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The Future of
'NEW MASSES

HIS is an announcement of concern to all readers

and friends of NEw MASssES. With our next issue
<~ this. magazine will discontinue publication as a
weekly. However, the great Masses-New Masses tradi-
tion will be continued in a new form—in a new maga-
zine that will mark, we are confident, a new level of
achievement. '

It is thirty-seven years this month since the found-
ing of The Masses, the magazine of John Reed, Art
Young and a host of other distinguished American
writers and artists who made its pages a lighthouse of
progress and socialism. This month also marks four-
teen years since the weekly NEw MAssSEs was born out
of the monthly by that name.

Whether as a monthly or a weekly and under what:
ever name—T71 he Masses, The Liberator, NEw MASSES
—this magazine for thirty-seven years fought the
money-lords, the fascists and fakers, the corruptors of
literature and art—fought for democracy, peace, social-
ism and a people’s culture. That fight must go on. It
will go on.

But once again this fight and the great tradition that
it represents must assume new form—a form dictated
by what will achieve the maximum effectiveness in
the given. circumstances. The financial imperatives,
which we have fought off for .fourteen years, make it
impossible to maintain the weekly without seriously
impairing its quality and usefulness. However, the
political and cultural imperatives of our time demand
that the work, the tradition, the editorial energies of

NEW MASSES continue to play their part to' th‘e:_.full.~

We are certain all our readers and friends will agree
that everything that is best in NM must continue to
live and grow.

During the past couple of weeks, when it had be-
come increasingly clear that it would be impossible for
NEW MASSES to raise the necessary funds to continue
as an effective weekly in 1948, we consulted with
contributors and friends of the magazine and with our
colleagues of Mainstream, the Marxist literary quar-
terly, which has just concluded its first year. It has
been decided that the best way to assure the continu-
ation of the vital role which both publications have
played is to suspend the weekly NEw MASSES and the
quarterly Mainstream and to launch a new monthly in
which the editors and contributors of both magazines
will participate.

For all of us on NM this has been a difficult de-
cision. No doubt for our thousands of readers and
friends in this country and abroad it will be difficult
too. But once the problem is understood, we feel cer-
tain that all the members of the NEw MASSES family
will welcome the new publication and look forward
eagerly to its appearance.

ERE is our financial picture in a nutshell:

Over the course of the years NM has had an
annual’ deficit. Commercial magazines lose money on
circulation, but more than make it up on advertising.
That source of income, however, has been very limited
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for NM because the big corporations that rule our
country and own almost all of its press turn thumbs
down on a publication which crusades for the people
and strives to abolish the very system under which the
corporations rule. And unlike certain liberal weeklies,
NM has had no. wealthy angel or group of angels to
cover its deficits. Its “angels” have been its readers.

During the war and postwar years production costs
more than doubled. As a result, our annual deficit in-
creased from $25,000 in 1940 to $65,000 in 1947.
This placed a heavy burden on the magazine and its
readers. In addition, each year that we failed fully to
cover our deficit meant the piling up of debts.

Our readers have responded generously year after
year. They have not let NEw MASSES down. On the
~contrary, they contributed more in 1947 than in any
_year in our history. However, the large contributors—
those who gave $100 or more—have cut down since
the war either because of a decline in their fortunes or
because of the urgent claims of other progressive causes.
This, together with the sharp rise in production costs
and the mounting indebtedness, has created an in-
superable problem.

The past six months have seen a worsening of the
crisis. The editors spent more time trying to raise
funds than attending to their editorial duties. When
we launched a drive six weeks ago for $15,000 by
January 15, the situation was desperate. It didn’t scem
likely we could reach that goal in so short a time, and
even if we did, there was still the problem of raising a
much larger sum for 1948. Yet without the funds that
have come in during this drive—and without the moral

support that poured out of so many warm letters—we

could not have finished out the year.

RATHER than permit the NEw MASSES tradition to
be reduced to a shadow, we propose now to re-
vitalize it in a new form. Our colleagues of Mainstream
too have had a problem, though theirs has not been
financial. After a successful first year, in which the
magazine achieved a larger circulation than any literary
quarterly in the country, the editors of Mainstream had
begun to feel that, in view of the sharpened attacks
on democratic culture, it was necessary to get into the
arena of struggle more actively and consistently than
was possible in a publication appearing only four
times a year. They therefore welcomed the proposal
to launch a new monthly in which the battle against
political and cultural reaction could be waged more
effectively than before and integrated with the encour-
agement of a people’s culture through the publication
of high-level fiction, poetry, art, reportage and criticism.
The fact is, of course, that Mainstream itself is a
product of the NEw MASSEs tradition and its editor-

inchief, Samuel Sillen, was for seven years NM'’s

literary editor. This new venture therefore is most
appropriate and starts under favorable auspices. The
new publication will be primarily a cultural-ideological
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magazine, providing Marxist insight and leadership
for thinking, progressive-minded Americans. It will
be a fighting magazine, seeking to unite professionals
and the working class in shaping the democratic destiny
of America—a destiny that runs counter to the designs
of the forces of imperialist barbarism and obscurantism.

The magazine will sell for 35 cents a copy and its
subscription rate will be $4 per year. It will step upon
the scene with its March issue, which will be out the
latter part of February.

We are enthusiastic about this new publication. We
believe it has a rich and significant future. America
urgently needs this magazine. Our people are being
bedeviled with “free enterprise” nostrums and alarums
of war. Our writers, artists, film workers, students and
teachers are being told what to write, read, hear and
think, our scientists are being made to toe the line of
atomic terrorism, while our rulers dream of world con-
quest implicit in the Marshall Plan. But out of the
morass of capitalist civilization new forces are rising,
not only in Europe and Asia, but in America too. The
movement to nominate Henry A. Wallace as an inde-
pendent candidate for President, the movement for a
people’s coalition and a third party, the fight against
the Thomas-Rankin inquisition, the growing resistance
on the campuses to the thought-controllers—these voice

what is still inarticulate in the hearts of millions, ex-

press the vision and courage, the imagination and
spiritual values of those who refuse to pawn their souls
for the cash and acclaim of the vultures who are the
temporary masters of our country.

The strong sharp words of our new monthly will
thrust through the fog of fear in which the plunderers
and pundits seek to envelop the people. Neither the
Rankins and J.:Edgar Hoovers, nor the hucksters for
an American Century, nor the partisans of Trotskyite
corruption and malice will get any comfort from the
new magazine.

0 ALL those who have stood behind the weekly NM

in these difficult years, who have carried it as a
banner in their hearts, our deepest thanks. No other
magazine has had such devoted, self-sacrificing readers.
This too is an indelible part of the NEw MASSES tra-
dition. Your efforts have not been in vain; you have
not only enabled NM to exist, but you have helped
make it possible to launch the forthcoming monthly.
For fourteen years you have done a superb job. We
know we can count on you in the future.

The NEw MASSES tradition lives. The flame burns
on.

THE EDITORS.

All NM subscribers will have an opportunity, if
they so desire, to apply the unexpired portion of thesr
subs toward subscriptions to the new monthly. Those
who do not wish to do this will receive a refund. A
letter is being sent to all subscribers with full details.
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V-I DAY COMES TO MOSCOW

The MG;I on the street in the Soviet capital was too busy celébrafing the
victory to hear the news from abroad that he had taken an awful beating.

By SERGEI KOURNAKOFF

Moscow.

s 1 sit down to my old “General’s
A Typewriter’” the machinery of
monetary reform is beginning

to gather momentum. At the same
time the bells toll for ration cards and
these are pretty gay bells, too. As you
- know I'm no economist.
don’t expect learned dissertations on the
phenomenal thing that is taking place
as I write. I only want to tell you
how people as a whole feel about it.
This is important because I don’t doubt
for a moment that you are being sys-
tematically misinformed about it by the
commercial press and radio. Snatches
of BBC broadcasts which I happened
to hear indicated that devaluation—at
the rate of ten to one—was being em-
phasized, with only 4 passing reference
to other conversion rates and complete
silence about the abolition of rationing
and the tremendous decreases of prices.
As I walked to the station this
morning in the distant suburb where
we live, a fair-sized blizzard was blow-
ing. On- a slippery and windswept
corner I was overtaken by a man carry-
ing bundles of bread and other bakery

products. His wife walked alongside

him with other bundles. I heard the
man say, “Katerina, do you understand
what this day means! From now on,
December 16th should be celebrated as
our second v1ctory day.”

The man wasn’t makmg a speech at

4 meeting. He wasn’t propagandizing
anybody. Furthermore, the place and
the weather were far from conducive
to oratory. That’s the way the man
felt. That’s the way the overwhelming
majority of the people here feel today.

When I arrived in Moscow, on the
way from the Metro station to my of-
fice I poked my nose into a dozen
stores. They were redecorated and
restocked. Everywhere there were smil-
ing faces and exclamations of delight
at the sight of new prices on foodstuffs.
At ten o’clock the new money hadn’t

put in its appearance but around eleven .

some exultant qustomers were already

,
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Therefore, -

flashing some pretty new bills with big-
ger denominations, bearing Lenin’s
portrait, both “‘straight” and in water-
marks.

Now let’s look at the business end
of this brand-new reform. This
reform is actually a “triplex” affair.
First, new morey is being introduced

* with a graduated rate of exchange (of

this later).

Second, the rationing system has
been completely abolished.

Third, prices on almost all consumer
goods have been brought down from
high “open store” levels to that of

formerly-rationed goods, and in some

cases even lower (bread, butter, etc.).

Net result: The standard of living
of the people has been raised very con-
siderably.

Here are the main features of the
currency conversion process: (1) It
may be said that an overwhelming
majority of workers are losing nothing
on the exchange, while they are gain-
ing a lot on prices. (2) All wages,
salaries, honorariums and other remu-
neration for work performed remain
without change. If you got one thou-
sand rubles a month in old money, you
get one thousand rubles a month in
new money (beginning Dec. 1, 1947
and payable now).

Now what about the old money you
have either on hand or in banks and
savings institutions!?

