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Between Ourselves

E RECOMMEND the following

paragraphs most particu-

larly to our friends west of

the Hudson. Last week we
wrote of the inspiring meeting at
"Webster Hall in defense of NM on
February 26. Ruth McKenney de-
scribes it in vivid detail on page 24
of this issue. At this meeting A. B.
Magil urged friends of the magazine
to band together in active aid to the
publication, particularly now during
our Bill of Rights Fund drive. And
band together they did. Last Satur-
day afternoon the most diligent of
our readers came to our offices, dis-
cussed our problems, decided that
they would organize a NEw Masses
Readers League—a sort of aggrega-
tion of our most tried-and-trusted
readers who wouldn’t let the maga-
zine go under come hell or high wa-
ter—come bill collector or threat of
suppression.

They chose a coordinating com-
mittee—to oversee the many activi-
ties the magazine projects; they
picked a committee to run an art auc-
tion on behalf of our fund; a com-
mittee to put over a theater benefit
for NM; a committee to organize
house parties; a committee to give
technical aid to the regular, small,
overworked staff of the business office.
They went at the business with a sys-
tematic eye to detail and they mean
to make things hum.

chael Greene
Cora MacAlbert

Miss MacAlbert began her free-
lance writing several years ago upon
her return from Europe. She spent a
profitable six-year stay in Western
and Central Europe, the USSR, and
the Near East—going to school, teach-
ing, doing newspaper work, moun-
tain climbing and skiing, she says.
Since then she has contributed to NM,
the “New Yorker,” “Neaw Republic,”
“Coronet,” and other publications.

They asked the editors to announce
their decision to run the aforemen-
tioned art show. It will be called “A
Bill of Rights Art Auction for the
Benefit of NEw Masses.” The time
and place: Sunday afternoon and eve-
ning, April 7, at the ACA Gallery,
50 West 8th St.,, New York City.

Another affair they are sponsoring
is the preview performance of Hoff-
man Hayes’ living newspaper Medi-
cine Show, the evening of April 5.
The details: NM has taken over the
entire house for that evening. Tickets
will range from 83 cents and $1.10
to $1.65 and are already available at
the offices of this magazine, 461
Fourth Ave., NYC. Mail and phone
orders will be accepted. Call Jean
Stanley, at CA ledonia 5-3076.

Here’s what they asked us to tell
you about Medicine Show. It deals
with something everybody who ever

got sick thinks about—socialized
medicine. A lot of folk in the Ameri-
can Medical Association (you've

been reading stories about them lately
in connection with the anti-trust
laws) will not be happy about this
play. The firm of Mrs. Carly Whar-
ton and Martin Gabel representing
the John Hay Whitney interests are
the producers. Oscar Saul is co-author
with Hoffman Hayes. Jules Dassin is
the principal director.

One more word the NM friends
asked us to print: an invitation to
other technical workers, stenog-
raphers, typists, filing clerks, to come
up to our offices to pitch in on spare
hours. Call Beatrice Blosser, our office
manager, for details.

The above paragraphs were di-
rected at our friends west of the
Hudson with a kind of “Go thou and
do likewise” implication. But before
we finished writing this, the mailman
brought a letter from a Chicago
reader, whose name we were asked
to withhold. “Enclosed,” he writes,
“find check for $23.35 collected at a
card party given for NM. Kindly
send receipt.”

Evidently, west of the Hudson is
getting ready to emulate the work of
New York. Do we hear more Mid-
western accents?

Every time another spurious
“Marxist” sounds off—wailing his
heartbreak over the way Marx, the
Soviet Union, the Communist Party
have betrayed him personally—the
liberal press makes a six-day wonder
of the business, as though that were
the first time in history the faint-
hearts abandoned the
Look at the Nation’s to-do over the
articles by Lewis Corey. Was it yes-
terday or the day before that Mr.
Corey complained that Marxism had
been betrayed by the leaders in the

proletariat. -

Soviet Union? He was the genuine
Marxist, by God, and everybody else
suilied, diluted, distorted, betrayed
the real idea. Now, when it is fash-
ionable to go the whole hog against
the great spokesmen for socialism,
Mr. Corey goes the whole hog. He,
too, hands socialism over to the to-
talitarians. And the Nation beats the
drums for its great ideological scoop.
Well, beginning in an early issue,
NM will analyze that scoop in a
series of articles by A. Landy whose
Questions and Answers department
in this magazine was widely fol-
lowed.

A few hundred copies of the late
Maj. Gen. William S. Graves’
America’s Siberian Adventure are
available to those who wish to read
the entire text. They may be ordered
through the Workers Book Store, 50
East 13th St., New York.

Correction: In our February 27
issue, we printed a map of India ac-
companying Gerald Griffin’s article,
“In Darkest India.” This map had
one inaccuracy: It showed a consider-
able section of the northern Indian
border contiguous to the USSR. The
cartographer overlooked a narrow
strip of Afghan territory that juts

Gropper’s Cartoon . . . .

Cora Mac/!lbert ..

The State of the Nation
Editorial Comment . . . .
Readers’ Forum . . . . .

Silver Charlie by George Seldes

Published weekly by WEERLY Masses Co.,
(West Coast Bureau, 6715
Copyright, 1940, WEBKLY Masses Co., INO.,

at the Post Office at New York. N. Y., un
three months §1.25;
$5 a year, $2.7
effected in less than two weeks. NEwW
new writers and artists.

eontributions.

. |
This Week |

NEW MASSES, VOL. XXXIV, No. 13

March 12, 1940
A Visit to Finland by C. H. Malmstedt . . . . . . 5
A 8

What General Graves Knew by James Morzson .. .9
FDR’s Double-Entry Bookkeeping by Robert Stark . . 10
The Dove 4 Poem by W. B. Cahn . . . . . . . 12
‘That Finnish Fantasy by Major Allen Johnson . . . 14
You Paint It Red, It Looks So Grand 4 Short Story by

California Turns Back to 1933 &y Ed Robbm A Vi
Marching as to War by ddam Lapin . . . . . . . 19

REVIEW AND COMMENT

New Masses Is Home by Ruth McKenney . . . . . 24

China Reportage by Joseph Starobin .
Lusty—and Empty by Barbara Giles

SIGHTS AND SOUNDS

Lincoln for Presidént'by James Dugan . . . . . . 28
Another Sun Sets by Alvah Bessie . . . . .. . 30

Art work by Mischa Richter, Gardner Rea, Del, Soriano.

Two weeks’ notice is required for change of address. Notification
direct to us rather than to the post office will give the best results.

INC., at 461 Fourth Ave.,
Hollywood Boulevard

may not be reprinted without permission. Entered "as ‘second-class matter June 24, 192
der the act of March 3,
oants. Subscriptions $4.50 a year in U. S. and Colonies and Mexi: co Slx months §$2.5
Foreign $5.50 a year; six months $3;
5 for six months. Subscribers are notified that no change in address csm be
MASSES welcomes the work

Manuscripts and drawings must be sccompanied g
by stamped and self-sddressed envelope. Nsw Massms does not pay fer 3

out to the east like a peninsula and
prevents any contact between the In-
dian and Soviet borders. We apolo-
gize for an oversight which might
cause confusion among people rely-
ing on this illustrative map in dis-
cussing geographical considerations
in the East.

Who's Who
H. MALMSTEDT was born in
* Turku, Finland, thirty-two
years ago. He is a radio engineer with

"the Columbia Broadcasting System.

His hobby for the past three years has
been flying. He was editor of the CBS
employees’ magazine, Under Control,
and later of the ACA-CIO Broadcast
Bulletin. Robert  Stark is a
New York economist and writer. . . .
Major Allen Johnson was an officer
of the 15th International Brigade
during the Spanish war. ... Ed Rob-
bin broadcasts twice daily for the
People’s World, over Station KFVD,
Los Angeles. . . . Adam Lapin is the
NM and Daily W orker correspondent
in Washington. . . . The most recent of
George Seldes’ books is The Catholic
Crisis. . . . Joseph Starobin is an
editorial assistant on NM, specializ-
ing in foreign affairs.
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Wipe That Blot Off!

HERE’S the blot on your Bill of Rights. We want

that blot off. Do you? We need your help deépe‘r—‘

ately—or else it will remain. You can help us
clear the Bill of Rights by sending us your donation
immediately. To date we have only collected $4,269.13
in our Bill of Rights Fund drive for $25,000. Do you

want this magazine to stay alive—the foremost cham-
pion for civil liberties, for peace? The warmakers are
creeping ahead; do you want to stop them? Then rush
your contribution today and make it all you can spare.

The coupon is on page 26. That coupon is your answer.

Mail it today.
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An American in Suomi

URING his trip through Finland in 1938, C. H. Malmstedt, who was born

in Turku, took these photos. They reveal the fascization of the people

and the foreign influences which directed the country’s destiny. These directors

of Finnish economy and militarism are now revered in the daily press. Nazi
political and British financial domination set the Finns on the road to war.

A corner of old Finland . . .

and a corner of the new.

In 1938 the Japanese were popular. In the harbor at Naantali.

The Lotta-Svard . . . women in uniform.

On a Sunday afternoon.
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A Visit to Finland

C. H. Malmstedt, an American radio engineer, visited Finland, the land of his birth, while
Mannerheim was mobilizing. Here’s his firsthand account.

shal Mannerheim stopped before me,
looked benevolently at me and the huge
PRinnish flag under which I staggered proudly.
That was on-a field at the outskirts of
Turku. After the big man had patted my ten-
year-old blond head and moved among the
school children who had gathered to celebrate

IT WwaAS a nice sunny day when Field Mar-

his “saving” of the country “for the people,”"

I felt great and proud, and when the baton
flashed in the sun I sang the national anthem
just a bit louder than the kid next to me.

I remember it as though it were yesterday.

I didn’t quite understand from what the
country had been saved, and I didn’t know
until some twenty years later that the big
man had saved the country by having some
twelve thousand of its inhabitants shot out of
his way. I didn’t know that, and now in
America 1 don’t yet know all about it. But
I remember a couple of things that don’t
make very good sense with what I read every
day in the American press and hear on .the
radio.

A VISIT HOME

One of the things I remember most vividly
is a trip I took to Finland a year and a half
ago, in the summer of 1938. Considering the
reams of untruth published and screamed
daily, it seems worth the trouble to mention
even this small fragment of truth.

Upon leaving for Finland, I had no illu-
sions about finding the “old country” as:it
was when I left it. I had heard and read
some about- the Uusi Suomi (New Finland).
It was going to be different. I was anxious
to see it. Nothing was going to surprise me;
I had lived in turbulent America long enough
to know how .quickly and. how completely
things can change. It would be interesting.
But it would not be a surprise. That’s what
I thought, but it took no research to discover
that I was a good way off. -

It came halfway down the Helsinki har-
bor to meet me . . . the red, white, and black
of the Nazi swastika fluttering prominently
among other flags from the tower of Hotel
Torni. We (some passengers and I) stared
with considerable amazement ; we didn’t know
much about the New Finland, but we knew
about the swastika.” We stood and looked,
and those of us who had planned to stay at
the Torni decided to go to other hotels. That
would do it, we figured, that would show
them what we thought of it.

-

On landing, several of us found a hotel
which displayed no flags, and we registered.
The next morning we awoke to find one side
of the entrance draped with the American
stars and stripes, the other with the swastika.
‘We went to a restaurant. -

“Guten Morgen,” said the waiter, as he
handed us the menu. We took it with relish
—and stopped quite without it. It was in
German. . . . Yes, there was also one avail-
able in Finnish, a small block printed on the
back of the German one. The New Finland.

I began to remember things, and several
shipboard incidents of the day before took
on significance. Perhaps this was what he
meant when the spokesman for the Finnish
welcoming committee turned to a group of
tourists (on the same boat, on their way to
the Soviet Union) and rhetorized: “. . . and
we know that the mellow sun of Finland will
melt away all the harsh convictions and dif-
ferences of opinion the world has heaped upon
your shoulders.” And perhaps this atmosphere
explained-why my papers had suddenly been
demanded for examination after I had been
-—to use the words of a cabin steward—
“imprudent enough to walk the decks in the
company of a passenger who was certainly a
Communist.” ‘

Perhaps the New Finland was all like that.
Well, I would see.

THE FINLAND ASSOCIATION

A monster welcoming program had been
arranged by the Suomi Seura (Finland Asso-
ciation), an organization to which a peasant
later referred as “‘those blackshirted bastards.”
The less said about'the program the better,
except that in leaving we all had the same
impression: the Finland Association was anx-
ious to advertise in the “proper” light what
might otherwise have been misconstrued by
the tourist.

That was the program in the auditorium.
On the streets ‘there was another. I found a
seat in an Esplanade cafe. In less than a half-
hour, I counted eight hundred soldiers pass-
ing by, soldiers with uniforms peculiarly simi-

- lar to those of Hitler’s stormtroopers. 1 sat

on and sipped the good Finnish coffee until
a young Finn at the next table looked at the
foreign cut of my clothes and inquired if I
were an American. Yes, I was. Well, would
I mind if he joined me? Would I talk just a
bit of English to give him practice? Would 1
tell him about America? He shifted his coffee

to my table and we started in; he with a mil-
lion questions, I with a half-million answers.
After much patter about movie stars, skyserap-

‘ers, and the New York subways, the young

man asked suddenly, right out of a clear sky:
“Is J. P. Morgan a Jew?” I didn’t know.

“Well,” he asserted, “it is the Morgans
who cause depressions. They are all Jews!”
He went on with mounting spiiit to tell me
that depressions could be eliminated only in
the way he claimed Hitler had eliminated
them. “Hitler has the right idea,” he capped.
“The Jews must be annihilated.” When we
returned to his questions about America, I
happened to mention that there it was not
entirely uncommon to see a red flag in a pa-
rade or to hear singing of the “Intérnational.”
He had mentioned the “Reds” in several
phrases, but so far somewhat vaguely. The
“International” was too much for him. He
half arose, pounded his fist on the table, and
fairly shouted: “The ‘International.” . . .
No. ... No....I cannot believe it. If I saw
them I should attack them . .. I would tear
out their tongues.”

Then he sat down without apology for his
outburst, and continued, red-faced with en-
thusiasm: “Here we have the Social Demo-
crats, but if they ever go too far the Suojelus-
kunta [Salvation Guard] will squelch them -
forever. The Guard knows how to deal with
that sort of filth. They will help us follow

our friends.”

FINLAND’S ALLIES

“Who are your friends?” I asked him.
“Japan and Germany,” he answered with
relish. “It must be so with Russia in the

middle.”

“Is Finland officially working with these
countries?”’ I hazarded.

“TI do not know if it is official or not,” he
answered, “but they are our allies, Everyone
knows that.” '

I asked him if he mixed into active-work in
this setup.

“I 'am proud of it,” he said. “We of the
higher schools [he was a student at the Hel-
sinki University] have the Karjala Seura
[Karelia Association]. We will take all of
Karjala,” he continued, “then with Germany
we will march down to the Ukraine, and the
Japanese will come from the other side. . . .
We will build a bigger, better Finland. And
in the north we will take the territory adja-
cent to Petsamo, and then a piece from
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Sweden. . . . To the Russians we must teach
a lesson. They are filthy, ignorant slaves.
Right now they must be taught to train their
rifles at Stalin.” He stopped long enough to
wince at that last word.

Speaking with heated enthusiasm of what
the Germans and the Japanese and the Finns
would eventually do to the USSR, with each
phrase he developed new invectives to de-
scribe the Soviets. When the waiter came up
to replenish our supply of coffee, the young
man arose and greeted him in a half shout:
" “Heil I”

“Heil!” the waiter answered with a touch
of professional decorum. On the lapel of his
uniform jacket was the reason for the sudden
display of solidarity . . . a prominent button
with a swastika on it. I asked him if he were
German. No, he was not, but he spoke the
language. The button indicated that. Did he
speak English? I asked him. Yes, he did.
Swedish? Yes. French? A little. The swastika
button had no company.

Later, when we were leaving the cafe, the
orchestra was playing a march. I asked the
young man its name. ‘“What?” was his aston-
ished reply. “You do not know it? It is the
stirring march of the German Army.”

IN TURKU

The next day I left Helsinki for Turku and
Naantali.
" “What do you think of Finland, sir?”’
asked the portly gentleman who shared the
compartment with me. I told him that the
country was as beautiful as ever, but that it
was sad to notice the numerous indications of
German influence. The gentleman grunted,
returned his attention to the passing scenery,
and did not speak to me for the remainder of
the journey.

That evening the streets of Turku were"

almost completely deserted, save for small
groups of young men in khaki, a sight strongly
remindful of Berlin. I proceeded to Naantali,
some sixteen kilometers distant,

Naantali, with a normal civilian popula-
tion of eight hundred or so, was literally a
military camp that night. So many uniforms
filled its few streets that it was not easy to
walk freely. I soon found the reason: the fol-
lowing day was the twentieth anniversary of
the Suojeluskunta, and a monster celebration
was to be held. Well, it was still a nice place.
I went to a party at the waterfront casino.
Dancing with a friend, she asked where 1
was going from Naantali.

“To Russia,” I said. “Leningrad and Mos-
cow.”

“Shhh . . . shhh,” said she, with furtive
glances into the mob around us. “Please, not
so loud. Someone will hear you.” A

By morning the streets were rivers of uni-
forms. I walked and observed, and finally ran
into an old friend, a native of the country.

“How in hell did you get here?” was his
anxious greeting,

“Where should I be?” I said. “I just got
here yesterday.” ‘

“I thought you were in jail,” was the re-
ply. Having heard that I had arrived in town,

he had also heard that the previous evening
at the casino a chap answering my description
had been arrested for showing disrespect to-
ward one of the Suojeluskunta.

“Better be careful,” he concluded his warn-
ing. “You can’t say too much around here
nowadays. It isn’t as it was when you were
here before.”

That afternoon we went to the celebra-
tion. We stood in the sidelines and looked
and listened. Speeches were the order of the
day. The desirability of belonging to the
Suojeluskunta was sold from every possible
angle. For the support of the old, religious
folk: “God is our fort.” For idealistic youth:
“The greatest ideal for a young man is to
give his life for his country. Protect our
homes.”

As if in support of the young man at Hel-
sinki, in the reviewing stand sat two fully
uniformed Japanese military attaches, flanked
by the Finnish officers. ’

THE “VOLUNTEER” SYSTEM

My friend told me something of the
Suojeluskunta; he, and later many others.
The thoroughness with which the Guard was
organized was typical of the Finns. Not a
stone was left unturned. While the Guard
was proudly referred to as one of ‘“volun-
teers,” even a perfunctory investigation re-
vealed that this was true only in the téchni-
cal sense of the word. “Actually,” said one
man, “the system is so set up that any young
man or woman of eligible age and good health
who does not join becomes virtually a social
outcast.” ' A

As a basis for organizing the women, the
military committees had delved into Finnish
history, emerging with the tremendously in-
spiring epic of Lotta-Svard, the story of a
woman who is supposed to have accompanied
her lover to the wars. It is a legend which
hardly a man, woman, or child in Finland
has missed. So a feminine member of the
Guard is now a2 modern Lotta.

I heard more about the Guard. Its influ-
ence was infinite in national affairs, military
and civilian. It was being supported by most

.of the business and industrial leaders of the

country. Its members had practically a mé-
nopoly on the better jobs, on most jobs. Miss
A—, a non-member of the Lotta, mentioned
an occasion when she had signed her name
te a petition proposing a piece of progressive
legislation. She had been promptly reminded
by her employer of the great number of Lotta
members who could be hired to fill her job.
“And if you have no job,” she said, “you need
relief. And if you want relief, and want the
full amount, and want it quickly, you will
have to join the Lotta.”

“That whole outfit is definitely Nazi,”
commented her brother. “It is Nazi, and all
the young people are too blind to see that they
are not protecting their homes, but supporting
Mannerheim and his bastards by joining it.”

“Are there no young people’s leagues on
the other side of the fence?” I asked him.

“Yes,” was the answer, “there are workers’
leagues. But usually they’re stymied in every-

thing they try to do. Just a while ago there
was an election up north that the workers won
by a good majority. . . . And a couple of days
later the election was disqualified by the au-
thorities.”

“It is sad,” said his sister. “If you have a
sensitive nature it is enough to bring tears to
your eyes.” That was Naantali. A few days
later I left for Viborg.

