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BETWEEN OURSELVES

OUR phone has been buzzing with
ticket reservations for NM’s bene-
fit performance of the sprightly refu-
gee revue, From Vienna, at the air-
cooled Music Box theater Thursday,
June 29. Martha Pearse at CAledonia
5-3076 will take your reservation at
83 cents, $1.10, $1.65, and $2.20. The
review, presented in the brand-new
and amazingly good English of the
refugees, is the product of members
of the famous Viennese little theater
group, Wienerkleinkunstbuehne, and
will include musical numbers, satires,
and a one-act play, under the direc-
tion of Herbert Berghof, formerly
associated with Max Reinhardt. A
distinguished group of American
theater people have sponsored and

Georges Schreiber
Joseph North

A present NM editor and one of
the founders of the weekly. A veteran
newspaperman, North started his ca-
reer in progressive journalism ten
years ago when he became director
of publicity for the International La-
bor Defense and later editor of its
magazine, the “Labor Defender.” It
aas he awho helped build the Scotts-
boro case in 1931 into a aworld issue.
After the founding of NM North’s
brilliant stories on such events as the
Terre Haute strike, the New York
taxi strike, and the release of Angelo
Herndon put him in the front rank
of the country’s reporters. In 1936
he left NM to become the first editor
of the “Sunday W orker.” The follow-
ing year he went to Spain, covering
the front and behind the fromt for
NM and the “Daily Worker.” Re-
turned from Spain last fall and re-
joined the NM editorial staff in Feb-
ruary. He recently paid a three-week
wisit to Hollywood and has prepared
two articles on the changes that have
been taking place in the movie
colony. They will appear in NM
within the next few weeks and awill
be followed by tawo articles by Ella
Winter.

assisted in the production. Mr. and
Mrs. George S. Kaufman, Sam H.
Harris, Max Gordon, Irving Berlin,
Al Jolson, and Moss Hart, are among
the sponsors. Charles Friedman, co-
author of Pins and Needles is coordi-
nator of production; Hassard Short
has done the lighting; Donald Oens-
lager the sets; and Irene Sharaff the
costumes. Eventual proceeds go to-
ward refugee relief. We will con-
tinue to take orders for NM’s per-
formance by telephone or mail to
461 Fourth Avenue, NYC.

“Coin cards are anti-summer-
slump insurance.”

This is the tenor of a goodly num-
ber of friendly letters we have re-
ceived in the last few days, all of
them enthusiastically declaring that
this is an easy and practical way to
collect money for the NM' Campaign.
To date we have received a total
of $22,980 towards our $30,000 goal.
Bruce Crawford sends in $5 with his
coin card and a stirring appeal to
readers to support NM. Read Craw-
ford’s appeal. It tells of our financial
urgency in burning words. See
page 19.

The League of American Writers
is holding a poetry symposium on
Monday evening, June 26, at the
George Washington Hotel in NYC.
Among the poets who will read from
their own work are Kenneth Fear-
ing, Sol Funaroff, Isidor Schneider,
Countee Cullen, Joseph Freeman,
Genevieve Taggard, and Edwin
Rolfe, all of whom have contributed
to NM.

The second annual Marx1st Sum-
mer Day School will be held in New
York this year from July 5 to August
18. Elizabeth Lawson, one of our fre-
quent contributors, is director of the
Summer Day School. Applications
should be made to Room 301, 35 E.
12th St., NYC.

The New York Section of the
American Committee for Democracy
and Intellectual Freedom is sponsor-
ing a radio program entitled “Races
in a Democracy” on Monday, June
26, at 8 p.m. over Station WNYC,
New York. The broadcast is one of
a series called “Give Me Liberty,”
which is presented over the same sta-
tion each Monday night.

Reminder to our West Coast read-

rs: NM’s newly opened West Coast
Bureau, ~under the direction of
George Willner, is at 6715 Hollywood
Blvd.,, Rm. 287, Hollywood, Calif.
Readers and friends of NM are cor-
dially invited to drop in.

Who's Who

WEN YoUNG KINNARD is a free-
lance writer operating through-
out the Midwest. . . . Dorothy Park-

er's latest book is Here Lies, a
collection of her short stories and
sketches. . . . Sylvia Townsend War-
ner’s After the Death of Don Juan
was published in this country during
the winter. . . . John Stuart, co-
author with Bruce Minton of Men
Who Lead Labor, is again collabo-
rating with Minton, this time on a
study of America since the war. . . .
Sidney Alexander has written poetry
and criticism for NM. . . . John Ver-
non will write regular articles on
radio for NM.

Flashbacks

EMO to the inhabitants of the

largest Negro city in the world:
On or about June 28, 1913 began the
influx of Negroes into Harlem. . . .
“The working class and the employ-
ing class have nothing in common.
There can be no peace so long as
hunger and want are found among
millions of working people, and the

few who make up the employing class
have all the good things of life”—
thus began the preamble of the con-
stitution of the Industrial Workers
of the World adopted by delegates
at the Chicago convention which
formed the IWW on June 27, 1905.

. . In Chicago twelve years earlier
the same week Governor Altgeld
made another notable contribution to
labor’s progress. He freed Fielden,
Neebe, and Schwab who had been
sentenced for life in connection with
the Haymarket bomb explosion, say-
ing: “None of the defendants could
be at all connected with the case. The
jury was picked. Wholesale bribery
and intimidation of witnesses was re-
sorted to.” . . . A year later, June
26, 1894, Chicagoans were once more
near the center of labor’s stage: the
American Railway Union, led by
Eugene V. Debs, began the great
Pullman strike. . . . The International
Labor Defense was organized June
27, 1925 at Chicago.
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The Insects—by Maxim Gorky

New Masses is proud to offer this hitherto unpublished short story by Maxim Gorky on the

third anniversary of his death

went with her daughter Lyuba to spend

the whole day in the Cherimukhinsky
pine woods, and almost always the nurse of
the merchant Khrapov and his six-year-old
grandson, Vanyusha, went with her. Like
Lyuba he was a serious child, a strong little
fellow with high forehead and bangs. Some-
times Commander Budagovsky’s orderly, Ni-
font Kapendukhin, a sad, black-mustached
man, marched behind them pushing an in-
valid chair with the commander’s legless and
dumb daughter, Lidochka, in it.

When they reached the forest the children
played somewhere in the grass at its edge,
observing the life of the insects around them.
The soldier, sighing, would tell stories of
his birthplace, and softly and meditatively
sing its native songs.

Huge, fragrant pines gently swung their
green paws, covering the children with shade.
Last year’s golden needles rustled as they
fell from the branches. The gray, downy
thrushes warbled. You could hear the tap-tap
of the woodpecker and the buzzing of the
bees and wasps. In the hazel bushes robins
and chaffinches burst into song. Crossbills
clicked their beaks in the tops of the pines.
Earth celebrated her summer mass, swinging
fragrant incense into the sky, and softly as
a prayer flooding the air with sounds ca-
ressing the soul.

Kapendukhin would gaze steadfastly into
Marie’s broad, good-natured face, and his
sweet voice quietly and melodiously brought
forth the touching words of the song:

IN THE summer Barbara Dmitrovna often

Let us not, God,

Die in a foreign land.
There no one will grieve
For your dying.

Lyuba and Vanyusha would lie on the
grass side by side and the little girl would
stretch out her hand in front of her, saying
to her playmate, “Don’t loock down, look
straight in front, like this——"

“I know,” Vanya would say in a deep

voice.

If you lie face downward on the ground
and look into the green nets of grass, a mul-
titude of small miracles reveal themselves
to you. The fascinating life of tiny, clever
creatures unfolds in front of your eyes.

The children knew this. After they had
run until they were tired, they -would lie
silent and motionless for a long time, watching
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with sharp eyes what was happening in the
grass.

Waddling heavily: on wide-spread legs a
round, black insect would crawl along, knock-
ing its sides against stems golden and silver
at the roots, spinning around, losing its way,
twitching its feelers.

“That’s a magician,”
per.

Vanyusha would think for a while and say,
“It’s a merchant. And that’s a priest.”

Lyuba would whis-

“Why?”
“Because he’s fat.”
“And aren’ there fat magicians?”

“I don’t know. But this one’s a merchant.
He’s drunk. Can’t you see?”

A ruby-colored ladybird would crawl slowly
up a blade of grass, reach the joint, open
her wing sheath, tremble, and knocking against
a beech leaf, fall to the ground. There she
would lie on her back, waving her small black
legs in the air. A huge-headed ant would
drag a piece of rust-red pine needle some-
where. Other ants would run up, touch the
toiler with their feelers, then run off busily.

“You can see it’s a carpenter,” Vanyusha
would say, snuffling through his wide nose.

A large, bronze beetle would crawl by.
“A nun,” Vanyusha would say, taking up a
thin blade of grass, and preventing the nun
from going on her way.

“Don’t touch her,” Lyuba would implore,
arresting his hand. ‘“‘She’s going home, there
are children there——"

Unnoticed, a green wood bug would hide
itself on a plantain leaf. For some reason
it would seem to Vanyusha to be a justice of
the peace.

Life grew in front of the children’s eyes,
and wrapped in contemplation of its small
miracles, they saw it through the eyes of
insects. For them short grass was a great,
thick forest, a clod of earth was a huge hill,
and the beetles became familiar friends, easy
to understand.

In the invalid carriage Lidochka lay mo-
tionless with half-open, large gray eyes. Marie
rocked the unsteady vehicle, the springs
creaked softly, and all the time the pensive
voice of the black-mustached soldier could be
heard.

Marie looked unblinkingly into his face with

_ a tender, womanly glance and from time to

time said with a confused smile, “Barbara
Dmitrovna, please do tell him to sing some-
thing more. They're awfully good songs, his
are—such sad ones, they take hold of your
heart.”

Kapendukhin, without waiting to be asked
by the treasurer’s wife, raised his thick eye-
brows. His face took on a surprised look and
he sang in a muted voice as if embroidering
the soft air with the silken thread of the
lovely song:

Oh, grief, grief

Poor mother seagull,
Who led her children out,
Onto the beaten highway.

The song recalled the children from their
green fairyland, and exhausted by the sun,
they rolled lazily over to the soldier’s feet.

There the carters walked,
And found those tiny seagulls,
Drove away the mother,.
And took them to themselves.

sang Kapendukhin rubbing his left eye; and
Marie, bending her head, blew her nose.

In a great continuous wave the low hum
of life flowed over the earth. Bees buzzed,
birds sang, the grass rustled, the ancient pine
wood answered with sweet succulent sounds,
and more loudly, more joyfully, the song of
the invisible lark rang out in the hot blue
sky.

Little Lyuba, shaking her curly head,
crawled on all fours up to her mother, and,
climbing on her knees, asked softly, “Why
are they crying?”

“Because they’re sorry for the seagull.”
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Barbara Dmitrovna sat with a book in her

hands on the bare root of a mast pine. A

mighty branch of the tree spread into the field
under the sun, and the latticed shade of its
paws spread over the little woman with her
kindly, austere face and gray dress.

Her daughter looked up at her, and then
around, and said, smiling, “Mama, you're
like a tiny little insect—big as this.”

She showed her mother the tip of her
finger smeared with earth and resin.

“My granddad had as many as twenty
pairs of bullocks,” buzzed the soldier, shak-
ing his head to and fro. “He was a carter,
and my father and my uncle too. My father
when he was little went after fish; and up
to the sea as.far as the Crimea he carted
fish, tobacco, and carp. My granddad was
103 years old when he died. And before the
freeing of the serfs the squire ruined him,
left him with nothing.”

Vanyusha, lying on the soldier’s knees,
painstakingly tried to twist his stiff black
mustaches upward and hindered him from
speaking. v

“Homesick for your own native parts?”’
asked Marie, sighing.

“Oh, dear heart,” answered’ the soldier,
carefully removing the boy’s hand from his
mustaches, “could I be anything else but
homesick ?”

“Don’t speak,” implored Vanyusha.

From her chair the dumb child measured
them all in turn, as if touching them with her
strange glance. Lidochka’s head was pointed,
the little face drawn like an old woman’s. In
it the round gray-black eyes rolled restlessly.
But if a butterfly, a fly, or some other insect
settled on the carriage, the dark pupils ran
together over the bridge of the nose, became
fixed in a sharp glance. A dry hand cau-
tiously stretched out toward the living crea-
ture, and if she managed to seize it, slowly
and deliberately she tore off its legs and wings.
When it flew off alive, the girl’s eyes fol-
lowed it with a deep, melancholy look.

“You damn fool,” shouted the boy, poking
out his tongue and shaking his fist.

“Oh, Vanyusha,” Marie silenced him, “how
can you swear so?”’

“Granddad swears.”

“Lidochka’s ill. She’s a poor little mite.”

“She strips them when they’re alive,” pro-
tested Vanyusha.

Lyuba, trembling, said to her mother,
“Mama, don’t let her catch flies. Don’t let
her catch anyone.”

Barbara Dmitrovna soothed the agitated
children. She told them a story. They both
pressed against her, listened dreamily, gazing
into her beautiful face. With elusive words
as fine as golden spiders’ webs the old ballads
ensnared them in a delicate net.

At this moment Kapendukhin and Marie
disappeared unnoticed behind the trees. Usu-
ally after such a brief walk they would come
back slowly as if unwillingly, as if obeying
someone’s command. They would come back
looking away from each other, as if embar-
rassed or as though they had been quarreling.

But this time Marie ran out of the forest
quickly. Her face was covered with tears. She
wiped them from her cheeks with the palm
of her hand and, smiling a guilty smile, went
up to Barbara Dmitrovna, sank on the ground
near her, kissing her shoulder, and loudly
burst into tears—or was it laughter?

“Well, go for another little run,” said the
treasurer’s wife hurriedly to the children,
“and then home. Off with you.”

“I'm going to be a swallow,”
running off.

“And I'm a raven,” declared Vanyusha
after some thought. He sat down on his heels
and, hopping after his friend like a frog,
began to crow in a deep voice. Afterwards
he got up and, waving his outstretched arms,
ran gliding into the field.

“Well, Masha,” said the treasurer’s wife,
stroking the young woman’s head kindly.

“Oh, my dear,” the nurse began to whisper
gasping and blushing, “oh, my dear lady,
we've sinned. I didn’t think. I didn’t even
dream of anything and then all at once. We
talked and talked all the time about good
things, and then suddenly held each other
tightly—tightly, oh, holy mother of God!
What ever shall we do now? Help me, tell
us what to do. I'm afraid now, I’m not my-
self, and I don’t know anything.”

She whispered and a drunken joy glowed
in her voice and on her face, and her eyes
shone with great happiness.

“May God be good to you,” said the gentle
Barbara Dmxtrovna softly “He seems to be
a good man.’

“Oh, Barbara Dmitrovna, he’s such a splen-
did fellow. And he speaks that funny language
of his so well, dear soul. And I’'m three
years younger than he is. “Thank you,’ he
says, ‘for your kindness.” That’s what he said
to me. And all the time ‘you,” not ‘thou’—
did you ever! Nifont,” she shouted loudly and
joyfully, “Come here, quickly.”

Nifont, with bowed head, already stood
behind them peeling the bark of a pine with
his finger, and in answer to Marie’s call,
said guiltily in an embarrassed voice: “Ma-
dame Barbara it was God’s will. Marie’s a
good woman and has become dear as my own
sister to me. And we talk together and we're
silent together. That heavenly love, that
present, I take it with an honest heart. . . .
Don’t worry, lady, and you, darling. We'll
get married. I've another year, seven months,
and eleven days of service and then I'll be
free altogether.”

“Dear lady,” interrupts Marie, “I can’t
tell you how sorry I am for him. He talks

cried Lyuba

abouc those steppes of his, and bullocks, and

I can’t help crying. All alone in foreign parts,
where they even speak differently—I think,
oh heavens!”

Barbara Dmitrovna looked at them, smiling
gaily. She wanted to find special words for
them which they would remember all their
lives, to say to them from a full heart; but
a tiny grief beat silently within her and there
was a little envy of another’s happiness.

The children ran up, flushed, untidy, gasp-

[ ing, and\ dropped on the ground. Vanka hit

his knee painfully against a root and swore
lustily, “You damn wood devils.”

They went home over the sun-soaked field,
trampling the short grass withered by the
day’s heat, picking by the wayside white and
rose-white immortelles, golden celandines, and
lilac dodders.

They walked silently, meditatively, unhur-
riedly. Occasionally the soldier said to the
children, “Well, come and take a ride on my
shoulders.”

Lyuba refused, but Vanyusha, smiling hap-
pily, climbed on Kapendukhin’s neck, and
perching there, cried in his deep voice, “Gee-
up. Off you go.”

From behind the low hills appeared the
multi-colored roofs of the town, shaded by
the dark green leaves of the trees. The sun
glittered on the panes of the dormer windows,
and in the heavy air there flowed monot-
‘onously the quiet noise of provincial life.

“Don’t forget us, dear lady,” whispered
Marie softly. “Teach us what to do.”

Smiling, Barbara Dmitrovna quietly re-
plied, “Don’t be afraid of anything, Marie.
You must love in such a way that everyone
who looks at you will be happy and glad,
that they themselves will want to love
ardently. I don’t know what to say to you.
I'm a sort of poor....”

And Marie said pityingly, looking into the
woman’s face with gentle, kindly eyes, “Oh
I know how lonely your life is my kind-
hearted little lady.”

Satiated with sun and air, drunk with the
perfume of the forest, tired with running and
the pleasant impressions of the day, the little
girl walked at her mother’s side, listened
attentively -to her quiet words, remembered
them. And in the evening when she was al-
ready in bed she asked, “Mama, are you
poor?”

“YCS.’,

“Am I poor too?”

“You too.”

“Is it good to be poor?”

“Sleep, my sweet.”

After a short silence Lyuba announced, “I
can’t sleep today. Why haven’t you got a
ring ? Give me your hand—see—nothing. Papa
has one. And a watch. Is he rich?”

“Let me go to sleep, Lyubashka,” said her
mother in mock severity, pulling the sheet
over herself. ‘

It was hot in the room. A night moth beat
softly against the window pane, A cricket
chirped, gnats buzzed, entangled in the muslin
netting over the bed.

“You don’t want to sleep at all,” said the
little girl, climbing on her mother’s breast.
She took her mother’s cheeks bctween tiny
palms and kissed her lips.

“M-ma, that’s how Lyuba kisses Mummy-
bumblebee.” She bounced on her mother’s
breast, hugged and tickled her; and when she
wanted to speak, kissed her.

Both laughed, and gradually the little girl
fell asleep with a smile on her face.

Maxim GoORrKY.
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Free Public Education Is at Stake

The first line of defense of our democracy, the public schools, are being threatened with vast
curtailment. Millions for express highways, as children’s schools are shut.

RS. LAURA LUNDE is chairman of the
M education committee of the Illinois
League of Women Voters. She is describing
school conditions in downstate Illinois. Listen:
There are schools here which have no source
of water supply. Children have to carry water
to school in little pails. In the winters their
hands freeze. Some of these schools have
neither toilets nor outhouses. In one district
the entire appropriation for equipment, books,
heating, upkeep of the building, and teacher’s
salary is slightly more than $200. And they
are talking of cutting the state’s education
budget! '

Look at the news stories:

December 1938: Payless paydays and closed
schools threaten Ohio. The schools are closed in
Dayton. In Parma, O., the schools have been kept
open only because the teachers waived their claims
to salaries due them for the balance of the year.
Philadelphia schools are confronted with an en-
forced closing of one month in December 1939, as
a result of actions this year by the Philadelphia
Board -of Education.

February 1939: Minneapolis teachers receive
12 percent salary reduction. Last year the schools
were forced to close for three weeks preceding
Christmas vacation. In Dayton further cuts are
threatened. The school superintendent urges aboli-
tion of five elementary schools, one high school, abo-
lition of transportation and competitive athletic pro-
grams.

April 1939: Atlanta, Ga., Schools in approximately
one hundred Georgia counties will be compelled to
close their doors before the completion of the current
term because of the Legislature’s failure to provide
funds. Rural areas are hardest hit.

