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DEAR MR. WALLACE: The other day,
after the last paragraphs had been
proofed and the magazine had gone to
press, we sat around in that brief respite
between issues and talked about our profes-
sion’s past. We recalled the time when
America bred great editors. There was a
man named Peter Zenger, of New York;
they could not quiet his democratic voice
even though they threatened to put the torch
to his printing establishment—and did. We
invoked the memory of the Abolitionists
like old Garrison who stubbornly insisted,
amid the bitter cacophony of his day, “I
will be heard.”

Today, amid the engines’ roar as they
pile the stock of atom bombs, you will be
heard. We congratulate the New Republic
on its new editor and we feel cheered that
our profession has won a new recruit (or
rather, since you were once the country
editor, that the Fourth Estate has regained
an outstanding colleague). As you say in
your current editorial, these are “days when
reactionaries call the tune and the daily
press dances to it Hence, all publicists
who value truth take heart that you have
rejoined the ranks. America sorely needs
men like you in the proud occupation of
.bringing light to the people and enlisting
new millions in the good fight for “Jobs,
Peace, Freedom,” as your cover this week
proclaims.

We stand with you in this objective. We
know what you mean when you say the
progressives are no small and beaten group.
“They have just begun to fight” We en-
dorse with all our heart your plea that “we
must gather together progressives and fight-

A LETTER TO
HENRY WALLACE

ers for peace from all parties, all regions
and all groups.”

Yes, the overriding compulsion is the
unification of all these groups, regardless
of their differing backgrounds, parties or
religions, to combat the offensive of the
warmakers, and those who ‘would drive
America down the economic road of bust
and misery. We must seek to resolve dif-
ferences in the camp of labor, the pro-
gressives, the liberals, through democratic
discussion: differences must never be per-
mitted to impede the quest for the widest
areas of agreement on the strategy to win
a peaceful, prosperous democratic America.
It can, and it must, be done. We of NEwW
Masses, for example, have our differences
with you. We hold to the Marxist philos-
ophy; we certainly differ with your esti-
mate of Marxism, that it is “rigid dogma,”
that its aims do not embrace personal free-
dom. The goals of socialism, shared by
many millions on all continents, enabled
them to fight as the best patriots and the
most self-sacrificing anti-fascists in the
war against Hitler. The multitudes of
Marxists who died on the battlefields in
the Soviet Union, in France, in Yugoslavia,
in Germany, took second place to none as
lovers of their homelands and as enemies
of everything that threatens democracy.
And we American Marxists are proud of

the record of the twelve thousand Commu-
nists in the armed forces who produced
such men as Robert Thompson, winner of
the Distinguished Service Cross in the Pa-
cific fighting.

No, this is no hour to expand differences;
we hear the advancing goosestep of a com-
mon enemy. We seek, rather, to extend the
boundaries of agreement to embrace all
segments of the people who abhor “the
drive toward war” which is, as you
eloquently say, “a drive against freedom.”
We recognize, as you do, down which road
“lies fascism” and we stand ready to give
everything, our days, our energies, our ex-
perience, our lives, to save America from
being stampeded down that highway.

We know, as you so well say, that
Roosevelt’s ideals were not interred with his
remains at Hyde Park. “For Roosevelt there
were no endings, only beginnings.” Yes,
and as you write, a great new movement is
already in the making, a movement which
“will produce more great men.” We stand
with the millions who feel that you re-
present those men, and we rejoice that you
shall carry on the good fight in the field of
journalism. .

Therefore, we salute you, Mr. Wallace.
We wish you all good fortune in your
new post and in your old fight—for jobs,
for peace, for freedom.

Sincerely yours,

Srep . Dend 4,

EDITOR.
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ELEPHANT IN SHEEP'S CLOTHING

Washington.
ALKING to Rep. Francis Case

I (R.,;’S. D.) is an experience in

word-hunfing. Rep. Case, a neat,
sparse, sandy-haired man of fifty,
hunted for words. I hunted for words.
But try as I might, I couldn’t put my
questions in a way that suited the Con-
gressman.

Right from the outset we had trou-
ble. My ears still were numb from the
barrage I’d been hearing on the radio
abnut how injunctions weren’t enough;
we had to have legislation to deal with
the “crisis.” Now" the publicity-valu-
able brown-outs were over, the “crisis”
was over, coal was being mined. So
I asked him: “Now that the coal strike
is over, and Lewis has sent the miners
back to the mines, do you feel more
friendly to labor so far as legislation
goes?”

Rep. Case was silent. He looked at
me. He fidgeted. As I figured it out
later, he was word-hunting. “I don’t
care to answer a question which im-
plies I am unfriendly to labor,” he
finally said, slowly.

From that time on, Rep. Case and
I struggled to find, as it were, a com-
mon meeting ground in language. But
it was hard going. Like when he said,

nm December 24, 1946

Case - hardened Congress-

men have '"constructive"

plans for organized labor

By VIRGINIA GARDNER

in explaining whom he represented, “I
think I’m in the same position as the
innocent bystander in New York
who thinks he isn’t involved in a
labor fracas but can’t get the service
he requires.” This was his “whole
interest.” When I simply asked if this
meant that he was representing the
National Association of Manufactur-
ers, he became apparently quite agi-
tated.

He did not know what the NAM
line was, he had not read its recent
statement. “I do not even know any
of the NAM people, more than having
met a few of them casually.”

Now Rep. Case, before he became
nationally famous as the author of the
House-passed Case Labor Disputes bill,
initiating the anti-labor crusade which
has been waged unremittingly ever
since, was what he calls “a little coun-

try editor.” (He had just sold his two
newspapers when I interviewed him.)
But ‘even a Republican who used to
be a newspaper man himself—and the
Congress is full of them and they al-
ways tell you about their struggling
days, from Sen. Arthur Vandenberg
on down—may have some troubles
with language these transition days.
We see smoothies like Rep. Halleck
calling for “constructive” legislation.
(“Halleck is known as ‘Charley Hal-
leck’,” Rep. Case himself writes in his
latest newsletter to the folks back
home, with what the journalism
schools describe as the human interest
touch.) But the ultra-reactionaries in
the GOP are having difficulties con-
cealing their labor-smashing designs by
such polite adjectives as “constructive.”

John L. Lewis’ capitulation natu-
rally has not changed the sentiments
of the NAM. The anti-labor crew in
Congress is just as avid to enact re-
strictive legislation as it was when the
strike was on. Lewis’ retreat has not
only been a setback for labor, just as
the mass strength of the CIO and
AFL was beginning to be felt behind
the strike with Philip Murray’s call for
unity in resisting the employers; it has
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_ allowed the spokesmen of the NAM
in both parties to claim that the get-
tough policy works. The President,
fresh from his strike-breaking role, is
going before the Congress to plead for
tough labor legislation. And by antici-
pating, before Congress convenes, just
about everything the GOP might do
in the way of lifting controls, he has
given the GOP a chance to pose as the
“moderate party.” He has given Lewis
and other top AFL leaders an oppor-
tunity to sell the GOP to the workers
in the 1948 elections as the more “lib-
eral” party.

It was Mr. Truman’s slave labor
bill in the 79th Congress which gave
Sen. Robert A. Taft the chance of a
lifetime to sound off as a liberal in the
Senate and hammer away about the
violation of civil rights—the while he
plugged for a worse bill which would
treat every big strike as an insurrec-
tion.

So now we see the GOP selling
the new NAM line of attempting to
be conciliatory and talking about the
public interest. While the NAM is
muzzling the extremely blunt mem-
bers such as B. F. Hutchinson of
Chrysler, the GOP is converting its
brasher anti-labor spokesmen into the
new 1947 streamlined Republican
who is thinking of the vote in 1948.
Despite the liberal window-dressing
the pitch is given nevertheless by C. E.
Wilson of General Motors, who called
on Congress to end industry-wide bar-
gaining. Wilson is echoing Sen. Ball,
the former “liberal” (who now, like
Sen. Taft, refuses to see a reporter
from NEw Masses because, as Mrs:
Ball told me, “it is our experience
the truth is not important to NEw
Masses”). .

Sen. Ball hardly waited for the
votes to be counted before announcing
that in addition to rewriting the Wag-
ner Act the Republicans should con-
duct investigations into industry-wide
collective bargaining, ‘which he felt
should be regulated. Even the “liberal”
Harold E. Stassen, a_contender for the
presidential nomination in 1948, was
quoted as saying “Republicans will de-
velop a progressive program in the
House and Senate. There will be no
repeal of social legislation. However,
I do recommend amending the Wag-
ner Act to give the employers the same
freedom of speech as employes now
enjoy.” And Sen. Taft, who once said,
“I do not take much stock in take-

home pay,” now is considering whether
he should take the Labor Committee
chairmanship, meanwhile declaring
he was not in favor of “punitive” leg-
islation. '

As Rep. Cask talked, I could see

how the new situation presents
its problems for him and others like
him.

“I want labor to get justice,” he
said earnestly, “without tying up pro-
duction or defeating its aims.” And
he began telling me how work stop-
pages are “inflationary.”

“You mean that your bill is not in

r

Middleman.

the interest of employers after all?”
I asked.

Now there again, he said, I was
asking a question “like the question
about when you beat your wife last.”
And he set me clear. It was in the
“general public’s” interest:

“Would you say it is inimical to the
interest of employers?” he was asked.

He strove for the exact word. Care-
fully, he said, “I do not accept the

~theory that the basic interests of em-
_ployers and employes are antagonistic.

There is basically a common welfare.”

“Only you can’t notice it much
now,” I said with a polite laugh.

The lines are only drawn “‘super-
ficially,” he corrected me. “With
steady employment and full produc-
tion” we would see that change.

“By the way, what will happen now
to that Full Employment Act?” I
asked. “Let’s see, did you vote for
that or not!” He could not recall
whether there had been a record vote,

or even what his position was. “I did
not regard it as the crux of anything,”
he said. I agreed that by the time Con-

- gress got through with it it wasn’t.

“Well,” I said, “I don’t seem able
to put it in the right words, but what
I want to get at is: in your mind is
there a different situation now that
Lewis has called off the strike?”

“No,” he said, “I think the experi-
ence the country has had in the last
few days if anything has intensified an
awareness of the importance of legis-
lation which would protect the coun-
try from being placed where any one
man could hold the country in his
grip.”

But, he said, employing the new
line, however self-consciously, “I don’t
approach the subject of legislation with
bias.” He was against “monopoly in
either labor or industry” getting a
stranglehold.

“Mr. Case,” I then asked, “can
you in all seriousness point out one in-
stance where monopoly in industry
has been cracked down on, as labor
has been? What about the building in-
dustry? Didn’t three veterans’ groups
charge the other day that the veterans’
program has been scuttled, and come
out in support of Wilson Wyatt (build-
ing expediter) just before his resigna-
tion?” i

“The veterans in my state,” he
said, “adopted a resolution against
channeling of materials.” But he ad-
mitted that was the American Legion
—and he did not deny that the Amer-
ican Legion originally supported the
Woagner-Ellender-Taft housing bill
before the real estate boards began ex-
erting pressure.

He said that there were very few
veterans in his state who could afford
to buy a house. Asked if it weren’t
true that there were going to be fewer,

‘now that Mr. Truman had removed

ceilings from building materials, he
said “many would’ rather rent than
buy.” When it was pointed out that
the building spokesmen themselves ad-
mitted that they would not build apart-
ment houses until they could make big-
ger profits—that is, until rent controls
were lifted—he continued to defend
them.

“May I ask one more question on
this?” I said. “Do you think that prices
of houses will go down when all con-
trols are lifted?”

He went into an explanation then
of how all that was needed was pro-
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duction. I repeated the question a
couple of times. Finally he said,
“Eventually.”

“When would that be—in the ten
years that it will take, according to
government estimates, before the hous-
ing shortage is over with?”

But again, he did not accept my
version. Plainly, we weren’t getting
very far. I tried again.

“Mr. Case,” I began, “you are
known largely as the author of the
Labor Disputes bill.” »

I figured there could be no dis-
agreement there. “As it so happens,”
he said, “I should be known equally
as the author of the renegotiations
statute. Yes,” and he began pro-
ducing hearings and documents and
showing them to me and reading aloud
from them, “here it is. I felt and said
that nobody had the right to make ex-
cessive profits in wartime.” I tried to
interrupt to ask about present profits,
but he went on. “I got abuse from the
other side, too, just as I’ve been get-
ting it from labor,” he said shakily.
“Here’s a letter from Secretary of

War Patterson. He knows where to ~

give the credit for it.” The Secretary
cited savings of over $10,000,000,000
as of November 15.

“You see,” he said, “and you can
look it all up in the Record, in the
spring of ’42. I do try to be—well, I
don’t know whether to say ‘objective.’
It really isn’t ‘neutral,’ because that
implies a negative approach. But I do
try to be fair.”

I asked him if it were true that the
Republicans might put forward spokes-
men of a more middle-of-the-road re-
putation to sponsor labor legislation,
rather than those, like himself, already
known as authors of bills to crush la-
bor.

“Now I wouldn’t answer that,” he
said peevishly, “because I wouldn’t
admit my  bill would crush labor.”
Rather, he said, it would provide
“mediation machinery” and “mutual
responsibility.” Neither would be ad-
mit that others who were considering
introducing bills were more “liberal”
than he. _

In the letter President Murray of
the CIO wrote to Mr. Truman urg-
ing his veto of the Case bill he said
that despite “fragments of window-
dressing as a concession to even-hand-
edness,” the bill, like its predecessors,
“is in fact exclusively and aggressively
anti-labor . . . not one of these pro-
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posals will promote industrial peace.
Not one of them will reduce strikes.
... All . .. are merely . servings
from a warmed-over anti-labor stew
which has been kept brewing for the
past ten years.”

Rep. Case’s own newsletter reveals
how deep-going his “impartiality” is.
In citing what he would do in the
coal strike “if the responsibility were
mine,” he mentiens several steps, in-
cluding setting up machinery such as
he proposed in his bill. If these steps
failed, his newsletter continued:

“I would ask Congress to assem-
ble immediately to pass legislation au-
thorizing the reopening of the mines
under Army protection, with coal
miners recruited at home, if possible,
abroad if necessary.”

THE Republicans now are concen-
trating on getting their own anti-
labor legislation through both Houses
by April 1 before the deadline set by
Lewis. In the meantime the adminis-
tration, whose only “triumphs” to date
are “triumphs” over labor leaders—
A. F. Whitney, representing 100,000
trainmen, and Lewis of the United
Mine Workers—is further bringing
disrepute on the Democratic Party. By
the time the Conference of Progres-
sives meets here January 24 it will be
increasingly clear that the people of .
the country cannot safely put all their
political eggs in either party basket.
This does not mean that there is no
chance of a progressive movement
within the Democratic party around
the Wallace-Pepper forces having an
important influence on the nomination
in 1948. It means, however, that even
if such a movement develops, it will
be strengthened by independent politi-
cal activity outside of the party appara-
tus, which conceivably may lay the
base for a third party.
Even in the last election it was il-
lustrated in the three districts in the
country where labor-backed Demo-

* crats won over reactionary Republican

incumbents, that in no case did pro-
gressives depend only on the Demo-
cratic Party as such. In Colorado, for
instance, where John Carroll dis-
placed the ultra-reactionary Rep. Dean
Gillespie in a hard-fought Denver con-
test, progressive political activity gained
new stature by adopting a “leave noth-
ing to chance” independence, while
cooperating with the progressive ele-
ments of the Democratic Party.




WHAT MARXISM
OFFERS THE SCIENTIST

The philosophy which is a scientific path from

physics and chemistry to economics and politics.

By DYSON CARTER

IALECTICAL MATERIALISM is the
D only scientific philosophy that

explains science in general and
can be used effectively as a theoretical
guide in practical scientific research, as
it js today in the Soviet Union. But
when Communists approach profes-
sional scientists in our country they
are often surprised, and sonietimes
placed at a serious disadvantage, on
discovering that modern scientific
workers as a rule despise all philosophy.
Usually they ridicule philosophy as a
plaything of impractical “‘arts” pro-
fessors, a kind of amusing mental Yo-
Yo game. The very suggestion that
Marxism is founded upon a definite
philosophy not infrequently repels sci-
entists who otherwise are impressed by
the intellectual, political and scientific
achievements of Communists through-
out the world.

This situation is easily explained.
First, it is a natural result of the sterile
philosophical teaching in our universi-
ties. There the official preachers of
capitalism (Lenin called them ‘the
scientific salesmen of theology’) pro-
pound either frank philosophical ideal-
ism, which is irreconciliably opposed
to and utterly refuted by science, or
they water this indigestible mash and
serve up to their young science students
an agnostic compound of idealism and
materialism. That is to say, they dis-
guise idealism with the countless
pseudo-modern trappings so thoroughly
stripped away by Lenin in his famous
study Materialism and Empmo-Crztz-
cism.,

‘One confusion, shamelessly encour-
aged by reactionary teachers, involves
the basic terms used in philosophy.
“Idealism” and “materialism” = are
technical terms, not related to the

everyday use of the terms “ideals” and
“crass materialism.” On the contrary!
The “idealist” in philosophy is nearly
always a sworn enemy of all who are
striving to realize the noblest ideals of
humanity. And the most staunch “ma-
terialists’ are found in freedom’s camp,
fighting the world’s contemptible phili-
stines, the monopolists and their hench-

men, whose sole conception of mate-

rial reality is the Dollar Sign.

Because idealism is anti- sc1ent1ﬁc,
and because crude mechanistic material-
ism is unscientific, and further because
dialectical materialism is ignored by
bourgeois teachers of philosophy, the
modern scientist develops an armor
against philosophical principles in gen-
eral.

