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Between Qurselves

HIS 1magazine has been
banned in Canada by the
commissioner of customs, un-
der a regulation whose char-
acter we are not able to learn. A
Canadian reader makes the follow-
ing comment on the action: “Of
course, it is not surprising. Our so-
called ‘liberal’ government has long
since forfeited any claim to ‘liberal-
ism.” We are in a ‘state of war’ in
Canada, according to the Canada
Gagzette. In times of war, as you
know, the ‘black and tan’ point of
view prevails over traditional civil
liberties. NM is more sought after
here than ever before. I do hope
therefore that a concerted effort be
made to defeat the b——ds who are
responsible for this Hitler-like action
of banning.”
Another Canadian reader, with a
subscription that has almost a year

Albert Maltz

Early in 1935 NM published a story
which attracted more atiention than
has been accorded almost any short
story printed here or abroad. That
story was Albert Maltz’ “Man on a
Road,” which later played an impor-
tant part in a congressional inwvesti-
gation of silicosis. It awas reprinted
in short story anthologies, in the Ger-
man and French editions of “Inter-
national Literature,” and in labor
and trade papers of the United
States, Canada, and England. Maltz,
whose other work has appeared in
numerous periodicals and antholo-
gies, won the O. Henry Memorial
Award for the best short story of
1938 and was included in the
O’Brien collection of that year. He
is the author of a book of short
stories, “The Way Things Are,” and
three of his plays—"“Peace on Earth,”
“Black Pit,” and “Private Hicks”—
kave been produced.

to run, has written us asking that
the sub be transferred to someone in
the United States.

Our mailbag empties more inter-
esting letters every day. A Califor-
nia woman sends a subscription
check and a request for back copies
and says, “I am going to tell you
why I am taking this sudden interest
in your magazine. As a subscriber
to the Nation and New Republic, 1
read about your so-called predica-
ment regarding the German-Russian
Non-Aggression Pact. In curiosity I
bought your September 5 issue, read
every word, and became so enchanted
with you I bought the September 12
number. Devoured that and am hun-
gry for more.”

From Connecticut: “I’ve always
esteemed the magazine, but now with
things moving so fast in the world,
I could not do without it. The last
few issues are superb! I read through
a copy of Esquire-last week and if
that rag is worth 50 cents NM is
worth $10—but please don’t raise
your price.”

From Rocky River, Ohio: “I am
sending you $1 to renew my sub-
scription. Alter Brody’s articles alone
are worth more than that. NM is a
beacon of light in the journalistic
desert.”

From Manhattan: “Here’s one vote
for Elizabeth Gurley Flynn’s story
[on Ben Gitlow] in your October 10
issue. Your magazine deserves to
live.”

New Masses Forums announces
the following speakers’ dates for Oc-
tober: A. B. Magil on the Interna-
tional Situation, Sunday the 15th at
8 p.m.,, in Washington, D. C.; Harry
Gannes on the Role of the Soviet
Union Today, Sunday the 15th, at
8 p.m., the IWO Community Center,
Cleveland and Blake Aves., Brook-
lyn, N. Y., sponsored by the Young
Communist League. Mike Gold has
several discussions of the imperialist
war—Friday the 13th at 8 p.m., at
Mercantile Hall, 1420 Broad St.,
Philadelphia, Pa., on Sunday the
15th, at 8:30 p.m., at the Workers
Cooperative Library, 2700 Bronx
Park East, Bronx, New York; Fri-
day the 20th, at 8:30, Mike speaks
for IWO Lodge 736 at 40 East 7th
St. On Sunday the 22nd, he speaks
in Washington at 8 p.m., .and on
Friday the 27th, at a lecture and
movie in Washington Heights.

The exhibition at the Fifth Floor
Galleries of the Brooklyn Museum
of the work of A. Walkowitz, whose
drawings have appeared in the
Masses and NM, has been extended
to November 15.

Lucien Zacharoff, Jean Starr Un-
termeyer, Lester Cohen, Myra Page,

and Barrie Stavis are among’ the in-
structors at the current session of
the Writers School, established by
the New York chapter of the League
of American Writers. Courses in-
clude the Short Story, Novel, Verse,
Plays, Radio, Journalism, and other

- mediums of expression. The school

opened October 9 and will continue
until December 15, with classes held
once a week. Inquiries should be ad-
dressed to Nan Golden, school sec-
retary, at 381 Fourth Ave.,, N. Y. C.

NM contributor Norman Macleod
has been appointed director of the
newly established Poetry Center at
the Young Men’s Hebrew Associa-
tion, New York City. Beginning Oc-
tober 16, courses in the writing and
understanding of poetry will be
offered at the center, for a nominal
tuition. Distinguished poets will read
from their own work.

Who's Who

pAM LAPIN is Washington cor-

respondent for the Daily Work-
er. . . . Alter Brody, whose articles
analyzing the situation in Eastern
Europe have appeared regularly in
NM since the outbreak of the Second
Imperialist War, is well known as
an author and contributor to Ameri-
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cau periodicals. . . . Henry Zon is
head of the Federated Press Bureau
in Washington. . . . Sasha Small,
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is connected with the International
Labor Defense. . .. Helen Hosmer is
secretary of the Simon J. Lubin So-
ciety and editor of the California
Rural Observer. . . . Francis Bartlett
is the author of Sigmund Freud.

Flashbacks

H ERE’s something for Daladier to
think about as he lies awake
nights trying to cook up good ex-
cuses for continuing the war: Marie
Antoinette, queen of France, was
guillotined in the French Revolution,
Oct. 16, 1793.- Two years earlier the
Jacobin Club, left-wing revolution-
ary organization, opened its sessions
to all workers (Oct. 14, 1791). . . .
And so that Chamberlain may also
have something worthwhile to think
ovet, we remind him: (1) that on
Oct. 15, 1651, Charles II of England
fled to France after the defeat of his
troops by the revolutionary forces of
Oliver Cromwell, (2) that the Irish

don’t love England any more than
they did when on Oct. 14, 1843,
Daniel O’Connell was arrested for
agitating for Irish freedom.
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Albert Maltz

Early in 1935 NM published a story
awhich attracted more attention than
has been accorded almost any short
story printed here or abroad. That
story was Albert Maltz' “Man on a
Road,” awhich later played an impor-
tant part in a congressional investi-
gation of silicosis. It was reprinted
in short story anthologies, in the Ger-
mar and French editions of “Inter-
national Literature,” and in labor
and irade papers of the United
States, Canada, and England. Maltz,
whose other work has appeared in
numerous periodicals and antholo-
gies, won the O. Henry Memorial
Award for the best short story of
1938 and awas included in the
O’Brien collection of that year. He
is the author of a book of short
stories, “The Way Things Are,” and
three of his plays—"“Peace on Earth,”
“Black Pit,” and “Private Hicks"—
have been produced.
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DANGER

HENEVER we have faced danger we have come to you who made this magazine
Wand who own it. ,

We are in great danger today. Congressman Martin Dies is determined to silence
the voice of NEw Massgs. The shape of his program is as sharp and as sinister as the
swastika: it is to destroy progressivism so that reaction can succeed in fettering the
nation. Then the warmakers can have their holiday and democracy will be a tradition
one speaks of in shuttered rooms. ‘

We work in the fiercest times since the magazine was established. Abroad, imperi-
alist war has broken out. At home, reaction rushes to its conclusions. Now is the time
for NEw MAsSES to grow, to be brought to the folk in all reaches of the land. You
have aided us in that. In the past six weeks you have spread the magazine, sent in more
subscriptions, brought the paper to more readers than ever before. But more, much
more, must be done.

Congressman Dies and his allies have one more ally in this assault upon free
speech and free press. That is, financial suppression. Progressive newspapers, magazines
of the peoble, have always suffered this handicap: we are boycotted by the wealthy
advertisers who support the commercial press.

Today we face financial suppression. Your support in our drive earlier this year
ena}b!ed us to tide the summer slump when income goes down to a minimum and a
magazine such as ours exists by loans. Those loans are now due. In addition, paper
costs have shot to war prices: we have had to use cables and they are expensive, as
you know. Though our circulation has gone up in this war period, the piling up of
loans, plus the unavoidable deficit incurred over a period of years, threatens to strangle
us. Increased print orders mean increased costs—unless advertising increases too. The
nature of our magazine is such that the overwhelming majority of commercial con-
cerns will not advertise here. Hence that financial bugaboo that threatens us. But we
know that you will not permit our creditors to do what Dies wishes to be done. We
know that if we explain matters to you, you will fight financial, as well as political,
suppressiori.

We need $7,000 immediately to pay our debts, to pay the printer, and ensure the
next delivery of paper. We need that in order to continue fighting Dies and to continue
fighting to keep our nation out of Chamberlain’s and Hitler’s war.

NEew Masses is a lighthouse in the political storm. You will not let that light
go out.

Use the coupon on page 30. Can we hear from you by return mail?

The Editors
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The War in Washington

Adam Lapin charts the political waterfalls and eddies that swirl about the -embargo fight, the
Dies Red-hunt, and the new war plans.

W ashington.

YEAR ago our acid-tongued secretary of
Athe interior was hurling ‘‘zany” and

other assorted epithets at a certain con-
gressman from Orange, Tex. The President
asked to be excused from extemporaneous
comment on the subject of Martin Dies, and
issued a formal statement in which he de-
scribed the activities of this most spectacular
of congressional witch-hunters as ‘“‘un-Ameri-
can.” How much more explosive his spontane-
ous opinion would have been will never be
known. In a thousand ways, lesser New Deal
officials tried to show their disapproval of the
Dies committee.

Martin Dies remains what he has always
been, only more so. He is today more brazen,
more dangerous. And Secretary Ickes remains
by far the most forthright and courageous
member of the Cabinet. Yet he has had nothing
to say in recent weeks about palpable invasions
of civil liberties by Representative Dies. Presi-
dent Roosevelt has maintained an unbroken
silence. The lesser lights of the administration
are no longer so anxious to offend the garru-
lous gentleman from Texas.

That is a straw in the wind. It is one of
the reasons why progressive congressmen and
officers of many of the labor organizations here
are uneasy and alarmed.

DRIFT TOWARD WAR

By this time the winds which blow up and
down Pennsylvania Avenue between Capitol
Hill and the White House have tossed up a
number of straws which seem to point in the
same direction. A drift toward our involve-
ment in war has begun. “Drift” is perhaps
the wrong word because there are definite
propelling forces.

Everything in Washington is in a state of
flux. The situation is extremely fluid. The
lineup on the embargo, say, is vastly different
from what it was at the beginning of August
when the regular session adjourned. And it
would be foolhardy to attempt definite pre-
dictions in the field of national politics now.
But it would be even more foolhardy to ignore
the symptoms of change, the emergence of
new problems and new dangers.

The imperialist war in Europe is the new
and constantly shifting center of gravity. If
the war continues, there will be more sweep-
ing changes in the array of forces. Demands
for our direct participation will grow louder.
The hysteria against those who resist will be
intensified. Democratic rights and the advances
made under the New Deal will be seriously
menaced. Many fair-weather friends of prog-
ress will desert the ranks, and devote them-
selves to playing intoxicating tunes on the war
drums.

If we start with the premise that it is es-

sential to preserve the peace and democracy
of the United States, this much can be said
with certainty: We have nothing to gain
from a continuation of the war, and every-
thing to lose.

THE EMBARGO

Both the foes and the proponents of repeal-
ing the embargo contend that their solution
will keep us out of war. Both sides are prob-
ably wrong. The embargo of itself will neither
get us into war nor keep us out.

Woar credits, profiteering, the growth of a
war economy, the strength of the labor move-
ment, the state of civil liberties, the develop-
ment of war hysteria, the size and character
of the anti-war forces—these are all factors
that seem to have more long-term importance
than the embargo as such. The embargo issue
has been cut too thin. It has been narrowed
down to the point where it has lost much of
its importance.

Obviously, the lineup is still confused and
unclear. Reactionaries are conspicuous on both
sides of the fence. The Southern tories in
Congress have suddenly affirmed their loyalty
to the President. Opposing repeal are such
glittering ornaments of reaction as the friend
of the auto kings, Arthur Vandenberg, and
the patron saint of the Associated Farmers,
Hiram Johnson. The progressive camp, too,
is badly split. Every trade union convention
of the last few weeks has shown sweeping
differences of opinion.

But certain general trends do appear as the
smoke from the congressional big guns clears
away. While it would be inaccurate to say that
all who favor repeal are for abandonment of
American neutrality, an increasingly distinct
war party has attached itself to the repeal
camp. Even that gentle and liberal philosopher
Sen. Elbert D. Thomas of Utah has dismissed
neutrality as a myth and suggested that, “It
would be better to take sides and fight.”
Senators who showed little sensitivity when
Spain fell a victim to German planes and
Italian legions or when Czechoslovakia was
carved up at the conference table thunder
against aggression now. The eternal wisdom
of the Congress which voted us into war in

"1917 has been repeatedly praised on the Senate

floor. .
WALL STREET WANTS REPEAL

The most substantial sections of American
finance capital, never before known for their
devotion to the cause of small and defenseless
nations, are now for repeal. From the House
of Morgan down, Wall Street is against the
arms embargo. There are some dissenters in
the camp of big business, of course. If Tom
Girdler has for once arrayed himself with big

steel, Ernest Weir is still a holdout and
opposes repeal. In a brilliant publicity move,
the miscellaneous du Pont boys have said for
publication that they oppose the export of
implements of death. But these are exceptions.

Wall Street is enthusiastically for repeal,
and even more enthusiastically for Chamber-
lain. Its immediate interests are too closely
tied in with British and French imperialism
to permit the defeat of the Allies. They con-
sider Chamberlain the most reliable mainstay
of world capitalism, and hope that even the
Roosevelt administration will behave in a time
of crisis as a capitalist government should. If
the situation becomes grave enough, they will
push far beyond repeal. It is significant that
the bill providing for repeal of the embargo
also grants ninety days’ credits—not exactly
the cash-and-carry proposition that was first
talked about.

The great newspapers of the country have
remained loyal to the British empire through
thick and thin. The New York Times coun-
sels Chamberlain in its editorial pages to
disregard peace proposals, and to fight on to
the bitter end. The Times joined with the
New York Herald Tribune and the Wall
Street Journal in sounding off salvos of praise
for the hysterical war resolution adopted by
the American Labor Party. In the State De-
partment, the career boys who were always
strong for Chamberlain are now licking their
chops in anticipation of our entry into the war. -

DOMESTIC IMPLICATIONS

Repeal, of itself, will not plunge us into
war. But repeal is fast being made part of a
larger program. And that program is not con-
fined to foreign policy. The new slogan of
national unity has deep significance in terms
of domestic policy as well. That is one of the
most disturbing things about the big happy
family that is being formed around the repeal
issue.

Many of the Republican bigwigs, even those
who support repeal like Alf Landon, are so
anxious to embarrass the President that they
are unable to take the long view and forego
their little pot shots. But within the Demo-
cratic Party the internecine feud has at least
been temporarily halted. The Southern tories
are rallying around the administration. And
Jim Farley has made his peace with the
President.

There have been no signs, however, of new
and wholesale conversions to the New Deal.
If the reactionaries are jumping on the ad-
ministration bandwagon, it is because they
hope to change its course. Should they succeed
they will win a double victory. The extent
to which they can shelve New Deal reforms,
drive a wedge between the President and
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labor, and weaken the progressive movement
will in large measure determine the speed with
which they can drive the country into war.

If the New Deal housing and work relief
programs, for example, can be slashed, our
dependence on a war boom and on a war
economy will increase. If the Wagner act is
emasculated, the resistance of labor not only
to wage cuts but also to war will be under-
mined. Domestic reforms which were impor-
tant before become doubly so because they are
also barriers to war. v

So far during the special session the struggle
around New Deal reforms has gone on behind
the scenes. But it has gone on without inter-
ruption. Neither side has gained a decisive
advantage as yet. The appointment of a War
Resources Board, which was in fact a sub-
sidiary of the House of Morgan, was of course
an ominous concession to big business and to
Louis Johnson and the other brass hats in the
War Department. On the other hand, pressure
from organized labor and from many influ-
ential New Dealers brought the announcement
that the board would be quickly dissolved.

MR. LEISERSON

Within the NLRB, a disturbing situation
has been developing. William Leiserson, the
new member of the board, has not only been
issuing opinions on important cases which
seriously undermine industrial unionism, but
he has also initiated a purge against members
of the staff who are alleged to be either too
radical or too friendly to the CIO. The
trouble is that Leiserson has been proclaiming
himself a direct representative of the White
House carrying out the express wishes of the
President. Of course the truth of these asser-
tions has by no means been clearly- established.
In the meantime, Leiserson is helping to de-
moralize the board and to strengthen its foes
at a critical time.

But by far the most immediate threat to the
New Deal and to the whole progressive move-
ment comes from the loudmouthed congress-
man from Texas. At first it seemed as if a
war in Europe might tend to drown the static
of the Dies committee. But the agile congress-
man has been able to ride the whirlwind. He
-postpones his hearings when there are big de-
velopments in Europe or when interest in the
World Series is keenest, and on the whole
‘continues to make the headlines. A few short
weeks ago he warned against British and
French propaganda designed to get us into
war. He has now dropped this line of goods.
Those who warn against British imperialism
now that war has broken out are alien agents.
- He is now openly demanding that the Com-
munist Party be outlawed. To show his im-
partiality, Dies has thrown in the German-
American Bund, but has scrupulously avoided
tangling with the really. important fascist
groups such as the Coughlinites. Without a
search warrant or legal justification, he raided
the local headquarters of the American League
for Peace and Democracy in Washington and
seized its records. He staged similar raids on

the American League in Chicago, and on the
Communist Party here and in Chicago. These
raids didn’t net him any spectacular evidence,
but they did serve to create the atmosphere
for similar raids by local police officials.

THREAT TO THE NEW DEAL

If Dies succeeds in his drive against the
Communist Party, it will be a sweeping
triumph for war propaganda. The Communist
Party is a pretty small organization as parties
go, but to outlaw it would have enormous im-
plications. The war drums would then begin

' to beat in earnest. The Palmer Red raids

would be duplicated, and perhaps improved
on. Every liberal or New Dealer would be
suspected of being a secret member of the
outlawed party. Demoralization and panic
would set in among the progressive forces,
at least for a long enough period to permit a
reactionary victory in 1940.

That is what is disturbing about the silence
of New Deal officials. It is a portent of re-
treat at a time when retreat is disastrous.
They have chosen to ignore the patent evi-
dence that if Dies is genuinely successful they
will be swept into the discard along with the
despised Communists. As a matter of fact,
signs have not been lacking that some New
Deal officials are not above encouraging a
little Red hunt so as to be able to proclaim
their own purity.

Worst of all, the actual head of the gov-
ernment’s drive against spies and alleged do-
mestic enemies is J. Edgar Hoover. More
than once Cabinet members who submitted
lists of suggested appointees to the Depart-
ment of Justice for checking as to possible
criminal records were startled to find such
notations from Hoover as “well known Com-
munist” or “well known Red.” Hoover was
the special assistant to A. Mitchell Palmer
during the Red hunt of 1920, in charge of

Industrialist’s Prayer

Oh, God, make all men feel that they
are suffering from the lack of my com-
modity. Let them not really need it,
since I would be uncharitable in asking
that. Let them just think they need it
—and let them think this very, very
hard. And let them get the money some-
how to buy it.

Not from the government, since that
would increase my taxes. Not from
higher wages, since that would increase
my costs. And not as manna from
Heaven, since that would cause in-
flation.

All that I ask of Thee—oh, God—is
just one more miracle, that capitalism
shall not perish from the earth.

KeNNETH BURKE.

the so-called anarchist cases. 1f anything he
was even more ruthless and brutal than his
chief, who got all the glory. Today he sees
a chance to take the credit himself.

OPPONENTS OF WAR

These are some of the danger signals in
the Washington situation, and they are worth
worrying about. But a pessimistic point of
view would be unjustified. There have been
voices of sanity. There has been opposition to
all attempts to militarize our economy as a
step toward war.

Within the framework of his general sym-
pathy for England and France, the President
himself has been far more restrained than
some of his spokesmen in Congress and some
of his aides. He told members of the House
liberal bloc who visited him that he was
against taking up issues other than neutrality
revision at the special session because he feared
that New Deal social reforms would be swept
away in the war hysteria. He told them, too,
that he had strongly opposed plans of the
British to appoint the House of Morgan and
of the French to appoint the Chase National
Bank as their agents here.

As usual, John L. Lewis has taken a coura-
geous and realistic position. He has maintained
that labor can take no sides as between the
belligerents, and has nothing to gain from
participation in the war. This is the position
which he has again proclaimed from the
platform of the CIO convention in San Fran-
cisco.

Officials like Secretary Ickes and Solicitor
General Jackson were gravely disturbed by
the appointment of the War Resources Board.
Colonel Harrington and his aides at WPA
have warned in public speeches against scrap-
ping WPA and relying on a war boom to
absorb the unemployed. The House liberal
bloc led by Rep. John Coffee has spoken up in
favor of maintaining the Bill of Rights and
curbing war profiteers; in general this bloc
appears to have the potentialities of becoming
a more important factor than it was at the
last session. .

