, too, are kiss-
ing me.

July 25, 1937. Rusgy.
My DARLING, as you can see, wounds are
stubborn things. My right hand and arm are
still not harnessable. My left hand will still
have to speak to you—in its rickety way, of
course. If it were just a matter of where the
bullet passed through, I would be ready to
return to the front any one of these days, so
well healed are the punctures. But it’s the
partial paralysis in the fingers (three of them
—thumb, index, and center) which takes time
and sometimes very painful waiting—until
the torn nerves repair themselves or if possi-
ble are repaired by the surgeon’s skill. Hence
you will be happy to know that I am under
the vigilant care of one of the greatest neurol-
ogists in all Europe.

Because I am not certain as to whether you
received my last letter, I will repeat to you
that I was shot through the right arm above
the elbow on July 24—a little before sun-
down. It was on the“now famous Brunete
sector, How did I come to be wounded? It
was on account of a mule (still one of the
chief methods of transportation in this land).
Our battalion was readvancing to a position
which for strategical reasons we had tempo-
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rarily abandoned. We had not gone eight hun-
dred yards when we bumped into a fascist mili-
tary patrol. Naturally, we strung out and
started to go to work on the bastards. But
we were short of ammunition, and I started
back for ammunition to our temporary base
eight hundred yards away. I got there, loaded
a dark-skinned donkey with four cases of
bullets, and started toward our fighting com-
rades. But the donkey had his own idea of
how fast to go, and he proceeded to stroll
leisurely down this field of whistling bullets as
if it were Sunday on Fifth Avenue. I spoke
to the donkey in my best English (I had too
much to tell him to say it in Spanish). I said
to the donkey, “See what a damn fool donkey

. you are. You think your dark hide will save

you. You think you are camouflaged. But
no one is aiming at you in particular. See
how the bullets are coming over in all direc-
tions. If you really had sense, we could take
this gap on the run. The comrades will not
believe their eyes if you come up with their
ammunition. They will positively adore you.
You will be a donkey such as never was on
sea or land. This argument does not move
you because you are a typical product of the
old order. You prefer to drag along at the
pace of all your forefathers when some real
speed would give us both a glorious lease on
life. As it is, you will probably be the death
of both of us. That is where you conserva-
tives always lead us to.” So I spoke to this
unreasonable donkey. And you may believe
me the donkey supplied me with plenty of
time to say these things. Nor was he a bad
listener, his only fault. was that he merely lis-
tened. And so it came to pass that it was
no more than thirty seconds after I delivered
myself of this exhortation that one of those
countless bullets swished, shot through my
arm, and I was forced to drop to the ground,
shouting aloud for first aid. A Spanish com-
rade, stooping very low, came quickly to me
and speedily applied the first-aid bandage we
all carry with us. You may be sure that I
did not let go the reins of the silly donkey.
I turned him over to another comrade who
came stooping by, with instructions for him to
lead the donkey all the way around to the
right and then to the battalion, since there
was no way of making him run straight
through. I also took care to take all the bat-
talion records from my knapsack. Then, as-
sisted by the Spanish comrade, I cautiously
and safely made my way back to our tempo-
rary home, where I delivered the papers to
the proper authority and myself to the medical
station.

You know, darling, that I am not. able
to write much more. I must revise my esti-
mate of my return to the front. Perhaps it
will be another month before I return. 1
cannot handle Jewish except with my right
hand, so I propose you read this letter to the
folks. Kiss little Toby. She will probably en-
joy the story of how her father was hit. And
you, darling, have no worry at all. Here is
my love. Worite me often. Lovely darling.

August 12, 1937. Rugy.
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“Heart of Spain”

The current Frontier Films feature is seen as having made
an original contribution to the art of the documentary film

of cinema activity ; how it can be socially

useful, how it differs from the enacted
screen drama, how it can reach the public are
vital questions. Yet one of the season’s most
important documentary films, Heart of Spain,
has been almost entirely ignored by the press—
this despite the fact that it is built on principles
technically and dramatically valuable for the
form. Reviewing Heart of Spain two weeks
ago, NEw MassEes called it “pictorial dyna-
mite.”” Evidently dynamite is too risky for crit-
ics to handle.

There have been many documentary films,
-designed to be informative and instructive or
to hold the mirror up to current history, and
some splendid ones, but few packed with the
emotional power of this three-reel “short.”
This is because Heart of Spain is a new kind
of documentary film. Literally forcing the au-
dience to identify itself with the Spanish people
on whom death is rained from the skies, it
drives its message home in a different way
from the usual documentary film. For when it
tells of war’s devastation and of unconquerable
human spirit, of the contrast between fascism
and freedom, between destruction and life, it
does so by virtue of a dramatic integration not
customarily found in the form, by a dramatic
impact made possible because of its makers’
method and approach.

A Frontier Films production, Heart of
Spain was documented in Spain by Herbert
Kline and Geza Karpathi and scenarized and
edited by Paul Strand and Leo Hurwitz. In
the editor’s handling of their material lies the
reason why the film possesses emotional inten-
sity not usually found in the documentary film
or short. ‘That, to atttain its fullest effect, the
documentary film must have sustained dra-
matic unity is the underlying principle. How
unity may be achieved is thus the problem
posed for the contemporary documentary film;
and the answers given by Heart of Spain point
the way for future films.

Unlike the enacted film, in which the audi-
- ence becomes emotionally involved in the in-
ternal life of the characters, their needs and
their hopes, the documentary film is made up
of disconnected fragments of reality—of
people, places, and events which the audience
does not know specifically in relation to dra-
matic plot. The documentary film must there-
fore find equivalents by means of which the
audience can be involved in what is happening
on the screen. Unless this identification takes
place, the documentary film cannot hope to
drive home the deepest and most dramatic
meaning of its material.

THE documentary film is in the vanguard

By Elizabeth Noble

Therefore, in making Heart of Spain, what
its impact on the spectator should be had to be
determined before editing or cutting could be-
gin. The meaning, implicit in the 10,000 feet
brought from Spain is stated in the commen-
tary: “From the heart of Spain, blood—blood
to renew life.” The dramatic line inherent in
these words had then to be developed : “While
at the front the Spanish army and the interna-
tional volunteers spill their blood to save the
land and the people ; behind the lines those who
do not fight or cannot fight create a vast res-
ervoir of blood to renew those whose blood has
been spilled.”

Thus war and blood transfusion are the
scenario’s core. With this tool, the editors im-
posed the superior reality of human reason and
feeling on the unrelated atoms of reality seen

by the camera. Cutting in the silent film’s best.

tradition, Strand and Hurwitz were able—by
building on the tension of opposites—to pro-
duce powerful relations between sequences and
to create not only the sense of historic fact but
also the sense of drama, of conflict, moving and
beautiful, poignant and heroic.

In analyzing the form of Heart of Spain,
it should be emphasized that the sequences are
not thematic variations, but true developments
growing out of previous situations and in turn
causing new situations to arise. The film’s
dramatic progression falls into three divisions:
(1) Spain is torn by shells of international fas-
cism; (2) to save the land and the people, the
army moves into battle; there is frightful loss
in shattered limbs and broken bodies, blood
spilled; (3) behind the lines, the people create
a vast reservoir of blood to renew the life of
those who fight for Spain and freedom.

Internally a similar pattern is found. The
first section, for example, is developed as fol-
lows. Blood has been shed in physically torn
Spain, the ruins silently declare. Yet—Ilife
must go on. Go on it does, almost as usual.
A sudden explosion, and people run in the
streets to escape death. Still life goes on, so-
berly, heroically. Another explosion, an
aerial bomb—TItaly and Germany are invading
Spain—and babies buried in flames. From
fascist threats, men and women flee the city.

The method described does not indulge in
analysis for its own sake, but for the sake of
the result. Spain is the burning issue of the
western world today. How better make this
clear than by the camera’s stark horror? But
besides observation, the record must have sig-
nificance added by its creators’ conscious inten-
tion. For this purpose, the method is a tool
of high value.

Heart of Spain applies the new approach not
only in the scenario, but also in the cutting.
From the 10,000 feet showing the work of the
Canadian Blood Transfusion Service in Spain,
scenes had to be selected not only for dramatic
quality but so as to enhance the film’s whole
movement. To prove the inexhaustibility of the
reservoir of blood, material had to be signifi-
cantly juxtaposed. For instance, by cutting
in close-ups of living soldiers in the Interna-
tional Cemetery sequence, the mood was estab-
lished that men die, but other men will take
their place, until Spain is free.

These ideas controlled commentary and
musical arrangement as well. Lacking direct
shots of blood, yet wishing to begin the film
with its hero, blood, the editors had recourse
to: “Silent. Blood has been spilled here.”
Spoken as the spectator sees Madrid’s ruined
buildings, these words become a part of the vis-
ual image’s syntax.

So with the music. For the wounded at the
front, music with the tearing effect of wounds.
For the hospital, two guitars playing a sad
and gentle Spanish folk air. At the end, re-
newal, new life: a soldier handing another a
cigarette, a nurse smiling, an elderly woman
coming to see the wounded soldier to whom
her donated blood has been given, and over all
a woman’s throaty voice singing an heroic
fandaguilla. By such an apparently simple de-
vice, the film builds to a resolution of hope
and invincible courage.

In a coda, symbols are recapitulated: the
blood bottle filling up, arms reaching out to
give their blood, the loyaljst salute, citizen-sol-
diers marching. “Win the war” becomes the
most noble sentiment, while the musical leit-
motif, the theme with which the film began,
now concludes it, leaving ear and eye with a
completed whole.

By this method, the makers of Heart of
8pain have produced one of the finest of docu-
mentary films, a film of which some of Holly-
wood’s leading actors and directors wired on
opening night, “unanimously acclaimed the
most compelling document ever shown of war-
torn Spain.” Thus it is demonstrated how, by
the union of feeling and of craft, art may ap-
proach the stature of reality.



John Heliker
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Another Hollywood Picture

Progressive actors, writers, readers, and directors are fighting
against the reactionary unionists and their allies, the employers

OLLYWOOD is a city of paradoxes,
H contradictions, and sophistries, pretty

much like any other industrial city.
The air is cleaner, the sun shines more often,
but it is still a company town just as Ali-
quippa, Pa., and the others are. True, in the
steel and coal towns, there are company stores
and the like, and in Hollywood they allow
you to spend your money as you please, but in
most other respects Hollywood conforms to
the fascist pattern. To the world at large,
Hollywood means glamorous stars, tempera-
mental directors, and fabulously paid screen
writers. It is the Glamour City, and the
streets are paved with gold—and fat con-
tracts.

Let me disabuse you.

For every swimming pool there are a thou-
sand furnished rooms with “the shower down
the hall.” For every Rolls Royce there are a
hundred Chevvies barely able to limp from
studio to studio. It is time the vast majority
of workers in the cinema capital were taken
into account.

The carpenters, electricians, make-up art-
ists, utility workers, and the like are well or-
ganized. This does not mean that they are
members of democratic, rank-and-file unions.
On the contrary, they are members of A. F.
of L. unions subject to the worst abuses of
the craft-union system. All are run from the
top by bureaucratic, dictatorial officers. These
misleaders are cognizant of the strong C.I.O.
sentiment on the lots and are making desper-
ate efforts to retain control. They work hand
in glove with Pat Casey, the bosses’ labor re-
lations expert, and are making a drive to take
over the entire industry on an “industrial-
craft-company-union” basis. This is in line
with George Brown’s boast at the Tampa
convention of the A. F. of L. that he would
show the C.I.O. a thing or two about organiz-
ing. Brown is head of the International Al-
liance of Theatrical Stage Employees which
is now making these sweeping jurisdictional
claims.

