€W Masses

SEPTEMBER 10, 1946

Vol.LX,No. 11 15 ¢ in Canada 20¢

'GEORGIA:
TORMENT
OF A STATE

by W.E. B. Du Bois

CHINA
BETRAYED

by Frederick V. Field

GORILLA
IN THE
LIBRARY

by Joseph North




Just a minute

$1

)

VISITORS come to NEW Masses from
everywhere, including Sioux Falls,
South Dakota, and Sydney, Australia. Maybe
yow’ll drop in to see us someday too. If you
do you might very well find yourself feel-
ing like a friend from Pittsburgh who
greeted us with: “Say, howinhell do you
ever find your way into this joint anyway?”
So maybe we ought to tell you something
about our place which is listed below in
fine print as 104 East 9th St., New York.

No “joint,” this ancient six-story red
brick building which we inhabit; it’s name
is The Bible House. Joe Foster tells us that
this building, which occupies a square city
block, is the first multiple office building
erected in the city; that it was standing
here when Abe Lincoln spoke in Cooper
Union across the street and that there are
bullet marks on its walls from the Copper-
head Draft Riots of Civil War days. Joe
gave no proof for this historiographical
note but we believe him. It’s old, all right.

Our official address entrance, 104 E. 9th
St., is on the north. What confuses some
people is that the other entrances are 24
Third Ave., 45 Astor Place and 45 Fourth
Ave., coming from east, south and west
respectively. But they all lead to NEw
Masses, eventually. Built in the old style

ing’s arched hallways lead around and
around. But that’s going at it the hard way.

The surest way to come is from the north,
and then you can’t go wrong. Right inside
the door you’ll see the alphabetical directory
and there down among the N’s you find us
listed with the N. Y. State Council of
Women, the Navy League of the US and
Nick, D. We don’t know what that last
one means either. Then up the elevator to
the third floor and here you are.

((LOOK, I only want a half a minute
and Pm in a hurry—you know I’m
on my vacation,” says Doretta, practically
sitting on our typewriter. There’s never any
doubt that she 7s in a hurry—but we don’t
know about the vacation part of it. Doretta
Tarmon (she’s our go-getting Field Direc-
tor) works hard all year ’round and now
that she’s “on vacation” she scems to be
working harder than ever. Right now she’s
waring around taking care of the thousand-
and-one details of the Big Doings at Car-
negie Hall, September 22, about which you
may have heard by way of the grapevine
and our back-cover spreads these last few
weeks. She doesn’t stand still long enough
to receive a well-deserved bouquet so we’re
taking this opportunity for such a presenta-

who does more than any other individual to
make possible our unfailing weekly appear-
ance on the stands and in your home.

LOWELL RICHARDs, a Seattle reader, puts
us on the carpet in a recent letter:
“What about the repeated requests to publish
basic Marxist material which have appeared
in the letters column? . . . Basically Marx-
ism is a philosophy. From reading NEw
MassEs one would find it hard to guess that
there existed such a thing in the world as
philosophy. The people, the workers, the
artists, the white-collar liberals, all are
hungry for philosophy.”

Well, the only answer to such a demand
must be action on our part. And we are
preparing a series of articles on philosophy
for early publication. Coming up this month
is a penetrating discussion on “Frederick
Engels: Philosopher,” by Howard Selsam,
who is also preparing a piece on Lenin’s
Materialism and Empirio-Criticism for our
“Books That Change The World” series.
Another article in preparation is “Marxist
Philosophy and Freedom,” by Rene Mau-
blanc. NM invites further contributions on
philosophical questions.

YOU may be interested to know that our
short story this week is the work of a
seventeen-year-old. Miss Elfriede
was a refugee from Hitler Austria.

ROPPER, whose hard-hitting cartoons

have been a part of NM since way
back, is now on vacation. Take it easy, Bill,
between rounds; we know youw’ll jump back
fighting: like the Joe Louis of the pen and

brush that you are.

with an open court in the middle, the build- tion to Doretta, the live-wire in NM’s works L.L.B.
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GEORGIA: TORMENT OF A STATE

"The central thing is not race hatred in Georgia; it is successful industry
and commercial investment in race hatred for the purpose of profit."

By W. E. B. DU BOIS

This essay* on Georgia, originally
written in 1924—by one who had
lwved there from 1896 through 1909
—possesses incomparably more insight
and infinitely more beauty than may
be found in the plethora of irrelevant
lamentations, absurd analyses, and
confused explanations that have filled
much of the liberal press in these
months of ferocious assaults upon the
American Negro.

Change some of the names—insert
George for Blease and Talmadge for
Dorsey; add the heightened level of
labor organization and umity, and the
sectional and national developments
of the past generation—envisaged here
by DuBois—and one has a sharp, ac-
curate and profound evaluation of
what  Charles Humboldt so aptly
called the American Atrocity (NM,
August 27 ).

This arises from the character of its
author. No single individual represents
in his own person so clearly as does Du-
Bois the gifts bestowed upon America
by the Negro. Present wn this man are
the moral courage to challenge the
firmly entrenched and richly endowed
Tuskegee machine, and the physical
courage to resist the terrible Atlanta

mobs of 1906 and the malignant in-
vestigations of the absurdly misnamed
Department of Justice. Present, too, is
an incredible industry that has pro-
duced some two-score wvolumes of
permanent value, ranging from the
pioneer professional work in Negro
history published  fifty years ago as
Harvard Historical Studies Number 1,
through such classics as “The Negro”
(1915), “Black  Reconstruction”
(1936) and “Color and Democracy,”
published last year. Withal, a pattern
of beauty and artistry is present
throughout his work, filling such
prose-poems as “The Souls of Black
Folk)’ “Darkwater” and “Dusk of
Dawn.”

And always—militant struggle. For
thirteen years DuBois was a leader,
while living in Georgia, in resisting the
Bourbon. From the Equal Rights or-
gamizations of the turn of the last cen-
tury to the present day, we have a
career of leadership and participation in
the Liberation efforts of the Negro peo-
ple.

One might assert that just as the
present historian of the Negro.may
label the epoch of Abolition as the Age

of Douglass, so the future historian of

Drawings by Charles Keller.

the Negro may well label the Negro’s

torment and resistance during these

years as the 4ge of DuBois.
HERBERT APTHEKER.

EORGIA is beautiful. High on the
Gcrests of the Great Smoky

Mountains some Almighty hand
shook out this wide and silken shawl—
shook it and swung it two hundred
glistening miles from the Savannah to
the Chattahoochee, four hundred
miles from the Appalachians to the
Southern Sea. Red, white and black
is the soil and it rolls by six great rivers
and ten wide cities and a thousand
towns, thick-throated, straggling, low,
busy and sleepy. It is a land singularly
full of lovely things: its vari-colored
soil; its mighty oaks and pines, its cot-
ton fields, its fruit, its hills.

And yet few speak of the beauty of
Georgia. Some tourists wait by the
palms of Savannah or try the mild
winters of Augusta; and there are
those who, rushing through the town
on its many railroads, glance at At-
lanta, or attend a convention there.
Lovers of the mountains of Tennessee
may skirt the mountains of Georgia;
but Georgia connotes to most men na-
tional supremacy in cotton and lynch-
ing, Southern supremacy in finance
and industry and the Ku Klux Klan.

Now all this is perfectly logical and
natural. Georgia does not belong to
this nation by history or present deed.
It is a spiritual borderland lying in the
shadows between Virginia and Caro-
lina on the one hand, Louisiana on the
other, and the great North on the last.
It is a land born to freedom from a
jail delivery of the unfortunate, which
insisted passionately upon slavery and
gave poor old Oglethorpe and the
London proprietors many a bad night
because they tried to prohibit rum and
slaves. But Georgia was firm and in-
sisted: “In spight of all Endeavours to
disguise this point, it is as clear as Light

*Reprinted by permission of Liveright Pub-
lishing Corp. from the second volume of
These United States, edited by Ernest Gruen-
ing. Boni & Liveright, 1924.
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itself, that Negroes are as essentially
necessary to the Cultivation of
Georgia, as Axes, Hoes, or any other
Utensil of Agriculture.” Georgia had
her way and this accounts for Georgia.

Georgia has always had a very clear
idea of what she wanted. Of course,
Savannah and Augusta with their old
names and families loved and imitated
the grand air of the slave barons,
claimed cousinship to Charleston and
looked down upon the “red necks” of
the rest of the State. But Savannah
and Augusta are not all Georgia.
Georgia was originally a sweep of
black land, twenty thousand square
miles where the cotton kingdom laid
its new foundations, gliding down
from Virginia; and Georgia deter-
mined to make money and be rich. She
fought every interference. To Georgia
the Civil War was a matter of inter-
ference with the slavery that under-
lay this kingdom and according to that
great  Georgian, Alexander H.
Stephens, vice president of the Con-
federacy, Georgia proposed to establish
a new government whose “corner-
stone rests upon the great truth, that
the Negro is not equal to the white
man; that slavery, subordination to the
superior race, is his natural and normal
condition.”

The sweep of the cotton kingdom
drove the listless, the poor and the un-
lucky back to the hills above and around
Atlanta and kept oncoming hill-men
from descending; while below Macon
the great plantation system spread.

. Away to the south and west stretches

this black land—the ancient seat of the
Cotton Kingdom, the granary of the
Confederacy. Swamp and twisted oak
and mile on mile of cotton are neigh-
bored by the new pecans, tobacco and
peanuts. Below and to the left Bruns-
wick and Darien sleep and decay, be-
side the waters that look on the Carib-

* bean. Below and to the right the mas-

sive flood of Chattahoochee parades to
the Gulf with muffled music.

WHEN catastrophe came, Georgia

was among the first to see a way
out. While other states were seeking
two impossible and incompatible things,
the subjection of the blacks and de-
fiance of the North, Georgia developed
a method of her own. With slavery
gone the slave baron was bankrupt and
two heirs to his power had rushed for-
ward: the poor white from the hills
around and above Atlanta and the
Northern speculator—*‘Scalawag” and

“Carpet-bagger” they were dubbed—
sought to rebuild the South. In the
more purely agricultural regions this
involved a mere substitution of owners
and black laborers. But the develop-
ment of Georgia was to be more than
agricultural. It was to be manufactur-
ing and mining; transportation, com-
merce and finance; and it was to in-
volve both white and colored labor.
This was a difficult and delicate task,
but there were Georgians who fore-
saw the way long before the nation
realized it. The first prophet of the
new day was Henry W. Grady of
Atlanta. Grady’s statue stands in At-
lanta in the thick of traffic—ugly, dirty,
but strong and solid. He had Irish wit,
Southern fire and the flowers of ora-
tory. He was among the first to in-

carnate the “Black Mammy” and he
spoke in three years three pregnant
sentences: in New York in 1886 he
made a speech on the “New South”
that made him and the phrase famous.
He said: “There was a South of
slavery and secession. That South is
dead.” The North applauded wildly.
In Augusta, in 1887, he added: “In
her industrial growth the South is daily
making new friends. Every dollar of
Northern money invested in the South
gives us a new friend in that section.”
The South looked North for capital
and advertised her industrial possibil-
ities, and finally he said frankly in
Boston in 1889: “When will the black
man cast a free ballot? When the
Northern laborer casts a vote unin-
fluenced by his employer.”

September 10, 1946 nm
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In other words, Grady said to
Northern capital: Come South and
make enormous profits; and to South-
ern captains of industry: Attract
Northern capital by making profit pos-
sible. Together these two classes were
to unite and exploit the South; and
they were to make Georgia not simply
an industrial center, but what was
much more profitable, a center for
financing Southern enterprises; and
they would furnish industry with labor
that could be depended on.

THIS last point, dependable labor,

was the great thing. Here was a
vast submerged class, the equivalent
of which was unknown in the North.
Here were a half million brawny
Negro workers and a half million poor
whites. If they could be kept sub-
merged—hard at work in industry
and agriculture—they would raise cot-
ton, make cotton cloth, do any number
of other valuable things, and build a
“prosperous” state. If they joined
forces and went into politics to better
their common lot they would speedily
emancipate themselves. How was this
to be obviated? How were both sets of
laborers to be inspired to work hard
and continuously? The modus oper-
andi was worked out slowly, but it was
done skillfully and brought results.
These results have been costly but they
have made Georgia a rich land, grow-
ing daily richer. The new wealth was
most unevenly distributed; it piled it-
self in certain quarters and particularly
in Atlanta—birthplace and capital of
the new “Invisible Empire.”

The method used to accomplish all
this was, in addition to much thrift and
work, deliberately to encourage race
hatred between the mass of white peo-
ple and mass of Negroes. This was
easy to develop because the two were
thrown into economic competition in
brick-laying, carpentry and all kinds
of mechanical work connected with
the new industries. In such work Ne-
groes and whites were personal, face-
to-face competitors, bidding for the
same jobs, working or willing to work
in the same places. The Negroes
started with certain advantages. They
were mechanics of the period before
the war. The whites came with one
tremendous advantage, the power to
vote. I remember a campaign in At-
lanta. The defeated candidate’s fate
was sealed by a small circular. It con-
tained a picture of colored carpenters
building his house.

nm September 10, 1946

This doctrine of the economic utility
of race hate is never stated as a fact
in Georgia or in the South. It is here
that the secrecy of the economic em-
pire of Georgia enters. T'wo other facts
are continually stated. The first is the
eternal subordination and inequality of
the Negro. The second is the efficiency

~and necessity of Negro labor, provided

the subjection of the Negro is main-
tained.

Hoke Smith in his memorable cam-
paign in Georgia in 1906 almost re-
peated Stephens of forty-five years
earlier:

“I believe the wise course is to plant
ourselves squarely upon the proposition
in Georgia that the Negro is in no re-
spect the equal of the white man, and
that he cannot in the future in this state
occupy a position of equality.”

A white labor leader, secretary of
the Brotherhood of Timber Workers,
wrote about the same time:

“The next cry raised by the bosses
and their stool pigeons is the “Negro
question,” and so we are often asked
how will the Brotherhood handle the
Negro and the white men in the same
organization? Answer: How do the
capitalists or employers handle them?
To the employer a working man is
nothing but a profit-producing animal
and he doesn’t care a snap of his
finger what the animal’s color is—
white, black, red, brown, or yellow;
native or foreign born; religious or
unreligious—so long as he (the work-
er). has strength enough to keep the
logs coming and the lumber going—
that is all the bosses want or ask. It
is only when they see the slaves uniting,
when all other efforts to divide the
workers on the job have failed, that
we hear a howl go up as to the horrors
of ‘social equality.” Not until then do
we really know how sacred to the boss
and his hirelings is the holy doctrine of
‘white supremacy.’ ”

On the other hand, once the laborers
are thrown into hating, fearing, despis-
ing, competing groups, the employers
are at rest. As one firm said, compar-
ing its black labor with white: “Do the
same work, and obey better; more
profit, less trouble.”

In agriculture poor whites and Ne-
groes were soon brought into another
sort of indirect competition. The Ne-
groes worked in the fields the poor
whites in the towns which were the
market places for the fields. Gradually,
the poor whites became not simply the
mechanics byt the small storekeepers.

They financed the plantations and
fleeced the workers. They organized to -
keep the workers “in their places” to
keep them from running away, to keep
them from striking, to keep their wages
down, to terrorize them with mobs.
On the other hand the Negroes worked
to own land, to escape from country to
city, to cheat the merchants, to cheat
the land-holders.

Then in larger ways and more in-
directly both groups of workers came
into competition. They became sepa-
rated according to different, but sup-
porting and interlocked, industries and
occupations. Negroes prepared the
roadbed for the railroads; whites ran
the trains. Negroes were firemen;
whites were engineers; Negroes were
porters; whites were mill operatives.
Finally there was the Negro servant
stretching all the way from the great
mansion to the white factory hand’s
hovel, touching whijte life at every
point.