In the labor movement, in Congress, and in
the administration there will be opposition to
our involvement in war. As it receives support
from the country, that resistance will become
bolder and more stubborn. The fact remains,
however, that there will be no real safety
either for our peace or our democracy until
the war in Europe ends.

When William Z. Foster appeared before
the Dies committee recently, he answered
taunts against the Soviet Union with the
calm prediction that the United States and
the Soviet Union would dictate the peace
terms of the war in Europe. Since that time
suggestions that the United States enter the
war situation as a mediator have begun to
arouse genuine interest in Washington. Fos-
ter’s statement may yet turn out to be pro-
phetic. In any event, it is a goal worth work-
ing for.

Apam LarIN.
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British Dilemma: Turkish Delight

Fifty miles from the Turkish border lies Mosul, Britain’s oil cache. Britain is seeking Turkish
friendship. What_ransom should Britain offer Turkey? Only one guess allowed.

r I VHAT Turkey is the key to the Balkans
is a well known truism familiar even
to certain illiterate radio commen-

tators. But a too literal interpretation of

the metaphor leads them off the track. For
geographic keys, unlike the liandle-shank-and-
bit products of the locksmith’s ingenuity, often
have bits at either end of the shank. Two op-
posite bits fitting two opposite keyholes. Tur-
key is just such a key. At one end of the

Turkish key is a bit that opens and closes the

Balkan lock. At the other end of the Turkish

key is a bit that fits even more snugly into

the Near East keyhole. It is this end of the
key that the oracles of the ether have never
taken into consideration, and it is in this key-
hole that the key. is most likely to be turned.

For months feverish negotiations have been
going on between the Anglo-French bloc and
the Turks and between the Russians and the

Turks. The negotiations at the Kremlin are, of

course, to use a phrase very much in vogue

now, “‘shrouded in a veil of Asiatic mystery.”

But the negotiations at London are merely

shrouded in London fog—plus the broadcloth

veil of British propaganda. There have been
columns of erudite discussions reminding

Turkey of her traditional interest in the

Balkans and the Black Sea. There has been

the usual responsa about the Dardanelles, the

Bosporus and Constantinople—and occasion-

ally a more realistic note, mentioning T'urkey’s

concern over fascist Italy’s threatening posi-
tion in the Dodecanese Islands off the coast
of Asia Minor.

UNMENTIONABLE WORD

But there was one word that was never
allowed to creep into the newspaper and radio
dispatches and comments on the Anglo-French-
Turkish negotiations—though it was the most
ubiquitous word in the minds of the negotia-
tors, if not on their tongues. A dirty word but,
like all dirty words, connoting vital functional
relations. A smelly word, smelling of a liquid
as important to the alimentary system of in-
dustry as fats are to the human alimentary
system—now you know it: oil. I do not know
the Turkish word for oil but I should not be
surprised if in Turkish, oil and Mosul—a
certain district in northern British-controlled
Irag—are synonymous. Thereby hangs a tale,

As a penalty for not being on the win-
ning side during the first imperialist war,
Turkey, by the Treaty of Sevres, 1920, was
shorn of half its vast territory and one-third
of its population. Palestine, Syria, Mesopo-
tamia, Mosul, Hedjaz and Yemen in Asia,
and practically all their territory in Europe
were surrendered by the Turks. In addition
the Dardanelles were “demilitarized,” that is,
they were occupied and garrisoned by the
Allied fleet and an Allied Straits Commission

was installed as the de facto authorities in
Constantinople. A puppet government that
‘was about as independent as the Japanese
puppet governments in China was allowed to
rule at Constantinople.

GREEK INVASION

But the Allied champions of self-determina-
tion had still other plans for Turkey. The
plans were to occupy the Anatolian torso
which was left of Turkey after the Thracian,
Syria-Palestinian, Mesopotamian, and Hedjaz-
Yemen limbs had been hacked off, and divide
it into spheres of influence among Britain,
France, and Italy. In 1920 the temper of the
British, French, and Italian people was such
that it was impossible to incite them to shed
their blood in another imperialist war in Ana-
tolia. The Allies therefore had to fall back
on the technique they followed in their Rus-
sian intervention. Just as in 1920 they tried to
use Poland as a weapon with which to crush
the young Soviet republic, so in 1921 they
inflated the Venezelos regime of Greece with
fantasies about reviving the Byzantine em-
pire, and goaded it into an invasion of Ana-
tolia. The Greek invasion united the Turkish
people in 1921 as the Polish invasion of the
Ukraine and White Russia united the Russian
people in 1920. Under the leadership of Gen.
Mustapha Kemal, a veteran of the World
Woar, a provisional government was organized
in Ankara in the interior of Anatolia which
repudiated - the concessions of the puppet
regime in Constantinople. That same year
the leaders of the new Turkey drew up a
statement of aims known in Turkish history
as the National Pact, which stressed the fol-
lowing: “All Turkish territories inhabited by
non-Arabic peoples are inviolable parts of
Turkey. All Turkish territories inhabited by
Arabic people are to be given self-determina-
tion.”

AID FROM THE SOVIETS

Help for the struggling new Turkey came
from an unexpected quarter. Their traditional
Russian foe, now a free confederation of so-
cialist nations, recognized the Ankara govern-

ment in 1921, and soon arms, munitions, and

military advisers were flowing from the Soviet
Union to help the Turks in their War of
Independence. The Soviet Union, which had
just ejected British imperialism from the Baku
oil district, did not relish the idea of having
it bob up as a neighbor in Turkey.

The invading Greeks met the same fate in
Anatolia that the invading Poles met in Rus-
sia, After penetrating deep into Anatolia the
Greek army was crushed by a Turkish counter-
offensive and by the beginning of 1923 the
Greek government was compelled to sue for
peace. Peace, however, was not up to the

Greek government but. to the Anglo-French
employers of the Greek trigger men. At the
Lausanne Conference, the Allies gave up all
claims to Anatolia, canceled the famous Ca-
pitulations (extraterritorial rights of their
citizens in Turkey), and returned eastern
Thrace, including the Dardanelles and Con-
stantinople, to Turkey. Turkey, however, was
forbidden to fortify the Straits and the ques-
tion of Mosul, a disputed district in northern
Mesopotamia that had been forcibly occupied
by British troops during the Greco-Turkish
war, was left to a decision of the Anglo-
French-dominated League of Nations.

Mosul, the northern part of what is now
Iraq, is inhabited by the Kurds, a mixed
Turko-Persian people, native to a region
partly in Turkey and partly in Persia. The
Turks were willing to relinquish their claims
to the Arabic-speaking provinces that had been
torn away from them by the Allies. But by
the terms of the sacred National Pact, which
was the Turkish Declaration of Independence,
they were committed to the principle that all
the non-Arabic territories of Turkey were in-
violably Twurkish. Britain had no special in-
terest in Kurdish independence and certainly
Kurdish independence was not served by mak-
ing Kurdish upper Mesopotamia part of
Arabic lower Mesopotamia. But unfortunately
for Turkish national aspirations, the Kurdish
Mosul district happened to be one of the rich-
est oil districts in Asia. The League of Nations
showed a sympathetic understanding of
Britain’s incurable fondness for oil and on
Dec. 16, 1925, awarded the Mosul district to
British-mandated Iraq.

“MOSUL IS TURKISH”

Turkey refused to accept the League’s deci-
sion as binding on her. “Mosul is Turkish,”
declared Kemal, “and nothing can ever change
that fact. We want the whole of the former
vilayet of Mosul on both sides of the Tigris,
and mandate or no mandate, we will not
abandon that view.” The Russian reaction
was prompt. The day after the League’s de-

- cision was announced, Soviet Foreign Com-

missar Chicherin signed what was very close
to a Mutual Assistance Pact with Turkey.

Both the Turks and the British mobilized
for war and for six months there was a dan-
gerous tension on the Iraq border. Finally, on
June 5, 1926, the Turks backed down and
accepted a compromise giving them “10 per-
cent of the royalties received from Mosul oil
for twenty-five years.”

But the Turks have never forgotten, nor
are they likely to forget, Mosul. Their friend-
ship with the Soviet Union rests on the pro-
found gratitude of the Turkish people for aid
in a very critical period. But the flirtations
that Turkish diplomacy from time to time
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indulges in with British diplomacy, rest merely
on the hope of balancing the British imperialist
menace against the French and Italian menace
and, since 1933, the menace of Nazi Germany.
Turkey has not forgotten Mosul. On the con-
trary. The new, rearmed, industrialized
Turkey, which with Soviet technical assistance
and financial aid has just completed its first
“five year plan,” has probably a much wider
political horizon than that which satisfied it
at the time of the National Pact.

But it is not in the Balkans that Turkish
political ambitions lie, though the British are
only too anxious to direct them there instead
of Mosul. Ethnic, religious, and geographic
considerations make unfeasible any Turkish
ambitions to regain the old position of the
Ottoman empire in the Balkans. There are
no such barriers in the Near East. Sooner or
later Turkey, as the strongest Islamic power,
will attempt to regain its position in the Near
East. This means not only Mosul but the
whole of Iraq. Not only Iraq but ultimately
both Syria and (Zionists, take notice!) Pales-
tine. Britain’s haste to have Iraq admitted to
the League of Nations in 1932—the only one
of her mandates to be thus favored—was
simply a form of registering its disputed Mosul
real estate with the League of Nation’s land
office. The British-inspired scheme of a United
States of Arabia, originally concocted during
the Ethiopian crisis as a barrier against Italy,
may Some day be revived as a barrier against
Turkey.

TURKEY'S GROWING STRENGTH

Turkey’s progress on the road to the re-
covery of her former position in the eastern
Mediterannean has kept pace with her grow-
ing military and industrial strength based on
her “five year plan,” which has produced a
crop of thousands of new state-controlled,
state-financed industrial establishments. In
five years Turkey increased her industry from
1,473 plants employing 50,579 workers to
65,245 plants employing 255,855 workers.

The new Turkey registered her first diplo-
matic victory when Britain, France, and Italy
were forced to cancel the provision of the
Treaty of Lausanne forbidding Turkey to
fortify the Straits. In July 1939 France
was forced to return the Sanjak of Alexan-
dretta in northwest Syria to Turkey, a posi-
tion from which Turkey can now out-flank
the French army in Syria.

In view of this obvious drift of Turkish
foreign policy, it is all the more remarkable
that for months, in all the speculations about
the negotiations in London, not a word about
Turkey’s Near Eastern ambitions has been al-
lowed to penetrate the eyes and ears of the
public. On October 5 the first rift in the Lon-
don fog developed. A London dispatch to the
New York Times speaks guardedly of a Rus-
sian “demand” “that Turkey should disinterest
herself in the Balkans and concentrate her
activity in the eastern Mediterranean.” It
remained, however, for the doddering apolo-
gist of British imperialism, William Philip
Simms, to forget his cues and spill the beans
before the innocent readers of the New York

World-Telegram. Without mentioning that
Mosul had been a bone of contention between
Turkey and Britain for fourteen years and
that the Soviet Union had from the very first
backed Turkey’s claim to Mosul, Simms says:

Mosul, opposite the site of the ancient biblical
city of Nineveh, where Jonah is reputed to be
buried, is ifi Iraq, rich in oil, which the British
pipe out across the Holy Land to the Mediterranean.
. . . Moscow, it is said, wishes Turkey to.use her
influence to make trouble for the British and French
in Iraq, Persia, Arabia, Syria, Palestine, Egypt, and
other Moslem countries. . . . While Turkish-Russian
relations have been good of late, Britain and France
have likewise enjoyed friendly relations with Tur-
key. Foreign Minister Saracoglu’s visit to Moscow
therefore may have vital bearing on the future
course of the war.

Here we have it at last—the dirty word,
oil. Mosul oil which the British fear may
supplant the Straits as the symbol of Turkish
foreign policy. Mr. Simms has stumbled on
the fact that the Turkey of today is contem-
porary with Chamberlain and not with Dis-
raeli. He has forgotten, however, that the
Russia of Stalin is not the Russia of Alexander
II. But modern Turkey is well aware of it.

It must be annoying to British diplomacy
to find that despite all its attempts to pry
Turkey loose from the Soviet Union, Soviet-
Turkish friendship remains the premise of any
treaty that Turkey can be persuaded to sign.
The profound gratitude of the Turkish nation
to the Soviet Union for coming to its rescue

at a time when every other nation had de-.

serted it is one of the reasons for this puzzling
diplomatic constancy. But in the final analysis,
nations are actuated by more material con-
siderations than a profound sense of gratitude.
British diplomacy is aware of that fact and
is no doubt busy thinking up “more material
considerations” to overcome Turkey’s ‘queer
sense of gratitude to the Soviet Union. Heg-
emony in the Balkans is probably one of
these- “considerations.” But Turkey will never
warm up to the idea of repeating the disas-
trous role of the Ottoman empire in the
Balkans. Its present European perch on the
little corner remaining of its Balkan empire
does not show up large on the map but it is
a snug little position of tremendous strategic
strength—ideally defensible from its Asiatic
base. This position would in no way be dis-
turbed if the Soviet Union regained Bessa-
rabia, a province illegally seized by Rumania
during the Russian Civil War. Turkey’s only
worry in the Balkans is how to keep Germany
out of them and the Black Sea, and in that
the Soviet Union can be much more of a
help than Britain. The only acceptable thing
that Britain is willing to offer Turkey is the
help of her fleet against Italian designs on
Asia Minor from the Italian bases in the
Dodecanese Islands.

WHAT CAN BRITAIN OFFER?

The only “material consideration” that
might make Turkey forget its gratitude to the
Soviet Union is Mosul, which means, sooner
or later, all of Iraq and ultimately Syria and
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oiL. Turkey’s ambitions point at Iraq’s Mosul region, rich in oil. The precious mineral is
piped to the Mediterranean through France’s Syria and Britain’s Palestine. All three lands,
Iraq, Syria, and Palestine, are in the line of a stronger Turkey’s ultimate expansion back
to her former power in the Near East. France and England will find Turkey’s price for
renouncing her friendship with the Soviet too high.
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Palestine. Britain might make the supreme
sacrifice and offer Turkey the rest of French
Syria for an alliance as it previously sacrificed
the Alexandretta part of French Syria for
that same consideration. But Britannia cannot
afford to sacrifice Iraq and Palestine—Iraq
because it exported 4,272,000 tons of oil in
1938, and Palestine because it is the strategic
safety pin that keeps her imperial drawers up.
The interests of the Soviet Union and
T'urkey, on the other hand, have no points of
serious friction. Both of them are interested in
keeping Germany out of the Balkans and the
Black Sea. Instead of having any irredentist
claims on the Soviet Union, Turkey is aware
that the Soviet Union freely ceded the Cau-
casian province of Kars to the weak, newborn
Turkey in 1921, a province that Germany had
compelled Russia to cede to Turkey by the
Treaty of Brest-Litovsk. : _
In the coarse language to which the fine
phrases of diplomacy reduce themselves, the
Soviet Union has nothing that Turkey wants
and Turkey wants nothing that is likely to
endanger the Soviet Union, despite all
the efforts of British diplomacy to stimulate
such wants. On the other hand, Britain,
France, and Italy—primarily Britain—have
the very things that Turkey most covets.
Despite all the treaties that Turkey will sign
with Britain, Turkey will continue to want
Iraq and ultimately Palestine (Jews may find

Turkey a more dependable host than Britain),
and Britain will be unable to offer it any
satisfactory substitute. This is a pathetic
dilemma for the British empire but you can-
not pick up one-quarter of the world’s avail-
able real estate with 500,000,000 tenants
without running into trouble sooner or later.
This pathetic dilemma of the British Empire
in the Near East is the Soviet Union’s best
safeguard against any London-Berlin machi-
nations both in that quarter and in the
Balkans.
AvrTER Bropy.

Wall Street Cashes In

USINESS barometers are going up. The
New York Times reports a business-
activity level of 102 for the week ending
September 30, a jump of over ten points
since the war began. Steel operations have
reached 8714 percent of theoretical capacity.
Nevertheless, Big Business spokesmen are
emphasizing caution and reserve in a rather
coy way. For one thing there is considerable
uncertainty about the continuation of the
war. Last Friday, there was almost alarm on
the Stock Exchange when Hitler and the
Soviet Union both suggested peace in Europe.
There are also grave questions about the
financing of Latin American trade. Sumner

“Boy oh boy!

W ait ’til you hear
my plan for localizing
the war!”

Colin Allen

October 17, 1939 NM

Welles’ speech from Panama last week em-
phasized the great opportunities for American
capitalists to preempt Latin American trade
markets of both Germany and Great Britain.
But in view of existing default by South
American countries on some $1,200,000,000
of dollar bonds, business leaders hesitate to
offer private credits. On the other hand, if
the government offers credits through the Ex-
port-Import Bank as in the case of Brazil
and Bolivia a while ago, that might help
finance South American trade, but it could
not square with tory demands that the gov-
ernment tighten its purse strings in the present
crisis.

More than that, it seems clear that smaller
business is not sharing in the economic upturn.
Purchasing agents report that the “smaller
companies dependent on others for their raw
materials cannot guarantee future prices while
the larger, integrated organizations control-
ling the production of the basic raw material
for their product are in a better position to
accept future business at today’s prices.”

There is also grave doubt about the pros-
pect of substantial reemployment. Colonel
Harrington, WPA administrator, warned last
week that “Those who indulge in dreams of
putting all our unemployed to work on war
orders, or on goods to be sold to neutral
countries, may well be overshooting the mark.”

“I say to business and industry,” Harring-
ton challenged, “provide real jobs for those
WPA workers and you can have them, and
welcome. But do not ask us to dismiss any
more because of predicted jobs to come from
the European war!”

Big Business, of course, rejects such advice.
It is true that the anticipation of war orders
has prompted the rather general support of
the President’s proposal for scrapping the
embargo. But there is a deeper and more
ominous reason for this: the intention of Big
Business to exploit the present moment in
order to smash the social gains of labor and
wrest governmental control for itself. This
strategy was best expressed in the speech of
former Under-Secretary of the Treasury
Arthur Ballantine, before the Bankers Club
in New York. The New York Times para-
phrased the essence of his remarks as follows:
“to take advantage of what is described as
sound business improvement in order to bring
to a halt the unproductive spending by the
government, check deficit financing . . . and
make an earnest effort to bring the federal
budget into balance.”

Meanwhile, Secretary of Commerce Harry
Hopkins reports that dividend payments for
the first eight months of 1939 were $5,483,-
000,000, an increase of more than $100,000,-
000 over the same period last year. Hopkins
predicted that dividend rates for the final
quarter of 1939 would be higher than even
in the first eight months.

Capitalism today operates at a double stand-
ard. Economic upturn means higher prices for
the workers, that is, actual wage cuts. For
the coupon clippers, it means fatter bank
balances from stocks and bonds.
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Europe’s Forgotten Men

Political exiles in France, anti-fascist refugees all, are herded into concentration camps as the

imperialist war gets underway.

The conference of the Intergovernmental Committee
on Refugees at the White House next month will
have as the first point on its agenda the outlining
of the entire European refugee problem in the light
of the radically changed conditions brought about
by the war.—New York Herald Tribune, Sept. 21,
1939.

7] apicaLLy changed”! The week be-
R fore war was declared, on Sunday,
August 26, I sat on the grass under
a linden tree listening to a group of young
Germans singing. One of the boys had a har-
monica and as he lay on his back looking up
at the sky, playing a soft accompaniment, he
seemed for the moment to have taken himself
and all of them back to Nuremberg, or the
Black Forest—to a beautiful Sunday after-
noon when everything could be forgotten
except the stirring words of a worker’s song
or the lilting tune of “O, Suzanna, das leben
ist so schoen.” ‘

But it wasn’t Nuremberg. It was a scraggly
wood on the outskirts of Bonneuil—one of
the Communist municipalities surrounding
Paris, And it was the ‘“‘camp” of the Self-Aid
Committee for German Political Refugees,
literally wrested out of the wilderness by
willing hands. It had taken two years to get
the ground, clear it, level it, put up tents,
and finally—for this summer of 1939—a main
“building” housing the central kitchen, hos-
pital, and shelter for young children.

From my tree, you could see only the front
of the building, about thirty feet long and
nine feet high, except for the “tower.” It was
painted light brown with cross beams in a
darker shade and the tower sported a gay
red cock—a little one which couldn’t turn
around—and under him a window box with
three geraniums and two French flags hanging
over the sides. “Just like Nuremberg,” Anna
informed me.

THREE ROOMS

Anna’s freckled face was wreathed in smiles
as she listened to the singing. She is well over
forty, and her shoulders droop with a tiredness
that has very evidently accumulated over
many years. But. she had bared them to the
afternoon sun and had become a quite different
person from the woman I had met five days
back in the refugee kitchen in Paris. She had
had very little time to speak to me then be-
cause food was being served—the one meal
a day made available by the kitchen. The en-
tire premises consisted of three rooms, one of
them devoted to the cooking machinery. The
other two—filled with rough wooden tables
covered with threadbare brown oilcloth and
seating six persons each on backless benches—
tried by the paintings on the whitewashed walls
to distract attention from the ceilings whose

plaster was peeled into ribbons. The paintings
represented different areas and industries of
the homeland, and flanked the wall bulletin
boards filled with neatly typed announcements,
instructions, and clippings. The most moving
exhibit was a hand-lettered handbook on each
page of which was a paper model of an easily
constructed tent.