This drive is now under way with the
1.A.T.S.E. attempting to absorb all workers
from sweepers to directors. Here is a battle
that will be fought on many fronts. The in-
dependent guilds are putting up a determined
fight, and the battle will not soon cease. En-
lightened workers know what Brown and his
stooge, Bioff, will lead them into. Enlightened
workers are banding together to stop the drive.
We may expect to hear much from the Hol-
lywood labor front in the future.

The white-collar workers are organized into
Studio Employee Associations with dollar-a-
year membership dues. Calls to meetings have

By Martin Porter

been posted on studio bulletin boards, meet-
ings attended on company time, employees
paid for distribution of company-union litera-
ture and petitions, company lawyers engaged.
No worker has dared raise his voice in pro-
test—the Hollywood blacklist is merciless, un-
forgetting, and efficient. As sops to the white-
collar employees, the studios have granted
slight wage increases, vacations, sick leave, and
the like. A studio official present at a white-
collar workers’ meeting made this statement:
“You are here today because the studios have
the choice of three evils: the C.I.O., the
A, F. of L., and the employee-association plan.
We chose the latter. Mr. , your law-
yer, will now read the constitution.”

The cutters, artists and illustrators, art di-
rectors, set designers, draughtsmen, and inter-
ior decorators are also organized—in guilds
with non-union status,

The actors are members of the Screen
Actors’ Guild which holds its A. F. of L.
charter through the Actors’ Equity Asso-
ciation and is the only incorporated trade
union in the United States. Ostensibly, the
guild was formed to “help the poor extra”’—
actually, it operates to enslave the extra and
the small-part and bit player. The 50 percent
salary cut at the bottom of the depression
frightened the stars and featured players into
action, and the S.A.G. was born.

Being a corporation, there is stock.

The Senior Guilders—those who earn more

than two hundred and fifty dollars a week—
hold voting stock. Members of the Junior
Guild are given non-voting stock and have
no say in the management of the S.A.G. In
other words, the eleven or twelve thousand
members of the Junior Guild have no vote,
are not consulted, can make no protest, and
take no action. The less than a thousand
Senior Guilders have provided themselves
with an effective weapon for their own use.
The Junior Guilders pay high dues (“to keep
out the non-professionals and distribute the
work”) and have gotten nothing out of their
association with their “betters.” At the last
general meeting the members of the Junior
and Senior Guilds were segregated. They
used separate entrances and the aisles were pa-
trolled by hired thugs to prevent any protest
from militant actors.

At the same time, pressure was brought to
bear on progressive Senior Guilders who felt
a responsibility toward their fellow workers,
and they were effectively and efficiently si-
lenced. It must be stated that certain mili-
tant actors familiar with the situation and
sensing what was ahead did raise their voices.
By manipulation of the microphone, the chair
drowned out their speeches and much of what
they said was lost in the vast reaches of the
Legion Stadium. However, there were willing
listeners, and actors are beginning to question
the infamous ten-year no-strike agreement
with the producers.

Junior Guilders must realize that they have
skill and talent, that their work is an impor-
tant, integral part of the industry, that they
are being used by the fat boys on top for their
own selfish ends. They must realize, as many
of them do at last, that their only hope for se-
curity is through control of Central Casting
and the abolition of the Call Bureau.

Hollywood picture directors are organized
in the Screen Directors’ Guild. They are a
great potential force for decent trade union-
ism in the industry although they have, at
present, no direct affiliation with any other
union or guild.

Directors in Hollywood do not strut about
in open-neck shirts with leather puttees on
their legs. They are hard-working, résponsi-
ble artists to whose hands the actual work of
picture making is entrusted. Some of them
receive tremendous sums per picture, others
are engaged under weekly term contracts, a
large number of them shift from studio to
studio as best they can—and many of them
are unemployed. They work, these directors,
under constant pressure from the producers,
who have a budget to meet that has been set
for them by the front office. Many directors
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put in eighteen and twenty hours of work a
day. They have no control of the cutting and
assembling of the picture (except in a few
isolated instances). The actual work of cut-
ting and assembling is controlled by the pro-
ducer and the front office. Directors with a
point of view or who have made a picture
with a definite mood in mind all too often find
that the powers-that-be have maltreated and
butchered their product.

The S.D.G. is still an unknown factor in
the field. It is a guild that had renascence
under the provisions of the Wagner Act. It
is too early to prophesy its course and direc-

tion. However, the S.D.G., like the actors and

writers, have made clear to Brown and Bioff
that they will have no part in the L.A.T.S.E.
jurisdictional claim. They insist that the

- S.D.G. will continue to speak and act for its
own membership.

The Screen Writers’ Guild of the Authors’
League of America is also a direct result of
the Wagner Act’s provisions. A year ago last
May, company stooges scuttled the S.W.G.,
formed the Screen Playwrights, a company-
spawned organization, and the SW.G. lay
dormant. With the Federation of Motion
Picture Crafts on strike and the S.A.G. talk-
ing action, a group of progressive writers was
able to force the old Guild board into action.
The rank and file made it clear from the be-
ginning that they wanted leadership from be-
low and control of strategy and tactics. They
elected a progressive slate and, in a short time,
have grown until they now have over five
hundred members. They are demanding that
the producers recognize them as the sole bar-
gaining agent for screen writers under the
provisions of the Wagner Act. The National
Labor Relations Board has ordered a hear-
ing on the question of whether an elec-
tion should be held to determine the bargain-
ing agency. (The result of this hearing may be
known by the time this issue appears.) The
Screen Playwrights are fighting this election
tooth and nail on the ground that the Wag-
ner Act does not apply to screen writers and
that writers are no more to be considered em-
ployees than is the president of a bank.

Soon after the Screen Playwrights scuttled
the S.W.G the producers recognized them as
the bargaining agent for the writers. That
this company agreement failed to touch on the
vital problems of the writers the Screen Play-
wrights ignore.

The wage scale for writers as well as for
the other creative professions is disproportion-
ate. On the one hand, we find a Ben Hecht
with a reputed . six-thousand-dollar-a-week
salary and at the other end of the scale there
is Mr. Average Writer who may earn as lit-
tle as fifty dollars a week—when he can get
it. This does not mean that Mr. Hecht is
not worth his salary or that Mr. Average
Writer is being overpaid. Writing is still one
of the arts and one man’s opinion is as good
as another’s. .

The matter of “screen credits” is a sore
problem with most writers. Often they do
the rough, brain-racking work on a script
only to find that it has been assigned to a

more important writer who receives complete
credit for the film, Woriters feel that their
work on a picture is worthy of recognition.
Actors, directors, and producers are known to
the general public, but the screen writer is
still largely anonymous. In France, England,
and the U.S.S.R., the writer’s importance is
understood and they receive their full share
of encomiums. It is true that the “code” of
the Screen Playwrights covers this point, but
the phrasing is vague and there is no real ma-
chinery for compelling the enforcement of its
provisions. ,

Several of the companies have lured young
collegians with writing talent to Hollywood
with typical “golden” promises. These young
men and women find themselves employed
at twenty-five dollars a week. The producers
operate on the theory that if they can get one
good idea from these youngsters, the entire
course of employment is paid for.

There is no reason why a minimum salary
should not be established for writers. Pro-
ducers will meet this argument in various
fashions, but the fact remains that minimum
wages have been set for most of the industry.

It is a common practice for the independent
studios to purchase an idea for as little as
$100. They then advance another $200 and
order the writer to develop his story. It is
agreed that the studio will make a further
payment—a more substantial one—if the bal-
ance of the work is acceptable. The writer
spends a month or six weeks on the script—
for $200—only to find that the studio does
not like what he has done. He is dismissed,
and the story and its development become the
property of the studio—which orders another
underpaid writer to finish the job.

There is another group of motion-picture
workers—the screen readers—these poor peo-
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ple who spend their lives reading plays, steries,
novels, and the like in search of possible screen
fare. Most of the companies maintain perma-
nent staffs of readers who receive from $22.50
to $50 a week. For this they are expected to
read an incredible number of pieces. They
work under pressure as there is keen competi-
tion among the studios for material, and it is
important that Superba Films read Mr. Har-
old Bell Wright before Colossal does. The
speed-up is used constantly and is a continual
nightmare. Protests of readers are hushed by
the bosses, who point out that many readers
have become writers—whereat the poor reader
is sent back to his or her cell with hopes high
and eyes a-gleam. '

In addition to the “inside” readers, there
are “outside” readers. These are on piece-
work, being paid so much per play or story.
During the last few years the efficiency ex-
perts have evolved a new sort of system. If,
in the reader’s judgment, a story he is assigned
to read is screen material, he is paid five or
six dollars. On the other hand, if the reader
is certain that the studio will not be inter-
ested in the story and rejects it, he is paid
two dollars.

There are readers in Hollywood and some
in New York. Their plight is equally bad
on both sides of the continent.

I have touched on but a small part of the
Hollywood picture. It is impossible to go into
further detail within the limited scope of a
single article. By this time, the reader must
realize that the problem of the film worker
is the problem of every worker.

The next time you go to your local movie
palace, whether it be in Kalamazoo or on
Broadway, remember the film workers and
their struggle. It is inextricably linked with

your own.

Robert Joyce

“So you found rats’ whiskers in our delicious pumpkin pie? So what?”
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Owen Burke and Michael Gold on Isadora Duncan—Another view of army life

To THE NEwW MASssgs:

Mike Gold may have known Isadora Duncan,
found in her a “complete vision of life and revolu-
tion,” but his knowledge of the young revolutionary
dancers seems a bit meager and confused. There
isn’t even the evidence in his story on Duncan that
he has seen Anna Sokolow’s Strange American
Funeral danced to his own poem.

Isadora “belongs to us forever,” says Mike. And
she does. Not because he says so, but, and contrary
to his rhetorical question, because there isn’t a young
dancer in the whole country that doesn’t know the
great pioneer’s work.

No, the young dancers are not “dancing democ-
racy” particularly, but it isn’t likely that an Anna
Sokolow dancing anti-fascist satire or a Sophie
Maslow dancing Twe Songs for Lemin will ever
dance an imperialist ballet. Nor will they ever say,
as Isadora did, that Nietzsche gave dance its
“spirit.”

Isadora was as great a pioneer as Mike Gold in-
dicates, for all the broad romantic sentimentality of
her work and life. But there’s no reason to deprecate
the metal of the younger dancers. Isadora’s record
speaks for her. The young dancers are still fashion-
ing theirs, and doing a good job of it.

True enough, for some time the dance “sub-
stituted geometry and technique for emotion and
the spirit,” but it was a passing phase in the de-
velopment of a new language, and it wasn't long
in passing. Isadora was never the “old devotee sur-
rounded by the young philistines of a new sophisti-
cation.” Isadora was dead long before this short
period set in.