In order to secure output and profits,
the one essential was to bring race
hatred and economic competition into
such juxtaposition that they looked like
two sides of the same thing. This is
what Georgia did and did first. She
did it so successfully that the whole
South has followed her, although few
other States have been so clear and
single-minded. It was not by accident
that Booker Woashington made his
speech advocating industrial peace be-
tween the races at Atlanta. Northern
philanthropy offered industrial training
to Negroes free as the price of disfran-
chisement. Southern industry offered
the Negro protection and a chance to




work as a condition of giving up
agitation for civil and political rights.
And both offered the white man a
chance to work and to vote as long as
he did not try to push wages so high
that the Negro would “naturally” sup-
plant him in industry.

Soon the subtle rivalry of races in
industry began. Soon, to the ordinary
Georgia white man, the Negro became
a person trying to take away his job,
personally degrade him, and shame him
in the eyes of his fellows; starve him
secretly. To the ordinary Georgia Ne-
gro, the average white man was a per-
son trying to take away his job, starve
him, degrade him, keep him in ignor-
ance and return him to slavery. And
these two attitudes did not spring from
careful reasoning. They were so coiled
and hidden with old known and half-
known facts that they became matters

of instinct and inheritance. You could
not argue about them; you could not
give or extract information.

IT 1s usual for the stranger in Georgia
to think of race prejudice and race
hatred as being the great, the central,
the inalterable fact and to go off into
general considerations as to race differ-
ences and the eternal likes and dislikes
of mankind. But that line leads one
astray. The central thing is not race
hatred in Georgia; it is successful in-
dustry and commercial investment, in
race hatred for the purpose of profit.
All the time behind the scenes in whis-
pered tones and in secret conference,
Georgia is feeding the flame of race
hatred with economic fuel. And while

this is not the conscious and deliberate
action of all, it is so with some and
subconscious with many others.

Skillfully, but with extraordinary
ease, the power to strike was gradually
taken from both white and black labor.
First the white labor vote was used to
disfranchise Negroes.and the threat of
white competition backed by the hover-
ing tegror of the white mob made a
strike of black workers on any scale
absolutely ugheard-of in Georgia. Con-
tinually this disfranchisement went be-
yond politics into industry and civil life.
On the other hand, the power of 2 mass
of cheap black labor to underbid almost
any class of white laborers forced white
labor - to moderate its demands to the
minimum and to attempt organization
slowly and effectively only in occupa-
tions where Negro competition was
least, as in the cotton mills.

Then followed the curious and para-
doxical semi-disfranchisement of white
labor by means of the “white primary.”
By agreeing to vote on one issue, the
Negro, the normal split of the white
vote on other questiéns or the develop-
ment of a popular movement against
intrenched privilege is virtually fore-
stalled. Thus in Georgia, democratic
government and real political life have
disappeared. None of the great ques-
tions that agitate the nation—inter-
national or national, social or economic
—can come up for free discussion.
Anything that would divide white folk
in opinion or action is taboo and only
personal feuds survive as the issues of
political campaigns.

If real issues ever creep in and real
difference of opinion ‘appears—“To
your tents, O Israel”—“Do you want
your sister to marry a nigger?”’

What induces white labor to place
so low a value on its own freedom and
true well-being and so high a value
on race hatred? The answer involves
certain psychological subleties and yet
it is fairly clear. Wages and prosperity
are in the last analysis spiritual satisfac-
tions. The Southern white laborer gets
low wages measured in food, clothes,
shelter and the education of his chil-
dren. But in one respect he gets high
pay and that is in the shape of the
subtlest form of human flattery, social
superiority over masses of other human
beings. '

Georgia bribes its white labor by giv-
ing it public badges of superiority. The
Jim Crow legislation was not to brand
the Negro as inferior and to separate
the race, but rather to flatter white
labor to accept public testimony of its

superiority instead of higher wages and
social legislation. He was made osten-
sibly the equal of the highest. He could
not only follow the old aristocrats into
the front entrance of railway stations,
and go with them to the best theaters
and movies; but in all places and occa-
sions he could sit above and apart from
“niggers.” He had a right to the title
of “Mister” and “Mrs.” He could
enter streetcars at either end and sit
where he pleased or at least in front of
blacks; he could ride in the best railway
coaches and at his leisure saunter
among the Negroes herded in the
smoker next to the hot and dirty
engine. He could sit in “public” parks
and enter “public” libraries where no
Negro could enter; he need seldom
fear to get the worst of a street alterca-
tion, or to lose a court case against a
Negro. He could often demand that a
Negro uncover in his presence and
yield him precedence on the pavement
and in the store.

~ He grew to love those proofs of
superiority. He boasted of the “nig-
gers” he had killed and his marvelous
sexual prowess with the “wenches.”
This fiction of superiority was carried
into public affairs: no Negro school
must approach in beauty and efliciency
a white school; no public competition
must admit Negroes as competitors.
No municipal improvements must in-
vade the Negro quarters until every
white quarter approached perfection or
until typhoid threatened the whites;
in no city and state affairs could Ne-

groes be recognized as citizens—it was

Georgia, Atlanta, the Fourth Ward,
and the Negroes.
The very striving of the Negroes

September 10, 1946 nmM
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strengthens this white labor attitude.
All Negroes cannot be kept down.
They escape, they rise; they steal edu-
cation, they save money; they push
and struggle up. The very success of
the successful fastens the grip of the
profit makers. “See,” they whisper, as
the black automobile, the new black
home, the black and well-clothed fam-
ily appear—‘See! This is what threat-
ens white labor—they’re climbing on
you—they’re climbing over you—be-
ware!”” Not Negro poverty, crime and
degradation, but Negro wealth, ability
and ambition is the great incentive to
the white mob.

In return for this empty and dan-
gerous social bribery the white laborer
fared badly. Of modern social legisla-
tion he got almost nothing; the “age
of consent” for girls in Georgia was
ten years until 1918 when it was, by
great effort and outside pressure, raised
to fourteen. Child labor has few effec-
tive limitations; children of twelve may
work in factories, and without birth
registration the age is ascertainable with
great difficulty. For persons “under

twenty-one” the legal work day is still

“from sunrise to sunset” and recently
Georgia has become the first state in
the Union to reject the proposed federal
child labor amendment. Education is
improving, but still the white people of
Georgia are one of the most ignorant
groups of the union and the so-called
compulsory education law is so full of
loopholes as to be unenforceable. And
black Georgia! In Atlanta, there are
12,000 Negro children in school and
6,000 seats in the schoolrooms!* In all
legislation tending to limit profits and

nm September 10, 1946
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curb the exploitation of labor Georgia
lingers far behind the nation.

This effort to keep the white group
solid led directly to mob law. Every
white man became a recognized official
to keep Negroes “‘in their places.” Ne-
gro-baiting and even lynching became
a form of amusement which the au-
thorities dared not stop. Blood lust
grew by what it fed on. Again and
again the mob got out and demon-
strated its “superiority”’ by beating and
murder. These outbreaks must be

" curbed for they affected profits, but

they could not be suppressed for they
kept certain classes of white labor busy
and entertained. Secret government
and manipulation ensued. Secret socie-
ties guided the state and administration.
The Ku Klux Klan was quite naturally
reborn in Georgia and Atlanta.
Another method of surrendering to
the mob was the extraordinary yield-
ing to local rule. County after county
has been erected by the legislature as a
corporate center of local government,
until today Georgia is not one state—
it is 166 independent counties, counties
so independent that if anarchy wishes
to stalk in Wilcox County, Fulton
County has little more power than a
foreign state. The independence and
self-rule of these little bits of territory
are astounding. They lay taxes, they
spend monies, they have partial charge
of education and public improvements,
and through their dominating power
in the legislature they make laws. Only
when they touch corporate property,
industrial privilege and labor legislation
are the reserve forces of capital and
politics mobilized to curb them. In the
law and administration of personal re-
lations they are supreme. This decen-
tralization increases year by year.

*Today, twenty-two years later, 26,528
Negro children, or 37.4 percent of the
school population, have only twenty percent
of the school buildings; and for every dol-
lar spent on Negro education, six dollars is
spent for white education.—Ed.

The second and cbnclu{ling installment
of this article will appear in our next
issue.

portside patter
by BILL RICHARDS

News Item: Newspapers claim Soviet
Purchasing Commission is ruining the
Long Island estate rented from the
J. P. Morgans. Special reporter from
Patterson-McCormick chain deplores
the untidiness and eccentric conduct of
C ommission members.

EASTBROOK O’DONNELL REPORTS

I HAVE just returned from a thorough

investigation of the Morgan estate.
I was shocked by the changes, al-
though the Morgans never let me on
the grounds when they lived there.
The Reds are turning the once beauti-
ful estate into a replica of Stalingrad in
1943.

There were remnants of borscht
and potato orgies everywhere. There
were empty vodka bottles on the
ground, the necks having been bitten
off in Bolshevik haste. The once clean
shaven lawns now have five o’clock
shadow and were strewn with back
copies of Pravda. The path leading to
the main entrance was cluttered with
caviar tins and pages from our Atomic
Bomb reports.

Inside the mansion the damage is
even worse. The mustaches have been
removed from all the Morgan an-
cestral portraits in sheer jealousy. The
expensive tapestries have been pierced
by a Russian dart game played with
hammers and sickles. The living room
looked like the scene of last year’s Red
Army maneuvers.

Getting into the grounds was no
easy matter. The entrance is guarded
by three Russian tanks, obviously
smuggled into the country in the lug-
gage of the Commission members, and
a dozen huge Bears armed with
tommy-guns. 1 managed to sneak
through while everyone was holding
firing practice.

The neighbors (the next estate is
only five miles away) have been com-
plaining bitterly about the noise. Wild
parties are in progress from midnight
to Revelry. The stately waltzes of the
Morgan affairs have been replaced by
wild kazotskas. And there are ugly
rumors that the screams heard at night
come from American businessmen be-
ing toasted by the Soviet Commission.

Long Islanders fear that by the time
the estate is returned’to its .owners it
won’t be worth a plugged ruble.



DOUBLECROSS IN CHINA

New facts which reveal Washington's deliberate betrayal of its own
words. How the robber barons are muscling into the Chinese domain.

By FREDERICK V. FIELD

that American Marines, planes,

naval vessels and the rest were
being sent into China after V-] Day in
order to disarm the Japanese and send
them back to Japan. Nobody, of
course, really believed US government
officials when they said this. Nobody,
that is, who read and understood the
dispatches from China. But by dint of
frequent repetition and by virtue of the
high officers from whom this lie came
it did gain some currency. Many peo-
ple are not particularly interested in
China. Or, rather, they are deeply
concerned with other issues, closer to
home, which do not leave much time
or energy for anything else. Among
these people the lie about the purpose
of American military intervention in
China made some headway.

Some months ago the time came
when there were not any more Japa-
nese in North China. During the first
six or eight months of the intervention
the Japanese had been very useful to
the Americans and to the Kuomin-
tang. They had practically been made
their military allies. But as the Ameri-
can-equipped and trained Kuomintang
armies were moved into battle position
—>by the Americans—the need for the
Japanese was eliminated. In any case

_ the stench created by this new alliance

with the former enemy was spreading
rapidly and nauseating even some of
those who were all for intervention
against the Chinese democrats.

Along about this time the American
government quietly dropped the origi-
nal excuse about disarming the _]apa-
nese and began to throw new ones in.
The US was intervening in order to
keep essential lines of communication
open. Essential to what? to whom?

) Fon quite a while they were saying

Or, according to another version, the

task of the Marines was to guarantee
deliveries from the North China coal
mines to nearby ports. Could it be that
these were the British-owned Kailan
mines? Was it possible that the coal
was needed to fuel the ships that were
transporting Chiang Kai-shek’s soldiers
and American lend-lease supplies up
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the China coast? Strange that it should
not be-more important for the Chinese
to use this fuel to turn the wheels of
North China industry!

We_ have also been told that US
military intervention was necessary to
bring unity and democracy to the
Chinese nation. That is where Presi-
dent Truman himself rests the case.
The prestige of his office is such,
thanks to some of his predecessors, that
a good many people in the United
States and elsewhere take this explana-
tion at face value. I shall come back to
this in a moment, for an understanding
of Truman’s statement on China
policy of last December 15, in which
unity .and democracy for China was
the refrain, is of cardinal importance.

But first, let us look at one other
“explanation” that is being advanced
currently. The government boys are a
little cautious about mouthing this one
themselves. Instead it is filtering
through to the public indirectly. The
New York Times says it; even the
New York Herald Tribune, which
sometimes is smarter, says it. Of course
the entire American fascist press dis-
seminates it. And individual pro-fascists
and reactionaries, along with the
Trotskyites, live by it. William Green
of the AFL chorused the theme a few
weeks ago. How does it go?

It goes like this: the reason US
troops have invaded China, the reason
US lend-lease is pouring into Kuomin-
tang armies, the reason Chiang Kai-
shek’s coffers are flooded with US
loans is that if the Americans did not
do this China would be at the mercy of
“Russian imperialism.” “Russian im-
perialism” would, according to this
thesis, take over China the minute the
US. withdrew. And, naturally, it
would turn China into a “communis-
tic” nation.

This sort of propaganda may sound
silly to NEw Masses readers. It
sounds silly to any progressive because
he knows that it is baseless. But let us
not, simply for that reason, dismiss it.
On the contrary, it must be taken very
seriously, examined = carefully. One

must learn not simply that it is silly
but why it is silly, and with that
knowledge shatter this propaganda line
wherever and whenever it appears.

This is the Hitler line, pure and
simple. Hitler used it effectively to
confuse and destroy much of his op-
position. It was the Japanese military-
fascist line. When they invaded Man-
churia in 1931 they told a gullible
world that they were doing it to save
that area from Russian communism.
When they moved further into Inner
Mongolia and North China they told
the world they were doing so to save
the Chinese people from “Russian
communistic imperialism.” And a
tragically substantial part of the world
was taken in.

HIs fascist line has lost some of its

force, but not all of it. In the judg-
ment of American imperialists there i8
still enough force in it to make it an
effective weapon against the people of
China and the United States. And
now that all the former US excuses—
disarming the Japanese troops, guard-
ing lines of communication, establish-
ing unity and democracy in China—
are becoming more and more trans-
parent, the imperialists are resorting to
this shameful page straight out of Hit-
ler’s and Tojo’s book of lies.

The facts prove the very opposite of
this propaganda. American imperial-
ism has gone into China in order to
make China safe for American im-
perialism. It has intervened in order to
prevent, by military force, the Chinese
from determining their own form of
government. The role of American
intervention is to block China’s historic
drive for freedom, independence and
national strength, to obstruct democ-
racy, to establish over China an Amer-
ican imperialist domination, to make of
China an appendage of American
monopolies and a bastion against the
spread of democratic institutions
throughout eastern Asia. oo

Every Chinese group, other than
the right wing of the Kuomintang, has
so branded American policy. The issue
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is not Chinese democracy versus com-
munism. The issue is Chinese democ-
racy versus American imperialism.
The Soviet Union and communism
are dragged into the picture only by
the imperialists and pro-fascists them-
selves for the deliberate purpose of be-
fogging the real issue.

How do those who claim that if the
US pulled out, Russian communism
would come in, support their propa-
ganda? How do they explain the fact
that all Soviet troops were withdrawn
from Manchuria by the first week of
last April and have since not shown
the slightest indication. of returning?
How do they explain that at Moscow
last December Secretary of State
Byrnes and Foreign Minister Molotov
pledged the mutual withdrawal of
their respective troops from China as
soon as their job with the Japanese was
done and that it is the United States
not the Soviet Union that has violated
that pledge?