May 1939: For the past two weeks in Akron
teachers have suffered payless paydays. In Shamo-
kin, Pa., more than two hundred teachers are out
on a “holiday” protest against educational cuts. The
Blue Island Community High School of Blue Island,
I1l., closed two months ago, was ordered reopened
by the Board of Education after a meeting attended
by 500 parents.

The plague spreads over the land. It is eat-
ing away at our first line of defense. Democ-
racy is impossible without free public educa-
tion. If we cannot save education, we cannot
save democracy.

Listen, America: Governor Heil, would-be
fuhrer of Wisconsin, proposes a 15.4 percent
slash in the University budget despite increased
enrollment; an 11.3 percent cut in the budget
for teachers’ colleges, in the face of a 46
percent increase in students during the past
decade. The Wisconsin Federation of Labor,
aroused by the Republicans’ attack on educa-
tion, declares: “There must be no retreat in
education. Will the system of free public
education be safe in the future if cuts are

allowed now? Organized labor from the first
has fought for free public schools. Only free
public education could guarantee democracy.
Only free public education could give the chil-
dren of workers their chance in life. To serve
the needs of the common people, education
should be expanded, not cut.”

The plague spreads over the land. The at-
tack of the Republican-controlled Legislature
upon the educational system of New York
is the latest in a long series of nationwide

assaults by reaction. It is also the most serious.
For if the school system of our wealthiest
city and state is to be slashed, what will happen
to the schools in our most poverty-stricken
areas? The school issue in New York is a test
case for the nation. If kindergartens, night
schools, recreation centers, citizenship classes
are to go by the board in New York, they will
stand a slim chance to survive in other com-
munities.

Is it possible that a state which can find

N o
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funds for the construction of express high-
ways, bridges, tunnels, subways, parks, recre-
-ation beaches must close the school doors in the
face of kindergarten children?

This is the World of Tomorrow as the
reactionaries picture it, They are giving us
a little preview of what would happen if
they were elected in 1940. And the reaction-
“ary press, led by the New York Herald
Tribune-and World-Telegram, applauds the
" preview with vigor.

There is no real necessity for reduction of
the educational budget either by the city or
the state of New York. They are both in
good financial condition. In New York City
the taxes of 1938 are more nearly paid up
than they have ever been at this time of the
year. When the teachers’ pay was cut in
1932 the city bonds were selling 20 percent
below par; the same bonds, bearing 4%
percent interest, are selling 40 percent above
par. But there are constitutional limitations
on the city’s financing which the realty and
utility interests want maintained while they
work at Albany to reduce state aid for educa-
tion. The city is thus circumscribed on the
one hand by restrictions on its taxing power
and on the other by curtailment of state aid.
‘The henchmen of big business in the Legisla-
ture are eloquent on the subject of home rule
and local responsibility; their agents in local
governments are eloquently indignant over
limitations put upon them by the state. This
system of ‘“‘checks and balances” is an ideal
" arrangement to enable the politicians to pass
the buck from one to another and to confuse
the people.

Taxation has been defined as cooperative
buying. For the people of small or moderate
means’it is most economical to purchase many
essential services, like education, medical care,
and water supply, through a system of taxa-
tion. The anti-taxationists would have us
believe that the use of public funds for such
services is a form of public relief bestowed
upon the indigent by the thrifty. They do all
they can to obscure the fact that all who work
for their living are taxpayers and the poor
bear-a proportionately higher burden than the
rich, They obscure the fact that there is tre-
mendous evasion of taxes in upper income
brackets. Last year the tax on Wall Street
speculative profits (the tax on capital gains)
was quietly reduced to half of that on earned
income. The anti-taxationists shield these prof-
its at the criminal sacrifice of education.

It is argued by the reactionaries that New
York spends more money than other states
on education. But they fail to point out that
the educational budget of New York is not
as high as it would be if an average effort
were being made to support the schools. That
is, even though New York spends more per
pupil in average attendance than any other
state, it is not spending nearly so much in
proportion to its ability as the other states.

No, the explanation of the reduction lies
in the tory character of the Legislature. The
same Legislature was the author of numerous
anti-labor measures, refused even to consider
the child labor amendment, refused to lift
the lid off the cesspool of graft and cor-
ruption in the Albany city government, passed
the Devaney bill which was designed to harass

teachers and other civil service employees who
take the lead in progressive measures, and
refused to deal with the problem of the con-
solidation of small, inefficient one-room schools
upstate even though millions of dollars in
educational funds can be saved by proper
consolidation. The Legislature was dominated
by the enemies of all the progressive measures
associated with the New Deal.

" Labor Councilman Michael Quill said re-
cently in a speech to a mass meeting of teachers
that it was inevitable that the relatively decent
standards of pay and tenure in the New York
school system should become the object of
attack. They stand out as a goal toward which
the teachers of the nation would strive. To
the tory-minded these relatively high standards
are intolerable. The tendency toward higher
expenditures for social services of all kinds
arouses -the fighting instincts of all enemies
of democracy. "Hence, the people are going
to have a fight to retain whatever meager
social income has accrued to them under the
profit economy. The $10,000,000 cut in state
aid for education is a “compromise” figure.
The high-pressure lobbyists of the real estate
interests were at Albany demanding a $30-
000,000 cut in the school fund!

The educational gains of a century are at
stake. We strongly urge all of our readers,
no matter what part of the country they
may live in, to write to Governor Lehman
asking that he call a special session of the
New York State Legislature. The budget cuts
must be restored at once. The Legislature must
be forced to act. Democracy cannot afford
to abandon its first line of defense.

Being no less than twenty millions rich,
Faustus will give himself to reverent air,
Riding out to open the World’s Fair;
Let not this gold be stifled in a ditch,
Diverted by a skid to either side;

The Devil Will Come

Built on the basis of these buried men

We celebrate the wheelbase of the car,

Pointed futureward with headlight-star;

Because they lapse and do not rise again

The brassy bank makes mortgage with their bones

The highway shall be honest, shall be wide,
And lest his shaken sweetbreads should be sore,

Many men will fall behind this year,
Abandoned as time walks; variety of bones
Under the cars, under the cobblestones

Serve for the body of this thoroughfare;

This year men and women will fall behind,
Their lungs exploded and their eyes made blind,
Their mouths frozen, silence on their breath;
This is a year appointed for much death.

Bury them deep under the traveling wheel;
Place the laughing man and the lover

In a good road for the world to travel over;
Bury them beneath the automobile,

Whose melted flesh and bone together make
This paved street for the parade to take,
This bone, this blood; but Faustus’ magic wit
Shall build the future factory of it.

The world must sleek the roadway to his door.

In solemn concord of the building-loans;

The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike
And Faustus makes his speech before the mike.

The World’s Fair opens and the golden key
Unlocks the gates of heaven for the crowd;

The rickshaws run, the subway trains are loud,

And Faustus flowers in phaotography;
Between the air and the electric light
See Faustus painted on the astonished sight;
Between the neon lights of joy and sorrow

Now showing: Faustus in the World Tomorrow.

He sets his feet upon the iron towers,
A palace and a pylon on each hand;
His shadow purples the imported sand,

The murmurs of his mouth are hothouse flowers.

Replete in fattened leather and in chrome,
His car at evening ferries Faustus home
Musing the gate-receipts, the dancer’s knees—
And yet, at midnight, Mephistopheles.

Joy DavipMAN.
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The Doctor in War

Dr. Leo Eloesser, an American surgeon in Spain, continues his

account of lifesaving under fire.

‘6 'UR next assignment was south of
O the Ebro. We left Barcelona on
March 15, eleven of us in a small
ambulance and a mobile operating unit set
up in two larger vans. The party was com-
prised of Dr. Leonard Larsen of Point Reyes,
 myself, and four nurses, Ave Bruzzichesi, Eve-
lyn Andell, Alice Wagnon, and Cleo Duncan;
three chauffeurs, Jose Martinez Ruiz of the
Spanish transport corps attached to the Sur-
geon General’s office, Jack Goldstein, Tom
Hayes, and two sanitarios, Manuel Losana
and Pelegrin Saenz, medical orderlies, and
students of medicine. We left in the morning
and got to our destination late at night, about
2 a.m.

“The town where we went (Tortosa) had
had an uncommon amount of punishment by
aviation. The hospital was set up in a suburb
across the river. We drove in there and tried
to find it. The town stood in the moonlight,
apparently deserted—houses shuttered up fast,
walls gleaming white in the ghostly light.
We knocked and banged at half a dozen
doors, but were able to arouse no one. Finally
in response to our calls, 2 man got up from
a flat-terraced roof and told us where the
hospital was—in an enormous old Jesuit con-
vent, a very rich one, most luxuriously
equipped : beds and fine linen sheets and blan-
kets. The convent had been converted into
"~ a municipal hospital, but just before we got
there . the municipal hospital and the doctor
in charge began to move out across the river
and left us in charge—taking the equipment
with him, incidentally.

LOOKING AROUND

“We poked around the next morning, look-
ing the place over. There were a number of
large dormitories, used for wards, and big
rooms down on the main floor for classifi-
cation; a big room lined with oak wardrobes
around the walls, where the church vestments
had been kept, now filled with women sewing
and sorting linen; all kinds of little cells and
cubicles, occupied by old people—dodderers,
mostly old nuns and church pensioners. They
looked upon us with uneasiness and mis-
givings when we first came—fearing, I sup-
pose, that they were to be put out of their
old haunts or that dire things would happen
to them. But we left them in their little
cubicles and attics and they’d flit about the
hospital, coming suddenly on one unawares,
like some dark little bat. They were very grate-
ful when they found that no harm was to
come to them.

“A big olive orchard.surrounded the place,
and gardens with a windmill that didn’t
work, irrigating ditches, stone walls, and
little stone outhouses, also full of pensioners.
In the center of the convent grounds was a

big church filled with all kinds of material,
electric motors, pumps, a quantity of iron
pipe and tools for threading and cutting it
—all kinds of things. We started to get in-
stalled and set up during the day. That night
of bright moonlight the nightly bombardment
came, as usual. Within half an hour the place
was full of the most horrible injuries—
people screaming and groaning with pain and
terror, little children looking blankly at the
wall, people with their arms and legs blown
off; women, old people, children—forty of
them. We worked all night attending to their
wounds and injuries. Almost nightly there
were the same scenes—not soldiers, only the
civilian population. We stayed there four
days and then got orders to move on to
Vallivana to join the maneuver army.

“What a horrible thing to see them come
in" all night, groaning and crying out, legs
and arms shattered and shot off, bellies, heads

shot through, laid out on the floor on stretch- .

ers in the light of an automobile headlamp
fastened to a storage battery, for the current

in the house keeps going off and blowing

out fuses.

“Some thirty or so medical officers: all kinds
of men, but all brave and smiling and un-
complaining. And truckloads of soldiers going
past on the way to the front, singing and
laughing. Nothing of desperation or panic.
One constantly wonders what they feel in
their hearts. .

“It all seems so impossible, sitting in this
little sunny rocky canyon with ants crawling
busily around and a couple of partridges
whirring out of the bush and butterflies fly-
ing futilely about, that so close to here men
are killing each other.

THE STRAGGLERS

“It’s only three days since I was sitting
on the hillside writing this, but so much has
happened that I can no longer keep count of
the days. The next day, April 13, half of
our surgical teams at the hospital left for
a new hospital they had established down
nearer the coast. The stragglers down the
road increased, poor, tired, dusty men, refu-
gees in two-wheeled carts high off the ground,
piled up with precarious mountains of bed-
ding and pots and pans and household be-
longings, men and women following them
down the dusty road, one or two dusty don-
keys dragging slowly along.

HOW THEY WORKED

“Each place one goes, the main job is to
try to establish some sort of order out of
the hellish chaos. You come into some sort
of a place and try to set it up as a hospital,
or try to get your operating room and sur-

gery going if it is already set up. You stumble
about by the light of a candle among wounded
lying on the ground on stretchers, or grope
about among dirty cots, men groaning, dying,
everything full of blood, of dirt, of pieces of
clothing cast aside or cut off, of partly eaten
victuals, hunks of half-devoured bread. You
get the place half straight in a few days,
everyone working like Trojans, the stretcher
bearers carrying and hauling cots up and down
old curved staircases, giving their men food
and drink with gentle, patient, bloodstained
hands. Exhausted as they are and overcome
by sleep, you find them dozing on chairs and
in all kinds of unoccupied crannies, under
stairs and in deserted attics. On the road, in
the night, trucks and convoys go rattling by,
and always you keep one eye and one ear
half cocked for aviation, wondering what
you'd do if they hit the teeming place you're
in.

“You keep going until two, three, four
o’clock, until dawn, or bright daylight. You
get up frowzy, wash if you can, shave occa-
sionally, and start off again. Tired, blinking
staff officers drive up, usually in the middle
of the night, in cars that should long since
have been junked. Fords that have gone
100,000 miles without an overhaul, and
Grahams and all sorts of things that can
be made to run—cars that are always getting
stalled and breaking down. They go into a
huddle with you about evacuation and prob-
lems of food and beds and they drive off
again, if the car will go. Out in the dusty
sunny or moonlit road in front of the hos-
pital the stream of carts and refugees goes
down the valley, plodding on to safety.
Women with little children hanging onto
their skirts; they stand about the hospital and
the men water their mules at the trough; the
women wash their faces and their babies’
faces; the children hang about the hospital
door and the auto-ambulances and try to beg
a little food. In the distance, over the clear
rocky hills, comes the cannonading and now
and then a heavy boom that means a bom-
bardment, and slowly over the ridge you see
a column of thick smoke mount into the
sky.

“These descriptions of advanced surgical
units are taken from letters written a year
ago. Things were looking bad then—food
was scarce and so were supplies; but not
nearly so scarce as they must have been in
the last few months of the war. Chick peas
and salt codfish were the staples for those
able to eat them; the more severely wounded
and men on diets got mainly tinned milk
and water until they could be sent to the
rear where some kind of diet was possible.

“What has become of these brave men now ?
asks Garcia Lorca: -

I came into this world with eyes

And I leave it without them.

O Lord of the greatest sorrow

And then—

A candle and a shroud upon the ground.”

LEeo ELOESSER.
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Don’t Let the Congressional Vandals Do T his! JOHN GROTH

Back to Pamphleteering

HE CARTOONS on this spread, in addition to others by

William Hernandez, Herb Kruckman, Victor Candell,
William Gropper, and Jack Markow, are reproduced from a
nickel pamphlet defending WPA by members of the American
Artists Congress. Max Weber, internationally distinguished
painter and leader of the congress, introduces the cartoons with
the following statement:

4

The work accomplished by the Federal Art Project has been an en-
riching and deeply germinative influence upon millions of people and
has awakened in them a new sense of values and a greater art con-
sciousness. Many new talents and inherent esthetic gifts have been
brought to light that might have lain unfructified and dormant had they
been neglected. Everywhere a veritable hunger for theater, music, art
exhibitions, symposia, and the ensuing discussions is manifest. With such
enthusiasm in the cultural quest, our nation, already the acknowledged
industrial giant among nations, bids fair to rise to like eminence and
excellence in the arts. OQur national genius is a composite of the genius
of the whole world; our cultural aspirations are therefore well founded.

In employing their art to attack reaction these twelve con-
temporaries are reviving the pamphleteering tradition, going back
to the medium of Phillipon and Daumier to reach the people.
This is the first of a series of graphic broadsides the American
Artists Congress will train on the enemies of the people. “The
conditions for democracy and for art are one and the same. . . .
Nourish the conditions of a free life and you nourish the arts
too,” said Franklin Roosevelt. These satirists hawking their work
in the streets for a nickel call on the people who see their pam-
phlet to write their congressmen and newspapers denouncing the
project-wreckers.

Save the arts for the American people! Down with the bar-
barians in Congress!

A. BIRNBAUM
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$2.96 per Month per Person

How Omaha effectively destroys its people by starving them on the fantastically low relief dole.
But Nebraska has no income tax.

Omaha, Neb.

4 I \wIiCcE each month during 1938 Time
carried a full-page advertisement in-
forming Mr. Luce’s select audience of

executives that Nebraska is the nation’s
“White Spot”—a land of industrial milk and
honey where business, so cruelly oppressed these
six years past, may find a safe and prosperous
haven. The phrasing varied, but the import
of the ad remained the same, a dignified
and straightforward message couched in those
smoothly facile periods affected by the better
agencies for their institutional clients. A re-
cent one read, in part:

While many states plunge more deeply into
debt, piling new burdens on farmer, worker, and
business man, Nebraska rejects extravagance. Un-
harassed by punitive taxation, industry finds new
- opportunity in Nebraska . . . where public officials
are still public officials. Nebraska’s famous govern-
mental policies are dictated by the public will—
and public servants obey the people’s ‘commands.

Thus the pattern of the campaign; and as
such campaigns go, this one, nominally spon-
sored by the Associated Industries of Ne-
braska, has been reasonably successful. If
there has been no mass hegira of intimidated
capitalists, if no new smokestacks have risen
above the Platte, it has at least evoked na-
tional attention, and while some part of the re-
sultant publicity has been unfavorable, this was
certainly an anticipated hazard. Whatever the
criticism, the good seed has been sown, and—
here the Associated Industries may smile com-
fortably—the hard core of that seed is factual.

‘The supporting figures are in themselves in-
teresting, with the sum of Nebraska’s prudent
husbandry set off in neat black and white
against the profligacy of her sister common-
wealths. Here is the “White Spot’s” Exhibit
No. 1, and only. the captious would remark
that in this accounting no allowance is made
for the program’s cost.

There is, for example, relief, and more spe-
cifically, relief as administered in Omaha, Ne-
braska’s largest city.

Stricken since 1930 by the growing economic
paralysis that has gripped its trading area,
a paralysis induced by recurrent drought and
deflated agricultural prices, the city has been
compelled to meet a growing problem of un-
employment until today one-fourth of its

families are dependent upon some form of

public or private aid. The manner in which
it has met that problem suggests an enlighten-
ing footnote to the “White Spot” campaign.

‘T'o begin with, there is the statistical record.
Until the liquidation of the Federal Emer-
gency Relief Administration in May of 1936,

the cost of relief in Omaha was borne largely -

by the federal government, and while the
assistance given was generally inadequate, it

was at least comparable to the standards pre-
vailing nationally. In April of that year,
approximately 4,800 families were receiving
direct relief with cash disbursements exceeding
$200,000 a month. Neither the county nor the
city was prepared to assume this burden, and the
crisis precipitated by the withdrawal of fed-
eral aid was met, after a few weeks of in-
decision, by a temporary municipal appropria-
tion of $25,000. E. F. Magaret, a retired
wholesale implement dealer and self-described
“trouble shooter” for the mayor, was desig-
nated to administer this fund through the
Omaha Welfare Department, and he handled
the assignment so ‘“‘successfully”—after five
months the appropriation was not wholly ex-
hausted—that he was appointed head of the

Douglas County Assistance Bureau when a

permanent relief organization was set up in

October.

SAVING ON RELIEF COSTS

With less than $300,000 a year available
to the bureau, through a special tax levy
enacted by the Legislature, substantial sur-
pluses were reported in both 1937 and 1938,
surpluses which have steadily increased as
Magaret has given concrete formulation to
his relief policies. From an initial refusal.to
grant assistance to any person arbitrarily de-
fined as “employable,” the bureau moved on
to strike rent and utilities off the list of
necessities, pauperized medical care, and finally
limited aid to food orders upon two com-
missaries which it maintains.

After provision for overhead and incidental
costs, the direct expenditure for relief in
November 1938 amounted to $6,540, with
642 cases, embracing 2,207 persons, receiving
assistance, or an average of $2.96 per person.
Although the average per case declined from
$11 in January to $10.19 in November, the
total disbursed during the entire year was
only $80,234. (Ironically enough, this was
slightly less than the estimated cost of the
“White Spot” advertising campaign.)

