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just a minute

L

hm— )

WB HAD a letter the other day that we
think many young writers in New
York will be interested in. Here it is:

“Dear NEW Masses: For some months
now you have been following the growth
of the new organization, Contemporary
Writers. Your editors have to a good extent
helped in its growth by recommending
young authors to us. I feel, because of this,
that you and your readers will be glad to
know that this anti-fascist group of writers
is functioning full force and growing
steadily.

«The workshops, which form the basic or-
ganization for literary production, meet
regularly each week. Short stories, poems
and novels are beﬂ:g produced by our mem-
bers. Several of our short story people
through the aid of CW’s workshops have
finished stories of good quality which are
now on their way toward sale and publica-
tion. Two of our novelists have books on
“the presses for release in the near future.
Our poets are in the process of arranging
a collective volume of poetry. Naturally, we
are proud of these accomplishments. And
this represents only a partial score of three
months® work!

“At present we are using the summer to
plan for the fall, at which time we will
blast out in full activity. We are looking
for more authors to join us—published and
unpufPlished authors, young writers and old,

all Marxist and anti-fascist writers. Our
need for people is twofold: first, we need
forces to help in the business of sharpening
the anti-fascist literary weapon; second, we
need people to build Contemporary Writers
so that it may become the largest group
of anti-fascist literary workers in the US.

“Until we permanently install ourselves in
a headquarters of our own our address will
be 146 W. 11 Street, New York (the home
of Earl Coleman), GR 7-5121. Interested
authors can write or call us there. We would
be happy to receive writers at that address

‘on Saturday afternoons, 3 to 5 P.M.

“MiLToN BLau,
- “Membership Director.”

WBILE the historic CIO drive to or-
“ganize the South gets under way, it
seems that our own Operation Dixie comes
in for some criticism. Mrs. Paul Guyton of
Stoneboro, Pa., writes us:

“The other day I received a copy of
NM, 2nd in it is a cartoon called ‘Southern
Quilting Bee.” This is a timely cartoon, but
it should have a title of ‘KKK Quilting
Bee’ or something more specific.

“Once before I wrote you that your paper
was, to me, a sectional magazine. You
answered that it was not, or to that effect.
At that time I was thinking of a poem which
referred to ‘the dead South and the live
North.

«If T were not so interested in seeing this
country be a real democracy I would not
write this. But NM cannot lead the whole
country if it contains unpleasant references
to a whole section of the US and does not
use the same unpleasant references to other
sections. I mean that I have never seen any
unpleasant reference to the ‘North.’

«] am much more critical of my native
South than any native Pennsylvanian could
be, because I know about all the dreadful
aspects of Southern life. But there are a lot
of us who love the South just the same way
that Sinclair Lewis loves his section of the
country. Either you or someone else is-all
off the beam in your interpretation of
Marxist teaching.”

We accept the criticism. But that we
aren’t really “off the beam” in our policy
toward the South was exemplified by our
publication (NM, May 28) of the article
«] Love the South,” by Don West, which
showed that the KKK, Rankin and Bilbo
were not truly representative of the people
of that region.

IT 1s with deep regret that we learned of
the death of Pauline Gitnick, for many
years an active friend of NM. Exiled to
Siberia for her part in the 1905 revolu-
tion, she came to this country thirty-five
years ago and became a social worker. Al-
though she had long been quietly helping
to supply NM with its life-blood—subscrip-
tions—it was only last year, when she won
our sub contest, that we on the staff came
to know her. One of her last thoughts must
have been for our magazine, for not long
before she died, at the age of seventy, we
got the last of the many subs she had
gathered—from fellow patients—as she lay
in the hospital. B. M.

new masses

established

EDITORIAL BOARD:

1911

=

=
=

mmn

Gropper's Cartoon . . .
What Britain Plans for India
Rough, Tough and Angry Abner W. Berry . . . 17

Cover drawing by Julio Prieto

Tidal Wave on the Waterfront Richard O. Boyer 3
A Letter to Stanislavsky
Drava Bridge: a story Palmer Thompson . ... 1o

Maxim Gorky . . . . &

S K
S. H. Kaviani . . . 14

STAFF: editor: JOSEPH NORTH. executive edifor: A. B. MAGIL.
managing editor: LLOYD L. BROWN. FREDERICK V. FIELD, JOHN
STUART. washington editor: VIRGINIA GARDNER. art editor: CHARLES
KELLER. assistant editors: JOSEPH FOSTER, CHARLES HUMBOLDT.
ASSOCIATES: JAMES S. ALLEN, HERBERT APTHEKER, RICHARD
©O. BOYER, HOWARD FAST, WILLIAM GROPPER, V. J. JEROME, ALBERT
E. KAHN.

editorial assistant: BETTY MILLARD.

business manager: PAUL KAYE. field director: DORETTA TARMON.
promotion manager: BEATRICE SISKIND.

advertising manager: GERTRUDE CHASE.

CONTRIBUTING EDITORS: LOUIS ARAGON . NATHAN
AUSUBEL . LIONEL BERMAN . ALVAH BESSIE . W. E. B. DuBOIS
‘R. PALME DUTT « PHILIP EVERGOOD « SENDER GARLIN . BARBARA
GILES . ROBERT GWATHMEY . ROCKWELL KENT « ALFRED KREYM-
BORG « JOHN HOWARD LAWSON . MERIDEL LE SUEUR . VITO
MARCANTONIO .« LEWIS MERRILL « PABLO NERUDA . ANTON
REFRIEGER . PAUL ROBESON . HOWARD SELSAM . ISIDOR
SCHNEIDER + SAMUEL SILLEN . JAMES TURNBULL .+ CHARLES
WHITE « DOXEY WILKERSON.

And Birds: a poem Floyd Wallace . . . . . . 19

What Is Truman's Game? Virginia Gardner . . . 20
Book Reviews . . . . . . . . . . . . . 23
What About Summer. Stock? Leo Shull . . . . 30
On Broadway Isidor Schneider . . . . . . . 3l

Two weeks' notice is requested for change of address. Notification sent to
NEW MASSES rather than the Post Office will give the best results.
Vol. LIX, No. 12. Published by THE NEW MASSES, INC., 104 East Ninth
Street, New York 3, N. Y. Copyright 1946, THE NEW_MASSES, INC.
Reg. U. S. Patent Office. Washington Office, 802 F St. NW, Room 28.
Drawings and text may not be reprinted without permission. Entered as
second-class matter, June 23, 1926, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y.,
under the act of March 3, 187). Single copies 15 cents. Subscriptions $6.00
a year in U. S. and Possessions and Mexico; six months $3.50; three months
$2.00. Foreign, $7.00 a year; six months $4.00; three months, $2.25.
In Canada $6.50 a year, $4.00 for six months, U. S. money; single copies
in Canada 20 cents Canadian money. NEW MASSES welcomes the work

new writers and artists. Manuscripts and drawings must be accompanied by
stamped, addressed envelope. 209



TIDAL WAVE ON THE WATERFRONT

After years of anti-fascist struggle, the maritime workers fight
now for basic American liberties. The kind of men who built the NMU.

By RICHARD O. BOYER

HE approaching maritime strike,
Tif it occurs, will be a struggle
marked with significance for the
‘United States and the world. It will be
a strike for the American right to
strike. It will be a struggle for funda-
mental American liberties deemed by
many beyond threat until recent days
of the Truman administration. Tt will
be a strike to maintain the Bill of
Rights, denied to strikers faced with
the armed intervention of the Ameri-
can Navy and Coast Guard. For the
first time in history striking American
trade unions will be backed by the
organized labor movement of the
world. For the first time in history the
newly formed World Federation of
Trade Unions, with headquarters in
Paris and sixty million members reach-
ing from Asia and Africa to Europe,
Latin America, Great Britain, Canada,
Australia and the United States will
throw its earth-encircling weight be-
hind an American strike. For the first
time in history a domestic -strike will
have profound repercussions on Ameri-
can foreign policy. Everywhere, the
world over, men will talk of the retreat
of American democracy, wonder if a
government that uses its armed forces
against its own people at home can be
trusted abroad, ask if the Four Free-
doms do not apply to Americans,
wonder if the benevolence that proposes
bayonets against its own workers can
be trusted with the atom bomb. ‘
If America’s 200,000 maritime
workers are forced to the picket line
they will fight as American workers
never fought before. The newspapers
may regard them as incendiaries but

they will regard themselves as battlers .

against the first legalized American
manifestations of fascism. It was not
their wish that their demand for a liv-
ing wage be elevated to a political
cause celebre. That was President Tru-
man’s doing who said he would use
American armed forces against Ameri-
cans asking for an additional twenty-
two cents an hour and a forty-four
hour week. Maritime workers feel that
the President’s declaration was but one
more step in the administration’s drive
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to break the labor movement as a neces-
sary preliminary to war with Russia.
If the country must be faced with
an embryo fascism, or what may de-
velop into such unless it is checked, it
is fortunate, in a sense, that the mari-
time workers are its first target. For
they are professional fighters of fascism.
They  fought it before the war, they
fought it throughout the war, and they
are fighting it now. They have fought
it abroad and they have fought its
American manifestations at home.
Hundreds of American sailors have

risked their lives in skillful work with

the Underground in Hitler’s Germany,
in Mussolini’s Italy, in Franco’s Spain.
They are the one group of Americans
who, before Dec. 7, 1941, day after
day and in port after port faced and
fought ehe naked force of fascism.
Eight hundred members of the Na-
tional Maritime Union left the picket-
line in the 1936-37 strike that founded
the union and made their way to
Spain, where some 200 gave their lives
in this first fight against fascism. Those
fighting in Spain felt that their com-

" rades working to build the union at

home, battling against spies and gang-
sters hired by the shipowners, were as
much in the struggle against fascism
as those who fell before Madrid. The
200 members of the NMU who died
at Spain’s Ebro and Teruel are hon-
ored in the same phrases used to de-
scribe the sacrifice of the twenty-seven
killed and eight who starved in the
fight to build the union at home. Both
those killed in the three bloody strikes
that built and maintained the NMU
and the 5,000 members killed by enemy
action in the late war are hailed in a
pledge taken by NMU members which
states they will continue to fight in the
spirit “of our hallowed dead, the spirit
of free men who never have and never
will bend the knee to fascist slavery.”

PERHAPS it is fitting that the men

who were the first to ﬁght fascism
aboard be the first to fight it here. As
I write I think of J. Gordon Rosen,
who has seen fascism or its like in all
parts of the world and who told me

he had never seen its face so clearly as
he had in Port Arthur, Texas, where
in 1939 he was kidnapped and tortured
by Port Arthur police during a tanker
strike. I think of Joe Curran, NMU
president, who during the last decade
has faced every form of organized
pressure that a hostile world could
muster against him. I think of Blackie
Myers, who has been whipped, stabbed,
beaten and jailed in his ten-year fight
for the NMU, for the right to organ-
ize, for the right of free spcecl} and
against what he thought were Ameri-
can manifestations of fascism.

I think of Joe Stack, who in 1935
made a speech against the Nazis on a
Hamburg street-corner and spent six
months in the hospital as a result. T
recall how Bill McCarthy, after fight-
ing in Spain with the Abraham Lincoln
Brigade, was imprisoned in fascist Italy
where he continued his fight against
fascism with the Italian Underground.
I think of Josh Lawrence, one of the
Negro leaders of the NMU, who is a
member of the National Board of the
Communist Party, fighting for. racial
equality while under the threat Jf the
Ku Klux Klan in Alabama and Missi&-
sippl. I remember how Francis Xavier
O’Hallahan was jailed by the Japanese
in Shanghai in 1938 as a result of his
activity there with the Chinese people.
I think of the NMU sailors who have
been jailed in India for their fight for
freedom there, of others who were
jailed under the Vargas regime in
Brazil, of those who demonstrated in
South Africa against the discrimination
directed against the Negro people.

Sometimes they seem to me a new
kind of American. They know that the
world whose seas they sail is one world.
They know that what happens in Indo-
nesia or Africa is as important as what
happens in Brooklyn or Chicago. They
have little division between thought
and action, know that politics must be
a daily activity if elections every four
years are to. have meaning. They can
never be finally beaten. Their union
cannot be broken. It was built from
the life and sinew of Joe Curran’s six
feet three inches of height and 224
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"Wd'lerfroni Committee Meeting," by Férresi Wilson.

hard pounds. It was built from the
sweat’and often the blood of Howard
McKenzie, Ferdinand Smith, Jack
Lawrenson, John Leary, M. Hedley
Stone, Jim Cunningham, Jake Faber,
Tommy Christensen and Johnny Ro-
gan. It was built from the hard, dan-
gerous lives of Charlie Harmon, Harry
Rubin, Jim Drury, Al Ldnnon, John
MclIntosh, Paul Pulazzi, Oliver
Boutte, Lowell Chamberlain, Robert
Mills, E."E. Williams, Roy Hudson,
Dan Boano, Harry Connery, A. E.
Phillips, Jim Longhi, Pete Smith and
many others.

The men of the NMU will never
return to the:days prior to 1937 when
pay, if you got it, was twenty-five dol-
lars / month, when between twelve
and/ twenty men slept in one small,
cramped, fetid fo’c’sle, when twelve
hours a day was a short day, and when
the food was so bad that a smart sailor,
if his finances permitted, always
brought canned food with him on
every voyage, feeding himself at his
own expense.

As I TALKED to these men and others

a few days ago it seemed to me I
was hearing a recent history of our
country, the story of a time, related
not in the smooth periods of the his-
torian or student, nor in the unctuous

paragraphs of newspaper editorials but.

in the hot, sweaty, bloody reality of
anonymous human beings whose day-
to-day struggles are the authentic stuff
of history. I talked to scores of old-
timers who, when they could not get
jobs at sea, often beat their way as
migratory workers from one end of the
country to the other, being arrested in

one place, participating in a strike in
another, riding blind baggage in zero
weather, clinging to the rails beneath
freights climbing the Rockies, being
thrown from moving trains by railroad
bulls, being held as vagrants in dozens
of the nation’s jails, and always, always
moving on as they searched for work.

A few remembered how the Pull-
man strike in 1893 was lost, how the
Homestead Steel Strike was smashed
with a massacre in 1892, how the
Great Steel Strike of 1919 was broken.
Others remembered the textile strikes
at Lawrence and Patérson in 1913,
the Ludlow Massacre in Colorado in
1913, the seamen’s strike in 1921 and
that whatever the strike and wherever
the place they usually had, in those
days the common denominator of hav-
ing been lost.

Still others recalled jails under
Coolidge, breadlines under Hoover,
demonstrations asking for relief and
unemployment insurance, and the
building of unemployed councils all
over the country in 1930 which were
the first to bring the plight of the
17,000,000 jobless to the attention of
the nation. I talked to seamen who had
shocked wheat in North Dakota, picked
beets in Colorado, harvested lettuce,
prunes, oranges in California, lumber-
jacked 'in Washington, and shipped
whenever and wherever they could in
a merchant marine that between two
world wars employed less than half
of the nation’s seamen. In their com-
bined experience was the modern his-
tory of American labor. In their col-
lective lives was the rise of the New
Deal and the CIO. They were short
and tall, young and old, white, black

and yellow, Jewish, Irish, Serbian,
Puerto Rican, Scotch, French and Ger-
man, but they were all Americans
either by birth or naturalization. There
are those, I know, who eye such as
these with misgivings. But to the re-
spectable the tattered soldiers of the
American Revolution were a rabble in
arms. To the well-bred the American
abolitionists were wild-eyed incendi-
aries. But Whitman liked these people.
He was referring to them when he
wrote . . . the genius of the United
States is . . . in the common people .
through all its mighty amplitude . . .
they never give up believing and ex-
pecting. . . .”

THE day after Pearl Harbor mem-
bers of the NMU voted to volun-
tarily rescind the strike weapon for the
duration of the war. So did the Inter-
national Longshoremen’s and Ware-
housemen’s Union, of which Harry
Bridges is the head. So did the National
Union of Marine Cooks and Stewards
as well as the Marine Firemen, Oilers,
Watertenders and Wipers and the
American Communications Association.
These unions are in this fight with the
NMU. I have concentrated on the
latter union in this piece simply because
I know about it and do not happen to
be informed in any detail on the others.
But their stories are similar to that of
the NMU and match it in bravery dis-
played. In addition two other CIO
maritime unions, not yet in negotia-
tions with the ship operators, are sup-
porting the strike call and have pledged
respect for picketlines.