These “philistines,” incidentally, now stir audi-
ences—as Isadora never could—with Negro songs
of protest, with passionate protest against fascist in-
vasion, with unequivocal damnation of imperialist
wars. Nor did these “philistines” run away from
their America, as Isadora did. You'll find the Vir-
ginia. reel, the round and square dances of our
American ancestry in the dances of our young rev-
olutionaries. The “young philistines” turned to the
“American folk-life” as Isadora never could. The
Irish jig she learned from her grandmother she
developed in térms of Greek vases, no more the
“patural expression” of the “human body” than the
present day ‘“geometrical contortions.” Geometrical
distortions is the more advisable phrase, distor-
tions that aren’t any more related to the “post-war
German Dadaists” than is José Limon’s satiric
Hoch to the cultural dictates of the Fijhrer. And
since when are “geometrical contortions” a vice of
themselves? Look at Picasso’s anti-fascist Guernica
canvases. And George Grosz.

No, Mike, you haven’t seen “our ‘young revolu-
tionary dancers” if you speak of them in terms of
“ugliness,” “despair,” and “no hope.” No, they do
not ‘“create such images of a new human beauty
toward which the race may strive in socialism.”
They leave that to the utopian romantics. It may
have been all right for Isadora in her muddled
utopian way to do beautiful Greek bodies. The
young revolutionary dancer is more of a realist.
And it was a bit of a gratuitous slap that you,
Mike, delivered in suggesting that the young
dancers do a festival “in honor of Isadora to testify
that struggle is not enough, there must also be a
vision and goal.”

The young revolutionary dancer walks the picket
line, stages a sit-down, goes on a hunger strike;
the young revolutionary dancer does active party
work; the young revolutionary sdancer knows of
no struggle in a vacuum—he has a real vision and
a real goal. Isadora was never involved in party
struggles; she was alive while John Reed wrote for
the proletariat of the world. Isadora never walked
a picket line, never got a pink slip; she had .her

Lohengrin, her private yacht, champagne and
oysters along with her “prattling” of Marx. Sure,
give Isadora all the credit she deserves, and.she
deserves plenty; give her a festival; but it's time
a good many besides yourself, Mike, paid a little
comradely respect to our own young and militant
revolutionary dancers.

New York. OWEN BURKE.

Mike Replies
To THE NEw Masses:

Isadora Duncan never walked a picket line and
neither did Walt Whitman and Henry Thoreau.
Isadora never got a pink slip, but neither did John
Reed. Isadora was not involved in party struggles;
but did not I say in my original article that she was
a utopian socialist in the trancendentalist American
tradition?

I thought I was careful enough to say that Isadora
was not to be judged as a modern Communist.
Comrade Burke wants to debate me on that issue,
but it’s not an issue at all, unless we are to apply
the same foolish retroactive test to every American
revolutionist from Tom Paine down. This isn’t the
way to learn from our historical forerunners, or have
they nothing of their own to teach us?

But I believe Isadora Duncan had something to
teach the younger generation of revolutionary
dancers, and I have tried to indicate what it was.
I believe, similarly, that Walt Whitman has more
to teach our younger poets than has T. S. Eliot,
by whom so many of them have been affected,
with what I believe are sad results.

I am not denying the great revival of interest
in the American dance, and the freshness, enthu-
siasm, and vast talent shown by the young revolu-
tionary dancers who have created this interest. We
owe them a great debt.

I have been present at some of their festivals, and
watched the audiences, too. I still believe that much
of their work is as deliberately unintelligible and
overtechnicalized as the “modern” poetry. I think

it hasn’t the simple, humanist approach of Isadora,

or her feeling for beauty. I know “beauty” is an
outmoded, old-fashioned word, but I have come back
to it in my own thinking, and am firmly convinced
we will never develop a fully-rounded, humane,
revolutionary art unless this old word is restored
to its rightful place in our scale of human values.
You think Isadora was a “romantic”’—well, Lenin
must have been the same sort, because he once said
after a futurist concert in Moscow, when the futur-
ists were ruling the Soviet art world, “It may be
called modern and revolutionary, but it gives me
no joy.”

Well, again, to repeat: I wasn’t “deprecating” the
younger dancers in order “to raise monuments to
Isadora.” In a brief article I tried to make a single
point: that in our revolutionary poetry and dance I
would like to see more beauty and romanticism—the
sort one finds in all folk-ballads, for instance. I
just don’t like cerebral art, and don’t believe I ever
will. Aren’'t we of the minority to be allowed to
say this any more? They bite your head off—these
poets and dancers.

New York. MicHAEL GoLbp.

What's Wroné with the Army2—

To THE New MAsses:

In your September 14 issue you featured an article
by Joseph W. Mitchell dealing with life in the
army. It is encouraging t6 see the NEw MAssEs
publishing material relating to the soldier and his
life in the army, as there is much to be said about
it. However, articles of the Mitchell type will only
serve to arouse antagonism in army circles, rather
than gain popularity for the Masses and its radical
friends.

Because he simply grouches all over the place in-
stead of trying to deal with the soldier and his prob-
lems in an intelligent fashion, Mr. Mitchell’s article
should have been entitled “My Gripe About the
Army.” This is the kind of stuff that every post
commander will use to show his boys what gold-
bricking good-for-nothings these radicals are.

To begin with, Mr. Mitchell isn’t the so-called
soldier he presents himself to be. He is a sergeant
and a clerk. These two facts place him in a much
better spot than the average doughboy. Just imagine
if our author had been No. 2 of the rear rank in an
infantry squad, and drilled several hours a day,
stood guard duty, kitchen duty, parades, polished
brass, and dog-robbed for some officer. Or if he
were a private in a field-artillery unit and had te
scrub the horses’ backs every day, sweep the stables,
etc. And to top it off received only half of his

.monthly pay of $45 on which to get drunk.

The point that I wish to make is that Mr.

‘Mitchell’s tendency to exaggerate, dramatize, and

look at things purely subjectively has negated the
truth of his facts and will not result in a clear
understanding of the soldier’s life by the average
citizen of our country. The natural question aroused
after reading the article is how the devil does any~
one stand the army for any length of time? In or-
der to answer this, it is necessary to know the
average soldier. 4

The majority of young men in the army are
from small towns (mill towns, coal towns, steel
towns, etc.). Almost all of them turn to the army
as a sort of last resort, a means of escape from
drudgery and unhappiness at home. Therefore they
do not find the food so objectionable, the work so
menial or so difficult. They form friendships, and
rather enjoy sitting around chinning at the table
with the same old faces. Most of them go in for
some sport, and enjoy the ball games. Yes, although
they are a definite minority, I know men who actu-
ally like the army because it seems better than
spending your life in a factory or a ceal mine.
Getting up at 5:45 a.m. is not only the soldier’s
lot; many workingmen do it. And believe it or not,
there are plenty of men who shave every day even
though they are not forced to do so.

There are three main reasons why a soldier’s life
is a tough one: (1) his economic conditions are
very poor; extremely low pay, inferior food, etc.;
(2) the extreme red tape and discipline which he
must always put up with; (3) the isolation of the
soldier from all normal links with life (especially
true of foreign duty). It is this latter point that
leads the soldier so often to drink and debauchery.

These conditions are characteristic of .any army
under a capitalist system. Therefore, the solution
is not a simple one, such as an individual “buying
out.”

It is an accepted rule that soldiers must net think
about anything going on in the world. They are
simply supposed to take and carry out orders. They
are even deprived of the basic right of every citizen
—to vote. This must be changed!

I think the hope of the soldier lies in the direction
of making this country as progressive as possible;
such as would exist under a farmer-labor leader-
ship. The soldier's problem, just as that of the
workingman and farmer, is a big one and requires
a major change in the social system. This is the
message that should reach every doughboy so as to
lift some of the gloom and show him his future is
not just one hopeless routine job after another.

A living example of what the army could be is
offered by that of the Soviet Union. I would like to
see an article dealing with the everyday life of the
soldier in the Red Army. That should prove inter-
esting and enlightening by comparison.

New York City. A FIrsT LIEUTENANT.
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The “science” of race-thinking—Two Negro novels—Quest for the absolute and the Pacific puzzle

ACQUES BARZUN’s study of ‘‘race-think-
ing”* is a tremendously valuable survey
that assembles in one place a most as-

tounding record of flimsy theorizing. One
will certainly do well to avoid it if he would
make his own baleful contributions to the
“science” of racial discrimination. Here is a
house of horrors if there ever was one—and
I think that its evidence should be included in
the exhibit of lynch ropes, Klan robes, and
kindred devices assembled at Commonwealth
College. The ropes themselves are “neutral.”
They might have been used for tethering cat-
tle, and the robes would probably do quite well
as night shirts. Here, however, is the record
of the “ideas” that guide their use for malign

purposes.
The book, for me at least, contained sur-
prises. It was surprising to be reminded that

“race-thinking” was not always reactionary.
Tacitus, for instance, played an important part
in “starting the powerful race dogma of
Nordic superiority,” yet he was actuated by
the exact opposite of chauvinistic purposes.
His “essay on the Germans, which contains so
many of the facts and so much of the feeling
that animates modern racialism” was moti-
vated by emancipatory intentions:

Tacitus wrote as traveler, historian, and moralist,
but especially as an embittered foe of the imperial
tyranny. Hence his eulogy of the Germanic race is
systematic and politically pointed. According to him
the Germans are an indigenous race; they are vir-
tuous, individualistic, freedom-loving, and jealous
of their racial purity; physically they are tall and
blond, brave and tough, they live frugally and are
adventurous rather than toilsome.

In other words, he was building up the pic-
ture of an “ideal” race as a political weapon
against tyrannical trends at home. It was ap-
parently a roundabout way of saying, “Let us
be virtuous, brave, tough, frugal, adventurous,
individualistic, and freedom-loving.” Later
we see the uses of such thinking begin to shift.

Leaning on the Germania for a description of the
special gifts and institutions of the Frankish or Ger-
manic race, the Count Henri de Boulainvilliers
(1658-1722) evolved the still lively notion that all
freedom and independence come from the Germanic
strain. Hence Louis XIV’s absolute monarchy, based
on the Roman idea of the imperium, was a govern-
ment fit only for slaves. Boulainvilliers wanted the
nobles of his day to revolt against slavish institu-
tions and restore the aristocratic freedom of the
German forest.

We also find that race-thinking serves, a
little later, to enunciate a muddled doctrine of
class-consciousness in an emancipatory direc-
tion :

Just before the French revolution the Abbé Sieyes,
the author of What Is the Third Estate2, had tried

*RacE: A STUDY IN MODERN SUPERSTITION, by
Jacques Barzun. Harcourt, Brace & Co. $2.50.

to settle the race issue for all time. The nobility,
said Sieyés, claims that its political rights are based
on the inheritance by blood of the privileges won
in the Frankish conquest. “Very well. We, the
Gallo-Roman plebs, will now conquer the nobility
by expelling and abolishing them. Our rights will
supersede theirs on exactly the principle they in-
voke.”

Hence, after the revolution, when “the
bourgeoisie had overthrown both the mon-
archy and the aristocracy and had lumped the
two,” we find that “ ‘Freedom’ had thereby
changed camps, from the Franks to the Gallo-
Romans. This is the initial alteration of the
Nordic myth of freedom found in Tacitus.”

The general pattern was now secure, though
its variants would be endless, with all sorts of
new strains introduced each time some new
scientist found another way of classifying
differences. Those who tend to feel that race-
thinking is “peculiarly German” (an attitude
that is itself an example of race-thinking) will
discover ample evidence that it is ubiquitous,
with far more important systematic contribu-
tions coming from writers in France than from
writers in Germany prior to the rise of Hitler-

ism (the “Franks” enjoyed a special tactical

advantage as vessels of liberty, because of the
pun lurking behind the name).