If, however, you will make the effort, and
if your stomach is reasonably strong, you can

. leave the offices of the Relief Bureau, and by

going out into the streets of Omaha, talking
to Omaha people, see something of the actu-
ality underlying Mr. Magaret’s neatly com-
piled data. By doing that you will at least
learn the meaning of “$2.96 per month per
person’ as it relates to human beings not dis-
similar to yourself, and learn too that such
a relationship can be as real as the fake-
baroque facades of Omaha’s theaters and the
cultivated, sofmber dignity of Omaha’s banks
—even as real as the broad, fertile acres of
the Missouri Valley.

Talk first to the trained social workers in

charge of Omaha’s private and semi-private
charitable agencies: C. F. McNeil, head of the
Community Chest and former director of the
Nebraska Emergency Relief Administration;
Leeta Holdridge, executive director of the
Visiting Nurses Association; Edith Dumont
Smith, secretary of the Family Welfare Asso-
ciation; Paul Josephson, assistant director of
the Community Chest and special agent for

. the U. S. Children’s Bureau. “I am sorry,

but I cannot honestly say that no one has
starved.” ‘““Through our health stations and
our baby clinics we should like to show the
effect of these relief standards on children.

We certainly feel—there is no question about -
it—that they have definitely and permanently
affected the health of hundreds in the com-
munity.” “Although federal and state grants
were made on the assumption that the county
would provide decent standards of care for
persons needing general relief, Douglas
County has signally failed to do so. There
has been widespread suffering.” “One can
say that relief cases ineligible for WPA or
social security grants are faced with gradual
starvation.” In these isolated comments you
have the refrain of their criticism, and it is
echoed in the conversation of one or two labor
leaders, a few clergymen and physicians. But
in Omaha such voices carry little weight.

EVICTIONS

The Assistance Bureau gives relief only to
those physically unable to obtain employment,
but because it makes no provision for rent or
utilities, it paradoxically expects these peo-
ple, incapacitated by definition, to find hous-
ing for themselves. In some manner or other,
through begging or odd jobs or the charity
of a landlord or relative, most of them have
been able to keep a roof over their heads.
If there is no heat they can look for coal
along the railroad tracks, and even tarpaper
will furnish some semblance of light. But
evictions are an Increasing commonplace in
Omaha, and with eviction, and the consequent
disintegration of the family many children
have had to take refuge in orphanages.

To be strictly accurate, however, it is
incorrect to say that no provision whatever
is made for housing. Two years ago the
Assistance Bureau took over an abandoned
building that had once been used as a medi-
cal school, and here temporary shelter is given
to a few homeless families and an indefinite
number of single men. Under the supervision
of an untrained relief client, the building is
a vermin-infested incubator of disease, as
coldly institutional as a county poor farm and
as squalid as an East Side “old law” tenement.

So much, then, for the conditions under
which these people live. But do not make the
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mistake of believing that they represent the
lowest stratum in Omaha’s social hierarchy.
There is another group still more hopelessly
trapped, a group which can envy even the
meager allowance of food doled out by the
county. Numbered in the hundreds, it in-
cludes transients and itinerant workers ineli-
gible for relief, individuals certified to WPA
but laid off or as yet unplaced, and others
refused WPA certification but defined as em-
ployable by the Assistance Bureau. The Family
Welfare Association recently investigated ap-
proximately one hundred such cases. The inter-
views are summarized in bare outline, con-
cise and factual, and three of them, selected at
random, give the picture more graphically
than any thousand words of interpretation.

Floyd and Florence D.: Five children, the eldest
ten years old. When visited, the three older chil-
dren had just left for school after a breakfast of
flour-and-water pancakes.. After threatened eviction,
the landlord let Mr. D. work out rent. WPA until
June 1938; private job, dishwasher, $10 a week,
until December. Assistance Bureau refused relief
a few days before Christmas, as Mr. D. employable.
Surplus Aid gave a small sack of coal and they
have picked up some on the tracks. They need
food and fuel.

Dan and Mary S.: Elderly couple. Mr. 8. is a
cripple, unable to get old age assistance because he
cannot prove his age. Mrs. S. was laid off WPA
in June because she is hard of hearing. This
handicap makes it difficult for her to find private
employment. They live in a two-room shack and
were burning tarpaper, which made the room so
smoky that it was impossible for the visitor to
remain inside. They were about to eat their supper,
consisting of food Mrs. S. had picked up on the

dump. They asked the Assistance Bureau for help
and were told that the agency “couldn’t help any-
one.” .

Dora C.: Son twelve and niece twelve. Mrs.

~C. was laid off WPA in November. She applied at

the Assistance Bureau and was told that she could
not see any of the staff. The family has been liv-
ing on surplus food and a little oatmeal. For three
days last week they had no fuel. The twelve-year-
old boy was arrested yesterday for purse-snatching,
and his mother feels that this theft was instigated
by the family situation, as he had never done
any such thing before.

Thus, as recorded here, one American city
has met its depression-urgent problem of mass
unemployment and mass destitution.

For fifty years Omaha has been almost com-
pletely open shop, with every attempt to or-
ganize its major industries bitterly and on the
whole successfully opposed by the dominant
business interests. No left-wing political
group has been able to gain a serious foothold
in the city. As a consequence, the working class
has had little training or experience in the
techniques of mass protest, and there has been
no leadership or organizational framework
through which it could exert the sheer pres-
sure of its numbers. In isolating this as a
primary cause, it is also important to note that
the very absence of demonstrations, coupled
with the apparent docility of the poor and
their lack of a medium through which to ex-
press their grievances, has served to insulate
Omaha’s strongly entrenched upper middle
class and_the half-dozen or so capitalists who
rule the city from ‘any contact with the
realities of the situation.

An investigator for the Des Moines Bureau
of Municipal Research made this sufficiently
clear when, in a confidential report, he wrote:

Both W. A. Ellis, assistant commissioner of the
Omaha Chamber of Commerce, and Walter Pier-
pont, president of the Omaha Taxpayers Associa-
tion, agreed that there had not been any riots or
other public disturbances over the amount of reliet
granted. Despite the claim that the relief is in-
adequate, at all events it must not be less than
the minimum beyond which the unemployed would
complain in the form of public disturbances.

The quotation can well stand beside
one from John Gunther’s Inside Europe:

Hunger, prolonged misery, and distress such as
have afflicted the people of Danubia are likely, it
seems, to produce not revolt but apathy and in- .
ertia and a torpor of almost pathological quality.
People do not make revolutions when hungry—at
first—simply because hunger makes them weak.

But these words, as relevant to the situa-
tion existing today in Omaha as to the post-
war destitution of Middle Europe, would
have no meaning for Mr. Magaret and his
associates. Practical men, impatient with such
abstractions, they knew precisely what they
wanted, have it now, and are thoroughly sat-
isfied. Direct relief has been returned to the
state and municipality, it is no longer adminis-
tered by trained social workers; Nebraska
remains the “White Spot,” her financial sta-
bility unimpaired by irrelevant consideration
for human welfare ; and—conclusive rejoinder,
bland, complacent smile—"“We've damn well
had no riots in Omaha!”

OweN YounNG KINNARD.

“Just what IS a ‘balanced budget’?”

John Heliker
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The Araquistain Junta

A discredited politician forms a cabal with discredited journalists that aids the axis powers. Some

echoes of “General Krivitsky.”

I Uis ARAQUISTAIN, the former Spanish
ambassador to France, signed the anti-
Comintern pact a long time ago, but

he never got around to advertising it until

lately. Famed in pre-war Spain as a publicist
of topnotch rank he knew the value of timing
his story. Like all old hands at publicity, who
wait for Sunday before releasing their story
to the press, he bided his time. When he sent
his stuff around he found an eager market in
the commercial press and the sub-commercial
journalism of Trotsky. He got around to
blaming the loss of the Spanish war upon

Communists and upon the Soviet Union at

a moment when the world press had to admit

—because Hitler and Mussolini were admit-

ting it—that the fascist intervention had begun

in the very first days of the war and that that
intervention was of major magnitude. Mus-
solini admitted 100,000 Italians in Spain the
first winter of the war. Hitler said that in
reality he warred against the evil democracies
as well as the Communists. (How well Mu-
nich illustrated that!)} Sr. Araquistain aired
his views at a time, too, when 35,000 Span-
iards were being shot weekly by the Franco-
ist inquisition. The tory papers that helped
garrote Spain saw their chance to muddy
the issues at this moment when all honest men
approached unity in their horror at the Iberian
events. They played the able publicist up.

Yes, good timing. ’

Sr. Araquistain’s arguments fall into three
principal categories: first, that Largo Cabal-
lero was a great man and a good helmsman
for Spain during the warfare; second, that
the Communists scuttled Caballero when he
refused to do the “bidding of Moscow”; and
third, that ‘“Moscow intervention” lost the
war by alienating the democracies from Spain.

Moscow, in short, wanted to annex the
Iberian peninsula to the Union of Socialist
Soviet Republics. Long ago, in 1936, Litvinov
declared at the Eighth Soviet Congress: “Our
enemies maintain that we are striving to create
a Communist Soviet state on the Pyrenean
peninsula which we even intend to include in
the Soviet Union., Such fairy tales for little
children and big fools are, of course, circu-
lated with a view to obscuring the true mean-
ing of our real interest in Spanish events.”
At that time Litvinov was referring principally
to the works of a man named Goebbels.

ECHOES OF KRIVITSKY

Let us consider Sr. Araquistain’s charges
seriatim. They are in the main charges of a
bogus general Krivitsky, and of the shady
newspaperman Irving Pflaum in the dmerican
Mercury for June—a sort of journalistic junta
marshaled by Araquistain,

Caballero: Araquistain says that orders
came from Moscow (oh, those omnipotent,

eternal orders from Moscow) to dub Cabal-
lero the “Spanish Lenin.” But the violently
pro-Franco man Edward Knoblaugh, an As-
sociated Press reporter, writes in his book,
Correspondent in Spain, that Caballero him-
self in 1935 modestly admitted he would be
the Spanish Lenin. The AP carried the story.
It is on record too that Araquistain deliber-
ately fostered that title among the laboring
classes through his magazine Leviatorn and his
paper Claridad. The Spanish proletariat, like
workingmen all over the world, had grown to
revere the Russian leader.

Caballero fell. Why? Because he lost the
confidence of the people and of his collab-
orators. He fell in the same manner that all
cabinets fall in capitalist democracies. Ara-
quistain is quite right in saying the Com-
munists objected to the way Caballero prose-
cuted the war. So did 90 percent of the rest
of republican Spain. Araquistain fails to men-
tion that, Caballero had lost Malaga without
a shot. The loyalists continued their disastrous
retreat in the north. Caballero battled the
idea of a unified command with all of a
frustrated old man’s vindictiveness. He even
fought against- the consolidation of the militia
into a regular army. Caballero tried to buck
history; every student knows what happens
to politicians who stand in the way of historic
necessity.

Consider what Herbert L. Matthews, now
the New York Times correspondent in Rome,
had to write about this period in his book
Two Wars and More to Come.

Malaga fell, an easy prey to the Italians. There
had been treachery on the loyalist side, and fearful
incompetence for which Largo Caballero, again,
must assume responsibility. As Minister of War he
should not have permitted the front to remain with
few men, virtually unfortified, and unsupplied with
war materials. There was a political and moral
revulsion after that which was to prove the end,
in time, of Largo Caballero and his clique,

Will Sr. Araquistain and his junta now tell
us that Mr. Matthews received ‘“‘orders from
Moscow” to write that and that Mr. Sulz-
berger got orders from Moscow to print such
dispatches?

MATTHEWS AND JELLINEK

The key to Araquistain’s and Caballero’s
behavior is their original animus against the
People’s Front. They loathed that political
instrument with a passion that far transcended
their hatred of fascism. Witness their loving-
kindness toward the POUM, that T'rotskyist
cabal that sought to undermine the People’s
Front. Araquistain—and Caballero—pretend
to believe that the POUM was merely “a
small leftist Spanish workmen’s party sympa-
thizing with Leon Trotsky.” (New Leader,
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June 9th.) Arsenic is merely a liquid that
comes in neat little bottles. The republic’s
police have dossiers upon the POUM. The
record is extant for anybody who wishes to
discover the truth. But let Mr. Matthews of
the New York Times continue his story:

The showdown [with Caballero] came early in
May with a sanguinary uprising [by the POUM
—J. N.] in Barcelona and many small towns, en-
gineered partly with fascist money, and to that
extent treasonous. More than any man he [Cabal-
lero] was responsible for the poor showing which
the loyalists were making from Guadalajara on.
Unable to grasp the necessity for moderation and
discipline, the Premier had lost the support of his
Socialist and Communist followers while the more
moderate elements were openly attacking him. Hav-
ing no support in what may be called the center
and right wing of the Popular Front, he was forced
to curry favor with the anarchists. When the
Catalan uprising discredited them thoroughly it
was inevitable that he should go down with them.

Orders from Moscow? A Communist plot?

Let us read what Frank Jellinek, Manchester

Guardian correspondent, has to say in his
book The War in Spain.

In the face of the tragic experience of Malaga,
the great mass of the people wanted unity of com-
mand, discipline, patriotism, and a spirit of self-
sacrifice. The Communist Party very intelligently
made itself the champion of these demands. It
organized a great popular demonstration in Va-
lencia calling for unity of command. The Caballero
group immediately started talking of “Communist
intrigues” and “orders from Moscow.”

So much for Sr. Caballero. Now about the
Communists in Spain, Historians have record-
ed the policy of that party: Did it seek to
control the scene, to wrest power, to set up
a ‘“dictatorship of the proletariat”?

THE COMMUNIST POLICY

The Communist Party endlessly repeated
that the war was one of democracy against
fascism. The party subordinated its ultimate
aims for the immediate national popular needs:
Believing the People’s Front was the instru-
ment to achieve this victory, it battled end-
lessly for the unification of all democratic
groupings. Any dispassionate observer recorded
that the party, more than any other, labored
to dispel the suspicions engendered by the
hard-bitten Bakuninism which commanded a
half-century’s tradition in Spain. It endeavored
to win the energetic support for the democratic
People’s Front of the bourgeois democrats, the
Left Republicans, the Catalan Esquerra, and
all Catalan and Basque nationalist parties. But
let Jose Diaz speak for his party, which he
led so ably all during the war:

The policy of the Communist Party is and should
be a firm, consistent People’s Front policy. . . . The
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party should not take any action which might be
detrimental to the unity of all anti-fascist forces.

Senator George Branting, of Sweden, a
leading Social-Demaocrat, said in his report to
the International Food Commission for Spain:

I want to emphasize that it is utterly false to
pretend that the firm course followed by President
Negrin was supported only by the Communists. It
is quite certain that the Negrin government ‘was
supported by all parties of the Popular Front.

The Popular Front has been violently as-

saulted from the right and the spurious left—
the anti-Comintern axis and the Trotskyites.
They have a very genuine fear of its powers.
To undermine it in the eyes of all middle-
class allies of labor they tried to dub the
People’s Front a “Communistic” plot. Ob-
viously T'rotskyist-inclined, Caballero and
Araquistain have always attacked the People’s
Front from the “left.” Araquistain reveals his
hand in the current issue of the Trotskyist-
influenced New Leader:

The so-called United Front is an _illusion.
. . . The Spanish example has proved that the
Popular Front tactic is merely another Communist
trick. It was their tactics to try to capture absolute
power by this means.

But who dill try to capture “absolute
-power” in May 1937? The POUM. Who
defended the POUM? Srs. Araquistain and
Caballero, according to their own eloquent
testimony. Q.E.D.?

SOVIET AID

Finally, the weary lies about the Soviet
Union. Ask the Spanish folk who proved their
most reliable friends during the war. The
position of the Spanish “government officials
on aid from the USSR has been about as
follows: )

Italian and German material reached Franco
late in July, 1936, ten days after the war
began. The first Russian material arrived in
October. In the interim the non-intervention
agreement had denied the legally elected Span-
ish government the right to buy arms in
defense of democracy. The Soviet Union re-
stored that right.

The axis powers have labored ceaselessly to
present Soviet aid in a sinister light. Now
Araquistain adds to that clamor. But the

Soviet Union never acted outside of inter- -

national law. It exhorted, pleaded, in the per-
son of Maisky in London, Litvinov in Geneva,
through its press generally, that France, Eng-
land, the USA accord Spain its legal rights.
This is no secret. Look at the record. Time
and again before the Non-Intervention Com-
mittee the Soviet representatives made speeches
like the following:

The Soviet Union is not willing to remain in
the position of involuntarily supporting an injus-
tice, and it sees only one way out of the situation
which has arisen: to restore to the Spanish govern-
ment the right and the possibility of purchasing
arms outside Spain, a right which all other gov-
ernments throughout the world possess, and to leave

Heil Buddha!

Nowadays when Hitler plans some move
not on the level,
He never has to fight: just sits and
contemplates his Neville.
RoBerT MELTZER,

it to the signatories to the agreement whether they
wish to sell arms to the Spanish government or
not. In any case, the Soviet government which is
not prepared to bear any further responsibility to
the creation of a situation which is obviously un-
just to the Spanish government, feels itself com-
pelled to declare that it does not consider itself
bound to the non-intervention agreement in any
greater degree than any other signatories.

And why did the Soviet Union aid Spain?
Here is the reason, according to this same
Soviet representative at a session of the Lon-
don committee as early as October 1936:

If . . . the rebellious generals should be vic-
torious, the same generals who are being supported
by certain states against their solemn undertakings
of non-intervention, then not only would Spain
suffer terribly under an internal catastrophe, but
the whole European situation would be very greatly
worsened, because the victory of the rebellious
generals . . . would act as a tremendous impetus
for the loosing of all the forces of aggression,
hatred, and destruction in Europe, and the danger
of a new great war would have advanced to the
threshold of our own houses.

This, and this alone, is the main reason.why the
Soviet government and the peoples of the Soviet
Union are so deeply interested in the events which
are at present taking place in Spain. The policy
of peace consistently pursued by the peoples of the
Soviet Union determines the present attitude of
the Soviet Union to the events taking place in
Spain.

Who made these declarations, carried the
issue to the international press, waged inces-
sant battle for Spain’s rights in the world
arena? Chamberlain? Bonnet? Blum? Or the
representative of the Soviet Union? Strange
conduct indeed for a nation “which did not
want Spain to win.” )

It makes little difference to Araquistain,
Caballero, .and the tory-Trotskyist cabal that
Stalin declared to the world that “the libera-
tion of Spain from the oppression of the fascist
reactionaries is not the private affair of Span-
iards but the common cause of all advanced
and progressive mankind.” Merely another
wily trick of the machiavellian Georgian.

What did happen? On Oct. 15, 1936,
the first food ship left the Soviet Union for
Spain. The boat was followed by many others.
Soviet factories took the orders for clothes
and shoes for the Spanish children with tre-
mendous enthusiasm and carried them out with
magnificent elan. By the end of 1936 alone,
over 47,000,000 roubles had been collected
in the Soviet Union through the Soviet labor
unions. Mr. Araquistain does not consider it
important to mention that the motorship
Komsomol was sunk by a “mysterious” sub-
marine or that the treacherous Bonnet threat-

ened time and. again—and did—close the bor-
der to all supplies coming to republican Spain.
On the other hand, Araquistain fails to men-
tion the magnificent service offered Spain by
the Soviet Chatos and Mouskas, those fighting
airships that drove from the skies the German
and Italian planes that had been diligently
bombing women and children in schools,
homes, and hospitals.

The Russians wanted to dominate the
scene? The GPU overran republican Iberia?
Early in 1938 the government asked that all
foreigners be withdrawn from both sides. On
September 21, Negrin at Geneva offered to

‘withdraw the International Brigade from the

republican ranks. On Jan. 16, 1939 a League
of Nations commission completed this with-
drawal. They reported that there were 12,493
volunteers from twenty-nine countries. They
reported no Russians.

To summarize. When the war broke out
fifteen Communists sat in the Cortes, which
numbered 473 deputies. None in the cabinet.
The Negrin cabinet included two Communists
at first. Later, after the coast was cut, there
was one, Sr. Uribe, Minister of Agriculture.
There were ten members of the cabinet. Com-
munist domination? Soviet domination? Oh,
these endless, repetitious lies of the disgruntled,
the befuddled, and of those actually in the
pay of the axis powers!