The public should now recall that
not a day or hour was lost in the ship-
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ping industry as a result of wartime in-
dustrial dispute, not a single ship was
delayed through almost four years of
war. Senators, admirals, generals,
preachers and editors, in addition to the
late President Roosevelt, then joined in
praising the maritime unions. Whole
convoys, manned by union sailors, were
destroyed by bombers and submarines
in the icy waters of the Arctic. NMU
members died off Casablanca and Oran
in Africa, off Palermo and Gela in
Sicily, in the harbors at Sorrento and
Naples, on the run to Malta, near the
beach of Anzio, in the British Channel
off the Normandy beaches, in India’s
Bay of Bengal, at Guadalcanal and
Kwajalein and Eniwetok, at Guam
and Saipan and Iwo Jima and at Leyte
and Luzon and Okinawa. “They
brought us our life blood and paid for
it with their own,” said General Doug-
las MacArthur. “Wherever the Ma-
rines went, the merchant marine also
went,” said General A. A. Vandegrift,
commandant of the Marine Corps.
Perhaps because they wore no uni-
forms and did not have the nice pre-
cision ‘of a military organization, the
public has been slow to admit and

quick to forget the contribution to’

victory of these trade unionists. To the
conventional eye they were unimpres-
sive. Many were runty, pasty-faced
little men, adenoidal and open-
mouthed; others were huge, mishapen,
hairy and to the respectable viewpoint
too loud, too truculent, too given to
argument and drink—and perhaps half
of them spoke with a foreign accent.
But if you knew them you knew they
were the salt of the earth. They were
civilians who went to war, civilian em-
ployees of private companies—for so
our merchant marine is constructed—

and there was surely no queerer way of

going to war than this. A man might
be sleeping in a flop-house one day and
participating in bloody battle the next.
A boy might be on a farm one week
and on a raft the following. Despite
the training programs of the United
States Merchant Marine, the need for
men was so great that almost anyone
willing might find himself at sea.
And it was the NMU that gave
them a program, that trained them,
pulled them together, and gave them
morale and self-respect. They often
wore disparate parts of cheap, cast-off
naval uniforms, sweatshirts and dun-
garees and assorted caps and hats—and
occasionally cowboys went to sea still
wearing their small-heeled embroidered
riding boots and Stetson hats. Their
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appearance, especially their clashing in-
congruity, was the despair of officers
who longed for trimness and regularity
and instead got boys as young as sixteen
and men as old as sixty, as well as a
collection of dental plates and trusses
and even a few glass eyes. They were,
in fact, the people and the people are
hard to romanticize.

IT was difficult, for example, to see

anything heroic in George Kenneth
Randolph, a Negro whose black pull-
over sweater exposed his midriff by
never quite meeting his trousers and
who usually held his speech to “yes”
and “no” while his features remained
as immobile as a wall. Yet on the
morning of May 10, 1943 he leaped
into a shark-infested sea, after having
been wounded in a bombing that sank
his ship in the South Pacific, and pulled
ten of his mates to the safety of a raft.
He will be on the picketline.

Nor was there anything impressive
about Cesar Contrera, little New York
Italian who always wore a baseball cap,
a sweatshirt and a scapular above his
baggy khaki trousers and who was six
months recovering from burns received
when he crawled through a wall of
flame to drag the captain of a tor-
pedoed tanker to safety. Contrera will
be on the picketline."

To the naked eye there was little
notable in the appearance of Nick
Hoogendam, who spent eighty-three
days on an open raft after being tor-

pedoed, nor was there anything re-

markable in the appearance of portly
John Stanizewaki, a fifty-year-old Pole
who was torpedoed nine times. Poon
Lim, a Chinese member of the union,
survived 133 days on a raft and after
three months in a hospital went back
to sea and was again torpedoed.

_ Union Brother Eliott Gurnee spent
twenty-four days on a raft on which

two of his shipmates died. He expressed
the spirit of the union as well as any-
one when he afterward said in describ-
ing his experience: “Even when Als-
brook died, I kept one thing straight
in my mind. I was going to come
through. I went through the ’36 and
’37 strikes. I helped build the union.
I said to myself, ‘I’ll be god-damned
if T’11 let a few Nazi bastards kill me!’
Even when I was watching the sharks
gobble up Shaw when he fell off the
raft, even then I swore I wouldn’t die.
I carved ‘NMU”’ on that raft and I
said, ‘If those Nazi sons-of-bitches find
this raft Pll still be on it alive and
it'll have my trade mark on it.” ”

HESE are the men who were heroes

in war and who some would have
as villains in peace. They and thou-
sands of other of the torpedoed and
bombed will be on the picketlines, if
there is a strike, and they ask your
support. They ask you to remember
the almost unbelievable profits of the
shipping companies. They ask you to
remember that the average wartime
profits of the shipping industry were
200 percent greater than in peacetime
and that the profits of some companies
were astronomical. They ask you to
recall that Senator Hugo Black, now
a member of the United States Su-
preme Court, found in 1935 that the
shipowners had raided the ,public treas-
ury to the tune of millions. They ask
you to remember the recent declaration
of Senator Aiken when he was discus-
sing the $21,000,000,000 of the tax-
payers’ money which somehow during
the war found its way into the private .
coffers of the shipping companies.

Senator Aiken said, “When an ex-
amination of Maritime Commission af-
fairs -has been brought up to date, it
will be the most shocking story of
collusion, corruption and disregard of
public interest ever presented against
an agency of the United States govern-
ment.” The shipowners control the
Maritime Commission.

But above all the seamen ask you
to remember they are only asking de-
cent wages and' reasonable hours. They
want no political strike. They only ask
for a reduction in their present fifty-six
hour work week and an increase in pay
that will bring their earnings to a point
equal to that they received during the
war. After all, prices have risen thirty-
six percent, according to the lowest
government figures, while seamen are
receiving an "average of fifty dollars
a month less than during the war.



A LETTER TO STANISLAVSKY

A play takes shape before your eyes. The writer taps the ’ unfouched
strata of personal impressions wh:ch lie in the soul of every man."”

By MAXIM GORKY

This  hitherto unpublished letter
from Gorky to the director of the Mos-
cow Art Theater is from MAXIM
GORKY: Reminiscences, a Pursuit Press
book which is being published on June
18, the tenth anniversary of Gorky’s
death.

October 12, 1912

EAR KONSTANTIN SERGEIE-

VICH: An artist is one who is

able to exploit his personal, sub-

jective impressions, to find in them that

which is significant and objective, and
to present them in original form.

Most people do not exploit their sub-

Symeon Shimin.

Mikhail Kalinin: November 20, 1875—June 3, 1946.
B
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jective ideas. When a person wants to
mold his life experiences into clear and
accurate forms, he employs ready-
made forms. He uses words, images,
pictures that are. not his own. He sub-
ordinates himself to the prevailing ac-
cepted views as to what they should
be.

I am quite convinced that every per-
son has the potentialities of an artist,
and that under conditions more recep-
tive to his thoughts, abilities and sensi-
tivities, these potentialities could be
greatly developed

Every person is thus presented with
the problem of finding himself, of real-
izing his subjective attitude toward life,
toward people, and toward a givcn
fact, and to embody these attitudes into
words and forms that are his own.

Let us suppose that five men and
five women are before you. That
would mean that there are ten unex-
ploited concepts of life, ten vague in-
distinct hopes, ten different attitudes
toward you personally.

Each of the five men has his own
idea of the type of woman he would
like to marry. Each of the women, in
turn, has a different conception of what
the man of her dreams should be like.

A miserly person will seem to the
first man merely thrifty, to the second
organically disgusting, to the third he
will appear pitiful and unfortunate; the
fourth will consider the miser ludicrous,
the fifth will compare him to Pliush-
kin* and will be satisfied with the com-
parison. The fifth will be the least
talented person of all.

One woman sees herself in love with
an ascetic and is quite overcome by his
asceticism. The second loves a libertine
and ennobles him through her love.
The third feels that nature played a
joke on her when it created her a
woman; she does not love men and
envies them their freedom. The fourth
simply wants to be a mother and a
wife; she fully understands this calling,
but for some reason or other cannot

fulfill it. The fifth takes life in stride

* A character in Gogol’s Dead Souls.
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without meditating over anything; she
causes pain to her dear ones, yet sin-
cerely wonders why and how.

During the course of their lives,
these ten have seen many cab-drivers,
clerks, mothers and actors. Each of
these ten, without ever having noticed

it, has a vague conception of the char-

acteristics that are peculiar to cab-
drivers, actors, clerks and mothers.
Each of these ten must be encouraged
to explain, formulate and present his
conception in his own way.

And so you have before you ten
people just as you see them, as each
one sees himself, as each sees the other,
and finally as each would like to see
himself.

Also, these ten are ambitious—each
would like to be noticed in life as much
as possible.

You present one of these people
with the following problem: “Give
me your conception of a person to
whom earthly existence appears irre-
mediably befouled, besmirched. It of-
fends and terrorizes him. He believes in
God and in the after-life.”

To another you say: “Explain to me
your idea of a good woman who re-
gards every man as her son.”

You will have before you two char-
acters: one a person who rejects life;
the other a woman who considers her-
self the mistress of the world, the crea-
tor of her newly-acquired strength.
That which is alive and active will col-
lide with that which is lifeless and pas-
sive. Let them give you still another
type; a woman, a sort of feminine Don
Juan, who, submitting to her purely
sexual curiosity, or in her search of an
" ideal man, strives to attract every man
who crosses her path.

Having these characters you have
not only the material, but the inevita-
bility of drama. Place these characters
one next to the other and they will be-
gin to act—that is, to live.

The second lady will not fail to ex-
pose the ascetic to carnal temptations.
. The first one will be unable to permit
a human being to be played with. The
ascetic himself will perhaps be capti-
vated by the first, and bewildered by
the second. For some time he will per-
haps vacillate and swing in the balance
like a pendulum. He can be placed in
the position of a person who is over-
come by the first force and saved by the
second. At any rate, life will have to
avenge his rejection of life. Life always
acts in this way—always and every-
where, except in the lives of religious
hermits.
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Add several more characters to these
three.

You say to the fourth actor: “De-
scribe the character of a flippant and
cynical person.”

Place him as the brother of the sec-
ond woman, or as the lover of the first.
He will greatly complicate and enliven
the drama.

To the fifth you will say: “In con-
tradistinction to the first character, as a
contrast, we must have a jolly good
fellow who loves life.”

To the sixth you will say: “Give me
a person whom fate has treated harshly,
and who has lost hope. But he regards
with a sense of humor both the past
and present, and blames no one for his
misfortune.”

You will ask the seventh to give you
a girl who dreams of motherhood and

of peaceful family life somewhere in a -

deserted, isolated part of the world. It
seems to her that she can build life
simply and beautifully and as life has
never been built before.

The eighth, ninth, tenth, etc., will
bring into the play a series of dramatic
meetings together with a series of epi-
sodical characters.

If the characters are firmly drawn,
their dramatic collision will be inevita-
ble. For if the ascetic who rejects life
should, in a2 moment of excitement, ex-
claim: ““All the evil that there is in life
is due to women; women increase this
evil for the sake of one convulsive mo-
ment,” such an exclamation would be
certain to evoke a desire in one woman
to destroy this misconception, and in
another a desire to get even with him.
These two desires will collide—and
there you have a drama! But all this

“could be treated as a comedy. It all de-

pends on how the facts are presented in
the process of their development.

T WoULD be well to remember that

under such circumstances the actor
becorfies not only the creator of a role,
but he actually becomes the creator of
the play itself. Each creates a character
and defends its integrity, which is
violated in turn by the influence of
other characters who pursue other aims
that are perhaps inimical to him. You
direct the course of the play just as
Moliere did in his day. Often, during
rehearsal, he would revise a character
originally designated by himself and
make it conform to the actor’s inter-
pretation. You yourself shorten the
dialogue where it is long, and quicken
the development of the action where it
is slow. You as a spectator can see

Opeﬂning Night

Intermission.

Refregter.
Important People.

more clearly than the cast whether one
or another action of a character is suf-
ficiently well founded, whether what
he has said is pertinent.

The actors and actresses must be
able to explain to themselves the char-
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acters that they are portraying. Every-

thing superficial must fall by the way-
side in the collision of characters, de-
sires and intentions.

You must be able to foresee and
forestall the actors’ professional in-
clinations and ambitions. Each actor
will seek to create a role that is pro-
fessionally most advantageous, and in
that way overshadow the completeness
and clarity of the other roles—that is;
of the other characters. You will have
to watch to see that “literature” does
not creep into the characterization, that
the actors do not inject inte the play
words, traits, mannerisms, etc., of their
own interpretation or those that they
may have seen on the stage elsewhere.
This “borrowing” may be entirely un-
conscious, and thereby the more dan-
gerous. '

As the dialogue of the play is being
worked out, it is jotted down until you
. have a skeleton of the drama, scene by

scene. The literary phase of the play
may be entrusted to a professional
writer, but this must be avoided wher-
ever possible, striving for perfection
both in the dialogue and in the style of
the play.
I should suggest that at first you try
" to work out several simple themes. For
example, people are sitting. in a room
one winter evening awaiting the ar-
rival of a man. This man is on trial in
a district court. He may be the father
or a relative who is indispensable to the
family. They justify his crime, but
everyone knows that it was committed.
The dialogue could be very interest-
ing; the people could try to convince
themselves of something that they do
not believe. Of course, the approach
could be different. The people could
quite honestly regard the person on
trial as innocent. Under these circum-
stances, they could frighten. one
another with the possibility of a “guilty”
verdict. You might be able to show the
various degrees of feelings of anticipa-
tion and impatience. The man is found
. innocent and he appears on the stage
happy—and drunk.

This man need not be a criminal.
He can be a rich relative who is being
eagerly awaited with gifts and favors.
He appears, and it transpires that he is
not the kind of person they had im-
agined, and there is subsequent disap-
pointment and grief.

A more primitive problem could be
presented. Picture students of a drama
theater before an examination. Truly
dramatic and highly comical moments
could be shown here. The people are
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sitting and chattering, trying to hide
their disturbance and appear noncha-
lant. Some students are comically self-
confident; they are of course without
talent. For others, the examinations
are a matter of life and death. They

. are called in for the examination, and

later they come out of the examining
room. Compassion, jealousy, malice.
All feelings could be shown in a brief
scene. )

FINALLY, I would try to work out a
simple comedy taken from life. Let
us take the character of a person who is
“not in the habit of hurrying.” Every
problem must be “well thought out”
by him. In reality, however, he is nat-
urally lazy and lives “‘somehow” deeply
convinced that “it doesn’t make any
difference one way or another.”

Let us suppose that in the first act he
is planning to get married. This plan is
being projected for the third time. His
courting is an affair of long standing.
He knows that one must marry—
“everyone marries”—but he is not
quite convinced that married life will
be better for him than single. He has
no father, but he does have a mother,
who loves him for his tender character
and for the radiant smile that is ever
present on his well-fed face. He drinks
for two reasons. First, because “every-
body drinks,” and besides, he doesn’t
feel like doing anything. He plays

cards, a game that is played sitting, .

and, therefore, one that does not tax
his energies.

Several reasons prevent his marry-
ing: the stove in the bedroom has long
been smoking; the tailor who was to
have sewn his wedding coat went off
on a spree and is now being hospital-
ized; he has no friend in town who
could serve asthe best man; and ﬁnally,'
the tenant who lives in a wing of the
flat is a drunkard who beats his wife,
and plays some sort of an exasperating
brass trumpet. It is impossible to evict
him because he is such a good person,
and he still owes six months’ rent: on
the other hand, it is dangerous to let
him stay. The bride comes from a good
family and the musician might frighten
her; he blasts away far into the night.
It will be necessary to go to him and
relieve him of his trumpet—and per-
haps beat him over the head with it. All
in all, there are countless deeds, cares,
worries and talks.

At the end of the first act it tran-
spires that the bride has been betrothed
to another. The groom is insulted and
screams: ‘“To hell with her! T’ll get

married anyway. I’ll get married—just
for spite!”

In the first act the mother, an elder- -
ly lady, is shown with her son. She
loves her son and admires him. The
conversation between them. follows:

“I am still young, mother dear;
there is no need for me to hurry.”

“Don’t hurry, then, Kolenka. Only
swindlers need hurry.” )

The musician—when he is sober,
life seems frightening and senseless to
him; that is why he is always drunk—
enters begging:

“May I have my trumpet?”

““Are you going to play that thing at
midnight again?”

“Please let me have my trumpet.
It’s my tool. Even a magistrate can’t
take it away from me.”

“Look here, Herman, why don’t
you let life alone?”

“I don’t bother life. Life bothers
me.”

The tailor’s apprentice enters. He
looks at everything as if in a dream; he
looks like a.man who will be tired for
the rest of his life.