_Anna came and sat at our table after I had

‘been shown through the cooking department.

The facilities are the most primitive and in-
adequate—the potatoes were steaming in a
battered washboiler. In charge of this “appa-
ratus” were an old man of well over sixty and
an elderly woman. The old man rubbed his
gnarled hands on his apron and, before he
said “hello,” began apologizing for the appear-
ance of the kitchen. If it was not “American
style,” he said, that was only because of
“finanze.” The meal consisted of boiled beef,
plenty of potatoes, string beans, and black
coffee. Sugar was distributed from a paper
box, and most of those present looked at it
and then refused to take any. There was bread
but no butter.

My eyes wandered from one crowded table
to the next. Most of these refugees are young
but each face is worn. They talked with great
animation and laughed. It was wonderful to
hear them laugh. This kitchen—which was
two years old—had literally saved their lives.
It had provided finally one meal a day for
2,500 political refugees who had previously
had to go without even that meager guarantee
of subsistence.

REAL ANTI-FASCISTS

This figure of 2,500 includes only Ger-

mans. It doesn’t include Austrians or Sudetens
(of whom France admitted only about twenty
in any case) and it does not include the much
larger figure of Jewish refugees. But it does
include the real anti-fascist fighters. As the
president of the committee, Siegfried Raedel,
emphasized, theirs is a non-partisan or-
ganization but its firm prerequisite is that its
aid is given only to ‘‘real political refugees
and still anti-fascist fighters.”
* Raedel, short, stocky, with sandy red hair,
was for nine years Reichstag member fram
Saxony. He was reelected in 1933 to the last
real Reichstag in Germany. He remained in
the country, after Hitler, until 1935, leading
in the underground movement. Anna is his
wife. The droop in her shoulders is explained
by the fact that she spent three years in a
Nazi concentration camp, eight months in
Swiss prison when she finally managed to
escape, and, she says with an ironical twinkle
in her eye, a few weeks in a French jail, so
that she has become quite an authority on
international prison regime.

!
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What will the Washington Conference bring them?

Snatches of conversation reached me from
other tables. They were almost entirely de-
voted to the German-Soviet pact. Here there
were no doubts, no waverings, no question-
ings. Here was only jubilation at the fact that
Hitler had been forced into a non-aggression
pact with the land of socialism—and how they
laughed when they said, imagine Goebbels and
even the littlest monsters among the Storm
Troopers deprived of their main weapon, the
anti-Bolshevik war cry. (Raedel called it “die
anti-Bolshevistische walze.”)

At about 1:20 I noticed some restlessness
on all sides. What time was it? Was it 1:30
yet? I looked at Anna, who laughed again.
The rules of the kitchen were firmly enforced
—no smoking until 1:30 when everybody has
eaten! There is a battered alarm clock on the
shelf set to go off at exactly 1:30. No one
cheats but they all fidget a little—and a tall
thin man with the steel gray hair and steel-
firm eyes (he was the commander of the Ger-
mans in the International Brigade in Spain)
says wryly that he is sure the clock is slow
and that he intends at once to correct the
situation. Finally the rusty alarm went off and
the rooms were immediately filled with clouds
of blue smoke.

NO MONEY

Raedel (he is also a member of the League
of Nations Liaison Committee for German
Refugees) was busy settling problems in vari-
ous corners of the room. Things are bad in
the kitchen. All refugees are deprived of the
right to work. Ways and means were found
for some to work—and they paid 7 francs for
their meal. But most of the refugees could pay
nothing. The treasury of the committee was

‘very low. They were somewhat worried be-

cause they knew they could not count—they
would not count—on the French labor move-
ment for much more support because every-
thing must go to the 250,000 Spanish refugees
in the concentration camps. They themselves
have contributed from their own funds in
addition to the funds they help collect for the
Spanish victims of fascism.

But they have other expenses—besides the
miserable 1,000 francs a month (at present rate
of exchange less than $30) that would assure
the smooth functioning of the kitchen. It was
possible to become “legalized’” in France even
after entering the country illegally as most of
the politicals were forced to do. The real ob-
stacle was the 500 francs it cost. It cost only
460 francs for the precious carte d’identite
but about six applications had to be filled out,
each of which cost at least 5 francs—and it
lasted for only two years when it had to be
renewed with another 500 francs. It took
months—a year and a half in at least one case

.o
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—to get the papers, and the date of expira-
tion was determined by the date of application

so that it often meant 1,000 francs in one year ]

for a single refugee.

Then there were health problems. -Raedel
sighed: just now the problem of a funeral.
Bertha died two days ago. She hasn’t been
buried yet, not only because there isn’t enough
money for the funeral itself, but not enough
to pay the fare of her husband for whom per-
mission had been obtained to leave the concen-
tration camp where he was interned with other
German fighters for democracy in Spain.

But, Raedel smiled, we will manage, be-
cause you will send us help from America—
and you will come on Sunday to our camp.
And when he said the word camp his whole
face lighted up.

AT BONNEUIL

That’s how I came to be sitting under a
tree outside Bonneuil listening to German
songs on the Sunday before war was declared.
Raedel was swimming in the Seine Canal
when we arrived. With me was a Czech
woman, a refugee herself and, incidentally,
the person almost solely responsible for the
evacuation of some nine hundred political
refugees from Praha after March 15. Raedel
begged us to excuse him while he finished his
swim. He left to Anna the job of playing
hostess, and splashed off with the complete
enjoyment of a very young boy.

Anna put her arms around us and led us
off. As we entered the clearing a woman—
tall, thin, in blue shorts, white sweater, and
bright red bandanna—came forward to greet
us with a smile that was as warm as the sky.
Her right hand was extended in greeting. For
a moment the answering smile on my face
froze, when Anna said, “This is the wife of
Edgar Andre.” What does one say to the
wife of a Communist leader whose head fell
under the Nazi ax? But Mme. Andre did the
saying. Had we seen Siegfried? Was he en-
joying his swim and did we want coffee?
Would we like to see the inside of the main
“building”? She was already leading us to-
wards it, stopping a moment to ruffle the hair
of a three-year-old boy who got underfoot.

The inside of the building gave away the
entire secret of its structure. It was all canvas
and beaverboard with amazing slogans stand-
ing on their heads—chopped indiscriminately
—"“Read Humanite! Big bargains.” Mme.
Andre laughed at our obvious but polite be-
wilderment. All this material was left over-
from the Humanite bazaar last spring; and
they had finally been provided with means of
erecting the camp’s main edifice. The floor
was good French earth raked clean. On one
wall the bazaar announcements had been
whitewashed out to make room for a historic
panorama in three panels. The first was
headed with a quotation from Thomas Mun-
zer in German. The second quoted the demo-
cratic constitution of 1848 and the third was
an appeal to unite against fascism, dated 1938.

By the time we got through examining the
building a table had been set up under a tree

by George, who had just returned from .the
Spanish veterans’ concentration camp; he was
about twenty-six, and bronzed, his hair
bleached by the sun almost as white as his
strong teeth. The table was piled high with
white bread, plum jam, and bowls of black
coffee. At it was seated an old man in a bath-
ing suit, leaning on a cane. He spoke in
clipped, precise, charming English and wanted
to speak about nothing but America. There
was no political discussion in evidence any-
where. Anna hastened to explain that it was
forbidden at the camp, which was a place for
rest. The name of the old man was Dr. Her-
mann Dunker, a leading Marxist Leninist
teacher in Germany before Hitler and head
of the Marxist Leninist institute there. He
wanted to talk about a place called “Ver-
mont,” which, he explained to Anna in Ger-
man, was so named because the mountains
are very high and green there. Then he said,
you must do one thing when you get back to
America and that is arrange at once for the
publication of Sally Bleistift, the most charm-
ing story ever written for children. The
woman who wrote it is a refugee in England.
She is fifty years old and has finally found
work and sustenance as a servant in the home
of two ancient English ladies.

By that time Raedel arrived from his swim
and as soon as he was dressed we sat under
our tree. In a soft voice, so as not to interfere
with the singing, he told me about the various
people around: That girl (about seventeen,
thin, pale, obviously a dynamo of energy) was
doing splendid work among the youth. She
had gotten across only six months ago. That
man, four years in concentration camp. That
boy, two and a half years in concentration
camp. Suddenly a plane roared overhead.
Everybody looked up. Flying over the Paris
area had been forbidden a week before. And
then two and three and soon squadrons, all
flying west. Raedel’s bushy brows met in a
foreboding frown. '

Was there any news in town, he whis-
pered? We told him of the scenes we had met
all along the road coming to the camp—
peasants leading their horses to be requi-
sitioned and standing around waiting for the
soldiers to check them in, patting the animals
with affection.

I couldn’t see the entrance to the camp
grounds from my position on the ground fac-
ing Siegfried. But suddenly his face' changed
color. That’s all, just changed color. The
singing didn’t stop. A group tossing a ball
went right ahead with its game. Others who
were strolling among the trees comtinued on
their way. I slowly turned my head to see
what had happened, and there, through the
trees, came eight gendarmes. Everybody by
this time had seen them but nothing changed.
From the building two young men went out
to meet them and took them over to one side.
Raedel went on talking, a little more slowly,
his eyes glued on the conference. The singers
sang on—their eyes glued on the conference.
The ballplayers played as vigorously as. ever
but their heads turned toward the gendarmes.

And then the gendarmes went away. Still the
discipline remained unbroken and the two
young men came over to us. “We must close
the camp in two hours.” There was no ex-
planation, merely the statement of a fact. All
eyes were now directed toward our tree but
no one moved. All waited for Raedel. “Tell
them,” he said, “to begin to get ready.” And
then he sat in complete silence for a moment.
His face had gotten back its color. But his
eyes were shining with tears and he said to
everyone and to no one in a very low voice:
“So this is finished too.”

WHERE ARE THEY NOW ?

It was not until many days later that I
learned what was happening to these magnifi-
cent people. The younger men were mobilized
—into concentration camps. The older men
were rounded up in early morning police raids
on their miserable homes and taken off to
prisons somewhere in France. To this day
even their relatives cannot learn where they
are. The women and children have evidently
been left to shift for themselves—an almost
ghastly perspective in present-day France.

‘Their plight is tragic, certainly. But having
seen them face to face, it is impossible to think
of them with despair. Nothing short of physi-
cal annihilation can crush these people. Noth-
ing can break them. Years in Hitler’s concen-
tration camps, years of starvation, years of all
the perils and privations that come with de-
voted service in the anti-fascist underground,
have brought a hard leanness to their limbs
and faces and deeper lines around their de-
termined eyes. They will continue to keep
their banner of freedom flying wherever they
are. They will never fail the forces of progress
and democracy. We must not fail them.

SAsHA SMALL.

Polish Admiral

POLISH official sources offer one of the rea-
sons the Polish people were betrayed by
their leaders, in the biographical sketch on
Rear Admiral Michael Unrug:

Born in Brandenburg, Prussia; educated in
Dresden Naval School; during the World
War was an officer in the German Navy.
1918—joined the Polish Navy in the rank of
Commander. 1925—Commander of the Polish
Navy and her organizer. 1935—advanced to
Rear Admiral. 1939—the admiral has been
commanding the Polish forces resisting the
Germans at the Peninsula of Hel near Gdynia.
Rear Admiral Unrug has great knowledge of
the entire Danzig area. During the World
War he was commander of the German
submarine base at Danzig.

How to Win Friends

DALE CARNEGIE, the big bootstrap spe-
cialist, is continuing his tour of Japan,
and the Japanese occupied areas of China,
gathering literary material. Suggested title for
the book, How to Win Dale and Influence
America by the Japanese Propaganda Office.

- -
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Associated Farmers: Sowers of Fascism—II

The lords of the valleys assemble their allies. Company unions and AFL topkicks to the
rescue of big business. The campaign against Bridges. Investigations to come.

6é ONFERENCES WITH LABOR LEADERS”
C had been a point in the program of
the Imperial Valley whitewash re-
port. Edward Vandeleur, employer-loving
secretary of the state Federation of Labor,
had been forced to grant several federal union
charters to field and shed workers, but his
heart was not in it until the Salinas shed
workers’ lettuce strike in the fall of 1936.
Then there was a ‘“‘conference” and the strike
was sold out, the union wrecked.

By now each phase of the industrial-farm
operations was developing its own ‘“front.”
For Salinas it was the Shipper-Growers As-
sociation. And in each case Associated Farmers,
Inc., played the role of storm troopers, lending
credence to the necessary fiction of “the em-
battled farmers.” Hank Strobel, director of
Associated Farmers and on - the Shipper-
Grower payroll at $300 per month, worked
hard under the guiding genius of Colonel
Sanborn, Raymond Cato of the state high-
way patrol, Sheriff Abbott and his 2,500
deputies, Hines’ Los Angeles “Red squad,”
Colonel Garrison, chief of Associated.

Field and sheds appeared conquered. But
in June 1937 the Agricultural Workers Union
of Stockton proffered aid to the unorganized
cannery workers, under protection of one of
those reluctantly issued federal union char-
ters. When cannery workers voted strike ac-
tion against recalcitrant employers, field work-
ers came to their aid. This time, front for
canners was provided by the Processors &
Growers—not a grower among them. And
again Associated furnished deputies. For of
what use pick handles unless outraged farmers
wield them? If demagogy fails there is always
the threat of crop contracts to be canceled
if strikers win. A good argument. The Stock-
ton cannery strike ended in a turmoil of
blood and sell-out, while Hearst's San Fran-
cisco Examiner printed a full-page ad of the
Processors & Growers called “THE AMER-
ICAN WAY,” with reprints circulated far
and wide by Associated. Vandeleur signed
agreements with the canners. Cannery work-
ers found themselves in unions at last—nice,
company unions,? with the field workers’
union destroyed.

Paul St. Sure, negotiating the deal, was at-
torney for the canners, attorney also for the Red
River Lumber Co., instigators of the West-
wood terrorism of more recent date. Harrison
G. Robinson, labor relations expert for Cal-
pak, was the brains behind the show. Later
he was to be farmed out as secretary for the
phony Canners Industry Board which in 1938
broke the peach market,3 smashing prices
from $45 to $5 and $6 a ton, wiping out
hundreds of small independent competitors,
hundreds of growers while Calpak sat back
wearing a face of injured innocence when

growers demanded a Department of Justice
investigation. And on another occasion, when
cherry growers struck against Calpak price
cuts, Colonel Walter E. Garrison rewarded
his Stockton storm troopers by breaking their
picket line with the aid of his old pal Sheriff
Harvey O’Dell.

ENTER BECK

In September 1937 Dave Beck of the
Teamsters Union came down from Oregon.
It was time now, high time, to tackle CIO
warehousemen united with longshoremen.
Another “conference” took place with ‘“labor
leaders.” Beck tried to split and take over
but the scheme didn’t work. Loudspeakers on
the waterfront explained the simple facts and
warehousemen, longshoremen and AFL team-
sters fraternized freely while the picket line
fizzled. Beck’s fiasco assumed comic propor-
tions. He needed an out but where to get it?

I want to call your attention to one of our most
spectaculag accomplishments during the year—the
settlement of the waterfront blockade that covered
San Francisco and was to be extended to other
Pacific Coast ports. The fight was between the team-
sters and the longshoremen. The blockade had con-
tinued for more than four weeks. President Roosevelt
had sought to intervene without results; so had
Mayor Rossi of San Francisco; so had the Chamber
of Commerce. Then the Associated Farmers moved
in. Our argument was brief and to the point. We
met with a committee of the Teamsters Union show-
ing them the ruinous effect this blockade was having
upon the farmers who were not parties to the dispute.
We told them we knew there would be no use of
appealing to the CIO . . .
squarely up to the teamsters. Within three hours
the blockade was lifted. [Col. Walter E. Garrison,
speaking at the Annual Convention of AF, Dec. 4,
1937.]

The press lent all possible aid to the gag.
The Teamsters Union had heeded the heart-
rending pleas of the farmers. But in Southern
California, truckers, encouraged by Dan To-
bin, grew militant and Associated Farmers,
led by Hugh Osborne of Imperial Valley,
organized the “Farmers Transportation Asso-
ciation,” set up ‘a blacklist apparatus, urged
“farmers” to hire only through the Associa-
tion. ‘“The right to move our crops to market.”
“The Freedom of the Highways Is as Sacred
as the Freedom of Speech.” Best slogan
since Abraham Lincoln, since Jefferson, said
the Pacific Rural Press, mouthpiece for Asso-
ciated. But be careful how you use it. Don’t
mention Teamsters. Who’s blocking those
highways? Bridges and his waterfront, his
goon squads! Makes better copy.

When the United Cannery, Agricultural,
Packing & Allied Workers of America, afhli-
ated to the CIO, set up District 2 in Cali-
fornia late in the fall of 1937, with offices

so we put the matter-

adjoining those of Harry Bridges, West Coast
CIO director, there was pandemonium and
hysterics. Field, to shed, to cannery, to ware-
house to waterfront. Or vice versa, maybe.
Would CIO’s “march inland” cripple the
attack from the rear! The NLRB had started
its probe of the Vandeleur cannery unions,
the wreckage of Salinas. The NRLB was a
menace. So was industrial unionism. So was
Harry Bridges.

In November and December 1937 six#
unheralded conventions took place, starting
with the state Chamber of Commerce, ending
with the Associated Farmers, covering all
phases of the interlocking industry. And all
adopted resolutions, handed down from one
convention to the next. Against a unicameral
legislature, social security, Wagner act.
Against taxes and relief. But most important
of all, they resolved upon a new definition of
agricultural labor. Agricultural labor, decided
the terrified food trust, was to include “any
employee engaged in the production of any
agricultural commodity, preparing it for mar-
ket or delivering it to market,” such agricul-
tural labor to be excluded from the provisions
of the wages-hours bill, social security, Wag-
ner act. Thus was born the Agricultural Pro-
ducers Labor Committee, full-blown in 1939
as the Ivan McDaniel food-trust lobby, one
of the most expensive lobbies in Washington,
D. C., exposed by Elmer F. Andrews, Ad-
ministrator of the Fair Labor Standards Act,
as an Associated Farmer “baby.”5s

The state Chamber of Commerce, through
its official organ,® keynoted for all the con-
ventions in an article entitled “A United
Front for California.” ‘“The forces which
threaten business stability in California,” said
the Chamber, “must be met with concerted,
aggressive action if business is to survive.”
The year 1938—election year—was just
around the corner.

THINGS BEGIN TO MOVE

From now on the tempo quickened. First,
that mass base to be gathered from the rural
counties. No more talk about 50,000 members.
Paper’s no good. Had to make it stick. Emis-
saries were sent out, organized mass meetings
in every one of the forty-three rural counties.
Already set up were county units. They had’
to be broadened, a regular dues-paying system
installed, $3 per year. The mass meetings,
held usually in the county school house or
city hall, were blood-curdling affairs. The
same corps of speakers, in the same four-voiced
fugue: Communism, Bridges, Freedom of the
Highways, Membership. That label — that
union label on each bale of hay, each cow,
if you don’t join. If that failed, there was
always the matter of the needed crop loan.

“Glad to see farmers getting together,”
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says a small farmer. “What we need is organi-
zation. Will this outfit organize cooperatives?
We sure need cooperatives.” ‘“Uh—well—yes.
Later on. Sure thing. Sign here,” says the
gentleman in the leather puttees, English im-
ported wool shirt, cowboy hat, his hands and
neck lily white.

“Christ, we can’t pay anymore wages.
Prunes—cent and a half a pound. Can’t even
pay taxes. What did he call ’em—goon squad-
rons?”’

“If they come walking into my ranch I'll
get oyt my old shotgun. Union label on my
cow? Let 'em try it!”

“They say all the highways are blocked
near San Francisco. Have to pay tribute to
get through. Why don’t they deport that damn
red alien?”

In Los Angeles, Paul Shoup of Southern
Pacific Railroad, about to retire, rolled up
his sleeves, organized “Southern Californians,
Inc.” to meet the threat of unions. Women
of the Pacific and Neutral Thousands sprang
to life with the aid of Chandler of the L. A.
Times. Pro-America blossomed. Associated
Women of Orange County drew up a pro-
gram against Communism. Mendocino County
passed a brand new ordinance, requiring the
licensing of union organizers, sponsored by
Associated.” There was increasing talk of an
Associated Farmers of America, Inc., as units
were implemented in Oregon, Washington,
Arizona, Montana, and an organizational
drive scheduled for Minnesota. Stanley Morse
of Farmers Independence Council and Schill-
ing of Hoover’s Farm Board came to Cali-
fornia, fetched blueprints from the Russ
Building. The blueprints proved useless when
the Lubin Society sent advance information

on Colonel Garrison and Associated to Minne-.

sota, ruining the build-up, spiking the drive.
Harper Knowles, Dies’ witch hunter, chief
Bridges-baiter, became president of Associ-
ated in California while Colonel Garrison
was promoted to West Coast president.

