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SINCE the last time we wrote “Between
Ourselves,” several important changes have
taken place in our staff. As many of our
readers know, Herbert Goldfrank, our business
manager, has left for the Army. In bidding
him Godspeed several hundred of our friends,
and our editors, paid warm tribute to the
sterling work he did in the two years he was
with NM. We know that the thousands of
our readers acquainted with his work, and
the hundreds who knew him personally, feel
the same way. I feel the need, one of these
days, to do a column on that unsung hero of
journalism, the business manager, and we’ll
have a few more words to say about Gold-
frank’s contribution to NM.

It was no easy task finding a fitting suc-
cessor, but we’ve done it. This is by way of
introducing Lottie Gordon, our new business
manager, a young woman known to thousands
in New York and Ohio where she has proved
her qualities of leadership, organization, and
the dogged persistence which are éarmarks of
that rara avis, the first-rate business manager.

* And while we’re at it we want to introduce
a few more of NM’s family. Our new man-
aging editor is Dr. Virginia, Shull (you must
omit the appellation in future references to
her, she insists). A former Henry Fellow at
Oxford, she comes to us after teaching at the
George Washington University and Olivet
College for seven years.

We are glad, too, to announce that Mar-
jorie De Armand, who has been our chief
steward in the Sight and Sounds department
and mobilizer of our book reviewers, becomes
a member of the Board of Editors.

And further, we want to announce that
Joseph Foster, whose writing on the film has
received widespread favorable response, has
been released (at long last) from some of his
other pressing duties on the magazine to be-
come our permanent film critic.

Furthermore, NM projects a continuous
and more intensive inter-relationship between
reader and staff. We propose to reach many
more thousands than we did in the past, and
we have a number of projects heading in that
direction. For thege reasons we want to in-
troduce a member of our staff who has al-
ready made the acquaintance of many hun-
dreds of you, our Field Representative, Do-
retta Tarmon. You’ll be hearing more from
her in the coming weeks.

Tms is being written May 8, one week
before the deadline we referred to last
week; the creditors’ deadline. On that day
NM must meet immediate obligations total-
ling $8,000.

To date, we have received $6,500. In other
words between now and the fifteenth—one
week—we must raise another $1,500 to satisfy
the bill collectors. We believe it can be done.
Our readers as always indicate that NM’s
problems, whatever they may be, are close to
their hearts. The fact that our four-week
drive for $8,000 has brought in $6,500 is
an indication that the total can be raised. To
those of you who have not yet come through,
we submit this appeal: sit down and write

that check tonight.

Furthermore, we want to tell you this: our
drive to date toward the annual $40,000 goal
has almost reached the half-way mark. The
total altogether is $19,870 as we go to press.
As we mentioned before we had originally
set the goal of $28,000 by this time. We are
considerably distant from that mark—by some
$8,000. But we have hopés that the next four
weeks will see a big jump in the number

of returns. We are glad to say that the graph -

of response is upward; our readers are coming
to understand that the financial responsibilities
of their magazine cannot be left to the last:
that they must place their contributions for
NM toward the top of their lists.

WORD about this issue: we want our
readers’ reactions to it. This is our sec-
ond special literary number: it is our feeling
that we have registered progress. We believe
that we have, within these thirty-two pages,
one of the most significant presentations of

contemporary literary problems that have ap-
peared in many seasons. At least that’s the way
we feel about it. We are particularly happy
to publish Samuel Sillen’s challenging article
for discussion, and we invite our readers, as
well as those among them who are writers and
workers in the arts, to send us their reactions
to the issues posed in Dr. Sillen’s article.

As you will see, his piece is the first of a
series probing this whole area and we want
to involve in the discussion everybody who
is interested. And we believe NM’s readers
are particularly interested. They, of all peo-
ple, realize the tremendous changes of our
day, and the need for examination and re-
evaluation of cultural standards and objec-
tives. And as we said in our first literary
number three months ago, this is a venture
that cannot be successfully tackled by the
editors here in the office. It requires the full-
est cooperation of all our readers, as well as
the editors and writers. The solution to these
issues demands the participation of those for
whom writers write, and artists draw, as well
as those who do the writing and drawing.
The time is indeed ripe for a full clarifica-
tion of the questions of our culture: and our
pages are open.

JosepH NORTH.
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The Challenge of Change

HATEVER else may be said of

\2/ Bernard DeVoto’s The Literary

Fallacy, it is certain that this at-
tack on the writers of the 1920’s touched
off a small explosion in literary circles. It
roused the slumbering lions of criticism,
provoked Sinclair Lewis into shouts of
“Fool!” and “Liar!” and even awakened
the -gentle displeasuire of J. Donald Adams
of the New York Times. The Literary
Fallacy interrupted the stupor into which
criticism had fallen, revealing how much
confusion and insecurity there is beneath
the placid surface of American literary
thought.

This invigorating commotion is likely to
be very fleeting. For DeVoto’s book, is so
arrogant, ill-tempered, and one-sided that
it becomes a brilliant exercise in self-de-
molition. The former Harvard professor
has mistaken abuse for analysis; the former
editor of the Saturday Review of Litera-
ture has defended American life by dis-
owning American literature; the pundit
who occupies the Easy Chair of Harper’s
has leisurely borrowed the best ideas of
Van Wyck Brooks in order to berate Van
Wyck Brooks. On page after page he has
-wearisomely paid tribute to his own scholar-
ship, judgment, and wit while deploring
“the abysmal ignorance of all his contem-
poraries.

Yet the problems raised by DeVoto are
inherently serious, and it would be an error
to ignore them because of their clumsy set-
ting. More is involved than the evaluation
of the twenties. While that is the imme-
diate theme, the book branches off to
affect our deeper concern with literary at-
titudes today and tomorrow. In raising the
large question of the relation between
American letters and American society be-
tween two world wars, DeVoto challenges
every critic to define his basic beliefs. To
outroar him is child’s play. It is more im-
portant to counterpose values to his
calumnies.

To begin with, what is “the literary
fallacy” that has incurred DeVoto’s wrath?
It is, one gathers, an occupational disease
of the writing fraternity. It is an exag-
gerated sense of the worth and significance
of literature. It assumes “that a culture
may be understood and judged solely by
means of its literature, that literature em-
bodies truly and completely both the values
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and content of a culture, that literature is
the measure of life, and finally that life is
subordinate to literature.”

This fallacy, says DeVoto, was striking-
ly exemplified in the literature of the twen-
ties, which purported to deal with Ameri-
can life while it was in reality out of touch
with that life. We cannot go to literature
for a reasonable expression of the period,
for during the twenties “the society was
rugged, lively, and vital, but literature be-
came increasingly debilitated, capricious,
querulant, and irrelevant.” It was the age
of “literary folly” and “slapstick.” Hem-
ingway, Lewis, Brooks, O’Neill, and Dos
Passos wrongly identified their “lack of
intelligence” with an unintelligent society.
The “literary way of thinking” was a fail-
ure because “a people, a culture, and a
civilization cannot be held to literary ideas.”

'DeVoto is far from suggesting that the
situation improved in the following decade.
On the contrary, in the 1930’s the curve of
the arc was still downward. The social
concerns of the period now “excused
writers of any responsibility of honesty or
knowledge, and relieved them of any ac-
tion beyond that of watching a mechanical
determinism fulfill itself.” Marxism was a
further “repudiation” of society, even more
wicked in its consequences than estheticism.

“Plains Bison,” by Helen West Heller.

.nist or fascist. . .

There was a ‘“‘stampede” of writers “to
formidable absolutisms, whether Commu-
.’ In short, American
literature, which was unspeakably .bad in
the 1920’s, was unspeakably worse in the

1930’s.

HERE are thus two sides to the DeVoto
* thesis. One has to do with “the
literary fallacy” in general. The other has
to do with “the literary failure” of the
past two decades.

Three key questions are implied in the
discussion: (1) What is the actual rela-
tion between literature and life? (2) Is it
true that a whole generation of American
writers portrayed a country that did not
exist, and what was wrong with their
portrait? (3) What light does the literary
experience of the between-wars period
throw on the writer’s problem today?

DeVoto’s treatment of the relation be-
tween literature and life obscures the real
issue. He has demagogically stacked the -
cards in his definition of “the literary fal-
lacy.” Only a literary monomaniac suffer-
ing at once from bibliolatry and delusions
of grandeur would subscribe to the fallacy
as defined. For no serious writer asserts
that a culture may be understood and
judged solely by its literature, or that the
values and content of a culture are em-
bodied completely in literature, or that life
is subordinate to literature. If Van Wyck
Brooks had ever written, believed, or un-
consciously assumed that, DeVoto would
win his case hands down. But to anyone
who has read Brooks without jaundice this
accusation will not easily be sold.

The truth is that, under the guise of
attacking an indefensibly exaggerated
theory of literature, DeVoto is inviting his
readers to share an essential contempt for
literature and literary ideas. Nor is this the
first time by any means. In previous books,
DeVoto has repudiated all ideas and theories
as abstractions, frowned upon intellectual
consistency as a foreign agent in American
life, and thrown suspicion on passionate
feeling as a survival of witchcraft. He illus-
trates a far graver fallacy than the one he
sets'up as a straw man; he illustrates the
philistine fallacy, too widely encouraged,
that literature is an aberration of the con-
temporary American scene and that it need
not therefore be taken too much to heart.



This is the clear meaning of DeVoto’s at-
tacks on those writers, especially if they
are Marxists, who take literature seriously
as a reflection of life and as an influence
upon life.

It is nonsense to say that a whole body
of writing so alive, vigorous, and essen-
tially realistic in spirit as that of the 1920’
and 1930’s was a vast falsification of
American society. One may say that it was
a limited picture, lacking in profundity and
complexity. But even an imperfect reflec-
tion is not a wilfully concocted mirage.
~ “What the imagination creates,” as Gorky

once wrote, “is prompted by the facts of
real life, and it is governed not by baseless
fantasy, divorced from life, but very real
causes.”

A literature is not the sole means of
judging a culture, but it is an indispensa-
ble means. No sensible person would de-
scribe historical reality merely by reference
to the novels and plays of a period, but
neither would he dismiss these novels and
plays, whatever their character, as irrele-
vant. For literature helps us elucidate the
hopes and betrayals, the inner assumptions
and explicit deeds of a historic era. There

is never, to be sure, a point by point pa-’

rallel; the degree of correspondence be-
tween the social fact and the artistic image
varies enormously—depending on the tal-
ent and perception of the writer—and it
must be determined by a detailed study in
each instance. But in any final view, the
attitudes and forms of a vital body of lit-
erature are anchored in reality; they ex-
press a living society and have an impact
on living men. To say that the entire litera-
ture of the period between two wars bears
~ no relationship to real life requires a devil-
theory of literary development, with Van
Wyck Brooks in the role of devil, and this
is exactly the theory that DeVoto pro-
pounds.

BUT there is an element of irony in all
this. What gives DeVoto’s view sig-
nificance is not that he has set it forth, but
that a far more discerning critic named
Van Wyck Brooks has recently become
converted to it, seconded by another of
DeVoto’s devils, Archibald MacLeish.
DeVoto actually agrees with Beelzebub
Brooks and Mephistopheles MacLeish, ex-
cept that, with a vast sense of virtue, he
scorns these “penitents who have lately
been tailoring sackcloth to their own meas-
ure.” In his highly provocative little book
On Literature Today, Brooks too has
disowned most of the literature of the past
two decades. He feels—and DeVoto has
echoed his very term—that most of our
books since the last war have been written
by ‘“‘adolescent minds,” virtually the only
exception being Robert Frost—an excep-
tion also cited by DeVoto.
This, then, 'is a formidable coalition.
Brooks believes that the writing of this
period represents a “‘death-wish” whose in-
fluence is disintegrating on national morale.

“Man Eating,” by R. Rubin.

MacLeish blames the authors of this period,
himself included, for the “moral and

spiritual unpreparedness” of the genera-

tion now at war. DeVoto, as usual, goes
one step further., He claims that there is a
‘“‘causal relationship” between this litera-
ture and the picture of America drawn in
Hitler’s Mein Kampf, Goebbels’ propa-
ganda broadcasts, and Karl Haushofer’s
geopolitics.

What accounts for this wholesale re-
pudiation of the past? The answer is obvi-
ous. It is that the war has compelled men
to examine their lives, their values, and
their achievements. A democratic writer
like Brooks or MacLeish is today vitally
concerned with the defeat of fascism. He
recognizes that the historic issue at stake
is nothing less than the survival of civilized

values, the supremacy of reason, and the

liberation of mankind’s creative energies as
against Hitlerite barbarism. He is aware
that the free future of America hinges on
the victorious outcome of the war. He
therefore understands that a mature and
realistic approach to art is today not only
a problem in esthetics but a necessity of
survival. For every artist is imperatively
called upon to kindle the imagination, en-
large the understanding, and steel the will
of the people in this struggle.