Much of such thinking, as Barzun points
out, was not cast in the “superiority-inferior-
ity” mold at all. It was liberal, neutral. Par-
ticularly in @sthetic theories as to different
“racial” or regional characteristics, the distinc-
tions were frequently made along “parliamen-
tary”’ lines, with the notion that each “race”
had its own special contribution to make to-
ward the common cultural pool of mankind.
Herder’s romantic historicism was of this sort.
However, such theories incidentally reénforced
the belief in racial distinctions by taking it for
granted that they existed. Hence, such a mode
of thought indirectly served reactionary ends,
since it maintained the belief in distinct “ra-
cial” traits (with a trait like “humor,” or
“musicality,” for instance, being allocated to
some particular ‘“blood”). Political rivalries
arising from economic pressure could always
provide the groundwork for resentments that
converted such neutral appreciation of differ-
ences back into an invidious comparison of
differences.

Charles Martin

And always, as the author shows, in the
heat of such impassioned controversies the
crassest inconsistencies could be charitably
overlooked. For you worked the system two
ways: first you discovered “Aryan,” or “Sem-
itic,” or “Celtic” traits—and whenever you
found an “Aryan” that didn’t fit the “Aryan”
pattern, you thereby “discovered” that he was
really “Semitic,” etc. Or you extolled a cer-
tain “blood stream” as all-powerful, capable
of winning out over any other (along the
“nobility will out” line of thought), and
coupled this heroic disclosure with admoni-
tions lest this all-powerful “blood” be con-
taminated by other ‘“bloods.”

Each advance in physiology, geography,
philology, anthropology, history, laboratory
technique, psychology, and medicology was in
turn drawn upon for service in the cause of
racial quackery. Any innovation in scientific
measurement provided a fresh opportunity for
“us vs. them” racial patterns of one sort or
another, with each suppositious faction slightly
revising the terms for the opposing traits.
“We” had “boldness” on “our” side, for in-
stance—but a thinker on “their” side would
name this same trait “brutality.” “Merimée
was right when he said that racial historiog-
raphy was the democratic form of dynastic his-
t()ry.” .

The book concludes with a summarized cri-
tique of such thought, and with suggestions as
to the great number of ways in which it must
be modified if it is to be anything but damned
nonsense (nonsense serviceable for the uncriti-
cal scapegoat devices of political demagogues).
The book should also be read by Marxists be-
cause it indicates how both “class” and “re-
gional” divisions can, in naive hands, lead to
a schematization of psychological traits that is
hardly other than a concealed variant of the
same oversimplified patterns as prevail in
“race-thinking.” On Marx’s own testimony,
a theory of purely economic classifications
must be subtilized when one is analyzing the
expressions of any specific individual.

KENNETH BURKE.

Between Laughter and Tears

THESE Low GRrOUNDS, by Waters Edward
Turpin. Harper & Bros. $2.50.

THEIR EYEs WERE WATCHING Gob, by Zora
Neale Hurston. J. B. Lippincott Co.
$2.00.

T IS difficult to evaluate Waters Turpin’s
These Low Grounds and Zora Neale
Hurston’s Their Eyes Were Watching God.
This is not because there is an esoteric mean-
ing hidden or implied in either of the two
novels; but rather because neither of the two
novels has a basic idea or theme that lends
itself to significant interpretation. Miss
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H One of the most sweeping and significant movements of modern
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DON'T BUY BLINDFOLDED!

Like most persons buying a pair of shoes, a radio, or one of the hundreds of other articles used
daily, you probably find it difficult to select the brands which will give you the greatest value for
your money. You have probably learned that advertised brands are not necessarily good brands
and are often among the poorest. Consumers Union of United States can give you just the tech-
nical information you need in order to judge the comparative value of competing products. Below
is a list of the leading reports in this month’s issue of Consumers Union Reports, the monthly
publication of Consumers Union. These reports give you the results of unbiased tests and exam-
inations of the products listed—in most cases with ratings in terms of brand names as “Best
Buys,” “Also Acceptable,” and “Not Acceptable.”

Oil Burners and Coal Stokers
Engineers’ Advice on Heating Systems

Numerous makes of automatic oil and coal heating
equipment are compared and rated on the score of
efficiency and economy. Nearly a hundred makes of
oil burners, coal stokers, boilers, and hand-fired coal
furnaces are rated as “Best Buys,” “Also Acceptable,”
and “Not Acceptable.” :

Breakfast Cereals

If Barnum Were Alive . . .

Women’s Slips
Some Are Part Lead

He would probably find a career in
cereals, where circus tactics outweigh
actual virtues as sales appeals, to his lik-
ing. A report on 37 brands, including
Quaker Oats, Shredded Wheat, and Grape
Nuts, shows most cereals to be cheap
foods in expensive forms; gives tables
showing the relative costs of brands in
terms of the number of calories one cent
will buy. (A cent will buy from as little
as 40 calories to as much as 290 calories
depending on the brand you select.)

Twenty-seven rayon and silk slips rang-
ing in price from 69c to $2.98, are rated
on the basis of tests. A few brands were
heavily weighted with lead or tin salts, a
few were misleadingly labeled.

Winter Motor Oils
Household Oils and Typewriters

Three reports give ratings of winter motor
oils and household oils and preliminary
recommendations on portable typewriters
for the benefit of students and others who
must buy a machine this month. KNext
month’s issue will report in full the re-
sults of extensive tests on portable models
of the best known machines.

Auto Radios

One of the 14 models in this report is rated as a
“Best Buy.” Two are “Not Acceptable.” Arvin, Philco
and Motorola models are included in the ratings. In
adition to ratings on the basis of price and quality,
rankings are given on the basis of performance alone.
Advice is also given on which type of auto aerial

Price-Fixing

The Tydings-Miller price-fixing bill passed
in the last session of Congress raises
prices, makes the high cost of living a
more serious problem than it was before.
An article and an editorial give the con-

sumer’s side of the story and tell what to

do about price-fixing. to use.

A $3 Investment Which Can Save You from $50 to $300

ONSUMERS UNION OF UNITED STATES, which publishes
Consumers Union Reports, is a non-profit, membership
organization with 40,000 members throughout the United
States. It is controlled entirely by its members and is
sponsored by over 70 nationally famous scientists, educa-
tors, government officials, labor leaders, and editors. Each
month in the Reports Consumers Union gives you the
results of unprejudiced tests of the comparative value of
competing brands of such products as refrigerators, gaso-
lines, ete., with ratings in terms of brand names. Reports
are also given on the labor conditions under which goods
are made.

Without Extra Charge!

THE 1937 240-PAGE
CONSUMERS UNION

BUYING GUIDE

Containing ratings of over 1000 prod-
ucts as “Best Buys,” “Alsd Acceptable,”
and “Not Acceptable” including—

Automobiles Foods Vacuum Cleaners

Radios Toilet Goods Liquors
Clothing Drugs Household Supplies |_

Reports.

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

is so designated.

|
l in this edition.)
|
|

To: CONSUMERS UNION of U. S., Inc,
55 Vandam Street, New York, N. Y.

I hereby apply for membership in Consumers Union. I enclose

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

I agree to keep confidential all material sent to me which

Nignature...............

Adddress.............. ...

City & State............

By mailing the coupon below you can immediately secure
a copy of the current issue. (Or, if you wish, you can
start your membership with any of the previous issues
listed in the coupon.) The membership fee of $3 brings
you twelve issues of the Reports, and, without extra
charge, the 1937 240-page Buying Guide which lists more
than a thousand products as “Best Buys,” “Also Accept-
able,” and “Not Acceptable.” Information from many
Consumers Union members indicates that the regular use
of these Reports and the Buying Guide can save the
average family from $50 to $300 a year.

St WITH ANY OF
dl'l THESE ISSUES:

PLEASE CHECK THE ISSUE OR ISSUES WITH
WHICH YOU WISH YOUR MEMBERSHIP TO BEGIN
O NOV., 1936—Radios, Wines, Children’s Shoes.

[0 DEC.—Fountain Pens, Vacuum Cleaners, Blankets.

O JAN.-FEB.—Men’s Suits, Cold Remedies, Shaving
Creams.

O MARCH—Autos, Flour, Face Powders.

[0 APRIL—Shirts, Cold Creams, Gardening.

O MAY—Trailers, Washing Machines, and the first
of a series of articles on the causes and treatment
of constipation

O JUNE—Large Cameras, House Dresses, Radio Tubes,
Sanitary Napkins.

O JULY—Miniature Cameras, Gasolines, Golf Balls,
Tennis Balls and Rackets, Motor Oils.

O AUG.-SEPT. — Refrigerators, Photographic Films,
Ice Cream, Inner Tubes, Raincoats.

0 OCT.—Oil Burners and Coal Stokers, Auto Radios,

M-9 Breakfast Cereals, Women’s Slips.
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Hurston seems to have no desire whatever to
move in the direction of serious fiction. With
Mr. Turpin the case is different; the desire
and motive are present, but his “saga” of four
generations of Negro life seems to have been
swamped by the subject matter.

These Low Grounds represents, 1 believe,
the first attempt of a Negro writer to encom-
pass in fiction the rise of the Negro from
slavery to the present. The greater part of
the novel is laid on the eastern shore of Mary-
land where Carrie, upon the death of her
slave mother, is left to grow up in a whore-
house. = After several fitful efforts to escape
her lot, Carrie finally marries a visiting farmer,
Prince, with whom she leads a life of house-
hold drudgery. Having helped Prince become
the leading Negro farmer in the county, Carrie
rebels against his infidelities and domination
and, taking her two young daughters, runs
away. Years later Prince discovers her and
persuades her to return home. As she is about
to make the journey, she is murdered by
Grundy, her drunken and jealous lover. The
two daughters return to the farm; Blanche
remains with her father, but Martha flees
North to escape the shame of pregnancy when
her lover is killed in an accident. Martha’s
subsequent career on the stage enables her to
send her son, Jimmy-Lew, to college to be-
come a teacher. The novel closes with a dis-
Aillusioned Jimmy-Lew comforted by his wife
because of his bitterness over the harsh and
“unfair conditions of southern life.

The first half of the book is interesting,
for Turpin deals with a subject which he
knows intimately. Those sections depicting

" post-war Negro life in the North do not ring
true or full; in fact, toward the conclusion
the book grows embarrassingly sketchy, resolv-
ing nothing.

Oddly enough, Turpin seems to have viewed
those parts of his novel which deal with the
modern Negro through the eyes and conscious-
hess of one emotionally alien to the scene.
Many of the characters—Carrie, Prince,
Martha—are splendid social types; but rarely
do they become human beings. It seems that
Turpin drew these types from intellectual con-
viction, but lacked the artistic strength to make
us feel the living quality of their experiences.
It seems to me, he should strive to avoid the
bane of sheer competericy. He deals with great
characters and a great subject matter; what
is lacking is a great theme and a great passion.