What lost the war, Sr. Araquistain? In the
last analysis, the terrible inferiority in mate-
rial. It reached a ratic of 8 to 1 in the last
days. The government, hamstrung by the mon-
strous non-intervention agreements, found
itself unable to obtain sufficient material for
successful resistance. Due to the magnificent
elan of the People’s Front—due to its con-
struction of a native war industry—due to the
aid the Soviet people were able to send de-
spite the mountainous obstacles—due to the
aid the democratic people of all lands shipped
to Spain—it held out for nearly three years.
Who lost the war, Sr. Araquistain? We
may as well ask Herr Goebbels. The answer
would be the same.

JosepH NoORTH.

Churchill on the USSR

¢¢ T ERSONALLY, not having changed my

P views about communism or past history
in any respect, I have from the beginning
preferred the Russian proposals to either the
British or French alternatives. They are sim-
ple, they are logical, and they conform to
the main groupings of common interest.

“Nor should there be any serious difficulty
in guaranteeing the Baltic states and Fin-
land. The Russian claim that these should
be included in the triple guaranty is well-
founded. There is no sense in having a crack
in the peace diving bell.”—W.inston Church-
ill, New York Herald Tribune.

Shots at Tea Time

¢¢Y TAaLY’s taking Albania ruined the Eng-
lish Easter holiday.”—London Letter

in the New Yorker. :



NM June 27, 1939

15

— —

The Tories Tune Up

In training for the coming conventions, the Republicans and
Garnercrats sharpen their axes for the people.

W ashington.

HE Republicans are all set to go.

I They’ve got their national committee

publicity staff all built up; they’ve
gained a little practical experience from Na-
tional Debt Week (and their faces are still
red), and they’ve got Elizabeth Dilling’s Red
Network on all the key desks in their shiny,
bright office. They’re all set for the 1940
campaign.

There’s just one big stumbling block in
their way, and they don’t know what to do
about it. It’s that tiny matter of a candidate.
It isn’t that they don’t have any, Lord knows.
There are more hats in the ring than there
are herrings in the sea. And therein lies the
trouble. ‘The committee can’t really begin
functioning until it is decided just which of
all the candidates they’ll get behind.

When in the past there has been only one
outstanding candidate, the committee has
usually begun to loose its publicity barrage
long before the nominating convention has
affixed its formal stamp of approval on the
blessed one. That was the way of 1928 and
1932, and, to a lesser degree, of 1936. But it
is not the way of 1940. For with all the
little Lancelots out to save the world from
the Red Menace of Rooseveltism, the tory
camp would be riven and sundered if the
national committee should do any picking be-
forehand.

The Republicans have traditionally held
their convention during the first week in
June of the election year, and, traditionally,
they have been followed within two weeks by
the Democrats. Next year, however, promises
to see some traditions shattered. For the
Republicans have decided to stand aside and
let the Democrats go first. The after-you-my-
dear-Alphonse gesture is motivated, not by
courtesy, but by sheer hard-boiled politics.
For Republican strategy in the forthcoming
elections is almost wholly contingent upon de-
velopments in the Democratic ranks. If Roose-
velt dominates the convention and the Gar-
nercrats walk out, their strategy will be one
thing; if Garner wins, and the progressives
~ form a third party, it will be another ; if Roose-
velt wins and the Garnercrats decide at the
last minute to stick, they’ll have to figure out
a third strategy; and if the Democrats patch
it up around a compromise candidate, the
Republicans will have to worry out still a
fourth plan of battle. So they’re going to play
a waiting game.

But out of this may come a novel and
fascinating bit of political swordplay. Roose-
velt, as leader of his party, will have pretty
much the final word on the calling of the
Democratic convention. He may well feel that
the waiting game also plays into his hands,
since it stalls the final jelling of the opposition,
be it Democrat or Republican. And therefore

he, too, may postpone the traditional meeting
of the nominating convention. It may then
become a question of who can hold off longest.

SHAFER, THORKELSON, MCWHIRTER

The Republican national committee last
year paid $1,000 into the election war chest
of Paul Shafer of Michigan. Shafer has ad-
mitted—by inference at least—that he is the
Congressional leader of Michigan’s Silver
Shirts. Abstract theorizing might conceive a
causal relationship. Especially when, coupled
with it, the committee laid out $500 to elect
Representative Thorkelson of Montana. Thor-
kelson celebrated May 1 by making a speech
on the floor of the House in which he quoted
from that hoary anti-Semitic forgery, the

Protocols of the Elders of Zion. He also sat
as close right-hand adviser to White-Horse
Moseley, during the General’s command per-
formance before the Dies Committee. Felix
McWhirter, Indiana banker and close friend
of anti-Semites, is still treasurer of the Indiana
Republican state committee. The Republicans
evidently find his views not entirely incom-
patible with their own.

GARNER’S PROPHECY

It has long been suspected, but it can now
be reliably reported that Garner is wielding
the knife in the back of the La Follette com-
mittee. Earlier this session, Garner took occa-
sion at one of the cabinet meetings to pound
the table vociferously and swear up and down
that the La Follette committee would die
with this Congress, and that the Dies com-
mittee would take its place. From all present
indications, unless treméndous pressure is ex-
erted in the few remaining weeks, his predic-
tion will be fulfilled.

PauL G. McManus.

flea
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Gardner Rea

MAJOR NERTZ OF THE FASCIST SHIRTS
“By Gad, the barricades shan’t find us unprepared, eh, Jorrocks?”
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The Tientsin Incident

HE Japanese know their Chamberlain.

Less than a week after Lord Halifax,
British Foreign Minister, and Chamberlain
made their latest appeasement overtures, de-
claring their readiness to “explore the whole
problem of economic Lebensraum,” the Jap-
anese instituted a blockade of the British
and French concessions at Tientsin. Appar-
ently there is no Lebensraum (living space)
like the British empire itself.

The pretext for this twisting of the lion’s
tail was the refusal of the British authorities
to give up four Chinese who were charged
by the Japanese with assassinating one of
their Chinese puppets. However, within a
few days after the establishment of the block-
ade a curious paradox developed. The Japa-
nese, usually so punctilious in such matters,
seemed to be making every effort to discard
this pretext, while the British, on the other
hand, were taking pains to maintain the fic-
tion that the Japanese were merely demand-
ing,satisfaction for a minor incident. For once
truth, lies with the aggressor. “This is no
mere local issue,” declared the commander of
Japan’s North China army. ““The crux of the
question is whether Britain is ready to make
unqualified revision of her China policy.”
And the Chamberlain government’s reluc-
tance to undertake those economic reprisals
which could smash the blockade has only
encouraged the Japanese in the belief that
if they twist the lion’s tail hard enough,
he will do everything they ask.

The measures taken by the Japanese mili-

tary are, as one newspaper describes them,

acts of war. And they are directed not only
at the British, but at all democratic countries
with interests in the Far East. The United
States is so directly threatened that even the
ultra-isolationist New York Daily News has
found it necessary to urge a joint British-
American blockade of the Japanese empire.

It is obvious that the Japanese move in
China has been synchronized with events in

West Coast Representative '

Europe. By its failure to conclude a military
alliance with the Soviet Union, Britain has
tied its own hands in both Europe and Asia.
Cooperation among the fascist aggressors plus
division among the democratic countries pro-
duced Tientsin as inevitably as it produced

the annexations of Austria, Czechoslovakia,
and Albania,

Bloom Bill

HE Japanese putsch at Tientsin should

speed revision of our Neutrality act.
The Bloom bill reported by the House For-
eign Affairs Committee is a step backward
from the policy outlined by President Roose-
velt in his message at the opening of Con-
gress, but a step forward from the present
law. If properly amended, the bill can be
an effective instrument in promoting peace.
Even at best, however, it would need to be
implemented by a more energetic policy of
cooperation with Britain, France, the Soviet
Union, and other peace-loving states.

The Bloom bill embodies the “cash-and-
carry”’ principles which have also been incor-
porated in the measure sponsored by Senator
Pittman. It would permit trade in all mate-
rials with all belligerents provided right,

title, and interest in the products is trans-

ferred to some foreign government or agency.
Since Britain and France dominate the At-
lantic, the bill would aid these countries in
the event of war with Germany and Italy.
For similar reasons, however, it would benefit
Japan in the Pacific to the detriment of
China—and the United States. It is in this
respect that the measure is most in need of
amendment,

According to figures released by the Chi-
nese Council for Economic Research in
Washington, the United States supplied
Japan in 1938 with 57.07 percent of its
imports of essential war materials, excluding
cotton. Just how the American people feel
about this is evident from the latest Gallup
poll which shows that 66 percent of the
voters would join in a movement to boycott
Japanese goods, while 72 percent favor a
government embargo on military supplies.

Coughlin Thugs

' HE growing insolence of Coughlinite fas-
Tcists in street corner assaults is a fact
generally going unnoticed by the press. In
New York bands of thugs accompanying
Social Justice salesmen have attacked casual
passersby; at least three stabbings by Fr.
Coughlin’s knownothings have occurred re-
cently; and the old Mussolini blackshirt
technique of raiding meeting places of pro-
gressives has been put to use. A Communist
headquarters in the Bronx was besieged last
week. Members of the “Christian Front,”
complete with the Hitler salute, attempted to

. break up a street rally of the American Labor

June 27, 1939 NM

Party in the Bronx. City Councilman Mi-
chael Quill kept the labor forces steady
despite having a milk bottle thrown at him
while he was speaking.

The ominous first skirmishes of the era of
street fighting have been set in motion by
the Coughlin Nazis. Police protection has
been efficiently extended, but only after the
fact. It is no mystery to anyone but Norman
Thomas that these attacks are a deliberate
piece of Coughlin’s campaign. Mr. Thomas
last week wrote a sweet letter to Father
Coughlin, inviting the microphone dominie
to disclaim responsibility for the disorders,
or else the Socialist leader would be very
hurt. Father Coughlin will undoubtedly
oblige. Practical democrats, however, are
urging prosecution of the thugs and steps to
prevent the repetition of their activities.

Carney, Weddell, Suner

IF YOU are an American citizen, you can-
not use the telephone in Spain to call
from one town or city to another and speak
in your own language. If you are an Amer-

" ican citizen working in Spain, you cannot

leave the country even for a short period.
If you are an American citizen, you cannot
enter Spain, unless two good fascists testify
for you as an upholder of Franco. If you
are an American citizen working for the
telephone company in ‘Madrid, you aren't
able to go near your office, because Franco
is still shooting the Spanish employees of
that company; they were not traitors to
their republic.

These facts were reported calmly by
William P. Carney, the American fifth
columnist of the New York Times last
Monday. More, such restrictions were de-
fended by the American ambassador to
Franco, Alexander W. Weddell, whom the
Times reports as saying;

I think that right after going through a bitter
civil war the authorities are fully justified in sat-
isfying themselves about the past or probable fu-
ture political activities and connections of foreign-
ers who now wish to take up residence in Spain.

To visit Spain you must believe anti-

- Semitically, like Serrano Suner, Spanish In-

terior Minister and brother-in-law of
Franco, who recently stated:

Spain’s people are prepared for privations. With
the same force with which they broke the ring of
steel that surrounded them on the battlefield, they
will break those other rings that a hostile Judaism
is trying to place across their path.

Apparently Ambassador Weddell ap-
proves the imprisonment and murder of
hundreds of thousands of Spanish republican
citizens and finds nothing o6bjectionable in
the anti-Semitic policies of the Franco
regime.
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No Tax Munich

MAJOR premise of reaction in the 1940

elections will be that New Deal taxes
have prevented business recovery. Not only
is this a wrong premise, but it is a terribly
wrong and mistaken tactic for the New Deal
to grant to reaction this major premise.

It is bad enough that the tax bill jammed
through the House of Representatives would
substantially reduce government revenue,
claims to the contrary notwithstanding. Al-
though the capital-gains and undistributed-
profits taxes—which are abolished in the new
tax bill—were not important sources of rev-
enue of themselves, they were important
methods of preventing evasion of the per-
sonal and corporation income taxes, and
their abolition will result in substantial re-
ductions in these major sources of govern-
ment income. Furthermore, a campaign is
under way to open new avenues for evasion
by allowing corporations to carry over from
one year to another “operating losses.” This
is just inviting further evasion by financial
juggling and the establishing of wholly fic-
titious operating losses. These changes—plus
the increase in local taxation for relief which
would be caused by any reduction in WPA
—will, if enacted, greatly increase the burden
of taxation on the common people, and re-
lieve only the very rich. '

No tax Munich, Mr. President. Stand
by the principles you anneunced recently—
no reduction in government revenue; no
greater tax burdens on the common people,

or on small business; no loopholes for tax-

evasion by the wealthy.

Student Mamlock

N GEerMANY they have many ways of
A handling Jews. Murder is the simplest.
But there are others far worse: Dachau, the
spiriting away or torture of loved ones,
brutal humiliation. The world knows the
last way best, for many of its victims have
escaped and told what they went through.
For millions it was symbolized in the Soviet
motion picture Professor Mamlock, when
the old scientist was forced to walk through
the streets with “Jude” scrawled in blood
across his frock.

Last week the Nazi octopus tossed a ten-
tacle across the Atlantic, and millions of
Americans saw how contemporary barbarism
handles minorities. Melvin Bridge was not
an eminent scientist—he was not even an
adult. He was a Jewish student in a junior
high school in a suburb of Baltimore, but
he might as well have been in Berlin. They
took a red-hot poker, dug it into his neck,
and branded him with an H—Hebrew. A
group of school boys did the job, but no one
believes that it started with them. A great
argument against racism is that children do

not know of it and never practice it without
being taught and goaded by others. The
branding of Melvin Bridge was engineered
by Nazis.

An indigenous and older form of anti-
Semitic humiliation came to light in the same
state in the same week. Jay Allen Einstein,
a second-year man at the Naval Academy
in Annapolis, was told by superiors that if
he expected to “get ahead” in the Navy, he

would do well to change his name. They
suggested that the name Easton would be
suitable.

Both incidents have horrified America.
Young boys torturing a young boy because
of his race is an ugly picture; the suggestion
that one bearing the name of Einstein can-
not get ahead is ironic. Nazi activity in the
schools, anti-Semitism in the Navy—{fascism
in two arms of democratic defense.

Hunger by

fool anybody.

Theater are abandoned.

answer.

IF Hoover’s apple proved poor election bait in 1932, it will be less
than that in 1940. The reactionaries are more than suspect in their
ghoulish zeal to slash the lifeline of upwards of two million Americans.
They sow the seed of fascism in our economic soil. The storm of protest
at the fearfully inadequate Woodrum proposals wrought some inef-
fectual changes at the last minute—raising the ceiling on WPA
projects from $25,000 to $40,000 and removing the cost limitation on
federal power projects. But that’s a sop which will neither satisfy nor

Actually, if the Senate passes the Woodrum bill, not a man or
woman in the wage-earning and lower-salaried categories will escape
the dismal effects of the drive organized by the “economy” bloc—
those spendthrifts of the lives and dignity of millions of Americans.
The lower middle class and those immediately above that category
will feel it in increased taxation for local relief. Merchants will find
their business drastically reduced as the spenders carry home empty
pocketbooks. A generation of artists and professionals face immediate
penury—no, starvation is the word—if such projects as the Federal

Present relief rolls will be cut by more than a third; no provision
for able-bodied family heads in most of the states means immediately
empty cupboards. PWA appropriations cut to $125,000,000 predicate
the abandonment of many, probably most, of the major construction
endeavors the cities have counted on. Paul Kellogg, president of the
National Conference of Social Work, earnestly warns against scrapping
the WPA. George Addes, secretary-treasurer of the CIO United Auto-
mobile Workers, declares the only hope for continuation of WPA lies
in the solidarity of the industrial and unemployed workers behind the
Casey bill, which provides for an appropriation of $2,250,000,000 and
the employment of three million workers on WPA.

All progressives must heed the advice of Kellogg and Addes. The
New Deal is under the heaviest fire today since Roosevelt took office.
And one cannot forget this: the Republicans would never have dared
bring that “economy ax” down with such force had it not been for
the Garnercrats. The 170 House Republicans moved forward behind
the reactionary Democrats. Woodrum did Hoover’s work for him.
Today the issue is in the laps of the Senate. It is not too late. The
politicians must be made to understand that the people know 1940
is drawing nearer. Unfortunately hunger and deprivation of human
dignity are also closer. But there is still time: the Casey bill is the

Legislation
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What’s On Your Mind?

A. Landy discusses middle-class frustration, Marxism and psy-
chiatry, the death of Ernst Toller.

UESTIONS on various topics continue
to arrive, some of them on themes
that have been answered before in this
department. We invite you to send in your
questions; we shall make every effort to an-
swer them promptly and satisfactorily.
Should any inquirer feel that he needs fur-
ther details than the ones published under
this department head, we will be glad to for-
ward them upon request.

Q. In working to improve the material lot of the
people, Marxism has assumed that all other aspects
of their lives would improve. Doesn’t the unhap-
piness of large numbers of middle-class people,
whick is not due to hunger, prove that emotional
disturbances may exist without material misery,
and that we need a special technique, a Marxian
psychiatry, to deal awith this? Doesn’t the case of
Ernst Toller show that the movement has neglected
something important here?—J. G.

A. Marxism recognizes the determining effect
which the material conditions have on men’s lives.
But its understanding of the nature of these con-
ditions and the manner of their influence is quite
different from that attributed to it in the question.
As a matter of fact, the conclusions implied in
this question rest upon two assumptions, neither of
which is in accord with the facts. The first is that
hunger is the only material circumstance affecting
the happiness or welfare of people, and that the
influence of the material conditions is always direct
and simple. The second is that the middle class is
suffering only from emotional difficulties and that
these difficulties are the product of some sort of
virgin conception unrelated to the affairs of the
mundane world.

Aside from the fact that, if either of these
assumptions were true, they would cancel one an-
other, we are asked to believe that the working
masses represent one category of human beings
moved and motivated only by crude, animal nec-
essities, while middle-class people represent a cate-
gory-of a higher order motivated only by spiritual
impulses. This conclusion, while evidently unin-
tentional and not explicitly formulated in the ques-
tion, is the unavoidable consequence of its assump-
tions.

However, a glance at the underlying proposi-
tion of the materialist conception of history will
show immediately that Marxism moves in other
directions, This proposition states that “it is not
the consciousness of men that determines their
being, but, on the contrary, their social being that
determines their consciousness.” Far from neglect-
ing an important feature of human behavior, there-
fore, Marxism actually makes it possible to under-
stand the correct relationship between the mate-
rial conditions and the intellectual activities and
emotional life of men.

The fact that Ernst Toller did not suffer finan-
cial want does not mean that his suicide was with-
out an objective cause. On the contrary, Toller
was decidedly a victim of fascist barbarism. Of
course, had he been a Marxist-Leninist, he would
have continued the struggle despite all difficulties.
A Marxist understands that, aside from true patho-
logical cases, emotional disturbances of socio-eco-
nomic origin will disappear only with the aboli-

tion of the social conditions which give rise to them.
What is needed, therefore, is not a special therapy
for the restoration of unbalanced souls. The real
need is to organize the struggle against these con-
ditions, to apply Marxism, by drawing these
people into the struggle against capitalist reaction
and fascism; to have faith in the power of the
masses, and, anchoring this faith in scientific cer-
tainty, to learn how to carry the struggle to a suc-
cessful conclusion.

The Russian Bolsheviks. never lost confidence in
the future of the working class, and they were
victorious. They derived this confidence from the
knowledge that society could not develop without
ultimately producing the conditions for the victory
of the people. They did not succumb to moods, but,
in the face of temporary defeats, learned how to
retreat in order to prepare for a new advance. The
Russian Bolsheviks have demonstrated to the whole
world the great, creative power of Marxism. They
have taught us how to transform difficulties into
opportunities, how to master circumstances rather
than be mastered by them. And they have drawn
their inspiration for all this from their profound
faith in the masses, from their scientific knowledge
that the future belongs to the people. Can anyone
imagine that victory is possible without this?

A. Lanpy.

READER’S FORUM

The Iowa Scene

N.F. gives us a glimpse of the healthy open
spaces out in Iowa.