To such a writer, looking backward, the
road from 1920 to 1941 may well seem
strewn with mistakes. There were plenty.
The literature of discontent and despair in
the twenties had the effect too often of
undermining confidence not merely in a
bad peace or an illusory prosperity but in
human nature itself. It frequently engen-
dered moods of mysticism, suicide, cyni-
cism, and fatalism. By its generalized
negativism it imperiled a positive belief in
the power of people to remold the world.
It encouraged attitudes .of inaction’and
resignation. Too many writers succumbed
to the atmosphere which they critically por-

trayed; they were morally defeated by an
environment which they assumed to be
eternally and invincibly bankrupt. The
worst side of the twenties was summed up
in T. S. Eliot’s disenchanted remark that
“We fight rather to keep something alive
than in the expectation that anything will
triumph.”

But while the past is not irreproachable,
there is no sense in reproaching it, as
Gorky wisely wrote. We must understand
the past, analyze its relation to the present.

RrITICs like Brooks and MacLeish com-
mit a dangerous error when they in-
sist that writers under Harding and Hoover
should have seen life through the eyes of
the Roosevelt period, or that a writer dis-
illusioned ‘with Versailles should have
shared the invigorating hope of Teheran.
The error is dangerous because it blurs his-
torical differences; it obscures the crucial
fact that we are today living in a world
that is in essential respects quite different
from the one inhabited by the writers of
two decades or even a decade ago. If this
is not clearly and deeply understood then
creative writers and critics alike will wan-
der in paralyzed confusion. If the radical
difference between the world of 1920 and
the world of 1944 is ignored, words will
simply lose their meaning.

There could not be a flourishing litera-
ture of hope in that earlier world for the
simple reason that a literature of hope and "
a social program of hopelessntss cannot co-
exist. A plea for moral affirmations di-
vorced from reality may be singularly hol-
low and ineffectual, may indeed encourage
the very disease of skepticism it seeks to
eradicate. Optimism and faith cannot be
obtained by rhetorical exhortation. A good
writer is an honest writer, and unless he
can honestly believe that society is on the
path of progress his key attitudes are likely
to be critical, tinged with pessimism, bit-
terness, and regret.

DeVoto insists that American life in the
decade from Versailles to the economic
crash was “rugged, lively, and vital.” In
a sense it was, of course. We emerged
from the war wealthy and powerful. Yet
how tragically right were the novels of
F. Scott Fitzgerald that showed the brittle-
ness in the laughter; how revealing of
essential insecurity and purposelessness were
the novels of Sinclair Lewis. The war
stories of Dos Passos and Cummings, or a
war play like What Price Glory, reflected
far more than their own authors’ feeling
that the first world war was not in fact the
battle for democracy which millions had
been led to believe it would be. The coun-

" try had retreated, under Republican aus-

pices, into a fantastic isolationism against
which many writers reacted with a root-
less cosmopolitanism. A labor movement
crippled by shortsighted leadership, repres-
sive governmental acts, and internal di-
vision could not furnish most writers with
the democratic backbone they sorely
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needed. Harding spouted normalcy, but
the writers were more faithful to the un-
derlying truth when, as with Sherwood
Anderson or Eugene O’Neill, they pic-
tured frustration, groping, vaguely defined
desire.

Increasingly sterile and hopeless as many .

of the writers became, they did not, at least,
create the illusion of comfort where none
existed. The really bad books were those
that whitewashed reality with' their Polly-
annish insistence that we inhabited the best
of all possible worlds; the really good
books were powerful corrosives to com-
placency, Babbittry, previncial prejudice,
and moral hypocrisy. Undisciplined and
nihilistic they frequently were, but they

helped clear the air; they had a liberating

influence on many minds; they did not
sanction the official myths of the Harding-
Coolidge-Hoover presidentiad. A sound
approach to the literature of the twenties
neither glorifies nor damns it, but attempts
to understand the social sources of its
mockery and heartbreak, its bitterness and
anger.

N ANY case, the proper objection is not
to Sinclair Lewis, let us say, for writing
. such novels as Main Street, Babbitt, or
Arrowsmith. They were vigorous books,
and they are likely to endure as significant
portraits of their period. The proper ob-
jection 1s to a writer who stands still while
the world moves on. Sinclair Lewis con-
tinued to write in the thirties as if he were
still living in the twenties. His earlier work,
notable for its freshness, gave way to novels
that were increasingly stale, superficial, and,
above all, unreal. In the world of The
Grapes of Wrath and Native Son, a book
like The Prodigal Parents was a melan-
choly anachronism. Lewis furnishes an in-
teresting contrast to Brooks and MacLeish.
He condemns the present because it has
moved away from the past, while they con-
 demn the 1920°s because they were not
the 1940’. Lewis is a disturbing example
of the penalty paid by an artist who can-
not detach himself from attitudes that have
lost their vitality because they are rooted
in a world that has long since undergone a
sea-change.

Lewis was by no means the only casualty
of the post-crash period. Immense social
forces were at work to outdate a waste-
lander like T. S. Eliot, a sentimentalist
like James Branch Cabell, a cynical tech-
nician like E. E. Cummings, an anti-demo-
cratic nose-thumber like H. L. Mencken.
To sustain creative vigor, to reach any
audience worth reaching, it was necessary
to keep pace with the oceanic tides of his-
tory. Reality now included a grim depres-
sion which, instead of defeating the people,
first sobered the country and then shook it
into affirmative action; reality now in-
cluded Roosevelt and the New Deal, the
unprecedented growth of the labor move-
ment culminating in the CIO; reality now
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included the omnipresent threat of Hitler-

ism, people’s wars against fascist aggression

in Spain and China, the struggle for col-
lective democratic resistance led by . the
Soviet Union. A writer who failed to un-
derstand this reality, or who failed to iden-
tify himself with strong popular forces,
was a lost writer. )

In this new period, the social writers,
particularly those whose understanding was
strengthened by Marxist theory, made the
greatest impact because they were in closest
touch with actual life. An excellent liberal
critic, T. K. Whipple, who was a pro-
fessor of English at the University of Cali-
fornia until his death in 1939, clearly un-
derstood this truth. He reminded the
readers of the New Republic in 1937
[April 21] that “As everybody knows,
the literary movement of first importance
in the thirties has been radical, revolution-
ary, Marxian, and even their opponents
must admit that these people are trying to
move on into the collective world and that
they have leagued themselves with strong
forces.” As if in answer to DeVoto’s
cheap canard that Marxism “‘excused
writers of any responsibility of honesty or
knowledge,” Professor Whipple wrote
that “So far from forswearing intelligence
and knowledge, they use all they can get;

*

it is all grist to their mill.” And as if in
answer to DeVoto’s accusation that the
social writers fatalistically watched “a
mechanical determinism fulfill itself,”
Whipple noted that “Their world is not
contracting, but expanding, and so are their
minds with it. Instead of propping up a
decayed edifice or idly chronicling its col-
lapse, they have faith that they are helping
to build a fresh and sounder structure.
They are on the side of life, of awareness
and sensibility; no limits are set to the pos-
sibilities of their development.”

YET any candid estimate of the thirties
must acknowledge that these possibili-
ties were realized only in part. To see this
period clearly, it is necessary, as with the
previous decade, to adopt a dialectical ap-
proach; that is, an approach which recog-
nizes the contradictory elements of devel-
opment. Positive and negative forces were
at work to produce a literature that cannot
be confined to a simple formula.
On the positive side, the characteristic

work of this period reveals a much deeper

sense of responsibility than had existed in
the previous years. More and more writers
began to understand that literary creation
is not a merely individual act, but a social
act. Writing became purposeful. Authors

* K

Ballade of Simple Arithmetic

In smoke of battles’ rubbled aftermath

The partisans reform their wary crew -

All welded one in arc of hot hard wrath:

A man beside 2 man is more than two.

This something more experts could not construe,
This fierce bright knowledge that the people wore
True part of arms against whom they pursue:
You can have what you never had before.

From scintillating stage down dusky hall

Ecstatic gusts of music flow, born through
Concerted action that as one moves all,

A man beside 2 man is more than two.

The sudden vision the composer knew

Wed to symphonic craft produces more

Than simple hands, ink, wood, or wind could do;
You can have what you never had before.

With wounded moved from screaming shrapnel’s blast
Skilled surgeons’ fingers healing nature woo;

The operating team toils true and fast

(a man beside a man is more than two):

Yet Pasteur, Harvey, Lister, Galen too,

Were fruitless workers adding to the lore

If teamwork were not ever learned anew.

You can’ have what you never had before.

Envoy

Friend, this is factual now—more, can be true
To shape the dawning peace beyond the war:
A man beside 2 man is more than two;
You can have what you never had before.

AL GoOEDDEL.



Art Young
Memorial
Award

b

In its second literary quarterly, NEW MASSES is
proud to announce the first of a series of Art Young
Memorial Awards. The world-loved artist was fearless
and alive with the spirit of his times. He loved all forms
of art—books, plays, movies—anything creative—were an
essential part of his life. It is in the memory of Art Young,
for many years one of the magazine's editors, that the
first series of NEW MASSES awards is offered, falling into
four categories—$100 for the best cartoon or drawing,
$100 for the best short story, $100 for the best poem,
$100 for the best non-fiction prose—reportage or criticism.

In each quarterly issue devoted to the arts, we will
announce and publish the prize winner in one of the cate-
gories. Our first announcement will be the cartoon or
drawing award. Winner of the prize will be the cartoon or
drawing received in this office before August 10, which
merits the first choice of judges Daniel Fitzpatrick of the
St. Louis ""Post Dispatch," William Gropper, Rockwell Kent,
and Moses Soyer.

Competition in all the above fields is open now. The
deadline for the short story contest will be set and the
judges' names listed in our next literary issue; poetry in
the following; non-fiction after that. Judges will be out-
standing practitioners in their fields.

NEW MASSES editors and staff members and the

judges, will, of course, be excluded from competition. All
entries should be addressed to Art Young Awards, c/o
New Masses, 104 E. Ninth St., New York 3, N. Y.

—The Editors



climbed down from the ivory tower, or
were violently dispossessed from it, and
they joined the crowds of unemployed on
the streets. Formalism went out of fashion.
Many intellectuals could now appreciate
Emerson’s definition of duty for the
American man of letters: “A scholar de-
fending the cause of slavery, of arbitrary
government, of monopoly, of the oppressor,
is a traitor to his profession. He has ceased
to be a scholar. He is not company for
clean people. . . . It is not enough that the
work should show a skilful hand, ingenious
contrivance and admirable polish and fin-
ish; it should have a commanding motive
in the time and condition in which it was
made. . . . There is always the previous
question, How came you on that side? You
are a very elegant writer, but you can’t
write up what " gravitates down.” In re-
storing this sense of responsibility, in ad-
dressing itself to life-and-death issues, in
re-affirming Whitman’s concept of a demo-
cratic literature, the most expressive writing
of the thirties made an enormous contribu-
tion to our national life.

But it was far more successful in por-
traying the decadent forces in society than
it was in illuminating the creative forces.
It was molded almost entirely by the de-
-pression half of the decade, not enough by
the New Deal half. Its most convincing
images are of collapse, hunger, fear, the
deterioration of the land and the disinte-
gration of families. Tobacco Road, as Carl
Van Doren observed, became the Main
Street of the 1930’s. The notorious con-
version endings of so many proletarian
novels were less persuasive than the broken
lives they described. The silicosis-stricken
miner of Albert Maltz’s Man on the Road
and Muriel Rukeyser’s US 1 are symbols
of the period, victims of a cruel and waste-
ful society. Stephen Vincent Benet wrote:

There is a rust on the land.

A rust and a creeping blight and a
scaled evil,

For six years eating, yet deeper than
those six years.

Men labor to master it but it is not
mastered. '

Despite the affirmative effort of The
Grapes of Wrath, the dominant image re-

mains of “One man, one family driven

from the land; this rusty car creaking
along the highway to the west, I lost my
land, 3 single tractor took my land. I am
alone and I am bewildered.” James T.
Farrell could see only the degeneration of
Studs Lonigan. Clifford Odets soon turned
from' a story of incipient trade unionism
in Waiting for Lefty to a drama of middle-
class futility in Paradise Lost.

To recall this predominant tone of de-
pression literature is of course not to
disparage such interesting and powerful
work as I have cited. It was, in the first
“instance, a healthy -and earnest criticism of
American life and it heightened the coun-
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try’s awareness of breakdown and deep-
ened the people’s desire for change. For

‘the Wall Street collapse portrayed in

Archibald MacLeish’s Panic was no fan-
tasy, nor was the South Chicago Memo-
rial Day massacre of 1937 pictured in
Meyer Levin’s Citizens. The sharecropper
South was authentically pictured in You
Have Seen Their Faces; the ugly lynch-
ing and Jim Crowism of Uncle Tom’s
Children were taken out of life, as real as
Bigger Thomas.