Their Eyes Were Watching God is the
story of Zora Neale Hurston’s Janie who, at
sixteen, married a grubbing farmer at the
anxious instigation of her slave-born grand-
mother. The romantic Janie, in the highly-
charged language of Miss Hurston, longed to
be a pear tree in blossom and have a “dust-
bearing bee sink into the sanctum of a bloom;
the thousand sister-calyxes arch to meet the
love embrace.” Restless, she fled from her
farmer husband and married Jddy, an up-and-
coming Negro business man who, in the end,
proved to be no better than her first husband.
After twenty years of clerking for her self-
‘made Jody, Janie found herself a frustrated

-

widow of forty with a small fortune on her
hands. Tea Cake, “from in and through
Georgia,” drifted along and, despite his youth,
Janie took him. For more than two years they
lived happily; but Tea Cake was bitten by a
mad dog and was infected with rabies. One
night in a canine rage Tea Cake tried to
murder Janie, thereby forcing her to shoot
the only man she had ever loved.

Miss Hurston can write; but her prose is
cloaked in that facile sensuality that has
dogged Negro expression since the days of
Phillis Wheatley. Her dialogue manages to
catch the pyschological movements of the
Negro folk-mind in their pure simplicity, but
that’s as far as it goes. '

Miss Hurston wvoluntarily continues in her
novel the tradition which was forced upon the
Negro in the theater, that is, the minstrel tech-
nique that makes the “white folks” laugh. Her
characters eat and laugh and cry and work
and kill; they swing like a pendulum eternally
in-that safe and narrow orbit in which Amer-
ica likes to see the Negro live: between
laughter and tears.

Turpin’s faults as a writer are those of an
honest man trying desperately to say some-
thing; but Zora Neale Hurston lacks even
that excuse. The sensory sweep of her novel
carries no theme, no message, no thought.
In the main, her novel is not addressed to the
Negro, but to a white audience whose chau-
vinistic tastes she knows how to satisfy. She
exploits that phase of Negro life which is
“quaint,” the phase which evokes a piteous
smile on the lips of the “‘superior” race.

RicHARD WRIGHT.

Mathematics for the Elite

ASPECTS OF SCIENCE, by Tobias Dantzig. T he
Macmillan Co. $3.

EVEN lean years ago Tobias Dantzig

wrote a book about Number, the Lan-
guage of Science, in which occurs the follow-
ing passage—a thought so shrewd and in-
vigorating that it was given a place of honor
in Lancelot Hogben’s brilliant classic, Mathe-
matics for the Million: “It is a remarkable
fact, that the mathematical inventions which
have proved to be most accessible to the masses
are also those which exercised the greatest de-
velopment on pure mathematics.”

Loyalty to this idea, so gracefully expressed
by one of America’s eminent “pure” mathe-
maticians, enabled Hogben to write a book in
which the queen of the sciences assumes her

« Aaron Sopher
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proper throne on our homely earth—whence,
centuries ago, by the deceptive advice -of Plato, .
she had sought refuge in the absolute. It is a
real pity that we cannot say the same of Dant-
zig who, despite an exceptional intelligence,
fine scholarship, and a style combining rigor
with charm, persists in regarding not only
mathematics but also science in general as
forms of man’s “quest for the absolute.”

His new book opens on a note of faith in -
that “which has guided man onward and up-
ward in his quest for the unknown.” This
generalization, at once so attractive and so
meaningless, provides the background against
which the accomplished author sketches the
outlines of what in reality is man’s pursuit of
exactitude in his knowledge of nature. With
admirable skill and genuine insight into the
vast technical difficulties involved, Dantzig
portrays the slow development of mathematical
concepts, symbols, and operation from the in-
tensely “‘rational” but aristocratic Greeks
through the theological bigotries of the Cath-
olic Inquisition as immortalized in the “recan-
tation” of Galileo, down to the bewildering
ferment and confusion of the modern “rela-
tivity” period.

As history in the restricted sense, and as an
account of the basic concepts of mathematics
from number and geometry to the calculus,
tensors, matrices, and the infinite, the book
makes absorbing reading—especially for those
who enjoy their science highly seasoned with
philosophical meditations on the nature of
time, space, matter, and reality. Nor does
Dantzig fail to point out the impact upon
“pure” mathematics of the developments in the
physical sciences, although here, too, the ten-
dency is to treat the whole subject as a sort of
“universe of discourse,” uncontaminated by the
human world of struggle.

That is why, as history in any broad social
sense, Aspects of Science falls far short of ade-
quacy. How, for example, is it possible for a
man trained in the rigors of “exact” reason-

“ing to describe the French revolutien (which

gave us a constellation of scientists of the first
magnitude) as resembling ‘“more a convention
of executioners and hangmen than it did an
assembly of enlightened emancipators”? And
why the constant undertone of melancholy that
confuses the admitted failure of a mechanical
materialism with the supposed futility of a
genuine dialectical materialism whose achieve-
ments in the Soviet Union (which he does not
once name) are damned with faint praise in a
single tired paragraph?

The fault, as we have come to know it so

.well through the “God-seeking” of Jeans, Ed-

dington, Whitehead, and the physiologist J. S.
Haldane—not to be confused with his son, the
biochemist J. B. S. Haldane—is a fault in atti-
tude and approach, an inability to distinguish
between the valid technical difficulties of a
given human technique and the thoroughly
spurious failures due to the form of society
within which the techniques must operate.
Curiously enough, Dantzig himself notes that
such practical-minded Greek geometers as
Fudoxus, Archytas, and even the peerless
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Archimedes were frowned upon by the aristo-
cratic Plato and his disciples. He even quotes
Plutarch to show that “in this manner me-
chanics was severed and expelled from geom-
etry, and, being for a long time looked down
upon by philosophers, it became one of the arts
of war.” (Emphasis mine—H. W.)

What an opportunity Dantzig missed here.
In those few words, written some two thou-
sand years ago by an amiable Greek humanist,
lies part of the secret of the stagnation of
science under capitalism, of its literal chaining
to the purposes of destruction by a class which
Is again turning to “philosophy” as a weapon
against social progress. Let us suppose that the
fine talents of a Whitehead had been trained
and matured in a society that did not sever
science from life, did not expel it from the
humdrum liberty and happiness of all men and
women, can anyone say that Whitehead would
then have regarded modern science as merely
a variant of the Greek idea of fate?

A striking example of the prevailing anti-
thesis between “scientific” thought and social
thinking may be found in Dantzig’s'comments
on “shocks” in his chapter on “Signals.”

“Our awareness of existence,” he writes,
“for which consciousness is another name, is
stimulated by shocks. When violent and rare,
these shocks remain engraved upon our mem-
ory; when mild and frequent, they create in
us the sensation of rhythm. But violent or
mild, rare or frequent, shocks are our only
means of recording experience, and we know
no other method of measuring time than by
counting shocks.”

Is there not, implicit in every word of that
paragraph, and especially in the words which
I have emphasized, a fundamental tenet of
Marxism: that all of human history, as all of
nature, is summed up in the one word, change:
“violent or mild, frequent or rare”? Strange
that a mind capable of enunciating a thought
so profoundly revolutionary could not have
realized that human history, also, is measured
by shocks; that he should end his book on a
note of defeat: “So let us hear the conclusion
of the matter. Read your instruments and
obey mathematics; for this is the whole duty
of the scientist.”

That was not the whole duty of Galileo;
certainly not even half the duty of Charles
Darwin, Louis Pasteur, and Ivan Pavlov.

HaroLp WaRD.

A British Slant on the Far East

THE Far East Comes CLOSER, by Hessell
Tiltman. J. B. Lippincott Co. $3.

R. TILTMAN is an Englishman, a
member of the “upper classes,” a
white man, and a keen, experienced reporter.
As an Englishman, he thinks that there is an
“unwritten law” committing Great Britain

.and the United States “to make common

cause”’ in the Far East. As a member of the
“upper classes,” he thinks that Japan is “the
greatest civilizing force in Asia” because “one
can rely upon every train reaching its desti-
nation to a split second.” As a white man,

NEW MASSES

he accepts the “white man’s burden,” not as
an old-fashioned and indiscreet phrase, but as
a practical objective for Anglo-American co-
operation, Finally, as a reporter who man-
aged to be on the spot when history was
made both in China and Japan, he tells a
good many tales out of school, and inte-
grates a remarkable amount of interesting,
useful, and important information.

It is that kind of book. There are preju-
dices, contradictions, and crudities in it.
There is also intimate knowledge and careful
synthesis of the innumerable problems which
go to make up the puzzle in the Pacific. It
is a book which has to be read vigilantly,
with one eye on the page and the other on
the author. But for all that, it repays the
effort.

The book starts out in 1931 when Japan
invaded and conquered Manchuria, and ends
somewhere in the early part of 1937 when
General Hayashi was still premier of Japan.
It stops just short of the emergence of
Prince Konoe as the conciliator between the
conflicting ruling groups in Japan. It was
Prince Konoe’s ability to submerge the in-
ternal differences between the politicians, the
capitalists, and the militarists in favor of a
common external front which made possible
the present aggression.

To a certain extent, the book projects right
into the present. Several persons made the
headlines two months ago, who had pre-
viously been virtually unknown outside of
China. Mr. Tiltman has a good deal of in-
formative data and gossip about a number of
them, such as General Sung Cheh-yuan, the
gentleman who was at the head of the now
defunct Hopei-Chahar Political Council, and
Yin Ju-keng, the Chinese traitor who was at
the head of the equally defunct East Hopei
Autonomous Government.  Unfortunately,
the book has practically nothing to say about
the Chinese Communists, either of their past
or their present. The book is strong as nar-
rative, rather than as analysis. I liked best
of all Mr. Tiltman’s revealing interview with
Mr. Eiji Amau, until recently the crafty and
successful spokesman of the Japanese foreign
office—successful because he said so little
though he spoke so much—and the dramatic,
authentic, eye-witness account of the 1936
assassinations in Tokyo. Indeed, Mr. Tilt-
man is least entertaining and informative
when he depends on his file rather than on
his eyes and ears.

One of the significant aspects of the book
is that the author, primarily concerned with
preserving the British empire in the East,
leans towards an international alignment of
forces different from that supported by most
of those influential Englishmen who have
their eyes glued on Europe. The latter are
apt to pray for a peace-at-any-price recon-
ciliation with Germany. Without surrender-
ing any of the British possessions to the
Nazis, they would try to deflect Hitler’s
course from the empire to the Soviet Union,
even to the extent of entering into an active
anti-Soviet partnership. But Mr. Tiltman is
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worried by Japan rather than by Germany.
He looks about for allies in the East rather
than in the West. He sees as possible allies,
Soviet Russia and the United States. So,
both at the beginning and end of his book,
he speculates about a possible line-up in a
world war which has started on the Outer
Mongolian-Manchukuoan border and comes
to this conclusion: Japan, Germany, and
Italy may face France, Great Britain, Soviet
Russia, and the United States. This type of
speculation indicates the lack of complete
unity among the British ruling class. One
faction, though probably by far the less in-
fluential, views Germany as an enemy rather
than as an ally.

Mr. Tiltman’s constructive efforts are hard
to take seriously. He suggests that a new
Pacific conference be called to keep the status
quo there. The conference must not “sit in
judgment upon Japan.’ Instead, “let the
Japanese army be asked to outline the true
extent of its aims in China” and “let Japan
be invited to expound her solution for the
ills of that vast republic.” As for the first
demand upon Japan, that was satisfied back
in 1927 when the then Japanese premier,
Baron Giichi Tanaka, handed his famous
memorial to the emperor. The second re-
quirement is even now being fulfilled. There
should be little doubt of Japan’s “solution”
after the bombardment of Nanking.

THEODORE DRAPER.

