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BETWEEN OURSELVES

FTER a month’s fruitful work
on the West Coast, NM
editor Joseph North and busi-

ness manager George Will-
ner are back in the office. They suc-
ceeded in establishing contacts which
will lead to far better coverage of
the Coast—a lack we have felt
acutely for a long time. They report
a fine enthusiasm for the paper in
Los Angeles and San Francisco and
points in between. North spoke on the
radio in Los Angeles and addressed
a number of meetings there and in
Long Beach. He is preparing some
articles on the new trends in the
movie industry. Promised, too, in our
series “What I Am Doing to Fight
Fascism,” to which Prof. J. B. S.
Haldane, Dorothy Parker, Vincent
Sheean, and others have contributed,
are articles from such outstanding
West Coasters as John Wexley, who
did the script on Confessions of a
Naz: Spy, Will Rogers, Jr., and Phil
Dunne, son of the late Finley Peter
Dunne, creator of Mr. Dooley.
Watch announcements for further ar-
ticles on the West Coast.

Beginning with next week’s issue
NM will publish regular comment on
the goings on—much of it behind-the-
scenes stuff—in the world of radio.
Our commentator will be John Ver-
non, who has pipelines into all sorts
of interesting places.

A series of three articles on the
federal cultural projects by Joseph
Starobin will start publication in an
early issue.

The next article in Robert Ter-
rall's series on the big-time press will
deal with the New York World-
Telegram, key newspaper in the
Scripps-Howard chain, Terrall’s first
piece, on the Herald Tribune, which
appeared in last week’s issue, has
been widely and favorably com-
mented on.

The full text of NM editor
Granville Hicks’ debate with Father
Edward Lodge Curran of the Inter-
national Catholic Truth Society can
be secured by writing to the Com-
munist Party of Massachusetts, 15
Essex St., Boston.

Mrs. I. Elson of Brooklyn, N. Y.,
will be glad to send her weekly copy
of NM, when she has finished with
it, to someone who cannot afford to
buy the magazine. She also has many

back copies of NM which are avail-.

able to persons or groups who can use
them. Anna A. Baronofsky, also of
Brooklyn, has issues of 1935, 1936,
and 1938 which she is willing to give
a\\;ay. Readers can get in touch with
Mrs. Elson or Mrs. Baronofsky
through NM.

Doctors, internes, and wives of in-
ternes have written us their hearty

response to the first of Cora MacAl-

bert’s articles on internes, published in -

the April 11 issue of NM. Following
is one of the letters, from E. G. B.:

“Enclosed is a dollar, what might
be called my widow’s mite to your
call for funds. For I am an ‘interne-
widow,” a character not exactly
touched upon, but perhaps implied, in
Cora MacAlbert’s story on internes.

“My husband was unable to obtain
an interneship in New York City be-
cause of the prejudicial methods in-
volved in making interneship appoint-
ments here, and was forced to take
one in a small city in the Middle
West. He earns $5 a month, which
helps to pay postage on our letters.
There was very little chance that I
could obtain a position in his city;
consequently I remained here in New
York. Since I do not earn a great
deal, and he earns, as I said before,
$5 a month, we have not been able
to see each other for over a year.
His interneship will last two years—
and there is not much chance that we
can meet again before that time.

“The whole stupidity of the in-
terneship situation is such that I can
hardly write about it calmly.”

NM contributors Rockwell Kent,
Wallingford Riegger, and Harold J.
Rome are among the sponsors of the
Spring Frolic of the Workers Alliance
Federal Arts Council. The affair will
be held at Mecca Temple Casino in
New Yeork on Friday, May 12.

A verse-play by Robert Whitting-
ton, Death of Garcia Lorca, will be
presented in New York on Friday,
May 5, at 326 W. 48th St., at 8 p. m.

International Publishers announces
that the deadline for contributions to
its next Literary Pamphlet—which
will be a collection of stories, sketches,
and verses dealing with the lives of
trade-union people today—is May 20.
The work of new writers is eagerly
welcomed.

Who's Who

L1ZABETH GURLEY FLYNN, a mem-

ber of the National Committee
of the Communist Party, USA, has
been active in the labor movement
for more than three decades. She was
once prominent as an IWW organizer.

. Jacques Maritain, the famous
French Catholic philosopher, recently
completed a tour of American and
Canadian Catholic colleges in which

- he lectured on philosophy. His article

in this issue is taken from a recent
radio broadcast.

Art Young’s article is a sec-
tion from his forthcoming autobiog-
raphy. . . . S. J. Perelman, as NM’s
constant readers will recall, has filled
in for Robert Forsythe before when
the latter was unable, because of ill-

ness or the pressure of other activities,
to contribute his weekly piece. . . .
Louis Lozowick is an outstanding
Marxian art critic. . . . Boris Gamzue
teaches English at New York Uni-
versity. . . . Barbara Stavis is well
known as a commentator on the stage
and screen of France. . . . Burton
Jerome Barnett, who with this issue
makes his first appearance in NM, is
a Chicagoan employed on the Writers
Project and is at work on a history
and guide to Evanston, Ill. He was
one of the organizers of the Midwest
Weriters Conference held in Chicago
in 1936.

Flashbacks

CCORDING to provisions of the new

United States Constitution, now
the oldest in the world, George Wash-
ington became President April 30,
1789. . . Toussaint L’Ouverture, Negro
revolutionist of Haiti, died in prison
April 27, 1803, after betrayal by the
French. . . . Philadelphians, in the
month of May 1828, saw the birth of
the world’s first working-class politi-
cal party. . . . The next year, in
the last week of April, New York
workers set up an organization to

fight for the ten-hour day. . .. One
year later, on May 3, 1830, the
English woman agitator, Frances
Wright, looked at the evidence in
America and said, “What distin-
guishes the present from every other
struggle in which the human race
has been engaged is that the present
evidently is, openly and acknowl-
edgedly, a war of class.” This ref-
erence to the class war is believed
to be the first on record. . . . May
Day, originating in the Eight-Hour
Day movement in Chicago in 1886,
became the property of all workers in
1890 when the first international cele-
bration took place. . . . By 1894, May
1 was a symbol of such significance
that the army of the unemployed led
by “General” Coxey chose to arrive
in the nation’s capital on that day.

. Memo to Socialists who chose
not to march in New York’s May Day
Parade: Debs in 1907 said of May 1,
“This is the first and only Interna-
tional Labor Day. It belongs to the
working class and is dedicated to the
revolution.” . . . German workers
will recall that Karl Liebknecht made
May 1, 1917, memorable by demon-
strating against the imperialist war
and against the kaiser’s government.
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Mine Eyes Have Seen the Glory

Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, renowned labor organizer, surveys her memories of thirty-three May
Days in America. The glorious pageant of American working-class solidarity.

HIRTY-THREE May Days have come
I and gone since my activities in the
American labor movement began. In
memory I view them—an endless procession
of red banners, flying high and wide, in the
eager hands of marching, cheering, singing
workers. Banners of local unions and AFL
central labor councils; three-starred IWW
banners ; banners of Amalgamated, of Interna-
tional Ladies Garment Workers, furriers, pio-
‘neers of unionism for the “immigrants and
revolutionists” ; banners of craft unions, inde-
pendent unions, industrial unions, and at long
last the CIO. Many were tasseled banners,
gold and black, silver and blue, with the
names, numbers, and places beautifully em-
broidered; clean, unwrinkled banners, pre-
ciously guarded in locked glass cases in dingy
halls, throughout the year—liberated to fly
proudly on May Day. Then the “people’s flag
of deepest red”—the banners of the Socialist
Labor Party, Socialist Party, Communist Labor
Party, Workers Party, and finally the Commu-
nist Party of the United States—inheritor of all
the best militant traditions; banners bearing
the arm and hammer ; clasped hands; arm and
torch; hammer and sickle—insignia of revo-
lutionary labor. Pictures of great leaders car-
ried aloft—Marx, Engels, Lenin, Debs, Hay-
wood, Ruthenberg! Dead martyrs of labor,
crape-draped—pictures of Liebknecht, Luxem-
burg, Sacco and Vanzetti, Frank Little,
Matteotti! Placards for prisoners of labor,
Mooney, Billings, McNamara! Veterans
marching, slowly but gallantly, in the first
decade of the new century—how they inspired
us, how we revered them. French Com-
munards, Russian revolutionists escaped from
Siberia, Germans driven out by Bismarck,
Garibaldians in their red shirts, Irish, Polish
exiles, Oldtime Americans marching, telling
us of Haymarket, Homestead, Pullman. Men
who knew Marx, Engels, Silvis, Parsons—
patriarchs and prophets to us.

MAY DAY, 1905

The hope of the 1905 Russian Revolution,
overthrowing the cruel autocracy of the czar,
was in the first May Day I knew. Later we
mourned, somberly marching from Rutgers
Square through an East Side of poverty and
pain, to Union Square. We commemorated
“Bloody Sunday,” named for murdered work-
ers whose blood dyed the snow before the
Winter Palace — tragic prelude of hard-

learned, bitter lessons for a successful revo-
lution and the birth of socialism, twelve years
later.

Every year May Day was signalized by
rulers’ fears: fear of general strikes, of po-
litical revolt, of workers’ uprisings, of unfore-
seen swift action by the aroused workers, as-
sembled by the thousands. “Workers of the
world, unite!” rang out on May Day. Mon-
archs, premiers, capitalists, and police chiefs
slept easier when it was over for another
year. Their fears were not unfounded. With
the spontaneous outpouring of workers from
factories, shops, and mills, there flowed a sense
of power in the workers, a will to “shake
your chains to earth like dew”—of confidence
that “We are many, they are few!” Streets
and public squares were possessed by the peo-
ple. Red Squares, baptized in the sacred blood
of workers—“Haymarket in Chicago, Union
Square in New York, City Hall Square in
Philadelphia and Cleveland, sandlots in Pat-
erson and San Francisco, Commons in Boston
and Lawrence, Plazas in Tampa and Los
Angeles, street corners, conquered by workers
in Missoula, Spokane, Denver, Fresno, Bis-
marck, Portland, San Diego, Pittsburgh, and
Scranton. “The right to assemble; the right
to speak” written in dead words in the Bill
of Rights was written in live deeds by the
people all over the United States.

Where have I been on May Day? Once
it was Newark, N. J. James Connolly, leader
of the Irish Easter rebellion in 1916, and 1
spoke from an old wagon in Washington
Park. He was a poor and struggling worker,
sad and serious. His daughter told me how,
years later in Ireland, he smiled and sang a
little song Easter morning, 1916, when he
went out to die for his country’s right to be
free.

Political issues were raised, labor demands
put forward every May Day. “Free Moyer,
Haywood, and Pettibone!” (then in jail in
Boise, Idaho), the clarion call of marching
millions rang through the country. Connolly
also spoke in Italian, to the amazement of
many. Foreign languages were far more neces-
sary than for this more homogeneous genera-
tion. Many languages I have heard on May
Day—but, unlike the Tower of Babel, bring-
ing common understanding out of chaos,
brotherhood out of old-world conflicts—Rus-
sian, German, Polish, Italian, French, Fin-
nish, Greek, Armenian, Syrian, Jewish, Span-

ish, Belgian, Turkish, Swedish, Danish, Hun-
garian, Austrian, Czech, Serbian, Lithuanian,
“Ukrainian—English, the warp plying through
the woof of many different strains—singing,
singing languages; guttural languages, hard
languages, soft languages, slow languages,
swift languages—mother tongues of centuries
flowing into the loom of America.

DULUTH, BUTTE, LAWRENCE

Another year I was in Duluth, Minn.
The cold, clear sunshine of May 1 dawned
over the blue-green waters of the great inland
sea—Lake Superior. The narrow city,
squeezed between the shore and the hills,
echoed to the calked, spiked boots of the
lumberjacks; the iron miners gathered on the
Mesabe Range. Americans, Swedes, Finns,
Norwegians, Italians, hewers of wood, ore
diggers, manning the boats on the treacherous
lakes, building fortunes for the steel trust—
beginning to fight for themselves.

Later I was in Butte, Mont.—city of cop-
per, where pennies were outlawed. Miners
Union No. 1—Western Federation of Miners
—was Irish and young. The cemetery on
“the flats” held the older men, cut down by
miners’ TB. In 1909 it was a bleak black
city. The fumes from the smelters killed every
tree and blade of grass for miles around. Not
a speck of green to gladden Irish eyes was
anywhere. Terrible accidents killed dozens of
men at a time. This wild and lawless city,
built on copper and blood, was the birthplace
of that great union of the hard-ore miners,
the WFM. The Mine, Mill, and Smelter-
men’s Union of the CIO is the logical suc-
cessor to the fighting federation of yesterday.
The seeds sown on those May Days of yester-
year were not scattered or lost. They have
grown and bear sturdy fruit.

- In 1912, I was in Lawrence and Lowell,
Mass., on May Day. Textile workers, twenty-
five different nationalities speaking forty-five
different dialects, celebrated their victory after
the fierce strikes of the preceding winter.
Banners demanded the freedom of their im-
prisoned leaders, Ettor and Giovannitti. After
the parades came the dancing, the different
sorts of music—yellow-haired Northern girls
dancing with raven-haired Italians — the
laughter and gayety of one race trying to
learn the songs, the dances of another. I can
see Big Bill Haywood in the Syrian Hall in
Lawrence, surrounded by workers, smoking



May 2,1939 NM

their strange pipe, which stood on the floor,
the smoke cooled through a fancy water bowl,
decorated in spring flowers in honor of Bill.

May Day, 1913, was in the midst of the
Paterson silk strike. Jack Reed taught the
strikers many grand songs, old French revo-
lutionary airs and English labor songs, Soli-
darity Forever—the Red Flag—the Car-
magnole. 'The bosses were trying the now hack-
neyed “Back to work under the American
flag” gag. The strikers carried high on May
Day their stinging retort, “We wove the
flag! We dyed the flag! We refuse to scab
under the flag!”

In 1914 I spent May Day in the far South,
speaking in a T'ampa, Fla., public park. Span-
ish, Cuban, Mexican cigarmakers were theré;
many natives too. They were familiar with
the textile strikes and expressed great sym-
pathy for the victims of “Yankee greed.”
Little did we realize how soon the textile
barons would run away South and precipitate
similar bloody conflicts not so far away.

‘The next day they took me through a cigar
factory in Ybor City, where a reader was
perched up on a pulpit-like stand, entertaining
the workers as they handrolled the fine cigars.
He was reading Margaret Sanger’s pamphlet
on birth control. This was the only time in

my life I was allowed to address workers
inside of a factory!

In 1916 I spent May Day among the coal
miners in the Anthracite region around Scran-
ton. But by 1917 I was clear across the
continent in Seattle, Wash., The Everett
massacre of the IWW men had occurred
nearby in December. The survivors were in
jail. The trial of Tom Tracey in Seattle was
still in progress on May Day. There were
six women members of the jury. We con-
sidered it a good augury when they decorated
the courtroom in green boughs en May Day.
A few days later Tracey was acquitted.

Defense of our civil liberties; for political
prisoners; fighting against raids, wholesale
arrests, and deportations of thousands of for-
eign-born workers—these were the big issues
of 1918 and 1919. The boss class was terrified
by the great Russian Revolution. By 1920
the World War veterans were in their places
in May Day parades, in service uniforms,
with gold-star flags.

In 1924 I spoke seven times on May Day,
for Sacco and Vanzetti, I returned to a textile
town on May Day, 1926, to celebrate with
the Passaic strikers.

After that a long period of illness, when I
read longingly of May Day parades and heard

in memory the songs, the cheers, the music
of bands and marching feet. I thought I had
seen May Days, but nothing excelled in fact
or memory the May Day of 1937, when [
returned to New York City. Now we marched
on the West Side; and the Irish bagpipes
joined the music makers. Now the James
Connolly Club and the unions of Irish work-
ers paraded. I waited long to see the happy
day the Irish were not all in the ranks of
the police. Irish on the marching side, sham-
rocks, harps, Irish songs, Kevin Barry, Soldiers
of Erin—Jim Connolly, I wish you were alive
to see that grand sight!

Last year I spoke to the Amalgamated and
at a big park gathering in Pittsburgh; in the
Steel Workers Organizing Committee Hall
at McKeesport, to the miners in California,
Pa. This year I’'m off to southern Illinois,
among the miners there. I ask you, could a
person want happier, more colorful, more
adventuresome, and inspiring May Days than
I have had? East and West, North and South,
“mine eyes have seen the glory” of labor’s
coming of age in America. “I expect to live
to see socialism in my country,” in the memo-
rable words of Lenin, That will be the best
May Day of all!

ErizaperH GURLEY FLYNN.

Mischa Richter
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SOLIDARITY

OLIDARITY. The word that girdles the earth and makes men
brothers. The word that has warmed the blood on picket-
lines and built fires in the dark places of the world.

This May Day we of NEw MASSES have reason to know what
this word means. Early in February we launched our drive to
raise $30,000. This was the minimum necessary for us to survive
and plan for the rest of the year. More than once during the in-
tervening weeks the magazine has been at the point of death, and
the editorial and business staffs believed it likely that they were
getting out the last issue. But thanks to the magnificent solidarity
of our readers and friends we have pulled through thus far and
are beginning to see daylight.

In the last two weeks the drive has really come to life. The
appeal issued by the NEw Masses Emergency Committee, con-
sisting of Ralph Bates, Paul de Kruif, Robert Forsythe, Ruth
McKenney, Dorothy Parker, and Donald Ogden Stewart, has
met with a particularly warm response. In the past week $2,097
has been received, bringing the total to $18,686. However, about
$5,500 of this is in canceled notes which, while reducing our debt,
does not increase our income.

That leaves us still $11,314 short of our goal. A goal that must
be reached if NEw MASSES is to go on—go on fighting for the
things that millions believe in and cherish. That $30,000 is no
arbitrary figure. It is our actual operating deficit—and there is
no angel except you and thousands like you to make it up. Our
average weekly income is $2,000, our expenditure $2,600. The
$30,000 we ask is thus a minimum figure.

This May Day, millions are marching throughout the world.
Heads high, they march proudly, with banners flying. NEwW
MassES is a symbol of this international solidarity, of the courage
of those in every land who are determined, despite fascist
tyranny, that mankind shall be free. We face the future confident
that our readers and friends will not let our own banner be low-
ered. Send a May Day greeting to America’s outstanding prog-
ressive magazine by mailing your contribution today to INEW

MassEs, 461 Fourth Ave., New York City.
errpe Al

BUSINESS MANAGER
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An Answer to Anti-Semitism

Jacques Maritain, internationally famous Catholic philosopher, broadcasts to the American
people his challenge to anti-Semitic barbarity.