Yet it is equally true that by the end of
the decade most writers were lagging be-
hind the country; they never fully recov-
ered from the impact of the depression.
There were at least half a dozen novels
about the Gastonia strike of 1930; but
where in our fiction or drama is there a
convincing reflection of the tremendous
strength of labor by 19407 Political cor-
ruption, yes; but who has reflected the fact
that we are living under the most pro-
gressive administration since Lincoln’s
day? The writers of the 1930’s, by and
large; were not much more successful than
those of the 1920’s in dramatizing the
gathering forces of change. And when the
change came victoriously, it seems to have
stunned rather than stimulated them.

Consider two obvious, though quite dif-
ferent, examples. James T. Farrell, whose
Studs Lonigan was a challenging contribu-
tion.of the early thirties, has today become
as boringly repetitive an anachronism as
Sinclair Lewis became after his early period.
Like Lewis he grows increasingly resent-
ful of an America that moves into a
brighter future. His art has become as re-
actionary, in the literal sense, as his poli-
tics. Another interesting case in point is
Clifford Odets, who cannot seem to tear
himself from themes and moods that have
lost the burning relevance they had ten

years ago.

THE sober truth is that for twenty years

American literature—the best of it—has
been an opposition literature critical of the
dominant currents of American life. This
was inevitable. For the most part it ex-
pressed the true relationships of a society
in which the interests of the masses were
subordinated to minority interests. Most
writers today are rooted in a tradition of
protest rather than of affirmation; their
psychology is that of the rebel who has be-
come so accustomed to continual defeats
that he feels unhappy when he has won a
significant victory. The over-conditioned
rebel has to oppose even when he is fight-
ing against what started out to be his own
side. He resents the: victory.

A liberal critic like Malcolm Cowley
is the supreme embodiment of this
chronic incapacity to recognize a new
situation. In the New Republic of Jan. 3,
1944, Cowley denies a libelous charge I
made against him in these pages; he asserts
unequivocally that he does not have “rheu-

matic joints and a very long white beard.”
I am glad to make a public retraction. But
I still wonder if there is not something in-
tellectually rheumatic about his attack on
“The Happiness Boys,” that is to say, the
New Massks editors. Cowley thinks NEw
Masses is making a big mistake: “Its mis-
take partly lies in surrendering its old and
useful function as an opposition organ that
described the abuses in American society.”

That there are abuses in American so-
ciety today will not come as news to read-
ers of the NEw Masses edito#al columns;
indeed, NEwW Masses has not concealed its
regret at the New Republic’s occasional
failure to join in fighting these abuses. But
the concept of an “opposition organ” is
really significant. Opposition to what? To
the national policy that expresses the na-
tional interest today? To the war, to the
President, to the CIO Political Action
Committee? The all-important feature of
our national life today—and this is true on
a world scale—is that fascism and reaction
are the opposition parties. The Chicago
Tribune is today the arch “opposition
organ.”

NDERSTANDING this truth is the crucial

problem of a writer today. The pro-
gressive forces of the world are the ascend-
ant forces. Military victory is in sight. The
tri-power agreement at ‘Teheran opened up
the realistic perspective of an enduringly
cooperative world. The continued leader-
ship of President Roosevelt would consoli-
date and extend the democratic gains of
the past several years. To be sure, the
ferocity of reaction is intensified by such a
triumphant outlook for the common man.
To be sure, writers will have to fight more
passionately than ever before against a de-
generate racial prejudice; the spirit of Hit-
lerism is by no means dead.

The case for a more boldly affirmative
literature is not based on wishful thinking.
It is based on the heroic promise of the
times and the great strength of the demo-
cratic masses. No critic cart tell the creative
writer exactly what to do or exactly how
to do it. But he is bound to suggest, in
Whitthan’s words, that the writer “flood
himself with the immediate age as with
vast oceanic tides.” To approach the life
of the new era opening before us with the
preconceptions of past decades is to sur-
render one’s art. “A writer,” as Henri
Barbusse once wrote, “influences his epoch
provided he is on the side of progress; pro-
vided, that is to say, he is right.” He must
be right about the world as it exists today
and not as it was ten or even five years
ago. This age waits for no man; it is too
busy building a more generous world.

T his is the first article in a series by Samuel
Sillen evaluating key problems and figures
of American literature between two World

W ars. Discussion by our readers ts warmly
invited—The Editors.



Nastasya Takes Up Novels

By Mikhail Sholokhov

lost in the boundless steppes of the

Don. In the yards, against the walls
of the barns, stood the ambulances and
trucks of a hospital battalion; along the
streets marched Red Army men of a
sappers’ . unit; three-ton lorries heavily
loaded with freshly sawn willow planks
were heading for the river; in the orchard
not far from the square was an anti-air-
craft battery. The guns were standing
near the trees, skilfully camouflaged by
the leaves. Wilted grass lay on the earth,
thrown out of the recently dug trenches,
and the menacing, bristling barrel of the
gun nearest the street was trustingly em-
braced by the broad branch of an apple
tree, thickly loaded with pale green un-
ripe Antonovka apples.

Zvyagintsev dug Nikolai with his elbow
as he exclaimed gleefully:

“There’s our kitchen, Mikola! Keep
your chin up! We’ll stop here all right,
and there’s a river and water, and Petka
Lissichenko with his kitchen. What more
do you want?”

The regiment halted in a big neglected
orchard right on the river bank. Nikolai
drank the cold slightly salty water in
small gulps, frequently lifting his mouth
and then again bending eagerly to the edge
of the pail. Watching him, Zvyagintsev
said:

“That’s just how you read your letters
from your son: you read a little, break
off and then start again. I don’t like to
drag things out like that. Haven’t got the
patience for it. Come on, give us the pail,
or else you’ll swell up!”

He took the pail from Nikolai and
throwing back his head drank long, with-

THE war had reached even this village,

out stopping for breath, in big noisy
gulps like ‘a horse. His Adam’s apple,
overgrown with red hair, bobbed up and
down fitfully, his grey goggle eyes were
screwed up with bliss. Having drunk his
fill, he cleared his throat, passed his sleeve
over his mouth and dripping chin, and said
in a dissatisfied tone:

“Pretty rotten water. All that’s good

about it is that it’s cold and wet, but
it wouldn’t have been a bad idea to take
out the salt. Do you want any more?”

Nikolai shook his head, and then Zvya-
gintsev suddenly asked:

“Your son keeps sending you letters all
the time, but I haven’t noticed you re-
ceiving anything from your wife. You're
not a widower, are you?”

And surprising even himself Nikolai
answered:

“I have no wife.

(‘Long?”

“Since last year.”

“So that’s it,” said Zvyagintsev, slowly
and sympathetically. “But who are your
children staying with? I think you said you
had two?”

“Two. They’re living with my mother.”

“Did you chuck your wife, Mikola?”

“No, she left me. . . . You see, on the
day war was declared I came home from
a business trip, and she wasn’t there, she’d
gone. She’d left a note and gone. . . .”

Nikolai spoke eagerly, but then some-
how cut himself short and fell silent.
Frowning and pressing his lips tightly to-
gether, he sat down in the shade of an
apple tree and began to take off his shoes
in the same silence. In his heart of hearts
he was already sorry for what he had said.
For a whole year he had carried about this

We’re divorced.”

dumb, unuttered pain in his heart just to
blurt it out for no reason at all to the first
chance person in whose voice he thought
he heard a note of sympathy. Why on
earth had he been babbling like that?
What had Zvyagintsev to do with his
troubles? ‘

Zvyagintsev did not see Nikolai’s low-
ered, gloomy face, and continued prying
him with questions.

“What was the trouble, did she find
someone else, the slut?”

“I don’t know,” replied Nikolai curtly.

“That means she did!” said Zvyagintsev
with conviction, shaking his head accusing-
ly. “What creatures these women are!
You’re a presentable fellow, no doubt,
made a good living too. What the devil
did she want? Did she give the children a
thought, the bitch?”

GLANCING more closely at Nikolai’s

helmet-shaded face, Zvyagintsev real-
ized that it would not do to continue the -
conversation. With the tact of naturally
kind and simple people he fell silent,
sighed and shifted awkwardly from foot
to foot. And suddenly he felt sorry for
this big strong man, the comradé beside
whom he had been fighting for two months
sharing with him the hard lot of a soldier,
and he wanted to console him and tell him
about himself. Sitting down beside Nikolai,
he began to talk:

“Quit grieving about her, Mikola!
We’ll fight this thing out, and then we’ll
see. The most important thing is that you
have children. The main thing now,
brother, is children. The way I look at it,
it’s in them that the very root of life lies.
It’s they who’ll have to fix up this ruined
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life, ’cause the war did a hell of a lot of
damage. But as for women, let me tell
you straight, they’re impossible. Some of
them would tie themselves up in knots to
get their own way. Terrible creatures
women, I know them, brother! See this
scar on my upper lip? That happened last
year too. On the first of May me and a
couple of friends of mine who run har-
vester combines decided to get together
for a drink. We had a real family party
with our wives, dug up an accordion, had
a few drinks. Well, I had a drink too, of
course, and so did my wife. As for my
wife—how’ll I put it?—she’s something
like 2 German tommy-gun: if you load her
she won’t stop until she’s fired the whole
belt, and she- also tries to take the position
by main force.

« ELL, at this party there was a cer-

tain girl who danced the ‘Gypsy’
swell. There I sit looking at her and admir-
ing her, without a single uncalled for thought
about her in my head, when my wife comes
up, pinches my arm and hisses in my ear:
‘Don’t look!” Well, thinks I, that’s a new
one. Am I supposed to sit at a party in
blinkers or something? And I look again.
Again she comes up and pinches my leg
with a nasty twist, so’s it hurt real hard.
‘Don’t look!’” Well, I turned away. Thinks
I, to hell with it, I won’t look, I’ll deprive
myself of the pleasure. After the dancing
we sat down around the table. My wife
sat opposite me, her eyes round and dart-
ing sparks like a cat’s. And me with black
and blue marks smarting on my arm and
leg. Forgetting myself, I -glance at that
miserable girl sourly, and I thinks to
myself: ‘It’s on account of you, you
little devil, that I have to suffer un-
deservedly! You shook a leg, and I have
to pay.” And just as I was thinking this
my wife grabs up a lead plate from the
table and with all her might plunks at me.
The target, of course, was a good one. I
had a pretty fat mug at that time. Believe
it or not, that plate bent double, and the
blood started to stream from my nose and
lip just as if I had been seriéusly wounded.

“The dancer, of course, ched and

ahed, while the accordion player fell on the *

sofa, his legs flying up over his head, laugh-
ing and shouting in his disgusting voice:
‘Sock him with the samovar, his phiz will
stand it!” Everything went black in front
of my eyes! I gets up and I rips out at her,
that is—my wife. ‘What’s the idea,” says I,
‘you wildcat, what are you doing, you so-
and-se?’ And she answers me in a calm
voice: ‘Don’t make eyes at her, you red-
headed devil! I warned you.” By this time
I calmed down a little, sat down and says
to her real polite: ‘So,” says I, ‘Nastasya
Filippovna, that’s how you show your
breeding? I must say it’s hardly polite of
you to throw plates in front of people, just
remember that, and at home we’ll have a
heart-to-heart talk!’
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“Well, it’s clear enough that she ruined
my whole holiday. My lip was split in two,
one tooth was loose, my white embroidered
shirt was all blood, my nose was swollen
and even squashed to one side. I had to
leave the company. We got up, said good-
bye, made our excuses to our hosts, every-
thing nice and proper, and went home. She
walked in front and I, like the guilty one,
trailed behind. All the way, damn her, she
walked along as lively as can be, but no
sooner does she walk through the door than
—abang!—down she flops in a faint. There
she lies and doesn’t breathe, her face as red
as a beet, her left eye open just a crack and
staring at me. Well, thinks I, I can’t be
swearing at her in this condition, hope
nothing bad’s happened to the old woman.
I poured some water on her somehow, and
saved her from death. A minute later, and
again she flops in a faint. This time her
eyes are closed tight. Again I poured a
bucket of water on her. That brought her
to, and did she raise a shout and burst into
tears and start kicking her heels!

““You,’ says she, such-and-such, you’ve
ruined my new silk blouse, poured water
all over it, and now I won’t be able to
wash out the stains! Traitor! Making eyes
at every girl you see! I can’t go on living
with you, with a philanderer!” And all
the rest of it. Well, thinks I, if you can
kick your feet and remember about your

blouse, that means you’ve recovered all

right, that means you’ll pull through the
winter, my dear!

