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Between Qurselves

OMEONE asked us to explain

how we were able to impart

that whimsical something into

‘these columns. “It's a world
crisis,” our chider said, “why not
make NM readers feel that as soon
as they turn to page 2?” Well, now,
we blushed at the idea of Between
Ourselves making anyone feel the
impact of anything in this weather,
and we also wondered whether a
world crisis can be analyzed in eight-
point type.

However, we were somewhat
ashamed of our recent excursions re-
ported herein. The world has been
burning with the fires of war and the
summer heat while we have been off
weekends, giving our readers the im-
pression that your correspondent is
an escapist perpetually gallivanting
around the countryside while the
others on the staff grapple with the
rest of the book.

Fact is, the quietest moment of the
last week and the coolest, so far as
we are concerned, took place on
Wednesday afternoon. In the com-
pany of two other staff members, we
took refuge in an air-cooled restau-
rant and indulged in a two-hour
mid-day meal. Nothing was sup-
posed to come out of that luncheon
except some chatter about the col-
lapse of the Yankees and Henry
Armstrong’s niche in the pugilistic
hall of fame. But the restaurant is
frequented by newspapermen and
we were obliged to talk shop.

The visitor who joined our table
was a friend of NM’s, a writer for
the slicks, and he fairly leaped upon
the three NM refugees. “I now work
on a sheet which prepares wine lists
for burghers and runs departments
about ceramics and toy pups. I don’t
ask you to delve into the decadence
of Peloponnesian art in the third cen-
tury BC, but it does seem to me that
you should devote more space to
cultural subjects.” One of us asked
just what he meant.

“What I mean is—I’d like to know
what effect depression, crisis, war,
revolution are having upon the popu-
lar arts, the household arts, the folk-
ways of the people,” he insisted. We
sipped lemonade as he told us that
NM’s duty is to convert Sights and
Sounds into a broader record of cul-
tural responses. What, for example,
is happening in architecture, educa-
tion, philosophy, psychology? What
is the world cataclysm doing to wo-
men, to marriage? NM, we agreed,
has published little on certain cul-
tural phases of the social scene which
require record and discussion. One
reason has sometimes been lack of
space—although we have found room
for many articles on health, genetics,

literature, art, music, and the the-
ater. The chief obstacle, however,
has been our own failure to press
those of our many readers who are
able to contribute such articles; this
we now do. If you feel you can
broaden the scope of NM’s subject
matter, NM would like to hear from
you. If you cannot contribute, per-

haps you can give NM the benefit of

your research, or of your ideas. We’d
like both to satisfy our luncheon
friend and to give NM that added
stature which the regular publica-
tion of such articles would create.

Apropos of James Morison’s re-
cent piece on the WPA purge of
Communists, Darwin J. Meserole
commends the article and adds: “Mr.
Morison states that the Emergency
Relief Appropriation Act, fiscal year
1941 (House Joint Resolution 544),
‘bars relief to aliens and members
of the Communist Party.) . . .
wording of the act on this point is
(Section 15f): ‘No alien, no Com-
munist, and no member of any Nazi
Bund organization shall be given
employment or continued in employ-
ment on any work project” . . . It
will be noted that the act does not
say ‘members of the Communist
Party,” but ‘no alien, no Communist,
etc.’ . .. To illustrate: A person may
be ‘a Communist’ who is a member
of the Communist Party; or if he is
in sympathy with, or supports by
written or spoken word, the present
government of Russia; or if he be-
lieves in a socialist system of society
—for the objectives and fundamental
principles of Communism and so-
cialism are virtually the same; and
the dictionary definitions are very
similar; and lastly, if he is of a re-
ligious turn of mind and should
express sympathy with, or approval
of, the communal life of the fol-
lowers of Christ in the Early Church
of the first century—a life described
as ‘having all things in common.
These examples do not exhaust the
possible definition of ‘a Communist,’
but they are sufficient to indicate the
illegality of the sections of the statute
in question.”

Note to Naomi Ward: Your article
on domestic workers has brought you
many letters. We should like to for-
ward this mail but we do not have
your address. This is to ask you
please to write or call. The. letters
may contain job offers.

The idea of lawn parties for NM
is spreading. Following our note on
that Westport frolic comes a courier
from Croton with news of a binge
at 110 Old Post Road North, Croton-
on-Hudson, forty minutes from the
city, on Saturday evening, July 27.
Dancing and entertainment.

The .

As for the evening of August 2—
you and we and the rest of the staff
will spend it at the Lido Pool, 160
West 146th’ St,- N. Y., for NM’s
Swingswim, with its dancing, bath-
ing, and beauty contest. You can get
your tickets now for 65 cents each,
including a locker, by writing or
visiting NM, 461 Fourth Ave., or
at Bookfair, 133 West 44th St., or at
the Workers’ Bookshop, 50 East 13th
St. You’ll find more details on
page 22.

And one last word—and a pleasant
one. Albert Maltz’s The Underground
‘Stream is to appear serially in the
Daily Worker, beginning July 28.
We stayed up until three the other
morning in order to finish this out-
standing proletarian novel. We're
glad those who cannot afford to buy
the book will now be able to read it.

Zero Hour Postscript: Word has
just come in by cable that R. Palme
Dutt, editor of the London Labour
Monthly, is preparing two articles
for NM on the European picture.
There is no need to tell you that
Dutt is one of the world’s ablest po-
litical writers and that his articles
will be of first rate importance.
Watch NM carefully for the first
story, perhaps in next week’s issue.

Who's Who
A pAM LapiN is NM and. Daily
W orker correspondent in Wash-

ington. Philippe Deval is a
French journalist who has con-
tributed to NM before. . . . James

Morison is a free lance labor jour-
nalist and a regular contributor to

these pages. . . . Ed Falkowski, a
former coal miner of Pennsylvania,
has written for other magazines. , . .
Bruce Minton is co-author with John
Stuart of Men Who Lead Labor and
the recently published book, The Fat
Years and the Lean. . . . Frank J.
Wallace is a New York economist
and writer. . . . Lou Cooper is a
New York composer and pianist.

Flashbacks

UST in case you hadn’t noticed
Jit, the blitzkrieg stage in the
struggle between the German and
British empires may begin on the
anniversary of the beginning of .
World War I. Austria-Hungary and
Serbia were at war on July 28, 1914;
Germany declared war on Russia
August 1. . . . Fascism, which has
finally been imposed on a disunited
French people from above and from
abroad, was dealt a serious blow
when the French Socialist and Com-
munist parties signed the People’s
Frout pact, July 27, 1934. . . . An-
other heroic episode in the people’s
resistance to fascism took place July
26, 1938. That day Spanish loyal-
ists crossed the Ebro, capturing many
towns in a sudden counteroffensive.
. . . William H. Sylvis, one of the
first: great leaders of the American
working class, died July 27, 1869.
. Many embattled Englishmen
may recall that July 31 is the anni-
versary of a political party, which,
had it been listened to, could have
staved off disaster. This week in
1920 the Communist Party of Great
Britain was organized.

Gropper’s Cartoon . . . .

Editorial Comment . . . .
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FDR Drafts Roosevelt

Hague, Kelly, and Crump help pull the strings at the Chicago puppet show. The Democratic
convention tips its hat to peace. A firsthand account by Adam Lapin.

Chicago.
HE stream of distinguished visitors to
I Suite 308 in the Blackstone Hotel was
practically endless. The rooms had

originally been reserved for the private use
of Mayor Ed Kelly, but the Chicago boss
turned them over to Harry Hopkins. And it
was there that Hopkins transmitted the orders
which he received at regular and frequent
intervals from the White House. It was there
that Senators Byrnes, Barkley, and Wagner
received the word on what was what in regard
to platform. There the news was passed out
that the President’s message to the convention
revealing his intentions at long last would be
the signal for a third-term “draft” movement.
And there Mayor Hague was informed that
his boys must get behind Henry Wallace.

Certainly the President’s lieutenants car-
ried out their orders faithfully. Hopkins was
a loyal personal representative. Byrnes was an
able and skillful floor manager and strategist.
Kelly and Hague came through with the
sizable votes of their state delegations at
crucial moments. And so did most of the
-other political bosses at the convention. Ed
Crump delivered Tennessee's twenty-two
votes on the nose for Wallace, and Joe Guffey
held sixty-eight out of Pennsylvania’s seventy-
two votes in line on that hot night when the
President’s running mate was picked.

TOO MUCH EFFICIENCY

Everything was managed efficiently. A little
too efficiently, it is true. There were com-
plaints that Hopkins was autocratic. He an-
tagonized many of the professional politicians
who didn’t like an amateur horning in on
their business. But, of course, it wasn’t Hop-
kins’ fault that he only received word about
Wallace on Thursday morning, and that there
was no chance even for a pretense of a buildup
for the candidate. The important orders all
came from the President. It was partly out
of resentment against the cut-and-dried char-
acter of the convention—only partly, because
of other differences within the Democratic
Party—that the protest against Wallace
reached such intensity and anger.

The Republicans will no doubt try to
make the most of the inner-party difficulties
of the Democrats; the lack of party harmony
may even have an effect on the President’s
chances in November. But the backbiting
antagonisms at Chicago are by no means the
real explanation for the essential hollowness
of all the smashing victories which the Presi-
dent won. After all, the Democratic Party

gained strength in 1936 when Al Smith and
other Liberty Leaguers took a walk. Defec-
tions then served to point up the President’s
case as the candidate of the common people.

What was lacking in Chicago was the
feeling that behind the President stood a
great popular army ready to follow and
support him. That was why machine politics
had to be used to such an extent by the
President’s lieutenants. Last September there
went out the spark which would have im-
parted enthusiasm to the galleries in Chicago
and to great mass meetings throughout the
country. The spark went out when the war
started, and the President turned away from
the New Deal policies which had given him
his tremendous popular victory in 1936. But
the President managed to adjust himself
quickly to the new situation. With the slogans
of national defense and national unity and
with a strong pro-Allied policy, he made new
friends and new alignments. And it seemed
not at all impossible a few weeks ago that
the President would ride into office for a
third term with the backing of the news-
papers and the Wall Street interests which
had fought him so bitterly. Then history
played one of its little tricks. The collapse
of France was a heavy political blow to Roose-
velt. The European situation began to enter
a new and as yet uncertain phase. Appease-
ment again began to loom as a possibility.
And if it is appeasement that American busi-
ness wants, Willkie is certainly better suited
to talk things over with Hitler. He is less
committed on foreign policy than Roosevelt.

Wi th the outbreak of the war the President
sacrificed the issue of social reform which
had been the dynamic starting point of the
third-term movement. With the defeat of
the French, the foreign policy issue which
might have helped put him across with wide
business and press support was badly shaken.

The very sameness of the platforms adopted
by the Republicans and the Democrats is a
source of weakness for Roosevelt. Many vot-
ers may feel that if they are going to get
pretty much of the same thing in either event
they might as well take a chance and try a
new man, What the President needed to
achieve victory in November over the obstacle
of the third-term question was a great com-
pelling issue. The convention made it plain
that this was something FDR no longer has.

On foreign policy the two platforms are
practically identical, as has already been
pointed out by the New York Times, the

New York Sun, and other mouthpieces of
reaction. If anything, the Democrats went a
little stronger in trying to cash in on the
peace sentiment of the country. Held in check
by those Wall Street boys who wanted sup-
port for the Allies, the Republicans were
afraid to make a definite pledge against send-
ing another AEF across the ocean. They
simply stated that they were “firmly opposed
to involving this nation in foreign war.” The
President cleverly seized on this in his last
defense, message to Congress. But the Demo-
cratic platform went to town with a resound-
ing pledge not to “send our army, navy, or
air forces to fight in foreign lands outside of
the Americas.” Of course, the additional
phrase, “‘except in case of attack,” gives the
Administration an out in case one is needed.

RELATIVELY UNIMPORTANT

Gov. Herbert Lehman and other strong
supporters of the President’s foreign policy
felt at one point that the platform writers
were selling Roosevelt down the river. Leh-
man buzzed around urging a more precise
pledge of aid to the British. Secretary Wallace
and Senator Pepper proposed this type of
plank to the platform committee, which over-
whelmingly turned it down. It is true that
the isolationist group led by Senator Wheeler
was in a fairly strong position on the drafting
committee, particularly in view of their
threat to bring up the third-term resolution
on the floor. But then, the President’s sup-
porters were in an even stronger position. It
was Senator Wagner as chairman of the
resolutions committee who appointed the mem-
bers of the platform drafting committee. He
was under no compulsion to name the isola-
tionists. Wagner would have been able to
force through a stronger foreign-policy plank
if this was what the President had wanted.
But Roosevelt apparently decided it would
be good politics to be flexible and give lip
service to the peace sentiment of the people.
After all, a platform is a relatively unimpor-
tant document anyway. Even if there was
nothing about conscription in the platform,
the President could still advocate it in his
acceptance speech to the convention. Even if
the drafting committee turned thumbs down
on the proposals of Senator Pepper, there
was nothing to prevent the President from
using practically identical language, according
to members of the committee, in that same
acceptance speech.

On the domestic side the Democrats went
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in a little more for promises than the Repub-
licans who mostly offered large gobs of econ-
omy-in-government-expenditures. The Demo-
crats pointed with pride to the achievements
of the New Deal, and pledged more of the
same. They made much of the power issue,
and pointed .an accusing finger at candidate
Willkie. As for their pledges to expand the
public housing program, the public health
program, and to increase farm payments, these
happen to be precisely the services that have
been hardest hit by the Roosevelt armaments
program. The Republicans decided to make
a bit more of a bid for the Negro vote (with
a promise of “universal suffrage”) than the
Democrats, who after all can’t afford to play
around, even in campaign platforms, with
pledges to grant the vote to the Negroes of
the South. Both party platforms contained
the same vague phrases about suppressing
the “fifth column,” the same implied, but
none the less ominous, threats to civil liberties.

It was Speaker Bankhead who suggested,
in his keynote address, that the coming cam-
paign be pitched on the level of “some legiti-
mate banter and the discussion of records of
the two parties.” Thus far it appears that
his words will be heeded. The banter may
not always be “legitimate’”; but there will
be no basic differences between the two par-
ties. The issue which will feature the cam-
paign will be whether the Democrats or
the Republicans can do more to arm the
country for war.

It is equally true that the conflicts within
the Democratic Party itself are not based on
fundamentals. The convention revealed that
the groupings in the party are not at present
sharply delineated. No one would point with
pride to Ed Kelly, Boss Hague, Jimmie
Byrnes as leading ideologists of the New
Deal. Yet they formed part of the very
core of administration leadership and sup-
port at the convention. Machine politicians
felt that the President had to run again if
they were to remain in power, and the Presi-
dent needed the machine politicians. But on
the other hand, Jim Farley and other old-
line politicos resented the fact that they had
been pushed out of the picture by Harry
Hopkins. The basis for their opposition at
‘the convention was partly personal, partly
political. In any event, the resignation of
Farley as National Committee chairman,
scheduled to take effect soon, was a heavy
blow to the President. Farley and his sup-
porters formed an important part of the
group which raised hell at the Chicago Sta-
dium last Thursday night.

SOUTHERN TORIES

Then there were the old-line Southern
tories. Not all the scars of the former New
Deal-tory conflict have been healed. Cer-
tain hangovers remain. It is true that the
Southern reactionaries at the convention did
not represent a wholly united bloc. They
were split on the Wallace issue, a large ma-
jority lining up behind Bankhead and against
Woallace. The Southern politicians have cer-
tain minor differences with the administration

boys in Washington. For example, they agree
with the President that conscription is
needed; but they would like to see it run
by the army and they are suspicious of Harry
Hopkins’ notions about training camps for
the youth. Some of them feel that the camps
might impart “radical” ideas to the young.

Finally, in the opposition movement, which
assumed such dramatic form during the vice
presidential fight, there were quite a few
Willkie supporters. Willkie’s farflung Com-
monwealth & Southern empire has given him
real political influence in the Democratic
Party of the South. There were many dele-
gates from Louisiana, Texas, and Oklahoma
who were either open or undercover Willkie
men. Leader of the Willkie forces at the
convention was Guy Warren, Texas dele-
gate and oil operator, who played briefly
with the idea of running a couple of train-
loads ‘of delegates from the convention to
the big Willkie meeting at Elwood. Of
course, the Willkie supporters cannot be con-
sidered as a distinct group. The dividing line
between the Southern Garner men and the
Southern Willkie men is sometimes difficult
to determine,

Plain people were as rare in Chicago as
they had been in Philadelphia. Negro dele-
gates, few as they were at the Republican
convention, were even fewer in Chicago. On
the other hand, the Democrats had more
labor representatives. AFL officials were so
closely integrated with the regular machines
as to be indistinguishable. Although the CIO
delegates ‘jumped on the Roosevelt band-
wagon without reservation, they more or
less maintained their own identity. The CIO
delegates, mostly from the steel and mine
unions in Ohio, Pennsylvania, and West Vir-
ginia, issued a statement on the Saturday
before the convention started pledging sup-
port for a third term. But apparently the
Democratic National Committee was not too
anxious to -publicize CIO support; the com-
mittee did practically nothing to distribute
the statement, with the result that some news-
papers got it a day late and others didn’t
get it at all.