EVER before in the history of the world

were the Jews persecuted so univer-

sally; and never has persecution at-
tacked, as today, both Jews and Christians.

It is in Germany that the spectacle is most
tragic. Everyone recalls the events echoed in
the press of the world; but what the public
knows less well is the depths of wickedness
and contempt for the human person reached
on the one side, and the sorrow and agony
reached on the other.

As to the anti-Semitic excesses of the fall
of 1938 in Germany, the barbarity rose there
to such a degree of cynicism that even in an
age accustomed to the worst there came an
explosion of general indignation. Nowhere
was this explosion stronger than in the United
States; that is an honor to this country.

The energetic American protest seems to
have curbed the most savage plans formed by
the racist persecution. It is fitting to hail
the moves made by the United States and the
efforts of civilized countries to come to the
aid of the German Jews, to procure as rap-
idly as possible the emigration of the greatest
possible number, and to put on an interna-
tional basis the question of the Jewish mi-
nority in totalitarian countries.

FORMS OF PERSECUTION

The historic age in which we live is a
period of accumulated difficulties for the Jew-
ish people. In the economic field the renun-
ciation of free competition, the rise of autar-
chical and state capitalist regimes, deals a body
blow to Jewish economic pursuits. Recently
published studies of the economic situation of
world Jewry indicate the growing pauperiza-
tion of the Jewish masses.

In the political and moral fields, the de-
velopment of various types of totalitarianism,
all of which regard the non-conformist as a
biological enemy of the secular community,
menaces the natural attachment of the Jews
to independence and liberty.

In the spiritual field, the upsurge of un-
precedentedly ferocious forms of paganism sig-
nifies an inevitable conflict, already begun,
with that people who, surrounded by the
pagans of another age, knew how to pay
heroic tribute to the sanctity of the personal
and transcendent God.

In Germany the Hitler propaganda machine
makes systematic use of the Protocols of
Zion ; you know that this is the most impudent
of forgeries, as has been proved by all those
who have seriously studied the question, and
recently by the prominent Jesuit Father Pierre
Charles. If there remain orators and pub-
licists who still dare to call upon this for-
gery to spread anti-Semitic legends, one must
believe that they have lost respect for their

own intelligence and that of those who listen
to them.

To charge the Jews with the sins of Bol-
shevism, to identify Judaism and Communism,
is a classic theme of Hitlerite propaganda,
which sometimes throws in Catholicism for
good measure. The theme is echoed with ad-
mirable discipline by the anti-Semites of all
lands.

ESCAPE FROM TRUTH

We, as much or more than the anti-Semites
(whose fury generally vents itself only on
poor Jews), detest the hegemony of banks and
finance, whether Jewish or non-Jewish, and no
less the rule of money in any form. And
here it is the materialistic structure and spirit
of the modern world which horrifies us, no
matter who the individuals, Jews or non-Jews,
who find themselves, generally without per-
sonal fault, involved in this inhuman struc-
ture. We know, moreover, that the great mass
of Jews is made up neither of bankers nor
of financiers, but of a population struggling
against every form of urban poverty.

We do not underestimate the gravity of
the great economic difficulties of our epoch
and of the general economic crisis of civili-
zation. We say that it is not by hounding the
Jews but by transforming the economic and
social structures, which are the real cause of
those difficulties and of that crisis, that we
can effectively remedy them. Anti-Semitism di-
verts men from the real tasks confronting
them. It diverts them from the true causes of
their woes—which lie simultaneously in our
egoistic and hypocritical hearts and in the so-
cial structures causally interrelated to our
moral wretchedness; anti-Semitism diverts
men from the true causes of their sufferings to
throw them against an innocent multitude, like
a worthless crew which, instead of combating
the tempest, would throw overboard some of
their companions, until finally they all are at-
tempting to choke each other and set fire to
the vessel on which humanity, lost in dreams,
has taken passage.

If we now turn more particularly toward
the Christians, who are themselves grafted
onto the olive tree of Israel, they must look
on the men involved in the Jewish tragedy

- with a brotherly eye and, as the apostle Paul

teaches them, not without trembling for them-
selves. It is certainly possible for Christians
to be anti-Semites, since one observes the phe-
nomenon frequently enough. But it is pos-
sible for them only when they obey the spirit
of the world rather than the spirit of Chris-
tianity. He is our fellow creature, this
wounded Jew lying half-dead on the road
from Jerusalem to Jericho.

Strangely enough, certain Christians are

heard to say, ‘“‘Has the world been moved by
the massacre of so many Christians in Rus-
sia, in Spain, and Mexico? We will be stirred
by the Jewish persecutions when the world
will be stirred by the sufferings of our own.”

When I hear this manner of reasoning, I
wonder how it is that from one day to the
next, and without even telling me anything
about it, my religion has been changed. Does
the Gospel teach that if a brother has sinned
against me, by omission or otherwise, it is
justifiable to sin against him in the same fash-
ion? Jesus said: “These things you ought to
have done, and not to leave those undone.”
Now it is said: “Because these things have
been left undone, you ought not to do those.”
Because here certain people have been lacking
in justice and in love, others must be simi-
larly deficient.

It is well enough known that the Popes
repeatedly defended the Jews, notably against
the absurd charge of ritual murder, and that,
all in all, the Jews were generally less un-
happy and less badly treated in the papal states
than elsewhere. .

Today anti-Semitism is no longer one of
those accidental blemishes of a secular Chris-
tendom in which the evil was mixed with the
good. It contaminates Christians like an error
of the spirit. I recall to your minds that, in
a document of the Holy Office dated Sept. 25,
1928, the Catholic Church has explicitly con-
demned this error. Racist errors were again
condemned, April 13, 1938, in a pontifical
document (the letter of the Sacred Congre-
gation of Seminaries and Universities).

It is well known that in a recent address
the Pope spoke out vigorously against the rac-
ist campaign and racist measures inaugurated
by the Italian government in imitation of
the German government. To the concept and
word race, figuring in the theories imported
from Germany, he opposed magnificently the
ancient Latin idea of gens and populus, the
connotations of which belong much more to
the moral than to the biological order.

“SPIRITUALLY WE ARE SEMITES”

The following passages of a discourse pro-
nounced in September 1938 before Belgian
pilgrims are also to be noted. Commenting
upon the words of the Canon of the Mass,
sacrificium Patriarchae nostri Abrahae, the
sacrifice of our father Abraham, the Pope
said: “Notice that Abraham is called our patri-
arch, our ancestor. Anti-Semitism is incom-
patible with the thought and sublime reality
expressed in this text. It is a movement in
which we Christians can have no part what-
soever. Anti-Semitism is unacceptable. Spiritu-
ally we are Semites.” Thus spoke the Pope.

Spiritually we are Semites. No stronger
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word has been spoken by a Christian against
anti-Semitism, and this Christian is the suc-
cessor of the apostle Peter.

It is no little matter, however, for a Chris-
tian to hate or to despise or to wish to treat
degradingly the race from which sprang his
God and the Immaculate Mother of his God.
That is why the bitter zeal of anti-Semitism
always turns in the end into a bitter zeal
against Christianity.

Scientifically, racism seems chiefly a sort
of political misappropriation of anthropology,
mobilized to furnish a practical criterion of
the German national community.

Philosophically and religiously speaking, it
is difficult not to see in this one of the worst
materialistic mockeries of men. To claim, as
was done at Nuremberg in 1933, that there
is “a greater gap between the lowest forms
which are still called human and our superior
races, than between the lowest of men and the
highest of monkeys,” is not simply a philosoph-
ical absurdity. It is also an insult to the
Christian faith, which, in affirming the spir-
ituality and the immortality of the human
soul, in preaching brotherly love for men of
all races and all conditions, in teaching that
Christ died for the salvation of all, affirms at
the same time the natural unity of the human
species, its essential distinction from other
species of animals, and the equal claim of
all men to the title of children of God.

INHUMAN AND DESPERATE

It is sometimes said, and I have used the
word myself, that racism is neo-paganism;
this is an insult to the pagans, who never
lapsed into such brutish materialism. From a
social and cultural viewpoint racism degrades
and humiliates to an unimaginable degree
reason, thought, science, and art, which are
thenceforth subordinated to flesh and blood
and divested of their natural “catholicity.” It
brings to man, among all the modes of bar-
barism which threaten them today, a mode in
itself, the most inhuman and the most des-
perate of all. For, as I have just observed, it
rivets them to biological categories and fatal-
ities from which no exercise of their freedom
will enable them to escape.

When Jews and Christians think of the
state of affairs in Germany before 1933, are
they not led to ask whether here as in other
lands, but with more immediately tragic con-
sequences, there was not lacking in too many
of them a certain humbly human compassion
regarding those elementary realities whose
terrible importance for our times has re-
cently been indicated? Privileged in their re-
spective ways, by divine adoption, did not
both too tranquilly carry on their business,
their business of earth and their business of
heaven? Did they not fail to observe with
suflicient sorrow the countenance of man and
of the world degenerating before their very
eyes, did they not fail to live close enough
to the misery of men and of the world?

It is, after all, a new face, the somberly
ardent face of pagan might, which is re-
vealing itself in men. I do not wish to speak

7

e
T R EEEEEEEE—

of these matters without paying tribute of
admiration and brotherly love to the Chris-
tians of Germany, Catholics and Protestants
alike, who suffer persecution as the Jews do
and who are defying all dangers to defend
against blasphemous rage both the Gospel
and the Old Testament. Perhaps it is not
commonly known, but the fact is that a great
many priests are now suffering—and fright-
fully—in concentration camps. The bond of
suffering in persecution has led both Chris-
tians and Jews to a consciousness of the fun-
damental bond uniting men, if not in their
doctrine and rule of life, at least in that
single origin which fashions them all in the
image of God. The future will show what
human history has gained from such an ex-
perience. JacouEes Marrrain,

What Benes Said

Erika Mann’s report confirms
Soviet role.

HE role of the USSR in the Czecho-

slovakian crisis following Munich has
been variously interpreted. Some have said
that the Soviet Union did not act because
the French and English did not fulfill their
treaty obligations. Others, more fascist-
minded, hinted that no Soviet aid was of-
fered.

Now Eduard Benes, former president of
Czechoslovakia, tells just what the position
of the Soviet Union was in those fateful days.
Erika Mann’s interview with Dr. Benes is
printed below, in full, as it appeared in the
Chicago Daily News of April 18:

Virtually everyone in my American audiences
has been asking me whether or not Russia would
be a possible ally for the democracies, both from
a military standpoint and from the standpoint of
her internal solidity.

People are asking whether Russian reluctance to
join the British stop-Hitler bloc means Russia is not
interested in European developments or is unwilling
or unable to participate. They recognize that the
situation of France and England will be affected
by what Russia does.

Reports that Colonel Lindbergh had belittled the
Russian air power have made a forcible impression.
No other witness has been heard who was, like
Lindbergh, in a position to know.

Therefore I asked Dr. Eduard Benes, who among
all European statesmen was in closest contact with
Russia during the European crisis of last September.
I learned that Dr. Benes had ascertained, through
a Czechoslovakian military commission, that Russia
was excellently prepared. I learned also that Russia
was willing to come to Czechoslovakia’s aid whether
France did so or not.

I asked Dr. Benes what Russia’s position was
last September.

Dr. Benes said: “Russia was faithful to the very
last moment; I knew that. Shortly before the Munich
conference I sent a military commission to Russia;
it came back with the best reports as to all aspects
of Russia’s morale and military preparedness. The
reports as to air, sea, and land forces were com-
pletely satisfactory.”

Dr. Benes said he was assured by Russia that
it would have sent military assistance even though
France and England failed to do so.

This statement at this moment, coming from this
source, seems to me of the highest importance, since
it contains news which is not only significant for
the past, but at least equally significant for the
present and future.

As for the past, it is more than understandable
that Dr. Benes doesn’t want to discuss today the
reasons for his attitude during the crisis. It is gen-
erally known, however, that the ambassadors of
England and France not only declined to promise
help in case of hostilities, but even indicated, in
the name of their governments, that these govern-
ments, as in the case of Spain, might actually help
the aggressor in the guise of “non-intervention.” In
fact, I was told in Praha a few days after Munich,
by persons belonging to the government, that they
feared that Czechoslovakia, had she offered resistance
with Russia’s aid alone, might have become a second
Spain.

John Heliker

“Russia don’t exist, gentlemen, it don’t exist.”




A. Birnbaum

“I¥'s not so easy, Adolf.”’
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Rehearsal for May Day

Ruth McKenney takes NM readers for a preliminary canter along the line of march of New
York’s May Day parade. The biggest city’s biggest celebration of the year.

HE morning will be cool and fresh.

| The sun will be yellow and warming,
good on bare heads. Even at seven
o'clock, the city will be on the stir. Up in
the Bronx, papa, who is marching with the
cafeteria workers, will be waiting impatiently
while mama irons his starched white cap.
The smaller kids will stand around and chant,

“Will we see papa march? How can we

see papa and be in the parade, too?”

Susy, who is full of her seventeen years and
her first authentic beau, will be in front of
the family’s best mirror, adjusting and re-
adjusting the red tie on her fresh white blouse.
And mama, who plans to trot along with
the East Bronx Communist Party section,
provided she ever gets her jittery, excited
family under way, will be making the counter-
point for the rest of the chatter with her
steady cry, “Children! Papa! Susy! Eat your
breakfast! Eat a good breakfast! You got a
long day!”

And all over the city at seven o’clock the
feel of fiesta, the proud joy of May Day
is making the kids squeal with excitement, and
the young men snort through their shaving
cream, and the young girls take care with
their lipstick. On the waterfront the seamen
are putting on their freshest, cleanest blue
jeans. In Brooklyn excited ladies are sewing
their darlings into Italian and Swedish and
Irish and Polish national costumes, so that
they may be the proudest in the IWO con-
tingent.

IN UNION SQUARE

At eight o’clock Union Square is still nearly
empty, but the place wears an air of tense
anticipation. The speakers’ stand is up, and
a harassed gentleman, obviously weighed down
by the cares of the world, is directing ten
young ladies in the delicate task of draping
the bunting just so. The ice-cream men are
jockeying for the best corners and the frank-
furter and ice-cold lemonade gentry are mak-
ing early morning sales and testing out the
resonance of their voices. A few scattered arm-
band, button, magazine, fancy hat, and flag
hawkers are sitting on the square benches,
waiting for action. ‘

Now, gradually, the square begins to fill
up. The speakers’ stand gets crowded. A man
says, ‘“Testing. Testing. Testing,” into the
loudspeaker and his voice comes back at him
from the buildings around the square, enor-
mously magnified.

People pour out of the subway stations, and
run for good spots along the sidewalk. Girls
appear at windows in the buildings looking out
over the speakers’ stand, and presently lean
on pillows, obviously comfortable for the
day.

HERE COMES THE PARADE

The sun grows warmer. The ice-cream men
begin to work fast in the thickening crowds.
Suddenly, above the hum and noise of Union
Square, the people hear the first faint sound
of band music. Dum-dum-dum. The Stars and
Stripes Forever. The reporters, the blase old
reporters, at the speakers’ stand, feel a slight
chill along the spine.

The music grows louder. The crowd on
Union Square falls silent, and five thousand,
ten thousand people shiver a little. May Day
is starting. Look sharp! Listen! The parade
will be here. Here she comes! Look! Look!

The band comes first. The sun glints on
the trombones. The sun makes the snappy uni-
forms glitter, makes the gold braid yellow
and fine.

“SOL-i-dar-i-ty for-EV-er.”

The music makes the crowd yell, and then
as the marchers lift their feet and their heads,
stepping proudly, a thousand fists clenched
high and firm, the people begin to sing The
International. May Day has started.

The New York Times will say: “The
first contingent passed the reviewing stand
at 12:45.”

And now the air is never still of the soar-
ing song. Over and over, sweet and high,
rushing and compelling. The brasses thump it
out, the drums accent its climaxes, the peo-
ple sing, and sing so proudly, “A-RISE ye
PRIS-ners of star-VA-tion.”

And against the background of song, the
steadily rising sound of cheers as the square
begins to fill to its utmost limits. Cheers and
cheers. The proud sound of people welcoming
their own.

The New York Herald Tribune will say,
“The marchers were welcomed with enthu-
siasm at the reviewing stand.”

THE SEAMEN

The seamen will comé, thousands of them,
from deck and engine room, from water-
fronts all over the world, snappy in their
blue jeans, Joe Curran in front with the
union flag. The girls will yell from the side-
walks, “Atta boy! Atta boy!” and the sea-
men will grin and look - mighty proud of
themselves.

The New York Journal-American will
carry a picture of a handsome seaman, caught
as he squinted at the sun. The photograph
will show a sort of distorted snarl. “Reds
Hurl Defiance,” the caption will say, but the
photographer who carried out his city editor’s
orders will be ashamed and hope nobody will
know the picture was his.

The garment workers will march into
Union Square, behind their fine banners, car-
rying slogans and signs, singing loudly. The

New York Sun, skipping the slogans about
the Wagner act, and Stop Aggression, and
Down with Hitler, will say, “The marchers
carried slogans approving the Stalin Blood
Bath and Dictatorship.” (The slogans will
hail the USSR’s peace policy.)

Then the square will begin to be positively
insupportable with people—but the crowds
will be pleasant and happy and nobody will
snarl if you inadvertently step on his feet.
And the music, insistent and pounding, and the
banners, and the signs, and the forests of
fists, clenched, will make your heart swell with
pride. Pride. That is the word for May
Day. See our strength, New York! Observe
our easy discipline! See our enormous num-
bers! Watch our joy in this day of our
fiesta!

And the reporters, so blase at 9 a.m., will
begin to be infected by the mood of the crowd.
“City Desk,” the New York T'imes man will
say into a telephone across the street. ‘“That
you, Pete? Say listen, they sure have a crowd
today. I make it 39,000 past the stand at
1:50.”

But the next day the New York Times
will say, “At two o’clock approximately fifteen
thousand marchers had passed the speakers’
platform.”

WRITERS ON THE MARCH

Then, following a borrowed band, will
come the writers, behind their banner, “League
of American Writers.,” The crowd will cheer
madly, because they feel happy to see the
intellectuals marching on May Day. United
we stand, by God, the people will say, look,
the writers are marching too.