But there is another reason for this
attitude. When famous scientists turn
to devising “new’” philosophies suppos-
cdly in keeping with new trends in
science, these doctrines invariably turn
out to be nonsensical idealism. What
the chemist Ostwald and the physicist
Poincare did for an earlier generation,
men like Jeans and Eddington have
done in recent times. No honest scien-
tist can read their philosophical confu-
sions ;without deciding that a man of
research had better stick to his labora-
tory, else he is in great danger of
making a fool of himself. ,

Lenin warned of this danger forty
years ago. At that time revolutionary
advances in physics and chemistry had
given reactionary philosophers a great
new hope that science was about to
refute- materialism and give the human
mind back to obscurantist churchmen
for safekeeping. These idealists claimed
triumphantly that discoveries .relating
to atomic structure proved once and for
all that matter, reality, the world that

exists independently of man, actually
did not exist at all but was only a fig-
ment of mathematical physicists.

In the face of these accusations
Lenin scored the greatest victories ever
won in the history of philosophical de-
bate. Despite the meager scientific facts
at his disposal, due to the confusion
then existing in research circles, the
great Communist philosopher was able
to prove that the new physics and new
chemistry shattered nothing but the
old, sterile, mechanical materialism. He
proved that the new discoveries and
new theories offered confirmation of
the principles of dialectical materialism,
and had in fact been foreseen by Fred-
erick Engels in his Dialectics of Na-
ture.

What is more, Lenin asserted that
certain theories then being advanced
by scientists would inevitably prove to
be invalid. He indicated in what direc-

"tion scientific theory would progress.

Research since that time—right to the
present moment—offers much evidence
profoundly supporting Lenin’s main
contentions.

. IT Is interesting to look at a few ex-

amples. For convenience let us start
with some points raised by Prof. N. F.
Mott, a well-known English physicist,
who recently wrote a thinly-disguised
attack on scientific philosophy in the
Imperial Chemical Inductries’ journal

. Endeavor (July 1946). Prof. Mott

first outlined the reasons why New-

" ton’s famous laws of motion, New-

tonian mechanics, had to be abandoned
as general, all-inclusive laws govern-
ing the motion of every body in the
universe. Newton’s laws turned out to
be applicable only to bodies moving at
“ordinary” speeds. Newtonian me-
chanics remain perfectly valid for all

. kinds of motion dealt with in engineer-

ing, from pile drivers to rifle bullets.
But"they cannot explain the motion of
extremely small particles moving at
high speeds.

For such bodies science developed
“quantum mechanics.” This theory,
long since brilliantly confirmed by the
whole of chemistry, and by much of
“electronics” and spectroscopy, was in
truth a confirmation of dialectical ma-
terialism. The interested physicist or
mathematician can discover for himself
what I have no space to outline here:
the principle of the abrupt transforma-
tion of quantitative change into quali-
tative change, valid for all science, is
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exclusive to dialectical materialism and
it anticipated the quantum theory.

About the same time Einstein’s rela-
tivity principle shook the older me-
chanical materialism. Said Lenin: “An-
other cause of ‘idealistic physics’ is the
principle of relativity . . . which in a
period of bankruptcy of old theories
. . . due to ignorance of dialectics, leads
to idealism.” That is to say, reaction-
aries by the score distorted Einstein and
attempted to lead science to idealism
through relativity. They hailed Einstein
for having proved that “motion is not
real.”

Only an ignorance of dialectics
could lead them to such a conclusion,
for actually Einstein offered proof of
the opposite diglectical materialist prin-
ciple: nothing but matter in motion
1s real. What is more, Marxist philoso-
phy exposed mechanistic physics long
before Einstein. Still more, the whole
question of relative and absolute scien-
tific knowledge was solved by dialec-
tical materialism many years before
Einstein’s .special case threw the un-
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scientific materialists into wild con-
fusion.

HOWEVER, as Prof. Mott subtly

points out, it was the famous
“uncertainty” principle of Heisenberg
which caused the greatest excitement
of all. This theory, now an accepted
part of quantum mechanics, proves
that the position and velocity of a
particle cannot both be measured at a
single instant. The idealists raised a
great hullaballoo over this. They
claimed science had disproved the cer-
tainty of its own facts, that “matter
wasn’t really anywhere at any time,”
that nothing was certain and therefore
the future of the world lay in the
hands of God, etc., etc. All this would
have been an extremely feeble joke if
numerous scientists had not imme-
diately fallen for the hoax.

Some of them, like Prof. Mott, can
still say: “It seems therefore highly
improbable that physics will ever revert
to the position in which it could be
believed that the future was inherent in

"The Watchman," lithograph by Lena Gurr.

the present.” While Mott contrasts the
uncertainty principle with purely mech-
anistic physics of the last century, he
cannot see that his own confusion, the
muddled thinking that infects our gen-
eration of scientists, was long ago dis-
pelled by dialectical materialism. This
philosophy was developed by Marx
and Engels as ¢he philosophy of science,
and it stands four-square on the irre-
futable fact that the practical everyday
use we make of scientific knowledge
proves it to be certain, though at any
time our existing knowledge is rela-
tive, steadily advancing and expanding.

This particular controversy boils
down to the typical ridiculous argu-
ment (for example) that medical sci-
ence is “uncertain” because it cannot
tell us exactly which individual patient
will die of coronary thrombosis at pre-
cisely what time. Of course the theo-
logians, who thus slyly cover up the
scientific facts about absolute and rela-
tive knowledge, are only too anxious
to have a heart specialist on duty when
the bishop suffers a stroke—they have
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learned to depend on the electro-cardi-
ograph’s certainty.

However, our concern here is with
those scientists who bow to such ab-
surdities, in the belief that modern
science is somehow bringing us closer
to agnosticism or to a wobbly theologi-
cal faith instead of to a mighty faith in
man’s conquest of nature. In Lenin’s
biting humor: “Recent physics fell into
an idealist swamp mainly because the
physicists did not know dialectics. They
combated metaphysical materialism and
its one-sided ‘mechanization,” and by
so doing they not only threw the water
out of the bath, but the child as well.”

Fascinating reading is found in Len-
in’s “The Revolution in Natural Sci-
ence,” a section of Materialism and
Empirio-Criticism. Also valuable is T.
A. Jackson’s modern study, Dialectics.
Studying these texts in the light of
recent developments in physics is a
wonderfully refreshing experience for
any scientist seeking faith in his work,
in himself and humanity.

Two new examples from atomic
physics are particularly enlightening.
At the Princeton Bicentennial Con-
ference on Nuclear Science in Septem-
ber, Dr. P. A. M. Dirac of Cambridge
explained how his latest union of rela-
tivity with the uncertainty principle
is leading forward the study of sub-
nuclear forces and the immensely im-
portant phenomena of atomic disinte-
gration in cosmic rays. Clearly, the
man, whose' famous name was once
closely associated with the idealist hue
and cry against science has gone his
stubborn scientific way and found “un-
certainty” in the behavior of atomic
particles to be so certain that it may
soon give us clues to super-atomic
power. Dr. J. A. Wheeler has trumped
this with a wholly new mathematical
perspective; very difficult to express in
words, this theory implies the possibility
- of predicting the very “uncertainties”
themselves.

Another striking theory was pre-
sented during the same month by Dr.
E. P. Wigner, at an American Physi-
cal Society meeting. This Princeton
scientist has postulated two new parti-
cles that move with the velocity of
light but have no weight or mass. Such
a formulation—and the weird interpre-
tations being placed on it—is rooted
in idealist confusion between mass and
energy. It recalls the violent theoretical
floundering that took place when the
alpha, beta and gamma rays of radium
were discovered. Said T. A. Jackson:

' “The whole future of science seemed
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to turn on the question whether they
were ‘rays’ or ‘particles’ . . . nobody
seemed to have been prepared for the
fact that they were both!”

For the scientist who is skeptical
that any philosophy can speak authori-
tatively on the problems of physics,
reading Lenin on this question of “mat-
ter without mass” will prove illumi-
nating. Discussing the nonsensical idea
that modern physics made matter “dis-
appear,” Lenin forty years ago said,
“this means that matter in the form of
the limit which we have known up to

now vanishes, as our knowledge pene- .

trates deeper; those properties of mat-
ter which before seemed absolute, im-
mutable and primary (impenetrability,
inertia, mass, etc.) disappear, and now
become relative, belonging only to cer-
tain states of matter.”

When physicists were cowering be-
fore the attacks of the anti-science phil-
osophers, Lenin even anticipated Wig-
ner’s 1946 discovery, in this historic
passage: “The destructibility of the
atom, its inexhaustibility, the muta-
bility of all the forms of matter and the

variability of its motion, have been the-

stronghold of dialectical materialism.
. . . But this does not at all prove that

nature, matter itself, is a symbol—a .

product of our reason. Human reason
has discovered many amazing things in

nature and will discover even more,’

thereby increasing its power over her.”

And in this fashion he stressed the
one property of matter which science
cannot ever relinquish: “The property
of being objective reality, of existing
outside of our cognition. . . . Nature
is infinite, but it exssts infinitely; and
only this categorical, unconditional rec-
ognition of its existence beyond the
consciousness and sensation ‘of man

distinguishes ~ dialectical ~materialism
from relativist agnosticism and ideal-
ism.” :

An article of this kind cannot eve
attempt to clear up the philosophical
misunderstandings of scientists brought
up to separate rigidly their science from
their ideas about the world. “Nature,”
said Engels, “is the test of dialectics,
and it must be said that modern na-
tural science has furnished extremely
rich and daily increasing material for
this test.”” However, dialectical mate-
rialism is the scientific philosophy that
goes far beyond natural science. It ex-
plains all natural phenomena not sta-
tically but in their total development,
movement, progression. And just as it
lays bare the laws of motion of those
forms of matter dealt with in physics,
so it subjects to scientific analysis the
laws of motion of human society.

In one unbroken ‘and consistently
scientific path Marxist philosophy ex-
tends from chemistry and physics to
economics and politics. Herein lies the
reason why dialectical materialism is
hated by the “scientific salesmen” of
capitalism, why they fearfully keep it
from our scientists like a dread “closed
book with seven seals.”

With supreme confidence we can
refer scientists to Marxist philosophy.
Not because it is a dogma, but because
it is an adventure in discovering. truth.
Marxist philosophy is the most stirring
challenge that can be presented to the
intellect, the challenge to free one’s
mind and spirit from the suffocating
conflict of living, working and believ-
ing in separate worlds.

Mr. Carter is a well-known writer
on scientific subjects. His most recently
published book is “Sin and Science.”

AUDUBON'S "WILD TURKEY COCK"

His spare hard frame, his spare strong shanks
Are just as strong and just as spare

As ever any rocking chair

Grandfather cut from maple planks

To seat our young grandmother on.

His scaly head erect and furred;
His red male combs all swollen full;
His colors all November dull;
Audubon paints the mighty bird
Columbus raised the curtain on.

Ravru KNigHT.
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LOOK HOMEWARD, ERNIE

Above the Tory plaudits ringing in their ears, Bevin and Attlee can
hear the rumblings of Labor rebellion against their foreign policy.

By DEREK KARTUN

Mr. Kartun, who has been covering
the international conferences in New
York, is the foreign editor of the Lon-
don “Daily Worker.”

should Ernest Bevin ever have to

explain to the English people the
exact position into which his “America
first and always” policy has led him,
he would find himself in much the
same situation as the man in the ballad
about the pantomime, who sang:

IT 1s often said in England that

Dow’t tell my mother Pm half of a
horse in @ panto;

Never let her know that Pm- a sham.

But should she once discover

Pm half of a horse in a panto,

Don’t tell her which half I am.

While Mr. Bevin has been using the
excuse that he had to have private talks
with Byrnes about Palestine to pursue
a most intimate alliance with the Sec-
retary of State at the Waldorf As-
toria, behind the backs of the French
and the Russians, and while Sir Hart-
ley Shawcross in the Political and Se-
curity Committee at Lake Success has
been muttering and mumbling in audi-
ble whispers with Senator Connally
in order to guarantee a one hundred
- percent united Anglo-American front,
back home in Britain they are begin-
ning to tell Mother something about
which end of a horse is Byrnes and
which is Bevin. And it is dawning at
last on a good number of Labor Party
members that whatever he may say
to the contrary, Ernest Bevin is defi-
nitely not the end that bites. For over
a year he has carried out a devastating
policy throughout Europe and the
Middle East with the constant excuse
that he had to do it in order to avoid
antagonizing US opinion and to safe-
guard the Loan. And now Bevin,
after eighteen months of buttering up
American opinion, is heartily booed
at a football game in New York. He
was booed for Palestine, for Greece
and for Spain. If he learned anything
at all that afternoon a fortnight ago
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it surely was that all his efforts to tie
Britain to Wall Street had not im-
pressed Americans very noticeably.
And he already knows that it will
take a good deal more than he, as a
Labor Foreign Secretary, can do- to
please Senator Taft and his friends in
Washington.

But as if all this were not enough
for Bevin, there have been develop-
ments back home in the last month
that are the most serious yet for the
Churchillian policy now being pur-
sued by the Labor government, and
certainly the most hopeful and en-
couraging for the large and growing
body of British opinion which believes
that the issue of war or peace hinges
to a serious extent upon forcing a
change in that policy. What happened
was that in a confidence vote on the
government’s foreign policy, after. a
debate in which the big guns were

" brought to bear and threats were

liberally hurled at the heads of every-
one concerned, no less than 150 Labor
members abstained from voting and

signified thereby their hostility to
Bevin.

To understand how this happened
and to place it in fair perspective it is
necessary to go back a little way to
the last Trade Union Congress at
Brighton in October. There the
delegates, representing the organized
workers of Britain, voted down the
government’s Spanish = policy over-
whelmingly. They demonstrated their
intention of doing the same with the
policy on Greece; and a massive two
and a half million minority vote was
piled up behind a resolution from the
Electrical Trades Union condemning
the whole foreign policy of the gov-
ernment. Prime Minister Attlee him-
self had been sent down to Brighton
before the latter debate, and spent a
third of his speech lunging clumsily
at the Communists. He accused the
electricians of being dominated by the
Reds, and condemned their resolu-

. tion before it had come up for discus-

sion. .
Attlee’s characterization of the élec-

Middleman.

Ernest Bevin.
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Attlee.

tricians did not greatly impress the
delegates, since everyone present knew
that it was the purest imagination. But
what was perfectly true was that this
expression of hostility to Bevin’s policy
had become possible thanks in largest
measure to months of pioneering work
by progressives and, Communists, in
the course of which a complete, beau-
tifully documented day by day ex-
posure of just what Bevin was doing
in Europe and elsewhere had been pre-
sented to the whole Labor movement.
This, then,-was the first break in the
solid front of support Bevin thought
he had built up for himself by con-
stantly protesting: “I am the one with
a socialist policy. It’s the Russians and
their satellites who are the imperialists.”

WHAT had happened at Brighton

undoubtedly gave courage to a
number of Labor MPs who for many
months had been growing increasingly
worried at what the Foreign Office
was doing, but had not had the cour-
age to associate themselves with the
Left critics grouped around K. Zil-
liacus, a Labor MP with broad inter-
national experience. Backed by that
vote on the Electricians’ resolution,
a number of Labor members, led
by Richard Crossman (an assistant
editor of the New Statesman and
Nation), Barbara Ayrton Gould (of
the Labor Party’s executive) and
a number of Parliamentary Under-
Secretaries, addressed a long letter to
Attlee listing their objections to Bev-
in’s policy. It was a formidable indict-
ment of British support for fascism in
Greece and Spain, and it also made in
telling fashion the point that Bevin
was leading Labor Britain deep into
the Wall Street jungle. The conclu-
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sion of these people was that Bevin
was pursuing, not the policy on which
Labor had been voted into power, but
the old Tory policy of Churchill.

The Crossman group was immedi-
ately joined by Zilliacus and his friends,
and then the usual process of threats,
pressuring, buying off and hedging
was begun by Attlee and the Laborite
leader of the House, Herbert Morri-
son. All this while Ernest Bevin in
New York was digging in his heels on
disarmament, on Spain, on the Trieste
settlement and on the Danube. All
this while British policy ripped ahead
in Palestine and the intrigues contin-
ued on the Iranian border.

But though the Labor Party leader-
ship managed to avoid an open opposi-
tion vote from their own ranks they
were unable to prevent the abstention
vote. And once again the British pub-
lic was treated to the spectacle of the
old Munich gang on the Tory benches
heaping praise upon Bevin and his
works while the best members of his
own party upbraided him bitterly for
his actions in almost every part of the
globe. Attlee and Morrison filed into
the division lobby side by side with the
Tories as the Labor rebels sat grimly
in their seats. The first open challenge
had come, and right away the British
delegation in New York went to work
to explain to anyone who was prepared
to listen just how unimportant it all
was. But it was by no means unim-
portant. It was the first sign that
Bevin can no longer get by on the myth
that because he has been a trade union
leader in the past he is therefore a
progressive foreign secretary now. He
can no longer persuade even confirmed
Social-Democrats like Crossman and
his friends that support for fascists in
Europe and close ties with Republicans
in America are the best ways to pro-
mote the growth and well-being of
labor at home. He can no longer per-
suade the trade unionists of the coun-
try that it is ethical or even expedient
to support the Greek royalists in their
efforts to exterminate the unions in
that country. What Ernest Bevin is
rapidly doing is arousing the indigna-
tion of the honest Labor people who
want to support working people like
themselves abroad; and at the same
time he is antagonizing the intellectuals
of his party who don’t like the Com-
munists in Europe, but do not believe
they can be fought with the weapons
Churchill was using unsuccessfully
back in 1920.