*

Recently Recommended Books

When China Unites: An Interpretive History of the
Chinese Revolution, by Harry Gannes. Knopf.
$2.50.

« « . And Spain Sings. Fifty Loyalist Ballads. Edited
by M. J. Bernadete and Rolfe Humphries. Van-
guard. $1.

40,000 Against the Arctic, by H. P. Smolka. Morrow.
$3.50.

Men Who Lead Labor, by Bruce Minton and John
Stuart. Modern Age Books. 35c. Book Union
selection.

White Mule, by William Carlos Williams. New
Directions. $2.50.

Europe in Arms, by Liddell Hart. Random House.
$2.50.

American Stuff, An Anthology of Prose and Verse,
by Members of the Federal Writers’ Project,
with Sixteen Prints by the Federal Arts Project.
Viking. $2.

Spy Owerhead: The Story of Industrial Espionage,
by Clinch Calkins. Harcourt, Brace. $2.50.
One Life, One Kopeck, by Walter Duranty. Simon

& Schuster. $2.50.

The Guggenheims, by Harvey O’Connor. Covici-
Friede. $3.

The Life and Death of a Spanish Town, by Elliot
Paul. Random. $2.50.

Shadow on the Land, by Thomas Parran. Reynal
& Hitchcock. $2.50.

Ten Million Americans Hawe It, by S. William
Becker, M.D. Lippincott. $1.35.

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

The Profits of War, by Richard Lewinsohn. Dut-
ton. $3.
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IS YOUR PICTURE HERE?

Just a few of the thousands of people who are storming the
Workers Bookshops these days to take advantage of the

WORKERS BOOKSHOP

Spectacular Annual Fall Sale
Grand Clearance of 60,000 Books

EVER BEFORE have you had such an opportunity to buy
the books you want at such substantial savings. Workers
Bookshops all over the country have been going over their

stocks for weeks in preparation for this mighty sale. There are books
on Communism, Socialism, economics, philosophy, poetry, criticism,
and a lot of splendid fiction. Here are just a few selected at random.
Reconstruction by Allen.. $1.25

When Japan Goes to War.. $§ .98
First American Revolution $ .69

World Politics ...... .... $1.59
When China Unites...... $1.89
The Making of a Hero.... $2.19

Personal History by Sheean.... $ .98

EARLY BIRD SPECIALS

HUNDREDS OF BOOKS THAT FORMERLY SOLD FOR
$2.50, $3.00, $4.00 AND UP HAVE BEEN SLASHED TO

) 29¢, 19¢, 49¢, 69c, and 98c.

SN,
N g

Sale Ends SATURDAY, OCTOBER 9th

WORKERS - BOOKSHOP, 50 East 13th St.

- Visit your local Workers Bookshop today. If there is none
in your community write for a free sales catalogue to

Workers Library Publishers

Box 148, Station D, New York




IS YOUR PICTURE HERE?

Just a few of the thousands of people who are storming the
Workers Bookshops these days to take advantage of the

WORKERS BOOKSHOP
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F rmer Chinese
Red Army Wins
In First Battle

Huge Store of Munitions Taken As
"Chu-teh Leads Men to Vic-
tory at Great Wall

NANKING, Sept. 24 (UP).—Gen. Chu Teh’s
Eighth Route Army, the former Chinese Red
Army, has won a major victory over a Japanese
column in Northern Shansi Province, dispatches
from North China said tonight.

It was the first big battle in which the veteran former,
Red Army, which was incorporated into the Central Govern-
ment forces this morth following the all-China fron ree-
ment between tharCommunists
paged jness

Mzr. Jaffe’s Article Covers:

1. Interviews with the Communist leaders,
including Mao Tse-tung, recently appointed
governor of the former Soviet region, and
Chu Teh, famed Communist military leader.

2. Interviews with important Chinese gov-
ernment leaders, including Foreign Minister
Wang Chung-hui and Mme. Sun Yat-sen.
3. Eye-witness investigation of conditions in
the former Soviet region.

Among the Questions Answered :

1. What Is Chinese Communist Policy To-
day? _

2. How Strong Is the Former Red Army,
Now the Eighth Route Army?

3. What Does China Expect from Amer-
ica?

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

[0 Enclosed find $4.50. Please send me the Ngw
Masses for one year beginning with the issue
containing Mr. Jaffe’s article.

[0 Enclosed find $2.50. Please send me the Ngw
Masses for six months beginsing with the issue
containing Mr. Jaffe's article.

[0 Enclosed find $1. Please send me twelve trial
numbers of the New MAsses beginning with the
issue containing Mr. Jaffe’s article.

Cityand State. ......ooevnnenernennseceannnans

Occupation...oovveeeeieniannanennian » NM 10-5

NEW MASSES

CHINA’S
COMMUNISTS
TOLD ME

By Philip . Jaffe

WITH FIVE PAGES OF PHOTOGRAPHS
TAKEN BY THE AUTHOR

HIS ARTICLE, documented by five pages of photographs, is

the latest and most authentic source of information on what
1s happening in the regions under Communist leadership. Don't
miss it if you want to know what is really happening behind the
headlines in your daily newspaper.

Philip J. Jaffe, managing editor of the magazine Amerasia,
visited the former Soviet regions (now called Special Administrative
District) late in June. His party, which included T. A. Bisson of
the Foreign Policy Association, and Owen Lattimore, editor of
Pacific Affairs, was the last to come out of the former Soviet region.
His four-month tour in the Far East included Manchuria, Korea,
Japan, and North China. .

Mr. Jafte returned with over 600 photographs of all that he
saw, a selection of which will be published with his article. In
Yenan, he obtained the first authentic map of the former Soviet
region, a reproduction of which will accompany his article. He
spent four full days with the Communist leaders and out of these

conversations came the material for his article.

APPEARS IN NEXT WEEK’S

NEW MASSES

THE ONE MAGAZINE YOU MUST READ REGULARLY
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SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

James Cagney and Deanna Durbin in two good musical films—Phonograph records and Broadway comedies

OR Cagney fans and for those who

have never seen him as a Broadway

hoofer, his first musical film, Some-
thing to Sing About (Grand National) will
be a distinct pleasure. While it is a very en-
tertaining film, it is regrettable that lack of
imagination and a great deal of shyness has
prevented this from becoming a fine polemic
against Hollywood methods.

Even as it is I prefer it to most of 4 Star
Is Born. The lack of decor and Cagney’s
acting gives the early part of the film (the
building of the star) a great deal of validity.
Cagney plays the part of a well-known New
York orchestra leader who is lured to Holly-
wood. We follow him through the various
stages of his grooming as Robert Taylor’s
dangerous rival. Cagney doesn’t take any of
this too seriously and when he firtds that his
career is interfering with his love life, he
leaves Hollywood for married life and the
band.

The casting, too, is unfortunate. No one
in the cast can keep pace with Cagney’s
dynamic personality. It is he who shoulders
the entire burden for whatever satiric and
entertaining qualities the film has. That is
what makes the film worth seeing.

Another musical film that will have a very
wide appeal is Universal’s 100 Men and a
Girl, which stars that delightful and excellent
little singer Deanna Durbin and succeeds in
being wholesome and enjoyable entertainment.

It is a musical film in which popular classi-
cal music (part of Tchaikovsky’s Fifth Sym-
phony, the Hungarian Rhapsody, La Travi-
ata, Zampa, and even Mozart’s 4lleluja) fea-
tures over popular ballads, and in which
Leopold Stokowsk:i is featured as a famous
conductor rather than the diabolical monster
of last year’s Big Broadcast. The story is a
fairy tale that can’t be considered objection-
able. Deanna Durbin is cast as the daughter
of an unemployed trombone player (Adolphe
Menjou) who gathers together, on the flimsy
promise of a hair-brained Park Avenue ma-
tron, a hundred unemployed musicians into
an orchestra. The plot merely tells about this
youngster’s efforts to obtain Stokowski as the
conductor for this orchestra of unemployed
musicians. The only excuse for Miss Durbin’s
successive failures to see and obtain Stokowski
(she gets him in the end, of course) is to
allow the film a certain number of Stokowski
interludes in which the various compositions
are played.

A second visit to the Life of Emile Zola
confirms one’s impressions of the excellence
of the film. This second viewing brought out
more clearly the difficulties under which the
writers and the director had to work. Except
for one very modest, and almost invisible,
suggestion, there is no mention of anti-
Semitism. This seems preposterous in a film
about the Dreyfuss affair. However, the fact

il

that the film emerges as good as it does, is
not only due to Paul Muni’s (and the rest of
the cast, for that matter) acting but .to"the
cleverness of the screen play by Heinz Herald,
Geza Herczeg, and Neuman Reilly Raine,
and the excellence of the direction by Wil-
liam Dieterle.

Mr. Dieterle, by the way, is just back from
a trip to the Soviet Union. In an interview
with William Boehnel of the New York
World-Telegram, Mr. Dieterle said that the
finest films being made today are coming
from the Soviet studios. “I saw several films,
which have not yet been released, which will
surpass anything the Russians have yet pro-
duced. Nowhere in the world are there such
brilliant actors.” What he says about creative
work in Hollywood is also illuminating:
“There was a time when the director was in
supreme command of the production of a film.
But today supervisors take over the picture
and when it is released, it is very often totally
different from what it was like when the
director finished it.”

Mr. Boehnel also reported that Dieterle’s
“greatest ambition is to do a film based on
the life of Karl Marx, but he admits that at
best it is only a day dream.”

PeTER ELLIs.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDINGS

AHLER. Columbia (Set 300) brings

the long demanded complete Das Lied
von der Erde, recorded at an actual perform-
ance in Vienna, May 24, 1936, by Charles
Kullman and Kerstin Thorborg with the
Vienna Philharmonic conducted by the great
Mahlerian disciple, Bruno Walter. Occasional
coughing and concert hall noises mingle with
the score on the first few record sides, but later
these disappear entirely as though the audience
consisted entirely of the devout worshippers
who rank this work with (if not above)
Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony and Bach’s S:.
Matthew Passion. The composer himself was
certainly aiming at the artistic stratosphere

Woodcut by Helen West Heller

when he inflated the haunting lyrics of Li
Tai-po and other Chinese poets into this gar-
gantuan ‘“‘symphony” for tenor, contralto, and
full orchestra. Ernest Newman believes that
in its 4 bschied finale “sorrow for the death of
the civilization of the nineteenth century finds
its most exquisite, its final expression’ ;. the
more skeptical rank it as the most tragic of
Mahler’s failures. But good or bad, the work
is admittedly colossal and badly needed on
disks™ as the most illuminating revelation of
one of the most tortured, ambitious, and fan-
tastic of musicians.

Mozart. The incalculably vast and fertile
field of Mozartiana is being tilled with fervor
by all the recording companies. Victor (Set
350) is the first to record the unfamiliar string
quintet in D, K593, played by the Pro Arte
Quartet with Alfred Hobday as the second
viola. Another first recording is Columbia’s
(Set X-79) piano sonata in B-flat, K570, a
less profound work but one whose warm lyr-
icism is beautifully captured in Walter Giese-
king’s delicate and transparent performance.
Musicraft’s Set 4, the string quartet in
D-minor, K421, while not a phonographic
“first” is just as good, for the Perole Quartet
provides a welcome replacement of the old and
cut Lener and Flonzaley versions of this work.