A great majority of the working
people have their savings in banks. In
order to protect these fully, the law
says that all bank and savings deposits
up to 3,000 rubles are exchangeable at
par, old ruble for new ruble. People
who have deposits ranging from 3,000
rubles to 10,000 get parity for the
first 3,000 and a three-to-two rate for
the balance. Thus if you have, say,
9,000 rubles in your savings account,
you get 7,000 new rubles. Amounts
exceeding 10,000 rubles are exchange-
able at the rate of two to one. Thus

a man with 50,000 rubles in the bank
gets 27,666 rubles. However, the de-
crease in- prices for goods in the long
run will counterbalance the cash losses.

All government loans—loans for the
first three Five-Year Plans, war loans
and the first reconstruction and devel-
opment loan of 1946 are convertible
into one consolidated loan to be issued
in May, 1948 at the rate of three
rubles for one. (The 1938 so-called
“negotiable loan” is convertible at the
rate of five to one.)

All cash in private hands, hidden
under mattresses, in tin boxes, etc., is
exchangeable now at the rate of ten
old rubles for one new ruble. Holders
of loan certificates have no kick com-
ing either, because most of them paid
for the certificates in depreciated rubles
during the war when prices of some
commeodities were up several times
above normal.

The monetary reform not only re-
moves the danger of inflation but is
also automancally eliminating large
quantities of phony money with which
the Germans and their allies flooded
occupied territories. The maximum of
fairness to the working man or woman
has been applied by the drafters of the
law. This is undeniable and should be
apparent to every fair-minded person.
All you have to do here is look at the
faces of the people and you can’t help
feeling that your footsteps are becom-
ing lighter and your movements brisk-
er. This is a holiday!

The abolition of the rationing sys-
tem, when viewed against a back-
ground of the economic chaos of many
European and other countries where
rations not only remain in force but
are being reduced, and where prices
are spiralling and black markets flour-
ish, is a momentous step in itself. It
means that Socialist economy has been
able in two short years to absorb the
shock of the consequence of unparal-
leled war and the severe drought of
1946. Mariy capitalist countries which
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have suffered incomparably less than
the Soviet Union cannot even begin to
think of taking such a step.

osT amazing of all is the reduction

in prices of consumer goods. This
reduction is almost universal. Before
today’s reform the ratio between prices
of staple foodstuffs being sold on ration
points and those sold in ‘“‘commercial”
stores was roughly 2.5 to one. I don’t
pretend to be exact about it but this
is what I get from comparing prices
of a score of basic goods. Now all
prices (with very few exceptions) have
been brought down to the ration-price
level. Thus the purchasing power of
the ruble has been vastly increased.
Prices vary slightly according to zones
and T'Il quote a few of the Moscow

(central zone) prices. Macaroni cost

about 24 rubles a kilo in' commercial
stores; now it is 10. A kilo of sugar
was 70 rubles; it has now dropped to
15. Pastries were 12 rubles, 50 kopeks;
now they are four rubles, 50 kopeks.

Bread and gruels have been reduced
10 to 12 percent as compared to ra-

tioned prices. A kilo of bread is now
three rubles (it was bringing many

times more in the open market this

summer before the harvest). Meat is
now about two and a half times less
than it was. Eggs have come down
three times. :

However, there are some exceptions:
chocolate, liquors and wines haven’t
been reduced and it is still expensive
to tipple and munch chocolate candies.
Smokes have been reduced but much
less so than foods.

It may surprise the average Ameri-
can to see that bread here is still almost
thirty cents a pound (according to the
official rate of exchange), but it might
equally surprise him to learn that the
monthly rent for a three-room apart-
ment costs only about twelve dollars
at the same rate of exchange; that

- medical care is free, that a twelve-day

vacation in a rest home costs the worker
the equivalent of three day’s wages.
Prices of consumer goods have come
down on an average more than three

times. This morning I saw rubbers (a

very important item) being sold at 45

rubles instead of 250. Clothes have
been marked down fifty to sixty per-
cent. ,

However, luxury goods (perfumes,
etc.) remain unaffected.

Now that the main problem has been
solved with the abolition of ration cards
and the issuance of new money (a big
job when one considers the size of the
country), the thing is to produce
enough goods to satisfy the demands
of a free market, which is expanding
because, with prices drastically reduced,
the people’s real earnings have in-
creased. Socialist planning, the selfless
efforts of the people in fulfilling and
overfulfilling the plan, and masterful
guidance of the Soviet government will
accomplish this task.

This is our bloodless “V-I’ Day—
Victory over inflation!

Mr. Kournakoff is well known to
American readers and lecture audiences
who followed his military anaylses dur-
ing the war. He is the author of several
books and pamphlets published while he
was lwwing tn this country.

OF YOUNG HERNDON

I always see him as I saw him last,
his sullen beauty dark among the pale.
Not woman-beautiful like his brother Angelo,

but man-beautiful; a titan in his body

as well as in his moral judgment. There

he stood among the small-bodied and fair

who laughed and moved and took their places around
young Herndon, standing among them like a stone

in sunlit rapid. It was the first of May; '
each union was gathering, and we were deeply gay -
and talkative, sometimes: and sometimes silent

as we thought, “We marchers are in the closing ranks
of a larger company than we can see; but they march
with us and we with them. And danger

is neither near nor far; we are with danger

in the ugly looks of the cops, the way their horses
move like machines, a little farther along

the crowded way.”

But where we gathered they had not sought us out,
in the small, old streets among the small square houses
of colonial times. The windows were square and bright
with the blue, Dutch day of an earlier New Amsterdam.
Peaceably we assembled; I found my friends and they me
and which banner we would help with along the way
by turns with the others. But sometimes I glanced to see
the titan Herndon where he stood with an inward look
but an outward intellect and a generous heart;
he stood among us, but within himself apart
through the long distrustful years of childhood and youth;
he threw me a look, resentful, proud, and dark,
then returned to his inward musing en outward things.

w
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by Eleanor Mabry

We were not taught about Attucks, who in ’70 fell

on Boston Common; not in my schools were we taught
that Crispus Attucks was Negro and first to fall

in the Revolutionary War; oh no! He was too soon,

a belittled giant; perhaps Sam Adams’ man.

And the Tories English and Yankee hated the lot -

who built this country ethic on ethic and dream

on democratic dream. And even today

American Tories try to sneer away ‘
the services of Tom' Paine and the imprudent lot

that ventured life itself, that we might be taught

how to be free. In my schools we’d never heard

of Attucks; I'd heard of Spartacus the slave

who rebelled at the cost of his life against sinister Rome,
in one metamorphosis she presented to the world.

But of Attucks I’d never heard; yet I think he was where
young Herndon stood, and I think he marched with us there -
that sparkling first of May. And died in Spain

where Herndon died against Rome and Berlin so soon,
and laid him down in his manhood’s early noon

to sleep with our precious dead; the seed of good

for all mankind, sown in a little wood

or some small field. The rifle Walt gave him lay

beside him along the earth. But no alien day

struck sparks from its muddied metal; the sun’s for us all;
and the wheeling stars that brighten the towering pall

of our infinite night shine on each of us anywhere.

(Milton Herndon, a member of the American Communist

Party, was killed in Spain while fighting with the Abraham
Lincoln Brigade.)
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WOMAN
AGAINST
MYTH: IT

Is her inferiority a "law of nature”
or a product of historical development?

By BETTY MILLARD .

(This is the second part of a two-part article. The first

appeared last week.)

OMEN’s attempt to achieve equality with men in-

\.x / volves an especially difficult, concealed and subtle

struggle because women are not isolated in ghettos

but live in intimate daily relationship with the “superior”

sex, a relationship infinitely complex and entangled with
biological, economic and social factors.

Even many otherwise progressive men cling to their
vested interest in male superiority, and many women are
so committed to the seeming security of their inferior yet
“protected” position that they echo the voteless, property-
less, completely dependent women of a century ago who
declared to Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony
that they already had “all the rights they wanted.” In this
sense one might say it is true that “women like to be domi-
nated,” that they tend to take on the convictions and stand-
ards of fathers and husbands, of any men on whom they
become dependent. It is an attitude common among people
who have found that their security depends on approval of
some powerful individual or group. Some women lose no
opportunity to attack members of their sex; the Dr. Marynia
Farnham who with Ferdinand Lundberg wrote Modern
W oman—The Lost Sex (and followed it with “The Tragic
Failure of America’s Women” in the September Coromet
magazine) is no less contemptible in her betrayal of her sex,
and especially of those great women who fought to achieve
for her the advantages she enjoys today—such as a medical
career—than is Milton Mayer, who as a Jew attacked the
Jewish people in the Saturday Evemng Post, or Warren
Brown, a Negro who insulted his people in the Reader’s
Digest.

The assumption of woman’s inferiority has too long been
accepted by both sexes as a biological fact. The James Gor-
don Bennetts of the world say that woman is doomed to
subjection ‘“‘because it is the law of nature.” Frederick
Engels, however, has a different slant on it. In earliest gens
society, according to him, there was no place for domina-
tion and subjection, either social or sexual. The division of
labor was natural: the man waged war, hunted and fished;
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the woman looked after the house, prepﬁred food and made
clothes. Each was supreme in his own sphere; the man
owned his tools—weapons, etc.—and the woman the house-
hold equipment. Housckeeping as well as marriage was
communal (the group marriage), and whatever was made
and used in common was common property of the tribe.

It was the domestication of cattle that led to the undoing
of this primitive communism. At first the herds were owned
in common, but as they grew and cattle became increasingly,
an article of exchange, ownership ‘passed from the tribe to
the individual heads of families. Prisoners of war were trans-
formed into slaves to provide the labor necessary to this
widening field of production, and there arose the first great
cleavage of society into two classes: masters and slaves, ex-
ploiters and exploited. At the same time a revolution came
over the family. It had always been the man’s job to pro-
cure the means of existence, and -the instruments required
for this were his property. The herds were the. new means
of existence; they therefore belonged to him, along with
the commodities and slaves taken in exchange for the cattle,
The woman had no share in the ownership of this surplus.
As Engels puts it in The Origin of the Family, “The
woman’s household work had now dwindled in comparison
with the man’s labor in procuring the means of existence;
the latter was all-important, the former an insignificant
adjunct.” At the same time monogamy arose—for the
woman—because of the man’s desire to bequeath his pri-
vate riches to his own children and no other; it set the
pattern, of course, for those as well who had no wealth to
hand on. And with this unilateral monogamy came pros-
titution.