THE STUDENTS

To this visit I had looked forward, since
all the children of my family were, or had
been, students in the Helsinki University.
But the visit provided nothing new, nothing
different from what I had already seen. It
required only a few minutes to see that these
people knew nothing more of the fundamen-
tals of what was going on than did the
others. Before I left them, however, I had
learned several interesting things. The chil-
dren, though not as righteous as the young
man in Helsinki, talked a little: it was a good
idea to join the Suojeluskunta whether you
liked it or not. It was not wise to talk too
much. It was not a good idea to join a work-
ers’ order. For the girls it was a good idea
to be in with the Lotta. The rest was not
their affair, but there were some other things,
such as: the study of German was compulsory
in all schools of higher learning, There was
an active student exchange plan between Fin-
land and Germany. No visa was required of
Finns visiting Germany, and vice versa. Stu-
dents were no longer permitted their political
clans, but despite this ruling everyone knew
that there was one that did exist—the Karjala
Seura. .

It was the opinion of these students that
the Karjala Seura was the unadvertised suc-
cessor to the IKL (Fatherland People’s As-
sociation, a clan of fascistic Finns recently de-
clared illegal). Their idea of this organiza-
tion’s program coincided with that given by’
the young man in Helsinki: they were to
build a bigger, better Finland by marching
with Germany and Japan down to the Russian
Ukraine.

Other than that, they had little to say.
But as I looked around me it became strikingly
apparent that what was going on was any-
thing but apparent to the people of Finland.
Very few of them had ever even heard of
the word fascism, or, for that matter—anti-
fascism,

DELUDING THE PEOPLE

The reason for the blindness was not dif-
ficult to see. Here, as in Germany, the news-
papers screamed daily of great achievements,
of progress—and for proof published page
after page of pictures of guns and cannon and
uniforms. After the Naantali celebration one
of the most widely read papers in Turku
looked more like a munitions manufacturer’s
sales. prospectus than a newspaper. On many
days, almost every day, the Uusi Suomi in
Helsinki outdid all the others, supplementing
its front page of machine guns and rifles and
officers with a double-spread center section of
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the same order. I dug up some back copies,
out of sheer curiosity, and found them the
same, if not worse.

On my return from the USSR I remained
in Helsinki for a longer period, but the im-
pression did not change even with an attempt
to be gay. Each day it became more obvious
that something sinister was happening to Fin-
land, while the people continued to work with
unremitting diligence, determined to bring to
their country the advantages of modern sci-
ence. But few of them seemed to realize to
what extent they were being deluded. Even
fewer appreciated that what scientific methods

were being imported were not so much dis-
seminated for their well-being as utilized to
bludgeon them into insensibility and numb-
ness. Perhaps the best summary is in the words
of a young man I met at the Naantali cele-
bration.

“The poor devils,” he said, “working and
fighting all their lives, not realizing that they
are nailing shut their own coffins even before
they are dead. . . . Maybe we don’t want
Russia. I don’t know. But certainly we don’t
want Hitler. . . . We do want a decent life
for our people. . . . It is not altogether in-
tolerable now. But if this keeps up . . . I don’t

know,” he said worriedly. “I don’t know. ...”

That was my trip to Finland a year and a
half ago. I recall it well, and in my notebook
the remarks of my friends and relatives stand
meaningful and honest. Remembering them,
it is not altogether easy to decline a recent
offer to fly for their Finland. If only it were
their Finland. . . . But despite the potency of
American hair tonics, I can still feel upon my
head the benevolent touch of that hand, the
man that smiled after murdering twelve thou-
sand people—people like those relatives and
friends whose faces I see before me.

C. H. MALMSTEDT.
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What General Graves Knew

James Morison reports the opinions of the late Major General Graves. The cxpcrlenccs of an

American soldier of the people.

Graves is dead. Ever since the war broke

out in Europe last September, he had
‘been as vigorously interested in it as the men
on the firing line. Not as a military strategist,
but as an intense political partisan.

A visit to the spacious home of the general
in Shrewsbury, N. J., was like a visit to the
headquarters of a commanding general in Si-
beria. The attic floor of the old house—it was
built in 1867—had been converted into a bar-
racks library, spare, cool: shelves around the
walls and the little private office in front, with
its bare army bed. Here the general liked to
sit and bring out his papers, recalling inci-
dents nearly forgotten, pointing experiences
toward his measured and solemn interpreta-
tion of the world of 1939.

The thunderbolt of the Soviet-German
Non-Aggression Pact was not surprising to
General Graves. The old commander of the
American Expeditionary Force in Siberia in
1918-20 was happy to tell the readers of New
Masses his interpretation of that historic
event. “It’s simple to me,” he said. “I know
the British. In Siberia General Knox was the
open advocate of intervention. British officers
ordered troops into the streets of Omsk on
the night Admiral Kolchak took power. They
stood by when Kolchak imprisoned and then
shot the menibers of the local zemstvos.”

He quite clearly understood the role of
British imperialism and its suave diplomacy.
He knew what had happened in Moscow
during those summer days of last year when .
the British sent a military mission to the
USSR. “They pretended they wanted to sign
a military alliance with the Soviets,” he said;
“but all the while they were scheming to over-
throw the Soviet Union, just as they tried
to do in 1919.” General Graves understood
the non-aggression pact because he knew that
the people of the Soviet Union were in favor
of Soviet democracy and intended to defend
it against all enemies. If one of these enemies
—Germany of the Nazis—could be counter-
balanced .and neutralized, that was all to the
good.

IT 1s difficult to believe that General

IN SIBERIA

Why? The general explained this by the
story of his own survey of Siberia back in
1919; he had sent American Intelligence of-
ficers to make reports and then backed up
these reports with a sixteen-hundred-mile
personal tour. “The people in Siberia were
like people everywhere. They wanted to live
peaceably and quietly. The British and the
Japanese backed with money and prestige the
worst gang of murderous cutthroats in the
world. I met them all, Kolchak, Semeonov,
and company.”

General Graves never hesitated to declare

that the American government took sides
against the people of the Soviet Union. He
clicked off the names of his old associates of
the American State Department: Caldwell,
MacGowan, Harris, consuls twenty years
ago. “They all tried to get me to use Ameri-
can troops against the Soviets. I refused be-
cause my written orders were clear—not to
interfere in the internal affairs of the Russian
people.” Knowing the forces at work in that
period, he set about analyzing them. After
his retirement in 1928, he wrote his famous
book, America’s Siberian Adventure. How-
ever, it was not until 1933, when the State
Department published several volumes con-
taining papers from the diplomatic files, that
he was able to put his finger on the truth.
He found, for instance, that in all of the
State Department communications on the sub-
ject there was no concealment of the anti-
Bolshevik and therefore anti-Russian-people’s
policy of the American government.

General Graves didn’t like this policy.
“One day in the Library of Congress I came
across a report of a Senate subcommittee on
the loan to the Kerensky government in 1917.
I read it and sent for a copy. You know, if
you want to conceal the truth you print it in
a congressional report and then file it. No
one reads it. But I did. I read the report and
found that Frank L. Polk, assistant secretary
of state, and Leffingwell, in the Treasury,
had worked directly with Bakhmetev, Keren-
sky ambassador, to use the American people’s
money, $187,000,000 of it, mainly to over-
throw the Bolsheviks. But I also found that
not all of the money was so used. At least
$123,000,000 was never accounted for. Where
did it go? That I tried to discover.”

This led him to more conclusions, some
quite odd for a West Point graduate, a major
general in the United States Army. “It’s big
money,” he said. “Money interests are fight-
ing the Soviets, money interests in Britain,
money interests here.” It was only a short
distance from this point to the home scene.
“Take New Jersey for instance,” he told me
recently. “It’s in the hands of the same in-
terests. Even locally, in this county, you see
the same thing. Money against the people.”

Now, this is all pretty radical talk, you
might say. But General Graves thought of
himself as a conservative, “I’d like to con-
serve the people,” he remarked. “But what
can I do now? I am old, too old. I’d like
to get out and help you younger fellows, but
I've done all I can. And I can’t afford to
have Dies or ‘the FBI coming around—at my
age.” He burst out with indignation, remem-
bering how he had been shadowed in the days
of the Palmer raids—until 1924. “Efforts
were made to keep American officials away
from the Soviet offices in Washington. I

- knew many fine Russians from my days in

Siberia. One day I walked up the steps of
the building in which the Soviet trade mission
was located, to call on one of them. I said
to myself: ‘Let 'em dare to stop me!’” He
always regretted that he had not known until
afterward that a Department of Justice op-
erative attended a reunion of his old command
at the Commodore Hotel, New York, in
1921. “The fellow was along about fifty,
about the age of the officers present. Someone
asked him who he was and he flashed a badge.
I didn’t know about it until later. I'd have
told the hotel management to throw him out,
and if they hadn’t done so, I'd have walked
out myself with my officers.”

General Graves watched the development
of the Soviet Union with enthusiasm. He
knew what was going on behind the scenes,
from reports and from friends who traveled
there. In 1936 he wanted to visit the Soviet
Union but his advanced age—he was seventy-
one—made it inadvisable. He read copiously
about the socialist land, obtained copies of
Stalin’s speeches, familiarized himself with the
text of Molotov’s addresses of last year, knew
about the Soviet constitution, and realized
that imperialist opposition to socialism was
the same as when he commanded American
troops in Siberia.

KOLCHAK AND MANNERHEIM

“I’ve had no personal experience with Man-
nerheim,” the general said in December, just
before his first heart attack. “But White
Guards are the same everywhere. Geog-
raphy doesn’t change them.” While resting
in January, he explored the State Depart-
ment’s Foreign Policy files on Finland in 1918
and 1919. Immediately he verified his suppo-
sition, Mlannerheim was the same as Kolchak
and Semeonov, possibly even worse. The Brit-
ish and Americans had played ball with him;
they had also aided Yudenitch in his inter-
vention attempt in 1919, About the present
Finnish war, General Graves said: “The So-
viets are 100 percent right in defending them-
selves. Look at those airfields, those fortifica-
tions. They're not built for defense of Fin-
land. They’re built as a base for another piece
of dirty work against the Russians.” He
watched the war develop day by day, under-
stood -what was going on behind the lines.
“The Finnish terrain and climate are the
worst in Europe,” he said. “No army can go
beyond twenty miles from its base without
bringing up supplies and ammunition. It takes
time in wintry weather. Watch the Russians
go when they get started.”

As the European war veered toward stale-
mate on land, as Roosevelt turned America
from true neutrality, General Graves worried.
“I can feel war coming,” he said a few weeks
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ago. “It’s getting hot.” Then he added: “He’s
my commander-in-chief, but I don’t like the
way he’s going. There’s plenty to do over
here.” He read the newspapers carefully, line
by line, knew how business activity was de-
creasing, unemployment rising, “They’re bent
on war,” he remarked. “When war is near,
you’ve got to be careful. I don’t see how it
.can be averted.” That was in January. In
February the American Youth Congress con-
vened in Washington. “I heard Roosevelt’s
speech on the radio,” the general said. “It
. was a shame to treat those young people that
‘way. He’s trying to shut them up, to get them
into war.” But the general also read John L.
Lewis’ speech and felt the power in it. “There
may be a chance of keeping out of war, if the
people make up their minds in time.”

When General Graves suggested that ex-
cerpts from his book be published in New
MassEes, he knew that his days were few. “It’s
all in there,” he said. Up in his little office he
discussed the idea of condensing the book into
a 5-cent pamphlet. “I'd like millions of people
who never read about the intervention to read
my book,” he said. If he could have published
another volume, on the Kerensky loan, show-
ing the connection between Wall Street and
intervention, he would have completed his
life’s work.’

NOT A BOLSHEVIK

Was General Graves a Bolshevik, as his
enemies charged in 1920 and thereafter? His
most decisive statement was ‘“Where the Com-
munists are for justice, I'm for them.” That
was last September, when so many people
were accusing the American Communist Party
of subservience to Moscow. To him, Mos-
cow’s government meant the government
chosen by the people of the Soviet Union. He
was a people’s general, for people everywhere,
whether in Russia or in America—and there-
fore on the side of those who loyally fought
the people’s battles. Conversely his statement
meant, if the Communists were not for jus-
tice, he was against them.

No study of General Graves would be
complete without reference to his boyish sat-
isfaction at the solid substance of his under-
standing of the world. “If I had never gone
to Siberia, I wonder if I'd have been like
this,” he said. Then he told anecdotes about
startling his fellow officers with a defense of
the Soviets, or an attack on the White Guards.
“They look at me as if to say, ‘Graves is
mad.” But I just look back and say, ‘1 was
there. I know the truth. You don’t. I've got
the proof. You haven’t.’ ” In his relations with
fellow officers he was frank about his views.
He knew what this frankness had cost him in
the past, for, upon his return from Siberia
in 1920, the Army was split into pro- and
anti-Graves groupings. His old chief of staff,
Peyton C. March, had backed him to the hilt
in the Siberian controversies. Graves admired
~ and loved March who, he believed, was a fair
and forthright American military leader.

General Graves worried about the younger
officers of the Army—the political officers, as

he called them. “In my days, the Army stood
aside in political disputes. It was non-partisan
in internal politics. Now too many Army of-
ficers like the fascist idea.” As for the enlisted
men, here was one general who cared for
them, understood them, protected them. “Back
in the Philippine days, I used to go out with
my -men, sleep with them on the floor of
huts, forage with them for supplies. Never
could see any use for too much gold braid.
And anyhow, when you go into action, officers
and men soon find they’re all human to-
gether. . . .” In Siberia he protected his men
diligently, cared for their personal comfort.
He also defended their rights, engaging in
bitter disputes with the Japanese and White
Guards because they had fired at American
troops or had held them up for examination
at the point of a bayonet. One of the gen-
eral’s great stories was of his successful ef-
forts to keep arms from Kolchak, arms paid
for by American money. “No question about
it,” he said, -“he would have used the guns
to kill Americans.” With that point of view
he had plunged into a wordy war which had
ramifications right into the council of the
Big Four, Wilson, Lloyd George, Clemenceau,
and Orlando, then meeting in Paris. Kolchak
didn’t get the arms. He collapsed and the
Soviets took over Siberia. Formal charges were
brought before the Big Four by the British,
who accused General Graves of favoring the
Bolsheviks—not in so many words, but by
implication. But March and Secretary of
War Newton D. Baker said General Graves
was doing his duty as he saw it, and according
to orders. There the case rested.

But not permanently. General Graves never
rested, until his dying day, in his struggle
for the people. He helped organize the Si-
berian veterans into an American Legion
group. A few years ago, they visited him in
lovely Shrewsbury; Mrs. Graves spread a pic-
nic lunch and the general sat down and
munched sandwiches and listened as the boys
sang the old Russian songs they had learned
from the simple, honest, peaceful Siberian
peasants,

These veterans of Siberia loved General
Graves. At the last Legion convention, they
sent him a scroll stating that they understood
and supported his position in Siberia—a posi-
tion for the people—Ilike Lincoln’s.

REMINISCENCES

« Many were the anecdotes the general told
as the winter passed, his last winter of life.
About the White Guard generals who asked
him to meet them at the railroad station in
Vladivostok, where he would receive some-
thing of interest. “A bribe, I suppose!” he
laughed. “I didn’t go.” About the women
agents who wrote him asking for rendezvous
—whom he met, cross-examined, and told to
go their way. About the time he fought for
the rights of Negro officers to promotion—
and, as secretary to the chief of staff, won
those rights over the heads of a commission
which decided against the Negroes. “I said,
if eleven million Negro Americans are to

support us in the war, we've got to give them
the rights guaranteed them in the Constitu-
tion.”

He gloried in the acclaim won by his
official statement on this subject. A Negro
newspaper published it and it was reprinted,
in leaflet form, and distributed to Negroes
all over America. This was at the very time
when Negro regiments in Texas were re-
belling at the treatment meted out to them
by the same War Department of which Gen-
eral Graves was the outstanding liberal com-
mander.

Sometimes his memory would drift to the
old days of the Texas frontier where he was
born and grew up: his father’s cattle ranch,
young William and his brothers riding the
range to find long-horns with the Graves
brand. Horse-swapping, at which he was never
any good—always got the wrong end of the
deal while his father roared with laughter
at the tall blue-eyed David Harum with solid
hands and square shoulders. Memories of
West Point days and his classmates, and how
much more democratic the Army was then,
before imperialism dawned upon America and
the Spanish war was fought. Of days when he
was posted at Salt Lake City, how he bought
a skinny little horse, fed it into strength and
beauty, only to find that it was a mean crea-
ture which tried to toss and trample upon
him. That horse seemed to him a symbol of
the forces opposed to the people. Mean forces,
greedy ones.

To arrange for republication of excerpts
from his sensational 4merica’s Siberian Ad-
venture was the general’s last offensive. For,
even as his heart wore out, he kept fighting.
He knew no order to retreat. On Tuesday
of last week General Graves -was to discuss
further details of this republication. After his
breakfast he lay back in bed to read the New
York Times. The radio was on, but he sel-
dom listened. (“Those commentators pour out
a lot of rubble,” he once said.) He was read-
ing about the war when the heart attack came.
There were sharp pains. He called Mrs.
Geraves, that alert, white-haired lady who had
been his companion for forty-nine years. She
was a soldier too, brave in face of the physi-
cal dissolution which now hovered over her
beloved husband. Pain wracked the general’s
tall, vital body. A physician was called. A
hypodermic sent the general to sleep. . . .

Mirs. Graves said: “He-wanted the publi-
cation to go on. . ..” She glanced around the
living room and tears filled her eyes as she
saw his favorite chair, empty. This had been,
since his retirement, their home.

He was an American of the frontier past,
bringing frontier democracy back into modern,
complex, decadent capitalist America. A pure
breeze from the old Southwest. One who,
like General Jackson, used simple honesty of
judgment as a- divining rod in the search for
truth. An American who rests now in Arling-
ton, where there should rise over his head a
monument inscribed: “WILLIAM S. GRAVES—
1865-1940—THE PEOPLE’S GENERAL.”

James Morison.
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FDR’s Double-Entry Bookkeeping

What the figures show. The poorer people assume more of the burden. Gambling on a war to
get out of the red. The bureaus change their functions.

4 I \uERE’'s a hard dictum we have in
_ America; we say, “Money talks.”

When the mask slipped on that rainy
afternoon in Washington and Roosevelt re-
vealed himself to American youth (and to
all others truly adult), he was only repeating
what he had already said in another form.
For the fiscal program presented to Congress
on Jan. 4, 1940, put a smooth surface on
the road which this administration has been
traveling since last summer.

A federal budget is a compilation of fan-
tastic sums. Only by comparing the expen-
ditures allotted for one year with those for
another can we determine the administration’s
direction. Nor can we discern the full extent
of the change without considering the altered
functions of government agencies whose trans-
formation is not reflected in the budget. For
example, the State Department is today ag-
gressively involved in the advancement of
Yankee imperialism; Sumner Welles has been
released from bulldozing Latin America for
his Grand Tour on behalf of an anti-Soviet
“peace.” Yet the appropriations for the De-
partment of State are actually $2,000,000
less for the fiscal year 1941 than for 1940.
Finally, since our White House budgeteer
is a confirmed practitioner of double entry
bookkeeping, we must examine the sources of
federal income as well as the expenditures
to determine on whom the burdens fall, and
who are the beneficiaries.

PURCHASING POWER

Since the budget is a measure of the con-
cern with General Welfare, it may be well
to take a perspective on the Roosevelt ad-
ministration in terms of its approach to the
problem of restoring mass purchasing power.
Its history may be divided into three phases,
although we are concerned here with the last
and current aspect. In each period it was
responsive to the pressures upon it; at no
time did it wholly desert its function in the
capitalist state. There were the years of the
NRA when the effort to rebuild mass pur-
chasing power was entrusted to business with
the government’s aid, supervision, and guid-
ance. There was the true New Deal period
when, with all the hesitations and backslid-
ing, it was the government which, in the
main, bolstered up the sag in consumption.
In the present phase, the government is with-
drawing its support. It is offering some in-
centives to business to create employment with
expanded war preparations. It is gambling on
the war to take up the slack.

When he presented the budget to Con-
gress, the President said, “We must not only
guard the gains we have made, but we must
press on to attain full employment for those

who have been displaced by machines as well '

as for the five million net addition to the
labor force since 1929.” If Roosevelt studies
the testimony before the Monopoly Commit-
tee (TNEC) he will not dare predict jobs
in private industry for the unemployed, about
ten million today. Yet he slashes work relief
by $500,000,000. Colonel Harrington is au-
thority for the statement that of the 775,000
workers dropped from WPA in July and
August 1939 under the eighteen-month dis-
missal rule, 87 percent were still without jobs
in November. The new budget will throw
1,150,000 more workers of WPA rolls in
the next eight months.