And then as the music starts again the
writers will march proudly past the stand,
their faces shining,

The young people will come near the end.
Thousands and thousands. The girls with the
soft look and the shining eyes, and the boys
with faces set almost grimly, for fear they
should weep with excitement. The crowd will
fall silent and some will have to mop away
tears. Our young people. Now surely the
world is safe in their hands—who can defeat
us with these thousands of kids tramping
rapidly past, heads high, fists clenched, hair
blowing in the wind? Forgive us if we seem
sentimental. Who could be cynical or smug
or hopeless as the girls go by singing?

And then, finally, the Spanish section. First
the Abraham Lincoln Battalion veterans,
those who can march, the others riding be-
hind them. And after the war veterans, the
Spanish people of New York. And the crowd
will grow silent, thinking of the heartbreak-
ing struggle and the tragic defeat. But the
Spanish comrades will march proudly. Their
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signs will read, “Spain Can Never Stay
Fascist.” And “We Have Just Begun to
Fight.” And the Spanish section will be the
very heart and meaning of May Day. For we
have suffered so many defeats—but bitter
and hard as they have been, we cannot stop
to mourn them. For we shall win back Spain,
and Spanish children will live to see freedom
and democracy in their country. Salud!

Now long shadows will fall across the
square, The air will grow chilly., Hungry
kids will howl for just one more frank-
furter. And still the bands will play and the
people sing and the marchers give the salute
as they pass.

At nearly eight o’clock the New York T'imes
reporter will wearily drop his nickel in the
pay phone and say, “I make it at least 150,-
000, probably nearer 200,000. And what a
crowd watching!”

And next morning the Times will say:
“About forty thousand persons marched in
the May Day parade.”

And the marchers of the day before will
be irritated at the lie, and perhaps a little
amused.

“The papers are so afraid of us and our
May Day, they got to lie about it,” papa
will say with solid satisfaction, up in the
Bronx, and mama, whose feet will take a
week to recover, will grin and reply, “Papa,
don’t you think the East Bronx section was
the best?”

Papa, who is no dope, will say, “Sure, sure,
mama,” while he and Susy exchange secret
smiles. For obviously the Bronx YCL and
the cafeteria workers were so far ahead of
the rest of the parade there just isn’t any
argument.

And Pete, who is only eight, and was forced
to spend the day on the sidelines with Aunt
Bella who is just getting over an operation,
will say: “Mama! Next year, kin I march?
Kin I?”

And how can mama say no?

RurH MCcKENNEY.

What’s On Your Mind?

An important question, asked by many readers, is answered at
length. The problem of ‘“the withering away of the state.”

Q. Since there are no longer any exploiting and
exploited classes in the Sowiet Union, avhy
shouldn’t the state disappear?

A. This question was dealt with at consider-
able length by Joseph Stalin in his recent report
to the 18th Congress of the Communist Party of
the Soviet Union. Such questions, Stalin pointed
out, indicate failure to take into account the his-
torical circumstances under which Marx and Eng-
els worked out their teachings on the state. Above
all, they show a failure to understand the present
international situation and to see the capitalist
encirclement of the Soviet Union and the dangers
resulting from this for the land of socialism.

Marx’s and Engels’ position was correct, Stalin
said, “but under one of two conditions: (1) if the
socialist state is studied only from the standpoint
of the inner development of the country, in which
case one starts by leaving the international factor
out of account, viewing the country as well as the
state—in order to simplify the investigation—as
isolated from the international situation; or (2) if
one assumes that socialism has already been vic-
torious in all countries or in most countries, that
instead of capitalist encirclement there is a socialist
surrounding world, that there is no longer any dan-
ger of an attack from without and the strengthening
of the army and the state is no longer necessary.

“But what if socialism has been victorious in only
one country,” Stalin continued, “and in view of
this it is in no way possible to leave international
conditions out of account—what then?” Pointing out
that Engels never posed this question and conse-
quently could not reply to it, Stalin indicated that
the reply could only be found in the study of the
special and concrete case of the victory of socialism
in a single country surrounded by a capitalist world.
To expect Marx and Engels to have supplied a
readymade formula to answer all possible questions
that might arise in every single country fifty to
one hundred years later is ridiculous and contrary
to the scientific character of Marxism. The task
of Marxists is to apply and develop the teachings

of Marx and Engels concretely on the basis of the
living experience of the socialist state in the Soviet
Union.

Stalin answered the question in the following
classic summary:

“Since the October Revolution our socialist state
has gone through two main phases of development.

“The first phase is the period of the October Rev-
olution to the liquidation of the exploiting classes.
The main task of this period consisted in suppress-
ing the resistance of the overthrown classes, in or-
ganizing the defense of the country against attack
by invaders, in restoring industry and agriculture,
in preparing the conditions for liquidating the capi-
talist elements. In accord with this, our state ful-
filled two main functions in this period. The first
function was the suppression of the overthrown
classes within the country. In this, our state exter-
nally resembled former states whose function con-
sisted in the suppression of those who resisted, but
with this fundamental difference, that our state
suppressed the exploiting minority in the interests
of the toiling majority, whereas the previous states
suppressed the exploited majority in the interests
of the exploiting minority.

“The second function was the defense of the coun-
try against attacks from without. In this it re-
sembled, likewise externally, previous states which
also concerned themselves with the armed protection
of their countries, but with this fundamental dif-
ference, that our state defended the achievements
of the toiling majority from external attacks,
whereas the previous states, in such cases, defended
the wealth and privileges of the exploiting mi-
nority. There was also a third function here, and
that is the economic-organizational and cultural-
educational work of the organs of our state which
aimed at developing the germs of the new socialist
economy and reeducating the people in the spirit
of socialism. Nevertheless, this new function did
not experience any considerable development dur-
ing this period. -

“The second phase is the period of the liquidation
of the capitalist elements in city and country up

to the complete victory of the socialist economic
system and the adoption of the new constitution.
The main task of this period was to organize the
socialist economy in the entire country and to
liquidate the last remnants of the capitalist elements,
to organize the cultural revolution, to organize
a completely modern army for defense of the coun-
try. In accordance with this the functions of our
socialist state also changed. The function of mili-
tary suppression within the country fell away—
died out—since exploitation was destroyed. There
were no more exploiters and hence there was no
one to be suppressed. In place of the function of
suppression, the state acquired the function of de-
fending socialist property from thieves and wasters
of the people’s wealth, )

“However, the function of military defense of
the country against attacks from without fully
remained and consequently there remained the Red
Army, the navy, as well as the organs of punish-
ment and the Intelligence Service which are neces-
sary to uncover and punish spies, murderers, and
wreckers who are sent into our country by foreign
espionage services. The function of the economic-
organizational and cultural-educational work of the
state organs remained and was fully developed.
Now the main task of our state within the country
consists in peaceful economic-organizational and
cultural-educational work. As far as our army, the
organs of punishment, and the Intelligence Service
are concerned, their point is now directed not within
the country, but outward against the external
enemies.

“As you see, we now have a completely new
socialist state, never before known to history, which
in its form and in its functions differs consider-
ably from the socialist state of the first phase.

“Nevertheless, evolution cannot stop here. We are
moving forward to Communism. Will the state re-
main with us also in the period of Communism?

“Yes, it will remain if the capitalist encirclement
is not liquidated, if the danger of military attacks
from without is not eliminated. With this it is clear
that the forms of our state are changed, correspond-
ing to the changes in the inner and outer situation.

“The state will not remain, it will die out when
the capitalist encirclement is liquidated, when it is
replaced by a socialist world around us.

“That is how the question of the socialist state
stands.”

Simply Not Afraid
UsT how news is made fit to print in the

office of the New York T'imes is illustrated

by two versions of part of a Moscow dispatch
in the March 23 issue of the Times. In the
early edition it read:

One thing is certain—the Russians are no longer
afraid of the Germans, and least of all of the
Japanese.

One has to live long in Russia to know what
these words mean—just simply not afraid, of terror
that walks in darkness and people who take citizens
at night.

And in the late city edition:

One thing is certain—the Russians are no longer
afraid of the Germans, and least of all of the
Japanese.

One has to live long in Russia, where terror
walks in darkness and people take citizens at night,
to know what these words mean—just simply not
afraid.
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Haymarket Square, Chicago, May 4, 1886

Art Young, the American Daumier, gives us an eye-witness account of the great Haymarket
affair, the aftermath of our first May Day. His rare drawings of the victims of the infamous

“frameup”’ trial.

NEED not dwell at length upon what
I happened in Haymarket Square on the

night of May 4, 1886, three days after
the nationwide strikes for the eight-hour
day. The story has been told many times—the
mass meeting of some fifteen hundred per-
sons in protest against the wanton killing
of workers by the police ; Mayor Carter Harri-
son in attendance; Albert Parsons speaking,
then leaving with his wife for a beer garden
a couple of blocks away; Samuel Fielden
mounting the wagon used as a rostrum; rain
beginning to fall, and the crowd dwindling;

the mayor departing, and visiting the nearby
Desplaines Street police station to report to
Capt. John Bonfield that there had been
no disorder at the meeting ; Bonfield disregard-
ing the mayor’s words, and in a few minutes
leading 125 reserve policemen to the scene
and ordering the remaining audience of some
two hundred persons to disperse; then from
above or behind the wagon a whizzing spark;
a tremendous explosion; many policemen fall-
ing; their comrades firing into the panic-
stricken crowd, killing and wounding. Seven
of the police died; how many civilians were

killed by police bullets that night was never
definitely known, and nothing was ever done
about it,

HYSTERIA

Then a hue and cry—widespread police
raids; arrests of hundreds of men and women
known as or suspected to be Anarchists, So-
cialists, or Communists ; announcements of the
discovery of various dynamite ‘“plots”; an-
nouncements of the finding of bombs and in-
fernal machines; indictment of Albert Par-
sons and nine others as conspirators responsible

s

THE HAYMARKET MARTYRS. The Chicago “Daily News”
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artist in his twenties. Art tells how the great Haymarket trial aff:cted his life and art.

PPRAR I Ta0.

carried these front-page drawings of Art Young’s, made when he was a young
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for the Haymarket explosion and the deaths.

Newspaper editors and public men generally
cried for a quick trial of the defendants and
prompt execution of the guilty, and there
was every reason to believe from the published
reports that the accused deserved to be hanged.
Public opinion was formed almost solely by
the daily press, and in its columns evidence
was steadily piled up against these labor agi-
tators. Parsons had disappeared on the night
of the bombing—police all over the country
were watching for him; was not his flight
confession of guilt? Rudolph Schnaubelt also
was gone; he had been arrested twice and
questioned briefly, but had been released—and
Captain Schaack was incensed at the ‘‘stu-
pidity” of the detectives who had let him go.

Like the great mass of the Chicagoans, I
was swayed by these detailed reports of the
black-heartedness of the defendants. Outstand-
ing business and professional men and promi-
nent members of the clergy denounced the
accused, who were now all lumped together
as ‘“Anarchists,” and condemned the seven
Haymarket killings as ‘‘the most wanton
outrage in American history.” In the bloody
and gruesome descriptions of the tragedy of
May 4, the city’s people forgot the needless
killing of the six workers by the police on
May 3. I too saw “evidence” against Par-
sons in his running away. He had spoken at
the mass meeting, and the explosion had come
only a few minutes after he left—and then
he had vanished. Innocent men do not run
away when a crime has been committed (so
my youthful mind naively reasoned then);
they stay and face the music.

But when on the opening day of the trial,
June 21, Albert Parsons walked into court
and announced that he wanted to be tried
with his comrades, my sympathies swung a lit-
tle in the other direction. He had been in
seclusion in Waukesha, Wis., working as a
carpenter and living in the home of one Hoan,
father of Daniel Hoan, the present and for
many years past mayor of Milwaukee. If
Parsons were guilty, I reasoned now, he would
not have come back; he needn’t have come;
the police had been unable to find any trace
of him.

JUDGE GARY SNARLS

Shortly after the jury had been selected,
I was assigned to make some pictures of
scenes in the courtroom. The place was
crowded, but I managed to get a seat with
the reporters at a table near the defense at-
torneys. The prosecution was putting in its
case, and there were continual objections by
the defense to the line of questioning and the
frequent side remarks to the jury by Julius
S. Grinnell, the state’s attorney. Usually these
objections were overruled, in a rasping voice,
by Judge Joseph E. Gary; it occurred to me
then that I'd hate to be tried before such
a snarling old judge.

It was common knowledge that it had
been difficult to find reputable and competent
criminal attorneys in Chicago willing to de-
fend the accused; their cause was too un-
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Haymarket: May Day, 1939

August Spies: You may strangle this voice, but
there will a time when our silence will be more
powerful than the voices you strangle today.
Albert Parsons: O men of America, let the voice
of the people be heard !

Still bright, and searing ignorance and fear,

"This stronger beacon that you tended burns

And on this day of each advancing year

The memory of that first May First
returns.

But now the widespread fingers strengthen,
grow

More lithe, and flexing at the wrist—

O fingers forming to the fist!

Now is the imminence of commonweal—
The turgid lambency of molten iron
"Hardening in even lines of steel.

BurTON JEROME BARNETT.

popular; editorial notice had been plainly
served that only a pariah and an enemy of
society would try to save those men from the
gallows. In the face of this warning, three
courageous members of the bar, who hitherto
had handled only civil cases, had agreed to
undertake the Anarchists’ defense. William
P. Black was chief of these; a captain in the
Union Army during the Civil War, he was
known as a fighter; tall,. dark, and handsome,
with a pronounced jaw that shook a short
beard, he was often the center of all eyes in
court. Assisting Black were William A. Fos-
ter, said to be capable as a finder of evidence,
and Sigismund Zeisler, an earnest and studi-
ous young man with a blond Van Dyke beard,
red lips, and wavy hair.

On the other side of this desperate contest
was Grinnell, the state’s attorney, who was
understood to aspire to the governor’s chair,
and several assistants, whose names got into
print much less often than Grinnell’s. He
had a fresh, healthy face and a big, well curled
mustache,

Frank S. Osborne, jury foreman, was chief
salesman for Marshall Field & Co.; and the
other eleven “good men and true” answered
to these descriptions: former railroad-construc-
tion contractor, clothing salesman; ex-broker
from Boston ; school principal ; shipping clerk;
traveling paint salesman; bookkeeper; sten-
ographer for the Chicago & Northwestern
Railway ; voucher clerk for the same railroad ;
hardware merchant ; seed salesman.

All the defendants were neatly dressed.
They sat in their chairs with dignity, and
with the apparent self-assurance of men who
expected to be exonerated if they got justice.

There was a breathless tension to the court
proceedings, the air electric. Grinnell talked
much about “protecting society and govern-
ment against enemies bent on their destruc-
tion.” Captain Black was often on his feet
with objections.

Back at the Evening Mail office, I redrew

my sketches on chalk plates. By this time 1
had acquired a ready knack for working with
this process, though I never liked it. These pic-
tures of the trial attracted considerable atten-
tion, both among the Mail staff and outside.
Word came to me a little later that Melville E.
Stone, editor of the Daily News, had com-
mented favorably upon that day’s work of
mine,

Having attended a few sessions of the trial,
and in a sense having been for several days
a part of that dramatic spectacle, I followed
the newspaper reports of the case with much
interest. “Evidence” steadily mounted against
them. (Of the real quality of that “evidence”
I knew nothing then, nor did I for years
afterward.)

APPEAL TO HIGHER COURTS

Immediately after the verdict the defense
gave notice that it would appeal to the higher
courts, and with the convicted men locked
in their cells in the county jail, the press be-
gan devoting its front pages to other affairs.
I was to see more of the “class struggle” in
the near future without knowing what it
meant. Indeed, at that time, when I was
twenty- years old, I knew hardly anything
except that I had a knack for drawing pic-
tures and was pretty good at reciting verses
from books of poetry.

The attorneys for the convicted Anarchists
were busy preparing to carry their case to
the state Supreme Court, and news of the
various steps appeared now and then in the
press. The city had cooled down; one no
longer heard of plots to blow up police sta-
tions, or of plans for revolution. A defense
committee sought money to cover the ex-
pense of the appeal; in the Daily News office
we heard that it was having tough going;
most people in Chicago accepted the jury’s
verdict as just, and thought the convicted men
ought to be hanged: only a few intrepid per-
sons argued otherwise.

The state Supremie Court unanimously up-
held the trial verdict. Discussing the case
at great length, it gave many technical reasons
for approving the jury’s findings. This deci-
sion, on Sept. 14, 1887, was of course featured
in all the Chicago dailies, with fulsome com-
mendatory editorials.

But the defense would not yet admit defeat.
Preparations were immediately begun to carry
the fight to the United States Supreme Court,
on constitutional grounds. Gen. Benjamin F.
Butler was one of the attorneys who pre-
sented the argument in Washington late in
October. After five days’ consideration by the
full bench, Chief Justice Waite read its de-
cision. No cause for reversal, it said.

Earlier Judge Gary had sentenced the seven
men in the county jail to die by hanging there
on November 11. This left them only nine
days to live. Counsel and members of the
defense committee began circulating petitions
addressed to Gov. “Dick” Oglesby, urging
commutation to life terms in the penitentiary.
Many prominent individuals wrote the state
chief executive to that end, and various dele-
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gations visited him in behalf of the doomed
men. It was apparent now that sentiment
concerning the Anarchists had changed a
good deal. Appeals in their behalf were signed
by notables including Lyman J. Gage, later
secretary of the treasury ; William Dean How-
ells, Robert G. Ingersoll, Henry Demarest
Lloyd, Gen. Roger A. Pryor, and George
Francis Train. And from England protests
against the impending execution were cabled
by William Morris, Walter Crane, Annie
Besant, Sir Walter Besant, and Oscar Wilde.
Prior to the highest court’s decision sixteen
thousand members of working-class organiza-
tions in London, on a single day, signed a
plea to Oglesby to save the doomed men.

SKETCHES OF THE PRISONERS

On Wednesday, November 9, two days be-
fore the execution date, Butch White, the
city editor, assigned me to go to the county
jail and make pictures of the prisoners. The
jail is in the rear of and adjacent to the
criminal courts building in which the trial had
been held. Despite the newspaper stories of
plans for an attempted rescue of the seven
men, no special precautions seemed to be
taken by the guards inside. After my news-
paper credentials had established my identity
at the entrance, I climbed the iron stairs up
to the tier where the Anarchists were con-
fined, and was allowed to roam freely there
while I drew my sketches. Other visitors were
there, and they looked into the cells of the
Anarchists curiously, as one might gaze at
animals in a zoo.