Hence with the rise of private property and the master
and slave society woman herself became an object of ex-
ploitation. Her inferior status has persisted in every society
based on the exploitation of one class by another, whether
the exploited be slave, serf or wage-earner. The great
majority of women became the vassals of vassals. Cut off
from the productive process, they were confined to house-
hold drudgery, were uneducated and took no part in public
life. Then, much as when Negroes are excluded from edu-.
cation they are then accused of being ignorant, women were
declared to have no brains worth mentioning. Marriage
based on love—on other than property and prestige consid-
erations—was a rarity. It was not until the beginnings of
capitalism, undermining the rigid traditions of feudalism .
and substituting the concept of free contract for that of in-

. herited right, that the revolutionary concept of marriage

based on love began to gain ground. Until that time, a
woman was supposed to remain absolutely under the power
of father, husband or guardian, and do nothing without his
consent.

THE earthquake that cracked the old prison walls around

women was the industrial revolution. The introduction
of machinery created a demand for cheap labor—and that
meant women (and children). Working fourteen hours a
day for two or three dollars a week, women found them-
selves in 2 new and more brutal kind of slavery; but at the
same time, learning painfully the lesson of organization,
they laid the groundwork for their freedom. For as Engels
says, “The emancipation of woman first becomes possible
when she is able, on an extensive, social scale, to participate
tn production, and household work claims her attention only
to an insignificant extent. And this for the first time has
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been made possible by modern large-scale industry, which
not only admits woman’s labor over a wide range, but abso-
lutely demands it, and also strives to transform private
household work more and more into a public industry.”

This emancipation by no means took place automatically.
Every inch of the gains women have made has had to be
fought for. They were fought for on the picketline in 1834
when 2,000 factory girls in Lowell, Mass., struck against
a wage-cut, when women umbrella-makers went out in
1863 against seventy cents for an eighteen-hour day—con-
ducting their struggles not only against their employers but
‘against the overwhelming prejudice against “un-feminine”
women who asserted their rights in any form. They were
fought for in legislatures, on the platforms, in the church,
in the home. They were fought for within men’s trade
unions and within Abolitionist circles, where women had to
do battle for their right to help end Negro slavery.

The greatest leaders of this struggle in the nineteenth cen-
tury were Susan B. Anthony and her life-long collaborator
Elizabeth Cady Stanton. Susan Anthony is at least a re-
membered name today, although there are few who have
any idea of her momentous contributions. But Elizabeth
Cady Stanton is truly America’s forgotten woman. Yet
when she died in 1902 she was called by some “the greatest

portslde patter

By BILL RICHARDS

A Hearst writer says that “excessive taxation is drying
up the capitalist systém.” The public, however will continue
gettmg soaked.

General Lsg, former commander of American troops in
: Italy, is turning to Evangelism. This will mark the first
time a collection was made with a brass hat.

¢ [}

It is reported that King Michael was told by the Ru-
manian government to find a suitable girl to marry. Accord-
ing to reliable sources this amounted to “you pitch woo or
we pitch you.”

[ ]

Peron believes the mnext two years will be “terrible” for
Argentina. There are many who believe that there is no
basis for such optimism.

The top UN delegates can now import tax-free Scotch
at $1.50 a bottle. The UN may have a real problem—if the
liquor isn’t high the delegates might be.

Senator Taft dares the Democrats to make an issue out
of compulsory health insurance. He is determined that the
United States will have a chronic pain in the neck whether
we like 1t or not.

W

;

woman the world ever produced.” It is hard to accuse her
admirers of over-enthusiasm, for it is doubtful if any woman
had ever done more for the human race than Mrs. Stanton.
While Susan Anthony provided the great organizing talent,
and the single-minded drive to achieve the vote for women,
Mrs. Stanton might be called the theoretician of the meve-
ment: she attacked along the political, economic and psy-
chological fronts.

From the day in 1848 when, discouraged in such a
revolutionary step by all her friends but Frederick Douglass,
she demanded the vote for women at the first Women’s
Rights Convention, she brought forward one issue after
another—divorce, education, sensible clothing, religion—
and brilliantly showed their relation to woman’s struggle
for equality. She was an ardent Abolitionist. The abuse
heaped on her by outraged men and women alike merely
made her more militant as th€ years passed. In her old age
she became, though of middle-class background, increas-
ingly pro-labor and attracted to socialist thought, alienating
the conservative younger women for whom suffrage had
become “respectable.” In addition to bringing up seven
children she wrote and spoke—she agitated—continuously
throughout her long life. It is an indication of the shameful
neglect of the heritage of the women’s rights movement
that such a woman can be virtually forgotten today. (Her
life is described in an excellent biography by Alma Lutz,
Created Equal.) '

Of course, the roll of honor in the women’s struggle is
a long one: Mary Wollstonecraft, Lucretia Mott, Wendell
Phillips, Frederick Douglass, William H. Sylvis are there,
to name only a few. Every woman today who votes, speaks
her mind, gains an education or enters a career owes them
an xmmeasurable debt.

Es, women are in industry and public life to stay. But

still after a century a draftsman (f.) will be turned
down in nine shops out of ten solely because she belongs to
the wrong sex; if she’s hired she’ll be paid less; and if she
should have children she might just as well forget the whole
thing. For since capitalism’s preferred use of woman is as
a source of cheap labor it only reluctantly makes use of her
higher talents as she develops them, and makes little pro-
visions for the mother who must (or wants to) work. For
a society that eagerly welcomes woman’s entrance into new
fields and lays the economic and legal foundations for her
full participation, we must turn to socialism and the Soviet
Union.

It is not a mere matter of expediency that women have
been brought into social production in the Soviet Union.
T'rue, in a society in which there is no class of profit-makers
to stand as a barrier against full preduction and full em-
ployment every mind and pair of hands is welcome; but
there are larger issues involved. They can be summed up
in Lenin’s famous phrase, “Every cook must learn to gov-
ern.” No Soviet woman is forced to work if she would
rather stay home and live on her husband’s wages (and
many still do); but it is a basic principle of Soviet thought
that woman must assume responsibility outside the home
if she is to realize all her potentialities as citizen, wife, mother
and creative individual. ‘

To this end the Soviet Union has established a network
of aids to ‘'women, and especially mothers, that is without
parallel in other countries. Space forbids extensive descrip-
tion here: most notable are the factory and neighborhood
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nurseries that, staffed by trained specialists, care for the
children while their mothers work; the three months’ ma-
ternity leave with pay; the free medical care and the
monthly grants for each child after the third. No job is
barred to a Soviet woman on account of her sex. The only
limitations are: (1) her physical ability (and the picture
changes as rapidly as mechanization progresses and her mus-
cular inferiority becomes irrelevant); (2) her educational
and technical qualifications. Soviet women do not yet hold
an equal number of skilled jobs or directorial posts, for they
are still paying for centuries of ignorance. But that handicap
is fast being overcome. Every factory and farm has become
an educational center; women who were eighty percent il-
literate in 1917 already by 1939 formed half the student
body in higher institutions of learning. By 1946 women
constituted twenty-one percent of the deputies in the Su-
preme Soviet. In other fields they have forged ahead even
more rapidly: today, for instance, over half the Soviet
Union’s doctors are women.

As a consequence a momentous change has taken place
in Soviet family life. With women no longer economically
dependent on fathers or husbands the groundwork has been
laid for completely free marriages based on equality and
mutual love. The Soviet family has, after the early upheaval
of the civil war period, been constantly strengthened through
the years. At the time of the Nazi attack prostitution and
venereal diseases had been all but wiped out—a revolutionary
achievement in itself, done not through jailing prostitutes
but primarily through an attack on the economic causes of
prostitution. The divorce rate is steadily declining; even
when “postcard divorces” were still obtainable they were
used less and less frequently. Women have become more
intelligent mothers and more interesting companions as
wives. As mothers, they not only have learned improved
techniques from their contact with the nurseries but because
of their activities outside the home they do not fasten them-
selves upon their children as their only means of fulfillment
—to the detriment of the children as well as themselves—
and do not end up “ex-mothers,” with no function left to
them, once their children have grown—as is often the case
in our society. As wives, an indication of the changed atti-
tude was the play Tanya, produced in Moscow about ten
years ago, in which the heroine gave up her medical studies
when she married and stayed home, becoming the “little
woman.” As a result she had nothing but trivialities to offer
her husband in the way of conversation and he became
attracted to another woman who had an interesting job.
The happy ending came only when the heroine went back
to her career—the Hollywood thesis in reverse.

In America today one out of three marriages ends in
divorce, a startling fact which has been the subject of in-
numerable magazine articles and sermons. But no moral
preachments can disguise the fact that it is Communist
Russia that is establishing new highs in family stability while
capitalist America is witnessing an increasing breakdown
in family relationships. The conclusion is unavoidable that
the one is a reflection of the cooperative relationships that
permeate the whole of socialist society, while the other mir-
rors the insecurity and corrosive stresses of our competitive
system.

REEDOM, as Engels noted, is the recognition of necessity.
When Frederick Douglass as a slave in Baltimore came

to understand the basis and meaning of the slave system he
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was already in a profound sense freer than the man who
“owned” him. As we grow in understanding of the his-
torical impulses involved in man-woman relationships we
begin to free ourselves of ancient concepts concerning

women and begin fo see more clearly the path toward

equality.