In San Francisco, the exposed anti-labor
Industrial Association was discarded for the
new “public opinion” getter, the Committee
of Forty-three, promptly made the recipient
of a great hue and cry from the hinterland—
a threatened “boycott” of San Francisco un-
less San Francisco would clean house, stop
strikes, get rid of Bridges. This from the rear,
concocted in the Russ Building, while the
streamlined Committee of Forty-three took
the problem of the waterfront to the local
citizenry. In a few weeks the campaign was on.
The “farmers” demanded a showdown, a
hearing. They came to town—the entire paid
field staff, Philip Bancroft jogging in from
his Bancroft Building on Market Street.

EVERYONE “PLAYED BALL”

The impartial Committee of Forty-three
heard the complaints. Mayor Rossi, the press,
everyone played ball while the comedy was
on. Included in the Committee of Forty-three
were directors of Miller & Lux, Tyler Island
Farms, California Delta Farms, Calpak, Kern
County Land Co., Newhall Land & Farming

Co., Southern Pacific, Santa Fe, P. G. & E,,
California Lands, Inc., and the six leading
banks.?

They did a fade-out when the CIO called
their bluff, demanded a Town Hall meeting
and told all. But the CIO failed to reach the
hinterland and the rural counties were left
with the impression that all hell was loose in
the big city.

Soon afterwards, when the San Francisco
Distributors Association, guided by Almon
E. Roth, now head of the new S. F. Employ-
ers Council, circulated their “hot” box car,
creating a lockout of all warehousemen, Hank
Strobel again came to town, this time to offer
the services of Salinas strong men to the dis-
tributors, the great fight between city and
country evidently mended.

By the middle of 1938 Associated Farmers,
Inc., had consolidated its stranglehold on local

Reference

1 Colonel Sanborn, who, with Harper Knowles,
evaded a La Follette Civil Liberties subpoena
for weeks, was publisher of the notorious Red-
baiting waterfront sheet, the California Citi-
zen, self-appointed coordinator for the Salinas
strike.

2See reports of National Labor Relations
Board. -

8 See Consumers Union, September 1938, pages
12 and 13 (West Coast supplement).

4 California Farm Bureau Federation, Fruit
Growers & Farmers Convention (held under
auspices of Department of Agriculture, Hutch-
ison presiding), Wool Growers Association,
Milk Dealers Association, state Chamber and
Associated Farmers.

5 See Confidential Neavs Service, pubhshed by
the Lubin Society, May issue.

8 California—Magarine of Pacific Business—
November 1937.

7 Mendocino County ordinance, requiring the
licensing of union organizers, virtually de-
stroys right to organize. Violations of any of
the stringent “rules and regulations” is penal-
ized by $500 fine or six months in jail. License
renewal every three months. No test cases
ever made of ordinance. When passed, copies
sent by request to twenty different county
units of Associated Farmers.

8 For complete interlocks of Committee of
Forty-three, write to Simon Lubin Society.

9 The Legislature Forecloses—Lubin Society,
25 California Street, San Francisco. The People
Be Damned, pamphlet by Jack Young, pub-
lished by People’s World, San Francisco.

10 See Chamber of Commerce magazine, Cali-
fornia—Magazine of Pacific Business, Jan-
uary 1939; 350 Bush Street, San Francisco.
Article entitled, “Laboratory of Labor Rela-
tions,” in which they tip their hand on
both the Associated Farmers and the Em-
ployers Council.

rural government, dominated some 300 of the
600-odd California newspapers, created hy-
steria in the rural towns against the CIO,
against Bridges. It had led the attack against
reciprocal trade treaties, against Wallace,
against the Farm Security Administration and
government relief policies, setting up the Cali-
fornia Citizens Association in Kern County
to cope with the latter two. It had built a
mass base of some 25,000 small farmers and
rural townspeople, set up strong organizations
in Arizona and Oregon, though it was chased
to cover by the NLRB in Washington State.
It had purchased Arizona’s leading farm jour-
nal and Kemper Marley, chief of Arizona’s
state highway patrol. It had gained complete
control of the top leadership in the Farm Bu-
reau, Farmers Union (California chapter),
sent fifth columns into some of the Grange
locals. It had selected its rural candidates for
the 1938 elections and rolled up its sleeves to
put over the infamous anti-picketing Initiative
to reenforce their local ordinances, and in-
clude the strong trade union centers.

INTERLOCKING FASCISM

When the smoke of elections had cleared
away, they had failed in three respects. They
had failed to elect their U. S. senatorial can-
didate, Philip Bancroft, failed to pass their
Initiative, though rolling up nearly a million
votes, and failed to defeat Olson and Patter-
son. But in the 1939 state legislature they
were revealed to be the dominant anti-labor,
anti-progressive force, storm troopers again
for the power trust, food trust, Red-baiters,
steering committee for the state senate’s baby

. Dies committee. What is more “important,

they were steering committee for the destruc-
tion of all decent small-farmer legislation,?
all labor legislation. Through their California
contingent they successfully blocked all Con-
gressional migratory-labor legislation, aided
and abetted the Dies appropriation. And in
the Harry Bridges deportation hearing, they
were revealed again as chief aides of the ship-
owners.

In this, the third stage of their development,
they are at last out in the open as agents of
finance capital, pure and simple. Though they
enter the general arena of interlocking fascism,
through connection with the Nazi Bund, Silver
Shirts, Knights of the White Camellia, labor
spy ring, their policies must of necessity under-
go a surface change, to meet the Olson elec-
torate and growing exposure. Gone the pick
handle brigade vocabulary, though the tech-
nique is still in use. Gone are Harper Knowles,
Colonel Garrison. In their place are glib
Harold Pomeroy, former SRA administrator
under Merriam, Buchmanite G. G. Bennett,
thirty-acre citrus grower Holmes Bishop, and
a new streamlined “public relations” policy,
matched only by San Francisco’s new Em-
ployers Council.!®

Will it work? Substantial obstacles to their
program loom on the horizon. Despite their
propaganda and the most rigid controls, small
growers of apricots, raisins, prunes, grapes,
having tasted rebellious expression in their
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fight to repeal the vicious Prorate Act, are
now going a step further, organizing into
independent crop wunions for collective bar-
gaining, talking in terms of strike action.
Apricot growers negotiated one successful
strike with canners this season, were con-
demned by Associated Farmers. Desperately
needed is a militant Farmers Union, possible
only if Vince Garrod, holder of the California
chapter’s charter, is eliminated. Will these crop
revolts seek strength through cooperation with
organized labor? And will organized labor be
on the alert to seize its advantage, extend a
helping hand? ’

LABOR’S GAINS

In the rural counties, Central Labor Coun-
cils and Industrial Union Councils, often
united, become more and more a force for
progress. The Workers Alliance, UCAPAWA
locals, both made up increasingly of dispos-
sessed Midwest farmers in the rural counties,
are pushing aside the barriers of rural fascism.
The ham and egg pension movement, marking
Associated Farmers as its arch-enemy along
with Big Business, has thousands of rank-and-
filers among rural voters. The Lubin Society’s
Rural Observer, now reaching some 14,000
rural people monthly, measures gains in terms
of increased mail, increased subscriptions, in-
creased pleas for aid, and increased attacks
by Associated Farmers, Inc.

. An aroused California citizenry, stimulated
by Factories in the Field and Grapes of Wrath,
is in no mood to accept Associated Farmer
propaganda without checking facts. Nor will
they forget the events of the state legislature.
Basically New Deal, as their votes show, they
have yet to learn the technique for making
their vote cut deep enough.

With the La Follette comniittee probe of
Associated Farmers a matter of weeks off now,
Californians wonder if war news will crowd
out the effects of the hearings. That must
not happen, for nothing is more greatly needed
in this state of perpetual sunshine.

HEeLEN HOSMER.

Buried News

HE war is a welcome opportunity to the

press lords for an even worse handling
of domestic news. The New York Times,
which can always squeeze into Section 1 a
half-page of Believe-it-or-Not filler from the
back files of the London Times, recently
printed the important annual report of the
National Labor Relations Board deep in the
Sunday financial section. The report shows a
decline of strikes in the first five months of
1939, These months saw only 87 percent of
the strikes for the same period in 1938, and
well under one half of the strikes in these
five months of 1937. The remarkable reduc-
tion of strike actions was directly due to the
work of the Labor Board, whose monthly
average of settlements is now higher than the
average of cases received. The number of cases
pending has also fallen. Again the NLRB
proves with the facts, but the labor-hating edi-
torial pages ignore them.

Here Lies Stolbérg

Ben the betrayer laments the passing of the CIO. The “friends

of labor”’ get out their knives.

Post is a very fine magazine. It is printed

in nice black ink on smooth white paper
and has a nice cover in colors. It weighs a
good deal and can be used to protect the table
from hot plates or to hold down a pile of
wayward papers. A substantial pile of them
will bring a good deal from a not-too-par-
ticular junk dealer.

Lately, however, there has been a peculiar
smell arising from the issues of the Saturday
Evening Post, a smell somewhat different
from the usual odor of stale love stories and
articles in defense of the Associated Farmers,
the National Association of Manufacturers
and kindred “front” organizations, as the
magazine would say. Experts contend that
this new stench is the result of the magazine’s
having become the house organ of alleged
ex-radicals and renegades who find it profit-
able and pleasant to wash their mental dirty
linen in public.

IN many respects, the Saturday Evening

THE BAD COMPANIONS

General Krivitsky, Ben Stolberg, and Ray
Moley are the most recent of the exhibition-
ists to parade their sins on the glossy. pages
of the Saturday Evening Post. Each proudly
professed his, stanch belief in the things he
was attacking without scruple and each in-
vited petting as bad boys who had seen the
light as it shines through the anointed win-
dows of the Saturday Evening Post’s editorial
office in Philadelphia.

Of the three, perhaps the most ridiculous
was Ben Stolberg who took the Saturday
Evening Post’s editors for a ride with a rehash
of a series that he did over a year ago for the
Scripps-Howard papers. Stolberg bared his
chest and his underwear and, in the Septem-
ber 2 issue of the magazine, told all about
the “Communist Wreckers in American
Labor.” His attitude and that of the Post
was that he loved organized labor and wept
at night over the plight of the hoary-handed
sons of toil but that the CIO was wicked and
disintegrating and the poor workers in steel,
coal, autos, textiles, packing plants, coal mines,
radio factories, fur shops, newspaper shops,
iron mines, shipping, agriculture, and lumber

-camps were being misled. He, Stolberg, weeps

and the editors of the Saturday Evening Post
weep with him. -

Stolberg’s Saturday Evening Post piece be-
trays the same strange schizophrenia that his
series in the Scripps-Howard papers displayed.
He never lets his first paragraph know what
his second paragraph is doing. Thus he is
able to pretend that the CIO is disintegrating
and that its president, John L. Lewis, is “the
second public figure in America.” If Lewis is
heading, as Stolberg alleges, a movement of
only 1,250,000 workers which is still on the

down grade while Bill Green heads an or-
ganization of 3,750,000 members which is
shooting up, then Lewis is “the second public
figure in America” by dint of some extraor-
dinary power.

That power, furthermore, cannot be Lewis
himself for he is a “prisoner of the Com-
munists,” according to Stolberg, and Com-
munists are very stupid people who manage
by subtle stratagems to destroy everything
they touch while exposing their game to
clever fellows like Ben Stolberg. Perhaps
mirrors would- help make this bit of reason-
ing look better.

Figures of the National Labor Relations
Board elections in recent months throw an
interesting light on Stolberg’s thesis that the
CIO is disintegrating because of alleged Com-
munist intrigue and disruption. In 1938 the
CIO won 58 percent of 582 elections in which
it participated while the AFL was winning
47 percent of the 463 in which it participated.
Voting for the CIO in these elections were
108,187 workers while 41,677 workers voted
for the AFL.

But maybe it was after that that the CIO
started to collapse? In the first quarter of
1939, the CIO won 44 percent of the votes
cast while the AFL won only 28 percent. In
the second quarter the CIO polled 17,466
votes while winning 67 percent of the 79
elections in which it participated while the
federation polled only 11,893 votes in 96
elections of which it won 56 percent.

The latest figures, for July, show that in
this month the CIO participated in 34 elec-
tions, the AFL in 33, the CIO polling 8,526
votes while the AFL polled only 5,036 votes.

WHAT'S A FACT, ANYWAY?

The answer, says Stolberg in the Saturday
Evening Post, is that the NLRB is a sort of

“holding company” for the CIO while main-

taining, a judicious attitude, tempered by
“discreet sabotage,” toward the AFL. The
fact that the CIO, in a legal bulletin sent
to all its affiliated organizations recently, lam-
basted hell out of the NLRB for capitulating
to the AFL and handing down phony craft
decisions presumably would make no differ-
ence to Stolberg. Facts present themselves as
a nuisance to be avoided as far as possible
when it comes to writing articles on labor
for the Saturday Evening Post.

If you really start scratching around for
signs of disintegration in the CIO you are
bound to wear your fingernails to the bone.
The AFL’s Progressive Miners last year pro-
claimed loudly, in the weekly AFL clipsheet
at least, that the United Mine Workers was
positively anemic and could be expected to
pass to its reward shortly. The union shop
agreement which the UMW won at the be-
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ginning of this year, covering some 600,000
workers, has deprived the AFL clipsheet of
this weekly feature.

THE PARLOR FINKS

In the auto industry, the AFL announced
with glee the chartering of Homer Martin
and his camp followers. Lately, since the
overwhelming majorities rolled up for the
CIO in a number of labor board elections in
various auto plants and since the publication
of an affidavit by one of Leaping Homer’s
ex-bodyguards describing how the Rev. Mar-
tin received solid cash from Henry Ford and
not so solid advice from Charles E. Coughlin,
the AFL hasn’t been doing much talking
about its auto workers’ union.

Or take Francis Gorman’s desertion from
the CIO textile workers union, or Glen
McCabe’s defection in the Federation of Flat
Glass Workers. McCabe has recently been
fired by the AFL for not producing, while
Gorman’s magnificent plans have vanished
like a bit of truth in a Stolberg article.

The packinghouse workers’ union has

agreements with forty independent packers,
has won elections in seventeen major plants
of Armour & Co., and is now in a strong
enough position to force a showdown with
the Big Four in the packing industry. The
mine, mill and smelter workers have had a
continuous string of election victories in fabri-
cating plants in the East, as well as in metal
mines throughout the country. The office
workers have won national agreements for the
first time with a number of insurance com-
panies. The retail employees have forged
ahead with new agreements in many cities.
The American Newspaper Guild is getting
more and better agreements with daily papers.
So the story goes, down the line.
"~ But Ben Stolberg says the CIO is disinte-
grating and all because of the dirty, dirty
Reds. Having proved to his own satisfaction
that the CIO has practically ceased to exist,
finding the Red influence and the Moscow
domination of the CIO is a grade school
problem for Stolberg.

The decrepit CIO, whose president is “the
second public figure in America,” is really
run by a triumvirate, the Saturday Evening
Post’s Stolberg would have you believe. This
Machiavellian trio who actually tell Lewis
(who is a dictator) what to do are Lee
Pressman, general counsel, John Brophy, na-
tional director, and Len De Caux, editor of
the CIO News and director of publicity.
Brophy is pictured as a somnambulist, who
follows the party line, De Caux as a person
who knows nothing of the labor movement
historically or theoretically, and Pressman as
the cocktail companion of New Dealers and
brains of the whole works. Poor old John L.
Lewis is led around by the nose by a somnam-
bulist, a nincompoop, and a ‘“reckless, arro-
gant” sopper-up of cocktails with New Deal
butterflies!

As a matter of sober truth Brophy is as
far from being a somnambulist as Stolberg is
from being a labor expert. Canny, far-seeing,
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Ben Yomen

“Cest la guerre”’

he has demonstrated an ability to dope out
the probable paths from any given situation
which amazes anyone who does not realize
the shrewdness that lies behind the soft and
sometimes halting brogue of John Brophy.
Equally far from the truth is the charge that
New Zealand born, Oxford-educated Len De
Caux is ignorant of the past or present history
of the labor movement. While Stolberg was
kicking around Greenwich - Village, picking
up pennies by sneering in print at his pre-
tended friends, De Caux was knocking around
this country, washing dishes, riding freights,
working for the Brotherhood of Locomotive
Engineers and Federated Press. Labor theory
and history are his specialties.

EXIT LOVESTONE AND MARTIN

Pressman is pictured as the chief pipeline
between Moscow and John L. Lewis and the
chief captor of the CIO leader. The pretty
theory is that he sent “Stalinist stooges” into
the United Auto Workers and scotched the
alleged plans of Sidney Hillman and Philip
Murray to “clip the wings” of the “Com-
munist faction.” What happened was that the
auto workers booted the pants off Stolberg’s
pals, Jay Lovestone and Homer Martin, and
neither Murray nor Hillman had much to do
except put the grease on the skids for Homer.
The story that Pressman, who is neither arro-
gant nor reckless nor a “totalitarian by na-
ture,” played some deep and sinister role in
the simple booting of a phony is as fantastic
as the entire Stolberg article.

The bulk of the piece, of course, is devoted
to innuendo and weasel words more difficult
to dispute. Proving a person is not something
is the toughest kind of task, which explains
why Stolberg has specialized in recent years
in insinuating that people, particularly pro-
gressive labor figures, are villains of one
description or another. The technique is fa-
miliar, “John Jones climbed a tree waving a
red flag. Willie Smith also climbed a tree,”

you say, and if you don’t get half of your
listeners believing that Willie Smith was wav-
ing a red flag even more vigorously than John
Jones you are a very poor story teller.

When Ben Stolberg tells the eager readers
of the Saturday Ewening Post that virtually
the entire leadership of the CIO is “Stalinist”
or “Stalinoid” or. “fellow travelers” he is
under no burden of proof. The simple fact
that such statements are pure fantasy does
not dispel the sinister (for Saturday Evening
Post readers) impeachment. They might recall
how badly Stolberg misses when he attempts
to use facts, they might recall how Scripps-
Howard editors were deluged with letters
correcting the errors in the series Stolberg did
for their papers, they might wonder how this
one-time office boy for the journal of the
Brotherhood of Locomotive Firemen ever
came to be a labor expert, they might specu-
late on the veracity of an alleged friend of
labor who has misspent his life denouncing
every forward step taken by the labor move-
ment, and they might put these things to-
gether and wonder how it is possible for
anyone to believe a word written under the
byline of Ben Stolberg.

For example, when Stolberg says that Com-
munists have prevented unity between the CIO
and the AFL he betrays his abysmal ignor-
ance of some very simple truth about the
AFL high command. If there were a decimal
of truth in the statement the federation’s
leadership would have shouted it to the skies.
Not ‘even they have had the necessary gall.

Good union members are used to “friends™

of the Stolberg stripe. They have learned

from the La Follette committee how em-
ployer hirelings tell them tales about their
leadership, tell them their unions are disin-
tegrating and company unions are flourishing,
tell them fairy stories about Moscow domi-
nation and the fierce Reds. So accustomed are
they to the practice that they can even dis-
tinguish between those “friends” who have
become sycophants of the employers and those
who always were sycophants, between those
who make their money the hard way and
those who make it the easy way by writing
articles. The only difference is that Stolberg’
is better paid. HEeNry Zon.

The Almighty Dollar

ALTHOUGH American money is not legal
tender in Shanghai, it is having consid-
erable popularity for speculative prospects.
Practically the only source of American cur-
rency is the payroll of the U. S. Navy, and
the sailor’s banknotes are hoarded by specu-
lators for a killing on the slipping Chinese
mex and the Japanese yen. Although the des-
perate Japanese government manages to keep
the yen stable in Japan, its real worth is
shown in its exchange value against the U. S.
dollar in Shanghai, where 15 yen per dollar
is now standard. An American quarter is
worth $3.88 in Chinese money. An immedi-
ate result of the Soviet-German Non-Aggres-
sion Pact was the rallying of the Chinese mex.
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The Gentleman and His Son

Albert Maltz contributes a short story of bourgeois family life

in America today. .

RS. VIVIAN’S tone remained calm,
and her roundish, pretty face, still
A pretty in spite of her age, retained its
usual composure—but underneath she was
frightened. “What are you going to do?” she
asked. She could see the extent to which pure
rage and profound shame, bitterness and ter-
rible anxiety, were all furiously mingled in
her husband’s emotions. He was, and had been,
such a gentle, cordial being, such a truly
decent gentleman down to the bottom of his
heart, that it made her sick to see him suffer
this way. He stood, holding the forged check
in his hand, gazing down at it with an ago-
nized, stricken look. His heavy shoulders were
bowed, his sturdy body appeared soggy, as
though all of the muscles had turned flabby
in an instant, his ruddy face had suddenly be-
come mottled, spotted with bluish patches.
“Tom, dear, you mustn’t take it this way,”
Mrs. Vivian cried suddenly, with great in-
tensity. “I don’t care what happens, you
mustn’t be so unhappy about it.”

Vivian answered her as though his throat
were constricted by something tight, making
his voice small and hoarse. “Aren’t you
" unhappy, Ann? How can I help being un-
happy ?”