Crossman made it clear that he

Churchill.

wanted the Churchillian policy re-
placed by a Social-Democratic foreign
policy. He wanted this because in this
way he considered the influence of
Communism in Europe could be coun-
teracted. What the revolt means then,
if it means anything at all, is that Bevin
is not only failing to please those who
genuinely desire left-wing cooperation
and friendship with the Soviet Union
and the new democracies; he is also
failing to please the leading exponents
of Social-Democracy in his own party.
If this trend—which is only a start,
though an auspicious one—continues,
he and his colleagues in the govern-
ment will find themselves pleasing only
the Tories. Which is sad reward for a
policy which was intended to placate
America, preserve Europe from “Bol-
shevism,” keep Palestine and India
safe for Britain and necessarily keep
the Labor movement quiet at home.

It should not be imagined that Bevin
and the Attlee cabinet will easily be
shifted from their chosen course. They
represent a long tradition of right-wing
leadership within the British Labor
Party; they have great prestige there;
Bevin is powerful and has many
friends; and a good deal more explana-
tion will be required to bring to the
British people generally a realization
of exactly what is going on at the
Foreign Office. But the revolt indi-
cates that this desperately urgent pro-
cess has started, and it is certain that
Bevin in London will have to face
a restless and dissatisfied Labor group
in the House of Commons. Sir Hartley
Shawcross’ disgraceful performance on
Spain at Lake Success, and the ex-
Posure of the secret arms deal with
the U.S., will not have helped him to
ride the approaching storm.,

December 24, 1946 nm



MY FATHER WAS A MINISTER

“Property is sacred,” he told his sons. But they hated the deacon
and the other rich ones who humiliated and made a beggar of him.

From a novel by GEORGE ABBE

Y FATHER was a minister, poor,
M rotten poor. His shoes were

always cracked and slicked
over with blacking, and his eyes were
hurt and wondefing. He had a kindly
face in which love and desire to do
good burned daily like a clean march
of wind, like a going forth of hope in
a child’s life. His face had a cleansed,
penitent look.

Cold days in New Hampshire, ache
of snow, the still awful budding, flake
by flake, of snowstorm. The parsonage,
wretched drafty. My father, bent at
his desk, the thick blue hands laid fer-
vently but futilely on his papers, his
eyes sad. My father, rocking ceaseless-
ly in his rocker, with his writing board
across the arm of the chair, frowning,
tugging at the guts of his mind for a
sermon; the suffering, tired eyes. My
father, getting up and looking to the
celestial-pearled, heaven-sending range
of mountains flung gold and blue and

powerful to the south, above the south- -

west valley. Never a word, just a look
of anguish. Hartford, Connecticut, lay
in that direction. Hartford! His rich
- childhood home, the big churches and
famous people there—William Lyon
Phelps, Mark Twain — the sloping
lawns of his boyhood home, the big
porches, the cool, high rooms, the
bookcases' of expensive bindings, the
servants—and now this!

13 RAP yourself well against the

-cold! Pull that muffler tight--

er!”

My mother stood before the kitchen
stove. Midwinter, and a drumbeat of
wind thudding the thin wall of the
house. Her strained and beautiful face
hovered over me.

Nine years old, I stood and stared.
Her love reached out at me. But some-
times I hated her and my father; they
stood for worry, impatience, fear—fear
of hunger and homelessness, fear of the
neighbors — perpetual, racking fear,
“Don’t say that, David. I’ll lose my
church. . . . Don’t do that, David.”
‘Their authority was bleak and down-
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roaring; and yet they spelled security
and warmth. I looked at my mother’s
feet. Our furnace always worked bad-
ly——could never heat the rooms far-
thest from the front hall, where the
register was. Now, in this kitchen, only
the roaring wood stove as usual—
drafts of air from the cracked, mean
walls; on the floor next to the stove,
water that had spilled lay frozen. My
mother was wearing her overshoes, as
she often did. It was thirty degrees in
that kitchen close to the floor, even
with the fire in full cry—twenty-five
degrees, twenty degrees—in the early
morning.

My mother had frequent colds,
fever, weakness.

I pulled the muffler tighter and went
out.

When I was in the snow, the bud-

- ding, brushing flowering of the flakes,

I owned something. I was empowered
with the flakes I tasted on my tongue.
The gold fish-bowl of the sky swim-
ming with the myriad flakes was my
bowl. I reached in a long arm from
my mind and heart, and stirred. The
peculiar, shifting violet light, like loose
water, slimping in the great drifting
fall of flakes was a color in me; it was
mine. It tingled in my fingers, beat be-
hind my eyes. I stood in the snow and
laughed; I was lord of snow and
downswimming white-violet sky. I had

in me the distant hills mufled and -

blurred; I had in me the great solitary
trees standing up and taking the snow
on their limbs like holy up-curved ves-
sels on an altar. I possessed things. And
I was rife with joy.

Then I turned and looked at the
long, low house. The cold that
wrapped it was visible, a hail of silver
nails that drove wounds in the crouch-
ing house. The house split open. I saw
my mother standing in the freezing
kitchen, trying to .cook, to still the
trembling of her body. Her overshoes
were enormous, rising up now around
her knees, like poisonous toadstools.
I saw my father at his desk. His head
was bare and windswept and the cold

was driving its silver nails into his bare
shoulders; and the eagle of the wind
was perched on him, flapping.

MY FATHER came oqut into the

snow. He carried two scuttles
of coal ashes, from the Franklin stove
that tried to warm his study, and from
the derelict furnace. Bent over, his
white face aslant to the wind, he fought
his way to the ash pile in the lee of the
barn. There he knelt and began to sift
ashes. Laboriously, he sifted, and picked
out, one by one, with his gloved hands
(and how cheap the gloves—they wore
through at once) the pieces of good
coal as though they were precious
stones~—and put them into a scuttle.

This was his daily routine. I was
young, but I saw, and something lac-
erated me. I went over to him.

“Dad, you’ll be cold.”

He looked up, numbed and wonder-
ing. . v
“David” — in his quiet, resigned
voice — “keep your muffler tight. You
know what your mother said.”

I ran off into the drifts, but got
happy now, not whirling in eons of
elation and possession. I stopped,
turned, saw my father’s back, the
cheap, ragged gloves, the slow, numbed
picking of coal. I looked at the par-
sonage.

We don’t own that house, my young
mind cried. They own it. The Deacon,
the church, the rich ones, the summer
people who have the big houses by the

-lake and give money to the church.

They own it. And I can’t mar the
walls, and I can’t hurt the floors. And
I can’t yell at the Deacon and I can’t
say what I want to the boys and I
can’t slide and ski and go with the
other boys. Something owns us.

And something rose in me, shaking
me. I shouted, driving my fist into the
falling snow: “Oh, you house, you
house! Oh, you Deacon!—T’ll get all
of you in a corner and shoot you, the
way the men at Bunker Hill shot the
British. I’ll watch your blood run out!”

I didn’t know then. I didn’t really
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know what it was. But I saw -what it
did. And I hated, and swore ven-
geance.

My father went back toward the
house, one scuttle clucking contentedly
with the saved coal, the other scuttle
swinging limp. He walked slowly. The
falling flakes made an aura about his
head. His face was always a saintly
face. When he came to the south side

of the house, he paused. Across the

street, in a neat, always newly-painted,
always immaculate house, lived a well-
to-do churchgoer, Mr. Fenley. The
house had a tile roof. The house had
a curving, comfortable front porch,
a balcony above, little slits of windows
above that under the eaves—like eyes.
A portly Dutch burgomaster, smoking
~his pipe—porch, rotund belly; balcony,
white cravat; windows, slitted, lazy
eyes—and the broad, smug chimney,
the indolent, insolent pipe. . . .

My father often stared at the Dea-
con’s house from his study. It reminded
him of his father’s fine house in Hart-
ford. It made him homesick for youth.
And ‘on the cupola of Mr. Fenley’s
barn was a weathervane—a running
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bronze horse. Usually, it was running
toward the southwest, where Hartford
lay. That was why my father liked
the bronze horse: it seemed to be tak-
ing him home.

Now, in the storm, the weather-
vane faced northeast. A long storm

. a long storm, it meant.

As he stood there, looking up at the
vane, my father’s face looked haunted,
inexpressibly weary. As I watched him,
the wind came up and blew about him
fiercely, slapped his long black thread-
bare ministerial coat, slapped the sack-
cloth pants my mother mended with
patience and love. The ash powder in
his scuttle was whipped up, blew about
him. It became a storm. It hid him,
wiped him out. His long, lean, patient
legs vanished, and his bony head with
the black visored cap. The ash dust
whirlpooled, and faded, and when it
stopped, my father was not there.

Terrible, somersaulting fear in me.
I ran toward the house we did not
own. I ran, but it was miles to the
house, across rivers of British blood
and great plains of ash dust and the
skulls of churchgoers ground to the

€. Kardina,

fine powder of blowing snow. But the
door of the kitchen was there—a bar
of warmth struck firm across me as
I broke into it, and slammed the door
behind.

My mother. She was there. She
turned. Her smile was secure and se-
rene, and it became a live coal, quiver-
ing with flame, that moved across the
space between us and touched my fear
and healed and sealed it.

“Dad ... ?” Isaid.

“In the cellar.”

I ran down the stairs. He was kneel-
ing in the bitter cold, by the furnace.
Ashes lay on the floor. He was in a
sort of crouch, with a piece of grate in
his hand. His face was broken with
despair and his hand was over his eyes.

“The grate’s snapped,” he said. “It’s
cold enough already.”

He looked up and saw it was me.
His head came up, slowly. The
stricken, floundering eyes tried to
steady.

“David, you can help. Get Mr. Fen-
ley.”

I stood still, breathing. His face,
with the courage pushing cold and des-
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perate from it, was not cold now, but
aglow. He rose to his feet. The love I
felt coming down from his eyes into
mine when he told me stories at bed-
time, leaped and beaconed now. The
cellar radiated a light; and the reek-
ing cold quivered, crackled back under
it, like sheet tin under a hammer. 1
saw that the dead ashes on the floor
were shimmering with brightness. The
cellar walls shone.

R. FENLEY was church treasurer.
My father must fawn and crawl.

“Mr. Fenley, I’'m really sorry. The
grate broke.” .

Mr. Fenley — red, smooth-glazed
face that cracked apart under his
smiles; hair flattened down. Always
overfed.

“We'll fix it up.”

Mr. Fenley patted me. He always
patted me, when he wanted to appear
friendly. I stood stiff. He had all the
furniture and food we didn’t have. He
owned the orchards across the street,
.and we couldn’t ski there.

Mr. Fenley smiled now. I would

never forget it—the brutality of the

condescension.

“I understand, Mr. Mason. I’ll do
all T can.”

“I’d appreciate it, Mr. Fenley.” A
brightening of the sad face. “You’re
kind to us.”

My mother came in.

“Mr. Fenley, this house is so cold.
Couldn’t we have a new furnace?
Lanie has a cold. . . . And David isn’t
well.”

She was angry. For once she for-
got her subservience. The round, fresh
face lifted and stung. Her children
were hers, she owned them. . . . There
were lines tied from her to them, wher-
ever they were, and whatever they did
—they tugged at her — what they
were, was her. When they grew up,
they would pay her back and take her
in and feed her. She would own their
lives and interests to the end. If they
should sicken and die. . .. ! She had no
house, no permanent home like many
—no security. Her children were the
only lasting property she had. They
could not die!

Mr. Fenley was bland. “We’ll do
what we can.”

“Do something, Mr. Fenley. It’s so
cold.” Her usual diplomacy returned.
“T’ll get you some hot chocolate.”

Flexible, well-formed, she hurried
into the kitchen. She was always too
tense and hurried. ‘

“Mr. Fenley . . . the church is so
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far behind.” My father’s salary was
seven hundred a year. They’d prom-
ised more, at the start. Instead, each
year they beat him down—from a
thousand to nine hundred, from nine
hundred to eight—to seven hundred
and fifty—to seven hundred. And
their payments were always behind.

“T hate to ask, but you know—clothes

...food ...’

My father’s face was troubled. His
spirit was pure and lofty, and he had
faith and hope. But he could not un-
derstand. Jesus Christ was good: He
had helped the poor. The church was
supposed to stand for that. The min-
istry, he had once thought, had dig-
nity. A servant of Christ! But the
church did not give him dignity. Every
day it humiliated him. It broke his
spirit and flayed him; and he must
beg for his pennies over and over.

“The church is poor,” said Mr.
Fenley. “We make every effort.”

‘The hot chocolate was brought. He
sipped it.

From where I sat I could see his
face, flaccid and coyote-like, revolve
on a long pin. The painted eyes on the
stretched rubber of his expression, the
calculating hatred and power. He had
everything—a new car, polished floors,
huge rugs. For years I had watched
him strut across his lawns, puffing his
pipe. He drove me and my brother
Curt from his land. We broke his win-
dows on Hallowe’en to pay back. At
the least provocation, he spat and
snapped at us.

“What are you doing these days,
David?” He smiled at me, and I
pulsed with loathing, suppressed grow-
ing joy.

I watched his face swell like a bal-

NEXT WEEK IN NM

If you miss next week's issue
you will miss an article that
ought to be of exceptional in-
terest to thinking Americans.
It is a piece on existential-
ism, the new philosophic trend
that has appeared in France
and is associated with the name
of Jean-Paul Sartre, whose play,
"No Exit," is now on Broadway.
The article, which is the first
Marxist analysis of existential-
ism to be published in this
country, is by Louis Harap. Mr.
Harap is now completing a
book on the Marxist approach
to the arts, which will be is-
sued by International Publishers.

loon before me, the nasty mouth and
secret, bestial eyes. I knew his spirit.
I had contact with it my parents did
not have. Now the face revolved on
a pin, and I held the pin. I hated him.
And now, for a moment I had him
in my possession.

“None of your business,” I said.

My father stared, my mother sprang

up.
“David! What are you saying?”
“Nothing,” I said.
I watched Mr. Fenley’s face, and
thunder of growing joy and rebellion
wrapped me. I held the pin and now
the painted balloon of his face revolved,
sneered. It swelled, and as he looked
at me, his own hate stretched across the
rubber. I laughed, and pricked the bal-
loon. His face flashed up, boomed, and
scattered down in bits of rubber. I got
up, and nothing mattered.

When my- father took me to my
room, I felt superior.

“Don’t ever talk that way to any-
one. What’s the matter with you?
That’s Mr. Fenley.”

“I know it.” ‘

“I could lose my job. We could be
without a home. Don’t you see?”

How piteous and trembling the
anguish of appeal in his eyes. He did
not punish me; the punishment was
his, cruelly his, and I could not fully
see, then. I rejoiced, mocked him in
my heart. He looked so helpless.

“I don’t like him,” I said, and I
stared, smiling, into my father’s face.

WHEN I stole a piece of board one
night from the shed in back of
Mr. Fenley’s and got down on the
floor at home with Curt, my older
brother, and began to whittle a toy
wheelbarrow, Curt said, “That’s a
new board; where’d you get that?”
“Fenley’s!” I said, triumphantly.
My father, who had -seemed ab-
sorbed in his sermon, rocking forlornly
and gently in his rocker, his sermon
board across the arms of the chair in.
front of him and the papers scattered
along it and his eyes closed—my father
looked up. He put his sermon aside,
and came over to us. I had never seen

_ him look so angry.

“Did you take that—without ask-
ing? A son of mine?” He couldn’t
bring himself to say “steal.”

I felt raw and empty, with a gust
of panic blowing through me. I stayed
on the floor and looked up at him, It
was always cold next to the -floor—
central heating registered only, with a
bad furnace—hot around the head,
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dead cold on the legs—I crouched
there, the air circling in icily from the
flimsy walls (there were places, I re-
call, where the wallpaper in the
kitchen stirred in a high wind). I could
feel my brother’s fear, and mine, slid-
ing in the frigid trough of silence.

“Get up,” said my father.

I got up. His worn, purified face be-
came hammered for once.

“Property is sacred,” he said, and
caught my arm as he said it. '

My mother came hurrying in.

“Gil,” she said, “leave the boy
alone! I’ll manage it!”

My own dear, her inner mind was
thinking, my promise of rest and com-
fort and security in later years—my
children must be happy and safe.

She lectured me and let me go.

UP IN his low room under the eaves,

my brother Curt went along the
walls, slashing with his jack-knife at
the wallpaper. My mother walked be-
hind him, like a shadow. ‘

“Don’t, Curt. Don’t.”

“I’m going to,” he said. “You have
chilblains all the time. You have to
keep me under a benzoine tent and
steam me night after night and sit up
till you’re dead, and Lanie hasn’t got
any new clothes to go to a party and
you have to make old ones over for
her, and we have to depend on Aunt
Cora for the boxes of old clothes she
sends that you have to make over.
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What right have they got! They tell
us we don’t own this house. Why not?
Doesn’t Dad work as hard as any of
them—walking their damn roads day
after day—sitting in their stinking sick-
rooms?”

Curt was seventeen at the time. He
was beginning to understand things.

“There’s something wrong,” he
said.

He began to cut into the plaster be-
hind the paper, and it crumbled and
fell like snow around his feet.

“Don’t, Curt.” She trailed him like
a shadow, but did not touch him, “We
have to do the Lord’s work wherever
he puts us, and we must be humble.
This isn’t our property. We can’t hurt
it. They may send us away. We may
lose the only home we have.”

“This is only a beginning,” Curt
said, slashing at the wall. And now he

began to break the beams behind the

plaster. “I haven’t been able to do
anything since I was a kid in the par-
sonages we’ve lived in. I’m going to
now.”

“Oh, Curt! I thought you loved
me.”

“I do, Mom.”

“Then stop.”