If the United. States is really in
China to establish democracy, how do
those who put forward the anti-Rus-
sian line account for the following
series of special imperialist privileges
the US has won for itself since V-J
Day?

toms Service. (2) The right of the
United States to station troops and use
naval and air bases in China. (3) The
right, revised from pre-war days, of
American ships to ply China’s inland
waters. (4) The revision of China’s
corporation laws so that Americans can
participate on a fifty-fifty basis instead
of the former fifty-one percent Chi-
nese and forty-nine percent foreign
basis. (5) The granting of General
MacArthur’s request that Japanese be
given the right to fish in Chinese
waters (and millions of Chinese are
starving! ). (6) The right of the
United States to protect and control
China’s communications. (7) The
Americanization—not nationalization

—of the Chinese army. (8) Joint US--

Chinese operation of training schools
for the Chinese secret police.

Are these measures designed to es-
tablish unity and democracy in China?
They cannot, in truth, be differen-
tiated from the notorious Twenty-One
Demands made by the Japanese dur-
ing the World War I period. Except
that while most of the Twenty-One
Demands were denied Japan they
have been attained by American im-
perialism.
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(1) The appointment of an
American as head of the Chinese Cus-

Imperialism is a definite historical
stage in the development of capitalism
—the last stage, the stage of which
fascism is but one aspect. Imperialism
is the particular organization of the
productive forces of capitalist society by
monopolies and cartels. What we seem
to forget, however, is that one of the
characteristics of imperialism is that the
words of its spokesmen are designed to
confuse and bewilder the broad masses.
And this has to be so because what is
good for the imperialists is bad for the
masses. What is good for the imperial-
ists must therefore be disguised so that
the people do mot recognize it for
what it is.

There is no cause for wonder,

America’s China policy. This state-
ment had almost everything the people
wanted, whether American or Chi-
nese.

The statement flatly repudiated
Chiang Kai-shek’s one-party dictator-
ship. It placed—or rather it said it
placed—the weight of the United
States behind a coalition of China’s
democratic parties. It solemnly pledged
that the American government would
give no aid to the Chinese government
until the dictatorship had given way to
a genuinely representative coalition.
President Truman specifically prom-
ised that US support would not be used
to influence one side or the other in
China’s internal struggle.

therefore, that the spokesmen for
American intervention in China say
that we intervene on behalf of Chinese

-democracy, and that they build up the

straw man of “Russian communistic
imperialism.” There is cause for deep
concern, though, that we are so slow
to see through the demagogy—to sce
through it in large and organized
numbers.

For instance, on .Dec. 15, 1945,
just as General George Marshall was
stepping into the plane that was to-
carry him to China as the President’s
special envoy, President Truman is-
sued a statement defining, in words,

Konzal.

Tojo: "Couldn't do better myself! But of course you've plenty of help."

The statement was a very skillful
document indeed—except on one
point. It assumed a unilateral Ameri-
can right to pass judgment on the Chi-
nese internal scene and it thereby
denied and openly violated the coun-
try’s international obligations to the
United Nations and to the Big Three.
Administration demagogy slipped up
on this point, or perhaps felt that it was
too unimportant to bother about.

The Truman statement was quickly
followed up by fairly spectacular ac-
complishments by General Marshall in
China. With his help a military truce
was achieved early in January, shortly
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followed by a multi-party conference
in Chungking from which emerged
agreements which appeared to have
the highest importance. Meantime
General Marshall was talking himself
blue in the face about peace and de-
mocracy and taking (and getting) lots
of credit for what was being accom-
plished.

Everything sounded fine and looked
even better—on paper. The American
opposition to Truman’s China policy,
even the opposition among progress-
ives, was lulled into slumber. In China,
too, the hatreds and suspicions engen-
dered by former ambassador Patrick
Hurley during the previous period
were giving way to a feeling of good
faith as far as America’s intentions
were concerned.

BUT all of these splendid paper docu-

ments turned out to be nothing
more nor less than devices by which
the American imperialists and the
Kuomintang were attempting to de-
ceive the Chinese and American peo-
ple. For two or three months the at-

tempt at deceit was successful. Ameri- .

can policy was pursuing such a devious
and at the same time complicated tac-
tic that it was not until well on into the
spring of the year that many Ameri-

cans caught on to what was really
happening.

It is plain now that neither the
American government nor Chiang
Kai-shek had the slightest intention of
living up to the Truman declaration
of December 15, to the inter-party
agreements of January or to Mar-
shall’s weekly prayers of devotion to
Chinese unity and democracy. For
while these declarations were being
made and while these agreements were
being signed the US and Chiang Kai-
shek were taking steps to insure their
violation.

American planes and ships were
transporting ~ Kuomintang  armies
through Central and North China,
and later Manchuria, in direct viola-
tion of the military truce which Mar-
shall had arranged.

President Truman secretly, and
without Congressional authorization,
continued to pour lend-lease supplies
into Chiang’s armies. By the end of
June the US had turned over a larger
quantity of lend-lease to the Kuomin-
tang since V-J Day that it had sup-
plied China during the war.

General Marshall, in obvious viola-
tion of Truman’s December 15 decla-
ration, returned to Woashington in

March to arrange for a $500,000,000

"Chinese Village," by Marantz.
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credit to the unreconstructed govern-
ment of Chiang Kai-shek.

Two hundred and seventy-one US
naval vessels were turned over to the
Kuomintang. Kuomintang crews were
trained by American officers. Several
hundred war planes were given Nan-
king. These are the planes which are
now bombing Yenan, Kalgan and
other Communist-led centers.

US so-called surplus war property
throughout the Pacific area has been
and is still being placed at the disposal
of the Kuomintang.

Can any one interpret these actions
as being consistent with either the
policy laid down by the President last
December or the high-sounding pre-
tensions of General Marshall?

While these and many other acts of
the American government encouraged
and enabled the Kuomintang to tear
to shreds the inter-party agreements,
they were also given political and
moral support of a more indirect sort.
Shortly after the signing of - these
agreements the leaders of the Demo-
cratic League, a middle group of
Chinese intellectuals, met in Chung-
king. to celebrate the successful nego-
tiations. The meeting was raided by
Kuomintang hoodlums and the leaders

»severely beaten. Did General Mar-

shall, or any other US official, speak a
word or lift a finger in protest? When
Chiang  Kai-shek’s  troops openly
violated the military truce—and this
has happened regularly since last Feb-
ruary, did Marshall indignantly speak
out to support the policies he had so
loudly proclaimed? When Kuomin-
tang thugs assassinated three leaders of
the Democratic League early this sum-
mer could. it be that the eyes of the
American  officials were purposely
turned away? They said nothing.
American imperialists no doubt un-
derestimated the strength of China’s
democratic movement. And in that
light we can appreciate that they were
surprised at the extent of the conces-
sions forced from the Kuomintang
during the negotiations leading up to
the inter-party agreements of last Jan-
uary. The imperialists, because of this
underestimation, have doubtless been
astounded that the Communist-led
armies have refused to be intimidated
into political and military surrender by
either the US Marines or the Kuomin-
tang armies. They have been astounded
by the courage of the unarmed and
defenseless leaders of the Democratic
League who go right on condemning
US policy and demanding democracy.
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The Truman declaration of last
December and the Marshall mission
were premised in part on the mis-
taken belief that a fraudulent democ-
racy and a fraudulent unity could be
imposed upon the Chinese people from
above, by US imperialism and the
. Kuomintang. Had they known before-
hand how wrong history was to prove
them perhaps they would have exer-
cised more caution in their statements.
Because it cannot be denied that even
for an imperialist it is somewhat em-
barrassing to have to violate his words
the moment after they are uttered.
‘That makes it bad, not skillful, dema-
gogy.

Today the imperialists are pulling
their horns in a bit. The civil war for
which the American government has
so carefully prepared Chiang Kai-shek
is in full swing. And it is not going
very well for them. Again China’s
democrats have shown strength, cour-
age and military skill way beyond the
American-Kuomintang estimates.

The recent joint statement by Gen-

‘

eral Marshall and the new US Am-
bassador, J. Leighton Stuart, admits
failure. In admitting failure it con-

-dones the civil war. American im-

perialism is being forced into the open.
Less and less can it disguise itself. The
cloak of deceit is wearing thin. And
what is undearneath is beginning to
show in all its ugliness.

The course of American imperial-
ism in China is reaching the dead-end
of civil war. For beyond that, as in
Spain, there is only one further step—
international war. American imperial-
ism in China is headed in that direc-
tion. It cannot turn itself off that
road; that is the destiny of imperialism.
But it can be blocked, it can be cut
down, it can be weakened at the roots
and thus kept from its destiny.

The American officials and the
Kuomintang have one more card up
their sleeves. They will seek to form a
fake coalition government in China
while at the same time pursuing civil
war. This government will not be the
one agreed upon at the inter-party

MADRID

conferences last January. It will be
one which excludes the Communists
altogether, and excludes all other
genuinely democratic elements. It will
seek, by terrorization, corruption and
intimidation to bring into fts fold a few
non-Kuomintang individuals and few
non-right-wing Kuomintang mem-
bers.

Such a government will remain es-
sentially what the Chiang Kai-shek
government is today, Kuomintang-
dominated, corrupt, leaning on the
secret, pro-fascist police and subser-
vient to American imperialism. It will
not even be able to put on much of am
appearance, for too much has hap—
pened and people both here and im
China will want to look beneath the-
surface. Yet this fantastic notion of’
setting up a phony coalition govern-
ment is exactly what the Americans.
and Chiang Kai-shek are now werk~
ing on. The people should know by
now that it will not work and that for
Americans this fraud will cost dearly
in blood and treasure.

By JACQUES ROUMAIN

That sinister twist of mountains and the horizon encircled
by a storm of iron:

no more a smile in the heavens not a single blue fragment

nor a bow to fling the hope of an arrow of sunlight

the slashed trees straighten up groaning like discordant
violins |

all of a village slumbers in the death on which it drifts

when machineguns riddle the screen of silence

when the riotous cataract explodes

when the plaster of the sky crumbles

And in the city the twisted flames lick the stuffed wounds
of the cracked night

and in the small deserted square where now hovers the quiet
horror

there is on the bloody face of this child a smile

like a pomegranate smashed by the grind of a heel

There are no more birds nor sweet birdsongs from the hills

the age of fire and steel is born, the season of apocalyptic
grasshoppers,

and the tanks advance, the obstinate invasion of gross
ravaging beetles

and man is seeded in the earth with his hate and his joy for
tomorrow

and when he springs up

you will destroy death, Hans Beimler,

the death which rattles a harvest of cries in the basket of

the plain
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Here with the snow, the quarried teeth of mountains, is

the swarm of bullets humming over the carrion of earth

and the deep funnelled fear is like the maggot in the dead
pustule

Who recalls the unbelievable season, the honey of orchards
and the path under the branches

the bruised murmur of leaves and the tender laugh, the
good laugh, of the girl

the peace of the skies and the secret of the waters

... It is a long time since Lina Odena was killed in the
olive orchards down in the South.

It is here, the menaced space of destiny,

the shore where

the Atlas and the Rhine merge

into the single wave of open crime rearing,

breaking over the hunted hope of man.

This also is in spite of the brokenhearts embroidered on the
banners of Mohammed

the scapularies, the relics

the fetishes of murder

all the robes of the lie, the crossed signs of the past.

Here dawn rips the rags of night

in the screaming wrench of birth and in the humble
anonymous blood of farmer and worker

the world is born where will be wiped from the brow of
man the bitter scars of his single equality of despair.

Translated from the French by Milton Blau.

'
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GORILLA IN THE LIBRARY

An editorial by JOSEPH NORTH

editor undertakes is to wade through the daily com-

mercial press which has, I feel, sunk to the lowest
level in history. I cannot recall, at least in my own expe-
rience, a time in which its morality, political and otherwise,
has been worse. Our journalism wallows in bestiality, and
the exceptions are few and far between. The mind which
accepts the atom bomb as the solution to international dif-
ferences betrays the humanity of a gorilla. And about the
most neanderthal of all is the Hearst press. Everything grue-
some in our society—murder, rape, perversion, all the Kraft-

ONE of the more distasteful obligations a NEw Masses

Ebing horrors—are dragged onto the front pages, vivified

with abundant photographs, described in gasping, last-min-
ute detail, and forced upon the public as daily fare.

The insane youth who murders a child, the pervert who
carves his initials upon his victim, become national phe-
nomena who shuffle into your home, sit in your parlor, and,
under police bludgeonings, shout every detail of their crimi-
nality into your ears. An adult, at least, can skip those storics
if he will, but do the children and youth of the land? Mur-
der, rape, perversion become part of their small-talk; and
much of the decent parenthood of America allow this to go
on unchallanged, conditioned as they have been by the
shibboleths of the Publishers’ Association. The lords of the
press speak loftily about their responsibilities, but we know

what guides them. “WIill it sell newspapers?” And of them

all, Hearst is the master.

It is all the more ironic, then, and abundantly suspicious,
to find the campaign for “clean literature” spread over the
pages of Hearst’s journals. One needs a cast-iron stomach to
see this spectacle of hypocrisy—to read the editorials, the
trumped-up news columns solicited for expressions of unctu-
ous concern about our national morality, side by side with the
clinical murder and sex stories and photographs of people
who should be in psychiatric wards, victims of a bestial, dog-
eat-dog profit society. And this is not to speak of that crown-
ing inhumanity—the crusade to administer liberal doses of
Uranium 235 to any people defending their sovereignty
against the rapacious American imperialists.

FOR weeks now, Hearst has been campaigning, in his tradi-

tional fashion (frent-page editorials, solicited expressions,
hopped-up news stories, horrific cartoons) for “clean books.”
Now, all responsible men and women stand opposed to
pornography and books that palm that off as art. But we also
know this: the dominant class in all capitalist and feudal

society has conjured up “morality” as a peg on which to :

hang political campaigns. This, as Samuel Sillen has said in
the Daily Worker, is “a phony issue” raised by “reactionary
forces that want to crush literary realism, artistic standards,
and any challenge to the existing social order.” All informed
readers know he is right when he says that “every serious
work, from Shelley’s Queen Mab to Steinbeck’s Grapes of
Wrath, has been hounded as ‘filth’ by the bigots who stand
for everything backward in society.”

Hearst’s Clarence Budington Kelland, of GOP -National
Committee fame, let the cat out of the bag when he equated
“loose political thinking” with “obscenity.” And there is
more than meets the eye when this tory ideologue writes,
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“It’s all part of the pattern so strongly influenced by Com-
munists.” He has in mind not only the long-term goals of
the. Communists, but also the immediate issues they sup-
port and have supported—the win-the-war, win-the-peace
goals for which the overwhelming majority of Americans
yearn. “Loose politics” in his mind equates with the politics
that have been characterized as those of Roosevelt; he means
Big Three unity, peace, democracy, a better break for the
common man.

In this campaign Hearst has full support of the reactionary
Catholic hierarchs, who cite the “splendid” results the Cath-
olic Legion for Decency has obtained in the films. Every in-
formed person must acquaint himself with that record. Here,
too, in the name of “morality,” the Church hierarchy has
suppressed many first-rate anti-fascist movies; for full details
we refer you to Thomas Bledsoe’s article in the June-July
number of the Protestant—‘‘Hierarchy over Hollywood.”
Because these clerical reactionaries have got away, so far,
with their high-pressure tactics in Hollywood, they seek to
extend their power over creative literature.

Hearst has called forth, as he always does in his cam-
paigns, expressions of support from those who see eye to eye
with him, and from the unwary. To a man the various
churchmen and others—like John Stelle, the war-hungry
leader of the American Legion who quickly “pledged” his
3,300,000 members to the campaign—reiterate the words
of the hypocritical editorials. Some may mean well; others
are highly suspect. But not one of them—and this renders
whatever testimony they present as worthless in my eyes—
has excoriated the Hearst press and the rest of our com-
mercial journalism for trafficking daily in murder and sex
abnormality. Have the Lords of the Press become so power-
ful that they are sacrosanct? Why, for every “obscene” book
about which they virtuously fulminate, millions of news-
papers circulate daily, bringing their regular dosage of filth,
lies, immorality, to the overwhelming majority of our people.