The Public Works Administration has
given employment to thousands directly, and
indirectly to many more. Yet the budget re-
duces its appropriation to $117,000,000 from
$373,000,000 for the year ending June 1940,
and $408,000,000 actually spent in the fiscal
year 1939. As projects are completéd, workers
will be fired. In December 1939, 170,000
workers were employed on PWA construc-
tion projects. This number already repre-
sented a reduction of 34,000 from Novem-
ber; it is 46,000 under December 1938.
According to the Department of Labor, pay-
rolls on projects financed wholly or partially
from federal funds were $50,000,000 less for
December 1939 than for December 1938.
Employment was 800,000 less, comparing the
two end-of-year months, including WPA and
NYA.

Consider these figures and then recall the
President’s Fireside Chat of June 24, 1934,
when he was charming the radio frequencies
with a recital of what the administration
was doing “toward saving and safeguarding
our national life.” Mr. Roosevelt said:

The first was relief, because the primary con-
cern of any government dominated by the humane
ideals of democracy is the simple principle that in
a land of vast resources no one shall be permitted
to starve. Relief was and continues to be our first
consideration.

Aids to agriculture are reduced in this
budget by more than $400,000,000. The ad-
ministration of the Farm Tenant Act, which
received a bare $41,000,000 for the current
year, is cut $7,000,000. The sums allotted
here for restoring the tenant farmers to land
of their own are so meager in relation to the
magnitude of the problem that they can be
compared only to the baker’s dozen of hos-
pitals which Roosevelt has substituted for the
Wagner Health Act. The surplus crop dis-
posal program is cut some $33,000,000 and
the stamp plan will be seriously hampered.
Aid to farm labor and parity payments are
both sharply reduced. ’

This, in the *face of no greater receipts
by the farmers and rising costs for what

the farmer has to buy. In the face too of a
steadily growing number of dispossessed and
heavily mortgaged farmers—practically half
of America’s tillers of the soil are working
today as tenants. Mr. Roosevelt told Con-
gress that there was a “gratifying general
increase in farm income.” Actually, however,
if we eliminate government payments, the in-
dex of cash farm income for the first eleven
months of 1939 was 68.4; lower, in other
words, than the 69.5 for the same period in
1938.

The drought and the destruction of win-
ter wheat call for emergency loans now, but
the budget withdraws practically all appro-
priations for next year to the Farm Credit
Administration and relies upon collections of
old loans to farmers, The only explanation
of reduced aid to the farmers is the Presi-
dent’s expectation of skyrocketing farm prices
as a result of Anglo-French demand. The
speculators will profit far more than the
farmers, should prices rise. But our rural
population will undoubtedly read with relish
the reports of higher prices on the commodity
exchanges well after their crops have been *
sold at the “lows.”

For America’s young people the present
administration has always trumpeted its spe-
cial solicitude. But the NYA is to be given
$12,000,000 less, and the CCC is reduced by
$60,000,000. Oddly enough, the ‘“regular”
appropriation for the War Department is in-
creased by exactly $60,000,000, obviously in-
viting the unemployed youth to join the army.

This budget, when compared with its pred-
ecessors, reveals sharply reduced government
support to workers, farmers, and the young
people. Before big business it dangles the
plum of $1,800,000,000, an increase of $300,-
000,000, for the Army and Navy. The Mari-
time Commission gets $150,000,000, full
$50,000,000 more, for building and buying
ships in the game of capturing the sea lanes
from Great Britain. Shipbuilding, aircraft
construction, instrument makers are busy and
some employment gains are registered here.
But rising prices, continued mass unemploy-
ment, reduced relief and farm aid, fore-
shadow the blows which the workers and
farmers will suffer, as well as the small in-
dependent merchants and the vast majority
of professional men and women.

LESS AID TO YOUTH

Examine this budget as an indicator of. the
administration’s concern with the social,
health, and cultural needs of the people. Aid
to youth is cut. That reduces the number
of students in the high schools and colleges
who attend only with NYA support. The
Woagner Health Bill was given the coup de
grace even before the New Year. You will
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search in vain for increased hospital or medi-
cal aid. The Federal Arts Project was killed
by the same Congress whom the President
now outdoes in “economy.”” Federal Housing
had never been more than pitifully inade-
quate, but we seemed to be making gains.
Now a quietus on government-supported
housing is in prospect. Roosevelt’s response
to the demand for low-cost homes can be
found in his Budget Message: “. . . the start-
ing of important new projects has had to be
postponed and the purchase of new land has
had rigidly to be limited.”

The budget does not tell the whole story.
It is the framework which apportions the
degree of support that each division and
bureau of the state apparatus will receive.
‘The bureaucracy is the budget in action.
It is itself a sign of capitalist decay that gov-
ernment bureaus multiply as they have in
the past eleven years. Long ago Engels pointed
out that an increase in the organs of force
within the state corresponds to the intensity
of the class struggle and the imminence of
wars of conquest.

Those who would be lulled with the
nursery theory that the state is some impar-
tial entity -above, and impervious to, the
antagonisms within society may try to satisfy
themselves with the explanation that the more
complex our civilization grows, the more in-
tricate its machinery must become. Strangely
enough, the reverse is true in industry, for
example. There are fewer and fewer workers
for more and more complex machinery. But
the state is not merely an organ of super-
= vision and centralized bookkeeping. It is the
form of class power, what Lenin calls “the
organ of class domination, the organ of op-
pression of one class by another.” Its very
existence is a confession that society has be-
come hopelessly divided against itself, has en-
tangled itself in irreconcilable contradictions.

ROOSEVELT’S BUREAUCRACY

The bureaucracy under Roosevelt has
played three roles in relation to the elass
forces in America. First, the attempt to regi-
ment labor and the farmers, an effort to
rescue business, Second, 4 program of enlight-
ened and, on the whole, progressive ameliora-
tion of social needs. Third, the present day
assault upon social, economic, and civil rights
in the drive toward war.

Faced with the crisis at its depth, the first
step was the National Industrial Recovery
Act. Its code authorities smacked strongly of
Moussolini’s “corporations.” It relaxed the
anti-trust laws and skyrocketed prices and
profits. But the handout to labor in Section
7A became a call to organization which this
country had never before seen.

Having rescued the banks and industry
from the quicksands, Roosevelt found him-
self the object of their attack. For with their
treasuries replenished, corporations saw a
threat to further unlimited profits in the grow-
ing strength of labor. It became necessary
for business to scuttle the NRA, and the
Supreme Court decision followed. For a while

the code authorities persisted. Then, as they
expired, there came into being the many-
celled structure of the Works Progress Ad-
ministration, the Social Security Board, the
National Labor Relations Board, the Na-
tional Youth Administration, and many other
New Deal agencies.

Renewed business profits emboldened capi-
tal. The administration in the years 1935 to
1938 was dependent upon popular support
and strengthened by the people’s militant de-
fense of democracy, the articulate fight for
increased social benefits and for better work-
ing and living conditions. The CIO, the
Workers Alliance, the many progressive voices
in the AFL, the emergence of Labor’s Non-
Partisan League and the Farmers Union—
these helped carry the administration in a
progressive direction. The budgets of those
years reflected this trend, as they reveal also

the pressures upon, and the hesitancies within,

The Dove

Sumner Welles was a big, strong man
With a most dependable deadfish pan;
He'll win peace

—if any man can.

“Sumner, my boy,”

Said Franklin one day,

“Take the next boat to Europe,
I'l pay your way.”

Sumner Welles was a big, strong man
With a most dependable deadfish pan;
He'll stop the war

—if any man can.

“Tell those ninnies

To close up ranks;

Tell them about our loans,
Tell them about our Yanks.”

Sumner Welles was a big, strong man
With a most dependable deadfish pan;
He'll minimize the war

—if any man can.

“Get yourself a passport,
Never mind Cahill;

If there’s any trouble,
I'll put up the bail.”

Sumner Welles was a big, strong man
With a most dependable deadfish pan;
He'll localize the war

—if any man can.

“But get on over to Europe,”
Said FDR.
“Tell ’em we're for peace—

A piece of the USSR.”

Sumner Welles was a big, strong man
With a most dependable deadfish pan;
He'll save capitalism

—if any man can,

W. B. Cann.

the government. The bureaucracy was, in the
main, following a progressive course.

TEMPORARY BALANCE

For a short time, some balance was
achieved. ““At certain periods,” Engels has
pointed out, “it occurs exceptionally that the
struggling classes balance each other so nearly
that the public power gains a certain degree
of independence by posing as the mediator be-
tween them.” Organized labor won a new
status, collective bargaining became the law-
ful right of workers, relief and work projects
(never really sufficient) were available in
some measure to a majority of the unemployed,
housing and health programs were at long
last discussed. Economic royalists came in for
a roasting. The country seemed headed into
the possession of its rightful owners, the
people.

Yet even during this progressive phase,
the New Deal era, there were abundant
signs of the administration’s essential nature
as “the state of the most powerful economic
class that by force of its economic supremacy
becomes also the ruling political class.” We
lived in-a democratic capitalist republic in the
days -of a world-embracing crisis, in the pe-
riod of imperialism gone berserk. It is enough
to recall the soft-pedaling of any real inves-
tigation and prosecution of monopolies, the
“plague on both your houses” attitude during
the Little Steel Strike of 1937, the embargo
on republican Spain, the solicitude in granting
a “breathing spell” to business which led to
the 1937-38 debacle.

In other words, the administration was
never wholly progressive, and there were
whole branches of the bureaucracy which
never really subscribed to the New Deal,
among them the Department of Justice, the
Reconstruction Finance Corporation, the
State Department, the Maritime Commission,
to say nothing of the brass hat setups in the
War and Navy Departments.

Even within the more liberally guided de-
partments there were entire. sections domi-
nated by reactionaries. A case in point is the
Bureau of Mines in' the Department of the
Interior. Its chief, Dr. John W. Finch, was
only recently forced by Secretary Ickes to re-
sign.” Both coal-mine inspection and an oil
conservation program were impeded by Dr.
Finch, admits Business Week (Feb. 3, 1940).
The resignations of confirmed Wall Street
proteges from the Treasury Department as
they ‘were defeated at various stages of the
New Deal program, are another illustration.

Nor should it be forgotten that the War
Department prepared its M-day plans at the
very zenith of Roosevelt’s quest for “the
greatest good to the greatest number of our
citizens.” _ ’

As Lenin warned in State and Revolution,
it is easy to revert from a capitalist republic
of the parliamentary type to a reactionary
regime because “all the machinery of repres-
sion is left undisturbed—army, police, bu-
reaucracy.” This change is rendered all the
more possible by the very fact that the
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bureaucracy, on whose good will the hopes of
the masses depend, itself prevents the people
from “taking a direct part in the democratic
upbuilding of the governmental activity from
below.”

As the outbreak of the European war be-
came a matter of months, the character of
the governing apparatus underwent a trans-
formation. The form of the bureaus and
departments remained the same, but their
functions took a new direction. When the
“line” in the budget for the FBI is almost
doubled, we know what that presages in Red-
hunts and attacks on civil rights. Nothing
will be cut from the appropriation for the
National Labor Relations Board. But Wall
Street has turned on the heat. Some officials
and whole departments are unwilling to yield
to the pressure. So, if the NLRB has been
interpreting the Wagner act impartially, that
is enough to condemn it. If the Wages-and-
Hours Administration intends to carry out
its lawful functions, that must be smashed.
Another Leiserson there and a “satisfactory”
board here; these will do the trick.

The State Department advanced the inter-
ests of American imperialism under the velvet
glove of the good neighbor policy while
Roosevelt was saying that “the day of en-
lightened administration has come.” Today
the mailed fist shows. The RFC was happy
in its Lady Bountiful role for big business.
Today Mr. Jesse Jones is “encouraging com-
merce” by lending money to Mannerheim.

Under Frank Murphy the Department of
Justice proved that not even five volumes of
Roosevelt’s reassuring speeches can be a bar-
ricade for fundamental democratic rights. But
Robert Jackson must carry on, and Thurman
Arnold has discovered new techniques for at-
tacking the trade unions which he scorned in
his Folklore of Capitalism.

FINANCE CAPITAL'’S MEN

Liberals, progressives, even radicals were
invited into the New Deal departments. But
that did not obscure the open role of the
direct representatives of finance capital in the
New Ordeal. It was Stettinius of J. P. Mor-
gan & Co. and U. S. Steel who headed the
War Resources Board. It is Myson C.
Taylor of U. S. Steel who goes as Roosevelt’s
envoy to the Vatican. It is the well heeled
Mr. Davies who relinquishes his Brussels
post to sit in the State Department. Joe
Kennedy of the Court of St. James never
was a New Dealer, but he was always a
Wall Street man. Big business is putting in
its own repair men to gear the bureaucracy to
its wartime tasks.

In these six months just past, the decorative
tinsel of the platform has been torn away
and the ugly framework underneath revealed.
We may not forget that this administration
sponsored the authoritarian codes of the NRA.
We may not overlook its strikebreaking ac-

tivities during the auto workers’ early nego- -

tiations in 1934, or Hugh Johnson’s role in
the West Coast strike of 1934. Labor media-

tion can be the first step toward compulsory

MAJOR NERTZ OF THE FASCIST SHIRTS

“Perhaps, darling, it isn’t smoking that's making you sick. Perhaps it’s
Herbert Hoover.”

arbitration—perhaps that is why the Depart-
ment of Labor gets more money in the budget.
“The President himself stressed the lack of
mediating power when he signed the bill
which brought the NLRB into being,” re-
minds Business Week (Feb. 3, 1940).

The bureaucracy then is the budget in
action. But it is not enough to show how the
money is spent, for what purposes, and which
classes are favored, which harmed. The budget

 for the fiscal year 1941 has added to the

national debt another $1,800,000,000, raising
the gross national debt to $45,000,000,000
on July 1, 1941. Not only must the sums for
the year’s expenditures be raised, but the debt
too is being paid for in added taxes. Certainly
spending is defensible when it goes for the
welfare of the common people. But this bud-
get must be fought because it is spending
less for the workers and farmers, and more
for the advancement of American imperialism.
Who would raise a whisper against taxation
on the wealthy individuals and corporations?

But the cost of this budget will be borne by
those least able to shoulder its weight, by
those whose standard of living it will lower.

In the analysis of federal income made by
the Labor Research Association, in its Labor
Fact Books, the rich contributed 63 percent
in 1928-29 and the rest of the people 37 per-
cent. By 1936-37 the share of the wealthy
was only 44 percent but the working class
and lower middle class groups were paying
56 percent. The present budget extends this
disproportion; close to 60 percent of the cost
will be paid by those least able to afford it.

.The larger the national debt the heavier
the taxes on the common people’s shoulders;
the more bloated the interest payments; the
richer the coupon clippers; and the more
powerful the great banks. As Marx put it
with his cool irony, “The only part of the
so-called national wealth that actually enters
into the collective possessions of modern peo-
ples is—their national debt.”

ROBERT STARK.
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That Finnish Fantasy

Major Allen Johnson tellshow the Mannerheim Line was cracked.
Artillery bombardment greater than at Verdun.

r I \uE bubble of Finnish invulnerability
has "burst. Not all the fantastic tales
from the typewriter tacticians seated

in Helsinki, Stockholm, and Copenhagen can

conceal the fact that their deepest wishes have
been thwarted. In a previous piece I pointed

" out the terrific difficulties which faced the

Red Army in this most difficult of all winter

campaigns. It was not Finnish resistance, or

the ectoplasmic Finnish skiers, that prevented

a quick success in the attack across Finland’s

“waist” from the Salla sector. The weather

and terrain created untold problems which

had to be overcome by building roadways and
clearing woods over hundreds of miles of
wild country. Add to such obstacles the fact
that transportation by railway was limited to

the Leningrad-Murmansk line and the mili-

tary problem was doubly difficult,

The Finns have been able to operate from
an internal transport system, with the possi-
bility of moving troops easily from one front
to another, thus utilizing fewer men to de-
fend their many lines. To prevent this the
Red Army placed pressure over all fronts,
using the supply bases created by its first ad-
vances. Thus the Finnish forces were com-
pelled to fight on many fronts at once, occu-
pying their reserves, and hampering their
movement. As long as their troops were fresh,
and their internal transport system remained
intact, they were able to put up a strenuous
defense. But as the effects of the Soviet avia-
tion upon their transport and supply depots
became more evident, as their troops were
being worn down by fatigue, nervous strain,
and the weather, it became clearer that the
Red Army would soon break through at some
vital. point.

The pressure upon .the Mannerheim Line
was continuous, but in no case were disastrous
frontal attacks carried out. Terrific artillery
bombardment, acknowledged as greater than
at Verdun in the World War, was followed by
an infantry infiltration. Soviet troops moved
around the strongly defended blockhouses
and cut them off rather than attack them

frontally and suffer serious casualties. These |

carefully calculated tactics permitted the
penetration of this strongest of all defensive
positions and the occupation of all its outer
defenses. The problem at Viborg involves the
occupation of islands in Viborg Bay and mop-
ping up minor points of resistance. Beyond
this, supply and transport problems have to
be solved before the -attack can be pushed for-
ward in force. Serious advances by the Red
Army in the Salla, Sortavala, and Petsamo
sectors will then develop.

The seriousness of the situation in the
Mannerheim zone may compel the Finns to
withdraw their reserves from other sectors.
Such an eventuality immediately creates the
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possibility of pushing forward in those sectors
to an immediate and successful conclusion.
But if the Finns receive enough British and
American assistance, the war may be prolonged
for some weeks more. If spring should come
before Finnish resistance is broken, operations
in the swampy earth will become very much
more difficult. Soviet aviation attacks will
continue to cripple the Finnish transport sys-
tem; during the spring thaws this will iso-

late numerous communities and increase the
Ryti government’s supply problems. Undoubt-
edly, the developing political situation within
Finland against the war will become unfavor-
able to the Ryti-Mannerheim clique and will
itself be a serious military factor within the
next few weeks.

It is very nearly impossible for the Allies
to give Finland the assistance she needs with-
out involving the whole of Scandinavia in
war, Any movement by the Allies through
Scandinavia to Finland, or any action by
Allied ‘naval forces against Norwegian neu-
trality, or even Murmansk, may very well
alarm the Germans. They can hardly afford
to have their iron ore supplies jeopardized, or
permit Allied troops to outflank them. H.ence,

Offensive Wic
Russians Hitting
Line at 4P nts

Finns Fichting W'!th Bayonets—\nvaders
in Determined Push on

mean
Jcor

here to

Mile Broken Front

Finns Claim|

e Mannerheim Groups
) f Score Triumphg
By EDWARD w, BEATTIE

. 10
New major defeats infjip

forces by

TAKE YOUR PICK. Not content with contradictory news from wvarious sources, the New
York “Post” (left) and the Washington “Times-Herald” (right) confuse the war by using -
the same dispatch of Edward Beattie of the UP. Both appeared in late editions the

same day. What did Beattie write?
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Swedish and Norwegian declarations of neu-
trality are based on very sober reasoning.

In any case it is highly improbable that
the Allies could give Mannerheim sufficient
aid in men and material to do more than pro-
long the conflict. Finland was only a stalking
horse for British-American diplomacy, fore-
doomed to failure. As soon as the final Red
Army operations begin, the Finnish bour-
geoisie will probably bolt as their Polish
brethren did. That the initial blow by the
British interventionists has failed is impor-
tant. That they will try again in other sectors
should not be doubted.

Major ALLEN JOHNSON.

Sour Grapes of Wrath

ERHAPS the greatest Soviet victory in Fin-

land has been at the expense of the Amer-
ican press. The typewriter strategists and
semicolon generals have all suffered setbacks
in the Red Army penetration of the Manner-
heim zone. In the first weeks of the war, the
American press ‘“destroyed”” Soviet military
strength ; by now, they have succeeded in de-
stroying what confidence remains in American
journalism. Two battles were lost: one for
the socialist frontier, the other for the Ameri-
can public. One item last week tells the story.
According to the New York Herald Tribune
for March 2, the Helsinki censors have issued
direct instructions to correspondents with the
following revealing passages:

Exaggerated descriptions of our own achieve-
ments must be avoided, especially if the information
is vague. . . . All information and all criticism and
mockery which might benefit the enemy should be
carefully avoided. . . . Any undervaluation of the
enemy, of his fighting capacity, his supply of war
materials, and of the possibilities open to him in
general, should be avoided. Disparagement of the
enemy is not founded on reality. On the con-
trary, several proofs of his capacity have recently
been received.

The Man Who Came Back

ERBERT HoOVER remembers his past.

