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GUNS BEHIND THE
“PEACE” TALK

“What lies behind the exchange of com-
pliments among Messrs. White, Wood
and Lindbergh, and the suggestions for
a negotiated peace by Senators W heeler,

- Vandenberg and Tydings?”

FDR’S FIREBRAND CHAT .4n Editorial




Between Ourselv

ILEEN MCKENNEY was one of
that corps of willing and de-
voted workers whose efforts have
sustained NM through many a diffi-
cult day. For a time she was an
editorial assistant in this office. Those
of us who knew her best will never
forget her cheerful and energetic co-
operation. She was, for all of us, my
sister Eileen—not as a character in
a story, but as a warm, bright, hope-
ful companion, always able to dispel
the blues with a word which made
one ashamed of losing, even momen-
tarily, one’s sense of humor. None of
the easy, timeworn phrases can speak
for our grief at her death—only a
deep, unutterable, helpless protest
from the heart. Eileen hated the
maudlin. Her gay blue eyes were
fixed on the morrow, not on the re-
grets of the unalterable day gone by.
The image of Eileen and of her
young and gifted husband, Nathaniel
West, remains with us, an unshat-
terable part of our common fight.

We are sorry that we didn’t read
Mother Bloor’s delightful autobiog-
raphy, We Are Many, before the
close of Ruth McKenney’s big cash
contest on books that changed my
mind. Not that Mother Bloor’s book
itself changed our ideas so much as
. it deepened and illuminated them.
We always thought Mother Bloor
was one of the truly great women of
our time, and we’'re twice as sure
now. The point, rather, is that
Mother Bloor mentions a whole
string of books which changed /er
mind at one time or another. And a
fascinating list it is, a sure-fire first
prize winner.

Earliest of the books mentioned are
novels by Dickens, Scott, and George
Eliot. The poetry of Walt Whitman
bolstered Mother Bloor’s faith in the
common man, American democratic
traditions, and internationalism.
Mother Bloor knew Whitman when
she was a child, and she gives a
memorable picture of her trips with
the Good Gray Poet on the ferry
from Camden. As a young girl, Ella
Reeve read Robert Ingersoll, Darwin,
Spencer, and Renan’s Life of Jesus—
with damaging effects on any linger-
ing notions about the supernatural.

Acquaintance with Russian litera-
ture goes away back to the time when
Ella read the novel What Is to Be
Done by the great liberal publicist
and critic, Chernyshevsky, (years later
Mother Bloor was interested in
Lenin’s impressions of the book as
recorded in Krupskaya’s Memories of
Lenin). Shakespeare was always a
favorite and Ella played a number of
famous parts in amateur productions.
In 1894-5—and continually there-
after—we find Mother Bloor reading

Marx and Engels. In 1895 she wrote
a book on science for young people
(Three Little Lovers of Nature), and
later she wrote a book on literature
(Talks About Authors and Their
Works).

Three other writers about whom
Mother Bloor has some extremely in-
teresting things to say: William Mor-
ris (whose News from Nowhere was
always a favorite with her), Martin
Anderson Nexo, and Gorki. We were
particularly impressed with the ref-
erences to the two great proletarian
novels: Gorki’'s Mother and Nexo’s
Pelle the Congueror. Mother Bloor’s
talks with the authors of both books,
recorded toward the end of her auto-
biography, form a significant link
with her conversations with Whit-
man, recorded in the early pages.

A great list. We vote ourselves a
prize for this discovery.

Despite the rain that evening last
November, 900 people crowded into
Webster Hall to hear the first “In-
terpretation, Please?” Judging from
the response of the audience and the
letters that came in, the evening was
a highly successful one. By popular
request NM has arranged another
“Interpretation, Please?” evening on
literature and politics for January
23. William Blake will be exchang-
ing quips with Isidor Schneider,
Alvah Bessie, and Albert Maltz.
Other participants will be an-
nounced in the next issue. Sender
Garlin, Daily Worker columnist,
will act as interlocutor. The place is
again Webster Hall, 119 East
Eleventh Street, and tickets are 50
cents each.

Alvah Bessie, who reviewed Ernest
Hemingway's For W hom the Bell
Tolls for NM, and is the author of
Men in Battle, will be one of the
six veterans of the Spanish war to
take part in a symposium on Hem-
ingway’s book on January 11 at 2 pM
at the Workers School, 50 East 13th
St., New York City. Other speakers
are Milton Wolff, major in the Lin-
coln brigade and national commander
of the Lincoln veterans; David Mc-
Kelvy White, machine-gunner in the
Washington battalion and former in-
structor at Brooklyn College; Irving
Goff, lieutenant of guerrilla groups
and executive secretary of the Lin-
coln brigade; John Gates, political
commissar of the 15th International
Brigade. Walter Garland, first lieu-
tenant of the Washington battalion,
will act as chairman. The speakers
will answer questions to be followed
by discussion from the floor. Admis-
sion is 25 cents and part of the pro-
ceeds will be donated to the American
Rescue Ship Mission.

A reader who signs himself (or is

it herself?) “A New Friend” writes
us the following note: “I don’t know
who it is but someone sent me a sub-
scription to NM for Christmas. Last
week I received the issue containing
your story Design for Empire. It
struck me that if that story with
the quotations from Virgil Jordan’s
speech got into the hands of 500,000
Anmericans the administration’s moves
towards direct intervention would be
considerably impeded. After reading
the liberal weeklies for the last few
years your paper comes as an invigo-
rating tonic. More power to you.”

Flashbacks

JANUARY 1 is a very special day
in Negro history. That day in
1808 the importation of Negro slaves
to the United States became illegal.
In 1831 on January 1 the first issue
of the Liberator, Abolitionist paper
edited by William Lloyd Garrison,
appeared in Boston. And on January
1, 1863, Lincoln made permanent
Emancipation Proclamation freeing
Negro slaves, which had first been
announced September 22, 1862. . . .
As the great English People’s Con-
vention meets in early January, it is
interesting to note that the first

English Parliament organized in op-
position to the unlimited power of
the King met January 3, 1265. . . .
And while the English people look
with dread at the sky and with anger
at the government which continues
the present war for empire, another
anniversary falls due: on January 7,
1785, the English Channel was
crossed for the first time by air. Two ~
men made the peaceful trip in a
balloon for the greater glory of
science.

Who's Who

paM LAPIN is NM’s Washmgton

correspondent. . . . Simon W.
Gerson recently returned from a tour
of the Midwest which he reported for
NM. ... Ricardo Setaro is an Argen-
tine journalist. . . . Jacques Roumain
is an internationally known Haitian
writer. . . . Russell R. Stone is
an instructor of history in a Mid-
western college. . . . Lou Cooper is a
young musician and composer. . . .
Harold Ward has contributed many
articles on science to NM and other
magazines. . . . Stephen Peabody’s
reviews have frequently appeared in
NM. ... Marian J. Gross is a gradu-
ate student specializing in science.
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Guns Behind the *““Peace” Talk

Why the Aid to Britain crowd squabbles with the “America First” committee. Tactical differ-
ences between the appeasers and the interventionists. An editorial.

EACE, which for so long was an off-
Pcolor word, is once again becoming re-

spectable. During the past couple of
weeks it has begun to enjoy a certain popu-
larity in the very politest society. Even Wil-
liam Allen White, who for months has been
leading the crusade for all aid to the British
empire shorter and shorter of war, the other
day publicly declared his love of peace.
Whereupon Col. Charles A. Lindbergh, our
foremost Nazi, and Gen. Robert E. Wood,
chairman of the America First Committee, ten-
derly embraced the sage of Emporia and wel-
comed him-to the high fraternity of peace-
lovers. Of course, none of these amorous
gentlemen is proposing marriage to the lady,
but so loud are they in protesting the depth
and fervor of their passion that the real na-
ture of the relationship they are offering may
be obscured. It is well to examine this ques-
tion in some detail. Of peace, as of heaven
in the Negro spiritual, it can be said that
many of those who are talking about it aren’t
going there.

What lies behind the exchange of compli-
ments among Messrs. White, Wood, and
Lindbergh, and the suggestions for a nego-
tiated peace by Senators Wheeler, Vanden-
berg, and Tydings?

When France collapsed in June, the Amer-
ican capitalist class and the Roosevelt adminis-
tration, which, like their counterparts in
Britain and France, had completely miscalcu-
lated the development of the war, found it
necessary to take stock, particularly in view
of the approaching elections. Non-interven-
tionist sentiment grew in the ranks of big busi-
ness; the America First Committee emerged
as a counter-weight to the William Allen
White Committee to Defend America by
Aiding the Allies; the Scripps-Howard press,
which had previously been interventionist,
switched sides. Panicky capitalists, politicians,
and newspaper commentators believed that
Britain was about to fall like an overripe fruit
into the Nazi lap. When these fears soon
proved groundless, the dominant trend to-
ward greater involvement on the British side
reasserted itself and the destroyers-bases deal
was consummated in September. In the suc-
ceeding months the British, with the help of
their American allies, continued to withstand
the German attack and forced a postpone-
ment of the Nazi plans for the invasion of
~ the financial-industrial center of the empire.
And in the eastern Mediterranean British im-
perialism, by way of Greece, has in recent

weeks been able to pass from the defensive
to the offensive against the weak Italian end
of the Axis. Germany meanwhile, after occu-
pying Rumania, has been blocked from fur-
ther advance in the Balkans by Soviet diplo-
matic action and the increased resistance of
Bulgaria, T'urkey, and Yugoslavia. Thus there
has been created a certain temporary equi-
librium in the war, Once more the American
ruling class is faced with the question: what
next? With the new Congress about to meet,
the struggle among the various groups and
tendencies to determine the answer to this
question sharpens.

American imperialism is pursuing in this
war virtually the same policy as in the last;
it seeks to profit from the conflict, to prolong
it in order to strengthen its position at the
expense of both Germany and England, and
to postpone its own direct military participa-
tion until the moment when its entry can
decisively affect the outcome. But in this war
there is a new factor of towering significance;
underneath the open war between the Ger-
man-Italian and Anglo-American blocs there
is the hidden war against the Soviet Union,
against the forces of democracy and socialism
everywhere, This hidden war broke into the
open in the Soviet-Finnish conflict, and it
underlies all imperialist aims and strategic
considerations. American finance capital seeks
through this war to become not only the mas-
ter of world capitalism, but its savior, the
force that will try to settle accounts with
socialism. But its problems have been compli-
cated by the fact that Anglo-French impe-
rialism has proved relatively weaker in a mili-
tary sense and German imperialism relatively
stronger than in 1914-18; this has necessi-
tated larger commitments and a more rapid
rate of involvement than the American ruling
class had anticipated.

Those secondary capitalist groups, which
have all along favored a more cautious policy
and a greater readiness to come to terms with
German imperialism, are now taking advan-
tage of the temporary equilibrium created in
the European war and the political interlude
in our own country to press for their pro-
posals. Hence the increased activity of the
America First Committee and the No For-
eign War Committee, and the appeals for a
negotiated peace made by various senators.
On the other hand, the dominant interven-
tionist forces, faced with continued popular
opposition to war and the prospect of a long,
exhausting struggle in Europe, whose social

consequences no one can foresee, are also tak-
ing time out to reappraise the situation. They
must choose between a negotiated peace, which
will leave Germany master of central and
western Europe, and a prolonged war which
may prove fatal to capitalism—a dilemma
which has already produced sharp divergences
of opinion within the interventionist camp,
as is indicated in the controversy over William
Allen White’s recent statement in which he
sought to compete in “peace” demagogy, with
the non-interventionist appeasers. ‘

In addition to developments in the Euro-
pean war and the stubborn devotion of the
American people to peace, two other problems
are giving our big business interventionists
pause: the lagging of the arms program, and
the sharpened conflict with Japan. All sections
of big business are agreed on attempting to
solve the first of these problems at the ex-
pense of labor and the people as a whole; the
Roosevelt administration, while it must deal
with the opposition of labor, particularly the
CIO, is disposed to meet the tycoons of fi-
nance and industry more than half way. The
Far Eastern problem has created a division
within big business similar to that which
exists in regard to the European war. Both
groups agree on appeasing Japan through the
profitable sale of war materials, while deny-
ing a commensurate assistance to China. The
interventionists, however, lean toward the
policy of using China to bog down the Japa-
nese war machine until such time as they can
compel the Japanese rulers to accept a junior
partnership with the United States in the
joint exploitation of the Far East; the non-
interventionists lean toward immediate full
collaboration with Japan even if it means
relinquishing certain American imperialist
positions in the Pacific. The equivocal policy
which the Roosevelt administration pursues
toward the Japanese-Chinese conflict and to-
ward the question of an understanding with
the USSR shows that for the sake of its larger

Jimperialist aims in Europe, it is prepared

eventually to come to terms with Japan; what
is chiefly at issue is the price.

This clinging to appeasement in the Far East
emphasizes the fact that the differences within
the capitalist class are not differences of prin-
ciple, but of tactics. Appeasement and war
are not opposites, but are, in fact, comple-
mentary. Chamberlain, the appeaser, overnight
became Chamberlain, the war leader. So in
our own country these two alternative lines
of finance-capital find expression in the Roose- -
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velt administration ; in respect to the European
war, however, the main trend. at this time is
toward prolonging the conflict and increasing
American participation.

The tactical differences among the corpo-
rate overlords are largely a reflection of a
conflict of economic interests among various
sections of the capitalist class; other factors
also operate and may in individual cases prove
decisive, but at bottom, though the intellec-
tual camp followers of both groups prefer to
discover loftier motives, it is divergent eco-
nomic interests that determine the cleavage
between big business interventionists and non-
interventionists. On the whole, it is the pri-
mary Wall Street monopolists, those most
closely connected with war production and
possessing the most extensive ties with Europe
in the way of investment and trade, that are
behind the William Allen White Committee.
The America First and No Foreign War
Committees represent for the most part sec-
ondary capitalist groupings which are less
closely associated with war production and
have certain conflicts with Wall Streets; they
are concentrated to a large extent in the
Midwest and Northwest. The House of Mor-
gan and its satellites are heavily represented
on the William Allen White Committee.
‘Among the committee’s leading members are
two Morgan partners, Thomas W. Lamont
and Henry P. Davison, the former being also
a member of its advisory policy committee.
J. P. Morgan himself has contributed finan-
cially. Other supporters of the committee
include John W. Davis, Morgan lawyer;
Gerard Swope, former head of the Morgan-
controlled General Electric; Lewis W.
Douglas, president of the Mutual Life In-
surance Co., which is within the Morgan
sphere of influence; Henry R. Luce, publisher
of Life, Fortune, and Time, the latter of
which was financed by a Morgan partner.

THE OTHER TORIES

Behind the America First Committee, with
which Colonel Lindbergh is associated, is a
different set of economic royalists. Its chair-
man, Gen. Robert E. Wood, is head of the
Sears, Roebuck Co., Chicago mail order house
which is in sharp competition with Morgan’s
Montgomery Ward. Among other leading
members and financial supporters are Henry
Ford, an independent finance-capitalist whose
chief competitor is du Pont-Morgan’s Gen-
eral Motors; Edward L. Ryerson, Jr., vice
president of the Inland Steel Co., a member
of the “independent” Little Steel group which
competes with the Morgan-dominated US
Steel and with Bethlehem Steel, in which
Morgan interests are also entrenched; E. T.
Weir, head of another member of the Little
Steel group, the National Steel Corp.; Col.
Robert McCormick, publisher of the Chicago
Tribune; Jay Hormel, president of the meat
packing firm of George A. Hormel & Co.;
and Robert Douglas Stuart, Jr., son of the
head of the Quaker Oats Co.