HERE is also an unemployed en-

gineer. He is forbidden to build be-
cause all of his buildings crumble and
squash people to death. He and his sis-
ter have come to persuade Nikolai to
build a match factory. The man is of a
hopeless appearance, and speculates on
the folly of his relatives—and even
that with apprehension. With him is
his sister, a jolly, sprightly widow.

The neighbor, smugly bourgeois, is
taken up with foreign affairs. He
warns everyone of a possible Chinese
invasion. .

“You just watch China! I ask you
especially to watch the Chinese!”

In the second act Nikolai is married
to the engineer’s sister. She like to live
gaily. In her house everyone hustles
and bustles. Here also is a conductor of
an orchestra who literally “sings”
about his profound knowledge of music
and his magnificent talent. He has a
dislocated right arm. There is also a
trumpeter, and a dealer in cat fur who
is always cursing peasants.

“The muzhiks aren’t people. They’re
a bunch of dreamy, drunken louts. You
say to them ‘my dear fellow,” and they -
try to stick you with a pitchfork.
They’re a bunch of half-wits.”

There are also a townsman, a Chi-
nese, and some kind of an illicit deacon,
the inventor of an air gun.

“It’s something like a wheel—a
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wheel and a gun barrel. Give it a twist
and it pours them out wherever you
like.”. ‘

The master of the house is an en-
gineer, but he is not quite sure of him-
self, and he continually makes all kinds
of tests in order to ascertain the solidity
of his position. At one time he chases
out the trumpeter, at another he breaks
the stove—to find out why it smokes.

The master of the house is amazed
by his own marriage. He is in love with
his wife, is afraid of her, and feels that
he has married awkwardly.

“Well, mother dear, you rushed me
into this.”

“No, I didn’t rush you into any-
thing.”

“Well, you kept talking. . . .”

He is not accustomed to noise and
bustle, but submits to merrymaking.
He tries to think through that which
has taken place, but he is somehow “al-
ways late.”

“In the last analysis, mother, it’s all
the same. We’ll live through this some-
how. ...’

“Quite a big crowd gathered
here. . . .”

“They all want to eat. The chief
thing is. . . .”

He is very soft-hearted. Loafing and
vagueness are also characteristic of him.
His wife brings into the house some
kind of jolly ladies. One of them is a
former nun, very nice, who keeps plan-
ning to go on a pilgrimage.

“Pll wait till ’m older, then I’l
go; one lives while one walks.”

The engineer is not indifferent to
her, but, as a person who is beaten
down by life, he is timid.

In the third act, Nikolai’s friend ap-
pears. He is a merchant, businesslike,
who finds ,pleasure in constructive
work. He tells Nikolai that the engi-
neer keeps a sharp eye on him, and has
been swindling him. Nikolai s in love
with the jolly nun and doesn’t quite
understand what his friend is trying to
say.
“It doesn’t matter. Let him . . . I
...yousee ... I'm not a greedy per-

son. I’'m really soft-hearted. I don’t

Meskin.

"Beastly evening. Saw one of those plays that make you think.”
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“like any kind of racket. I like to be

friendly with everyone.”

Nikolai’s wife listens. She takes her
own measures. She makes attempts to
turn the friend’s head. At first he
doesn’t yield. }

“Madam, I can see through every-
thing.”

“See through everything?”

“Absolutely.”

“Nikolai, is it all the same to you?

“All the same. Why!?”

“We’ll live through it somehow?”

“Why, of course.”

“Do you like this?”

The friend says to her:

“One can go to pot with you.”

“With me?”

“Generally
here. . . .”

“What do you mean ‘to pot”? A’
person lives once . . . and one must live
simply. . . . Isn’t that true, Nikolai?”

“What?”

“That one must live simply.”

“Of course. . . . You wait . . . here
she’s saying something that sounds like
a fairy-tale.”

»

with everyone

HERE is a romance between the

nun and the engineer. She got into
this love-affair because it’s something
that one must go through and free
oneself from.

There’s a fire in the house. Every-
one hustles about. The fire doesn’t
amount to much and is soon put out.
During the commotion, Nikolai’s wife
conducts herself derisively and calmly.
Nikolai’s friend likes that.

“Well, you’re pretty brave. .

From this point begins a jolly ro-
mance in which there is nothing bind-
ing. The engineer builds the factory.
He looks like a man who, after a long
abstinence, has finally made his way
to the bottle and got drunk. He shouts;
he is stupid and ridiculous. At times
he realizes that he is stupid and ridicu-
lous, and when he does he becomes
embarrassed and is angry with himself.
All"sorts of tommyrot is going on in
the house. Everyone is running about
like the soul of a body that has not been:
buried according to Christian precepts.
Through the hilarious noise one can
hear the former nun calling on every-,
one to go somewhere on a pilgrimage.
None has his own hinges in life. Every-
one turns about everyone else, each
expecting something from the other,
yet no one is in a position to offer any-
thing to anyone. Everything happens
quickly, flimsily, for a short time,

»
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as if for the sake of self-deception.

The fatigue from merrymaking and
collapse of life deepens and hasits effect
on everyone; it is kind to no one.

In the fourth act the mother tells
her son that his wife is deceiving him.
She points to his friend.

“Just look how they walk in the
garden. Do they walk like strangers?”

- At first Nikolai is offended.

“Oh, you mischief-maker. . . . And
he is such a businessman, so practical,
as if. . . .7

“She’s responsible for all this. . .

Nikolai goes out in search. of the
nun. He finds her near the engineer in
a pose that upsets and offends him.

“What kind of people are you?”
he cries. ’

“Neither better nor worse than
you,” the nun explains. “We, too, have
no place to go. . . .”
© “Who is it that twists us about?”
Nikolai asks.

The nun explains that people twist
themselves—and it is only because they
have no love for anything. Nothing
binds them to life, and they are found
wanting.

“And are you bound to anything?”

“I? T love the earth. If I were a
man I would travel the world round,
and would touch and caress it every-
where.”

The engineer’s structure, over which
the trumpeter was supposed to have
watched, burns down. The engineer
feels beaten and is filled with remorse

»

before his sister and Nikolai. The
trumpeter is drunk, and screams: “I’m
responsible for everything. Here is
proof: my cap went up in smoke. Here
I am! Judge me!” .

The mother weeps. “We’re ruined,
Nikolushka. We’ve been pauperized.

»

“We’ve always been paupers,” the
bride says to her. “Only before we
were paupers with money, 'and now,
without.”

Her lover, drunk as she, and made
dizzy by his senseless existence, also
laughs at the friend.

“You’re an idler, Nikolai. It’s good
that need will press you now.”

Nikolai is frightened and loses him-
self. He feels slighted by the nun. He
feels ashamed before his mother, yet
he pities her. He squeals and cries.
Everyone loses himself in the face of
misfortune. They are weak and ridicu-
lous. They begin to plan a new life, to
dream of- something which is impossible
in real life. '

Nikolai is silent. He shuffles from one
corner to another, thinking of some-
thing. His answers aren’t to the point.
Suddenly, he says to his mother in a
corner:

“Mother dear, let’s go to the pil-
grimage. We can’t live here anyway.”

“With us gone, they’ll ransack
everything.”

“What’s there to ransack? It’s all
the same. . . .”

He hurries his mother, instilling in

DRAVA BRIDGE

What thrust of fate h&d brought this wounded man to lie there at their
feet? "We did not know his name and you will never find his grave."

By PALMER THOMPSON

OwW many armies there were in
H that corner of Europe I wouldn’t

like to say. If you took one
hand from each man in my tank crew,
you still wouldn’t have enough fingers
to count the nations whose children
limped and fled in panic, fought for
bread and lost the will to live in this
rich, well-watered pocket of land.

No man was more than a moment
of consuming grief, and few more
than the pain in their reiterating feet.
None of them knew where the roads
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they were marching ended, any more
than they understood the forces which
had taken them to the white battlefields
of the Ukraine and to jagged Monte-
negro. You will not find their names in
history, although they were the soil that
was tilled and harrowed and in which
great factions grew. You will never
find their graves.

Our army had been laid on the wide
anvil of the desert and fashioned by the
hammer of the sun. And then the way
up Italy, back in Europe again, but

her the fear that he’s gone mad. She
submits to his desires and secretly pre-
pares him for the journey. In the house
everyone has been reconciled. Every-
one is happy, dreaming of tomorrow’s
merrymaking. The nun tells the en-
gineer the the rfoad from Ryazan to
Kursk is good.

Nikolai leaves with his mother un-
noticed. Their last words are:

“Oh, I forgot to take my watch.

»

“What do you need the watch for,
Nikolai? We can go by the sun.”

“Well, then, we’ll live by the sun.
. . . It doesn’t matter!”

HERE you will find many ready-

made, suggestive words, but you
can disregard them; they need not bind
you to anything. The characters and
the theme can also be changed by the
actors beyond recognition during the
process of their development. I only
gave you ground upon which, with col-
lective effort, you can build any struc-
ture you like.

Only one thing is important: The

untouched strata of personal impres-

sions which lie in the soul of every man,
and which usually rot fruitlessly, or
are formed by someone else’s words,
forms; prompted by a book, by the
eloquence of a comrade, or by the
influence of 2 woman you love—must
be made to live and brought into mo-
tion.

. Translated by Mark O. Strever.

whether we came from Durham or
Mile End there was nothing in the
country for.an Englishman to under-
stand. The way the land was watered
was all wrong. The streatns were
abrupt ugly gashes the width of a small

- Bailey, and they dried when the au-

tumn cloudbanks ceased to curse. The
big rivers stood still and smelled.
Whenever we made our bivvies it was
in an olive-grove or perhaps a vineyard
with the leaves tired and yellowing
and all the roadside muffled thickly
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in dust so that a hurrying donkey-cart
looked like a Roman legion on the
march and the skivvy of a startled

lizard left a sullen puff like rifle-smoke _

in the air. I can remember no trees
taller than our aerials except for the
cypresses in the cemeteries.

That was before we reached this
place. When we drove up to the moun-
tains it was like coming to the Gates
of Hell. T don’t say that for effect. It was
like coming to the Gates of Hell. The
mountains stood up erect from the plain
with black scarred faces. The sky was
sagging with impending thunder and
black, so that it seemed that some great
tank was burning behind the mountains
and belching a volume of coarse diesel
fumes. And when the- lightning at
length came it was as if the flames had
found the ammunition racks and flushed
the cordite into a short white gasp,
while overhead heavy guns argued our
destiny. It seemed to us that there
could be no way through when we
were in the pass. It was like looking
up the barrel of a gun when someone
puts a round in and shuts the breech.

When we came out of the pass it
took us some moments to understand.
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This was when we first began to be-
lieve that the war had ended. Here
were young green oak trees and beech
woods. Here the grass was as green as
an English water-meadow and the
streams were clear and- continually
making laughter. Here were clean
white villages and cattle swaying a
loaded bag of milk. This was surely the
richest plateau in Europe, where men
might trail their fingers in the fertile
earth and multiply their wealth, and
we might find rest from soldiering. It

. was like coming out of a long spell of

action, and laying your cheek into the
earth and smelling the roots of grasses
before you are asleep.

The perspectives of time and preju-
dice, experience and space, could not
focus these people in our understanding
into simple and cohesive terms. For us
they were the newsprint, the digits and

the symbols, caught like paper in a blast

furnace, and now the flakes of dissolv-

- ing ash seized and thrown outward by

the hurrying tempests of heated air.
Some would have called-it'a jest of the
gods and a handful of blowing sand.
Others would have been satisfied with
statistics and the mathematics of fascist

Jean Bart. .

oppression and defeat. Certainly it
might be said that they had once been
Greeks, Germans, Cossacks, Slovenes,
Poles. Or that they were plague-car-
riers. Or a migrant body of the creature
man, dying in Central Europe for want
of bread. Or a transport problem. Or
pregnant widows and orphaned sons
and divided lovers. Or fascists and
slaveworkers, peasants and traitors. Or,
more simply, the human cud which
was all that remained of the German
armies, slobbering from the dead but
still warm jaws of the fascist war.

No man was more than an instant
of returning pain, and few were more
than wastes in a desert where all green _
strivings had withered into apathy.
Their skies were grey and overcast
with continual hunger, and their hori-
zons numb with the enclosing mo-
notony of defeat. They were the husks
of the people of Europe, and their
spirits had bgen threshed and ground in
war. ‘

Only the winds which blew them
were still man-made winds—the winds
of propaganda and man-made panic,
the curses of their officers, a voice on
the radio saying:
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'“The Bolsheviks, the Bolsheviks!
You must move west, or the Bolsheviks
will take from you all we have left

to you—Ilife!”

CARRYING the load of melting snow-

fields, the Drava runs swift and
deep, yellow and sinewy as the arm of
a Chinese peasant. Sometimes the for-
ests lean over from the mountain-sides
and look down steep cliffs at the churn
of water. Sometimes the land collapses
like cloth in leisurely folds of wheat-
scape on either side. Occasionally a
wooden bridge crosses the stream, its
supporting posts tugging like oarsmen
against the heavy water.

Somewhere to the east we knew
there were the landscapes of the Dan-
ube, there rolled the cornlands of
Hungary. Somewhere to the east was
the Red Army, advancing with its
burden of grief and anger, each indi-
vidual soldier carrying with his rifle his
visions of blackened and wasted labor,
each peasant carrying like a cast in his
.eye the memory of fascist abuse and of
Russian dead.

Up from the south and in among us
thrust the Partisans—Yugoslavs and
Ttalians, men whose only nationality
was hate for fascism, whose only pro-
fession was belief in man. Their con-
versation was resistance, their tongues
were the implements of war, their cur-
rency was blood. ‘

“Ah! Our comrades! Our allies in
the war for freedom! We have met at
last, comrades, we have won our
twenty years’ war with the beast! This
is a day for laughing, indeed! This is a
day to kill fascists!”

I ask you to consider—how could
we understand the humor of these
ragged men? We who had come from
the mines of Durham and who had
fought a concise and methodical war
in the parched throat of Italy—we had
only been puzzled and dismayed by
the random selection Death made from
our company. He had come among us
at night, accidentally and unprovoked,
and in the morning we had buried the
meat of a rejoicing friend. How could
we understand these ragged peasants,
who walked in the dawn of a new
world as if each step they took was a
gigantic oath affirming the victory of
man? How could we return their
generous and unqualified love?

So we stood on the wooden bridges,
watching the Drava hurrying the snow-
fields off to Hungary, seeing only the
misery and the pity as the chaff of the
richest granaries of Europe blew past us

12

down the roads. Wherever we walked
we saw the litter of their discarded
arms. Only the grey-blue of their tat-
tered uniforms startled at times in us
the reflex to the color, enemy, already
dulled and echoing in a week of divid-
ing experience and time. Certainly it
might be said that they were Croat
conscripts marching in tight formation,
while behind them their officers rode
and cracked their whips and cursed
them into panic, and, behind again,
there followed their womenfolk ‘and
children, white with the indignity of
fifty centuries of war.

“Englishman, if you give me bread
for my child you may use my body.
Oh, twenty Englishmen may use my
body! Oh, let the great Drava River

“use my body! Together we can give

birth to no monster worse than this
fascist war.”

But there were no men and women
left among them, and not one of them
was any more than a-moment of con-

' suming grief.

And so, when the order came, we
who had come from the desert and
Mile 'End held the bridge against these
man-made winds—not inthe pride of
our conviction but in the resignation of
our uniform. These men were no more
a transport.problem, but the terms of a
military agreement, signed in a hotel
lounge. They were the prisoners of our
allies. They were the wages of the
Partisans, thrusting up from their fierce
majestic frontier, laughing at the vic-
tory of man. They must not cross the
Drava which marked the division of
our separate military zones.

This was surely the richest plateau
in Europe where men might stretch
out their arms and multiply their
wealth, and we might find rest from
soldiering. Here the grass flowered into
butter and the woods exclaimed with
birds. Here on the Drava bridge we
marked in crooked rolls of dannatt wire
the signature of a treaty signed in a
hotel lounge. And panic blew the chaff
of Europe against this wire, and on the
further bank of the Drava ‘there gath-
ered the abandoned implements of
Nazi power. I am speaking of men
and women. I am telling you about
the cud of war.

And some cast their bodies into the
churning water and swam to the West,
away from the figures of speech imi-
tated in the moving coil of a headphone
and the curses of officers crazed with
fear. And after a thousand separate
reflexes of physical anguish, their bédies
swelled the load of sand and brush-

wood, and were swept down to the
Danube valley where the Red Army
camped among its memories of the
black Ukraine.

A MAN crawled up the wooden

planking of the bridge and faced
us through the wire. He spoke to us in
Greek and German or Croat, but the
words we heard were the soft welling
of blood from the wounds in his chest
and the silent footsteps of annihilation
in his eyes.