For instance: we are told that “you can never trust a
woman,” that women are tricky and devious. What is the
- reality? The reality is that any oppressed people who cannot
meet their oppressors on an equal footing resort to guerrilla
tactics—whether they are Greek anti-fascists, Negroes,
Chinese peasants or women. The woman who has to beg,
wheedle or nag her husband for a new coat—or maneuver
him into thinking that he had the idea in the first place—is
talking to a man who holds a position of economic superi-
ority and she cannot discuss the question with him as’an
equal. :

Again, it is a fact that there are fewer good speakers
among women than men. It is usually the man who can
order his thoughts better, can proceed on a direct course to
the logical end of an argument. It is 2 woman more often
than a man who substitutes emotion for reason. If, on the
other hand, she thinks logically, then she “thinks like a
man.” '

Of course, there are many exceptions to these generaliza-
tions, and as women grow in activity and self-confidence the
generality in regard to them becomes increasingly less valid.
For it is precisely because woman has been excluded from
the productive process and hence from the larger activities
and problems outside the home that she does find these dif-
ficulties in expressing herself as a2 human, thinking person.
In a society in which every young girl learns that the worst
thing she can do is appear more intelligent or better informed
than the boy who takes her to the movies it is hardly sur-
prising that those same girls later find difficulties in express-
ing themselves which no man could ever possibly encounter.

‘Hence when we talk about the need to bring women into
leadership in unions and other organizations we face a
double problem. For it is true that women are not today as
equipped for leadership as men—for reasons which by now
should be clear. Even in the Soviet Union women do not as
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IS THERE an instance in all history of an op-

pressed class being secured in all their rights
without assuming a “belligerent attitude”? Ear-
nestness, determination, true dignity ofttimes re-
quire a *belligerent attitude.” Just imagine some
writer in the old Boston Gazette, saying in the
height of the Revolution of ’76, *I am sorry James
Otis, John Adams, Patrick Henry and George
Washington are so belligerent. How disgraceful
to the memory of the Puritans, for New England
men to rush on board a vessel and pitch. a whole.
cargo of tea into the harbor; what spiteful child’s
play was that! How much better to have peti-
tioned King George and his Parliament in a digni-
fied manner for a ‘respectful consideration’ of
their grievances.” . . . When we can get all our
women up to the white heat of a “belligerent at-
titude,” we may have some hope of our speedy
enfranchisement.—Elizabeth Cady Stanton, May,
1873.

yet occupy the highest political positions: the newsreels show
that the May Day observers on Lenin’s *omb are still all
men. But while the Soviet government has a conscious
political philosophy and program designed to bring women
into equality, ours does not; and it is here that we reach
the other aspect of the problem. For it is up to the progres-
sive movement to supply that conscious leadership. Women
must continue to be a major force in their own liberation,
but they can move ahead only in common action with the
working class. And that means activity based on Marxist
understanding: it means the trade-union organization of
millions of women as yet unreached; it means a serious
attack on male chauvinism, and its reflection among women;
it means the conscious effort to find abilities among women
where they are not immediately apparent. It means that a
man who does half of the household chores after he and his
wife have come home from work will not feel that he is
doing his wife a favor; for equality cannot be given as a
favor but only recognized as a fact. ‘

And it means, finally, struggle together with such organi-

_zations as the Congress of American Women for price

and rent control, for the rights of the doubly-oppressed
Negro women, for nurseries, for protective legislation and
equal pay—in short, for a fuller democracy. Without this
larger struggle the attempt to throw off woman’s historical
restrictions cannot be successful. .

‘This new year, as we mark the hundredth anniversary of
the publication of the Communist Manifesto, we will mark
also a hundred years of the organized fight for equality of
American women that began with the Seneca Falls conven-
tion. Those two events are linked by more than a common
date. More and more we come to see that it is only the
socialism foreshadowed by Marx and Engels, abolishing
as it does all forms of exploitation of one human being by
another, that can make it possible for women to achieve
real equality. That can give substance to the ringing declara-
tion adopted at that woman’s convention holding it to be

' self-evident “that all men and women are created equal.”
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THE TRIAL OF VELVELE FEDERMAN

A short story by Louis lerman

7
HERE was the time Velvele
| Federman was brought before
L the Great Tribunal for cursing
His name. The gavel hammered twice
and the bailiff pulled Velvele to his
feet. “Everybody rise,” the clerk blared
out. “The Court of the Great Tribu-

nal is now in session, Judge Gabriel
presiding.”

The Angel Gabriel came in, fol-

lowed by the other two judges. They
walked to the bench, took their seats,
Gabriel in the center and the other
two to the right and left of him. The
gavel hammered twice again. The
whispering ceased. The bailiff pushed
Velvele into the witness stand. The
clerk said, “Raise your right hand.”
Velvele raised his right hand.

The clerk mumbled, . . . after me
solemnly swear to tell the truth the
whole and nothing but so help me
say - I do give the Court
name. . . .”

Velvele gave his name.

“Your address?”

He couldn’t remember for the meo-
ment. It was in the cellar where the
bakery had once stood, but he couldn’t
remember the name of the street.
There was Nalewki and Krochmalna
and Lubeckiego but the Germans had
changed all the names. When they
came for him, he wasn’t frightened,
he wasn’t even excited. He had been
expecting them for some time. There
were two of them. They weren’t wear-
ing the gray-green uniforms and they
didn’t carry guns and they spoke to
him as if he were a human being. But
it was some kind of trick. He would
find out soon emough what the trick
was. He was tired and he had been
alone for a long time and he was even
a little glad that they had come. It
wouldn’t take long. A few hours, a day
or so and it would be finished. The
Germans didn’t waste time.

“Where do you live?” shouted the
clerk in his ear.

“In the cellar,” said Velvele, “where
Berel’s bakery used to be.”

“What cellar? What bakery? The
Court wants to know the name of the
town you lived in.”

“It’s not there any more, the town,”
Velvele said.

your
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The last time he had seen it, there
was only one house left standing,
Yakovlev’s house. It wasn’t a big
town, Pomyentze. One bomb and no
more Pomyentze. Only Yakovlev’s
house left standing and even that had
a big hole on one side that you could
put a door in. But, it had occurred to
him then, what would be the use of

Al Blaustein.

another door? There was only one
room in the house and what use would

‘anybody have for two doors? Espe-

cially the Yakovlevs, since they were
dead now. :

“What was the town called when it
was there?” the clerk asked. It was
obvious that he was becoming irritated.

“Pomyentze,” Velvele said.

“Why didn’t you say that in the
first place,” muttered the clerk. He
called out, “Your Honor, the name
of the defendant is Velvele Federman
and he lived in Pomyentze.”

“Get me the statistics on it,” or-
dered the judge.

The clerk went out and came back
with an atlas. He ruffled the pages
and read, “Pomyentze, Poland. Pop-
ulation 354, including 64 Jews. These
are the pre-war figures, of course,” he
interpolated. “The main industry. . . .”

“That’s enough,” interrupted the
judge. He turned to Velvele. “Do you
have counsel?”

Velvele shook is head. Judge Gabriel
looked around. Then he beckoned to
the rear of the courtroom. There was
a whispered colloquy at the bench, then
the judge announced, “The Archangel
Michael will act as counsel for the de-
fendant.”

The Archangel Michael looked at
Velvele perfunctorily and sat down at
the counsel’s table. The Angel Azrael,
prosecuting attorney, sat down at the
other end. The jurymen filed into the
box. Then the charge was read by the
clerk in a loud voice. Counsel for the
defense asked for a ten-minute recess
to consult with his client and the judge
recessed the court.

THE bailiff led Velvele to a small

anteroom. There was one narrow
window in the room and it was barred,
but the light came in through the bars
and threw a sunny reflection upon the
stone floor. It was good to be alone
again. Living in the cellar, Velvele had
grown unused to so much talk and so
many people. And besides, he was con-
fused and he wanted to think a little.
What the charge was, he wasn’t yet
altogether sure; it had been so swal-
lowed up in legal phrases. It had to do
with cursing His name, that was clear.
That it was not a German court was
also clear, even to Velvele, who had
been in a court only once before in
his life. The other time was in Pomy-
entze long before the war—before the
other war, that was. A business of
peddling without a license. He didn’t
have enough to pay them off. It was a
long month, he remembered, while
Channa almost went crazy with wor-
ry, running around from door to door
begging enough to pay them off so they
would let him out of jail. He wasn’t
the only one arrested and money was
scarce in Pomyentze, even in good
time.
This court was something like that
other one. There was the hectoring
clerk, for instance, very much like the

_ police and officials of Pomyentze. And

the judge, sitting up there like the
Lord God himself, cold and removed,
not looking at Velvele, even when he
asked him a question. On the other
hand, the jurymen looked kindly. One
of them had even smiled a little at
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Velvele. And they looked familiar, as
if he had seen them before; one or
stwo of them looked like Jews he had
“Jknown in Pomyentze. "

Then, all at once, it struck him. Of
«course. The one who had smiled at
thim, that was Yankele Schneider, and
"Yankele Schneider was from Starasche
:and Starasche had been bombed by the
‘Germans also. Yankele wore new
“clothes, he looked better fed than Vel-
vele had ever seen him before; that
was why he hadn’t recognized him
right away. But Yankele Schneider
had been killed, and thinking that, Vel-
vele touched himself to see whether
he was alive. '

He didn’t have any more time to
think about it because the attorney
came into the anteroom then. But
Velvele didn’t need any more time
now. He knew. Except that it was so
different than he had thought it would
be. It was as if he had been asleep for
a long time and he had just awakened.
Asleep and dead and unfeeling and
now he was alive.

The Archangel Michael sat down,
rubbed his hands together briskly and
said, “Well, let’s go to work. Of
course, you'll plead guilty. It’s a first
offense and I think I can get you off

"Dead Prisoner,” an engraving by Josef Scharl.
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with a suspended sentence. Although
with Gabriel you can’t always tell—
it depends on the impression you make.
You let me do the talking. Keep your
eyes down to the floor and look
frightened. If you can remember not
to overdo it, stammer a little when he
asks you a question. But look meek,
that’s the important thing, that’s what
he likes. You look like that kind of a

,Jew naturally, so you shouldn’t have

any trouble.”

Velvele said quietly, “I don’t want
to be ungrateful, but if you don’t mind,
I would like to be my own lawyer.”