But he is thinking of the future when
he suggests that Congress appropriate ten or
twenty million dollars for humanitarian relief
in Europe. ‘I have no doubt,” he said, “that
the whole of Europe will be an area of star-
vation when the war is over.” What Mr.
Hoover means, if we understand his own past,
is that the whole of Europe may be strug-
gling to maintain revolutionary governments,
at the end of, and in that way ending, the
war. Mr. Hoover is thinking ahead toward
this eventuality. Not that helping the peoples

of Europe with food isn’t a good thing. Not.

that there aren’t peoples who have been
plunged into disaster and starvation by their
criminal rulers. But from the way Mr.
Hoover employed food supplies as a weapon
to smash the Hungarian people’s revolution
in 1919, from the way he tried to do the
very same against the Russian people, we are
suspicious. Like any elephant, Mr. Hoover
remembers.

You Paint It Red, It Looks So Grand

A short story by Cora MacAlbert. When the World War

entered the classroom.

HEN the World War came to the

classroom, Carol found going to
) school bearable for the first time.
From that morning when Miss Eckstein an-
nounced to the class, in what should have
been the mental arithmetic period, ‘“We teach-
ers have decided that the nicest thing you
children can do to help our boys is to make

them comfy kits,” the fascinations of war were

self-evident to Carol.

The morning passed quickly and happily,
while Miss Eckstein expounded the nature of
war and of comfy kits. The little girls nudged
one another and whispered delightedly:

“Now it's too late for mental arithmetic!”

“We won’t have time for spelling!”

“We won’t have to do anything this morn-
ing!”

It was already lunch time when Miss Eck-
stein and the class had decided that a proper
comfy kit was made of gray cotton cloth, nine
inches long by twelve inches w1de, and that
it contained:

2 pairs of woolen socks
1 pair of woolen gloves
2 khaki colored handkerchiefs
1 washcloth \
1 package of toilet soap
1 package of shaving soap

3 packages of chewing gum

3 bars of chocolate ’

1 nice letter from the little girl who made up
the comfy kit.

Miss Eckstein was very particular about
the letters. She said that if the little girls
wrote really nice letters in good Palmer pen-
manship, the soldiers would answer them. She
wrote the model letter on the blackboard in
yellow chalk:

Dear Soldier:

I am the little girl who sent you this comfy Kkit.
My name is Mary Smith. I am seven years old.
I am in class 2-A. My teacher is Miss Eckstein. ~

I hope you will like this comfy kit. Miss Eckstein
says that it will help you to be comfortable while
you are fighting for us.

I hope that you will write me soon.

Your well wisher,
Mary Smith.

During the four-week period set for the

completion of the comfy kits, whole morn-
ings were spent checking up each little girl’s
progress in collecting her material. Whole
afternoons passed in trying to achieve a copy
of Miss Eckstein’s letter without inkblots.
Carol and many of the little girls copied Miss
Eckstein’s letter too faithfully, including
Mary Smith’s name, and then had to do the
letter over again.

The comfy kits were only a foretaste of
the sweet distractions that war was to bring

to the tiresome routine of the classroom.
School assemblies, formerly dull once-a-week
affairs, at which the little girls had wiggled
as restlessly as in the classroom, were now
exciting daily events. The slow songs so lag-
gingly droned about, “The shy baby buds,
bashfully pe-ee-ping, out of their brown little
beds,” were replaced by popular war songs
which the little girls sang loudly and enthusi-
astically.

They sang “Over There” with five differ-
ent fast verses. They sang “Smiles” with a
special tributary . line to President Wilson,
which always made the little girls giggle be-
cause the words had to be said so fast to get
them into the music:

. there are smiles which have a tender meamng
‘which the eyes of love alone can see
but the smiles we get from President Wilson
are the best smiles of all, you see!

Best loved by Carol and the little girls was
the song “Camouflage.” Camouflage itself
was such a strange big word and the whole
song had such fine words:

Camouflage, camouflage, that’s the latest dodge,
Camouflage, camouflage, it's not a cheese or lodge,
You buy a Ford, it's secondhand,
You paint it red, it looks so grand,
And near a Stutz you let it stand—

That’s camouflage!

Even the recitations in assembly were in-
teresting now. Before the war, all the lower
grades had recited, “I shot an arrow into the
air, it fell to earth I know not where.” Now
the little girls had new ones—“In Flanders
Field the Poppies Grow,” and “Only God
Can Make a Tree.” And the upper grade
boys recited “On the Road to Mandalay”
with fierce faces and savage gestures which
tickled the little girls.

Special entertainments were now a fre-.
quent feature of assembly. Carol’s class gave
“Nanette and Rin-tin-tin” as the story of
two brave Belgian children who outwitted the
Huns. Carol was picked for the part of Rin-
tin-tin, and was excused from class nearly
all the time during the two weeks’ rehearsal.
The little girls adopted Nanette and Rin-
tin-tin as their favorite war heroes, and wore
tiny woolen Nanette and Rin-tin-tin dolls
around their necks and wrists. )

Pat Rooney’s little boy became very popu-
lar at assembly entertainments. Every few
weeks he was called on to dance. He was ten
or eleven years old and small for his age,
and all the teachers said he looked very cute
when he imitated his father’s imitations of
George Primrose and George M. Cohan.

There was another exciting innovation at
this time which was eventually incorporated
into the regular ordinary of the assembly.
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Before the war, assembly had opened with
the principal’s inaudible mumbling of the
Bible. Now, assembly opened with the Grand
March of the Color Guard. All the little girls
admired the Color Guard, and called it the
Colored Guard, and it was many years be-
fore Carol learned its proper name.

Six eighth-grade boys and girls wearing
khaki Scout uniforms made up the Color
Guard. A boy and girl marched first, followed
by two boys carrying the American flag and
the orange, white, and blue flag of New York
City. Another boy and girl followed them.
They marched into assembly in a very mili-
tary way, for they had been coached by the
oym teacher. Halfway down the Assembly
Hall, they stood at attention. Three chords
were struck on the piano, signals to the assem-
bly to get ready, to stand, to face the colors.

Then with outstretched arms, the whole
assembly chanted, “I pledge allegiance to my
flag, and to the republic for which it stands,
one nation, indivisible, with liberty and jus-
tice, for all.”

It was solemn and fascinating to the little
girls, and none of them had any idea what
it meant. They all said “indivishable” and
no amount of correction could change them.

Then there was a lusty singing of “The
Star Spangled Banner,” everyone cracking
terribly on the too-deep notes of “last gleam-
ing” and the too-high notes of “banner yet
wave.” The children could never get the lines
straight. They knew the words by heart, but
put them in the wrong places. Every now and
again the principal would say in his tired
voice, “It has been called to my attention that
your rendition of our national anthem is very
poor. Consequently, I urge you to give a bet-
ter performance. At a time like this especially,
you should give your best efforts.” Then for
a time there would be systematic practice of
“The Star Spangled Banner,” but in the end
there was always the same caterwauling
effect.

When the Liberty Bond and Thrift Stamp
campaigns came to the classroom, the days
flew by in delightful frenzy.

Everybody was interested in the Liberty
Bonds. Mama took Carol down to the Trea-
sury Building to see Mary Pickford, Charlie
Chaplin, and Douglas Fairbanks, when they
gave their Minute Men Speeches. One night
they heard Mme. Schumann-Heink at Co-
lumbus Circle singing “The Star Spangled
Banner” to sell Liberty Bonds and Mama
said it was very funny to hear her singing it
with such a heavy German accent.

In school, there were daily meetings at
which Liberty Bonds and the method of sell-
ing them were explained to the little girls.
There were Honor Rolls for individuals,
classes, grades, and whole schools, and the prin-
cipal exhorted the assembly to make their
school first on the City Honor Roll.

The little girls were told to sell bonds te
their parents, relatives, and parents’ friends,
and when these resources were exhausted, to
canvass apartment houses and to try people
on the streets. Mama told Carol she wouldn’t

have her talking to strangers in the street
and going around ringing doorbells. Even
though it was wartime and everybody had
to be patriotic, little girls had to be careful
where they went. After all it was not so
long ago since Jack the Ripper. “And, besides,
all the bonds you could sell to strangers, you
could put in a hen’s tooth.”

Carol sold only four bonds to Papa, and
felt terrible about being so far down on the
Honor Roll. She told Mama that Minnie
Katz, who was at the top, had sold hundreds.
Mama said, “But she’s a little Jewish girl
and they’re always better at selling things,
and besides they have lots of relatives.”

It was easier with the Thrift Stamps. The
little girls were not asked to sell them, but

HELLO, SUCKER. When Lord Duff Cooper,
his majesty’s ace war propagandist, spoke
at the San Francisco Opera House recently,
he was met with a picketline which handed
out seven hundred lollypops such as the
above. Only three were thrown aside. Many
laughed and caught the idea that perhaps
his lordship was overdoing his efforts on
behalf of the British lion. The lollypops
were the gift of “The Yanks Are Not
Coming Committee,” District Council No.

' 2, Maritime Federation of the Pacific.
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to buy them themselves on weekly install-
ments, Mama gave Carol money each week
and Carol bought five of them. Mama said
it was a good idea because Carol would
have $25 all her own in five years. But Carol
wasn’t interested in money so far away.

The Liberty Bonds and Thrift Stamps cer-
tainly made going to school interesting, but
they were never as dear to Carol as the comfy
kits. She had had such fun buying the things
for the kits and wrapping each article in its
own separate package. She had had many
rosy, happy thoughts about the pleasant sur-
prise of the soldier who would some day
open her comfy kit and find all those nice
things and her beautiful ink-written letter.

For a long time Carol and the other little
girls looked for answers to their letters, and
kept asking the teacher why they didn’t come.
At first the teacher said that letters took a
very long time to come from No Man’s Land.
Later she said that the soldiers must be ex-
cused for not writing. She was sure that they
wanted to, but they were so busy fighting
the Germans that they just hadn’t time.

Carol was never satisfied with this explana-
tion. She felt that the soldier who got her
lovely comfy kit and didn’t write to thank
her, was just plain mean. Mama wasn’t com-
forting about it. ““There’s one chance in a
thousand that your soldier got your comfy
kit,” she said.

“But Mama, what could have happened
to all those lovely things?”

“Maybe a German’s using them. After all
they need things too, you know.”

The comfy kits became a forgotten mys-
tery, and only once, years later, did Carol
think of them again, and then indifferently.
One day when she was in the seventh grade,
the teacher sent her and a classmate down
to the basement storeroom for some drawing
supplies. They were explicitly warned when
sent to the storeroom never to “meddle” but
to fetch the supplies and hurry back to the
classroom. So, when they noticed, for the first
time, a dark alcove lined with closets, they
tried the closet doors warily and guiltily.

The first few doors wouldn’t open, but
then one did, and out came a tumble of dusty
gray bundles. They poked at the bundles with
their toes, and a Hershey wrapper fell out.
Excited by the candy wrapper, they began
to examine the bundles. The socks and soap
and woolen gloves that they found all seemed
distantly familiar to Carol.

“Do you remember our old comfy kits?”’
she said.

“Oo-oh, they can’t be. I remember. But
they were sent Over There.”

“But they look just like them. I remem-
ber.”

“Listen, we’d better put this stuff back fast.
We'll catch it if anybody sees us meddling.”

Only a few days later did Carol remember
to tell Mama about the discovered comfy
kits. Then she swore Mama to secrecy. For
her chief concern was that nobedy should find
out that she had been meddling in the store-
room. Cora MACALBERT.
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California Turns Back to 1933

Starvatlon faces the people in the land of plenty, as a state’s
welfare is turned over to the Associated Farmers.

LITTLE over a year ago the people of
ACalifornia exultantly looked forward

to a day when they would eat, when
the abundant wealth of California would
spread to the tables of hundreds of thousands
of hungry people.

They had ousted a rotten Republican ad-
ministration that had held power for four
decades. They had elected a new administra-
tion headed by Culbert L. Olson with an
overwhelming mandate to take .drastic mea-
sures against unemployment, terrorism, boss
rule, and starvation. But on February 12
more than six thousand people crowded into
the huge Shrine Auditorium in Los Angeles
to protest bitterly the weakness and capitula-
tion of the men they had elected.

The people accused.

They accused Olson of turning the state
back to the Chamber of Commerce and the
Associated Farmers through a policy of ap-
peasement. :

The deep anger of that meetmg was ex-
pressed in the words of a leading progressive
in the state, Reuben W. Borough, who said:

We must speak bluntly, boldly, and vigorously
so that all the state may hear.

We are not consorting with Democratic partisan
politicians at this or any later hour. Our contacts
are with the people themselves in their need.

We are again declaring our independence of the
dominant Democratic Party machine. It is not of
our choosing and we will have nothing to do
with it. It is packed with flabby opportunists, Red-
baiting tories, and special interests corruptionists.
Completely isolated as it is from the mind and the
conscience - of the people in this hour, there is no
popular leadership in it.

If however, the situation becomes hopeless within
the Democratic Party, we shall march out of the
Democratic Party in orderly, organized fashion
and create a new political instrument to serve the
people of California.

Those words were not easily or glibly
spoken. They were wrung out of long tol-
erance with a policy of appeasement and back-
watering, of deals with reactionaries in hotel
rooms, Red-baiting, and shallow political
maneuvering. The people gave Olson a man-
date. Had he put up a fight, had he taken
the offensive, it was pointed out at the Shrine
meeting, he would have had a united people
behind him. Even if he had been defeated by
the reactionaries, the people would have
stood back of him. At the next election they
would have ousted from office the legislators
who were blocking his program.

But here is the situation that faces a weak
and bungling administration.

Governor Olson called a special session of the
Legislature to make up the deficiency in the

relief -appropriation; the last Legislature failed
to appropriate nearly enough money to carry

on for the biennium. The first thing the
Assembly did was to form a coalition of
Republicans and renegade Democrats. They
defeated the administration’s speaker of the
House and elected a right-wing Democrat,
Gordon Garland. Mr. Garland tore out the
telephone that had connected the speaker’s
table with the governor’s office. Then the boys
got together and dealt out Republican-stacked
committees.

OLSON WOULDN’T FIGHT

The governor submitted sixty-four adminis-
tration bills and the Legislature went to work
like a bunch of wildcats. Of course if the gov-
ernor had really meant to put up a fight, he
would have submitted four or five bills that
the people could understand instead of a
basketful. He needed an adequate relief bill,
a reasonable tax bill to finance relief, an
old-age pension bill, and a bill on the Central
Valley Project to provide cheap power. The
people would have understood that kind of
program; they would have fought with the
governor.

Then Olson pulled a prize piece of
demagogy. He submitted a relief budget for
the biennium of $95,500,000. That was $18,-
000,000 more than Labor’s Non-Partisan
League had set as a minimum need. How-
ever, in his budget message, the governor
told the Legislature that his figure could
be cut by $30,000,000—but that ‘“no such re-
duction is possible without causing untold
misery and hardship.” He then presented a
complete plan for this $30,000,000 cut, in-
cluding such provisions as a three-year resi-
dence requirement for relief, and a $60 maxi-
mum for any family. The Legislature, of
course, took the tip, as did the press. The
newspapers headlined: “Governor Olson De-
mands $66,000,000 for Relief.”

Meantime, the Legislature was busy with
the findings of a committee established to
“investigate relief.”” For months this commit-
tee, headed by Sen. John Phillips, has been
working to browbeat the administration and
prepare for the introduction of bills designed
to turn state relief back to Republican-con-
trolled counties.

SAM HOUSTON ALLEN

The best job of state relief administra-
tion has been done by Sam Houston Allen,
administrator for Los Angeles County.
Though his case-load doubled because of
WPA cuts, Allen slashed administrative costs
$3 per case and increased actual relief to the
client by 50 percent. Phillips’ committee
smeared the Los Angeles administration, call-
ing it incompetent and Red. Suddenly, a few
weeks ago, Olson announced he was abolish-
ing the county relief setup. It was plain that

the governor had decided to burn down the
house to get rid of one man.
That roused the progressive leaders of the

-state. They stormed at Olson’s door, begged

him not to capitulate, asked for a hearing be-
fore the closing of the county office, threatened
to withdraw liberal and labor support, and
even talked of recall. The Committee for
Democratic Action was formed and thousands
flocked to its protest meeting, Olson promised
a hearing and granted a brief reprieve but

After the Veto

EACTIONARY legislators overrode
Governor Olson’s sly veto of the

Phillips starvation budget bill on Feb-
ruary 23 and California stepped back-
ward into 1933 and Hoovervilles. The
monthly budget for families of seven
is reduced from $84.68 to $58; for
families of four from $42.57 to $25.54;
for childless couples from $31.06 to
$18.64; for single men and women
from $18.52-to $11.11. Evictions, loss
of gas and electricity, starvation and
disease face 369,786 men, women, and
children now on the state relief rolls.
The total appropriation for relief is
$12,200,000—a little more than one-
seventh of Governor Olson’s original
demand. This sum may legally have
been expended on June 1. On May 13
appropriations for the fiscal biennium
must therefore be taken up when the
Legislature convenes. In the meantime
a relief probe committee will travel
about the state, preparing a program
which is avowedly designed to return
all relief to the mercies of the mo-
nopoly-dominated counties. This com-
mittee will receive Red-baiting aid
from the Yorty “little Dies com-
mittee.”

Labor’s Non-Partisan League, the
Workers Alliance, and other organiza-
. tions have rallied to demand supple-
mentary aid. Relief clients are buying
only food with their scanty funds;
there is talk of a rent strike in Los
Angeles. The State, County, and Mu-
nicipal Workers, a CIO union, is up
in arms at the disclosure that the new
law dismisses fifteen hundred of the
state’s six thousand relief workers
without hearings. On March 4, job-
less men and women demonstrated at
San Francisco City Hall, demanding
that the Board of Supervisors appro-
priate funds to cover the 40 percent
slash. Mass picketlines appeared before
Los Angeles relief offices. Californians
are defending their right to live.

Developments in the rapidly shifting
California political and economic scene,
of which the above is a rapid bird’s-eye
view, will be reported in an early issue
‘of NEw MASsSES.
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the day before the scheduled hearing in Sacra-
mento, Allen and his aides were summarily
fired.

Thereby hangs one of those ridiculous tales
that could only be taken seriously in these
fantastic times when a buffoon like Martin
Dies is a menace. It is the story of the “little
Dies committee” chairmanned by Assembly-
man Samuel William Yorty. The night be-
fore Allen’s dismissal, Yorty blasted Olson
on a statewide radio hookup for protecting
“radicals” in the State Relief Administration.

Not a year ago, Yorty was considered one
of the hard-fighting liberals in the Assembly,
though it was known, in inner circles, that
he was an ambitious opportunist. His ire with
the Communists dates from the time of the
recall election in Los Angeles. Yorty wanted
to be mayor. The Communists joined with
the rest of the progressives and middle class
groups in electing Fletcher Bowron, because
it was vital to oust the corrupt city administra-
tion. Yorty told friends that if it weren’t
for the Communists he would have been
mayor. He said he was going to get even.
His grievance against Sam Houston Allen
was that Allen had refused him patronage.
No one suggests that Allen is a Communist.

Yorty saw his opportunity in the rising
wave of reaction. He found a ready ear with
the governor and a Legislature that was re-
ceptive to Red-baiting. The Legislature gave
him $500 and a committee to probe subver-
sive activities in the Los Angeles County
SRA. Yorty junketed down to Los Angeles
in strange company. His other committee
members were: Assemblyman Jack Tenney,
another renegade liberal turned Red-baiter,
still smarting after having been ousted from
the presidency of the Los Angeles Musicians
Union by a two to one vote; Assemblyman
Lee Bashore, Republican, who last year
threatened to use guns and violence against
members of the Workers Alliance picketing
his home because of his vote for relief slashes;
and Assemblyman Seth Millington, beefy
Associated “Farmer” right-wing Democrat,
another advocate of violence against workers.

Yorty announced that he would spend ap-
proximately two weeks in Los Angeles. He
was in town one frantic, harassed day, after
which he and his committee skipped back to
Sacramento in complete rout. The Assembly
hearing chamber was jammed. Many of those
present were people who had worked in
Yorty’s campaigns, worn out shoe-leather,
spent time and money to elect him. Now they
glared or laughed mockingly at him. Yorty
called a number of SRA officials to the stand.
He produced two witnesses, both stoolpigeons
for the Dies committee, to prove that some
of the minor officials were either Communists
or members of ‘the Young Communist
League. One of the witnesses was George
Berthelon, ousted from the Communist Party
for sexual perversion. The other was a girl
named Rena Vail, who had been expelled
from the Newspaper Guild for attempts to
disrupt it through dual unionism. Aside from
these witnesses no evidence was produced, no
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documents. There was no opportunity to cross-
examine witnesses or to produce defense wit-
nesses. '

Paul Cline, county secretary of the Com-
munist Party of Los Angeles, was subpoenaed.
He immediately told the press he would be
glad to testify. Cline said the last time he
had seen Yorty was at the latter’s apartment
in Sacramento where he had gone with Wil-
liam Schneiderman, state secretary of the
Communist Party, to discuss certain matters
at Yorty’s request. Cline said he would be
very glad of the opportunity to tell the com-
mittee just what had been discussed. But he
was not permitted to testify though he came
to the hearing and broke in during the pro-
ceedings with a request that he be allowed
to take the stand.