The decision of the CIO delegates, led
by Philip Murray and Thomas Kennedy, to
support Roosevelt for a third term was de-
scribed by many commentators as the politi-
cal eclipse of John L. Lewis. It is perfectly
true that Lewis’ critical attitude toward the
administration and his demand for what
could have developed into a third party are
now, temporarily at least, minority views in
the CIO high command. But close advisers
of the CIO head deny that he has been
repudiated or that he will long remain in a
minority on political issues. During Lewis’
brief stay in Chicago he was seen serenely
strolling down broad, spacious Michigan
Avenue. His lieutenants think they know
why he did not appear disturbed or worried.
They feel they know where he is going and
what he is doing. They put it this way.

Most American workers still separate the
political and economic struggle. Militant
trade unionism and militant political activity

do not yet appear synonymous to them. For
a brief period during the 1936 campaign the
two seemed alike. Later the gap reappeared.
Lewis remains the undisputed leader of the
CIO in the trade union field. Phil Murray
and Tom Kennedy recognize this as well
as the auto union leaders who voted in
Chicago for a third term; above all, the
rank and file still look to him as their leader.
Lewis himself recognized the apparent gap
between the political and the economic and
did not attempt forcibly to put across his
views concerning the administration or the
need for a third party. He did not try to
pressure Murray or Kennedy. He never
asked them to come out against Roosevelt.

THE GAP CLOSES

But, Lewis’ advisers continue, the seem-
ing gap between the political and the eco-
nomic will close sooner or later. It is begin-
ning to close now. And it will continue clos-
ing as the administration’s armaments pro-
gram affects trade union standards. What
will the aluminum workers think when the
Mellon-owned Aluminum Co. of America,
with its $36,000,000 in profits last year,
refuses to grant them the meager 10-cent-
an-hour wage increase which they demanded?
What will be their judgment of the admin-
istration and of its defense council, which
includes Sidney Hillman among its distin-
guished members, for forcing them to take
only 2 cents an hour? The labor movement
will of necessity come into conflict with the
“defense” policies of an administration which
offers tremendous profits for big business and
places heavy taxes on labor and the con-
sumer. As that conflict matures, Lewis will
again receive recognition as the political
leader of the CIO as well as of broader seg-
ments of the labor movement and the people.

Lewis’ recent statements confirm this anal-
ysis of his views as outlined by his advisers.
In a lengthy legislative report sent to CIO
unions just as the Chicago convention was
closing, he urged that they “fight off anti-
labor laws and fight for progressive legisla-
tion.” Then he launched a stinging attack
on the administration’s refusal to bar govern-
ment contracts from firms which violate the
Wagner act. “Under the urge of a declared
emergency, the government is making pa-
triotism profitable for American finance and
industry,” Lewis declared. “Surely it is not
too much to expect of government that it
will also protect the inherent and statutory
rights of labor to organize and bargain col-
lectively.” It is not necessary to approve all
Lewis’ tactical moves, such as his recent pat-
on-the-back for Herbert Hoover, to recog-
nize the essential soundness and far-sighted-
ness of the position he has taken. Under the
impact of their daily experiences the workers
of the country will more and more appreciate
the truth in his criticism of the Roosevelt
administration and see the need for a new
third party, a genuine peace party. The two
major party conventions have left labor and
the common people with no other alternative.

Apam LAPIN.
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Four Musketeers of Betrayal

Petain the mercenary marshal, Weygand the hooded general, Laval the parvenu premier, and
the anti-Semite Marquet. An unholy quartet who rule France for Hitler.

Lisbon, Portugal.
wo clerico-fascist generals and two

I former Socialists today direct the
i destiny of France. Disowned by the
French people, this clique of generals and
corrupt politicians has surrendered the free-
dom of France and her people to Hitler and
is now trying to build a fascist dictatorship
in a country which only a year ago celebrated
the 150th anniversary of the fall of the
Bastille.

The Hindenburg of France, Marshal
Petain, has for many years secretly supported
the fascist leagues and groups which on Feb.
6, 1934, made their first unsuccessful attempt
to put an end to the Third Republic. They
called him “the hero of Verdun.” Whenever
they talked of a strong man who could save
France, it was Petain’s name which was put
forward. It was not because of Verdun that
the two hundred families looked upon Petain
as their savior. Bourgeois historians still dis-
pute who really saved Verdun, whether it
was Petain or General Nivelle or a deputy
who, returning from Verdun, told the Cham-
ber in 1916 about the disorganization at the
front, the incompetence of France’s military
leaders and the real feeling of the French
soldiers and peasants. (None of them seems
to remember that it was the people of France
who formed a living wall around Verdun
and who - paid for this defense with nearly
one million lives.)

But undisputed is Petain’s achievement in
crushing the great mutiny of 1917. Bled
white by the foolish tactics of the French
General Staff, which had sent the French
Army into numerous useless offensives, driven
to despair by the incompetence of the leading
commanders and an appalling lack of organ-
ization, regiments from eight different army
corps decided in 1917 to march on Paris and
put an end to the disastrous rule of corrupt
politicians and bungling generals. It was a
spontaneous movement. The soldiers at the
front simply felt that something had to be
done to end the imperialist war and to oust
the old political and military leaders. It was
Petain who was sent to put down this revolt.

He used colonial troops, who were misin-.

formed about the real intentions of the re-
volting soldiers, in order to halt the march
on Paris. Every tenth man in every regiment
that participated in the mutiny was shot.
Thousands of honest French soldiers and
peasants were sent to death by Petain. That
“victory” brought him the rank of marshal.

This hater of labor and all progressive
movements ruled the French Army with an
iron hand till 1931. While he did little to
perfect the mechanical equipment of the
French troops, he did a great deal to instill
an anti-democratic spirit in the French officer
corps. Coming himself from Saint-Cyr, where

the elite of  French officers were bred and
educated in an anti-republican spirit, Petain
threw his weight in the scales to overthrow
governments which were not fashioned to his
taste. In 1926 it was Petain who finally per-
suaded Doumergue to call Poincare back to
power, although the people in the elections of
1924 had voted against reaction. In 1934,
not quite two years after another electoral
victory of the left, it was under the slogan
“Petain au pouvoir” (“Power to Petain”)
that the fascists demonstrated on the Place
de la Concorde. It was Petain who became
minister of war in the Cabinet Doumergue
formed to wipe out civil liberties in France.
But the heroic fight of the people of Paris
on Feb. 9, 1934, the demonstration of 150,000
Communists and Socialists and their support-
ers in Vincennes on February 12 upset the
plans of Doumergue and Petain. Striving
with all their might to achieve unity of the
labor movement and the progressive forces,
the Communists of France erected a barri-
cade against reaction and fascism which all
the mercenaries of Marshal Petain and the
two hundred families could not break in
frontal attack. Only after Daladier and Blum
had successfully engineered their fifth column
work inside the labor and progressive forces
did France fall victim to Hitler and Petain.

The marshal was one of the architects of
appeasement. He spared no efforts to wreck
the Franco-Soviet mutual assistance pact,
which could have saved peace and averted

France’s present catastrophe. In an interview
given on April 30, 1936, to one of the big
business newspapers, Le Journal, Petain de-
nounced Communism as the mortal enemy of
European civilization, praised Colonel de la
Rocque, leader of the fascist Croix de Feu,
and declared: “I believe that the Franco-
Soviet treaty does us very bad service.” In
a memorandum sent to big industrialists
and reactionary politicians Petain staked his
honor on his conviction “that Russia is unable
to make a really great military effort and to
stand a war, even for only six months.”

Petain was the main lobbyist for General
Franco in French governmental circles. He
personally guaranteed “Franco’s peaceful and
friendly intentions toward France.” He denied
that the Spanish fascists were under the in-
fluence of Hitler and Mussolini. He covered
with his prestige the slanderous campaign of
the French paid press against the Spanish
People’s Front.

In the first documents about the conspiracy
of the fascist Cagoulards which fell into the
hands of the police, Petain’s name was promi-
nently mentioned as the leader behind the
scenes. Leon Blum and his minister of the
interior, Marx Dormoy, obedient to the
wishes of the two hundred families, pre-
vented his name from being mentioned “to
save the honor of the hero of Verdun.”

After successfully collaborating with Dala-
dier and Blum, Chamberlain and Citrine in
the assassination of the Spanish republic,

Mischa Richter

“Some of my best [riends were Socialists.”
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Petain went as first French ambassador to
Franco Spain. On his arrival he was greeted
with special warmth by Hitler’s ambassador,
Baron von Stohrer. Their friendly relations
were not severed by the war. Petain remained
in Spain until the middle of May 1940, and
through Baron von Stohrer maintained con-
tact with Hitler. The French Embassy was
one of the centers of fascist conspiracy against
the Third Republic.

Recalled by Paul Reynaud to become vice
premier of France, Petain at the first Cabinet
meeting proposed surrender to Hitler. He
established immediate contact with Pierre
Laval. These two worked on President
Lebrun, demanding that he dismiss the Rey-
naud Cabinet and place in power a group of
men who could come to an agreement with
Hitler. Petain was seconded in his efforts by
the commander in chief, General Maxime
Weygand, Minister of Information Prouvot,
and Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs
Paul Baudouin. All three had been given
their posts by Reynaud. At that moment,
when Hitler’s tanks had smashed through at
Sedan, only a people’s government could have
saved France. Rather than let the destiny of
France be directed by men of the people,
Reynaud preferred to call in prominent fas-
cists and thus to hand over France to Hitler.
‘When Reynaud became premier, the controlled
French press and the foreign correspondents
called him “another Clemenceau.” He proved
to be another Daladier,

General Maxime Weygand, closest adviser
of Petain, had built his reputation on the
legend that he was a “part of Foch.” At the
beginning of the World War, he had com-
manded a very exclusive cavalry regiment and
had then been appointed, at Joffre’s recom-
mendation, chief of staff to Marshal Foch.
In this capacity he served throughout the
war. If he really was a “part of Foch,” then
he must have been part of Foch’s unscrupulous
offensive theory that discounted the effect of
machine guns and artillery and sent hundreds
of thousands of soldiers into the bloodiest and
most senseless attacks of the World War.
That human lives were of no value to him
Weygand proved when he repressed a revolt
in Syria after the war.. He was especially dear
to the two hundred families of France be-
cause he commanded the Polish Army during
the Soviet-Polish war in 1920. It was not for
his outstanding military qualities, but for his
anti-Bolshevism that he was chosen in 1931
to succeed Petain at the head of the French
Army. He held this post till 1935. There is
not the slightest evidence that he had sought
to modernize French equipment or French
tactics. Like Petain before him and Gamelin
after him, Weygand’s military conception was
based on the experience of 1914-18. Unable to
foresee the preponderant role which mechan-
ization would play in the next war, Weygand
believed in offensive tactics only against the
- “internal enemy.” For an attack from out-
side he thought France well protected by the
Maginot Line.

It was against the “internal enemy,” against

Communism, that Weygand concentrated his
main efforts after the first war. He was the
patron of the Patriotic Youth, which a
wealthy deputy of Paris financed as mercenary
troops against the Communists. A Catholic,
whom Clemenceau had described as “being
completely under the influence of the Church,”
Weygand was an active member of a social
group in Paris which had connections with
the royalist pretender, the duke of Guise,
with the former king of Spain, the former
Empress Zita of Austria, and the Vatican.
And like Petain, he was involved in the
Cagoulard conspiracy.

Weygand too was an opponent of the
Franco-Soviet pact. Shortly after its conclu-
sion he sent word to the French newspapers
that he opposed it. He wrote several anony-
mous articles for Le Temps to prove the
inferiority of the Red Army. When he retired
in 1935 as inspector general of the French
Army, the two hundred families made him
one of the directors of the Suez Canal Com-
pany, paying him 200,000 francs a year for
services rendered. At the outbreak of the
second imperialist war Daladier made him
commander in chief of the Allied Army in
the Near East, which had been assigned the
task of attacking the Soviet Union. Weygand
from the first favored surrender to Hitler. At
the final meeting of the Reynaud Cabinet he
tried to win over the few ministers who op-
posed surrender with the tale that the army
was needed against the Communists who had

organized an uprising in Paris and installed

their leader, Maurice Thorez, in the presi-
dential palace.

When the French negotiators left for Com-
piegne, they were instructed upon the insis-
tance of Weygand not to demand the return
of the two million French prisoners who
had fallen into Hitler’s - hands. Weygand
was afraid that the workers and peasants in
uniform, whom he and his ilk had led to
disaster, would tell the country the truth
and sweep the Petain government away.
Hitler understood. And so these two million
sons of the French people must languish in
Nazi prison camps for the sake of the Petain
government.

Pierre Laval and Adrien Marquet, two
Socialist renegades, are the political brains
behind the museum piece, Petain. Elected in
1914 as a Socialist deputy to the Chamber,
the Auvergnat Pierre Laval sold out the
Socialist Party for a Cabinet post. A few
years later he, who had entered politics pen-
niless, possessed more than 50,000,000 francs,
a chain of newspapers, three beautiful estates,
an ancient palace, and last but not least, the
confidence of the two hundred families. He
married his daughter to a French aristocrat,
Count Rene de Chambrun. At the wedding
General Pershing acted as best man.

In 1934, when Laval was foreign minister
of France, Ribbentrop paid his first visit to
Paris. He had a conversation of an hour with
Laval at the Quai d’Orsay. No one else was
present. At the end of this hour the Saar
territory had been sold out. Laval had prom-

ised to discourage and demoralize the anti-
Hitler forces in the Saar before the plebiscite
by refusing to make a declaration that the
plebiscite could be repeated after ten years.
Two months later he visited Rome. At a
dinner party at the French Embassy he met
Mussolini and retired with him for a thirty
minute conversation in a private room. This
half hour sufficed to sell out Ethiopia. Four
months later he went to the Soviet Union to
sign the Franco-Soviet mutual assistance pact.
Negotiations for the pact had been started by
Laval’s predecessor as foreign minister, Bar-
thou, who was assassinated in November 1934.
Laval thought it expedient to go through the
motions. But the ink had hardly dried when
he met Goering in the Hotel Europe in War-
saw for a conversation which lasted two hours.
At the end of these two hours the Franco-
Soviet pact was dead.

It took Laval five more years before he
could sell out France. I heard him in a hotel
lobby in Vichy, unmoved by the French
tragedy, explaining to a group of deputies
and senators the new “Constitution of
France.” “Everybody,” he said, “must make
sacrifices for France.” On the same evening
I was told by a deputy that the bulk of
Laval’s fortune was safe in the United States.

Adrien Marquet is the leader of the group
of neo-Socialists who left the Socialist Party
in December 1933 to fight for “Order,
Nation, Authority”—a Hitler slogan. In pre-
vious Socialist congresses Marquet had been
in the headlines because of his anti-Semitic
speeches. Leon Blum was said to be horrified,
but did nothing to have Marquet expelled
from the Socialist Party. As mayor of Bor-
deaux, Marquet aroused the resentment of
the Socialist rank and file by his arrogance.
One day a member of the Socialist Party
visited him in the mayor’s office and addressed
him as “Comrade.” Marquet rebuffed him
sharply: “Comrade is good enough,” he said,
“for party conventions. But here I am Mon-
sieur Marquet.”

Miarquet sat as minister of labor in Dou-
mergue’s Cabinet together with Petain and -
Laval. This marked the beginning of the
intimate political collaboration of these three
sinister men. Marquet was among the out-
standing propagandists for General Franco.
The super-Munich-man, Bonnet, drew on
secret funds to keep Miarquet’s newspaper in
Bordeaux alive. Now he sits in the Petain gov-
ernment as minister of interior to work for

" “Order, Nation, and Authority.” And for

Hitler.

Afraid of the popular fury, the Petain
government seeks refuge in Paris under the
protection of Hitler’s army. The unoccupied
zone is evidently too unsafe for French
fascism. The awakening of the French people
may be slow, but it will come. The heirs of
the glorious French Revolution, the grand-
sons of the Communards, the fighters of
Saint-Denis, Belleville, and Saint-Antoine will
settle accounts with Petain, Weygand, Laval,
Marquet, and the rest. And for good.

Puivippe DEvaAL.
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Someday Soon, Mrs. Benti

MET a refugee last week. She didn’t
I come over first class from Lisbon, com-
plete with eight trunks of jewelry and
assorted other knickknacks, and she didn’t
take the Clipper. All the same, she’s a refugee.
Her conversation isn’t on the same high
tone as the stuff thrown around in the Stork
Club by the better grade refugees. I talked to
her for nearly two hours but she never once
mentioned what happened to her stable of
race horses and how she saw the duke of
Windsor bowling along the road with his
duchess sitting beside him, in the snappiest
new hat, and bombs falling like hailstones
practically within earshot, if you listened hard
enough, that is.

Well, as I said, Mrs. Benti (that’s not
her name, but it will serve) and 1 had
a nice long talk. Mrs. Benti told me how
it was in the old country. In the first place,
and I think this was heaviest on her heart,
her three kids couldn’t go to the regular
public school. They had to live, of course,
in a special section of town, and they couldn’t
go to the parks or the swimming beaches or
things like that. The kids took that pretty
hard, especially the swimming, but they were
always good kids and Mrs. Benti told them
they just had to hold their heads up and not
take notice. But the school hurt hard and it
kept on hurting and nothing ever helped the
ache in Mrs. Benti’s heart.