There are out-and-out Nazi sympathizers
such as Ford and Lindbergh in the America

First—No. Foreign War group, but the ma-
jority, like the controlling forces in the
William Allen White Committee, want to
Nazify the country via the aid-to-Britain
route, In fact, though they profess to be
dedicated to keeping the country out of war,
the America First patriots are not at all
averse to the profitable war trade with Brit-
ain which is systematically undermining
America’s peace. This was explicitly stated
by General Wood in a speech on October 4
before the Chicago Council on Foreign Rela-
tions; and even Henry Ford recently spoke
up for loans to Britain. That speech of Wood’s
sheds light on the “peace” pretensions of the
reactionary non-interventionists:

Americans like myself feel that our true mission
is in North America and South America. We stand
today in an unrivalled position. With our resources
and organizing ability we can develop, with our
Canadian friends, an only partially developed con-
tinent like North America and a virgin continent
like South America. The reorganization and proper
development of Mexico alone would afford an out-
let for our capital and energies for some time to
come. And while I think we should try in every
way to maintain the friendship of our neighbors
to. the South, I think we should also make it clearly
understood that no government in Mexico, Central
America, and the Caribbean South American coun-
tries will be tolerated unless it is friendly to the
United States, and that, if necessary, we are pre-
pared to use force to attain that object.

This statement becomes all the more sig-
nificant when it is remembered that in regard
to Latin-American policy there are practically
no differences between the big business inter-
ventionists and non-interventionists. Thus
America’s men of wealth dream of empire be-
hind the Janus mask of democracy and peace.

What about the question of a negotiated
peace in Europe? This has become the watch-
word of the reactionary non-interventionists.
And it is being echoed by the “Socialist,”
Norman Thomas. In his column in the Social-
ist Call of December 14, Thomas welcomed
the aid of former Ambassador Joseph P.
Kennedy “in keeping America out of war”;
he warned that unless a negotiated peace
came soon, a British victory “might leave an
exhausted Europe prey to bloody chaos or to
Stalin.” Thus the two wings of Social De-
mocracy reproduce the divisions within the
capitalist class, the right-wing Social-Demo-
cratic Federation and the trade union bu-
reacracy aligning themselves with the inter-
ventionists, and the Socialist Party, for the
most part, with the appeasers. A peace nego-
tiated by the imperialist powers is an impe-
rialist peace, a continuation of war by other
means. For the common people of all countries
it would be as barren of real peace, as fraught
with horror and peril as the negotiated peace
of Versailles. On this question, too, the differ-
ences between interventionists and non-inter-
ventionists are purely tactical. /The interven-
tionists oppose a negotiated peace now only be-
cause Germany’s position is so strong that such
a peace would mean a German-British agree-
ment directed at American imperialism.

On the other hand, the masters of America

do not at all desire a smashing military defeat
of Nazi Germany. In fact, both the American
and British ruling classes fear the revolution-
ary possibilities of such a defeat; they have
not forgotten Russia’s 1917 or Germany’s
1918. We find Raymond Clapper, Scripps-
Howard writer who supports the Roosevelt
administration’s pro-war policy, writing (New
York World-Telegram, December 28):
“Once England has shown that Hitler’s most
carefully prepared attack cannot conquer the
island, then and then only will England be
able to talk terms with Hitler as an equal.”
Not a word here about the military defeat of
Germany. And Walter Lippmann, Thomas
W. Lamont’s gift to the Herald Tribune,
writes in the December 28 issue of that news-
paper that while Hitler personally must be
eliminated, “the eventual German negotiators
must represent some kind of lawful authority
in Germany, be it only the army.”

“PEACE” WITH ITALY

It is interesting to note, moreover, that
while American and British imperialism op-
pose a negotiated peace with Germany at this
time, they are making frantic efforts to se-
cure a negotiated peace with Italian fascism.
This is the meaning of Churchill’s appeal to
the Italian people, the monarchy, and the
army (see our comment in the editorial sec-
tion of this issue). Anne O’Hare McCormick
reports in the New York Times that a diplo-
matic offensive has been launched by the
American and British governments in Rome,
as well as in Madrid and Vichy. While the
Greeks bleed on the Albanian battlefront,
their British and American masters bear secret
gifts to their fascist foes.

But whatever the motives behind these pro-
posals for a negotiated peace, the people of
the United States and of Europe have need
of a peace dictated not by the imperialists,
but by themselves. This is the kind of peace,
frustrating the predatory aims of both bellig-
erent blocs, that is sought by the People’s Con-
vention, which meets in Manchester, England,
January 12. Such a peace alone represents
true internationalism, the brotherhood of peo-
ples. It can come only through the active,
organized struggle against war in every coun-
try, against every effort of the capitalists and
the government to depress living standards
and curtail democratic rights. Our best help
to the common folk of England and of
Europe is to defeat in our own country both
the proponents of imperialist war and of a
Nazi-dominated imperialist peace. As both
these capitalist groups seek control of the new
Congress, the genuine anti-war forces, repre-
sented by such organizations as the American
Peace Mobilization, the CIO, and other
groups, need to assert the will of the people
to keep America out of war and keep fascism
out of America. This is the best way to de-
fend our country, to make America first in
the worldwide battle of the men and women
in the factories and offices and on the farms
for a new life of peace, security, and freedom.
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The Pressure Boys Work Overtime

How the big business lobbies will try to steamroller the new Congress. The dollar-a-year men
bore from within. The people’s representatives fight back.

W ashington.

OLITICAL labels won’t be much help in
Ptrying to figure out the course of the

incoming Seventy-seventh Congress. The
programs of the two major parties have all
but coalesced on the larger issues of foreign
policy and “national defense.” Nor will the
old scrambled line-up of Republicans and tory
Democrats versus New Dealers serve as a
guide. Take conscription, for example, an
issue on which New Dealers joined many of
their erstwhile enemies against a congressional
line-up which appeared equally confusing on
the surface. All the old signposts of legisla-
tive conflict are disappearing, and new ones
are taking their place.

The cooing of the doves of national unity
will by no means be the only sounds heard
in the halls of Congress. The session about to
begin will resemble nothing so much as a
great tug of war with deep-rooted economic
and social groupings contending for the votes
of representatives and senators. A very direct
and important pull will be exerted by the
Woashington lobbies of big business now grown
immensely in importance. Tugging on the
other side will be the as yet largely unorgan-
ized forces of the people. In some respects the
contest may appear uneven. But congressmen
still scan the mail from back home and think
of the always impending elections. In some
states their decisions will be determined by
the strength of organized labor, in others by
the anti-war sentiment of the farmers. To
fight back against the lobby of big business
will be difficult, but not impossible.

THE HOUSING LOBBY

Woashington business lobbies are, of course,
nothing new. They have enjoyed considerable
power for generations. But not since the
Harding administration have they been as
influential as they are today. And it is ques-
tionable whether there has ever before been
a comparable integration between government
and business, even in the brief heyday of the
Blue Eagle. William S. Knudsen is a con-
spicuous symbol of corporate enterprise at the
- helm of government.

Consider the housing situation for an ex-
ample of an effective lobby working from the
inside. Private realty and building interests
have long been out to ruin the very modest,
public low-rent housing program started by
the administration a few years back. They
have lobbied on Capitol Hill for some time,
and have managed to obtain the sympathetic
and active support of a number of congress-
men. But they have delivered their most tell-
ing blows at the United States Housing Ad-
ministration by taking over control of the
Defense Housing Division of the Defense
Commission. Head of this division is Charles
F. Palmer, a prominent Georgia real estate

man. His chief consultant is Morton Bodfish,
executive vice president of the United States
Saving and Loan League, one of the impor-
tant realty outfits engaged in lobbying against
USHA.

Palmer demanded, to start with, that all
defense housing be handled by the Public
Building Administration rather than by the
USHA. When $290,000,000 was appropriated
for defense housing, Palmer insisted that it
be spent as sparingly as possible. He made it
the primary criterion of his division that there
be no interference with the prerogatives of
private building interests. He said at a meet-
ing of the United States Chamber of Com-
merce that he wished to “assure private devel-
opers that government housing will not
encroach upon their fields, at least until they
have had a chance to perform. Further we
must assure them that the government hous-
ing agencies have agreed in advance to dis-
pose of government defense housing at the
end of the emergency in such a way as not to
destroy private investment in higher-rental
permanent residential property.” Palmer has
emphasized that defense housing must be kept
as temporary as possible. He endorsed a proj-
ect for using a Hudson River night boat as
a dormitory in the Navy Yard at Portsmouth,
N. H., as “an example of portable housing
to be removed after an emergency.”

The great American slum has obviously
been included among those patriotic institu-
tions which are essential for national defense.
The frequent refusal of Palmer and his aides
to permit any kind of public housing has
meant skyrocketing rents, overcrowding, and
an acute danger of epidemics in Hartford,
Quincy, Columbus, and other booming cen-
ters of arms production. And the low-quality
temporary type of housing which Palmer has
approved in absolute emergencies will become
the slums of the future. Labor groups anxious
to make one last effort to save USHA before
all its funds are completely exhausted will
have to contend with the powerful lobby of
the real estate interests entrenched in the
Defense Commission.

THE ASSOCIATED GENERAL CONTRACTORS

Or take the case of H. B. Zachary if you
want to see the lobbyist in action as prophet
and social planner. Mr. Zachary is the head
of that influential Washington lobby, the
Associated General Contractors of America
Inc. It was he who urged the House Appropri-
ations Committee to prohibit WPA from han-
dling construction work and to let private
contractors do the job through PWA. Zach-
ary faced the problem of what to do with the
displaced WPA workers with courage and
foresight. “I would put them in the army,
and those that did not want to go into the

army could be put on the dole,” he said. “I
would teach them discipline, so that they
would be of service to this country.”

Zachary was not without honor as a
prophet a year and two years ago. It was the
Associated General Contractors who pio-
neered for the restrictions on WPA construc-
tion work which were incorporated in both
the 1939 and 1940 WPA bills. Last year no
less a statesman than Rep. Clifton Woodrum
of Virginia introduced a bill which met the
specifications of the contractors’ full program
for the destruction of WPA. The one thing
Zachary apparently did not foresee was the
extent to which the administration would
plagiarize his ideas. For Messrs. Zachary and
Roosevelt see eye to eye on the morale-building
potentialities of the army and the need for
cutting WPA to the bone in the interests of
“national defense.” So WPA is slated for
another reduction in the new budget which
will be made public within the next few days.
And unless the President makes good his im-
plied promise of last April and asks for a
$500,000,000 deficiency appropriation, dras-
tic slashes in WPA rolls will have to begin
on March 1, four months before the 1942
fiscal year starts. Some of the first congres-
sional fireworks of the session will probably
materialize when the CIO, the Workers Alli-
ance, and other groups insist that the adminis-
tration come through and ask for a much
needed deficiency grant.

There is also, of course, the dime-an-hour
lobby of the Associated Farmers and the big
canning interests still busy trying to get the
Wage-Hour Act either repealed or emascu-
lated. Some of the major demands of this
lobby have been granted by the broad-minded
Col. Philip Fleming, who, as administrator
of the Act, has seen the point of view of the
underpaid sweatshop workers in his speeches
and the point of view of the unhappy manu-
facturers in his rulings. But the demand for
amendments or suspension during the “emer-
gency”’ of the Wage-Hour Act will continue.
And with the kind assistance of Rep. Howard
Smith of Virginia and Sen. Robert Taft of
Ohio, the National Association of Manufac-
turers and the Chamber of Commerce will
resume their efforts to make the Wagner act
a dead letter.

BRASS HATS

But the most effective job for the anti-labor
lobby is being done by the ‘“dollar-a-year”
men in the Defense Commission, and by the
brass hats in the War and Navy Departments.
Bill Knudsen has already begun to attack the
unpatriotic five-day week. Admiral Roy Speer
of the Navy Department’s Bureau of Supplies
has made it plain that he considers the Walsh-
Healey act a sinister fifth-column measure.
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The danger of anti-strike legislation at these
sessions will be immeasurably increased by
pressure from the Defense Commission. Many
of the ‘“dollar-a-year” men on the Commission
agree with Representative Smith that a picket
line is equivalent to treason. Anti-labor bills
at the Seventy-seventh Congress will come
wrapped up in an American flag, and stamped
with an official seal. The War Department’s
anti-sabotage bill which passed a few weeks
ago is broad enough to hit at trade unions,
and it may well become a model for more
drastic measures.

Business men in Washington who want
to get results lean increasingly on the “dollar-
a-year” men. When John Pew, head of the
Sun Shipbuilding Yards and uncle of the well
known Republican politico, Joe Pew, wanted
a Labor Board case quashed, he went directly
to James V. Forrestal of the banking firm
of Dillon, Read & Co., who is Undersecretary
of the Navy. Forrestal came through with
only a week’s delay in the Labor Board hear-

ings, but he may do better later on. The
Standard Oil men on the Defense Commission
took care of holding up and later toning down
the anti-trust suits against all the big oil com-
panies.

The two major foreign policy lobbies both
have substantial business backing. Ford is not
the only big industrialist who supports the
appeasement trend represented by the America
First and the No Foreign War Committees.
The warm reception for isolationist and
“peace” speeches at the recent National Asso-
ciation of Manufacturers’ Convention indicates
that the hardy specter of a Communist Europe
is again disturbing the nation’s industrialists.
Despite its differences with the administra-
tion, the isolationist lobby agrees with the
President and the rival aid-Britain lobby in
supporting increased armaments for the
United States and an aggressive American
imperialism. The Morgan-financed William
Allen White Committee performs an im-
portant semi-official function as an auxiliary

“Psst! That's Mrs. Glotz, our landlady.”

Mandell

to the administration. Clark Eichelberger,
the committee’s director, can frequently be
seen darting in and out of doors in the
State Department and in the Senate and
House office buildings. But Eichelberger can
hardly compare as a war lobbyist with Mr.
Roosevelt. The President and his administra-
tive officers play the decisive role in pressur-
ing Congress along the step-by-step road to
war.

GOVERNMENT COORDINATION

Lobbies in Washington are so important
now not because they exercise an independent
or self-sufficient role, but on the contrary
because they are so well coordinated with
government. It is not always easy to know
where lobbying ends and government begins.
Marx’s definition of the state as the execu-
tive committee of the ruling class is a literally
accurate description of what has been happen-
ing in the capital. Under the aegis of the
“dollar-a-year” men, ‘‘national unity” of a
sort is becoming a reality. Even prior to
the formal entry of the nation into .war, a
coalition war government with the direct
participation of business is taking shape.