Yorty ducked back to Sacramento and held
a couple of hearings at the capital. He re-
quested an additional $500 to continue his
Red-baiting, and received $300.

The pattern is the same in this state as

in the nation. Red-baiting serves as a camou-
flage for the administration while it reduces
the people’s standard of living to starvation
level and turns the state back to the Cham-
ber of Commerce and the Associated Farmers.

But in California the people are organiz-
ing to fight back.

Ep RogaiN.

Moving Day in Wall Street

6 J. CarLyLE GIrFForp, the British

e Treasury’s special representative
here, has moved out of his temporary quar-
ters in the J. P. Morgan & Co. offices and
has established his own offices next door at
15 Broad St. The British-French Purchasing
Commission is in the same building, so that
income and outgo of British dollar balances
can be discussed by the two agencies with a
minimum of inconvenience.”—New York
“Times,” February 28.
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Marching as to War

The New Deal renegades who voted the American people’smoney
to help a czarist general spread war among Finland’s workers.

W ashington.

] FTER a long silence, the New Dealers
A in the House—a good many of them
at least—have spoken. After hesita-

tion, soul-searching, brooding on the eternal
problem of expediency versus principle and
the newer problem of the administration’s
role in a changed and still changing world,
they have made themselves heard. They have
spoken not in the fumbling accents of their
earlier speeches, but in the firm, if slightly
lurid, language which distinguishes the most

experienced congressional oratory.

During the first weeks of the session, many
prominent New Dealers in Congress were
apparently still groping their way. They made
féw speeches on such issues as the Wagner
Health Bill, the President’s budget message,
relief, staying out of war, the pending anti-
alien bills, or the Wagner act. When the roll
call on continuing the Dies committee was
taken, the names of many distinguished New
Dealers were absent from the select company
of dissenters. On the unemployiment issue,
they have felt the need to go slowly. Repre-
sentative Voorhis of California has called to-
gether a sort of seminar to study the problem.
No recommendations will be made until they
have been given exhaustive consideration.

ACTION AT LAST

At last some of the leading New Dealers
have acted decisively. This time they have not
felt the need for prolonged consideration,
lengthy study. They have spoken, of course,
on the question of Finnish war loans.

If some of them have liked to feel now
and then that they were a little to the left of
the President, now they have more than over-
taken him on his new course, They were a
little critical because the President found it
necessary to observe a few diplomatic ameni-
ties in his recommendation for a Finnish loan
via the Export-Import Bank. They took their
place in the motley group which contributed
forty-nine votes, and almost as many cannon-
bursts of eloquence in favor of direct military
loans to the Mannerheim regime. They stood
shoulder to shoulder on this issue with former
extreme isolationists like Representatives Fish
of New York and Knutson of Minnesota,
with the extreme old-guard tories of both
parties—and with those congressmen who
have munitions factories in their districts, like
Representative Miller of Connecticut who
introduced the amendment for a direct mili-
tary loan.

Representative Casey of Massachusetts is
a member of His Majesty’s Loyal Opposition
on the Dies committee. He has differed with
the chairman on details, not on essentials.
Disapproving some of the committee’s actions,
he has floundered too much in his own preju-
dices and fears to be effective. It is under-

statement to say that he has not cut a par-
ticularly heroic figure as a liberal member of
the committee. Certainly he led no crusade
to expose the whole messy Dies-Pelley affair.
But listen to Casey during the debate on the
Finnish loan:

What does Finland need? She needs a large num-
ber of pursuit planes and anti-aircraft guns. This
is what she needs, not pious words of sympathy,
not merely commercial things, not limitations upon
loans. She needs steel and iron and bullets to fight
steel and iron and bullets.

Or listen to Representative Dingell of
Michigan, who opposed the Dies commit-
tee a year ago and favored it this year, who
was active on the relief issue then, and is
inactive now:

We restrict the loan for powder puffs, silken
scanty panties, and for cream puffs, when we know
that the Finns need shrapnel, buckshot, barbwire,
and all the fiercest implements of hell because they
are fighting to stop anti-Christ and the hosts of
hell led by Beelzebub. Let every man stand up and
be counted, let him vote as he talks, and let us
dispense with hypocrisy and catch phrases. Either
we are courageously for Finland, freedom, and
Christianity or we are for the dictatorship of
Stalin, persecution, murder, depravity, and every-
thing that is base and cowardly.

Representative Izac of California, long con-
sidered one of the most liberal congressmen
from that state, has finally located the new
American frontier—it is on the Karelian
Isthmus, in case you didn’t guess. Represen-
tative Healey of Massachusetts, one of the
leading New Dealers in the House, has ora-
torically wedded the destinies of Finland and
Ireland so as to assure his Irish constituents
that he has not forgotten them. Representa-
tive Hook of Michigan indicated that he was
against the Dies committee because it was not
fighting the Communists effectively enough.
“An unrestricted loan of $60,000,000 would
be the best insurance policy we could buy
against the spread of Communism or atheism
in this country,” Hook informed the House.

Representative Buckler, the Minnesota
Farmer-Laborite, came through in one of his
infrequent speeches:

The Finnish people are fighting for their homes,
for democracy and Christianity. They are fighting
against an outlaw nation whose leaders do not
believe in God and who have sent money to most
every nation, including the United States, to set
up an organization with the intention of controlling
the world. If they are not stopped in Finland now,
some day we may have to fight them alone.

Representative Allen of Pennsylvania, once
an ornament of the liberal bloc, who moved

sharply to the right about a year ago and is
now preparing to retire from politics to enter
the cheese business, had this to say:

If Finland can hold fast on the Karelian Isthmus,
democratic institutions, the sanctity of the church,
and the dignity of mankind in all corners of the
earth will be more secure,

It remained for diminutive, mild-mannered
Sam Massingale of Oklahoma, outstanding
among the New Dealers from farm areas, to
sound off one of the biggest salvos of all:

I expect that I shall make the kind of a talk
here that will classify me as a warrior. I do not
know, but I am fed up in this debate with what
might be termed the livid, ashen complexion of
some of the members of this House when we come
to talk about extending real relief to that country,
Finland, than which no greater has ever existed
in the history of this world, in my judgment. . .
We should not withhold a single penny of credit
they may want to defend themselves against the
greedy, godless, and murderous bunch of Russian
Communists. We need not fear war from them.
They have no respect for God or Christianity, but
they have respect for the guns and fighting qualities
of our seamen.

You could hardly tell that these intrepid
orators were but a short while ago the most
timid of liberals, frightened lest they be clas-
sified as Communists, tussling with their con-
sciences every time a flag-waving Dies com-
mittee resolution or anti-alien bill came up;
nor did their consciences always win. A few
of them once signed a formal greeting to the
Cortes of republican Spain; some regretted
that feeble gesture and none went beyond it.
But they are the same, the very same timid
liberals. ‘They are atoning for their small and
very timid works in the cause of progress.

EXCEPTIONS

There are exceptions, of course; a few
congressmen — (Geyer, Marcantonio, and
Coftee, for example—are still concerned with
the mundane problems of unemployment and
civil liberties. But the fact remains that many
of our leading New Dealers have emerged as
the most loud-mouthed Soviet-baiters and war-

mongers in Congress. Apam LAPIN

Please Paste in Hat

6é HEN you pick up your morning or

evening newspaper, and think you are
reading the news of the world, what you are
really reading is a propaganda which has been
selected, revised, and doctored by some power
which has a financial interest in you; and
which for the protecting of that financial in-
terest, has been willing to take trouble,
and to go to the most minute detail! . . . and
what is the purpose of it all? One thing, and
one thing only—that the wage slaves of
America shall continue to believe in and sup-
port the system whereby their bones are picked
bare and thrown upon the scrap-heap of the
profit-system.”-—UpTON SINCLAIR in “The
Brass Check.”
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['he State of the Nation
HIS DEPARTMENT, which NEW | these vigilante societies and their banker, news- | makes Miamians wonder how he happened to

.own land would spell democracy.

Masses presents weekly, is the

joint work of a group of correspon-
dents who send us a letter each week tell-
ing about the state of their part of the
nation. As more correspondents write in,
our coverage will increase. We invite our
readers to send their contributions of sig-
nificant happenings, anecdotes, etc., to
““The State of the Nation,” NEw MASSES.

Tom Joad Spedks Up

OKLAHOMA cITY.—Tom Joad came back home
last week and testified to his people’s demand
for land and bread, at an open hearing on the
farm tenant problem held by the Farm Security
Administration.

Tom Joad was Otis Nation, international

representative of the United Cannery, Agricul--

tural, Packing and Allied Workers (CIO) and
state organizer of the Oklahoma Tenant Farmers
Union, which is the only organized group of
tenant farmers in the Sooner State. The CIO
organizer gave five good reasons for the plight
of the wandering Oklahomans in quest of land:
the high interest rates of the banks “which
move in like a flock of vultures after a crop
failure or a bad year”; the overploughing of
the grasslands to furnish grain “for the war to
make the world safe for democracy”; the rapid
growth of tractor farming; the Triple A and
inducements for the big landholders to chase
the tenants off the land, hire them back as day
laborers, and still receive the AAA benefits;
and the rapid growth of corporate, absentee land-
lord farming.

Nation said that giving the tenant farmers,
sharecroppers, and agricultural workers the
chance to own their own homes and work their
“It will
mean something to us folks then when we speak
of the Constitution. We will have something.
We will be part of it. We will know what the

. word democracy means from having it. We will

have kids that are healthy and well fed and
that’s democracy too.” '

The Finns in America

ABERDEEN, WASH.—The Northwest has perhaps
more Finlanders than any other section of the
United States, with the largest concentration
in coastal lumber-shipping and fishing towns—
Coos Bay, Astoria, Aberdeen, and the cities of
the lower Columbia River. Here an especially
heavy campaign for the aid of the Helsinki
regime is being launched. Most of the local
government officials are on committees, the petty
bankers, the newspaper editors, owners of hard-
ware stores, in fact everyone who is not Finnish.
Members of the vigilante societies, the various
local Better Business Builders, for instance, have
been openly demanding that the United States
send over troops to defend the poor Finns in
Finland. But the local Finlanders see a different
picture.

In an open letter to the press the Finnish
Workers Club of Astoria asks protection from

paper editor supporters. It points out that the

- Astoria Daily Budget is whipping up against

the Finn groups a hysteria similar to that which
preceded the wrecking of the Finnish Hall in
Aberdeen on December 2; a hysteria which
played its part in the murder of Mrs. Dick
Law, herself a Finn. At the same time the Aber-
deen Finnish Workers Federation has brought
suit against county and town officials and mem-
bers of the Better Business Builders of Aberdeen,
charging thein with having permitted and con-
spired in the $30,000 damage done to the hall.

GW TW Successor

cHIcAGO.—The Birth of a Nation, precursor of
today’s Gone With the Wind, was produced in
the midst of the First World War hysteria in
1915, A few weeks ago, a Chicago revival of
The Birtk of a Nation, riding the GWTW
wave, was halted by police. Theater owners,
with seventy-five showings of the notorious Ku
Klux Klan picture booked, appealed to the
courts, relying upon an old injunction restrain-
ing police from interfering with the picture.

On February 28, Superior Judge Donald S.
McKinlay lifted the police ban, ordered Police
Commissioner John Allman to show cause why
he should not be held in contempt for violation
of the old injunction. The Birth of a Nation
had been given judicial approval in Chicago
on March 5, 1917—a few weeks before Amer-
ica’s entry into the First World War. An omen?

Chicago Facts

CHICAGO.—Socially significant notes: One out of

five persons in- Chicago gets adequate dental

care, according to Dr. Harold W. Welch, presi-
dent, Chicago Dental Society, who “hopes to
bridge the gap between patients and the den-
tist.” . . . January milk sales totaled 160,496,-
358 pounds, 27 percent over last September, with
the number of distributors increased by 6 per-
cent and the greatest milk surplus in years in
the Chicago area; but retail milk prices remain
at 13 cents a quart, 2 cents up from last Sep-
tember and beyond the reach of unemployed.
. . . Inadequate zoning laws, responsible for
much of the city’s slums and sub-marginal hous-
ing, were dramatically revealed by a study show-
ing thirty-four square miles, or 16 percent of the
city’s area, zoned for apartment hotels, which,
if built, would house 42,172,412 persons. , -

Public Nuisances

MIAMI, FLA—Time mag recently ran a great
story on Col. Joseph Stehlin, noted Miami
civic leader who fought against the Red Army
with United States troops at the close of the
last World War. Colonel “Joe” enjoyed the
publicity but at the moment he’s suffering some
reversals, It seems Joe is connected with the
Brook Club, a gambling joint in the Miami
area; the state officials have cracked down on
him and his club, calling the outfit a “well
known public nuisance.”” They also say that
Colonel Joe’s legal residence is unknown, which

want to be city commissioner last year.
Miamians rubbed their eyes at a headline
that appeared in a recent issue of the Miami
Herald: “Black Opinion May Be Fought” It
referred to the recent opinion handed down by
the U. 8. Supreme Court staying a death sen-
tence for four Negroes in Broward County
and ordering a new trial on the ground that the
men were coerced through third degree into
making a confession. What puzzles Miamians is
just how this opinion is to be fought, Some Na-
tional Guardsmen, it is reported, are afraid
they are to be called out on a new  secession
drive to separate Florida from the Union. Or
maybe the Herald is going to bring charges
against Justice Black. At any rate the paper is
beginning to doubt that Black was ever a
Klansman. '

As Vermont Goes

SPRINGFIELD, VT.—Vermont’s machine tool indus-
try in Springfield is booming with war orders.
Farmers with any qualifying experience are
scrambling for the low-pay jobs, hoping to get
something ahead to meet interest payments on
their mortgages.

At a recent meeting of Dairy Farmers Union
members it was announced that the Borden
Co. and National Dairies had contributed to
Herbie Hoover’s committee to make Finland
safe for Butcher Mannerheim. “That's our
money they’re giving away!” exclaimed the
wife of a good union member. And that’s the
prevailing sentiment. The Green Mountain Boys
are not coming!

Politics in Montana

GREAT FALLS, MONT.—The high (or low) note
of this week was the indictment of Attorney
General Harrison J. Freebourn by a federal
grand jury in Great Falls. The indictment,
which was greeted with glee by the ACM
(Anaconda Copper Mining) press throughout
the state, accused the attorney general of income
tax evasion. It revived a shopworn bribery-
acceptance charge which had failed to cause
the impeachment of the attorney general by the
State Legislature last year. In a statement
printed by the labor and progressive papers,
Freebourn accused- Anaconda Copper and Mon-
tana Power of an attempted frameup. The in-
dictment was timed to influence the primary
elections. Less than a week after the indictment
Freebourn filed his candidacy for United States
senator on the Democratic ticket. To date he
is the only one contesting B. K. Wheeler’s can-
didacy. Wheeler filed several weeks back. Free-
bourn is generally considered a reliable labor
supporter. His record in office substantiates this
opinion.

Montana’s gift to the fascist Silver Shirts,
Jacob Thorkelson, announced his candidacy to
succeed himself in Congress. All lovers of de-
mocracy, social security, and enemies of race
hatred take notice. Even the ACM press was
shamed into hiding on the back pages the news
of his candidacy. )
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What's That, Mr. Jackson?

ow many liberal lances will be broken
this week upholding Attorney General
Jackson’s defense of J. Edgar Hoover remains
to be seen. The Nation and New Republic
are at this writing also penning pieces about
their champion, who, they assured us, would
put an end to all this nonsense of Mr.
Hoover’s. Plain people the country over feel
considerable alarm at Mr. Jackson’s baldfaced
defense of the FBI warm-up in Detroit. Mr.
Hoover’s raiders, trusty ax in hand, did their
duty under orders, the attorney general says
in reply to Senator Norris’ letter of inquiry.
Mr. Norris felt he could not help “but reach
the conclusion that there is some well
grounded fear that the activities of this bureau
are overstepping and overreaching the legiti-
mate objects for which it was created.”

Not Mr. Jackson; he has no such fears!
“I have reviewed the facts,” he retorted, *. . .
and I find nothing to justify any charge of
misconduct against the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation.” That declaration raises some in-
teresting points. Does Mr. Jackson believe it
was entirely proper to raid homes at 5:00
a.m.? To shackle defendants? Citizens who
have not even been tried in court, at that?
Does he believe that show of force is entirely
within the province of his department? Or
of any governmental agency?

It is hard for us to believe that Mr. Jack-
son really thinks the way he talks. After all,
Mr. Hoover has written his record; we are
not the only ones aghast at his abuse of power.
_The “Stork Club detective” has many out-
standing Americans cocking a wary eye his
way. In addition to Congressmen Marcan-
tonio, Coffee, and Senator Norris, numerous
public spirited bodies, labor groupings, have
talked up.

‘Mr. Jackson and Mr. Murphy—who or-
dered the Detroit raids—have evident differ-
ences, chiefly in tactics. One stumbled because
of haste: the other says let’s move with surer
tread, a bit slower, more shrewdly, and we
will not arouse the public against us. Both
are behind Mr. Roosevelt who—as Ludwell
Denny pointed out in the Scripps-Howard
service last week—himself gave the signal for
the “Red drive.” As New Masses editors,
we know that has not let up. The grand jury
in Washington is still sitting, laboriously
working up indictments against those who
don’t see eye to eye with FDR’s plans for a
nice, profitable Wall Street war.

La Guardia and the Bankers
M oNDAY, March 4, opened in Manhattan

with a dreary rain but the sun shone
through the windows of the Bankers Club.
There was a headline in the Herald Tribune:
“Mayor Bans Strikes after Transit Unity.”
“No employee’s status will depend upon

‘his affiliation with any labor organization,”

said Mayor LaGuardia, discussing the trans-
port workers’ position under the city’s new
“transit unification” plan. And: “The right,
therefore, to strike against the government is
not and cannot be recognized.”

Trade unionists are accustomed to such
pronunciamentos from bankrupt financial
fakers, Louis XIV Republicans, and fellow
riders of the (royal) purple sage, John Nance
Garner. But this labor-baiting declaration
coming from Fiorello LaGuardia, American
Labor Party candidate, the liberal who was
regarded as a possible running mate of the
great FDR, is one more indication of the
sellout of the New Deal by its former sup-
porters. LaGuardia’s open shop, yellow dog
statement has aroused indignation among the
million-odd trade unionists in New York
City, their families and friends. The bankers’
papers have front-paged their new friend’s
blow at labor, applauded the trick of “transit
unification” which they hope will turn a
track walker’s or conductor’s strike for bet-
ter wages into a “revolt against the govern-
ment.” It's a shabby dodge that fools no
workingman.

So Blue the Rose

HE fate of the American Labor Party is

dear to all progressives, not only in New
York, but nationally. Dear, not so much be-
cause of its performance, but because of its
promise. Its leadership under Alex Rose has
inspired little confidence; it has been weak,
vacillating, lacking political foresight or ini-
tiative—in short, downright ruinous.

For that reason most genuine progressives
rejoiced at the victory of the anti-Rose mem-
bership in the recent New York County meet-
ing. That was a victory of the rank and file.
Mr. Rose and his pro-war cohorts took a re-
sounding trimming when Eugene Connolly
was elected chairman, The actual vote was
more than two to one against the Rose pro-
gram. But typical of the anti-democratic at-
titude of the previous New York County
leadership, the Rose supporters challenged the
authority of Herman Hoffman, election su-
pervisor, who had declared Connolly elected.
Mr. Hoffman replied that his function for
the session had been decided by Supreme
Court Justice Wasservogel in a decision sev-
eral days previously.