“Often I have wished that some of you editors
could come out here to live for a while. Impossible
of course, for it is so far away from the America
that you know. But on this Iowa farmland you
would discover a people who love their country;
what is more important however, you would find a
people who have not lost sight of the outside world
and their place in it, and who are aware that there
are other folks in other lands who have problems.

“About five miles from where I sit, a camp for
German refugees has opened. The folks out here
remembered that they had a few buildings that
weren’t being used, you see.

“One of the farmers sat down on his front porch
in the evening, and thought about those people who
were being turned out of their own land. -He read
all about it—well, anyway, something about it—
in the local newspaper. He looked across the new
brown dirt of his farm and wondered how he'd
feel in ‘their boots?’

“Some time later, if you editors had passed by
his community, you would have seen groups of men
leave their farms after sundown, hammer and nails
in hand. If you had listened, you would have heard
the sound of reconstruction on some houses—unused
remnants of an old Quaker seminary.

“Over fifty homeless men, outcasts in a land that
gave them birth, are finding a new world opening
for them in Iowa. To understand something of the
real story behind these people, it will do you no
good to ask them questions. Their lips are sealed.

“Perhaps they find their lips sealed through the
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memory of suffering; you might get more out of
them in a city, but being out here on the land
makes a person less talkative. Perhaps they remem-
ber the faces of others less fortunate. Or again, it
might be fear that keeps them in the ranks of the
silent.

“Pay them a visit, and I can tell you—you'll

learn a lot from what you read in the eyes of these-

people, after they’ve been on the land for a while.

“The best way is to take Emil aside, out onto
the porch of a farm where we are being quietly
entertained. Into our hands are thrust two large
cuts of pie. The kind of apple pie incomparably
put together by the rugged hands of an Iowa
farmer’s life. With our hands pleasantly filled, we
can walk out on the stubby grass plot fronting the
main house. )

“For a moment Emil forgets the land across the
sea, as he gazes in admiration over the dark brown
earth, furrowed over low rolling hills, with here
and there another white house; another farm like
this; another farmer’s wife, smilingly ready to
hand us a piece of her new-baked pie, if we should
chance to drop in. Perhaps an artist, Mr. Grant
Wood, could understand what I mean. Emil would;
it means a lot to him.

“Then, as we watch our friend his face changes
to take on a sad expression. It will take several
years to wipe away the vision of sorrow reflected
there.

“Looking over the landscape he had scen life.
But yet, as he watched, a cloud had swept over the
hills until, coming ‘ever closer it took strange forms
—but no unfamiliar forms to Emil.

“He watched it take the shape of a concentration
camp—smashed windows and the cry ‘Der Jude’
came out of the mist—a picture of passports roughly
handled—huddled people at a border crossing—a
farewell to old friends.

“The clouds moved nearer, sweeping in memory
back over the sweet new soil toward us—standing
on the grass plot in front of an Iowa farmhouse—
and Emil turns with a frightened look on his face,
while in his eyes can be seen the image of a
swastika.

“It’s great to be in Iowa ,and-it's wonderful to
know that Iowa is in America. The people on the
land out here are beginning to see the cloud. Not
all of them, but a few.

“If you could come to the far Midwest, Mr. Edi-
tors, you would see new facets of American think-
ing. I can’t help but feel that living in the city,
with- all its cultural advantages, makes you lose
something of the feel for a people. After two years
out here, I feel that there is a true bigness in these
Iowa men of the land. If the cloud which Emil
saw really does come over our hills, let us not sit
looking the other way, hoping that it will pass
over our little plot of ground. Let’s not ignore the
weather man when he .tells us that storm clouds
may be expected!

“Let’s not take, comfort in the thought that the
roof of our house is pretty waterproof, while saying
to our neighbors that ‘it’s too bad your houses
appear to be tumbling down.’ Let’s be neighborly,
get out on the roof and strengthen jt; help our
neighbors strengthen their roofs. If the cloud breaks
it may then be piped away to the nearest river,
if there’s an overflow, and so be carried away to
the sea—the final resting place for all rotten ships.

“Yes, I wish you could meet these people out here.
They will put your hand on the pulse of the nation.
They aren’t sure about that cloud coming yet, but
if it is pointed out to them as coming closer—if
they realize that it may come to wash their heritage
down the hillsides into the gullies—they’ll be at
your side, Mr. Editors!”

A LETTER FROM A
NOTED SOUTHERN EDITOR

Charleston, West Virginia
June 14, 1939

New Masses:

Here is my mod‘est contribution to the Sustaining Fund., And with
the money, let me contribtute a few words.

It is unthinkable that the New Masses, so alert and go vital to
a correet understanding of the times, should falter, not to mention fall,
The magazine must be supported on the cultural front by the many in ordi-
nary pursuits behind the lines -- pursuits which depend for their peace-
ful continuance on the success of such battles as the New Masses is fighting,

In these confused times, when civilization almost every day faces
e new Munich in some vital sphere, I have noted with gratitude and pride the
everlasting correctness of the New Masses lowdown on issues, men and events,

The magazine should have not only a sustaining fund, not merely
a periodic scotching against its slipping back, but a popular subsidy in
the form of prompt renewals and new thousands of readers,

Every subscriber should urge others to subscribe, just as all
are urged to buy Liberty Bonds in time of war. For, who longer doubts =-
who but those who read untruth, that a war is on in the world, even within
our own borders, a war sgaingt culture and the liberties of the many? So
far in our own land it.is mainly a war of words =~ of truth against lies,
of light against darkness, of democracy sgainst fascist tendencies, with
injustice and reaction's violence existing only where lles and darkmess
prevail,

The Word! 1t can not take wings from the mouth only., It must
multiply on tens of thousands of printed pages, for these pages can make
millions of mouths talk! The word has always been more powerful than the
sword -- when the word had wings. The New Masses sends, and can increasingly
send, winged words which will help to undo the brute force of the cynical
few who wage war on mankind only when the many are ignorant or misled.

The imperative need, then, is behind-the-lines support...great
mass subsidy...liberty bonds... for the New Masses in 1ts unexampled ser-

vice to the people. ﬂw‘o

Bruce Crawford,

SAVE NEW MASSES!
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ONEIDA COMMUNITY PLATE, the Daily Worker is now able
to offer readers an unusual opportunity to equip their homes with

BY special arrangement with ONEIDA, Ltd., makers of ROGERS

quality silverware at a specially reduced price.

Silverware Certificates are now published every day in the Daily Worker.
Seven of these Certificates, plus 99 cents, entitles you to a complete silver
service for one, including two teaspoons, one dinner fork, one salad fork,
one oval bowl soup spoon, and one solid handle dinner knife with a stain-
less steel blade. The retail value of this unit is $2.67.

| q
In six weeks readers of the Daily Worker can get a complete service for six

at a total cost of $5.94. This service regularly sells for $16.00. There is
no limit to the number of units available to each reader.

Certificates may be redeemed at the Daily Worker, sixth floor, 50 East
13th Street, New York City; or 250 South Broad Street, Room 701,

Philadelphia. To receive the unit by mail, add 10 cents to cover the cost
of postage. )

Th¢ Rogers Silverware we are offering is made and guaranteed for a life-
time by Oneida, Ltd.

DAILY WORKER

50 EAST 13TH STREET, NEW YORK CITY
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By Dorothy Parker and Sylvia Townsend Warner

Dorothy Parker’s subject is “Sophisticated Poetry—and the Hell with it.” Sylvia Townsend

Warner tells a story of cultural regimentation under the swastika.

orROTHY PARKER and Sylvia Town-

send Warner were among the dis-

tinguished writers who addressed the
recent Third American Writers Congress.
Their spoken pieces make good reading on
pertinent phases of literature today.

NEw Masses presents first Dorothy Park-
er’s remarks on her fellow versifiers who
grew up out of the jazz age of “sophisti-
cation.” :

I don’t think any word in the language has a
horrider connotation than “sophisticate,” which
ranks about along with “socialite.”” The real dic-
tionary meaning is none too attractive. The verb
means: to mislead, to deprive of simplicity, make
artificial, to tamper with, for purpose of argument;
to adulterate. You’d think that was enough, as far
as it goes, but it has gone farther. Now it appears
to mean: to be an intellectual and emotional isola-
tionist; to sneér at those who do their best for
their fellows and for their world; to look always
down and never around; to laugh only at those
things that are not funny.

Out in Hollywood, where the streets are paved
with Goldwyn, the word “sophisticated” means,
very simply, “obscure.” A sophisticated story is a
dirty story. Some of that meaning has wafted east-
ward and got itself mixed up into the present
definition—so that a “sophisticate” means: one who
dwells in a tower made of a du Pont substitute for
ivory, and holds a glass of flat champagne in one
hand and an album of dirty postcards in the other.

A sophisticate is, in fact, a rather less expensive
edition of what a cynic used to be. And while
we’re up—whatever became of cynicism, anyway?
It's as dated, now, as pyrography. Not far enough
in the past to be quaint or picturesque or even a
little touching. It is just dowdy—that’s all. It just
can’t last. j )

When I started writing verse—at about the time
the glacier had just swung over Central Park—
there were hundreds, maybe thousands engaged in
the manufacture of light verse; and there were just
as few poets as there always will be. I don’t mean
there is any disgrace attached to the writing of
light verse, any more than there is any disgrace
about painting on china. But few specimens of
either fancywork survive. And there aren’t many
new ones being made. There are few new writers
of light verse, just as there are few new writers of
humorous pieces coming along. If there were any
demand, there would be 'a supply. But these are
not the days for little, selfish, timid things.

Back in those early times, everybody wrote very
nice light verse. We were careful about our quan-
tities, and we rhymed the first and third lines of
quatrains, and we were neat about masculine and
feminine endings and all that. We even got into
the French forms, and turned out ballades and
rondeaux, and sometimes actually a chant royale
or a rondeau redouble after which we would have
to go lie down in a dark room for a while and
put wet cloths on our heads.

And we chose for our subjects our dislike of

DOROTHY PARKER. She tells about the “so-
phisticated” age of poetry.

SYLVIA TOWNSEND WARNER. T'ells an anec-
dote of Nazi Germany to prove a point.

parsley as a garnish, or of nutmeg in rice pudding,
or of wrong telephone numbers, or of women’s

- current fashions, or of certain popular cliches of

speech, or of those who made mistakes at the bridge
table. It was all on that scale. All you can say is,
it didn’t do any harm, and it was work that didn’t
roughen our hands or your mind; just as you can

- say of knitting. Which is fun to do, too—

Then something happened to the light verse
writers—especially to the ladies among us. It may
have been the result of the World War—after all,
that must have had some result—or it may have
been the effect of Miss Edna St. V. Millay and
that badly burning candle of hers. Anyway, we
grew dashing and devil-may-care. We came right
out in rhyme and acknowledged we hadn’t been
virgins for quite a while—whether we had or not.
We let it be known our hearts broke much oftener
than the classic once. We sang that just because
we'd been out with a slant-eyed youth all last

o

night there wasn’t any reason why we shouldn’t
take up with a whistling lad tonightt We were
gallant and hard-riding and careless of life. We
sneered in numbers in loping rhythms at the
straight and the sharp and the decent. We were
little black ewes that had gone astray; we were
a sort of ladies’ auxiliary of the legion of the
damned. And boy, were we proud of our shame!
When Gertrude Stein spoke of a “lost generation,”
we took it to ourselves and considered it the pretti-
est compliment we had.

I think the trouble with us was that we stayed
young too long. We remained in the smarty-pants
stage—and that is not one of the more attractive
ages. We were little individuals; and when we
finally came to and got out it was quite a surprise
to find a whole world full of human beings all
around us. “How long,” we said to ourselves, “has
this been going on? And why didn't somebody
tell us about it before?”

I think the best thing about writers now is that
they grow up sooner, They know you cannot find
yourself until you find your fellow men—they know
there is no longer “I”; there is “we.” They know
that a hurt heart or a curiosity about death or an
admiration for the crescent moon is purely a per-
sonal matter. It is no longer the time for personal
matters—thank God! Now the poet speaks not just
for himself but for all of us—and so his voice is
heard, and so his song goes on.

But the songs of my time are as dead as Iris
March. The day of the individual is dead. You
know the mighty words of Joe Hill: “Don’t Mourn.
Organize!” - DorotHY PARKER.

Sylvia Townsend Warner, the creator of
Lolly Willowes and Mr. Fortune’s Maggot,
etc., told an interesting story as her contribu-
tion to the Writers Congress. Here it is:

TRADE is writing, not politics. It is easier for

me to tell a story than to make a speech.
And so I will tell a story, It is the story of a woman
who went to Germany.

Nobody now goes to Germany with an impartial
mind. This woman went there with a prejudice in
favor of the Nazi regime. For what we have heard
of the Nazi regime, she said, is the evidence of its
victims. And the evidence of victims is not good
evidence, It is an argument.

She went to stay in the country, she took lodgings
in a village. Her first morning there she was awak-
ened by the sound of marching feet and singing.
She jumped up and looked out of the window. Boys
were marching by, and as they marched they sang
a German folk song. The early morning sun shone
on their tanned faces and on the polished spades
they carried on their shoulders, as one carries a
gun. It was a group of young people doing their
period of national service on the land. How excel-
lent, she thought. They come from towns and cities.
They work in the open air, doing work of service
to their country. They are sunburned, disciplined,
early-rising; and they sing for happiness. Every
morning she heard them go by at the same hour,
always singing the same tune. And then she noticed
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phisticated” age of poetry.

SYLVIA TOWNSEND WARNER. T'ells an anec-
dote of Nazi Germany to prove a point.
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something. Not only was it always the same song;
but as they went by under her window it was al-
ways the same verse of the song.

All her illusions fell away. This singing, that
had sounded so good to her, had no meaning, no
music in it. It was lifeless, false, mechanical. It
was wound up every morning like a machine. It
was worse than a chain gang. For in a chain gang
the song is raised spontaneously. But here, even the
song was in chains.

Some come by their opinions slowly, some by a
lightning flash. The woman who told me this story
needed no further evidence. In that moment of
realization she turned with all her heart against
fascism. And observe, what moved her could scarcely
be called the evidence of victims. But I ask you to
bear in mind that the victims of fascism are not
only those in exile, in concentration camps, in graves.
It is the inherent curse of fascism, the brand of Cain
stamped through and through it, that is as deadly
to those it would cherish as to those it would destroy.

Some it will kill, and others it will keep alive.
But those it keeps alive are doomed to a negation
of true living. They learn a mechanical hatred, a
mechanical patriotism, a mechanical joy in life that
has no more significance than the screaming of
steam-engine music at a fair.

How can we not hate this system that teaches
race hatred to children, that says to its women, Be
fruitful and multiply and replenish the battle-
field? That drives out its artists and thinkers, that

“dreads the infinite potentialities of the human mind?

But we must hate with discrimination, Not long
ago I heard some one say, “I don’t care to read
German literature now.” That is not only silly,
it is wrong. Now, more than ever before, we should
study to appreciate the culture of those countries
where fascism tries to stamp out culture. Goya is
no less Goya, Cervantes is no less Cervantes, be-
cause Franco is in Madrid.

All over the civilized world people of culture
are living in exile. As I go about your city I see
in every street faces that bear the mark of European
nationality, and the far more unmistakable marks
of thought and mental sensibility. But let us be
careful how we think of these exiles. They are
destitute. They are homeless, they have been
through great tribulation. How can they not appeal
to our sense of compassion?

What about their appeal to our sense of grati-
tude? In a narrow sense they come to us destitute;
but looking at it as a whole, they come to us loaded
with riches, loaded with gifts. They are like those
sultans in the Arabian Nights, who went about
disguised as poor men seeking entertainment. And
with a wave of the hand they could open a treasury.

In the history of culture every great blossoming
has been preceded by a mixed marriage, by a
cross fertilization, Fascism, driving the thinkers and
the artists into exile, has done exactly this. It has
arranged this cross fertilization and I believe from
this scattering of cultures there will inevitably re-
sult a cultural renaissance; and that this in its turn
will be a potent element in the overthrow of fas-
cism. For history works like that. But only if it is a
true and full cultural renaissance: not a surface
flourish, but something that goes deeper, that is
rooted in the life of the people, all the people.
And it is because I am convinced of this that I
hear with such uneasiness that the Federal Writers
Project may be discontinued. For I look on the
Weriters Project as one of the strongest defenses of
your country against fascism.

The pen is not mightier than the sword. But it is
as mighty. The forces of reaction know this, wher-
ever they are. Reaction does not like to see so many
hands holding pens, so many books open; least of

all when the hands are roughened with labor. I
am not surprised that the Writers Project should
be menaced. But whoever works against it works
for fascism, exposes the United States to the blight
that darkens over so much of Europe.

I brought you a greeting from my country’s
present. I would like to bring you also a greeting
out of my country’s past. I want to read you these
few lines from a play by Ben Jonson—a play about
a tyrant, a play that might be of the present day:

“Meantime, give orders that his books be burned.
It fits not such licentious things should live
To upbraid the age.
“If the age were good, they might.
Nor do they aught who use this cruelty
Of interdiction, and this rage of burning
. But purchase to themselves rebuke and shame—
And to the writers an immortal name.”
SYLviA TOWNSEND WARNER.

FWP’s Americana

A guide to New York and the lives
of thirty-five Southerners.

HERE is a kind of literary product that
cannot be turned out by one man work-
ing alone. I do not mean dictionaries, of course,
or encyclopedias, or history on a larger scale
than Wells’ or Durant’s, but rather the com-
pact, highly factual pieces of Americana that
have come into our literature since the found-
ing of the Federal Writers Project.. Novelists,
poets, and historians, with their various in-
sights, can give us people and periods in large
chunks, but it takes a dozen different talents
to turn out books like the New York City
Guide (Federal Writers Project, Random
House, $2.50) and These Are QOur Lives
(FWP, University of North Carolina Press,
$2). They combine the virtues of fiction,
poetry, history, and a good Ph.D. monograph.
The New York City Guide is a companion
volume to New York Panorama, published
about a year ago. The first book was concerned
mostly with the city’s people, how they talk,
think, act, and spend the hours outside the
factories and offices. It was good anthropology.
The Guide, however, deals more with the
things of the city, the physical environment
that molds the people’s lives. It takes the
five boroughs separately, then divides them
according to the character of the sections.
There are reasons for Hell’'s Kitchen and
Kip’s Bay, Union Square and Canarsie;
they are given in short prefatory essays. The
Project people were wise in using these areas,
jagged and varying in size as they are, rather
than depending on the neat gridiron layout
of most of the city, which is convenient for
traveling but meaningless for living. Once in-
side a section the book gives a paragraph or
two on . its important subdivisions—blocks,
houses, parks. There-is no banal routine of
statues and curiosities, no rubbernecking, no
garnishing of the exotic. Chinatown lives
pretty much as most of Chelsea does.
The writing and the photography are fine.
Of the staff that prepared the book only a
few are well known, but the prose is up to
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BEACON shows the way

to something new in Vacations.

CAMP BEACON

Formerly NITGEDAIGET

BEACON, N. Y. Beacon 731

Announces

A streamlined summer season featuring

THE NEW LAKE BEACON

And a program of
OUTDOOR and INDOOR
ACTIVITIES

under the direction of

LEWIS ALLAN

author of "Chamberlain Crawl" and
"Abraham Lincoln Lives Again"

and a
TOPNOTCH SOCIAL STAFF

$17.00 per week. $3.00 per day

City Phone: EStabrook 8-1400

CARS LEAVE daily from 2700 Bronx Park East at
10:30 a.m. Friday at 10:30 a.m. and 7 p.m. Saturday
at 10:30 a.m. and 2:30 p.m. For further information
call ALgonquin 4-1148.
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OPENS JUNE 23rd

CAMP LAKELAND

(formerly Kinderland)
on Sylvan Lake
HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N. Y.
Swimming N’ Boating
Athletics, Dramatics, Swing
Heaps of Fun

$18.00 per week $3.00 per day

Telephone Hopewell Junction 175
N. Y. Office, 799 B’way. GR 5-2898

LET’'S GO!