Stopping the “national unity” steamroller
at this session of Congress will be a tough
job, of course. Bills limiting the right to.
strike, attempting to outlaw the Communist
Party and other progressive groups, appro-
priating more billions for arms, cutting WPA
and other social agencies in the government
will be introduced. The most hopeful part of
the picture is that the people don’t want
to get into this war, and Congress knows
it. This was what suddenly made the con-
scription issue such a hot potato. Fear of
retaliation from the voters will keep Congress
a little wary, but it obviously won’t be enough
as the devious Wilson drama of 1917 repeats
itself in a different setting with different
actors. :

Organization of the people back home to
turn the heat on their congressmen is what
will really count. This was done to a limited
extent on some issues at the last session.
Labor’s Non-Partisan League did a pretty
good job of bringing delegations of trade
unions to Washington to urge Congress to
defeat the various amendments to the Wag-
ner act. Despite an almost unbelievably air-
tight press boycott, the American Peace Mobi-
lization managed to worry Congress plenty
with its anti-conscription lobby early last
September. APM is now planning a mid-
January legislative conference in Washington,
and the National Maritime Union together
with other labor groups is planning to stage
a large peace parade in the capital. Activities
of this sort, letters, telegrams, mass meetings,
delegations to Washington, are enormously
important at the present time, more important
than most people realize. They represent the
beginning of the great people’s lobby, and
ultimately of the people’s peace party, which
must be organized quickly to counteract the
business lobbies and the war profiteers if
Washington is not soon to become a war
capital. Apam LapiN.



NM Janvary 7, 1941

A Billion Dollars in Mexico

That’s Wall Street’s “stake” in our neighboring country. How it works to undermine the labor
movement. Joseph North’s concluding article.

Mexico City.

T THE stroke of noon every streetcar in
A the capital stopped dead. The motor-
man and conductor climbed down, the
motorman with his steering crank in his hand,
the passengers after him. “Huelga?” one of
them asked. “Strike?”” The motorman nodded.
Up the main avenue festooned with a network
of electric light bulbs in the Mexican national
colors, sped the big limousines bearing the
high-hatted delegations to the inaugural cere-
monies on the Zocalo. Vice President Wallace
must have seen the dead cars when he finished
his little speech in Cortez’ palace. The demon-
stration of empty trolley cars sprawling on
the corners all through the city was in a real
sense a protest against the foreign moneymen
who had swarmed into town. The traction
employes had special reason for their action.
A long year ago they had been awarded an
increase in pay but the companies stalled.
Meetings of representatives of “capital and
labor” continued interminably, stenographers
took endless notes, but the same wage scale
obtained. So the workingmen decided upon a
two-hour-a-day stoppage during the festivities
to underscore the injustice they suffered. They
belonged to the CTM—the Confederation of
Mexican Trade Unions—had nothing in com-
mon with the Almazanistas who rioted before
the American Embassy. I know the high-
hatted diplomats pondered nervously over the
demonstration, and I wondered what went
through David Dubinsky’s mind when he ran
across this stoppage. Mr. Dubinsky, you will
recall, was part of the Wallace entourage.
I know, too, what answer he would have
gotten if he had stopped to ask any man on
the street. The answer is one that Mr.
Dubinsky himself may have made long years
ago: imperialist exploitation. But it’s hard to

say that when you wear a high silk hat.
The episode of the trolley cars was one
typical of thousands. All the propaganda of
the good to be derived by the importation of
foreign capital “to increase the productive
capacities of the nation” left the man in the
street cold. The city transport lines belong
to American, British and Belgian capitalists
(the latter now undoubtedly Nazi-con-
trolled). For a year now the monopoly has
subverted the decision of an arbitration board,
refusing to pay a few centavos more an hour.
This monopoly hires many men. The major
electric power enterprise is the Mexican
Light & Power Co. which exploits an area
close to 3,000 square miles about the principal
city of the land. This company is promoted
by Canadian, British, and Belgian capital. The
second largest is the Mexican Electric Com-
panies, a subsidiary of the Morgan-controlled
Electric Bond & Share. I ran into the tender
operations of the latter corporation in Man-
zanilla, Cuba, half a year ago, where it

operates the water supply and charges rates
so high that the majority of the townsfolk
must beg and steal water. And here in Mexico
City I encountered the handiwork of Ameri-
can imperialism intertwined with other ex-
ploiters—and again, the same old story. The
native battling for his meager rights, and the
monopolists fighting tooth and nail to keep
him to a substandard scale of life.

As it is in the case of the trolley workers
here, so it is in the majority of all Mexican
industry, largely controlled by foreign capital.
This was felt keenly by all honest men to
whom I spoke: Mexican labor leaders, news-
papermen, staff writers on El Popular, the
daily paper of the CTM. I learned at first
hand how the pressure of foreign imperialisms
bears heavier upon the Mexican working-class
movement than is commonly recognized by
progressives in the United States. “Ours is a
semi-colonial land from which international
capital seeks fantastic profits,” a labor leader
told me. (For reasons of his own he asked
me to withhold his name.) He speaks good
English and has read widely in American
economic journals. He pulled a file of papers
and magazines from his desk, waved them at
me. Among them were the March 1940 edi-
tion of the Annals of the American Academy
of Political and Social Science devoted to
Mexico. Also on hand were copies of the
special Mexican edition of the Journal of
Commerce, of Aug. 27, 1940; a reprint of
Hartley W. Barclay’s rabid article from the
October 1938 issue of Mill and Factory, pub-
lished in New York.

This labor leader described a long-term
plot against the organized working people of
his country, He made many things clear to
me. “Our troubles,” he said, “begin about
2,000 miles away from here. A street in your
Manhattan called Wall.” He said the plot
against Mexico, and particularly against the
labor movement, “is not an overnight propo-
sition. Look through these journals from your
own country and you will see.”” He felt that
ever since the people of his country went into
the offensive, approximately at the time of
Cardenas’ induction into office in 1934, “The
big companies have been biding their time,
scheming, battling secretly, waiting for the
best moment to counter-attack. They are
counter-attacking violently now.”

He told me these imperialists fear the labor
movement ‘‘more than the devil himself. They
see in our Labor Code the essence of their
misfortune, Though the foreign boss and our
native capitalist may hate each other with
that consuming hatred that grows out of
greed,” he said in his fine Latin way, “they
have common ground in fighting labor.”

Then he sat down to prove his point: “Look
at this,” he said, quoting from Hartley W.

Barclay’s article from Mill and Factory:

The Mexican Expropriation Law hangs over the
head of every businessman in Mexico like the sword
of Damocles. It is a constant threat to every classifi-
cation of business and may be put into effect in any
case at any time to force companies to negotiate
with CTM unions for new contracts. . . . It may
not be long before similar laws are in effect in the
majority of nations in the Western Hemisphere.

He looked up at me. “You see why they
have this full dress offensive against us now
at this inauguration? They fear that what
the Mexican has done may be duplicated ‘in
the majority of the nations in the Western
Hemisphere.” And it might,” he said.

Then he quoted from the 4nnals article by
Edgar Turlington:

The restrictions on the acquisition of lands and
on concessions are less hampering to foreign enter-
prise in Mexico than is the Labor code as it is now
administered.

He wasn’t through proving his point. He
then took a copy of the Journal of Commerce,
the Aug. 27, 1940, edition:

In order to attract foreign capital, however, it is
axiomatic that Mexico must modify the economic
and social policies pursued during the past six
years. She must modify her economic policies so as
to cease discouraging foreigners from investing
their funds within the country. This will require a
modification of the labor legislation. . . .

He looked at me. “Do you want more
proof? I can get it for you.” I assured him I
had seen enough. But he was too full of his
grief, and he opened the copy of the March
1940 Annals to Turlington’s article again.
“Here,” he said, “are the figures of foreign
holdings in Mexico as of 1935. See for your-
self. Outside of oil they haven’t changed ma-
terially.,” I read:

Foreign

Industry Investment
Manufacturing .....cocoviuiiiiiann $ 48,400,000
Distribution ........covveviiiiiiin.n 87,000,000
Agriculture ......... ..o, 178,900,000
Mining and Smelting............... 396,300,000
Oil (Before the expropriation in 1938) 381,500,000
Railroads ...........c.c0vviiinann, 196,400,000
Public Utilities ..................... 226,000,000
Miscellaneous ...............c..0.tn 25,200,000

$1,539,700,000

My friend grew angrier as we scanned the
statistics. “This is the bulk of Mexican in-
dustrial investment. In foreign capital’s hands.
And according to the same sources, two-thirds
of all foreign investments here are American.
And what worries them about us? What agi-
tates them about the Mexican workingman?
Here, look here.” He returned to the special
edition of the Journal of Commerce and read
scornfully :
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Demands for vacations with pay, medical services
for workers and their families, pensions and retire-
ment allowances, hospitalization and other conces-
sions have mounted constantly. Employers have
faced the dreary prospect of new sweeping demands
and protracted negotiations every two years or
sooner, when a pretext can be found, when a col-
lective agreement expires.

“Dreary prospect!” he repeated. “The
dreary prospect of permitting the Mexican
worker to live like a man. There you have it.
Dreary prospect . . . dreary prospect.” It was
hard not to become infected by my friend’s
mood. He wasn’t through with his primary
lesson in Mexican economics. He grasped the
Annals again. “Look at this mealy-mouthed
economist here,” he said referring to Mr.
Thurlington’s article. He quoted:

No impartial person reading these provisions [the
Labor Code] could fail to applaud them in prin-
ciple. . . . In practice, the provisions of the Code,
implementing the provisions of the Constitution,
have led to the gravest difficulties. The labor
troubles which ended in the expropriation of the
oil properties were different only in intensity from
the labor troubles experienced by other large enter-
prises in Mexico.

He shook his head. “So long as the Labor
Code remains in the books, in principle, it
meets the approbation of Mr. Turlington.
But when it comes to practice it leads to the
gravest difficulties. There,” he said, “all that
is the basis for this talk about Good Neigh-
borism, about mutual defense, about solidarity.
Thus,” he said, “thus imperialism works.”

He took me to see the Workers Battalions
drilling under the Monument of the Mexican
Revolution. There they were, in their blue
denims, drilling with make-believe rifles. I had
seen them a number of times before with
those broomsticks they handle as guns. They
marched back and forth, drilling ardently.
My friend watched them thoughtfully. “You
know,” he said, “for some reason I’m reminded
of Disraeli, the great British politician. Did
you know the first article he ever published
was an advertising tract to promote a mining
company in Mexico? When it didn’t work
out so well, and the great Disraeli and his
colleagues failed to net the profits they ex-
pected, he blamed it upon the Mexican people
and their government. ‘Unsettled conditions
there,” he wrote. “T'oo many revolutions.” That
was more than a century ago. And today your
great statesmen are saying the same thing.
Right down the street there”—he pointed to
Mexico’s ritziest hotel, the Reforma, where
the Americans were staying, “they’re saying
the same things today.”

The perspectives? They remain more or
less as I described them six months ago—
except that the conditions have become
tougher, the pressure of American imperialism
more relentless. As the Communist Party of
Mexico pointed out as far back as last March,
the only program to prevent national betrayal
was to strengthen the combination of all popu-
lar, anti-fascist, anti-imperialist forces. This
means the transformation of the Party of the
Mexican Revolution into a genuine anti-

imperialist Popular Front which would give
fullest expression to the peasants, the trade
unions, the urban middle classes. The central
role must, of course, be played by the labor
movement. It must strike out independently,
not wait for leadership by the liberal bour-
geoisie. Large sections of the latter have al-
ready exposed their mettle under fire: they
have made serious concessions to the demands
of Yankee imperialism. An independent po-
sition requires an aggressive policy to improve
the living standards of the common folk. It
must lead to the re-establishment of the agra-
rian reform which slowed down dangerously
in Cardenas’ last two years. The masses of
Mexico strain to go on the offensive to retain
the gains of their agrarian revolution for
which hundreds of thousands have died. They
wish to protect their national sovereignty.
And only labor can lead the resurgence.

To date the leadership of the CTM, under
Lombardo Toledano, has not exhibited the
necessary initiative to halt the inroads of re-
action, aggravated by the pressure of various
imperialisms, chiefly that of Wall Street. But
welling up from below is the popular demand
to get going, to safeguard the improvements
won the past decade. I felt that in my 1,500-
mile trip through the country. This uneasi-
ness is manifested by growing sections of the
trade union movement. A token of this ap-
peared last week when the first national
union of Hotel and Restaurant Workers was
established, and Toledano spoke. He de-
clared that the onward march of the Revo-
lution depended upon the unity of the prole-
tariat. He excoriated their enemies, particu-
larly the so-called National Anti-Communist
Workers’ Bloc. “We know,” he said, “what
is behind this so-called anti-Communist strug-
gle. The CTM is not Communist and has
never been so. It is an independent trade
union organization but a revolutionary one.
And it has never been anti-Communist and
can never be so because it includes in its ranks
Communists as well as anarcho-syndicalists
and people of various political beliefs, but all
united in the common idea of the class strug-
gle.” He pointed out that reaction moves
first against the Communists, and “second
against the revolutionary labor movement,
whatever its color, to convert the workers’
movement into a herd of castrates at the ser-
vice of professional politicos to deprive it of
its independence in the class struggle.”

These words correspond to the beliefs of
the people, to their deepest instincts for unity.
Unfortunately, Toledano did not tell quite
the whole story. The plotting of Yankee im-
perialism does not appear in his recital. This
is crucial. Unless Mexican labor leaders ar-
rive at the realization that Wall Street re-
mains their principal peril, that imperialismo
Yanqui menaces the national gains of the 1910
Revolution, they will not be tackling their
main problem. Millions agree with the Com-
munists who have been the most clear-sighted
and articulate on this score. The gentlemen
who dream of hemispheric conquest know it.
I saw this at first hand when I attended the
Havana conference six months ago. One of

the measures adopted was the plan to estab-
lish a coordinated police force for the entire
continent. J. Edgar Hoover recently invited
the police chiefs of every Latin-American na-
tion to come to America to study his technique.
Under pretext of “ousting the Reds” they
plot to intervene against every progressive
movement down the continent. It is a stale,
threadbare plot, one that every canny progres-
sive in the United States understands.

As an American citizen I am deeply ag-
grieved at our administratiors conspiracy
against our neighbors. I have visited our Latin-
American brothers and have seen the vast odds
against which they battle so well. In Mexico
they fight in a politico-economic Walpurgis
night in which every twentieth century hob-
goblin figures: feudalism, capitalism, imperial-
ism. They are contesting man-made evils and
nature’s: illiteracy and the drought, disease
and the desert. They have made great ad-
vances but now our moneyed men seek to
obliterate these advances, to flatten Mexican
sovereignty under the Wall Street jugger-
naut.

I see, too, that American imperialism has
nothing to offer. It casts out the bait of loans,
of capital, but that will never benefit the
Mexican. My acquaintance, the Leon shoe
manufacturer whom I described in a previous
article, suspected that. “We need capital,”
he said, “but how do I know that if we in-
vite American money down here Thom McAn
and Florsheim won’t put me out of business.”
There are thousands more small industrialists
like him, thinking the same way. I saw them,
bankrupt, in the defunct shoe manufacturing
center of Manzanilla, Cuba—a dead city,
killed by the weighted provisions of the false-
ly-named Reciprocity Act. Cuba, in general,
is an example of American financial penetra-
tion: Cuban business lies prostrate under
Yankee monopoly capitalism, The Mexican is
not unaware of this.