The full background and present status
of the ALP and its great implications for
all American labor merit detailed treatment

and NEw Massgs will publish an appropriate .

article shortly, But this much is obvious to
all who have even cursorily scanned the sit-
uation within the ALP: the Rose-Dubinsky-
Greenberg setup,” though making a furious

fanfare about the Red issue, has diligently
kept bona-fide CIO representation from posi-
tions of leadership. They want a Labor Party
without labor. Consider their knifing of the
Quill campaign, for one instance. Further-
more, to press their pro-war, pro-Roosevelt
stand, they are more than willing to split the
party. They are ready to destroy it entirely,
rather than to permit the rank-and-file the
kind of party they want. The entire commer-
cial press acclaimed Mr. Rose’s statement
after the election that he is summoning thirty
of his “one-man club” leaders to fight the
decision of the majority. As Mr. Connolly
put it, “When a minority loses in convention
the American way is for that group to abide
by the decision of the majority.” Not, how-
ever, Mr. Rose. And he is the tribune who
sounds off regularly about totalitarianism.
Labor and progressives know what the “rule
or ruin” slogan means and they see that legend
inscribed on the banners of the Rose grouping.

Dollars and Rubles

REAT BRrITAIN this week notified forty

American oil companies that “navicert”
authorizations for the shipment of lubricating
oils would not be granted for Belgium, Hol-
land, and Denmark. Presumably American
goods are being trans-shipped by neutrals to
Germany; or perhaps the ‘Allies are alarmed
at the terrific bid which American capitalists
are making for trade hegemony among the
neutrals. Sir Ashton Gwatkin, adviser to the
British Ministry of Economic Warfare, and
Prof. Charles Rist, ace French economist,.
have arrived for discussions on trade irrita-
tions. One report says that the Allies wish
to prevent the flow of gasoline, copper, and
metals to the Soviet Union; they’re trying to
persuade Americans to intensify the moral
embargo against the USSR and are them-
selves thinking of interfering with Soviet
transports on the Pacific. On the other hand,
the Soviet Union is buying heavily in the
American market and paying with the yellow
metal. Undoubtedly, British displeasure with
American trade was one of the items in that
three-hour luncheon between Ambassador
Laurence Steinhardt and premier of the
USSR, Molotov. American policy coincides
fully with the Allied anti-Soviet orientation;
but it remains to be seen whether pressure
from London and Paris can persuade Ameri-
can business men to deny themselves lucrative
trade.

Congress and Finmarks
To USE a military metaphor, Mr. Welles

is being supported by an excellent ar-
tillery. As he infiltrates into Europe, silk top
hat and all, he’s being covered from behind
by a wonderful barrage of bullets: gold bul-
lets. Congress has given the Export-Import
Bank increased loan authorization. The Presi-
dent hurried back from a survey of the
Panama Canal (he asks for doubling the de-
fenses there) to sign the order for Manner-
heim’s millions. Perhaps even more important
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are the sums for Sweden and Norway and
the projected loan to Denmark. Trader Hull
is doing big business: buying up the neutrals,
financing big trade with them, all of which
improves Mr. Welles’ hand in the big poker
game with the Allies. Whether China gets
any of this money remains to be seen; and if
she does it'll be a quarter of what she asked
for.

Fireworks in India

CWIL disobedience is scheduled to begin
in India on March 17. Interestingly
enough, that’s also St. Patrick’s Day when
the Irish everywhere will wash some empire
linen in public. The All-India National Con-
gress, under whose orders native ministries
resigned in the Indian provinces last Novem-
ber, has just elected a Moslem, Abul Kalan
" Azad, its president. This is a direct reply to
the charge that Indian insistence upon a con-
stituent assembly and complete freedom would
work against the interests of the Moslem mi-
nority. Disobedience is, of course, only a
negative weapon in the fight against British
imperialism. But it has deep roots in the
popular tradition. It may, in view of the
growing acerbity of relations with London,
provide the occasion for revolutionary devel-
opments; but not if Gandhi can help it. From
the very beginning of the dispute over Brit-
ain’s high-handed action in declaring India
at war against its consent, Gandhi has in-
sisted upon the go-slow policy. Clearly, he is
employing the threat of civil disobedience to
bring the British around to concessions; he
fears, as much as they, any forthright asser-
tions by the Indian people. Left elements in
the Congress are increasingly disturbed by his
tactics. In a recent trip through Bengal,
Gandhi is reported to have been heckled. On
one occasion, he was greeted by a black-flagged
procession, a sign of popular criticism and
impatience.

Earm Disaster

N increasingly acute farm crisis hovers
over the nation. The European war has
slashed agricultural exports; the British are
buying in their own sterling area to conserve
foreign exchange for munitions. American ex-
ports jumped 75 percent in January 1940
over those of a year ago; but only cotton
shares this rise, all other farm products have
fallen. While prices fluctuate slightly, the cost
of industrial commodities has increased and
the Department of Agriculture admits that
domestic demand for farm produce is unfavor-
able in 1940. Farm cash income fell to
$8,500,000,000 in 1939; two years earlier, it
was $9,700,000,000. Foreclosure sales were
the highest in five years during the first six
months of 1939. While farm mortgage debt
has decreased in the past decade, 20 percent
of all farm values represent mortgages—the
reduction can be accounted for by forced sales
rather than debt liquidation.
Obviously, therefore, the farmers are
restive. The Washington Commonwealth Fed-

eration recently scored the administration ; the
National Farmers Union is pushing a six-
point program for direct farm aid. A new
hegira of dispossessed “Okies and Arkies” is
moving westward to monopoly-bound Cali-
fornia where the United Cannery, Agricul-
tural, Packing and Allied Workers, CIO, has
just opened a college to train migrants in
union organization. The Farmer-Labor Party
of Minnesota has coined the cry: “End Stas-
senism!” in battle with the Republican admin-
istration. Increasingly, the farmers understand
their relation to the city workers. Their plight
can be relieved by political alliance with the
labor movement; by compelling the monopo-
lies, munitions trusts, etc. to “shell out” of
their war-inspired profits.

For Civil Liberties
NOT easily will Americans give up their

civil liberties. Four million members of
250 trade union, civic, fraternal, and church
organizations were represented in Washing-
ton last week to fight the anti-alien legisla-
tion now before Congress. This was the fourth
annual conference of the American Commit-
tee for the Protection of the Foreign Born.
It adopted a declaration of principles which
warns that an intolerant attitude toward
aliens is the precursor of a general attack upon

- the rights of citizens. Growing discrimination

against German-Americans was attacked as
part of the drive toward American participa-
tion in war on the side of the Allies. An ap-
peal to all organizations to fight the pending
Dempsey, Hobbs, Smith, Hicks, and other
bills was issued.

On the Pacific Coast, Theodore Dreiser,
Carey McWilliams, and many state legis-
lators, educators, authors, and public men
signed a declaration against the administra-
tion’s persecution of Earl Browder, William
Wiener, Sam Adams Darcy, and William
Schneiderman.

In New York, Dr. Harry F. Ward, for
twenty years chairman of the American Civil
Liberties Union, resigned from that organiza-
tion in protest against the expulsion of Com-
munist members from its executive board.
Dr. Ward characterized this action as a sur-
render of “positions vital to the defense of
civil liberties, positions whose constant defense
under attack is the honorable record of the
Union. I cannot go with them in this sur-
render.”

Unholy Land

NE week after newspapers cheered the

arrival of a Jewish corps in France to
fight for all the good things, the British gov-
ernment decreed the restriction of land pur-
chases in three zones of Palestine. The pres-
sure of landless. Arabs provides the excuse;
the fear that Jewish immigration will offset
the Arab majority is the presumable reason.
Reading between the lines, it’s clear that
things go poorly in the desert countries. Per-
haps the Arabs are unwilling to fight for
the glories of a greater Turkish empire; per-

haps they resent virtual conscription in
British colonial armies. Once again, Albion
is revealed as something more than perfidious.
But a further moral must be drawn: not only
has London betrayed the Jews (presumably
allies in the war against Germany) but the
full bankruptcy of the Zionist leadership is
disclosed. In May 1939 the White Paper.
finally nullified the Balfour Declaration ; plans
were made for the dismemberment of the
Holy Land. Four months later, the war
broke, and the Zionist leadership, without
blinking an eye-lash, jumped into Chamber-
lain’s pocket. We wonder what Father Cough-
lin will have to say: all the shrewd bargain-
ing in this deal came from the British. Once
the Jews in Palestine and elsewhere were
safe for the Union Jack, they were betrayed.
The imperialist boot is kicking those who
cringed to lick.it.

Profirs vs. Jobs

WO contrasting items tell the story of

what’s wrong with our social order. A
survey of 476 representative American cor-
porations reveals that in 1939 their profits
rose by 77 percent over the year before, on
the basis of a 22 percent increase in produc-
tion. That is, these corporations made almost
34 in profit on $1 of business improvement.
Among the leaders were the steel companies,
jumping profits by more than $140,000,000;
auto parts rose by 525 percent; railway equip-
ment by 336 percent; chemicals, rubber, ma-
chine tool industries were in the van. Com-
pare such information with the Department
of Labor admission that 1,160,000 American
workers were laid off in January 1940, among
them 600,000 retail employees, over 15 per-
cent of the total retail employees in the coun-
try! Consider the suffering these folk will
endure when the Roosevelt budget slashes
WPA relief further. Remember the fact that
87.5 percent of those fired from WPA last
summer did not get jobs by November: here
is the crisis of American life, the condemna-
tion of war economy. i

Turkish Question Mark

IF THE American press had been believed
ten days ago, fighting at the Caucasian
frontier had already begun. If the premier of
Turkey is to be believed, that is out of the
question. In a special broadcast last week, Dr.
Refik Saydam, Turkish premier, declared:
“Nothing indicates to us that the Soviet Union
wants to undertake action against us . . . it is
difficult, at the present time, to give assur-
ances, but I may say frankly that we de not
intend to undertake any action against the
Soviet Union.”

This may mean what it says, or exactly the
opposite. After all, the Kamutay, the Turkish
parliament, has decreed mobilization, exchange
control, has conserved currency and is build-
ing railroads to the Soviet and Iranian bor-
ders. $340,000,000 was the price that Britain
paid in loans and credits for the recent mili-
tary pact. The Turkish foreign minister told
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the Balkan conference early in February that
Turkey was a belligerent whose soldiers were
not yet fighting. On the other hand, can it
be that the young Turks are losing faith in
the mirage of a trans-Caspian empire? Have
they suddenly remembered that British troops
once grabbed Mosul from the Turkish rear?

More Nails in French Coffins

OrTY-FOUR Communist deputies will, like

Dimitrov at Leipzig, soon face a court
which may sentence them to mass execution
for their opinions. Honored Sen. Marcel
Cachin has just been expelled from his elected
post. '

Forced labor for women has been decreed.
Bakers must now mix bean flour with wheat
flour—away goes the long, slim, light loaf of
French bread.

In the French boulevard cafes the con-
sumption of aperitifs is restricted—money
must not be spent on liquor, or onr food—but
on battleships, planes, guns. Havoc has been
wrought in the budget by war expenditures:
mational income for 1939 was 64,000,000,000
francs, war costs have exceeded 188,000,000,-
000 francs in six months. How avoid depre-
ciation in the rich man’s gold? By tightening
your belt, mon ami . . . by working harder,
mon cher . . . by dying, mon soldat, for the
France which once cherished liberty but now
is organized only to defend the super-profits
of Schneider-Creusot, Regnault, and the
Comite des Forges.

More Twaddle, FDR?

RANK RinaLpi, 16, jumped from the

window of a YMCA building in New
York. He said he was to become the father of
a child and saw no possibility of supporting
a family. “I tried to get a job, but I was
unable to do so,” he wrote. “Life has become
unbearable.”

Life became unbearable to Edward -W.
“Talbert, unemployed Negro youth of New
York, who had studied electrical engi-
neering. After two years’ search for work,
he rigged up an ingenious contrivance and
electrocuted himself. In Kansas City, eleven-
year-old Harry Larsen grew tired of a life
" in which mush was all his mother could af-
ford for food. He refused a last meal and
hanged himself. A rejection slip, last of a long
series, drove Baxter Pickering, radio writer,
to end his life. Death in prison faces two six-
teen-year-old Massachusetts lads who were
sentenced to life imprisonment for a 45-cent
robbery.

These tragedies occurred during the past
few days when jobless rolls were rapidly in-
creasing, while the business index continued
to tumble and life seemed less desirable than
death to many.

Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen has offered a so-
lution: “This country would have been bet-
ter off in the depression,” he said on March
3, “if our youth had been put in the army and
navy. . . .” Mr. Roosevelt has not yet been
quite so frank.

Readers Forum

Ancient History

0 NEw Masses: I have just received a notice

from the Atlantic Monthly, offering me a spe-
cial rate for a seven-month subscription, apparently
because a story appears in the current issue writ-
ten by a former student of mine in a short story
course. I am glad her work is being published.
But before subscribing, I thought I'd buy a copy
of the current issue, and look it over—besides read-
ing the story.

I happened upon a “Diary of Captivity” by a
Polish nurse. I read here and there, assuming that
the nurse was functioning in the present disturb-
ances (or rather, the disturbances of a few months
ago). I found that, despite her hatred of the Bol-
sheviks, she tried to dissuade one of the “brutes”
from drinking off a beaker of ether, which would
have killed him. So eager was he for intoxication!
He seemed moved by her solicitude, and offered
to shake hands, but she refused, and he, diluting
the poison, drank, and lay for twenty-four hours
on the floor, dead drunk, but got up quite
well. A very sturdy race, the Bolsheviks. 1
felt impressed, but also a little confused, for the
behavior of this Bolshevik didn’t fit in with my
personal impressions of Red Army soldiers. I looked
up the contributors, and found that the events re-
corded in the “Diary” took place twenty-two years
ago, but this “in no way detracts from its enduring
emotion.” “The translation, which was made in
Poland,” remarks the Contributors Column, “is
somewhat reminiscent of Conrad’s English.” What
a lot of other things it is reminiscent of. . . .!

The effect is to dissuade me from becoming one
of “the Atlantic’s family” (I don’t mind being an
occasional guest), and to hasten my contribution
(swollen by the special subscription offer amount)
to the NEw Masses Sustaining Fund. Good luck.

DoroTHY BREWSTER.

New York City.

Frank Murphy

To NEw Masses: During the agonizing days be-
tween the last postponement and the execution
of Sacco and Vanzetti in 1927, I visited Frank
Murphy in his Recorder’s courtroom. As a repre-
sentative of the International Labor Defense and
the Detroit Federation of Labor Sacco and Van-
zetti Defense Committee, 1 asked him to speak or
issue a statement on the case. He admitted the
gravity of the situation, but said he had spoken on
the issue some months before and that sufficed for
the record. He was distinguishing with a fine ju-
dicious sense between the effort to save the victims
of a frameup, and the record of Frank Murphy,
political climber. Mr. Murphy turned quickly to
other matters; he told me he was currently study-
ing the lives of four outstanding American politi-
cal figures—none of them Jefferson, Lincoln, Paine,
or Jackson. He inquired if I knew Maurice Sugar
and remarked (rather wistfully, I thought) that
Maurice was the one person he knew who acted
always on principle and never on expediency.
Maurice had gone to jail in World War 1. Murphy
had become a captain. .

Some four years later I represented the Unem-
ployed Councils of Detroit as secretary and accom-
panied a delegation from Fisher Lodge Single

Men’s Shelter to Mayor Murphy to present griev-
ances. Mayor Murphy pushed aside the issues at
hand and devoted himself to a brazen attack on
the unemployed movement as Communist-led, warn-
ing the men against me and others. I cut in with a
sharp attack on his apple-selling campaign and
his general substitution of demagogy for effective
relief. When the interview ended he called me
aside and, with an air of injured innocence, asked
me why we always “cut into him so sharply.” I
answered (no doubt too frankly) that the path to
the solution of our working class problems lay,
politically speaking, over his dead body. He smiled
and said he understood. The newsmen hovering
near caught only part of the exchange, and the
noon papers came out with headlines saying I had
threatened the mayor. In the afterncon Murphy
called in the press and stated that no threat what-
soever was involved. But he must have had a sec-
ond thought, or further advice, about the situation’s
possibilities for political capital; he stated next
morning that “Reynolds may have intended a per-
sonal threat.”

The other time that I met Frank Murphy I was
able to secure seats for him and a lady friend at
a crowded radical meeting,

With these experiences as a touchstone, it hasn’t
been difficult -for me to understand the shifts of
Murphy from liberal phrases to repressive action.
At the beginning of the period, Murphy and Hoover
offered the unemployed apples to sell; today they
join in offering the American people a war. Michi-
gan’s man of destiny has shown fast footwork over
the broken political ground of the last decade. He
is still on his way places, and he doesn’t care whom
he steps on to get there.

WILLIAM REYNOLDS.

Berkeley, Calif. :

Epitaph
0 NEw Masses: We were making verses the

other night and I got this one out. The citi-
zens thought you might be interested in it.

REQUIESCAT IN PAX BRITANNICA

A moment, friends, for  Sheean, Fischer, Bates—
The rather less than least heroic dead—

To breathe the epitaph-that seals their fates:
These fools rushed in where Engels feared to tread.

Incidentally, the work you’re doing these days
will be judged in its true light in the sequel; pos-
terity will say you did a monumental job.

“Ovip.”
Hollywood, Calif.

“Oh, Stay at Home”’

0 New Masses: I ran across a2 poem by A. E.

Housman that seems very appropriate and
supplementary to the current slogan “The Yanks
Are Not Comingl”

“Oh stay at home, my lad, and plough
The land and not the. sea,

And leave the soldiers at their drill,

And all about the idle hill
Shepherd your sheep with me.

Oh stay with company and mirth
And daylight and the air;

Too full already is the grave

Of fellows that were good and brave
And died because they were.”

. J. R
Philadelphia.
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New Masses Is Home

Ruth McKenney describes the readers’ and writers’ meeting
George Seldes said. What Arthur Kober said. '

SLIGHT, earnest Negro stood at the
speakers’ stand.

Twenty-five hundred people, jam-
packed into every corner of Webster Hall,
subsided into a soft rustle.

“Ngw Masskgs is home,” George Murphy
said. “It can never die.”

He spoke, suddenly, into a profound si-
lence. The weary men, fresh from subway
ticket booths, from file-clerk cubbyholes in
big insurance firms, froze motionless. The
girls, frail and pretty, their faces tired from
the endless typing jobs; the women, heavy
with worry over their husbands’ jobs and the
rent and how to feed the family on so little
—all these people turned now to George
Murphy, looked deeply into his face.

“No one can know what NEw MASSES
means,” George Murphy said quietly, “who
has never o

And then he told a few simple stories. Not
the stories he could have told, of blood, and
agony and despair, not stories of lynching and
hunger. Hardly raising his voice, with only
a brief gesture, with perfect economy of word,
he told about the ordinary, everyday things
that happen to a Negro in the United States
of America, in 1940.

“But here,” he said finally, “but here, I
am at home.”

In the hushed audience women brushed
away tears, men looked suddenly at their
scuffed shoes.

“New Masses,” George Murphy said,
“carries on the traditions of the Abolitionists,
of Frederick Douglass. If NEw Massks dies,
my people, already the most oppressed in
America, are doubly, freshly oppressed. NEw
Masskgs cannot die. We will not let it die!”

He walked away from the speakers’ stand.
The 2,500 people jumped to their feet. Bound
together by an electric current more powerful
than anything that ever went over high-ten-
sion wires, they exploded into a great, inar-
ticulate sound. The word in the dictionary
for it is “cheering,” but a better word must
be invented. It was a sort of promise, a
pledge, a communion with the man who had
just finished speaking: “We will not let it
die!l”

HISTORIC DATE

This was the “Defend NEw MAssEs”
meeting, held Monday, Feb. 26, 1940. I write
down the date exactly, because I know it was
a meeting to make history.

The editors of the magazine came a little
after eight o’clock. They were afraid to come
before. The meeting had hardly been adver-
tised at all. Hastily arranged, perhaps it was

hopeless to expect more than, say, five hun-
dred people. Five hundred would be fine.
The valiant five hundred.

And when we fought our way into the
hall, there were 2,500. Hundreds went away
because there was literally no longer any
standing room.

This was the answer of NEw MASSES
readers to the FBI and Attorney General
Jackson and President Roosevelt. They want
to suppress our magazine because we tell the
truth about the war (and, incidentally, about
many other things in this country). They have
harried our editors, calling them to appear
on all sorts of ridiculous legalistic charges in
Washington. They have threatened indict-
ments,

Tlhree Messages

Rmuzmc in recent governmental repres-
' sive acts civil war to end American
democracy has begun, I declare myself un-
equivocally on side of democratic constitu-
tional government, the Constitution’s Bill of
Rights, and the rights of NEw Masses under
the Constitution.
RockweLL KENT.

ALTHOUGH 1 am mnot physically strong
enough to be at the meeting, I am un-
qualifiedly strong for the purpose of it—the
continued life of NEw MaAssEs.

ART YOUNG.