“I sit down at the table, start smoking
and see my beloved get up, crawl over to
the trunk and begin to put her belongings
in a bundle. Then she walks over to the
door with the bundle and says: ‘I’'m leav-
ing you. I'm going to live with my sister.”
I, of course, see that the devil’s got into
her and that there’s no crossing her now,
so I agree. ‘Go right ahead,’ says I, “it’ll be
much better for you there.” ‘Oh!’ she says,
‘is that so? You love me so much you don’t
even try to stop me? Well, I won’t go
anywhere, so there! I’ll hang myself right
now, and then your conscience will torture
you all the rest of your life, you bastard.” ”

VYAGINTSEV’s memories had put him

in a high. good humor. Smiling and
shaking his head, he pulled out his tobacco
pouch and began to roll himself a cigarette.
Nikolai was unwinding the strips of cloth
in which his feet were wrapped, damp
and hot with perspiration. He was smiling
too, but sleepily and lazily. He should have
gone over to the well, and washed the
cloths, but he did not want to interrupt
Zvyagintsev’s amusing story, besides he
hadn’t the energy to get up and walk
through the blazing sun. Lighting up,
Zvyagintsev continued:

“I thought for a bit, and then I says:
‘Go right to it, Nastasya Filippovna, hang
yourself; you’ll find a rope behind the
trunk.” She plumped down her bundle,

grabbed the rope, and ran into the parlor.
She pushed up the table, tied one end of the
rope to the hook from which the baby’s
cradle used to hang, made a noose on the
other end of the rope and put it around
her neck. But she doesn’t jump from the
table, only bends her knees, braces her
chin on the noose and begins to gasp as if
she was choking for air. And I keep sitting
tight where I am. The door to the parlor
is open just a crack, and I can see the
whole thing as plain as plain. Well, T waits
a bit and then I says real loud: ‘Well,
thank God, looks like she’s hanged herself.
I'm through with my suffering!” You
should have seen her jump from'that table
and go for me with her fists! ‘So you’d

- be glad if I hanged myself? So that’s the

kind of loving husband you are?’ I had
to use force to get her quiet again. By then
the effects of the liquor had worn off com-
pletely, and it was all for nothing that I’d
drunk a liter of vodka at the party. I sits
there after this scrap and thinks: ‘People
go to the clubhouse to see a show, but I’ve
got my own show right here at home, free
of charge.” And I bursts out laughing, but
somehow deep down inside I don’t feel so
happy.

“So you see what these women—that
devil’s own brood—are capable of! Good
thing the kids weren’t home that night.
My mother took them to her house for a
visit, or else they’d have been scared to
death.”

Zvyagintsev was silent for a while and
then began again, but this time without
his former animation:

“Don’t think me and my wife’ve been
getting along like that all our lives, Mikola.
It’s only the last two years that she’s been
spoiled like that. And I tell you straight:
it’s novels that spoiled her.

“For eight years we lived like any peo-
ple. She used to work on a tractor, and
never went into faints or cut up any high
jinks. But then she got the habit of read-
ing all kinds of literary books, and that
started it. She’s got so wise, she never says
anything straight out, plain like, but every-
thing round about. And she got so taken
up with those books that she’d read the
whole night through and walk around like
a giddy sheep all day long, and sigh all
the time, and everything’d be dropping out
of her hands. Well, once she got to sigh-
ing away like that, and then she walks over
to me with a silly grin on her face and
says: ‘If only you’d utter words of love to
me, Vanya, at least once! Never once have
I heard from you those tender words that
are written in books!’ I nearly threw a fit:
‘She’s sure read enough!’ thinks I, but I
says to her: ‘You’re crazy, Nastasya!
Here I've been living with you for ten
years and we’ve raised three children, what
under the sun would I be uttering words
of love to you now for?! Why my tongue
wouldn’t even be able to get around any
such business! Since I was a young man,



I, of course, bave nothing against cultural amusement—”>

I never said tender words to anyone but
always used my hands more, and I cer-
tainly won’t start now. I’'m not such a
dope as you think! And as for you,” I says
to her, ‘instead of reading silly books you
ought to be taking better care of the chil-
dren’ And as a matter of fact the kids
were being terribly neglected, running
around like orphans, dirty, their noses run-

ning, and in the house too everything

topsy-turvy.
- “Just imagine, Mikola, is that right?
I of course have nothing against cultural
amusement, I like to read a good book
myself, something about engineering, about
motors. I had all sorts of interesting books:
about the care of tractors, and a book about
internal combustion ‘engines, and one
about the installation of Diesels on a guard
ship, not to mention literature about har-
vester combines. How many times I used
to ask: ‘Go on, Nastasya, take this book
and read about tractors. It’s a terribly fas-
cinating book with drawings and blue-
prints. You should study it; after all,
you’re working on a tractor.” But do you
think she read it? Like hell she did! She
turned up her nose to my books, like the
devil at incense; just give her novels, yes,
and novels from which the love simply
oozes, like dough rising out of a pot. I
cursed and I asked her nicely, but nothing
helped. As for beating her, I never beat
her because before I learned to work on a
harvester combine I worked for six years
with a sledge-hammer, and my hand got
terribly heavy.

“So that’s how our family life dragged
along, brother, until the time came

10

when I was called up. And do you think
that now that we’re separated, things are
any easier for me? Nothing of the sort!
Let me tell you frankly and confidentially:
I simply can’t get my correspondence with
my Nastasya Filippovna going properly.
It just doesn’t work out, and that’s all.
There’s nothing I can do about it! You
know yourself, Mikola, how everyone of
us here at the front likes to get letters from
home and how we read them to each other
out loud. Thake yourself, you’ve read letters
from your son to me, but I can’t
read my wife’s letters to anyone because
I’m ashamed. Once, when we were still
around Kharkov, I got three letters from
her one after the other, and every letter
began like this: ‘My dear Chickie!” I read
that, and my ears start burning like fire.
From somewhere she’d dug out that fancy
word: I bet my boots she’d got it out of
some book. Now if she’d written like an
ordinary human being: ‘Dear Vanya,” or
something like it, but that ‘Chickie!” When
I was home she used to call me Red-headed
Devil most of the time, but as soon as I left
for the front, right away I became
‘Chickie.” And in all these letters she lets
me know sort of by the way and hastily
that the children are alive and well, that
there’s no special news in the Machine
and Tractor Station, and then she bleats
about love on all the pages, and uses such
queer, bookish words that they make my
head swim. . . .

“I read these impossible letters through
twice, and they simply make me feel as
if I was drunk. Slyussarev from the 2nd
Platoon comes up and asks: ‘What news

. from your wife?” And I slips the letter

into my pocket as fast as I can and just
waves my hand: go away, so to say, old
man, don’t bother me. He asks: ‘Every-
thing all right at home?! By your face,’
says he, ‘I see you’ve had bad news.
Well, what was I to say to him? I think
a bit and then I says: ‘My grandmother
died.” Well, that shut him up and he went
away.

“That night I sat down and I starts
writing to my. wife. I sent my regards to
the kids and to all the relatives, I wrote
about myself here down to the last detail,
and then I write: ‘Please don’t call me all
sorts of impossible nicknames. I have a
Christian name of my own.Maybe thirty-
five years ago I was a ‘Chickie,” but I
guess now I’ve fully grown up into a
rooster, and my weight, eighty-two kilo-
grams, doesn’t at all fit a ‘Chickie.’ I also
want to ask you to stop writing that love
stuff, and don’t make me sick. Write more
about how things are going in the MTS,
and which of our friends have stayed at
home, and how the new director is getting
along with the work?’

“And here I get a letter in answer just
before the retreat. I take the letter, my
hands shaking, open it, and I just go hot
all over! She writes: ‘Hello, my beloved
Kitten!” And then again four notebook
pages all about love, not a word about the
MTS, and in one place she doesn’t call
me Ivan but some kind of Edouard. ‘Well,
thinks I, ‘the old woman’s gone bats al-
together! Most likely she copied all that
stuff about this damn love out of a book,
or else where did she dig up this Edouard,
and why are there so many commas of all
kinds in the letters? She never knew the
least thing about commas, and all of a
sudden she sticks in so many that you can’t
even count them. A freckle-face has less
freckles on his mug than there are commas
in a single one of her letters. And what
about those nicknames? First ‘Chickie,’ then
‘Kitten,” what next? thinks I. In her fifth
letter maybe she’ll call me “Trevor,” or
some such other pet name for a dog. What
the hell is this anyway, was I born in a
circus or something?” When I left home

'T took a textbook on tractors with me—

I carry it around in case I should happen
to want to read—and by heavens, I wanted
to copy out a page or two of this textbook
and send it to her so’s to get even with
her, but then I thought better of it. May-
be she’d take it as an insult. But I really
have to do something to cure her of all
this nonsense. . . . What do you advise
Mikola?” '

Zvyagintsev glanced at his comrade and
sighed heavily. Nikolai, stretched out on
his back, was sound asleep. Under his
drooping black mustache his uneven teeth
gleamed white, and in the raised corners
of his mouth there was a tiny wrinkle—
the shadow of a smile that had not yet
vanished from his lips.
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Letter to America

ou have been gone a year now.

When you left the orange trees were
starting to bloom. Then summer

came with all its wonderful grapes and.

large melons and ripe peaches. Now an-
other spring is here, promising another
fruitful year. I hear the sweet purr of in-
dustry humming across the land. Yes, it
is another spring in America and the
orange trees are blooming again.

I cannot ask you, “Is it also spring in
the cold bottom of the sea?” To you who
have seen death face to face, there i8 no
spring in the world. There is only heavy

* rain and intense heat. There is also disease

and horror. So I can only say, “Thank
you, sailor, for Bataan and Corregidor.
Thank you for Guadalcanal and Tarawa.
Thank you in the name of the American
people for your courage and heroism.”

I am writing this letter in the house
where I was born. My mother is busy
canning fruit in the cellar. My father is

somewhere on our farm planting tomatoes. -

My relatives live in the valley below our
farm. I can hear some of their children
shouting in the morning sun. They are on
their way to the new schoolhouse at the
foot of the hills. This is the world you told
me to go back to, and to discover it with a

new understanding. Yes, my roots are .

here, in this windswept valley, where I
was born and where my parents were born
before me. And now I can understand
why you were always restless when you
were with us. You had no home where
there are many homes, but the land and
the waters around it were yours. You
traveled extensively in search of America.

I will tell you how things are in my
native land. Spring is in the trees and
among the flowers. It is also in the hope-

ful eyes of women and in the innocent

faces of children. The sun is shining and
its rays are like bars of silver leaping across
the land. The peas are sprouting in our
yard. Along the country roads wild poppies
are shedding their first leaves and the blue

lupines on the hills are blooming. Now I

can see my valley with a new love. A slight
wind is blowing across the plains, and the
early corn bends to its sway. I hear the
delicious tinkle of a cow-bell in the valley.
There are birds in the air. Spring is in
America this beautiful morning.

I am looking at my valley with a new
hunger because it is my last day in America.
Tomorrow I will be sent abroad, and I
may not come back. But I will be coming
closer to you, closer to our common ideals
and hopes for the future. The war will
draw us closer to each other, closer to the
world where we were born apart, and
when it is over at last, aljve or dead, we
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shall have seen another spring in our
lives.

Didn’t you say water-lilies are the most
passionate of all plants? I see white and
blue lilies floating on the pond in our yard,
and in the clear water, where they have
not spread, the sky is. bluer now that sum-
mer is drawing near. All these living and
moving things in my native land will re-
mind those who are free of the immortal
years that lie ahead.

In the cities now children walk in the
streets with the delicious anticipations
that we feel in the summertime. At school
they sit in the yard and watch the pepper
trees; they leap eagerly for the new day.
Men and women in uniform go into stores,
look at new gadgets and toys, then go out
into the streets again scanning the head-
lines. s

The spring is drawing to a close. But a
great many things are happening in Amer-

*x K

ica. A year ago the race riots in Detroit
and Los Angeles marred the beauty of
spring. In the factories and on the farm
the workers are cheering the gallant stand
of the Russians. They talk hopefully about
the Teheran Conference. All these good
and bad things are happening simultane-
ously in my native land.

In the parks little Negro children are
playing around the statue of Abraham
Lincoln. But somewhere someone is shout-
ing, “This is a Jewish war!” And the
spring moves into the immigrant districts,
into the mines and factories, into the pack-
ing houses and on the farm, and the com-
mon people of America look into the sky
and smile at the new planes, because sum-
mertime is near and victory is assured in
their eyes. :

All these things make the heart jump
with joy. Now I can say to you, who could
remember many springs with blossoming

*

Kharkov Pays a Debt

Four murderers on-the scaffold stand.

(O blood-washed dawn of a blood-
drenched land—)

Four murderers stand.