No. American imperialism, any imperialism,
has no good to offer to the nations of Latin
America, to Mexico. The sooner all honest
Mexican leaders realize that, the better for
their national sovereignty. I can see, too, that
all the elements are present in Mexico for a
great national resurgence: a reawakening of
all strata in the populace, despite the most
corrupt, top-business circles like those headed
by Portes Gil, men chained to Wall Street.
National unity based primarily upon an anti-
imperialist basis is the salvation. The quicker
President Camacho’s administration realizes
this, the better. The sooner the labor leaders
of Mexico act upon this realization—and the
proletariat must lead in the organization of
national unity—the better. The masses sense
this. The men I saw marching and counter-
marching under the Monument of the Revo-
lution realize this instinctively. Their fathers
shed too much blood in the past century to
underestimate it. There is a profound reason
why they march and why their brothers out
in the field call their patches of land “El
Futuro” and why their children sing a song
called “The Romance of the Oil Expropria-
tion.” : JosepH NORTH.
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Call It Love

You cannot tear out of your life ten years of living. But it happened to him as it had to others.

A short story by Alvah Bessie.

’ I \HE BAGS were heavy and the late

afternoon sun beat upon the street.

He could feel the sweat running down
his neck, feel the weight of the sun on his
back and shoulders, the heat on his face,
reflected from the pavement. He shifted the
bags, aware that he was tired and uncom-
fortable, that the bags were a burden he
would gladly have tossed aside. It would
have been more pleasant (pleasant!) to have
taken a cab, but there would have been no
address to give the driver.

On Seventh Avenue and 29th he saw a
sign—Furnished Rooms, set the bags down,
wiped his face and neck with his handkerchief,
and rang the bell. He stood at the bottom
of the three steps that led to the door and
looked back into the street, thinking is this
where I will live? Will 1 come out.of this
doorway every morning on the way to work?
Across the avenue a sign said Elite Laundry
- and another Cafeteria.

The door opened and a heavy woman with
dirty eyeglasses said, “Yes?” in the everlast-
ing hypocritical voice of landladies.

“Have you a single room?” he said.

“This way.”

He set the bags inside the door and fol-
lowed her heavy body up the dark stairs,
smelling that smell again (after ten years),
the smell of dust and used air and cheap
cooking from the downstairs apartment. With-
out a word they climbed two flights, the
landlady breathing heavily, a slight odor of
perspiration coming to him behind her on
the stairs.

On the third floor she stepped into a nar-
row hallway, crossed a dark alcove into a
space where two doors faced each other at
a wide angle, and opened one. )

“Now this is a very nice room,” she said,
turning at the door for him to walk in front.
He took a step into the room and his heart
sank, for there it was again: the small nar-
row room with the white enameled bed, the
worn table and the worn chair, the dusty
white curtains opening on an areaway—all
that he had escaped so many years ago, and
so nearly forgotten. The ten years of mar-
riage, in New York, in New Jersey, in Con-
necticut, were as a day, and the personality
of those many rooms he had inhabited so many
years ago, returned to him. In their essentials
they were all alike; in the very fact of their
existence, they were unfit for human habita-
tion: homes for the homeless, four walls for
the lonely, shelter for the poor—sitting in
shirtsleeves in the evening reading the news-
paper, walking up and down over the worn
scrap of carpet, leaning out the window, the
ledge hard on your elbows.

For something to say that would conceal
what he was feeling, he said, “How much?”

“Six dollars,” the landlady said, and he
turned and walked past her out the door,
saying, “It’s awfully small.” He was embar-
rassed by her presence, by the intimation that
perhaps she understood some of what he felt,
that perhaps she thought him strange.

“l have a larger room,” she said,
eight.”

His foot was on the stair; his hand was
on the banister. He was overcome by a curi-
ous sense of helplessness, a frantic desire to
escape from the place, and not enter another
place like it, an urge to go back home and
say to her, “What the hell, Jane; let’s call
the whole thing off,” and she would laugh,
and they would hold each other and laugh
like hell. He sighed with the relief of that
expectation, almost as though he actually be-
lieved it could happen that way.

“No, thanks,” he said.

“Don’t you even want to see it?’ the
landlady said in a querulous voice. It was an
effort for him to turn in his rapid flight down
the stairs and say politely, ““Thank you, no.
I think I know where I'm going to stay.”
And the moment he said it, he knew what an
absurd thing it was to say.

On the street, the bags were heavy in his
hands; there was a blister in one palm and
he smiled, thinking how, during the three
years they had lived in the country, in New
Jersey, in Connecticut, his hands had been
hard, calloused from the ax handle, the saw,
from carrying the stone to build a garden
walk. He knew as he walked that he could
not take a furnished room, and he said to
himself, “Look for a hotel,” even though he
knew it was more than he could afford, that
a time was coming, not so distant now, when
—why now it would be necessary to earn even
more than he was earning, to support the
kid, to support himself, to help till Jane could
find work to do. This is ridiculous, he
thought; this has not happened; in a day or
so I'll go home, shove the bags through the
door and say, Hi there, as though I were
returning from a trip, and she will say, Hi
there, stranger, and they would laugh and
buy a bottle of Irish whiskey and get some
ice cubes out of the Frigidaire, and sit down
and have a good laugh at themselves.

It had happened to others; perhaps it
would even happen again. For you cannot
tear out of your life the roots of ten years’
living, ten years of living in the same rooms,
the same houses, the same beds, thinking the
same thoughts, worrying over the same bills,
sharing the few small triumphs of a meager
life. Ten years had put some gray hairs in
her head ; some wrinkles in his face. And the
kid was five. He walked now, shifting the
bags from hand to hand every three blocks;
he made a point of that—three blocks, no

“for

more, no less. It was a routine; it was some-
thing to do.

There was a hotel down the block, at
Seventh and 19th, with a blue banner hang-
ing on a flagpole from the second floor. Rooms,
it said, With Bath, $1.50 and $2.00. He was
displeased by that banner; the mark of cheap-
ness, sleaziness. A hotel that hung a banner
out—it was a worn, converted apartment
house; red brick with rococo ornamentation
and fire-escapes on the avenue. The lobby was
worn, the desk had an electrical sign that
said Room Clerk, and there was an effeminate
young man behind the desk, wearing a gray
linen coat, his hair slicked down and parte
in the middle. : ‘

“How much is a single room with bath?”
he said, and the clerk said, “I can give you
a very nice room for ten dollars on the -
eleventh floor. For one?”’

He put the bags down and said, “For one.
T'll take a look at it,” and went up in the
elevator with the porter. There was a husky
young woman in a nurse’s uniform in the
elevator; her hair was bright and her cheeks
were rouged.

“Afternoon, Miss Reilly,” said the porter.
“Nice afternoon.”

“Too hot,” Miss Reilly said, and got off
on the ninth.

The elevator creaked and rattled and jarred
from side to side as though it were loose
in its tracks; it was slow. Down the carpeted
hall the porter opened a room and drew a
shade. There were warped French windows

-looking east over the city; there was a yellow

bedspread on the double bed and a battered
dresser with a red velvet throw. The walls
were a faded yellow and cracked; the bath-
room was dark, the equipment old and worn.
He went downstairs and said, “I’ll take it,”
and signed his name, John A. Field.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Field,” the clerk said. “I
quoted that room wrong to you. It’s eleven
dollars, not ten.”

“Well,” he said.

“I’'m new here,” the clerk said. “I’m sorry,
sir,” and suddenly Field was overcome with
exhaustion. He said, “O.K.,” and the porter
took his bags and they were riding up again.

“That fellow’s a fag,” the porter said,
turning from the lever that controlled the
car. “He’s a fag and he makes a lot of trouble
around here.”

Field wondered with faint interest what
the clerk had done or did that made trouble,
but all he said was “Is that so?” and they
stopped short of the eleventh floor. The porter
started the car again, stopped it a good foot
and a half above the landing, then brought
it down.

“That was a good guess,” Field said with
a smile, and the operator gave him a dirty
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look, picked up the bags, and took them to
the room; he opened the windows, patted the
bed, looked in the bathroom, and came out
again and stood there.

“Can you send me up a drink?”’

“We ain’t got a bar,” the porter said, “but
I can git you a bottle.”

“Make it a quart of Bushmill’s Irish,”
he said, and gave the man the money. “And
some ice.”

The door closed and he threw the two bags
on the bed, opened them and stood looking
at them. Then, methodically, he brought out
the things he had packed, trying not to think
what he was doing, feeling all the time that
any moment the phone would ring and she
would say, “What the hell, Jack, come on
home and—"" but how could she know where
he was staying? He laughed, and tugged at
the dresser drawers. They stuck.

He took out the underwear and put it
in the top right-hand drawer; he took the
four books and laid them on the dresser top.
He frowned to see that the shirts were
wrinkled, and shook them, laid them in the
second drawer, took out the toilet articles
and brought them into the bathroom, stowed
them in the cabinet. There was a small hook
in the doorway on which he hung the razor
strop.

In the pocket of the grip there was a snap-
shot of the kid, and he found the four
thumbtacks he’d put in the bag, and tacked
the snapshot on the wall, next to the mirror
in the dresser. He looked at the kid, squat-
ting there in her short dress, grinning at the
camera, the kitten squirming in her hands.
He winked at it and said, “Hi, there,” then
turned on his heel and opened the larger bag,
the Gladstone, took out the two light suits
and shook them out, hung them in the closet.
There was a pair of slippers, and he stood
them side by side under the bed; then he sat
on the bed and took off his shoes, slipped his
feet into the slippers. The armchair was fairly
comfortable; he sat in it and lit a cigarette,
frowned at the ashtray, which was pink, and
made a mental note to buy another.

The elevator man knocked on the door
with a bottle wrapped in paper and a pitcher
of cracked ice. “Thanks,” Field said, tipped
" him, and waited for the man to go before
he poured.

“Frankly,” she had said, “there’s no point
in going on; don’t you think so? Why not
call the whole thing off ?” It was all very
friendly, very amicable.

“I’m satisfied,” he had said. “There’s noth-
ing more I want,” but as he said it, he had
cursed himself for a coward, determined to
speak, then held his tongue.

She had looked at him with her kindest
smile, and it didn’t matter whether she said
anything more or not, because he knew that
she had spoken the truth and was still speak-
ing it. It was a washout; it was a bore; it
was no good to make a pretense of living
in the same old way, the two of them going
opposite directions, meeting politely for din-
ner, politely between the sheets on rare occa-
sions. Call it love or call it habit; he knew

\\"‘:\\\\ N, '\“

“His Lordship Edward Frederick Lindley Wood, Viscount Halifax,
K.G., P.C,G.CFI,GCIE”




12

January 7, 1941 NM

sitting there before her that there was no
way of getting along without her, but the
sense of cowardice still remained. Don’t you
know whether you love the woman? he said
to himself; after ten years, can’t you tell
whether you want a wife or a housekeeper?
There was some relief in the idea of going
away for good, and there was something else
again,

“This is not a moving picture,” he had
said. .

She smiled and lifted her hands, then
shrugged her shoulders.

“Call it anything you like,” she said. “It’s
been dead a long time now; we can’t bring
it back to life again.”

Then he knew that he would have to go,
and in order to go he had to play a trick
on himself. He gripped the arms of the chair
and shouted, “Damn it all, you talk like a
melodramal I'll go/”

He rose and dashed for the bedroom,
dragged out the bags and hastily packed
them, aware that she was standing behind
him in the room, watching him with those
wide, deep eyes, that firm, sad mouth. She
spoke. _

“You don’t have to go right now,” she
said. (It was ten o’clock at night.) “You
might as well stay and think it over. Where
will you go tonight?”

““T'o a hotel,” he said, viciously; then sadly,
““T’Il look for another place after work to-
morrow.”

““Take it easy, brother,” she said, but he
jammed the suitcase shut and flung into his
raincoat and started for the door.

“Have a nice time,” he said, and saw her
turn away. Then he was gone.

The whiskey was moving in his body and
it was growing dark over the city. He had
called from the office that day; his voice
dry and meticulous. He said he would come
over to see the kid regularly, to bring money,
and she had said to come whenever he wanted
to, come for dinner any time you're feeling
low. I'll let you know where I am, he said.

He went to the window and looked down
the eleven stories to the street; the cars had
switched on their lights, and over the city
was the low continuous murmur that may be
heard all day and night if you are listening.
In how many rooms, in how many windows,
behind how many doors? he thought, and
stared back into the darkened room. He moved
into it and around it drunkenly; he stumbled
a couple of times, aware that he was behaving
as though he were actually drunk. Into the
darkened room he said aloud, “Is there any-
thing genuine about you, Mr. Field?” He
lifted the house phone, called her number, and
before she answered, hung it up again. He
could imagine her wondering who it was,
whether it was he, what had possessed him to
hang up. He took another drink.

‘The loneliness in him coiled and congealed ;
the emptiness ached. He picked up the phone
again and said to the clerk, “Connect me
with Miss Reilly.” The receiver wobbled in
his hand, and he put his lips closer to the

mouthpiece, swallowed once or twice, think-
ing. You can’t do it; you never did it in
your life, but you’ve wanted to do it in your
life, but you’ve never done it. Come speak to
me, come talk to me, come be with me.

“Hello,” the voice said pleasantly, and he
swallowed.

“Miss Reilly,” he said, “how are you?”

“I’m fine,” she said.

“That’s good,” he said. “That’s very good.
You don’t know me.”

“What?”

“I said, you don’t know me, but I’'m the
gent in 1107.”

“Oh?” she said.

“Are you Irish?”

(‘Yes.,Y

“Well, I'm not Irish, but I have some
Irish whiskey, and I thought seeing as how
you were Irish you might like to come up here
and have a drink of Irish whiskey with me.”

“I’'m not dressed yet,” she said.

“Take your time,” he said. “Take all the
time you want, but I think it would be nice
if you came up here and had a drink of Irish
whiskey. This is not a moving picture.”

“All rightie,” said the voice, and he said,
“See you later.” o

“All rightie,” the voice said, and he sat
there, another drink in his hand, gulping it
fast and swishing the ice around in the glass.

Now what is going to happen? he
thought, and what is going to happen? And
could you do a thing like that if you were
in love with your wife and so forth? He lit
the floor lamp and straightened up the room
with exaggerated care, brushing at the ashes
he had spilled on the carpet. He went into
the bathroom and washed his hands and face
and combed his hair, and wondered how it
would happen when it began to happen, and
what it would be like. “Miss Reilly,” he
said into the mirror, “are you lonely, Miss
Reilly; please, Miss Reilly, don’t be lonely;
you are not alone in the world and there are
a lot of people in the world who are lonely
too and they are not alone in the world
either.”

Then he sat in the armchair again, feeling
slightly dizzy with expectation and some-
thing that approached happiness. He listened
carefully for a knock on the door. It was
silent in the carpeted hallway outside, but
he could hear the elevator running, clanking

Dove

and wheezing on its tracks, but it did not
stop at his floor. He lit a cigarette, and then

“opened the window so the room would not

be smoky when she came; he started to pour
a drink, but poured it back into the bottle,
so he would be in full possession of his senses.
He thought of Miss Reilly as he had seen
her that once in the elevator, sweet in her
cleanliness and dazzling in her white starched
uniform, and he wondered if she would still
be wearing it; it looked so antiseptic, so
healthy. You would never know, he thought,
looking at a person’s face, smiling, radiant,
that inside they were all alone and waiting
in a room for the telephone to ring, and that
must be the reason she said all rightie. He
became aware that he was tapping with his
foot, and he consciously stopped tapping. Be-
hind how many doors, waiting? In how many
darkened rooms? You must not lose touch,
he thought; you must keep contact; and even
if that was the end, this might well be the
beginning, or if not the beginning, @ begin-
ning, a re-establishment of contact, the first
painful knitting of the wound.