N-EW Masses, and all publications of its
kind in America, are threatened be-
cause one great country in the world (Rus-
sia) has determined to organize all its
material properties and productive forces on
a basis of service rather than profit to all
citizens whatever their age, sex, language,
or race—that is, share according to their
need. Your attacker in America is a minority
-group of profit seekers who have seized prac-
tically all of America’s productive forces
and resources and are determined to take
all the profits of the same for themselves.
New Masses has dared to speak to all labor-
ing Americans concerning this truth and
- therefore is being threatened by this profit
group. At this time, however, I believe that
the American masses can be no longer de-
ceived by such brigand tactics. Our profiteers
have already tortured the people to a point .
where they are about ready to recapture what
rightly belongs to all of them collectively
and to use it for the national good. Natu-
rally I protest on your behalf as well as on
that of the millions here who have been so
tortured. .
THEODORE DREISER.

to defend New Masses. What

Our readers gave them the answer: We
will not let New Masses die.

Here was no spiritless crowd, assembled
to mourn a beloved corpse. Here was a fight-
ing audience, full of good humor, ready to
roar at the-jokes and cheér the manifestoes.

| NEW MASSES FRIENDS

The platform was crowded with NEw
MassEes friends, editors, writers, cartoonists.
The names of those who appeared on Mon-
day, Feb. 26, 1940, to defend NEw MAssEs
will some day be written down on a special
honor roll. For there were men conspicuous
by their absence, ‘‘liberals” who hauled down
the flag when the enemy guns hove into view.
Nobody mourned their absence, for caution
is not a lovely thing, even to the man who
practices it, and a coward can't have a very
entertaining home-life.

Maurice Becker, who has drawn for Ngw
Massgs since it was founded in 1911, re-
marked on the well known locomotive of his-
tory ‘and its interesting casualties. The crowd
laughed back, scofing with him at the gen-
tlemen who have found it convenient to turn
tail and run.

Joe North set the tone for the meeting as
he outlined NEw Masses’ plan to fight—fight
—fight against suppression, but John Spivak
really revealed the temper and quality of the
“Defend NEw Masses” meeting when he
stood up to take the collection. For John
Spivak raised $740 in about fifteen minutes
—$740 from a working-class and white-collar
crowd. Hoover can get his millions from
Rockefeller, but who except NEw MASSES
could ask $740 from people to whom every
dollar meant a sacrifice?

After that collection the people on the
platform felt dwarfed and humbled. Dear
reader. It’s an old expression, but it’s the
only one. Dear reader. If the magazine means
that much to you, then we don’t work hard
enough at it, we've got to make it better, we
can’t let it go down, we simply can’t. Dear
reader.

George Seldes spoke. To friends of his,
that’s the best description of the kind of meet-
ing it was, George Seldes broke a steadfast
rule—he never speaks from a platform, any-
where. But as the evening went along, George
couldn’t resist the spirit, the mood of the
crowd. Finally he stood up, to an immense
ovation, a tribute to his skill and courage and
integrity, an ovation to the spirit of the man
who has-turned his back on money and fame
and the plaudits of the newspapers to tell the
truth. It may be that George Seldes is no

speaker—he says so—but Monday night he
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Soriano

AMONG THOSE PRESENT. Soriano caught these speakers from his seat in the front row at
W ebster Hall, last Monday night. George Seldes is at the upper left. Next to him is Arthur
Kober. Down a bit is George Murphy with his pipe. Then Ruth McKenney. Isidor
Schneider (with the hair and the pipe) and 'Collection Speaker John Spivak are in the second
row. At the bottom are Maurice Becker, Editor Joseph North, and (at the rostrum) Edwin

Berry Burgum, who acted as chairman.

made a great speech, carrying the audience
with him in cheers and laughter and a final
great burst of applause.

“Save NEw Masses,” he said. “It is one
of the few places left in our country where a
writer can tell the truth.”

ARTHUR KOBER

When Arthur Kober was introduced, you
could feel the crowd almost talking to him;
the whole audience took a sort of proprietary
interest in Arthur Kober—their Arthur
Kober, the man who has defended them and
fought for them and worked for them.

“I pace the floor with the New Republic,”
Kober said, sketching in a fine picture of him-
self wearing out the carpet, a New Republic
in one hand, a dictionary in the other. “Every
time I read a good piece in it, the editorial
disavows it. They must have a special fence
down there, about twenty feet wide, with
plenty of room for the whole staff to sit on.
I read NEw Masses because I know what
they’re talking about. It gives me peace!”

The meeting ended late but nobody noticed
it. The chairman had to say what time it was
before the crowd came out of their mood and
reached for their hats. All evening long we
sat there, laughing and crying a little and
feeling warm and good and belligerent. We

cheered the messages from Theodore Dreiser
—he sent a wonderful one—and Rockwell
Kent and a dozen others;

In a way, I think everybody will remem-
ber those messages longest. And George
Murphy, who said, “NEw MAsSES is home.
It can never die.”

RutH MCKENNEY.

Silver Charlie

SHRINE OF THE SILVER DOLLAR, by John L. Spivak.
Modern Age Books. $2.

EFORE John Spivak wrote his expose of

Father Coughlin, the intelligent and
alert part of the American public was well
aware of many general facts; for example:

That Father Coughlin broke *at least one of the
Ten Commandments; he was a bearer of false
witness, and had been denounced for it by no less
a good Catholic than Al Smith.

That Father Coughlin is an enemy of labor;
that his church buildings were erected by scabs
who were paid 40 percent below the union rate;
that his printing is non-union; that AFL unions
have denounced this policy; that Coughlin has
baited the CIO.

That Father Coughlin violates canon law—some-
thing that may not bother us at all but should
interest his superiors, who have always been able

to silence priests that spoke or worked for liberal
causes, but who seemingly can do nothing about
reactionaries and fascists. They might consult the
Rev. Father Edward V. Dargin, JCD (Ecclesiastical
Review, July 1935).

That Father Coughlin is a liar. This is a harsh
word, but in this case it has been used by motable
and respectable persons and institutions. The Rt
Rev. Msgr. John A. Ryan, professor at Catholic
University of America, in exposing Coughlin’s anti-
Semitic frauds and forgeries (Commoneeal, Dec.
30, 1938), accused the radio priest of every synonym
for lying.

That Father Coughlin fathered the Christian
Front. He could not very well stick to his first
disavowal, since his published sermons (Nov. 6,
1938—Jan. 1, 1939) announce the Christian Front
on page 14. The use of physical force against Com-
munists is predicted on page 15.

That Coughlin has preached civil war in Amer-
ica. The liberal Catholic weekly, the Commonweal,
said of this incitement to violence (Oct. 9, 1936):
“The radio priest had said . . . that if ballots failed
to put down communistic tendencies bullets would
be in order. In Detroit, Bishop Gallagher thought,
according to the Associated Press, that the use' of
bullets against a hypothetical ‘upstart dictator’ of
Communist persuasions was perfectly legitimate.
He therefore gave the impression that he did not

consider Father Coughlin ‘morally in error. . . .
The bishops are the custodians of Catholic moral
teachings.”

That Coughlin is a real fascist demagogue. The
fact that he cooperated and was friendly with Huey
Long, then America’s chief potential fuehrer, was
approvingly announced by Father Thorning in
America, Jesuit organ, on April 13, 1935. Evidence
of Father Coughlin’s leaning toward Hitlerism
(in addition to his verbatim use of Hitler propa-
ganda) appeared in his Social Justice writings over
a period of years.

Most of these facts have been pretty well
known in America—to everyone, apparently,
except the Catholic Church and the civil
authorities. As for the Ten Commandments
and canon law, that was a matter for the
bishops, and for the Roman Catholic €hurch,
which considers itself infallible in faith and
morals; but somehow they found no time to
examine the faith and morals of a purveyor
of falsehoods, a liar, and a distributor of for-
geries first denounced by the Catholic Church
—the notorious “Protocols of Zion.” How-
ever, when it came to preaching bullets in-
stead of ballots, that was a matter for the
corner police and the FBI, those same forces
which are so quick to leap at a technicality
or an innocent error in order to victimize a
liberal, a radical, or a Communist, a pacifist
or a humanitarian intent on showing up the
present warmongering hysteria. -In the case
of Coughlin the authorities have refused to
act. Can it be fear of reprisals? Or is it just
ye old-fashioned hypocrisy?

If the authorities claim they have had no
evidence to go on, that excuse is invalidated
by John L. Spivak’s Shrine of the Silver Dol-
lar. Not only technicalities, but general docu-
mentation is presented; legal experts as well
as laymen believe that the evidence warrants
at least an investigation if not an indictment.

Moreover, this book is much more than a
presentation of evidence. Spivak remains the
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best reporter in the country because of his
double faculty of combining evidence with
interest, facts with sensation. Many persons
can produce documents, many more persons
can write interestingly (although they may
have nothing to say); but few persons can
put drama into the matter, can. make the
presentation of documentary evidence an ad-
venture for the reader. Spivak does this bet-
ter than anyone I know.

Shrine of the Silver Dollar also shows up
Coughlin’s meanness. We are used to hypoc-
risy in political life; we are not surprised by

_pusillanimity and deceitfulness in public af-

fairs; but, while we expect considerable non-
sense in many pulpits, it must still be shocking
in this conventional world where pretense
rules, to find such petty, tricky, mean be-
havior by a priest. Can Coughlin be speaking
the same language as the late Cardinal Mun-
delein or the present Monsignor Ryan? Or be
a member of the same sect?

Father Coughlin’s plea that all his deal-
ings in silver and his railing against gold
(in which there was no profit for him) were
intended ad majorem Dei gloriam, are shown
up in Spivak’s book as pretty much of a sham.
Whether it was to gratify his lust for power,
to pay for a political movement, or to satisfy
some need in his sadistic mind, we can easily
guess; but all the speculations in Wall Street
and all the big money affairs of this preacher
had nothing to do with the greater glory of
God. They resulted mainly in opening new
channels for perverted propaganda.

No one has dispensed more opium for the
people of America than Father Coughlin. But
the opium Marx spoke of was a synonym for
dope, a producer of false feelings. Coughlin
goes further. He gives his millions of readers

“and listeners not so much a shot of falseness,

as a dose of poison for the mind.

Coughlin is entitled to his freedom of the
press and air, his civil liberties. But according
to the evidence presented by Spivak and others
he should also be placed on trial by the ecclesi-
astical and civil authorities. Read this book
and you’ll know why.

GEORGE SELDES.

Reportage on China

HUMANE ENDEAVOR, by' Haldore Hanson. Farrar &

.| Rinehart. $2.50.

aLDORE HANsoN got out of a North-

field, Minn., college in the NRA days,
a member of the Lost Generation. Six months
later, he found himself in the Far East,
studied in Japan; freelanced in China, cov-
ered the outbreak and development of the
China War. He has written a swift-moving,
informative volume about it.

In 1934-35, the China Hanson saw was a
much different place from what it was to
become. Chiang Kai-shek was yielding the
northern provinces to Japan while engaged
in the sixth of his anti-Communist extermi-
nation campaigns. Fatalism, commingled with
a superiority complex, pervaded -the people

with whom Hanson lived. Within three years
all that had changed. This volume chronicles
that change, the kind of renaissance of an
entire people which only a war for democracy °
and national liberation can bring to pass.
Hanson covered the beginnings at Marco Polo
bridge. He describes in detail the incompe-
tence of old China toward the invader; the
treachery and criminal negligence of the spe-
cies homo. war lordus: Sung Cheh-yuan, who
gave up Peiping; Han Fu-chu, who gambled
with Shantung Province and lost. It was not
until the mid-winter of 1937-38 that China
was persuaded to organize its resistance on a
scientific basis, upon sound theoretical foun-
dations. Mao Tse-tung, leader of the Chi-
nese Communist Party, worked it out in his
famous address of Oct. 12, 1938: first, or-
ganized retreats, partial battles, the develop-
ment of guerrilla warfare until economic
exhaustion and international pressure bring
the war to.a stalemate. This is the second stage,
now taking place. After which, with careful
organization, the expansion of internal de-
mocracy and military industry, the counter-
attack and crushing of the enemy into the
sea will begin, It is not surprising, then, that
Hanson devotes some of his best reporting to
guerrilla warfare. He visits the vast partisan
areas, completely encircled by Japanese troops,
like the mythical Mt. Wutai republic: equal
in size to Massachusetts, supported by four-
teen million people, in radio contact with the
Central Command. Like so many other Amer-
ican correspondents, Hanson was fascinated
by the Chinese Communists, visited their
academy at Yenan, interviewed their leader,
Mao. These interviews again evoke won-
drous respect for Mao’s cool, sober, econo-
mized, modest, precise, Bolshevik qualities.

THE JAPANESE

One of the distinctive aspects of the book
lies in its discussion of the Japanese. Hanson
lived in their country before going to China,
participated in the sports of their nervous,
ambitious youth, slept in their paper and
wood homes, held together, he says, by grav-
ity and hypnotism. Economic and psychologi-
cal considerations are skillfully interwoven:
imminent crisis impelled the militarists te
war, a sense of messianic mission sugars their
lowered living standards for the Japanese
people.

Hanson pities Nippon’s people, doubts
their ability to throw their burdens off. Sta-
tistical summaries give substance to the report-
ing. His passage on what the war has cost
Japan, what the United States has done to
help her, and why she cannot win makes an
excellent balance to more dramatic chapters
like that on the sack of Nanking.

Think of our planet on a planetary scale
and the events in China of the past three
years stand out as perhaps the most decisive
of the decade. Think of the popular re-
awakening, the courage of principle, the emer-
gence of 400,000,000 people: together with
Spain, here is the greatest story of the decade.

JosepH STAROBIN.
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and care for the boys.
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Hollywood Forum

THE INTERNATIONAL SITUATION
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Led by NORMAN BYRNE
Professor at City Colliege of Los Angeles
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Next Forum will be held Wednesday, March I3th, 8:30 p.m.
Fine Arts Hall of the Wilshire Ebell Club. Wlishire at
Lucerne, Hollyweod, Calif.
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Enjoy your vacation at HNNNNER
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When in Lakewood Be Sure to Visit

THE ROYALE

708 Princeton Ave. Telephone:
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sures You of Added Soch and Sport Facilities
Make your Reservations for Easter
SONIA GELBAUM ANNA BROUDE
SPECIAL DIETS

UNITY HOTEL

LAKEWOUD, NEW JERSEY
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Diets arranged. All winter sports. Dancing and entertainments
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GIANT SKATING RINK
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CAMP BEACON
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Beacom, N. Y,

Lusty—and Empty

DECADE: 1929-1939, by Stephen Longstreet. Random
House. $2.50.

ERE is a story of the last ten years as
H they affect a big business family, its
friends and servants. All the reviewers so
far have had a word for it—"lusty.” It is a
screaming, locomotive rush of headlines, news
clips, montage effects, panic, depression, war,
weddings, birth and death, speakeasies, gang-
sters, debutante parties, Hoover, Roosevelt,
finance capital, demagogues, Wall Street scan-
dals . . . the world “going to hell in a hack,”
as old John Christian Rowlandson, the chief
character, likes to say.

Lustiest of all is John Christian, whose
eighty-eighth birthday coincides with the Big
Crash that topples the Rowlandson Corp.
You are supposed to admire him: the humor-
ous, vigorous, sometimes ribald, shrewdly
philosophical, loyal type of big capitalist. As
a matter of fact, he is a loud, opinionated,
cocky old robber who knows everything and
understands nothing. His sympathy toward
loyalist Spain, the obverse of his scorn for
Franco (because foxy grandpa, who founded
a corporation, knows Character and can spot
a phony) is slightly offensive.

SUPPORTING CAST

The Old One, as John Christian’s family
and friends call him, dominates the book,
with a supporting cast that includes a lustily
hardworking grandson-in-law whose heart
gives way under the effort to keep his plants
open for the benefit of the workers; a lusty
Hungarian cook who sticks by the family
through hard times; two lusty Irish servants
that marry and produce a baby a year; a brave
granddaughter holding the home together
with the proceeds from her swank bridge
club; and a great-grandson who runs away
from Harvard, bums around the country, and
is killed in Spain. There are one or two men-
tions of the Rowlandson Corp. wage earners
—such as, “The wives of the hunkies worried
and the worried hunkies beat their worried
wives.”

The most interesting character, rebel-
lious young Chris Mather, is sketchily
drawn and seems to have been created be-
cause, after all, there were some rebels in the
thirties and a war in Spain where Americans
got killed.

All of the people in this book are more or
less familiar; you have met them in other
books and in “human interest” newspaper
stories. That is one reason why the author,
who jitterbugs over two continents, cover-
ing every year of a decade, manages to leave
such an empty feeling. Another is his prose
—noisy, staccato, shrill with the strain of
adjectives and ‘‘effects.”” Occasionally, when
he relaxes, you glimpse the possibilities of a
writing that might have been rich and instruc-
tive instead of just lusty. He is too hard on his
nerves, not confident enough of his heart and
mind.

BarBARA GILES.

szsmes ZUNBARG

FROM EASTER ON—

this is the mountain hideaway for varied
outdeor sports, indoor diversions — cosy
rooms, delightful atmosphere. Write, phone
?: )dmm. or just come) (Tel. Falledwsg

SRR WOODBOURNE, N. Y. IS

TRIPLE LAKE RANCH

only 37 miles from New Yerk
For an unusual Easter vacation or eorly Spring week-

ends. . . . Horseback riding. Games on horseback,
Square dancing. Al sports. Free instruction, Com-
fortable dations. Excelient food.

SUCCASUNNA,N.J. N.Y.Phone:TRiangle5-2163

ENJOY EASTER HOLIDAYS AT

Boedlond

Foﬂllerly LEWISOHN'S ES'IAYE CENTRAL VALLEY, N. Y.
One hour from acres_In beautiful lhnuo Moun-
tains. All vnnter lurts o en Fireplaces, Libr:
Atmospnere. Excellent cuisine. Moderate rates. Tol
Mnlls 7895.

PEN ALL YEAR

muf.'uu
Management: FANNIE GOLDBERG

HOLIDAY HOUSE

PARK RIDGE, N. J.

Phone 1358
a channing, relaxing rendezvous, informal and
ive. A dates. 25 young people.

Merry March week-ends await you!

ARROW-HEAD LODGE

Invites you for the
EASTER HOLIDAYS
Congenial, interesting people ® All out-
door activities ® Dance orchestra ©
Excellent Food
Rates per week—$21, $23, $25
Write or phone for reservations
ARROW-HEAD LODGE
Ellenville, New York
City Inf. Dr. D. Newman. JErome 6-2334

Enjoy Winter Sports at

pLUM point

he—year——"round vacabion==resort

estate d llv-r
Hombuk riding—All i hn
Make reservations noww. "hulraud Booklﬂ on roq-n
In New Windsor, N. Y.=P, O, Box 471, Newburgh, N

‘Phone Newburgh 4270———

50,000 BOOKS

Post Inventory

Clearance Sale

9¢—19¢—29¢—39c—A49¢
(Values up to 33.50)_

WORKERS BOOK SHOP
50 East 13th St New York
and
WORKERS AND PROGRESSIVE SHOPS

Mail orders

WORKERS LIBRARY PUBLISHERS
P. O. Box 148 . Station “D,” N. Y.




28

March 12,1940 NM

S I G H

T S

S O

u N D §

Lincoln for President!

Robert Sherwood’s “Abe Lincoln in Illinois,” another great movie that smashes Hollywood’s
commercial tradition . . . Zola, Renoir, and Gabin . . . Disney’s second opus.

HE picture that Max Gordon and
I RKO have made of Robert Sherwood’s
Abe Lincoln in Illinois is not filmic in
its conception, but ‘reaches the movie audi-
ence as the best and most explicit political
film made in this country. It is exact enough
in its message to win comparison with the
Soviet film biographies of Lenin. The drama
concerns Lincoln’s life from his first adven-
ture in the wide world on a Mississippi flat-
boat and takes him to the platform of the
train leaving Springfield for Washington in
1860. These were truly formative years in
the new nation and in the soul of Lincoln,
when the crisis of the baronial South con-
fronted democracy and those democrats who
needed to learn as John Brown had learned
in his apostolic passion, that “slavery could
not be purged from this guilty world except
by blood.” Lincoln’s indecision which plagued
the war years was more pronounced in his
younger life, and Robert Sherwood, learning
from Billy Herndon’s papers, has made this
the personal theme of his story. I cannot call
the play a brilliant piece of work but it is an
honest and unflinching one. A better play.
would have forgotten the nonsensical Ann
Rutledge business and would have taken Lin-
coln to the slave market in New Orleans in-
stead. Some scholars think Ann is a fiction
anyhow, hung on Lincoln by some sentimental
Parson Weems.