No tears.

But burst of cheers

Rings down into the earth

Where lie those innocent, those fresh from
birth. '

Four corpses falter,
Shrink from the halter

And one grows white,
Unclothed of arrogance,
A lonely totterer

In a morning dance;

And one grows faint,

The lips break in his face,
Plead “mercy,” sways before
The rope’s embrace;

And one grows slack

As the waiting noose,
Unspined, the treacherous
Limbs hang loose;

And one goes gray,
Falling on rubber knees—

(‘The other dead, they did not
Die like these.)

Four murderers on the scaffold stand. ;
And not a tear in all the land. ¢

The eye

Ran dry—

. (A million days of weeping)—sockets burn

As in the breeze four frightened corpses
_turn.

No woman suckled
sperm

Brought to life’s brink, these who now sink

Back to the lair of the man-eating worm.

these, no human

(Somewhere debaters play the clown.

“Should they? Dare they?”—debate and
frown.)

Here, Death debauched upon a simple

town.

Four for thousands .
millions?

(Somewhere are doubters, stern, circum-
spect.)

The people have spoken, the people erect

Crossbeams on a sky of pavilions.

. . how many for

Take bayonet edge,

Through the red land dredge

Till the blood beneath is stilled.
Tears, one day, shall know

How to brim and flow

When the earth’s great throat is filled.

MarTHA MILLET,
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orange trees, that at last we can stand and
shout together: “We all belong to Amer-
ica because we work and fight for her!”

But now it is noon in my valley and
the sheep are climbing down the hills to-
ward the watering trough. Not far away
the school children are shouting and play-
ing with their teachers. I can hear their
healthy little voices in the wind. In a little
while T will go down the valley and call
for my father; then we will sit around the
table and eat our lunch. We will have
string beans and sweet potatoes, chicken,
and plenty of butter. We produce all these
things on our farm, and we are grateful,
for we are not in want this spring. And
tonight we will sit around the radio and
listen to some music. Then at last I will
remember you and the lovely world that
you tried to show me when you were still
in America.

All over the land this spring day we are
all remembering our great history and
hoping for immediate victory. How long
ago since you and I, Carey McWilliams
and John Fante, sat around a table in Los
Angeles. You talked about Olongapo and
Cavite, two important ports in the Philip-
pines, where you had been stationed for
three years. Then I talked about myself.
I told you that I had a preliminary knowl-
edge of American history to guide me.
Was America undergoing a radical change?
I read Gone With The Wind and similar

12

books, and saw the extent of the lie that
corrupted the American dream. I read
Emerson, Poe, Thoreau, Dreiser, Ander-
son, O’Neill, Lewis. I also read their
younger contemporaries — Hemingway,
Faulkner, Caldwell, Steinbeck. I had
hoped to find in them a weapon strong
enough to blast away the horrid walls that
imprisoned the American soul. But these
young writers, like their predecessors, were
merely describing the disease, and they did
not show any evidence that they knew
how to annihilate it.

I saIp that night: “Hemingway was too
preoccupied with himself, and conse-
quently he wrote about himself and his
frustrations. There were times when he
seemed to fill the need of America for an
artist who had the vision and scope to pen-
etrate and evaluate her capacities. Hem-
ingway was rootless and lonely; he could
not write about his native Illinois because
he did not know America. If he had used
his sensitive feelings for some kind of or-
der in America, he could have found his
roots and he would have been the first
writer to feel at home in America. He
would never have escaped to Paris and
Madrid, because he would have been hap-
py to work in his own country. He could
have found better nourishments in his na-
tive soil, and his work would have taken
on a new richness and meaning. . . .”

*“Strawbexry Pickers,” by Doris Lee.

Immediately afterward the war came.
I began to see the forces that uprooted
me in my native land. The significance of
my search for roots came to me at last;
the war against fascism made me under-
stand the fears that drove me as a young
writer into despair. I hate wars because
they are destructive to humanity. Every
war has pushed back civilization into dark-
ness and chaos. But I would like to survive
this war, because now we are bound to-
gether by a common hope for the future.
It is well that we will take nourishment
from a common spring. The new society
may not be realized in our time, but if the
war against fascism terminates, we may be
sure that we have been motivated by a
native force dynamic enough to give form
to the creative spirit of America.

Yes, let us all fight to the end with the
happy thought that others will be born to.
take our places. They will continue where
we leave off. They will see to it that the
grand epic of America will live again.

The time for me to stop writing this
letter has come. I feel like crying now that
it is nearing the end. Now for a little
while I hear your voice across the years,
while the whole world turns slowly around
the tall mountains of California.

Mr. Bulosan is an expert on Philippine cul-
ture and author of the recently published
book, “The Laughter of My Father.”

May 16, 1944 NM

{



' The Kids and Ken

to the dry grass behind the broken

wood fencing and kept their eyes to
the east. The water tower stuck up right
next to the curve in the tracks, and they
kept their eyes on the little pieces of shiny
track going past the stilts and then
disappearing. -

“It’ll be coming soon, won’t it, Willie?”
asked the one closest to the fencing, looking
under a jagged piece of wood.

“Five-thirty it always comes—always
hear it from the house.” He twisted his
head around to the two tall black chimneys
jutting into the sky from down by the river.
“Smoke’s less. Almost quitting time. Itll
soon come.” He watched the smoke go
up black.

On the other side of the tracks a small
piece of grey curtain fluttered out of a
partly opened window. A woman with her
hair rolled into a bundle came out and be-
gan taking clothes off a line strung from
a small bare tree to the side of the house.

“Down, men,” whispered Willie and
put his face flat against the yellow grass.
He pulled his stick to his side and kept his
finger ready against the notch trigger.

“Willie, I hear something!”

From the east came a slow far whistle
and muffled chugging.

“It’s it! Strip for action, men!”

Two boys in dungarees hugged close

The woman on the other side of the k

tracks swung shut the screen door. Willie
raised his head and looked around on all
sides. There was just the sound of the
coming train, the loud yelling of 2 man in
one of the clapboard houses on the other
side of the roadway by the tracks. A small
bird hopped between the tracks.

He put his hand up and motioned,
without looking back, for advance. He did
it like he had seen it done in the movies.
The sergeant, with his eyes squinted and
needing a shave, puts up 2 hand and bullets
hit at the sand all around him, and the
men crawl forward with their guns ready
against the enemy.

They made their way crawling on their
knees and leaning tight against the fence.
Willie raised a flat hand in the air and Joe
behind stopped and put his head down
against his gun stick. Willie stuck a head
slowly over the fence and looked the
length of the tracks. The whistle of the
train again, this time shriller and nearer.

“Quick, men!” He swung a foot over
the fence, threw his stick to the other side
and lay flat against the cinders next to the
track mound and waited for Joe.

‘Together they ran for the water tower.
They hunched under the tank, shadowed
from the sun already being clouded by the
smoke streamers from the chimneys.
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“Count, remember, Joe, count. The
thing is to count and not forget and see if
it can be done,” Willie kept repeating.

“Do you think they could be watching
this one?”

“Spies can do everything,” said Willie.

Quivers began going up the iron stilts.
The car honking on the avenue a block
away was blotted by loud hissing and bell
clanging.

An engine with little grey smoke puffs
coming out of the chimney poked its way
around the curve.

“All right, men! All right!” screamed
Willie into the roar of chugging and bell
clanging.

They kept their faces close to the iron

‘ uprights and watched each freight car

pass, and they counted a number in their
minds, and the cinders hit their faces
and the water tower trembled and the
freight cars from the Northwestern
Railroad, from the Pennsylvania Railroad
and the New York Central came slowly
around the curve and went past the tower.

Flat cars passed with wheels that
squeaked and carrying tanks covered by a
brown tarpaulin. Through openings they
could see little cannons bristling from the
sides. Refrigerator cars passed carrying
meats and shiny tank cars passed. The kids
watched each car pass and added another
number in their heads.

The last car trailed away and Joe wiped
soot from his eyelids. “It can be done
okay, Willie,” he said leaning back and
aiming at a tin can at the other side of the
tracks.

“Joe . . . action . . . quick! A spy!

A man sat on the last car with his feet
dangling over the side. The train was
coming near the station and the bell ringing
was constant and becoming faint.

“Can I advise bombing, sir?” asked Joe,
coming fast out from under the water
tower and grabbing up a handful of
cinders.

“Fire when ready!”

Loud, loud “bangs” and one hoarse
“boom” and a shower of small cinders
went through the air. They lay at the
track mound and fired at the figure on the

»

_last freight car, pressing on the notches

on their sticks till the train was out of sight.

They sat on the bank of the river and
leaned against a. tree that hung out over
the river. Joe scaled flat rocks three, four
times on the water and watched the
ripples get wide and then disappear, and
Willie leaning back against the bark told
about his brother who was a cook in a
submarine and the submarine was some-
wheres in the Pacific Ocean and his brother
was almost chief cook and he wrote the

letter and said plenty was happening but
that he couldn’t write anything because of
military secrets and that submarines were
playing important parts now because they
sneaked up on Jap ships and put torpedoes
smack in them.

“Torpedo number one,” said Joe and
spit on a flat rock and stroked the grey
rock wet.

“Torpedo number one!” said Willie and
plopped down on his stomach and pressed
a button on the grass and engines roared
and he kicked his toe against the bark of
the tree and the hulk of the submarine
swung around slowly in position deep in
the murky water.

“Fire, torpedo number one!” said Joe
and pulled his right hand way back.

“Ping,” said Willie and pulled on Joe’s
belt and the torpedo rock went hopping on
the river.

A WHISTLE blew somewhere among the
square buildings of the factory on the
other side of the river. People began slipping
from small doors and began making lines
in front of the time clock building and long
lines of workers coming for the next shift
began slipping back into the doors. Men,
with little black pails and buttons with their
picture and number on, began trekking
across the bridge, and the women in little
groups walked in their long pants and put
on lipstick and powder as they went. Some
of the workers stopped and leaned over
the railing and watched two kids play dive
bomber, whining like dropping bombs and
twisting and jumping and dodging gun
fire as they raced and zoomed along the
river bank. One of them was Jack
Dempsey and he had a pursuit ship and
the other was Max Baer and he was
bombardier on a Flying Fortress and this
was a big Nazi and Jap fleet and they
had discovered the ships and it was all up
to them to destroy the fleet because both
their radio sets were broken and there was
no time to fly for help and it was now or
never and the Flying Fortress had such a
kind of invention that bombs were made
by a little machine in the plane, and Jack
Dempsey had an invention for making
machine-gun bullets and he was protecting
Max Baer and Max was bombing and
Jack was shooting all the Japs and Nazis
in the gas and making them blow up, and
Max was hitting the munition stores on the
boats with his bombs. And all over the
water was rough from bombs and oil was
all over from ships sinking and on fire,
and Nazis and Japs were swimming in the
water and yelling how sorry they were for
all the things they had done and high up
above them the two planes were flying.
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“You're goin’ to scare all the fish from
the river!”

“We're just playing!” shouted Willie
up to the voice on the bridge, taking a
dead-eye shot at the black man leaning over
the railing, with a little wool hat on the
side of his head.

“Funny kind of playing. Thought sure
you boys were scaring out frogs.”

“What’s the good of frogs?” and Joe
sailed another flat one out on the river.

“You can eat ’em. You can blow ’em
up.,)

“You ever do that?” asked Joe and
dropped a rock and wandered toward the
bridge.

“Did both. Yes sir,” and the black man
rubbed a hand over his little hat. “Did
both right down there. Long time ago.”
He shook his head and looked down at his
reflection in the water. He picked up his
pail and continued walking the bridge.

“How can you do it?” yelled Joe and
ran to the foot of the bridge.

The Negro swung his pail and laughed

at the two boys waiting for him. “H’lo,
boys.”

“How can you do it?” asked Willie and
narrowed an eye up at the tall man.

The man kept on walking and they ran
to keep up with him. “Gad, got kids
younger than youse. They know ten times
more.”

“With your mouth you do it?” asked
Joe and ran to the other side of the Negro.

“Naw, you need to get a reed. You can
use a straw.” He pushed at Joe with his
pail. “What you want to do it for?”

“Why’d you do it?” :

“We used to tie ’em with string and
let ’em go up like kites.”” The black man
laughed and the kids thought and they
busted out into laughs.

Willie pointed a thumb at Joe and
introduced him and then hit himself on
the chest and said he was Willie.

The black man stuck out a hand and
squeezed them both on the elbows and said
that he was mighty glad to meet them and
that his name was Kenneth and that his

*Missouri Wheat Farmers,” by Joe Jones.
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kids and friends called him Ken.

“Even your kids?” asked Joe.