Parsons sat writing at a table piled with
books and papers. He reminded me of a coun-
try editor—and he had edited a paper in
Waco, Tex., before he came to Chicago.
Adolph Fischer, who had been a printer on
the Arbeiter Zeitung, looked like an eagle—
light-haired, eager, and appearing as hopeful
as he had been in court. George Engel, also
a German printer, had less the appearance of
an intellectual than the others. His eyes
seemed dull, as if feeling had gone from him.
Michael Schwab, spectacled associate editor
and editorial writer, had a sad face. Samuel
Fielden, a bearded ex-Methodist preacher
born in England, was a familiar speaker in
halls and working-class street meetings, with
the voice and intensity of a born orator. Au-
gust Spies, editor of the Arbeiter Zeitung,
was strikingly handsome, straightforward in
his talk. But it is Louis Lingg that I remem-
ber best in thinking back to that visit to the
jail; my memory picture of him is clearest
because the sun was shining in his cell as
I sketched him. Only twenty-two, and blond,
he had a look of disdain for all. He -sat
proudly in his chair, facing me with unblink-
ing eyes. Silent, as though he might have been
saying: “Go ahead. Do what your masters
want you to do. As for me, nothing matters.”

They were all young men, except Fielden,
who appeared to be in his forties. Even the
beard worn by Schwab and Lingg’s mustache
could not disguise their youthfulness.

And now word came of an explosion in the

jail—that Lingg had put a bomb into his mouth
and lighted the fuse, and was dying. I was
chilled with the horror of the story as details
kept coming in. Suffering untold agony with
his face terribly mutilated, Lingg remained
conscious while three physicians worked over
him, and lived six hours.

In response to appeals the governor issued
a formal statement, commuting the sentences
of Fielden and Schwab to life imprisonment,
but refusing to interfere with the sentences
against the other four.

I was much relieved when I learned that
another artist, and not I, had been assigned
to witness the execution and sketch the scene.
I would have gone, of course, had I been or-
dered to, however grueling the task. But
Butch White gave the assignment to William
Schmedtgen, an older man, who had joined
the staff after me. I never knew why he was
chosen, but figured that White probably
thought I was too young.

Next morning I saw Schmedtgen put a re-
volver in his hip pocket, and noted that he
was white and trembling. Outside in the streets
an ominous quiet prevailed. Business seemed
to have come to a halt. Pedestrians were com-
paratively few, and every face was tense.
We who stayed in the office didn’t talk much,
and when we spoke our voices were subdued.
It was like sitting near the bedside of someone
who is dying. When a copy boy was heard yell-
ing something to another boy out in the corri-
dor, some of the staff hurried out to shut him
up. Reporters worked in relays covering the
news in the vicinity of the jail. One by one they
came into the office and wrote their individ-
ual angles of the story, then returned to the
scene of action. Thus we got frequent bul-
letins on what was happening there. The exe-
cution was set for noon, the day being Fri-
day.

Three hundred policemen had formed a
cordon around the jail, a block away from it
on all sides, keeping the curious crowds on
the outside of a line of heavy rope. Only
those persons who could satisfy the police
that they had bona fide passports could get
through. Once a newspaperman got into the
jail, the police would not let him out—though
he could send copy to his office by messengers
who waited at the entrance.

The hanging proceeded efficiently from the
viewpoint of the authorities. When the four
men had dropped from the scaffold and the
doctors had pronounced all of them dead, the
tension of months had suddenly gone. All
over town that afternoon there were drunken
policemen, in and out of the saloons.

My pictures of the executed men and their
fellow defendants were used in the Daily News
that day. Schmedtgen’s sketch of the hang-
ing had been rushed into print. I saw
him early that afternoon. He was ghastly pale
and said nothing; evidently he didn’t want
to talk about what he had seen. We were good
friends for years afterward, but I never heard
him comment on that day’s experience.

All of the news stories I read then and
nearly all the talk I heard about the case then
indicated that the executed men were guilty.
Stone called them “enemies of government,
destroyers.” Not for years did I have an oppor-
tunity to see and study the other side of the
picture. So when, a short time later, I was
asked to draw a cover for an anti-Anarchist
pamphlet, I readily assented. Its title was
Justice Triumphant Owver Anarchy, and it
upheld the hangings.

If the dead can hear, I ask their pardon
now for drawing that cartoon. I was young
and was misled by the clamor of many voices
raised to justify a dark deed.

ARrT YoUNG.
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Photos by Photo League

"BOARDED UP

HE conspicuous waste of human lives, health, and happiness we
can see in the slums of any great city is usually balanced by a
conspicuous waste of living quarters in other parts of the town.
Here we see a group of pictures taken by the Photo League
that show some of New York City’s waste living spaces. While
several families share a small, stuffy apartment in Harlem, the
East Side, or the slums of Hell’s Kitchen, whole buildings are
boarded up on Park Avenue.
The upper picture shows a condemned row of brownstone houses

on upper Park Avenue. Standing right near a congested living area,
it indicts the landlords who are content to speculate with their
fellow citizens’ need to live.

The lower pictures are typical of the sights one can see on
fashionable Park or Fifth Avenue. Mansions of well-to-do New
Yorkers remain boarded up, year after year, the land and buildings
upon them mocking the crowded poor who are moved from one
slum to another, while legislators frustrate voters’ plans for adequate
low-cost housing for the city’s millions.
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L.ook Out for the LLocomotive!

S. J. PERELMAN BATTING FOR ROBERT FORSYTHE

I do. If the board of directors of the
Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railroad
had come to me like a man and said, “Look—
we don’t think you’re big enough for the job.
You haven’t got the hips to swing it. We're
hiring Flash Gordon to streamline our road,”
I'd have been the first to wish him well. Hell’s
bells, they don’t come any better than Flash.
I worship the ground his stainless steel feet
walk on, I really do. And the kid’s got ability,
don’t think he hasn’t; after all, you can’t
hang around on Mongo for years and not
pick up something. By that I mean he’s young
and probably has loads of new ideas and with
Doctor Zarkov to steady him, he’s bound to
turn out something brilliant one of these light
years. Only this time isn’t it, Flash, old man.
Forgive me for saying so, but you muffed it.
I had occasion to glide over their right of
way a few days ago, and frankly, those Santa
Fe boys are living in a fool’s paradise. They
can stick a blunt tin nose on old No. 19 and
smear her tender with aluminum paint if that’s
their idea of a good time, but it’s Baldwin to
the core. They can even put wings on the con-
ductor’s heels and make him carry a caduceus
—it still takes two days and nights from Chi-
cago to Los Angeles. Around the age when
I went in heavily for black ribbed stockings
and sponsored the phrase “Why don’t you
make a noise like a hoop and roll away?” 1
conceived the idea of doing over my sled. I
gave it two coats of vermilion with a blue
stripe, lettered ““The Snow Queen” in Gothic
on the back, and let it be known in a press
release to my block that I had a new flexible
flyer. As a result, I got the name of being
a half-wit. The Santa Fe goes pixy on its roll-
ing-stock, but nobody ever calls them a half-
wit. Why should I have to take the rap?

I'm probably doing an injustice to Flash
and Zarkov and their bustly little friend Dale
Arden, but with Aladdin well out of the rub-
bing, somebody will have to laugh off that
dining-room on the Chief. It may not even
hurt to throw out a dragnet for Jules Verne.
Had it not been for the hay-and-feed store
outside which could only mean Chillicothe,
I might as well have been in a rocket on my
way to the moon. A quick look at my fellow
passengers did nothing to dispel the illusion;
two Martians with eyes on the ends of feelers
were sucking up bouillon, and a brandy hang-
over plus air-conditioning gave me the proper
sensation of altitude.

I spent the first five minutes clinging to the
seat of my chair lest I be whirled off into in-
terstellar space, at the end of which time I re-

IDON’T know why I should feel hurt, but

gained enough composure to examine the cutlery
and table hardware in general. Why this frenzy
for streamlining had to overtake objects which
stand still is beyond me. Just because a knife
or fork is raised eighteen inches from a plate
to your mouth is no reason it has to look like
a torpedo. What sympathy I had left for any-
body but myself was attracted by a bluff
rancher type at the next table. He was moan-
ing brokenly to himself, on the brink of hys-
teria from trying to scoop up some green peas
with a small variation of Brancusi’s bird. The
one consolation in this mad scientist’s paradise
of molybdenum and angular set-backs was the
colored waiter. For all the Alexis de Sakhan-
offsky-cum-Norman Bel Geddes functionalism,
he was still laboring on the levee down in
Natchez.

Consistency, far from being a jewel, wasn’t
even a semi-precious stone to the gentlemen
who remodeled the Chief. Opening a pet-cock
in one end of the diner, I found myself in a
lounge car of the Taft era, inhaling the
mingled odor of hot green plush and back
numbers of 4sia magazine. Its two occupants
were a sallow Pullman conductor with air
holes punched in his black straw cap, blubber-
ing over a Hamilton watch, and a brakeman.
The latter, with nothing left to switch, was
moodily transferring the National Geographic
to the binder marked Review of Reviews. A
suspicious moisture, largely brandy, gathered
in my eye as I began to recall old railroading

days—the firemen with knotted bandannas
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and oil cans, the plucky candy butchers, sup-
porting -widowed mothers, and the cheery
tramps named ‘‘Dusty” Rhodes.

Knuckling away the stinging tears, I sought
out my compartment, which was located in a
car called Kaibito. Kaibito’s walls were tinted
a blue so radiant and dewy that after fifteen
minutes [ stopped fighting the thought of
motherhood and rang for the maid. We held
a whispered consultation and decided to wire
ahead to the Lane Bryant branch in Kansas
City for a layette. “You poor child, it won’t be
long now,” the maid comforted me, pillowing
my head on her ample bosom, which seemed to
have escaped the notice of the streamliners.
All at once I felt the most irresistible craving
for a Scotch-and-soda, but since there was no
Scotch-and-soda on her ample bosom, I was
compelled to ring for the porter. One ring led
to another, and it was scarcely a day and a
half before we were pulling into Albuquer-
que, N. M. Remembering that I was
fresh out of ivory back-scratchers, I welcomed
the chance to lay in a new supply.

A quick glance around the station convinced
me that here at least there was no sign of
progress. I drew a breath of relief and was
about to buy a nice bag of fruit to present
to my porter in lieu of a tip when a train
butcher emerged from the station restaurant.
He wore a three-quarter-length surgeon’s
smock buttoned up the neck and octagonal-
rimmed glasses. I hope I'm wrong, but I
thought I saw an optometrist’s mirror glitter-
ing on his forehead. He was laboring under
a silver tray and as pretty a case of coryza as
I have ever seen. “Sadwiches!” he shouted,
“Get your chickid, hab, ad cheese sadwiches!
Ice-cold bilk! Eskibo pies!” With a choked
cry I flung myself out of his path, slid down
an arroyo, crawled up a mesa, and cowered
behind a mesquite bush until the train had
left. And there, gentle reader, let us leave
me. In the future, when I go anywhere it’ll be
by burro. S. J. PERELMAN.

“There’s a young gentleman here who can do anything.”

Colin Allen



William Gropper
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Tomorrow’s World

IRECTLY to the east of our NM office

—across the river and out a few miles
—a wonder city has grown up in the past
two years. They call it the World of To-
morrow, and like the world of tomorrow
it has been raised on land that once served
less noble purposes. Flushing Meadows—
part swamp, part dump, and only a very
small part meadow—was inhabited by mos-
quitoes and other animal life thriving on such
ground. It was ringed by the small houses
of the lower middle class of Queens.

But the World of Tomorrow is supposed
to show us what man can do with his
creative forces. The architecture, the indus-
trial exhibits, the display of international
good fellowship—all are said to be prophecy
of another day. To us much of the archi-
tecture seems to be sham—~functionless and
improbable. The industrial exhibits are nice,
but much has been left unsaid. The spirit
of international cooperation, however, we
like, and we hope that out of this advance
edition of the World of Tomorrow will
come more than the humbug Grover Whalen
is spreading. We think the real tomorrow
will differ in many ways from what will be
shown this summer, but we welcome the
World’s Fair. It will bring together plain
folk from all over this country and the
entire world. And when common people get
together to meet and know each other, only
good can result.

Isolationism Wavers

I IS not often that a congressional com-
I mittee so far forgets ancient and deco-
rous tradition as to applaud a witness. The
House Foreign Affairs Committee did the
forgetting the other day when Mrs. George
Fitch, wife of an American YMCA secre-
tary in China, urged repeal of the Neutrality
Act and an embargo on Japan. That spon-

taneous applause accurately reflected the
overwhelming sentiment of the American
people. Even so staunch an isolationist as
Senator Borah has been compelled to admit
that the policy of so-called neutrality was
no longer possible because the American peo-
ple have “already made up their minds who
is right and who is wrong.” ,

Symptomatic of this crystallization of
popular feeling was the appearance before
the Senate Foreign Relations Committee of
James Carey, secretary of the CIO, who
advocated legislation that would provide ma-
terial and moral aid to the victims of ag-
gression while denying it to the aggressors.
A year and a half ago two of the largest
unions in the CIO, the Steel Workers
Organizing Committee and the United Au-
tomobile Workers, adopted resolutions that
were strongly isolationist. In January 1938
the convention of the United Mine Workers
still was moving very gingerly between iso-
lationism and President Roosevelt’s “‘quaran-
tine-the-aggressors” policy. Today the CIO,
the bastion of the progressive movement in
this country, throws the entire weight of its
four million members unequivocally behind
an anti-fascist foreign policy.

Another indication of the way the wind is
blowing is the speech made on April 18
before the Economic Club of New York by
former Gov. Phil La Follette of Wisconsin,
heretofore an uncompromising isolationist.
La Follette attacked Chamberlain’s appease-
ment policy, pointed out that Nazism repre-
sents a danger “not just to Europe but to
the Western hemisphere as well,” and de-
clared that “Russia is one of the essentials
in Europe today to any honest and intelli-
gent opposition to Nazism.”

All of which means that if Congress is
to express the desires of the American peo-
ple, the very least it can do is to pass the
Thomas amendment which would exempt
from the embargo of the Neutrality Act any
nation attacked in violation of a treaty with
the United States,

Coal Lockout

F STEAM engines stop running in the next
few weeks America knows who will be
responsible: the coal operators. Not even the
Herald Tribune has dared to point the finger

at John L. Lewis’ men in the United Mine

Workers. For the press knows that Mr.
Lewis proposed to keep the mines running
under the old contract while negotiations
would go on for a new one, Midwest and
Western operators agreed but the Mellon-
controlled Appalachian industrialists had
their own ideas. They locked the men out.

Class-conscious Mellon telegraphed his

shot: his plan is to attack the miners, who -

constitute the backbone of the CIO, thus

initiating a new wage-cutting drive against
all workingmen. This, the operators feel,
would preclude industrial warfare and sabo-
tage economic recovery as part of the cam-
paign against the New Deal in 1940.

The deadlock continues over the opera-
tors’ refusal either to concede 100 percent
union employment or to surrender the pen-
alty clause which gives the boss the right
to impose a fine on miners for every day
they strike during the life of the contract.
In the meanwhile the miners hold solid.

The United Press has reported that Chair-
man Percy Tetlow, of the National Bitu-
minous Coal Commission, has announced his
group is studying the power to invoke a
ceiling on coal prices to prevent skyrocketing
of prices while the lockout continues.

Public support of the UMW would help
scuttle the coal operators’ plan to protract
negotiations until a serious coal shortage
gets under way. The Mellon interests are
filibustering—with the lives of the coal dig-
gers specifically—and the interests of the
nation as a whole.

Between Crises

H AVING spent two weeks elaborately wir-
ing ahead his punches, the world is
hardly likely to be staggered by anything
Hitler may say before his dummy Reichstag.
In these two weeks people have learned to
breathe more easily, to recover their courage, *
and to look for continued American leader-
ship in curbing the madmen who have driven
mankind to the brink of catastrophe. Al-
ready Hitler's resounding “No” to Presi-
dent Roosevelt’s proposal for a ten-year
all-around non-aggression pact has been an-
ticipated by his junior partner, Mussolini,
and by one of his American stooges, Gen.
Hugh Johnson. Old Ironpants’ column ir
the April 21 issue of the New York # orld-
Telegram, in which he told Hitler what tc
say in order to justify aggression, is a pre-
view of treason, American style.

It would be a mistake to believe that
Hitler’s speech, whatever its character, will
mean any changes in policy. Fascism can
no more be expected to abandon voluntarily
the path of easy conquest which, thanks to
the collaboration of Messrs. Chamberlain
and Daladier, it has been able to pursue,
than a jungle tiger can be persuaded with
fair words to cease being a beast of prey.
Only the knowledge that further acts of
banditry against small nations will meet the
determined resistance of the great powers
can give pause to the totalitarian govern-
ments. The great impact of Roosevelt’s mes-
sage lay in the fact that it clearly intimated
that the United States does not intend to
remain on the sidelines and permit the even-
tual destruction of its own peace and security.
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Unfortunately the ruling cliques in Lon-
don and Paris, despite their fulsome praise
of Roosevelt’s message, have utilized these
two weeks not to strengthen the anti-aggres-
sion front, but to initiate what appear to be
new moves toward pro-fascist appeasement.
The return to Berlin of the British and
French ambassadors, both of whom had been
recalled after the seizure of Czechoslovakia,
is a straw in the wind. A London dispatch
in the New York Times states that the re-
turn of the British envoy, Sir Nevile Hen-
derson, who, incidentally, is strongly pro-
Nazi, “took London by surprise, and the
question asked everywhere . . . was whether,
after all, Mr. Chamberlain might not intend
to make one more effort to satisfy Chancellor
Hitler, as he did last September at Munich.”

Coming at this time, this latest evidence
that appeasement is still a very live ghost in
Downing Street and the Quai d'Orsay is
hardly likely to allay the apprehensions of
the small countries in the direct path of the
Nazi-Italian juggernaut. Already Yugo-
slavia, hemmed in by Germany and Hungary
on the north and Italy’s new Albanian col-
ony on the south, has leaped from the frying
pan into the fire and has concluded what
is virtually an alliance with Germany and
Italy. Nor is there any assurance that the
British-French pledges of military aid to
Poland, Rumania, and Greece preclude the
Runciman squeeze-play tactics which were
used with such deadly effectiveness on
Czechoslovakia. Meanwhile the Soviet pro-
posal for an all-embracing anti-aggression
front languishes.