THE ABOLITIONISTS

Billy Herndon, cruelly misportrayed in the
film, was one of that implacable Abolitionist
band of Osawatomie John Brown, Thad
Stevens, Wendell Phillips, John Sumner,
Elijah Lovejoy, William Lloyd Garrison, and
others whose names are forgotten, whose po-
sition in the vanguard of American democracy
is held by the Communists today. To them
Lincoln was sometimes a vacillator but the
leader of the anti-slavery front and a man
to be constantly spurred on to necessary deeds.
Sherwood realizes this situation and the pic-
ture is thus uncommonly acute in revealing
the actual historical forces of the period.

Raymond Massey, in the title role, gives
an excellent and craftsmanlike characteriza-
tion of the changing Lincoln. There are few
historical tableaux and flourishes of symbols
rather than facts in this film,

When Lincoln rises to answer Douglas’
chauvinistic and compromising speech in
Springfield, Abe Lincoln in Illinois becomes
twice as important as all the blather roaring
out of Washington today. It is a speech made
up of part of the actual speech on the spot

and part of the first inaugural address, and’

it makes the comfortable audience in the Mu-

—

sic Hall squirm in their seats. Like Louella
Parsons, they suspect Lincoln couldn’t have
said, ““This country with its institutions be-
longs to the people who inhabit it. Whenever
they shall grow weary of the existing govern-
ment they can exercise their constitutional
right to amend it or their revolutionary right
to dismember and overthrow it.” If Earl
Browder had said that he would have been
arrested for treason.

Like John L. Lewis answering the an-
noyed Mr. Roosevelt, Lincoln’s speech has
the punch of an extemporaneous talk, rather
than the conversation of written ones like
the Gettysburg Address. It is the great climax
of a great movie.

James Wong Howe has photographed the
film superbly despite the few passages con-
ceived as film. One of these, Lincoln’s return
to the ghostly New Salem, is beautiful pan-
tomime, Director John Cromwell handles his
picture well for he is one of our film’s best,
and he plays John Brown captured in the
arsenal for a stirring episode. Ruth Gordon
as the ambitious shrew, Mary Todd Lincoln,

contributes much to the unusual picture of
a great man’s family life. The first episodes
in New Salem give a lusty view of the fron-
tier, with an old veteran of the Revolution
berating his sissified contemporaries, and Bully
Jack Armstrong, vigorously played by How-
ard Da Silva, lording it around town.

Abe Lincoln in Illinois is an extraordinary
and important film, taking its place on the
democratic screen with The Grapes of Wrath,
Of Mice and Men, and Juarez, as the
brightest achievements of an otherwise evasive
medium.

“THE HUMAN BEAST”

Jean Renoir’s latest film, The Human
Beast, is a disappointment. Freely and origi-
nally adapted from Zola’s La Bete Humaine,
it is less worthy than the original, which was
never better than tour de force. There is a
certain likeness between the time the book
was written, during the Franco-Prussian war,
and France at present, but Renoir has evaded
the positive and dramatic quality of the book’s
ending which had a troop train full of

ABE LINCOLN, played by Raymond Massey, serving a neighbor-customer (Dorothea
Wolbert), in his store at New Salem,. I1I.
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drunken conscripts running out of control,
faster and faster, toward the front, with the
engineer and fireman struggling in the cab
of the engine. These last chapters of the book
are wildly exciting writing, which Renoir
gets into the film only at the beginning of
his picture.

The time is the present and no hint is
given here of the desperation of war which
underlay Zola’s feverish writing. Lantier, the
engineer who has inherited generations of
alcoholic insanity, is played by Jean Gabin
with the impassive and complete conviction
we expect from him. Yet a contemporary
audience finds tremendous loopholes in Zola’s
pseudo-medicine. Severine, played by Simone
Simon, is incompletely explained in the film,
because of the reticence that even the French
film must have in the case of a girl whose
childhood was destroyed by enforced sex rela-
tions with her godfather.

Renoir’s idea of setting the story in the
present is a good one and he opens the story
with a straight documentary essay on a rail-
road train. “Lison,” the giant engine of Lan-
tier, roars on her daily round and Renoir’s
camera perches resolutely on the tender to
examine the details of the trip. These atmos-
pheric qualities are fine but the story of fatal
passions becomes sad and even repulsive. I
was filled with a great distaste that the cre-
ator of Grand Illusion and People of France
could make this shoddy shocker. Has art in
France become completely morbid? Port of
Shadows and The Human Beast are sick pic-
tures for all their impressive effects. Renoir’s
personal indecision in the face of categorical
problems is reflected distressingly in this film.
If he worked in a healthy society he might
be righted like Eisenstein after Bhezin
Meadow, but France is a prison camp and
the artists outside the barbed wire are freer
with less honor than the Friedrich Wolffs
within. Since Grand Illusion, which contains
no elements of the weakness of this film,
Renoir’s art has retrogressed. How closely
the wavering artist reflects his degenerate
time.

“PINOCCHIO”

Disney’s animators and in-betweeners and
camera techniques improve with prodigality,
and this is mistaken for increase in quality.
Pinocchio shows evidence of the airbrush and
a marvelous new plane camera that can be
lowered from the clouds toward a distant
cartoon city as effectively as the opening of
a Rene Clair film. But what the hell goes
on here? Fairytales.

From now on I'm against fairytales. Only
Honest John, the confidence man (or confi-
dence fox), has an element of satire; the rest
of the film is the mawkish cast of cute pup-
pets, genial old duffers, pretty kittens, and
soprano fairy princesses, that Disney no longer
inflicts on us in his short subjects. Donald
Duck would have stolen the show, and Max
Hare would have carried it away.

I question whether children, leaving West-
brook Pegler out of it for the moment, enjoy

SILK SCREEN PRINTS. Harry Gottlieb's exhibition at the ACA Gallery in New York City
from March 3 to 23 is the first one-man show in this medium. Demonstrations of the
process will be held March 8 and 17 at 8:30 p.m. Mr. Gottlieb describes, in his catalogue
in which he dedicates his show to popular art in America, the application of this stencil-
type printing which has been in commercial use for some time to the production of fine
prints: “d year ago the silk screen was unknown in the fine arts, although it had been
used commercially for thirty years. Anthony Velonis saw its possibilities for fine color
prints. The United American Artists and the Public Use of Arts Committee submitted
plans for a silk screen unit in the WPA Art Project graphic division, which were accepted
and put into operation under Velonis. He was thus our first teacher, and full credit should
be his for the part he played in opening up a most exciting chapter in American art. Once
more the Art Project proved its great social value for the American people. Since Currier
and Ives, the color print has been non-existent as a popular art. Technical complexities
connected with color  lithography contributed to the decline. High cost of printing,
cumbersome and expensive equipment, the difficulty artists had in learning a highly
technical method—these resulted in small editions, at high prices. On the other hand,
the silk screen process is easy to learn. The equipment is simple, light, and inexpensive.
The artist in his own studio can print editions of one thousand, more or less, the last print

as good as the first.”

Disney’s Uncle Walt act, and T saw precious
few little people hopping up and down in joy
on the balcony at the Center Theater. Are
children as dumb as grownups think they are?
I promise to get out of this controversy my-
self, and confront Disney’s next feature with
a qualified guest reviewer, aged seven, to speak
the answer.

CIO COLOSSAL

“Mike,” T can imagine the union leaders
saying, “why don’t you take that camera of
yours and take some stuff of the picketline
over at the GM Tool and Die strike? It’ll
buck the boys up and we can show it to other
unions to get support for them.”

Mike Martin, the auto worker who made
the wonderful film, United 4 ction, has turned
out a documentary without any esthetic
baloney whatsoever. The way it runs now,
three reels with a sound track added later
by the Frontier Films boys, his picture is fine
reporting, and more, a movie that provides

more pure entertainment than a dozen Holly-
wood squeakers. Here are the works of a strike
—the giant organism the auto workers have
built to fight the bosses—full of ingenuity,
understanding, and efficiency. United Action
depicts the 1939 strike of General Motors
tool and die workers in the scattered plants
around Detroit. There is little hurrah in the
film, but it is an absorbing thing seeing the
intelligent organization of a strike in all its
aspects, farmer-worker, soup kitchens, the
vital work of the ladies’ auxiliary, the orderly
picketlines, the GHQ of the strike, the nego-
tiators, and that unique tank corps of the la-
bor movement perfected by the auto workers
—the flying squadron.

Mike nosed into tear gas and flying night-
sticks, so close you can count the hairs in the
cop’s ears, and he catches the finest snaps of
strikebreaking cops outside of early Soviet
films. But this is only atmosphere. He just
happened to be there when the cops rode in.
He was there when the strikers decided to
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DAVENPORT FREE THEATRE
138 East 27th Street, N. Y. C.
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‘THEATRE PARTIES

Now Being Booked for the

NEW LIVING NEWSPAPER PLAY
(First to be commercially produced)

“MEDICINE SHOW”

By OSCAR SAUL & H. R. HAYS
Presented by Wharton-Gabel, Inc.
Beginning April 12, Th to be d
Party Rates & Reservations at Theatre Party
Dept., Wharton-Gabel, Inc., 11 W. 42nd St.
LA £8335
BOX-OFFICE PRICES (EXC. SATS.)

ORCH. $1.10, $1.65. BAL. & MEZ. 55¢, $1.10

‘For Theatre Paﬁies

MEDICINE SHOW

and all other Broadway Productions
at good discounts. Call

Federated Theatre Party Service
152 West 42nd Street

Phone Wisconsin 7-5681
Lackawanna 4-1199

For Its Inaugural Sponsorship
THE NEW MASSES

READERS LEAGUE

Offers a Special

Preview Performance of

HOFFMAN HAYES’

‘MEDICINE SHOW'

Proceeds to
New Masses Bill of Rights Fund

FRIDAY, APRIL 5
NEW YORKER THEATER, N.Y.C.

Tickets: 83 cents, $1.10, and $1.65. Mail or phone
orders accepred. Call Jean Stanley at New Masses,
461 Fourth Awvenue, N. Y. C., CAledonia 5-3076.

l.l

——

JAN PEERCE

Leading Tenor, Radio City Music Hall

—

LEAP YEAR DANCE

and ENTERTAINMENT

Saturday Evening, March 9th

Music By

o CHIC WINTER o

and his 15-piece swing orchestra

Featuring

DOROTHY VICTOR

Queen of the Air Waves and other
Celebrities of Stage and Screen

Royal Windsor Ballroom
66th Street and Broadway, New York City

Auspices: United Junior League

Door Prize—Week End Vacation at Harmony Country Club

BELLE BAKER

Radio and Screen Star

Subsecription: 60 Cents

defy a picket ban and they come down the
street in an army of men, women, and kids
in the summer sun, and the kids strut past the
fatal line before the rest just like Renoir’s
moppets peering into the Tuileries after the
militia has breached the gates in La Mar-
seillaise. :

Earl Robinson’s chorus sings on the sound
track and the commentary is as factual as the
picture. The union couldn’t believe, anybody
else wanted to see the film, but they were
convinced by nationwide squawks. So this
Friday night, March 8, the Theater Arts
Committee is going to show it at Manhattan
Center at 8:30. I predict it will empty the
balcony at Pinacchio.

James Ducan.

“Another Sun” Sets
Dorothy Thompson’s first play, writ-

| ten with Fritz Kortner.

N CONVERSATION and in print Miss Dor-

othy Thompson is an endlessly garrulous
and generally monologist personality, and
this questionable virtue she has carried over
into the first play of her authorship. I am
inclined to think that her co-author, the
former distinguished actor Fritz Kortner,
wrote the play, with considerable backseat
writing from Miss Thompson. But there re-
mains more Thompson than Kortner in the
finished product.

This dramatic work concerns itself deeply
with the plight of the German-Austrian-
Italian refugees in this country, who have
fled from brutal dictatorship and are trying
to establish themselves beneath another sun.
It is a serious and a dramatic problem, and
Miss Thompson and Mr. Kortner have made
a real attempt to deal seriously with their
theme, in dramatic terms.

The German refugees with whom they are
chiefly concerned are George Berndt and his
wife, Maria, actors of the Berlin stage. Berndt

.was driven from his home when he refused

to close a play in which he believed—it was
written by a Jew. In America, he cannot
learn English fast enough to keep alive; his
wife puts pressure on him to return, and suc-
ceeds (through her special contacts with Nazi
officials) in having him “pardoned” for his
“offense.” But when he learns of the death
(in a Nazi concentration camp) of the Jewish
playwright, he tears up Mr. Hitler’s pardon
and accepts a job making animal-noises on
the radio.

You would not think from thls summary that
the play deserved serious consideration, but it
does. It has many moments of genuine pathos
(and sickly sentimentalism as well) ; it comes
to grips with one aspect of the problems of
a special group of refugees. Also present is
an Italian emigre (anti-Mussolini), the Jew-
ish playwright's wife (and American-born
son); a Viennese soubrette, a Russian. pro-
ducer (Miss Thompson’s expected anti-Soviet
rubber stamp). Something of the suffering
that exile enforces (whatever the special con-
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NEW MASSES Classified Ads

80c a line Min. charge $1.50
7 words in a line Deadline Fri. 5 p.m.

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

CLEANING & DYEING

Bracnel Cleaners, Dyers & Tailors, 483 Greenwich Ave,
GOODS CALLED FOR & DELIVERED. For good
work & prompt service call CH 2-7074. G. Brackman, mgr.

CONFECTIONS

Delicious Lebkuchen Homemade Almond-Macaroons. Pack.
50c Made in USA according to original Nuremberg recipe.
Write, call Paula Freund, 1044 St. Nich. Ave.,, WA 8-1206.

DANCE INSTRUCTION

SOCIAL DANCE GROUP. For six years we have been
teaching ballroom dancing to workers, efficiently and
economically. We can do this for you, too. Registration
‘crlaily 2-10 P.M., Studio 7B, 66 Fifth Ave., GRamercy

HOSIERY

FINEST LISLE & LISLE MESH, Union made at
wholesale prices. AGENTS WANTED. Eastern Hosiery
Co., 830 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

PIANO TUNING

PIANO TUNING, regulating,
Pianos appraised. Excellent work. Ralp
808 Fifth Avenue, Tel. MUrray Hill 2-2291.

repairing and voicing.
%l J. Appleton,

PICTURE FRAMING

FINE PICTURE FRAMING. Large selection of MOD-
ERN PRINTS. Graphic Arts Exchange, 1147 B’way,
nr. 26 St. MU 4-3586. 10% discount to NM readers.

SELECTED APPLES

FOR SALE—one half (14) bushel carton, selected apples
express prepaid, one dollar ($1.00). Write to APRIL
FARMS, Box 58, Quakertown, Pennsylvania.

‘"TRAVEL

TRAVEL BY AUTO—SHARE EXPENSE PLAN
Miami, Los Angeles, Mexico, etc.
TRAVEL BY AUTO CO.
171 Madison Ave. (33rd) — ASh 4-9495

WEARING APPAREL

“WHY PAY FOR SNOOTY LABELS?”’ For Beauti-
fully Fashioned and Original Dresses, Coats & Hand
Made Costume Hats at Prices within Reason Shop at
Miss Goodman’s, 474 Tth Ave., LA 4-4013.

GOINGS ON

Shaemas O’Sheel speaks on FRIDAY MARCH 8th,
8:15 P.M., Progressive Forum, 430 Sixth Avenue. Ad-
mission 25c.

ALFRED GOLDSTEIN reviews the News of the Week,
Every SUNDAY EVENING, 8:30 P.M., at Germania
Hall, 160 3rd Ave., cor. 16th Street. Auspices, Workers
School. Admission 25c.

H. C. ADAMSON
Publicity Director of NEW MASSES. An

experienced labor press representative is avail-
able for lecture appearances on the subject:
“How the American Press Fakes The News.”
Drawing from a wide range of experiences in
all phases of press relations and publicity and
intimate contact with the commercial press,
Mr. Adamson provides an inside picture of
how the lie factories of American journalism
actually operate. How the war propagandists
and labor haters get their stories across as
“pews” in the columns of the commercial
press makes for an exciting lecture.

Mr. Adamson is available for local and na-
tional lecture appearancs; schools, colleges
and other organizations are invited to write
for further information.

Also available are other speakers including
the following NEW MASSES editors: Joseph
North, A. B. Magil, James Dugan, John Stark,
Joseph Starobin, Carl A. Bristel.

NEW MASSES LECTURE BUREAU
461 Fourth Ave., New York City

Please mention NEW MASSES when patronizing advertisers

ditions that imposed it) is conveyed by the
drama, but largely it is static, cliche, unarrest-
ing, talky, and immediately forgotten.

This play was undoubtedly written before
Miss Thompson’s column of February 23,
and I invite your attention to that effusion
as a curious example of intellectual and emo-
tional dichotomy. In it, the peripatetic scrib-
bler and irresponsible hysteric has effectively
made the life of every German and Austrian
refugee in this country forfeit. I am certain
it was a considered piece, and that she would
not have written it unless she was prepared
to go the limit as a stoolpigeon. For in this
column Miss Thompson explicitly implied
that “‘anti-British and anti-French” (read
anti-imperialist war) propaganda was being
spread in America by German refugees who
were released from concentration camps by
France, when ‘“‘they should have kept [them]
locked up.”

Several pleasant and talented refugees were

| given employment (for a few days) by Miss

Thompson. Notably, Hans Jaray, Johanna
Hofer, Adrienne Gessner, and Arnold Korff.
Their compatriots will have occasion to curse
Miss Dorothy Thompson’s highly syndicated
name.

“LEAVE HER TO HEAVEN"

John Van Druten once wrote a slight and
tender play of adolescence, in which a young
schoolboy fell in love with the wife of his
teacher. In Leave Her To Heaven, at the
Longacre (but soon to close), he is still inter-
ested in the theme of older-woman, younger-
man, and this time chooses the middle-aged
wife of an elderly man and her young chauf-
feur, as the agonists. It is valid material for
dramatic treatment, but in the author’s hands
it comes out very thin and lies flat on the
brush. Inept motivation, melodramatic treat-
ment (probably designed to indicate subtle
psychological understanding of human char-
acter), and undistinguished writing serve to
provide a dreary evening.

Ruth Chatterton is an accomplished per-
former, but she can do little enough with this
material. Her stage paramour, Edmond
O’Brien, is so unfortunately cast and plays
so violently that the audience cannot quite
believe that any woman as charming as Miss
Chatterton could give him a second glance.
Come again, Miss Chatterton, but get some
good advice before you pick another play.

‘“THE BURNING DECK”

There’s nothing to say about Andrew
Rosenthal’s first play, The Burning Deck, ex-
cept that the author is twenty-one, wealthy,
and a passionate admirer of Noel Coward.
His autobiographical hero is twenty-one,
wealthy, and a passionate admirer of “Rex
Wolfson.” Strongly derivative, The Burning
Deck exploited a group of expatriates and
their dislocation from the world in which we
live. They were a scurvy crew, and in their
author’s -hands, quite uninteresting,

ALvau BESsSIE.

To subscribe to

NEW MASSES

just fill out and

mail this form

HaEEE NN

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

Please enter my subscription to New Masses for
the period indicated by the checkmark: [J six
months, $2.50; [} one year, $4.50; [J] two years
$7.50; O three years, $10.

vName C e e e e e e e e e e e
Address e e e e e e e e e e
City and State . . . . . . . . . . .
iAmount Enclosed $ . . . . . . . .
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INCIDENTALLY!

Just as Broadway gauges show business success by audience
attendance—readers make magazines.

In a recent letter to our editor Shaemas O’Sheel declared:
“Let New Masses be suppressed or censored . . . and I will be
reduced to mental and spiritual starvation; and against that I
will fight!”’

It might be an exaggeration to say that every New Masses
reader is as militantly for this magazine as is O’Sheel.

—But then a lot of newspaper men and writers are. '

George Seldes, who knows what he’s talking about, says: “New
Masses is an antidote against the poison press!”

Theodore Dreiser agrees;

Really informed people say things like that right along.

A publication whose news pages are so intensely read (by
editors from coast to coast) and copied (by the “Baltimore Sun”
regularly) possesses unique advantages to advertisers.

No weekly magazimer the 100,000 mark circulation can
offer you a group of more devoted and loyal readers—who are
better potential buyers.

In fact we don’t happen to know of one that can offer as much.
Write for our rate card.

NEW MASSES

NEW YORK HOLLYWOOD
461 Fourth Avenue 6715 Hollywood Blvd.
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