“What!” gasped Michael. He
stared at Viklvele open-mouthed—a
little Jew, thin, cadaverous-looking, as
if he hadn’t been fed for years, his
clothes torn and bedraggled, his beard
unkempt. He wasn’t clean. There
hadn’t been much water in the cellar
under Berel’s bakery where Velvele
had lived since the Occupation. The
kind of people they bring in nowadays!
thought Michael. He shrugged his
shoulders, called the bailiff and they
took Velvele back to the courtroom.

MICHAEL went up to the bench and
murmured to the judge. The
judge sat up, looked at Velvele as if

he were seeing him for the first time
and said sharply, “Counsel tells me
you wish to plead your own case?”

“Yes,” said Velvele.

The judge frowned.

“Yes, Your Homnor,” hissed the
bailiff into Velvele’s ear.

“Yes, Your Honor,” repeated Vel-
vele.

The judge examined Velvele care-
fully. His eyes moved slowly from the .
man’s torn, muddied shoes to the black
skullcap on his head. Then he said
coldly, “To plead a case, defendant,’
requires a profound knowledge of the °
law. It is my duty to warn you against
such a step. If you wish to reconsider,
I shall ask counsel if he is still willing
to accept your defense.”

Velvele said, “If it is permitted, Your
Honor, I wish to plead my own case.”

“Very well,” said the judge frigidly,
“that is your privilege. You will keep
in mind, however, that once the trial
opens, there will be no change in
counsel. Further, this being the Great
Tribunal, there is no appeal from the
decision of this court. Do you under-
stand, defendant?”

Velvele looked up and said, “Yes,
Your Honor.” But he noticed that
Yankele Schneider was looking at the

Nierendorf Gallery.
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judge, and Yankele looked surprised
and questioning as if he hadn’t heard
or hadn’t clearly understood what the
judge had just said, and that he had
half-raised his hand as if to ask a ques-
~ tion and then dropped it again.

The trial proceeded with the usual
formalities. Velvele, as attorney for
the defense, waived his opening speech
to the juty. Azrael, for the prosecu-
tion, said that he proposed to establish
the fact that the accused, Velvele Fe-
derman, had cursed His name. Sig-
nificantly, he omitted any reference to
premeditation. He indicated that the
trial should be short, at least”from the
side of the prosecution, since he pro-
posed to call no witnesses, although, he
pointed out, witnesses were available.
It was his intention, he said, merely to
cross-examine the accused and rest his
case.

It was evident immediately that
Azrael was not prosecuting actively,
that either his sympathies were with the
accused, or that he was a little worried
~ about Velvele. In any case, the line of
his opening remarks hinted broadly
that the prosecution would support a
plea for mercy, if the defense made it.

“Velvele Federman,” he began,
“although it is my duty as prosecuting
attorney to win a conviction, I wish to
make the jury familiar with the some-
what special circumstances in this case.
I am aware, for example, and I think
it might interest the jury to know,
that the statement you are charged
with making was made under great
stress and at a time when a man like
yourself might very well claim that he
was not in command of his normal
faculties—in a word, at a time when
your wife and two children were killed
by the Germans. Isn’t that so, Vel-
vele?”

Velvele nodded his head. There
was a buzz of whispering from the
spectators.

Azrael went on, his voice even and
low—it was obvious even to those
jurors who were new and had not
served before that Azrael was enjoy-
ing the effect—"“And that immediately
you made the statement 'you were
charged with, you wished that your
tongue had been cut from your mouth
before it had uttered the words. And
— with a glance at the judge who sat
on the bench seemingly unmoved,
“you blessed His name that your wife
had lived the years allotted to her and
your children theirs and that since
that day you have asked His mercy
for forgiveness and that now before
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the Tribunal you are prepared to
make a full statement to that effect.”
He waited a2 moment for Velvele
to say something. Velvele was quiet.
“Did you hear what I said?” Azrael
asked.
Velvele said,
“Well?”
“] have no statement to make,”
Velvele said.

WHEN Azrael spoke again, his
voice was hard and business-
like. He had been fooled into sympathy
once, his voice said, and it wasn’t going
to happen again. “Very well, Feder-
man,” he said harshly, “I want you
to answer this question directly, a
‘yes’ or ‘no’ and no equivocation. Did
you or did you not curse His name?”

“Yes,” answered Velvele.

“Tell the court and the jury under
what circumstances it was that you
cursed the Blessed Name,” Azrael
ordered, stiff and formal and unbend-
ing. :

“The circumstances you know.
Everything you know,” Velvele said
abruptly. “Why are you askmg me?
They killed them.”

Azrael smiled and turned to the
jury, his eyebrows lifted in mock sur-
prise, as if they were saying, look at
him, the way he gets angry at a simple
question. “Who is it you refer to as
they?>’ he said smoothly.

“The Germans,” answered Velvele,
his voice like a closed fist, but with a
tremor in it. The judge looked at Vel-
vele fixedly, his eyes hard and cold
and hateful. And of all the jurymen
now, there was only Yankele Schnei-
der whose eyes dimmed and who
looked at Velvele as if he understood.

“Yes.”

“And because the Germans killed

them, you cursed His name?”

Velvele didn’t answer.

“Answer the question, Federman,”
Azrael’s voice was still low, but it
sounded threatening, harsh and ugly
and threatening. “Why did you?”

Velvele answered quietly, as if he
had made up his mind not to be baited
into anger, “Because He had created
them.”

“And what were the words you
used exactly?”

“I do not remember the words I
used exactly.”

“What were the words you used
approximately, to the best of your re-
collection?”

“I said, cursed be His name because
I was ever born and my wife and chil-
dren. . . .” Velvele stopped.

“And then,” said Azrael, “and then

"I suppose you said a word or two about

the -Germans?”

Velvele nodded.

The stenographer waited for the
answer. ‘“Answer yes or no,” said
Azrael. .

“Yes,” said Velvele.

“And what did you say after that?”

“Nothing,” said Velvele. “There
was nothing more to say. Everything
had been said already.”

Azrael was silent for a dramatic
moment. He half turned to the jury,
then spoke, his voice strident and
angry, “And who do you think you
are to make such statements?” his
forefinger shaking in Velvele’s face.
“What have you done in your whole
miserable life to earn the right to make
such judgment, to even dare to whisper
the name of the All Highest, let
alone. . . .” He left the sentence un-
finished, to be filled in by’ the jury.
“Who the devil are you anyway, with
your miserable little life? You ought
to be grateful for the breath of life He
blew into your nostrils.”

Velvele should have been used to it;
to be talked to as if he were a piece
of dirt underfoot was not new to him.
For forty-three years he had been
treated like a dog by the Poles and
then for four more years like a Jew by
the Germans. He should have been
used to it. But this was different. This
wasn’t Pomyentze, the thought flew
up to his head while anger came up
bitter as bile in his mouth: this wasn’t
Pomyentze and ‘'yet the same thing
was happening. The same thing still
going on. It was all the same, any
place a Jew went it was all the same.
All his life he’d been a fool to believe

- that it would be any different here. It

was all a pious fraud, nothing more.
The anger wouldn’t stay in his mouth.
It burst out in spite of him. “Grate-
ful!” he shouted, his voice shrill. “I
should be grateful? For what? For
being born a Jew? For working all
my life like a horse? For living in a
stable? For watching my children’s
bellies get swollen? For what? For
war and bombs and three pogroms in
one lifetime? Grateful?” shouted Vel-
vele, almost beside himself now. “I
could spit it back in His face—that
life.”

THERE was silence, hard and brittle,

as if the judge, the jury, the at-
torneys, the guards, the spectators were
holding breath, shocked and motion-
less. Azrael stared at Velvele for this
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long moment of silence, then he turned

to the bench and said, “I ask for this
miserable snivelling Jew the extreme
penalty. The prosecution ‘rests.” He
sat down.

The judge cleared his throat. It
rasped in the quiet. He said to Velvele,
“Stand down, accused.” Then mock-
ingly, “Counsel for the defense.”

Velvele rose from his seat in the
witness-stand. Tired, as if by a great
effort he lifted his body from the chair.
He looked around him slowly, at the
audience, at the jury, at Azrael already
beginning to stuff the papers lying on
the table before him into his briefcase,
then he turned to the bench and said,
“Your Honor, I wish to call the Lord
to the witness stand.” ,

Azrael’s hand remained suspended
in mid-air, his mouth open a little as
he stared at Velvele. There was a
hollow gasp from the audience, ‘fol-
lowed by a hoarse whispering. Gabriel
said sharply, “The Court will come to
order.” The whispering stopped. He
turned to Velvele, snapped out, “En-
tirely out of the question.”

The court stenographer lifted his
head out of his notebook and said,
“Your Honor?”

Gabriel turned his back on Velvele
and swung around to face the steno-
grapher. Formally, for the record, he
said, “Request of counsel for defense
denied.”

It was quiet then, everyone waiting
for something to happen, not sure of
the next move, all eyes glued on Vel-
vele. Velvele walked down the two
steps from the witness-stand, faced the
bench and in a hoarse tone that seemed
to belong to someone other than the
little man with the unkempt beard, he
broke into the silence. “I demand that
the Lord be summoned to testify.”

For the first time the judge faltered.
He turned first to the right and then
to the left to whisper into the ears of
the other members of the Tribunal. A
murmur arose from the audience again,
but this time Judge Gabriel did not
attempt to stop it. After a moment he
straightened up in his chair and in a
voice that he tried to make assured
and decisive he said, “The Court will
recess to consult on the defendant’s re-
quest.” '

He arose and walked out stiffly,
followed by the other two members of
the Tribunal.

The whispers grew louder as the
Tribunal walked out; they were loud
and buzzing, like a swarm of angry
bees. The eyes on Velvele were ex-
pectant and curious and a little afraid,
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all except those of Yankele Schneider,
who sat with the shadow of a smile
on his lips and his eyes warm looking
at Velvele.