The Partisans thrust up the bridge,
affirming victory with striding oaths,
mocking the oaken scaffold with their
conquering boots. How could we un-
derstand the sacred anger of these
ragged men?

We stood in the resxgnatlon of our

uniform, pointing hostility at them
with our levelled arms, listening to the
wounds of the man at our feet.

“He is our prisoner,” said the Parti-
sans. “Why do you threaten us! We
will take him back with us to the east

" bank of the Drava River.”

“He is wounded,” we said. “We
will send the man to hospital.”

“He is a fascist. He is an officer of
the Ustasha.”

“He is dying. He is an orphaned
son.”

“He is a target for our justice. He is
vermin. He is a stain on the history of
man.”

“He is a son of man.”

“He is a fascist, condemned by his

- own men, the men he whipped to

jagged Montenegro and the battlefields
of the Ukraine. Pah! He is not worth
this spit I toss into the yellow Drava.”

“And his men?”

“They are peasants, the chaff of
history. We will make them citizens
and heroes.”

“And this man?”

“This is no longer a man. He has
spent his human rights.”

“He is wounded,” we said.
war is over.”

“The victory is beginning,” they
said. “This is a day for killing fascists.
This is a day for laughter, my friends.”

Twelve standing oarsmen thrust us
upstream, against the weight of glaciers
at the river’s source. On either side of
our scaffolding collapsed the lawns of
germinating bread, and the green
abundance of cultivated earth. None of
us knew who had built the bridge,
nor had any of us been born in this
pocket of land. None of us had chosen
to come to this place, nor to leave
our homes in Durham or Belgrade;
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we stood here through the will of
history and the obstinate ache to ful-
filment in ‘our sprouting seed. Around
us we felt the watching peace of the
land, and overhanging us we knew the
dome of time.

‘We did not know the name of the
wounded man and you will never find
his grave. We did not know what
chance of character, and influence of
upbringing and thrust of history had
fused to lay him at our feet. He lay
between us, marking the frontiers of
. our allied faiths. It might be said that
he was an officer of the Ustasha,
remembering a past of crimes; or that
he was the son thrown of a mother,
aching to achieve the promise in his
seed; or a wounded body, an instant of
pain studding eternity; or a fraction
of consciousness, laid on the wooden
planks of the Drava bridge, reflecting
in the terms of his spirit the yellow
water and the rich crust of a planet
and the over-arching sky.

And so we debated whether this
receptive lens of life should be shat-
tered on the Drava bridge or whether
it should watch over the passing of
another twenty years. And the issues
that we argued were man-made issues,
the colors of our uniforms and the sig-
nature of a treaty, scrawled across a
bridge of dannatt wire; but interwoven
with our words was the curse of fifty
centuries of war, and the question of
the future of man.

“He is a fascist,” said the ragged
peasants. “He will breed more vermin
in the world.”

“He is 2 wounded man, we said.

“He lies on our side of the wire,”
they said. “He is our prisoner and a
target for our justice.”

Against the timeless silence of the
valley, underlined by the inconspicuous
loquacity of a thousand tributary water-
falls, we heard the rifle-shots of mo-
mentary and particular anger. We
knew that somehow a life had been cast
out, by the mechanics of a tube of steel.
The Drava clutched the body in its
strong peasant fingers, and thrust it
down to the'Red Army and the Dan-
ube plain. And we who had come from
Durham and Mile End saw only the
pity of it and our own mortality. For
we had not yet learned the generosity
of human anger, extinguishing the in-
dignity of war; nor had we understood
the creative hate of the people of
Europe, cultivating the future like the
wheatlands of the Drava, and killing
weeds like men.
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WHAT BRITAIN PLANS
'FOR INDIA

The meaning of the new British Cabinet offer
to India: liberation or continued domination?

By S. H. KAVIANI

FTER the British government
A threw the Golden Apple into the
Indian arena on May 16, some

of my American friends expressed
gratification at the British gesture.

" “After all,” they told me, “the Bri-
-tish did fulfill their long overdue pledge

and granted freedom to your country.”
But when I asked them to explain the
contradiction between London’s reac-
tionary foreign policy and the volun-

tary transfer of the “brightest jewel,

in the British crown” to Indians, my
friends seemed puzzled. In other
words, I asked, has Mr. Atlee really
become His Majesty’s Prime Minister
“to preside over the liquidation of the
British Empire?”

But first a brief picture of the back-
ground. India is a vast subcontinent.
This subcontinent is a British colony.
It is divided into British India and
Princely India, with British India con-
sisting of eleven provinces. These pro-
vinces are not at all national units based
on any ethnological division of the
country. They were haphazardly
formed in the nineteenth century just
for administrative purposes. The Bri-
tish government rules India through
a Viceroy, who is responsible to no
Indian body but to the British Cabinet.
He appoints an executive council of
eleven to advise him on administra-
tive affairs. This executive council
functions only at his discretion and
is not responsible to the Indian legis-
lature. The Viceroy has vast executive
and legislative powers; he can and
often does veto acts passed by the
Indian legislature. The central gov-
ernment is the sole responsibility of the
Viceroy. The British government ap-

"points governors for provinces who are

responsible to the Viceroy, and who
are equally omnipotent.

Princely India comprises one-third
of India. Scattered all over India are
562 misnamed “‘states’” which were
created by the British in the eighteenth

and nineteenth centuries. Every state
is a British protectorate and the prin-
ces rule at the pleasure of the Viceroy.
The Viceroy appoints his “agents” in
these ‘‘states,” and these agents are
the real rulers. No prince can enforce
any reforms or laws without the pre-
vious permission of the agent. °*

There are two main political parties
in India—the Indian National Con-
gress and the Moslem League. They
are political and not religious parties
and represent millions of Indian peo-
ple. The third biggest party in the
country is the Communist Party. Each
one of these parties stands for the in-
dependence of India. The Moslem
League also demands Pakistan—the
right of the Moslems to form inde-
pendent sovereign states in, areas where
they form the majority of the popula-
tion. The Congress Party opposes this
demand. In addition to these parties,
there is an All-India Trade Union
Congress representing 5,000,000 in-
dustrial workers, and the All-India
Peasant Party.

URING the last five or six years,

in spite of mass starvation, mass
arrests, mass shooting and complete
suppression of civil liberty by the alien
and’ irresponsible British administra-
tion, India’s liberation movement has
grown enormously. Never were the
British so much hated as they are
today. The Labor members of the Par-
liamentary Delegation which visited
India last winter, in speaking of their
experiences, admitted in London that
“recent events like the naval mutiny
[when Indians captured twenty-six
British ships] and riots in Bombay and
Calcutta are just symptomatic of the
coming explosion.”

It is this pressure of mass upheaval
which has forced the British to read-
just their relations with India. Ob-
viously they do not want to make the
same mistakes their forefathers did
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in dealing with the Americans almost
two hundred years ago. Attlee seems
to be cleverer than George III. He
does not want to lose all; he would
rather bargain with the Indian leader-
ship.

The British claim that since the two
Indian parties—the Congress and the
Moslem League—did not agree to any
joint formula despite six weeks of Bri-
tish efforts, the British had themselves
to offer a formula which might sat-
isfy the demands of both parties. But
the fact is that long before the cabinet
mission went to India, the British gov-
ernment had completed a plan which
was made not to satisfy any of the
Indian parties but to protect British
interests. The purpose of the mission

and the deliberations with Indian lead-
ers was to create a state of affairs in
which this plan would look quite natur-
al to Indians so they would accept it.

The author of this plan is Professor
Coupland. He is adviser to the India
Office in London and went to India as
Secretary to Sir Stafford Cripps in
1942. Since then he has written a
large book called The Indian Problem.
According to Prof. Coupland, India
should be divided into three separate
dominions: the Hindu zone, the Mos-
lem zone and the Princely zone. He
emphasizes the importance of the
Princely zone. There the British would
have their bases and military establish-
ments. When this plan was exposed
by the Indian press, a revised edition
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of the book was published by the gov-
ernment in India just before the recent
Simla conference. In this edition, the
Coupland Plan was slightly modified
and a union of the three zones was
proposed. Thus it will be seen that
the British government had made up
its mind regarding India’s future long
before the Cabinet mission discussed
Indian problems with native leaders.
As a matter of fact, the Couplard
Plan was prepared during ChurchilPs
regime in 1943. Attlee and Bevin are
faithfully carrying out Churchill’s
policy in India, as elsewhere. -

There was another weapon which
the British used to create the necessary
atmosphere for bargaining with the
Indians. This was the bogey of Soviet
“expansion.” Although the campaign
of slander against the Soviet Union has
been going on for years, it reached new
heights in the last eight or nine months.
British officials and the British con-
trolled news agencies tried to convince
the Indian people that as soon as Bri-
tish protection was removed the “Rus-
sian bear” would walk in.

It is only in this perspective that an
evaluation of the British proposals can
properly be made. They may be divided
into two parts: Interim and Perma-
nent,

ACCORDING to the proposals “an in-

terim government may be set up
at once to carry on the administra-
tion of British India until such time
as the new constitution can be brought
into being.” This government would
have “the support of the major politi-
cal parties,” and would function un-
der the provisions of the Government
of India Act of 1935. According to
this Act the central government is the
exclusive responsibility of the Viceroy,,
appointed by the British government
and responsible only to the British Sec-
retary of State for India. It is under
such a dictator that the interim gov-
ernment would operate. The British
have so far refused to give any assur-
ance that the Viceroy will not use his
“special powers” or will always abide
by the advice of his Executive Coun-
cillors.

There is also the question of the
withdrawal of the British army from
India. Congress President Maulana
Azad and Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru
have rightly pointed out that “there can
be no independence so long as there is
a foreign army on Indian soil.” The
British government is avoiding this is-
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sue. Indian leaders are told that the

question of the British army in India
may be postponed for
date.” It should be noted. that the
number of British troops in India has
trebled since 1939 and numbers ap-
proximately 400,000. Finally, no time
limit is fixed for the Interim Govern-
ment in the proposals; the Viceroy can
prolong its existence indefinitely on
one pretext or the other.

The following constitute the basis

for the permanent arrangement:

1. There would be a Union of In-
dia, embracing both British India and
the States, which would deal with the
foreign aflairs, defense and communi-
cations.

2. The Union would have execu-
tive and legislative branches constituted
from British Indian and States repre-
sentatives.

3. All other than Union matters
and all residuary powers would be
vested in -the Provinces.

4. It would be necessary to nego-
tiate a treaty between the Union Con-
stituent Assembly and' the United
Kingdom to provide for certain prob-
lems arising out of the transfer of pow-
ers. -

5. There would be a constitution-
making body elected from the mem-
bers of the provincial legislative assem-
blies. Moslem and Sikh members of
the assemblies would vote for their
representatives separately.

The same British government which
insists that even former collaborators
and fascists be given the right of fran-
- chise in Bulgaria and Rumania, so that
their Parliaments will be “truly” rep-
resentative, deprives eighty-nine percent
of the adult Indian population of the
right to elect their representatives to

the Constituent Assembly. Only eleven

percent of the adult population has
the right to elect representatives to
these provincial assemblies. The Brit-
ish admit that “the most satisfactory
method obviously would be an election
based on adult franchise, but any at-
tempt to introduce such a step now
would lead to wholly unacceptable de-
lay in the formation of the new con-
stitution.” (My emphaSIS) This ex-
cuse of “delay” is pure nonsense.
Elections to the provincial assemblies
were held after ten years. Elections
to the central legislatures were held
after twelve years. Was this “delay”
acceptable to the Indians? Is the gov-
ernment so anxious to part with power
that it does not want to delay the Con-
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“some later .

stituent Assembly for even two months
so that it may be elected on the basis
of adult universal franchise? The
main reason for refusing this demo-
cratic method of convening a Constitu-
ent Assembly is that the British find
the representatives of the upper strata
of society more convenient to deal with.
They are afraid lest the common peo-
pie elect more progressive representa-
tives and thus their game be exposed.

Never has a Constituent Assembly
been more restricted than the British-
proposed Constituent Assembly for In-
dia. The most important point regard-
ing this Constituent Assembly is that
——according to Lord Pethwick-Law-
rence, Secretary of State for India—
it will not be a sovereign body. When
asked to define its powers, his lordship
said, “The constitution-making body
will frame a constitution subject to the
approval of the British Parliament
which must be satisfied that rights of
minorities are properly safeguarded and
a treaty with the British government
has been provided for. This point
was explicitly put in Item 22 of the pro-

posals.”
The Constltuent Assembly will be

" composed of 170 Hindus, seventy-nine

Moslems and ninety-three representa-
tives “of the Princes. Thus no one
group will enjoy an absolute majority
in the Assembly. And it is also inter-
esting to ‘note that while the Hindu
and Moslem representatives will be
elected by provincial assemblies, the
representatives of Princely India will
be nominated by the Princes.

Considering the hostility the British
have created between the Congress
and the Moslem League in pursuit of
their policy of divide and rule, it is
extremely unlikely that the two groups
will unite inside the Constituent As-
sembly; thus the ninety-three Princely
representatives will hold the balance,
keep the Hindus and Moslems at log-
gerheads and thereby possibly shape the
new constitution in favor of the Brit-
ish imperialist interests' which they ac-
tually ‘represent. :

The Princes will share power in the
Union government, but the Union
government will have no right to in-
terfere in the internal affairs of Prince-
ly India. ‘Fhe secret memorandum
submitted by the Chamber of Princes
and accepted by the Cabinet mission
clearly points out that the “monarchical
system and dynastic rights of the rulers
of Indian States will not be affected
by the new scheme. With regard to

the internal administration of States,

there will be no interference either by
the British government or by the new

government.”  This constitutional

monstrosity can only be possible under -
the British. To unite a democratic

British India with totally autocratic and

irresponsible Princedom, to give the

latter a deciding voice in the Constitu-

ent Assembly and a share in the Union

government, while protecting their

monarchical and totally unrepresenta-

tive ' governments, is the height of

mockery.

‘SINCE it is essential to sign a treaty

with the British as provided for by
Item 22, we must look at the treaties
the British government has signed with
Iraq (1932), Egypt (1936), and
Trans-Jordan (1946) before granting
them “freedom.” Each one of these
treaties guards the “right” of the Brit-
ish to establish and maintain their ar-
mies and air ports inside these “‘sover-
eign states.” These “independent”
states have even undertaken to provide
all facilities of transport and commu-
nications to these armies. Naturally
the British expect Indians to sign a
similar treaty, which will guarantee
Britain’s ‘economic and military domi-
nation over India and leave the In-

dians the husk.

The British Cabinet mission has also
proposed the grouping of provinces into
three sections. = Nothing has been said
about British Baluchistan, which is
overwhelmingly Moslem and which
has not been granted even the status
of a province despite a resolution of
the Central Assembly. This area, as
large as Switzerland, is governed by
a British agent and the military and is
without any representative body. In-
stead of regrouping the provinces on a
national basis, the British have found it
convenient to perpetuate the. problems
of national minorities in these groups,
which always provides them with an
excuse to interfere in the internal af-

“fairs of these provinces.

The Moslem League has accepted
the British proposals and it is probable
that the Congress party will also ac-
cept them. A dominant group in the
Congress is eager to join hands with
the British for economic and political
reasons. Since last year this group has
been aligning itself with the Princes,
the mill owners, the landlords and black
marketeers. It is more alarmed over
the rise of progressive forces in India
than it is over British oppression. The
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Moslem League leadership is also fol-
lowing the same opportunistic path.
The real trouble will come if the
Congress also accepts the British plan.
Because the Congress and the League
will not be joining the interim govern-

ment in a spirit of mutual understand-

ing they will quarrel over the distribu-
tion of portfolios, etc. The Moslem
League claims to be the sole represen-
tative of all the Moslems. Therefore it
will demand that only the League have
the right to nominate the Moslem
members of the Viceroy’s Executive
Council. The Congress disagrees with
the League’s position and will insist
that it have the right to nominate one
or two Moslems. The Congress also
opposes the League’s demand for a
fifty-percent share of the representa-
tives in the Executive Council.

The Communists and other power-
ful progressive forces - consider the
British proposals a trap. They are ap-
pealing to the Congress and the League
to unite against the common foe on the
basis of the following counter-pro-
posals: ’

1. The test of British sincerity will

require an immediate declaration in un-
ambiguous and unequivocal terms that
India is henceforth free and indepen-
dent.

. 2. In further proof of their earnest-
ness, the British must undertake to
withdraw all troops from India, in-
cluding Princely India, within six
months.