HEIGH HO!

North Branch, Sull. Co., N. Y.
Tel. Callicoon 95

Private lake, All sports, Dancing,
Dramatics, Marionettes, Musicals,
New Born Bar.

GALA JULY 4TH WEEKEND

Erie R. R. to Callicoon
Sullivan Co. Bus Line: LA ckawanna 4-7033

City Information: DIckens 2-5786

Please mention NEW MAsSSEs when patronizing advertisers

the highest contemporary standards. To say
that the book is “full of facts” would be al-
most insulting., If I were suddenly commis-
sioned to a life in Madagascar, I think this
book would remind me how it feels to walk
home from NEw MASSES on a summer eve-
ning.

These Are Our Lives is another way of cut-
ting across America. The title can be taken
literally. The book is by people—factory work-
ers, tenants, reliefers, even a landlord—in
Georgia, North Carolina, and Tennessee. Each
one talks the story of his life; the writer prods
and coaxes, maybe writes a little introduction,
edits out the repetitiousness.

There are thirty-five pieces in the book, but
the FWP has hundreds more on hand. Each
person tells his story in as much detail as he
chooses, following, not too rigidly, an outline
that calls for information on Family, Income,
Education, Attitude Toward, Occupation and
Kind of Life, Politics, Religion, and Morals,
Medical Needs, Diet, and Use of Time. These
do not intrude on the story itself but are drawn
out naturally in conversation. If the subject
is reluctant, the investigator’s instructions say
he should not be pressed ; reluctance itself and

the reasons for it are valuable to understand.

You get more than a picture of the condi-
tions of life of these people. You get from
their own mouths and with very little self-
consciousness all their contradictions and para-
doxes, the little confusions that beset their
minds. You learn the strength of opinion-
forming machinery. You meet Negroes like
Sam Bowers, who believes passionately in
Roosevelt but ‘insists on voting Republican
because he also believes passionately in Lin-
coln. This is common enough, but in the con-
text of the man’s entire life you understand
better what can be done about it, what ideas
really appeal.

Done by competent researchers, who will
balance their investigations to get the right
group proportions, this method can be excep-
tionally valuable. Carl Sandburg showed, in
The People, Yes, that popular language, even
popular cliche, can be extended indefinitely
and still remain fine reading. These extended
newspaper-interviews with common people get
much the same effect as Sandburg’s collection
of folksay, and at the same time they illustrate
far more detailed problems.

RicaArRD H. ROVERE.

OIld School Muckraker

The life of Ida M. Tarbell, reviewed
by John Stuart.

N THE memories of a now venerable gen-

eration of magazine readers and writers,
Miss Tarbell must hold an exceptional if
not affectionate place. Along with Lincoln
Steffens and Ray Stannard Baker she bolted
the genteel tradition of magazine journalism
to create a periodical that in its criticism of
business and political foulness implemented
an entire movement of middle-class revolt.

It is hard to believe that Miss Tarbell, born

(RECN
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NWARRENSBURG N.Y.

IN THE ADIRONDACKS

A Modern Camp for Adults

L Lo-g Cabin Club-House

each room with private bath
® Private Golf Course on the Premises
® Championship Tennis Courts
® All other sports facilities
® Michael ‘Loring & Christine Lind

of TAC fame
® and Mordecai Bauman

entertain

°

ATTRACTIVE JUNE RATES

$27.50 and $32.50 per week

For the third successive season
the only Adirondack summer
resort operating under a closed
shop agreement with the Hotel
& Restaurant Employees Union
(Affiliated with A. F. of L.)

Lena Barish : Sam Garlen
Directors
New York City Office: 11 W. 42 St.
Telephone BRyant 9-1738
Write or phone for booklet.

The FIELDSTONE

On Round Lake — Monroce, N. Y.
One Hour from New York

Swimming and boating on mile wide lake,
tennis, handball, riding, golf and other sporh.

By Reservation Only. Phone Monroe 2501

ZINDOREST PARK

MONROE, N. Phone 7785
Formerly a millionaire’s estate
150 acres of most beautiful country.
All modern eqm ment and all facilities for sports.
e early reservations.

OPEN ALL YEAR

to ...his 100-acre farm
«+.glorious hill country
...superlative cooking
...homey atmosphere
...books, fireplace

...complete sports facilities
Just 55 miles from New York

Low Rates,
PLaza 3-8926
or Lecust Grove Farm, Hopewell Junction, N. Y.

Open All Year,
*GEORGE A. PODORSON, 250 Park Ave.,

Please mention NEwW MAsSEs when patronizing advertisers
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The World’s Fairest Vacationland

COPAKE

COUNTRY CLUB

June Rates « «. in the Berkshires
25 CRARYVILLE, NEW YORK
July and 18 hole championship Golf Course..
August 12 Courts . . 6 Handball Courts . .
330 Boating . . Swimming . . Dance

up—Weekly  pavilion overhanging moonlit lake.

Make your reservations
NEW YORK OFFICE, 116 NASSAU ST.
Phone WOrth 2-4730

OUT ROMAN
Yot]]vH Meet the ‘‘Masses” IN CE
PARADE W here the Masses SPLENDOR

Meet!

YOUR VACATION
A Real Holiday at the

HARMONY COUNTRY CLUB

ON LAKE ANAWANA, Hurleyville, N. Y.
Phone Monticello 711
City Information PResident 3-7954

Sports — Activities = Tennis, Handball, Private Lake,
Solariums, Entertainment ~~ Shows, Harmony,
Music Hall Concerts, Celebrities, Dancing.

People of cultivated taste feel at home in

REEZEMONT PARK

ARMONK NEW YORK
Country Estate In the Scenio Hlills of Westchester Ceo.
Spacious modern house. Enchanting Scenery. Library.
Fireplace. Small private lake. Horseback riding.
Tennis. Handball. Ping Pong. Golf nearby. Less
than one hour from Grand Central. Make early
reservations.

Telephone: ARMONK VILLAGE 955 Open all year

| THE JOYS OF JUNE AT |}
BLUE MOUNTAIN LODGE

for VACATIONS or WEEKENDS

Excellent tennis, handball, horses, swimming, and water sports.
A program to suit every mood at rates to fit any pocketbeok.
Seasonal arrangements for families with
adjacent day camp privileges for children

PEEKSKILL PHONE 1403 N.Y.

B dland

OPEN ALL YEA
Formerly Lewisohn’ s Estate CENTRAL VALLEY NEW YORK
40 miles from N. Y. 225 acres woodland mountains. 5 miles
of paths. Tennis, Golf, Handball, Swimming, Riding, Roller
Skating. Library, congenlal atmosphere excellent cuisine.
Adults. Tel. Highland M|lls 7895. Mgt.: FANNIE GOLDBERG
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in Pennsylvania four years before the Civil
War, is still at her craft although consider-
ably subdued since the days when McClure’s
sent her on those roving explorations into the
wretched history of Standard Oil. She grew up
in the rough and ambitious climate of a town
that had struck oil. Her childhood recollec-
tions, as she records them here (Al in the

Day’s Work. An Autobiography, The Mac--

millan Co., $3.50) are those of frenzied men
each after a fortune, of oil derricks and oil
exchanges. She remembers with a deep sense
of pain how “the railroads and an outside
group of refiners attempted to seize what men
had created,” how Standard Oil struck down
its helpless competitors and engulfed the com-
munity with fear and hate.

Years later, after she had been among the
first women to attend Allegheny College, had
served on the editorial staff of the Chautau-
quan, and had lived in Paris studying the
life of Madame Roland, her opportunity to
delve into the history of Standard Oil came.
S. S. McClure financed the study that took
five years. She had already become skillful
in research techniques in her books on Na-
poleon and Lincoln. But an investigation of
the most brutal monopoly in the country—
a monopoly that buried almost every incrimi-
nating document and source of information—
seemed almost an impossible undertaking. The
story of how she unearthed her evidence is
in itself remarkable, and she tells it in a tone
of adventure that makes the tale of a trip
to the North Pole seem like a Hudson River
boat excursion. The book was sensationally
successful. Rockefeller forbade any reply to
it. “Not a word. Not a word about that mis-
guided woman,” he warned.

If the radicals cheered the appearance of
the history they had not reckoned with Miss
Tarbell’s conscience. The book itself was a
by-product of the Big Stick days of the first
Roosevelt. It expressed -a revolt that had as
its basis a tepid and aimless reformism. Miss
Tarbell saw the activities of Standard Oil as
violations of Christian ethics, a kind of cor-
porate immorality. In her conception there was
no animus against monopoly’s vast power. “I
was willing that they should combine and
grow as big and rich as they could, but only
by legitimate means.” That marked the be-
ginnings of Miss Tarbell’s decline as a criti-
cal journalist. (It was also a central reason
for the evaporation of the muckraking school.)
Lincoln Steffens increased in stature when he
discovered that theology and righteousness
blunted his analytical powers. Miss Tarbell’s
promising growth was arrested when she per-
mitted an ethical evaluation to overwhelm her
social thinking. ’

The remainder of her literary output shows
the poverty of her philosophy. She wrote a
glowing life of Elbert Gary, because as chief
of United States Steel he applied the Golden
Rule in his plants. She found Owen D. Young
a great industrial statesman. Frederick Tay-
lor’s system of industrial cooperation would
solve the unfriendly relations between workers
and their employers. These men were charm-

ing and natural in their personal relations.
By inference, they were Christian gentlemen,
devoted fathers and heavy contributors to
local charities. The books on Gary and Young
are terribly dull for the same reasons that
the last third of Miss Tarbell’s autobiography
is washed out and replete with Sunday School
homilies. It would be an act of kindness to
forget this barren phase of Miss Tarbell’s
life. And one is strongly tempted to judge her
history by tilting the scales in its favor until
the reader encounters her observation after a
half-hour interview with Mussolini: . . .
and when Mussolini accompanied me to the
door and kissed my hand in the gallant Ital-
ian fashion I understood for the first time an
unexpected phase of the man which makes
him such a power in Italy. He might be—
was, I believed—a fearful despot, but he had
a dimple.” JoHN STUART.

Three Poets

New books by Paul Engle, Josephine
Miles, Ben Belitt.

HEN Paul Engle’s dmerican Song ap-

peared in 1934, J. Donald Adams
wrapped himself in the star-spangled banner
and blew loud trumpets of praise in the Sun-
day Times book-review pages. The national
oracle had arrived; an Iowa boy had picked
up Whitman’s torch. Fortunately, Engle didn’t
let this extravaganza go to his head, and when
two years later he underscored some sour notes
in the American song—poverty, corruption,
and the general -waste of capitalism—Mr.
Adams quietly relegated his oracle to an inside
page.

Now, in Corn (Doubleday Doran, $2)
Engle again evaluates his land, this time from
the vantage point of the Rhodes Scholar re-
turned, sick to death of the screeching of the
dictators “and the black gun-butt beating on
the door.” So glad is he to be home, in fact,
that America’s own wounds, which he had be-
gun to notice, now are wrapped in a gauze of
rhapsody.

At his best he is another Frost, with simple
straightforward images of prairie land and
black furrows and fat corn. But for the most
part he writes rhetoric rather than poetry—
which is too bad because his sincere love of our
free heritage is never in question. Puzzled by
the fascist “persuasion of hung rope,” he lets
the wind blow through his hair and wonders
what to do. “Against a wall of hate/it is no
use to run.” The result is a distrust of all
fighting cohesion: the typical liberal confusion
of the organized struggle-against-fascism with
fascism itself: Scylla and Charybdis and the
whirlpool between.

Halfway thinking makes halfway art, our
ivory-towerists to the contrary, and Engle’s
patriotism—Ilacking a scalpel into America’s
organic problems—becomes largely topographi-
cal. Hence his prosy lines, unimaginative
rhythm, and inability to perform the basic
myth-making functions of the poet.

One should note that the shorter poems,
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CAMP UNITY

(ON LAKE ELLIS)
Wingdale, New York

WINGDALE 49

In the foothills of
the beautiful Berkshire Mountains,
Camp Unity is the ideal vacation
spot oﬂ'enng you all social and
sport activities . . . swimming, boat-
ing, tennis, fishing, ping pong, danc-
ing, volley ball, baseball and four
additional hand ball courts in the
process of completion. New modern
and comfortable bungalows (no
more tents!). Well-known actors,
dancers and musicians round out
your program for an enjoyable
time. And of course—the food is
excellent!

NEW MASSES SUMMER
FORUM
Sun., June 25, 10 a.m.
PROF. V. J. McGILL
will talk on
“Philosophy; a Practical Necessity”

Prof. McGill is a member of the faculty of
Hunter College, and a contributor to NM
and SCIENCE & SOCIETY.

June Rates: $19 per week
(Including $1.50 organizational tax)

$3.00 per day

July Rates: $20 per week
(Including $1.50 organizational tax)

$3.50 per day

Bus Schedule: Cars leave daily from 2700
Bronx Park East at 10:30 a.m.; Friday at
10:30 a.m. and 7 p.m.; Saturday at 10:30 a.m.
and 2:30 p.m.

For further information call AL gonquin 4-1148

] LOVERS OF NATURE u
VACATION AT

MOUNTAIN LAKE FARMS

2500 FT. ELEVATION 0 ACRES
IN THE HEART OF THE CATSKILLS

Enjoy all our facilities. Tennis, handball, pm
pong, hunting |we provide the guns) and fi
ing, etc. All conveniences. Delicious meals——
not strictly Kosher. No Social Staff. Large
beautiful lake. Accommodates 75 guests. Near
Livingston Manor.

Special June Rate $17.50 Per Week

E. KEISER
B Union Grove, N. Y., Phone Margaretville 94R22 "
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especially “Farmer,” a sensitive, cleanly drawn
lyric, are much the best of Engle’s work. And
today, when defense of American democracy
has more meaning than ever before, it is to be
hoped that Engle’s very real love for his home-
land will be the soil for further growth both
in his thinking and in his art.

In contrast, Josephine Miles’ Lines At In-
tersection (The Macmillan Co., $1.60) hasn’t
a suggestion of a drumbeat in it. Miss Miles
doesn’t see any visions—poetical, political, or
patriotic. She sees what she sees. Reading her
is like walking down Fifth Avenue on a sunny
day: the dazzling shop windows, the Shavian
girl in the roadster, a cat at the curb. Her
versification is tailored, swift, clean cut, and
witty. But it is a surface poetry, inorganic if
you will, lacking passion, seldom digging deep,
and viewing people from the outside.

This gives her something in common with
the imagists, but she has a better ear than
most of these, and realizes that poetry is more
than mere word painting. Occasionally, her
refreshing and original diction becomes man-
nered with its constant omission of subjects
of verbs: “That’s another, said to his girl .
and “Audience watches hit the bat . . .” But
usually she lays down a clean bunt and slides
into first without mussing a curl. I like par-
ticularly “Cat,” “Personification” (a very self-
possessed young lady), and the truly qualita-
tive Analysis of Compound:

What would you think to call the texture of water?
Sitting with your feet swinging over it,

High with your hands clinging over it,

What would you say was water?

Ben Belitt’s The Five-Fold Mesk (Knopf,
$2) was, to this reviewer, the most rewarding
of these three books. Here is a craftsman,
adroit in weaving cadence and image into a
seamless unity, with a serious purpose that
makes one a little impatient with Miss Miles’
tinkling shower, and brings into sharp relief
the technical cautiousness of Engle.

The book is well arranged, passing from
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A DELIGHTFUL HIDEAWAY IN
Lake Godsend on the THE MOUNTAINS
Premises NOW Com- If the setting counts hnvlly with
pleted for Swimming d ports, fascinat-
and Boating Ing friendships,
and tempting ‘‘vittels’’ eompose yewr
PLUS Id o: oftm exhlla.r'atln& vaut:on ”h.:
23 OTHER SPORTS o yourse
AND DIVERSIONS ﬂ#g@“ LOW PRE-SUMMER
for & jolly, Invigorat-
Ing, 100% ecomplete
vacation

Write for Folder

Telephone: FALLSBURG 83
WOODBOURNE, N. Y.

Shagbark

Guest Ranch
Saugerties, N. Y.

o VERY ATTRACTIVE RATES

Only 95 miles from the bridge. An outstand-
ing dude ranch, 600 beautiful acres, scenic
trails, all sports, large stable of fine horses.
Pamphlet. N. Y. Office: AC 4-1507—CO 5-0110.

Country Club Activi-
ties. Hotel accommo-
dations. Golf, Tennis,
Saddle Horses, unsur-
passed food (dietary
laws). Wnte for book-
let “NM.”

July 4th Week-End
Attractive Rates
Sarah Solomon, Man. Dir.,
Pottersville, Warren Co., N.Y.

N. Y. 518 Szgl Ave.

MU.A7>3 _““

Most enchantingly beautiful spot in the Catskills.
Far o ,500 ft.

HILLCREST

On Beaverkill Lake

Union Grove, N. Y., R. R. Station Livingston Manor

150 acres of secluded lawns and woodland. A
MILE-LONG JEWEL OF A LAKE AT YOUR DOOR.
Swimming, boating, fishing, tennis, ping-pong,
billiards—all free on the premises. All modern eom-
veniences. NO SOCIAL STAFF.

Excellent American-Jewish cuisine.

$18 and $20 weekly
N. Y. C. Phone (until July 1) MOnument 2-8243

PAULS

A Better Resort

Attractive Rates for June

SWAN LAKE, N.Y.
Liberty 1390

Please mention NEw MAsSEs when patronizing advertisers
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UNPRETENTIOUS
on picturesque bay at
Gloucester—fine spirit,
whole-hearted direc-
tion. All land and sea
sports. Send for booklet.

ABRAM RESNICK
Director
Gloucester, Mass.

N. Y. Office: CO 5-7399

“Shangri-La” of the Adirondacks.
Situated on 3 mile lake. De luxe ac-
commodations in bungalows and main
house. July 4th week-end, 3 full days,
$14.50 up. All activities.
N. Y. C. Tel. WHitehall 4-8033
TWIN PINES
ON TROUT LAKE
P. O. Lake George, N. Y.

TWIN
PINES

L]
An Adult Camp

LAKEVIEW HOTEL

A MODERN HOTEL
OPEN ALL YEAR
ALL SPORTS —. SWIMMING — ENTERTAINMENT
ATTRACTIVE RATES THROUGH JUNE
WOODBOURNE, N. Y. FALLSBURG 84M

SPEND YOUR VACATION AT

CHI-WAN-DA ON THE HUDSON

ULSTER PARK, NEW YORK. PHONE: KINGSTON 1329
On the Mountain Lake Esopus, overlooking the beautiful
Hudson River. Social staff, dancing. All water and land
sports. Fime cuisine. Most modern improvements.

Directions: Train-Bus-Boat to Kingston

Special Low June Rates
1. 1. DOROSHKIN, Dir., 545 Fifth Ave. MU 2-4218
SONIA GELBAUM & ANNA BROUDE, ASSOCIATES

Enjoy your vacation at IR

EAGER ROSE GARDEN

BUSHVILLE, N. Y. Betw., MONTICELLO and FERNDALE
Prominent Artists
® Music and entertainment,
@ All sports. Social activities.
® Make reservations early.
Reduced rate for Jume

N PHONE DR 4-3328
I o M ONTICELLO 571

SACKS FARM

(near Woodstock)

Saugerties, N. Y. Telephone: 82 F 5
No social director, no lectures. Acres of pine
woodland, plenty of fresh, wholesome food. New
tennis court, bathing, saddle horses, ping-pong,
limited accommodations. Open all year.

Rates $17 per week, $3 per day

City information, BU tterfield 8-9683

EDGEMERE HOUSE

On Beautiful Lake Kenoza
Tennis, Handball, Baseball, Swimming,
Boating, Fishing and Ping Pong.
Rates $20 and $22.50
Boating, Fishing and Ping Pong.

F1‘ierzd1}l.’ Informal! Carefree!