Spring: 1939
PRING comes to 1939 a little lamely,
like a timid girl afraid to walk on dark
streets at night. It is already a month since
the calendar set her debut, but spring has
waited as though it were not worth ventur-
ing new leaves and flowers for the withering
cannon. It is a season of love and war, in
which all’s fair, and warmakers like such
rules. Now troops can be moved with sum-
mer equipment; soon the winds will be soft
for the parabola of shells, and bombers may
take off at cock’s crow and be back for
breakfast. Mud dries after the April rains
and generals may confidently expect fine
morale in the conscripts for the duration of
the high season. In China spring is bewilder-
ingly beautiful in the gray-green plains and
the Eighth Route Army is driving back
through the smoking towns. In Spain a king
comes back through the courtesy of many
dead ; he should come in Saracen armor with
a proud swastika crest.
Spring comes to America and the snows
have melted in Moscow and Leningrad. The
Bolsheviks sit on top of the world and wor-

ried little bourgeois in the unbombed cities
of the West begin to see the giant in the
East. This week a dog will bark in Germany
over an earthwide network; crocuses will
bloom ; the parks will bed the city’s millions.
How can man meet another such spring?

Hollywood Landmark

ARNER BROs. Confessions of a Nazi

Spy will open this week in hundreds
of first-run theaters. The opening will be a
landmark in film history. For this picture
will mark a tremendous advance, both po-
litically and artistically, over such films of
social importance as Hollywood has made
heretofore. The film will not hesitate to
name and picture the rulers of the Third
Reich as the arch-plotters against American
national security and against the peace and
freedom of the world. It will expose the
subtle use of specious patrioteering and
demagogy by which reaction attempts to
trap the unsuspecting. The film will indicate
that Hollywood has begun to recognize the
interdependence of form and content in its
art.

Our Hollywood correspondent informs us
that the people involved in the production
of the film participated enthusiastically in
the venture. Producer Robert Lord, director
Anatole Litvak, and scriptwriters John
Wexley and Milton Krims approached the
work from a new angle. Edward G. Robin-
son, Francis Lederer, and Dorothy Tree,
who are among the principals, have engaged
in active anti-fascist work in Hollywood.

Warner Bros. has just announced plans
for another anti-Nazi film, Boycott, in addi-
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tion to scheduled production of a picture
about Pastor Niemoeller, and the already
completed Juarez, which portrays in effective
modern terms the struggle of dawning Mexi-
can democracy against the foreign puppet
emperor, Maximilian. MGM has scheduled
It Can’t Happen Here, and has bought
the rights to Phyllis Bottome’s anti-Nazi
Mortal Storm.

Associated Film Audiences has already
undertaken a broad campaign in behalf of
Confessions of a Nazi Spy, correctly esti-
mating that film’s success as having a decisive
bearing on whether Hollywood will advance
or retreat. The Nazis and their pals will
do everything to make the film industry feel
that it has burned its fingers. NM readers
can encourage the progressive movement in
Hollywood by: writing congratulations to
Warner Bros., Burbank, Calif.; congratu-
lating theater owners for booking Confes-
sions of a Nazi Spy and coming instantly
to their defense against expected threats;
seeing to it that as many people as possible
see the film in the first days of the first run,
since box-office figures at that time are re-
garded as the index to any film’s success.
We ought not to miss this opportunity to
demonstrate the popularity of genuinely pro-
gressive films.

Educators’ Manifesto

OVER two thousand leading educators
and publicists have just issued a
“Manifesto of Educators.” The manifesto
declares that molders of public opinion must
recognize the threat to democracy inherent
in demands for retrenchment in education,

Soriano

“Who's Afraid?”
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in attacks on the Bill of Rights, in gag laws,
in censorship of teachers and journalists, in
racial and religious intolerance in those news-
papers which make profit or power their
chief goal. The five-point program for
strengthening democracy against the attacks
of fascism and reaction is a realistic program
for human progress. The signatories of the
manifesto include 156 college and university
presidents, six state commissioners of educa-
tion, 139 deans, representing a total of 410
institutions from forty-six states.

Union Busting

EVERY time the tories have tried to cut
relief appropriations, they have found
their most militant opposition in the Work-
ers Alliance. The unemployed and relief
workers who make up its membership have
known the worst that capitalist depression
has to offer, and in the WA they have
schooled themselves as unionists. The leader-
ship has been good.

As reward, the Workers Alliance is the
“subject of an investigation as obvious as the
Dies probe in its smear strategy. Last week
in Washington David Lasser and Herbert
Benjamin, WA president and secretary, testi-
fied. Benjamin, when asked, said that he was
a member of the Communist Party and knew
of no reason why he should not be. He was
elected to his post in the union by democratic
methods and presumably the union’s member-
ship had chosen him because they felt he
could fill the job. Relief workers, like any
others, have that right.

This week local officials are on the stand
in New York. The familiar Red-baiting is
being staged for the delight of the press;
exhaustive searches are made for stray copies
of the Daily Worker, which can be photo-
graphed to prove that the projects harbor
Communists; questions are asked in such a
way as to enable clever editorial writers to
make confessions of the answers and still
stay clear of libel.

The Woodrum committee has one pur-
pose—to break the Workers Alliance and
thus rid reaction of its most stubborn oppo-
sition. ‘It is an anti-labor tactic that differs
hardly at all from the way General Motors
and Republic Steel go about the same job.
WPA administrator Harrington has signi-
fied his willingness to work with the WA
and progressives should recognize attempts
on its life for what they are—good old-fash-
ioned union-busting.

Program Against Recovery

HE Republicans in Congress have, after
much labor and cogitation, produced a
program for recovery. It is a twelve-point
program this time, but it is so astonishingly

like the five-point, seven-point, ten-point, and
twelve-point programs of national salvation
issued periodically by the National Associa-
tion of Manufacturers and the United States
Chamber of Commerce as to be mistaken for
very close kin indeed.

The program, like its brothers-under-the-
skin, is a combination of unexceptionable
pious generalities and concrete proposals for
making the rich richer and the poor poorer.
An example of the former is the foreign
policy plank (Point 1): “Keep the United
States out of war”—a model of lucidity!
Or Point 8: “Restore American markets to
the American farmer and wage earner and
develop new markets for agricultural prod-
ucts.” Needless to say, most of the other
points are dedicated to contracting Ameri-
can markets still further by reducing pur-
chasing power.

A curb on ‘“‘unnecessary, wasteful, and
reckless spending” (that is, relief) is de-
manded, as well as emasculation of the Na-
tional Labor Relations Act. The reciprocal
trade agreement policy is cautiously side-
swiped by a demand for a committee to in-
vestigate its effects. And of course the “re-
pressive”’ tax (it is all of 214 percent) on
undistributed corporation profits must be
repealed and the entire tax structure revised
in accord with the blueprints of Wall Street.

The Republicans are seeking support for
this anti-recovery program among the right-
wing Democrats whose guiding genius is
Vice-President Garner. In his message to
the Young Democratic Clubs the other day
President Roosevelt invited these right-wing-
ers to fish or cut bait—to back the program
on which the Democratic Party was elected
to office or “to join a party that more ac-
curately mirrors their ideas.” And he pointed
out that efforts to change that program are
“a different thing from allying themselves
with their party’s enemies and getting in a
stab wherever and whenever they can do so
safely.” One need not seek far in the Presi-
dent’s official family to find whom that
particular shoe fits.

Here Come the Orchids

IT 1s rare that the editorial board of a
magazine takes time out to pay tribute to
a business manager. He is the unsung hero
of the story. The editors of NM are happy
—and sad—to throw a few orchids at this
moment. Our business manager, George
Willner, who has seen the paper through
stormy days these past three years, is leaving
our central office. He is going out to the
West Coast. In bidding Willner goodby we
wish to express our gratitude for the fine job
he has done. It’s tough enough to be an editor
of such a journal as ours—tribulations pile
up in a way people on a commercial maga-
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zine cannot imagine. But to be the business
manager! Sometimes the job appears too
monumental for any one man. But as Carl
Sandburg put it: “The strong men keep com-
ing on . ..” And we wish, as we bid goodby
to Willner, to welcome his successor, Carl
Bristel. ;

We don’t want to get personal, but we

- consider NM a miracle in American jour-

nalism. No big money is behind us; nothing
but an idea—progress, democracy. All we
had, and have, is your good will. In that
sense NM is unique. It can count on its
friends: and no fair-weather friends are they,
for in every tough spot they have come
through.

The paper is, in this sense, a cooperative.
The editors serve the will of the readers—
answer the questions they pose. But this
support is scattered throughout America. We
have readers in every American city, and
in countless hamlets. They are the most self-
sacrificing of their communities. They aid
progress in numberless ways. But we are off
in New York. Our problems are not always
so real to our readers as some local issues—
or as some major international ones such as
Spain, China. When we get into a fix—
and that is inevitable annually (since we have
no Foundation to foot our annual deficit, as
some of our colleagues in the weekly field
have)—we must get our problems before
our readers. They are our Foundation.

Here is where Willner comes in. He has
been able to organize that good will, galva-
nize it into action, and every time we faced
a crisis—every time the American Hitlers
thought we would go under—well, we didn’t.
And we don’t expect to if you keep helping
as you have. Well, much of the credit for
all this goes to our business manager—that
organizer of good will. Though we could
not prevail upon Willner to remain in New
York, we're doing the next best thing. Since
we are opening a West Coast Bureau in
California, we have been able to persuade
Willner to take it over. We know he will
continue the fine work he did th New York.
The West Coast is our second biggest cir-
culation center. First New York, second
California. We have many friends out there
and we are certain they will help us get
thousands of new readers.

We are heartily sorry to see George Will-
ner leave New York ; but we feel good about
the West Coast bureau. NM will be able
—through having a representative on the spot
—to better its coverage of the remarkable
progress of democracy there. And we are
sure Bristel will ably carry on in New York.

If we had a medal we’d pin it on Willner’s
lapel; since we don’t, he can leave New
York feeling the love of the rest of the staff
and our admiration for his consistently first-
class work.
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What Is an Isolationist?

HAEMAS O’SHEEL takes issue with NM’s review
of Robert Briffault’s Decline and Fall of the
British Empire (March 14 issue):

“I find in Richard Milton’s review of Robert
Briffault’s Decline and Fall of the British Empire
that Mr. Briffault and I advise workers to ‘work
for socialism on their home grounds’ only. But in
New Masses last October I said, ‘Joint action by
the peoples is the need’; and Briffault writes, ‘Iso-
lationism can never be an unconditional policy any
more than isolation is a fact.

“I think collective action is the sanest idea in
the history of international affairs, the most worthy
of civilized men. I also think it fated never to be
tried because the necessary conditions do not exist
and are not likely to. I assert confidently that not
a single word can be cited from Mr. Briffault’s text
in opposition to collective action.

“Mr. Milton and the editors of NEw MAssES
think things just happen, in a casual, day-to-day
fashion. You think Hitler and Mussolini are dic-
tators, that Chamberlain is head of the British gov-
ernment. Hitler has a vision and grabs the handiest
adjacent country. Mussolini sticks out his jaw and
makes faces at Britain and France. Chamberlain
is surprised by these events and hastens to grovel.
You think the Marxian principle of inevitable con-
flict between capitalist nations for territory and
markets is operative today; that the fascist ‘have
nots’ are actually threatening the imperialist ‘haves,’
and may indeed attack in the West. If these things
were so, you would have the conditions needed for
collective action.

“Your pages also have repeatedly recognized the
cooperation I detect between the fascist powers and
what Pravda and Molotov always call the ‘so-called
democracies’; but you have done so piecemeal. In
June 1937 I wrote that the tension over Italian
bombing and sinking of British ships would not
result in war because it was a prearranged sham
battle designed to frighten the British people and
particularly British labor into support of their
government’s monstrous armament program. In Sep-
tember 1938 I said in print that there would be
no war because the whole Berchtesgaden-Godes-
berg-Munich business was prearranged. You saw
the point that time. A couple of weeks ago Joseph
Stalin confirmed your opinion and mine about that
incident. But as long ago as January 1937 I said
in print that the British government was Franco’s
chief backer and principal assassin of Spanish lib-
erties. How do you feel now, in view of the re-
sults of ‘non-intervention,’ the hasty recognition of
Franco, the disclosure of the role of the duke of
Alba and Berwick, and that heart-breaking letter
of Richard Goodman in your pages of March 21,
pointing the finger of guilt at the British govern-
ment in every paragraph, revealing it as the boss
of the Fifth Column all along?

“All these things are set forth with a force and
fervor in Briffault’s book, wherefore I think that
the adroitness with which Mr. Milton evaded all
reference to the real point of that book is a very
poor service to the cause in which we are all
enlisted. Let me hasten to say, however, that Mr.

Milton’s pragmatic definition of democracy—‘a form
of government wherein a people can work for po-
litical and economic change’—is most admirable and
useful. I subscribe to it; and I recognize its ap-
plicability to Britain and France. I am no Anglo-
phobe. There is little in the recent political history
of the Irish, for instance, to move me to turn my
nose up at the British. I would be willing to fight
in the trenches to defend the democratic values of
Britain from fascist subjection, if that could be
done without also helping to maintain the grip of
the British empire on its half-billion exploited sub-
jects. But I view more seriously than you do that
glaring evidence of the woeful imperfection of
British democracy. I know you abominate British
imperialism as much as I do, but I dissent from the
‘hush-hush’ habit you have fallen into regarding it.
By that you help pave the way for a United States-
British alliance which at no distant date would
land us in a lineup against the Soviets.”

To which our reviewer replies:

“Perhaps ‘isolation’ is a bad word for what it
is intended to convey. Certainly Shaemas O’Sheel,
Robert Briffault, and even Stuart Chase are not
perfectly described by the word, if only because
they sit down to write about the international
situation.

“Actually, of course, Mr. O’Sheel only infers that
because I contrasted Briffault with believers in col-
lective security I intended to brand him an isola-
tionist. That was not my intention, but it suits
the purpose. My only point is that Briffault adds
little to the discussion by saying he believes in
collective security but feels that it is a hope not
to be fulfilled in our time. England’s collaboration
with the fascists—indeed, England’s virtual fascism
—has sabotaged what once was a source of en-
couragement for peace, he says. Thus, Mr. Briffault
is not against collective security; he just doesn’t
believe it can work now. Perhaps Stuart Chase,
who knows a great deal about words, can think of
one to fit those who disavow isolationism but think
we ought to practice it.

“In spite of all Mr. O’Sheel’s, words, I see noth-
ing more than a difference in definition standing
between us and the group he represents. Our defini-
tion is simply that any government susceptible to
popular change is worth working with.”

Overseas Note

FKOM A. P. of London, England, comes a contri-
bution and plaint:

“Herewith check for ten bucks to cover one year’s
subscription and balance as donation to the best
publication on either side of the Atlantic.

“You may be interested to know that NEw MASSEs
has an increasing tendency to reach me with the
cover mutilated or loosened. Am not sure whether
this is a censor or merely a Socialist postman.”

Your surmises may be right, Mr. P, but we
feel that it is just the wear and tear of bouncing
on and off trains and docks. You should see how
some English magazines arrive here!

More Moscow Gold

W J. S. of San Francisco, whose famous “Golden
* Gate” was built, as every Red-baiter knows,
with Moscow gold, appreciates our plight:

“I have been reading New Masses for several
years and consider it a most important part of my
reading. I wish I could send more, as your supply
of ‘Moscow gold’ doesn’t seem to have been com-
ing through regularly. NEw MAssSEs must continue.”

Vermont Gold

ACOUPLE away up in the Vermont hills comes to
the aid of NM with an original contribution:

“The best that we can do for the ‘Keep New
Masses from Sinking’ fund is to send you some of
the product of our farm in the hope that you will
be able to turn in into cash and thus stave off your
creditors, or, if worst comes to worst, turn it into
your several gullets and grin at your creditors. Wish
we could do the same. In the meantime, keep an eye
out for a gallon of pure Vermont maple syrup
worth $2.50.”

Well, Mr. and Mrs. H., we have sold the Vermont
gold and have contributed the proceeds to the NM
fund. And the four people who jointly bought it
report that it’s fine enough to impress even a Ver-
mont Republican with the resources of our country.

From France

R. of Paris writes:

* “I am one of the 24,000 slackers who haven’t
yet come across. I'd be very ashamed of it if it
were not for the fact that I have been damn busy
(and then not busy enough) trying to raise funds
for the children, parcels for the men in the camps,
this and that for the intellectuals, God spare them.
But NEw Masses is every bit as important as any
of these activities. You and I both know that. Ten
bucks enclosed.”

From Kansas

H. makes a sacrifice for us:

* “Here is $2 toward saving NEw MAssEs.
Was going to get a permanent, but decided it would
be decidedly irrelevant with NM foundering on
financial rocks.”

From Oxford, England

HE Yanks at Oxford write:

“Enclosed is a check for £2, 10s, which we
hope will help New Masses to keep going. It does
a damn fine job of keeping us in touch with America,
which is a hard thing to do for us who are in
temporary exile.”

From British Columbia

J V. J. of Kelowna says:

*  “I feel that we in far British Columbia owe
so much to NEw Masses for its masterly and forth-
right analysis of world trends—the news behind the
news and before the news actually happens—that
I too must forward my small contribution to NEw
Masses’ continuance.”

From New Brunswick

F W. P. of Fredericton signs in with:

e “Enclosing $5 toward the $30,000. I hope

Canadian money is good and perhaps we can have

some Canadian articles in forthcoming issues.”
We'll see to that, F. W, P.

From a Blood Donor

6‘I AM very happy to send you the enclosed
check as part of my contribution to the fund.
Having had occasion to act as a blood donor, I
felt that NEw Masses would benefit by the $7 earned
by this transaction.”

You don’t know how fine it makes NM feel to
get letters like that from all over the world and
the United States. We're going to print as many
as we have space for, just to show what a fine
bunch of owners we have.



NM May2,1939

21

THE PICTURE THAT SHOWS HOW GREAT THE SCREEN CAN BE!

Starring The AcaJemy Award Winners

=
F

PAUL PIT v BETTE

MUNI - DAVIS

(WAR-EZZ)

WITH A CAST OF THOUSANDS INCLUDING

BRIAN AHERNE
CLAUDE RAINS - JOHN GARFIELD «- DONALD CRISP

JOSEPH CALLEIA ¢+ GALE SONDERGAARD ¢+ GILBERT ROLAND - HENRY O'NEILL
DIRECTED BY WILLIAM DIETERLE

SCREEN PLAY BY JOHN HUSTON, AENEAS MACKENZIE AND WOLFGANG REINHARDT « BASED ON A PLAY BY FRANZ WERFEL
AND THE NOVEL, "THE PHANTOM CROWN," BY BERTITA HARDING « MUSIC BY ERICH &WOLFGANG KORNGOLD

NOW PLAYING

HOLLY WOOD THEATRE

BROADWAY at 51st STREET

Two Performances Daily 2:45 p.m. and 8:45 p.m. All Seats Reserved.