3. The British should establish a
provisional government responsible to
the Indian legislature.

4. This provisional government
should convene a Constituent Assembly
within six months based on universal
adult franchise.

5. It should be composed of elected
representatives both from British In-
dia and Princely India.

6. This

Constituent  Assembly

should be a sovereign body responsible’

only to the Indian people.

7. The differences between the Con-
gress and the Moslem League can only
be settled by the just application of the
right of self-determination. - There-
fore the provisional government should
be charged with the task of setting up a

Boundaries Commission to redraw the
boundaries of the provinces on the
basis of natural ancient homelands of
every people so that the new provinces
become, as far as possible, linguistically
and culturally homogenous national
units.

8. The people of each such national
unit should have the unfettered right
of self-determination, the right to de-
cide freely whether they would like
to join the Indian Union or form a
separate sovereign state.

9. The delegates from each unit to
the Constituent Assembly should de-
cide by majority vote whether their
unit will join the All-India Constitu-
ent Assembly to form an Indian Union
or secede from it.

10. The peoples of Princely India
should have the similar right to elect
their representatives to the Constitu-
ent Assembly, and the right to decide
whether they want to join the central
Indian Union or some other sovereign -
Indian group.

11. All political ‘prisoners, number-
ing several thousands, should be imme-
diately released.

' ROUGH, TOUGH AND ANGRY

Here was a moment alive with hisi'ory ...a Negro people's convention
appeals to the United Nations against infolerable oppression in U. S.

"By ABNER W. BERRY

Detroit . .
AN fell in windblown spouts.
RAutomobiles splashed through
water that couldn’t flow down
the clogged sewers. Detroit’s Golden
Jubilee, celebrating fifty years of the
automobile industry, was washed out
for the day. The expensive -trappings,
including gold paint on the downtown
streets, had cost the city $100,000, but
now were sodden under the dreary
deluge. Gaiety moved indoors, into the
downtown hotel suites where the mag-
nates and their satellites sipped warm-
ing liquors and dined in lavish style.
That was Friday, May 31, 1946.
On the morning of that day a thou-
sand delegates came together in the
Rackham Memorial Building audito-
rium. They had come at the call of
the National Negro Congress to. its
Tenth Anniversary Convention. Re-
presenting a cross section of American
Negroes and progressive labor, they
had come as people keeping an ap-
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pointment with destiny. They weren’t
rained out; they proceeded to business.
They listened as Dr. Max Yergan,
NNC president, traced the ten-year his-
tory of the organization. Dr. Yergan

. reminded them of the first convention
held in February 1936, during a Chi-
cago blizzard. Hitler had been i power .

for three years and the CIO was just
being organized; the- four insurgent
Spanish generals had not then com-
pleted their plans for civil war, and
Roosevelt was locked in battle with
the economic royalists. The National
Negro Congress had taken its stand
on all these, issues. And events since
then have proved the progressive labor

" movement and the Negro people were

in step with history.

The delegates saw themselves
through the report of their president.
They also saw their mistakes. The Na-
tional Negro Congress, they were told,
had not sufficiently implemented its

perspectives with organization; it had
not fought resolutely enough the Jim -
Crow practices of the armed forces
during the war; had not anticipated
the reactionary drive against the Negro
people and the labor movement and
had underestimated the militant tem-
per of the people to fight for their
rights.

It was left for Revels Cayton, NNC
executive secretary, to give the or-
ganizational proposals, to put the con-
vention to work. Cayton, a stocky,’
confident seaman, who left his post as
vice-president of the California State
CIO Council to assume the NNC
office, told the delegates what sort
of organization he envisioned. He’s
the sort of man whose voice one ex-
pects to boom, but instead it flows in a
Western nasal, high-pitched and with
staccato rhythm. He tells the delegates
how proud he is of the working-class
core among them; how glad he is to
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see .“the Negro working class assume

its class dignity and its role as leader
of the people.” His tone is that of a
mother boasting of a son’s successes.
Then he tells the assembly that the
NNC “cannot be an office orgamza—
non, nor a parlor organization;” the
times require “that we be rough, tough
and angry.” He concludes with the
plea: “Let us really deal a death blow
o Jim Crow!”

That’s how the sessions began. Then
came the working committees, com-

missions and panels. But people have-

v eat and there was the rain outside
and the flooded streets. Car owners
among the delegates helped to solve
that. They ferried groups to restaur-
ants and these groups in turn brought
back sandwiches and drinks to those
who were marooned.

Hundreds of delegates were attrac-
ted to the splendid art exhibit “Negro
Life in America” at the Urban League
which was sponsored by NEw MassEes
in conjunction with the NNC. Of
some seventy-five artists exhibiting,
twenty-five were Negroes; the work
of both famous and new painters was

-presented. A fine new talent was re-

vealed—that of the painterr Hughie
Lee Smith, Ford foundry worker and
Negro veteran. Worker, art patron
and critic alike stopped to view his
work and word about him spread
through the convention hall. The de-
legations from Chicago and St. Louis
took time out from the busy sessions to

Sen. Rankest Says:

plan for bringing the exhibit to their
cities. Here was a real example of art
as a weapon—a weapon of striking
power against Jim Crow.

IT was still raining Friday night, but
the auditorium of Cass Technical
High School was filled for the mass
meeting. The meeting matched the
weather—it was an angry meeting.
The speeches were barbed. When Sec-
retary-treasurer George Addes of the
UAW expressed his disappointment
at the fact that the General Motors
contract (negotiated by Walter Reu-
ther) left out a no-discrimination
clause, the audience rumbled approv-
ingly. Greatest amount of applause
greeted Addes’ quotation from the
UAW executive board’s statement of
policy against ‘“Negro-baiting, Jew-
baiting, Catholic- and Red-baiting.”

The chairman, Dr. Yergan, intro-
duced “the Honorable Benjamin J.
Davis, Jr., member of the New York
City Council, member of the National
Committee of the Communist Party,
member of the National Executive
Committee of the National Negro
Congress.” Wild applause. A man
from Georgia sitting next to me mur-
mured: “I know his family down
home. His daddy was a good speaker.
Hope he’s as good.” What he really
meant was that the people are angry,
and they wanted that anger articu-
lated. They wanted the lynch tree up-
rooted; they wanted the Jim Crow

"Why d'ya suppose nobody likes us, Bilgebo?"
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sign torn down; they wanted to broad-

- cast to the world that they were ready

to fight for peoples’ freedom every-
where; they wanted Truman and
Byrnes and du Pont and Morgan and
Connally and Vandenberg and all who
seek an imperialist ‘world with America
on top of the heap—they wanted them
to know that the Negro people and
the labor movement were fighting mad
about how peace and freedom were
being manhandled. And they wanted
to know what could be donme. Ben
Davis told them. And Paul Robeson
did that and more.

When Robeson appeared in the
wings of the stage he received a stand-
ing ovation. As I stood with the crowd
I thought of what a taxi companion,
a steel worker ‘from Cleveland, had
asked me on the way to the meeting.
“Say, is this Robeson guy really with
our program? He’s a mighty big man,
you know.” Any feeble answer I could
have given him was more than made
up for by Robeson himself. His broad-
cast speech read like an angry poem
against the oppressors of man, and he
read it like a call to battle.

All Detroit was buzzing on Satur-
day morning. The conversation at the
Negro eating places was all about the
Robeson speech. The Detroit Free
Press tipped its hat to the NNC with
an “up-from-slavery” good-will edi-
torial. (The Free Press has been noto-
rious recently for its anti-labor: edi-
torials spread over its entire editorial
page. And incidentally it has been no
crusader for Negro rights in Jim
Crow-ridden Detroit.)

The weather was still grouchy.
Water stood in the side streets, .and
there were intermittent rains. The auto
magnates were determined to go
through with their Jubilee, however,
and ancient horseless buggies congre-
gated on Woodward Avenue for the
Jubilee parade There was a circus-like
atmosphere in which decorated floats,
gas-filled 'balloons and gay streamers
vied for attention with the chugging
high-wheeled carriages.

Inside the Rackham Building the
atmosphere was different. The dele-
gates were in their seats at 9:30 a.m.
Officials and workers brought in arm-
fuls of mimeographed sheets and placed -
them on the press tables down front.
After a few committees reported  the
chairman announced the next order
of business—discussion of a petition
to the United Nations. Couriers were
sent to gather delegates from com-
mittee rooms and corridors. The mime-
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ographed petition was distributed and
Revels Cayton was called upon to
intgoduce it.

ERE was a moment alive with his-
tory. Before us stood a grandson
of Hiram Revels, Negro Reconstruc-
tion Senator from Mississippi, intro-
ducing to a Negro people’s convention
of 1946 a document requesting a
world body to act on conditions which
“Negro citizens find intolerable.” As
Cayton read the introductory passages,
delegate after delegate filed to a seat
on tiptoe, leaned forward to catch each
word. He read the letter to President
Truman:
“The Negro people had hoped that
" out of the war there would céme an
extension of democratic rights and
liberties so heroically fought for by all
oppressed peoples. Your administration,
however, has reversed the democratic
program of the Roosevelt government,
both internally and in relation to
foreign policy. . . . Negro citizens find
the present conditions intolerable, and
are therefore presenting their appeal
to the highest court of mankind—the
United Nations.”

To each delegate there came the
realization that ke was being trans-
formed into a point on the world
agenda. Two giant fists—one black,
one white—were pounding the UN
conference tables. In that document
thirteen million questions arose to
plague the Soviet-baiters, the Franco
defenders, the special pleaders for Bul-
garian reaction and Greek royalists,
the imperialist masters of colonial mil-
lions.

Edward Strong was called by Cay-
ton to read the petition in full. Strong,
a former executive secretary of the

And Birds |

When I went in I wanted a plane
I wanted to stroke a cloud

I wanted to rub up against heaven
But I was black and not allowed

East of freedom and west of a slave
Crumpled inside and kept below

A thousand bombers stuck in my sight
I was a fighter they didn’t know

Now I am home in my valley *

And my cloud stares down from: the skies
At this tree where I am hanging

And birds peck out my eyes.

Froyp WALLACE.
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NNC, is a veteran of over two years

_service in India. His bronze-brown

face and tall frame are well known to
the organized youth movement, espe-
cially in churches and colleges. In his
clipped, crisp speech he seemed to lift
the words from the paper and hurl
them one by one at reaction. Every
word was a dart and every dart found
its mark. After the legal arguments
and citations, which had been prepared
by a committee of lawyers, the three-

page petition asks that the UN “take .

such . . . steps as may seem just and
proper to the end that the oppression
of the American Negro be brought to
an end.” Documenting the petition
was a comprehensive statement, ‘““The
Oppression of the American Negro:
the Facts,” prepared by Dr. Herbert
Aptheker, noted historian, which pre-
sented the stark realities of economic,
social and political discrimination -and
exploitation of the Negro people
“based upon the inhuman, unscientific,
fascist theory of ‘racism’.”

Even as Edward Strong spoke the
words of the petition were flowing
into the newsrooms of the nation and
the world. And after a late session
Saturday night and a short sleep the
delegates arose to discover that they
had written a bit of history. By news-
paper and radio the world knew that
American Negroes were appealing to
the world against a condition entirely
incompatible with democracy. This was
no propaganda stunt, either. The dele-
gates meant business. They set about
to raise $200,000 within the next three
months to back up the campaign; a
considerable sum was raised on the
spot and more was pledged within
twenty-four hours.

To illustrate the temper of the dele-
gates here are two scenes from the
floor: One of the reports spoke of
“the Negro people getting their fair
share.” A Negro woman UAW dele-

- gate from Detroit took the floor to

ask: “What is our fair share?” Then
she went on, “When we talk about
‘fair share’ it seems to me that we are
encouraging the quota system. I say
that our fair share of democracy—and
that means everything we need—is full
and equal participation—I mean full
equality.” Her point carried unani-
mously. ‘

In the Michigan caucus the group
chairman asked the delegates for finan-
cial pledges. They immediately passed
a motion to canvass the house. In a
few minutes over $350 in cash was
collected; some $200 was to be turned

- Sanford.

in the following day. There was an
elderly ‘woman seated directly behind
me at the meeting who beamed and
applauded throughout the meeting. I
whispered to her that I was surprised
that our hundred-man delegation had
done so well in the collection. I had
been frankly surprised when a queue
formed of five- and ten-dollar donors.
But the old lady took it all for granted.
She answered with some impatience,
“Why, we are ready for action. All
we need is to know from the leaders
what is to be done. You just tell us
what to do, show us what to do. We
are ready to fight for freedom—and
we’ll pay for it, too.”

Riding home on the bus after Sun-
day’s sessions I chatted with a neighbor.
He had heard the Robeson broadcast.
How did he like it? He searched for
the answer and then slowly and deli-
berately, like a person composing, he
said: “You know, when I heard that
speech I thought to myself that I had
thought some of the things he was
saying but I just couldn’t say ’em.
Its really good to have people like
Paul Robeson. He’s smart and he says
the things the people like me want to
say but just can’t get the things out.”
Then he looked at me quizzically and
asked, “You understand how that is,
don’t you?”
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WHAT IS TRUMAN'S GAME?

The President's strikebreaking tactics are now being used against
the maritime workers. What Henry Morgenthau said o Henry Wallace.

By VIRGINIA GARDNER

Washingten
LL sections of labor seem to be
A agreed that, whether or not the
President vetoes the Case bill,

labor is in danger. Labor will be in
danger as long as it is possible for the

President to use the technique of send- -

ing a rescue party after any employer
in distress—as long as he can ‘create
an “emergency” at will, a fake emer-

dates back to last September when
many of the maritime unions first
asked the operators to negotiate. Keep-
ing labor problems geared to a war-
time basis, allowing Secretary of
Agriculture Anderson: to wreck OPA
from within while Congress wrecks it
from without, Mr. Truman’s design
has been demonstrated. By retaining

"Remember, Weatherbee, the NAM is counting on you young bloods."

gency built out of real and unsolved
problems of peacetime, and find a
willing Congress to hclp bail out such
an employer.

The President can see a “crisis”
with each new show of real labor
strength. Scarcely had he delivered the
country from the “crisis” provoked
by “two men,” forgetting of course
that they represented almost half the
rail workers in the United States, than
he saw another “crisis” in the threat-
ened maritime strike, a “crisis” which
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his war powers, which he alone can
end, and forcing labor to negotiate in
an atmosphere of “treason,” he can
continue to rush to Congress to “res-
cue recalcitrant employers and crack
down on workers,” as AFL President
Green put it.

Rep. John Rankin on June 4
called for the immediate arrest of
Harry Bridges and Joseph Curran
of the maritime unions, saying they
were “committing treason against the
United States by calling on unions

throughout the world to strike against
American shipping.” But this was
simply a vulgarization of what the
President solemnly told the nation in
his radio speech, with its allusion to
a second Pearl Harbor.

An analogy between Truman’s
handling of the rail strike and his con-
duct during maritime negotiations, be-
fore any strike occurred, was made by
Martin Miller, speaking in the place of
A. F. Whitney of the Railroad Train-
men before a meeting of Congressmen.
“Ts the administration doing anything
to help negotiations?” he asked. An-
swering his own question, he said, “No.
The President instead is threatening
to use the Army and Navy to break the
strike. And the shipowners are sitting
back to let a gracious government break
it for them.”

Even the AFL has bypassed its too-
usual method of making deals on
Capitol Hill and is fighting the Tru-
man bill with no holds barred. Lew
Hines, veteran AFL legislative bumb-
ler, told the rump session of Congress-
men that workers are “getting fed up,”
and pointed to the general strike in
Rochester, N. Y., as proof. Then he
seemed a little alarmed at his own
militancy. “I may seem to be just
a little pugnacious here today,” he
apologized. “I don’t mean to.’

It seems that labor leaders, In com-
mon with many liberals in Washing-
ton, as yet fail to relate the President’s
labor program with the administration’s
provocative attitude towards the Soviet
Union and the threat of war. They
readily see the threat of fascism in his
proposals, but shy away from any im-
plications of preparation for war. The
liberal viewpoint, as expressed by one
of them, is, “It isn’t necessarily so
complicated. It’s just that Truman has
been Snyderized,” alluding to John
W. Snyder, the ex-St. Louis banker
who headed War Mobilization and Re- -
conversion and has just been appointed
Secretary of the Treasury. Neverthe-
less, he added, “Truman has started on
a program from which he can’t re-
treat.”