The courtroom quieted after a while
and waited for the door of the judge’s
chamber to open. The Tribunal filed
out, one after the other, and took their
places. Gabriel stood up at the bench
and for the first time he looked at Vel-
vele as if Velvele were a person to talk
to, not as if he could see right through
him and he didn’t exist. “The Tri-
bunal,” he announced, “after consul-
tation and reference to the Code, con-
cludes that there is no basis for the re-
quest of the accused, Velvele Feder-
man, to call upon the Lord to tes-
tify. . . .” Citing the case of Isaiah
3:13, the judge, now decisive and cer-
tain, proceeded to quote at length from
the commentaries of other judges and
of the prophets, concluding with the
statement that “the Tribunal, un-
willing to judge harshly and conceding
to the special circumstances in this case,
will grant the accused the unusual
privilege of calling any other witness,

living or dead, to testify in his behalf,

and is prepared to issue the necessary
subpoenas upon request.”” Thereupon
the Angel Gabriel, with a thin and
placating smile at Velvele, sat down.

ELVELE looked at Gabriel with red
rheumed eyes, and a tic jerking
across his face twisted it into a bitter
grin. In Velvele’s face there was no
anger now; there was only scorn at
these lawyer’s tricks and speeches.
After a long moment Gabriel turned
his eyes away and his smile faded.
Velvele said nothing. But in the
jurybox, Yankele Schneider, as if he
were no longer able to contain himself,
jumped to his feet and in a high-
pitched voice that Velvele remembered
from Starasche, shouted out, “Velvele,
don’t let them fool you. You have the
right to appeal.” Then Yankele, with

. a look of wonder and great astonish-

ment at his own temerity, sat down.
From the back of the courtroom,
the section reserved for the people,
came a tentative burst of applause. The
clerk hammered on the table with his
gavel until the applause died down.
Gabriel said angrily, “The next dem-
onstration and I shall have the court-
room cleared. This is not a political
meeting.” But his tone was not decisive
this time. If was hesitant, as if he
weren’t altogether sure of his own
statements or his power to enforce
them. He bent his head to the right

and then to the left, and then all three

judges bent their heads close together,
over the bench. But before they had
raised them again, Velvele had spoken.
His words were clear and full-bodied,
as if they came from many people at
once and the echoes struck back from
the walls of the great room: “I appeal
from the ruling of the Tribunal.”

Then Gabrigl, in a voice unsure and
old and a little stumbling, spoke. “The
accused, Velvele Federman, has ap-
pealed from the ruling of this court.
I ask for a poll of the multitude of
the living and the dead and these to be
born to pass judgment.”

“There was a great sience for a
moment, then from the farthest cor-
ners of the earth there was a sound
like a great wind blowing and in it you
could hear men working and women
laughing and children singing at play,
and then that sound died away slowly
and from the millions tortured in
prisons, from the mass graves in Treb-
linka and the heaped mountains of
charred bones in Maidenek and the
sewers of Warsaw there was a groan
that drowned out every other sound-on
the earth. Velvele stood up straight,
his eyes staring off, and on his face a
look as though he were listening to
himself groaning.

Gabriel slowly looked around him
at the judges to the right-and the left,
then he stood up and intoned, “I call
upon the All Highest, blessed be His
name, to appear as witness in the trial
of the Jew Velvele Federman.”

From afar off there was suddenly
the blast of trumpets and the rustling
of great wings and then a blinding
light filled the courtroom. When Vel-
vele could see again, there was a figure
seated in the witness chair. Surround-
ing Him were four angels with drawn
swords and six cherubim. All around
there was nothing but silence, only
around the witness chair you could
hear the cherubim chanting softly.
“Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord of
Hosts. The whole earth is full of His
glory.” But beneath the chanting was
the sound of the groan, barely heard,
but it seemed nevertheless to fill the
world, all ‘the pain there was in it.
Then Gabriel said, “Your witness,
Federman.”

Velvele stood and looked at the
Presence. He looked the way Velvele
remembered thinking about Him as a
child, a figure with a vast quiet draped
around Him like a cloak and two
beams of light ascending from His
forehead into the reaches of the

heaven. They looked like searchlights
(Continued on page 23)
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POLAND:
NEW LAND,
NEW PEOPLE

Their jazz is pure schmaifz, but the rhythm of

reconstruction accents the march of a nation.

By JOHN STUART

This 1s the second article in a series
by Mr. Stuart. The first appeared last

week.

Warsaw.

lau) in Poland’s recovered terri-
tory in the West. For Poland this
territory makes up in part for Nazi
pillage. It provides the economic means

I CAME by train to Wroclaw (Bres-

to lift the country out of its backward-

ness and speed the revamping of an
archaic social structure. Poland be-
comes one of the major world sources
of coal; there are also zinc and lead
and other metals to guarantee the de-
velopment of a large metallurgical
plant. In Lower Silesia the textile and
machine industries have been given a
powerful push forward, when in the
past they were restricted by the Ger-
mans.

As for agriculture, the new lands
are beginning to produce in a way
they never did before. Moreover, Po-
land now has a coastline seven times
as long as before the war. Her com-
merce will not be choked off in a nar-
row corridor, and Gdansk (Danzig)
will forever be kept from becoming a
center of intrigue such as it was under
German domination. With the acqui-
sition of Szczecin (formerly Stettin)
in addition to other ports, the whole
Polish transport system becomes more
efficient and productive. ‘

The resettlement of these areas is
an epic that would take tons of ink to
tell in detail. Five million Poles came
west in less than three years. They
walked, they crammed trucks and
trains with all their meager belong-
ings, they used anything that moved
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on wheels. T have heard this migration
compared to the trek westward in the
United States. But it is more, for it
was a migration into ruined cities and
to an earth scarred and punctured and
shorn almost bare.

I was struck with the speed of re-
construction in the area I visited. Stag-
gering work still remains, but except
for the architecture you would never
know that this countryside had been
German. The atmosphere is Polish,
the language is Polish, the spirit is
Polish. The German street signs are
gone. Waldenburg has become Wal-
brzych; Reichenberg 1is Rychbach.
And at a drop of a hat a Pole will tell
you with detailed references to history

~and ethnography that it was always

so before the partitions.

In Wroclaw I stayed at the Hotel
Monopol. In the evening if I listened
hard I could make out the furious jazz

"being played in the restaurant down-

stairs by Wozniakowski and his boys.
Their rendition of “Tiger Rag”

sounded as though the city was being
attacked again by air and land. They

also played in purest jschmaltz rhythm
a Polonized version of “Music Maes-
tro, Please,” the saxophonist tdoting
his heart into it while someone sang
in Polish, “tonight, tonight I must for-
get.” It was exactly the way I felt
about Wozniakowski’s orchestra.

OPENED the door to the small bal-

¢ony outside. my room. When 1
turned back later I forgot to shut it,
and the next morning the hotel maid
noticed it. “Have you been practicing
making speeches?” she asked, a sly
smile on her old face. “No,” I replied.
“Well, don’t,” she continued. “That’s
the balcony from which Hitler spoke
when he was here during the war.”

I shuddered but it was a fine prelude
to what I was to see the next day. I
had heard stories about a Jewish set-
tlement in Dzierzoniow — an hour’s
drive from Wroclaw. When I got to
this sleepy town I wandered around
trying to read the Yiddish placards
covering the walls. Finally I got to the,
office of Starosta Wasserman, the Jew-
ish official in charge of the district.
Woasserman is a short, wiry man whose
outgoing personality is belied by heavy
shell-rimmed glasses which make him
look like a young introverted college
instructor.

“Our community,” he began, “con-
sists of some five thousand Poles and
fifteen thousand Jews.” He told me
that most of the 100,000 Jews left
in Poland now live in the recovered
territories. They are there as a moral
barrier against anyone from abroad
who should try to expel them by re-
turning these territories to the Ger-
mans. They till the land, work in the
mines and textile factories; they are
leaders in the cooperatives which they
themselves have organized. Today one
of Poland’s great leaders, Jakub Bor-
man, is 2 Jew. Other Jews hold gov-
ernment office and I believe that Was-
serman is the first Jew to hold the
position he now has. Others are in
business for themselves or practice
their professions.

The pogrom in Kielce in the sum-
mer of 1946 again roused anxiety
among Jews but the speed and thor-
oughness with which the government
dealt with the outbreak reassured
many. There is no denying that there
is anti-Semitism in Poland. You can-
not in three years root out the poison-
ous prejudices of decades—prejudices
fostered.under the czars, intensified by
the Nazis and now continued by the
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underground bandits and some in the
Catholic hierarchy. But anti-Semitism
is dwindling and there are laws with
teeth in them against any act which
threatens the Jews. In Dzierzoniow
Jews mix easily with Poles, and else-
where relations with non-Jews in fac-
tory or mine are excellent. The Jews
publish their own newspapers with the
Polish Workers Party (Cammunist)
issuing a special paper for Jewish read-
ers.
. I spent part of a Sunday afternoon
with the families of Moishe Gelman
and Jacob Heisner. I went out to
their, farm with Wasserman, after he
had taken me to see the “‘sportsschule”
—the name the Nazis gave their slave
labor camp just outside Dzierzoniow.
There in black marble was a tomb-
stone, inscribed in Polish and Yiddishy
erected to the memory of the ‘130

A

Jews slaughtered by the Nazis and -

then thrown into a mass grave. A few
feet away was a single headstone mark-
ing the grave of a Jew who died two
days before liberation.

For all their past suffering the Gel-
mans and the Heisners are a gay crew.
They have found life at last on about
ninety-five acres of land given them
by the government and which they
work cooperatively “with two other
families. Moishe Gelman is a real one
for gadgets. No sooner did he hear
that an American was visiting then he
rushed over to show me some of the
contraptions he had improvised. He
wore riding boots into which his rid-
ing pants were neatly tucked. With his
cap pushed. to the back of his head and
a slightly worn gray tweed jacket over
his back, Moishe indeed looked the
prosperous farmer. In the huge parlor

the families gathered around with the -

two babies, a grandma and a grandpa
holding the spotlight.
know why there were so few kids and
Mrs. Gelman said: “Give us a chance.
You can’t hfve babies in a concentra-
tion camp.” On her left forearm was
tatooed a tell-tale blue number—a re-
minder of days slaved under Hitler.