“Listen, darling,”” Mrs. Vivian said, “you
listen to me!” She stepped up close to him,
facing him, peering into his eyes. “I’'m going
to tell you the truth, whether it sounds be-
coming or not. Francis is our son; we love
him. We’ve done our best for him and we'll
continue.” She paused, drawing a deep breath.
“But Francis, as a man, isn’t worth the nail
on your little finger. No, listen to me,” she
cried passionately. She grasped the lapels of
his coat. “He isn’t—not to me or to life or
to anyone!” She flung her arms around him.
‘“Tom,” she said, “Tom, you're the finest man
alive! Do you hear that? You're the finest
person I've ever known. I’'m not going to let
you be unhappy!” \

Vivian put his head on his wife’s shoulder.
He raised one hand slowly and pushed back
the fold of her dressing gown. Then he
pressed his face to the warm flesh of her
throat, seeking comfort, expressing gratitude,
in a gesture made more intimate for them by
its very repetition, and the familiarity of
years. They stood like that, quietly, for a full
minute, Vivian felt drowsy, almost drugged.
He would have liked to lie down on a bed by
his wife’s side, with his face and -eyes pressed
to her warm, sweet smelling flesh, and -sleep.
He remembered the forged check. It awakened
him, painfully, with a sense of physical shock.
He raised his head. Ann saw again the stricken
look, almost animal-like in its pure, abject
suffering. She thought: He looks old,. sud-
denly. This strips him down. I wonder how
I look? At our age there’s no resilience. She

took his hand and led him to a chair. She sat
down, close to him. “What are you going to
do?” she asked for the second time.

“What do you think I should do?”

“T don’t know . . . I only think of the
obvious things.”

“We've been trying them for five years.”

“Yes.” ,

“I too . ..” Vivian listened to a bird piping
sweetly on the roof outside their bedroom
window. He could hear Pet, their fox hound,
running way off somewhere on the grounds,
baying as though he had struck a fresh rabbit
scent. “I’ll tell you, Ann,” he said musingly,
in a flat, unhappy tone, “I’d like to know
what a psychiatrist would say about the fuss
I’m making. He'd probably call it a low order
of self-preservation. Francis has been raising
hell, or going to hell, for five years. Now,
suddenly, I’'m more than worried; I feel as
though my whole life were shaking around
me. Why? It’s too obvious. Now my pride is
involved, my reputation in the eyes of my
circle.”

“But of course,” Ann said, “why shouldn’t
it be that way?”

Vivian thrust his hand through his hair.
Where hers had turned gray, his was still jet-
black, strong and glistening. “Because it
shouldn’t,” he said. He rose impatiently. “I
should be thinking of Francis, not my petty
reputation.”

“Darling,” said Ann gently, in her calm
tone, “that’s just nonsense.”

“Why?” He paused, waiting for her an-
swer.

She smiled. “You’re a normal, human being,
aren’t you? . . . If that isn’t enough, you're
fifty-six, not ninety. You've got a wife, an-
other son, and an important position in an
important world! Now let me ask you some-
thing: you’re thinking of Francis—is he think-
ing of you?”

“No, by God, he’s not!” Vivian exploded.
“He isn’t—he never has! And by God, he
ought to!”

“That’s something to know!” Ann re-
marked quietly.

“But where does it get us?’ Vivian asked
in that constricted tone again. “Tell me that!
He’s still our son.”

“I don’t know where it gets us,” Ann re-
plied, “but I think right now the most im-
portant thing is to know what we really feel
about Francis.”

“I can’t talk any more,” Vivian said. “I’ve
got to see him or I'll burst.”

“Do you want me to come with you?”

“What do you think?”

“I think not.”

“I too, but I don’t know why.”

“Never mind. Trust your feelings—with
him too . .. I think he’s still asleep.”

“T’ll manage to wake him!” Vivian went
to the door. :

(‘TOm ”»

He turned, hearing once again the sweet
piping of the bird on the roof.

“Never mind . . . I’ll be downstairs if you
want me.”

Vivian went out. .

Their son’s room was on the floor above.
It shouldn’t have taken him so long to climb
one flight of stairs. He knew he had lingered
because he was afraid. He had always been
cowardly about facing things out with Francis.
He had not known how. As he paused before
the door, his glance caught the forged check
in his hand. It turned him wild inside, making
him frantic to lash out; yet it burdened him
at the same time with a depressed, suffocating
sense, as though something foreign had lodged
in his breast and would remain there forever,
constrictive and heavy. He flung the door
open.

Francis was awake. He was lying in bed,
smoking a cigarette. His thin face looked un-
washed, unattractively pallid. Vivian marked
with sudden astonishment, as though he had
never seen his son before, that it was not the
face of a boy of twenty-five. It was years older.
It was the face of a man of thirty-five or
more, with pockets under the eyes and a
mouth that was creased at the sides, as though
the man had lived through years of bitter
struggle instead of the easy, pleasant life that
Francis had always had. He felt astonished,
and somehow, hurt, as though he himself were
to blame. He wondered if he was.

“Good morning,” said Francis. He sat up,
smoking. Vivian walked over and dropped the
check on the blanket. “Ah!” said Francis.
Then, calmly, “Sit down, father.”

“You signed that, of course?” Vivian asked.

“Sit down, father.”

“The devil with that. I want to talk to
you.”

“Please sit down, father.”

Vivian detected the mockery in his son’s
tone. This was baiting the bull, he supposed.
Well, he wouldn’t be baited; and Francis
could have things on his own terms if he
wanted to play at strategy . . . He pulled up
a.chair.

“Now you’ll be comfortable,” said Francis.

“Yes, I signed it.”

“Were you drunk?”

‘(No.)’

“I had hoped you were.”

“No, it was quite deliberate.” Francis’ eyes
were smiling. He ‘had jet-black, handsome
eyes that contrasted strangely with his thin,
rather badly featured face. “I was serving
notice that I can’t get along on the allowance
you give me.”

Vivian felt the suffocating sense in his
chest. “Serving notice by forgery?”

“It won’t be forgery unless I’'m prose-
cuted.” '

“How do you know you won’t be?” The
blue patches appeared on Vivian’s face again.

“I’d be extremely surprised.” Francis
paused to light a fresh cigarette. “You intend
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to cover the check, don’t you?” he inquired }

lightly.

“I haven’t made up my mind.”

Francis shrugged.

“Francis, for God’s sake, are you soft in
the head? What’s the matter with you? You
forge the name of my chauffeur, a chauffeur,
Francis. Doesn’t it even involve your pride?”’

“Oh no,” replied Francis mildly, “I don’t
have any pride about such things, Tom.”

“Well, 1 do,” V1v1an told hxm savagely,

“and I won’t have it.”

Francis’ voice became cold and very quiet.
“You can’t stop it, Tom. I told you I am
serving natice. I want you to give me an
allowance I can get along on. If you don't,
I'll have to raise the money I need by any
means that occur to me. That'll probably in-
clude borrowing from your friends, as well
as signing checks in the name of your chauf-
feur. You force me to do it.”

Vivian sank back in his chair. He hadn’t
expected it to be this way.

“Lxsten, Tom,” said Francis earnestly,
“you’ve got to stop. judging me by your stand-
ards, and get new ones for me. If you do that,
we can all be quite happy together.” .

“The check you forged was for six hundred
dollars,” Vivian said. “Would you tell me
what you did with the money?”

“I have about a hundred left. I blew the
rest of it over the weekend impressing a girl.”

“Some floozie, I suppose ?”

“No. This one had manners and went to
Barnard.”

“Was it worth it to you?”

“No. But I'll probably go on doing it.”

“Francis, what’s inside of you?”’ Vivian
asked pleadingly.

“l don’t know, father, not much. Appe-
tites.”

“Don’t you want to work?”

“NO.”

“Is this going to be your life?”

“Why not? I rather like it.”

“But it depends on me!”

“Now listen, father, it’s not the money
you're worrying about. Even with what I
want it’s only a drop in the bucket. It won’t
even dent your income.”

“But you can’t live like this, you can’t!”
Vivian cried. “A man has to do something
with his life. I’'m not trying to dictate to you.
Do what you like. But be useful!”

“Those are your standards again.”

“They’re life’s standards.”

Francis leaned forward intensely. ‘“What
are these standards?”’ he asked. “You trade on
the stock market. You make money by gam-
bling in munition stocks. A man dead is a
penny in your pocket. You gamble in bonite
stocks. They pay interest on child labor. Why
does that make you better than I?”

“What is this?”” Vivian cried in astonish-
ment and outrage. “Some radical bug?”

Francis laughed. “Oh, no. I'm merely point-
ing out that by doing nothing, I’m perhaps
doing less harm than you.”

“I’ve never heard anything so silly,” Vi-
vian said explosively. “Do you want me to

retire to a mountain peak? Why make me
responsible for the evils of the world? How
about the charities I support?”

Francis laughed. “Don’t worry, Tom. It
isn’t important. I didn't say I wouldn’t spend
your money, did I? But since you brought up
the talk about standards, I'm merely pointing
out that everything in this world seems to
have a small streak of slime about it—and
you're not any more free of it than I am . . .
But it doesn’t make any difference. Excuse
me.”

Francis lay back and closed his eyes. When
he spoke again, his tone had suddenly become
brooding and weary. “Tom, you don’t know
me very well,” he said. “This year we haven’t
talked much. The last two years I've been
abroad ; before that I was at college.”

“If it’s my fault, I'll undo it,” Vivian
pleaded. “I thought you wanted to be alone.”

“I did. It’s not your fault.,” Francis’ eyes
were still closed. “Listen . . . I'm not always
happy. But I've discovered the way in which
I can get along best. I've got to have money
for it. You double my allowance! I need about
twenty thousand a year. I'll go along quietly
in my own way. I'll try not to scandalize
your name.”
do that, Tom, I'll sign checks or do anything
else I have to! I can’t change what I am! If
you put me in jail, I'll stay there! If you
throw me in the gutter, I'll lie there! . .
That’s all, Tom. You have another son and
he fits, You concentrate on him.”

“But what is it ?” Vivian whispered. “What
is it?”

“I don’t know,” Francis replied, “maybe
the blood is running thin.”

“Francis, one word,” Vivian cried, “won’t
you even #ry to do something with yourself?”

“No"’

“I beg you, Francis, if you have any feeling
for me.”

“NO

“Not even for your mother"’”

“No.”

Vivian looked at his son. He saw the thin,
sharp-featured face. It appeared suddenly to
be a cruel face, a depraved, vicious face. “I
won’t have it,” he burst out. “This is cheap,
it’s mean! You're blackmailing me like the
lowest scoundrel! I don’t have to stand for it
and I won’t!”

“You will,” said Francis. His handsome
black eyes were very calm. “Your place in
society means too much to you. You wouldn’t
dare to do anything.”

“I hate you. I hate you,” Vivian cried. “I
despise you . . . Oh no, listen,” he cried,
frightened, “I don’t want to hate you. I
mustn’t. Please, Francxs, nge me a chance.
I don’t hate you.

Francis smiled. “It’s all right.”

“I won’t be blackmailed,” Vivian muttered
brokenly. “I won't.”

“I’'m sorry to hurt you,”
gently.

Vivian glanced up once, then stumbled from
the room. He walked down the corridor
blindly, then the first stairway, then the

Francis told him

He opened his eyes. “If you don’t
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second. He kept repeating: “I mustn’t hate
my son! I mustn’t hate him!”

Ann was downstairs. She saw him coming
and ran to- him. Then she saw his face.
“Dear,” she said quickly, taking his arm, “it’s
lovely out in the garden, come out for a bit.”
She guided him. He stumbled over the lintel,
and she had to hold him. It was like holding
a bag of meal. They walked over toward the
pond where the sun lay like gold leaf on
white lily pads. “But, darling,” she burst out
suddenly, “there’s no need to cry like that.
You mustn’t cry, my darling.”

“I should do something,” he said. “Why
don’t I do something?”

They stumbled forward, holding on to each
other. ALBERT MALTZ.

Not in the Headlines

6é ATIONAL emergency,” ‘“prepared-

N ness,” “war boom” are some of the

word traps that have been set to

snare the American workingman and rob
him of his rights, liberties, and wages.

While the resources of the nation are
“mobilized” in the face of a war two thou-
sand miles away, the WPA, the trade unions,
and the unemployed are demobilized during
the shouting.

No one is better aware of these maneuvers
than John L. Lewis, who sees what the
smokescreen of war talk hides. Two of the
five-point CIO axioms he delivered in his
opening speech of the congress’ annual con-
vention were:

The real wages of American workers must not
be allowed to suffer from rising living costs, and
every effort must be made to stop profiteering
and to adjust wage levels to rising prices.

Preoccupation with foreign affairs must not be
allowed to divert attention from unemployment and
other pressing problems of internal economic in--
security.

In New York City alone, thirteen thousand
WPA clerks have had their puny wages cut
as much as -$20.80 per month and more re-
ductions are promised by Col. Brehon Somer-
vell, the local Works Projects supervisor.

On the New York Writers Project, eighty
workers were dismissed. Curiously enough (or
perhaps not so curiously) 62.5 percent of
the dismissed workers were members of the
Workers Alliance. Among them were the
entire leadership of the union. Despite pre-
vious rulings and precedents, no attempt was
made to transfer the dismissed workers to
other under-quota projects.

While flag wavers and patriotic spellbind-
ers carry on, the New York Board of Educa-
tion announces that the evening elementary
schools of the city have cut their classes in
English and citizenship instruction from 760
to 160. Thirty-one thousand adults will be
deprived of any opportunity to study Ameri-.
canism. This was done in the name of econ-
omy by the Tammany-tory clique that slashed
the educational budget in Albany, in May.

By
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Fascism Afloat

On Poland’s S. S. “Batory” one group of Americans saw the
face of fascism in a strange guise.

ILLIONS of people are sleeping better
M nights and having fewer cold

sweats about their future now that
the mighty Red Army is guarding a third
of Poland’s people against destruction by
fascism. And other millions are shedding no
crocodile tears about the fate of the Polish
colonels and landlords who have absconded,
leaving their serfs to a fate that can be no
worse than the one they had planned for
them. .

I happen to know from a firsthand en-
counter with Polish-American fascists that
Poland, with Germany, expected to take over
the Soviet, not only the Ukraine but Mos-
cow, and I learned about it, by traveling
to Gdynia with a bunch of Polish-American
bundists on a Polish boat with a noisy and
militant bunch of Polish-American young-
sters headed for a summer of training in a
Nazi camp near Warsaw. They were given
uniforms and promised a swell summer of
free semi-military training in their fathers’
fatherland. And we other third class passen-
gers didn't like the way they were herded
around on deck by half a dozen pot-bellied
old buzzards, all of them American, but
acting more like obese storm troopers as
they bawled orders in Polish and put those
kids through their paces, blew police whistles
and rigorously drilled them from reveille
to taps.

THE ‘‘GENERAL”

The pasteboard “General” in command was
particularly revolting—a three-chinned pachy-
dérm, almost cubic in shape and hung with
more phony swastikas, iron crosses, double
crosses, tin and tinsel than Goering himself.
He drilled those Polish-American lads and
lasses right up to the hilt, shooed them
around deck like a flock of goslings, taught
them the Nazi salute, lined them up, pink
young fascist fodder, ramrod backs to the
rail as they went through exhausting drills,
in a babble of prayers, patriotic songs,
speeches, pledges and ridiculous rigmarole of
vigilante ritual.

And it wasn't long before some of us out-
siders discovered that the General was lead-
ing a double life; a sort of Doctor Jekyll-
Clitterhouse he was, running his gang in the
open while secretly serving the boat’s captain
as chief stool pigeon. For we learned that he
reported regularly to the bridge on the state
of submission in our third class. He had a
pass-key to the door of privilege leading into
tourist class and could come and go like a
draught down the back, free to spy on every-
body and secretly mingle with his betters who
sat around on “A” deck absorbing high-class
schnapps with the old czarist Captain Bor-
kowski.

The first time I had the displeasure of
hearing the boy-scout General’s voice right
in my ear was just before a lecture and dis-
cussion on Sweden’s ‘“Middle Way,” which
a group of us had arranged, to pass the time
constructively in our “social hall” right over
the churning stern.

“Hey,” bawled the General, clapping his
hammy hand down on my shoulder. “What’s

" this here meeting about?”

“Current events,” I told him, “there isn’t
much news on shipboard—almost no good
news, in fact—and since we’re going places
and seeing things we want to keep up.”

From then on, whenever a knot of us so-
called “intellectuals” gathered on our small
steerage deck to speak of anything, from sea
gulls to Socialism, we'd feel the soft chins
of the General and his stooges resting over
our shoulders, listening in.

THE CAPTAIN INTERVENES

The storm broke during a lecture by a
New York doctor on ‘“Seeing the Soviets,”
for some of us were bound there after we
took in Denmark and Sweden. The speaker
had hardly begun when I observed our old
General slip out of the room with his pass-
key in hand, waddling as fast as he could
toward the entrance to tourist class and the
Captain’s quarters.

Five minutes later Captain Borkowski in
person splayed down one of the two corridors
leading to our “social hall.” We had asked
to have this corridor door locked so those
uninformed, uniformed  Polish-American
bundists wouldn’t interrupt our speaker this
time. And that was the spark which set
things off. For when our Captain found him-
self locked out of a room on his own boat—
and a third class one at that—he saw red,
rattled both the knob and his teeth, went
purple, growled Bbbbbrrrrr as though we
were approaching Greenland, fumbled for his

_keys, couldn’t find them, and then just stood

there gibbering, flashing fire-watery glares
through the glass in the door as though he'd
like to knock the lecturer’s teeth down his
throat with a belaying pin. An innocent pas-
senger who didn’t recognize the Captain kept
motioning to him and directing “Go to the
other door,” and that almost made him blow
up.
He was saved at last by the General,
who came waddling along with his pass-key.
Then the Captain stormed in. Like a keeper
in a reform school, he strode right in front
of the speaker, shaking a finger in unison
with his nodding old cuckoo nut, grinding
his teeth and hollering above the racket of
the propellers: “I know all there is to know
about Russia. I've seen it, too. But they don't
let you see everything. I'll tell you a thing

or two. Why didn’t you let me know this
meeting was going on? They ran me out of
the Soviet—and I know why!” .

We were in favor of running him out of
anywhere, but nevertheless the speaker stopped
politely, because it wasn’t his boat, and our
lady chairman smiled charitably. - ‘

THE TRIP HOME

Next day most of us got off at Copenhagen
and went our separate ways. Many didn’t
meet again until we reboarded the same boat
at Cherbourg after an enjoyable summer.
Full of all sorts of impressions from our
different trips, we gathered on our steerage
deck to exchange news and greetings. And
suddenly I felt the flap of those old familiar
chins of the General on my shoulder. Then
I knew for sure I was back. But the General
was in mufti now and so was his rank and
file. There was no drill. No unnecessary
blowing of those police whistles. No spectacu-
lar changing of the boy scout guard. And all
the way back, the only time those Polish-
American kids got together was to march to
mass where they listened to sermons that be-
gan with praise for holy wars and rapes by
Mussolini and Hitler and ended up with
curses on Communism.

But the boys and girls didn’t seem so
eager now, they looked pretty well fed up
with propaganda after their summer spent in
regimented Polish youth camps. They seemed
subdued, and anxious to get back to the land
of the free. We heard them whispering among
themselves about disenchantments in their
fathers’ fatherland, with its utter lack of the
democracy they’d been brought up to expect.
And one group of the girls’ auxiliary definitely
flew a tiny American flag at their table all
the way home. A lad who had been locked
in a lunatic asylum for most the summer
and had his head forcibly shaved because he’d
questioned commands from some superior
stool pigeon told plenty, and said it did not
pay to try free speech either in Poland or
on a Polish boat. Our ship, he said, was just
Poland in miniature. Fascism on the high
seas, a sort of modern piracy. Fascism afloat.

SEE YOU IN MOSCOW

I saw the General on the dock when we
arrived in Hoboken and he leered. “Well,
so long, Brown. See you in Moscow in five
years.”

That gave the whole game away. He and
his black cohorts were trying to raise another
crop of tascists on our own free soil and with
the help of most of Europe, including Poland,
he was expecting to have a hand in ipvading
the workers’ fatherland within a few years.

That’s why I’m shedding no crocodile tears .
about the property losses of those Polish
colonels and landlords, or the sadness of the
dollar democracies. That’s why I'm glad that
at least one-third of the Polish people have
been released from crushing fascism and have
a real future to fight for now alongside the
heroic Red Army.

Bor Brown.
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Hitler in a Spot

HERE was no poetry in Hitler’s speech
before the Reichstag last Friday. Nor
could his prose, in all fairness, be considered
- Shakespearean. Nevertheless the choices which
confront the melancholy. Fuhrer recall the
plight of Hamlet. In Eastern Europe, Hitler
won a battle but lost the war. The epoch of
Brest-Litovsk came to a close in a series of
diplomatic thunderbolts: the Soviet Union’s
march into Byelo Russia and the Ukraine, the
treaties with Estonia and Latvia, the changed
relations in the Balkans, the probable pact
with Turkey guaranteeing the Black Sea and
the Dardanelles. Violent hangovers are re-
ported in high Nazi councils from the cham-
pagne cocktails which Ribbentrop has been
serving up these last six weeks. Goering and
Himmler are said to be furious over the am-
biguity of Russian trade promises. Admiral
Raeder bitterly reproached the Nazi foreign
minister for permitting the Russians to con-
vert the Baltic Sea into a virtual inland lake.
Clearly, the chances of Nazi success in a
war against the Allied powers are extremely
poor. Hitler’s speech, and his armistice pro-
posals, are confessions of weakness, rather than
strength. Their vagueness at this stage of the
game Is quite understandable; should possi-
bilities for a serious hearing in London and
Paris improve, more specific proposals will
undoubtedly be made.