EEDLESS to say, this campaign is a further step in
' Hearst’s drang nach fascism. This crony of those now
in the dock at Nuremberg is far worse than a rank hypocrite:
he is a spokesman for that most ruthless, most brutal section
of monopoly capitalism that is fascism. His is a serious, de-
liberate act which carries the most deadly implications against
truth, against genuine art and culture, against peace. Goeb-
bels has taught him many a trick: or, to be more accurate,
should that not be put the other way around?

For these reasons we welcome the anti-Hearst meeting
called by the young and rapidly growing Contemporary
Wrriters, on September 15, at the Hotel Capital, New York.
This should be but the first of many. Do not be misled by
the fact that the campaign has begun in the unspeakable
Hearst press; powerful forces stand behind it, forces that
would destroy democracy as quickly as they would art; that
would kill you as heartlessly as they would a book by How-
ard Fast, by Ben Field.

Hearst’s Brisbane, who loved to philosophize upon the
relative strengths of the gorilla and man, would have loved
this campaign. His gorilla is prowling over the land and is
reaching for your mind.
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POGROM

"Irma looked out of the window and saw what she believed to be the most
beautiful view in the world. I+ was the Kahlenberg and the Vienna Woods."

By ELFRIEDE FISCHER

ing, and the third period had just

begun. Notebooks and pens ap-
peared on the desks, books were given
out, classroom doors opened and closed
a few times, then closed for the last
time, and silence fell on the old school
house.

With her black hair drawn severely
back from her pallid face, the teacher
began the lesson. One after another of
the little girls got up, and recited. It
was a beautiful poem, very romantic,
about a hero, and friendship, and
loyalty. It was the story of Richard the
Lion-Hearted, who was imprisoned,
no one knew where, and of how
Blondel, the minstrel, played his song
before every prison in Europe. And
what a song it was! Whenever another
stanza was finished, the little girls held
their breaths and dark eyes sparkled at
the wonderful words: “Seek, Blondel,
seek loyally, and you shall find.” And
then again the mournful song: “Rich-
ard, Richard, hero of the East. . ..”
And finally, one night when the
moon was shining brightly, a faint
whisper from inside a dungeon where
‘Richard sobbed and sobbed. He had
found what he had sought, and how
triumphantly he proclaimed to all the
world: “Seek, Blondel, seek and you
shall find.”

At this highly dramatic moment,
when handsome, gallant men on dark
horses were haunting dark little heads,
another dramatic event occurred: the
classroom door opened. In came fat
Frau Markin. That was Edith’s
mother. But why should Frau Markin
come now, when school wasn’t over
yet for another three hours? It was
only on Saturdays that school closed at
eleven-twenty. But this wasn’t a Sat-
urday. This was a Thursday, a Thurs-
day in November. . . .

“Dr. Abramovitch, Dr. Abrame-
vitch!” the small, fat woman panted
to the teacher. Apparently she had
been walking very quickly. The class
was surprised. No one had ever seen
Frau Markin like this before.

She wanted to take her Edith home.

IT was eleven o’clock in the morn-
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After all, in times like these, you never
knew, it was better everyone should be
at home, safe behind his own four
walls.

“Yes, in times like these . . .”” Dr.
Abramovitch shrugged her shoulders
and let Edith go. The others were sur-
prised. Didn’t their parents always say
“the best place for ‘children is in
school”? Yes, undoubtedly it was. The
children agreed. At home it was dif-
ferent now than it had ever been be-
fore. There were always people com-
ing and going. And how all the
grown-ups waited for the mail man!
They expected letters from Australia,
from the United States, from Cuba,
from the Argentine. Yes, it was easy
to learn geography now. It was even
easier to acquire a large, new vocabu-
lary. Strange, fascinating words were
in the air. There was the word affi-
davit, for instance. Then there was
another one, quota. Whenever uncle
and aunt came over with grand-
mother, you could hear for hours
nothing but these words. The grown-
ups rolled them on their tongues, they
caressed them, they chewed over them,
and always there was talk, talk, talk.
Yes, it was much better to be in school.

DOWNSTAIRS, Lene’s mother was
waiting. Irma and Lene hurried

over to her. “Edith’s mother came,” -

they whispered excitedly. “What has
happened?” But Frau Stern didn’t an-
swer. Firmly she took Lene by the

Illustrated by A. Dobkin.

hand, with Irma on the other side.
The two little friends lived in the same
house, and Frau Stern always took
Irma home, too..

They passed a truck. Suddenly a
young, strong voice bellowed: “Any
more Jews?”

Irma stepped from the sidewalk,
and began to walk rapidly, almost to
run, with eyes always to the ground.
“Irma,” the sharp whisper reached
and reassured her. Frau Stern grabbed
the trembling little hand and walked
rapidly on. But not too rapidly. “You
silly girl, to behave like that.” But
Irma laughed. It was all over now,
and nothing had happened. With her
heart still pounding Irma had already
half-forgotten the incident.

They had crossed the bridge and
were now in Vienna’s famed “Second
District,” Vienna’s ghetto. Now it was
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only a few more blocks. Irma began to
be nervous again. Lene’s chatter irri-
tated her. What did Lene know? Her
mother was here beside her, and her
father was in Switzerland. But Irma’s
parents were both right here in Vienna,
and Irma hadn’t seen them since early
morning. Many ' things could have
happened since then; what was it
Edith’s mother had said? Oh, yes, “In
times like these. . . .”

Finally they reached the big red-
brick house. Lene and Irma lived on
the fifth floor, and it took one quite a
while to get up there. Irma was usually
the first one. She was always eager to
get home, because father was generally
home now. It seemed strange, that
both her parents should always be
home. Of course, in the past, too,
when so many people were unem-
ployed, that had happened quite often.
But it seemed strange, just the same.

Out of breath, Irma reached the
fourth floor. Then her mother’s voice:
“Irma, is that you?” One more flight,
two more steps, and Irma was in her
mother’s arms.

“Irma, Irma, thank God you are
here, at least. Uncle Joseph is in his
store, hiding. They came four times to
his house already. Uncle Max has dis-
appeared, and they took all the peo-
ple who were on the way to the com-
munity center. Papa too.”

“Papa, Papa too?” For the second
time that day, unspeakable terror
gripped Irma’s heart. Her father, her
own Papa, was in danger. In danger
of 'his life. Compared to this, nothing
and nobody mattered. What about
Australia, or Cuba, or whatever it was
going to be? All the fine plans they
had made! In back of Irma’s mind
was always the idea: Dachau. Dachau
meant death, sooner or later. In all the
world, no fate seemed worse to little
Irma than Dachau.

And so they paced the floor, and
cried, and speculated, like hundreds of
thousands of others on this dark No-
vember day. Irma rubbed her little
hands, but they wouldn’t get warm.
Irma was hungry; that’s why she was
cold. But neither Irma nor her mother
thought of food. The fire had long
since died down, and it took time and
a great deal of patience to light the
little stove. The coal was bad, and the
paper was damp, and the matches
were ersatz.

Irma looked out of the window and
saw what she believed to be the most
beautiful "view in the world. It was the
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Kahlenberg, and the Vienna Woods.
Along the winding paths, barely visible
from so far away, Irma thought she
could detect certain trees, a farm
house, a tavern, where she had visited
with her parents and classmates. Once,
she remembered, her parents and some
relatives had hiked to the Kahlenberg.
It had been a sunless day, but they had
gone anyway, because they had looked
forward to this trip for days. Then,
just as they had reached the highest
peak, it had started to rain. Someone
made the remark that they should
have brought umbrellas. Irma’s mother
had started to laugh so hard that she
couldn’t stop for a long time. It really
was funny. The idea of bringing an
umbrella along on a trip.into the
woods, as though you expected it to
rain! And remembering, Irma burst
into loud laughter. Quickly she clapped
her hand over her mouth. What was
there to laugh about! The dreary
room, with the filthy wallpaper that
hadn’t been changed for twenty years,
seemed dearier and darker than be-
fore.

Neighbors came
whispered and consoled each other,
and their tears mingled and brought
them closer to each other. Time went
by, and it was getting darker. Irma’s
mother decided to go to all the police
stations of Vienna. to inquire about her
husband. At five o’clock it was already
completely dark, and safe to go out.

They went from one police station

-to another, and always it was the same

story: “Oh, yes, there were some men
inside, but not Karl Lundt.” After
each answer, hopes sank lower and
lower, and bigger and bigger loomed
the spectre of Dachau, until it crowded
out all other thoughts.

At ten o’clock Frau Lundt went
home with Irma. They couldn’t cry;
there was a dryness in them, and no
tears would come. Their faces were
pinched and drawn. Irma was so tired
that she thought her legs would give
way under her. She undressed and
went to bed. Shivering with cold and
fear she lay there, wondering what her
mother was doing in the kitchen so
long. Maybe she had turned on the

gas. . ..

Early next morning, on awakening,
Irma remembered the happenings of
the last day. She got out of bed,
dressed quickly, and gulped down her
glass of cocoa. She noticed that her
mother didn’t eat, but she didn’t dare
say anything. Her mother was a

and went, and

stranger now, and Irma felt awkward
in her presence.

FRIDAY passed. Irma thought of
school and of how wonderful it
would be to be there now. But there
‘was no school on this day. When Jews
are beaten and jailed, Jewish children
don’t go to school. That’s the way it
had always been, and little Irma °
Lundt wasn’t going to change it.

The rain had stopped, but there was
no sun. It seemed to Irma as though
the sun would never come out again at
all. The streets were wet and there
were few people out. Far away, the
Kahlenberg was clouded in mist and
only its barest outlines were visible.

Suddenly, a strange, rumbling thun-
der was heard. Irma looked at her
mother. They listened intensely.
Again, that strange noise. “The
Temple,” Frau Lundt whispered
hoarsely, “they’re blowing up the
Temple.”

“How strange mother looks,” Irma
thought. She stared into the big black
eyes, and then quickly looked away.
Her eyes fell on the brown grand-
father-clock. It was two o’clock. Si-
lently Frau Lundt placed two sand-
wiches on the table, and silently Irma
ate them. She was worried about her
mother, who seemed to have no inten-
tion of eating at all.

The church struck three. Then five.
It was getting dark. It seemed un-
bearable to Irma to stay another min-
ute in the dark room from which even
the beloved Kahlenberg looked so
gloomy and threatening, and so very
far away. Nothing could be heard ex-
cept the sound of marching feet every
half hour or so. Up on the fifth floor it
wasn’t very loud. All the more terrify-
ing were the songs that came from the
wild throats: Songs about Jewish blood
spurting from the knives, and if you
looked out of the window you could
see those knives flashing in the young
hands. Then the Horst Wessel song;
they were making the streets free for
the brown battalions, free from the red
plague. Irma listened attentively, shud-
dering. The red plague. . . . Those
were the Reds they .were singing
about. A name sprang into Irma’s
mind: Ernst Thaelmann. Irma re-
membered her parents saying it. But
that was long ago. Irma had been
small then. Now she remembered a
big hall, and all around it enormous
red flags. She remembered how ex-
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cited she had been. It was a big event
and her parents had talked about it for
days before, and had promised to take
little Irma along. And then Irma, in
her new sailor dress and her white
socks and brown, polished shoes had sat
pressed between her parents. The
songs, the people, the bright red flags,
the excitement—it had been wonder-
ful. Then someone had talked, but
Irma couldn’t remember now what
the slim woman in the blue dress had
said. Everybody cheered when she had
finished.

The church clock struck six. Again,
Irma was worried about her mother.
She was sitting there, hands in her lap,
staring into the cold fireplace. She
moved uneasily. Suddenly, Frau Lundt
seemed to remember Irma’s presence,
and, sighing, got up and went into the
kitchen. Irma followed her, glad of
the change.

Soon they were joined by their
boarder, Herr Kummelmann, a little,
shrivelled up old Polish Jew, who
wasn’t very fond of washing. Irma
had never liked him. But now old
Kummelmann didn’t seem so bad. In
fact, Irma was glad to see him. He
started talking to Frau Lundt, trying
to console her. The way Kummel-
mann talked had always been enough
to enrage Irma. He talked Yiddish,

“and that was an unforgivable sin. But
this time, strangely enough, it didn’t
seem so bad.

“OPEN up, open up,” a voice
shouted. It was an S.S. voice,
the kind that could always be recog-
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nized. Irma turned her pale face to her
mother.

“Herr Taubstein,” whispered Frau
Lundt. They were banging at the
door of Herr Taubstein, who had been
shell-shocked in the war.

“No, no,” Irma whispered, with
tears choking her voice, as her mother
unlocked the door. Frau Lundt turned
and looked into Irma’s distorted, ter-
ror-stricken face. Silently she put her
finger to her lips. Irma understood.
Shaking like a leaf she held the door,
and listened while her mother talked to
the S.S. men. ~

“Please, gentlemen, Herr Taub-
stein will open in just a minute. He is
very slow. He was shell-shocked in the
World War.” .

“You don’t say. We know how you
Jews fought in the war; behind the
banking-desks. We made all the sacri-
fices and you made all profits. Ha ha.”

Irma was surprised. Her father was
a Jew, but Irma didn’t think he had
made any money during the war. Else
why should they have always lived so
poorly, ever since she could remem-
ber?

The voice became threatening:
“We know some have to be the anvils
and some the hammers. So now we’re
going to be the hammers for a change,
and you the anvils!”

At this moment Herr Taubstein
opened the door. It was very dark in
the corridor, but now one of the men
flashed a strong, white light. Curiously
Irma peeked through a crevice in the
door. She stared at Herr Taubstein.
The surprise was so great that it
crowded out pity. In all her life, Irma

b

had never thought anyone could be as
pale as Herr Taubstein was now. His
face was so white that Irma thought
her mother’s table-cloth couldn’t be
any whiter.

A few minutes later, Irma watched
how Herr Taubstein fumbled with
his" keys, and how his hands shook.
The S.S. men looked on and grinned.
One of them whirled a whip.

“I'm going with Herr Taubstein,
Irma, to the station,” her mother said.
Irma nodded. Slowly she closed the
door. It was very dark in the apart-
ment, and Irma’s heart beat violently
as she posted herself at the kitchen
window, which overlooked the street.
Now the fog was gone, and the stars
were_out, bright and clear. In her
geography lessons Irma had learned
that these same stars shone over all
countries, even the most distant places.
Remembering that now, Irma won-
dered what other countries were like.
Lost in contemplation, she was awak-
ened by regular, even sounds, coming
from the street. It was Herr Taub-
stein’s cane, beating on the pavement.
Irma stood with her forehead pressed
against the cold glass of the window.
The night was dark and cold, and
Irma was thinking. Not the way she
had been thinking before, when
snatches of the past had appeared and
disappeared before her, but thinking
intensely, consciously, about her father,
about the many, many people she had
seen at the police stations the last day,
thinking that she was a Jew, trying
hard to remember what the woman in
the blue dress had said. . . . Minutes
passed.
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THE STORK CLUB GOES FOR DEWEY

Desp:fe the press blitz lakor is mowng foward an anti-Dewey coalition

in November. Primaries expose GOP leader's election-year "liberalism.