EVENINGS and HOLID‘AY MATINEES: .55,.85,1.10,1.65,2.20 inc. tax* MATINEES~Monday to Friday: .55, .85,1.10 inc. tax.
Matinees Saturday and Sunday — 6 P. M. Performance Sunday, and Midnight Show Saturday: .55, .85, 1.10, 1.65 inc. tax.
Reservations accepied by mail, telegraph or phone Circle 7-5545
RESERVED SEATS FOUR WEEKS IN ADVANCE
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Steinbeck’s Powerful New Novel

Granville Hicks reviews “The Grapes of Wrath” and finds it the best work of a great writer to

date.

‘ a Y HAT John Steinbeck has previously
done—whether he knew it or not,
and I don’t suppose he did—has been
in preparation for this book (7T'he Grapes of
Wrath, Viking Press, $2.75). Tortilla Flat
was a rich, loving study of the color and
romance and fundamental decency in people
the world calls bums. The world read into
it a condescension of which Steinbeck is in-
capable, laughed heartily, and went on talk-
ing about bums. The Grapes of W rath has the
same warm feeling for both the vices and the
virtues of the common people, but the most
insensitive reader will not find it quaint. In
Dubious Battle was an exciting strike novel, so
vigorous, so dramatic that you could forget
the strikers were fighting for the right to live.
You will not make that mistake with The
Grapes of Wrath. Of Mice and Men rested
on Steinbeck’s understanding of the migratory
worker and his dreams, but Steinbeck got to
playing a game with himself. The Grapes of
Wrath shows a far more impressive mastery
of technique than Of Mice and Men, but you
never think about the form, just because it is
so perfectly right.

Hitherto, whenever anybody asked us what
we meant by proletarian literature, we had to
say, “Well, it ought to have this quality that
you find in so-and-so’s work, and that quality
as exemplified by the other fellow, and such-
and-such as found in somebody else.” (You
can fill in the blanks yourself, and then I
won’t have the bricks thrown at me.) We
shan’t have to offer that kind of composite
illustration any more. We can now say, “Pro-
letarian literature? Oh, that means a book
like John Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath.
Of course, that isn’t the only kind of novel
that deserves to be called proletarian litera-
ture, but it has all the qualities proletarian
literature has to have. That is the real thing.”

What are these qualities? First of all,
there’s power, beauty, imagination—whatever
you want to call it. It’s hard to define but
easy to recognize, and I think you can see it
in Steinbeck’s opening paragraph:

To the red country and part of the gray country
of Oklahoma, the last rains came gently, and they -
did not cut the scarred earth. The plows crossed
and recrossed the rivulet marks. The last rains
lifted the corn quickly and scattered weed colonies
and grass along the sides of the roads so that the
gray country and the dark red country began to
disappear under a green cover. In the last part of
May the sky grew pale and the clouds that had
hung in high puffs for so long were dissipated. The
sun flared down on the growing corn day after day
until a line of brown spread along the edge of each
green bayonet. The clouds appeared, and then went

A thundering tale of people and economic forces.

away, and in a while they did not try any more.
The weeds grew darker green to protect themselves,
and they did not spread any more. The surface of
the earth crusted, a thin hard crust, and as the sky
became pale, so the earth became pale, pink in the
red country and white in the gray country.

I have read hundreds of novels in manu-
script, and I begin to believe that one can
tell on the first page or two whether an
author has this kind of imaginative power or
not. (Some very considerable novelists, by the
way, haven’t it, and get along after a fashion
without it.) Steinbeck shows it on page one,
and it doesn’t seem to me that there is any
serious diminution of it on any of the follow-
ing six hundred pages.

The second quality is knowledge. In certain
literary circles one of the most heretical things
you can say is that a novelist has to know
what he is talking about. This is somehow
taken as a reflection on the literary imagina-
tion. But no serious novelist believes he can
show people unless he knows how they live.
Steinbeck, who obviously can pick up a good
deal of information effortlessly, has not spared

| effort in preparing for this novel. He knows

about dust storms and tenant farmers and
tractors and automobiles and Hoovervilles and
cotton picking and fruit picking. When the
car breaks down, he is with Al and Tom every

step of the way as they repair it. He knows
the big things, and he knows the little things.

Then of course there are people, and people
make or break a novel. The introduction of
Tom Joad is one of the most adroit pieces of
craftsmanship I can think of. Steinbeck knows
Tom, and he finds the best way to make us
know him. Tom and Casy and poor Muley,
and then the whole Joad tribe—OQklahoma
tenant farmers, kicked off their land and
starting for California. Steinbeck doesn’t
idealize them; he shows them as they are,
and he likes them as they are. There are mo-
ments of crazy comedy as hilarious as any-
thing in Tobacco Road or God’s Little Acre.
But the Joads are never brainless clowns, nor
are they ever loathsome monsters, They are
human beings, and pretty good representatives
of the species, rising at moments to an inspir-
ing heroism. Cheated, starved, and beaten in
California, they merge with the mass of vic-
tims, but Steinbeck never loses his hold on
them as individuals. The Joads live if ever
people in a book did.

But are the Joads representative? That is
always a relevant question today. There have
been times when an author could present a
character and know that his readers would
see exactly where that character belonged in
the existing organization of society. Today

EMIGRANTS FROM THE DUST BOWL. An ‘illust ration from the jacket of John Steinbeck’s new

novel, “The Grapes of Wrath.,” The artist is Elmer Hader.
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there is such confusion that little can be taken
for granted. Characters and situations have
to be defined and explained in relation to
their times. Authors have found various ways
of doing this, and some—notably John Dos
Passos—have invented elaborate and ingenious
techniques. Steinbeck employs a simple but
immensely effective device. Every other chap-
ter is the story of the half-million emigrants
from the Dust Bowl. This antiphonal device
—first the Joads, then the half-million, then
the Joads, then the half-million—enriches the
novel. But it also—and this is the real test—
helps the story. At the end of each of the
short antiphonal chapters, the story of the
Joads has advanced. They are representative,
you see, and Steinbeck has found the right
way of making this clear.,

The development of so effective a form as
this indicates careful consideration of formal
problems and is proof of the value of Stein-
beck’s technical apprenticeship. But valid form
must rest on genuine understanding. Last
spring the Simon J. Lubin Society of Cali-
fornia brought out in pamphlet form, under
the title Their Blood Is Strong, some news-
paper articles Steinbeck had written on the
homeless migrants. To compare this pamphlet
with The Grapes of Wrath is to gain con-
siderable insight into the problems of the two
types of writing. But the point I want to
make here is that the pamphlet proves beyond
any question that the novel is based on first-
hand knowledge and on a carefully acquired
knowledge of economic forces.

Any sensitive reader would, to be sure,
learn this from the novel itself. There is, for
example, a remarkable passage about the driv-
ing of the tenant farmers from their Oklahoma
land:

Some of the owner men were kind because they
hated what they had to do, and some of them were
angry because they hated to be cruel, and some of
them were cold because they had long ago found
out that one could not be an owner unless one were
cold. And all of them were caught in something
larger than themselves. Some of them hated the
mathematics that drove them, and some were afraid,
and some worshiped the mathematics because it pro-
vided a refuge from thought and from feeling. If
a bank or a finance company owned the land, the
owner man said, The Bank—or the Company—needs
—wants—insists—must have—as though the Bank
or the Company were a monster, with thought and
feeling, which had ensnared them. ... The bank—
the monster has to have profits all the time. It can’t
wait. It'll die. No, taxes go on. When the monster
stops growing, it dies. It can’t stay one size.

Steinbeck’s understanding of economic forces
is best indicated, for purposes of a review, in
a brief passage such as this. But actually he
is never abstract. If one had space, one could
show how his insight into capitalism illu-
minates every chapter of the book. There is,
for instance, a magnificent passage about the
selling of secondhand cars, and there is an-
other fine passage that describes an incident
at a filling station. Steinbeck knows both how
things happen and why they happen, and he
shows the why working itself out in the how.

No writer of our time has a more acute
sense of economic forces, and of the way they
operate against the interests of the masses of
the people, and yet Steinbeck.is never for a
moment close to despair. The Joads at the
end of the book face certain disaster, and,
having got to know and love them, one bit-
terly resents it. But, though the book ends
on the note of pathos, it is an optimistic book.
Steinbeck can afford to show without mitiga-
tion the tragedy of the Joads because he
knows so well the only basis for hope in our
times. He writes:

The Western land, nervous under the beginning
change. The Western states, nervous as horses be-
fore a thunderstorm. The great owners, nervous,
sensing a change, knowing nothing of the nature of
the change. The great owners, striking at the imme-
diate thing, the widening government, the growing
labor unity; striking at new taxes, at plans; not
knowing these things are results, not causes. Results,
not causes; results, not causes. The causes lie deep
and simple—the causes are hunger in a stomach,
multiplied a million times; hunger in a single soul,
hunger for joy and some security, multiplied a mil-
lion times; muscles and mind aching to grow, to
work, to create, multiplied a million times. The last
clear definite function of men—muscles aching to
work, minds aching to create beyond the single need—
this is man. To build a wall, to build a house, a dam,
and in the wall and house and dam to put some-
thing of Manself, and to Manself to take back some-
thing of the wall, the house, the dam; to take hard
muscles from the lifting, to take the clear lines and
form from conceiving. For man, unlike any other
thing organic or inorganic in the universe, grows
beyond his work, walks up the stairs of his concepts,
emerges ahead of his accomplishments. This you
may say of man—when theories change and crash,
when schools, philosophies, when narrow dark alleys
of thought, national, religious, economic, grow and
disintegrate, man reaches, stumbles forward, pain-
fully, mistakenly sometimes. Having stepped for-
ward, he may slip back, but only half a step, never
the full step back. This you may say and know it
and know it.

Many authors today would agree with that;
some might have written it; few indeed could
so perfectly make the idea a living reality in
fiction. We all talk about the hope that lies
in the masses, but it is a very different thing
to make that hope palpable. Steinbeck does it
because he knows where to look. Not in Casy’s
eloquence, moving as that is, not in Tom’s
heroic decision, not in the glimpse of the
strike, but in Ma Joad’s unshaken determina-
tion lies the hope of the future. “We're the
people that live,” she tells Tom. “They ain’t
gonna wipe us out. Why, we’re the people—
we go on.”

So we come to the end of our list of quali-
ties. There are others: there is humor, for
example, much of it unprintable in a family
journal such as NEw MassEs; there is pathos
(“Why, you can’t get through nine months
without sorrow’) ; there is a sentiment of a
perfectly legitimate kind. But the main thing
is that there is a deep knowledge of people
and the forces that move them, together with
a remarkable, carefully acquired skill in com-
municating what is known,

Seek out new horizons this
year! Thrill to the vivid color and dynamic
progress in the Soviet Union! From Baltic
to Black Sea—a sweep of industrial and
social advance! Nowhere is travel more
exhilarating, less expensive : complete tour-
transportation in the USSR, hotels, meals,
sightseeing, guide-interpreter service, ALL
for only $5 a day, $8 tourist, $15 first
class. Write for illustrated booklet 30 - F.

SEE INTOURIST OR YOUR TRAVEL AGENT
Into Inc.

545 Fifth Avenue, New York
360 No. Michigan Avenue, Chicago
756 So. Broadway, Los Angeles

ALL-UNION AGRICULTURAL EXPOSITION
opens Moscow, Aug. 1st 1939. Greatest exhibition in
Soviet bistory — 353 acres devoted to USSR’s massive
achievements in agriculture.

WE ARE PROUD

To announce the opening of the Progres-
sive Bookshop on Saturday, April 29th.

Located in the heart of Times Square,
just off Broadway, it will carry a complete
line of books, pamphlets, periodicals, greet-
ing cards and Mexican art goods.

You will find this bookshop to be differ-
ent from any other in the city, not only in
style and color but in the type and variety
of books available. Although progressive
books will be its main theme, it will be
equipped to handle your everyday book
needs, from Huckleberry Finn to Einstein’s
theory of relativity.

We invite your patronge.
A

Progressive Bookshop

133" West 44th St., New York City
(Between B’way. & 6th Ave.)

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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est. 34 days, all-inclusive.
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For information on these and
other conducted and inde-
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It would be a crime to break up into parts
a book of the stature of T'he Grapes of Wrath
if it were not that its stature is being fully
realized. We can afford to learn what we
can from Steinbeck, to make this novel an
occasion for clarifying our views of prole-
tarian literature, because it is becoming widely
known that this is a book that must be read.
However, it may be worth saying, to avoid
any chance of misunderstanding, that The
Grapes of Wrath is an experience, as every
novel ought to be and few are, a significant
experience, a heart-rending experience, a tre-
mendously encouraging experience. Other
critics can argue whether it is a book for the
ages. I am content to say that it is preemi-
nently and beautifully a book for our times.
Posterity can take care of its own literary
judgments. GranviLLE Hicks.

“God’s Valley”

Willson Whitman’s account of the
TVA and the region it affects.

IT’S wonderful, the things that can be done
once you start building dams. With flood
control and navigation, the step into power
production is natural. Trying to remedy
erosion, you take on problems of crop rota-
tion and land management. There is a supply
of phosphate to be turned into fertilizer and
distributed to the farmers. All these things
require workers, workers must have homes,
and as long as you're constructing houses you
may as well have a model, planned commu-
nity. Finally, if mosquitoes can be killed off
by simply manipulating the water level in
the reservoirs, it would be silly not to do it.

Willson Whitman, in God’s Valley (Vi-
king Press, $3), tells how TVA is doing all
this and more, in an area extending through
seven states and a hundred counties. She also
tells about the South itself. Her narrative re-
sembles a documentary film in its forward,
precise sweep of imagery and fact, set forth
in the order of their perception, with the
camera lingering on a piece of farmland or a
Labor Board hearing, picking out the detail
of a steam shovel, an Appalachian crag, a
lump of metaphosphate. But it is a film
many times average length, and with more
voices. Without skimping on technicalities,
Miss Whitman gives us, more than anything
else, a picture of this Yankee invasion of the
South in terms of people—specifically, people
without money, living in a region that “with
the possible exception of Vermont . . . leads
the country in the conviction that things are
terrible and nothing can be done, especially
by outsiders.” In such a region the TVA au-
thorities have moved mountains, men, and
graveyards to construct dams. They've en-
couraged labor unions, paid fair wages, and
given equal pay to Negroes; educated and
persuaded farmers into using scientific meth-
ods; established schools and libraries; even in-
fluenced 132 farmers to organize as a board
of trustees administering a huge demonstra-

A PERMANENT |
INVESTMENT

GOLDEN’S BRIDGE

COLONY

A beautiful 8-acre Lake at Gold-
en’s Bridge, N. Y., forms nature’s
ideal setting for this colony. Just
one hour from New York. We
have opened additional acres for
sale in this colony.

Monthly payments as low as $10
will give you an acre of land in
this ideal colony. Ample facili-
ties exist for social, educational,
and recreational activities, and
Children’s playgroups.

You are invited to participate in
this unusual environment. For
further particulars, write to:

M. ZAKHEIM
4708 39th Ave., L. I. City, N. Y.
or
visit us this weekend.
Golden’s Bridge Colony

Golden’s Bridge, New York
(Via New York Central)

Motorists: Use Route 22
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ULSTER PARK, N. Y. TEL. 58M1
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Completely redecorated
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SACKS FARM

(near Woodstock)
Saugerties, N. Y. Telephone: 82 F 5
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Acres of pine forests, beautifully scenic country.
Open all year.
Rates $17 per week; $3 per day
City information, BU tterfield 8-9683

UM NITGEDAIGET

ON-THE-HUDSON
BEACON, N. Y.

Phone: Beacon 731
ALL SPORTS
Hotel Accommodations: Per week $17—Per day $3
City Office: EStabrook 8-1400. Transportation: EStabrook 8-514)
{Or by N. Y. Central R.R.)

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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tion community with its own five-year plan.

There was opposition of course. The
hypocrisies of the private utility and sweat-
shop lords—which Miss Whitman exposes
with easy, conversational wit—had their ef-
fect both South and North. And the rural
folk made jokes at first about the “night-club
boys from New York.” But fertilizer, elec-
tricity, security from floods have stronger ap-
peals than tradition. The TVA personnel it-
self—a large percentage of which is Southern
—was a big help. Even Dr. Arthur Morgan,
another Great Engineer who aired his hair-
shirts in public, was a help at first. (Dr.
Morgan’s disappointment with God’s valley,
it appears from Miss Whitman’s account,
came with the realization that he wasn’t to
be God.) And the men and women of that
region are not divided between planters and
denizens of Tobacco Road. They are moun-
tain people, tenants, croppers, and mill
workers; they include labor organizers, and
girl strikers who make Scarlett O’Hara,
sassing Sherman’s troops, look like a paper
doll. Poor people, beginning to understand
why they are poor and not content with un-
derstanding; you can’t scare them easily with
talk about Mr. Berry’s marble claims or the
perils of regimentation.

To describe the cash results of TVA—Iet
alone its social implications—in terms of
transportation costs, electricity rates, flood
control, soil saving, the salvage of bankrupt
counties, employment, and by-product im-
provements is not possible in this space. One
aspect of the valley’s resources deserves espe-
cial emphasis: phosphate ores for munitions.
The United States, Russia, France, and
Great Britain own the world’s important
deposits of phosphates; according to Dr. H.
A. Morgan, “These four countries could de-
clare peace.” Right now we are selling phos-
phates abroad—to Germany, Italy, and
Japan. BArBARA GILES.

Manhattan Panorama

“Changing New York,” Berenice
Abbott’s camera studies.

ALMOST since the beginning of photog-
raphy its relation to art has been one
of frequent and reciprocal influence, ranging
from the soft focus “impressionist’ landscapes
and street scenes to the brave if unsuccessful
attempts at abstraction. On the other hand,
the new way in which artists have used per-
spective and distortion is a direct result of

a similar approach in countless camera studies.