His toe was tapping all by itself, so he
picked up the telephone again and said, “Con-
nect me with Miss Reilly.” It was some time
before she answered, and then he said, “I
thought you were coming up to have a drink
of Irish whiskey with me, Miss Reilly.”

“Who is this anyhow ?” she said.

“My name is Field and I'm in 1107, and
I thought you'd like—"

“Oh,” she said, “I'm so sorry. I thought
you were my friend who’s waiting downstairs
for me.”

‘(Who ?”

“I'm going out,” she said. “My friend is

‘waiting downstairs.”

“O.K.,” he said. “Think nothing of it.”

“I'm sorry,” she said.

“Think nothing of it,” he said, and hung
up. You must not be afraid of me, he thought;
I would not harm you for the world. He
moved to the door and went into the hall,
rang the elevator bell. I'll go right down
there, he thought, and bang on the door. I'll
hammer on it till she opens it.

The car came and he went down. At the
ninth floor the car stopped again and Miss
Reilly got in, wearing a metallic blue satin
dress and a red fox fur, and looking nothing
like a nurse. She glanced at him, but said
nothing, and he said nothing, standing in the
back of the car. She doesn’t know I—he
thought; she doesn’t know it’s me.

At the ground floor she was met by a tall,
broad-shouldered young man, wearing a light
tan jacket, who took off his hat and kissed
her on the mouth. It was surprising how lit-
tle she looked like a nurse, now that she
had changed her clothes. She took the young
man’s arm and walked out of the lobby with
him, laughing. )

“That good ' whiskey, boss?”’ the porter
said, grinning at him.

“The best,” he said.

ALvaH BESSIE.
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Two Letters from London

The grim courage of women whose homes are bombed day and night. They take no comfort in
knowing that German homes are also being destroyed.

Central London, October 1940.
EAR ———: I don’t know how bad
D ‘the picture is painted in your press of
what is happening to us, nor how to
give you an objective description of just what
it is like. It is now worse than what we ex-
perienced in Spain, though not worse than the
Spanish women suffered when they lost their
all. Nor have we been driven from our native
soil by an invading army as they were. Now
that the evenings are getting darker London
- goes to shelter with the dusk. Many people
enter the Tubes quite early in the day. Last
Sunday, for example, I passed Mornington
Crescent Underground Station about half
past two in the afternoon and there was al-
ready a long queue of people with their bed-
ding waiting admittance in order to get good
places for the night. The thought of the little
children who were amongst them going into
the depths of the earth at three o’clock on a
sunny Sunday afternoon, not to come out
again till six o’clock the next morning, made
me quite sick. How glad I am that my two
children are not here, though it makes me
ashamed to have been fortunate enough to
send them away to Wales where they are safe

and happy in the mountains.

A very large number of people would let
their children go away if they could be surer
that they would be well cared for. But ex-
perience with the method of billeting has made
numbers of parents bring their children back,
often more than once, because one cannot tell
whether they would be put into a good home,
or into a home where they will not be happy.
Also a large number of mothers would go
away with their children if they could be as-
sured that they would be billeted with their
children, and that their husbands would be
able to get meals, laundry, and things like that
done for them. Hundreds of others will not
go away because they have some old person
who does not come under any of the present
schemes, and needs that loving care that old
people must constantly have. So these heroic
women remain, and they hush their children
through the long crowded hours in the Tubes
and cherish their old folk, and bring them all
up in the morning and go home and make the
house clean and cook meals and wash clothes
and get the man’s evening meal ready, and
down again to the bowels of the earth. This
is the morale of London women. It is a grim
heroism. They know what self-sacrifice is.

I talk to such women sometimes, often when
a raid takes place while they are in the build-
ing where I work, and we all go down to the
shelter together. They tell about their homes,
on which they have worked for ten, fifteen,
twenty years ‘“‘to keep things nice for the
children,” which have been destroyed or partly
destroyed. This is the work of their whole

What They Prove

DEVOTED reader of NEw MAssEs sends
us these letters. The second one comes
from her mother, the first from a personal
friend. These letters tell the story of the
heroism of the British common people,
especially of the women. But we draw a
moral from these letters quite different from
the moral which the New York Times
draws from the letters it has been printing.
For one thing, these letters do not arouse
support for the Churchill government. On
the contrary, they arouse disgust and anger
with the men who brought this war on,
failed to tend to the people’s needs for a
whole year, and still fail to do so. The
second thing which strikes us is the self-
reliance of the Londoners: their “shelter”
organization, their newspapers, their hope
for a better world. This is of cardinal im-
portance. For we are being told that the
only ‘alternative to a continuation of the
war under Churchill is submission to Hitler.
We are being told that the only way
Hitlerism can be defeated is by the sac-
rifice of everything the British workers have
built up in a hundred years. But these
letters deny that. They show that the British
people have a third alternative, the only
real alternative. They have the resourceful-
ness, the intelligence, the potential strength
to take political power into their own
hands, away'from the men who got them
into this misery. By stich action, they would
rock the foundations of fascism in Europe
and simultaneously destroy the system of
imperialism which has oppressed Britain
and half the colonial world so long. Until
this happens, the perspective is only a series
of horrible wars, of organized counter-
revolution, of a gradual reduction of civi-
lization until all peoples in the capitalist
world are living in the catacombs. That is
why we are looking forward to the People’s
Convention in Manchester on January 12,
for it is the beginning of a process of in-
dependence of the British workers, leading
toward a peoples’ government and social-
ism. It brings the day closer, as the mother
writes to her daughter, when ‘“the peoples
of the world will wake up and cooperate
and rule themselves and not go on keeping
- the rich ones any longer.” Real “aid to
Britain” consists of helping the British
people to take this path. Only this kind
of aid to Britain will keep the American
people out of war. And only by defeating
reaction in every phase of® American life
can the American people achieve real
solidarity and understanding with the
peoples of the British Isles.

lives gone, and their feeling is that nobody
cares. During the first few days I noticed a
tendency to try and cheer themselves up by

saying, “Well, I hope we’re doing it to them
good and proper!” But that is not heard now,
because they have begun to ask themselves,
“What is the good of it all?” There is no
comfort in the thought that another woman’s
home has gone too like yours, whatever na-
tionality the other woman may be. We are
just middle-class triers, those of us who do
try to be helpful. But those women are the
root and basis of English life, and they will
be the ones who will find the way out.

We are getting used to finding our land-
marks gone when we pass through familiar
streets. Mr. Churchill said last week that if
you stood on Parliament Hill you could not
see that it made any difference to the familiar
outline of London. I haven’t been there to see.
He also said that at this rate it would take
ten years to finish London completely, but I
haven’t found anyone at all who was com-
forted by that thought. The general reply
was: “Yes, but it only takes ten seconds to
smash my home to smithereens when the bomb
falls on it.”

A. and I continue to sleep upstairs in bed.
It seems by far the most sensible thing to do,
as we haven’t a good shelter nearby. It is im-
possible for us to pack up and get under-
ground before the hours of darkness. A. works
one week from seven in the morning until
two in the afternoon, the next week from
twelve to seven in the evening. She cannot
possibly get anything done unless she is at.
home sometime. Neither can I. I could sleep
in a Tube (or try to sleep) but I am never
home before six and must prepare and cook a
meal and wash my clothes and make the house
clean. So we carry on normally and sleep in
bed. I worry so much about my children, now
that they have only me. It was different when
there were two of us. I've done everything I
can to make things easy for anyone to get help
for them if something gets me, and that’s all
I can do.

Amongst all those who were in Spain I find
the same expression: “I never felt like this
there.” Of course, yoz will understand the
many reasons why this is different. However,
we know what we have to do and we are
doing it in our various ways. All the women
who went to Spain are working magnificently
how.

Butter ration is back to two ounces a week.
Since A. takes hers to her husband in the
hospital, we just eat butter at one meal
(extravagantly) and spend the rest of the
week on margarine or rare dripping. This is
the shortage I feel most acutely personally,
as butter was my principal vice, my standby
and the thing I enjoyed at every meal. Besides
after I was ill last year, butter was ordered
as part of my diet.
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You remember where you and I used to
live. Well, opposite our house is a large hole
where once were two tall houses. Round the
corner in the square are three more similar
ones. In the street which connects the two
squares a slice has been taken off a whole row,
and the opposite square has several houses
down, too. M. lived in the one last men-
tioned; he was obliged to turn out at a
moment’s notice because of fire, and spent the
next two days in his pajamas and borrowed
overalls. A. and I are a little spasmodic about
such contingencies. Some nights if it has been
noisy and active before we go to bed, we get
careful and leave some clothes on and the rest
handy, and A. packs a suitcase full of her
nurse’s uniforms. We take a look round be-
fore we blow out the light and memorize
where two scoops of the arms would be neces-
sary to collect our belongings. Other nights
we go all desperate and rash and say, “Damn
it all, I will take off my clothes and go to bed
comfortable.” A bomb fell most uncomfortably
near us the other night but did not go off.
It was a curious sensation, that. We heard the
whistle, felt the impact like a blunt instrument
going right through us and the bed and the
floor. We clutched the bed or nearest thing
and waited for the explosion, and ‘then it did

" not come. The house rocked like a little boat,
and then settled down again, and we won-
dered where that one was, and if it would go
off later.

You will have heard how the people of
London occupied the Tubes. This was done
in the teeth of the Board’s notices to the effect
that the Tubes could not be used as air raid
shelters. A lot has been done to make the
stations more hygienic and habitable since
then, sometimes through the formation of
shelter committees and some direct from the
ministry of health and local authorities. There
needs to be more action of this sort to get
some of the good shelters opened in big city
offices and places like that where they close
them at night. Power to open such places is
in the hands of the authorities, but they don’t
use it unless enough pressure is put on them.
I must say that the Communist Party has put
a lot of work into this demand for shelters.

You can be proud of your Londoners, the
way they have faced up to danger. I wish I
could tell you about the courage and calm,
wise work of some of the Communists. It will
be known some day.

Most people’s life is nothing but work and
shelter. A shelter-culture is coming out of this.
Already certain Undergrounds are publishing
their own newspapers. One of our friends who
is on the editorial board of such a periodical
told me the other day that she had received
a request from the Imperial War Museum
for copies of each issue. They are “noticed”
in such papers as the Times and Telegraph.
I think there is a good scope for group enter-
tainment and other cultural activities and no
doubt this will grow. People will not be able
to get through our long, dark winter without
something of this kind. I have been giving
history talks to young people, so my time is
fully occupied, and in spite of all the diffi-

culties we do get something done in the way
of education.
Yours, N.

North West London. Nov. 20, 1940.

D EAR : I am sending you this letter
in hopes that it will reach you. Every-
thing is in such a dreadful state and so un-
certain. I wonder if you have heard what has
been going on here. Last week the bombing
was awful. We never get a night’s rest. The
guns go on overhead all night and we just
lie and wonder if they are coming down on us.
We cannot sleep in our shelter now, as owing
to the heavy rains lately, the shelter is several
feet under water. It is the same all over the
district. Hundreds of houses are down and
roads closed because of time bombs having
fallen in the roads. So R. and I sleep on the
Put-Me-Up in the front room downstairs.
They say it is safer not to sleep upstairs. If
anything does happen we can rush out to the
cupboard under. the stairs for protection. But
it is a dreadful time.

The school you went to when you were
in the Infants, and the Technical College have
been hit badly, and of course the factories
round here. We can only just go on hoping.

We are very well and have plenty of food,
at least as much as we can afford. Everything
is so dear; eating apples are 10d a pound,
lemons 8d each; potatoes are cheaper, but not
good. We make our ration of tea do all right
although it is only 2 ounces each. Cups of tea
and cigarettes are my only vices. I have not
had an egg for eight weeks, and we are going
to have cheese rationed now. You would laugh
at the things we make up for our meals, but
are none the worse for doing without luxuries.
We just go on hoping, and if the worst comes
we just hope it will be sudden.

The Board of Education has moved to
Wales. That’s where they have gone, so now
it takes time to get any business done. The
schools here are altering their times: they
open at 9 o’clock and close at 3 o’clock with
half an hour off at noon for lunch, so, that
the children and teachers can get home before
the blackout.

It amuses me to see how much braver the
women are than the men. They don’t com-
plain half as much as the men do. They get
on with the next job to be done. At your
cousin’s house, old Mrs. H. sleeps in the back
sitting room. Your uncle sleeps in the kitchen,
and M. and her husband on the hall floor.
Nobody, if he can help it,"stays upstairs. I

‘have applied for an increase in my old age

pension. Ten shillings a week is really not
enough to live on with prices what they are.
But I have been refused because I live with
a daughter.

Our Cooperative Women’s Guild now
meets in the afternoon. It is impossible for
the women to go out at night. There are fewer
now, since many women have been evacuated
with their children; and of course, our Chil-
dren’s Circle has had to close down. I only
hope the seed we sowed in their minds will
develop at a later day. Surely it was not all
wasted. I still send things to aid the Spanish
refugees when I can get them. Our weather
is miserable, torrents of rain and wind. The
dampness everywhere is dreadful. We are only
allowed 34 cwt. of coal at a time and bad coal
at that. There is no firewood to be got, only
what we can pick up from the debris of the
bombed houses round us. But we are not in
despair. We go on hoping some day the peoples

of the world will wake up and cooperate and

rule themselves and not go on keeping the rich
ones any longer.
MOTHER.

Return

This year is written in images of terror.

The heart assassinates us with visions

Even in the quietest hours. I have lain

Awake at night (haven’t you?)

Crying—help me—from the

Brigand at the breast, the sudden air-raid assault
Of memory, the convulsive recollection

Of the agues of continents.

Yet certain is our return

Even now, in shipwreck,

To certainty, to man’s homeland.

As the river-wide breast of salmon,
Or the herd’s invisible net

Gathers the courage of each to return—
O, archipelago of desire

The birds will pass toward you; the flock contract;
The gulls press together and swing
Landward—and we return

Forever past the seawrack of this year.

MiLLIceNT LANG.
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The Corn Belt’s Heart Is Sound

Simon W. Gerson gives his post-tour impressions of the Midwest. What they are saying in Iowa.
Peace is the watchword among young and old. |

FTER seven weeks spent on a writing tour
A of Midwest America, what does it all
add up to? Maybe just posing the
question is a little forbidding, like that aca-
demic Teuton’s three-volume Introduction to
the Love Life of the Flea. But let it go this
time. I touched about ten states, talked to
scores of people, workers, farmers, filling sta-
tion attendants, waitresses, reporters, union
leaders, and rank and filers; listened to dozens
of casual conversations; read papers in every
town I visited. I won’t swear that I can
document every idea I got but it’s my distinct
feeling that I’'m not doing any wishful think-
ing.