“This is the only way I have to get
back at them, Mom. Think of all
they’ve done to you and Dad. But if I
run into the street and strike Mr. Lam-
bert and Mr. Fenley with the spiked
club Dave and I made, Dad will lose

his job. This way, it’s safe. They won’t
see this for a long time.”

“They aren’t the only ones to blame
for our being poor, Curt.” She trailed
him, faintly, elusively, like perfume.
But he did not turn. “I had money,
you know, at one time. Nine thousand
dollars. I entrusted it to your father.
He was so eager to increase it, so we
could be independent, secure for the
rest of our lives. He kept dreaming of
his home in Hartford, and wanted life
like that — respectable. He was so
sweet and good and innocent.”

Her lovely voice drifted like a
wreath, red-berried, in the room, on
the grave of all hopelessness.

“Yes, I loved your father deeply,
and his father was a banker in Hart-
ford, so I felt sure he knew about in-
vestments. A man came and urged
him to buy some copper mine stock.
He went to the New Yeork office.
While he sat there, talking with the
officials, trying to feel confident be-
fore he invested, telegrams were
brought in, telling of the growing pro-
duction of the mine. The telegrams
were a hoax. But your father, not sus-
pecting, invested—the whole nine thou-
sand. The whole thing was a trap.”

A silence lay in the room, heavy,
cold. Curt stopped his angry blows. He
turned.

“That’s one thing that has embit-
tered him,” said the mother. “Made
him sad and given him those tired,
weak spells.” .

“Yes,” said Curt harsﬁly; “and the
time he couldn’t get a church and sold
brushes from door to door, and was
cheated out of some of the little he
really made.” His face, sharp and sen-
sitive, stormed into the room’s low
space with anger. “Humiliation! Talk
about Stephen—and the martyrs! And
this is the church! This is supposed to
be Jesus Christ!”

Such mockery and fury caught his
look that my mother withered and the
fragrance went. Curt dropped his
glance and looked down, exhausted, at
his hands.

I had watched from the door, and
now as he walked past me, I saw the
walls of the room, sheer and whole
again, looming like an enormous moun-
tain, up surfaces my brother had just
ripped open with the strength of his
love.

This is a chapter from Mr. Abbes
unpublished novel, “Possession,” the
first of a trilogy.
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STARCHED COLLARS AND WILTING DOLLARS

An Editorial by A. B. MAGIL

these days. They are battling for the right to eat and

for that human dignity which is supposed to be in-
herent in their status, but rarely is. No worker likes to go out
on strike: it means suffering for himself and his family, not
to mention abuse from the press and radio. How much
more difficult it is for the white-collar person, who has been
nurtured in the belief that he is set apart from the ordinary
working man, that he really belongs to the middle class with
all its illusions of superiority and independence. Yet today
teachers are discovering that it is sometimes necessary to
give very pointed outdoor lessons to retarded city and state
administrations, and newspapermen are finding that picket-
lines often give their incomes more of a lift than bylines.

As I write, the American Newspaper Guild strike against
the Philadelphia Record and the Camden Courier and Post,
and the St. Paul, Minn., teachers’ strike are in full swing.
We have had newspaper strikes before, but the recent series
of teachers’ walkouts are something new in American life.
In the past three months there have been teachers’ strikes
in Norwalk, Conn., Wilkesbarre Township, Pa., St. Paul,
Woarren County, Tenn., Fort Dodge, Ia., Pawtucket, R. L.
In addition, struggles for salary increases and other im-
provements which have not yet reached the point of strike
action (and I hope won’t need to) have been taking place in
many parts of the country, including New York City,
Minneapolis, Providence, R. I. and Hartford, Conn.

In recent issues of NEw MassEs articles by Charles Hum-
boldt and Meridel Le Sueur have given a vivid picture of
some of these struggles. The teachers are battling against
salary schedules which in the richest city in the world, New
York, start at $1,608 a year—$31 a week. And they are
also fighting against the niggardly aid to education which
most states provide. It is only out of desperate need and in
a spirit of responsibility not only to themselves but to the
children and the communities that they band together and
as a last resort go out on strike.

Newspapermen, thanks to their union, the American
Newspaper Guild, have come a long way since the time,
back in 1925, when I worked as a police reporter on the
old Philadelphia Public Ledger for $15 a week plus “swindle
sheet” (a padded expense account) of about $7. But by and
large the white-collar groups are the forgotten men and
women of capitalist society. For example, 61.9 percent of
all finance, insurance and real estate employes, according to
Department of Labor figures, have received no wage in-
crease since the war’s end; only two percent have received
raises of as much as 184 cents an hour, the pattern estab-
lished in the CIO strikes early in the year.

Is it any wonder, then, that in the recent election the Re-
publicans, abetted by the crass betrayals of the Truman
administration, found the submerged status, confusions and
prejudices of the white-collar workers a fertile field for

THERE’S starch in a good many white-collar workers

plowing? The swing of middle-class and white-collar voters
toward the GOP was perhaps the most graphic expression
of what the pollution of the New Deal heritage means in
the political thinking of the country.

This is a phenomenon that will require much thought and
clearheaded action on the part of all of us who want to build
the common man’s America free from monopoly rule. Let
no one nurse the illusion that labor alone, no matter how
strong, can do this job. The little clerks and shopkeepers
who cheered themselves hoarse at Nazi meetings and be-

.came S.S. gunmen and mass cremation experts should teach

us unforgettably that if labor fails to win substantial sections
of the middle classes, fascism will. Equally delusory and dan-
gerous is the notion that middle-class liberals can provide the
necessary leadership for the American people, with labor
tagging along in the rear. However, to lead effectively and
to attract farm and middle-class elements in large numbers
requires unity in labor’s own ranks. That is why it seems to
me that Philip Murray’s recent appeal to the heads of the
AFL and the railroad brotherhoods to meet with those of the
CIO has so large a meaning for the entire nation.

NOR can this broad alliance be nourished on retreat and

appeasement. Max Lerner spoke much to the point
when in PM of December 10 he argued against those who
say that “labor will now have to adopt defensive measures
and make concessions to its enemies lest they destroy the
whole of trade unionism.” Lerner’s emphasis on political
action by labor is also sound, though I think he errs in re-
garding labor’s economic job as virtually completed: the
majority of the American working class is still unorganized
and even the unionized workers have to keep pre‘ssing for-
ward if they are not to be driven back.

But besides strength and unity and courageous struggle,
the labor movement needs to tackle the problem of the
middle class and the farmers in a new way. Appealing to
them for support during strikes and forgetting them the
rest of the year simply won’t do. The economic interests of
the dirt farmers, the small businessmen, the professionals, the
unorganized white-collar workers have to become the in-
terests of the labor movement. Only by linking up and har-
monizing under labor’s leadership the needs and aims of all
the classes that are lashed by monopoly and of that doubly
victimized group, the Negro people, can an independent
political movement be built representing an effective ma-
jority of the nation. Such a movement must, in my opinion,
eventually (the sooner, the better) find its way out of the
Republican-Democratic revolving door into a new ant-
monopoly, anti-fascist party. The modest beginning toward
a people’s coalition represented by the Conference of Pro-
gréssives, which holds its second meeting in Washington
January 24, faces a challenge and an opportunity: to become
the strong voice of America’s millions.
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THE ROOTS

OF ANTI-SEMITISM

Only through a basic understanding of its origins
can this political weapon of reaction be defeated.

By MORRIS U. SCHAPPES

ITH fascism and imperialism
\ having suffered a major de-
feat in the recent war, the

struggle against these forces is now
being waged, for a time at least, with
other instruments. The peace is in
that sense a continuation of the war
with other, peaceable, means: political
clarification, education, organization.
Imperialism and its legitimate but sav-
age offspring, fascism, live on the con-
fusion and division of peoples. In the
labor movement, progressive forces
have for some time recognized that
anti-Semitism is one of the widely-used
means for creating such division. To
prevent the dissemination of that fact
is one of the main goals of imperialists
and of the intellectuals they endow
and win for their use. Currently, re-
actionary forces have begun to stress
the psychoanalytic interpretation . of
anti-Semitism. My interest here is not
in psychoanalysis as such, but in the
way in which psychoanalysis is being
used, or abused, in order to “prove”
that anti-Semites are mentally disor-
dered, psychically ill, more to be pitied
than feared, to be “cured” rather than
fought. The only practical conclusion
implied in such psychoanalytic inter-
pretations is that anti-Semitism can be
eradicated by psychoanalyzing the anti-
Semites or by confining them in asy-
lums.

Attempts to divert attention from
the main fact that anti-Semitism is a
political problem, with class economic
and social roots, are dangerous. In this
light, one may welcome the appear-
ance of An Enemy of the People:
Anti-Semitism* This little volume is
the most mature statement on the sub-

*¥AN ENEMY OF THE PEOPLE: ANTI-SEMIT-
1sM, by James Parkes. Pelican Books. 25
cents. -
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ject so far made by Mr. Parkes, an
Englishman who has devoted almost
two decades to a study of the relations
between Jews and non-Jews. (It is
unfortunate that another publisher has

seen fit to issue at this time a slight re-

vision of another volume by Mr.
Parkes, The Jewish Problem in the
Modern World, first published in
1939. Mr. Parkes’ intellectual ‘grasp
of the problem has matured consider-
ably in one major respect since 1939,
but the growth is registered not in the
revision but in An Enemy of the Peo-
ple: Anti-Semitism, which is much
the superior of the two books.)

What Mr. Parkes learned since
1939 is not exactly news to the pro-
gressive movement, but it is impor-
tant to have this knowledge so well
presented, so cogently argued on the
basis of the experience of several coun-
tries, and so inexpensively produced
that it can reach a large audience. Mr.
Parkes demonstrates that since the
1870’s and 1880’s anti-Semitism has
been a political weapon used by re-
actionary classes against the people’s
movements, no matter how elementary
these movements were in their de-
mands. Anti-Semitism “was a most
versatile and effective stick wherewith
the conservatives might beat the pro-
gressives. Political "anti-Semitism had
extremely little to do with the Jews
as such. . . .” Mr. Parkes fortifies his
argument by analyzing the class rela-
tions and conflicts of the last quarter
of the nineteenth century in Germany,
Austria-Hungary, France and Czarist
Russia. Even persons who have long
accepted Mr. Parkes’ thesis are likely
to learn something from his pithy sum-
mary of the events described, and from
his illuminating interpretation of them
in terms of class issues. To the student
of methodology it will be interesting

to note how the same facts, as pre-
sented years before in The Jewish
Problem, lacked this illumination.

FROM this basic element in his analy-

sis he moves more surely than ever
before, although not without incon-
sistencies, to a major conclusion in his
program for “the elimination of anti-
Semitism.” He is sound in recognizing
that “the cure of anti-Semitism is in-
timately bound up with the solution
of our national and social problems,”
and that anti-Semitism will be a prob-
lem and a weapon of reaction “so
long gs the world is a place in which
life to ordinary man means insecurity,
frustration and unemployment. . . .”
If Mr. Parkes does not see world so-
cialism as the world solution to the
problem, he does acknowledge the
value of the Soviet Union’s method of
abolishing anti-Semitism. Discussing
how, under capitalism, legislation
against anti-Semitism is not entirely
effective, he adds: “In the Soviet
Union such a law also existed, and had
no such disadvantages; but that is be-
cause it was part of a whole cam-
paign, and not the most important
part. For the attack on anti-Semitism
took place on a basis of increasing se-
curity and employment; in other
words, the general situation was favor-
able. Moreover the center of the cam-
paign was education in racial tolerance
within the proletarian society, and anti-
Semitism was pilloried as ‘bourgeois’
and ‘reactionary,” which was much
more serious than just making it ‘-
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legal.’ ” And is there not a touch of
wistfulness in his comment that in
England and the United States “we
shall, unfortunately, have to do it
without being able to attach the mag-
nificently derogatory word ‘bourgeois’
to it”? I am not so sure, Mr. Parkes!
At least some of us can, and you are
welcome to share the use of our accu-
rate epithet.

Nevertheless, the inconsistencies I
have mentioned are fundamental and
reveal that there are elements of his
older type of thinking that he has not
yet brought into harmony with his
more recent insight into the nature of
anti-Semitism as a political weapon.

First there is the half-truth, too
often mistaken for the whole truth by
too many Jews and their “friends,”
that the position of the Jew is a dan-
gerous one because he everywhere is,
and has been for two thousand years,
in a minority. Zionists, orthodox Jews
who regard the past two thousand
years of Jewish history as a chronicle
of “exile,” and many liberal non-Jews
like Mr. Parkes assert and repeat this
half-truth as if it alone were basic to
an understanding of the problem. The
Jews are a minority in every country,
living with a non-Jewish majority, and
that is the root of the evil—thus goes
the old refrain. But Mr. Parkes him-
self gives us the clue to what is wrong
with this theory when he demonstrates
that anti-Semitism is a political weapon.
Whose weapon! and against whom is
it used? Is it the weapon of the non-
Jewish majority against the Jewish
minority? Neither history nor contem-
porary life supports that view. Anti-

Semitism is actually the weapon of the-

minority, consisting of the reactionary
ruling classes, against the majority,
composed of the people, including the
Jews. It is not that they have been
scattered among the nations that- has
exposed the Jews to persecution; the
main factor is that until very recently
in every one of the countries in which
Jews lived a minority class was ruling
* a majority and from time to time found
it useful to exploit the weapon of anti-
Semitism in order to divide, confuse
and continue to dominate that major-
ity. In the Soviet Union, for instance,
the Jews are a minority, and a very
small one, but Mr. Parkes himself does
not now say that they are in any way
endangered by anti-Semitism. The
reason is, of course, that in the Soviet
Union there is no minority class rul-
ing the majority by force, deception
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and anti-Semitic confusion. In other
words, anti-Semitism is a product of
class relations, and not of the fact that
the Jews are dispersed.

If the history of anti-Semitism is
long and bloody, the cause is to be
found in the fact that all recorded his-
tory is the history of class struggles.

LLIED to this half-truth of Mr.

Parkes’ is another one, equally
popular. How have the Jews been able
to survive, and even increase in num-
ber (until Hitler organized the slaugh-
ter of six million Jews and brought the
Jewish population down to the level
of the First World War), despite the
long history of anti-Semitism? In The
Jewish Problem, Mr. Parkes explained
it thus: “The feelings of privilege and
responsibility which they drew from
their religion were the basic causes of
the survival of the Jews:” This inter-
pretation seems to me thoroughly un-
sound, for it ascribes an objective fact
to a subjective state of mind among

MG

religious Jews. Loyalty to a religious
ideal cannot prevent an individual or
even a people from extermination by
superior physical force; religious loy-
alty can prevent an individual or a
group from becoming apostates, from
renouncing their God, hut it cannot
prevent them from dying. A noble
death is not survival. While, therefore,
religious zeal was often a factor in
stimulating resistance, their faith can-
not explain the survival of the Jews.

The theory that their religion was
the main factor in their survival goes
hand in hand with the theory that the
Jews are subjected to anti-Semitism
merely because they are a minority.
However, these two propositions are
fantastic. No minority can survive
when the majority outnumbers it as
the Jews are outnumbered by non-
Jews and when the majority is really
determined to destroy that minority.
But the simple fact is that the non-
Jewish majority in the world has never
attempted such a destruction. The very
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fact that the Jews were dispersed in so
many lands, and that these lands were
unequally developed and continued to
develop at uneven rates, has been the
greatest factor for the survival of the
Jews. When the class relations in Spain
became such that in 1492 the ruling
powers exiled the Jews, the class rela-
tions in North Africa, Turkey, the
Balkans, Holland and the newly dis-
covered Western Hemisphere were
such that Jews found a welcome and
a haven, at least until the class rela-
tions in these areas changed and
brought into use the political weapon
of anti-Semitism. When the class re-
lations and the government-inspired
pogroms in Russia in the 1880’s drove
hundreds of thousands of Jews into
emigration, the class relations in the
United States made immigration pos-
sible.

Had the Jews been concentrated in
any one country, and had the class
struggles in that country brought into
use the weapon of anti-Semitism by a
force as ruthless as Hitlerism, for in-
stance, there might not have been any
survival of the Jews. Peoples of Africa
as numerous as the Jews have been
wiped out completely by imperialist
oppression. And if Hitler in this past
war did not destroy three-thirds in-
stead of one-third of the world Jew-
ish population, he failed in his objec-
tive because the others were scattered
in countries, particularly the Soviet
Union and the United States, where
he could not get at them. In other
words, it is exactly because the major-
ity of the non-Jews have never been
anti-Semitic, despite the flamboyant
utterances of the Ben Hechts and sim-
ilar latter-day prophets of doom-in-

portside patter

News Item: 42% of the American
people belicve that the press makes

Russta seem worse than it is.
EASTBROOK O’DONNELL REPORTS
(Ed note: Mr. O’Donnell is a lead-

jng authority on the Soviet Union, hav-
ing lived there for five years between
1911 and 1916.)

There is no freedom in the Soviet
Union. In that oppressed country it is
a crime to incite racial prejudice and
all races must work, learn, and play
together. A clear-cut violation of indi-
vidual liberty.

The Russians have no such thing as
a free press. The editorial pglicy of
fully 95% of our press is decided by
men of such varied ideas as Hearst,
McCormick, Howard, and Luce. In
Russian papers all the stories, editorials,
advertisements, and letters to the edi-
tor are written by Stalin himself.

Our big industrialists and members
of Congress want to protect the rights
of labor unions despite the fact that
union members want these rights abol-
ished. The Soviets eliminate labor prob-
lems by the sheer trickery of letting the
workers own all the factories.

The Russians make no secret of
their expansionist plans. The cities of
Leningrad and Stalingrad have already
been considerably enlarged. The Red
~ Army is also preparing—it is rapidly
- being demobilized to allow the troops
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By BILL RICHARDS

to rest up. There have been reports that
the remaining men are being fed ura-
nium' tablets.