“When they went to school in the morn-
ing,” she said, “they always sort of drooped.
The other kids went past them on bikes and
things to the regular public school and my
children just watched them. Sometimes the
other kids yelled things at them. Once my
oldest got mad and hauled off and hit one
of them and I had to go out and tell him
to stop.” Mrs. Benti sighed. “I had to teach
them not to fight back. If I hadn’t they would
have been killed.”

‘When I heard Mrs. Benti say that, I felt
sick, sick at heart. Think of a country where
_ the children—the little ones, remember—are
taught to treat other kids with savagery that
always flirts with death. Consider the problem
of a mother who must teach her children to
chew on the deadly insult, taste it, savor it,
and swallow it. Endlessly. Day after day.

I don’t know. I suppose Mrs. Benti isn’t
as hot news as Mrs. Beck, the wife of the
Polish minister who used to chum around
with Hitler until his. pal doublecrossed him
and tossed the knife in his back. Mrs. Beck

is a mighty pretty woman and she arrived
looking like a million dollars even if she said
she’d been through hell, and while Mrs.
Benti is graceful and pleasant, I know she
hasn’t the old ziperoo that would make her
a favorite at the Stork Club. Mrs. Benti has
been through a lot of harrowing things, in-
cluding a whale of a lot of floor scrubbing.
That shows on your face, unlike Mrs. Beck’s
variety of hell.

Still, Mrs. Benti has one or two melan-
choly distinctions that rather put her in a class
apart from Mrs. Beck and such. For Mrs.
Benti reports that her long exile hasn’t
exactly ended in Westport, Conn., where the
Benti family are at least temporarily domi-
ciled. Not at all. Mrs. Beck may have had
no trouble moving into the Savoy-Plaza or
some such hovel, but not Mrs. Benti. In all
this lovely New England countryside, where
now in July the gently rounded hills are
covered with lush green, where the other
kids swim naked in a thousand swimming
holes, here in this earthly paradise of blue
sky and ocean, sand and newmown hay, Mrs.
Benti can’t find a decent place to live. And
when I say decent, I’'m not using the word

in the Park Avenue sense, such as, “Honestly, -

Saks hardly bas a decent model this time
of the year.”

When I use the word decent I mean Mrs.
Benti can’t find a place with enough room
so that Gerda, who is twelve now, doesn’t
have to sleep in the same room with her
brothers, who are eleven and fifteen. And I
mean her kids-have to live over a garage, a
truck garage, .where they start racing motors
at 5:00 a.m. and bring the last trucks in
after midnight. The reason she can’t find a
decent place to live is simple: she can’t pay
much money, and in Westport, Conn., USA,
Mrs. Benti’s race is not—shall I say popular?

Of course Mrs. Benti says Westport, Conn.
(USA), is a perfect paradise compared to the
current state of affairs in the auld sod. Prac-
tically everybody can vote around here, Mrs.
Benti points out, and they don’t have those
signs in parks, and if her kids had any way
of getting to a public swimming beach, which
they don’t, they could go swimming, right
along with the other kids. And they can go
to the same school.

Those things count, But there are flaws,
flaws besides the little apartment over the
garage. For example, Sephie, the youngest one,
loved his first year in a Connecticut public

school. He even made a friend. You see,
Sephie had been lonely for a very long time,
and this friend was an Event. Mrs. Benti said
he brought Joe home nearly every night to
dinner. Joe’s mother never seemed to pay
much attention to where he was, so Joe
just stayed. Sephie adored Joe. He gave him
all his special treasures, and did his homework
for him, and saved his candy for him, and
generally worshiped the ground where young
Joe walked. After all, it was Sephie’s first
friend. It was an Event. Then one day . . .

But, you know, Mrs. Benti could hardly
finish the story. Joe’s mother and father,
those fine Americans, they found out about
Sephie. That is to say, they saw Joe and
Sephie on the street and they called Joe
over, and in a loud voice they asked Joe a
question. Sephie heard the question. The
whole neighborhood heard it. And Joe said—
for children learn these things so slowly—
“Yeah, sure he is, so what, Ma, so what?”

And for an answer, Joe’s mother swatted
her son across the face. Hard. “That’ll teach
you,” she said, “to play with that ?

God bless America, as Kate Smith says.
God bless Marshall Field, who. takes such
good care of refugees. Maybe he’ll do some-
thing about Sephie, and Sephie’s father, who
can’t get a job, and Mlirs. Benti, who scrubs
the Connecticut floors, just as she scrubbed
them before she went into exile far, far away
from the land that she loves, the skies she
still hankers for, the speech. she still hears
in her dreams.

For the word that Joe’s mother yelled
for the whole neighborhood to hear begins
with an N, not a J. And it’s spelled with
two g’s, instead of an ¢ and a w. Not Jude,
but . Well, .in this magazine we do not
print it in full, not because we’re prissy, but
because the sight of that word makes us
sick, sick with shame.

Mrs. Benti (that’s not her name, I told
you) is a refugee from the state of Alabama.
What do you think of that, Mr. Marshall
Field? Mrs. Benti is in exile, too, just like
Mrs. Beck. She didn’t come in a boat, she °
came in an old Ford, and her kids darned
near starved getting to Connecticut, the
family finances were that low. They didn’t
dodge bombs, but they did dodge hunger.
Hunger is also very nerveracking.

‘The only thing is, dear Kate Smith and M.
Miarshall Field, now that Mrs. Benti has
escaped from the horrors of Alabama, now
that she has arrived in the enlightened and
civilized state of Connecticut, people still call
her kids names, and her husband still can’t
get a job, and she still scrubs floors.

Mrs. Benti told me, “I wouldn’t mind,
for myself. But my heart aches to see my
children.”

God bless America,

“Someday,” Mrs. Benti said, “Ah, some-
day!”

Richard Wright told me once, “There is
great strength in the Negro people. Some-
day!” )

Someday soon, Mrs. Benti and I believe.
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Plot against the Ballot

Blacklists, persecution, violence are part of the Hitler technique to keep the Communist Party
from putting its candidates and program before the voters. Oscar Wheeler’s case.

scAR WHEELER, as I write this, is

O still in jail. He was arrested on June

12 near his mountain farm at Beck-

ley, in West Virginia, the state where “moun-
taineers are always free.”

What did he do? Well, he believes in
peace. In 1917 he was a conscientious ob-
jector to the World War; he spent eighteen
months in Leavenworth Prison where he met
another prisoner of war—Earl Browder. As
Oscar Wheeler grew older, as he acquired
a wife and a family, he turned his energies
toward earning a living for himself, devoting
as much of his reserve strength as he could
find toward political expression, especially to-
ward building the Communist Party.

T'welve years ago Oscar Wheeler came to
the rough mining state of West Virginia.
Early this spring, in strict accordance with
the laws of West Virginia and of the United
States, he sought to inscribe upon the ballot
the names of Earl Browder and James W.
Ford as candidates for the presidency and the
vice presidency. In accordance with the will
of the state convention of his party, he also
sought signatures to petitions which would
place his own name on the ballot for the of-
fice of governor. He personally obtained 1,400
such signatures and added them to approxi-
mately 7,500 obtained by others. These pe-
titions carried the names of Browder, Ford,
and Wheeler in large type; they bore the
Communist emblem, the hammer and sickle.

“INVESTIGATION’’ BEGINS

The rulers of West Virginia, their public
officials and paid commanders of “patriotic”
organizations, the stoolpigeons and the com-
pany agents were outraged at the support
Oscar Wheeler received. They knew the Com-
munist Party was small; they had not known
that its influence was so great. So investi-
gators and clerks, typists and volunteer
snoopers began to pore over the lists of sig-
natures on the petitions. In Charleston offi-
cials of John Brawley Post No. 20, Ameri-
can Legion, sponsored publication of a
pamphlet containing the petitioners’ names.
A printing firm offered to publish the pam-
phlet; the Fraternal Order of the Moose
donated $500 for this purpose. The pam-
phlet, a formidable and authenticated affair,
was published, with names arranged alpha-
betically.

In a few days small local newspapers re-
ported that voters had been coerced ‘into
signing the petitions. A flood of slanderous
stories followed. Wheeler and other Commu-
nists were represented as dangerous aliens,
enemies of society, devils who were leading
thousands of guileless West Virginians into
hell. Petitioners were warned to recant;
they were informed that free notarization

was available to those who would swear that
they had been tricked. Coal and steel com-
panies led the hue and cry; they urged union
members to save their organizations and their
jobs. Miners were told they must withdraw
their names within a few days or be turned
out to starve.

A legal—or, if you please, illegal—drive
of the state’s attorney’s office quickly fol-
lowed. Lawyers scanned affidavits, recorded
statements of stoolpigeons who had signed
the petitions tongue in cheek. County prose-
cutors and grand juries puzzled over the
statutes, seeking indictments. They turned up
a law which provided that registrants on the
rolls of one party who voted in the primary
of another were guilty of a crime. Signing
of the Communist petitions was. construed as
registration and Democrats who voted in
their own party primaries were seized.

Finally, in his own poor Raleigh County,
five indictments were returned against Oscar
Wheeler for “misrepresentation and fraud.”
He was specifically accused of ‘“falsely pre-
tending to one Marie Slater that said certifi-
cate of nomination was in fact a petition to
get a colored man in the White House”;
also that he had advertised the petition as
one which would “keep America out of war”
and “defend the rights of labor.”

When Oscar Wheeler heard of the indict-
ments he set forth to Charleston to answer
them. Newspaper headlines screamed that he
had fled the state. Police were sent after him
and he was arrested on the highway to the
state capital. He was thrust into prison and
bail was set at $5,000. This bail was easily
available in the form of United States bonds.
Judge Kilmore refused to accept them. He
asked bail from a West Virginia bondsman;
when such a bondsman, a Charlestonian, was
found, the honest judge turned him down.
He insisted on a bondsman from rural
Raleigh County. In this way Oscar Wheeler’s
legal right to bail was denied.

Oscar Wheeler is still in jail. Because of
his previous record as a political prisoner, he
is faced with conviction as a second offender,
and may receive a sentence of imprisonment

for as much as ten years and a fine of $5,000..

One hundred and forty-one others, accused
of violating the election law in West Vir-
ginia, are awaiting trial. Protests have forced
Judge Kilmore, machine candidate for United
States senator, to grant a change of venue for
Wheeler from prejudiced Raleigh County to
Charleston. But the sheriff of Raleigh County
(who said: “He can rot in jail for all I
care”) still collects 30 cents a day for
Wheeler’s prison fare, and Wheeler must re-
main under his tender care at least until Au-
gust 6, when he will be conveyed to the state
capital for trial.

The other West Virginians under indict-
ment are mainly workers. Many are Demo-
crats, a few Communists, many without any
party affiliations. Several are women, several
are Negroes. Not a few are the victims of old
grudges, such as that Charleston lady of sev-
enty-four, wife of a noted labor attorney who
has won cases against the omnipotent coal
and steel barons. She happens to be a kindly,
old-fashioned liberal and, as it happens, a
leader of the Methodist Church.

Old as is the story of political persecu-
tion, these cases in the West Virginia style
have a sinister significance. The formula is
intimidation, threats of blacklisting, innuen-
do, crookedly contrived charges, indictment,
with violence tossed in to tip the balance when
the law will not serve. This formula is be-
ing applied in state after state, where a
minority, anti-war group of citizens seek po-
litical expression.

PENNSYLVANIA

Let’s look at Pennsylvania. Led by Martin
Dies and his American Legion aides, the
servile Pennsylvania public officials have
launched a statewide “dry terror” against
citizens who signed petitions. Mr. Dies sent
29,000 franked letters to these Pennsyl-
vanians, urging them to become fingermen
against each other. Stoolpigeons had deliber-
ately signed the petitions. Now they stepped
forward with tales of “misrepresentation and
fraud” in the West Virginia pattern. News-
papers such as the Scripps-Howard Pittsburgh
Press published long blacklists; courts refused
injunctions to stop this practice. A grand jury
issued subpoenas by the wholesale to peti-
tioners who were hailed into the jury chamber
and prodded to “peach” on the Reds. Tables
were set up in public thoroughfares to make
it easy for the unwilling to withdraw their
names.

Hysteria was fanned by newspaper head-
lines and radio comment as 105 Pennsyl-
vanians were indicted, forty-three in Pitts-
burgh, including most of the Communist can-
didates for office. Reports were spread that
the “wanted men” were fleeing the state. The
defenidants calmly appeared in the US attor-
ney's office; on arraignment before a judge
they were confronted with total bail of
$350,000.

As I write, the Pittsburgh plague is spread-
ing to Philadelphia, where similar tactics are
being prepared. There blacklists have been
published and firings are being threatensd.
The Philadelphia Board of Elections called
Carl Reeve, Communist campaign chairman,
and demanded information regarding petition
signers in that city. He retorted by presenting
documentary proof of forgery and fraud in
petitions filed by the Democratic and Re-
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publican parties. To queries Mr. Reeve replied
that to his knowledge the Communist petitions
were correct in every detail.

The schematic precision of these onslaughts
proves that they are well planned. It is pertinent
to note that in most instances the attack has
not been made directly upon the Communist
Party, which is clear proof that the party is
recognized as legal, Furthermore, no accusa-
tions have been directed against the technical
correctness of the petitions, which have been
scrupulously prepared and filed in accordance
with state election laws.

Instead, a process of veiled blackmail, di-
rected against progressives and trade unionists,
marks the campaign. In West Virginia min-
ers were threatened with firing if they did
not withdraw their names. Several such firings
occurred in steel and coal towns of Pennsyl-
vania. Trade union leaders whose names were
found on the petitions were hailed by Red-
baiters before their union organizations. But
in every case the signers have been sustained
by the membership and resolutions for their
expulsion "voted down. Few citizens have
capitulated to the Dies appeal for snoops.

Because state election laws vary, the offen-
sive against canvassers and petitioners varies.
In Illinois, for instance, the drive to prevent
Communists from appearing on the state ballot
was inaugurated by terrorism and without
legalistic trappings. Pekin was the scene of a
fight in May during which canvassers were
beaten and held in “protective arrest” while
a synthetic mob howled outside. When an-
other group of canvassers arrived in Pekin a
few weeks later, public officials stood by while
they were attacked, then escorted them to the
city limits. Violence spread from Pekin to
Freeport, Rockford, and Albany Park. In
Chicago thugs broke into a Communist meet-
ing hall, smashed furniture; other hoodlums
roamed the streets, looking for “Jewish Com-
munists.” Speakers for the Communist ticket
in Rice Lake, Wis., were hauled down from
their platform, manhandled, and ducked in
the lake. Wealthy Republican Gov. Julius
Heil approved this action. “I am real proud,”
-he said the following day, “to see that we have
some redblooded citizens up there. I hope
Communists, no matter where they go, get the
same kind of reception they got at Rice Lake.”
In New York canvassers in smaller communi-
ties have been held by local police—without
charges—for periods of from one hour to
several days.

Kentucky officials turned over petitions to
Martin Dies, who has circulated a form letter
in franked envelopes to seventeen hundred
signers, urging them to act as informers against
the “Reds.” In Arizona, when canvasser
George W. Johnson protested his arrest, the
Santa Cruz county attorney, James B2 Robins,
told him: “Subject only to the will of God,
the use at this time of any methods or means
necessary to rid our country of Communism
is not only justified but demanded, and I shall
act accordingly whenever the opportunity pre-
sents itself.” Democratic Gov. Robert T Jones
concurred with this view.

Michigan’s Republican secretary of state,
Harry F. Kelly, was handed nine thousand
signatures to Communist petitions, more than
necessary to place the party on the ballot. He
publicly stated that he was making a cross-
index of the signers and would fire any state
employee whose name was discovered.

Against these flagrant violations of the fed-
eral law which prohibits interference with
civil rights in the conduct of elections, the
attorney general of the United States has
taken no action. The victims of blackmail,
terror, and police persecution are not, how-
ever, without friends. Wherever Communists
have appealed for signatures to voters, a vast
majority of whom are non-Communist, they
have received remarkable support. In Colum-
bus, O., where the Communist Party has
about thirty-five members, three thousand
names were obtained. Pennsylvania’s liberals
have rallied to the defense of those arrested.
Pittsburgh’s defendants were helped by pro-
tests from thousands of citizens. The excessive
bail of $350,000 was cut to $150,000; today
all of those arrested are at liberty. Threats by
the Philadelphia Board of Education to fire
fifty-eight teachers whose names appeared on
petitions brought immediate protest from lib-
erals, among whom are Anna M. W, Penny-
packer, Josephine Truslow Adams, and others.
Sixty-five educators, writers, churchmen, law-
yers, trade unionists and others have asked
President Roosevelt and Attorney General
Jackson to take steps to ensure the Communist
Party’s constitutional rights in the present
election campaign, and to prevent further at-

tacks, particularly by state and local officials.
Many Americans are prepared to defend the
ancient tradition of protecting minority civil
rights. They realize that citizens are not only
being deprived of suffrage—they are also being
warned not to dare to make use of the tra-
ditional privilege of petition. They are even
being intimidated into refusing to defend the
rights of those with whom they disagree.
‘This is of course pretty much in the Hitler
style. What’s on the mind of the aspiring
fuehrers? Georgia’s Atty. Gen. Ellis Arnall
ordains that the Communist Party is to be
barred from the ballot in that state, He will
not yield to “vermin who yell for constitu-
tional immunities.” The sheriff of Raleigh
County, West Va., threatened prisoners and
even lawyers. He told one New York attorney
for Oscar Wheeler: “Your man can rot in
jail for all I care, and you better git goin’ too,
’cause no lawyer for a Red is any better’'n he
1s.”” This is said in the true stormtrooper spirit.
It comes as a byproduct of the dirty Dies “in-
vestigations,” of the passage of the Smith
Anti-Alien Act, and of the pressure for en-
actment of the Voorhis registration bill.
You've got to fight that kind of enemy
every minute of the day. The Communist
Party is working through the courts to pro-
tect its candidates and those other citizens
who have adhered to the traditional American
principle of political freedom. One thing is
sure. If the political cannibals taste the blood
of democracy they will proceed to devour
other choice tidbits. Red meat is not their
only dish. JamEes Morison.

sECREY AR

THIS PHOTOSTAT of a petition filed by the D emocratic Party in Philadelphia shows obvious
irregularities. All the names are written in the same handwriting. Copies of this petition and
others were submitted by Carl Reeve, Communist candidate for United States senator,
to the county Board of Elections with a request for action against the law violators.
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Open Your Doors to Us

The plea of a woman who tells the story of human misery in a French concentration camp.