How the “friends of labor” such as
Senators Scott W, Lucas (IIL.), Carl
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A. Hatch (N. Mex.), and Alben J.
Barkley were scorched by wires and
letters from their home districts for
supporting the Truman labor program
is evident from the experience of Rep.
Adolph J. Sabath, veteran chairman
of the Rules committee, whose pro-
gressive record is almost perfect. But
Rep. Sabath, while waging a strong
fight against the Republican-spon-
sored Case bill, had obeyed the admin-
istration edict, summoned his commit-
tee hastily to grant the President’s bill
a rule, and voted for it on the floor.
The AFL and CIO met jointly in Chi-
cago and wires stormed the Illinois dele-
gation. Sen. Lucas got most of the fire.
A letter to Rep. Sabath, however, de-
clared the Illinois delegation had acted
“disgracefully” and across it a woman
had written, “And that applies espe-
cially to you, Mr. Sabath.” He was
particularly hurt by a wire which came
in saying, “Your vote cancels out forty
years of service to labor.”

Many a Congressman, it is reported
on the Hill, got on the telephone and
pleaded with people back home that
he didn’t know what he was doing,
that he was rushed into it. These Con-
gressmen then complained sorrowfully
that labor people were unmoved by
this plea of not having known the gun
was loaded.

The Truman program for straight-
jacketing labor is so incredible in a
democracy. that it has allowed the Re-
publicans a chance to pose as defenders
of civil liberties by attacking its provi-
sions. Sen. Robert A. Taft, of all the
Republicans, was the most persistent.
There were many things he didn’t like
about the bill, including section 5,
which allows the Attorney General to
go into court and get an injunction
which may require a striker to go to
work, with the penalty that if he doesn’t
he can be held in contempt of his gov-
ernment and put in jail. But Taft’s
own law which he plugged would con-
sider a strike as an insurrection. Thus
he said: “I am imagining a bill that is,
in effect, a bill against revolution, if
you please. . . .”

Sen. Arthur Vandenberg found a
labor draft “repugnant to every prin-
. ciple of free, constitutional democracy.”
Know why? He did not think it wise to
draft an army of “rebels.” Said the de-
mocracy-loving Senator: “An army of
so-called rebels is not calculated to be a
particularly reliable or productive one.”

But, he assured his fellows, he did
not want to deprive the President of
any authority he needed “to protect the
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general welfare,” or to “shatter effec-
tive liaison between the Congress and
the White House upon this score in
such times as these.” No sir. .
and I am frank to say that I have par-
ticularly in'mind the truculently threat-
ened general strike on June 15, which
would not only paralyze our rapidly
expanding and vitally essential export
trade,” he said, putting that first, “but
which would also perhaps condemn to
death hundreds of thousands of helpless
people in the famine zones of the so-
called liberated areas of the Old
World.” Of course the maritime union
leaders had repeated over and over
again, and even the press had quoted
them some of the time, as saying no
relief or troop ships would be struck.
(P.S. Vandenberg voted for the bill.)
The Republican “liberal,” Sen.
Leverett Saltonstall, made the most of

The press solemnly declared he took
this course to make the bill more palat-
able to the Republicans, just ds if it
were the most natural thing in the
world.

rrH all the columns that have

been written on seizure, it is rare-
ly pointed out that the administration
has foisted a completely new concept
of seizure on the public, compared to
that in use during the war. Then it
was used as an aid to workers who had
rendered themselves defenseless by for-
feiting their strike weapon for the dura-
tion. It was used to compel employers
to comply with WLB directives.
Now it is used to impose unfair settle-
ments, as was done in the rail case, and
to crush the right to strike. It chokes

off all sorts of fundamental rights in-
herent in the free bargaining process.

I A g

ey

"Hopkins, can you honestly say that you've become more efficient since 1928 when
we did give you a raise?"

the situation. He was from “the state
in which the Boston Tea Party was
held,” which valued “the freedom and
liberty of the individual.” But it was
not clear which weighed the heaviest
with him, the horrors of the provision
that union leaders “and officers of com-
panies,” he said primly, could be jailed,
or that the companies would lose their
profits while the government ran their
seized plants. (P.S. He voted for the
bill.) s

Of course Majority Leader Barkley
agreed that the business about the prof-
its should come out of the bill.

It did. .

Under the new theory of seizure, too,
the more important a man is to the
economy, the less rights he gets. The
employer can plead the importance of
his industry, and, keeping his wages
low, need not fear a strike, because °
he knows a strike will fail if the Presi-
dent stirs up public opinion against
it.

Anti-labor forces in Congress, and
the administration, are aiding the em-
ployers who never in the ten years since
the Wagner Act was adopted have
given up hope of repealing it. They
have created the atmosphere in which
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it is assumed that you must have legis-
lation to have labor “peace,” and the
pernicious practice of legislating for a
particular situation has grown up. The
Smith-Connally Act was passed to get
the coal operators out of a hole. Con-
veniently, this type of legislation saves
" its advocates from the charge of being
anti-labor. Truman could say he was
against general anti-labor legislation,
but he had to save the country from
two labor leaders. The Byrd amend-
ment to the Case bill was the result of
Sen. Byrd’s saying to the coal opera-
tors, in effect, “I’ll pass you alaw mak-
ing it illegal to have any other type of
welfare fund than one you want.”

As for 1948, all that labor people
will say is that Sen. Pepper’s leadership
has shone out in recent weeks.

To date labor has been kept on the
defensive by a war of nerves waged
relentlessly by the employers, Congress,
the press, and now by the aggressive
little man in the White House who
seems stagestruck with his role of the
tough guy with an atom bomb in his
pocket and a Pinkerton badge in his
lapel.

The reactionaries’ fight to repeal the
Wagner Act will increase in tempo.
During the next months labor will be
battling for its very life. And histori-
cally, as Sen. Pepper said, the first step
on the road to fascism is suppression of
labor. Unless labor and the people
mobilize fast, the fight will be lost. And
if unions are crushed, the best bulwark
against imperialist war is gone.

Washington Notes

NE of the mysteries, aside from the

difference in treatment accorded
the miners, with whom the govern-
ment chose to negotiate, and the rail
workers, with whom it didn’t, is why
the coal strike was prolonged three
days after the main terms were agreed
on and reduced to memorandum on
May 25. With a move of his bushy
eyebrow John L. Lewis could have
ended the strike then. But it was con-
tinued on through Monday, Tuesday
and Wednesday at the cost of some
$12,000,000 in wages for the miners,
who were already destitute from the
strike. Possibly there were two ham
actors in the picture instead of one, as
Sen. Wayne Morse found.

EVBN John Steelman, the trusted ad-
viser of the President who de-
layed the final announcement that the
railroad strike was settled until after the
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President got through most of his
speech to Congress asking for legisla-
tion to draft strikers, reportedly said
he didn’t blame the maritime boys for
being sore at the Chief. There was no
question, he said, according to a story
told some labor men by a Congressman
who has taken a lead in fighting the
Case and Truman bills, that the Presi-
dent’s threat to break the maritime
strike put a terrific crimp in negotia-
tions.

HENRY MORGENTHAU JR., former

Treasury chief, was not slow in
blaming the President for the ‘“crisis.”
He telephoned Henry Wallace, Secre-
tary of Commerce, and read him in

"] see that Truman has gained added
stature—wonder who sold them to him?*

advance his speech saying Truman
“has decided to make an open and final
rejection of the Roosevelt inheritance.”
He then asked Mr. Wallace if he didn’t
think it was time that all New Dealers
(there being only one left) got out of
the Cabinet. There was a long silence
on the other end of the wire. Aides of
Wallace reportedly have been explain-
ing that he is waiting for a better time
and a better issue before making any
exit, with the implication that it would
be to help prevent our going to war
with the Soviet Union. But Sen.
Claude Pepper, who does more than
anyone in Washington to combat the
anti-Soviet hysteria, manages to fight
on two fronts at once. He has led the
fight against the Case bill and Truman
bill in the Senate, and his prestige has
gone up tremendously, while Wallace’s
has taken a nose-diye.

- sippi “is not subtle.”

REP. JouN RANKIN was in his most
jubilant, Jew-baiting mood over
the President’s labor program. Henry
Morgenthau, he said, “stuck his long
nose into the radio” and attacked Mr.
Truman and the Congressmen who
backed him “in the great crisis.” And
if few public utterances in and out of
Congress in defense of labor have
drawn a parallel between Truman’s
domestic and foreign policies, Mr.
Rankin made a connection neverthe-
less. ‘

“Mr. Morgenthau is kicking,” he
said, “because Mr. Truman and his
administration have turned down his
vicious, atheistic policy of vengeance,
and substituted therefor the American
policy of Christian justice in our inter-
national affairs.” -

Rep. A. J. Sabath, replying to Ran-
kin, said the gentleman from Missis-
“By saying that
Mr. Morgenthau, an honored and
honorable citizen, ‘had to stick his nose
in’ the gentleman seeks to emphasize
that the object of his attack is, or might
be, of Jewish descent, which the gentle-
man deems to be derogatory, regardless
of any man’s proved loyalty, patriotism
or Americanism.” Then he went on
to suggest that he wished Mr. Rankin
would investigate all un-American ac-
tivities, particularly the Ku Klux Klan.
“And now the gentleman from Mis-
sissippi has called Gerald L. K. Smith
before his committee, and given him a
public forum from which to speak and
spread his un-American doctrines of
racial and religious hatred and of state
authoritarianism,” he said. *“But have
they actually investigated his un-Amer-
ican activities, the sources of his funds?
Indeed, they have not. .. .”

PRESIDENT TRUMAN recently took

- time out from breaking strikes to
make two commencement addresses,
one before a graduating class in Ches-
tertown, Md. The Washington Post
said he “expressed a longing for
‘small business, small educational insti-
tutions, and small communities.” > The
reporter added that it was a “friendly,
nostalgic talk, inspired by an Eastern
Shore atmosphere. . . .” Which is not
surprising. The Eastern Shore section
of Maryland is notorious for its reac-
tionary, repressive conditions. It is
the hinterland where labor union or-
ganizers are beaten up and chased out,
where Negroes are lynched, where the

Ku Klux Klan once had a strong-
hold.
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review and comment

THE IRISH FARRELL NEVER KNEW

As immigrants in 1860 they were the "Slavs
of American industry." A fine novel of today.

By JOHN MELDON

OUR OWN KIND, &y Edward McSorley.
Harpers. $2.50.

NLY 2 man of the people could
O have written a book like Our
Own Kind. Edward McSorley
has made an excellent contribution to
American literature in his story of old
Ned McDermott and his fatherless
grandson Willie, set in the period
shortdy before and just after World
Woar I, among the Irish working class
of Providence, Rhode "Island. It is a
revealing and valuable novel, for the
author brings to the reader a penetrat-
ing picture of the Irish-American
Catholic man and mind. With fine
artistry he corrects the false and con-
temptuous picture of the average, de-
cent Irish-American which men like
James Farrell have been peddling to
the book trade for many years.
Although McSorley confines himself
to a story covering a few years of the
homespun happiness and tragedies of
Old Ned and his family and assorted
relatives, he weaves into the back-
ground a rich design of Irish revolu-
tionary leaders and history. He also
accomplished what is obviously a con-
scious task of explaining how the Cath-
olic Church achieved a firm grip on
the Irish in this country. His intimate
description of the way the priesthood
works' upon the minds of the very
young is one of the most absorbing and
revealing aspects of this novel.
“The tale McSorley tells is simplicity
itself. Old Ned McDermott came over
from Ireland with the exodus before

the Civil War. While others seeking a-

new life in America ended up with. a
pick and shovel, Ned sweated his life
away in a foundry. The Irish immi-
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grants of the 1850’s and 60’s were the
Slavs of American industry in those
days of expanding capitalism. They
were given precisely the same social and
economic status accorded the later Slav
immigrants who filled our steel and
coal towns with their brawn. Like
many of the Irish newcomers in those
days, old Ned was illiterate; and some
of the most delightful, although at
times heartbreaking, pages of Our
Own Kind are devoted to McSorley’s
account of how Ned tries to hide his
illiteracy from his grandson Willie,
whom he loves with a fierce intensity.
As one turns the pages of this book
and follows old Ned’s determined
struggle to achieve for young Willie
everything he himself has been denied
—a good education and an economic-
ally secure position in life—the figure
of the grandfather emerges as one of
the most sensitive character portrayals
in modern writing.

After young Willie’s father was killed
in"the flush of manhood in the same
foundry in which Ned toiled, the old
man took the grandson into his house
to raise him and make a scholar out of
him. Ned worshipped learning; like
the Jewish immigrants who flooded the
New York garment industry with low-
paid manpower after 1905, Ned dedi-
cated his remaining days to hard work

and sacrifice in order that his grandson
could become a doctor, a lawyer, any-
thing that would spare him from
slaving with his hands and living from
payday to payday while the thin knife
of starvation hung always menacingly
by a thread from the kitchen rafters.
Old Ned wanted his grandson to es-
cape from his class, not because Ned
despised his class—he loved his people
—but because he dreaded what mem-
bership in that class often did to a hu-
man being, and what it had done to
him. But in the end, the grandfather’s
stubborn determination is relentlessly
whittled down by the inexorable pattern
of mishaps and black misfortune that
the working class has to contend with.
Willie faces life ahead with a cold
heart and frightened eyes when the
foundry- catches up with Ned, and his
grandfather dies. The reader has a feel-
ing of near-catastrophe as Our Own
Kind ends, but one also knows that
Willie, who worshipped his grand-
father, has absorbed much of the old
fellow’s splendid character and that he
will fight an uphill battle to become
the learned man the grandfather had
wanted him to be.

In reading a book like Our Own
Kind one begins to understand this
large section of present-day America,
for in the main the present genera-
tion of Irish-Americans comes from
the sort of background from which
Willie sprang. Of equal importance
is McSorley’s keen understanding of
the Irish-American Catholic mind.
Throughout the novel he shows a
thorough knowledge of the activities of
the Catholic Church and of its intimate
contact with its fiercely loyal adher-
ents. Someone once vulgarized but ac-
curately translated an ancient axiom of
the Catholic Church into “Get them
young and keep them.” McSorley gives
a vivid picture of the application of
that basic law of the Church, and he
does it with a subtle irony—perhaps
too subtle. There is sharp irony and
there is the gentle variety. McSorley
tends to be too gentle, even granting
that the Catholic Church of those days
had not as yet produced any Coughlins.
True, McSorley does speak out through

 the grandfather, who deftly challenges

the efforts of two priests, Father Jim
and Father Joe, when they attempt to
mould the thinking of young Willie in
political affairs. Old Ned, for all his
loyalty to the Church and his respect
for the priesthood, draws the line when
they leave the realm of eccleciastic ab-
stractions and distort history. When the
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priests tell Willie about Dan O’Con-
nell, who fought for Catholic emanci-

“pation in Ireland “for the poor” in

1829 and Willie raptuously tells his
grandfather all about it that evening,
Old Ned says:

“Oh, that was a great man . . .’ ]
was sure the priest would speak of him.
Oh, my, there’s no one like Daniel
O’Connell. No, indeed, he was a great
Irishman. He was—well, God damn
it, he was the kind of a great man it
seems only the Irish are—two parts
saint and two parts son of a bitch.” Old
Ned then proceeds to tear O’Connell
apart with all the unrestrained venom
an old Irish worker is capable of, and
by the time he is through, young Willie
has had a straight accounting of Irish
history. It sticks, whereas the priestly
distortions do not.

The working-class instincts of the
grandfather crop out repeatedly in a
sort of tug-of-war-between the clergy
and the old man for the mind of the
lad, with the old man always the win-
ner when it comes to earthly affairs.
On the other hand, McSorley does not
minimize the powerful effects of the
atmosphere of grandeur and mysticism
the Church is able to implant in the
hearts of the very young. McSorley
portrays two basic types of the priest-
hood: there is Father Jim, the hail-
fellow parish priest who constantly
talks to Willie after he becomes an
altar boy, and to other Irish youngsters
in the parish. He is no Going My Way
priest, but the real stuff, the kind you
will find in most any parish of New
York, Chicago or San Francisco or any
industrial town in the country. But like
the priest in Going My Way he does
play ball on the back lots, he does con-
cern himself with the problems of the
boys and their families, and he is a
decent man within the limitations of
his church-trained mentality. Unless
one realizes that the average small
parish priest in this country is more or
less of that type, one will not be able
to understand why the Catholic Church
has such strong and deep roots among
the Catholics in this country. Father
Jim, it might be said, is the field organ-
izer of the Church.

The author presents the second basic
type in the figure of Father Joe. He
is less concerned with parish prob-
lems for he is studying for the Jesuit
order and is slated for a post in the
ideological-apologist wing of the Church
—among its propagandists, thinkers and
politicians. He does, however, do his bit
in shaping Willie’s mind, and McSorley

takes the reader inside that young mind
to show the effects.