The standard of living is woefully
low in the USSR. I drove around
Moscow for hours without seeing a
single Cadillac convertible. The peo-
ple are already resigned to the fact
that this year they will only be wear-
ing one pair of shoes at a time.

If the Russian people appear happy

and full of hope for the future it is

only because Stalin has forced them to
be that way.

[ ]

The end of the coal strike came as

a great relicf to the President’s advisers.

For awhile it looked as though Tru-

man would finally have to make. a

speech.
: ]

Great Britain and the US are op-

posed to sanctions against Franco. The

UN took action- despite the stumbling

bloc.
(]

There~ are reports that Byrnes is
just “itching” to resign. His successor
would practically have to start from
scratch anyway.

The Senate Investigating Commit-
tee was a good idea. However, with
Ellender heading it the real Bilbo isn’t
expected to come out in the white-
wash.

exile, that the Jews have survived.
And this observation is consistent with
Mr. Parkes’ evidence that anti-Sem-
itism is a reactionary weapon in the
class struggle.

His faulty thinking on the signifi-
cance of the minority status of the
Jews and on the causes of their sur-
vival is connected with his dangerous
political program for the Jews in Pal-
estine. In this respect he accepts the
Zionist “Biltmore Program” of 1942
for a Jewish state that would dominate
the Arabs of Palestine. And if the
Arabs do not like this solution, Mr.
Parkes calmly assures us and them
that “there would certainly be room
elsewhere for Arabs who might find
it intolerable to live under Jewish
rule”! Theoretically, it is clear that
his concept of anti-Semitism as being
caused by the Jews’ minority position
leads him to look for a solution mainly
in the situation in which the Jews
would be in a majority. But he forgets
the relativity of that majority. Let us
suppose that, by some force of arms,
British or Anglo-American, the Jew-
ish state is created in a part of Pales-
tine and the Arabs are subdued, al-
lowed to emigrate, or neutralized for
a time. The Jewish state in Palestine
would then be a tiny power, a majority
in relation to itself perhaps, but a tiny
minority in relation to the many-mil-
lioned populations of the Arab states
that surround Palestine on three sides
(with the deep blue Mediterranean on
the fourth). Can this “power” endure
long in-a state of hostility with its cir-
cumambient Arab neighbors? And
how is it to develop “good-neighborly”
relations? By allying itself with the
imperialism that subjugate and wish to
continue to subjugate the restive Arab
national liberation movements?

The fatal law in Mr. Parkes’ think-
ing on the subject of Palestine is that
he regards the Arabs and not British
imperialism as the main cause of the
problems that exist there. It is not the
Arabs but their colonial status in Pal-
estine that is the main problem. The
solution can be found only along the
lines of a Jewish-Arab anti-imperialist
struggle for an independent Palestine,
in which' the national rights of both
Jews and Arabs would be guaranteed.

Without failing to criticize its weak-
nesses, I can recommend A7 Enemy
of the People: Anti-Semitism because,
amid its half-truths and inconsistencies,
it sheds full light on the basic truth that
anti-Semitism is a political weapon of
reaction in modern class relations.
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mail call

Guess Who?

To NEw Masses: One of the problems
for survival in any group fighting for
liberty is the quisling. The problem is an-
cient and up to the minute. The most pub-
licized quisling in history is Judas. The
word Judas includes a paragraph of mean-
ing—the trusted friend who betrays you
to the enemy assassins. George Washington’s
wrath about Benedict Arnold cannot even
be estimated today.

Liam O’Flaherty of all modern writers
probably has portrayed the Judas most pas-
sionately in The Informer—the man who
sold his comrade for money.

Let me give you some sample quotations
from a newly-published book—and then
guess who wrote it. But first of all you
must accept the findings of modern psycho-
anafysis which says that authors delineate
themselves or their wishes in their protago-
nisté .

P. 55: “Joseph (the protagonist) was
struck by the ugliness of the faces around
him . . . tonight his revulsion against this
assembly of thick, curbed noses, fleshy lips
and liquid eyes was particularly strong. At
moments it seemed to him he was sur-
rounded by masks of archaic reptiles.”

P. 76: the protagonist thinks about “the
stigma of the race.”

P. 91: % .. the exiled . . . fight over ideas
like dogs over bones. The others call it . . .
Semitic intensity.”

P. 149: the protagonist noticed “he stood
to attention in complete stillness of body—
one of the things that Jews as a rule are
unable to do.”

P. 152: the protagonist describes a group
of pioneer girls — “callow, dumb, heavy
with their aggressive laughter and unmodu-
lated voices, without tradition, manners,
form, style. . ..”

P. 153: the protagonist thinks about
“hectic prophets and sick Messiahs from
Jesus to Marx and Freud . . . and the final
product, the flat-footed, shifty-eyed eternal
tramp.” )

P. 170: a friend of the protagonist says,
“the scavenger instinct in all of us . .. you
are engrossed in Judaism but don’t like the
Jews. You love the idea of mankind but
not the real man.”

P. 221: a correspondent labelled “impar-
tial” says “they stink of ghetto.”

P. 260: the protagonist goes on to say,
“I can’t blame the gentiles if they dislike
us.” And the impartial correspondent re-
plies, “Since the days of your prophets,
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self-hatred has been the Jewish form of
patriotism.” ‘The protagonist continues,
“The fact is we are a sick race. Tradition,
form, style have all gone overboard. We
are a people with a history and no back-
ground. . . . [The Ghetto] is there in the
wheedling lilt of the women’s voices and
in the way the men hold themselves with
that frozen shrug about their shoulders.”

P. 278: the protagonist thinks, “I do not
love my people. I rather dislike them.”

P. 332: the protagonist, who was edu-
cated in England, fools some British guards
and thinks, “After all one couldn’t expect
the Glicksteins to acquire that certain ac-
cent” (which he, the protagonist has).

P. 335: “Nazis, fascists and Communists
seemed to hold the international monopoly
of it” (the tyrannical type).

P. 355: “The loss of the spatial dimen-
sion made them cunning and grew them
claws to cling on with . . . it increased their
spiritual arrogance. . . . Living in bondage,
cringing became second nature to their
pride. Their natural selector was the whip:
it whipped the life out of the feeble and
whipped the spasm of ambition into the
fit. ...

P. 279: the protagonist says, “I became
a socialist because I hated the poor; and
I became a Hebrew because 1 hated the
Yid.”

Now some people may think these quotes
came from a serial which originally ap-
peared in Julius Streicher’s Der Stuermer
or Gerald Smith’s Cross and the Flag.

Who wrote this book? How shall I de-
scribe the author, who mobilizes all of Hit-
ler’s cliches into a novel? How shall I de-
scribe an author who defies the findings of
scientists like Boaz and Benedict! If I could
write like Liam O’Flaherty describing Gypo
Nolan, if I could feel as the Norwegians
felt when they muttered Quisling, if I could
borrow Washington’s wrath when he dis-
covered Benedict Arnold’s treachery, if I
could feel as the people of Madrid felt
when Franco boasted of his Fifth Column
in Madrid, if I could feel as Jesus felt
when he learned about Judas, then I could
describe the man who wrote the above
quotes. :

All T can do is say the author is Arthur
Koestler, a “liberal” Jew, who lived in
Palestine and enjoyed the hospitality, love
and friendship of the struggling people of
Palestine. i

The Communists say Koestler is a Trot-
skyite. I think Koestler is a koestler and I
predict the word will live as the word quis-

ling lives and the word Judas lives and
the words Benedict Arnold live.

NORMAN BURNSIDE.
New York.

Appeal from Finland

To NEw Masses: Now that the Com-
munists in Finland are free to function
again, the party is organizing schools ta
train leaders. The students are largely work-
ers and education is uppermost. Party mem-
bership is now about 40,000. That is not too
bad in view of the fact that the party has
had only about two years of legal existence
and that many of its leaders died in concen-
tration camps from torture or from hunger.
I was fortunate to survive, although I and
others sometimes wonder how we managed
to keep alive on a diet that included grass,

. snakes, worms and frogs. We are moving

ahead and we will continue to do so. In ad-
dition to our growing party membership
there are forty Communists in the House of
Representatives and three in the cabinet.

I call on our American friends to help us
in our educational work. What we urgently
need are curtains, tablecloths, stockings, soap,
coffee, tea, sugar, tobacco, alarm clocks and
fountain pens. Please send them to me at:

Sirola-Opisto
Helsinki, Lauttasaari
Myllykallio, Finland
: ToiM1r TANNER,
Helsinki.

Spotlight on South Africa
To NEw Masses: I am a lawyer practic.

ing in Johannesburg for the last twenty-
four years and I am glad to see that the
spotlight has now been turned upon the
Union of South Africa. This country’s lead-
ers have at last been placed in the dock.

The history of South Africa’s dealings
with its own non-European citizens is not
such as to inspire any democrat, conversant
with the facts, with any degree of confi-
dence in this country’s ability or desire to
extend elementary human rights to the Afri-
cans living in Southwest Africa, who, if
General Smuts had his way, would be
“shanghaied” into the Union.

This Dominion, with a population of
nearly 11,000,000 persons, extends the right
to vote only to its 2,500,000 white citizens, .
The African, although a taxpayer, has no
rights of citizenship. He is debarred from
skilled industry, his trade unions are not
recognized by law, and he is denied the right
to strike and to collective bargaining. Dis-
criminatory legislation prohibits him from,
acquiring land in the urban areas, and forces,
him to carry a “pass” in order to restrict his,
movements, thereby depriving him of the
right to seek free employment. Over 100,000,
Africans are thrown into jail every year for.
contraventions of these laws, which are di-.
rected solely against our non-white popula-
tion. Neither socially, politically nor eco-.
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nomically is the non-European given equal-
ity with his white compa.tnot.

If he works in the mines the Afncan is
segregated in barracks to which his family
is not allowed access. His average wage,
while so employed, is approximately £54
(about $250) per annum. In the towns he
is forced to live in Townships or in Munici-
pal Compounds under conditions of squalor
and abject misery. At least seventy percent
of the Africans suffer from malnutrition,
and hospital and medical services are com-
pletely unable to cope with the incidence of
sickness and disease.

Even today, over twelve months after the
end of the war, war emergency regulations
originally passed for the ostensible purpose
of dealing with the supporters of fascism
in this country (and seldom invoked for
that purpose) are still retained for use
against the African in order to deprive him
of the elementary rights of freedom of
speech and freedom of movement. War
Measure 1425 imposes heavy penalties on
Africans who gather in groups of more than
twenty. The Asiatic Land Tenure Bill, ap-
propriately termed the “Ghetto Act,” segre-
gates the Asiatic population from the Euro-
pean and forces the Asiatics to live in the
ghettos. On the other hand our local fascists,
such as Dr. Malan, Advocate Pirow and van
Rensburg, who openly, in speech and in
print, supported Hitler during the war, are
allowed the use of public halls and are
permitted to publish newspapers and articles
in support of their fascist and racist the-
ories.

These and many other facts are known
to every non-European in South’ Africa. A
history of savage brutality against, and of
heartless exploitation of, the non-white, of
killings by rifle, bayonet and machinegun,
of floggings and of imprisonment, is one
for which General Smuts and our political
leaders will assuredly one day have to an-
swer. And desp:te the fact that every dark-
skinned person is aware of this history, South
Africa endeavored to persuade the world
that the majority of Africans in Southwest
Africa want to be incorporated into the
Union instead of being placed under the
Trusteeship of the UN. To suggest that
black Southwest Africa desires to come
into the Union is false; it is lying hypocrisy.

It is true that thirty years of -propaganda
has built for Smuts an overseas reputation
for liberalism. We in South Africa, how-
ever, know the truth. It is time that the
world outside South Africa should know
these facts. It is time that liberal opinion
should know that when General Smuts at
the UN pleads for the incorporation - of
Southwest Africa into the Union of South
Africa on the grounds that the Africans resi-
“dent there desire such incorporation, such
plea is being made by a man who, to the
knowledge of 8,500,000 colored and many
white South Africans, has never had regard
for any democratic right, if the provision
of such a right entailed the sacrifice of his
political position or the financial interests
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of the Chamber of Mines. It is time that
the world recognized Smuts’ liberal verbiage
as being what we democrats in this country
know it to be—just plain humbug.

V. C. BERRANGE.
Johannesburg, South Africa.

More on Bodenheim

TO NEw Masses: I have not seen Te
Collected Poems of - Maxwell Boden-
heim, 1914-44, reviewed by David Silver in
your issue of October 22. But I do object
to the narrow premises of that review. A
man who has left the permanent imprint
upon American literature of Maxwell Bo-
denheim certainly deserves a less smug and
more sensitive review than the one that he
received in NM.,

To me, the chief fault in Mr. Silver’s re-

“view is the arbitrary and purely personal

definition that he sets up for “great” poetry:
“that it does not persuade the reader to share
the poet’s experience—it compels the reader
to create the very same experience for him-
self so far as his own sensitivity permits.”

This may be fine hair-splitting but it is
very shabby literary criticism. If we reason
dialectically, persuasion and compulsion, like
form and subject, are not in opposition to
each other but are related parts of the same
creative process. Certainly, a man working
with the medium of words has first to per-
suade his reader of some truth before he can
compel him to act upon that truth. Mr.
Silver’s definition is, therefore, nothing but
ivory towerism even if the walls of the
tower are decorated with scarlet hammer-
and-sickles instead of cerise elephants.

If you follow Mr. Silver’s definition to
its ultimate, then you must erase from the
category of “great poetry” such consciously
persuasive verse as that of Whitman and
Mayakovsky. And much other poetry, in-
tended both to compel and persuade men to
action, would go by the board.

The rest of Mr. Silver’s appraisal of
Bodenheim reflects the same limited range
of critical judgment. It is logical, there-
fore, that he should take some back-handed
jibes at a man who has earned more acco-
lades than bread in this fiercely competitive
society, where most men of letters are luft-
menschen, by chiding the poet for lapsing
into “bohemianism.”

I used to run into Max Bodenheim quite
a bit in New York and Chicago; I haven’t
seen him during the last few years. But any
genuinely social critic cannot approach a
poet—in his greatness or his smallness, from
the moral criteria of a small-town reading
club.

The critic, to be worthy of the name,
must have some understanding of the forces
which leave a poet to starve on a park bench
at the same time that his work is being read
throughout the world. He must have a social
base for understanding the idiosyncrasies
that any sensitive person would develop un-
der the circumstances. Actually, Mr. Silver
fails to realize this one basic fact: that in

the long period when American monopoly
had no militant labor movement to dispute
its power and give us all new cultural val-
ues, “bohemianism,” if only for an epheme-
ral period, was a challenge to the culture
exemplified at one pole by John D. Rocke-
feller and at the other by Zane Grey. For an
artist today to return to “bohemianism” is,
of course, a reversion to an epoch which has
been superseded by another age.

But I am deeply concerned with the
school of criticism represented by Mr. Sil-
ver—for he is not the only offender—and
the dangerous tendency that this school
represents in the development of a genu-
inely free American culture. The tight
schemata of that school will, if permitted,
choke everything that cannot find root in its
closely-sealed intellectual hothouses. For it
is barren of the breadth, the understanding,
and the humanity which social critics, of
all commentators upon books, should have.

Mr. Bodenheim is not a great poet in the
commonly-accepted meaning of the term,
but he is certainly a major one.

HaroLD PREECE.
New York.

By-Product

Td NEw Masses: A little known result
of the recent sit-down strike by the
meat packers should be of interest to your
readers.

When meat was withheld from the legal
market, the black market manipulators
bought cattle and slaughtered on their own
account. However, they were so anxious to
get the meat on the market at the exorbitant
prices being offered that they did not worry
about the by-products which are usually
carefully preserved by the legal meat proces-
sors. These by-products (pancreas glands,
etc.) are used in the manufacture of insulin.
As you know, those suffering with diabetes
must have insulin to remain alive.

The consequences of this black market
spree in meat has been a shortage of these
by-products and an acute shortage of the
raw materials necessary for the manufacture
of insulin. The net result will be a fifty per-
cent or more increase in the price of insulin.
This is another example of the funetioning
of “free enterprise.” Of course, the govern-
ment could have stepped in to control the
situation but that, we are told, would have
been interference bordering on “socialism.”

JosEPH SPENCER.
New York.

Correction

To NEW Masses: Please correct the name
of a famous Yiddish writer whom
Nathan Ausubel, in his article on Sholem
Aleichem [NM, November 26], calls “Judah
L. Peretz.” His name is Isaac L. Peretz.
) I. FOLKOFF.

San Francisco, Cal.

I am grateful to Mr. Folkoff for his cor-
rection. My error was due to a mental slip.
—N.4.
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review‘ and comment

FROM THE BOOKSHELF

SOVIET PHILOSOPHY: A Study of Theory
and Practice, by John Somerville. Philo-
sophical Library. $3.75.

I'r 1s something of an event when an

American philosopher, on a trav-
elling fellowship from Columbia Uni-
versity, goes to the Soviet Union to
study philosophy. It is still more of an
event when he brings forth an honest,
serious and sympathetic interpretation
of what he found. Books there have
been by Americans on most every as-
pect of Soviet life and - culture—but
none, to my knowledge, on its philoso-
phy. Dr. Somerville deserves great
credit, therefore, for undertaking the
task of expounding the principles and
methods of this philosophy in the in-
terest of better understanding of Soviet
theory and practice.