“What heartrending pain when the children were taken away.”

Rieucros Camp, Lozere Prowince, France.

OR days word had been going around
Fin the women’s concentration camp that

soon another large lot of prisoners
would arrive. We feared their coming. The
thought of it added heavily to our daily worry.
It gave us a feeling of hopelessness, a fore-
shadowing of even longer imprisonment with
no hope of escape. What prospect had we of
getting out, when all the time new prisoners
were being sent in?

In the sleeping quarters, and in the wash-
room also, there was too little room already;
in fact, it was almost impossible in those sur-
roundings ever to be alone. Besides, there was
the uncertainty as to who the new ones would
be. We feared we might not be able to' main-
tain our own self-imposed discipline, so neces-
sary to give us some measure of decency and
cleanliness, We had good reason to fear;
lately there had come into the camp women
of quite another stamp—criminals and prosti-
tutes, many of whom could in no way adjust
themselves to our conditions.

There came the day when we were or-
dered to make ready twenty straw sacks which
meant that the twenty new prisoners were
due to arrive. Filling the sacks with straw
was a dirty and unpleasant performance, but
we were glad to be assigned to it, nonetheless.
It meant going to a barn that was about

twenty meters outside the camp to do it, a’

barn in the middle of a lovely green field.
Twenty meters, twenty whole meters, beyond
the barbed wire! It meant at least a brief
moment of freedom.

Roll call is over. The guards are gone.
The door is bolted. The straw sacks -that
-comprise our beds, and which by day are
rolled up because the place where they lie is
all the room we have to move about, are
opened, and the sleeping bags and covers are
spread upon them. A heavy dust fills the room.
We take off our day clothes and prepare for
the night. I watch Juta; she wears a slip and
a shirt under her sleeping suit. The nights
are bitter cold, and Juta has not yet recov-
ered from the illness caused by her three years
in a German concentration camp. We have far
too few woolen clothes. The luckiest ones are
those nearest the stove; and those who are near
the light are lucky, too, for they can read,
although it is a dim light and means that they
strain -their eyes in doing it. Some carry on
a conversation; many lie silent.

Longings and hopes in fifteen European
languages rise ceilingward. “Oh, for a Wiener
schnitzel with salad on the side. . . . How
lovely it would be to take a bath; maybe I
might even get rid of my fleas. . . . Oh, for
a cup of coffee. . . . If only I could have
a big English dictionary!” Thousands of other
deeper and more serious wishes were  not

spoken aloud, but were ever present in our
consciousness during those long evenings.
Suddenly there is an exclamation. It comes
from a young Czech girl. “For God’s sake,
what is that stink?”
“Stink? What’s the matter with you to-
day? As if it ever smelled any better!”

“Yes, I know it always smells. But zhis—!"

“Oh, that’s just one of the cats. And Hilda
is trying out a medicine for her rheumatism.
Underneath, Vera has an alcohol lamp burn-
ing ; she needs hot water for her mouth ulcers.
There isn’t any in the infirmary; and you
know her face is very badly swollen.”

“Sh!” her voice interrupts me in a whisper.
“Say no more, or Lisolette, the dirty stool-
pigeon, will betray Vera and her lamp to the
police inspector!”

The sweat of so many women who have
no way of keeping clean, mingling with the
odors of medicines, animal excrement, and
dust, becomes an unbearable stench.

“Blessed virgin!” rings out again the voice
of the young Czech girl, “I can’t stand it any
longer! Come on, Gerda, let’s have some of
your fine eau de cologne.”

I dole it out sparingly. When will I ever
again get any such luxuries? But left and
right, over the straw sacks, I sprinkle some
of the precious liquid.

Several voices thank me. But Lotte, next
to me, doesn’t move. Although she already
has three grandchildren, she is still a youth-
ful and pretty woman. She lies there, her
eyes closed. Her beautiful, much admired
golden curly hair hangs like a protective veil
over her face. I know she isn’t sleeping. She
has had bad news from her husband; he is
seriously ill in a men’s concentration camp
near the Spanish border. She pretends to sleep,
that she may be left alone to conceal her
grief. In back of her, head to head, lies Hilda.
Her husband has been for six years in Hitler
dungeons, and she doesn’t weep either.

“Are you ready?” calls out Anne’s warm
voice. She is the monitor of our room. “It’s
just nine o’clock. The lights are being put
out.”

At once deep darkness pervades the room.
A few moments of silence, and then someone
gets up and goes to the pails. Whispers are
heard in the room. Someone laughs. In the
Polish corner there is a joyful spirit today;
a prisoner has had good news from relatives
in Soviet Poland.

Our code of self-discipline demands quiet.
We are so tired with the strain of the long
day, those many voice, the everlasting noise
that is inevitable with so many people crowded
together! But quiet is not easy to attain. A
soft, suppressed sobbing can be heard. She can
no more help it than she can the long prayer

which she begins before dawn. And there goes
Elsa’s cough. She covers her head with her
blanket, but what good does that do? Her
attacks are now too severe; she has tuber-
culosis. Her husband is in a concentration
camp, and the finest of her brothers-in-law
has fallen under Hitler’s ax: Her neighbors
turn away; they draw away from her as far
as possible. Night after night they have to
breathe in this sick woman’s breath. The air
is so heavy that from every corner come
sounds of gasping.

Everyone tries with all her might to sleep.
How hard it is with this eternal noise, this
frightful air, these thousand thoughts that
plague one! Sleep comes suddenly, just as
one thinks of the right text, the one convinc-
ing argument to use in a letter to the minis-
ter of the interior, or the police commissioner.
The fact that one cannot write it down
makes the brain whirl. Or suddenly one has
figured a way to communicate a matter of
importance to one’s husband in another camp,
a way which the censor will not understand.
The knowledge that by morning you will
surely have forgotten it drives you crazy.

Unbelievably slowly you sink into a heavy
sleep. Suddenly—noise, the door flies loudly
open, the light turns on. Every woman sits
up. A babel of voices— ‘What’s the matter?
We back here in the corner can’t see anything!
Have the new ones arrived? What nation-
ality ?”

As if in answer to that last, the fresh
young voice of eighteen-year-old Maria Teresa
rings out: “Salud!”

They are Spaniards.

We don’t know how long the light will
stay on, but it doesn’t matter. For most. of
us sleep is no longer possible, and an endless
grey night lies before us. Now the air is
really unbearable. In the corner to which the
newcomers have been assigned, there is con-
stant commotion; and the Germans, usually
so well disciplined, talk, get up, and move
about without stopping. I believe I will choke.
The cough-laden dust drives me under my
cover. Somewhere a bed cracks and falls to
the floor. Someone weeps heartbreakingly.

I get up from bed, long before the cus-
tomary time. I must pass by the new arrivals,
to wait at the door. The smell is simply
overpowering. An old woman, well over sixty,
as we were told later, vomited the whole
night long. A pot, full to running over, stood
near her; and behind her, head on head, the
German woman lying there had to breathe
in that odor. Another had diarrhea; and her
pot stands there uncovered. All had traveled
many days without being able to wash; and
all of them came from one of the best known
Spanish concentration camps in France.
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These twenty women are the very incarna-
tion of human misery. Their baggage is en-
tirely smashed; their things spill out. Their
clothes are completely in tatters. Pale, thin,
and sad are their faces. Two young women
make an outstanding impression. One has
coal black hair and deep brown eyes. Her
sparkling white teeth contrast with her com-
plexion of ivory. The other is small and deli-
cately built, and has almost unnaturally large,
dark blue eyes that look out in deep sorrow
from beneath a high, smooth forehead.

“Down there in the little town they tore
our children away from us,” says Maria of
the brown hair. “And as I clutched my two-
year-old to me, so that they might not take
her, the police beat me. We don’t know where
our children are, nor what is happening to
them. Perhaps we'll never see them again;
perhaps they’ll be sent to Franco.”

I saw the beautiful faces of these two
young mothers light up again three weeks
later. One day, rushing as quickly as possible
in their heavy, painful, wooden shoes to the
Administration Building, they found their
children. Beside themselves with joy, they
pressed their little ones to their hearts—their
children whose fathers’ blood now nourishes
the Spanish earth. But the first joy was speed-
ily followed by anxiety. For what a sight! I
couldn’t believe my eyes. The children were
completely covered with lice and filth. The
little bodies were a mass of sores and scales;
and in spite of the sharp cold, they were scan-
tily clothed. In this unbelievable condition
they had come from the hospital of the little
town on the edge of the camp. We helped to
clean and wash them and made a collection
from our own poor stores of condensed milk,
oranges, and chocolate and fashioned some
crude toys for them to play with. What a
heartrending pain when the little ones were
taken away again!

The twenty newcomers had no soap, no
stockings, hardly any underclothes, no stamps
with which to send letters to their people
telling of their plight, no money with which
to buy any. We made a collection among
ourselves. Those who had three, or even two,
pairs of stockings contributed some. Bars of
soap were cut into pieces, stamps were dis-
tributed, and money was collected to procure
indispensable nourishment for the starving
ones. These Spanish women were made wel-
come wholeheartedly into the group that was
largely middle and eastern European. But,
alas! we had scarcely anything ourselves.

Klara, who years ago was dismissed from
her position as dentist in the Freiburger Uni-
versity Clinic because she is a Jewess, and
who lived through the whole Spanish war,
immediately organized French-Spanish lan-
guage courses. There were classes in reading
and writing for the illiterates. We wanted
these newcomers, who immediately became so
dear to our hearts, to feel as comfortable in
their three or four camps as we could pos-
sibly make it for them. How the eyes of the
old mother shone when in passing her we asked
in German, Jewish, Hungarian, and Palish

Stil] Time to Act

HE conditions described in this first-

hand account by an anti-fascist German
woman writer are typical of the horrors
and indignities to which tens of thousands
of the noblest men and women have been
subjected. Over two hundred thousand ref-
ugees from Spain, Germany, Italy, and
other countries are also scattered in various
camps. With the collapse of France, an
even worse fate awaits these refugees. The
Spaniards are in imminent danger of be-
ing turned over to Franco, while the others,
including a number who are nominally
free, will be delivered to Hitler and Mus-
solini unless rescued by the countries of the
western hemisphere. Funds to further the
rescue work are being raised by the United
American-Spanish Aid Committee, 200
Fifth Ave, New York, and the Exiled
Writers Committee of the League of Amer-
ican Writers, 381 Fourth Ave.,, New York.
Since the refugee problem is scheduled to
be taken up by the Pan-American Confer-
ence now meeting in Havana, Cuba, it is
urged that cablegrams be sent at once to
Secretary of State Hull at Havana, urging
him to use his influence to provide asylum
without discrimination for the refugees.

The Exiled Writers Committee has re-
ceived a number of letters from refugee
writers in France appealing for aid. We
publish here extracts from some of these
letters,. withholding for obvious reasons the
names of the authors. A distinguished edu-
cator and scholar, seventy years old and
half blind, wrote” on June 26: “It rains. I
tried in vain to buy a blanket. All sold
out. I had to look for a pair of shoes and
a sweater. . . . Maybe I will be trans-
ferred somewhere else any day. There are
so many refugees, but I am alone. I can’t
make myself understood. Oh, for a human
being to ask and to be answered.”

One of the outstanding leaders of the
German anti-fascist movement wrote on
June 22: “When you get this card I don’t
know what will have become of me. But
I know how a mouse in a trap feels. I
send you— perhaps—my last greetings.
Don’t forget you have to do a lot yet. . . .
Write to my child for me and take a
little care of her. Write also to my friend
and tell her I thank her much for every-
thing and I am very sorry not to have seen
her any more. Greet all the friends. It is a
good time for working. A very good time.
Only one has to have a chance.,”

An anti-fascist journalist wrote on July
4: “We have lost everything except the
clothes on our backs. Three days and four
nights we were on the road, fleeing on foot
from Paris. . . . When will we fall into
Hitler’s hands? . . . We have been prom-
ised visas for the end of August, but
September will come, perhaps October, and
how will we be able to get out when all
borders will be controlled by Hitler? . . .
After the recent developments, unless help
comes without delay, all of us will face
the third and final internment, this time
directly ‘'under German auspices. . . . Only
swift energetic action from the USA can
save us.”

accents: “Cosmo esta vd., senora?” “Muy bien
e usted?” the old lady would answer in her
weak voice. “Muy bien”—even though the
whole day long she was forced to sit on a
straw mattress, in the semi-dark. But her eyes
could light up with hatred, too—as when she
told us that one of her sons was shot by
Franco, and that the other, in constant danger
of his life, must be in continual hiding in her
beloved Spain.

Little Isabella comes over to us. Always
energetic, always jolly, except when her severe
stomach illness forces her back to her bed of
straw. Boa used to call her sometimes: “Come,
we'll take a walk, and you will speak German
to me.” The next day she would say: “Come,
let’s go to get the wood, and you and I can
speak French together.” And how quickly she
learned, the little one, who only a short time
before could scarcely read and write!

In spite of police and spies, on the 16th of
February, anniversary of the victory of the
Popular Front in Spain, we managed to ar-
range a celebration. There sang together that
day, in all the languages of Europe, women
from the most varied backgrounds. Many of
them did not know why they were drinking
tea. Some of us knew, however, and our faces
glowed as we sang the songs that only we
knew, only we understood. There we sat with
the Spanish women; we, the Dutch, the
Poles, the Swiss. Our turn had come, too.
How often had the Spaniards warned us, as
all too little aware of its meaning, and there-
fore all too indifferently, we watched them
wage their war.

“Isn’t it supposed to be that France is
fighting for the freedom and democracy of
Poland?” I ask Wanda, who comes from
Warsaw. “Then what are you doing in this
concentration camp?”’

Yes, and we Dutch and Swiss: what are
we doing here? There we sat and sang to-
gether the song of “The Peat-Bog Soldiers,”
the song of the prisoners of the German con-
centration camps: “Sure we are, that for us
as well, the door will open. ...”

G T.

No Play for the “Help”

¢¢ TYLAYLAND” is an ironic name to the em-

ployees of this $10,000,000 recreation
center of New York State’s wealthiest county,
Woestchester. Girl cashiers in their teens work
an average of seventy-two hours a week for
$15—and no unemployment insurance. Aver-
age male wage, except for the department
heads, is $20 a week (also seventy-two hours).
Employees are required to purchase uniforms
costing about 25 percent of their first week’s
pay. ) '

Before being hired, the applicant must
certify that he is a voter and is willing to
work the long hours without complaint.
Founded in 1928 by the Westchester County
Park Commission as a playground for the
county’s people, “Playland” forbids its beaches

| to Negroes.
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Murder in the Mines

Five miners die every day of the year from accidents that could have been prevented. Vital
statistics in the bloodiest of American industries. The Neely-Keller bill.

T 2:30 on the morning of July 16 rescue
A squads brought up the bodies of sixty-
three coal miners killed by an explo-
sion in the Sonman mine of Cambria County,
Pa. Three thousand people watched as the
squads came up with their terrible burden.
Many had been watching for fifteen hours.
They were not the top officials of the Kop-
pers Corp., the Mellon concern which oper-
ates this mine. They were the families of the
dead men, and from the time of the explo-
sion—shortly before noon of the day before
—they had watched and hoped and de-
spaired. What had been a daily fear in their
lives was now reality.

The moods of coal towns are colored
by these apprehensions of impending disaster.
This was certainly true of the coal town
where I spent my youth—a miniature culm-
ringed place of unpaved streets, high-
porched, rickety dwellings, and noisy coal
trains. The town mirrored faithfully the tem-
.per of the mines. On workdays it sank into
a stupor from which it failed to budge until
whistles released the miners from a day of
moiling and drudging in danger and dark-
ness. The town itself seemed direly aware
of the implications of mining as a way of
life.

For a day seldom slipped by without a
serious accident or a fatality reported at some
local mine. Surgeons and undertakers pros-
pered as the mines claimed their victims.
White headstones gradually displaced ven-
erable trees from the hilltop overlooking the
town. Death, everyone agreed, was part of
the unavoidable cost of coal—a price the
mines exacted of foreman and mine laborer
alike. When a colliery ambulance passed a
mine worker’s home aproned housewives came
flying from their pots and washtubs to the
front porches, their faces set in tragic antici-
pation. Children trailed the dread con-
veyance. Everyone understood the death that
crouched pantherlike in some manway or
coal-breast where boulders held up by miracles
and oak timbering snapped like a toothpick
beneath the pressures of top-rock.