The Allies’ Dilemma

uT Hitler is not the only Hamlet. Both
Chamberlain and Daladier, especially the
latter, and the systems which they represent,
are in a spot equally as tight. Efforts to im-
prove the Allied position in the Balkans, sym-
bolized by the appointment of Argeteanu, the.
new Rumanian premier, as well as the dis-
cussions with the Turkish military mission
now in London, can hardly compensate for the
losses which German “anti-Bolshevism” has
suffered in the East. Nor can the Finnish
barons be expected to hold the Anglo-German
lines in the Baltics when the Latvian and
Estonian lords let them go.
Increasing numbers of French and British
citizens question what the war is for. A re-

constitution of post-Versailles Poland is mani-
festly impossible. The former foreign minister,
Josef Beck, is in a sanatorium. The new gov-
ernment in London, while greasing its palms
with the remains of a sterling loan which
never reached the humble Polish citizens in
Woarsaw, is doomed to the emigration in per-
petuum of their czarist brethren. The Red
Army stands on that line which Lord Curzon
drew in 1919, which Pilsudski violated in his
attack upon the Soviet Union in 1920.

A defeat for Hitler in a military sense
(which the Allies are probably able to accom-
plish) projects even greater dangers. Germany
might emerge, even from a partial setback,
not as the bulwark against socialism, but, per-
haps, the bearer of the “Bolshevik bacilli”
clear across the Maginot line. After all, would
the France upon which Daladier imposed a
new anti-Comintern alliance remain unaffected
by a German defeat? Imperialist Europe
writhes in the contradictions of its own chi-
canery and decay. Incapable of either victory
or defeat, the statesmen who could not save
the peace appear unable to prosecute their war.

Tke Role of the Neutrals

N THIS impasse, neutrals are decisive. From
the Soviet point of view, peace is prefer-
able to war, even if the war might bring down
the abutments of imperialist Europe. As the
outpost of world socialism, the Soviet Union
has no wish to see the peoples of Europe sub-
jected to senseless slaughter. Second, potential
dangers to the Soviet Union as a nation are
minimized if peace in Europe is restored even
if for only a brief time.

America is the unique arbiter of these des-
tinies. Both in peace and war, the temporary
Galahad for world imperialism is the United
States. But President Roosevelt, who came
forward last September at the very last moment
before Munich, this time maintains discreet
caution. Presumably he will not offer the good
services of the United States unless the Allies
are ready. But once the Allies decide for
peace, they are compelled, as Lloyd George
indicated last week, to call upon the United
States, which like the Soviet Union can no
longer be excluded from the council tables of
Europe.

This opportunity both attracts and disturbs
the American capitalist class. At this moment,
the disturbance is more apparent. The decisive
elements in American finance capital were, and
still are, poised to profit from the war: by
a flourishing trade with the Allies and the
preemption of both the British and Nazi po-
sition in South America. '

But if the will-to-war in the United States
receives an uppercut this can only benefit the
American people as distinguished from the
American capitalist class. Martin Dies, as well
as Chamberlain’s water boys in the American
Labor Party, would receive decisive setbacks.
All the ominous tendencies in American life
that have come to the surface in recent weeks
would find their progress much more difficult.
The reconstruction of American economy as
well as the preservation of American de-

mocracy clearly demand peace rather than war
in Europe, if possible a peace permanent
enough to give the peoples of Europe their
chance for reconstruction and for genuine
democracy.

Strength for Peace

CYNICAL commentators acknowledge that
the Soviet Union emerged the real vic-
tor in the first month of the war. In a sense,
such an analysis has an ominous overtone. It
helps to prepare the ideological basis for a sin-
ister anti-Soviet direction in American foreign
policy as well as the assault upon American
civil liberties. Reactionaries in all camps are -
justifiably alarmed over Soviet strength. Lib-
erals are forced to retract their bleating com-
plaints over the presumed subservience of
Soviet foreign policy after the non-aggression
pact with Germany.

For all of us, the diplomatic victories of the
past few weeks emphasize the towering
strength of the first socialist republic, its ir-
resistible influence in Europe, the Near East,
and Asia. This week Hungary resumed its
diplomatic relations with Moscow, broken
after the signature of the anti-Comintern
accord last February. The Rumanian propa-
ganda minister, Alexander Radian, speaking
before an audience of Ukrainians whom King
Carol suddenly granted minority rights last
week, asserted it was a ‘‘pure coincidence”
that concessions to the Ukrainian minority
were drafted when the Soviet Red Army
was occupying the Polish Ukraine. However
that may be, the minister declared: “Fully
conscious of my responsibility, I can affirm
that Rumania is threatened by no one, and
that no one has formulated demands against
our territorial integrity.”

Certainly, the Soviet Union does not covet
Balkan soil. Nor does it seek to influence
internal policy among nations that now seek
out Russian friendship. Nevertheless, even
the most rabid pro-Nazi and pro-British cir-
cles in Eastern Europe are now impressed
with the wisdom of improving relations with
the USSR. Such reorientations must inevi-
tably find their reflex in domestic events, just
as they must assuage the historic conflicts in
the Balkans which were fostered and ex-
ploited by Anglo-French as well as German
imperialism. Evidence of this process came
last week from Bulgaria, where communiques
minimized any hostile intentions over the
Dobrudja area. Likewise, Rumania and Hun-
gary appeared to be settling quarrels over
Transylvania.

Baltic Satisfaction

HILE Estonian newspapers generally

congratulated their government over the
advantages of last week’s mutual assistance
pact with the Soviet Union, a similar pact
was concluded with Latvia. Latvia has agreed
to permit Soviet fortifications at the Baltic
ports of Libau and Windauy, in return for
trade concessions through Murmansk and the
Ukraine. Latvia is also guaranteed Soviet
protection in case of a land invasion from the

.o
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—to get the papers, and the date of expira-
tion was determined by the date of application

so that it often meant 1,000 francs in one year |

for a single refugee.

Then there were health problems. -Raedel
sighed: just now the problem of a funeral.
Bertha died two days ago. She hasn’t been
buried yet, not only because there isn’t enough
money for the funeral itself, but not enough
to pay the fare of her husband for whom per-
mission had been obtained to leave the concen-
tration camp where he was interned with other
German fighters for democracy in Spain.

But, Raedel smiled, we will manage, be-
cause you will send us help from America—
and you will come on Sunday to our camp.
And when he said the word camp his whole
face lighted up.

AT BONNEUIL

That’s how I came to be sitting under a
tree outside Bonneuil listening to German
songs on the Sunday before war was declared.
Raedel was swimming in the Seine Canal
when we arrived. With me was a Czech
woman, a refugee herself and, incidentally,
the person almost solely responsible for the
evacuation of some nine hundred political
refugees from Praha after March 15. Raedel
begged us to excuse him while he finished his
swim. He left to Anna the job of playing
hostess, and splashed off with the complete
enjoyment of a very young boy.

Anna put her arms around us and led us
off. As we entered the clearing a woman—
tall, thin, in blue shorts, white sweater, and
bright red bandanna—came forward to greet
us with a smile that was as warm as the sky.
Her right hand was extended in greeting. For
a moment the answering smile on my face
froze, when Anna said, ‘“This is the wife of
Edgar Andre.”” What does one say to the
wife of a Communist leader whose head fell
under the Nazi ax? But Mme. Andre did the
saying. Had we seen Siegfried? Was he en-
joying his swim and did we want coffee?
Would we like to see the inside of the main
“building”? She was already leading us to-
wards it, stopping a moment to ruffle the hair
of ‘a three-year-old boy who got underfoot.

The inside of the building gave away the
entire secret of its structure. It was all canvas
and beaverboard with amazing slogans stand-
ing on their heads—chopped indiscriminately
—“Read  Humanite! Big bargains.” Mme.
Andre laughed at our obvious but polite be-

wilderment. All this material was left over -

from the Humanite bazaar last spring; and
they had finally been provided with means of
erecting the camp’s main edifice. The floor
was good French earth raked clean. On one
wall the bazaar announcements had been
whitewashed out to make room for a historic
panorama in three panels. The first was
headed with a quotation from Thomas Mun-
zer in German. The second quoted the demo-
cratic constitution of 1848 and the third was
an appeal to unite against fascism, dated 1938.

By the time we got through examining the
building a table had been set up under a tree

by George, who had just returned from the
Spanish veterans’ concentration camp; he was
about twenty-six, and bronzed, his hair
bleached by. the sun almost as white as his
strong teeth. The table was piled high with
white bread, plum jam, and bowls of black
coffee. At it was seated an old man in a bath-
ing suit, leaning on a cane. He spoke in
clipped, precise, charming English and wanted
to speak about nothing but America. There
was no political discussion in evidence any-
where. Anna hastened to explain that it was
forbidden at the camp, which was a place for
rest. The name of the old man was Dr. Her-
mann Dunker, a leading Marxist Leninist
teacher in Germany before Hitler and head
of the Marxist Leninist institute there. He
wanted to talk about a place called “Ver-
mont,” which, he explained to Anna in Ger-
man, was so named because the mountains
are very high and green there. Then he said,
you must do one thing when you get back to
America and that is arrange at once for the
publication of Sally Bleistift, the most charm-
ing story ever written for children. The
woman who wrote it is a refugee in England.
She is fifty years old and has finally found
work and sustenance as a servant in the home
of two ancient English ladies.

By that time Raedel arrived from his swim
and as soon as he was dressed we sat under
our tree. In a soft voice, so as not to interfere
with the singing, he told me about the various
people around: That girl (about seventeen,
thin, pale, obviously a dynamo of energy) was
doing splendid work among the youth. She
had gotten across only six months ago. That
man, four years in concentration camp. That
boy, two and a half years in concentration
camp. Suddenly a plane roared overhead.
Everybody looked up. Flying over the Paris
area had been forbidden a week before. And
then two and three and soon squadrons, all
flying west. Raedel’s bushy brows met in a
foreboding frown. A

Was there any news in town, he whis-
pered? We told him of the scenes we had met
all along the road coming to the camp—
peasants leading their horses to be requi-
sitioned and standing around waiting for the
soldiers to check them in, patting the animals
with affection.

I couldn’t see the entrance to the camp
grounds from my position on the ground fac-
ing Siegfried. But suddenly his face changed
color. That’s all, just changed color. The
singing -didn’t stop. A group tossing a ball
went right ahead with its game. Others who
were strolling among the trees comtinued on
their way. I slowly turned my head to see
what had happened, and there, through the
trees, came eight gendarmes. Everybody by
this time had seen them but nothing changed.
From the building two young men went out
to meet them and took them over to one side.
Raedel went on talking, a little more slowly,
his eyes glued on the conference. The singers
sang on—their eyes glued on the conference.
The ballplayers played as vigorously as ever
but their heads turned toward the gendarmes.

And then the gendarmes went away. Still the
discipline remained unbroken and the two
young men came over to us. ‘“We must close
the camp in two hours.” There was no ex-
planation, merely the statement of a fact. All
eyes were now directed toward our tree but
no one moved. All waited for Raedel. “Tell
them,” he said, “to begin to get ready.” And
then he sat in complete silence for a moment.
His face had gotten back its color. But his
eyes were shining with tears and he said to
everyone and to no one in a very low voice:
“So this is finished toe.”

WHERE ARE THEY NOW?

It was not until many days later that' 1
learned what was happening to these magnifi-
cent people. The younger men were mobilized
—into concentration camps. The older men
were rounded up in early morning police raids
on their miserable homes and taken off to
prisons somewhere in France. To this day
even their relatives cannot learn where they
are. The women and children have evidently
been left to shift for themselves—an almost
ghastly perspective in present-day France.

Their plight is tragic, certainly. But having
seen them face to face, it is impossible to think
of them with despair. Nothing short of physi-
cal annihilation can crush these people. Noth-
ing can break them. Years in Hitler’s concen-
tration camps, years of starvation, years of all
the perils and privations that come with de-
voted service in the anti-fascist underground,
have brought a hard leanness to their limbs
and faces and deeper lines around their de-
termined eyes. They will continue to keep
their banner of freedom flying wherever they
are. They will never fail the forces of progress
and democracy. We must not fail them.

SasHA SMALL.

Polish Admiral

oLIsH official sources offer one of the rea-

sons the Polish people were betrayed by
their leaders, in the biographical sketch on
Rear Admiral Michael Unrug:

Born in Brandenburg, Prussia; educated in
Dresden Naval School; during the World
War was an officer in the German Navy.
1918—joined the Polish Navy in the rank of
Commander. 1925—Commander of the Polish
Navy and her organizer. 1935—advanced to
Rear Admiral. 1939—the admiral has been
commanding the Polish forces resisting the
Germans at the Peninsula of Hel near Gdynia.
Rear Admiral Unrug has great knowledge of
the entire Danzig area. During the World
War he was commander of the German
submarine base at Danzig.

How to Win Friends

DALE CARNEGIE, the big bootstrap spe-
cialist, is continuing his tour of Japan,
and the Japanese occupied areas of China,
gathering literary material. Suggested title for
the book, How to Win Dale and Influence
America by the Japanese Propaganda Office.

.
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ing statement to the press. Mr. Waldman,
Congressman Dies’ finger-man, pointed at the
conference, and the wild-and-woolly Texan
then gave it both barrels. What do these men
fear in the open discussion of civil rights?
The American people may well ask themselves
—and those gentlemen—a few questions.

Is not Dies’ strategy directed against all
progressive America?

What is his ultimate aim?

He began with Red-baiting: today he at-
tempts to bulldoze Sen. Robert F. Wagner
and Sen. Elbert Thomas for daring to speak at
a meeting on behalf of civil rights. This is
exactly what New Masskgs pointed out in its
editorial last week. We said, “The destruc-
tion of democracy always begins by denying
democracy to the Communists.” We cited the
example of the Third Reich. We confess we
did not think our warning then would be
verified so rapidly. Professing “concern” for
democracy, Dies continues his efforts to un-
dermine it. Today he has widened his “con-
cern” and threatens the American Civil Lib-
erties Union, the liberals connected with it—
and even extends his hounding to two promi-
nent legislators.

John L. Lewis, speaking before the CIO
convention in San Francisco, hit the nail
squarely when he said: “We can continue
to escape the misfortunes which have over-
taken much of the rest of the world only if
we set our own house in order and build up
a ‘bulwark of democratic resistance against
all the forces in this country which lead to
fascism and war.” He said explicitly that
more than extraordinary vigilance must be
exercised to guard existing labor and social
legislation and democratic rights against cur-
tailment under the pretext of emergency con-
siderations. -

The “bulwark” is being undermined by
Dies and the interests he represents. These
are the warmakers — the monopolists who
gained billions in the last war. These are the
“subversive plotters” against the welfare of
the land. The mask must be torn from their
faces and they must be hauled before the
American people for judgment.

Red-baiters in the ALP

HE leaders of the American Labor Party

have beaten Martin Dies to the punch.
Dies hopes to outlaw the Communist Party,
but the ALP chiefs have already done so.
And in the expansive Dies fashion they in-
clude under the label “Communist” everyone
who does not agree that Chamberlain is fight-
ing a holy war for democracy and that the
Soviet Union is a deep-dyed villain and be-
trayer. By this simple definition both Lloyd
George and Winston Churchill are danger-
ous Reds, for have they not hinted that the
USSR is- not exactly cheek by jowl with
Hitler?

The warmongering, pro-Chamberlain, anti-
Soviet resolution of the ALP leaders was
* shocking enough. But the manner in which
they railroaded it through a meeting heavily

larded with stooges, under threat of expul-
sion for anyone who dared vote nay, was a
spectacle that would try the strongest stom-
ach. There was a veritable lynch atmosphere
at that meeting in Manhattan Center on
October 4. “That a member or candidate of
our party should state that Britain and France
are conducting an imperialist war is some-
thing we cannot and will not stand,” barked

fuhrer Alex Rose, the never-elected state’

secretary of the ALP.

The action of the Old Guard Socialist
crowd who have seized control of the ALP
is of course a windfall for Tammany. It
splits the progressive forces wide open and
inaugurates a witch hunt against those who
have been most active in building the Labor
Party.

The second effect of this putsch is to
give the green light to the Dies committee
and every anti-labor, anti-democratic element
in the country. The Old Guard Socialist
leaders are following in the footsteps of their
colleagues in Germany, who helped kill de-
mocracy and greased the wheels for the
triumph of Hitler.

But the rank and file of the ALP will
not be herded so easily into the corral of re-
action. Two days after the Rose-Antonini
coup a meeting of the New York County
Committee of the ALP refused to endorse
the warmongering resolution and elected a
new progressive county leadership. Outstand-
ing progressives are also being heard from.
In a 'speech before the AFL convention
Mayor LaGuardia declared that what is hap-
pening in Europe is “slaughter and sacrifice
of human beings with no hope for the work-
ing people no matter how it ends. The work-
ing people were not consulted on the start
of the war. They are not to have any say
on how it is to end.” Councilman Michael
Quill, ALP candidate for reelection in the
Bronx, in a stinging reply to the demand that
he toe the line, denounced the resolution as

“designed to create a war hysteria.” Three

Manhattan judicial candidates have followed
suit. Shaemas O’Sheel, the party’s candidate
for sheriff in Dutchess County, New York,
has likewise issued a statement refusing to
support Chamberlain’s war or the attacks on
the Soviet Union.

The reactionaries are attempting to make
capital out of the division in ALP ranks. But
the members have no intention of abandoning
their organization to the clique of self-consti-
tuted leaders who are trying to wreck it. One
way to keep the banner of progress flying is
to register this week in order to be able to
vote in November.

Labor Takes Stock

HE AFL and CIO are now taking stock

and deciding policy on a multitude of
problems at their conventions meeting in Cin-
cinnati and San Francisco respectively. Their
attitude toward the imperialist war, toward
labor unity, toward the reactionary drive on
civil liberties and living standards is im-

23

portant not only for American labor, but for
the people as a whole.

The AFL Executive Council, which domi-
nates the Federation’s convention, has thus
far shown a disposition to trim its verbal sails
to the storm of rank and file protest, while
pursuing the old reactionary course. On the
war issue both the Executive Council report
and President Green’s opening address showed
signs of split personality. “As for our own
country,” said the report, “we demand that it
stay out of the European conflict, maintaining
neutrality in spirit and in act.” But in the
next breath the report violates both the letter
and spirit of neutrality by ignoring the com-
plicity of the British and French governments
and placing all the blame for the war on the
Nazis, falsely linking the latter with the Com-
munists.

Similarly, in his address, while declar-
ing that American labor was disillusioned
with the last war and warning against Ameri-
can involvement in the present conflict, Green
nevertheless urged substitution of the cash-and-
carry plan for the present arms embargo, a
move designed to help Britain and France.
The AFL delegates were also subjected to
openly warmongering speeches by Spencer
Miller, director of the Federation’s educa-
tional bureau, and by delegates of the British
trade unions.

A welcome contrast to this open and covert
warmongering was the speech of Mayor La-
Guardia, who told the convention that the
workers were not consulted about the start
of the war and would not be consulted about
its end. Only the Daily W orker, among New
York newspapers, found these words fit to
print.

President Roosevelt’s appeal for labor unity
was treated with greater official respect than
the appeal he sent last year, but once again
the blame for the division in the labor move-

‘ment was placed on the CIO and an indirect

rebuke given to the President when it was
suggested that he send future communications
to the CIO. The tory majority of the Execu-
tive Council demonstrated how little regard
it had for' labor unity when it practically
suspended the International Typographical
Union for refusing to pay a special assessment
for an anti-CIO war chest.