Handel. Columbia and Musicraft pro-
vide a fascinating comparison between the two
methods of approach to Handel’s sonatas for
violin and basso continuo. The former
(17098/9D) gives the D-major sonata, Op.
1, No. 13, in a modern version for violin and
piano—Szigetti and Magaloff, while the Mu-
sicraft version (1030/1) of the F-major so-
nata, Op. 1, No. 12, is played in the old
tradition with the figured bass part “realized”
on the harpsichord reinforced by a ’cello.
Szigetti does some marvelous fiddling, but the
less highly colored performance by Stefan
Frenkel (with Dr. Ernst Victor Wolff and
Sterling Hunkins) has—besides its authen-
ticity—a fascination of its own. . -

Shakespeare. Turning to the somewhat
neglected realm of diction recording, it is a
joy to hear at last a real phonographic drama
—a far cry from the stilted and affected recita-
tions that have formed the bulk of this reper-
tory in the past. Columbia has done a mag-
nificent waxing of four scenes from King
Richard II with—of course—Maurice Evans
and his company (Set 303). One secret of
the success with which the rousing Evans per-
formance has been captured on disks is the use
of a new principle, the “mechanical monitor,”
by which the recording engineer can widen at
will the space between the needle grooves, and
by using plenty of width for the more vigorous
passages can avoid the old béte noir of the
needle breaking through too thin groove walls.

Recommendations: Bach’s Violin Con-
certo No. 1 with Menuhin (Victor), Bee-
thoven’s Second Symphony conducted by
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CHINA TODAY!
U.S. TOMORROW?

MAMMOTH MASS MEETING

PARTICIPANTS:
HONORABLE WILLIAM E. DODD

U. S. Ambassador to Germany; .
HONORABLE DR. TSUNE-CHI YU
Consul General Chinese Republic;
REVEREND D. WILLARD LYON
First National Secretary Y. M. C. A. in China;
DR. STEPHEN S. WISE

President American Jewish Congress;

DR. CH’AO TING CHI

Noted Chinese author and editor;

ROGER BALDWIN ¢ DR.HARRY F. WARD

Chairman

Friday, Oct. 1st, = ».m. MADISON SQUARE GARDEN

Eight Avenue and 49th Street, New York City

ADM.: 90c, 40c, 25¢c. Tickets on sale at all Workers Bookshops,
and at offices of sponsors; American League Against War and

Fascism,

112 E. 19th Street, and American Friends of the

Chinese People, 168 West 23rd Street, New York City.

2nd TRIUMPHANT WEEK!

“ ... No one should miss it!!!”"—N. Y. Post.
AMKINO PRESENTS

““THE THIRTEEN”

(FULL ENGLISH DIALOGUE TITLES)

WORKERS SCHOOL

35 EAST 12th ST. NEW YORK CITY

2nd AVE. MATS.: 25 cents
CENTURY i &5 | Eves: s sare
“For your MUST SEE List
1P S ‘“

R (ARTH
» ,;,week SQUIRE
v fxce/len : Ztl,osmlyfg,‘mm
¢ t01P Ty AdiStarBihan,
ZSWegkda:ds NY.Post o1 51686

( FALL TERM
[ REGISTRATION
COURSES IN:

( Marxism-Leninism Sciences and
Economics Dialectics

{ Literature History of the

Comintern

Principles of Psychology

Communism China and the Far
American History East
Historical Materialism
Negro Problems
Current Events
Dialectical Trade Unionism

Labor History
Russian
Spanish

Materialism Labor Journalism
History of the Communist Party of the S. U.

And Many Other Courses

Special EXCURSION

for WORKERS and DELEGATES
for the 20t ANNIVERSARY

of tie RUSSIAN REVOLUTION

Sailing on the Luxurious Liner

S. 3. QUEEN MARY, October 20th

Visit:

LONDON, LENINGRAD, MOSCOW, KHAR-
KOV, DNIEPROGES, YALTA, SEVASTOPOL,

ODESSA, KIEV, POLAND and PARIS

Conducted by J. N. GOLOS
Manager of World Tourists, Inc.

Tours and Steamship tickets to all parts

of the world
TOURS TO MEXICO
[
For Reservations and Further Information

WORLD TOURISTS, Inc.
175 Fifth Ave., New York. ALg. 4-6656—7—S8
Chicage: 110 So. Dearborn S8t., Franklin 9766
San Francisco: 681 Market St., Garfield 6367

For Descriptive Catalogue C
Write to the School Office
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:

AMERICAN ARTISTS SCHOOL

DAY, EVENING & WEEK-END CLASSES
IN FINE ARTS

Photography & Children’s Classes

Faculty :

CHARLES HANKE
CarL RoBerTr HoLTY
JULIAN E. LEV
Hucer C. MILLER
EUGENE MORLEY
ANTON REFREGIER
MIRON SOKOLE
Moses SOYER

NAHUM TSCHACBASOV
Ly~Np WARD

SoL WILSON

TUITION: §$5.00 AND UP
Catalog on Request

ALEXANDER ALLAND
EMILIO AMERO
FraNcis Criss
ROBERT M. CRONBACH
HiLpA DEUTSCH
TuLLy FiLmMus

RuTH GIKOW

HARRY GLASSGOLD
CHAIM GROSS

JOHN GROTH

131 West 14th Street, New York City
CHelsea $-9621

Town Hall, Sat. Oct. 9—8:30 p.m.

GAMES RENTED FOR AFFAIRS

SPIEGEL’S

17 ANN STREET

REASONABLE RENTALS

109, discount if you bring this coupon with you

BArclay 7-8410
Complete stock of Monte Carlo games.

RoLAND HAYES

TENOR
. Auspices:

NEW YORK COMMITTEE TO AID
SOUTHERN NEGRO YOUTH CONGRESS
Tickets: $1.10, $1.65, $2.20, $2.75, now at
BOX OFFICE and WORKERS BOOKSHOP
50 East 13th Street

NEW MASSES

Beecham (Columbia), Beethoven’s ’cello so-
nata in G by Casals (Victor), a batch of
Chopin polonaises played by Arthur Rubin-
stein (Victor), Hindemith’s unaccompanied
‘cello sonata by Feuermann (Columbia), ex-
cerpts from Honegger’s Judith conducted by
Louis de Vocht (Columbia), a Purcell toccata
in A and suite in D-minor by Dr. Ernst Victor
Wolff (Gamut), Julio Martinez Oyanguren’s
superb performances of guitar pieces by Tar-
rega and Sirera (Columbia). Roy GREGG.

THE THEATER

T IS a baker’s dozen of years since Noel
Coward’s Hay Fever rolled us in the aisles
with the spectacle of how silly the English are
—and, from our Coolidge-prosperity view-
point, they seemed very silly indeed, what with
Mr. Coward’s play revealing their traces of
economic threadbareness and insecurity. Those
touches were the only things that gave his play
any real life; in the main it was just an un-
hibited farce of the doings of a goofy post-war
English middle-class family. The goofy-family
tradition in playwriting has gone marching on,
reaching occasional heights in such items as
Three-Cornered Moon and You Can’t Take
It With You. Its newest exponent is George
and Margaret, which John C. Wilson has
brought over from a successful London run
and installed on Broadway.

The most interesting thing about this goofy-
family play business is that all of them tread
an uncertain path between farce and comedy,
which is by way of saying that their material,
without doing great violence to such artistic
homogeneity as they possess, partakes both of
the real and unreal in almost equal propor-
tions. And when that has been said, it is worth
noting that they are all concerned with middle-
class families. The goofiness of these families
derives in large measure from an exaggeration
of what is true of them in real life, but not in
any comparable measure true of working- or
upper-class families: that the family group (as,
indeed, each individual member of it) is pulled
and pushed hither and yon by a variety of con-
flicting forces, emotional, economic, social, and
moral. And just as You Can’t Take It With
You seems most artificial when its romantic
theme tells of the successfully concluded ro-
mance between the middle-class girl and the
upper-class boy, so George and Margaret seems
most genuine when the middle-class son suc-
cessfully concludes his romance with the work-
ing-class girl. And it seems clear that in each
of the plays the authors are conscious of this,
Messrs. Kaufman and Hart just sort of throw-
ing in their romance gratuitously, and Gerald
Savory making his largely the focus of the cli-
max. His play is not as funny as Hay Fever,
and is derailed by the artificial trick of seem-
ing to point his play at the hearsay characters
George and Margaret. But it is fairly funny
and is likely to top most of the comedies Broad-
way will see this season.

One that it definitely tops is Blow Ye
Winds, which brings Henry Fonda back from
the films to the footlights. Mr. Fonda and the
characterization of his role are both very good.
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CHESTERS” ZUNBARG

OPEN ALL YEAR
A Delightful Hideaway iIn the Mountains
It you like uncrowded vacationing, now’s the
time to come. Quiet excitement, abundant di-
version, good company, swell food! Athletics
include Bicycling, Roller Skating, Tennis, etec.
Musicals, modern library, open fireplaces. Low
October Rates for week-long or week-end stays.
WOODBOURNE, N. Y. Tel.: FALLSBURG 53.

CAmP NITGEDAIGET

BEACON, N. Y. Beacon 7381

ALL SPORTS—GOOD PROGRAMS—DANCING
Hotel and Bungalow Accommodations

$16 per week

City Office: EStabrook 8-1400

RELZEMONT PARK
- ARMONK . N.Y.

Pleasurable retreat for rest and solitude, among
scenic hills of Westchester County. Hotel with
camp activities, 100-acre estate, private lake,

sports, golf nearby. 30 miles from city, excel-
lent cuisine, reasonable rates. vy excel

For information, write or telephone

ARMONK VILLAGE 955

REBECCA SILVER Invites you to

FORES HOUSE

AMERICA’S
most picturesque spot in Putnam County., Excellent Cuisine. Miles

SWITZERLAND
of lake. 50 miles from N. Y. Special LOW rates for weekly guests.

EACH ROOM FACES LAKE.
LAKE MAHOPAG, N. Y. Mahopac, 688 or 977

WHAT IS HAPPENING IN CHINA?

An illustrated lecture by

HARRY GANNES

foreign editor Daily Worker and author of
“When China Unites,” and “Spain in Revolt.”

ADMISSION FREE
by ticket only which can be obtained at
WORKERS BOOKSHOP, 50 E. 13th St.

by anyone making a purchase of 1c and up
LECTURE IS AT
IRVING PLAZA HALL

E. 15th Street and Irving Place, N. Y. C.
Friday, Oct. 8th, 8 P. M. Admission at door, 35c.

“ OPTOMETRIST

86th St., right at Bay Parkway
On West End BMT Line
BEnsonhurst 4-8373

LANGUAGE SERVICE CENTER
LEWIS BERTRAND, Director

Private and Group Instruction at your home or office or at
this Center. Russian, Spanish, French, other languages.
English for all purposes.

Language Stenography
Phone Sets Given With Courses
Booklet NM on request

507 Fifth Avenue at 42nd Btreet

ADVERTISE YOUR NEXT AFFAIR IN
the NEW MASSES under

‘‘GOINGS-ON"’

A New Column Devoted to What's On Around Town
Parties, Dances, Lectures, Etc.

DEADLINE: FRIDAY, 5 p. m.

RATES: 40 Cents a Line
8 words to a line Minimum 3 lines

Apart from that the play is on more or less on
a dead level in treating the old story of the
rough course of true love of a modern career
woman for a man (this time in maritime
dress) who has taken Thoreau too seriously.
ALEXANDER TAYLOR.