At the outset something may be said
about the title of the book. Soviet think-
ers would be the last to claim that there
is a “Soviet” philosophy. There is in
the world today the philosophy of the
bourgeoisie, no matter in what varied
forms jt is manifested, and the philoso-
phy of class conscious workers, Marx-
ism. The essentials of the philosophy
Dr. Somerville found in the Soviet
Union, therefore, can be found in
England and South Africa, in China,
France and the United States. It is the
philosophy of Marxists everywhere. It
belongs to no country but to a class. It
is international, and owes its origin and
major development to Marx, Engels,
Lenin and Stalin. Its roots are to be
found in classical philosophy, especial-
ly French materialism and German
thought from Kant to Hegel, in classi-
cal political economy, and in French
and British utopian socialism. This is
not to deny that in the Soviet Union
it has achieved its fullest development
to date and has exerted the greatest in-
fluence. It is merely to assert that the
subject under discussion is more prop-
erly denoted Marxist philosophy than
Soviet. Accordingly, it was necessary
that the bulk of the book—all but the

last two chapters, in fact—be devoted
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to an exposition of the basic principles
of dialectical and historical materialism,
with close references to developments
and applications of this philosophy to
the distinctive new features of a func-
tioning socialist society—such, for ex-
ample, as the Soviet Constitution, the
role of art under socialism, religious
freedom and the like.

The chapters “Pivotal Controver-
sies in the History of Soviet Philoso-
phy” and “Dissemination of Philoso-
phy in the USSR” (VII and VIII)
contain a significant body of material
derivable only from Soviet sources dis-
tinctively representing philosophy in
the Soviet Union. Here are exciting
materials and one could wish that the
whole book were constructed out of
the actual controversies in philosophy
that have taken place among Soviet
thinkers: the concrete developments
and application of materialist dialectics
to problems of socialist construction,
international relations, etc., especially
as found in the reports and writings of
Joseph Stalin; Soviet studies in the his-
tory of philosophy, in special technical

fields such as dialectics, epistemology,
philosophy of science; and in the analy-
ses of and polemics against our major
contemporary bourgeois philosophers
and schools. It is to be hoped- that Dr.
Somerville, with his undoubted equip-
ment for this task, will undertake a
book along such lines in the not too dis-
tant future.

In these two chapters there is the
picture of a society which takes philos-
ophy seriously. Philosophy is “‘dissemi-
nated” both through teaching and pub-
lication, with the figures on the latter
assuming  astronomical  proportions
(not really done justice to by the table
on p. 236). Philosophical controversies
exist, and they have two striking fea-
tures for Americans. They attract wide
public attention and the disputants,
really believing in objective truth, try
to reach agreement through prolonged
efforts at clarification. Here in these.
pages the issues between materialism
and idealism, mechanical and dialecti-
cal thinking, take on reality and life
by leaving the realm of “pure” philo-
sophical speculation.

The main body of the work consists
of an excellent, clear and fresh presen-
tation of the main features of dialecti-
cal and historical materialism. This dis-
cussion of basic perspectives is followed
by a valuable analysis of “Socialist De-
mocracy and the Dictatorship of the
Proletariat.” Chapters on Soviet ethics
and the arts follow.

Part I is devoted to a lucid and pre-
cise analysis of the main features of
dialectical materialism. Chapter VI, en-
titled: “The Human Mind: The Dia-
lectical Method of Thinking,” is a
positive new contribution to the sub-
ject, because of its extraordinarily as-
tute analysis of that “formal” logic in
contrast to which dialectics had its
origin ‘and derives its meaning. Dr.
Somerville’s own formulation of dia-
lectical rules for thinking should be to
many readers an immensely helpful -
guide to the laws of dialectics and their
practical application.

All in all there is so much here of
value both to those who want to un-
derstand the Soviet Union better and
to those who want to understand the
fundamentals of Marxism, that one
hopes for a cheap popular edition of
Soviet Philosophy. Limitations it has,
some of which have been pointed out.
One regrettable defect is that John
Dewey is quoted twice, with passages
that might make him seem close to

 Marxist thought, thus omitting the
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 more important issue that he is not
only a sworn enemy of everything
Soviet but also that his “instrumental-
ism” is antithetic to dialectical mate-
rialism, and not merely “weak” (p.
97). Another is the inclusion of two
works of Trotsky in the guide to read-
ing on Soviet thought. This inclusion
is gratuitous, unlike that of Bukharin
who figures in the chapter on contro-
versies, especially since the one work
of Trotsky’s explicitly used is cited in
the text. A more far-reaching and
serious criticism is that Lenin’s major
philosophical contributions are inade-
quately treated. Especially is this the
case with the technique and principles
Lenin developed in his criticism of the
Machians in Materialism and Empirio-
Criticism. These provide the basis for
the critique of the current bourgeois
schools of positivism and pragmatism.
The failure to expound Lenin’s po-
lemics leads to the neglect of the basic
issue in all modern philosophy—a ma-
terialist versus an idealist epistemology
or theory of knowledge—and through
this the neglect of any real critique of
contemporary bourgeois philosophy, a
most basic problem for all Soviet philos-
ophers and for Marxists everywhere.
Howarp SELsaMm.

Miss Perkins' FDR

| THE ROOSEVELT 1 KNEW, by Frances Per-
kins. Viking. $3.75.

FRANCES PERKINS’ portrait of the

Roosevelt she knew during a pe-
riod of thirty-five years will contribute
to the cause of world peace in much
the same manner as did Elliott Roose-
velt’s As He Saw It.

For the former Secretary of Labor’s
intimate recollections of FDR not only
reemphasize the solidity of his devo-
tion to the principle of genuine Anglo-
Russian-American cooperation;  they
help also to puncture the current fiction
that the President died embittered by
the “failure” of his policies and would
have out-jingoed Byrnes and Vanden-
berg had he lived.

Miss Perkins’ book, while its chro-
nology includes most of FDR’s adult
life and his entire political career,
makes no pretense at being compre-
hensive and definitive either as biogra-
phy or political history.

To Miss Perkins, the young Roose-
velt'she met first in 1910 was some-
what self-righteous, aloof, impervious
to the needs and hopes of the rank and
file American. Like others who knew
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him well, she lays much stress upon
the ordeal of recovery from infantile
paralysis as a prime factor in his devel-
opment into a leader of great personal
warmth and sympathies and broad so-
cial consciousness. Much of T'he Roose-
velt I Knew is devoted to incidents
drawn from Miss Perkins’ association
with FDR as Cabinet member and as

New York State Industrial Commis- -

sioner — incidents which make clear
why he became by far the best beloved
American public figure of his day

Often penetratingly shrewd in her
observations about Roosevelt and his
philosophy, Miss Perkins describes him
as compensating for his lack of devel-
oped program by his courage to be
boldly experimental and unfettered by
the narrow, self-interested conventions
and motivations of the rich who loathed
him as a ““traitor to his class.” He was
by background and conviction a sup-
porter of the prevailing capitalist econ-
omy; but he also believed that reforms
were necessary to keep it going. By his
own description ‘“a little left of center,”
Roosevelt’s great merit was that he
responded to the movement of the
workers and the common people
toward struggle and self-organization
by taking up the battle against eco-
nomic ‘royalism.

Miss Perkins says that “Roosevelt
was not very familiar with economic
theory,” but in this sphere as in the
many others which engaged his active
interest he was often able to reach the
core of problems while men with more
expert knowledge floundered amid
non-essentials, The author recalls
FDR’s observation on the Russian peo-
ple’s devotion to their socialist society,
after his return from a Big Three con-
ference: “They all seem really to want
to do what is good for their society in-
stead of wanting to do for themselves.
We take care of ourselves and think
about the welfare of society after-
ward.”

Mouch of the book reviews the devel-
opment of the New Deal program of
social legislation at home during the
twelve years in which Roosevelt served
in the White House. Miss Perkins
brings vividly to mind again the im-
pact of those years of sweeping progress
in the rights and standards of the
American people. True, many of the
author’s historical estimates will seem
naive (or something else) and her un-
derestimation of the people’s struggle
may irritate many readers. Her faith
in the general good intentions and rea-

sonableness of American industrialists
contrasts with labor’s overwhelming
experience to the contrary.

However, such flaws are secondary

" in relation to the specific service this

book performs in recalling not only the
progressive Roosevelt policies for peace-
ful world collaboration and social ad-
vancement of the American people, but
also the successes achieved by the ap-
plication of those policies. The great
mass of the American people who were
supporters of those policies, which they
identified with FDR, cannot, if they
read such books as this, but be con- -
vinced of the disastrous divergence -
from the Roosevelt policies engineered
by his successor in office at’the in-
sistence of the men FDR labelled
“economic royalists.”

Undoubtedly, Miss Perkins’ is not
the fullest or the last word on the
Roosevelt personality. But her first-
hand story will surely be helpful when
someone attempts to fit all the pieces
together for the complete mosaic of the
man whom Stalin estimated as the
strongest captain of the modern capi-
talist world.

RoBerT FRIEDMAN.

Jumbo Epic

FERDINAND AND ISABELLA, by Hermann
Kesten. 4. 4. Wyn. $3.

ERMANN KESTEN’s faults are as
striking as his virtues. Whatever

he writes is written with force, with
imagination, with a richness of expres~
sion that brings the subject to life, in-
deed to a kind of technicolor Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer sort of super-life.
There may have been dull, apathetic,
passionless moments in Ferdinand’s
and Isabella’s life, but they aren’t in
Kesten’s book. Here it is all color, all
emotion, all baroque or even rococo.
The result certainly carries one
along. A little too violently, I am
afraid. Usually the jacket blurb writer
oversells the contents of a book with
meretricious purple passages. Here the
blurb writer pants breathlessly way be-
hind the book. “In Mr. Kesten’s
searching analysis of his characters and
their era, Isabella emerges as one of
the most extraordinary personalities of
all time, both pious and passionate, at
once ruthless and oddly soft. Around
her, described in Mr. Kesten’s rich
and flowing prose, are countless other
memorable figures: Ferdinand himself,
Torquemada. . . . With a background
as strongly colored, as barbaric, as the
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"Past Forty,"” lithograph by Joseph Vogel.

period, Ferdinand and Isabella is more
than a historical novel. It is a great
book.”

Of course the blurb writer’s “count-
less other memorable figures” gives
the show away. For the word “count-
less” implies the very opposite of the
word “memorable.” A single memo-
rable figure would have been fine. But
- by becoming countless the figures natu-
rally become not memorable but rather
confused, lost, merged into a kind of
bouillabaisse in which the contents are
indistinguishable. .

The blurb writer is also revealing
in what he says about Kesten’s por-
trayal of Isabella. The fact is that by
being everything, by being so contra-
dictory and so unpredictable as to keep
the reader in a state of perpetual

amazement, Isabella finally ceases to:

emerge. She dazzles one into a kind of
blindness in which her outlines simply
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disappear. By being every character
she ends up being no character at
all.

Of course historically Isabella .as
portrayed by Kesten may be nearer the
true Isabella than some other more
skillfully portrayed Isabella might be.
But the novelist-historian must present
a historical figure as the heroine of a
novel, a heroine conceived entirely in
the novelist’s mind to be the central
figure of his tale. The Isabella who ex-
pelled the Jews is at the same time the
Isabella who gave ships to Columbus.
Isabella who tortured and murdered
thousands for the sake of filling her
treasury is at the same time the beau-
tiful and beloved queen whose story
the reader is supposed to want to fol-
low with interest. Milton, they say, fell
in love with Satan, and Kesten at
times falls in love with Isabella. Then
suddenly he remembers that she ex-

pelled the Jews, and he turns the most
withering scorn upon her. The reader
suddenly tumbles out of the warm bed
of a novel and into a cold tub of his-
tory.

Not that the cold historical tub isn’t
as invigorating as the warm romantic
bed. Both, as prepared by Kesten, are
superb. But the two together add up as
a book rather than as a novel. And the
whole effect is like that curious excite-
ment induced by a moving picture
trailer. Every scene is climactic. There
is a mounting tension induced by
swelling music and by words flung
at the audience: colossal! titanic! love!
hate! gigantic spectacle! The net ef-
fect, as we all know, is singularly
empty. On the other hand it is cer-
tainly never dull or boring.

In reviewing Mr. Kesten’s previous
novel, The Twins of Nuremberg, 1
said pretty much the same thing I am
saying now. I say it now with consid-
erably more regret and more feeling.
I went to the trouble then to pick out
some of the episodes in that book that
I considered superior writing. I could
do the same for this book. I could call
attention to the death scene of King
Henry, the conquest of Granada, the
Columbus story, etc. But I would still
have to conclude that the whole in this
case, as in the last, ssmehow doesn’t
add up to the sum of the parts. In a,
less gifted writer it would be enough
to say that the whole just doesn’t add
up. In Kesten’s case that would be
most unfair. I, for one, shall look for-
ward to Kesten’s next book with con-
siderable anticipation.

Guy ENDoORE.

German Adano

THE LIBERATORS,. by Wesley Towner. 4. 4.
Wyn. $2.50.

IN THE last phase of World War II

on the Western Front, American
troops reached far into eastern Ger-
many—into what was later to become
the Russian zone of occupation. Wes-
ley Towner’s story takes place in a
town in eastern Germany as the war
ended in May, 1945. The combat men
of Col. Carruthers’ regiment were
tired, hungry for women and did not
show much insight into either the
causes of the war or their relations
with the Germans. The Germans
themselves are shown to be crafty,
submissive on the surface, and con-
temptuous of the political naivete of
the Americans. The women melted
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into the arms of the Americans in an
interesting blend of feelings which in-
cluded expressions of fear of the Rus-
sians and of hunger—all kinds of
hunger, from sex to chocolate. The
Americans were not immune: They
had admired the Red Army men dur-
ing the fighting war. But this was dif-
ferent. Now they began to express
resentment at the Russian soldier—a
resentment conjured out of the mon-
strous shape of the guilty fear that
lived within the Germans.

There was little to alter the drift
of things. Col. Carruthers was inept
and indifferent; Capt. Casima, whose
civilian career had been spent in a
vague connection with ‘“the catch-
penny politics of Jersey City,” didn’t
have a scruple in him. Sgt. Christopher
Day wanted to give the town a good
administration. He had been, in civil
life, a college English instructor; he
had some knowledge of the politics of
the situation plus a seuse of responsi-
bility. To Col. Carruthers’ role of ab-
solute, temperamental and ignorant
monarch of this German town, Sgt.
Day could, for a while, play the part
of an efficient, honest prime minister,
But not for too long.

What seems more important in
Towner’s novel than its fictional vir-
tues is its documentary value. Though
here and there you find glimpses of the
heightened values demanded by fiction,
The Liberators is more a good jour-
nalistic report than a recreated experi-
ence. In plot outline it resembles rather
too closely Hersey’s Bell For Adano.
There, you will remember, the gen-
eral orders all carts off the roads; -in
The Liberators, another general who
has a prohibition mania orders all beer
distribution among troops to cease
forthwith. Throughout, the honest
men are being defeated by inertia, and
by the incompetent and reactionary
hand of Higher Authority—but a little
too patly to be effective.

However, Towner demonstrates
the bankruptcy of regimes whose sin-
gle guiding principle is 2 morbid en-
mity of the Left. Because the big es-
tates around the town were “private
property” it became “‘socialistic” to
grant landless farmers permission to
plant crops. The logical ironies of the
American position in Germany be-
come, in the end, the living tragedies
of plain people. This is what Towner
is after—and he tells it with more
truth than fiction.

ALFRED GOLDSMITH.

With Honesty

ACCENT ANTHOLOGY, edited by Kerker Quinn
and Charles Shattuck. Harcourt, Brace. $4.

As THEIR very name implies, even
the most successful of the “little”
magazines reaches no more than a few
thousand very un-average readers.
Among those whom they do not reach
—the millions who read Life and the
Saturday Evening Post and Reader’s
Digest, or more likely the tens of thou-
sands who read Harper’s or The New
Yorker—there are no doubt a certain
number of people who might become
readers if they were not deterred by
their conception of a “little” maga-
zine as some sort of freakish publica-
tion adorned with “modernistic” dec-
orations and bristling with literary
manifestoes and unintelligible poems in
chopped-up line lengths. It seems perti-
nent to report that this conception has
been less and less accurate for a good
many years. To bring it up to date,
one could not do better than to con-
sult the present Accent Anthology,
which is drawn from one of the best,
if not the most representative, of the
little magazines. '

Accent was founded in 1940 by a
group of editors centered around the
University of Illinois at Urbana, with
the announced purpose of serving as a
“representative collection of the best
creative and critical writing of our
time, carefully balancing the work of
established authors with that of com-
parative unknowns.” Like most other
little magazines of the last decade, it
had from the beginning an aim quite
distinct from that of so many publica-
tions of the 1920’s, devoted to esthetic
experiment for experiment’s sake. The
editors announced that they would re-
ject not only the “stereotyped” but also
“the trivial and the unintelligible”
from their pages. Their anthology,
collecting the best from five years of
publication, indicates on the whole a
successful pursuit of their original pur-
pose. It consists mainly of honest and
serious writing, free of the big-business
pressures which turn the big magazines
into more or less glorified advertising
circulars.

E. Jaediker.
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More than most of its rivals in the
little magazine field, which is increas-
ingly shadowed by the repressive influ-
ence of university patronage, Accent
has managed also to resist these pres-
sures as they are exerted beneath the
disguise of the academic cap and gown.
It is the most eclectic of the little
magazines. Thus one will even find in
the pages of this anthology the work
of writers who have also contributed
to NEw Massks, such as Sidney Alex-
ander, Edwin Berry Burgum, Ernest

and Marjorie Brace and Ben Field.