With the universal rise of “functionalism,”
photographers began to reexamine their craft
in the light of its own potentialities: in terms
of the photographic process as an extension
and enlargement of the visual sense, of the
camera as an instrument of scientific preci-
sion, of light as a factor of creative expres-
sion. While this led in too many instances
to clever camera tricks by which a hand or
foot appears bigger than the head, or expert

M(IDEI{N Ak

OFFERS TIMELY NEW BOOKS
AT AMAZINGLY LOW PRICES

1. THE NEW INQUISITION b6y Konrad Heiden. The amazing story

of frightful persecution in Germany which shocked and horrified the whole civilized
world. “The sort of book every American should read.”—Hendrik Willem van Loon. 50¢

2. HOW SOCIALISM WORKS by Jobn Strachey. A sound and simply

written analysis which deals not only with the differences between Socialism, Com-
munism, and Capitalism in theory, but with their vital differences in practice. Including
a bibliography. 50¢

3. PEACE IT°S WONDERFKUL by William Saroyan. A new collec-

tion of unforgettable short stories by the daring young man on the literary trapeze. 50¢

4. SECRET ARMIES: The New Technique of Nazi
Warfare by ] obn L. S pivala. An ace reporter exposes Hitler’s undeclared war
on the Americas. The documented story of Nazi propaganda. 50¢

5. SCHOOL FOR BARBARJIANS by Erika Mann. Thomas Mann’s

daughter reveals the astonishing facts about education under the Nazis and what it is
doing to Germany’s children. “Sensational but documented.”—Time. Introduction by
Thomas Mann. 50¢

6. LIFE INSURANCE: Investing in Disaster by Mort and

E. A. Gilbert. Are you paying too much for life insurance? You may be, unless you
have read and acted on the sane advice offered here. 75¢

7. THE NEW HOME OWNER’S HANDBOOK by C. B. Smith.

The most complete book of its kind . . . for anyone who wants to build, buy or repair a
home. With more than 200 illustrations. “Detailed and exact advice.”—W ashington Star.

75¢

8. PRACTICAL BIRTH CONTROL METHODS by Norman
E. Himes, Ph.D. A practical manual prepared with the medical collaboration of

Dr. Abraham Stone. Introduction by R. L. Dickinson. Foreword by Havelock Ellis. For

the use of medical and allied professions only. 95¢

9. ALL THE BRAVE Sixty drawings by Luis Quintanilla. With text by Elliot
Paul and Jay Allen, and a preface by Ernest Hemingway. A must item for artists and
collectors by a great artist who is also a great soldier. 95¢

FREE EXAMINATION: If you aren’t delighted with these books you can return
them within 5 days for a full refund.
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The Press

New York, fortunately or otherwise, is the center of American
journalism. From New York come the ideas that finally find their way
into the small town papers, and to New York come the best prac-
titioners of those ideas. The press services are centered in New York.
The New York Times is the sacred cow of American journalism, and
the Tribune is runner up.

Robert Terrall, author of the article on the Herald Tribune in last
week’s NM, has written a series on the New York newspapers. Terrall,
who has spent months investigating his subject, has turned over to us
a number of sprightly, fact-laden pieces, the next of which deals with
Roy Howard’s New York World-Telegram. They will appear in
shortly forthcoming issues of NM, and no one seriously interested in
the press and its relation to social and economic progress will want

to miss them.

The WPA Arts Projects

No American institution is healthier or more progressive than the
government-sponsored arts projects which came into being with the
New Deal. The people know that, but the tories don’t, and the result
is that the life of these projects is threatened from a dozen sources.
Congress has cut down WPA appropriations, and the arts projects
will be early candidates for suspension. The WPA investigating com-
mittee is concentrating its Dies-like tactics on the theater and writers
projects.

Within the next few weeks NM will present a series of articles
surveying both the work of the projects and the various attempts on
their life. Joseph Starobin, the author of the articles, went to Wash-
ington to talk with Representatives Martin Dies, Joe Starnes and
others who want to knife WPA. In New York and elsewhere he
gathered facts and figures on what the projects have done, what they
plan to do, and what they are capable of doing.

New Masses

You’ll get these articles and dozens more in NM during the coming
months. If you subscribe now, you can get fifty-two issues of the
magazine and a copy of William Z. Foster’s Pages from aﬂWorkers’
Life for $5.50, or $4.50 for NM and Granville Hicks’ I Like America.

New Masses, 461 Fourth Ave., New York City.
Enclosed please find $—— for a year of New Masses and ( ) William Z.

Foster’s Pages from a Worker’s Life, or ( ) Granville Hicks’ I Like America.

studies of a cabbage in cross-section, it led in
other instances to a recognition of the camera
as a tool both of exact registry and of
social use,

Changing New York by Berenice Abbott
(E. P. Dutton & Co., $3) is primarily an
excellent introduction to the fascinating
panorama of our giant metropolis; but it is
much more. It records sights that have docu-
mentary and historic significance and it com-
ments keenly on forces of which those sights
are outward symbols. It is dramatic as well
as exact. The picturesque and esoteric are
given place in it because they are in a sensc
also typical. There is the Swiss chalet
adopted to the uses of an El station; there
is the scramble of several architects’ styles in
the Old Post Office; there is the New York
baroque in the Alwyn Court. The queerest of
all is perhaps the Gambetta Shop. Presided
over by a wooden Indian (who is Scotch),
the showcase advertises Russian snuff by
means of a genuine double-headed imperial
Russian eagle supplemented by a text written
in a quaint though somewhat illiterate Yid-
dish. Talk about the melting pot!

One of Miss Abbott’s predilections is for
the repetition and the massing of detail as in
“Hardware Store,” the “News Stand,” the
“Traveling Tin Shop,” the “Cheese Store.”
Despite the similarity of underlying intention,
these pictures differ widely because of the
difference of emphasis and compositional ar-
rangement.

Changing New York includes among the
more obvious sermons in stone, such as the
contrasts between the luxury of mansions
and the poverty of slums, more subtle sermons
such as the proximity between the temples of
God and of Mammon. The rich church of
St. Bartholomew is flanked protectingly by
the towers of Waldorf-Astoria and General
Electric while the Church of St. Nicholas
rests in the shadow of Rockefeller Center.

This enumeration is, of course, only the
beginning of the rich content of Changing
New York, which could be fully appreciated
only by actual contact with the pictures them-
selves. The value of the book is further en-
hanced by the contributions of Mrs. Audrey
McMahon, who wrote the introduction, and
Elizabeth McCausland, who supplied the pun-
gent captions. Louis Lozowick.

Ten Best Plays

The social theater’s outstanding
short dramas in one book.

T was time for this book to appear (The

Best Short Plays of the Social Theater, edi-
ted with an introduction by William Kozlenko ;
Random House, $2.50) for most of its ten
plays have reached the stature of contemporary
classics. Moreover, they are as living as the
eager audiences who even this past year have,
to the number of several millions, participated
in the four hundred American Little Theaters
where these plays were shown. Waiting for
Lefty is here and Bury the Dead, Hymn to
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ous week-end in the scenic hills of West-

chester County. All facilities for sports. All
modern equipment. Make early reservations.
Armonk Village 955 Open All Year.

Once in a Lifetime

A $15,000 Summer Colony Turns Cooperative. Grand Oppor-
tunity for 15 families—$395.00 Share $5.00 Monthly. Property
21 mlles c|ty—85c R. T—soo ft. elevation—beautiful country

d—fruit tr s—fl. s—2-story house—8 bun-
galows—39 rnoms—furnished—gas—eleetnc:ty—hot cold water
~—Dance Pavilion — Athletic Facilities — (Golf — Swimming—
village near). Act Now—Solve Your Vacation Problem—Divi-
dends first season. Phone for interview—(JErome 8-4221).

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers

the Rising Sun, Private Hicks, The Cradle
Will Rock, and Plant in the Sun. It is hard
to believe that only four years have passed
since Lefty almost literally brought down the
roof of the old Civic Repertory Theater at
a “New Theater Night,” and proved that
Agit-prop had reached artistic maturity. Since
then these plays have spread their influence
into every corner of the land; their forms
and themes have even reached the mass mil-
lions of the radio networks. They were the
mainstay of the first working-class theaters
in England, until these developed new play-
wrights of their own.

Among the plays in the book, those less gen-
erally known include Kozlenko’s This Earth
Is Ours, a factual dramatization of the
Crempa case. There is Claire and Paul Sif-
ton's Give All the Terrors to the Wind, a
powerful action play about marine workers on
an unseaworthy freighter, battling not only
the bitter storm but the “business men that’ll
put the ship through with the heaviest cargo
in the quickest time at the least expense . .
and to hell with the crew.” These organized
seamen have traveled far since they first
shipped on Eugene O’Neill’s 8.§. Glencairn.
John Wexley’s Running Dogs, which, though
a complete one-acter, is part of an unpublished
full-length play, is about one of the Kuomin-
tang campaigns against the Chinese Red Army.
The two forces had not yet united in the
face of the Japanese invasion of their country
—but the basis for that union is implicit in
the conflicts of this play. The once fabulous
Chinese are realized as human beings moti-
vated by the same needs as are the poor of
any nation. These plays, though in varying
forms, derive their themes from the occupa-
tions men live by, the hazards they face,
the conspiracies that betray them, the dignity
they attain through understanding and struggle.

It is regrettable that the book fails to
mention the vital role of the New Theater
League in stimulating the writing and pro-
duction of most of these plays. If the purpose
of the editor is to show that good social
drama is literature for reading as well as a
scenario for actors, he has succeeded. But he
cannot be unaware of the reciprocal relation
between playwrights and the non-commercial
theaters which first gave writers of integrity
a chance on the modern stage. It is doubtful
whether, without the New Theater League,
many of the best short plays of the social
theater would have been written. Certainly it
is the league which is continuing to provide
new talents with the encouragement they
need to produce the best social plays of the
future. Boris GAMZUE.

Charles Martin

EXHIBITION

A. BIRNBAUM
MAY 1-31

F.A.R.GALLERY, 19 E. 61, N. Y. C.

Reception
Dinner to honor

JULIO ALVAREZ
DEL VAYO

Foreign Minister of the Spanish
Republican Government
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SPANISH REFUGEE RELIEF CAMPAIGN
381 Fourth Avenue, New York City
Tel.: MU 4-5300

ALVAREZ DEL VAYO
Reception Dinner

381 4th Ave., N. Y. C.
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Enclosed find my check for §............

Name.

Address

City.

-~ . o —— T

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers



28

May 2,1939 NM

s I G H

T S

s O

u N D §

French Social Films

How the films of the Popular Front are made and distributed. Jean Renoir’s achievements.
Film decrees threatened by Daladier.

LTHOUGH the excellence of the social films
A of France seems to be due to the pre-
dominance of the director in film pro-
duction, there are several permanent organiza-
tions, which receive little publicity abroad,
whose efforts have insured the prerogatives of
the director. Salient among them is Les Films
Populaires which represents the cultural pro-
gram of the Front Populaire in the movie
field. This is a distributing organization,
handling films of a positive social value and
artistic quality. It has had to find its ex-
hibitors outside ordinary commercial chan-
nels; clients include trade unions, the Com-
munist and Socialist Parties, cultural clubs,
and independent exhibitors mainly in Paris
and environs. An important function of Les
Films Populaires is the bringing of social
pictures to the village and countryside by
traveling caravans, equipped for screening
sound films in rural halls. By this energetic
system villagers who have scarcely seen com-
mercial films will turn out for pictures like
Heart of Spain, Return to Life, People of
France, Cherry Time, a feature picture about
old age pensions, and special newsreels of
Popular Front activity.

In 1938 the 166,000 people reached by
these rolling cinemas gave 70,500 francs to
Spain and bought 10,500 francs worth of
Popular Front literature. This attendance
figure has been achieved by reaching and
creating an audience entirely outside the com-
mercial audience.

Avant-garde directors have long seen the
need for working within such a producer-
audience organization. France’s greatest direc-
tor, Jean Renoir, son of the painter, is the
most active figure among the directors. Renoir
will be familiar to American audiences for his
beautiful films Grand Illusion, The Lower
Depths, The Loves of Toni, and People of
France, a film he directed anonymously for
the Communist Party election campaign in
1936. He is also the author of the epic film
La Marseillaise, financed by hundreds of
thousands of tiny contributions from rank-
and-filers 'in the Front Populaire. This, and
perhaps his latest film, La Bete Humaine,
will be seen in New York this fall.

Renoir believes it feasible to produce social
pictures in the commercial market, which is
more nearly possible in France than the
United States because of the difference in the
nature of the French industry. France is the
country of a hundred small producers, anala-
gous to the situation in the United States in
about 1915. The motion picture industry has
not been monopolized to the degree of Ameri-
can films. Thus it is possible, if hazardous,
for sincere film makers to enter the market

without bucking a fully organized monopoly
over production, distribution, and exhibition—
the condition exposed in America by the fed-
eral government’s anti-monopoly suit. Premier
Daladier has taken tentative steps to encour-
age monopoly and bring capital “out of
hiding.” Recently a film commission appointed
by Daladier recommended a cinema decree
which includes several fatal blows at the type
of films distributed by Les Films Populaires.
It is proposed that a film project be given a
legal status upon the submission of a full
outline of production. This legal status is in
effect a government guarantee to investors
that the project will be carried through to
completion and that their money will be re-
turned. Other provisions include a ban on
“undesirables” in the industry, to be defined
by the Ministry of Education.

At a recent interview in his Montmartre
apartment, I asked Jean Renoir how he could
continue making people’s films in the com-
mercial setup. He reiterated his belief that
fundamental social reactions could be set into
commercial films, by getting the spectator to
reflect on the direction of his own life and

of others like him, confronting him with a
broader conception of the oneness of society,
shaking loose some of the provincial ideas,
digging into the crust of prejudice accumu-
lated through years of commercial films.

“Then why,” 1 asked, “did the big movie
houses sabotage La Marseillaise, which was
the first large-scale commercial picture with
these worthy motives?”

“Our experience with La Marseillaise,” he
said, “has convinced me that this sabotage
could have been turned into box-office enthu-
siasm by a better developed selling organiza-
tion on our part. It is a question of dealing
with buyers, for example, who think that
Dead End would have no success with the
French public because it shatters the cherished
and accepted picture of rich America. These
buyers are blocking popular hits with a sure-
fire appeal simply because they are unwilling
to change their clients’ favorite dish.” He
pointed out that before releasing another
major production, the Marseillaise company
intends to get some good pointers from the
experience of organizations like Les Films
Populaires. BaArBARA STAVvIS.

FRANCIS LEDERER AND EDWARD G, ROBINSON in a scene from “Confessions of a Nazi Spy,”
the remarkable new Warner Bros. film which opens at first-run movie houses throughout the

country this week.
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S. N. Behrman’s Play

is comedy

“No Time for Comedy”
with a serious note.

HAT S. N. Behrman took the time to

write a comedy and called it No Time
for Comedy is a sign of something or other.
It is a sign that Mr. Behrman is perhaps
more in character than any of the characters
he has created. The odd fact, however, is
that Mr. Behrman not only knows this but
could sit you down for several hours and tell
vou all about it. As a matter of fact, he does.
For No Time for Comedy is more of a con-
fessional than a play. A dramatized biography,
as it were.

In this play Mr. Behrman poses the prob-
lem of a writer of high comedy who is tor-
tured by the inadequacy of his plays—shadows
in a world of substance. The realization that
his characters are merely theatrically fortui-
tous images silhouetted against reality gnaws
at his brain until it threatens to cramp his
style.

Gaylord Easterbrook, the successful play-
wright, is married to his star, Linda Paige,
for whom he has been grinding out high come-
dies. Along comes Amanda Smith, every bit
as married, and begins to “influence” him.
She sees his latent possibilities, unrealized ca-
pacities. Gaylord can and should, as he wants
to, be writing more important, more signifi-
cant plays. No Time for Comedy concerns
itself with the hero’s timeworn pendulum
swing between the two women, The play-
wright threatens to go off to Spain with
Amanda but winds up staying home and start-
ing a new comedy for Linda.

The plot, as Mr. Behrman will be the first
to agree, is beside the point. The characters
and situations are merely externalized symbols
of the type of inner conflict that besets most
writers nowadays. That Mr. Behrman is by
no means above the conflict is by now obvious
to all who are familiar with his work. Some-
how Mr. Behrman comes closer to stating
the problem than he has before. The solution
in the play is obviously a theatrical one. In
fact it is no solution at all. For what guar-
antee is there that the playwright won’t rebel
all over again when his new comedy is fin-
ished ?

Mr. Behrman has been trying for some
time now to say something tnore significant
than the limitations of his metier permit. In
this light, No Time for Comedy is a vast
improvement over his previous efforts. It is
not a simple task to inject a genuinely serious
note into a high comedy without making the

humor seem heavy-handed or the message "

ludicrous.

Katharine Cornell, as the actress, is very
nice and not much more than that. High
comedy does not seem to be Miss Cornell’s
forte but I suppose the theater’s great must
be permitted their little larks. The other mem-
bers of the cast are quite good, especially
Laurence Olivier.

STtEvE MORGAN.
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® “It cannot and must not be missed by one who loves
his country and his theatre.”—WHIPPLE, World-Tel.

RAYMOND MASSEY in
ABE LINCOLN IN ILLINOIS

By ROBERT E. SHERWOOD Staged by ELMER RICE
PLYMOUTH THEATRE, W. 45th St. Clr. 6-9156

PRICES: EVENINGS 8:35, ORCHESTRA $3.30. BALCONY $2.75 to $1.10
MATINEES WED. & SAT. 2:30, $2.75 to $1.10

YAk w0 SERGEI EISENSTEINS S

=——Daily News
“Contains the bold Ki
vigorous strokes of a
master.” “MAGNIFICENT . . Original Symphonie Seore
—=N. Y. Times nigh perfeet.,” — 'World- Td by Sergei Prokofieff

to 2 P. M.

CAMEO, 42nd St., of East B’'way 25¢ .28 — "t

AMERICA IN SONG
presented by THE NEw S|NGERS-——Francl‘:n!"lu.dlolrchuk,

conceived and arranged by ELIE SIEGMEISTER who will act as commentator

GUEST ARTIST
Pioneers, Runaway Slaves, Railroad, Cowboy, Negro
New.

M I I. Tu N KAY E y Piﬂ"iSt Folk Songs Songs of Democrocy—OId G

New School for Social Research, 66 West 12th St.

Friday Eve., April 28th, 8:40 p.m,  Tickets $55 %33, $1.10 of Metropalitan Music School,

SONGS OF The Sons of Liberty, The Revolution, The

The Metropolitan Musie School

PRESENTS
GERTRUDE RADY, pianist
in a program of Soviet Compositions

Myaskowsky, Schechter, Khachatourian, Kabalewsky, Shostakovich, Prokofieff and others

Saturday, May 6th, at 8:30 p.m. Tickets $.55, $.83, and $1.10
New School for Social Research, Available at: Metropolitan Music School, 68
66 West 12th Street E. 12th St. Workers Bookshop, 50 E. 13th St.