First of all, you ought to know that the
Midwest is not sold on America’s entrance
into the war. It’s grimly, stubbornly skepti-
cal, with the tenacity of a deep-rooted tree
in the face of a windstorm. To the Midwest,
1940 isn’t 1916. There’s sympathy for Britain,
but nothing equal to the old get-the-Kaiser
spirit. They’re flatly opposed to sending our
boys over and to extending loans. FDR won’t
get much support from the corn belt for
revising the Johnson act.

POLITICS AND THE WAR

Of course, the insularity of the Midwest
is probably the most important factor. But
whatever it is, Midwesterners have no fear
of swastika-tipped planes unloosing bombs to-
morrow on the wheat fields. The President’s
time-tables weren’t convincing. The calm
sanity of the whole region was like a strong,
fresh, cool breeze after the feverish william-
allenwhited East. People just didn’t feel the
need of peacetime conscription, for example.
You heard the argument everywhere that if
Hitler couldn’t cross twenty miles of English
Channel to conquer Britain, how the hell was
he going to cross 3,000 miles of Atlantic and
knock us over? So little is the fear of invasion
in the Midwestern mind that not even the
impressionable kids think of it. One Iowa
high school teacher told me the amazing story
of a debate she organized among her 17-year-
old youngsters on the presidential race the
day before elections. There was a spirited
debate—revolving completely about corn and
hog prices. Not a youngster mentioned foreign
affairs or the war, an unthinkable omission
under the same circumstances in the East. The
answer is, of course, that their elders are not
worried about any invasion; their only worry
is—will that fellow in Washington get us in
the mess? _

I said above that I wouldn’t document but
I think it’s useful to recall that Iowa, whose
farm income this year was relatively good,
went to Willkie despite the fact that it went
for Roosevelt in ’32 and ’'36. Fear of war
and the third term was the answer to that

one. In Illinois, the noisy Republican C. Way-
land Brooks was elected to the Senate after
a tub-thumping campaign in every county
against conscription and intervention. Mr.
Brooks had to beat his fellow Republican on
Frank Knox’s newspaper, the Chicago Daily
News, in order to win. The Daily News edi-
torially urged its readers to vote for Willkie
and against Brooks because Brooks wouldn’t
go along with the pro-war current. Brooks, 1
hasten to add, is no working-class sweetheart.
He’s a pet of Col. Frank McCormick’s Chi-
cago Tribune, America’s leading appeasement
sheet, and will undoubtedly represent in Con-
gress the viewpoint of the Kennedy-Hoover-
Lindbergh-McCormick crowd. But what is
significant is that he won despite the fact that
Roosevelt carried the state.

Any number of reasons might be adduced
for Midwestern coldness to the war. I don’t
pretend to give them in order of importance,
but here are a few major reasons I gathered:
(1) This war is none of our business ; no skin
off our shins no matter who wins or loses. (2)
We got stung last time saving the world for
democracy—why get bit this time? (3) What
do we stand to gain?

Nor did I discover any mass enthusiasm
for the draft. Young men are complying with
the terms of the law but nobody is breaking
down doors to get conscripted. Every young
fellow I talked to seemed to be anxious to be
deferred. I heard stories that unemployed
young men were tickled at the idea of a year
in the army. If there were any fellows laugh-
ing themselves to death over the idea, they
never let it be known widely.

WAR INDUSTRY WORKERS

One other fundamental impression: the
workers in the war industries are not falling
for the “‘sacrifice” hooey. The contrast of huge
profits on one side and unemployment and
poverty on the other is very sharp this time.
The workers see all those profits and, by God,
they’re going to get a piece of ’em in the shape
of higher wages. The only way the “sacrifice”
gag can be put over is by a combination of
governmental terror and treachery of the Hill-

man labor-leader type. But the workers will
fight back with a vigor that will astound old-
timers. T hey see no moral or economic reason
for “sacrifice,” and Knudsen is the last man
in the world to convince them otherwise.

Talking of defense, there is, of course, ap-
parent to even the most casual observer some-
thing of a war boom in virtually every large
basic industrial center. But with it there’s
growing apprehension: after the war boom,
what ? People of all types, politicians, conser-
vative union leaders, hotel keepers—all are
afraid of the big letdown. And when it comes
this time! The post-war years of the twenties
will seem like a picnic.

MIDWESTERN YOUTH

I got another impression, one even less
susceptible to documentation but nevertheless
very firm in my own mind, and that is of
a certain demoralization among younger
people. The youngsters drink more than they
did ten years ago, seem to be freer sexually,
in their language and habits. That perhaps
is explained by the ten years of economic
crisis and the fact that some of these young-
sters have grown up int6 a life of unemploy-
ment. But I sense something else, too. There’s
a certain amount of moral decay seeping down
from our upper crust, but that, too, doesn’t
explain everything. Perhaps it is that they
instinctively feel the imminence of war,
chaos, and instability. The old values are
gone. Why not get as much fun as one can,
here and now? It’s not a new phenomenon,
of course, and sociologists will tell you that
it’s common just before, during, and after a
war period. The White House, quick to tell
thoughtful youngsters that their resolutions
are mere “twaddle,” might do well to study
this trend.

Elders are, of course, shocked, and Mrs.
Grundy continues to give battle against sin
in heroic but hopeless fashion throughout the
Bible Belt. One debate raging while I was in
Iowa was whether co-educational dancing
should be permitted in high school gym-
nasiums.

The most important thing for Easterners
to understand in gauging the Midwest is to
realize that new political and social expres-
sion is often given through confused forms.
Thus, for example, the protest against the
Roosevelt war policies was manifested in votes
for Willkie, despite the fact that he repre-
sented essentially the same policies. This is
also true of the election to Congress of isola-
tionists, even though many of them are re-
actionaries. But, irrespective of the form in
which this peace feeling expresses itself, it’s
there. America’s great Midwestern heart is
sound.

SiMoN W. GERSON.
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Return of a Hero

Rodolfo Ghioldi, the Argentine people’s leader, comes home from the tortures of a Brazilian
dungeon. Why they came from all over the land to welcome him.

Buenos Aires.
HOUSANDS of men, women, and chil-
I dren crowded the harbor of Buenos
Aires, waiting for the arrival of

Pedro II, the steamship bringing Rodolfo
Ghioldi back to Argentine. The port authori-
ties, the police, the steamship company officials,
as well as the press, had tried to conceal the
exact hour of the landing. Only at the last
minute did the word go round that the boat
would not dock until the early hours of the
following morning. At sunrise, on October 28,
from the furthest sections of the great city of
Buenos Aires, thousands of workers made their
way to the waterfront. Small boats, manned
by sympathetic seamen, waited in the outer
harbor for the first sign-of Pedro II, intending
to bring the news back to the men and women
at the shore. Several hours passed in anxious
expectation; almost the whole morning, and
half the afternoon, until at 3 pMm, the ship was
sighted. As it drew closer a lean figure could
be discerned, virtually a specter, his hair fall-
ing aside from the middle of a broad forehead,
his eyes glistening. With fist closed in the air,
he greeted those who waited for him.

Workers past fifty years of age, hands cal-
loused and bodies tortured by years of slavery
in the shops, broke down in tears. Women
hugged each other, children raced along the
water’s edge with shouts and laughter. This
is how the people of Argentine welcomed home
Rodolfo Ghioldi. From the whole country,
from Ushuaia in Patagonia to la Quiaca in
the Plateau, from Mendoza at the foot of the
Andes to Puerto Aguirre in the heart of the
jungle, letters and telegrams and even delega-
tions continued to arrive, literally pouring out
their congratulations upon Ghioldi’s arrival.

Why all this popular rejoicing? Who is
this man, and what does he stand for in the
eyes of the Argentine people?

EARLY DAYS

Rodolfo Ghioldi was born into an old So-
cialist family in 1899. His grandfather, and
then his father were among the founders of
Argentine socialism. Rodolfo, the oldest son,
quite naturally enlisted in his earliest teens in
the working-class movement, and during the
1916-17 days took a leading role in the So-
cialist Youth Front, the organized protest of
the Argentine youth against the first world
war. As elsewhere, the bureaucrats in charge
of the Socialist Party concealed the Zimmer-
wald Manifesto from the youth: Ghioldi was
among those who broke through this con-
spiracy, and championed the cause of inter-
national solidarity in the Zimmerwald spirit.

In April 1918, the extraordinary Congress
of the Argentine Socialist Party, the famous
“La Verdi” Congress, debated which path the
workers of Argentine should take. Without
wavering, young Ghioldi, then eighteen years

old, ranged himself against the social-patriots.
In January 1918, he was one of the founders
of the International Socialist Party, as it was
called, which supported the Bolshevik Revo-
lution. It was this party which later became
the Communist Party of Argentine. Ghioldi
was one of the first Latin-American delegates
to arrive at the Third Congress of the Third
International, where he met Lenin.

‘The early twenties were years of great social
upheavals in Argentine: a powerful movement
for the reform of public education swept the
country, a number of important strikes, among
them the strike on the railroads which lasted
a full month. Those were the years in which
Ghioldi matured, and during the dictatorship
of Generals Uriburu and Justo, Ghioldi di-
rected the activities of the illegal Communist
organization.

FLED TO BRAZIL

At the beginning of 1935 he was forced to
flee his homeland. That is how he came to
Brazil, where he soon associated himself with
the Brazilian revolutionary movement. He was
arrested together with Luiz Carlos Prestes,
the “Knight of Hope,” and that brave Ameri-
can Victor Barron, who was later assassinated
by the police. Ghioldi’s trial lasted a full year,
during which he was brutally tortured. “Of
my thirty months in Brazil,” says Ghioldi,
twenty of them were spent in jail. And in
those jails I met citizens of Brazil in all walks
of life and of various political beliefs. From
them, I have learned to admire the Brazilian
people, and understand their struggle for na-
tional freedom. I feel myself intimately linked
with them through bonds of mutual solidarity.
As an Argentine Communist, and proud to be

Rodolfo Ghioldi

one, I am nevertheless a citizen of the entire
Latin-American continent, which I want to see
liberated from imperialist oppression, from the
threat of fascism, from economic and cultural
backwardness.”

The Brazilian military tribunal sentenced
him to four years and four months confine-
ment. He was shipped to the barren, rocky
island of Fernando de Noronha, off the At-
lantic coast, where he was detained for many
months after the sentence expired. And it was
only the great protest in Argentine that com-
pelled Getulio Vargas to set him free.

Ghioldi reminds us, here in Buenos Aires,
of Henri Barbusse in his last years. Before his
imprisonment, he was a robust, healthy man.
He returns to us pale and thin—his upper
teeth shattered by the blows of a Brazilian
gendarme—which gives him even more of a
gaunt appearance. He cannot stomach food,
although he needs nourishment badly. But his
appearances in Argentine command the fol-
lowing of thousands of workers. All the trade
union locals have asked to see him simul-
taneously. These are dark and grave moments,
when world imperialism is engaged in a ter-
rible conflict, in which Argentine has become
simply a pawn. The fascists in our country are
trying to oust their rival imperialists from the
River Plate region, while the United States
demands naval bases of us—a mortal blow at
our national sovereignty. All the more need,
then, for the presence of Ghioldi among us.

His courage is unflinching and his spirits
are high. When he first set his foot again on
Argentine soil, he declared without hesitation :
“I have come back to work for the freedom
of Luiz Carlos Prestes, for the freedom and
peace of the American nations.”

Ricarpo SETARO.

No Union-Busting

66 INETEEN office employees of the

Gluckin Corp., brassiere and girdle
manufacturers, went on strike November 14,
demanding an ‘uplift’ in wages because the
company kept them ‘flat-busted,” following the
employer’s threat to discharge half of the
office staff in retaliation for their union mem-
bership.”—From the “Office and Professional
News,” official organ of the United Office and
Professional Workers of America (CIO ).

*

¢¢ TYROF. BErRNHARD OSTROLENK, of the

School of Business and Civic Adminis-
tration at City College, concluded from exten-
sive research today that ‘poverty in the United
States is psychic. Actually, people have more
goods and services than at any time before,’
he said. “They merely imagine they are
poorer.’ ’—From the Detroit “News,” Dec.
9, 1940.
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That Firebrand Chat

FDR tries to dissolve the people’s suspicions. Our answer and
our program for defending America. An editorial.

HE President’s fireside chat last Sunday

I evening leaves no doubt about his

\ wishes for the New Year. It will not

be a Happy New Year at all. And next

Christmas is likely to be even less merry than
the Christmas which has passed.

The President’s speech was a vigorous po-

lemic with those sections of the American
ruling class who hesitate to make a binding
commitment to the British empire. They are
fearful that the United States may be left
holding the bag. They are fearful that by
such a commitment, American imperialism
may not be able to dominate the outcome of
this war and prevent the advance of socialism
in war-torn Europe. Judging from this speech,
Mr. Roosevelt has great confidence in his
ability to use England successfully against
Germany, to use China against Japan, to save
capitalism in Europe and Asia, and keep the
American people in hand all at the same time.
" But the fireside chat was much more than
that. On the one hand, Mr. Roosevelt presents
us with a fait accompli, for he leaves no doubt
that he intends to pursue his policies no matter
how other people feel. On the other hand,
he deems it necessary to restate his whole
case, to summarize much of what we have
heard before. Evidently the President realizes
acutely that most Americans have not been
sold on his policies at all. They are extremely
reluctant to do his bidding. They suspect that
in the name of defense all things worthy of
defense are being destroyed. They suspect that
in the name of keeping war from our shores,
he is forcing us into a war far from our shores,
no less a war because it is not declared, no
less a war because troops have not been sent
across—as yet. .

It can be argued, as many people have, that
the President is again exaggerating the possi-
bility of invasion from abroad. And the fact
is even Colonel Knox, the Secretary of the
Navy, has several times admitted that the
possibility of invasion by air or sea has been
overstated. It is possible to ask whether the
rulers of Great Britain will not knife us in
the back should Hitler offer a better bargain
this spring than he has offered thus far.

But the full answer to Mr. Roosevelt lies
on much larger ground. It is a ground which

" the American working class must insist upon,
ground on which the President and all he
- stands for become highly vulnerable.
Consider, for example, Mr. Roosevelt’s
reference to the Far East. He linked China’s
fight with Britain’s and tried to cash in on
popular support for China in order to under-
mine popular suspicion of Britain. Yet the
fact stares us in the face that China’s fight
has been made possible only by the support
of the Soviet Union, whereas Japan’s aggres-
sion has been made possible by the United

.

States. What is worse—while the President
rails against the danger in the Pacific—his
government still permits the shipment of every
kind of war material to Japan. His under-
secretaries are still licensing an increasing
volume of trade with Japan. And the men
who own the big industries—great sacrificers
that they are—are profiting every day by this
hypocrisy. But if we are in danger from the
tripartite pact of which Japan is a member,
why does the President fail to say one en-
couraging word for the improvement of rela-
tions with that great Pacific power, the Soviet
Union? Why does he permit his class hatred

* for socialism to stand in the way of the people’s

interest in the victory of China by means of
cooperation with the USSR ?

Or consider Mr. Roosevelt’s very casual
references to Ireland, Italy, Portugal, and
Brazil. Is it not obvious that through this
sonorous  speech, he was actually warning
Ireland to yield her neutrality to England’s
demand ? And was not the reference to a pos-
sible German occupation of Italy merely a
part of Churchill’s diplomacy which aspires
to a British occupation of Italy no different
from the British occupation of Greece?