“Sure thing. I’m their pal. We make
wood boats together when I ain’t work-
ing.” They were coming toward the main
street of town and the blinking light at
the intersection shot out light to the
darkening street. They walked down the
narrow sidewalk between the small poplar
trees and the brick private houses with the
small wire enclosed lawns. Kenneth
straightened the little wool hat on his head
and his face became serious. “What you
kids walking with me? Ain’t you got to
be home?”

“Naw, it’s all right. We can walk with
you. I can walk in any time. I got a
brother on a submarine.”

“You live in the nigger section, huh?”
asked Joe.

Kenneth gave him a wink. “Yeah, kid, I
lives where all the other colored folk live.”

“I live not far off. On Lawrence
Street,” said Willie walking faster and
trying to catch the black man’s eye. “I was
born there. My brother too. We live by
the church.”

The black man looked at the light
blinking yellow and red at the crossroads.
“Well, I got to be walking down on Main
Street, boys. Be seeing you boys again some
time, yeah! I’ll even take you bull frog
hunting,” and he gave a rumbling short
laugh and swung his lunch pail.

“We live not far from you. Ain’t it good
for us to walk you a little?”

They came to the corner and a trolley
was standing there with lights pouring
out and some people inside staring out to
the street. A block away the marquee on the
movie house had just' turned on and the
whole avenue looked all lighted up. Ahead
of them people were going in and out of
the drugstores, delicatessens, and groceries
and the thin strips of neon tubes in the
windows shone brightly.

“Might not be so good, kids,” said the
black man. He stopped next to a poplar
and the kids stopped too and looked up at
him. He arched his neck back and swung
his pail wide. “Mighty nice night tonight.
Makes you feel good smelling in,” he said
looking at a small piece of moon coming
through thin dark clouds. The kids sniffed
and looked at each other and nodded to
the black man.

The black man gave another rumbling
laugh and clucked with his mouth. “Ain’t
we getting screwy! I got to get home.”

The kids ran to keep up with him.
Willie got to telling about his brother who
was on a submarine and Kenneth said he
had a brother who was down Tennessee
now, who was in the artllery and was
about the best man there. “He lived up in
New York,” said Kenneth looking at one
boy and then at the other. “He once played
sax with Count Basie.”

“Who’s he?”

“He’s a colored man. He got a big
band. My brother used to be first man,
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but he don’t like the Army so real much.
He likes shooting the guns, but he don’t
like the other stuff. He ain’t used to the
other stuff.”

“What other stuff?” asked Joe.

“Well, you know he lived in Harlem.
Once I went to see him. Harlem—that’s
where the colored folk live in New York.”

“Like here on Dewey Street,” said
Willie.

“Like here on Dewey Street,” said the
black man looking at the marquee with
the little bulb lights spelling, “Andy
Hardy’s First Love. . . .”

“But my brother was first sax man and
he wasn’t used to stuff.”

“’Cause it’s the same like there was no
war on account of slaves out in Tennessee,
huh,” said Willie and looked at Joe who
pulled on his pants and thought about it.

Ken turned his head quickly to the boy.
“That’s it, son. That’s it. He ain’t used
to that.”

The three of them walked down Main
Street. The black man talking and swinging
his lunch pail and looking ahead and
sometimes smiling and sometimes his face
getting serious. The two boys kept up with

his big steps and they.swung their fists -

wide and listened and asked questions and
they began to speak more and about many
things and Willie soon discovered that Ken
had known his brother, that Ken had been
handyman where his brother had once been
a baker and that Ken liked his brother
real good and knew he’d get there. “A
mighty serious boy, your brother,” said
Ken with his eyes narrow. “Don’t talk so
much but real friendly.”

Old ladies, white ribbons on their hats
and cotton stockings on, turned around a
few times and wagged heads and made
noises with their mouths and licked lips
disapprovingly, and thought about the
future of America with the two boys and
the black man walking the street like that,
and so very late too.

In the beer garden at the corner of Jane
and La Salle Streets, a red-faced man
with his mouth full of gold teeth and a yel-
low panama hat tilted on his bald head, was
talking to Mousey in a hoarse voice and
telling about conditions in the country,
“where good Christians, white men were
goin’ hungry and their wives havin’ to
walk the gutter and niggers gettin’ all the
jobs.”

Mousey waved his tiny face over his
beer and sucked at a cavity in his mouth.
“Awrful, awrful. It’s all awrful. All the
nigger-Jews got everything.” He staggered

slowly from his stool and walked daintily -

to the juke box and put a nickel into the
slot and walked back waving his head to
the music.

The red-faced man wiped the suds from
his lips and looked again at Mousey. “As
long as we live with our heads in the sands
we’ll have all them niggers goin’ with our
ladies and with our jobs and what the
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Head of a girl, by Raphael Soyer.

hell’s goin’ to be. You know what’s goin’
to be?” waving a finger under Mousey’s
nose. ,

“What’s goin’ to be?” A stern, fighting
look in his pea eyes.

“Anarchism, anti-Jesus, and everything
and Communism and a nigger president
and Jews all over.”

The man with the panama hat invited
Mousey outside to show him some “litera-
ture” he had “that really showed the real
facts of what was really goin’ on.”

Mousey leaned back on the fender of

the red-faced man’s yellow car. He looked -

at a very large cardboard whiskey bottle in
the beer garden window and he thought
very seriously and waited while the red-
faced man grunted and leaned all the way
into the car fishing for the literature.

He turned the pages of a thin pamphlet
and read with emphasis as if making a
speech to a great gathering. Mousey
listened and sucked harder at his cavity and
hit with his small fists against the yellow
fender. “That’s it, huh, that’s it,” he
mumbled.

The red-faced man closed the pages and
brought his sweaty face close to Mousey.
“Don’t even need books. Take a look
quick,” and he squinted his eyes down the
block.

A low rumbling laugh and some kids’
laughs came from the darkness behind the
beer garden. Mousey brought up a slow

" hand and blinked into the shadows behind

the garbage cans at the corner. “Nigger,”
he said.

“And two kids, white kids. That’s it.
Give ’em milk and they want the cow.”

“And we have races,” Ken was saying
as they came to the corner. “Sometimes I
tell one of my boys, you just make a mean
row boat. Me, I’m going to make a

whaling schooner. And
we have races.”

“And you win?”

“Why I even got
time to make the whale
while the kids still
whittle at the oars.”

They were all
laughing as they came
out into the flickering
red light from the
beer dump. Hot music
was coming out of the
screen door from the
juke box and a sailor
had finally picked up a
girl and was jiving
with her between the
tables.

““Nigger,”” said
Mousey with a sudden
jerk. The red-faced
man wiped at his cheek
and walked to the back
of his yellow car.

The three of them
kept on walking.

“Nigger!” screamed Mousey and hit at
the fender with both his fists.

Willie stepped closer to Ken and walked
faster. Ken hummed a tune and looked at
the hedge ahead of him.

“Nigger, in the gutter!” screamed
Mousey and lurched forward and sprawled
onto the sidewalk.

“Tryin’ to make trouble, huh?” shouted
the man with the red face and panama hat
and rushed up from the back of the car
and grabbed the black man’s arm and
shouted for help into the beer place.

Ken shook his arm and swung with his
lunch pail. The man’s panama hat fell off
and the man slumped back, stepped on the
hat and fell to the running board. The
screen door smashed open and the sailor
stepped out with the bartender behind him.
The two kids sank back against the store
window. Joe’s eyes were closed and his
face was down to his shoulder. Willie
leaned back against the glass with his mouth .
partly open and he wanted to scream or
run, but he could only see what was hap-
pening and that was all that could fill
his head.

A crowD collected and blood covered the
sidewalk and made a stream in a side-
walk crack. There was shouting and some-
one ran for an ambulance and police. Ken’s
lunch box lay open in the gutter and his
wool hat was next to the blood. Ken lay
under the men sitting on him and hitting
at him. He opened and closed his hands
and kicked and twisted his feet.

An ambulance clanked down the corner
and suddenly there was the starting of a
motor and the yellow car careened away.
Two men rolled the black tnan on to a
stretcher and shoved it into the wagon and

(Continued on page 31)
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Shelter in Marseille

pied France that autumn of 1940.

You must have seen the railway sta-

tions and shelters, even the squares and
churches in the towns, crowded with refu-
gees from the north, from the occupied
zone and ‘the “forbidden zone,” from
Alsace and Lorraine and Moselle. Rem-
nants of that miserable mass of humanity
which, even on my flight to Paris, I had
realized were nothing but remnants. Many
of them had died along the roadside, but
I had forgotten that many others would
be born in the meantime. When I was
looking for a place to sleep at the station
in Toulouse, I climbed over a woman who,
lying wedged between trunks and bundles
and stacked rifles, was nursing a shriveled-
up baby. How the world had aged that
year! The baby looked old, its mother’s
hair was gray, the faces of its two little
brothers looking over the woman’s shoul-
der were old and sad and insolent. How
could it be otherwise, when nothing re-
mained hidden from these boys; neither
birth nor death held any mystery to them.
All the trains were still cfowded to suf-
focation with soldiers in ragged uniforms.
They openly insulted their superiors, they
cursed while they obeyed orders, but they
obeyed, headed for God only knows where.
Perhaps they were being sent to guard a
concentration camp in some forsaken part
of the country, or a border crossing that
would be changed the day after they got
there. Perhaps they were being shipped to

YOU undoubtedly remember unoccu-

Africa because some commander had de-

cided to give the Germans the cold shoul-
der. The officer, however, would have
been removed long before they arrived. In
the meantime they plodded along because
that foolish order to march was at least
something to hold on to, a substitute for a
more stirring order or a great war cry or
the lost “Marseillaise.”” One day they
handed up to us what had once been 2 man
—his arms and legs were gone. Empty
pieces of his uniform swung loosely where
his limbs used to be. We crowded him
in between us and put a cigarette between
his lips, since he had no hands to hold it.
When it scorched his lips he grumbled.
Suddenly he began to shout: “If I could
only know why!” All of us felt that way.

We went in a great senseless arc, spend-
ing the nights in shelters or an open field.
Sometimes a truck would give us a lift or
we would hop a freight train. Nowhere
did we find a place to live, to say nothing
of any work. Our way took us deeper and
deeper into the south, across the Loire,
across the Garonne, and as far as the
Rhone. All the beautiful old towns were
filled with demoralized people. But it was
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not the demoralization that I had imagined.
These towns were governed by their own
particular code, a sort of medieval munic-
ipal law that differed from one town to
the other. A tireless crowd of officials were
on the go day and night like dog catchers,
hauling suspicious characters from the mob
and putting them in jail. From there they
were sent to a concentration camp, unless
they could furnish ransom or hire a shyster
lawyer who generally shared with the of-
ficial the exorbitant fee he received for
liberating his client. No wonder that these
people, especially the foreigners, guarded
their passports and papers as if their very
lives depended on them. It was amazing to
me how these officials, in the midst of their
country’s downfall, managed to discover
even more red tape so they could properly
classify, register, and pigeonhole the peo-
ple over whom they had lost virtually all
power. One might-as well have attempted
to register properly every Vandal, Goth,
or Langobard in the Great Migration of
Nations.

My companions’ cunning saved me
more than once from the clutches of the
dog catchers. Remember, I had absolutely
no papers; I'd left everything I owned
in the commander’s barracks when I fled
from the French concentration camp. I
would have assumed that they had been
burned in the meantime, had not my ex-
perience taught me that paper burns much
less easily than metal and stone. One day
when we were sitting at a table in an inn,
an official asked for our papers. My com-
panions had French documents, fairly good
ones at that, although the older Binnet
boy had not been regularly demobilized.
This official happened to be drunk, so he
didn’t notice Marcel slipping his own
papers to me under the table; they’d al-
ready been examined. A few minutes later
this same man took a beautiful girl out of
the room, to the accompaniment of the
cursing and wailing of her uncles and
aunts, refugee Jews from Belgium who
had adopted her with a great deal of loyalty
but insufficient legal proof. She probably
faced internment in a women’s camp in
some corner of the Pyrenees. She remains
in my memory because of her beauty and
the expression on her face when she was
led away from her people. I asked my
friends what would have happened if one
of them had declared his willingness to
marry her on the spot. Although they were
all under age, they immediately began to
quarrel about the girl so fiercely that they
almost came to blows. All of us were al-
ready quite exhausted at the time. Besides,
these boys were also more. than a bit
ashamed of their country. If a person is

healthy and young, he recovers quickly
from defeat. But betrayal has a paralyzing
effect. The next night we finally all con-
fessed that we were homesick for Paris.
There, a hard and bitter enemy had con-
fronted us; we’d thought that it was hard-
ly bearable when we were there. But we
agree that that visible enemy was much
better than this invisible, almost mysterious
evil, these rumors, these bribes, this hum-
bug.

Everyone was fleeing, nothing was per-
manent. How could we know whether

“this condition would last until tomorrow,

or for a few weeks, or for years, or our
whole lives?