TERROR

This terror brooded over every miner’s
household. From it there was no escape. In
the midst of so much tragedy and despair no
one imagined that mine accidents might be
prevented; that behind the ghastly toll ot
lives and limbs taken by the mines lay the
specter of profits; that mine inspectors had
long known that accidents could be prevented
if safety laws were enforced instead of ham-
strung. Certainly the maimed and mangled
victims fetched up from the mines on stretch-
ers never understood this; nor did the Poles,
Lithuanians, Hungarians, and members of a

dozen other immigrant families who died
digging our nation’s fuel.

But the typical coal digger is no longer an
inarticulate immigrant unaware of the po-
litical and economic threads that extend from
his mine into state capitals and into the brain
center of the nation’s capital itself. From the
chaos of many mine disasters a coherent pic-
ture of the situation is developing. The miner
is beginning to insist on knowing why he
must die in preventable accidents. The fatal-
ism that marked the life of the coal miner
in my youth is disappearing. He begins to
suspect that tragedy may be only another
name for the consequences of criminal neg-
lect on the part of those who must ultimately
bear the guilt for the situation.

For mining is still the bloodiest industry
in the land. Five miners die of accidents every
working day—the highest fatality rate in the
world. Each year an average of 1,680 Ameri-
cans in the prime of manhood lose their lives
in coal mines. From 1906 to 1938, 69,165
miners were killed and another 3,453,244
were injured. Since 1910, the year the US
Bureau of Mines was founded, 53,768 miners
have died in disasters and accidents. Annual
wage losses caused by accident to soft-coal
miners alone are estimated at $30,500,000.
Yet, paradoxically, the federal mine bureau
has for years been insisting that coal mining
can be made relatively safe and that this
waste of human life has been needless.

The country was shocked by the news of
the disaster that wiped out seventy-two lives
at the Willow Grove mine in Saint Clairs-
ville, O., recently. A short time before that,
on January 10, another blast took ninety-
one lives at the Bartley mine of the Pond
Creek Pocahontas Coal Co. of West Virginia.
The newspapers carried detailed accounts of

- both tragedies. But no newspaper saw fit to

say what John Owens, United Mine Work-
ers president of District 6 (Ohio), has told
the writer: that the Willow Grove mine dis-
aster might easily have been avoided, “if four
or five basic principles had been accepted by
the company.” Van A. Bittner, UMWA presi-
dent of District 17 (West Va.), similarly
assures me that, under present mining con-
ditions, with proper safeguards there could

be no major explosions such as the recent’

one in Bartley. “Accidents in bituminous min-
ing have not been curtailed in the last twenty
years,” said Mr. Bittner. “The coal opera-
tors and the mining department of West Vir-
ginia have not given proper attention to safety
measures.” These opinions only confirm the
long-standing conclusions drawn by the ex-
perts of the federal Bureau of Mines. In
the case of the Sonman tragedy company offi-
cials held that a gas explosion was responsi-
ble—which would not really exonerate the

company, since improper ventilation would
most likely have caused the explosion. Many
of the miners declared it was a dust explo-
sion, the result of insufficient spraying with
rock dust.

Why then, it must be asked, must the
miners continue to die? Why is it that the
accident rate continues down the years vir-
tually unchecked?

Since 1869, the year the first major coal
disaster took 179 lives in Avondale, Pa., a
network of state mine inspection bureaus has
existed whose chief purpose has been the safe-
guarding of mines and miners. Every mining
state today has a mining bureau, a chief mine
inspector, and a staff of inspectors. But while
mine casualties have continued at their old
rate, the record shows fewer than forty in-
stances where operators have been charged
by inspectors with violations of the safety
code.

This is rather curious in view of the fact
that the federal mine bureau continues to
assert that mining can be made as safe as
any other industry. Who is to blame and why
are the facts of the situation kept from the
public?

For thirty years now the federal mine bu-
reau has been functioning in an effort to
lower the accident rate in coal, but the fa-
tality rate per million man-hours in soft-coal
mines in the last four years is as great as in
the period of 1916 to 1920. The death rate
in bituminous coal is 11.5 times greater than
in thirty manufacturing industries regarded
by the public as hazardous., The frequency
rate of disabling injuries per million man-
hours in the anthracite mining industry is
the highest in the country: 92.62, and in
bituminous, 37.27, as against a national aver-
age of 13.85. The severity rate (days lost
per thousand man-hours) in anthracite is as
high as 12.68 and in bituminous, 8.9, against
an average for all industries of 1.58.

VITAL STATISTICS

One of every four miners working in the
mines during the current year will be either
killed or injured within the year. Yet mine
operators not only seek to evade all responsi-
bility for accidents within their mines; they
seek often to wash their hands of any re-
sponsibility for the victims as well.

In Oklahoma, where fifty-nine miners died
in accidents from 1932 to 1937, the work-
men’s compensation laws provide only for
non-fatal injuries. The state industrial com-
mission may award as much as $1,080 for
the loss of a thumb, but is without jurisdic-
tion to award a cent in event of the victim’s
death.

On July 14, 1939, twenty-eight miners lost
their lives in a mine operated by the Duvin
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coal company near Providence, Ky. All but
four of the victims were married and had
children. Although one of the largest pro-
ducers in western Kentucky, the Duvin com-
pany has remained outside the ‘“elective”
workmen’s compensation laws. Survivors of
the victims were thrust on public charity for
support. The papers shed many a tear over
another mine tragedy—but no audible pres-
sure was brought to bear upon the company
to bring its employees under the provisions
of the compensation laws.

This penny-squeezing economy at the cost
of the miner has had little to do with lack
of funds on the part of the coal companies.
The Hanna Coal Co., operators of the Wil-
low Grove mine, reaped a million dollars in
profits from this one mine in 1939—enough,
one might assume, to warrant the mainte-
nance of a proper supply of oxygen breathing
apparatus at the mine for use in case of acci-
dent. Yet two officials of the mine owed their
deaths directly to the lack of breathing appa-
ratus after the recent explosion there.

A survey was made by the US mine bureau
recently on mine rescue equipment kept on
hand by the various collieries. It presents a
depressing picture. In some mine disasters it
is the recovery crew, rather than the men they
are trying to rescue, who become the victims;
yet in some states recovery crews are not
even covered by compensation laws, but enter
a mine at their own risk.

It was thought that the creation of a fed-
eral mine bureau in 1910 would bring about
a change in the situation then existing. The
bureau was set up to work out new safety
standards and to disseminate information on
mine safety work. But the lawmakers left
the bureau shorn of any authority to make
general rulings for the industry. The bureau’s
inspectors were denied authority to enter a
mine without the mine owner’s consent. Its
reports were to be kept a guarded secret. Of
its staff of a thousand experts only about sixty
have been assigned to mine inspection ser-
vice. Its functions have been exclusively of
an “educative” nature. It might attempt to
persuade a recalcitrant operator, but it lacked
any power to make an employer take responsi-
bility for any accident in his mine.

NEW LIGHT

The recent decision by Interior Secretary
Ickes that the bureau make public its find-
ings in the Bartley mine disaster was made
in the face of strong objections from power-
tul cliques entrenched in the bureau. It breaks
a long established tradition of tight-lipped
servitude to mine owners’ lobbies, on whose
good will the bureau has habitually relied
for its annual appropriations from Congress.

The bureau has doubtless achieved some
worthwhile objectives in the field of explo-
sives research and in other departments of
investigation, but it has shown an unfortunate
aptitude for ignoring other no less crucial
aspects of the mine safety problem. Falling
coal and rock are responsible for one out
of every two mine fatalities. In 1936, 629
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of the 1,342 mining deaths were caused by
such accidents. Increasing use of electricity
and mechanical equipment adds to existing
hazards. Every miner knows it is not the
spectacular disasters but the unending trickle
of little-noticed daily accidents that chalk
up the amazing annual total in coal casual-
ties. Disasters are but symptomatic of the
general drift of conditions prevailing in a
sloppily managed industry. To these various
aspects of mine safety the bureau has as yet
given scant attention,

SPOILS POLITICS

The state mine inspection bureaus have
also lacked authority; their duties have been
confined by constricting legislation to the
purely “educative” side of things. Spoils poli-
tics have taken over the department in a
number of states. Operators as a rule do not
feel themselves responsible for accidents un-
less previously informed by the inspector that
such an accident was likely to occur. Private
pressure groups hover in the background.
Uncertain tenure puts the conscientious in-
spector at the mercy of the operators from
whom he may someday be obliged to seek his
livelihoood. Under these circumstances, it is
not hard to see why accident investigations
methodically. reveal that a foreman or a miner
was to blame.

The miners today, however, are watching
the bureaus and inspectors closely. On a re-
cent visit to my boyhood town in the anthra-
cite region I found everybody interested in
the fate of the Neely-Keller Federal Mine

Inspection Bill now pending in Washington.
This measure, passed by the Senate and still
snagged in one of the House committees,
would authorize federal mine inspectors to
visit all mines at least once a year. Their re-
ports on accident investigations would be made
public. Miners believe that this alone might
force operators to see to the improved safety
of their mines. Strong mine owners’ groups
have ganged up to knife the measure. They
still insist on having their undisputed way
with the industry and with the lives of its
600,000 men. They insist, too, that the slaugh-
ter shall go on, and that it is unpatriotic to
try to stop it.

The fight is on, and miners are known to
be good, hard fighters. They have had enough
of this futile dying: they want to live. In fact,
they are beginning to insist on it.

Ep FaLkowskI.

Lady Astor’s Children

66 ONE of the inside stories CBS reporter

Edmond Taylor brought back from
England concerned the latest trip to this coun-
try of the steamship American Farmer. At a
time when Britain was unable to bring chil-
dren to these shores for lack of transportation,
Taylor said, Lady Astor sent a dozen of her
horses to the US in the hold of the Farmer
at a cost of $400 per animal. The story was
kept a secret, said Taylor, by the British gov-
ernment.”—Leonard  Carleton, “Listening
In,” radio column, New York “Post,” July 18.

A. MAC DUER

-
A. MaeDudr

“Get up, dear, this morning you start for Plattsburg!”
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Platform Magic
HE Democratic platform makers proved
fully the equal of their Republican
brethren at the old-fashioned game of pulling
the public’s leg. There are some excellent

planks in the Democratic platform. The only-

trouble is they are not the policies of the
Democratic Party. For example: the platform
pledges to “maintain the principles of the Na-
tional Labor Relations Act.” But who is the
author of the Smith amendments, which aim
to destroy the principles of the Labor Relations
Act, if not a leading member of the Demo-
cratic Party? And it was the Norton amend-
ments sponsored by the Roosevelt administra-
tion which provided the entering wedge for
the more drastic-Smith proposals. The plat-
form states: ‘“We have attacked and will con-
tinue to attack unbridled concentration of eco-
nomic power and the exploitation of the con-
sumer and investor.” But it is the Democratic
administration which has suspended the anti-
trust laws for the war industries and has
placed in the seats of the mighty some of the
leading exponents of ‘‘unbridled concentra-
tion of economic power’’—Messrs. Stettinius,
Knudsen, and Forrestal. There is one true,
or, rather, half true statement in this section
of the platform: “We have enforced the anti-
trust laws more vigorously than at any time
in our history.” They neglected to add:
“against the trade unions.”
It is news, indeed, that the Democratic
. Party pledges to extend and liberalize the
Social Security Act, to provide “better health
protection wherever the need exists in rural
and urban areas,” to “extend and accelerate”
federal low-cost housing and slum clearance,

and to “continue to bring to millions of chil-

dren, youths, and adults the educational .and
economic opportunities otherwise beyond their
reach.” Strange, in view of these solemn
pledges, that it is this same Democratic Party
—ably assisted by the Republicans—which put
on ice the proposed expansion of the Social
Security - Act, scuttled the Wagner Health
Bill, shelved the new $800,000,000 housing
bill, and buried in an unknown place the
$855,000,000 educational program outlined by
a special Roosevelt committee two years ago,
offering America’s youth instead the educa-
tional and economic opportunity to shoulder a
gun and be “processed” into expert cannon
fodder at $5 a month.

On the all-important issue of foreign policy
the Democrats, as Adam Lapin points out in

his article in this issue, adopted the Republican
trick of facing two ways. And a final pledge
to defend civil liberties provides the sauce for
this demagogic stew which the American
people are being asked to swallow.

Speect from the Throne

FTER the Democratic convention had put
A together a foreign policy plank with
much toil and sweat, President Roosevelt prac-
tically told the delegates to go jump in Lake
Michigan. He did not so much as mention the
platform in his acceptance speech, and what
he said on foreign policy was enough to show
that all the labor of the isolationists had been
in vain. Men like Senator Wheeler of Mon-
tana announced a great victory after they had
succeeded in writing into the platform an
ambiguous pledge against sending the armed
forces to fight in foreign lands; the interven-
tionist New York Times wailed in anguish
over the platform’s failure to endorse specifi-

cally the Roosevelt foreign policy. But Roose-

velt ignored even these weasel verbal conces-
sions to popular peace sentiment; he declared
that he stood by everything he had said and
done, and what’s more: “So long as I am

President, I will do all F can to ensure that

that foreign policy remain our foreign policy.”

The President went even further—and this
is one of the most ominous parts of his speech:
he denounced all those who oppose his pro-war
policy, all who want this country to remain

at peace, as “appeaser fifth-columnists.” Those

are ugly words, and their meaning is even
uglier. They just about cancel out all the fine
phrases of devotion to civil liberties and the
Bill of Rights which Roosevelt sprinkled into
an earlier section of his speech. Nor is there
much hope for civil liberties in this: “In the
face of the danger which confronts our time
no individual retains or can hope to retain the
right of personal choice which free men enjoy
in times of peace.”

Compared to these statements on foreign
policy and civil liberties, the President’s pre-
tense that he really didn’t want to run but
could not refuse to be drafted into his coun-
try’s service, though mildly nauseating, is in-
consequential. The issue is not a third term—
progressive government needs an indefinite
number of terms. The issue is peace or war
for America, democracy or fascism. It is clear
that whether Roosevelt or Willkie wins the
election, peace and democracy will be in ex-
t\r\expely unsafe hands.

 China-USA-USSR

HURCHILL’S explanation of why Britain

closed the Burma road to China’s sup-
plies merely adds hypocrisy to an infamous
betrayal. With the announcement that “media-
tion” of the war is under way, it is clear that
Britain is letting China down in the hope of
deflecting Japan from her own pesitions in
the South Pacific. China is so decisively the
hope of democracy and liberation in the Asiatic
world that Britain’s action again discloses how
empty are her pretensions to the defense of

democracy, how obvious is the imperialist
character of the British struggle with Ger-
many. )

Within Japan a government of ‘‘national
unity”’ is being formed under the leadership
of Prince Konoye. This is an important de-
velopment. It is dictated, first, by the desire
on the part of Japanese big business to exploit
Japan’s diplomatic advantage at the moment
when her rivals are occupied elsewhere ; second,
to keep the lid on more firmly at home; third,
to bring the war in China to the best possible
conclusion in the shortest time; and fourth,
to oust American, British, and French interests
from the Far East without provoking a major
war. Those are tasks which the Japanese rul-
ing class cannot afford to bungle any longer.
That is why Konoye emerges frem behind the
scenes to handle things himself.

All these events have brought to the surface
differences between British and American Far
Eastern policys Cordell Hull last week specifi-

“cally criticized the British move and restated

American non-recognition of Japanese con-
quest by force of arms. On the other hand,
there is at least confusiohy if not disagreement,
within the State Department itself.' The day
after Cordell Hull left for Havana Sumner
Welles declared the willingness of the United
States to negotiate the withdrawal of extra-
territorial privileges in China—almost the
same words with which Churchill sugared the
pill of betrayal. Such promises are demagogic,
if at the same time nothing is done to prevent
Japan from fastening her own talons on the
body of China, but, on the contrary, those
talons are sharpened by materials provided by
the United States.

‘Three forces are being forgotten in all cal-
culations: China herself, the USSR, and the
American people. Now if ever, the unity be-
tween the Kuomintang and the Chinese Com-
munists must be solidified, traitors must be
ousted, capitulators unmasked. The American
people have the obligation to build a united
front with China and the USSR—which alone
can halt fascist aggression in the Far East.
China may become what Czechoslovakia might
have been, if the United States takes the course
which France adopted but her rulers betrayed
—the course of collaboration with the USSR,
How obviously the common action of France
and Czechoslovakia with the USSR might
have spared Europe this war and the French
people their defeat. China can be a bridge be-
tween the American people and the USSR—
a bridge of mutual security for all three par-
ties. Can we learn from history while there
is time?