*

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

“Camille” Tallulah Bankhead and Henry Fonda
star in this version, Thurs,, Sept. 30, 8 p.m.,
C.B.S.

Viljhamur Stefansson. The president of the Ex-
plorers’ Club talks on transarctic aviation, Mon.,
Oct. 4, 6:15 p.m., C.B.S.

Social Adjustment. Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt,
Mrs. Ogden Reid, Mayor Fiorello LaGuardia
and others lead the discussion on “A Genera-
tion Finding Itself”’ at the opening session of
the Herald Tribune forum, Mon., Oct. 4, 9:30
a.m., N.B.C. blue. Frederic and Irene Joliot-
Curie, son-in-law and daughter of Mme. Curie,
continue the discussion, at 11:45 a.m., Mon.,
Oct. 4, N.B.C. red; while Mary Lewis, vice-
president of Best & Co.; Colby Chester, presi-
dent of General Foods Corp., and Reinald
Werrenrath wind it up, at 12 noon, Mon.,
N.B.C. blue.

A Free Press. James G. Stahlman, president of the
American Newspaper Publishers’ Assn.; Harold
Cross, Columbia University professor of libel
law; Dr. John H. Finley, editor of the New
York Times; Alexander A. Troyanovsky, Soviet
ambassador to the U. S.; Graham Hutton, as-
sistant editor of the London Ecomomist; and
others lead the discussion on “The Status of a
Free Press in the World Today” at the second
session of the Herald Tribune forum, Mon.,
Oct. 4, 2:30 p.m., N.B.C. blue.

Explorations. Bruce Barton, Dr. Thomas Parran,
surgeon-general of the U. S. Public Health
Service; Dr. George Gallup, director of the
American Institute of Public Opinion, and
others at the third session of the forum, Mon.,
Oct. 4, 9 p.m., N.B.C: blue.

Proposed Government Changes. The fourth session
of the forum brings to the microphone such men
as Henry A. Wallace, General Hugh Johnson,
Senator Vandenberg, Homer Martin, Governor
LaFollette, and others, Tues.,, Oct. 5, 2 p.m,,
N.B.C. blue.

War Throughout the World. Francis Bowes Sayre,
assistant secretary of state; Clyde Eagleton,
professor of government at N.Y.U.; Edwin M.
Borchard, law professor at Yale; and President
Franklin D. Roosevelt are the speakers at the
concluding session of the forum, Tues., Oct. 5,
10 p.m., N.B.C. blue. v

Recent Recommendations
MOVIES

Heart of Spain. Frontier Films’ documentary on
medical aid to Spain has been rightly called
“pictorial dynamite.”

The Lower Depths. Gorki’s famous play of the dregs
of humanity is brought to the screen by Jean
Renoir with a script that Gorki personally ap-
proved before his death.

Mayerling. A tender and moving French film based
on a historical incident.

Baltic Deputy. The newest Soviet film is a match-
less portrayal of the intellectual during and after
the revolution. Ranks with the season’s best.

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.
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“GOINGS-ON”

FREE CHINA BALL. Palm Garden, 52nd & 8th Ave.,
N. Y. Fri, Oct. 22. Mike Gold m. c. Benefit $240,000
C. P. drive. Tickets 69c, One-third off in blocks of 50
or more. All tickets Workers Bookshop, 50 E. 13th St.

EXCELLENT CHINESE DINNER, Vital Discussion—
“Will U. S. Neutrality in Chinese Situation Lead to
Peace?” Speaker, Mr. Green, Co-editor of China Today.
New Hankow Restaurant, 132 W. 34th St., Sun. Oct. 3,
7 p.m, Sub.: 75c. Aus.: Sunnyside Discussion Club.

CLASSIFIED ADS 40c a line

6 words in a line 8 lines minimum

SOUTH CAROLINA

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

VERMONT

AUTUMN GLORY in Vt.! Hunt, fish, rest with small
group of progressives Sept. to Thanksgiving. $15 week.
Write Ethan Allen Farm, R.F.D., No. 2, Chester, Vt.

MIAMI, FLORIDA

IF YOU PLAN to spend your vacation in Sunny
Florida, see us first. OQur place is in a beautiful loca-
tion with all modern improvements. Friendly atmos-
phere. Moderate Rates. For more information write
to Eisenberg, 1240-42 Euclid Ave., Miami Beach, Fla.

VACATION CAMPS RESORTS

CAMP FOLLOWERS OF THE TRAIL
Enjoy a glorious Indian Summer in beautiful Blue
Mountain country. Fall Sports. Excellent food. Steam
heated house. Low winter rates. N.Y. Central to
Peekskill, 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, riding.
Special Fall Rates.

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

FURNISHED ROOMS (Brooklyn)

MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL
37 Minutes from Times Square
Live in this modern fire-proof hotel
away from city noise. Singles $.50 weekly, up.
SHeepshead 3-3000

FURNISHED ROOM WANTED

YOUNG BUSINESS WOMAN wishes share someone’s
apartment, separate room; prefer section between
72nd & 96th Sts. Phone MOnument 2-0974 after 7 p.m.

PLAY TABLE TENNIS

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

PIANO TUNING

PIANO TUNING, regulating and repairing. Tone
restoring and voicing. Excellent work. Ralph J.
Appleton, 247 West 34th Street. Tel.: LOngacre 5-5843.

PICTURE FRAMES

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

CHILDREN’S FURNITURE

SAUL’S, 31 Graham Ave., Cor. Cook St., B’klyn.
Juvenile Furniture, Bilt Ritz carriages and highchairs,
Storkline cribs and chifferobes. Open evenings.

MODERN DANCE

IDA SOYER wishes to announce classes 1n the modern
dance technique for beginners. Rates, 50c per lesson.
Register Monday, 7:30 p. m., 52 W. 8 St.,, GR 7-0727.

CIRCULATING LIBRARY

PROSPECT PEOPLES BOOKSHOP and circulating
library for Masses readers moved to 920 Prospect
Avenue, Bronx, near subway station.

[T,

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

CONCERTS

FREE CONCERTS—Selected recordings of the works
of Bach will be heard this week at the Workers
Bookshop, 50 E. 13th St. 1-2 P.M. and 7-8 P. M.

MAILING SERVICE

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




Long before the first 2,000 Seal Book dealers had
their stock and their display racks, we found
that the demand was far greater than we had
anticipated. Accordingly 5,000 more racks are
being rushed and our print orders have been
greatly increased. As we promised a month ago,
the first Red Seal Books are now ready. At last
you can have your choice of these best books of
the decade in handsome, sturdy, new editions,
completely reset and redesigned, for 25¢ each—
a $29.00 library for $2.50!

If there is no Seal Book dealer in your neigh-
borhood yet, you may order directly from us,
using the handy coupon below. Simply check
the titles you wish, sign your name and address
in the space provided, and mail it to us.

ORDER FORM

Modern Age Books Ine. will pay the
postage on your order for 5 or more
titles if you enclose your remittance.
Smaller orders, or orders not accompa-
nied by remittance will be shipped par-
cel post, C.0.D.

MODERN AGE BOOKS INC.
Dept. NM, 155 East 44th Street, New York City
Gentlemen:

Please send me the books which I have
checked on the list below. I have indicated my
preference of binding.

[0 Please send these titles parcel post C.0.D.

O I enclosed my remittance in full. Please send
my books post free.

No. BLUE SEAL BOOKS
1 Fischer: Red Feather........................... 25¢ [
Cl Cloth Binding 50¢ [
........................ 25¢ 0
C2 .Cloth Binding 85¢ ]
3 Willson and Hoover:

Meals on Wheels...............ccooooceene 25¢ O

C3 o, Cloth Binding 85¢ (]
4 MacDuff: Murder Strikes Three........ 25¢
Ch oo Cloth Binding 85¢ (]
5 Wormser: All’s Fair........................ 25¢ 0
C5 oo Cloth Binding 85¢ (]
6 Duranty: Babies Without Tails.......... 25¢ O
CO oo Cloth Binding 85¢ [

GOLD SEAL BOOKS

7 Minton and Stuart:
Men Who Lead Labor............. ... 35¢ 0
CT oo e Cloth Binding 85¢ (]
8 Huberman: The Labor Spy Racket.. 35¢ []
C8 . R Cloth Binding 85¢ (]
9 Kaltenborn: Kaltenborn Edits
the News ..., 35¢ O
CY e Cloth Binding 85¢ (J
10 Acier: From Spanish Trenches.......... 35¢ 1
Cl0 .o Cloth Binding 85¢ [
11 Hacker, Modley and Taylor: The
United States (Paper only) ............... 75¢ O
22 Franklin: LaGuardia......................... 35¢ 0
C22 o Cloth Binding 85¢ (]

RED SEAL BOOKS

12 Gide: Travels in the Congo................ 25¢
13 Bolitho: Twelve Against the Gods.... 25¢ []
14 Sayers: Suspicious Characters............ 25¢ O
15 Green: The Leavenworth Case......... 25¢
16 Callaghan: They Shall Inherit

the Earth ... ... 25¢ O
17 Saroyan: The Daring Young Man on
the Flying Trapeze.................c.ccco...... 25¢ O

18 Raucat: The Honorable Picnic.......... 25¢
19 Powys: Mr. Weston’s Good Wine...... 25¢ O

20 Forster: A Passage to India............... 25¢ O
21 Fergusson: The Blood of the
Conquerors ............c.co..co.oovoveicneen. 25¢ [

[0 Please enter my name for a FREE subscrip-
tion to your publication “The Three Seals.”
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“The mést important news in the book world this fall,” says Granville Hicks
in the New Masses, “‘is the appearance of good books at twenty-five and
thirty-five cents apiece. . . . And it is highly encouraging to find on the first
list such a book as MEN WHo Leap LaBor (by Bruce Minton and John
Stuart) . . . it is the story behind the stories you read every day in your
newspapers, and it tells you what you need to know to understand the day-

to-day accounts. . . . Certainly t

who want just the informaj
if they don’t spend thirty-
buying it and Leo Hube
which goes behind the he
in the LaFollette investig
trial espionage which that #iquiry exposed. And they are buying Walter
Duranty’s volume of short stories, BABiEs WiTHOUT TAILS, and other titles
on the first list of Seal Books in such quantity that we are doubling the print
order on our second list. If there is not yet a Seal Book dealer in your neigh-
borhood there will be soon. Additional stores are being supplied at the rate
of more than a hundred per day and still we cannot catch up with the de-
mand. For impatient book lovers we are filling direct orders in the manner
described in the adjoining column. But soon, very soon, there will be a
dealer just around the corner from wherever you are. Look for the sign of
The Three Seals in quality book and stationery stores in your neighborhood.
And watch particularly about October first for the appearance of our next
headliner: LAGuarDpiA: AN UNAUTHORIZED BlocrAPHY by Jay Franklin.
It is another full-length, timely Seal Book, and costs only thirty-five cents.

Of unusual interest: THe UNITED

STATES: A GRAPHIC HISTORY by:

Hacker, Modicy and Taylor. A Gold \
Seal Special, illustrated with 76 pic- i

torial charts. Paper only. 75¢

We shall be glad to send you our pub-
lication The Three Seals, which tells
about our books and their authors in
more detail, FREE. Write for it to-
day.Use coupon in adjoining column.

\Quallly fora Puarlor”
MODERN AGE BOOKS INC., 155 BAST 44 STREET, NEW YORK CITY
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