The decision we made struck us as per-
fectly reasonable. First we found out from
a map where we actually were. We hap-
pened to be in the vicinity of the village
near which Yvonne lived, my former
sweetheart who had married her cousin.
So we started off for that village; it took
us about a week to get there.

ALTHOUGH there were already quite a

few refugees in Yvonne’s village—
some had been sent to her husband’s farm
to help with the work—Ilife was still going
on pretty much as it always did. Yvonne
was pregnant and still rather proud of her
new possessions, though she got a bit em-
barrassed when she introduced her hus-
band and me. When she found out that I
had no papers, she sent her husband to the
village the same evening; he was acting
mayor. She told him to go to the Grappe
&’Or and have some drinks with his friends
and to be sure to see that the president of
the United Refugees from Aigne sur Ange
was one of them. The result was that
when he came home at midnight, he had a
yellow paper, a spare refugee certificate
which a man named Seidler had returned
when he got hold of better papers. The
paper Seidler had discarded was a godsend
to me; Yvonne’s husband put an official
stamp on it. After the plebiscite, Seidler
had gone from the Saar to Alsace. We
looked up his native village in a school
atlas. On the basis of its location, it must
have been burned down, which fortunate-
ly meant that the village rolls had been
destroyed. Yvonne’s husband even man-
aged it so that some money was paid me
at the county town, some kind of refugee
money which he considered I was right-
fully - entitled to, seeing that my papers
were now all in order.

I fully realized that Yvonne had finagled
all this so that she’d get rid of me as
quickly as possible. My companions in the
meantime had written to their families,
who had scattered here and there. Marcel
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had managed to locate a great-uncle who
owned a peach orchard by the sea. Little
Binnet and his best friend wanted to stay
on with Yvonne. As her one-time sweet-
heart, I was rather out of place there and
entirely superfluous. Again it was Yvonne
who disposed of this problem. This time
it was a cousin, George. He had been work-
ing in a factory at Nevers and been evacu-
ated with it—no one knew exactly why—
and had finally ended up in Marseille. He
had written that he was doing quite well
there, that he was living with a woman
from Madagascar who also had a job.
Marcel said that he would fix things so
that later I could join him at his great-
uncle’s. In the mean-
time, I might look
Marseille over. This
George was some-
body to fall back on.
So here I was, still
depending on the Bin-
net family like a child
who, having lost his
mother, clings to the
skirts of another wom-
an who, while she
can never fully take
his  mother’s place,
still gives him some
degree of kindness.

Marcel left me, and
I went on alone to
Marseille.

I had heard along
the road that no for-
eigner had any chance
of getting away
from the clever body
snatchers posted at
the Marseille station. My confidence in my
refugee certificate had its limits. T'wo hours
before reaching Marseille I got out of the
train and boarded a bus. I left it at a vil-
lage in the mountains. From there I
walked down into the suburbs of Marseille.
At a turn in the road I saw the sea, far
below, between the hills. A little later, the
city itself came into view, with its back-
ground of water. It seemed to me as bare
and white as an African town. At last I
grew calm, with the great calm I always
feel when something pleases me a lot. It
almost seemed that I had reached my goal.
In this city, I thought, I shall find every-
thing I’ve always looked for. How much
longer, when I enter a strange city, will
this feeling deceive me?

I got on a street car at its terminus and,
unmolested, entered the city. Twenty
minutes later, I sauntered down the Canne-
biere with my bag. Usually a person is dis-
appointed when he sees streets he’s heard
a lot about. But I wasn’t a bit disappointed.
I was one of the crowd hurrying along in
the wind that swept us with gusts of sun-
shine and rain in quick succession. My
lightness, which had its origin in hunger
and exhaustion, changed into an exalted
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and magnificent lightness, quite suited to
the wind that blew down the street with
increasing force. When I realized that the
shimmering blue at the end of the Canne-
biere was the sea, the Old Harbor, I knew
again, after so much red tape and misery,
the only true happiness that man can feel
every second, the happiness of being alive.
I went into a coffee bar, where I drank
my coffee standing up, my bag clamped
between my legs. All about me I heard
strange languages as if that counter at
which I stood were flanked by two pillars
of the Tower of Babel. And yet, certain
words occurred over and over again.
There was a certain rhythm to them, and

Woodcut by Max Weber.

I finally understood them: Cuba visa and
Martinique, Oran and Portugal, Thailand
and Casablanca, transit and three-mile
Zone.

I finally succeeded in getting to the
Old Harbor at the same hour of the day
as I’m telling you all this. I asked someone
how to get to the Rue du Chevalier Rouse.
That’s where George Binnet, the cousin,
lived. People were crowding the stores and
the street markets. Dusk had already fallen
in these cavernous streets, but it made the
red and gold of the fruit glow all the
stronger. I smelled an odor that I’d never
smelled before. I looked for fruit as a pos-
sible source of it, but didn’t find it. I was
tired, so I sat down on the edge of a foun-
tain in the Corsican quarter, the bag bal-
anced on my knees. Then I went up the
stone steps, completely in the dark as to
where they would lead me.

The sea lay below me. The lights on
the poles on the Corniche and on the
islands were still pale in the twilight. How
I had hated the sea when I was working
on the docks! It had struck me as unmerci-
ful in its unapproachable, inhuman soli-
tude. But now, after I had traveled so
long through the shattered and defiled

country, there was no more comforting
sight than this same inhuman emptiness and
solitude, with its tracklessness and purity
that defies contamination.

I turned back, down into the Corsican
quarter. In the meantime things had
quieted down. The markets were closed up.
I found the Rue du Chevalier Rouse, and
the house. I let the bronze knocker, which
was shaped like a hand, fall against the
huge carved door. When a Negro asked
me what I wanted, I inquired for the
Binnets.

The knobs on the banisters, the traces
of colored tiles, and the faded stone coats
of arms said plainly that the house had
once belonged to a well-to-do man, a mer-
chant or a seafarer. Now it sheltered peo-
ple from Madagascar, a few Corsicans,
and the Binnets.

I stared at George’s mistress. She seemed
to me extraordinarily beautiful, though a
bit too strange. Her head, her slender neck,
the sharp nose and brilliant eyes gave the
effect of a black wild bird. Her long hips,
her long loose-jointed hands, even her toes
in the espadrilles, moved constantly like
some people’s features, as if anger and joy
and sadness were a breeze.

She answered my question a bit abruptly
—George was on the night shift at the
mill, and she herself had just come home
from the sugar factory. She turned away

from me and yawned. I was utterly disen-
chanted.

GOING down the stairs, I bumped into a
slender dark-skinned lad who was rush-
ing upstairs, a few steps at a time. He and
I both turned around at the same time. I
wanted to find out whether the fever my
arrival had created in me had cast a spell
even on him, and he wanted to reassure
himself that I was really an utter stranger,
an unexpected interloper. A 'moment later,
I heard Binnet’s mistress, who was still
standing in the open door, scold the boy for
being late. She told me later that she’d
been trying to decide whether to call me
back and ask me to wait. You’ll see later
why I’m telling you all this in such detail.
My call at the Binnets’ seemed a mistake
to me at the time, the evening ahead of
me empty. I had imagined the city had
opened her heart to me, as I had opened
mine to her; that she’d let me come in to
her that very first evening, and that her
people would give me shelter. My reaction
to the joy I’d felt on arriving was great
disappointment. Yvonne had certainly writ-
ten nothing to her cousin; she’d just got
rid of me in the easiest way she could. ...
Another thing that hurt me was the knowl-
edge that George was on the night shift—
that there were still people who were lead-
ing an ordinary life.
Again I had to find some place to sleep.
The first dozen hotels 1 tried were
filled. Suddenly dog-tired, I sat down at
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the first unoccupied table I came to in
front of a shabby cafe on a small, quiet
square. »
I ordered a beer. I, should have liked
to stay alone there at the table, but an old
man sat down with me. He had on a coat
which on-any other man would long since
have turned to rags, but which had hap-
pened upon a dignified man whose care did
not allow it to fall to pieces.
was, so was the man. He should long ago
have been laid in his grave, but his face
was firm and serious. His thin hair was
parted, his nails carefully trimmed. After
a glance at my bag, he asked me almost
immediately, not where I wanted to go, but
what country I had a visa for. I told him
that I had no visa and wasn’t trying to
get one; all I wanted was to stay here.

“No one can stay here without a visa!”
) y
he said.

DIDN’T know what he meant. Just out of

politeness I asked what he himself had
in mind. He said he had been an or-
chestral conductor in Prague and that he’d
been offered a job with a famous orchestra
in Caracas. When I asked him where
that was he told me, a bit sarcastically, that
it was the capital of Venezuela. To my
inquiry if he had any sons, he said, yes and
no; they were all missing—his eldest son
somewhere in Poland, his second in Eng-
land, and his youngest in Prague. He
couldn’t wait around any longer for word
from them, for it might be too late for
him. T thought he was referring to the
possibility of his death. What he meant,
though, was that he had to join the or-
chestra before the new year. Once before
he’d had a contract, got a visa on the
strength of the contract, and a transit on
the strength of the visa. Getting an exit
visa, however, had taken so long that
his transit had expired; and then his visa,
and his contract had been canceled. Last
week he had been given his exit visa; now
he was waiting momentarily for an exten-
sion of his contract, which automatically
would extend his visa. On the visa de-
pended whether he could get a new transit.
Puzzled, I asked him what an exit visa
was. He looked at me as if he couldn’t
believe his eyes. Here was an ignorant
newcomer! I would fill many of his lone-
ly minutes because he’d have the chance
of explaining a lot of things to me.

“That’s a permit to leave France,” he
said. “Hasn’t anybody told you about it,
my poor ignorant young man?”

“Why try to hold people here when all
they want is to leave a country that will
put them in jail if they stay?”

At this he laughed so hard that his jaws
creaked—it sounded like a skeleton creak-
ing. He tapped the table with his finger.
He was rather repulsive to me, but I stuck
it out. You know there are moments in the
lives of most prodigal sons when they go

18

As the coat-

“The Tumblers,” by Chaim Gross.

over to the side of the fathers—the fathers
of other sons, that is.

He went on. “I’m sure, my son, that at
least you know one thing—that the real
masters now are the Germans. And since
you presumably are German yourself you
also know what the German order means,
that Nazi order which everybody here is
praising to the skies. That order has
nothing to do with the old order, the world
order. It’s a kind of control. The Ger-
mans lose nd chance of making a thorough
check-up of everyone who leaves Europe.
Perhaps in that way they’ll come across
someone they’ve been looking for for
years.” ‘

“ALL right! All right! But when

everyone’s been checked up and been
given a visa, why’s a transit necessary? Why
does it expire? Why aren’t the people al-
lowed to travel through a country on their
way to their new home?” .

“My boy,” said the old man, “it’s be-
cause every country is afraid that we’ll stay
there instead of going on across the bor-
der. A transit, that’s a permit to go
through a country when a person has given
proof that he doesn’t want to stay there.”

Suddenly his attitude changed. In a
new and very solemn tone that fathers

use only when they are sending their sons
out into the world, he spoke to me. “Young
man, you’ve come here, almost without
luggage, alone, without any goal. You
haven’t even a visa yet. The fact that the
authorities won’t let you stay here unless
you have at least a visa doesn’t bother you
in the least. Well, let’s assume that you
do get a visa. How? Through a good
break, through your own exertions—that
happens at times, though it’s rare—through
some friend’s hand that reaches out to you
from the dark—what I mean is the ocean
—when you least expect it, through Provi-
dence itself, perhaps, or some aid commit-
tee. You’ll be happy for a moment. Soon
however, you’ll realize that it doesn’t mean
a thing. You have a goal. That’s nothing
—everybody has one. You can’t get there
by your will power, you’ve got to cross
oceans and countries in between. You need
a transit. ‘That takes cleverness and a
lot of time. You’ve no idea how much
time. In my case, there’s reason for haste.
But when I look at you it seems to me
that for you time is even more precious.
It is youth itself. But you mustn’t dabble
in too many things. You’ve got to think
only of your transit. If I may advise you,
you must forget your goal for the time
being and concentrate on crossing these
intermediary countries, or else you won’t
get away at all. You’ve got to convince
the consuls that you’re in earnest and that
you’re not one of those fellows that’ll stay
some place he’s said he was just going
through. And there are proofs of your in-
tentions, proofs that every consul demands.
We'll assume a further good break—al-
most a miracle, when one thinks how few
ships there are for the thousands who want
to leave. You’ve got your place on the
ship, your passage; if you’re a2 Jew—I'm
sure you’re not—through Jews; if you’re
an Aryan, well, with Christian aid; if
you’re nothing at all; an atheist, a Red—
well, let’s say through your party, through
people like you. You can get on board a
ship somewhere. Don’t think for a mo-
ment, though, that this means that you’ll
get your transit. But suppose it did mean
this. In the meantime, so much time has
gone by that your primary objective, your
main goal, has been lost again—your visa
has expired. No matter how important
it was to get your transit, it means nothing
at all without a visa, and so on, in a vicious
circle.