Hitler’s Speech |

ATURALLY, the Nazis prefer not to fight
Britain. The risks are much larger than

the risks in France. Hitler’s offer of a “com-
monsense peace,” however, is one of the most
important revelations of German strategy thus
far, whose significance transcends, whether or
not it is accepted. Its motivation will reappear
even if this war goes on. As Ngw MassEs has
emphasized many times, the domination of
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capitalist Europe has given Germany a new
world position. The Nazis now revive, as
Hitler implies, the older pattern of an Anglo-
German-French-Italian coalition which was
symbolized by the Mhunich conference—on the
new basis in which Germany’s paramount
power is fully acknowledged. Germany does
not intend to appropriate the British and
French empires by physical force. She intends,
or desires, to have the French and British rul-
ing classes administer the colonial world while
German capital, increasingly fused with Brit-
ish and French capital, literally takes the
lion’s share of raw materials and commercial
penetration. This explains why the French
traitors were left in control of their colonies.
So would the British rulers be, if they came
to Germany’s armistice table, quite in the
same sense that the Dutch, Belgian, and Portu-
guese upper classes maintained colonial power
in the shadow of British industrial supremacy
two centuries ago.

‘The Nazi strategy is motivated by the fear
that continuation of the war will break up
empires in such a way that no capitalist power
could piece them together again. The reper-
cussions would be terrific in Europe. Germany
is again trading on the tory fear of socialism
without saying it in so many words. It is a

- fear which Germany in her new position fully
shares. The British bourgeoisie finds itself
more deeply than ever in the dilemma of its
own decline. This time there may be no mud-
dling through. Continuation of the war may
mean the physical destruction of Britain her-
self as well as the upset of all stability in Asia.
Coming to terms with Germany involves the
acceptance of a subordinate position—a sellout
of the nation such as the British masses will
not accept, and may, as all of us hope, avert
by the setting up of a true people’s govern-
ment. Which, again, is precisely what the
British rulers fear most. ’

-

1Baltic Liberation
) E sroNia, Latvia, and Lithuania elected
new parliaments on July 14. By an over-
whelming vote, the peoples of the three little
Baltic states chose the path of political and
economic unity with the Soviet Union. Six
days later, on July 20, the three parliaments
decided to apply for admission to the USSR,
These acts, which constitute the final estab-

lishment of national independence for the -

Estonian, Lettish, and Lithuanian peoples,
have been presented as “a grab by Russia” in
the American press. Led by Otto D. Tolischus
of the New York Times, who writes depreca-
tingly from distant Stockholm about events in
Riga, Tallinn, and Kaunas, newswriters have
attempted to portray the sovietization of the
Baltic States as an act of political aggression
imposed by the Red Army. Mr. Tolischus is
the same correspondent who wrote anti-Soviet
propaganda from Helsinki in the days when
the Finnish White Guards were preparing,
with Allied assistance, to proveke a conflict
with the Soviet Union.

For the first time in seven centuries, since
the Baltic land fell to the Teutonic order,

the peoples of the eastern shore are free of
all foreign and domestic domination. Han-
seatic robber barons first enslaved these coun-
tries; the rival ambitions of Peter the Great
and Frederick the Great clashed on their soil.
Polish landlords invaded them, and finally the
czars clamped their autocratic chains about
these peoples’ necks. With the Russian Revo-
lution of 1917 they were able briefly to assert
their will for freedom, but soon Germany in-
vaded their soil. Even after the armistice of
1918 Britain left large German forces to
guard imperialist interests in the Baltic, to
create little republics as a cordon sanitaire
against socialist progress. For twenty-two
years the people writhed in mock ‘‘democratic
republics” until the Soviet-German Non-
Aggression Pact of last year. As a consequence
of this agreement the German ruling class of
the Baltic states was removed to Germany.
Now has come the final act of liberation.

Even' Mr. Tolischus admits (New York
Times, July 15): “Workers, who felt them-
selves downtrodden in the former authori-
tarian regimes . . . are quite satisfied with the
changes, especially since wages and salaries
have been raised 15 to 20 percent. . . . The
poorer peasants are buoyed by the prospects
of sharing in a division of estates of the ‘Bal-
tic barons.”” And he also reports that the
Jews have been freed of the fear of anti-
Semitism. Add up the workers, the peasants,
and most of the Jews, and the overwhelming
vote in favor of union with the USSR be-
comes a matter of simple arithmetic.

The Quality of Mercy

0 oNE but a sadist can fail to appreciate
the frantic anxiety of the British people
to remove their children from the reach of

“Hitler’s bombers. American sympathy has ex-

pressed itself in the offer of homes for these
children and the cutting of red tape surround-
ing immigration. When Winston Churchill
announced that the government had aban-
doned its original evacuation plan for lack of
convoys, a movement was started in this coun-
try to amend the neutrality laws in order to
send American ships for the children. A bill
to that effect, introduced by Rep. Emmanuel
Celler of New York, is pending in Congress.
The National Maritime Union has offered to
donate its services to a rescue ship, provided
a steamship company gives free passage—and
provided there is no discrimination against
poor children. .
The NMTU’s second proviso is a commen-
tary on Britain’s ruling class. Last week a
dispute in Parliament emphasized the fact
(already evident to readers of the American
press) that the relatively few children thus
far evacuated to Canada and this country have
been from England’s titled and wealthy
families. High officials in the government, like
Duff Cooper and Sir John Simon, have used
their positions to send away their own chil-
dren and those of their relatives and friends.
Mieanwhile, the underprivileged parents shud-
der, remembering the torn bodies of Madrid’s
children whom Franco’s bombers killed by the

hundreds in crowded working class districts.
We also remember those children—and the
children in China, of Jewish parents in Ger-
many. Why were their sufferings ignored by
all except the people who were least equipped
materially to help them? Why, indeed,- are
Spain’s bravest anti-fascist refugees not being
evacuated from Hitler’s and Petain’s France?
South American countries have promised them
an asylum if the United States will provide
ships to bring them over. Why aren’t these
ships forthcoming? The quality of mercy must
not be strained by class favoritism or war
partisanship.

Roundup

ONTRAST: While world capitalism con-
C centrates on killing people off, Soviet
scientists work to extend human life span to
at least a hundred years, says article in July’s
Soviet Russia Today. . . . MEERCHANTS OF
DEeatH: Du Pont reports highest earnings in .
history for June quarter—$22,425,927—same
day that government grants it $20,000,000
contract for smokeless powder plant.
CuBa: Communists elected four mayors in
big cities in recent elections, among them
Justo Salas, first Negro to achieve such office.
.. . BirTHDAYS: Seventy-eight candles for
(Mother) Ella Reeve Bloor and fifty-six for
Fighting Bob Minor, both among the most
colorful figures in the American Communist
Party. MiLEsSTONE: United Automobile Work-
ers of America (CIO) begins drive to organ-
ize aviation industry when workers of Vultee
Aircraft Co. at Downey, Calif.,, vote for
NLRB election 1,439 to 512. . . . Con-
TROVERSY : Mlanuel Quezon, Philippine presi-
dent, demands end of two-party system, criti-
cized by High Commissioner Francis B. Sayre
and Manila Civil Liberties Union.
PropHECY: C. Howard Ferguson, former
Conservative premier of Ontario, Canada, de-
clares Roosevelt renomination a good thing.
Predicts that “the President would win on
November 4 and that the United States would
be in the war by Christmas.” . . . RicHTO:
Letter in the New York Daily News, “Voice
of the People” column, July 22, says: “I'm
in no way a booster for Communism, but
after reading of the treachery and betrayal
by men in key positions in France, Norway,
Austria, and various other countries gobbled
up by Hitler, I believe Russia has shown wise

“judgment in purging a lot of suspected traitors

from its own army and government setup.
Or am I wrong?” RejectioN: The national
committee of the National Maritime Unicn
(CIO) issued a ten-point indictment of the
Roosevelt administration-and withdrew pre-
vious support of FDR'’s reelection. Declared
labor should take.independent political stand,
backing candidates who ‘‘will commit them-
selves to a program calling for return of the
New Deal, preservation of all gains made
by labor, preservation and extension of the
wage-hour law and all other legislation cal-
culated to protect the rights of the American
people and to increase the standard of liv-

: ”

ing
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Two Steps Backward

In his new book John Strachey tries to reform capitalism. His farewell to Marxism. Graspmg
the wrong link. A review by Bruce Minton. ’

A PROGRAMME FOR PROGRESS, by John Strachey. Ran-
dom House. $3.

’ I N HERE was a time when those who
advocated reform of the Supreme Court
were in the forefront of the progres-

sive movement. In 1937 the fight to deprive
nine old men of usurped legislative powers
was also an expression of the central struggle
to implement the then functioning New Deal,
to expand it, and to limit the vast strength
of the most reactionary section of American
capitalism. But today anyone who suddenly
came forward with an impassioned appeal
for reform of the Supreme Court (which
could certainly stand a thorough going over)
swould hardly be voicing the chief concern
of the American people. The protagonist of
such a program might even be justly accused
of trying to confuse the people, deflecting
their attention from the main task of resist-
ting the administration’s drive toward war
and toward the fascization of America.

A Programme for Progress is open to this
criticism. With capitalism in crisis, with war
spreading and gross reaction taking the offen-
sive, John Strachey presents a program that
lacks relevance. Perhaps, to a limited extent,
his suggestions would have had weight in
the pre-war Popular Front period—a period
which Mr. Strachey acknowledges is very much
in the past. Unfortunately, Mr. Strachey’s
book cannot possibly serve as a guide to action
at the present time.

A Programme for Progress rests on the con-
tention that the working class in Great
Britain is not strong enough to overthrow
capitalism and that at the end of the war
~ England will be right back where it was a
year before ‘war bfoke out. Then, “after the
war,” there will be a chance to modify the
system in a manner that will lead to the
eventual demise of capitalism. Of course,
Mr. Strachey hastens to admit, soclety’s ills
will be solved only when the profit motive is
finally displaced by socialism. Yet, since the
prospect of attaining a new order is obviously
(to Mr. Strachey) extremely remote, the peo-
ple are urged not to despair. Instead, Strachey
counsels a course that will, oh so gradually,
gently, effortlessly, and in some far off time,
ease us into a new and better mode of life.

It is well to remember that this program
is advanced at the moment when the class
struggle has deepened, when capitalism is
weak and desperate, and when the possibili-
ties of a revolutionary upsurge are ever more
favorable. Clearly, the most pressing prob-
.lem faced by the peoples of capitalist nations
is what to do about the imperialist war. The
France we knew no longer exists—it has

been transformed into a wvassal fascism.
Frenchmen cannot concern themselves with
forlorn attempts to reform capitalism. France’s
problem is to rid herself of the con-
queror and the conqueror’s gendarmes, the
French traitors, the French haute bourgeoisie
who now rule the remnant of France in trust
for Hitler. What solution has meaning, ex-

cept the overthrow of the Nazis and
their French henchmen, except revolu-
tion of workers, peasants, and the

lower middle classes? Similarly, what is the
choice confronting the English people? If
Britain is betrayed by the English counter-
parts of Daladier and Blum, Petain and

Laval, the situation becomes exactly analogous

to that in France today. The repulse of
German aggression can be accomplished only
by the immediate organization of a true peo-
ple’s defense free of threats from treacherous
Cliveden sets in the rear. The English armed
force can only function powerfully and
efficiently if it is rid of appeasing upper class
officers, if the government is cleansed of mem-
bers of the effete aristocracy and corrupt rep-
resentatives of monopoly. And for what end
should the defense be carried on? To the end
of rescuing England for the people—a demo-
cratic, anti-imperialist end.

In this emergency Mr. Strachey goes on
mulling over ideas of doubtful pertinence.
As the fateful year 1917 dawned, Marxists
did not ponder what to do if the czar still
retained power at the end of the war. The
problem was rather how to rid Russia of the
czat, how to end the war, how to advance
toward socialism in the immediate future.

Lenin made the profound statement that
“What is needed is the ability to find at any
moment that particular link in the chain
which. must be grasped with all one’s might
in order to gain control of the whole chain
and prepare thoroughly for the passing on
to the next link.” Lamentably, Strachey has
taken a mighty hold on the wrong link. “It
is essential,” Lenin also wrote, “to realize
the incontestable truth that a Marxist must
take cognizance of real life, of the concrete
realities, and must not continue to cling to
a theory of yesterday. . ..” But that is ex-
actly what Mr. Strachey is doing.

Have we something to learn from this
book? First of all it should be pointed out
that Mr. Strachey deliberately excludes poli-
tics from his discussion. That is, he offers an
economic program without suggesting how
it can be achieved. Such treatment abandons
the methods of Marxism: an end cannot be
advocated without considering the means to
accomplish it; economics cannot be discussed

apart from their setting in politics, or politics
without reference to economics. Otherwise
discussion remains speculative, suspended, like
the proverbial liberal, firmly in mid-air.

Strachey, however, commits this error.
Even so, his economic proposals are worth
a moment’s consideration. His program is
designed to increase “the share of the mass
of the population in the national product
at the expense, not of profits, but of the other
two subdivisions of the share of the product
going to the owners of the means of produc-
tion, namely rent and interest.” (My italics
-—B M.) It is designed “to find some way
of raising the national standard of life in
conditions in which the total abolition of
capitalism, as opposed to its modification, is
not yet possible.” How do this? By ridding
capitalism of unemployment—by ‘“‘methods
for getting additional purchasing power to
the people, without raising the cost of pro-
duction.” And these methods, Mr. Strachey
declares, are to promote public enterprise and
investment; to lower the rate of interest to
all borrowers; to redistributé income through
taxation; to create money to pay greatly in-
creased pensions and allowances; to develop
a national and public, as opposed to a com-
mercial and profit-making, banking system.

Now these methods are for the most part
the time-honored devices of progressive move-
ments in this and every other developed capi-
talist country. But the heart of Mr. Strachey’s
plan is his desire to create new money and
thus raise the demand for consumers’ goods,
forcing up production until the unemployed
are all once more holding jobs. In other
words, make capitalism work by eliminat-
ing the crises with which it is periodically
afflicted. Eliminate the contradictions be-
tween social production and individual ap-
propriation, the contradictions that are the
very essence of capitalism. Create new money,
and therewith buy capitalism a surcease from
its ‘'own torturing paradox.

Mr. Strachey is assuming that the wheez-
ing mechanism can be doctored up to work
smoothly. But the entire history of capital-
ism proves that once the monopoly stage is
reached, contradictions are so consuming that
no amount of tampering will effect a cure—
that is, no nostrum can steadily raise the
standard of living of the masses and put
everyone back to work. In the heyday of the
New Deal at least seven million men and wo-
men remained jobless. Why didn’t the New
Deal plunge ahead, devising ways and means
similar to those suggested by Strachey to
cure unemployment? Because, even if monop-
oly capitalism had embraced Mr. Strachey’s
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plan, or even if the people were able (with-
out being strong enough to win a socialist
society) to force monopoly to accept some
such plan, the creation of new money and
the other “cures” would not have brought
the desired result. To solve capitalist crisis
means, among other things, to solve the
chronic agrarian crisis, with which Mr.
Strachey shows no concern.

Moreover, Mr. Strachey nowhere discusses
the essential problem of the class struggle.
But in America we recall the hullabaloo
from the industrialists and financiers when
even the mildest reforms were projected in
the New Deal period. Mr. Strachey’s plan
envisages taking privilege and power away
from the mighty. The reforms he suggests
are sweeping. Where will the capitalists be
when the plan is being enacted? Isn’t there
a class struggle in America, or are we just one
big happy family, with the Rockefellers and the
Morgans worrying themselves sick over put-
ting_the unemployed back to work and raising
the living standards of all the people?

The promised “alleviation” is to be won
evidently outside the class struggle—and
therefore Mr. Strachey’s whole plan is a de-
ception. His program is false because it fails
to consider capitalism as a whole, because it
avoids mention of the interdependence of the
imperialisms. -It is false because brave words
about breaking the grip “of what is usually
called finance capitalism upon the economic
system” and the substitution of a “non-profit-
making, non-capitalist, financial mechanism”
are completely meaningless unless capitalism
is shattered. There is no such thing as Mr.
Strachey’s ‘‘unaggressive and unimperialist”
monopoly capitalism, any more than there is
such a thing as a square circle. If Mr.
Strachey envisages replacing monopoly with
mercantile capitalism, then he is bewitched
by the same dream that haunted the elder
La Follette—the search to recapture a by-
gone era somehow, someway.,

Actually, Mr. Strachey is not bewitched.
He has quite knowingly, but with a very
shrewd attempt to disguise his position, em-
braced the collaborationist principles of social
democracy. His program, even if it had ap-
peared in the Popular Front period, would
lack cogency because it denies the existence
of the class struggle. He attempts, as do all
good social democrats (Blum in France, the
leaders of the British Labor Party in Eng-
land, Norman Thomas, Dubinsky, and Hill-
man in this country), to solve the difficulties
of the ruling classes for them—at the expense
of the people. The guilt for the outbreak of
the present imperialist war must be borne
by the social democrats who by sabotage of
the Peace Front, and knifing the most pro-
gressive sections of the international labor
movement, undermined the defenses against
fascism and war. Mr. Strachey has now
joined their camp—at a crucial moment. His
task is to prepare the “program” to lead the
people, not to a lasting peace, but, at the end
of this phase of the imperialist war, safely
back into the camp of moribund capitalism.
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Meet the “Masses” W here
the Masses Meet!
® TENNIS
® HANDBALL
® PRIVATE LAKE
® SOLARIUMS
e SHOWS

@ CELEBRITIES
@ DANCING
® SWIMMING
@ MUSIC HALL CONCERTS

C TRY CLUB
WANA, HURLEYVILLE, N. Y.
City Phone Dlckens 6-3273

Monticelle 711

SPEND YOUR VACATION AT
CHI-WAN-DA ON THE HUDSON

ULSTER PARK, N. Y. PHONE KINGSTON 1329

On the Mountain Lake Esopus, overlooking the beautifui
Hudson River. Social staff, dancing, all water & land
sports. Fine cuisine, most modern improvements.