Interspersed among the lines of Our
Own Kind McSorley recalls that the
bitter, centuries-old struggle for free-
dom in Ireland was often intimately
linked with the struggle for religious
freedom, or to be exact, for.the free-
dom of the Catholic religion. That
feeling of kinship between the battle
for political liberty and independence’
and the fight for Catholic liberties was
brought to this country by the older
Irish and passed down to their off-
spring. And it is grandfather Ned who
reminds young Willie that even in this
country the Irish of fifty and seventy-
five years ago had to stand guard
before their " churches throughout the
night with clubs when anti-Catholic

- mobs threatened to tear them down

brick by brick. Indeed, one of the most
moving incidents in this novel occurs
when old Ned sadly and angrily re-
bukes Willie for having joined with a
gang of neighborhood hoodlums and
attacked a defenseless elderly Jew.

“Joseph says the Jews cheat you
and they kidnap Catholic babies when
there’s no one looking and kill them
right in their churches,” Willie said.

“Indeed,” said Ned. “Wicked, ain’t
they?”

“He says they drink your blood,
too, if they catch you and murder
you.”

McSorley then unfolds, through old
Ned, the almost identical persecution
the Catholics of this country once faced,
and he grimly reminds the boy:

“Willie, did you know years ago
they used to say, the Yankees used to
say years ago, that the priests was al-
ways after kidnapping Protestant girls
on the streets in the dark of the night
and carrying them off to a convent
somewheres in the woods or something
to make—to make baggages of them?
Well, that’s what they said in them
days, though no priest was ever trapped
at it. They used to say the priests would
take the children that was born in the
convents, babies that couldn’t walk a
step or defend themselves, babies the
nuns had and didn’t want, and bring
them out into the woods at night and
bury them alive, screaming and crying
their hearts out on the way, so they’d
muffle them up in a priest’s garments
so no one would hear them and bury
them alive in the dead of night. . . .
And what is it, our turn to be savages?
Is it our turn, too? God damn it,
Willie, is that what’s to come of all
the schools and the teaching? Sure we
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might have left the Yankees burn them
down long ago and be done with it.
If that’s all’s to come of it!”
McSorley, through an unflinching
tackling of the race-hate problem and
drawing upon actual history, has writ-
ten one of the most telling blows
against anti-Semitism in modern litera-
ture. As old Ned says: “Damn strange
things happen to the Irish in this coun-
try,” and McSorley reminds some
present-day Irish of that fact.

I regretted deeply only one flaw in -

this first novel of McSorley’s. Willie’s
Uncle Pat, a union moulder, is killed
after being horribly beaten at a Socialist
meeting. McSorley might have de-
veloped Pat into a major character and
thereby strengthened the book very
much. But one gets only a fleeting
glimpse of the class-conscious Pat and
why he broke with the Church. This is
the one big flaw in an otherwise fine
novel.

I have touched upon the story in
Our Own Kind in order to emphasize
its two principle underlying themes: an
exposition of Catholic thinking as it is
reflected upon the working-class Irish
here and the vivid recollection of the
plight of Irish workers in this country
around the turn of the century. But
there is far more to the book than that.
McSorley has the magic touch of work-
ing-class humor—often hilarious. He
has .a topflight talent for giving a
rounded picture of a people—the Irish,
good and bad. He presents unforget-

“table portrayals of the Irish-American

worker, good, decent and hard-work-
. ing; the cop, as mean and brutal as
many of his current counterparts; the
frustrated Irish biddy whose vitriolic
tongue eats away the happiness of
others; the early prototype of the poli-
tician, as hypocritical and self-seeking
as any Tammany Hall tinhorn of to-
day. They are all there and that is
' what makes Our Own Kind not only
engrossing and delightful reading, but
a major gift to American letters.

Making the World Round

THE BIG ROAD, by Norman Rosten. Rine-
hart. $2.50.

I BEGAN reading Norman Rosten’s

narrative poem, 1The Big Road, at
the opening of the railroad strike
and finished it just after listening to the
“crucifixion of labor by our leading mis-
representative and his demand that any
worker who strikes against the govern-
ment henceforth be sentenced to the
armed forces, a speech wildly cheered
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by both our Houses. I wondered what
the returning veterans of World War
IT thought of that sentence—and
among them the valiant GI’s who took
part in the construction of the Alcan
Highway, the theme of Rosten’s poem.
Composed before the disgraceful event
in Washington, this heroic paean an-
swers the discreditors of labor.

" The bold and energetic Rosten
traces the Alcan Highway back to
some of its famous or infamous fore-
bears: to the Appian Way. which was
raised on the backs of African slaves, to
the Road of the Incas conquered by
Pizarro, to Bering’s voyage under
Peter the Great to a seaway and bridge
from Kamchatka to Alaska, and to our
Wilderness Road and Daniel Boone’s
belief in “plowing, not plunder.” In a
necessarily brief review, it is impossible
to convey the broad range of this nar-
rative, its tumultuous variations, its in-
tensity and drive, and the positive com-

_bination of vision and realization. In

his complex design, always clear in its
abundant ' details, the poet has em-
ployed traditional with original stanzaic
structures: grave blank verse along
with the galloping four-foot line, bibli-
cal chanting along with the chants and

. spirituals of common folk, and the

copious use or invention of colloquial
monologues and dialogues setting forth

the GI in his own infinite variation, in-"

cluding his griping as he struggles
against almost superhuman odds. The
poem is also remarkable for its vivid
description, step by step, of the me-
chanical forces brought to bear against
the forces of nature, and of the rela-
tion between the tiniest act and the
tremendous expedition as a whole.

Facts and figures are revealed on an
exact scale and the poet, in this regard,
is as accurate as the professional engi-
neer. But his poem is a transmutation
of the prosaic into the poetic, of the

" material into the spiritual, of the past

and present into the future. One of his
finest devices is the dramatic parallel
drawn between related events such as
the siege and relief of Leningrad on
the one hand and the equally hard-won
victory of the GI’s on the other. Both
sides seem to be-digging a tunnel to-
ward common brotherhood. Nor does
the poem eschew the-comic, the bawdy,
the sceptical, the truly religious. For all
these ants of humanity are as tragic
and funny and absurd and wistful as
they can possibly be under the strain of
a task whose destiny is beyond their
comprehension but to which they stick
with their immortal guts. We even get

ALL THE FUN « ALL THE SPORTS
ALL THE ENTERTAINMENT
Plus Stimulating Lectures

Vacation
the
~ Jefferson

Way

Jefferson School Camp

PROGRAM BEGINS JUNE 18
For information call:
Jefferson School ARROWHEAD

575 6th Avenue Tele) s
WA. 8-1602 Ellenville 502

Crystal Lake Lodge

Under same management
as Arrow Head Lodge

Private 60 acre lake, formerly an estate.
All Outdoor Sports
.Indoor and Outdoor Fireplaces
Informal Entertainment
Luxurious Accommodations
)

We suggest your
early reservations
[ J

CRYSTAL LAKE
Chestertown, New York

Telephone: Chestertown 2490

NAPANOCH, N. Y.
Tel. EHenville 625

J. SCHWART
Director

ALL the little things that

make a BIG vacation

FAST TENNIS CORTS . . . CRYSTAL SWIM-
MING POOL . . . REGULATION HAND-
BALL COURTS . . . ORCHESTRA . . .
SOCIAL STAFF AND ACTING COMPANY
.. . DE LUXE ACCOMMODATIONS . . .

PLUS famed Allaben service and cuisine.
JUNE RATES. Write for illustrated folder.

FRIENDLY ACRES

56 beautiful ones in the Poconos—to
walk, bicycle, sun-bathe or lazy on.
Badminton, ping-pong, ' other sports
available. Excellent home cooking. Ex-
tensive music and book libraries. Inti-
mate, informal. Easily accessible by
train or bus. Open June 15. $40 per wk.
Write R. F. D. 1—E. MARGENAU
East Stroudsburg, Pa.

25



Make Your Reservations
Now for a Joyous Yacation

CampML'akeland

ON SYLVAN LAKE
HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N. Y.
Telephone: Hopewell Junchon 85

OPENING . . . JUN|

With All Facllities for a OOMPLETE
VACAT ON

DELICIOUS FO! ALL SPORTS

OoDS :
TOP-NOTCH ENTER‘I‘AINMENT
N.Y.C.R. to Pawling; bus to Camp
Telephone: GRamercy 7-8659
* New York Office: | UNION SQUARE W.

MMER-RAY

NORTH BRANCH, Sullivan County, New York
Tel.: Callicoon 95 or 148
MUSIC, DRAMA, DANCE, SPORTS, LAKE
ORCHESTRA LIQUOR BAR

GALA FESTIVITIES FOR JULY 4th

For travel information, rates and reservations
call City Office:
Daily, ORchard 4-0970. Sun., PResident 4-6290

|.y|fgﬂ¢' Enjoy ﬂn nnnlty of Plum Po'ln:-d-

To OnlL 55 mllos from Ncw York.
Relax a B 4740

Vocatioa Resort””
Yok Newburgh 427@

IN THE ADIRONDACKS
POTTERSV ILI.E N. Y.
SPECIAL JUNE

Private Beach. Canoes. Boanng All Sports.
Recordings. Playhouse. Bar. Dancing Nx;hd’
Jules Adolphe and his Group. Harry Als)

and Orchestra. Excellent Cuisine.

N. Y. Office Phone: MAin 4-8570

LEAH OKUN, IRYV. SCHOENGERG, Mgt.
An Adult Resorf—on Schroon Lake

I'I’***#*##&**&*iﬁ*ﬁ*#&*’t**&i
* "
For a Capitol Vacation"

HOTEL GAPITOL

LIVINGSTON MANOR,

*

z Boating, Bathing, Fishing, Tennis &
* Handball Courts. All Sports. Modern
* Accommodations, Dietary Laws. Booklet
*
*
*

JUNE $36
Write for Reasonable Season Rates
133 3338333338333 83 33833833385

50 miles
niles Wamanasco

New York ) LAKE LODGE

An ideal place to spend the first days ef
Spring « Recordings. Fine Library. Open
Fireplaces, Congenial Atmosphere, Famous
Cuisine. ‘Write or phone, Ridgefleld 820

RIDGEFIELD, OONN.

L8 8333833 83835

26

to know them name by name—names
we shall never forget.

Norman Rosten has written a poem
that is successful in carrying on our
best traditions in the field of social im-
agination. The Big Road is a com-
manding work in the image of Tom
Paine’s and Henry Wallace’s common
man, and along the road of Whitman’s
Leaves of Grass and Stephen Benet’s
John Brown’s Body. And it demands
consolidation around our crawling
earth. The GI’s pushed toward that
consolidation in the Alcan Highway. It
is now our job to continue, advance
and complete that universal design.

ALFRED KREYMBORG.

Marx in the Fo'c'sle

COMMUNISTS ON THE WATERFRONT, by
Herb Tank. New Century. 35¢.

HERB TaNk talks the language of

the waterfront—or, more ex-
actly, of seagoing seamen. Not the
“shiver my timbers” jargon of pirate
fiction but “the pork chop horrors”
lingo of real-life battles for decent con-
ditions aboard American steamships.
His 112-page book tells the story of the
seaman’s fight to create and maintain a
union. It also explains the Communist
role in that struggle, in terms of “what
Communists believe and what they
fight for.”

“Communist seamen believe that
their opinions or knowledge of the way
things are should help them change
that situation.

““Take a ship that feeds lousy. There
may be a lot of opinions or excuses of
why she feeds lousy. The only opinion
that’s worth a damn is the one that
leads to action, the opinion that
changes a bad-feeding ship into a good
feeder.”

The odd thing is that this salty style
appeals just as much to landlubbers as
to seafarers. And it expounds the
theoretical content of scientific social-
ism in a casual messroom style that will
go down without translation in any
coffee-pot in the country. Take the au-
thor’s discussion of the word “Uto-
pian” as used by Marxists:

“Every now and then, especially
when times get tough, some character
sitt: down and figures out what’s
wrong with the world. Then he writes
a book. Now all the world has to do is
follow this guy’s 4dvice and presto: no
more wars, no more unemployment,
and every ship a floating paradise.

“Books like that have been written

for a long time. They haven’t im-
proved conditions. Maybe because ship-
owners don’t read them. Marx called
books and schemes of that kind Uto-
pian.-. ..”

Alternating with these salt-sprayed
debates on the economic facts of life
(“What the hell is Capital?” “Karl
Marx and Pork Chops”) are “Flash-
backs,” chapters of modern history as
seen from the poop.

“March 4, 1885: Seamen’s wages
cut to twenty-five dollars 2 month. A
guy by the name of Danielwicz came
on the scene.” He had just come back
from the Sandwich Islands. Daniel-
wicz was a Communist; a member of
the First International Workingmen’s
Association which had been founded by
Karl Marx.

“ ‘Organize,’ he told the seamen.

“A meeting was organized. Four of
the speakers were Communists, mem-
bers of the First International. The
seamen acted quickly. The Coast Sea-
men’s Union, later to become the
Sailor’s Union of the Pacific, was or-
ganized.”

The flashbacks should be studied for
their compactness. Perhaps 500 words
furnish a porthole-eye view of events
from the revolt of the armored cruiser
Potemkin in 1905, through Jack Lon-
don’s resignation from the American
Socialist Party because it had aban-
doned the class struggle, to 1924 when
“William Z. Foster, former seaman,
was the Communist Party candidate
for President of the United States.”

Or, take late 1945, with the war
over. “The oiler drank his cocoa.
“‘Listen, Pop, it ain’t going to be like
after the last war, see.’

““Yeh? Who says it ain’t?’

“ Me, Pop—TI says it ain’t. Me and
a lot of other Joe Bananas with grease
on our dungarees.” ”

In short, Herb Tank has got funda-
mental things to say on both the the-
oretical and the practical side. A lot of
us have been crabbing for years about
the faults of progressive pamphlets.
Well, here is what we’ve been asking
for: popularization without vulgariza-
tion. The illustrations by Jim Turnbull
and the typographic effects help make
the pamphlet a read-it-in-one-sitting
job.

Pm for this little book. I’m for it as
a study outline. I’m for it as a2 model to
be used in reducing other involved
problems to simple images. I’'m for its
sale far beyond the waterfront. I'm for
it, period. GEORGE MarION.
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What Germans Think

EXPERIMENT IN GERMANY: The Story of
an American Intelligence Officer, by Saul K.
Padover. Duell, Sloan & Pearce. $3.75.

HE Allied General Staff wanted to
know what the average German
was thinking and fearing and hoping.
They were fortunate in finding as lead-
er of a psychological warfare team a sci-
entifically trained man with an original
idea and the initiative and courage to
carry it out. His idea was to do politi-
cal-military intelligence work by long
and careful questioning of individual
Germans frot every possible class and
age level. Mr. Padover gives us the
story of how he carried out this job for
seven months. Cast in autobiographical
form and written in vigorous and vivid
language, the book takes us into the
life of Germany on the brink of defeat.
The substance of over fifty “profiles”
of Germans makes up the bulk of the
book.
Meet August Wagemann, acting
mayor of Kornelimuenster. A mon-
archist, he considered himself an anti-

Nazi and a lover of liberty, but “What-

good is freedom to you if you are
dead?” Under Hitler he made a lot of
money in the textile business.

Here is Adolf Gladding, age fifteen,
mechanics apprentice. His father had
been jailed for utterances against the
Fuehrer. He himself is a good Nazi.
“What,” he wants to know, “are the
chances of the United States joining
Germany to fight the Russians?”

Richard Gaertner was a member of
the Social Democratic Party and an
official in the police administration in
Aachen. Unwilling to bow to the
Nazis, he lost his job and lived on a
pension of seventeen marks (five dol-
lars) a week. But when asked what
should be done with the Nazis, he re-
plied in Nazi terms, “Those with Nazi
blood cannot be redeemed. They must
be made permanently sterile.”. Asked
what he was prepared to do against the
Nazis he sobbed, “I have no confidence
in the German people.” “I will not act
against the Nazis. I will not cover my-
self w1th blood, not even that of Hltler-
ites.”

It is a relief to learn of Josef
Mohren, son of a Communist and a
Communist of sorts himself. He risked
his life to de-mine booby traps left by
the army. And yet,- though he was a
worker, a coal miner, he was convinced
that ‘“‘there are no good Germans.
Even the workers are corrupted and
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without guts.” Sabotage in the mines
was unknown.’

The Bishop of Aachen was a man of
great influence in the Church. He was
a professed lover of truth and justice.
Padover asked him, “Did the Church
have no courageous figures to lead the
fight against the Nazi curse?” “The
Church wanted no martyrs.” “Jesus,
the founder of your Church, was not

afraid to utter the truth that was in

Him.” “Yes, that is so, but look what
they did to Him.”