CAMP HI-VIEW

BLOOMINGBURG, N. Y.
6 miles past Middletown on Route 17.
Private Lake — Complete Sports
$20 Weckly — $3.50 Daily

Please menticn NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers

the personal to the social to the personal-in-
the-social. Such a lyric as “John Keats,
Surgeon,” with its analysis of the ever un-
assuaged creative process, is a key to Belitt’s
present stage of development. It is a theme
repeated in Part 3 of “Many Cradles: Per-
sonal Legend” and reveals a poet who is still
a philosophical idealist, distrusting the “dis-
sembling sense,/the fine and five-fold mesh,”
conceiving of art as a sort of laceration-
process: ‘. . . loose the inward wound to bleed
afresh.” Belitt is largely concerned with his
relation to the world and it is significant, I
think, that his better poems—Ilike the sympa-
thetic “Charwoman’’ whose “lumped form like
a sponge . . .” brings to mind “the world’s
waste scanted to a personal sin . ..” and the
fine “Battery Park: High Noon”—are those
in which he breaks through this preoccupation.
Most of the earlier pieces are weak, archaic
in spots, a little arty, and occasionally mere
carving-on-a-seashell. But here Belitt was
learning his job and when he hits his stride
in “Battery Park: High Noon,” one forgives
the finger exercises. His debts are enormous:

Out of some subway scuttle, cell or loft

A bedlamite speeds to thy parapets,

Tilting there momently, shrill shirt ballooning,
A jest falls from the speechless caravan.

Compute the season out of height and heat:
Cubes in the poised shaft dwindle; tackle moves;
Descending diners paddle into the grooves

And burst from bolts and belts upon the street.

The first quatrain is from Crane’s “To
Brooklyn Bridge,” the second is Belitt’s. The
similarity of style is amazing but it is not
plagiarism. Every great poet has been a mint
from which the poetic coins of a decade were
struck. To ignore—on the grounds of a
labored originality—an artistic idiom that has
become social is to be a Luddite machine-
wrecker.

True, he has not sufficiently expressed man’s
relation to the machine, the striving of hu-
manity. The future for him is not so much
humanly achieved as chemically reduced: “the
ceaseless diamond.” Yet, at his best he sings
and his singing is worth listening to:

Follow the loll of smoke, fallow over water,

The expense of power in retentive stone,

Where the barge takes the ripple with an organ
tone—

Over water, over roof, over catchpenny green,

Into time-to-come and what-has-been.

SIDNEY ALEXANDER.
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Send your child to the most beautiful private

- CAM®P

CHI-WANR-DA
"ULSTER RARK - NEW YORK
On the Mountain Lake Esopus overlooking
the Beautiful Hudson River
We present a modern cultural environment for
your children. All cabins with latest improve-
ments. Reasonable rates. For full information,
write or call for booklet.
Jacob I. Doroshkin, Director
1729—67th St., Brooklyn BE nsonhurst 6-5208
N. Y. Office 545 5th Ave., MUrray Hill 2-4218

REGISTER YOUR
CHILD NOW!
L]

Lowest Rates
°gh|-ca Non-Profit
Making
2 Weeks $22
4 Weeks $46
P2 [
IN SCHOOLEY’'S MT. MODERN
ELEVATION 1700 FT.
FOR BOYS & GIRLS PROGRESSIVE
AGES—9 TO 15 NON-SECTARIAN

Office: 80 E. 11th St.,, N. Y. C. Phone ST. 9-1357

CAMP INDRA

LOWER BERKSHIRES

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

Elevation 900 feet, 52 miles from New York. Siwimming,
boating, private lake, music, arts, crafts. Trained staff. .
Careful balance of rest and play. Accommodations for fifty
Boys and Girls 4 to 14. Nurse. Cottages. Booklet. Write to

Camp Indra, Brewster Hill Rd., Brewster, N, Y.
Tel.: Brewster 2544

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 53

Hamilton Terrace, N. Y. C. Phone: ED 4-6259.

——VITA-RAY HOUSE—

FREEHOLD, NEW JERSEY
A Vegetarian Resort of Distinction
All Sports and Games—Bicycle Riding
Reasonable Rates
For City Information:
BESTFOOD VEGETARIAN RESTAURANT
225 West 36th Street Tel.: CHickering 4-8547

FOR COMPLETE RELAXATION

VINEYARD LODGE

ULSTER PARK, NEW YORK
4 “Garden Spot of Ulster County”

Modern hotel midst beautiful 200 acre fruit and
grape farm. Tennis, handball, sunbaths, swim-
ming, informal entertainment. American-Jewish
cuisine.

LILLIAN S. ROSENTHAL, Kingston 3430

—— CAMP RIVERSIDE

Amidst a chain of hills unsurpassed for natural
beauty on the banks of the Neversink River

® Excellent swimming @ Fishing @ All sports
July rates $15 weekly — August $16 weekly

Write for complete information to:
FOX & MUFSON
Parksville, N. Y.

Please mention NEw MAsSEs when fatronizing advertisers
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Peace Powers at the Fair

The pavilions of France, England, Czechoslovakia, and Sweden at the World of Tomorrow.
The Middle Way and Czech resistance.

VERYONE is selling something at the

Fair. All the nations are selling travel

and the Soviet Union socialism as well.
Britain and France have large buildings show-
ing their export products, tourist charms,
and their glorious past, but there is only an
evasive picture of how the French and British
people live. Walter Lippmann, who scooped
me on these pavilions, thinks this is a virtue.
“They are exhibiting their social reforms,
showing not, as in some of the pavilions, that
all problems are solved, but how much prog-
ress has been made in solving them.” Walter
is satisfied with practically nothing these
days. He came away from the British exhibit
“thinking that only the strong can be so
modest and only the honest heart can be so
quiet.”

France and Britain have disorderly, ram-
bling buildings, as puzzling in arrangement as
the institutions of the countries. The confu-
sion is sharpest in the circulation problem
which has been solved logically in the Rus-
sian, Swedish, and Czech pavilions. No itiner-
ary presents itself once you are past the Abys-
sinian lions of Britain or the shelflike formal
garden that serves as foyer for France. You
wander like an innocent in a museum, con-
fronted with many marvels but unable to fit
them together. The industries boast their
prowess, the arts are there, and most of all
there are glorious traditions. Britain has huge
halls of heraldic shields, genealogies, crown
jewels, castles, and little suggestion that
twentieth century people are alive amidst
these hoary wonders. What interest that
might have been aroused by an air-raid shelter,
a diorama of Brighton on a Bank Holiday,
an interior of a worker’s house in Birming-
ham, or even a working replica of a modest
pub, Britain has not cared to arouse. But for
things like the racing car that did 365 miles
an hour on the Bonneville Salt Flats, and the
beautiful brass screw of a liner, this might be
Good Albert’s Crystal Palace redesigned by the
architect of the Penguin Pool at the Ken-
sington Zoo. There is, of course, the Magna
Carta, but school kids cannot read medieval
Latin, and there is precious little evidence of
effort to bring the document up to date.

French taste prevails in the white plaster
building overlooking the Fountain of Nations.
The pavilion is definitely not designed by Le
Corbusier, repeating the ignorant omission of
Frank Lloyd Wright from the American
buildings. The layout is as confusing as
Pennsylvania Station. The museum air of
the structure is underlined by replicas of
French provincial interiors, peasant costumes
hanging in wall cases, and bits of romanesque
architecture thrown about here and there.

In two distinct manners, the architecture
of the Swedish and Soviet pavilions is bril-
liantly true to the material used, the nature
of the Fair, and the intentions of the exhibits.
Both are built around a central open space,
with the buildings proper enclosing the visitor
from the cockeyed World of Tomorrow. The
pavilion of the USSR is massive and rec-
tangular, faithful to the marble material.
Most of the Fair’s structures are cardboard
parodies of stone masses, basically uneasy to
the subconscious. Sweden has a modest one-
story pavilion surrounding one of the loveliest
gardens I have ever seen. The encircling
arcade is roofed with great centrilevered slabs
of natural finished spruce, resembling tilted
airplane wings with white struts joining the
ground. Under this, semi-attached, screenlike
rooms, striped awnings, a tented restaurant,
and one unit of solid white plaster construc-
tion give the pavilion an apt air of gay im-
permanence, of a sunny Northern bazaar.

The garden is cunningly informal with
flowers, untrimmed shrubbery, and thin white
birches scattered around a green pool with a
tinkling glass fountain. The Swedish patio
is paved with white flagstones, many of them
bearing in intaglio names and trademarks of
Swedish firms which have subscribed to the

cost of the inexpensive building. This sub-
jugation of commercialism is also noticeable
in the comfortable wood and wicker chairs
generously placed in the garden. Instead of
putting one of these chairs in a glass case,
you are allowed to sit on it and note on a
little tag the name of the maker, G. A. Berg
of Stockholm. Strindberg said that yellow is

“the color of joy. The architects have allowed

nature’s own greens, yellows, and whites to
set the key for the color harmonies of yellow
and white striped awning, green bronze statu-
ary, and for the backing of the photomontages
celebrating Sweden’s Middle Way. The
Swedes have a beguiling presentation of their
form of government. The awning arcade,
based on the theme of large photo portraits
of the people—forester, industrial worker,
farmer, mother, and premier—in recognition
of the fact that people are at least as interest-
ing as medieval heraldry. There are real, red-
cheeked Swedish blondes in the garden, and
an outdoor bar with reasonable prices for a
drink. If there had been a swimming pool in
the center with some of these girls disporting
themselves, Billy Rose would be running a
strip show in the Amusement Area. Sitting in
this garden in the late afternoon sun is one
of the Fair’s pleasures, unspoiled even by the

THE FAIR'S SWEDISH PAVILION. W ith its tented restaurant, natural spruce roof, und photo-

montages it is one of the pleasures of Flushing Meadow.



/ 1939 Pulitzer Prize Play N\

RAYMOND MASSEY in
ABE LINCOLN IN ILLINOIS

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

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

“The Little Foxes is one of the great events of this er any
season on Broadway.””—Ruth McKenney, New $808.
HERMAN SHUMLIN presents

TALLULAH BANKHEAD in
THE LITTLE FOXES

LILLIAN HELLMAN’S New Dramatic Triumph
NATIONAL Thea., W.41 St. PEn 6- 8220 Air conditloned
Mats. wed & Sat. 2:30—55¢
Evgs. 8:30—O0rch. $3.30. Balcony 55¢, $i. I0 SI 55. $2.20, $2.75

at Brighton Community Center

offers courses in POLITICAL ECONOMY and
HISTORY OF THE COMMUNIST PARTY,
SOVIET UNION
Day and evening classes in open-air classroom

Both courses — 8 weeks — $3.00

Register at: School Office, 2106 East 12th St.,, or

House of Knowledge, Boardwalk and Brighton 4th
St., Bklyn., or write for bulletin.

—SEA BREEZE SUMMER SEMINAR—

SAT. NIGHT — JUNE 24th

Marc Blitzstein's

"I'VE GOT THE TUNE" and
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sight over the low Swedish roof of some of
the confectioner’s cakes housing the neigh-
boring industrial exhibits.

The Czech pavilion, next door to Soviet
Russia, was uncompleted when Hitler raised
his arm in Hradcany Castle in Prague, whose
spires a thousand years ago rose in God’s
praise. The building has been opened and will
be maintained by friends of Czech democracy.
It is a boxlike, white structure, divided in the
interior by a simple foyer, and a large main
room with a staircase to a rear balcony, semi-
circular like an apse, with stained glass win-
dows describing the Bata shoe industry. The
circulation is rudimentary and effective; from
the balcony you exit to an outside stairway.
A pre-Hitler quotation appears on the facade:
“After the tempest of wrath has passed the
rule of thy country will return to thee O
Czech people”—Comenius. Much of the hall
1s ruefully bare because the Nazis stole the
exhibits while they were waiting to be shipped.
The foyer has several impressive murals, in
a powerful Slavic decorative manner, includ-
ing a mosaic showing the churches of Prague.
One bare wall has been furnished with a
rousing statement of fight against Hitler’s
invasion and the building as a whole does
not let the visitor forget the lesson symbolized
in its half-finished state. People comment
about this exhibit in voluntary exclamations
of indignation, as voluble as they are silent
in France and England’s displays. The Soviet
pavilion is evidence of victory; this of treason
and defeat. Americans are deeply stirred by
these neighboring houses in the World of
Tomorrow. JamEes Ducan.

Sound Men of Radio

The technicians are the heroes of
drama broadcasting.

ow many of you remember when radio
H was in its infancy; when the “cat
whisker”” on a crystal detector was more im-
portant than the cat; when a radio tube and a
loose coupler cost more than some of today’s
“super hets”; when it was a thrill to get
KDKA, Pittsburgh, and WOC, Davenport;
when WHN had more volume than any sys-
tem on the air; when N.T.G. (Nils T. Gran-
lund) made his reputation over WHN with
the first and original amateur hour now at-
tributed to Major Bowes; when S. Parkes
Cadman answered the questions—extempo-
raneously—that Professor Quiz now asks;
when the Arlington time signals were a WOR
feature; when B. A. Rothafel built the Roxy
theater on the prestige of Roxy and His Gang,
the air sensation of that time; when Alabama
cast “Twenty-four for Underwood”; when
pianola and victrola music made up 90 per-
cent of the entertainment; when a station
identification followed every musical number;
when Amos 'n’ Andy were a treat, and good
reception an achievement; and when there
were no commercials?
To the sentimentalists those were the good
old days. But to the broadcasting systems they
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“Yam a
SOCIAL WORKER

eeesin spite of the
Woodrum Commitiee™

AM a social worker. I carry a

case load way above the standard
approved by our foremost social
service authorities. I am overworked
and so is my budget per client. The
finest people I know are among my
clients, small businessmen, doctors,
lawyers, professionals, artists, and a
great violinist who used to play with
the Philharmonic.

We social workers have been an
important part of America since
1929, and during .these years we
have learned to alter our thinking .a
little bit. I suppose a few of us at
one time felt that we were dispens-
‘ing privilege.

Today we know we are dispensing
necessities.

Each and every one of us in my
agency are 100 percent behind the
program of such organizations as
the Workers Alliance. We know that
people on WPA and relief are there
through no fault of their own—in
spite of the Woodrum committee!

We have learned to get together.
Struggles for organization by the
people we serve has taught us a few
primary lessons. Social workers to-
day are organized too. But organiza-
tion alone was not enough for us.
We learned the necessity of political
action. You can’t do your job in our
field of work unless there is the
money to do it with. This single
hard fisted fact has taught us the
necessity for political action.

I think it was New Masses perhaps
more than any other single factor
that brought me to that conclusion.
I have actually grown to love New
Masses.

New Masses has taken the haze
off the windshield and put clear
markers on the road.

We are not driving around the
traffic circle any more. We social
workers know where we are going!

Your editors have turned out an
increasingly better and highly excit-
ing magazine in the last few months,
and this is why I am sending you
$4.50 for renewal of my 52 weeks
subscription right now. I am not
taking any chances on not getting
New Masses every single week of the
year.

I am also sending you a list of
friends in my profession who I
think would be delighted and eager
to receive America’s Indispensable
Weekly. Some of them, I am sure,
will be interested in the alternative
proposition you have of paying $1
down on the $4.50 annual subscrip-
tion and being billed monthly for
the balance.

I am filling out the coupon below
this very moment!

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

Please send me 52 issues of New Masses,
$4.50. If you prefer, I can enclose $1 now
and you can bill me monthly for the bal-
ance. [] Enclosed is $4.50. [] Enclosed $1
down, bill me monthly for the balance.

Name . . . . .
Address

City and State .

were the days of headache and heartache.
Everything was going out and nothing coming
in. Then the commercial program stepped in,
and put radio on a paying basis. The result is
the radio of today, still not perfect, perhaps,
but an incomparable improvement.

The reason for the change from the old to
the new is seldom acknowledged. The credit
seems to have fallen almost everywhere but in
the place it belongs. Indirectly, radio owes its
huge strides to the drama, the most popular
form of air entertainment. It was the possi-
bilities of drama that encouraged the commer-
cial sponsor to undertake air advertising. But
directly, the plaudits go to the imaginative and
inventive genius of the radio technicians that
made these dramatic realities possible—the
sound men. Like the unknown versatile studio
actor, these creative minds also belong to
radio’s unsung heroes.

Originally there was little to attract the in-
terest of professional writers to the medium of
radio. The limitations of studio technique pro-
vided small area for the display of literary
talents. No writer could slant his scripts in-
definitely to the sound of a slamming door or
a clanging telephone bell—about the only
sound effects originally available. As a result,
variety in sound became a positive necessity,
and radio did the best it could by drawing
upon those stage hands who had worked such
slender sound effects as the theater then pos-
sessed.

This was the beginning. Time and experi-
ence gradually broadened sound resources, un-
til today a good sound technician can produce
almost any effect but moonlight on Lake Ko-
komo. He can give you Lake Kokomo all
right, but he’s waiting -for Einstein to figure
out the moonlight angle. You may not be
aware of it, but as many as one hundred sound
effects may go into a half-hour’s show. These
devices give the program punch, and justify

Painting by Grischa Metlay (Delphic Studios)
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Symposium

SPAIN’S CULTURE

IN EXILE
Speakers
LOUIS ARAGON

French Editor and Author

CONSTANCIA DE LA MORA

Head of Foreign Press
Bureau of Republican Spain

PROFESSOR ALAIN LOCKE

of Howard University

- PAUL
ROBESON

In a program of songs of the people
(Only New York Appearance This Seasonl)
GRAND BALLROOM (air-cooled)

HOTEL ROOSEVELT

MADISON AVE. AT 45th ST.

THURSDAY EVE., JUNE 29, AT 8:30

Tickets: 50c to $2.00 at Rm. 201, 381 4th Ave. MU 4-5300

Benefit
SPANISH REFUGEE RELIEF CAMPAIGN,
Harold L. Ickes, Honorary Chairman.

It is easy and simple to obtain a Soviet Visa

AMALGAMATED BANK
is again organizing a tour to

U.S.S.R.
Leadership

DR. EDWARD COHEN
August Sth on the modern
S.S. Batory

round trip

$286.00 3rd class

Place your application immediately
For further information call or write to:

AMALGAMATED BANK
11-15 Union Sq., N. Y. ALgonquin 4-1500

SUMMER SALE

202 1050%

Discount on Books

including

“INTERNATIONAL"" BOOKS

Write for free catalog

WORKERS BOOKSHOP

50 E. 13th St. AL 4-6953
Open 9:30 A. M. to 9 P. M.

Please mention NEW MASSES when patromizing adverttsers
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the existence of a show like Gang Busters—
E(.c:l?& ! Colorful something the writing doesn’t do. MERRIEWOODE
Congenial Many sound effects must come in on a split A c:':;;c:zofbsioso acres of feld S:;D:':;?;n:‘ H.
LODGE comfortable second. For example, the sound man Can’t with a mile frontage on beautiful Highland Lake.
JC'amp ﬁr Adults N . Due to h&gh altitude and absence of offending weeds,
wra For Those Who Want come through with a pistol shot three seconds gampers find relief from hayferer at Merriowoode. All
ADIRONDACKS To Get Away from the aft h f Public E No. 1. Th fishing. Rate throughout season $18.00—$20.00 weekly.
w : er the groans of Public Enemy No. 1. The
arr:grs.burg Usual in Vacations demands of some directors are fantastic, but Booklet upon request. OLIVE H. G. BARON, Dir.
.‘3.“1"':?.;{”" SPECIAL JUNE RATE $25 the sound man must satisfy them, and as a
ECHO LAKE LODGE rule he does. Anyone who has attended par-
545 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK icipati ’ i
repCes B SoEET RK - wupger | | tiCiPating programs can’t have missed the C AMP ILI'NC@&N

constant activity of the sound men. One is

. . . . SYLVAN LAKE HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N. Y.
slamming a door, another is scratching in a
> . Lakefront bungalows—Rooms—Tents—Individual
gravel pit, and then both grab their blank Kitchens—Cafeteria Service. Season $40 and wup.
cartridge guns and fill the studio with deafen- |- N. Y. Tel.: JErome 8-7681

ing explosions. Every minute of script reading
is calling for those little touches that lend

7 9-hole golf realism to radio drama. - Tel.: ULSTER PARK 58MI City: ST 9-2291

oourse on hremlises. Maurice Brachhauser, N. R. Kelly, Harry AVANTA FARM

SE;;‘:!“;;‘;,"Q:;‘;::‘ Saz, C. J. Walter of the National Broadcast- ULSTER PARK NEW YORK
Social staff ing Co., Jimmy Rogan, Ray Kramer, Walter Under new manapeonntrt BISEN & WIENER

Orchestra in June
Herman Klarish
Mgt.