As we go to press the CIO convention has
only just begun, but the forthright presiden-
tial report of John L. Lewis already sets the
tone. Lewis characterized the imperialist war
as the product of “arrogant aggression and
inept statesmanship,” and declared that “or-
ganized labor is emphatically opposed to any
involvement of the United States in the Euro-
pean war.” Throughout his address he called
sharp attention to the domestic problems and
sounded a warning against possible curtail-
ment of labor and social legislation and demo-
cratic rights ‘“under the pretext of emergency
conditions.” And Lewis’ appeal for united ac-
tion of labor, the farmers, and all progressive
organizations points the way to the successful
defense of peace, civil liberties, and the social
gains won in recent years.
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So They Say

EORGE BERNARD SHAW once said,
G “Marx made a man of me.” This
) week it would appear that Stalin has
made a boy of him again. He begins an article
in the London New Statesman and Nation
with ‘“The war is over”:

Every person in the country capable of seeing
three moves ahead in the game of military chess
has known this from the moment the first Russian
soldier stepped across the Polish frontier. . . . We
were out on our old balance of power lines to dis-
able Germany, which is now called abolishing
Hitlerism. . . . Stalin, 500 percent or so abler and
quicker on the uptake than all the dictators, in-
cluding the Westminster Cabinet, rolled into one,
thad nothing to consider except which of them he
should take by the scruff of the neck. ... He in-
formed us, in effect, that since we couldn’t even
be civil to Russia we should not make Poland a
gun emplacement for the obvious ultimate aim of
our rulers {(as far as they are capable of aims)
of restoring the Romanov czardom and once more
dining happily with the Benkendorys in Chester
_Square. . . . What are we suffering for? Upon what
are we resolved ? ‘What have we determined ? What
in the devil’s pame is it all about, now that we
thave let Poland go? Chamberlain in reply states
our aims in .peroration. Winston Churchill echoes
it in a broadcast with a certain sense of absurdity
which the microphone betrays. Our aim is, first, to
deliver Europe €rom the threat and fear of war.
And our remedy is to promise them three years’
:more war (!), next, to abolish Hitlerism root and
‘branch. Well, what about beginning by abolishing
Churchillism, a propasition no less nonsensical and
:more easily within our reach?

And if, as is desperately possible, we drove Russia
and Germany intp a combination against us, which
is just what our old .school ties and trade unionists
are recklessly trying to do, then we shall indeed
qneed God’s help and not deserve it. No: it will
not do, however thickly we butter it with bunk
.and balderdash about liberty, democracy, and every-
thing we have just abolished at home.

° ° °

Walter Lippmann thinks it through to the
danger point:

The territory that the Russians are occupying
was not assigned to Poland in the Versailles settle-
ment; it was territory conquered by the Poles some
years after the peace .conference. . . . Stalin has
«<chosen to share in the partition of the Polish state
‘but not in the partition of the Polish nation. . . . It
is evident that Stalin has used the war to establish
the best military fromtier that Russia has ever had.

) . e . °

B. H. McCormack, writing in the Wail
Street Journal, speculates on the war boom-
let. “A boemlet might be described as a boom
nipped in the bud,” he remarks. He tips off
‘Wall Street’s desire that the war continue:
“It seems generally agreed among bankers
.and economists that we have been witnessing
an inventory boom—which might well be-
come a boomlet if (1) peace develops, or (2)
war orders from Europe don’t’ develop in
substantial volume pretty soon.”

The New York commercial press has been
whipping up the Social-Democratic and
Trotskyist warmongering in the American
Labor Party by such “objective” reporting
as this from a front page lead in the Post:
“The Communist ‘line’ against the American
Labor Party’s attempt to oust the Reds from

its ranks took definite form today. It was:

rule or ruin.” But the entire metropolitan press
except the Daily Worker failed utterly to
report the biggest labor news of the week.
This was that section of Mayor LaGuardia’s
surprise speech before the AFL convention
in Cincinnati in which he dealt with the war.
LaGuardia declared that the people of Europe
“were not consulted on the start of the war,

would not be consulted about its end, and there-

is no hope for them in the war regardless of
which side wins.” The Post did not report the
speech at all, but found space for twenty inches
of ALP Red-baiting, front page room for a
long Cincinnati story on the World Series,
and twelve inches on Page 2 for “GENERAL
MOTORS TO OPEN SALON.” Under the pro-
visions of the hysterical Red-baiting resolu-
tion jammed through the ALP, the mayor is
now eligible for losing the ALP endorsement
should he run again. Anyone with a cool head
these days is a Red.
. [ ] [ ] [ ]

_Genevieve Tabouis wires from Paris the
rumor that von Ribbentrop’s report of the
recent Russian' negotiations -made Goering
and Himmler furious:

They bitterly reproached him for the meager
results he had obtained from Moscow, whereas he
had guaranteed Russian cooperation just as he had
guaranteed to the Fuhrer the democracies would
accept peace offers. . . . From the economic stand-
point Russia is said to have given a very vague
consent to collaboration with Germany for war
materials, entering into no details and signing no
agreements. Hitler is said to be furious over the
results of von Ribbentrop’s visit to Moscow. Foreign
observers in Berlin add that his attitude toward
his principal adviser is somewhat cold. He cannot
conceal his disillusionment over results of the Mos-
cow interviews or the failure of his peace offer.

. . °

Familiar example of liberal reasoning from
the Nation: “It is clear that, although large
scale defections have not been reported [in
the Communist Party of France] difficulties
. . . are causing rapid disintegration.” In
other words it is equally clear that although
no democracy in France and England can be
found, the Allies are fighting for democracy.
. ° ° °

Liberty, incapable of attacking socialism on
anything above the moron level, has blown
the lid off “free love” once again in an article
by one Myron Goldgar on the Young Com-
munist League at New York University. Re-
porters asked NYU students about the situa-
tion. Said sorority girl Jean Searing, “I have
been approached by several boys who are mem-
bers of the YCL and not one of them ever
made a pass at me.” “With the Communists,”
said a male student, “it’s talk, talk, talk all
the time. And pamphlets. Nothing is free;
they make collections all the time.”

Arthur Krock confirms what the Com-
munists have been saying all along in his
column in the New York Times—that Mar-
tin Dies’ real objective is the destruction of
the New Deal.

If Mr. Dies is able to disclose such names [of
key men in the administration ‘sympathetic to
Communism] with sufficient proof, he will have
dealt a hard blow to the administration, damaged
the third term drive, and reawakened suspicions
of the moderate Democrats which have led them
into opposition to the New Deal on recent occasions.
And he will have revived the somewhat flagging
spirits .of the Republicans.

[ J [ ] o,

The Oriental Economist, Tokyo, admits
the force of the blow dealt Japan by the Ger-
man-Soviet Non-Aggression Pact: “But re-
gardless of the outcome of the European crisis,
it is unthinkable that Japan’s position will
take a rapid turn for the better.”

[ ) [ ] [ ]

The New Statesman and Nation comments
on the Soviet occupation of Western Ukraine
and Byelo Russia:

The German and the Russian forces met on equal
terms at Brest-Litovsk, where Lenin accepted the
most humiliating peace of modern times at the
hands of the Germans., By taking over the Russian
parts of Poland Stalin repays an old score; it was
over these areas that Pilsudski, encouraged and
financed by the Allies, carried out in 1920 one of
the least justifiable military campaigns in modern
history. )

For years the [London] Times has encouraged
the Nazis to believe that the English people were
complacent about the policy of National Socialism;
now, realizing at length that British diplomacy has
thrown Hitler into the arms of Stalin, it exploits
all the resources of polished venom to inflame pas-
sion against the USSR. More dangerous still, it sets
to work to build up a myth of Poland. . . . Elemen-
tary common sense should lead to the most cautious
statements about Poland, whose full restoration
could only be accomplished by the. defeat both of
Nazi Germany and of Soviet Russia—a proposition
which even the Times does not dare to espouse.
We see in these articles in the Times a perfect ex-
ample of the type of mind which has brought us
to our present situation. It is the mind which
created Versailles and which paid disreputable gen-
erals to invade Soviet Russia after the war; the
mind that refused justice to democratic Germany
and then truckled to Nazi Germany; the mind
which sabotaged the League, made war inevitable,
neglected every democratic cause which we could
have aided during the last eight years and which
has now landed France and Britain in a war which
need never have happened.

[ ] [ ] [ ]

P. J. Philip, ambassador to the New York
Times from the Bonnet-Daladier gang, has
cabled more editorials than all the actual news
reports put together. Here is a sample com-
posed during his visit to the “front”:

At Verdun we had speeches and entertainment
and it was pathetic to see and hear the extent to
which it is believed and hoped the United States
will come again into this war, in which France has
no other interest than in defense of that patrimony
of liberty that she in part derived from the Amer-
ican War of Independence.
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Freud’s Contribution

The genius of psychology, whose bourgeois outlook hampered his insight into the human mind.
A problem of fact and superstition.

LMOST a generation has passed since
A Freud, according to his own state-
ment, made his last important contri-
bution to psychoanalysis; yet whether he was
a charlatan’or a man of genius has not yet
ceased to be a topic of heated controversy.
Within the last few years equally competent
authorities have condemned him utterly and
praised him extravagantly. Even Marxists,
united as they are, cannot yet agree upon him.
His supporters and his enemies may be found
on both sides of the class struggle.

His earlier years were spent in shocking the
Victorian world and calling down upon him-
self the vituperation of which outraged re-
spectability is so capable. During his last
twenty-five years he was chiefly engaged in
supplying ammunition to reactionary currents
of thought. Yet it is interesting to note that
in both cases Freud was innocent of any ma-
liclous intentions. He confessed that he really
expected his early discoveries to be greeted
with delight and regretted that he had sown
a whirlwind. It is also true that he had no
sympathies with the militarism, anti-intellec-
tualism and anti-Semitism which his own
theories tended to justify as unavoidable.

Even those who feel that Freud went too
far, now grant that his part in the resurrection
of sex has benefited psychology. What many
doctors knew but hesitated to mention even
to other doctors, Freud blurted aloud and,
despite torrents of abuse, he ultimately suc-
ceeded in dragging sex into the light of science.

No doubt this achievement was his most:

spectacular and gained him as many adherents
as enemies. But the disfavor which still per-
sists in conservative academic circles where
sex is now mentioned freely cannot be ex-
plained, I think, except by the fact that
Freud’s emphasis on sex was only a part of
a greater if quieter contribution to science.

Freud did more than spill the beans about
sex. He made what amounted to a sustained,
detailed and unanswerable attack upon the
bourgeois family. Here too, he failed to recog-
nize the social consequences of his work. He
thought only of making an honest analysis of
the intimate emotional relationships which he
found in every home without realizing that
the simple truth about bourgeois society is
equivalent to criticism of it. And he thought
he was examining the “human” family, not a
transient historical institution.

The bourgeois family is one of the three
pillars of capitalist society, and its sanctity,
like the sanctity of the property relations
which it sustains, is guarded by a well-rounded
mythology. Like capitalism as a whole, the
bourgeois family is reputed to be a natural,

SIGMUND FREUD: May 6, 1856-Sept. 23,
1939. The most eminent psychologist of
the century spent his last days in exile, a
victim of fascist persecution.

balanced and harmonious way of living except
for accidental and external disturbances. The
picture of an economic system automatically
providing the greatest good for the greatest
number is supplemented by an idealized
family: a dutiful loving wife and mother,
little children brightening the home, and all
protected by a firm but tender husband.

Freud’s discoveries shattered this lovely
image beyond repair. He found not only that
the family was crawling with deep and per-
manent contradictions and conflicts but also
that, in one form or another, they were un-
avoidable. The contradictions which afflicted
the ideal family were not accidental. They
constituted its very essence. Jealousy, hatred,
domination, rebellion, submission, all bound
up’ with varieties of sexual attachmlent and
thickly coated with love: these were the ma-
terials making up the “family romance.” In
addition, Freud found that this tangle of re-
lations was steeped in hypocrisy so profound
that even the people involved were unaware
of their true feelings. One has to understand
the full horror of the realities pointed out by
Freud to appreciate the incredulous astonish-
ment expressed by Dr. Frankwood Williams
at Soviet families when he said: “These par-
ents seem actually to like their children and
the children seem actually to like their
parents.”

Just as Darwin complacently transferred
bourgeois theories about capitalism to the
sphere of nature, so Freud did not seem em-
barrassed for his civilization when he found
no difficulty in transferring the bourgeois
family to the forest primeval. Yet what a
commentary it is. Just take off their clothes,
change the date on the calendar and with a
few added touches, behold! It is no longer
Herr Schmidt, the banker, and his family,
but the primal father and his horde! Although
Freud never recognized the ferocity of his
own attack or appreciated the cutting satire
in his fable of the primal horde, this detailed
and devastating expose stands among his chief
accomplishments.

If psychology is still an infant science (and
it is), when Freud began his work it had not
yet been born. The development of any science
is preceded and accompanied by the growth
of a vast sphere of practical activity which
can provide the basis for the science. Geology
for example had to mark time for almost six
thousand years until commercial capitalism in
the sixteenth century developed a mining in-
dustry sufficiently broad and various to pro-
vide the experience necessary for drawing wide
theoretical generalizations. It is well known
that the theory of natural selection depended
upon the development of large-scale animal
breeding in England. But at the end of the
nineteenth century, what practical social ex-
perience could form the foundation for a
science of the development of personality? It
is quite true that society had been rearing
children for some time, but the experience
derived in this way was largely inaccessible
to science. Even today the limited number of
nurseries and the scarcity of other social ser-
vices limits the practical basis of psychology,
one more example showing that the struggle
for the needs of the masses is simultaneously
a struggle for science. But in Freud’s day
there was nothing in these fields. The insane
had scarcely been taken out of the prisons
and psychiatry had not gone much beyond
classification. Neurotics were still ridiculed
and passed on from one incredulous doctor
to the next. About the only sphere of social
practice dealing with the manipulation of per-
sonality was that dominated by the hypnotists.

In fact, Freud was actually the first modern
psychologist to deal in any effective and fruitful
way with the complicated problems involving
the personality as a whole. He drew upon all
the usually neglected activities of the mind
and was certainly among the first to grasp the
fact that no single aspect of behavior can be
understood except in relation to the whole
personality in its development from birth.



SIGMUND FREUD: May 6, 1856-Sept. 23,
1939. The most eminent psychologist of
the century spent his last days in exile, a
victim of fascist persecution.
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The realization of this simple and pro-
foundly correct truth was sufficient to raise
a thousand hitherto unsuspected problems, the
solution to any one of which demanded the
solution of all. It is understandable that Freud
was impelled to guess, speculate, entertain ab-
surdities, follow blind alleys, and in short run
the constant risk of making a fool of himself.
The wonder is that he did not get entirely
lost and that, despite all defects, his thinking
provides 2 body of brilliant insights which
practical workers even today find a source of
stimulation. :

Besides these unavoidable difficulties of the
pioneer, Freud’s work suffers from his un-
critical acceptance of the main individualistic
superstitions which are rooted in capitalist
society. He was rarely able to throw off the
toils of nineteenth century metaphysics and
ended by getting himself all wound up in the
crudest forms of idealism while still profess-
ing to be a materialist. He thought the human
race was doomed to suffer forever from the
same mental conflicts which they endure to-
day under capitalism. Such assumptions inevi-
tably led him into those breath-taking and
quite fanciful anthropological - speculations
which have done so much to discredit him in
the eyes of serious students and make him
such an easy target for ridicule.

Entwined in the mesh of bourgeois pre-
conceptions, what revolutionary tendencies he
had were turned against him. His intense dis-
like of capitalist society, his hatred of violence,
his disgust at the revivals of anti-Semitism,
and his burning resentment at his own per-
sonal humiliation and suffering: all these pro-
duced in him nothing but pessimism. Even
worse. He wasted his energies and mobilized
his theories justifying as inevitable the things
which tormented him and which finally
hastened his own death in exile.

The contradiction between Freud’s pene-
trating insight and the limitations laid upon
his thinking by his bourgeois outlook is prob-
ably the outstanding characteristic of his work
as a whole. His every advance was harassed
on all sides by the false assumptions of
apologetic thought. Reactionary superstitions
shamelessly invade his most profound dis-
coveries. It is this which makes Freud’s work
so difficult to evaluate. The danger is that
competent leftist critics may be so repelled by

his blunders that they will dispose of him as .

Feuerbach, for much the same reason, disposed
of Hegel. Despite his limitations, Freud de-
serves the serious attention of all those who
are struggling to bring about a world which
will eliminate spiritual as well as material
poverty. Francis BARTLETT.

Freud’s Last Book

MOSES AND MONOTHEISM, by Sigmund Freud. Alfred
A. Knopf. $3.

HE grave defects of a personalistic ap-
proach to human problems have rarely
appeared so clearly as in the last book written
by Freud. Here is the logical culmination of
a method of attack that almost completely dis-

regards the social and economic bases of his-
torical development while clinging to mystical
and jdealistic mechanisms of explanation.
Starting with certain conjectures which in
themselves are questionable, an elaborate
structure of speculation is built upon the
quicksands of analogy. _

True enough, Moses might be an Egyptian
name, and possibly Moses was an Egyptian,
as Freud claims. But an unsubstantial chain
of reasoning goes on to develop the idea that
the Aton religion of Egypt was practically
forced on the Jewish people by their self-
chosen leader. The evolutionary nature of
monotheism is overlooked. Shaky points are
made into established beliefs by Freudian in-
terpretations of individual motivation carried
over as explanatory principles for group be-
havior.

The Great Man theory of history is backed
to an extent probably undreamt of by Carlyle:
Moses is held to have “created the Jews” and
it is to him that they owe much of the hostility
with which they have been surrounded ever
since biblical times. Naturally enough then,
the motives of anti-Semitism are to be found
in the remote past, and in that almost un-
reachable reservoir of suppressed desires, the
“unconscious” of the Israelites. Just how im-
pressions of the past are retained by succeeding

_generations is never revealed to the reader

while the scientific findings of psychology and
anthropology rejecting such a notion are neg-
lected.

Freud’s weakness was that he had a poor
conception of general scientific methodology
as applied to different fields of investigation.
Granted that he directed the searchlight of
science onto problems neglected by acade-
micians, yet his total viewpoint is individually
rather than socially centered. Essentially he
believes there can be no remedy for such blots
on civilization as anti-Semitism, because its
roots lie in the far-distant past. Moreover,
Man’s innate nature is held to dictate the
kind of world that exists and that could exist.

Stemming from such a faulty approach,
Moses and Monotheism is a prime example
of illogical thinking. It does not add to
Freud’s stature, but emphasizes his many
flaws rather than his virtues.

PuiLir A, TAYLOR.

O’Casey’s Early Life

I KNOCK AT THE DOOR, by Sean O’Casey. The Mac-
millan Co. $2.50.

‘HE bitter taste of life as one savors it

reading Juno and the Paycock, The
Plough and the Stars, and The Silver Tassie
is explained by this story of the childhood
of little Johnny Casside of the Dublin slums
who grew up to be Sean O’Casey of the Irish
Citizens Army and the Abbey Theater. If
he has mercilessly exposed the life of the Dub-
lin tenements as a hideous thing, it is be-
cause its ugliness was all he knew in those
tender years when life, if ever, should include
sunshine and gayety and freedom from care.
If this same Sean O’Casey has been a stormy
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petrel, never waiting a second invitation to
a quarrel, it is because little Johnny Casside
had to fight his way through childhood under
cruel handicaps—diseased eyes, causing physi-
cal agony which all could understand though
few cared, and a sensitive nature which no
one even understood.

The grim honesty of ()’Casey’s art can
be the better appreciated in the light of this
story of a childhood passed in an environ-
ment where life is pretty well stripped to
essentials. In the Casside family, well-being
meant somehow miraculously stretching the
pennies to buy enough bread and tea for the
week. Ambition meant securing a laborer’s
job, and the escape from ambition was to
“take the Saxon shillin’,” to enlist in the
British Army. Romance—for Johnny’s sis-
ter—was grimly to rush into marriage with
the handsome infantryman before his fancy
might turn elsewhere. Recreation was a round
of music hall songs over a pint of porter in
the tiny kitchen. But there was religion—yes,
and that was the most horrible of all. Religion
meant that little Protestant Johnny scorned
and feared the little Catholic boys and that
they in turn despised and persecuted little
Protestant Johnny. Religion above all meant
the Reverend Mr. Hunter who made pious
and docile Mrs. Casside send little Johnny
through the rain to school though the doc-
tors said he must stay at home with bandaged
eyes, but the country must be saved from
Popery ; and religion meant the sadistic school-
master whose edged ruler struck through the
dark like the sting of a serpent when Johnny’s
agonized eyes closed for a moment in a dream
of green fields and blue skies. The man and
artist who somehow grew up from the har-
ried body and soul of little Johnny has not
been noted for any very great reverence for
religion.

This book takes leave of Johnny at about
the age of ten, when his eyes are at last mend-
ing and he knows that he will survive and
will yet taste life. It is the terrifically moving
first installment of what, as developed in later
volumes, should be one of the most notable
of modern autobiographies. Written in large
part in the dialect of the Dublin slummies,
it makes racy, flavorful, exciting reading.

Suaemas O’SHEEL.

Men Without Jobs

WASTED MANPOWER: THE CHALLENGE OF UNEMPLOY-
MENT, by Corrington Gill. W. W. Norton & Co.
$275.

HIs study by the assistant commissioner

of the WPA is a terse, intelligent re-
statement of an appalling national problem.
It is liberal in tone and weighted with care-
fully chosen data that are the elementary facts
of our moribund economy. In the past ten
years more than $130,000,000,000 in national
income was lost through unemployment.
“Translated into more tangible symbols, these
dollars and this waste of manpower might
have built millions of houses and automobiles,
and provided adequate clothing for tens of

S” ZUNBARG
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millions of our population, as well as better
food and living conditions.”