By S. W. GERSON

>
o)
\—

ol

N

Thomas E. Dewey

slot machines, fast-stepping fillies
and the water that’s good for
what ails you, was only the encamp-
ment where the hosts of New York
Republicanism gathered. But it was in
comfortable Wall Street law. offices,
private
where the real plans were laid to re-
elect Governor Thomas E. Dewey.
For long before the September 3-4
gathering of the Republican clan at
Saratoga the lines were drawn. Big
business knew its man and its objec-
tives. In the classic fashion of big busi-
ness everywhere, it sought first to di-
vide and demoralize its opposition—
the plain people and, in the first in-
stance, the organized workers.
They tried to do this on Primary
Day, August 20, but they were funda-
mentally unsuccessful. True, the GOP
reactionaries and their allies organized
themselves in an unprecedented fash-
ion and perhaps even took some labor
leaders by surprise. It was practically a
mass exodus from the swanky beaches
and polo fields on Primary Day in
New York. The Southampton sans-
culottes, many of them sober, too, clut-
tered the club cars and jammed the

SARATOGA, town of rococo hotels,
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clubs and midtown hotels.

highways in their zeal to get to town.
In serried ranks the barefoot boys of
Park Avenue marched to the polls to
cast their ballots for Frederic R. (Call-
me-Fritz) Coudert and Frederick van
Pelt Bryan against Joe Baldwin, Vito
Marcantonio, Revolution, the Wagner
Labor Relations Act and housing for
the common people.

At the Stork Club there was high
merriment that night when the returns
filtered in and it became clear that the
Grand Old Party was disinfected from
germ-carriers of progress. But de-
velopments at the Stork Club, while
undoubtedly useful fodder for Broad-
way columnists, hardly constitute a
major trend in political life, the August
New York Times to the contrary not-
withstanding. The Times hopefully,
almost prayerfully, discovered an “un-
mistakable anti-leftward swing” in the
primaries. With considerably less dig-
nity the Hearst and Scripps-Howard
press sang the same refrain: the CIO-
PAC routed, no more American La-
bor Party threat and Marcantonio
practically banished from the halls of
Congress. But the very vigor of the
newspaper tub-thumping indicated a
certain lack of conviction. A close ex-
amination of the actual facts proves
that the press blitz was more a stage
effect than actual artillery.

Of New York City’s 2,000,000 en-
rolled voters, about ten percent went
to the polls Primary Day. The great
mass of voters, most of whom are en-
rolled Democrats and American La-
borites, and normally vote for pro-
gressives—that is, New Dealers or
labor-endorsed liberal Republicans—
did not come out. That can fairly be
construed as apathy, perhaps, but it
hardly suggests a mass movement to
the party of Harding, Hoover, Taft
and Dewey.

But an even closer scrutiny indicates
much more. While labor-backed can-
didates were not victorious in several
contests, they registered an amazing
strer <~ ~vithin the ranks of the major
par . .. at the results of seven

“emocratic  fights:

Ham Fish

those of Reps. Vito Marcantanio, A.
Clayton Powell and Donald O’Toole;
congressional candidates Eugene P.
Connolly and George Rooney; As-
semblyman Leo Isacson and As-
sembly candidate Samuel Kaplan. All
seven save Powell and O’Toole are
ALP members, and Powell and
O’Toole are closely associated with the
ALP. In those seven Democratic
primaries about 105,000 votes were
cast, nearly 46,000 of which went to
the seven. In other words, forty-
three percent of the Democratic voters
voted for Laborites or labor-backed
Democrats. When four out of ten en-
rolled Democrats vote for laborites and
progressives, it proves not Labor Party
weakness, but a great power of attrac-
tion.

SIMILARLY, in the Republican pri-

mary contests in which Marcan-
tonio, Powell, Isacson and Assembly
candidates Ada Jackson and Chester
Addison were involved, a total of
about 14,600 votess were cast. Of
these, the progressive five listed above
received 5,600 votes, or about thirty-
eight percent of the total cast. Even if
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cone includes the results of the Bald-
‘win-Coudert vote, where the local ma-
«chine swamped Baldwin, the fact re-
mains that nearly thirty percent of the
Republican voters preferred a pro-
gressive, even when he was not a
member of their own party, to a ma-
<hine-backed reactionary candidate.
But if the press has been unable to
stampede the citizenry with what
Robert Thompson, Communist candi-
date for governor, termed “an enor-

21: “Dewey may find his refusal to
repudiate Coudert’s legislative record
a source of considerable embarrass-
ment. Coudert was the lone New

York State Republican who sought to

block passage of the Ives-Quinn Anti-
Discrimination bill. He vigorously . op-
posed all rent control. A Wall Street
lawyer himself, Coudert maneuvered
through the legislature a bill banning
small stockholder’s suits. In the opinion
of the American Investors Union this

s
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"And furthermore, how many men did Russia send overseas, anyhow?"

mous Republican fraud,” labor is not
fooling itself about . the serious impli-
cations of the primary results. The re-
sults did indicate both the strong grip
that the Dewey clique has on the state

~ Republican organization and the fun-

damentally reactionary direction of the
Dewey leadership. Certainly the cam-
paign _ itself helped to strip Dewey of
that slight veneer of election-year
“liberalism” with which he approaches
the unwary.

Unceremoniously purged were two

remnants of Wendell Willkie’s fol-"

lowing in the party—Rep. Joseph
Clark Baldwin, in the silk-stocking
17th  Congressional  District, and
Augustus Bennett in the 29th, an up-
state area. Baldwin was defeated by
the machine-backed Coudert and Ben-
nett by Mrs. Katherine St. George of
the Tuxedo landed gentry. Mrs. St.
. George, GOP leader in Orange
County, received the open and voci-
ferous backing of the pro-fascist Ham
Fish, who in 1944 had been defeated
by Bennett.

Coudert’s record is an interesting
one and sheds a revealing light on
those whom Governor Dewey prefers.

Said the New York Post on August
18

allowed corporate mismanagement to
go unchallenged by stockholders.”

The new role of Coudert is espe-
cially significant. Coudert, member of
a powerful international law firm, has
represented Vichy France and Schnei-
der-Creusot in the American courts.
He is an old, trusted, shrewd and di-
rect representative of big bankers here
and abroad. His entrance into national
politics can only be viewed as another
development in the merger of the re-
actionary Republican machine with the
international cartels. Evidently the
powers behind the GOP feel they need
more than the ordinary politico to do
their bidding; they must have one of
their direct representatives. And they
have their man in the aristocratic Fritz
Coudert.

COUDERT"‘truIy represents the funda-.

mentally reactionary Dewey view-
point on foreign affairs, about which
the governor displays a curious reti-
cence.

But if Dewey has been cautious
about international questions, he has
been vecluble about domestic affairs,
seeking to strike the pese of a “prac-
tical” Republican liberal. Despite con-

siderable fanfare from Albany—
Dewey, in Harold Ickes’ famous
phrase, “makes the best speeches

money can buy”’—the governor’s leg-
islative record proves him something
less than the liberal he claims to be
each election year. The Dewey-domi-
nated legislature in 1946 defeated bills
on health insurance, the sixty-five-cent
wage minimum and extension of un-
employment insurance to groups not
yet covered. He made a grandstand
play for the middle-class voter by cut-
ting state income and business taxes—
but said nothing about rising prices
which wipe out whatever gains the
white collar and professional man
might have made through tax reduc-
tions. By his tax reductions, which
benefited primarily the bankers and
giant industrialists, and by withhold-
ing aid from the municipalities, Dewey
laid the basis for doubling the sales tax
in New York City. His tax policy also
lays the groundwork for boosting New
York City’s subway fare.

With a half billion dollar surplus in
the State treasury, Dewey has been
miserly in respect to the veteran’s
bonus and housing. His men rigged up
a neat constitutional amendment
which will permit the payment of a
bonus of $250—in 1948, a presi-
dential year, and not now when the
veterans need it most. With more than
200,000 veterans in New York City
badly in need of housing, state funds
will have aided the completion of only
6,185 apartments by this fall.

Dewey’s reluctance to assist low-
rent housing is based on his exploded
theory that housing should be financed
by private enterprises, which means the
banks and the great mortgage finance
companies. It is interesting to note in
this connection that one of Mr.
Dewey’s  brain-trusters, Supt. of
Finance Elliott V. Bell, was involved
in a recent mortgage scandal. The
great insurance monopolies and banks
of New York State have organized
themselves into a ring, ostensibly to
protect the mortgage market, but ac-
tually to fix mortgage rates at mo-
nopoly levels and to restrict privately-
built housing. Some of these same mo-
nopolists were active in advancing the
Stuyvesant Town project in New
York City—a Jim Crow project.
Nonetheless, Mr. Dewey and his legis-
lature found no difficulty in adopting
lecizlation making possible public as-
sistance to the Stuyvesant Town proj-
ect and its sponsor, the giant Metro-
politan Life Insurance Co.

There have been some earnest ef-
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forts to advance Dewey’s cause in the
organized labor movement. And, it
must be admitted, through appoint-
ments and various blandishments and
other means known best to former dis-
trict attorneys, Dewey has made some
headway -in top circles of the State
Federation of Labor. But the Dewey
point of view is not meeting too much
sympathy among the rank and file.
The state convention of the AFL re-
fused to be stampeded into an endorse-
ment. The ovation accorded Senator
James M. Mead and the rank and file
support of the AFL Mead-for-gover-
nor committee is proof that the Dewey
movement is striking few roots among

the AFL membership.

Dewey’s real views on organized
labor and the right of city employes to
organize were evident in Rochester
during the recent general strike. There
the city employes sought the basic right
to organize and bargain collectively.
The local Republican administration
savagely persecuted these workers, dis-
charging scores of them, thus precipi-
tating a general walkout. Rochester
labor, which includes many rank and
file Republicans, has no illusions about
Mr. Dewey. The Rochester AFL
Central Labor Council roundly re-
jected a motion to endorse the gover-
nor.

DESPITE Mr. Dewey’s kind words

about racial discrimination, his At-
torney General, who is in possession of
more than one thousand names of Ku
Klux Klansmen in New York State,
refuses to make public these names and
to take the necessary action against the
anti-Negro, anti-Semitic, anti-Catho-
lic KKK. The hypocrisy of the state
administration is further shown in the
notorious Freeport case, where two
:Negro brothers, Charles and Alonzo
Ferguson, were shot down in cold
blood by a policeman on Feb. 5, 1946.
After ignoring for months the de-

mands of Negro and white citizens for -

action  against Patrolman  James
Romeika and Republican District At-
torney James Gehrig of Nassau
County, Governor Dewey finally ap-
pointed Lawrence S. Greenbaum as a
special investigator. After a brief in-
vestigation which reputable attorneys
charge was simply another whitewash,
Dewey closed the case—or so he im-
agined. )

Furthermore, the hypocrisy of the
state administration is demonstrated by
its action upon the state-wide demand
for a new bias-free university, a de-
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mand that has been particularly sharp-
ly voiced by ex-GI’s who fought Hit-
lerism only to discover upon their re-
turn that here, too, we have the quota
system in schools and colleges.
Dewey’s technique in this instance was
simple—he appointed a commission to
“investigate.” Meanwhile, thousands
of New York’s young people, includ-
ing ex-GI’s, find that they cannot
enter a university in their own state
because of quotas against Jews, Catho-
lics, Italians and Negroes.

Dewey’s position is, unfortunately,
receiving some assistance from within
Democratic ranks, principally from the
forces around James Aloysius Farley,
who is closer to the Southern bourbons
than to the Northern electorate. Far-
ley is opposed to the type of coalition
with labor necessary to defeat Dewey.
The Democratic state organization,
however, has a group of solid New
Dealers like Henry Morgenthau, Jr.,
who, while not vocal in party affairs,
form something of a counter-balance
to the Farley grouping. Actual organi-
zation strings are in the hands of men
like State Chairman Paul Fitzpatrick
and his executive assistant Frank
Doyle, both of whom are practical
politicians and realize that it is impos-
sible to defeat Dewey without a coali-
tion with labor and independent forces.

It is this emerging coalition that the
Dewey forces fear most. The election
figures of the last eight years prove the
utter need for a coalition. In 1938
Dewey lost to Herbert H. Lehman by
62,000 votes, the ALP providing the
necessary margin. (Actually it was the
Communist vote that year which pro-
vided the balance of victory. The
Communists withdrew Israel Amter,
their candidate for governor, and
nominated him for representative-at-
large, for which post he received
106,000 votes. Had Amter remained
in the race for governor, Dewey
would have won.) In 1940 President
Roosevelt carried the state against
Wendell Willkie by 224,000 votes,
the ALP again being the balance of
power. In 1944 President Roosevelt
swept the state against Dewey by
316,000 with the ALP the balance of
power. Only in 1942 did the Republi-
cans win out. That was the year the
Farley forces took over the Demo-
cratic convention and named their
man, John J. Bennett, for governor.
Dewey then carried the state by a

- plurality of 637,000 over Bennett and

a majority of 234,000 over Bennett
and his ALP opponent, Dean Alfange
(now one of the leaders of the Social-
Democratic-controlled Liberal Party.)

The moral is obvious to all informed

"We must not discount facts, Willoughby—secialistic ideas sound very plausible to

fellows in the lower brackets.”
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persons. Writing in the New York
Times, August 24, the veteran politi-
cal writer, James A. Hagerty, said:
“The large New York State pluralities
for Franklin Roosevelt as a candidate
for President and once as a candidate
for governor were due to the support
of organized labor, liberals, independ-
ents and members of the so-called
racial groups.

“ .. To elect Senator Mead and
the rest of the Democratic state ticket,
the coalition must hold, not merely in
name, but actually.”

It is to the building of this coalition
that New York progressives, who see
the implications of a Dewey victory,
are pledged. The ALP, CIO-PAC,
Citizens PAC, the Independent Citi-
zens Committee and other groups are
already working in that direction. The
Communist Party was perhaps the
first to stress the urgency of creating
an effective anti-Dewey front. The

Communists placed a ticket in the field
and made it quite clear that their prin-
cipal purpese in the campaign was to
rally the voters around an effective,
progressive anti-Dewey program and
candidates. The ticket, headed by
Robert Thompson, veteran of the
Lincoln Battalion and the 32nd (Red
Arrow) Division and recipient of the
Distinguished Service Cross for “ex-
traordinary heroism” in the New
Guinea fighting, will remain in the
field only if there is no other effective
anti-Dewey alternative for the voters
of New York.

But there are signs that this coali- .

tion is being formed and that New
York progressives are heeding Thomp-
son’s warning of a month ago that:
“Defeat of the reactionary Dewey ad-
ministration can be effected by a labor-
progressive-Democratic coalition which
will stand on a program of Big Three
unity, rejection of the Truman-

ATOM BOMB FOR ARTEK

”I almost met Mr. Bullitt once." But much has happened since the day
the ambassador signed the guest book at a children's camp in Crimea.

By LLOYD L. BROWN

HAVE never met Mr. Bullitt—

William Christian Bullitt. He is

the man who wants to drop atomic
bombs on the Soviet Union. That’s
what he says in his new book. And the
New York Times likes that book.
There must be many among the rich
and powerful in this land who admire
Mr. Bullitt and his book and who say
to each other in their chrome-and-red-
leather clubs: “you know, I think Bill
has got something there. . . .”

I almost met Mr. Bullitt, once. Tt
seems a long time ago—so much has
happened. Millions have died, thou-
sands of cities have been leveled, whole
peoples have been uprooted during: the
twelve years since 1934.

A few miles from the workers’ rest
home where I was vacationing that
year in the Crimea was Artek, a chil-
dren’s camp. They said it was the best
one in the whole USSR, so I decided
to see it for myself. One day after
lunch instead of following the usual
custom of taking a nap in the blazing
August heat I set off down the road—
it was little more than a dusty seashore
- path—that they said would take me to
Artek.
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Along both sides of the road the
cypresses stood stiffly erect like troops
at dress parade. To my right was the
blue—the incredibly blue—water of
the Black Sea, the Chornie More. On
my left the mountains rose precipi-
tously from the natrow beach. There

was no traffic on that road and the ~

silence was broken only by the rustle
of wind in the trees and the rhythmic
slapping of the sea’s waves against the
shore.