Peirson, Eddie Kramer, Walter McDonald Bathing—Tennis—Ping Pong, etc. $14.00 per week.
’ . 4 R N $2.75 per day. Come by Bus, Train, Boat or Car.
of the Columbia networks, and Fritz Streit FOURTH OF JULY SPECIAL — 4 DAYS $10
Midnight supper — entertainment
of Mutual; these are only a few of the boys
that step up your evening’s entertainment.

There are many more, and they are all ex-

he mexe v Natural Health Resert
pe{rhzcn:;ctlagxsne you go to the movies, close a ura ea esur

Spring Valley, N. Y. 8. H. BARANOFF, Ph.T., Director

WARWICK - N.Y.

: b )
your eyes and listen. You'll find the screen’s For a rational vacation and health restoration.

The

sound effects don’t compare with radio tech- Bathing, Sports, Solarium. Special diets. Natural
. . .. . curative methods for chronic ailments. Scientific
P I N E P A R K nique. The radio technicians deserve the credit weight reducing. Tel.: Spring Valley 964-305.
_and more. JOHN VERNON. AN ADVANCED SCHOOL FOR RIGHT LIVING
LAKE HUNTINGTON, N. Y.
All sports and camp activities,
picturesque pine woods, mod- . .
ern accommodations, e A Kazakh Chapavev Pine Hill Farm House
vegetables from our gardens,
social staff, friendly atmosphere. pay PLEASANT VALLEY, N. Y. Dutchess County
SURPRISINGLY LOW RATES A ﬁlm Of reVOlution in Central Asia 100 acres of secluded farm and woodland. Modern

conveniences. Handball, badminton, fishing, swim-

and an anti—NaZi movie from Britain ming, boating. RATE $20 per week. Phone Pleasant
' Valley 2741. LOUIS SACKOW.

J. FALCHOOK o PHONE:.LAKE HUNTINGTON 2

HE introductory title to 4mangeldy, the
Cameo’s new Soviet picture, contains the

offhand remark that the picture’s setting, the WINDINGC BROOK

Kazakh Soviet Socialist Republic, is almost as

' D E 70 acres of Rolling Country — Bathing — Tennis
large as Europe. The overthrow of Czardom — Handball — Ping Pong. Friendly atmosphere.

Wholesome food. Garden vegetables.

FORMERLY "HOUSE OF JOY" here was led by Amangeldy Imanov, a Kazakh $17.00 A wlgfﬁé boat or trairgz 75 A DAY
WOODRIDGE, N. Y. nomad who was killed in a skirmish with WINDING BROOK POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y.
Open all year round, new modern buildings, Kolchak’s counter-revolutionists in 1919, Di- RD. 1 Van Wagner Rd. (near East Park)
¢ beautiful surroundings $ | rector Moissaye Levin and his cameramen
Hiking ® Tennis ® Handball ® Baseball § | achieve an epic quality in this tale of revolu-
® Swimming ® Pool and River ® Rowing tion in the vast rolling steppes, among the
. > P ’
. I"foor Sports. great peaks of the Pamirs, a realistic picture CGOKE s sml'age wal'8|l0llse
b Social Hall ® Wholesome Food. 3 | of the life of the Kazakhs which reminds you 209-11 Rast 125th Street, New York City
b ARKIN & KASOFSKY, Mgrs. of the documentary character of Pudovkin’s Telephone: HArlem 7-1053
: Woodrldge 25 Storm Over Adsia. 300 Readers Used O:r Service Last Year

rroe In the period from 1916 to his death Aman- Est. 1861 Special rates to New Masses Readers
geldy, a shrewd, hardy fellow, germinated the
legends that have become attached to his mem-

ory in Soviet folklore—how his unarmed band '
AR ROW'HEA n Lo DGE seized rifles from the White troops, how he S T U D E N T S I

sang and danced, and talked like Lenin before

§. SLUTSKY, Prop. ELLENVILLE, N. Yf he knew of Bolshevism. In the playing of Students wanted to sell New

Special Rates for Month of June Elubai Umurzakov, People’s Artist, the great Masses subscrip‘l’ionf. various

P leader is made to fit his land and people, as points throughout city. Leads

Bicycle Riding — Hand Ball — though there were no acting involved. When given. Earn substantial vacation

Tennis — Horseback Riding Czardom appeared in the grasslands under money. Liberal commission.

All Outdoor Sports the guise of Kerensky’s Provisional Govern- Fas*Tsf sellllingdweekly magiazine.

A a ay, Circulation

Make your reservations now for a friendly and men't, Amangeldyf Wﬁs I}\(})éhf.ooled by theHdenfo(i Dsgayrfmenf NeXl Masses, 461

interesting vacation. Phone Dr. D. NEWMAN— Clratlc pretense' of the ite ag.ents' ¢ € Fourth Ave., or call CAledonia
his people against the landlords just as vigor- 5.3076

JE 6-2334

1| | ously, although his band was infested with
spies. Before he died the Kazakhs were united Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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NEW MASSES Classified Ads

APTS. TO SUBLET OR SHARE—FURNISHED

NEAR SUBWAY — Apartment, bright, 4 rooms fur-
rxshe¢i2.3reasonable. July and August. 206 West 104th St.
pt. 23.

LARGE, 1.-ROOM, 14th floor, modern, View of Hudson.
Bath, kitchenette, Frigidaire. $27.50 mo. until Oct. 1
or later. 865 W. 20th St. Call LO 5-5611 10 a.m. to § p.m.

VILLAGE APT., one room, kitchen facilities. Gross-
mann. Call DIckens 6-7900, 9 a.m. to § p.m.

MODERN, complete_garden studio apartment, 3-room,
cool, quiet, elevator. Reasonable. Will also consider shar-
ing. ORch 7-4188 evenings.

19TH ST., 303 W. (Apt. 31) 3 charming rooms for
summer. All conveniences. Couple—girl. CH 2-2793 week-
days—mornings, All day Friday, Saturday, Sund_ay.

LARGE, airy 5-room apt. to share with gentlemen. Fur-
nished. July & Aug. $25 mo. Call WAb5-1653, 6-8 p.m.
Klein, 7 St. Luke’s Pl

SPACIOUS studio aparfment. 2 very large, modern
rooms, kitchen, bath. July and August. Reasonable.
Lieberson, 2 West 16 St. GR 7-1417, .

50 WEST 106th ST. Off Central Park West. 8 exposures,
4 rooms, pleasantly furnished. Sublet for July & Aug.
$60 per mo. ACademy 4-6809.

ARTIST’S STUDIO TO SUBLET

LARGE ATTRACTIVE midtown photographic studio
suitable photé)graﬁher, writer or dancer. Available week-
days 9 to 5:30. Moderate rental. Box 1597.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY—BOOKS

EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITY for men or women in
smaller communities to open a bookshop or lending
library without paying rent. Sell books at reduced prices
in your -unions or society. Build a regular route among
your friends. Write or call for list. Franklin Book Co.,
House of Selected Titles, 96—5th Ave., N. Y. C.

CHILDREN BOARDED

PROGRESSIVE HOME, wholesome food, sports, arts,
crafts, music, swimming, beautiful grounds. Individual at-
tention. Reasonable. 4-13 yrs. Qualified teacher counsel-
lor, Yanpolsky, Stelton, N, J .

FURNISHED ROOM TO RENT

ATTRACTIVE bed-sitting room with freedom of floor—
thru §-room apt. Ideal for professional who appreciates
privacy, quiet and most convenient location in town.
Reasonable. Breakfasts if desired. Near 4th Ave. and 17th
St. Call CA 5-3076, Ext. 2, 11 a.m. to 6 p.m.

HELP WANTED—FEMALE

TYPIST, interested in_doing anti-fascist work, to type
ioﬁx;)gwnter, evenings. Nominal compensation, N.M. Box

INSURANCE

Whatever your needs — PAUL CROSBIE, established
since 1908 — FREQUENT SAVINGS, 185 William St.
N. Y. Tel. BEekman 3-5262.

MAILING SERVICE

COMPLETE MAILING SERVICE. We are prepared
to handle your Printing, Multigraphing, Mimeographing
and Mailing needs. %uxck service, low prices, any quan-
tities. MAILERS DVERTISING SERVICE, 1133
Broadway, N. Y. C. CHelsea 2-4255.

MANUSCRIPTS TYPED

MANUSCRIPTS intelligently typed, 1000 words 40c. Re-
vision. German_translation, Elizabeth Urmancy, 280 W.
22nd St., New York.

OUTDOOR PAINTING TRIPS

WITH INSTRUCTION, oil, watercolor, beginners ad-
vanced, Saturday and Sunday. One trip $1.50; both $2.25
plus fare, Arthur Silz, 230 East 15th St. GR 5-3339.

PIANO TUNING

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

SUMMER RENTALS

IDEAL, Camp facilities, beautiful location, Spring water
Kosher, 2‘1.5'weekly. Moderate rates July, August. Hotel
Capitol, Livingston Manor.

NEW BUNGALOWS, all improvements, showers, hand-
ball court. Lake on premises. Beautiful grounds. Own
farm products. Rates $16. William Nelson, RFD 1.
Cochecton, New York.

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

and they carried their revolution through to
victory. -

Reflecting the encouragement of indigenous
cultures among the Soviet peoples, the film is
completely sensitive to the Kazakh culture,
with the finest photography of any recent
Soviet movie. Amangeldy’s dashing cavalry
sweeping over the steppes is excitingly por-
trayed, and the musical score of the picture
is made for an Eastern string orchestra, a
superb folk accompaniment. Amangeldy falls
little short of Chapayev, and that is enough
to recommend it to you.

BRITAIN’S “NAZI spy”

On top of the Squalus, Thetis, and Phenix
submarine disasters the new English film at
the Music Hall, Clouds Owver Europe, con-
cerns the mysterious disappearances of English,
French, Russian, and American aircraft during
test flights. Ralph Richardson of the British
Foreign Office, and Lawrence Olivier, the
test pilot, suspect a certain foreign power,
which you are left to deduct from the na-
tionality of the missing planes and the Ger-
manic accents of the enemy plotters. This is
a new post-Munich note in English propa-
ganda films. Although the picture doesn’t
name names like Confessions of a Nazi Spy,
and hence does not have its positive value,
it is an unmistakable indication that the winds
are blowing against appeasement in the British
Foreign Office, which closely supervises British
films. _

The Nazis, it seems, have perfected a ray
capable of cutting the motors and radio of
the test ships. The ray is operated from an
innocent salvage vessel offshore. When the
plane comes down the ship picks it up with a
crane, imprisons the crew, and sends on to
Germany the new and secret device being
tested. Richardson and Olivier unravel the
mystery in a highly entertaining manner, the
first-named actor rapidly claiming first place
among English comedy players. The political
weight of the picture is also helped by the
absence of any disgusting pleading for the
empire, a note that reached gutter bottom in
The Sun Never Sets that ran in the Rocke-
feller Crown Colony at Radio City last week.
This number was confected in Hollywood
where Kipling is a piker. The picture also
had a vague reference to Nazi warmaking,
rendered into complete nonsense by the Holly-
wood lackeys of empire. The villain is one
Dr. Zurof who travels around the African
veldt in a chromium cocktail lounge, studying
ant life through an eyepiece. But, gee whiz,
he is just play-acting because he is really a
munitions magnate with a powerful radio
hidden deep in a mine where he broadcasts
nightly to the world. Strikes, demonstrations,
riots, and mutterings break out all over the
world and the Foreign Office sends Basil
Rathbone in short pants and his loudmouthed
brother, Doug Fairbanks Jr. down to the
Gold Coast to save the peace. How they did
it makes for one of the lousiest evenings I
ever spent in a movie theater.

James Ducan.

SURVEY COURSE
IN PHOTOGRAPHY

Thursday evenings, 8 p.m., July é to September
| 7, at the A. C. A. Gallery, 52 West 8th Street,
N. Y. C. Tuition for the course is $5. Ad-
individual 75 cents.

mission to lectures,

THE MINIATURE CAMERA

Robert Disraeli . . . July 6, 13
PORTRAITURE

Alfredo Valente . . . . . July 20, 27
PHOTO JOURNALISM

Eliot Elisofon . . . . . August 3, 10
PHOTOMONTAGE

Barbara Morgan . . . . August 17, 24

COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY -
Henry M. Lester . August 31, September 7

Also a BEGINNERS' COURSE will be given every
Wednesday evening at 8 p.m., July 5 to September
_ 6. Tuition is $10. M. H. Nichols is the instructor.

@ Apply for registration by July 3 with the Secretary
of the Photo League. Hours between 1:00 and 5:30
p.m. with the exception of Saturdays and Sundays.
Tuition must be paid at time of registration.

PHOTO LEAGUE

31 EAST 21st STREET, N. Y. C.
GR amercy 5-8704

SUMMER RENTALS

STUDIO BUNGALOW, delightfully cool, near lake,
running water, electricity, shower. Suitable 8 or 4. Rea-
sonable. ng season. Commuting distance. Ideal for
artists or- writers. CAledonia 5-9124.

STUDIOS and bungalows in Watchung Mountains. All
improvements, bathing, commuting distance. Beautiful
country place. Write to Anna Xatz, Lafayette Ave.,
Chatham, N. ]J.

CHARMING BUNGALOW on hilltop; with piano; pri-
vacy. Ideal for student. Room for 4. $140. Camp Followers
of Trail, Peekskill, N. Y. Helen.

BUNGALOW-—3 rooms, Frigidaire, bathing, fishing,
tennis. $200 season including gas, electricity. Mahopac,
Long Pond, New York. Near Girl Scout Camp. Hersh.

VACATION RESORTS

LIVE AT Lerner’s Lodge. Seagate, New York Harbor.
1l-room apartments by the season. Reasonable rates. 4018
Manhattan Ave. ESplanade 2-9505.

CAMP FOLLOWERS of the TRAIL. Ideal vacation
place. Excellent food. Tennis courts, swimming. 1
sports facilities. $14.50 weekly. $3 weekends. N. Y, Cen-
tral to Peekskill. By boat to Indian Point. Write Bu-
chanan, N. Y. Tel.: Peekskill 2879.

ONE HOUR from New York! Rockland County’s
scenic hideaway amid gorgeous Ramapo Mts. Expert
cooking. Restful, comradely. $17 wk.; $3 day. Get-a-
Rest Inn, Pomona, N. Y. Phone Spring Valley 67F2.

RIP VAN WINKLE LAND. Enjoy peace and comfort
at Elmwood. 250 acres. Elevation 2000 ft. $10-$16 weekly.
All conveniences. No social staff. Swimming, etc. Day
Line Boat to Catskill. Mountain Bus Line to Elmwood
Farm, Hunter, N. Y. Hunter 3812

RIVERSIDE INN, Seymour, Conn. On_Lake Housa-
tonic, Swimming, boating, hiking, tennis. Excellent food.
Rates $3 day; $18 week. R. R. Station Derby. Tel.:
Derby 598-12.

VERMONT VACATION

UNSPOILED VERMONT! Peace, quiet, beauty with
small group of progressives. $15-$18 a week. Write to
Reland Gray, Ethan Allan Farm, RFD2, Chester, Vt.

GOINGS ON

ANALYSIS OF THE NEWS of the Week cverg Sun-
day evening at 8:30 p.m. at the Workers School,
85 East 12 Street, 2nd floor. Admission 20 cents.

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers
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Here’s a contest we know New Masses readers will enjoy entering. In addition to the
satisfaction derived from building New Masses circulation (frankly, the object is to
obtain 10,000 new readers by Labor Day), you may share in $200.00 in cash prizes.

WIN WITH A SLOGAN

New Masses wants a smashing slogan to describe the magazine
that champions progress and democracy. New Masses will pay
$200.00 in eleven (11) cash prizes to get the slogans. NEw
Masses will pay ten dollars a week for ten weeks for the best
weekly slogan with a grand prize of $100.00 for the best of all.

We believe that this contest offers an exciting way to create
dramatic interest in our campaign to spread NEwW MASSES to
thousands of progressive men and women who ought to be
reading it.

Past participation of our readers in NM circulation drives
amply convinces us that every NM reader is an NM plugger.
If this means you, hop on the bandwagon, enter the contest now,
and win new readers for NEw Masses and a prize for yourself
by translating your regard for NM into a punchy slogan for
NEw Massgs and a cash prize for you.

A CASH PRIZE EVERY WEEK

*100.00

GRAND PRIZE

$10.00 Weekly Prize Every Week for TEN Weeks

SAMPLE SLOGANS

“America’s Indispensable Weekly”—“America’s Ace Popular Political
Weekly”—“Today’s Events in Present Tense”’—“The Stopwatch of Con-
temporary History”—“America’s Champion News Interpreter”—*“America’s
Crack Viewsmagazine” '

The important thing to remember as you talk to your friends is that the
slogan must be a thrilling, hard-hitting sales talk for NEw MASSES in not
more than five words.

Reach for a pencil. Start making lists of everybody you know, getting
a buck or more from them for a sub, and then get them to enter the
contest too. It’s really a sort of a giant Build NEw Masses chain letter idea,
isn’t it?

It’s like being paid to eat ice cream—you can have a lot of fun, polish
your persuasive power, be creative for NEw Masses, win a cash prize,
and most important of all, jump NEw Masses circulation 10,000 or more
by Labor Day!

So get out your pencil and paper and start competing—

TODAY!

-

1. Everyone but NM staff members and
their relatives is eligible.

2. The contest opens June 22 and closes
September 4 (Labor Day).

3. Slogans must not exceed five words
but may be less.

4. Here’s how to qualify for the contest:

fessional acquaintances and convince
them to become regular NEw MAssEs
readers. While you are showing them
the magazine and talking about its
fine points you will find yourself ex-
pressing its qualities in terms your
listeners are interested in. This is what
will make up the grand prize slogan
—a sharp, terse, and dramatic descrip-
tion of the usefulness of the magazine
to progressive people.

For every $1 twelve-week trial sub-
scription you secure you may submit
one slogan.

For every $2.50 six-month subscrip-
tion you may submit two slogans.

For every $4.50 yearly subscription
you may submit three slogans.

There is no limit to the number of
slogans you may submit. Simply ac-
company them with the required num-
ber of cash subscriptions. The greater

year at $4.50 [J to:

Name of New Subscriber .
Address .

My Slogan for NEw Masses Is .
My Name Is

Address e e e

Go to your friends, relatives, and pro-

Build New Masses Slogan Contest
RooMm 1204, 461 FourtH AVENUE, NEw York CITY

Gentlemen: Here is my slogan entry. Please send NEw MAsses for twelve
issues for $1 as per your trial offer [1; for six months at $2.50 [J; for one

HERE ARE THE RULES

the number of slogans you submit, the
greater your chance of winning the
weekly prize of $10 and the grand
prize of $100.00.

If you are not a subscriber now,
you may enter the contest by sending
in your own yearly subscription
($4.50). If you are a subscriber, you
may enter the contest merely by ex-
tending the life of your own current
subscription for one year ($4.50).

. The first contest winner will be an-

nounced in the issue of NEwW MAssEs
that appears July 6. In that issue and
in each of the next nine issues we will
reprint the winning slogan and award
the weekly prize of $10.00. One month
after the closing date of the contest,
we will announce the winner of the
grand prize of $100.00.

. All slogans submitted, whether win-

ners or not, become the property of
NEw Masses, and cannot be returned.
In the events of a tie for weekly or
grand prize the full amount of the
prize will be awarded to each tying
contestant.

. Judges of the contest will be three

editors of NEw Masses—Joseph North,
A. B. Magil, Samuel Sillen. Their
decisions are final.

JUNE 27, 1939

THIS COUPON IS FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE—USE YOUR OWN FORM IF YOU PREFER
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