FROM Wroclaw to Katowice, the

big coal city in South Poland, we
jounced along in a wayward bus that
was middle-aged twenty years ago.
Katowice is as drab as any coal town
in Silesia or Pennsylvania. The Poles
call Katowice the Birmingham of Po-
land; there are a dozen industries
there but coal is king. Mention coal to
Stefan Stazewski, the editor of Kato-

W
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I wanted to’

wice’s Tribuna Rabotnizca (Worker’s
Tribune), and his face glows. If you
talk of miners his enthusiasm is un-
bounded. The story of his paper is in
itself a magnificent tale. A provincial
daily, owned by the Polish Workers
Party (Communist), it has in less than
three years reached a circulation of
450,000. Stazewski confidently tells
you that in a month or two the paper
will reach the half-million mark.
“That’s the plan.” I gulped when I
heard these figures because I knew
that the Workers Party’s central or-
gan in Warsaw, Glos Ludu (Voice of
the People), was only reaching 150,-
000 readers each day. Tribuna is such
a success not only because it has the
presses which Glos Ludu lacks but be-
cause it has mastered the art of talking
to workers in the workers’ language.
It is more than a newspaper: it is a
key force in galvanizing increased pro-

“duction in coal through the labor com-

petiion which a miner, Wincenty
Pstrowski, started in his own pit.

Coal is Poland’s gold, its interna-
tional coin. The country’d foreign
trade is chiefly based on coal exports.
The value of coal and coke shipped
abroad represented over fifty percent
of all Polish exports in 1947 and it
will increase even more next year.
Europe’s coal crisis has brought prac-
tically every country on the Continent
to the Polish pits. In return Poland
has received cotton, investment equip-
ment, petroleum, petroleum products,
ores, foodstuffs .and hides.
reason why Polish coal is in such high
demand is that the importation of
American coal increases Europe’s dol-
lar deficits. Ordinarily Poland would
be a natural source of coal supply
almost exclusively to eastern Europe.
But it has gone into western Europe
to meet coal demands. Even Britain
has imported Polish coal. And I have
heard more than once that this is suf-
ficient answer to any attempts to iso-
late Poland economically. The whole

area of Polish trade is thus expanding

with coal paving the *way—and ex-
panding not only in area but in value
and quantity.

Poland has been able to make phe-
nomenal progress in the production
of coal because: it has liberated the in-
dustry from the impediment of for-
eign capital. Coal is nationalized and
the majority of miners feel that they
are working for themselves. In 1945
extraction amounted to a little more
than twenty million tons; October 2,

One big .

1947, that figure had more than dou-
bled. The increased mechanization in
the mines and the radical changes in
the miner’s attitude toward his work
are among the essential reasons for the
increase. The average individual out-
put per miner has risen by almost fifty
percent over what it was two years
ago. The increase would have been
larger if some mines had not been de-
stroyed by the Germans and if mining
equipment from- abroad could reach
Poland more rapidly and in larger
quantities.

BUT what has recently given mine

production a great push forward
is what the Poles call the inter- and .
intra-industrial competition in the ef-
ficiency of labor. The competition
started with a letter written by the re-
patriated miner, Wincenty Pstrowski,
now a member of the Polish Work=
ers Party, to Tribuna Rabotnizca.
He had left Poland years ago after a
long stretch of unemployment. When
he came back from Belgium to the
new Poland, Pstrowski went into the’
mines again and began doing almost
legendary things with pick and shovel.
His letter to Tribuna challenged other
miners to increase their production. In
a few days Tribuna was swa.mped
with letters and labor competition be-
gan to catch fire all over the country.
Miners challenged each other; one in-
dustry challenged another; competi-
tion agreements were signed between
miners and textile workers. Contests
started between teams of workers and
individual members of working units.
And when I arrived in Poland the
competition had become as much a
favorite topic of conversation as criti-
cism of American foreign policy.

I have tried to get at the motive
force behind this upsurge of competi-
tive energy. In largest part the patri-
otism of the workers has been one mo-
tive but I think that there is some-
thing else that links itself to patriotism
and the nationalization of the basic
industries. Naturally increased wages
have been a strong incentive to in-
crease output. There is, too, the feel-
ing that the country’s whole standard
of living will rise more rapidly if the
production goals indicated in the three-
year economic plan are reached even
sooner. But to these I add the inter-
national crisis.

One outstanding Polish political fig-
ure who is not an official told me:
“Your country’s warmongers talk
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more than they can act.” Yet he did
not discount the fact that there is'a
sense of danger in Europe which in
Poland has translated itself into a
greater work effort. “We cannot,” he
said, “let the imperialists’ rebuilding
of Germany overtake us. We must not
be left behind in the race of recon-
struction.”

I would not be telling the whole
story if I reported that the labor com-
petition has moved without a hitch.
Again I refer to what my friend Zofia
has called the “backward elements.”
They are there and: they are not in
too small numbers. Wladyslaw Go-
mulka, vice-premier and general secre-
tary of the Polish Workers Party,
openly rebuked those textile workers
in Lodz who went on strike because
they were being asked to tend more
looms. There is no doubt that the
workers are tired and paradoxically
some of them have said that they
slaved hard for the capitalists in the
old days and now that they own the
mills they can take it a little easier.
Some workers even thought they would
lose their jobs if they increased their
efficiency—remembering that it worked
that way under capitalist ownership.
But these workers see now that the
mills in Lodz, even with increased
efficiency, need more weavers and
spinners than ever before. There have
also been plant managers who be-
haved as though nothing happened in

the last few years. And there have

been outright saboteurs with close con-
nections in Mikolajezyk’s under-
ground.

These details represent the inevitable

difficulties encountered in breaking
from a slave mentality inbred over
many years. But I did see the produc-
tion ardor of several hundred Lodz
textile workers when my wife and I
went to a music hall in the heart of

the city. The performances started at

eleven .on Sunday morning and
stretched into the middle of the after-
noon. The place was packed with
workers who brought their whole
families to hear the best professional

‘talent in Lodz. Each act was intro-

duced by a Polish version of Milton
Berle, who dedicated it to one of the
workers who exceeded the production
norm the week before. As each work-
er’s name was spoken applause swept
the hall. I got the strong feeling that

the labor competition in Lodz was

passing out of the shallows and was
moving into the main stream.
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Mission of
‘El Segador”

In Franco Spain the doomed men waited for death
—but then he came. How the Loyalists fight on.

By RAE HOLT

Paris.

T THAT time it was nearly mid-
March, 1947, and the five of
them set out on the mission.

The orders were to go clandestinely
to Spain, to a certain large and fairly
distant town and liberate from jail
eighteen Republicans who had been
condemned to death. The names of
all of these were on a list but the
eighteen knew nothing of the attempt
that was going to be made to save
them.

The five were also Republican Span-
iards. They might have been uninter-
ruptedly in France since the end of
the Spanish war and the exodus from
Spain in" 1939, or they might have
been among the. tens of thousands who
fought for the Allies, or they might
have been coming and going since the
liberation of France between the two
countries. Their leader had, several
times, anyway, after his great part in
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the Maquis and the freeing of the
Southwest and of Paris. Coming and
going. People do; some people, that
is. Republican Spaniards — and also
Franco Spaniards, and trained French,
Germarn, Polish, Croat and other fas-
cist agents. What’s a closed frontier
to those on missions? On opposite,
diametrically opposite missions. They
are coming and going as you read this
—the Republicans armed with faith,
and courage and patience; the Franco
agents well-provided with money,
arms, contracts, carrying on interna-
tional fascism and Fifth Columnry
in all their alarming, complicated and
dangerous ramifications.

The five were compzmera:——-deter-.
mined, disciplined men. And brave.
Their leader, “El Segador,” is 2 man
of small stature who began life as a
reaper in the very heart of Spain. How
well I know him; how well I love
him. When he told me he had been a
“segador”—a reaper of corn—1I could
imagine the way his arms must have
moved, the sharp decisive stroke the
scythe would have in his small, strong
hands, the business-like way in which
he would round off the corner of a
field. He was beautiful in those days,

‘in the early 1930°s. He is beautiful

now in’a different way. I have a pho-
tograph the camera took of him as he
must have been then.

I say “the camera took” and “must
have been” because it is a double ex-
posure—the Segador of today is stand-
ing behind the one of then, and I can-
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not think how this has come about,

having, it seemis to me, taken only
one picture of him at that moment.
The guerrillero he is now is back of
the young strike-leader of 1933. You
would hardly know they are the same
—the grim-faced man of prison and
escape, of struggles and leadership,
backing up the ardent, rather dreamy
youth with the beautiful hair who was
to go through the Spanish war as a
captain and survive the horror of 1940-
44 in France, including torture, and
escape from a Getman camp, and leap
from a window in Toulouse chasing
Nazis and damage the muscles of his
leg; and one day be lifting stones from
river beds and doing masonry and the
next be carrying liberation all care-
fully worked-out and at the risk of his
life to those patriots in the Franco jail.

T was still cold when the five set

out and their clothes were none too
. good. The Segador had no overcoat.
That was not to matter too long, be-
cause somewhere along the way they
put on uniforms, down to the correct
socks and shoes and caps and ties and
buttons. On heart or hip they carried
the hidden revolver. The mountain
paths were known to them and where
the Franco guards were likely to be
around the frontier; their eyes and
ears were on constant duty because
now there are even more guards, and
one of them watched always while the
others slept. There wasn’t much sleep
anyway. They travelled at night, of
course, and on foot and had to be
quick about the mission so as to get to
the jail in time.