While 1 trudged along I had the
strange sensation of being absolutely
alone—as if there were no other living
person in this wildly beautiful and an-
cient land. And then, suddenly, around

Byrnes-Vandenberg atomic diplomacy,
a vigorous fight for price control,
speedy construction of low-rent hous-
ing, especially for veterans, the protec-
tion of labor’s hard-won rights and the
abolition of Jim Crowism and all other
forms of racial and religious discrimi-
nation.”

Unity on that type of program can
beat Dewey and the Wall Street forces
he represents. But it will take all the
understanding and the energy of labor
and progressives to do so. Apathy,
caused by postwar disorientation of
millions and disillusionment with the
course of the Truman administration,
undoubtedly plays into the hands of the
Dewey crowd. However, the millions
of voters who marched forward with
labor and the New Deal to fight re-
action can be roused to fight again.
Communists, militant unionists and all
other progressives have a big and
urgent job cut out for them.

the corner of a rocky promontory—
Artek!

And there were the children, hun-
dreds of them, their sun-browned
bodies looking like so many baby seals
playing on the beach and splashing in
the water. Even from far off I could
hear their childish shrieks and happy
laughter.

In the administration building, amid
rows of little white cottages, I was
welcomed by the director, a curly-
headed giant in his early thirties. We
managed to talk to each other in his
broken English and my even more
mangled Russian. Then the inevitable
visitor’s book to sign—and that’s where
I learned that T had just missed meet-
ing Mr. Bullitt.

On the day before my visit Bullitt,
the first American Ambassador to the
Soviet Union, and his aides had signed
the guest book of Camp Artek. I don’t
remember the exact words which this
distinguished guest had written therein,
but it was lavish praise of what he had
seen in Artek.

The young director could hardly
wait to tell me all about “Mister Boo-
litt”—this khoroshy chelovek, this ex-
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cellent person, an Amerikanetz, too.
Do you know Mr. Bullitt? No? Ah,
_ that is very bad—if only you had come
yesterday you would have met Mr.
Bullitt—a real friend of Russia—he
had nothing but words of friendship
for our country and our children. And
that is good, that is very very impor-
tant—that America and Soviet Russia
be good friends. Yes, your Mr. Bullitt,
he is a very good man, a good friend
of ours.

I was shown through the camp—
the playrooms, the dining hall, the
library. All elicited from me the
thumbs-up sign which is the expressive
Russian for OK! Excellent. But best
of all were the kids: representative of
all the republics, from all the Euro-
pean and Asiatic peoples who make up
the Soviet Union—brothers and sisters
all.

I spent the day with the children,
and that night there was an agonka
held in the natural amphitheater near
the beach, a bonfire ceremony ar-
ranged in my honor—just for me. No,
not just for me—for all Amerikants
who were friends of the Soviet people.
Mr. Bullitt’s official visit had been a
brief one as such must be for important
people. But since I wasn’t in any hurry
the children would present the special
program which they had prepared.

HAT a show it was—there in the
licht of the burning log-fire!
Each of the nationalities had something
to present: the plaintively beautiful
songs of the Ukraine, the strange
chants of Turkestan, fantastic Cir-
cassian dances—all in costume, and as
a backdrop the purple shadow of the
sea and the stars big and low in the
sky, millions of them hanging heavy
like clusters of grapes on a vine. And
after the group performances the mass
singing—hundreds of children raising
their young voices in the gay, strong,
hopeful songs of the socialist land.
At the end, of course, I had to make
a speech. One of the assistant leaders,
a Leningrad Komsomolka, would
translate. Perhaps it was better that [
did have to speak through the pauses
of her translation—it gave me a
chance to clear the lump from my
throat. I told the kids about America.
Even now I can see their faces, ani-
mated and ruddy in the firelicht.
Handshakes and farewell. Going
back on the moonlit path I didn’t
think about Mr. Bullitt. All T could
think of was what wonderful children
these were—the youth of the new so-
cialist society.

nm September 10, 1946

DPve never forgotten Artek. I re-
membered that carefree camp in the
dark days when Hitler’s barbarians
swept over that sunny land. And how
I cheered when the Red Army finally
drove them back over the mountains,
across the wide rivers, beyond the
border to Berlin. Now, I said, they
will rebuild Artek and the children
will laugh and sing again.

I wonder whether Mr. Bullitt has
forgotten about his visit to Artek. Any-
way it doesn’t matter. He wants to
drop atomic bombs on those children
who thought he was their friend. No
one would care much about this if it
were something that only he wanted.
But Mr. Bullitt of Philadelphia’s Main
Line is a rich man and his friends are
men with millions—and influence.
One of his sponsors is Henry Luce,
who shoots millions of hate-Russia
bullitts into American homes each
week. .

Back in 1944 when the Soviet
Union was our ally in the war against
fascism Mr. Luce’s Life magazine
published an article by Bullitt attacking
Russia. I sat down and wrote a letter
to Life, saying that such articles were
harmful to the anti-Nazi war and

€

against our nation’s interest. Mr. Luce
didn’t answer me. But I did get a let-
ter from Barbara E. Jones, “for the
Editors.”

“Dear Sergeant Brown,” she
wrote, “the opinions Mr. Bullitt ex-
pressed represent one attitude, and no
purpose is served by refusing to admit
the existence of conflicting opinions in
the intrinsically controversial matter of
American-Russian relations. The fact
that Mr. Bullitt is a Russophobe has
never been a secret, but it seems to us
that unity which results from turning
a deaf ear to the opposition has a very
shaky foundation indeed. In closing we
would like to point out that a true ap-
preciation of the Freedom of the Press
consists not only in reading what you
approve, but in reading with an open
mind what you do not approve. Thank
you for writing so frankly. ...”

Well, Miss Jones, I still don’t have
an open mind about Bullitt. “Freedom
of the Press” as practiced by the Luces
and expounded by the Apostle Byrnes
in Paris is rapidly replacing patriotism
in Dr. Johnson’s dictum as to what
constitutes the last refuge of scoundrels
—including promoters of atomic di-
plomacy.
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A BOY'S DEATH

By MILLEN BRAND

(In the Railroad Strike at Reading, 1877) roared up in the flames’ hood
~—from “Local Lives”  and fell hissing to the river.

22

The air crowned his hair softly,
blowing childhood over his forehead,
fringing eyes that were eager

but denied their eagerness in shyness.
He ran much through the town.

On Saturday, at Reading’s Penn and Seventh,

curious,

he stood with his hand at his eyes . . .
and over Reading the mountainous
risings of cloud over mountain,
the ridge clear from the valley

and railroad track, lay

heavy like the smoke

falling stroke by stroke

from factory, foundry,

to the rows of red roofs,

the orange-red roofs

of the city.

Railroad workers’ delegates

were then talking, arguing.

Wage cuts, hunger

had brought them or those near them
to the last step of the stair of patience.
Night after night

through the winter before,

cold had crowded them

to the refuge of police or workhouse light . . .

The boy walked through files,
aisles of workers waiting—
half aware of shadow dropping
east from Pittsburgh

(twenty-six workers were fighting and dying

as they talked . . .)

When the hght on the sky walked
dark, the crowd took

its uneven, way slowly

into the red-shadowed alleys. Oley
and the valleys east took sleep

like the city.

The next night the news from the west
changed order to hate.

At ten o’clock

the last passenger train from Philadelphia
approached with scabs.

Back on the Lebanon Valley track,

the strikers tore up track,

great stretches and, cursing

set freight cars ablaze. While the “cut”
was being watched, a mile out

a bridge began to burn. The wood

The boy smelled the smoke here
and the sparks drifting, heated
in bands of light gutted
skyward. Yet the trains came.

And the next day the same.

In the afternoon the strikers poured
tons of coal on the tracks, turned
freight cars still unburned

into barricades—a train shrieked

at six around the bend of “Neversink,”
and hit the link

of barricades and coal and got through
plowing debris and coal up

smaking black into the air.

The dust settled on the boy’s hair,
and through its coughing blindness, lip
was stained with the black

shadow from the track.

As night fell, a regiment

of Pennsylvania Volunteers,

soldiers poorly -disciplined,

joined the Coal and Iron Police.
The Coal and Iron Police stayed in,
but the soldiers, marching out
through embattled Penn Street,
went to “free” a train.

Their clouded eyes

strained through coal smoke,
through stones, through the roar of hate,
until the checks of thought gave out.

The workers caught the straight-on shot.
Lewis Eisenhower fell,

lead through his femoral,

Daniel Nachtrieb through the eye,

the whistle of eternity . .

Ten running from the spitting lead

lay down in the gutter’s bed,

the sidewalk’s hospital, and died

from their brother Germans’ lead.

A boy with pale hair

was carried into a drugstore

and bled to death there. He was there
following the law that draws

children after ambulance,

fire gong, or any noise . . .

Eager with childhood’s joys,

with love, with hope of seething trees,
sun, the torrent life,

he was laid back on a floor to die

for railroad’s private property.
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mail call

Ferrini's Poetry

To NEw Masses: In the July 16 issue
of NM, Tom McGrath reviewed Tidal
Wave, by Vincent Ferrini, a review that
must have elicited a number of replies—
for a “pro” letter and a “con” letter on
McGrath’s review were subsequently printed
in “Mail Call.” Without wishing to inter-
ject my opinion of Tidal Wave or Mec-
Grath’s review of it, there is a matter of
importance which I believe deserves to be
called to the attention of NM and its
readers.

McGrath adjudges Tidal Wave a failure
as art and poetry on the grounds that it
does not measure up to Ferrini’s previous
volume of poetry, Blood of the Tenement.
Regardless of how one may feel about this
judgment, the fact is clear that Blood of the
Tenement must be successful as art and
poetry.

If this is not so, McGrath’s review fails
to make sense altogether.

And indeed, Blood of the Tenement (like
its predecessor, Injunction) is great art and
great poetry, a permanent contribution to
the proletarian literary movement and Amer-
ican culture. People who feel and love poetry
recognize that Blood of the Tenement and
Injunction entitle Ferrini to be ranked with
the great poets of our time, the worthy
inheritor of the revolutionary mantle worn
before him by the late Sol Funaroff and the
later Alex Bergman. Yet when Blood of the
Tenement was published, NEW MassEs dis-
missed it with a cursory few lines that
could not even pass for a review among
Philistines. In effect, NM pigeonholed a
great work of art and earmarked it for
oblivion, instead of urging folks to dash
pell-mell to the nearest bookshop and bowl
over all unfortunate bystanders in order to
purchase a copy,

Then when Ferrini publishes a new book-
let of poems—T'idal Wave—NM uses Blood
of the Tenement as a club with which to
beat Ferrini. These actions, I respectfully
submit, do a great disservice to the literary
Left which is desperately attempting to
effect a renaissance, a great injustice to
Ferrini, and cast an unwholesome shadow
upon NEW MASSES. )

Perhaps there is a reason for such un-
" becoming conduct. Perhaps the difference in
reviewers is responsible for the discrepancy.
Whatever the cause may be, in all fairness,
if it wishes to be considered a responsible
organ and a magazine that will guide the
rebuilding of the literary Left, NM should
assign someone to re-review Blood of tke
Tenement, someone capable of giving a
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worthy and temperate review and analysis
of Ferrini and his poetry. It is enough that
the literary echoes of the boorzwahzee snub
a revolutionary poet; let not NEw MASSEs
keep itself in the same company. I wrote
to NM on this rank injustice to Ferrini six
months before McGrath’s review of Tidal

Wave without even a personal reply; I

earnestly hope NM will see fit to print this
letter.

Mike HECHT.
Chicago.

Question

To NEwW Masses: I note in an NM article
by Beatrice King (August 6) an infer-
ence that strikes are not permitted in the
Soviet Union and that there is no necessity
for strikes.

In The Worker (August 4) Mr. R. J.
Thomas, vice president of the UAW-CIO,
reporting on his trip to the USSR states:
“there are few strikes in Soviet factories,
although the existence of the right to strike
is strongly emphasized.”

There has been much discussion among
trade unionists on this question. I believe
the point should be clarified.

JEAN BERMAN.
Brooklyn.

Miss King made the point that the as-
sumption that major conflicts must arise
between employers and employes which can
only be settled by strikes is not valid in the
Soviet Union awhere there is no employer
class separate and distinct from employes.
This is not in contradiction to Mr. Thomas’
report that the Soviet workers have the right
to strike and, in fact, have exercised this
right in local instances where management
has failed to settle grievances or fulfill
agreements made with the trade unions—Ed.

Rubinstein Recommended

To NEw Massgs: In the current issue of
Science and Society S. L. Rubinstein,
a leading figure in Soviet psychology, states:
“The alienation of the basic social content
of human consciousness has produced the
inevitable result that everything of living
significance, and all the motives of behavior
and its dynamic tendencies, were submerged
in the obscure depths of the instincts, the
irrational, the subconscious  (Bergson,
Freud).”

This statement is-obviously deprecatory
of Freud and even the whole concept of the
subconscious. It seems to go considerably

further than Dr. Wortis in his polemic with
Dr. Furst in NEw Masses. For a more
comprehensive examination of several other
striking departures from American thinking
on psychology I heartily recommend reading
Rubinstein’s article.
SIESEL MATHEWS,

Phoenix, Ariz.

"I Saw a Man"

To NEW Masses: 1 have just been look-
ing through NM and 1 felt that I
should write and tell you what a splendid
poem Lewis Allan has written. It is.the
issye of August 20, the poem is “I Saw A
Man.” I make a brave attempt to write
poetry and no greater tribute can be said of
a fellow than: I wish T had written that
poem. The Beautiful dramatic simplicity of
form gives the subject a fine emphasis
which would have been lost if dealt with
more elaborately.

MAXINE B. ESBORN.
San Diego. ’ :

Bouquet to Boyer

To NEw Masses: Richard O. Boyer’s
article on Howard Fast was, in mj'
opinion, the finest piece of writing which
has appeared in NM since Forsythe wrote
“A World Gone Mad.” The clarity . and
consciousness of writers like Howard Fast,
Albert Maltz, Richard O. Boyer and others
represents one of the bright spots .in an
otherwise darkening picture.
Our progressive movement may not have
the most, but we certainly have the best,
of the contemporary literary crop.

R.K.S.
New York.

On Bebiglg American

To NEw Massgs: I enjoyed immensely
Richard O. Boyer’s review of Howard
Fast and The American (NM, August 20).
However, there is one point, to my mind,
which reveals a politically precarious posi-
tion in Mr. Boyer’s observations. He seems
to feel that “the American Communists
should strive to be as distinctly American
as the French Party is distinctly French.”

To have stated that each Communist
Party should grow and anchor its roots in
the working class according to the specific
national conditions at hand would have been
one thing. But 'm afraid Mr. Boyer inad-
vertently conjures up another impression. I
challenge Mr. Boyer to recall one struggle
or issue in which the Communists partici-
pated in recent years which is not American.
Can he also deny that such struggles are
international in scope at the same time?
How then does that make the American
Communist Party less “distinctly American?”

Lou KAYE.
New York. :
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review and comment

PIG'S-EYE VIEW

There was once a barnyard filled with beasts:
Orwell's overture to a morgue for all mankind.

By MILTON BLAU

ANIMAL FARM, by George Orwell. Har-
court, Brace. $1.75.

s A form the fable is a very dif-
A ficult one to work in. It has a
peculiar nature inasmuch as it
demands from the author the greatest
understanding of life and people, an
unfailing insight into what is true. Per-
haps for thjs reason fable tellers are of
two kinds: very wise men or just plain
liars.

The fable has another quality.
When it is good, great masses of peo-
ple make it a part of their lives. When
it is bad it dies, because the durability
of a fable is its truth. Orwell’s fable,
having no truth, digs its own grave in
the cow-flops which covers the con-
trived acre of “Animal Farm.”