DIRECTIONS: TRAIN-BUS-BOAT TO KINGSTON
MODERATE RATES
RESERVATIONS ONLY
J. L. Doroshkin, Dir., 545 Fifth Ave. MU 2-4218

@l&armz'ng

UNPRETENTIOUS
on picturesque bay at
Gloucester—fine spirit,
whole-hearted direc-
tion. All land and sea
sports. Send for booklet.

ABRAM RESNICK
Director
Gloucester, Mass.

fFor a Grand Vacation Come to

The Pine Park Camp

LAKE HUNTINGTON, SULLIVAN COODNTY, N. Y.
Phone: Lake Huntington 2

THE VACATION LAND FOR SPORT,
RECREATION AND REST

JULY-AUGUST—$18 per Week
Management: M., Shifris, Falchook, Pervim

THRILL TO THE JOYS OF SBUMMER AT

pLUM point

he —year—"roun vacabion—resork

lllaunmcent e;tate on ihe Hudson River
miles from New York
Saddle horses on grounds

All outdoor snorts
Musical Recordings

Fine Library Superlative cuisine
Booklet Sent on Request

Write P. 0. Box 471, Newburgh, Phone Newburgh 427¢
MAKE ESERVATIONS NOwW!

Sacks Farm

Saugerties, N. Y. Telephone 590 J
Ideal vacation resort for those who want to get away from
crowds. Maximum accommodations forty. Beautiful countryside.
Acres of pine woods. Finest home cooking. Swimming and
tennis on the premises. Also saddle horses, bicycling and
ping pong.
Rates July and August $18.00 per week, $3.00 per day.
ity Information: REgent 7-2829
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a PERFECT DELIGHT
AN _LAKE

i Ci
R. R. statwn—Pawllnn. N. Y.
Tel. — Hopewell Junction 176.
AIINIActivhes on Premises

Directors:
PAUL WOLFSON
SOL ROTHAUSER
New York Office—170 Broadway

Phone—CO rtlandt 7-3958

2500 Ft.

< FARMS  zm

LIVINGSTON MANOR R.R. STATION

ON OUR LIST HUNTING

(for your pleasure) (we provide the guns)
SADDLE IIORSES FISHING

on_premises) MILE LONG LAKE
TENNIS COURTS (on_premises)

D. GRAND MEALS
BADMINTON (not strictly kosher)
PING PONG TABLES NO SOCIAL STAFF
Miles of Wooded Mountain Trails
RATES $18.00, $20.00 & $22.00 .

Write Jack Keiser
Union Grove, N. Y.
Phone Margaretville 94-R-22

AN ADULT CAMP IN THE
ADIRONDACKS (Limited to 100}
N. Y. 33 W, 42nd st

Tetl. PE 6- 7663 and Social Actlvities

Gemplste Svorts
D ors
Harry N. Boardman I
Louis A. Rothbiatt Moderate Rates
s ““The rare charm of an intd 3 groxp’”

MERRIEWOODE

A CAMP FOR ADULTS STODDARD, N H.

A Teservation of 300 acres of fleld and woodland,
with a mile frontage on beautiful Highland Lake
Due to high altitude and absence of offending weeds,
campers find relief from hayfever at Merriewoode. All
land and water sports including exceptionally fine

fishing.
Rates for July & August $20, $22 & $25 weokly.
Bookfet upon request. VE H. G. BARON, Dir.

GRAND ACRES
207

Ferndale Station, SWAN LAKE, N. Y.
. leel y 8()3
C 1 com ient service —
well- (aden table,

Tennis @ Swimming @ Fishing
Sundecks ® Free Boatmg Dance Orch.
Rates for July & Auq 2 fgz per week

A. SCHINDE

LAWRENCE Mg

Activity? Yes, Social as well as

athletic. Comfort? Yes. De luxe
T wl N cabins or main house with screened
orches. Scenic beauty . . . the

est the Adirondacks offers

PINEs $31.50 (two in a room).

N. Y. C. Tel. CIrcle 5-6988

TWIN PINES ON TROUT LAKE
Box 6, Lake George, N. Y.

ARROW-HEAD LODGE

| ELLENVILLE, N. Y, Ellenville 502

Horseback Riding @ Bieycling @ Golf
Swimming ® Tennis ® Handball

SPECIAL JULY RATES
City Phone — DR. NEWMAN, JE 6-2334

From

Aa Adult Camp
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He has said farewell to Marxism at a mo-
ment similar to that chosen by the social
democrats in 1914-18 when they bade final
adieu to the revolutionary movement—at the
precise time when the first socialist state was
being born. Bruce MINTON.

Willkie’s Summer Reading

T00 BIG, by Morris L. Ernst. Litile, Brown & Co.
$2.75.

HIS is one of the books which Wendell

Willkie took along on his vacation. The
blurb calls it a “fascinating description of the
dangers of bigness in business,” and it is a
pillow-tossing, hair-rumpling assault which
must have left the Republican candidate gently
winded and unabashed.

Had Mr. Ernst written this book thirty
years ago he might have made some small con-
tribution to our fathers’ understanding of
the processes which evoke the giant monop-
olies. But thirty years ago Louis D. Brandeis
was writing Other Peoples’ Money, which
is a far more searching work. Justice Brandeis
probably knew little or nothing of a contem-
porary Russian, then in exile, who was also
in those years examining the same develop-
ments in capitalism with incomparably greater
understanding. But Mr. Ernst has heard of

Lenin and cannot be excused for his ignorance

of Imperialism.

In 1910 it took courage and vision to warn
of the dangers to democracy inevitable in the
gigantic aggregations of capital. But today the
genuiné progressive sees that what appeared
to an earlier generation as a plague of over-
sized combinations is actually the “highest
stage of capitalism,” differing in quality as
well as bulk from the institutions of a pre-
ceding era. We can see that monopoly is
really the negation of the free competition
of classical capitalism; that the dominating
coterie now are the big bankers; that the
declining rate of profit which the trusts accel-
erate leads millions of smaller middlemen
and manufacturers toward bankruptcy while
a few bloated corporations take the cream;
that out of the domestic aggrandizement of
the monopolies and their foreign investments
and market hunting come intensified crises,
unemployment, hunger, fascism, and wars.

In this book Mr. Ernst has dealt with
an all-important problem in terms of a
flippant formula. We in America have a
fondness for superlatives. We like to have
the best, the biggest. The best is the biggest.
So we get too big. So it isn’t healthy. So we
should reduce a little. Not too much or too
quickly, but somewhat—and slowly. Mr.
Ernst reminds me of a Park Avenue obesity
specialist catering to a fat rich dowager.

Readable, even sprightly, the book repeats
many well known episodes in the history of
American trusts and a few anecdotes that
are unfamiliar. What makes this book inter-
esting as a study are the significant omissions
and the tricky shifting of emphasis. I can
imagine the vehemence with which the learned

Newly completed theatre, lounge,

social hall, cocktail bar, sun.
decks. Log Cabin Clubhouse,
each room with private bath.
Private golf course, lake, 13
championship tennis courts, all
on premises. Excellent food.

Drama by the
Preview Players

s L]

LENA BARISH : SAM GARLEN
Directors

N.Y. C. Office: 11 West 42nd St.
Telephone BRyant 9-1738

Write or phone for booklet
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and New England Farm
Beautiful Private Lake
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Plays, Operettas of sociatl
significance

BUNGALOWS FOR 2, 3, OR 4
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Come to Croton

NEW MASSES

Lawn and Houseparty

Dancing—Refreshments—Games

Professional Conga Session
led by Ida Little of the Tamaris Dance
Group

Apollo Theatre prize-winning swingsters
O’Brien and Stark of Radio City and TAC

SATURDAY NIGHT
JULY 27th

110 OLD POST ROAD NORTH
CROTON-ON-HUDSON

40 minutes from city limits

proceeds to New Masses

Please mention NEw MAsses when pabronising advertisers



SUMMER
CLEARANCE
BOOK SALE

Lowest prices
ever offered

Regular books
from our
regular
stock

@AVINGS Ur TO
70 %

WORKERS BOOK SHOP
50 East 13th St.. New York, V. Y. All titles go
and : back to former
prices at
close of

Workers and Progressive Book Shops
Mail Orders:

WORKERS LIBRARY PUBLISRERS sale
P. 0. Hox 118 Sta. D New York |

Price protected books not included

The books you have always
wanted at

TREMENDOUS
SAVINGS

Send for price list

THE
UNDERGROUND STREAM

A widely acclaimed novel of the struggle to organize the union in auto

by ALBERT MALTZ

Will appear SERIALLY in the
DAILY & SUNDAY WORKER

BEGINS SUNDAY, JULY 28th At Your Newsstand

_ =52 (AMP
="~ UNITY

/ Wingdale 2461 Wingdale, N. Y.

FRANKIE NEWTON and his orchestra for entire season H °

ALL SPORTS 9 THEATRE |
WS @'\? CAMPFIRE
N\ DANCING Wy HIKING 4

m—
Rates—$20 per week—$3.50 per day .
Make reservations at Camp with Deposit

For further informatien call GR. 7-1960 or write to Rm. 5(5, ) Bus Schedule—Leave 2700 Bronx Park East, Sun, to Thurs. —
d 10:306 A, M. Fri. & Sat.—I0 A. :30 P, M., 7:00 P. M.
| Union Square, Office hrs.: 10-6 Daily, 10-2 Saturday. & o c”m' car—ca" OL 8 !

No Children under 8 Years — Adult Camp Only LOU PASTERNACK, Pirector
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counsel would deny this charge. Accuse Mr,
Ernst of avoiding the role of the bankers
in the development of monopolies and he will
point to his chapter on the overlarge savings
banks. Ask him why he does not deal with
the effect on the American standard of liv-
ing of monopolist price fixing and he may
answer that he does refer to the “Pittsburgh
plus” system of steel prices, and anyway he
is not dealing so much with monopolies as
he is with corporations and institutions that
are just too big, too unwieldy, too sluggish
for their own good. He is, in fact, more con-
cerned with losses to stockholders than he is
with diseases, social, economic, and political,
with which the trusts infest our lives.

Let us see, however, what the Dies com-
mittee’s favorite liberal has to recommend
by way of reducing exercises. He proposes
government regulation of big corporations
which in effect—in this era of the wars and
breakdown of capitalism, in this stage of
approaching fascism—is self-regulation. No-
where does he support the only forces which
can make government regulation socially effec-
tive, the organized labor movement, indepen-
dent farmer-labor political struggle. He be-
moans the fact that until recently there were
so few lawyers in the anti-trust division of
the Department of Justice, but makes no
mention of the employment today of an aug-
mented staff in the assault upon the trade
unions. Probably the unions are too big!

Since the government itself is suffering
from Bigness, Ernst wants more powers dele-
gated to the states and their subdivisions.
That falls handily in line with the doctrine
of returning relief to the counties and con-
demning the jobless to starvation. Unemploy-
ment, by the way, he does not include among
the institutions that are Too Big.

To our author Edward Stettinius is a man
of “energy and social vision.” Mr. Myron
Taylor has a “great labor record,” and they
are “not tools of J. P. Morgan.” So when
the kingpins of finance capital, a Knudsen,
a Taylor, a Stettinius, take the reins in hand
to whip the country into panic and repres-
sion and war, Mr. Ernst has no comment.
Each recommendation turns out more phony
than the last. Thus he advocates the “town
meeting method in guiding our economic af-
fairs” and in planning for decentralized in-
dustry. But he does not examine either the
vast political changes this would require or
the validity of the ‘‘decentralization” solu-
tion under capitalism. And how does he rec-
oncile this lip service to freedom of criticism
with his cheap wisecracks about Communism
and his support of restrictions upon the rights
of Communists to propound their workable
solution for our society?

For sixty years we have heard democracy
defended and the trusts attacked. At this
late date Mr. Ernst does both with neither
conviction nor sincerity. He makes a single
mention of Krupp and Thyssen. Does he not
see their counterparts here? Or is he too
much enamored of the ‘“‘genius” of these
“giants”? Frank J. WaLLACE.
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Six Songs for Democracy

Records made in Barcelona in 1938 immortalize the songs of the Thaelmann Battalion . . . Child

prodigy at the Stadium . . . Joan Crawford in “Susan and God.”

April 1938 and the Ebro Offensive which

began on July 25, the Lincoln Battalion
was encamped on a road near Marsa in Cata-
lonia. About four kilometers from us the men
of the 11th International Brigade were also
in rest quarters, rebuilding their cadres, train-
ing. During our time off we used to trek
over the hills to their camp—we had heard
their canteen had cigarettes for sale, ham,
cookies, other delicacies that make a differ-
ence to a soldier’ in the line. Well, as usual,
the rumors were wrong. They had no cigar-
ettes, and the ham they had was already
spoken for; but we stayed to watch them at
drill, these German anti-fascists, to admire
the neatness and orderliness of their encamp-
ment, which contrasted so violently with our
own.

These Germans, despite the bitter priva-
tion we all suffered in those days, had brought
some of their German passion for organiza-
tion to the front. Where they got the clothes
we do not know, but they all managed to be
dressed alike; they all wore their blankets
rolled identically and draped over the same
shoulder. Their camp was neat as a pin; there
were even flower beds! There was no water,
but they were clean; their equipment was as
meager as ours, but they were always shaved ;
their clothes were in repair. And the way
they marched! The way they sang!

Would you like to hear the way they sang?
Would you like to hear these voices out of
a not too distant past? Very few men of
the German anti-fascist Thaelmann Battalion
outlived the Spanish war of intervention.
Those few who did were immediately in-
terned in France when the International Bri-
gades were demobilized and sent across the
border. And where are they now?

So these immortal voices that you will hear
when you buy and play the Six Songs for
Democracy (just issued by the Music Room,
133 West 44th St., N.Y.C.), will be the
voices of the dead—and the voices of the
ever-living. They sing, on these three records,
the songs they sang in Spain; songs, some of
which were composed spontaneously on the
spot, some of which came from German con-
centration camps; some of which were al-
ready part of the international working class
movement. The records, originally made in
Barcelona in June of 1938, have been re-
recorded, cleaned up in the process—all but
one. That one record bears a little sticker,
just as the original Spanish record did. That
sticker says: “La impresion defectuosa de este
disco es debida a las interrupciones de energia
electrica durante un bombardeo.” This is a
simple and a dramatic statement: “The defec-

IN THE days between the Big Retreat of

tive impression of this record is due to inter-
ruptions of electric current during an air
raid.” For just as the men who sang these
songs sang them in the midst of battle, so
were they recorded by the great German
working class tenor, Ernst Busch, and the
chorus of the 11th Brigade, under conditions
of actual warfare. No songs of our time are
more inherently dramatic, more deeply rooted
in the traditions of the struggle for human
liberation; and the interpretations offered by
Busch and the soldiers’ chorus are literally
magnificent.

From the German concentration camps
comes the great anonymous prisoners’ song,

“Die Moorsoldaten,” with its heart-stirring

opening:

Wir sind die Moorsoldaten
und ziehen mit dem Spaten ins Moor

and its thrilling promise (in the English
translation) :

But for us there is no complaining,
Winter will in time be past. . . .
Then will the peat-bog soldiers
March no more with their spades to the bog.

There is Hans Eisler's celebrated “Song
of the United Front,” sung in four languages;

‘there is the song about *Hans Beimler, the

commissar who fell in the defense of Madrid

where so many hundreds of the Thaelmann

Battalion died; there is the popular and hu-
morous “Los Cuatro Generales,” derived from
an old Spanish folk song and reworded for
other purposes. There is the “Lied der Inter-
nationalen Brigaden.”

But most magnificent and compelling of
all is that which bears the name of the
singers: “Die Thaelmann-Kolonne.” Its mu-
sic by Peter Daniel, its text by Karl Ernst,
it forms a cadence of crashing chords and
measured beats. In this song both Ernst
Busch and the chorus of the battalion reach
their most vigorous statement, and you can-
not hear this song without experiencing an
emotion identical with that Paul Robeson ex-
presses in his tribute to this music: “I was
there in the course of that struggle and my
faith in man—in the eventual attaining of
his freedom—was strengthened a thousand-
fold.” This is such a song as rises spontane-
ously from the hearts of fighting men and
women, such a song as the “Star Spangled
Banner,” as “La Marseillaise” (now banned
in fascist France), as the “Comintern”:

Die Heimat ist weit,

Doch awir sind bereit.

Wir kaempfen und siegen fuer dick:
Freiheit!

Ernst Busch, whose records in pre-Hitler
Germany sold as many as 300,000 copies at
a time, was in Spain during the war and now
is missing. Missing too are most of the men
who were among the first to come to the
assistance of Spain when the columns of los
cuatro generales, Franco, Mola, Varela and
Queipo de Llano, were at the gates of Madrid.
So these records, remade in the number of
561 sets, are both music and history; great
music and great history.