“Imagine now that you’ve taken care of
everything. All right, my boy, let’s imagine
things together. You’ve got everything—
your visa, your transit, your exit visa.
You’re ready to leave. You’ve said’ good-
bye to those dearest to you and closed this
chapter of your life. Now you’re think-
ing only of your goal. You’re all ready
to board the ship. . . . I spoke to a young
man yesterday, a chap about your age. He

(Continued on page 29)

May 16, 1944 NM



Writers in Exile

N My student days in Munich I took a
course entitled “Experience and Lit-
erary Creation.” That was in the

peaceful days before the first world war.
The Ivory Tower was fashionable in lit-
erary circles; and the professor who gave
the course made a clean-cut distinction be-
tween outer and inner experience. In his
opinion, a writer’s inner form was pre-
scribed from birth; and he refused to admit
that an author’s work depended on where
he wrote.

In that course there was much discus-
sion of the many writers of all nations and
periods who had been forced to spend a
large part of their life in exile, and of the
many works of outstanding literary merit
they had created. The professor asserted
that these years of exile had no doubt in-
fluenced the authors’ choice of  subject
matter but certainly not their “inner land-
scape.” I confess that even as a callow stu-
dent I detected a false ring in this thesis.
I could not believe that exile had affected
only the subject. matter in the works of
Ovid, Li Po, Dante, Heinrich Heine, and
~ Victor Hugo. It seemed to be-that the very

By Lion Feuchtwanger

heart and essence of the works which these
writers created in exile had been condition-
ed by the external circumstances of their
exile. The inferno-like hatred of some of
Dante’s Diwine Comedy, the piercing bril-
liance of Hugo’s polemical writings, the
sweetly sad and tender nostalgia for his
native land in Li Po’s poetry, the elegant
and deadly scorn of Heine’s poems—are
any of, these conceivable without the au-
thor’sexile? Exile was not a mere fortuitous
incident in these works, it was their very
source. It was the essence, not the subject
matter, of these authors which underwent
a change.

Now at the start of the second decade
of my life in exile, his opinion has become
much more than just an opinion. It has
become one of the basic principles of my
inner existence.

I do not want to dwell at too great
length on the bitter theme of the external
difficulties which are the lot of the refugee
writer. The writer who loses the reading
public of his own country very often loses
with it the basis of his economic existence.

Many authors, highly talented and enjoy-

ing a wide circle of readers in their own
country, do not sell in foreign countries.
This may be because their talent is inti-
mately bound up with their language,
which loses its flavor in translation. Or it
may be because their themes do not interest
readers in other countries. Many refugee
writers cannot and will not accept the
well meaning efforts of publishers in their
land of exile to make concessions to the
public’s taste. It is astonishing how many
refugee authors who have previously won
world-wide acclaim are now completely
helpless and dispirited, despite their most
earnest efforts to continue creative work.

So IT is that many writers suffer the petty,

gnawing miseries of everyday refugee
life more than most. Economic difficul-
ties and the wearing struggle with never-
ending trifles are the external signs of
refugee life. Many writers have broken
under the strain; and many have chosen
suicide rather than continue the tragi-
comedy of life in exile.

The fortunate writer who manages to
avoid all this is beset with other difficulties.

“In the Hill Country, Vermont,” by Asa Cheffetz.
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*“The Untilled Field,’ by Peggy Bacon.

As he works, he faces inner problems of
which he never dreamed in his native land.
First of all, there is the bitter experience
of feeling one’s self cut off from the living
stream of one’s native tongue. Language
changes from year to year. In the ten or
eleven years of our exile, life has gone for-
ward with great rapidity and has found
thousands of new words and phrases for
thousands of new phenomena. We hear
the new terms for these new phenomena
for the first time in a foreign language.
The sound of this foreign tongue is con-
stantly in our ears. Its symbols press in
upon us daily, hourly; they gnaw at our
own storehouse of expressions. Frequently,
a word or cadence occurs to us first in
this foreign language.

SOME of us have sought, with some suc-
cess, to write in a foreign language.
But in reality, none of us has succeeded.
Nobody can succeed. Of course, one can
learn to express one’s self in a foreign lan-
guage, but one cannot learn the wltimate
emotional values of the foreign tongue.
One cannot create or mold in an alien
language. The Greeks and Romans gave
‘the name of barbarians to those who could
not express themselves in their language.
The poet Ovid, living in exile among such
barbarians, wrote in their language, and
was held in high esteem,- Yet he com-
plained: “Here I am the barbarian, for
nobody understands me!”

It is a peculiar experience to see how
the effect of our books depends on a trans-
lation rather than on the conception with
which we have written them. The over-
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tones we hear are not the overtones of our
own words. For even the best translation
remains strange to us. We have sweated
over a word or sentence; and after a long
search we have found the right one, the
felicitous turn of phrase which expresses
the essence of our thought and feeling.
And then we see the translated word, the
translated phrase. It is competent and quite
accurate—but the fragrance is gone. And
with it, life itself!

Gradually, whether we like it or not,
we ourselves are changed by our new en-
vironment. And as we change, everything
we create undergoes changes.

There is no path to inner vision which
does not lead across the external world.
The new country in which we live influ-
ences our style as well as our choice of
material. The writer’s outer landscape
transmutes his inner landscape.

Many of us are so closely bound up with
the forms and concepts of our youth and
native land that we cannot disengage our-
selves.. Hence we struggle against our new
environment. This self-absorption in the
dead past, this shutting out of the real life
around us, and this proud self-isolation
lessen the writer’s powers, drying them up,
causing them to wither. The exiled writers
who react in this manner—and their
number is legion, including authors of
eminent skill—suffer the unhappiest fate.
And their bitterness is deepest.

I do not want to show too much re-
sentment. So my description seems pale;
and I have the feeling that everything I
have said is under-emphasized and much
too bald. I believe that I have expressed

my feelings on ‘“the writer in exile”
much better in my novel Paris Gazette.

There I included a general chapter on
the effects of living as a refugee, written
during one of the most troubled phases of
my own life, in an interval between con-
centration camps in France. Today I am
glad that even in that unhappy period I
stressed, not how the artist lives, but how
the genuine writer, the creator worthy of
the name, grows and gains in stature in
exile.

Exile disintegrates, makes one petty and
mean. But it also hardens one and makes
one great. A mighty torrent of new themes
and ideas presses in on the exiled writer.

. He finds himself in the presence of an

array of faces unlike those in his native

land.

Es, if we. try to see our life in exile in

historic perspective, we realize that
almost everything which seems to hinder
our work proves in the end to be its salva-
tion. Even the forced contact with a for-
eign language about which I have com-
plained, has ultimately enriched us. The
author who is constantly surrounded by a
foreign language learns almost automa-
tically to compare his own words with
those of the foreign tongue. Often he finds
a more suitable word in the foreign tongue
for the thing he wishes to express. Then
he is not satisfied with his own language;
he sharpens, refines, and polishes until he
has found the equivalent in newer, sharper
words. Every one of us has adapted ex-
pressive turns of phrase from the alien
tongue.

It seems clear that suffering makes the
weak weaker, the strong stronger. Many
of us have been diminished by exile; but
the stronger and more adaptable among
us have acquired greater breadth and re-
silience. We have concentrated our gaze
on fundamentals, and have learned not to
cling to non-essentials.

Goethe has written: So long as you do
not understand that you must die and be
re-born, you are merely a melancholy
guest on this dark earth. Exile is a hard
school which forcibly impresses on one
what it means to “die and be re-born.” A
whole group of exiled writers have become
inwardly more ripe. They have grown
younger in spirit, revivified. They have not
only grown more bitter; they have also
become wiser and more just toward their
new world, more grateful and more deep-
ly conscious of their mission. To “die and
be re-born” has become the keynote of
their experience.

All in all, I think that literature in exile
has stood the test. When the flood passes,
when we are able to gauge with a surer
measure what is worthwhile and what is
not, then we will find that among the
works created in this period of history
those written in exile will be by no means
the worst.

May 16, 1944 NM



NM SPOTLIGHT

Groundswell Toward FDR

GATHERING shape on the political hori-

zon is something that is beginning to
look like a trend. But instead of being the
much-heralded trend against the adminis-

tration and its foreign policy, it seems to he

the reverse. After what happened in the
latest primaries last week the gloom at the
headquarters of the Republican National
Committee must ‘be thick enough to cut
with a knife. And the cause of that gloom
is not limited to the Democratic primary
results in Florida and Alabama. There is
certainly precious little comfort for Messrs.
Harrison Spangler, Robert A. Taft, Her-
bert Hoover, and the other GOP master
minds in the outcome of the Republican
contest for US Senator in South Dakota
or for Representative in the eighth con-
gressional district in Indiana.

Most significant were the decisive vic-
tories won by Senators Claude Pepper of
Florida and Lister Hill of Alabama. These
two men are the two most progressive,
most consistently pro-Roosevelt Senators
from the South, and Pepper especially has
made a record on both foreign and domestic
questions that is unsurpassed in the entire
Senate. The opposition to both these Sen-
ators ignored the vital issues of the war and
peace and sought to stampede the voters on
the spurious issue of “white supremacy,”
into which were injected definite anti-
Roosevelt overtones. Under reactionary
fire both Senators unfortunately gave
ground. The voters, however, recognized
them as militant supporters of President
Roosevelt and champions of the new liberal
tendencies in the South; Hill was renomi-
nated' by a comfortable margin of some
25,000 votes, while Pepper won a majority
over the combined total of four opponents,
thus making a run-off unnecessary. What
is more, one of the worst poll-taxers in
Congress, Rep. Joseph Starnes of Alabama,
member of the Dies Committee and leading
anti-administration disrupter, went down to
defeat. 'The Washington correspondents
of the New York Post, Charles Van De-
vander and William O. Player, Jr., at-
tribute Starnes’ defeat largely to the work
of the CIO Political Action Committee,
which indicates the potentialities of the
PAC movement that Joseph North de-
scribed so vividly in two recent articles
in NEwW MaAssEs.

For the first time the Negro people had
a part in the Florida and Alabama victor-
ies, even though an as yet limited part.
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As a result of the Supreme Court decision
outlawing the Texas white primary, Ne-
groes voted in the Democratic primary in
[many parts of both states, though at some
polling booths they were barred.

The groundswell of popular support for
the Roosevelt-Hull foreign policy—which
recently compelled Governor Dewey and
Governor Bricker to do some verbal trim-
ming—also made itself felt in the Re-
publican primaries in two states. In South
Dakota Sen. Chan Gurney, whom his
opponent accused of having “absorbed too
much of the New Deal” bgcause he sup-
ported the administration’s foreign policy,
was renominated with ease. In Indiana
Rep. Charles LaFollette, ‘one of a handful
of progressive House Republicans, who
backedthe administration on foreign policy
and on a number of key domestic issues,
won by an overwhelming majority. It
begins to look as if the American people—
Democrats, Republicans, independents—
want an American foreign policy after all,
instead of the pro-Hitler foreign policy
that the McCormick - Patterson - Hearst
newspaper axis and its congressional copy-
boys have been peddling.

And it also looks as if, despite all incan-
tations and alarums, the fourth-term move-
ment is growing. In Alabama only one
of the ten candidates for six delegates-at-
large to the Democratic convention op-
posed the fourth term, and he got licked.
In Florida, where the Byrd-for-President

. movement has been nurtused by reactionary

Democratic leaders, only four of the eight-
een delegates elected are pledged to Sena-
tor Byrd, the rest backing FDR. In
North Carolina the Democratic state con-
vention last week endorsed a fourth term
and pledged the state’s thirty delegates
to the President. All told, of the 510 dele-
gates elected so far in various parts of the
country, 410 are supporting a fourth term.

It is still a question, however, whether

the President will consent to run again.
No doubt he needs the assurance that he

can win decisively without being compelled .

to engage in political campaigning at a
time when the climax of the war requires
his utmost concentration. And probably
he would also like to feel that the next
Congress will be more cooperative, less
dominated by defeatist and reactionary
forces, than the present one. The primary re-
sults in Florida, Alabama, South Dakota,
and Indiana show that the new Congress is

not foredoomed to be cast in the image
of its precursor. There is no reason to ex-
pect miracles, but there is every reason to
expect results from hard work that clari-
fies and unites the people.

Abettors of Sedition

: SEDI’I‘ION is an ugly word and should be

used with care. But one wonders
whether we have not gone too far in’ con-
struing it narrowly. Twenty-nine men and
women are now on trial for se