One will find in addition, particularly
in the field of criticism, the work-of
writers on whom Marxist thinking has
been an important influence, such as
Eric Bentley, Kenneth Burke, David
Daiches, F. O. Matthiesen, Harry
Slochower. Then, too, one will find
the work of a number of young writ-
ers published for the first time in
Accent, along with contributions
from such well-established writers as
Thomas Mann, Katherine Anne Por-
ter and Irwin Shaw (and this is a
phenomenon much less usual than it
ought to be in most little magazines
today). In its acceptance both of young
and unknown writers and of writers
with a progressive political orientation,
Accent exhibits an open-mindedness
hardly characteristic of the little maga-
zine field in recent years, increasingly
dominated as the latter has been by a
kind of pedantic and obscurantist neo-
scholasticism.

Judged by any but a relative stand-
ard, the record of a magazine like 4c-
cent may leave much to be desired.
Certainly it is apt to make one feel
that a country as well-equipped with
the material means for culture as ours
should be able to produce something
better—should be able, if a defeated
and poverty-stricken nation like France
can support more than a dozen serious
literary magazines, monthlies with
mass circulations, to do better than
produce a tiny handful of quarterlies
like Accent which reach audiences of
less than 5,000 and mostly look to
universities for subsidization. And yet
Accent’s showing is so much better
than nothing—and it comes so dan-
gerously near to representing the last
and .only hope of “free” enterprise in
American magazine publishing—that
anybody who cares about the fate of
serious writing ought to be thankful
for it. If one hopes for more than
Accent has been able to give, certainly
one must concede that without more
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active aid from both writers and read-
ers than Accent or any other little
magazine has yet received, there is
little possibility of that hope’s realiza-
tion. WaLTER McELRroy.

The Grabbers

BATTLE FOR CHICAGO, by Wayne Andrews.
Harcourt, Brace. $3.75.

R. ANDREWS absorbing volume
is primarily, though with a va-
riety of undercurrents, the story of a
group of men with one simple philos-
ophy—get the money quick, hold on
to what you’ve got, and keep on get-
ting more. The philosophy, of course,
is as old as man’s world and almost as
widespread. The high priest of the
Chicago cult was the imperial Marshall
Field I, a “businessman’s businessman”
who; by the time he died, had accumu-
lated the tidy sum of one hundred and
twenty million dollars. He had “sub-
jected the making of money to scien-
tific analysis.”
Nevertheless, in the company that

_ here surrounds him—Swift, Armour,

Joseph  Medill, Cyrus McCormick,
George Mortimer Pullman, Samuel
Insull, C. T. Yerkes, Jr.—the elder
Field looks like a cherub with pink
wings. Typical of the acts and the
thoughts of these men are those of the
inventor of the Pullman car, and the
early publisher of the Chicago Tribune.
M. Pullman, solemn and hypocritical,
will live in the annals of infamy for
his “model community”—which was
always to yield a six percent profit, and
in'which “rents were twenty to twen-
ty-five percent higher than anywhere
in the vicinity”—and the vicious labor
policy that brought first the Pullman
strike, then the militia, and finally the
killing of twelve workingmen. Quite
as much do the thoughts of Joseph
Medill—Mr. Andrews ironically terms
him an “intellectual”—teem with hate.
Here he is on race: “In future wars
black and yellow men will be used
freely to fight. We will not be so care-
ful about spilling the blood of niggers.”
Or on the American sport of lynching:

“Judge Lynch is an American, by

birth and character. . . . The Vigilance
Committee is a peculiarly American
institution. Every lamppost in Chicago
will be decorated with a communistic
carcass if necessary to_prevent whole-
sale incendiarism, . . .”

But it is doubtful if even Medill
could offer much competition to Chi-
cago’s most notorious contemporary
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apostle of hate, “Bertie” McCormick.
Publisher and editor of the self-styled
World’s Greatest Newspaper, “Bertie”
almost burst a blood vessel when Mar-
shall Field IIT entered the Chicago
newspaper area with his Suzn. Nervous,
McCormick stated of Field, ‘“The
term to fit to him and to all the herd
of hysterical effeminates is ‘cowatd’.”
Field calmly continued on his way, ex-
posing McCormick’s hysterical discov-
eries of Communist plots, and pounc-
ing on such statements as that the
merchant marine was “no credit to
our nation.” A Sun editorial replied,
“A ship of a Tribune subsidiary had
been torpedoed at sea and the crew
so forgot their loyalty to the lord of
the tower as to save their lives by
leaving the ship. . . . What’s more the
merchant sailors belonged to unions!

" That makes their treason to McCor-

mick double.”

Today there is a battle for Chicago,
and the people as well as the indus-
trial capitalists are in the fight. Mr.
Andrews shows it and does so well.

James LicHT.

Ten Poets

THE NOBLE VOICE: A STUDY OF TEN GREAT
POEMS, by Mark Van Doren. Holt. $3.

EV.EN reading for pleasure imposes
judgments, as Mark Van Doren
discovers in the course of reviewing
the works of nine “noble” poets. He is
compelled to assert that only an intense
belief in life and in the fundamental
vigor of -men can produce genuine
poets. Homer, Dante, Chaucer—all
three saw as the poet’s theme “the
objects of earth,” “the real world.”
They become the author’s heroes only
because they alone realize that build-
ing a poem requires the ‘“‘art of being.
true to what one knows and sees.”
Virgil, Lucretius, Milton, Spenser,
Byron and Wordsworth, the remain-
ing poets dealt with in The Noble
Voice, are on the other hand consid-
ered less noble. Lucretius, for exam-
ple, is labeled a minor genius because
(this criticism is indirectly stated) the
Roman poet’s materialistic philosophy
would seem to deny man’s uniqueness,
his possession of an impalpable soul!
Here the author certainly manifests a
Victorian squeamishness. If Lucretius
doesn’t measure up to the standards
of Dante, it is not because the former
believes in atoms while the latter be-
lieves in God.
The subordinate

position  given

Byron is a little more reasonable.
Staunch belief is always necessary in
a poet, and Byron did attack without
belief, without in his works achieving
“serenity over satire.” What Mark
Van Doren has overlooked, however,
in his zeal tq discover flaws in style, is
that Byron throughout his life acted on
a passionate belief in political freedom.

The book as a whole, it must be
said, is a little unbalanced. The Pulitzer
Prize poet’s emphasis on Milton’s
stylistic blunders, for example, hardly
allows Milton his genius. And his chap-
ter on Chaucer is so short that he does
not sufficiently justify himself in plac-
ing Chaucer among the peerless poets.
He seems, furthermore, to be a little
unsure about his feelings for Virgil and
Wordsworth. This hesitation is under-
standable in the light of his inadequate
reasoning. Virgil did not fail because
of his ethical and political emphasis.
To say this is to babble in the style of
the sterile art-for-art’s-sake critics. He
failed—insofar as he did—because he
wasn’t political enough. Virgil was
shackled because Augustus was his
patron, and he felt doomed to extol
the Roman culture that he himself
must have known was very shoddy.
In praising the bitter times of Rome,
he could not be true to what he knew
and saw.

The interpretation of Wordsworth
is the most unfortunate in the book.
Wordsworth’s Prelude is not un-
worthy because of the burdensome,
obscure philosophy preached in it. On
the other hand, whatever greatness it
has is not due to the pretty pictures
contained in it. It is unsuccessful in
the main because of the effect of
Wordsworth’s defection from progres-
sive ranks—his rejection in 1792 of
the French Revolution. (“Just for a
handful of silver he left us. Just for a
riband to stick in his coat.”) Van
Doren correctly emphasizes Words-
worth’s feelings on the French Revo-
lution as significant in his poetic de-
velopment, but the author does not
relate the English poet’s real failure
as a major poet to the reactionary at-
titude he developed toward the Revoe
lution. In ex?ting nature at the ex-
pense of a sinfere belief in man Words-
worth was again, in effect, turning
away from the achievement of the
Revolution.

But there is no doubt that this is
a book written by a poet who sincerely
loves and enjoys great poetry. He has
an intelligent and sensitive approach to
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E. Miller

literature. His sections on Homer are
excellent. Indeeed, no other chapters
equal them in their healthy exuberance
and analysis.

. HarrIET HAMBARIN.

Christmas Package

CONFESSIONS OF A STORY WRITER, by Paul
Gallico. Knopf. $3.75.

AUL GaLLIcO, possibly the most

prolific and successful seller of
stories to the “name” mags—Satur-
day Evening Post, Cosmopolitan, Col-
kers, American et al—has selected his
twenty-four favorite stories, prefaced
each with an autobiographical “story
behind the story,” and wrapped them
up in an interesting book.

Into the realm of slick mags, high-
powered agents and $1,000 acceptance
checks Gallico carried all the virtues of
good American sports writing, but
along with them he took the weak-
nesses—glibness, too-finished slickness,
and an absence of the deep, slow per-
ception and genuine humanism of more
significant writers. Within his limits,
which are the limits of the slicks and
their gaudy skirting of social meaning,
the man can really write. All his stories
are charged with a sense of excitement,
with what the trade calls “pace.”

Probably his best tales are those with
a newspaper background. Writing of
something he knows thoroughly, as
in the yarn “McKabe,” Gallico gets
over a certain ring of honesty along
with his excitement. Like Broun, and
unlike Pegler, who never really liked
sports, Gallico returns for themes to
his first love fairly often. Four of the
stories in this collection revolve around
sports subjects. Three of them are
good. The fourth is a thing called
“Stopwatch,” written at the time of
the Soviet-Finnish war, which has all
the hamminess of the incredible “news”
stories of that period. Its inclusion at
this late date in history is a little
shocking.

His stories, however, are not marked
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with the cynicism one might expect of
the calculating seller to the slicks which
he describes himself to be. He likes
people, and shows a simple emotional
symphony with the underdog. But
often this descends to the Damon Run-
yon type of humaneness, brittle with
saccharine whimsy, certainly no sub-
stitute for real social understanding.

Gallico is not an easy writer to esti-
mate. He’s too superb a story teller
to dismiss lightly. At the end of his
introduction he says suprisingly, “I
mean yet to accomplish something.”
This could be self-complacent fishing
for quick assurance that he has already
done “something.” It could, at least
partly, also be the deep-down knowl-
edge by the man who broke his mold
with a “Joe Smith, American,” that
writing successfully for the editors of
the great American slicks is, in a real
sense, nothing.

LEesTER RODNEY.

When the Bomb Fell

HIROSHIMA, by John Hersey. Knopf. $1.75.

HAT the Hiroshima atom bomb
blast did to six humans is the

burden of John Hersey’s now-famous-

report, here issued in book form.

What emerges is much larger. By
painstakingly probing into the lives and
actions of six survivors of the Hiro-
shima slaughter—a clerk, a widowed
seamstress, a physician, a Methodist
minister, a young surgeon and a Ger-
man Catholic priest—the author frames
the full picture of Hiroshima, August
6, 1945, and the still larger picture of
the effect on generations of Hiro-
shimans to come.

Mr. Hersey recreates death by his
awareness and feeling for lives—so
that the reader has a sense of suffer-

ing identification with the meaning of -

the hitherto unimaginable “flash in the
sky,” which destroyed some 78,000
lives, wounded some 37,000 others,
and razed two-thirds of a modern
city.

To translate the idiom of a man in
Hiroshima to the terms of a man on
Main - Street, without changing the
individuality and national characteristics
of the Hiroshiman, is to assert the uni-
versality of man—and Mr. Hersey has
accomplished this by his fundamental
and sympathetic understanding of peo-
ple as they are. His eje and ear deftly
record their sacrifices and selfishness,
their humor, despair and ingenuity in a
moment of disaster. He uses no writer’s

tricks; he lets the stark facts of Hiro-
shima speak for themselves.
ALAN STOLTMAN.

Elizabethan Poet

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE: A Study of His
Thought, Learning and Character, by Paul
H. Kocher. University of North Carolina
Press. $3.50.

IT Is not surprising that C}qristopher
Marlowe should have attracted the
attention of a number of biographers
and critics in recent years. He is one
of the most fascinating figures in the
history of English literature: one of the
greatest of Elizabethan poets and
dramatists, he was perhaps the most
original and independent thinker of
them all. The strange facts of his sud-
den death by violence, with their im-
plications of deliberate murder, have
given a lurid, melodramatic interest
to the study of his life.

"‘Prof. Kocher’s book is the most
useful, as well as the most complete
treatment of Marlowe’s thought that.
has yet appeared. Most scholars,
alarmed by the boldness of Marlowe’s
ideas as reported by his contemporaries,
Kyd and Baines, have attempted to
show that Marlowe did not hold those
ideas- seriously and that, in any case,
they did not perceptibly influence his
dramatic work. Prof. Kocher, how-
ever, argues that,Z Marlowe’s atheistic
beliefs were strongly held and that they
can be definitely traced in his work.

The value of Prof. Kocher’s work
is limited by the fact that he treats
Marlowe mainly as an isolated figure,
and explains Marlowe’s development
entirely in psychological terms. Thus,
he declares, in summarizing his dis-
cussion, ‘“Marlowe’s ideas and emo-
tions have been traced back to ultimate
origins in the particular constitution of
his psychology.” For Prof. Kocher, the
more humane attitude of the later Mar-
lowe of Edward II is to be explained
by the autonomous development of
Marlowe’s character. No attempt is
made to assess the possible influence of
changes in Elizabethan life, in the de-
mands of the theatrical audience, in
the dramatic tradition as practiced by

. other writers.

Despite this weakness of approach,
Prof. Kocher succeeds in giving us a
sensitive analysis of Marlowe’s thought
and character, which throws new light
particularly on- two of Marlowe’s
greatest works, Tamburlaine and Doc-
tor Faustus. Davip Harris.
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- sights and sounds

ANOTHER PART OF THE FOREST

The evil Hubbards—again. A view of Miss Hellman's
play which explores the lair of "The Little Foxes."

By ISIDOR SCHNEIDER

are natural and considerable.

Conflict, that essential of drama,
possesses her stage from the first rise
of the curtain. For example, in A#n-
other Part of the Forest, the play
opens on one of the major characters
in a key situation. And as long as the
curtain is up, the action keeps its mo-
mentum. There is no pause.

As the plot machinery comes to a
stop, however, the headlong characters
flatten into monotones. With the cur-
tain down, and the mind, at its own
pace, examining what it has received,
characters and situations take on dif-
ferent measures. To explain this, how-
ever, a synopsis will be necessary.

Marcus Hubbard, founder of the
brutal Southern family whose later
stage of unprincipled success was given
in The Little Foxes, is secure so long
as the evidence remains undisclosed
that he has made his fortune on war
contraband and on blood money from
the enemy. Once the neighbors on
whose disasters he had fattened had
come for him with rope and tar; and
though feeling has since simmered
down from that boiling point, their
suspicion remains. The Hubbards can
claim the distinction of being the best-
hated family in the community.

The Hubbard lack of human feel-
ing has reached within as well as out-
side the family circle. Each exercises
toward the other only the degree of
consideration the latter’s own power
compels. Marcus, as the holder of the
Hubbard money, and therefore of the
family rule, is freest to indulge the
family sadism. He has terrified his wife
into imbecility. Ben, +his older son, has
been harried into vengeful plots. His

I 1ILLIAN HELLMAN’s dramatic gifts
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younger son, Oscar, has grown up
stupefied, drooling into a moronic ro-
mance with a streetwalker and mak-
ing moronic assertions of manhood in
night-riding with the Klan.

Even the one loving feeling Mar-
cus has is evil. Directed toward his
daughter Regina, it has an incestuous
stain which the corrupted girl exploits.
Through it she gets the effective
power of the family wealth into her
hands and manages to hold it until Ben
discovers the evidence that can hang
his father, confronts him with it and
forces the transfer of the possessions
—and the power—into his own hands.

Thus the three chief characters
whose cross-purposes provide the dra-
matic conflict are not only emotionally
one-dimensioned, but their emotion is
substantially the same. Marcus and
Ben are both ruthless, with the differ-
ence that, controlling the power-giv-
ing wealth, Marcus has been able to
relax, to indulge a vice and even a
“weakness,” a taste for music that he
spoils by his heartlessness toward the
hired musicians. Regina is equally
ruthless, but her rapacity is given in
feminine terms. She works through
men, incites their male competitive-
ness, sets one against the other to tri-
umph in their mutual destruction.
Even in love she is murderously pos-
sessive, seeking to kill all other emo-
tions and loyalties in her lover though
that would become self-frustrating,
leaving her an empty skin of a man.

The other characters are monotones
of other emotions. The mother is all
palpitating bad conscience reduced to
the lowest terms of hysterical, self-
martyring penance. The younger son
Oscar is all moron. The streetwalker,

whom he introduces into his family, is
not given enough other character to
be able to step out of her sluttishness.
In the Hubbard drawing-room, even
before Ben, taking advantage of it for
his own purposes, gets her drunk, she
remains the streetwalker, failing of
the simplest social adjustment. The
humble Birdie Bagtry, coming for a
loan on her family property, is all
fumbling flutter. Her brother, Regi-
na’s lover, is all Confederate quix-
oticism. Even the old musician is all
sycophant.

For plotted dramatic effects such
oversimplified characterization is, of
course, an advantage. But that ad-
vantage has to be paid for. One misses
the emotional complex, the inner con-
flicts that would have made the char-
acters humanly, not inhumanly, real.

THIS oversimplified characterization

has two other consequences. One
is in the social implication that per-
sonal evil is the source of wealth;
Marcus and Ben are suggested as the
human prototypes of capitalism. Here
oversimplified characterization leads to
oversimplified history.

Capitalism, all through its history,
has certainly involved -and inflicted
evil. But one of its chief horrors has
been the very impersonality of that
evil. Personally the creators of capi-
talism have stood as good men in com-
parison with the decadent aristocrats
whom they were displacing. Their ra-
pacity was rationalized away by the
moralists like Herbert Spencer, who
contrived an ethics with a new deca-
logue out of Darwin, for capitalists
who were also church elders and pil-
lars of society.