George Orwell relates the adven-
tures of Animal Farm as a fable be-
cause his brand of slander is directed
against all of mankind and against any
possible visions man may have for a
better world. Even Trotskyites and
fascists know that you can’t sell a lie of
the Orwell dimension without a meas-
ure of dressing in pig-latin.

Mr. Orwell’s zoological treatise of
Soviet history has as its task the de-
fining of Leon Trotsky as the betrayed
hero of socialism and Stalin as the be-
trayer. (This is logical since Orwell
spent his time in Spain working with
~ the Trotskyites in the POUM, whom
he defended when they were accused
of pro-fascist activity.) As part of the
same horse-play Orwell has with his
“word magic” tried to turn the Soviet
Union into a state which cannot be
differentiated from a capitalist state—
except (Orwell grunting) that it is
worse! _

No matter how dexterous the lying,
people are not apt to forget that the
socialist state and its Red Army under
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the leadership of Stalin played a great
role in crushing fascism. (They did
this even while Orwell was busy writ-
ing his Animal Farm.) The Soviet
Union was able to do its job on the
battlefield to a large extent because so
many pigs like “Snowball” (read
Trotsky) had been good and properly
stuck. The purging of wreckers and
conspirators against the Soviet Union
is viewed with great regret by Trotsy-
ites like Orwell who feel that more of
their brand of “democracy” and less
Soviet Union would make the world a
better place—for those happy im-
perialists who are bent now on the
domination of the world and who
shout “democracy” as their own magic
word.

As to the difference between the
Soviet Union and other states, over
which the Orwells and such become
quite “suddenly” blind, we have some
students of world affairs who see it
most clearly. There is the “socialist”
Bevin and the “democrat” Byrnes,
who are demonstrating each day not
only that the example of the Soviet
Union impedes their crusade to bring
the “democratic” grail into Europe
and Asia, but that the main trouble
with Soviet socialism (as compared to
the British version) is that it is too
damned socialist! -

Yet these Orwell tricks are old ones
—not too much of an improvement on
Valtin, Kravchenko but good enough
for the Book-Of-The-Month Club.
Throughout his dull fable Orwell’s
utter contempt for mankind spews
forth. How man’s wretched mind
works! Orwell reduces the world and
the struggle of man for a better world
to a barnyard filled with stupid ani-
mals. But this is not enough: once hav-
ing turned man into beast Orwell con-

trives to show what an ugly beast he is.
Along with Orwell’s blanket hatred is
his “love,” which in his fable he be-
stows, Judas-like, on the horse
Boxer.

In Boxer he portrays the working-
class, conscious and loyal, but so stupid
that he can only learn the first four
letters of the alphabet. Orwell argues
through Boxer that the more the
working-class fights for its own inter-
ests the more surely it will be defeated!
He concludes, of course, that it is bet-
ter to accept all the tragedy of capital-
ism than to see the “stupid” working
class rise to power.

It is no accident that Animal Farm
has as its only -human characters ex-
ploiters of labor. It is only in this man-
ner and in fable form that Orwell can
realize the manhood of his kind. The
real progress of man and the growing
maturity of the working class all over
the earth, portending real democracy,
frighten George Orwell and the mas-
ters of his barnyard.

Outside of its anti-Sovieteering and
its hatred for man, Animal Farm has

. nothing to offer but a flimsy and

heavily-worked fable. The animals on
Jones’ farm, inspired by the old pig,
“Major,” revolt against Mankind.
(Slogan: Death to Humanity.) “Na-
poleon” and “Snowball” lead the revo-
lution after the death of Major. Snow-
ball, a flamboyant pig, is made the
brain; but he is “framed” by Napo-
leon.

Napoleon then proceeds to “wreck
and betray” the new system until, in
the end, no one can tell the difference
between pigs and people.

You can follow the path of Trotsky-
ite slander throughout the entire dis-
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tortion curve of Animal Farm with the
aid of the scantiest high school history
book. (Trotsky electrified the Soviet
Union, indeed!) The historical “ac-
curacy” of the tale prompted the New
York T'imes to use the warm praise of
Arthur Schlesinger, Jr., the Red-bait-
ing historian with the dime store axe.

Animal Farm fully demonstrates
the class nature of art. It is a poor
writing job seized upon for its
“proper”, ruling class political view.
Some of the enthusiastic critics even
compare it to Alice In Wonderland
and predict for it a classic stature.
When ruling-class needs are met al-
most anything is crowned with an
“art” halo. (To mention Haymarket
or Altgeld is to immediately cease to be
an artist.) It makes no difference to
that class that such irresponsibility
castrates art. The working class, be-
cause it needs the greatest expressions
of truth and the most accurate recrea-
tions of man and his real society de-
mands, quite oppositely, that art be
developed to its highest and most virile
level. -

Orwell makes his little contribution
toward the general preparation of re-
action for an anti-Soviet war. Animal
Farm displays the warped fascist-
Trotskyite mind worming its way back
into literature; a mind which seethes
with hatred for man and argues for
nihilism, for the destruction of both
man and art.

Seven Philosophies

THE BASIS OF CRITICISM IN THE ARTS, by
Stephen C. Pepper. Harvard University
Press. $2.50.

WHILE criticism in the arts in re-
cent years has been profoundly
influenced by Marxism, academic es-
thetic theory has remained practically
unaffected. In this latest book by one
of America’s leading esthetic theorists,
the existence of Marxist esthetics is not
even acknowledged. Except for small,
fragmentary references to the cultural
element in art, the socio-economic di-
mension which Marxism has added to
esthetic theory is hardly grasped.
Pepper says his aim is to examine
empirically the basis of criticism in ac-
cordance with the “sources, nature
and organization of evidence.” He dis-
cards dogmatism in any form and sets
up as criteria of evidence fact as im-
mediately given or the corroboration
of dove-tailing facts, on the empirical
assumption that “the only way to im-
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prove our knowledge and our evidence
is to get more evidence.”

The assembly and organization of
evidence as the basis for making art
judgments are not random, says Pep-
per, but in practice mean the “appli-
cation of a sound philosophy to works
of art.” Whether or not the critic real-
izes it, any criticism presupposes a sys-
tem of philosophy. Pepper has sur-
veyed the history of thought and con-
cluded that the systems of philosophy
can be reduced to seven. Of these
seven philosophies, or “world systems,”
as he calls them, he rejects three as
untenable by modern man because
they do not survive the scrutiny of evi-
dence, since they rely upon unfounded
common sense assertions, authority,
animism or mysticism. He then exam-
ines the criteria by which the four
surviving ‘world systems judge works
of art.

The “mechanistic” view (Santaya-
na, Prall) judges beauty by the hedon-
istic criterion of immediate pleasure;
the “contextualistic” view (pragma-
tism, instrumentalism, James, Bergson,
Dewey) asserts that the intensity and
depth of the art object as a whole is
the criterion; the ‘“organistic” view
(Hegel, objective idealism, Bosanquet)
gives the absolute integration of feeling
achieved in the art object as the cri-
terion; and the “formistic” view
(Plato, Aristotle, Aquinas, Ruskin,
Tolstoy) judges art by its success in
representing, expressing and satisfying
the ideally normal man. No one of
these criteria, says Pepper, is adequate
to judge completely the work of art,
but each contributes valid critical ele-
ments. Justice is done to beauty by all
these snorms taken together. Pepper
then makes an interesting analysis of

sonnets by Shakespeare and Gerard
Manley Hopkins from the viewpoint of
each world system and thereby at-
tempts to illustrate the validity of his
theory that only all these criteria to-
gether can yield-adequate criticism. In
a supplementary essay he analyzes the
precise existential boundaries of a work
of art in each of the major arts.

Where does dialectical materialism
fall into this scheme? Pepper does not
consider this world system in the book,
but none of the four presumed tenable
systems includes - Marxism. Clearly it
rejects mechanism. Although Marxism
stresses ‘“‘context,” its context is more
broadly conceived than the that of the
contextualists, for Marxism would
comprehend socio-economic elements.
Although Marxism affirms that the art
object has organic connections with the
world, it differs from the “organists”
in denying their idealistic conception of
organism and their absolutistic,. ration-
alistic type of analysis; and although
Marxism would include the “formis-
tic” criterion of normality as a basis of
judgment, this criterion would not be
simplistically applied, and would be in-
terpreted in a class sense. Dialectical
materialism is thus outside all four sys-
tems. All this is condensed statement,
but it should be clear that while Pep-
per’s reduction of world systems has a
certain utility, it is incomplete and far
from final.

Further, Marxism differs radically
from other philosophical systems in be-
ing grounded in a thoroughgoing sci-
entific approach. Nowhere does this ap-
pear more clearly than in the social
sciences, of which esthetics is one,
Marxist social analysis begins with
socio-economic man, man as he is ac-
tually found in society; the central fact
of man’s relation to society is his rela-
tionship to production. This is the new
social dimension discovered by Marx
and Engels, and academic and bour-
geois esthetics has not yet realized or
refuses to realize the significance of this
revolutionary discovery. This does not
in any sense imply that the indubitable
contributions of other systems are dis-
carded by Marxism—Marx himself
built upon Hegelianism. But it does
mean that Marxism has achieved a
new synthesis which in the social
sciences and esthetics are based on the
dominant function of production. The
articulation and investigation of Marx-
ism will increasingly demonstrate this
truth.

Lours Harap.
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Poetry and ldeas

PERSPECTIVE FOR POETRY, by Jack Lindsay.
A Fore Publication, London. Two shillings.

ALTHOUGH it was written and pub-

lished quite some time before the
New Masses controversy over Albert
Maltz’s article; Jack Lindsay’s Perspec-
tive For Poetry might well be consid-
ered a timely summary of all sides in-
volved. Himself an author of many
volumes of poetry, dramas, novels,
biographies and critical works, this
Briton is also a radical historian and
he handles. his theme and variations in
the light of historical imperatives. The
essay Is intensely conceived and exe-
cuted and plays fair in its estimaticn of
authors, both classic and modern, who
succeeded or should have succeeded in
advancing the cause of humanity. He is
all for a people’s movement in the arts
and concludes: “In our period the full
esthetic integration is bound up with
an active participation in the struggle
for a classless society, for the actualiza-
tion of plenty and human wholeness.”

In a cultural field pervaded with so
many cynics, snobs, escapists, pessimists,
and with men once worthy who have
given up the struggle and compromised
with the gold standard or some easy
panacea, Lindsay’s pamphlet is a vital
challenge to action. And it examines
with due courtesy certain prominent
left-wing British poets who couldn’t
stand the progressive gaff any longer
and are moving toward the private
consolations of mysticism. He calls such
men passivists and finds passivism the
most dangerous retreat for an author.

““The author must have a world-
view, a basic attitude, a system of
values; and that means he must take
part in the ideological battle. No one,
poet or anyone else, can make a state-
ment about life without some propa-
gandistic point, unless he is to talk
‘gibberish; for any statement with
meaning will contain values. In fact,
all the poets who have so far written,
great or small, can be shown to have
been propagandists for some set of
values. . . . The poet’s freedom is his
right, his need, to be true to the full-
ness of life, not to one side of it, but to
the complete méaning and movement.”

Differing with most left-wing crit-
ics, Lindsay pays tribute to T. S.
Eliot for “expressing a recoil from a
world unintelligible and abandoned to
bestial ends.” He claims that in The
W asteland Eliot uttered “a large-scale
historical view of disintegration.” But

the American-British poet could only
realize one-half of the creative process
—*‘the withering and the dying.” Re-
birth escaped him entirely and history
“lost its powers of renewal.” Out of
the postwar boom and. collapse of the
late T'wenties and early Thirties came
three young British poets, - Auden,
Spender and Day Lewis, who were in-
fluenced by Eliot in breaking with
traditional forms, and who reached
beyond his ethical program by con-
sidering some revolution under the
Marxian banner. But the “flaw of
passivity” which turned Eliot away
just at the point where he seemed about
to grapple with the fullness of life like-
wise attacked these three poets. Despite
a growing awareness of social and po-
litical problems and the development of
new technical qualities, each returned
to the self instead of embracing a world
society, and failed “to expand organi-
cally with the historical situation.”

In subsequent movements such as
Grigson’s New Verse, Symons’ Twen-
tieth Century Verse, and Left Review,
further gains were made in an effort
to break the now-recognized barrier of
passivity, yet the political appeal “was
too often dissevered from the full es-
thetic issue.” And, on a larger scale,
the failure of the English people them-
selves in recognizing the meaning of
the Spanish Civil War and of the
people’s upsurge in the French Popular
Front finally revealed that the poet in
England was “striving against very
difficult forces in his environment.” In
pre-war Britain, “the flaw of passivity
was also in the British people, at the
heart of the British labor movement.”

In a brief review it is impossible to
enumerate all the points made by Lind-
say in his dynamic essay. He shows
how many an important creator under
capitalism was bound to be partly re-
actionary in his politics, to view social-
ism only in some utopian form, and
to engage in anarchistic fantasies and
ironies as the only means of tackling
“omnipresent contradictions.” He had
to go outside realities for a “man-to-
man relationship offsetting the distor-
tions of capitalist fetishism which treat-
ed men as things, as part of the com-
modity-market with all its veils and
blind - forces.” The one British poet
who looms above all others and means
most for our world is William Blake,
“the only poet so far who has been
esthetically aware of the full implica-
tions of history in the industrial epoch.”

While Jack Lindsay confines him-
self to the British scene, American
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parallels are implicit not alone in the
field of poetry but in all our writing
or mis-writing. In view of the rise of
certain Anglo-American interests which
‘now threaten the world with an evil
subjugation, a great defense and attack
is in cultural union between the pro-
gressive forces in America and all other
nations, together with the cultural
forces of the Soviet Union. “Life-pat-
terns are richly stirred and find revalu-
ation. And for the same reason people
in general tend to look more to the
arts for the utterance of the new full-
ness, for the revelation of crisis and the
way out.”
ALFRED KREYMBORG. .

Barons of the Air

VITAL PROBLEMS OF AIR COMMERCE, edited
by Lucien Zacharoff. Duell, Sloan & Pearce.
$3. '

vIATION is a field in which the

rivalries of gigantic corporations
have dictated the policy of the na-
tion; a field of vital public interests
that are often negated, sometimes
by monopoly, sometimes by ruthless
competition; a field which has had an
appalling, though brief, history of cor-
ruption and scandal. It is a clear in-
stance of how one of the brightest
promises of our times is denied fruition
by the single fact that personal and
corporate profit stimulate and direct
the initiative while community welfare
is an accidental by-product.

Aviation has often been described
in purple cinematic language, has
sometimes been appraised in sociology
texts, but has never been exposed or
analyzed as it deserves. Emile Gauv-
reau wrote perhaps the best-known

Heliker.
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expose of the air trusts; but even his
work is over-cautious.

Perhaps, though, the public needs
groundwork in the subject before it
can be told the whole fantastic story.
That groundwork is, in large measure,
supplied by Lucien Zacharoff’s unique
compilation of several essays origi-
nally read at sessions of the Aviation
Section of the New York Board of
Trade. It took a veteran aviation
journalist like Zacharoff adequately to
appraise such a source of data. For here
are the conflicts, the internecine war-
fare of the magnates; here is the hope;
and here are some of the major prob-
lems of aviation. The answers to those
problems are given by spokesmen of
conflicting groups. Though few of
them are right from a people’s point of
view, the answers reveal the forces at
work.

These papers are all the more re-
vealing because they were originally
meant not for the general public but
for the boys in the know. It is plain
talk with comparatively little dressing.
For example, there is the very reveal-
ing controversy between the pro-
ponents of monopoly, led fittingly
enough by Col. J. Carroll Cone, as-
sistant vice-president of Pan American,
and the champions of “regulated com-
petition.” The latter’s spokesman, Jack
Nichols, vice-president of TWA, is a
newcomer in international air traffic
who wants a crack at the title.