We learn from Kurt Pfahl, son of a
Lutheran mother and a Jewish father,
who managed to survive under a false
identity after release from a concentra-
tion camp, that even non-Nazi Ger-
mans rarely helped Jews or other vic-
tims of the State. They were simply in-
different although they all knew about
Nazxi atrocities.

Jean Chaussy, who worked in the
Gas House in the concentration camp
Sachsenhausen, “realized that there are
things worse than death.” His account
is so nauseating that it is hard to believe
that he preferred to stay alive.

The most important points to. em-
erge from the many interviews are:

1. Social Democrats from the rank
and file expressed their consciousness of
error in having failed to unite with the
Communists to prevent Hitler’s rise to
power. They felt that such unity must
be established now for the sake of the
workers’ proper functioning in post-
Hitler Germany.

2. The German working class is by
no means exempt from the blame that
attache$ to their whole country; yet
Padover sees in the left-wing workers
the only hope for democracy.

3. “When the Red Army buried
the Wehrmacht’s hope for victory in
Russia, people began to turn against
Hitler, passively of course, and to doubt
the wisdom of his leadership. The Red
Army not only destroyed Hitler’s le-
gions but also his prestige.”

4. The enemy German’s technique
s “Hate Russians, flatter Americans.

. The deeper we penetrate into Ger-
many the more we may expect to see a
systematic campaign of kisses for Amer-
icans and hisses for Russians. This
could become the deadliést booby trap
we have yet encountered.”

5. While our armies were blasting
off the -military arm of fascism, the
American Military Government was
in too many instances busily preserving
fascist rule. In Aachen, for example,
the most powerful men in the com-
munity “were not the American con-
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querors but the group of Germans who
belonged to a Nazi armaments clique.”

6. The healthiest people in mind
and spirit to be found in all Germany
were the young Russian slave laborers.
“Despite what they had been through,”
Padover reports, “they have no neu-
roses, no fears, no worries. . . . Where
an American soldier will say dubiously,
‘T hope I get a job when the war is
over,’ these Russians said, as a matter
of fact, ‘I shall be this . . . I shall do
that. . . .> Never any doubt about the
future. . . . They come from a hard
school, they are truly iron men. Per-
‘haps the world belongs to them. Per-
haps such people deserve it.”

Whatever individual acts of heroism
may have been performed, there is no
evidence of any effective organized op-
position to Nazism during the war.
The Underground made no serious dif~
ficulties for the regime. The July 20
plot against Hitler was not a working
class plot.

The tragedy of Germany is that the
German working class proved itself
‘unworthy of its heroes. It permitted
the imprisonment and slaughter of its
leaders and when the decimated van-
guard attempted to rally anew, the
rank -and file gave no response. The
organized forces of fascism had suc-
ceeded in destroying the ideal of work-
ing-class struggle and had substituted
in the worker’s mind an image of a
Greater Germany in which all Ger-
mans would grow fat.

The democratic tradition was al-
ways weak in Germany because of the
cowardice of the bourgeoisie which,
afraid of the working class, preferred
to leave state control to the Prussian
Junker successors of the feudal princes,
rather than risk taking full power it-
self. The working-class will to struggle
was further weakened in the years of
Social Democratic dominance with its
vacillation * and  class-collaborationist
policies. The Gestapo terror completed
the work. The German working class
which our men found in Germany, in
marked contrast to that of France and
Italy, did not lift a finger in the cause
of its own emancipation.

Since Padover is not a Marxist he
does not explain the “character” of the
Germans on historical grounds. Nor

has he any conception of what Com-"

munists mean by democracy. But he
provides vital material which. we can
use in developing a proper policy to-
wards Germany.

Epmunp WEIL.
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«THE AUDIENCE IS CARRIED AWAY BY THE PLAY ...
PEOPLE WEEP, LAUGH & CHEER.” Humboldt, New Masses.

WHITMAN AVENUE"
with CANADA LEE

CORT THEATRE, 48th Street East of Broadway

Evenings: Including Sunday 8:30. Mats. Sat. & Sun. 2.30
- 2 Performances Every SUNDAY. No Performances Mondays

Air-Conditioned

AMERICAN PREMIERE
Artkino Presents

Something New in Soviet Films
“HELLO MOSCOW!”

A Musical Salute From Russia's

Younger Generation

Produced in USSR

STANLEY ™ A2 48 o

By

Playwrighting } ko

for Broadway ) sHu
Newest textbook on playwrighting. Based on
four years research and interviews with hundreds
of producers, scores of playwrights and play
agents. Price, $2.00
Recommended as a premium buy by Writer’s
Digesz. Sold at Drama Bookshop, Macy's, Wan-
amakers, Bookfair. Mailed.
Send $2 to S. Jason, 128 W. 48th St., N.Y.C.

paintings by the

Group Collective

Myril Adler Flora Besson
Jean Halpert Alfred Kouzel
Elye Leyvack Rose Orien
Meta Rivas Viola Wise
Albertine Hopkins

NORLYST Gallery, 'W. s\

KONSTANTIN SIMONOV’S

"DAYS and NIGHTS"
Also "WARSAW REBUILDS"

(Produced in Poland)

IRVING PLACE "5:%%

Film Documentary
Story of Poland's Agony

* ‘Beyond Endurance’

with a complete musical score
of Chopin

" 141th ST. NEAR Ath AVE -

Ten Day Jobns:

Labor’s Guerrillas Against Imperialism

“Fine informal history of a working:
man.”—DAILY WORKER.

JOHN DONAR: Common Man
by Walter and Elizabeth Rogers $2

Victory ‘Library
Box 1294, New Orleans 10, Louisiana

Framing Is An Art
Por the unusual in old and modern prints,
For individuality in framing; visit

The Little Frame Shop

195 West 4th Street

Work shop, 25 Cornelia St. - CH. 2-1340

Camp Telephone: WINGDALE 2461

JUNE VACATION
WINGDALE, NEW YORK

Make reservations now at New York Office—From June 2nd s

Weekend Reservations During June
RATES: $38.00 and $40.00 per week; $7.00 per day

FULL SOCIAL STAFF
" with LEWIS LEVERETT, Dramatic Director, formerly of Group Theatre
LEE NORMAN AND CAMP UNITY BAND ;
Bob Steck, Activities Director * Elmer Bernstein, Music Director ¢ Anna Sokolow, Dance
Director « R. Spearman, Choral Director * S. Mandel, Baritone * Rafael Rios, Roger
Furman, Scenic Dept: * Arline Carmen (of "Merry Widow") * Joe Lillard, Sports
Director ¢ Bill Smith, Lifeguard, and Others. .

New York Office: One Union Square West.

Plan an Early

LOUIS PASTERNACK, Manager
Telephone: AlLgonquin 4-8024
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Q*Hnn Hopewell Jdunction 276!
R.R. Station: PAWLING, N.Y.

Only 65 miles from N.Y.C.

Many new improvements and
additions this season

GOLF FREE ON PREMISES
TENNIS NIqM Tormls HANDBALL

SWIMMING, BOATING, HORSE-
BACK, BASEBALL, CYCLING, Etc.

Our Food Is Tops

For the Utmost in Vacation
Value CHOOSE HILLTOP

Under direction of
Paul Wolfson - Sol Rothauser
N. Y. Office: 277 Broadway

Tel.: COrtland 7-3958

HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N.Y.

This Adult Camp

in safe lirtle sheltered cove
near picturesque Gloucester.
Salt water swimming, sailing,
boating and fishing on prem-
ses. cing, tennis, tri
and all sports. Six hours y
train from New York.

Write for booklet, Rates

Gloucester, Mass.
ABRAM RESNICK
Director

THE WOODLANDS

AN ADULT RESORT — ACCOMMODATING 65
For the LAZYBONES: |For the SPIRITED:
Well-tocked library - | Tennis and Handball -
Musical  Recordings - | Swimming - Ping-Pong -
Open Fireplaces - Spec- | Badminton - Archery -
sacular Country - Culi- Mout:un Trails - Fish-
mary Masterpieces. ng. ¢ JUNE RaTEs $40
SIGGIE GOLDNER . PHOENICIA. N. Y.
Phoenicla 33 F 4

'ndion Lake Lod [ -

n the Heart of the Adirondeck
INDIAN LAKE, N.Y.
N. Y. C. phone: UNderhill 3-0330

Ten Mile Long Lake, a_backdrop of 3,500-foot
mountzin ranges, a hundred acres of lawn and
woodland.

Scenic_beauty plus all water sports, tennis
biking, informal atmosphere, good and

comfortable quarters are yours

from June 15th to September I5th

Herman Sehwartzman, Program Director

MERRIEWOODE
A Camp for Adulss  Stoddard, N. H.

FOR YOUR ENJOYMENT: Beaunful Highland
Lake, 10 miles long, with good fishing and free
use of boats and canoes; interesting hiking objec-
tives thru woodhnd trails; fine teanis and hand-
hll emuu, shuffieb. &. archery,
pong, square dancing.
345 & $50 weekly. &.mz H. G. BARON, Dir.

1

{

.,rie! cncs eHandbagse Leatherwar.o
% discount to union members, ,
veterans and their families.

SALISBURY SPECIALTY CO.

}Ll. ¥ 84 5th FL 10 a.m.-7 pm. Sat.till §

.30

WHAT ABOUT SUMME‘R STOCK?

More than cows are born in barns. An oppor-
tunity for progressive playwr:ghfs and directors.

By LEO SHULL

HERE IS one season every year
when a strange metamorphosis
comes over the American theater.

Like a groundhog, it comes out of its
hole, takes a look at its shadow and

~ then retires without doing anything.

This is that phase of the theater
which is known as “summer stock.”

All the young hopefuls—actors,
writers, directors and producers—have
been using small town camps, barns
and old mills as experimental labora-
tories for the past several decades. Here
is where new plays are tried out and
new actors discovered, where new pro-

" ducers and directors spread their wings.

Here is where Margaret Sullavan,
Henry Fonda, Danny Kaye, Earl
Robinson and countless others got
their start. Many Pins and Needles
sketches began life in these laboratories,
and everyone is familar with the con-
tributions of the “borscht circuit”—
especially Camp Unity—to progressive
theater.

Unfortunately most summer thea-
ters are run in an unplanned fashion.
Nine-tenths of their productions con-
sist of revivals of recent Broadway
hits. (Last season everyone did Blithe
Spirit; the season before it was
Claudia.)

Though they are completely inde-
pendent of the moribund and com-
mercialized Broadway, an invisible
umbilical cord keeps them in the same
orbit.

What is worthy of note, however,
is that their independence does occa-
sionally give rise to creativeness. Many
plays were tried out in summer stock
and became Broadway hits, like Life
With Father or Dark of the Moon.
Margaret Webster’s Othello was first
launched via this experimental route.
But what is most hopeful is that prac-
tically every summer theater to be
operated this year has promised to

“test” one or two new plays

Here is where progressives come in.
Progressive playwrights and directors
should take a positive stand in this
matter. It is the duty of directors of
these summer theaters to see that some
of the many progressive plays now fu-

tilely traveling around commercial
producers’ desks be given a chance to
be seen. For these summer theaters
are assiduously scouted by film com-
panies and Broadway producers. There
is no better way of breaking through
the iron wall of indifference and ne-
glect.

In 1940 there were some 110 sum-
mer theaters in operation in the East,
most of them within easy distance of
New York. The number fell during
the war and gas rationing, but this
year, judging by the theaters already
leased for operation there will again
be about 100 to 125. If each theater
does only one new play a season, (the
average season lasts ten weeks, June
to Labor Day) more new shows will
have been brought to life than the total
number produced on Broadway in
nine months.

Furthermore, an average Broadway
production costs $25,000 to $40,000,
whereas a show can be produced.in
a summer theater for from $50 to
$500.

Another opportunity which little
theaters have is to bring the everyday

lesson of fraternity and democracy to

small towns by including Negroes on
their staffs.

Then, too, there are certain plays
which fail on Broadway but which
should be brought to wider audiences.
If little theaters must present mostly
revivals, then why not show Home of

., the Brave (a story of anti—Semitism),

Jeb (a story of a Negro veteran’s re-
turn to the South), Woman Bites Dog
(an expose of the Patterson-McCor-
mick axis)? These are excellent plays
and will lift the dramatic standards
and the cultural level of the small
towns more than ten Blithe Speits.

These  experimental laboratories
would also provide room, board and
stage test-tubes for resident playwrights
where they could perfect their works-
in-progress. The Group Theater once
ran such a place. Several playwrights
were invited to join the summer work-
shop theater “in Connecticut. They
were even given a small salary, if I
remember correctly.
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Playwrights, directors and actors
who are aware that their opportuni-
ties are severely curtailed in the com-
mercial theater should certainly look
into the matter—and keep the ground-
hog from returning to his hole, scared
by the shadow of Broadway.

For information about summer thea-
ters, inquire at Actors Equity, 45 W.
47. There are several summer theater
booklets published for around fifty
cents which are available on Broadway
newsstands.

“Writer’s Digest” will devote a spe-
cial section to summer theaters in its
June or July issue.

On Broadway

ORSON WELLES’ urge to explore all
the possible effects in showmanship
reaches one of its possible extremes in

his “musical extravaganza” Around

The World. Welles gives the impres-
sion of having a rushing good time
around the world playing 2 London
stoolpigeon in alternate disguises as an
Egyptian beggar, an Indian Fakir, a
Japanese magician and a Wild-western
desperado and—stepping out of that
complicated character—an impressario
of a condensed Mercury magic show
complete with ducks, geese, rabbits and
surprised customers.  Welles runs
away with the show—sometimes too
far away.

As theater it all adds up to nothing
that the spectator can take away as a
memory—something even musicals
can offer, witness Call Me Mister.
If one is concerned with diverting
three hours of an evening this can
serve.

IstporR SCHNEIDER.

Worth Noting

YoutH RaLry will be held Fri-

day evening, June 14, by the
Second National Convention of the
American Youth For Democracy at
Manhattan Center, New York. Paul
Robeson, Dr. Harry F. Ward, Co-
chairman of the Civil Rights Congress,
Kenneth Kennedy, commander of
United Negro and Allied Vets, and
Mollie Lieber, delegate to the World
Youth Congress, will speak. An all-
star revue is announced.

Those attending the rally are asked
to bring along food, canned goods and
cigarettes, which will be given to
the maritime workers as a demonstra-
tion of youth’s support for labor.
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Start the Summenr .SonnatiIm
New Masses Spring Weekend

~Alush holiday at the height of spring in the mountains.

In addition to tennis, ping-péng, boating, swimming,
baseball, handball, archery, volley ball, and oi'her
such sports, the week-end includes:

... TIMELY DISCUSSION by:
HERBERT APTHEKER, on "Fallacy of Racial Superiority”
CHARLES KELLER, Art Editor of the New Masses, who
‘will gave a chalk talk.

.-
.. . Stimulating cultural program.

... Square and folk dancing, mass singing and
soloists. :

at the ALLABEN, Napanoch, N.Y.
JUNE 21-22-23

)
Due to limited number of places, you are urged to
SEND IN YOUR RESERVATIONS EARLY.

Rates:
Including "transportation on special New Masses bus—

* $25.00 for the week-end. Without transportation—$20.00
for the week-end.

Directions:
New Masses bus leaves from 104 Eas’r 9th St., Fnday, June 21,
7:30 P. M. (Supper will be waiting at Allaben.) Bus returns after
supper on Sunday. Other buses leave via Short Line Bus System
at the Dixie Terminal, 241 West 42nd St., NYC, for Napafoch, N.Y.

NEW MASSES
104 East 9th Street
New York 3, N. Y.

Enclosed find § to cover............... reservations

for the NEW MASSES WEEK-END AT ALLABEN, Napanoch, N. Y.

Including Transportation [] Without Transportation [J
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The latest expose by Sayers and
Kahn. Shows the long history of
imperialist war plots against
the Soviet Union — from

Churchili and Clemenceau to
Byrnes and Bevin. After you

read it, pass it along to
your friends.

- for bringing in 2 new subs
O AN EEEECED SIS T SIS G e
- I've earned my free copy of "The Great Conspiracy Against
- Russia" with these two new NM subscribers (they get free
. copies, too). Enclosed find $12.00 at regular $6.00 yearly
rates.
[ BN B B BN B ] -
o - Name
for new subscriber
L] _-
. Address
Put me down as an NM subscriber and send my -
free copy of "The Great Conspiracy Against
Russia.” - Name
Enclosed is $6.00 (regular yearly rate). -
- Address
Name “
. My Name
Address
. Address
City Zone State
.
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