The President waxes very sarcastic about
Hitler’s pretense of “protecting Belgium from
the British.,” Yet his own references to the
Azores islands are just as cynical, and his
mention of Brazil is merely another way of
saying that the United States stands ready
to occupy both the Azores and Brazil—on the
same pretext that served Germany with Bel-
gium—the pretext of self-defense!

“As planes and ships and guns and shells
are produced,” says the President, “your gov-
ernment, with its defense experts, can then
determine how best to use them to defend this
hemisphere” . . . . these are words that will

'send a shiver up the spines of 120,000,000

Americans to the south of us. This is a request
for a free hand in foreign policy. And it does
not exclude the possibility that these “planes
and ships and guns and shells” might even
be turned against the British people or even
the people of the United States.

If we follow the President’s policies to
their logical conclusion, we reach a dead end.
For when he warns us that unless his course
is followed, “we would have to convert our-
selves permanently into a militaristic power
on the basis of war economy,” this is truly a
generous choice! What else but a “militaristic
power” and a “war economy” is Mr. Roose-
velt making of us today?

But why do we reach this dead end? Why
these ignoble choices? Only because what the
American people are being forced to defend
is the system of imperialism, the way of life
of a small handful of people who have
monopolized our resources and dominate our

life, a small fraction of the population which
cannot maintain itself against a powerful
rival, except by having the rest of us fight
its war. :

But these are the very men who have
undermined our democracy these last ten
years. They were the ones who got us into
the last war, and we got only death and
frustration out of it. These men -are the
real bottlenecks to national progress—they
are the ones who have not yet rehired the
10,000,000 unemployed. They are the budget-
cutters, the book-censors, the fountainhead of
everything reactionary in American life. New
Misses believes in defending the American
people, in defending American soil. We de-
sire the destruction of fascism abroad, as well
as at home. But we do not believe in becom-
ing the pawns of our worst enemies, the
pawns of the same men who built and coddled
German fascism, have continued to coddle
Japanese fascism, and are today so anxious to
reach for the hand of a “gentlemanly” Italian
fascism as well.

The President skips lightly over the So-
viet Union, although he dares not repeat the
libel that it is part of the Axis alliance.
But what have we Americans to learn from
the USSR ? It is a simple lesson—there is a
government which does not appease Hitler,
and yet insists on staying out of war.

Why can the Soviet peoples do what we
Americans don’t seem ‘able to do? Because
the Soviet Union is strong with the strength
of men and women who own their own re-
sources, who govern themselves, who have
abolished classes that insist upon fighting for
profits, for markets, and strategic positions
against imperialist rivals. And that is also
why the USSR can trade with both sides
in this war without becoming involved on
either side. The American people could also
be strong, and New Massgs favors that.
They also might have to sacrifice, as indeed
the Russian people did. But only if that sacri-
fice were going to bring about the reinvigora-
tion of democracy, and advance toward the
people’s control of their destiny.

The President speaks of ‘“‘the government”
as “‘determined to protect the rights of the
workers””; and follows this pledge with the
ominous warning that the “nation expects
our defense industries to continue operation
without strikes or lockouts.” These few
phrases contain the most sinister explosives
against the standards of the American labor
movement won by hard fight these last
years. Most insidious of all, however, is the
myth which is implicit in these words—the
myth that government stands above classes,
that the government, as it is now constituted,
represents the nation. Here lies the charac-
teristic and deadly service of all the so-called
liberals (whether of humble or aristocratic
origin) who become the strategists of im-
perialism. By making it appear that the gov-
ernment stands above classes, Mr. Roosevelt
conceals the fact that government is the
agency and instrument of the ruling class. He

(Continued on next page)
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conceals the fact that government personifies
the interest of big business, is ridden through
with the men who represent big business, and
furthers the general interests and larger
strategy of big business. ‘

This theory of the government’s “neutral-
ity”’ is the most dangerous enemy of the labor
movement today. It is precisely the theory
by which the German Social-Democratic lead-
ers undermined the organizations of the Ger-
man workers and prepared the way to fascism.
And fascism also proclaims its “classless”
character, its “national unity.” This is the
theory by which the British labor leaders
have buffaloed the workingmen of Britain
for two generations, have muffed each chance
to destroy their own imperialism. This theory
is a lie—the biggest lie of them all. And the
American people will pay even more dearly
than they did in the last war for believing it.

In truth, these times call for sacrifice, for
mobilization, for preparedness.” The people
must sacrifice to maintain their organizations,
must mobilize to defend their liberties, must
prepare to crystallize from amongst them-
selves a third party of the people. This alone
can keep war from our shores. Only this kind
of mobilization will encourage the British
people to do likewise, as they have already
begun in their People’s Convention. Only this
guarantees collaboration with the peoples of
Europe, the Soviet Union, and Asia in the
reconstruction of a truly democratic world.

A Peep at War Aims

HE British government has never stated
its war aims beyond the vaguest general-
ities. We have therefore been justified in as-
suming that Britain’s rulers are fighting for.
objectives they dare not define for the British
or the American people. In a sense, the ap-

pointment of Lord Halifax as ambassador to’

the United States was a revelation of the
real war aims. There are evidently such hard,
material questions of imperialist position in-
volved in the current haggling between Lon-
don and Washington that Britain trusts only
a most reliable representative like Halifax
for the job. It is noteworthy that Halifax’
appointment has received the frostiest recep-
tion in the United States. The big capitalist
press hems and haws with apologies for the
Munichman’s record. They know too well
how badly his name smells. And their rhetoric
about his devoutness and conversion to the
democratic way is more disgusting than con-

vincing. The liberal weeklies, with their un-
limited pretense of political virginity, are
again shocked at the hard facts of life. They
wring their hands at the sight of British
imperialism so naked. But they are so far
committed to this war that they can no longer
draw the obvious conclusions from their own
editorials.

Churchill’s broadcast to Italy several days
ago was even more shameless. It was a revela-
tion of the kind of minds, the cynical strategy,
the real objectives of the men who rule Eng-
land. Here was an occasion to rouse the
oppressed peoples behind the fascist lines, pre-
cisely what Harold Laski has been chatter-
ing about so pathetically. And yet, what did
Churchill say? He addressed himself to the
Italian upper classes. He implored them to
replace “one man,” Mussolini, after which
everything would be hunky dory between
British and Italian imperialism. In the same
week that British officers were reported mar-
shaling Ethiopian troops for an attack on the
Italian empire in east Africa, Churchill in-
sults the Ethiopian people by virtually grant-
ing Italy’s case against Ethiopia. Churchill
said not one word about the system of fascism
—its degradation of living standards, its as-
sault on the liberties, the organizations, the
culture of the Italian people. He said nothing
about the democratic new order which the
peoples of Europe are supposed to expect
after British deliverance. And instead of ap-
pealing to the ideals of international brother-
hood, he inflamed every chauvinist passion
against the Germans as a people. Fascism is
clearly okay with Churchill, if it would only
cooperate with the British Tories. Thus
Churchill smashes another myth that his as-
sumption of power last May meant a new
era in Britain. For it was also Chamberlain’s
favorite lament that not Hitler’s system, but
Hitler’s refusal to be a gentleman was the
root of the war.

Churchill offered to buy off the Italian
upper classes. His speech is therefore a mea-
sure of the real differences which are rending
the Italian ruling class. But this speech, as
we have often noted editorially, is only one
phase of a diplomatic offensive which London
and Washington both are now carrying on
in Italy, France, and Spain. Whether the
game succeeds or not, it exposes the high
“democratic”’ pretense of the men who are
playing it.

The Reuther P/&n

HE press this past week vigorously de-
bated the provisions of the so-called

Reuther plan, a program that was placed be- -

fore the President to produce 500 fighting
planes a day. The proposals, sponsored by the
leadership of the United Auto Workers, would
rationalize the automobile industry, equip it
to build the lighter forms of war aircraft.
A survey of the Detroit area has been pro-
posed to ascertain the type of motor or air-
craft parts each plant could manufacture. Allot-
ment of the various parts of a fighter plane

to various plants for production on mass basis,
would follow.

We cannot be satisfied with technical con-
siderations alone. The main question is, 500
planes a day for what? The American people
must never lose sight of one fundamental
point: a government driving toward impe-
rialistic expansion will not use these arms for
defensive purposes. They will be used for
aggression. Once this idea is clear, the Reuther
plan can be seen in its proper perspective. It.
carries no boon to the people. On the contrary
it tends to tie labor to the chariot of war.
Raymond Clapper, Scripps-Howard columnist, -
was quick to see this. This plan cheers him
for “its morale value because it suggests that
the CIO is not holding back” from the “de-
fense effort.” Mr. Clapper speaks for all those
who' fret at the fact that the CIO has gone
on record against involvement in the war and
he sees this plan as a lever to pry labor inta
full support of the warmakers’ program.

So far President Roosevelt has not commit-

-ted himself, aside from his polite declaration .

that he will “study” the proposition. He cer-
tainly has no objections to labor leaders offer-
ing themselves as pushers on the belt of his
imperialist program. But the plan carries with
it certain risks, and the President is quick
to realize them. It may offend some of the
big-time industrialists: "the airplane manufac-
turers, for example, who don’t want any
poaching on their preserves. Auto magnates
are not too happy about the project for it
may throw a monkey wrench in their plans
to get more government-backed motor and
chassis plants. Mr. Knudsen’s studied reserve
may be indicative of his bosses’ displeasure.

Balkan Whispering Gallery

LTHOUGH most reports are unreliable, it
A seems a sure bet that Germany has
shipped several more divisions into Rumania.
Several hundred Nazi technicians are reported
working in the oil fields, which are under
German guards. Reports from Budapest say
that most of the German troops are marshaled
along the frontier of the Soviet Moldavian
republic. From which the ever hopeful capi-
talist press draws the conclusion of a break
in Soviet-German relations, if not now, then
in the spring. Unconfirmed stories also de-
scribe the collapse of a commission for the
control of Danube river traffic, in which
Soviet and Axis representatives are supposed
to have violently disagreed. Naturally, we
take this with a barrel of salt. For when the
war is viewed as a whole, it seems unlikely

. that Germany should now reverse its policy

of neutrality toward the USSR. There may
be technical difficulties, as there have been in
the past, in Soviet-German relations. But these
are negotiable under the provisions of the non-
aggression pact. The more obvious meaning
of these stories in the Balkans involves differ-
ent matters. It is no secret that the whole
social fabric in Rumania is decomposing. All
social relations in the Balkans are under
great stress because of the war. It is not sur-
prising, therefore, that Germany should be
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impelled to consolidate her control over Ru-
mania, or even to prepare to hold the lid on
the rest of the Balkans. The interesting ques-
tions revolve around the extent of German
troop movements into Italy; second, the prob-
ability of large scale German assistance to
Italy in Greece; third, the popular reaction to
all this in Yugoslavia and Bulgaria. These
are questions which the New Year may
answer.

Myr. Hillman Squeaks

IDNEY HILLMAN said nothing when the
War Department awarded Henry Ford
defense contracts for $122,323,020. John L.
- Lewis exposed this double deal. Labor flooded
‘Woashington with angry protests. Finally Mr.
Hillman was forced to peep but in private.
He complained to the War Department but
" retreated when the Army insisted that only
Henry Ford could produce the necessary air-
plane engines and magnesium castings. Yield-
ing to trade union pressure, he did utter a
public complaint against another order of
1,500 light reconnaissance motor cars valued
at $1,387,500. Any manufacturer could have
made these cars, he said. Why give it to a
violator of the labor laws?

~But now it appears that any manufacturer
could also have made the airplane engines and
magnesium castings. Ford has no plant ca-
pacity for such production; in fact, the War
Department has just signed an emergency
facilities contract for $21,965,420.43. Henry
will advance this sum for the building of two
new Dearborn factories which will produce
the engines and castings. The government
will pay him back over a period of five years,
after which he may purchase -the plants out
of his profits or turn the useless buildings and
machines back to the government. Nice old
government.

United Auto Workers of the CIO who

know their Ford are now engaged in a vi-
tally important organizing drive in the vast
flivver plants. They know that only a trade
union can compel Ford observance of the
- Wagner act. They also know that no friend
of Henry Ford can be a friend of theirs. And
it will take a great deal to convince them that
labor’s interest can be safeguarded by pub-
licity releases from Sidney Hillman’s office.

Arnold’s Big Baton
As THE deadline of January 1 neared in

"the radio music war, a familiar figure
stepped into the picture. It was none other
than Thurman Arnold, Mr. Roosevelt’s as-
_sistant attorney general in charge of anti-trust
law violations, who announced that he will
. authorize criminal proceedings in United
States District Court in Milwaukee against
the American Society of Composers, Authors
and Publishers (ASCAP) and also against
their antagonists, NBC and CBS, and the
chains’ stooge publishing outlet, Broadcast
Music, Inc. (BMI). Because ASCAP num-
bers among its members nearly all American
songwriters and composers, the Arnold attack

may be broadly compared to his previous on-
slaughts against trade unions. Inclusion of the
chains in the announced prosecution is called
a smoke screen intended to conceal the fact
that Arnold had ordered ASCAP to sign
a capitulatory consent decree in its current
contract dispute. When ASCAP refused, the
Department of Justice stepped in.

ASCAP officials contend that the networks
are restraining trade by banning its music
from the air and therefore should logically be
the object of prosecution. They call the filing
of the suit in Wisconsin, where state officials
have shown anti-ASCAP bias, a handicap to
their defense. In other words, the songwriters
find themselves lined up against the same wall
with the furriers, teamsters, electricians, and

_other workers who have felt Thurman

Arnold’s misuse of the Sherman act and of
the government’s powers. In principle, the
Arnold action is directed against the free
association of creative artists; it takes no cog-
nizance of their right to protect their copy-
rights and royalties. And it overlooks the
issue of monopoly control of the air waves,
with its consequent censorship not only of
music but of news and opinion.

Teachers On Trial

HE enemies of free education in New
York are now calling upon God to
give them a hand. Former Magistrate Joseph
Goldstein, appearing in court as representative
of “taxpayers” who seek the dismissal of six
New York college teachers ‘“accused of
Communist affiliation” said, “With the help
of God and the courts we may be able to
nip this subversive movement in the bud.”
Mr. Goldstein’s definition of “subversive
movements” approximates that of Mr. Dies.
Corporation Counsel William C. Chanler
did his bit for the Rapp-Coudert witch hunters
at the same time. He said that the- Board
of Higher Education would dismiss teachers
who are “proven” to be Communists. Osmond
K. Fraenkel, who appeared on behalf of the
six teachers, made the point that there is no
New York law that holds the views of the
Communist Party as subversive or that re-
quires dismissal of civil service employees if
they are Communists.