Pan American, which until very re-
cently held an air-tight monopoly in
American overseas air transport, up-
holds the monopoly principle and ex-
pands it to endorse an aerial imperialist
policy. With remarkable logic Colonel
Cone begins with a proposal for mo-
nopoly in business, goes on to support
nationalism in business and ends with
the threat of war for business. He de-
clares that “the British government is
envisaging strong cooperation from
numerous small foreign countries over
which the British have powerful in-
fluence, in the operation of this giant
Empire combine, which cooperation
will, in effect, set up a powerful cartel.
The strength of this cartel will be so
great that it compels us to unify our
efforts in order to hold our own
against such a combine.”

Scorning the amenities about avia-
tion’s functions as a world unifier, Pan
Am’s spokesman points out that it is
unprofitable for us to talk about “free-
dom of the air.””_ He says: “Our geo-
graphical position permits us to fly
across the Atlantic to Scandinavia,

BEN HECHT'S
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England, France, Spain, Portugal,
Africa, and across the Pacific to Rus-
sia, Japan, China, Australia and New
Zealand without crossing other coun-
tries; furthermore, we already have
long-established rights to fly into and
across every Central and South Amer-
ican country. Therefore, we do not
need Freedom of the Air, and it would
be dangerous for us to give it to
others.” From that “practical business-
man’s approach” to the problem, it is
one step to this firm enunciation: “A
foreign policy cannot be effective with-
out force in the background. As Theo-
dore Roosevelt said, ‘Speak softly, but
carry a big stick!” ”

To his cause, Colonel Cone claims,
American labor has rallied. He writes:
“American labor is strongly opposed to
adoption of Freedom of the Air by this
country. Mr. William Green has gone
on record officially for the AFL in op-
position. . . .”> There is no intimation

in the Colonel’s address that any other

spokesmen for labor exist. Green is
enough for him.

And if there is to be one world, pre-
sumably it is to be an American one,
“For it is true that a strong position in
the new world of the air rightfully be-
longs to the American generations to
come.”

This review has dealt at consider-
able length with Colonel Cone’s argu-
ment because it seemed such.a perfect
illustration of imperialism in action.
There are many other essays which,
taken singly, reveal the classic lines of
a too-familiar crassness. But some are
honest, if short-sighted, approaches to
aviation problems; and taken in sum,
the collection constitutes a valuable
survey.

However, it suffers from two limita-
tions. One is in the nature of the book
itself. No collection of speeches de-
livered before the New York Board of
Trade would be likely to contain a
profound analysis which would reveal
aviation’s importance and dangers to
the peoples of the world. The other
weakness of the book lies in the absence
of comment from the editor. If the
chairman had intervened to clarify
matters and relate the varying speeches
to the central problems it would have
made a more important book. As it is,
Editor Zacharoff has mined a valuable
quantity of raw material. Now we’re
ready for the assayers: the analysts,
the economists, the historians, the ex-
posers.

FrepERICK S. WINTER.

Rich and Various

A LITTLE TREASURY OF MODERN POETRY, °
edited by Oscar Williams. Scribner’s. $2.75.

‘ w 71TH this collection of “best”

poems written during the past
fifty years, Oscar Williams reaffirms
his bid for the position of our leading
anthologist—a place held previously
for many years by Louis Untermeyer.
Mr. Williams® principles of selection
are new, and insofar as they break
with academic precedent, seem a wel-
come innovation. Here are all (or al-
most all) the great names in Anglo-
American poetry of the last half cen-
tury: Housman, Frost, Yeats, Eliot,
Auden and the others; and here also
are many lesser-known poets, includ-
ing some of our youngest ones, whom
one would not have found in anthol-
ogies of the past.

Mr. Williams’ criteria of choice are
admittedly individual: “I made my
basic rule for the choice of poems very
simple: if a poem gavé me that expe-
rience which I have learned comes as a
reaction to reading a true poem, I in-
cluded it, provided it conformed to my
space limitations.” For such a principle
of selection there is much to be said
(providing the selector exhibits dis-
criminating taste in his selections, as
Mr. Williams does on the whole). It
grants us the satisfaction of sharing the
anthologist’s pleasure in discovery of
much fresh and original work which
has not yet received general accept-
ance. And it spares us the burden of
dutifully examining all that dreary
freight which weighs down' most an-
thologies of the past, packed along
simply because it bears the stamp of
what the anthologist conceives to be
“general acceptance.”

The limitations of Mr. Williams’
taste lead of course to omissions. The
most surprising is that of Carl Sand-
burg. One is not surprised, in view of
Sandburg’s non-appearance, to find
that Mr. Williams also omits most of
the poets whose work is noted particu-
larly for its progressive political con-
tent: Norman Corwin, Norman
Rosten and others who came to promi-
nence before them in the 1930’s (al-
though he groups a number of poems’
under the heading of “Class Strug-
gle”). But the omission also of such
well-established poets as John Mal-
colm Brinnin, Robert Fitzgerald and
Josephine Miles is only a little less sur-
prising. than that of Sandburg. And
among others whose work seems likely
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to win them established reputations
soon we might have expected to find
Denis Devlin and Robert Lowell in-
cluded.

Despite the omissions, however,
Mr. Williams’ anthology undoubtedly
remains the best so far available, for it
does afford a comprehensive introduc-
tion to a rich variety of the best poetry
written in our times. It includes, be-
sides, a section devoted to modern
light verse and Mr. Williams’ preface
analyzing current practice in the poetic
field. One might quarrel with some of
his metaphysical reflections here; but
in general, his account is fairly in-
formative.

WaLrt McELroy.

Peasant Community

MALAY FISHERMEN: THEIR PEASANT ECON-
oMY, by Raymond Firth. Institute of Pacific
Relazions. $4.50.

HIs book, which should be of great

interest to economists and students
of economics, is the result of a year’s
field research by two anthropologists.
It describes the economy of a simple
Malay peasant community in practice.
This culture uses money and depends
on the sale of most of its produce for
its livelihood. There is a simple form
of capital—savings invested in individu-
ally owned expensive fishing-gear.
Nearly one-third of the fishermen make
just enough for minimal subsistence,
and even more own no major gear.
However, the class lines are not sharp
as work is cooperative, though on an
individual basis; owners are them-
selves workers, payment is in division
of proceeds rather than wages, and
there is little difference in scale of
living.

All this is described in fascinating
detail, with technical graphs and charts,
and also vivid accounts of individual
bargaining transactions, case histories
of capital accumulation, and so forth.
Mr. Firth raises, but presents all too
briefly, the question of the applicability
of our own economic categories and
the problems which may arise with
increasing mechanization. He does,
however, point out that the ground-
work is such as to lead to a possible
development of sharper class differen-
tiation, with a native capitalist-man-
agerial class. The book makes clear the
value of anthropological techniques for
understanding even the technical sub-
ject matter of other disciplines relating
to simpler cultures.

May EpkeL.
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the clearing house

HEN CIO-PAC started the

School of Political Action Tech-
niques in Washington, D.C., in June,
the response was so great that they ex-
panded the idea to include key points
throughout the country. Planned for
the near future are the Midwest
School in Chicago, September 4-7;
schools in Columbia, Mo., September
7-8; Detroit, September 20-21; Bos-
ton, September 20-22; New Haven,
September 27-28; San Francisco,
September 27-29; and in New York
for one day, October 6. Classes cover
all phases of forthcoming election pro-
cedure’ and analysis of government
functions. With absolutely no material
to proceed from students participated
in the writing of material which will
be compiled and published as an illus-
trated manual.

The Civil Rights Congless of New
York is circulating a signature petition
protesting the Georgia lynchings. Stab
the KKK with your fountain pen. . ..
Stage For Action now has ten com-
panies hard at work on election cam-
paign scripts. . . . The progressive
musical satire Keynotes of Unity, by
Bob Adler and Elmer Bernstein, will
open at the Fraternal Clubhouse, 110
W. 48th St., N. Y., on September 22.
Born at Camp Unity, the material was
tested throughout the season for au-
dience reaction. On the strength of
what they saw, the audiences became
angels to an unfinished production by
buying tickets in advance. . . . By the
use of film song-strips projected
against buildings, People’s Songs gets a
rooted-to-the-spot attention from street
rallies.

More information coming later on
the book bought by Edward Choate,
the producer, to be adapted to the
stage. Subject deals with Negro and
white relations.

Notes on writers: Albert Halper
closed his typewriter on a new novel
about Brooklyn entitled The Web. . . .
Advance sales on the Eliott Roosevelt
book, As He Saw It, have been so
great that publishers Duell Sloan &
Pearce have lowered the price from
$3.50 to $3.00. . . . Boni & Gaer,
publishers of the dollar edition of The
Great Conspiracy Against Russia, are
putting out Maxim Gorky’s Love’s
Orphans, translated into English for
the first time; Russian Literature Since

_ Classified Advertisements

50¢ a line. Payable in advance. Min. charge
$1.50. Approx. 7 words to a line.
Deadline, Fri., 4 p.m.

RoKo GALLERY RoKo FRAMES

NEW GROUP EXHIBITIONS
Expert Framing at Reasonable Prices
We solve all framing problems. CHelsea 2-7049
51 Greenwich Ave. (East of 7th Ave. & 11 8t.)

LECTURE SEPT. 12 - SEPT. 19

LECTURE SERIES, by EIli Siegel, auspices
Committee for Aesthetic Analysis. ‘“Children
as Selves,”” Sept. 12th; ‘“‘Aesthetic Analysis
Doesn’t Mind Being Philosophic,” Sept. 19th.
Steinway Hall, 113 W. §7th St., N.Y.C., Room
718. 8:30 P.M. Admission $1.00 (incl. tax).

METROPOLITAN MUSIC SCHOOL

School for Children and Adults. All instru-
ments, voice and theoretical subjects. Pre-
school classes. Guitar as applied to Folk Music.
Jazz Master class. Instructor: TEDDY WIL-
SON. Registration starts Sept. 6th. Bulletin
Available. 111 West 88th St., N.Y.C. 24, Tel.:
TR. 4-4733.

EYE CARE

EUGENE STEIN, Optometrist—Eye examina-
tions—Glasses Fitted—Visual Training. Room
507, 13 Astor Place (140 East 8th St.), NY 3.
GR. 7-0930.

PIANO TUNING

Piano tunlnz. repairing, tone restorlng and re
fnishing. Planos bought and sold. Ralph J.
Appleton, 6956 Fifth Ave.,, New York 17, N. Y
Tel. PL. 3-0666.

TYPEWRITER CO.

Typewriters, mimeos, adders, office machines
repaired. Buy, sell exchange .Monthly service.
100% union. Vets. A & B Typewriter—633
Melrose—JE 8-1604.

MOVING AND STORAGE

Call Ed Wendel, Veteran, modern warehouse,
individual rooms, reasonable rates, courteous
service. JErome 7-3998 till 6 P.M,

WANTED: DENTAL ASSISTANT

Female—Dental Assistant—experienced pre-
ferred but not requisite. Mid-town office. Tele-
phone PLaza 5-5967.

ROOM WANTED

Single, active male comiade, looking for
congenial family to board with. Brooklyn,
Manhattan. Box 49

VINEYARD LODGE

Beautiful 200-acre farm. Tennis, Handball,
Lake nearby, Bicycles, Recordings. Well-bal-
anced American-Jewish meals. Moderate

prices. Adults only. Vineyard Lodge, Ulster
Park, N. Y., tel. Kingston 3430. Open all year.

THE HEALTH REST

Newest Type of Health Building Resort —
Vegetarian—Delightful Estate; Special Diets.
Spring Valley, N. Y. Phone Nanuet 23186.

SEPTEMBER IN VERMONT

A few guests are welcome at Ethan Allen
Farm to enjoy beautiful fall season and
coloring. Simple living. American style cook-
ing. $30 week. Write Reland Gray RFD
No. 2, Chester, Vermont.
r—

WANTED
Man or woman for special work om

New Masses affair. Good pay. Apply
immediately: N. M., GRamercy 3-5146.

’
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the Revolution by Dr. Joshua Kunitz;
an anthology of novels, poetry and
short stories; Victor Bernstein’s book
on the Nuremburg trials, and Richard
Sasuly’s War in the Making, the story
of I.G. Farben. Original documents
for the last-named book were picked
up in Germany.

The School of Jewish Studies, 13
Astor Place, New York, has some im-
portant courses lined up for the fall
semester. The Palestine issue, Jews in
America and other topics of vital
meaning will be dealt with. The school
is conducting a fund-raising campaign
for $30,000.

News from Chicago: The People’s
Theater Group, under the direction of
William Moore, is working on Home-
coming, a two-scene play on recent
Southern ““incidents.” One of the two
central characters is a blind Negro
vet. .. . Packinghouse Workers’ Bill
Johnson with accompanist Sonia Aus-
tin have been entertaining people with
labor songs. . . . Paul Robeson was
enthusiastic about Gregory Pascal,
American Youth for Democracy bari-
tone who sang at the recent Interna-
tional Worker’s Order banquet for
Robeson in that town.

Attention New Yorkers: You won’t
want to miss the celebration of the
twenty-seventh anniversary of the
Communist Party, USA, which will
be held in the Garden, Thursday
night, September 19. A feature of the
evening will be a historical pageant on
the Party’s years of struggle and
growth, which is being authored by
Mark Hess and produced under the
supervision of Pearl Mullins. Tickets
at the Workers’ Bookshop, 50 E. 13
St. and at Bookfair, 133 W. 44 St.

RutH STARR.
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ANNIVERSARY
GELEBRATION

OF THE BIRTH of the COMMUNIST PARTY, U.S.A.

MADISON SQUARE GARDEN

50th Sreet and 8th Avenue, New York City

THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 19, 1946 |

7:30 P.-M. '

-

Tickets: 50 cents—$2.00 (tax included)

Available at: Workers Bookshop, 50 E. 13th St.; Bookfair, 133 W. 44th St.

ADMISSION FREE
to new subscribers of the Daily Worker

OUTSTANDING SPEAKERS ¢ ENTERTAINMENT

Auspices: NEW YORK STATE COMMITTEE, COMMUNIST PARTY

KEEP YOUR MONDAYS OPEN for

10 WEEKLY FORUMS on
“AMERICAN CIVILIZATION”

Science - Literature - Politics - Foreign Policy - Intellectual Life -
Labor Movement - Religion - Art - Economic Outlook.

@ LECTURES BY OUTSTANDING AUTHORITIES IN EACH FIELD
Au#nce participation.

At the MONDAY EVENINGS—

Webster Hall beginning Monday, Oct. 21

119 E. 11th Street ending Monday, Dec. 23
Single Admission—$1.00; Season pass for subscribers only—$6.50
RESERVE 'YOUR TICKETS NOW. Auspices: NEW MASSES
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DRAMATIC”

PAUL ROBESON
PAUL DRAPER

THE FIRST LIVING NEWSPAPER
PRODUCTION IN TEN YEARS

"THE GREAT CONSPIRACY
AGAINST RUSSIA”

~ WRITTEN BY MORRIS WATSON AND BASED
ON THE BOOK BY SAYERS AND KAHN

cast by STAGE FOR ACTION
‘Carnegie Hall, Sun. SEPT. 22, 8:30p.m.

TICKETS
on sale at:

New Masses, 104 East 9th
St., GR. 3-5146; Book Fair,
133 W. 44th St., BR. 9-4824;
Workers Bookshop, 50 East
13th St., AL. 4-6953; Jeffer-
son Bookshop, 575 6th Ave.,
WA. 9-1602; Skazka, 227 W.
46th St., Cl. 6-7957.

$1.20, $1.80, $2.40,
$3.60, $4.20
and $10.00
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or fill in this order

]

I

blank and mail to NAME :
New Masses. ADDRESS :
Please sond me CITY. ZONE STATE. .o :

| |
_ tlicketsat §_____  CHECK ENCLOSED FOR $ : )
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