Two hundred sets, autographed by Paul
Robeson, will sell for $5, of which $2.50
is donated by the Music Room to the Veterans
of the Lincoln Brigade. The balance sell for
$3, of which 50 cents goes to the veterans. For
anyone who has a phonograph or can borrow
one—for anyone who has the money, this
handsome album of Six Songs for Democracy,
with accompanying text and translation, is
a must. '

ALvaH BEssIE.

Child Prodigy

Teresa Sterne, twelve-year-old pian-
ist, at the Lewisohn Stadium.

tss TERESA STERNE, twelve-year-old
M pianist from Brooklyn, was the star
performer at the Lewisohn Stadium Concert
in New York last week. With the assistance
of conductor Alexander Smallens and the
New York Philharmonic Orchestra, Miss
Sterne grappled bravely with the intricacies
of the prodigious Tchaikovsky concerto in
B-flat minor.

Undoubtedly Miss Sterne has a natural
flair for the piano, but she can hardly be said
to set off any sparks. It is difficult to under-
stand why a piece of such massive proportions
was chosen as a vehicle for the talent of the
youthful performer. Despite a fine technique
of the scale-passage type, an expressive sing-
ing tone, and an instinct for musical phras-
ing, the purely physical demands of the long
bravura passages, combined with the exigencies
of the more poetic sections, called for more
than Miss Sterne could give them. Mr. Smal- .
lens’ accompaniment could have been
greatly reduced, since the large orchestra
often overshadowed the soloist, but in one
or two places this proved to be a charitable
act.

In general, prodigies are apt to be freaks,
because, like other people, musical inter-
preters develop as the horizon of their expe-
riences with the real world broadens. Prodi-
gies, unable to maintain the pace of their
sudden start, often gradually fall behind those
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GET in the Swim
GET in the Swing

Get in the gilém

GET HOT to the best swing bands that Victor can buy.

pool in the city. BEAT THE HEAT IN THE spacious terraces.

BEAUTY CONTEST—Judges from the
screen, stage, and radio.
SIX—Prizes—SIX

NOVEL WATER SPORTS

aﬁEET the editors of the New Masses with their hair
own.

MLFRONY . . . . . 65¢c

(including priee of private locker)

FRIDAY, AUGUST Znd . .. 8P.M.-2ZA.M.

(August 9th if it rains)

LIDO POOL, 160 West 146th St., N. Y. C.

(One block from 7th Ave. subway, two blocks from 8th Ave.
subway. 15 minutes from Times Square])

Swim for the Cause That Refreshes

"AUSPICES : : NEW MASSES

‘Tickets available at: New Masses, 461 4th Ave. Bookfair, 133 West 44¢h St.
Workers Bookshop, 50 East 13th St.

Keep cool in the LARGEST and most BEAUTIFUL outdoor

whose talents develop at a slower but more
normal rate. Of course there have been in-
stances where instrumentalists have given
highly satisfactory performances at a very
tender age. Mozart is said to have been an
excellent pianist at the age of six, and there
are the contemporary examples of Hoffman
and Menuhin. Nevertheless, in more cases
prodigies have grown up to be only mediocre
artists. If Miss Sterne’s sponsors will let her
grow up in normal activities and in the com-
pany of people her own age, and if she is al-
lowed to see that music is directly related to
the understanding of other things in the
world, she will definitely become an artist
worth watching. Lou CoopEkr.

“Susan and God”

Joan Crawford as a Buchman Moral
Rearmer. Other movies.

0oAN CRAWFORD’s new starring vehicle,

Susan and God (recently opened at the
Capitol), follows its Rachel Crothers original
much too closely. The original drama, like
the film, starts out to be a fairly biting crit-
icism of upper class manners, insofar as they
are concerned with the Oxford Mbovement;
ends by sighing nostalgically over the tribula-
tions of the well-to-do. Whatever criticism
was implied of the high pressure evangelism
that is Buchmanism is so watered down by
the time the film is ended that all the sting
is taken out of it. Instead we are handed a
few ancient homilies: set your own house in
order before you go around preaching to
others, etc.

Miss Crawford, who has come a long way
from the time she won a Charleston contest,
cuts loose with what might, under more capable
direction than George Cukor’s, have been a
telling characterization of her Susan. The
girl has an arresting personality, there can
be no doubt about it. She has learned some-
thing about the art and craft of acting, but
most of it is applied from the outside, like
a veneer. She no longer pops her eyes so effec-
tively (or ineffectively) and she makes posi-
tive efforts to get inside her role. It is a
juicy one: Susan, the about-to-be-divorcee of
an alcoholic husband, who returns from a trip
to Europe all hopped up over a new religious
movement that bears all the earmarks of the
Oxford—a “quiet time,” “God-control,” giv-
ing, sharing, loving, divine guidance, what
have you. So engrossed is she in taking care -
of other people’s personal problems that she
totally neglects her love-starved child, her
drunken husband; and makes herself a com-
plete pain in the neck not only to her wealthy,
idle friends, but to a patient audience as well.
(This is Mr. Cukor’s fault). You expect her
husband, Frederic March, to rebel in time,
but he never really does. You are hard put
to understand what he ever saw in the bird
brain in the first place.

All acting honors in the play go to young
Rita Quigley, lonely child of this mismated
couple. This child has a lot on the ball, may
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NEW MASSES Classified Ads

50c a line. Payable In Advance. Min. charge $1.50
Approx. 7 words to a line. Deadline Fri. 4 p.m.

CHICAGO, ILL.

THE MODERN BOOK STORE, 231 S. Wells St., 2nd
floor. That different storehouse of Literature, carrying
everything progressive and timely in Books, Magazines,
Phonograph Records. It will pay you to pay us a
visit.

CHILDREN BOARDED

WRITER’S FAMILY can board two children for sum-
mer; beautiful mountain colony 25 miles from
swimming, sports; also children’s day camp with tramed
leaders. Write M. G., New Masses, Box 1737.

FURS

PARISIAN FUR CRAFTSMAN with factory in Whole-
sale district can give you 35% below retail rates on re-
modeling and  repairing of any fur a.rment Storage
vaults at Revillon Freres, minimum $2.50. ARMAND
ET SOEUR, 145 West 30 St. CH ickering 4-1424.

HOSIERY

FINEST NYLONS, LISLES & OTHER TYPES, Union
made at wholesale prices. AGENTS WANTED. Eastern
Hosiery Co., 330 5th Ave., New York City.

INSURANCE

CARL BRODSKY—For any Kind of Insurance. Fire,
Burglary, Automobile, etc. Business & Rersonal Organ-
izations or Individuals. 799 B’way, NYC. Tel. ST 9-5557.

Whatever your needs—PAUL CROSBIE, established
since 1I908—FREQUENT SAVINGS 135 William St.,
N. Y. Tel. BEekman 3-5262,
REDUCING FOR WOMEN
Swedish Massage—Posture Correction—Tennis Instruc-
tion. Solarium. Low summer Rates. Complete trial $2.
Goodwin’s Gym—Roof, 1457 B’way (42 St.) WI 7-8250.
RUSSIAN RESTAURANT
RESTAURANT 332 East 14th. “Open
v Air Garden.” Excellent “shashliks.” Home
Atmosphere. Russian & American dishes.

TRAVEL

Driving Mexico—New car leaving Aug. 30. Touring
Mexico, Returning Sept. 30. Couple seek two. congenial
companions. Box 212, 1474 B’way.

VACATION RESORTS, ETC.

For a Quiet Vacation—a Secluded Farm. 4 Bedrooms,
modern conveniences, Good Eats, View, Company, Time.
$15 wk., $2.50 Day, BASS, Eureka, N.

Maine Vacanon~CANNONDALE—vaers woods, out-
door sports, excellent meals. Reasonable, L. A. Cannon,
North Newcastle, Me., or 79 Perry St., NYC. CH 3-4280.

CAMP FOLLOWERS OF THE TRAIL, Buchanan,
N. ., offers its facilities for a pleasant vacation :
Tennis, Handball, Swimming, Dancing, Entertainment,
Excellent Food, Fnendly atmosphere., $16.00 per week.
Phone: Peekskill 2879.
GET-A-REST INN, heart of Ramapo Mts. Enjoy scenic
splendor welcommg spirit, Epicurean cuisine. $17 week,
$3 day. Route 305, Pomona, N. Y. Spring Valley 67- Fo
One hr. by bus or auto.
HOTEL CAPITOL, Livingston Manor, N. Y. Boating,
Bathing, Fishing. All Sports, Dancing, Entertainment.
(Kosher) Rates $18-$20 weekly. Booklet.
THE LILACS, WOODSTOCK, N. Y. ROOM &
BREAKFAST $15() day, $10 Week $2.50, $14 for two.
Bathing, other sports nearby,
Plcturesque Woodstock—Quiet, Comfortable, FUR-
NISHED APT.—Bedroom, studio, living rm., kitchen,
bath, shade tree, $20 wkly., $75 mthly. N. M. Box 1740.
RIP VAN WINKLE LAND: Romantic Vacations in
the Switzerland of America. 250 acres, elevation 2,000
feet. Modern, cozy rooms. Picturesque surroundmgs,
stimulating climate. Swimming, bicycles and_sports. Ex-
cellent food. $16.00 weekly. MWOOD FARM, Rip
Van Winkle Trail, Hunter, N
RIVERSIDE INN, Seymour, CONN on Lake HAU-
SATONIC. Swlmmmg, Boating, Tennis, Excellent Food.
$17 wk., $3 day. Bungalows for Rent. Tel. Derby 589-12.
FOR A DELIGHTFUL Vacation or weekend visit
. Martha Berlin’s TANGLEWOOD, Woodstock, N. Y.
Call Woodstock 1, 4, F 1, 3 or wn}e $3.50 day, $18 wk.
- VACATION BARGAIN for YOUNG MEN, Horseback,
tennis, all water sports. $18 per week for a limited time
only. ‘New Masses, Box 1739

VINEYARD LODGE, Ulster Park, New York Modern
Conveniences on 200-acre grape and fruit farm,  All
Sports. Kingston 3430.

VOLUNTEERS FOR NEW MASSES WANTED

l'l‘;I]lEW MASSEIS would be glatefxl f]or xﬁ)lunteer%ilencal

elp in circulation campaign 00 1 46
Fourth Avenue, N. Y. C. i "

GOINGS ON

ALFRED GOLDSTEIN, popular political analyst, re-
views THE NEWS OF THE WEEK every SUNDAY
EVENING at Workers School, 2nd floor, 35 East 12
Street. Admission 25c.

Please mention NEw MAssEs when patronising advertisers
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go a long way on the screen. Marjorie Main
as a housekeeper offers an effective bit part.

Frederic March is—well, Frederic March.
This man possesses virility and intelligence

‘that have rarely been put to good usage on

the screen. .

But it was not to be expected that the
Hollywood of the producers, where Buchman-
ism and its latest avatar, Moral Rearmament,
have made such inroads that even Mae West
had Buchman up to see her, would contribute
the sort of criticism such a movement has
been aching for.

“MY LOVE CAME BACK”

The comedy of mistaken intentions has
been worked to a frazzle, but in the new
Woarner film, My Love Came Back, which
stars Olivia DeHavilland and Jeffrey Lynn,
some of the freshness and spontaneity of the
original idea have been returned to it.

Miss DeHavilland, aspiring musician, ac-
cepts a fellowship from a music school, al-
though she does not know that it actually
comes out of the pocket of wealthy Julius
Malette, the school’s president. He is “inter-
ested” in her. To conceal his peculations he
has the money drawn in the name of another
employee of his firm, Tony Baldwin, who
later becomes interested in Miss DeHavilland
on his own hook. Malette’s children get wind
of this, think Tony is the culprit. Tony thinks
Olivia is sinning with the ancient Malette.
You get the idea.

Under Kurt Bernhardt’s direction the fable
gets off to a slow start, gradually picks up
momentum and humorous incident as it moves
along. Most of the credit for the humor should
go to Charles Winninger’s effective handling
of the old man Malette. He’s a genuine comic,
this Winninger, neither overplays nor over-
mugs. And not only can he extract consider-
able humor from the man with an evil con-
science, but considerable pathos as well.

The whole thing of course is a soap bubble,
but the plot is faintly credible and the per-
formances on a level of general competence.
Eddie Albert as a young classical musician
with a yen for swing has a mobile and amus-
ing face, considerable vitality. I also like his
female foil, Jane Wyman, whose pop eyes
and baby face can be used effectively to point
Albert’s better lines. Jeffrey Lynn is a per-
sonable hero, nothing more. And the whole
will provide a fair enough evening’s entertain-
ment.

WORLD’S FAIR DOCUMENTARIES

Those who missed Ralph Steiner’s T'he City
will find it still playing daily at the World’s
Fair, in the Little Theater of the Science
and Education Building. It goes on at 2:00
and 5:35 p.m. as one item in a series of
fourteen documentary programs that will be
presented throughout the fair’s current sea-
son, Other items will include films devoted
to youth, housing, industry, food and the

consumer, farming, pan-America, national
problems, peoples of the earth, and natural
sciences. A. B.

Most enchant!ngly beautiful spot in the c:tsklllu
the beaten path. Elevation 2!

HILLCREST

On Beaverkill Lake
UNION GROVE, N. Y.

Phone: Livingston Manor 218]J11
Telegraph : Hillcrest, Livingstom Manor
Delightful mile-long lake at your door
Swimming @ Boating ® Fishing ® Tennis @ Handball
Ping-pong ® Badminton
All free on the premises. No social :laﬂ
Meodern Conveniences.

FINE AMERICAN-JEWISH MEALS.

July and August—$18, $20, $22 per week
c.. .- ‘- - . - 9

TRIPLE LAKE RAN

(444

SUCCASUNNA,N.J.
GET ON A HORSE . . .
f and get' off your grouch! A m'ancmg steed can

whisk you away from your try it at
TRIPLE LAKE RANCH All the mgred.lwts of
the perfect vacation. Golf, tennis, boating, fish-
ing, “archery, etc., etc. Best of food and eom-
forts. You don’t know whut you’re missing.
N. Y. Phone TRlangle 5-216:

NO EXTRA GHARGES

Eiedlond.

Onan lll l\'vm Formerly I.Wlsl)'ll’.t Estate, Central Valley,
our from N. , 225 acres in fascinating hiking
oountry. miles of paths. Tenms. Golf, Handball, Swimming,
Riding, Bicycles, Roller Skating, berary Congenial atmos-
shere. Excellent cuisine. Adults. Tel.: Hlnhlnnd Miits 7895.
Management: FANNIE GOLDBERG

ARCADIA 4,

1100 acres of woods and fields. Hotel accommoda-
tions, camp activities, 2ll indoor and outdoor
sports in season, including tennis, swimming,
handball, fishing, etc. Golf and saddle horses near
by. Unexcelled cuisine.

Hopewell Junction, Flshkill N. Y.
Tel: Beacon 727 - N. Y. Tel.: LO 5-3222

Bluewaters

Parksville, N. Y. Liberty 784R
HOTEL COMFORTS ° CAMP ACTIVITIES
40 ACRE LAKE e INFORMAL ATTIRE
TENNIS, ARCHERY, BADMINTON, ETC.
SOUTHERN STYI.E COOKING

FLASH******WE HAVE RE=-
CEIVED A PRIVATE WIRE
FROM OUR WEATHER BUREAU

° FOR AUG. 2. PREDICTED

TEMPERATURE 110°. FAIR

& WARMER****"THE HEAT

WILL BE TERRIFIC ON AUG.

2. RECOMMEND THAT NEW

YORKERS COOL OFF IN THE\

BEAUTIFUL LIDO POOL."

SEE OPPOSITE PAGE
FOR DETAILS
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ou will come across William Gropper’s

achievements in the museums, the art gal-

leries. When you do, it’s always with the feel-
ing of meeting an old friend—for it was in NEwW
MassES that you first met him. Gropper is the great,
powerful political cartoonist of our day—the Ameri-
can Daumier. It’s an event in our office late Friday
afternoons when the messenger brings in Gropper’s
weekly cartoon. It’s an even greater event for our
readers to open to his page—every week of the year.

And from Mexico our roving editor has taken a
plane for Havana. Joseph North, whose ace report-
ing gave you the inside track on the Mexican elec-
tions, sends us a story on the big hemisphere pow-
wow in Havana. In between lines, Joe promises to
let us in on the situation within Cuba itself.

While here at home INEw Massks has been publish-
ing a series of editorials on national defense, which
we dispatched to prominent people in all walks of
life. Next week we bring you a symposium in letters:
Rockwell Kent, the great American artist, Bruce
Crawford, the West Virginia editor, William Pick-
ens, of the National Association for the Advance-
ment of Colored People, William Carlos Williams,
the poet, and Shaemas O’Sheel, American Labor
Party leader and author, lead off the discussion. They
disagree and agree, dispute particulars as well as
fundamentals—here is a vital symposium on Ameri-
ca’s most vital problem.

In the same issue Joseph Starobin, who recently
returned from Canada, concludes a notable series
with a definitive article on Canada’s wartime trends,
a discussion of her new position in the hemisphere
and the British empire. Reasons—every one of them
better than the other—for following NEwW MASSES
this week, the next, and fifty-two weeks of the year.

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

Please enter my subscription to NEw Masses for the period indicated by the check- |

mark: [] six months, $2.50; [] one year, $4.50; [ two years, $7.50; [J three years, I

$10. Special ten week offer: $1. I
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