The second consequence has already
been suggested—the omission: of in-
ward conflict and of the general con-
flict of good and evil. Miss Hellman’s
own former treatment of these con-
flicts made her Watch On the Rhine
and her The Searching Wind, despite
structural flaws in the latter, fuller
and deeper plays than she has given
us here. ,

The problem of good and evil as a
theme for drama is age-old. In Another
Part of the Forest it is only suggested
in the characterization of the mother,
where the conflict has destroyed the
mind, but it is left untouched in the
decisive characters. ‘

These characters have no struggle
except among themselves. Within
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themselves the evil Hubbards continue
carefree in their evil.

It i hard to conceive characters
who so consciously invite repulsion
and enmity as these three strong Hub-
bards. It is a psychological truism that
people wither or bloom according to
the acceptance of people around them.
Thieves consort with thieves and
misery loves company to assure a
.compatible psychological atmosphere.
There have been some peculiar saints,
according to reports, who have shown
such indifference to their fellow men.
But they, at least, were presumed to
be in amiable communion with spirits.

This said, it is necessiry to repeat
that Another Part of the Forest has
great dramatic drive and through the
first two acts it is convincing; the third
act is too trickily balanced on plot
pivots for similar conviction. Again,
in this play, Miss Hellman brings re-
sponsible and progressive social com-
mentary to the stage, despite the over-
simplified identification of capitalism
with personal evil. And she reveals a
new aspect of her dramatic under-
standing in her effective direction.
The acting, particularly by Percy
Waram as Marcus, Mildred Dunnock
as the mother, Patricia Neal as Re-
gina, Leo Genn and Scott McKay as
the brothers, Margaret Phillips as
Birdie and Beatrice Thompson as
Coralee, is superb.

MUSIC

THE New York City Center orches-

tra, led by Leonard Bernstein,
closed its short and brilliant season with
a performance of Igor Stravinsky’s
oratorio, “Oedipus Rex,” a work im-
portant both for its strengths and
weaknesses. in the confused history of
music in"our century.

Stravinsky lost his estates in the Rus-
'sian revolution of 1917. Living in
Paris at the time, he resolved never to
return to his homeland. The Russian
people managed to survive the loss, but
the harm to Stravinsky as an artist was
deeper and less easily remedied. Along
with his homeland, he renounced his
national idiom, which he had used with
such imaginative and expressive effect
in “The Fire Bird,” “Petrouchka”
and “The Rites of Spring.” He was
never able to find another idiom equal-
ly emotional and germinating to re-
place it. It would be wrong to say

-
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that his neo-classic style, which fol-
lowed, was wholly due to his dena-
tionalization, or that it was wholly a
degeneration. Elements of this style
may be found in his earlier works, and
he continued to make great advances
in the handling of musical materials.
These advances became, however, in-
creasingly one-sided, betraying a fatal
lack of interest in human beings as a
part of the communication of music.

“QOedipus Rex” is his most imposing
neo-classic work, displaying all of the
characteristics of this style. The story
is taken from the ancient Greek. The
libretto, written by Jean Cocteau, is

translated into Latin, so that neither

composer, singers nor audience would
be bothered with the meaning of
words, but only with their sound. Each
section is a tight, self-contained design,
such as a fugue, or an aria or duet in
the Handel style. The orchestra plays
independently against the vocal lines,
instead of serving as background. The

most original and exciting aspect of the -

work is its handling of instrumental
sound.

Stravinsky’s instrumentation is not
the sensuous color combination of the
romanticist orchestra. The texture is
cut down to fundamentals. No in-
strument is subservient to another.
Each plays its own lordly and power-
ful role, alone and in combination.
Nor is this merely an emphasis upon
one isolated aspect of music, for the
instrumentation inspires, clarifies and
dominates the harmony and rhythm.
The results were at many times in-
tensely exciting and beautiful. There
has been little music ever written in
which every nuance of a composer’s

thought is displayed so effectively.

But the melodic line is from hun-
ger. Arbitrary note patterns, with no
shred of emotional character, serve as
themes for the choruses. Other melo-
dic lines are imitations of Handel, and
even of Donizetti and Meyerbeer.
There is an attempt sometimes to pic-
torialize emotions, like a chromatic
descending line to depict anguish, or
staccato ejaculations for terror and ex-
citement. Such recourses are pitiful in
their inadequacy. The commentary,
here spoken by Norman Corwin, gives,
in spite of Cocteau’s shallow moderni-
zation of the Sophocles drama, far
more than anything in Stravinsky’s
music the presence of human beings
and their emotional problems.

This is not music that wears well;

- BEACON, N. Y.
Phone Beacon 731

SKIING, TOBOGANNING, ICE-
SKATING, READING LIBRARY,
RECORDS, GAME ROOM
Notice . . .

For the Christmas Holidays
Reservations accepted for
minimum of one week

Beginning on or before
December 25th

—FOR —
Christmas and

New Year Holidays
ENJOY

o Skating on our Lake

o Skiing & Sleighing

e Musical Recordings

e Games & Festivities around
the crackling Fireplace

e Ballroom & Folk Dancing

RESERVE NOW

WAPPIHG!RS FAI.I.S, N. Y.
A YEAR 'ROUND RESORT FOR ADULTS
64 miles from N.Y.C. » N.Y.Central to Beacon

Telephone: Wappingers Falls 361W1
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a) HOTEL

ALLABEN

Jack Schwartz, Prop.

FOR FUN and REST
Make Reservations For

Christmas & New Year's
JnMMY POUST - MARK FEDER
Others

Including Our Special
MIDNIGHT SUPPER

*

Special Announcement:
The Outstanding Analyst and
Commentator
William S. Gailmore

will speak at Hotel Allaben
on Sunday Eve., Dec. 29th

*

501 Monmouth Ave., Lakewood, N. J.
LAkewood: 6-0819, 6-1222
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»Glasslﬂed Advertisements

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

RoKo GALLERY RoKo GALLERY
CHRISTMAS GIFT SUGGESTIONS
Original tiles and paintings
by SORIANO
Expert framing at reasonable prices
~We solve all framing problems
51 Greenwich Ave. (east of 7th Ave. & 11 St.)

EDITORIAL ASSISTANT

Wanted editorial work. Magazine and news-
paper experience including New Masses. In-
. terviews and magazine make up. Free lance
or permanent position., Box 53 New Masses.

SPEED TYPING

Typing, expert, manuscript and other. Own
machine. Stenographic dictation, verbatim
transcript. Can take rush job, CO 5-3172.

INSURANCE

LEON BENOYF, 891 East 149th St, N.Y. For
every kind of Insurance with efficient service,
MElrose 5-0984. ’ »

INSURANCE

CARL BRODSKY-—Automobile, fire, life,
1lability burglary, plate glass, surety bonds,
compensation etc. Any kind of insurance. 799
‘Br’oudway, New York City. Tel. GRamercy
-3826.

EYE CARE

EUGENE STEIN, Optometrist—Eye examina-
tions—Qlasses Fitted—Visual Training. Room
607, 13 Astor Place (140 East 8th 8t.), NY 8.
aR. 7-0930.

PIANO TUNING

Piano tuning, repairing, tone restoring and re-
finishing. Pianos bought and sold. Ralph J.
Appleton. 595 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—638
Melrose—JB 8-1604. .

MOVING AND STORAGE

Call Ed Wendel, Veteran, modern warehouse,
individual rooms, reasonable rates, courteous
service. JErome 6-8000.

RESORTS

FOR A QUIET, RESTFUL VACATION. THE
HEALTH REST. VEGETARIAN, Delicious
Food, Comfortable Rooms, Private Baths,
Tray Service. Reservations in advance. Phone:
gan’get 2316. Address: Spring Valley, New
ork.

VINEYARD LODGE

Charming modern farm hotel, 200 acres—
unusually beautiful country, seasonal sport,
new tile showers, wood burning fireplace,
well balanced American Jewish meals. Adults
only, Open all year. Vineyard Lodge, Ulster
Park, New York. Kingston 659 J2,

CLUB SOLIDARITY

C. P. YOUTH CLUB

INVITES YOU TO ATTEND
ITS ANNUAL °

Pre-Christmas Dance
at 3092 Hull Ave., Bronx

Saturday Eve., Dec. 21st

Entertainment - VINIE BURROWS,
Calypso Singer with her accompanist,
and by pop-ular request - Our Folk
Ballad Singer - Continuous Dancing -
Food and Drinks. Subs. 65 cents
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it will never be cherished by audiences
as today works of Beethoven, Brahms
and Tschaikowsky are cherished. It
will stand for a long time as an ex-
citing experience in the concert hall,
and as a mine of useful knowledge to
musical craftsmen. It is ironic that this
music is worshipped as it is by Ameri-
can musicians. Although it was writ-
ten in Paris in the Twenties, and up-
held then as an apex of modernism,
Europé has assimilated it and gone be-
yond. A new spirit is alive in French,
British, Soviet and middle-European
music.

In the United States, however,
a clique of composers and critics have
taken Stravinsky to their hearts, writ-
ing of his music as if it were the mod-
ern Bible, and pouring contempt upon
composers and audiences who want
music to be more human and epic.
They uphold Stravinsky’s abstraction
as the musical “revolution,” and sneer
at all more humanly realistic compos-
ers as vulgar and “bourgeois.” By per-
verting and idolizing the genuine
scientific achievements of neo-classicism
into a philosophy of inhumanity, they
destroy the effects of their own often
valuable analyses, and do little good to
American music.

The shortness of the New York
City Center music season deserves
comment. The orchestra, under Leon-
ard Bernstein, and the opera, under
Lazlo Halasz, have displayed what a
music season should be: a series of pro-
grams that show respect for their audi-
ences, that without over-preciousness
open up new horizons, that give young
composers and performers a hearing,
and break down Jim Crow lines. Yet
this season is ending just as the New
York music season is past its opening.
Can it be that the millionaires who run
the New York Philharmonic Orches-
tra and the Metropolitan Opera resent
this competition, and have used their
influence upon the city government to
this end?

There is room in New York City
for two orchestras and two opera com-
panies, and the people of the. city

should put up a fight for their orches- .

tra and opera, which comes closer to
their needs and pocketbooks.
S. FINKELSTEIN.

Opera Records .

OPERA, of all large-scale musical
forms, has the deepest roots
among the common people. It grew

~

largely out of medieval folk plays with
songs. It played a living role in the
revival of national consciousness and
the struggle for national freedom in
the last century. It remains today the
musical form capable of the broadest
appeal and most explicit communica-
tion.

In the Soviet Union and Italy,
it has some of the characteristics of a
great popular art form, approached
with the same excitement as spoken
drama, serving as a training ground
for composers and an education in the
power of music to audiences. In our
own country, however, this form is
still treated as a musical luxury, a
springboard for the display of vocal
personalities. Only the Germans—
Wagner and his over-inflated disciple,
Richard Strauss—are treated with re-
spect as musicians. Verdi, a far greater
realist than either, who put 2 host of
varied human characters and social
problems on the operatic stage, with
a supreme lyrical genius and fine sub-
tlety in construction, is still treated as
an avenue of musical slumming.

Typical of such treatment is the
batch of operatic records Victor is is-
suing, consisting of two albums and
six single discs. Wagner alone rates a
serious musical treatment, with a scene
presented in its entirety. In the selec-
tions from all the non-Wagnerian
operas, the solo aria is emphasized, al-
though that is far from the best music
in the operas involved. Not only do
these ten-times familiar arias suffer
from being out of context, but recita-
tives are ignored or cut, although they
are often of as great musical importance
as the arias. As a final injury, the aria
itself is often cut to fit it on one record
side.

Such a treatment, despising the mu-
sic, affects likewise the singing. The
performers try to be Voices, Peerce,
Woarren, Thebom sing with a con-
sistent loudness, as if to sing softly
were a confession of weakness. They
thus endanger the life of their vocal
organs, and furthermore rob their per-
formances of the varied color which
is a central element in fine singing.
They try to phrase intelligently, but
apply a standardized phrasing rather
than molding their vocal style out of
the unique human and emotional prob-
lem of each.selection.

In the “Treasury of Grand Opera”
album (Victor 1074) the most ac-
ceptable vocal side is the duet “Un di
felice” from La Traviata, with Alba-
nese and Peerce. Milanov sings “Ri-
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torna Vincitor” from Aida superbly,
but the aria is butchered to fit the rec-
ord: Warren sings a similarly butchered
version of the Paglacci Prologue. Mel-
ton does a fair job with the difficulties
of Mozart’s “Il mio tesoro.” Swarth-
out has an inadequate voice for the
Carmen “Habanera.” Toscanini pre-
sents his already familiar performance
of the Lohengrin prelude.

Among the singles, Milanov does a
thrilling vocal and dramatic job with
“Suicidio” from La Gioconda, but her
“Casta Diva,” on the other side, is cut
(V-11-9293). Merrill handles his bar-
itone voice very tastefully in arias from
Thomas’ Hamlet and Mdssanet’s Her-
odiade (V-11-9291). Warren’s per-
formances of arias from Otello and
Ballo in Maschera are loud and color-
less (V-11-9292), as are Peerce’s per-
formances of arias from Africana and
Ballo in Maschera (V-11-9295). The
Shaw chorus does the Anvil Chorus
from Il Trovatore and the Bridal
Chorus from Lohengrin very well (V-
11-9294). Only Wagner rates two
sides for one selection. It is Waltraute’s
narrative  from Gotterdammerung,
given a performance by Thebom which
is sometimes exciting and sometimes
shaky (V-11-9296). On the whole,
people who are interested in opera are
not getting any idea of the greatness
of operatic music from such records
as these, pleasant as they are. It is not
necessary to record every note of an
opera, but at least the smaller musical
patterns can be preserved intact. I
would suggest that to solve the small
excerpt problem, the record companies
reissue a healthy batch of the old Bat-
tistini, Caruso, Destinn, Melba, Bonin-
segna, Plancon, ‘Sammarco and De
Lucia records in their files, to show the
present generation what singing can
be like; then, that they use the present
crop of singers and modern recording
facilities to record more substantial se-
lections than we now have from the
non-Wagnerian operatic repertory.

The album of “Russian Operatic
Arias” (Victor M 1073), sung by
Kipnis, is likewise made up of isolated
excerpts. The music includes the beau-
tiful air of Prince Gremin from Tschai-
kowsky’s-Eugene Onegin, two Mous-
yorgsky excerpts not found in the fine
Boris Godunov album, and selections
from Rimsky-Korsakov, Borodin and
Dargomijsky. The music is less hack-
neyed, however, than the Italian se-
lections above, and Kipnis sings like a
fine artist.

~ S.F.
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letter to MAINSTREAM

Allow me to congratulate you on your timely project, the publication
of MAINSTREAM.
| am certain that its stimulus and inspiration will be received with as
much enthusiasm and satisfaction as r obtained upon reading the
announcement.
Enclosed is a check for a year's subscription.
Gratefully yours,
R. M. WALSH

This is just one of hundreds of letters pouring in to the offices of New
Century Publishers from every corner of the US.A. They come from indi-
viduals, groups, organizations, bookshops, libraries, universities. One and
all welcome MAINSTREAM because everywhere there is a keen awareness
of the need for this new and challenging voice in the cultural life of America.

MAINSTREAM provides a2 medium for socially purposeful literature that
mirrors the conflict between the dying and creative forces in a changing
world. It advances a people’s literature truthfully portraying American life.

Have you subscribed? Do so today! And remember MAINSTREAM
when you are making up your Christmas gift list. To send a subscription
for MAINSTREAM to someone you like is the nicest way of telling that
person that you know he or she is interested in things that really matter.

Editor-in-Chief: SAMUEL SILLEN 1
Editorial Board: Gwendolyn Bennett, I SUBSCRIPTION FORM

Alvah Bessic, M;ltl‘,"‘ B;Z?‘f;”g“fd | NEW CENTURY PUBLISHERS
d'Usseau, Howard Fast, Michael Gold, ) g35 g/ 4way, New York 3, N. Y.

V. J. Jerome, John Howard Lawson, )
| Enclosed is $2.00 for a one-year

Meridel Le Sueur, W. L. River,
Dalton Trumbo, Theodore Ward. ' subscription to MAINSTREAM

I Name

: Address

First Issue: January, 1947 .
Single copy 50¢; Subscription $2

| City and State

For Your (onvenionce

NEW MASSES FORUMS on American Civilization,
scheduled for December 23-30, have been postponed.

Forums will be resumed after the holidays
with the seventh lecture of the series
by PHILIP EVERGOOD

TRENDS IN AMERICAN ART
MONDAY, JANUARY 6, 1947—8:00 P.M.

WEBSTER HALL e 119 East 11th St, New York City

Admission $1.00

31



THE SHAPE OF THINGS TO COME ...

[ [
Frankie Newton and his Band TICKETS IN ADVANCE $L50
BICG PRIZES Jon sale at:

Bookfair, 133 W. 44 St.

gudqu . 100 to the winning ji

; fou | ° The winhing jitterbug Jefferson Bookshop, 575 Ave.
ple

Stella Adler o of Americas

Gwendolyn Bennett $50 to the winning rhumba

Philip Evergood couple Workers Bookshop, 50 E. 13 St.

James Gow '$50 to the winning old-fash- :
R Skazka, 227 W. 46 St.

Albert E. Kahn ioned waltz couple . pssidm SRaEEd

Kenneth Spencer In case of a tie, duplicate prizes will be awarded. NEW MASSES, 104 E. 9 St.

webster hall - tuesday - dec. 3lst

119 EAST 11th STREET NEW YORK CITY FUN STARTS AT 9 P.M.
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