Mr. Gill is not deluded by the wishful
thinkers who claim that a siege of prosperity
will give everyone jobs. He pleads ardently
for the extension of public works and for more
substantial relief. He calls for wider invest-
ment to increase productive capacity although
that call remains unheeded for reasons not
completely clear to him. Useful for its facts,
Mr. Gill’s book studiously evades the col-
lateral politics. Mr. Woodrum had the figures
and charts, as did several hundred other con-
gressmen. Yet the beatings they gave relief
measures, especially at the last session, are as
pertinent information as tables of statistics.
Nor is a book on recent unemployment finished
without a summary discussion of the Workers
Alliance and its struggles as well as those
carried through by the trade unions. Mr. Gill
could have also been more painstaking in his
resume of the “problem” in the Soviet Union.
The stubborn fact is that no involuntary un-
employment exists there and he would have
done well to discover why.

JounN StUART.

The New Mexico

MEXICO REBORN, by Verna Carleton Millan. Hough-
ton Mifflin Co. $3.

RS. MILLAN’s book is not of the Pyra-

mids and Sarapes school, nor is it the
mudpie baked by a Frank Kluckhohn for the
epicures of Standard Oil and Royal Dutch
Shell. It is a sort of limited “Personal His-
tory” written out of six years of life in
Mexico as the wife of a Mexican doctor
active in government circles. Making no pre-
tense to impartiality, Mrs. Millan tells the
story of the Mexico of Cardenas from the
point of view of his people—the workers and
peasants and soldiers who ‘“have seen their
country take on form and coherence, con-
sciousness and direction, in spite of every-
thing.” That “everything” the author does
not overlook. The bureaucracy, the apathy, -
the servility, the sabotage, the greed are all
there, but against them and above them are
the courage and discipline and solidarity that
are making Mexico’s great social ventures
succeed.

Using personal anecdote, biographical sketch,
and social documentation Mrs. Millan swiftly
builds up composites of Mexico’s problems in
education, health, agriculture, labor organiza-
tion, oil expropriation, feminism, art, fascist
penetration, and the 1940 Presidential cam-
paign. Underlying these is the basic issue:
will Mexico win and maintain national sov-
ereignty over her productive forces, liberating
her people from the domination of foreign im-
perialisms? The newspaper reader needs a
guide to help him follow the twists and turns
that the policies of labor and finance are
making today under the pressures of the second
imperialist war. A vivid and honest book,
Mexico Reborn will help you understand the
progress of their conflicts.

MiLToN MELTZER.
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Starring Bacillary Dysentery
The work of the WPA film unit . . . The new Hitchcock film

derer,” an English surprise.

HAT Norma Shearer couldn’t do to

‘;‘/ me in The Women has been effected

by a strange villain called Bacillary
Dysentery, who is featured in a gripping new
movie named From Hand to Mouth, pro-
duced by the WPA film unit. Bacillary is one
of the thousands of everyday actors who never
get into Hollywood films—an unpleasant ail-
ment of the rectal tract caused by slums, bad
sanitation, filthy handling of food, or germ-
laden water.

When Leo Seltzer and Elaine Basil, the
producer - director - scriptwriter - cameraman-
editor team of the WPA film unit, were given
the story of Bacillary Dysentery, the doctor
who suggested the story handed them a medi-
cal treatise on the subject. Now medical
treatises are doubtful entertainment for the
layman and as movie scripts they are beyond
the pale. The producers went to work on the
causes of the disease, and from this they made
their picture. Working around Manhattan
with a small hand camera they found the
causes—huge sewer pipes spilling into the
Hudson and East Rivers while Dead End
kids dive unconcernedly a few yards away.
They found open markets where flies swarm
on a grapefruit that has been handled by a
dozen people before it is purchased; their
camera pans steadily around tenement hall-
ways, in roach-ridden kitchens; in filthy
Coffee Pots where city dwellers eat their
assembly-line meals.

Then, in the Bronx General Hospital, the
treatment of dysentery from the laboratary to
the isolation ward is shown; and finally the
ways to remove the cause. Open markets can
be cleaned up and housed in sanitary sur-
roundings, such as the LaGuardia administra-
tion has provided in New York. Sewage can
be piped off to refineries, rather than dumped
into the rivers; cooking, even in the slums,
can be safeguarded; and watersheds can be
regulated against contagion. Yet the pursuit
of a disease such as this leads logically to the
underlying nature of the society that makes
it possible.

The tale is told with great filmic skill, de-
spite the fact that equipment was primitive
and the budget ridiculously low. The govern-
ment pays labor costs on such productions,
and provides the sparse equipment. A system
of sponsorship, similar to the publication ar-
rangement for federal writers, prevents the
WPA film workers from actually making a
film until they can find a sponsor who will
take care of all costs above labor. In this case
the Bronx General Hospital served. ‘

Any public institution can make similar ar-
rangements to utilize the eloquence of the
screen to dramatize its program. Yet the an-

nual budgets of such institutions rarely con-
tain film allotments. With such thorough and
ingenuous movie makers as Mr. Seltzer and
Miss Basil at their disposal, many more groups
should use the film. The team has done a
previous picture on the making of a fresco,
under the sponsorship of a group of museums.
Production is now underway on a sound film
for the Civil Service Commission of New
York City.

The WPA movie unit was shot to pieces
by Congress; only a handful of people remain.
That the survivors could go ahead and make
such a fine picture as From Hand to Mouth
will give you a faint idea of some of the lousy
characters the American people have repre-
senting them in Congress. Hitler burned the
books but the scabs in Congress are preparing
to see that they aren’t even printed.

HITCHCOCK DUBS ONE

Like everyone else I've been curious to see
Alfred Hitchcock abandon his spy formula.
Beg to report Jamaica Inn is a misadventure.
Daphne du Maurier’s novel was one of those
goblin stories that constitute the sub-literature
of the suburbs, a tale of a shipwrecking gang
on the Cornish coast in the early nineteenth
century. This means that the material is as
preposterous as Hitchcock could wish, but the
master doesn’t have any heart for the tale;
consequently his vivid detail and his humor
are lost. In addition to story trouble he has
star trouble in the person of Charles Laughton
in a pompous masquerade. Hitchcock’s actors

JEWISH PEASANT. An oil by Frank Horo-
witz, included in his exhibition of paintings
and water-colors on view at the Jewish

Club in New York City until October 24.

disappoints . . . “I Met a Mur-

should be zombies rather than Frankensteins.
Mr. Laughton wears padding, a putty nose,
and a pair of false eyebrows. The odd po- -
sition of the eyebrows high on the middle of
the forehead contributes one of the major sus-
penses of the picture. One waits with trepida-
tion for him to gore the heroine with them.
Mr. Laughton is of the school of actors who
have learned in front of a mirror; he makes
his role fit his effects—the snorting, sashaying
around, making faces, spitting, and reading
his lines with crazy accents. Where character
acting is measured by the amount of putty
and false hair, and the quaintness of the tech-
nique, Mr. Laughton is the paragon. He
makes me uncomfortable,

Hitchcock also has set trouble. Vast out-
door scenes have been built on the sound stage
—the brooding heath, the rambling inn, the
rocky seacoast, even a quayside. The settings
have been executed in the manner of the late
Arthur Rackham. It is hard to surrender your
imagination to obviously painted skies, a wild
shipwreck in a tank, and coaches rambling
over studio grass. Too much illusion breeds
disillusion. ]

Leslie Banks in his first character role as
the leader of the wreckers is excellent, as is
Emlyn Williams in a minor villain part.
Maureen O’Hara, a newcomer, is mighty
pretty and equally far from being an actress.
Hitchcock has done well with his bit charac-
ters but his main effect never jells. The direc-
tor is in Hollywood at present making another
popular novel, Rebecca. 1 hope he throws the
story out the window and thinks up one of
his own.

ON THE OTHER HAND

The falseness of Jamaica Inn is avoided in
I Met @ Murderer by the simple expedient of
shooting the whole picture without a set. The
film is the work of an independent English
company, consisting of a half-dozen people
who wrote, photographed, directed, and acted
the thing themselves at a cost of what must
have been less than $50,000. This would just
about cover a short in the monopoly studios.
I Met a Murderer is a simple, direct tale of
a young farmer who kills his nagging wife
and then begins to run. The chase leads him
hundreds of miles through the English coun-
tryside, which is photographed splendidly.
Finally he is tracked down and killed. The
story is reminiscent of Hitchcock’s favorite
chase theme. When more producers in America
have the uncommon sense to make movies in
the actual settings of this great and varied
country, instead of reproducing locales on the
lot or projecting stock shots on the process
screen, then we will have something worth
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talking about. The only people who have done
this to any serious extent are the documentary
film makers. Steinbeck’s Of Mice and Men
is being made by Lewis Milestone on a Cali-
fornia ranch, and Frontier Films is busy with
its vitally important feature on civil liberties
also on location.

If Hollywood, beset by the loss of foreign
revenue, wants to economize without pink
slips, here is the way to do it.

James Ducan.

Fun Underground

The Vanguard’s calypso show, “The
Duke of Iron.”

Now that the Village Vanguard has lost
its brilliant Revuers to Mr. Rocke-
feller’s brooding pile, an eminently fair re-
placement has been made in a new show built
around West Indian calypso music. Calyp-
sonians, typified by the jongleur in the Van-
guard show The Duke of Iron, are the
brawling topical singers of Trinidad, whose
improvisations on love, politics, parliamentary
matters, theology, and real estate advertising
have considerably shaded the press as public
intelligence in His Majesty’s western isles.
The Duke of Iron, with Gerald Clark’s
Caribbean Serenaders, serves up calypso clas-
sics like ‘“Roosevelt in Trinidad” and the
story of Mistress Wally and the Juke.

Bill Matons, the dancer, has invented some
gaudy choreography to embellish the music.
With Ailes Gilmour and a small troupe,
Matons delivers a rousing spectacle in the
calypso spirit. The confines of the Vanguard
are modest so that one gets his Scotch-and-
soda only after feats of bravery by the waiters,
who must speedily pick their way through the
middle of the romp. One of these intrepid
fellows is said to have had an offer from the
Ballet Russe after a month at the Vanguard.
He will be wise to decline it in view of the
healthy business being done in the place.

BarNaBY HOTCHKISS.

Drama Revival

Sidney Howard’s play, “They Knew
What They Wanted.”

IFTEEN years have passed since Sidney

Howard’s They Knew What They
W anted won the Pulitzer Prize for 1924.
Never more than an indifferent play from the
pen of a competent playwright, its original
production made shrewd use of those qualities
which were always inherent in the work of the
progressive dramatist who recently met an
untimely death, Howard was interested in
human values; in the basic emotional signifi-
cance of loneliness, warmth, love. These quali-
ties were always present in his work (he wrote
one of the earliest books on labor espionage,
helped to organize the Dramatists Guild),
and he was a good craftsman. Endowed with
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OFFER

to new subscribers

THISISWAR!

Everyman’s Guide
to Modern Warfare

BY LUCIEN ZACHAROFF

Today’s War News Means More
Than You Think

This book tells what communiques
don’t. For a vivid, plain-English ex-
planation of wartime strategy and tac-
tics, of mass murder weapons and the
news behind the news you must read
THIS IS WAR! It is the first detailed
ABC of war’s real meaning written for
all friends of labor and progress.

New Masses said of THIS IS - WAR!:
“As you read the headlines in the cur-
rent ‘war’ and wonder what the com-
batants may do next, this book will
give you the necessary background to
be not only a military expert but also
a fairly good political one . . . fine
reading for the anti-fascist readers.”

Scores of similarly enthusiastic reviews
from coast to coast make THIS IS
WAR! a “must” for every progressive
reader who wants to make sense of the
daily front-page confusion.

Subscribe to New Masses today!

26 weeks of New Masses.................. $2.50
“This Is War!”—retail price... 2.50

Cost $5.00
Our Price ... 3.60
You Save .....eeeo... $1.40

ACT TODAY!

This offer is only for
a limited period

NEW MASSES, 461 Fourth Ave., New York, N. Y.

Gentlemen: Please send me a eopy of Lucien
Zacharoff’s ““This Is War!” I enclose $3.60 for
a 26-week subscription to New Masses.

Name
Address

City .
10-17-39

_J




NM October 17, 1939

NEW MASSES Classified Ads

Min. charge $1.50
Deadline Fri. 5 p.m.

50c a line

7 words in a line

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

HELP WANTED

MAN WITH INFLUENTIAL CONNECTIONS and
contacts in any of these lines: Garment, Cosmetics, Book,
Music Publishing, Commercial Real Estate. Business ex-
perience. Full or part time. Salary and commission. State
age, experience, present position. Box 1701

INSURANCE

Whatever your needs — PAUL CROSBIE, established
since 1908 — FREQUENT SAVINGS, 135 William St.,
N. Y. Tel. BEekman 3-5262.

LISLE HOSIERY

FINEST LISLE & LISLE MESH, Union Made at
wholesale prices. AGENTS WANTED. Eastern Hosiery
Co., 330 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

PIANO TUNING

PIANO TUNING, regulating, repairing and voicing.
Pianos appraised. Excellent work. Ralph J. Appleton, 505
Fifth Ave. Tel. MUrray Hill 2-2291,

PICTURE FRAMING

FINE PICTURE FRAMING. Large selection of modern
rints. Graphic Arts Exchange, 1147 Broadway nr. 2
t. MUrray Hill 4-3586. (Formerly with Kanner Adel.)
10% discount to NEW MASSES readers.

ROOM FOR RENT

LARGE, FURNISHED, front room, unusually pleasant
—woman preferred. Telephone WAtkins 9-3694.

SITUATIONS WANTED

HOUSEKEEPER, capable, good cook, experienced, ref-
erences. Five afternoons. Manhattan, Call EDgecombe
4-5080 from 10:00 A.M. to 6:00 P.M.

VACATION RESORTS

CAMP FOLLOWERS OF THE TRAIL, Buchanan,
N. Y. Phone Peekskill 2879. Open weekends the whole
month of Oct. $2.75 per day. Tennis and all sports.
Delicious and wholesome food. N. Y. Central to Peekskill.

SACKS FARM-—Saugerties, N. Y. This is ideal time
for restful vacation. See the Catskills in their autumnal
splendor. No crowding. Finest of food. Sports. $17 by
ghgﬁsvéveek—&.’o per day. City information—BU tterfield

VOLUNTEERS FOR NEW MASSES WANTED

NEW MASSES would be grateful for volunteer clerical
help in its circulation campaign. Apply Room 1204, 461
Fourth Avenue, N. Y. C.

WEARING APPAREL

IT IS A RELIEF To Find Stunning, Ladylike Clothes
and Hats Within Your Reach At Miss Goodman’s, 474
7th Ave. LA 4-4013. Why pay for snooty labels?

GOINGS ON

DR. MAX YERGAN, Lecturer in Negro History and
Culture at C. C. N. Y., will speak on “The Negro in
American History,” Friday, October 13th, at 8:00 P.M.
sharp, Room 205, Workers School, 85 East 12th Street.
Admission 25 cents.

ALFRED GOLDSTEIN, %opular political analyst, dis-
cusses the week’s news, Sunday, October 15th, 8:30
P.M. Auspices Workers School, 35 East 12 Street, second
floor. Admission 20 cents.

ADVERTISE YOUR NEXT AFFAIR IN
the NEW MASSES under

‘“GOINGS ON”’

A Column Devoted to What’s On Around
Town!
Parties, Dances, Lectures, Etc.

DEADLINE: FRIDAY, 5 P. M.
RATE: 50 CENTS A LINE
7 WORDS TO A LINE MINIMUM CHARGE $1.50

Please mention NEw MASSES when patronizing advertisers

a brilliant trio of protagonists—Richard Ben-
nett, Pauline Lord, and Glenn Anders—the
original production provided more than one
electric moment on the stage.

Seen once again, at this remove, in the re-
vival at the Empire (N. Y.), some of the
juice seems to have gone out of the work.
Perhaps the world has moved too fast for
Tony, the good and natural man who had
made money out of Prohibition and got him
a fat young mail-order wife from San Fran-
cisco. More likely the thinness of the concep-
tion has been emphasized by the wooden
execution given it by Mr. Sillman’s players.
June Walker, Giuseppe Sterni, and Douglass
Montgomery have not recaptured any of the
excitement of the original production.

A. B.

New Popular Records

Jazz and “The Red Mikado” on
twelve-inch discs.

EBOR STAGE has recorded a twelve-inch
version of the “Red Mikado” sketch by
Harold Rome and Joseph Schrank from Pins
and Needles. Needless to say, the piece is one
of the funniest things of modern times and
the garment-made ensemble does it lusty jus-
tice on the recording,

Blue Note continues to make the most in-
teresting jazz collector’s items. Recent re-
leases include several important twelve-inch
items. Earl Hines has made his first impro-
vised solos since 1928 on The Father’s Geta-
way, backed by Reminiscing at Blue Note.
Hines has retrogressed little since his halcyon
days at the Apex Club and Grand Terrace in
Chicago. :

Blue Note has finally given Sidney Bechet
a foot of space on George Gershwin's Sum-
mertime, on a record stamped indelibly with
Bechet’s virtuosity on the soprano saxophone.
The orchestra is nearly ideal: J. C. Higgin-
botham, trombone; Frank Newton, trumpet;
Meade Lux Lewis, piano; Johnny Williams,
bass; Teddy Bunn, guitar; and Sidney Cat-
lett, drums. The other face of the record is
Pounding Heart Blues by the same personnel.

Another piano Blue Note brings Albert
Ammons and Meade Lewis in Twos and
Fews; and Mr. Ammons in a slow solo,
Chicago in Mind Blues. These will stand as
definitive examples of the folk talent of the
boogie-woogie pianists. 'J. D.

.
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SPEGIAL SERVICE

to our readers

OPIES of NEW MASSES in
bulk are available at special
discount. Those who desire to reach
their friends with past, present, or
future issues of NEW MASSES
can do so at the special rate of 10c
per copy. Orders in this respect,
however, must be in minimum num-
ber of 10 copies. If you prefer, you
may forward your list of names and
addresses to us and we will mail
the issues you specify. In this con-
nection, rates are also 10¢ per copy.
Cash, money order, or stamps must
accompany all orders. Address

Circulation Department

NEW MASSES

461 Fourth Avenue New York City

Z

Charles Martin

To Subscribe to NEW MASSES

just fill out and mail this form

A R L

NEW MASSES
461 Fourth Avenue
New York, N. Y.

For the inclosed §..
enter my subscription for the pe-

....... please

riod indicated below:

0 TWELVE WEEKS §1
SIX MONTHS $2.50
$4.50

O
[0 ONE YEAR
O

ONE YEAR—$1.00 down pay-
ment on $4.50 annual sub-
scription—Bill me monthly for
the balance.

0 TWO YEARS $7.50
{0 THREE YEARS $10.00
Name

Street

Gty State

Extra postage per year: Foreign $1; Canadian 50c

10-17-39
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 FREE TO OUR READERS

and to new subsceribers

USSR

ALBUM OF

PICTORIAL
STATISTICS

148 PAGES ¢ 14x10 INCHES . COLOR . FLEXIBLY BOUND . BOXED

THE Scientific Publishing Institute of Pictorial Statistics The album is printed on the finest paper stock obtain-
of the Soviet Union has published this elaborate up-to- able, heavy weight and glossy finish, and is printed in the
date album graphically illustrating in color every phase technique that compares with the highest tradition of
of organization and life in the Soviet Union. American publishing standards. The volume is bound in
The Album of Pictorial Statistics contains brilliantly- durable red cloth protected by a shellac finish. Each sec-
illustrated pictorial statistical tables, maps and diagrams, tion heading contains an embossed illustration and re-
beautifully executed in a variety of colors by the Soviet production of an etching.
Union’s foremost printing experts. The Album of Pictorial See the coupon below which explains how you can get
Statistics presents a vivid and exciting picture of the this valuable reference book.

giant advances in the industrial, social, and cultural
branches of the USSR. The Album also contains a bril-
liant preview of thrilling achievements in all fields of NEew Massks, 461 FourtH AvENUE, NEw York CITY
economy as envisioned by the planners of the only nation

———————— ———— ——— ————— ——{—— — —— —

Gentlemen: As per your special offer to new subscribers, please

in the world that can plan—and then execute those plans. send me a copy of the USSR Album of Pictorial Statistics. The
The Constitution of the USSR, its official flags, insig- enclosed $4.50 for one year’s subscription plus 25 cents for mail-
nias, and emblems of honorary award form an interesting ing and handling charges qualifies me to receive the free offer.

Enclosed find $4.75. (J

part of the Album of Pictorial Statistics. The various .

. . . I prefer to subscribe for six months. Enclosed find $2.50 plus 25
statistical charts are enlivened by a host of photographs cents. Total $2.75. []
of outstanding Soviet personalities a{ld important events. This free offer will be applied to all subscription renewals
The Album of Pictorial Statistics also contains a chart for a limited time only. Merely send 25 cents plus the cost
of basic indices of economic and cultural growth of the of your renewal. This offer, however, does not apply to sub-
USSR, according to the third five-year plan, 1938-1942, scriptions under six months.

The contents of the Album of Pictorial Statistics are
divided in the following four sections: Name

Section 1—State Organization of the USSR.

Section 2—Economic Construction of the USSR. Address .

Section  3—Welfare and Culture in the USSR.

Section 4—Position of Women in the USSR. City and State .
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