VILHJALMUR STEFANSSON

SUNDAY. APRIL 30
Chairman: ROCKWELL KENT, Pres. United American Artists

THE MIDTOWN FORUM announces

on *Soviet Science and Exploration in the Arctie”

o GERMANIA HALL
144 E. 16th St. (cor. Third Ave.)

ADMISSION FREE

7:30 P. M.

E

CABARET

TAC

FRIDAY EVE.
MAY 5, 8:30

IN PERSON
FREDRIC MARCH
FLORENCE ELDRIDGE
GYPSY ROSE LEE
TAMARA
HIRAM SHERMAN
HAROLD J. ROME
J. EDWARD BROMBERG

FIRST BIRTHDAY

BALL

SPONSORS :
JOHN GARFIELD
ROBERT BENCHLEY
RAYMOND MASSEY
DOROTHY PARKER

SAM JAFFE PHILIP MERIVALE
MORRIS CARNOVYSKY
REX INGRAM Dancing to GERALD CLARK and his

MICHAEL LORING " CARIBBEAN SERENADERS
BILLIE HALLIDAY

and BOOGIE woosle pianisTs THE CALYPSO RECORDERS

MANHATTAN from TRINIDAD
c E N T E R 110 Tickets at: Theatre Arts Comm., 132 W. 43rd

St Medécul Buregu,4238dl ;tth avek LebBlun
Gra ‘s, B'way an n orkers Bool
34th Street and 8th Avenue Y

shop, 50 East 13th St.
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THEATERS

[™=GROUP THEATRE PRODUCTION "

“An evening of theatrical enjoyment.”
——Benchley, New Yorker

‘THE GENTLE
PEOPLFE’

A Comedy by IRWIN SHAW
Sylvia Franchet Sam
SIDNEY TONE JAFFE

BELASCO THEATER, 44th Street, East of Broadway
Matinees Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday
No Performances on Mondays

May 2,1939 NM

An $11 Swing Library

wING collecting is a poor man’s hobby.

Many genuine classics are now avail-

able in 35-cent re-pressings. I have
selected the following twenty records, includ-
ing many of the great hot soloists and the
various styles, entirely from records still in
print and available at most music shops. A
few indispensable items are priced higher but
increasing public interest may yet bring such
esoterica into reach of the beer-and-pretzel
trade. The stack adds up to $10.90 which leaves
you carfare home. The 35-centers are: Decca,
Vocalion, Bluebird. And at 75 cents: Victor,

Brunswick, Columbia. The discs of the Hot
Record Society and the United Hot Clubs
are $1 each.

Under each record I have listed only the
well known players on the record. I have not
listed the personnel of Count Basie and Duke
Ellington because every member of these or-
chestras is a star. The following are orchestras
composed both of Negroes and whites: Cole-
man Hawkins, Teddy Wilson, Mound City
Blue Blowers, Frank Newton, Tommy Lad-
nier. The last two organizations were gathered
by Hugues Panassie, French swing critic.

““The Little Foxes is one of the great events of this or any
season on Broadway.”’—Ruth McKenney, New Masses.
HERMAN SHUMLIN presents

TALLULAH BANKHEAD in
THE LITTLE FOXES

LILLIAN HELLMAN'S New Dramatio Triumsh
NATIONAL Thea., W. 41 St PE n. 6-8220

Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:30—55¢c to $2.75
Evgs. 8:30—Orch. $3.30, Balcony 55¢, $1.10, $1.65, $2.20, $2.75

AFFAIRS

FEDERAL ARTS COUNCIL

OF THE WORKERS ALLIANCE

SPRING FROLIC
Mecca Temple Casino
133 West 55th Street, N. Y.
Friday, May 12th, 1939
9:00 P. M.
Dramatic Pageant in a
Panorama of the Arts

L ]
RALPH HAYES
and his Radio Recording Orchestra

Tickets 65¢ in advance; 75¢ at door
Available at

FEDERAL ARTS COUNCIL

326 West 48th Street New York

MY w
AHURSDAT:
OPENING sfsmm“ SQUARE GARDER

kers:

Sp“k R R ist Party u.s. B
Secretaryr Commyt
G."“alb p munis( Leagu®

- Pres- Young Co%

TC&I;-‘ ,,“,,Sh‘af 15th B“"’dz
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Please mention NEw MAssEs when patronizing advertisers

COUNT BASIE (piano) and orchestra

RUSHING (wocal).

(piano).
BIX BIEDERBECKE (piano) and trio

EDDIE LANG (guitar).
JOHNNY DODDS (clarinet) and orchestra

DUKE ELLINGTON (piano) and orchestra

WILSON (piano), DAVE TOUGH (drums).

“Chicago” & “Netcha’s Dream.”
EARL HINES (piano solos)

“Chicago High Life” & “Just Too Soon.”
MEADE “LUX"” LEWIS (piano solos)

BESSIE SMITH (blues singer)

JAMES P. JOHNSON (piano).
TEDDY WILSON (piano) and orchestra

ALBERT AMMONS (piano) and Rhythm Kings
“Boogie-Woogie Stomp” & ‘“Nagasaki” aith ISRAEL CROSBY (bass).
LOUIS ARMSTRONG (trumpet) and orchestra
“Got No Blues” awith KD ORY (trombone), JOHNNY DODDS (clarinet), LILLIAN ARMSTRONG (piano)
& “West End Blues” awith EARL HINES (pianoc), ZUTIE SINGLETON (drums).
LOUIS ARMSTRONG (trumpet) and orchestra
“St. Louis Blues” with HENRY ALLEN (frumpet), J. C. HIGGENBOTHAM (trombone), LOUIS RUSSELL
(piano), POPs FOSTER (bass), PAUL BARBARIN (drums) & “Basin Street Blues” aith DON REDMAN
(sax), EARL HINES (piano), ZUTIE SINGLETON (drums).

“Swinging the Blues” & “Sent for You Yesterday and Here You Come Today” avith JAMES
SIDNEY BECHET (clarinet and soprano sax) and orchestra
“Maple Rag” & “Sweetie Dear (Polka Dot Rag)” awith TOMMY LADNIER (frumpet).

BIX BIEDERBECKE (cornet) and orchestra
“Jazz Me Blues” & “At the Jazz Band Ball” aith poN MURRAY (clarinet), FRANK SIGNORELLI

“In a Mist” piano solo & “Wringin’ and Twistin’” avith FRANK TRUMBAUER (C-Melody sax),

“Shake Your Can” & “Blues Galore” awith O'NEILL SPENCER (drums and wocal).
“Prologue to The Black and Tan Fantasy” & “Please Forgive Me.”
BENNY GOODMAN (clarinet) Trio and Quartet

“’S Wonderful” & “I Must Have That Man” aith LIONEL HAMPTON (wibraphone), TEDDY

COLEMAN HAWKINS (fenor sax) and orchestra

“Honky Tonk Train Blues” & “Whistlin’ Blues.”

“Nobody Knows You When You're Down and Out” & “Backwater Blues” accompanied by

{pECca 749]

[vocaLion 3204]

{vocaLion 3008]

[pECca 1880]

[BLUEBIRD 7614]

[vocaLion 3042]

[vocaLion 3150]

[peCcA 7413]
[BRUNSWICK 8256]

[vicTor 26090]

[pECCA 661]
{nHor reCORD sociETY 11]
[sLueBirRD 10175]

[coLumnia 3176]

[BrRUNSWICK 7859]

“] Must Have That Man” & “Why Was I Born?” aith BILLIE HOLIDAY (wocal), BENNY
GOODMAN (clarinet), LESTER YOUNG (femor sax), JO JONES (drums), WALTER PAGE (bass),
BUCK CLAYTON (frumpet), FREDDIE GREEN (guitar).

ADRIAN ROLLINI (bass sax) and orchestra [prcca 359]
“Davenport Blues” (Bix) awith BUNNY BERIGAN (frumpet), BENNY GOODMAN (clarinet), GEORGE
VAN EPPS (guitar), JACK TEAGARDEN (#rombone), ARTIE BERNSTEIN (bass).

CHICAGO RHYTHM KINGS [UNITED HOT CLUBS OF AMERICA 8]
“There’'ll Be Some Changes Made” & “I’ve Found a New Baby” avith MUGGSY SPANIER (cornet)},
FRANK TESCHMAKER (clarinet), MEZZ MEZZROW (fenor sax), JOE SULLIVAN (piano), EDDIE
CONDON (guitar), GENE KRUPA (drums), JIM LANNIGAN (bass), RED MC KENZIE (wocal).

MOUND CITY BLUE BLOWERS [eLUeBRD 10037]
“Hello, Lola” & “One Hour” awith COLEMAN HAWKINS (Zenor sax), RED MC KENZIE (comb solo),
PEE WEE RUSSELL (clarinet), GENE KRUPA (drums), GLENN MILLER (irombone), EDDIE CONDON
(guitar).

FRANKIE NEWTON (trumpet) and orchestra [BLUEB®RD 10176]
“Rosetta” & “The World Is Waiting for the Sunrise” with MEZZ MEZZROW (tenor sax),
JOHN KIRBY (bass), cozy COLE (drums), JAMES P. JOHNSON (piano), PETE BROWN (alto sax),
ALBERT CASEY (guitar).

TOMMY LADNIER (trumpet) and orchestra [sLuEBRD 10086]
“Weary Blues” & “Ja-Da” aith MEZZ MEZZROW (clarinet), SIDNEY BECHET (soprano sax),
MANZIE JOHNSON (drums), CHARLIE JACKSON (piano). Jamzes Ducan.
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NEW MASSES
CLASSIFIED ADS

50c a line Min. charge $1.50
7 words in a line Deadline Fri. 5 p.m.

Classified ads can not be accepted over the
telephone, and must be paid for in advance.

ELECTROLYSIS

SUPERFLUOUS, Disfiguring Hair removed forever from
face, legs, body. FREE—$1 treatment to new clients! Per-
sonal attention. A physician in attendance. Belletta Elec-
trolysis, 110 W, 34th (Opp. Macy’s), suite 1102 ; ME 3-4218.

FURNISHED APARTMENT TO SHARE

WANTED—Young lady to share bheautifully furnished
apartment. Call evenings. ORchard 7-2184.

FURS REMODELED

A FUR COAT PROBLEM? Skilled Fur Craftsman with
loft in wholesale fur district can give you 35% below
retail rates on repairs, remodeling, Storage facilities with
Revillon Freres, Armand et Soeur, 145 W. 30th St.,
N. Y. C. CH ickering 4-1424.

HOUSEHOLD FURNISHINGS FOR SALE

FOR SALE—complete household furnishings of a 6-room
house. Unusual Colonial and modern pieces. Very rea-
sonable, IRonsides 6-7963

INSURANCE

Whatever your needs — PAUL CROSBIE, established

since 1908 — FREQUENT SAVINGS, 135 William St.
N. Y. Tel. BEekman 3-5262.

MEXICAN TOURS
MEXICO-—unique, low-cost, 6 wk. tour. Competent

speakers on Mexico’s cultural social, economic program.
Number limited, first c]ass, non-commercxal Amer.
Friends of Mex. People, 52 W. 8 St., N. VY.

ORANGES FOR SALE

NATURAL Tree-Ripened. No sprays used. Del. ex. pre-
g/:[ud Bushel $3.50. Grapefruit ﬁ!% Tangerines $3.50
ixed $3.50. Half bushels $2, A, Burket, Sebring, Fla.

PIANO TUNING

PIANO TUNING, regulating and_ repairing. Tone
restormiand voicing. Excellent work. Ralph J. Appleton,
505 Fifth Ave. Tel. MUrray Hill 2-2291.,

SUMMER RENTALS

WESTPORT, CONN. Stonybrook Colony. Easily acces-
sible, Charmmg old house. Swimming. Tennis. Handball.
Children’s playgroups. Call TRafalgar 7-4679 mornings.

SUMMER RESORTS

FOLLOWERS of the TRAIL CAMP, Buchanan, N. Y.
Tel. Peckskill 2879. Rates $2.75 vs,eek end. Directions :
N. Y. Central to Peekskill. Now is the time to make
arrangements for bungalows or tents for season.

TENNIS INSTRUCTION

CLASSES NOW forming for Tennis Instruction Bronx
and Manhattan. Reasonable. Also Private instruction.
’Phone JErome 7-2556.

GOINGS ON

ANALYSIS OF THE NEWS of the Week every Sun-
da} evening at 8:80 p.m. at the Workers School,
35 East 12 Street, 2nd floor. Admission 20 cents,

LOUIS LOZOWICK—lecture “Tn a Medieval Artists’
Guild”—TIllustrated with slides. Sunday, April 30, 8:30
p.m. American Artists School, 131 West 14th St., N.Y.C.

“Dark Victory”

New film shows Bette Davis languish-
ing for eight reels.

NOBODY doubts that Bette Davis has
talent. It sticks out all over. She has
won the Academy Award twice, and there is
a great temptation to describe every one of
her impersonations of heartless, angry, nervous
females as a masterpiece. After one or two
more pictures she will probably be referred to
as the Grand Old Lady of the screen.

If Bette Davis doesn’t win the Academy
Award again, for her performance in Dark
Victory (now at the Radio City Music Hall
in New York), you can knock certain New
York critics over with the appropriate small
bronze statuette. There is certainly no reason
to go to Dark Victory (if you can afford
Radio City prices) except to see Miss Davis
laugh, cry, pull desperately at a cigarette, and
make uncomplimentary remarks. The picture
itself is not especially gripping. The question
is, if you knew you were going to die next
August, what would you do, get drunk or
go quietly and beautifully? Warner Bros. has
perhaps been over that ground before, and
most people by this time should have resolved
the problem to their own personal satisfaction.
The few unfortunates who have actually just
learned the bad news from their doctors will
probably not be at the movies at all, but out
getting drunk and otherwise disporting them-
selves as Miss Davis does in Dark Victory.
So the picture is not going to appeal to many
members of the cinema audience as an honest,
sincere statement of their particular problem,
or even the particular problem of anyone they
know. The field is further limited by the fact
that Miss Davis is a representative of the
Long Island group of people usually called
horsy; and the tribulations of the horsy set
were beginning to get a little tiresome about
the time of introduction of sound in movies.

When Bette Davis first finds out about her
fatal tumor she starts drinking recklessly (im-
plying that the only girls who drink too much
in Long Island society are those who know
they are about to die), then in the end, as
everyone has been confident she would, she
decides to pass away calmly, happy in the
belief that she will meet George Brent, with
that perfectly dead pan of his, somewhere in
the hereafter. Dark Victory is one long dying
scene. No actress could mess up a dying scene
which lasts approximately eight reels.

RoBErRT TERRALL.

ADm’ﬂSE YOUR NEXT AFFAIR IN
the NEW MASSES under

‘“GOINGS ON”’

A Column Devoted to What’s On Around

Town!
Parties, Dances, Lectures, Etc.
DEADLINE: FRIDAY, 3 P. M.

RATE: 50 CENTS A LINE
7 WORDS TO A LINE MINIMUM CHARGE $1.50

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

Charles Martin
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camp farrington @

(for 40 boys and girls from 3 to 10)
$5 miles from city on S5-mile lake. Flexible nrogrlm
of oreative and physical activitles. Experienced, mature
oounsellors and lnecllllsts For {foider, eto.,, write
Educational Director
Esther cushman

238 E. 24 St., N. Y. C. O e urewiok .

New Brunswick, N. J.

We present a modern cultural environ-
ment for your children. All cabins with
latest improvements. Reasonable rates. For
full information write or call for booklet.

Doroshkm, Dir. 1729 67th_St.
BEnsonhurst 6-5208
MU 2-4218

Jacoh 1.
Brooklyn, Y.,
Y. Oiﬁce 545 Sth Ave.

HESSIAN HILLS SCHOOL

Summer play groups for boys and girls 2-7 yrs.
All-day activity program suitable for young
children includes lunch and afternoon nap.

Write for folder. Visitors welcome by appointment.

Croton-on-Hudson, N.Y.—I hr. from N.Y.C. Tel.: Croton 5i4

SMILING HILLS CAMP
CARMEL, NEW YORK
(near Lake Carmel, Rte. 52)

A progressive camp for boys and girls

from four to fourteen years of age.
For information write James or Nellie Dick, Modern
School, Carmel, N. Y. Phone Carmel 334, or at 83
Hamilton Terrace, N. Y. C. Phone: ED 4.6259.

CAMP INDRA
In the heart of the Iuwer Berkshires
Brewster Hill YRon Tellmes from N,

Brewster, N Brewster 2545
ALERT—-ALIVE
for 50 Boys and Girls from 4 to 14
Music Sports Arts Crafts
i Modern Bungalows )
For immediate information inquire: Lena Steinberg,
15 Ft. Washington Ave.,, N. Y. C. WA 3-0478

$

(one dollar)

will bring to you the services of America’s
best equipped and most competent guide
through twelve months in which anything
can happen. Send us a dollar and we will
put you down for a year’s subscription to
New Masses. A hill for the remainder,
$3.50, will follow within thirty days. Or,
if you’re already a subscriber but want
to be gunning for more New Masses read-
ers, you can offer your prospects this as
a simple down-payment plan. Use the
coupon below.

S S — — p— — — — — — — —— — — p—

NEW MASSES, 461 FOURTH AVENUE, N, Y. C.

Enclosed please find $1 as down payment for a
full year’s subseription to New Masses and a
eopy of I Like America. Bill me $3.50 for the
balance.

Name of subscriber.

Address

Name of sub-getter

Address.

Please mention NEw MassEs when patronizing advertisers
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HAROLD ROME'S
ROUND FOR MAY DAY

*
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OH, §ING A JONG OF LABOR VP-ON  THE FIRST OF MAY!
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SING MILLIONS STRONG WHO MARCH A-LONG IN  PROVD AND GAY ARRAY.
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‘OF, SING 4 JoNé OF STRUGGLE IN LABOR'S  CA VAL CADE | ’l
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. Jo LEFT , RIGHT /LEFT 1$ RIGHT, WORKERS ON PARADE.

Suggestion for Singing: After the round has been sung to exhaustion, the first three
voices can repeat No. 4 until last voice reaches it and all stop together.—H. R.

Specially composed for New Masses by Harold Rome
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