‘This trial is the latest stage in the drive
of New York reactionaries to scuttle free
education. Herbert Witt put it well last
week. The national executive secretary of the
American Student Union told 350 delegates
at the opening session of his organization’s
convention that the Rapp-Coudert committee
served a double function: it supplied the
basis for a general legislative assault on aca-
demic liberty within the schools, and it laid
a basis for a general assault on the educational
budget. Progressives realize this well. The
Greater New York Industrial Council of the
CIO, the National Lawyers Guild, the New
York College Teachers Union, and others
sent representatives to Justice Dineen’s court-
room when the case of the six teachers was
opened. All demanded the right to intervene
on behalf of the defendants,

The Student C onferences

HE young don’t want to go first. In fact,

they don’t want to go at all. And not
all the panic-mongering of President Roose-
velt can persuade them that the British em-
pire is the hope of the world. These elemen-
tary truisms were confirmed in emphatic
fashion over the weekend at two student con-
ferences held under widely divergent auspices.
The American Student Union, at its sixth
national convention in New York City, pulled
no punches. It unanimously adopted a reso-
lution branding the war in Europe as an
imperialist war, opposing loans and credits
to Britain in any form, as well as the ship-
ment of war materials to Japan, and urging
“full economic and diplomatic aid to China,”
“improvement in relations between the United
States and the USSR and the full and uncon-
ditional recognition of the economic and po-
litical independence of the Latin American
countries.” The convention also struck out
boldly on domestic issues, demanding passage
of the American Youth Act, the relief bill,
and the conscription repeal measure sponsored
by Representative Marcantonio; it called for
“full political and social equality” for Negroes,
opposed amendment of the National Labor
Relations Act, and urged the ending of “the
FBI’s attacks on peace and labor organiza-
tions.” It also adopted a “Charter of Student
Rights and Responsibilities.”

All of which was to have been expected
from an organization like the ASU. But the
real surprise was the conference in New
Brunswick, N. J., sponsored by the Interna-
tional Student Service and the National Stu-
dent Federation. In last week’s NEw MlassEs
Bruce Minton told the story of how the
Roosevelt administration, acting through
Joseph P. Lash and a handful of other faith-
ful stooges, had engineered this conference
for the purpose of launching a dual student
movement and furthering compulsory work
camps for young men and women. The
organizers of the conference, which was chap-
eroned by Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt and key-
noted by a message from the President,
showed their colors at the start when they
rejected the credentials of nearly one hun-
dred delegates in an effort to purge the gath-
ering of all genuinely progressive students.
But even this was insufficient to enable the
sponsors to achieve their chief political objec-
tive: stampede the conference into supporting
the administration’s aid-to-Britain program.
So great was the opposition that plans to in-
troduce a resolution on this question had to
be abandoned. However, two petitions ex-
pressing the two opposing views were in-
formally circulated among the delegates; re-
sult: seventy-one against the aid-to-Britain
program, forty-seven for. Nor did the sponsors
succeed in launching a new movement; they
had to content themselves with a small un-
representative ‘“league” which is to serve as
“the basis for a new movement in the col-
leges.” Maybe. In our next issue we will have
more to say on this question.
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Readers’ Forum

Mr. Hicks Against Himself

o NEw Masses: In browsing through the De-

cember issue of Sowiet Russia Today 1 came
across an article by Corliss Lamont which dis-
cusses John Reed and other matters. In the course
of the article, Mr. Lamont tells the story of a
debate he had with Granville Hicks at Smith Col-
lege. In the event that some of NEw MAsses’ read-
ers may have overlooked this account, I'm copy-
ing it and sending it on to you to reprint.

“The other day I went up to Northampton, Mass.,
home of Smith College, to take part with Hicks in
a two-man symposium on ‘The Future of the Left’
before the Progressive Club Forum. The evening
gradually turned into something of a debate on
the subject of the Soviet Union. Among a number
of dazzling flights into the fanciful, Mr. Hicks
took the astonishing position that it is impossible
to obtain reliable facts about the internal situation
in the USSR, that a citation from Freda Utley
automatically cancels out one by Beatrice and Sid-
ney Webb, and that therefore the only thing you
can be sure of is the terrible foreign policy of
the Soviet government,

“I responded to this by asking whether we
couldn’t settle the controversy between the Webbs
and Miss Utley by bringing in a third authority
on the domestic affairs of the Soviet Union, namely,
a gentleman by the name of Mr. Granville Hicks,
who on pages 143-146 of I Like America, published
in 1938, states that the achievements and progress
of the Soviet people have been immense and re-
markable. For some reason the audience, about
half of which was composed of Smith girls, thought
this was pretty funny and laughed so hard that I
couldn’t help laughing myself. Then I added:
‘You see, I just happened to read this passage by
chance on the way up in the train’ That brought
another roar of laughter. Meantime Mr. Hicks
cracked nary a smile and, in spite of all my efforts
to be amusing, looked glum as could be through-
out the meeting.

“Becoming a bit more serious, I proceeded to ask
Hicks please to explain why he and certain other
writers had constantly lauded the great accomplish-
ments of the Soviet Union right up through the
middle of August 1939, and then by September 1,
following the signing of the Soviet-German Non-
Aggression Pact, had suddenly decided that all
these accomplishments never existed, that Soviet
socialism was a total failure and that the entire
170 million people of the USSR were little better
than barbarians. ‘How come?’ I said. Mr. Hicks
was not able to give me even a half-way satisfac-
tory answer to this question and in my humble
opinion he never will be able to do so.

“Well, I had a lot of fun that evening. And at
the end, after giving Hicks the benefit of every
doubt and allowing my natural modesty full play,
I was finally forced to concede myself the victory
in my work-out with the sage of Grafton, New
York.”

By the way, according to press reports which
I have seen, Hr. Hicks has come out for all aid
to Britain. He also advocates direct American inter-
vention should Mr. Churchill seem to be losing his
battle with Mr. Hitler. I wonder whether Hicks has
burned his copy of his biography of John Reed.
Certainly it should haunt him for the rest of his

days. Reed stood for everything which Hicks has
repudiated—honesty, progress, peace, and a firm,
belief in the future of the common people.
EbNA LEsCAUT.
Philadelphia, Pa.

We Stand Corrected

0 NEw Masses: J. T. Carson is the better man

for having rushed off his criticism of Mr.
Webb’s “It's Happened in Washington.,” (NEw
Masses, November 19.) I reacted much more deeply
to the Webb article than did Mr. Carson (if I am to
judge by the tenor of his letter), but permitted the
grass to grow under my feet while he took up the
cudgels in defense of the nation’s capital. I think,
however, there is much more to be added to the
Carson letter if the erroneous impression left by
this article is to be corrected.

We can all agree that the ‘“reactionary-jitters”
do exist in Washington. But readers of NEw MASSEs
know that in those parts of the United States where
the terror has been greatest, the advanced section
of humanity, in the forefront of the struggle against
reaction, has not furled its banners and slunk away.
Is Washington D. C. the exception? I was one of

those who felt the sub-human brutality of the .

Washington police at that unforgettable Sunrise
Service for Peace. It was my baptism in the mean-
ing of terror and intimidation. One who has not
had such a baptism can hardly grasp its full sig-
nificance.

Did Washington stop holding mass meetings for
peace after that? Such meetings followed in quick
succession. Only a few weeks ago Theodore Dreiser
addressed an open air peace rally. It was a raw,
cold night and over 700 people, Negro and white,
stood their ground for two solid hours. Of that mass
many had had personal experience with the Sunrise
Service. To the very end of the Dreiser meeting
(which went off quite peacefully) many felt that
at any moment there would be a repetition of police
lawlessness or provocation by stooges. Yet there we
stood in Lafayette Park, backed up by determina-
tion and a very effective amplifier.

Not all of the people’s struggles in Washington
take place with the fireworks that make a Roman
holiday for journalists. Progressive men and women
go about their small, daily tasks of leading the
fight against the burdens which the war-bent ad-
ministration seeks to impose on the people. These
tasks taken separately do not make exciting news
copy, but add it up and you have a significant
contribution to the progressive forces of the United
States,

CATHERINE LAWRENCE.

Washington, D. C. '

The Duchy of David Windsor

o NEw Masses: I have been spending a vaca-

tion in Nassau, that tiny outpost of the British
empire where David Edward Windsor, former
king-emperor, has been installed as governor.
As a typical example of British colonial rule, and
because of their strategic location at the gateway
to Central America, the Bahamas assume an im-
portance out of relation to their size.

The island of New Providence, whose capital
is Nassau, is populated predominantly by Negroes
who formerly owned the land which was bought
for a song by white speculators. The latter reaped
a golden harvest to build a white man’s paradise.
Today these white men govern the island in the
name of the crown. The Negroes live under a
theoretically democratic government, but the island

administration has established a form of Jim
Crowism as complete as our own southern variety.
Behind Nassau’s facade of luxurious homes there’s
another town seldom seen by the tourists. This is
a shanty town—decrepit huts lining narrow, un-
paved streets, the majority without sanitary or
other conveniences. Quarters are cramped in a
climate which demands room and air. Dirt and
squalor, disease and hunger—these make up the
real Nassau.

What pleases the English and American resi-
dents, is that labor is cheap. $2.00 to $3.50 per week
is considered a generous wage. You can get a -
couple, man and wife, to run your home for
$3.00 weekly, a cook who will average ten hours
a day for $2 to $4. Apparently giving cognizance to
the low standard of living in the Bahamas, the
government in 1937 fixed, by Order of Council,
minimum wages for unskilled workers. In the to-
mato industry (a principal source of export) mini-
mum, and therefore average, wages for laborers
were set at 30 cents to 60 cents per day. In the
building trades, the rate is 80 cents per day for
males. These figures are from the Bakamas Blue
Book for 1938 and must be considered in relation
to living costs which have always been high, are
higher today. Skilled workers, of whom there are
few, get from $1.20 to $2.00 per day. Painters and
plumbers receive the former figure, carpenters the
latter.

Some hope for better conditions has been put
in the Duke of Windsor, but as one of the natives
expressed it, “He hasn’t done anything yet.” At
the opening of the Legislative Council this Fall,
the Duke in a prepared address, reviewed among
other things the increase in unemployment. With
respect to unemployment, his sole recommendation
was that an advisory committee be set up to study
the matter and be ready to act when the need
arose.

The death rate, by the way, is 126.2 per 1,000
live births, a figure which is double that of the
US. There’s a lack of proper medical and dental
care. ’

My own conclusion about Nassau is that without
the British or any other ruling group to hold them
down, the Negroes could make a significant con-
tribution to the culture and well being of the
Bahamas.

C. B.

Nassau, Bahamas.

More About Coudert

0 New Masses: Here is an interesting footnote

to one phase of Simon W. Gerson’s piece, “The
Coudert School for Slander” (December 17). Gerson
relates that Coudert’s law firm has reactionary
French connections. The fact is that this law firm,
Coudert Bros., of which Frederic R. Coudert, Sr.,’
is a partner, also has as a partner one Paul Fuller,
Jr. Now Fuller has for a number of years been
secretary and director of Coty Inc. and its affiliate,
Coty International Corp. The late Francois Coty,
head of the Coty perfumery enterprises, was a
multi-millionaire and founder of the “politically
fascist” newspaper, L’Ami du peuple. More, Coty
was, according to R. Palme Dutt, one of those who
early subsidized the Croix de Feu. Later Coty
organized his own fascist group, Solidarite Fran-
cais, which, John Gunther reported, was more to
the right than the Croix de Feu!

These facts make Gerson’s reference to Cou-
dert’s reactionary French connections even more
pointed.

Hy KRrAvrr.

New York City.
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Is Poetry Dead?

Jacques Roumain, the distinguished Haitian writer, discusses poetry as a mirror of the times.
Why Archibald MacLeish became “the repenting Magdalene of liberalism.”

N INQUIRY into the fate of poetry is im-
A perative. Poetry is a part of the ideo-

. logical system whose manifold reflec-
tions, be they psychology, art, morals,
philosophy, or any other manifestation of the
" human mind, express a concrete historical

reality.

" Poetry is not a pure idealistic distillation,
a sort of magical incantation: it reflects that
which in common language one calls an epoch;
that is to say, the dialectical complexity of
social relations, of contradictions and antag-
onisms of the political and economic structure
of a society 4t a definite historical period.
Hence, poetry is a testimony and one of
the elements of analysis of this society. With
some ambition I could have called these re-
marks: “From Mallarme to Mayakovsky.”
What distinguishes the great French poet
from the Russian genius seems to me singu-
larly to underline and illustrate my point.
Mallarme is the product of an epoch when
the progressive curve of capitalism has already
reached its dead climax, when bourgeois so-
ciety has entered its declining stage, at which,
to the destruttion of the productive forces, it
adds the negation of cultural values.

If the writer does not retain from this
process of agony anything but the negative
aspect, if he does not grasp in the death of
an obsolete social organism its replacement by
another of a higher quality, his troubled dis-
order may translate itself into an evasion of
reality susceptible of acquiring the most varied
forms. )

Je fuis et je m’accroche & toutes les croisées
d’ou on tourne le dos & la vie

I escape and hold on to all the windows
from which one turns the back to life

sings Mallarme, and this escape he finds in
the solitary construction of a rare poetry,
in an exquisite alchemy of language, and a
’kind of fanaticism for pure sound. In this re-
invention of language, there is not only an
esthetic laboratory research. There is also a
deliberate attempt on Mallarme’s part to ig-
. nore the common people by refusing to let
himself be understood by them. Language is
not and cannot remain aloof from the class
- struggle. One can easily follow the develop-
ment of social forces from, for instance, the
seventeenth century to the French Revolu-
tion, through the study in literature of
stereotyped periphrases, the aim of which is
to avoid the vulgar, the plebeian, in short,
anything associated with the people. From
the works of French linguists like Brunot,
Meillet, Vendreys, and Lagrasserie, one can

see that the exclusion or the inclusion of cer-
tain words in language clearly indicates re-
placement of one ruling class by another.
Viewed from this particylar angle, Mallarme’s
poetry is among the most reactionary. Paul
Valery has very neatly expressed this attitude
of the poet who isolates himself from the
people and finds in his attitude immeasurable
pride: “The small number,” he. says, ‘“‘does
not hate to be the small number.” And one
of his most penetrating remarks is that Mal-

larme, “the least primitive of poets, by the

unusual and almost stupefying fitting together
of words—by the musical eclat of the verse
and its singular plenitude, gives the impres-
sion of that which is most powerful in the
original poetry: the magic formula.”

CONFESSION OF FAILURE

It seems to me that this is the confession
of a failure, if all the resources of intelli-
gence, the welding together of syntax and
the most refined thinking, the almost desper-
ate search for the pure poetic expression, must
reach that synthesis of primitive incantation.
This is a trait that links such a phenomenon
to the intuitivism and the “elan vital” of
a Bergson, which are expressions of the de-
nial of reason by the disintegrating bourgeois
society. It is as if the exploration of the
most elaborate forms of musical art -should
bring us back, by means of a kind of inverted
paleontology, from a fugue of Bach to the
archaic theme of a primitive drum.

However, that which essentially distin-
guishes the position of a Mallarme from that
of the poets and writers who are today the
architects of irrational thinking, is that Mal-
larme in his time was banned and ridiculed
by what one might call the “good literary
society”’—the academy, bourgeois critics, the
intellectual pillars of capitalism—whereas to-
day these welcome with open arms the pro-
ponents of irrationalism and the whirling
dervishes of spiritualism.

The reason for this is that the world
has reached an historical cross-roads; the
forces of socialism and of capitalism are fac-
ing each other in decisive struggle. On’ the
eve of a fundamental historical transforma-
tion, the crumbling old society finds in idealis-
tic c<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>