I wonder what sort of thing they
talked about on the way. . . . It
wouldn’t have been about the fright-
ful risk of the expedition, the cer-
tainty of being tortured and shot if
they were caught. Men like that don’t
talk about things they know down to
the smallest detail. They talked, I
know, about the increasing terror one
saw among the caempesinos—the peas-
ants — more particularly among the
peasants; they noted the increase of
guards along the frontier and the for-

tifications that are still being made

on the Spanish side, and constantly
went on their way. It was mostly the
peasants they talked to. They had to
get food; they couldn’t take enough
with them for the many days’ jour-
ney. El Segador knocked on cottage
doors. at night and often the inmates
were so frightened they dared not
W

f
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. open, because Falange and. Guardia

Civil police come like that to arrest
and requisition. So the Segador knocked
again. And when they answered he
said quite simply: “We are the guer-
rilleros. Sell or give us some food.”

How risky it sounds! But things are
like that in Spain,” just like that. A
guerrillero has to be astute and utterly
determined and at the same time take
some terrible risks. It has to be that
way. And when, from fear, the peas-
ants hesitated, the Segador said, “Come
on, foed! We’ll go away at once. And
if they bother you, you must say we
threatened to kill you if you denied us.
As, by the way . . .” he would add, and
look meaningly at them. But all the
campesinos gave or sold, most of them
gladly so, for they are with the guer-
rilleros, almost to a man. They know.
They’ve known for years what Re-
sistance and the guérrilleros are after:
the liberation of Spain from fascism.
Up and down the length of the
wracked and tortured country guer-
rilleros have protected the country-folk
from the brutalities of Falange and
the Guardia Civil and the monstrous
requisitions of state agents. Many peas-
ants are guerrilleros themselves. So the
five had always just enough food for
the journey.

‘

FINALLY they reached their goal.

They went to the jail at night and
banged on the door. It is a special jail
and I cannot name it—one of the
most formidable ones, a sort of fort.
The five were now in uniform from
top to toe. They had come, they said,
to fetch for execution the eighteen men
whose names were on their list. It was
all quite regular, because, it seems,
things are done that way. Yet there
appears to have been some suspicion
among the guards inside. So E! Sega-
dor and his companeros knocked them
out and proceeded into the innards of
the fortress. '

Here they found other guards and
said, “Bring us these eighteen. We
have come to fetch them for shooting,”
and showéd them their list. But again
there was a moment of demur. So the
Segador said, “We are the guerrilleros
come to free the prisoners. Bring them
to us at once.” The five took out their
revolvers and covered the guards, but
they did not have to shoot. The guards
saw they were outnumbered and could
not get help and so they comphed and
fetched the eighteen men.

It was all done very quickly and

very neatly and the prisoners thought
they were going to their execution as
the Segador and his companeros grimly
lined them up. The guards they locked
into a cell and later threw the key into
the river. And when one of the pris-
oners said, “You’ve come pretty soon
for ‘us. You re not supposed to come
till tomorrow morning,” they stuck
their revolvers inte his ribs and said
gruffly, “Get on, get on, all of you.”
The condemned thought they had
just eleven hours more to live—that
was the margin between death and
deliverance.

Soon they were all out in the street,
and when one or two of the patrlors
looked around as if seeking a poss1-
bility of escape, the llberators said again,
“Get on, get on,” and still they
thought they were going to execution.
A little later, as soon as it seemed
safer, the Segador told them: “We are
the guerrilleros who have come to free
you. You are not going to die.” At
that several began to exclaim, but the
liberators still said, “Come on, come
on—out to the country, away from
the streets as quickly as possible. Then
—then we can rest.”

"HAT kind of men are  these
eighteen — what were they con-
demned for, what are they like? “All

. kinds,” said the Segador, “young and

old, sick and less sick. How they are

depends on how long they ve been in

jail. Some had been in prlson since

the end of the Spanish war, since 1939..
Tried three times and last of all con-

demned to death. Some of them were

beaten right in the court itself, in front

of the judge during the trial. By order
of the judge: ‘Go on, hit him harder;

make him talk’—that’s what he com-

manded the Guardia Civil to do. So

as to get a ‘confession,” the names of

‘accomplices’ and so on. Such a thing

is unheard of—to hit in court itself
during trial. In no other country—
against all law, tradition, procedure.”

(Will ‘lawyers, internationally, please

note this fact?)

“Young and old,” he said. “Some,
guerrilleros; some, campesinos. The
campesinos were tried and condemned
to death on a charge of helping the
guerrilleros. Not more than that! With
food, or because they gave them shel-
ter.. Communists, some of the eighteen;
others, not. Arrested for sabotage, for
anti-franquist ideas, for being Re-
sistants of different kinds. . . .”

These eighteen men had eleven
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hours between them and death—What
did they say, what did they do when
talk was possible?

“There were tears in the eyes of
some all right. Then several said im-
mediately that they want to return
and liberate comrades when they’ve got
a little of their health back. No, we
can’t allow that. These have suffered
enough.”

But how could they, some of them
in an awful state, walk for many nights
over the wild Pyrenean tracks, with
hardly any food?

“It was slow, very slow. Some of
them had to be given injections from
time to time.” Injections! What, on
the mountainside? “We had a doctor
with us.” (One thinks of good plan-
ning—five companeros, the right num-
ber, no doubt, for this kind of job, and
one of them a doctor—of course, of
course. )

“It took thirteen nights to get back.
Some could hardly walk. Pero ya anda-
ban—walk they did!” said El Segador
with one of his slow-quick, rather shy
ironic smiles. “Rough paths and rocks,
waters to go through, and the cold
high up. At some places we had to pass
near guards who were only about
twenty yards away. You can’t sleep
much like that. I, for one, hardly slept
at all the whole thirteen days, and
somebody must be on watch all the
time. There would have to be a pitched
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battle, of course, if the guards saw us.
And then there was the gray-green
river. I had to go through it four
times, coming and going, so as to see
where were the best places to cross. 1
don’t know how some of them did get
through, they were so weak, with the
cold water up to one’s shoulders here
and there. It had to be crossed twice.
And it’s a bad thing to have only
fiambre (cold, salt meat) to eat for
thirteen days, very bad, very trying.
At night we had to go to the peasants’
houses: “We are the guerrilleros; we
need food; some food please!” They
always gave it to us, gladly did. Then
finally we reached the frontier.”

And where are these poor men
now?

“In safety and some of them in the
hospital.”

And you, Segador, when did you
get back?

“Last night, late. And this morning
—by the first train to see you.”

E HAD the most terrible cold I

have ever seen; his eyes were
half closed by it. He was so tired he
could hardly walk. Yet, vivid and
trenchant, he could talk; he could tell
me these things. And then he said
suddenly, “When I was in the jail at
that moment I thought of you. I said
to myself, ‘If she could see me in this
garb, she would certainly take a photo

Illustration by Bart.

of me.” ” (My God—he thought of me
in there, he had time for that. . . .)

We had lunch and then coffee and
the fatigue went on and on. Many
days would be necessary, I thought,
for even the Segador to feel at all nor-
mally well again, and he such a spe-
cialist in fatigue, .

Over the coffee he said: “Here I am
sitting in a cafe in Toulouse all the
time. . . .” Who, being E! Segador,
who wouldn’t be? Of things past and
present and to come. Of the vision of
Spain, the look and the feel of it all,
much worse this year than last, he says;
of the peasants absolutely terrorized,
particularly the peasants, it seems. Is
something going to happen? Yes,
“something” is going to happen all
right, and “soon.” But how soon, and
what? It can’t go on. And the army?
“The soldiers, a great lot of them,
most of them probably, would come
over to us as soon as it begins. And
officers too, more than is thought. And
even generals, yes, even some gen-
erals.”

So it will be violent again, it will be
violent? Most probably yes, it will be.
But short—maybe. Very violent per-
haps. Blood to wipe out blood. What
else will wipe out all the blood? Even
so, blood does not erase death, so many
deaths. What else will put an end to
such enemies as these? There’s hardly
a family without a victim to fascism in
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Spain. Tortures and crimes — these
things have to be, and will be, paid
for. But there should be no personal

vengeance or reprisals on either side.

The criminals will have to be arrested
and handed over to Republican jus-
tice; that’s all. Handed over to be
dealt with by those professionally -and
legally competent and entitled to do
this in accordance with the law. On
that El Segador is absolutely intransi-
gent, definite and precise.

Do men not go mad in prison?

“Certainly they do,” says El Sega-
dor, ““quite a few do. The ones they
think the most ‘dangerous’ are in soli-
tary confinement. Certainly men go
mad in prison.”

What can a2 man do all day in a
cell alone? “Nothing, nothing at all.
Even if there were something for him
to do, he couldn’t do it because he
couldn’t see to do it.”” That’s all. Dark.

A little later he said: “There was
this: at some time or other after the
"end of our war some prisoners were
so il and wretched, so physically
ruined that all that was left them was
la iromia — sarcasm. Half-mad, per-
haps; half-dead, certainly. So when
the Guardia Civil opened the door of
the cell, being dressed in black capes
because they had come for the execu-
tion, the prisoners said, ‘Ah, here come
the carrion-crows. Now we know
we’re dead. Here come the carrion-

crows.” And the Guardia shoving and

pushing them about, dragging them
off to be shot.”

s WE sat outside that little cafe in

a leafy square in Toulouse on
what seemed the first day of spring
or heat (and so it was), the Segador’s
friend whom he had brought to see me
and who had left us together an hour,
came back and gave him a paper. It
was an ‘order-chit and it said: “Please
report to us tomorrow. . . . There is
something to be done which we think
will interest you.”

“Again,” 1 said, “So wmnmediately
soon?”
“Quite possibly.”

“Can it be the same kind of dan--

gerous mission, more or -less?”
“It can.”
“Something to be done .
other country?” '
“Obviously so.”
Thus—already, repeated, perpetual
—comes the arrow. The intransigent,
undeflectable, gladly accepted arrow
that just says—on. ‘

",’
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review and comment

CANNED ELEPHANT

Minnesota's gift to the Republican Party
dishes out some stale pre-election thoughts.

By BENJAMIN J. DAVIS. JR.

sen, avowed candidate for the Re-
publican presidential nomination,

has been highly touted as a liberal. It
is questionable as to how he ever got
such a halo at all. Certainly in recent
months it has all but disappeared under
the revealing sunlight of life itself.
Whatever was left of his so-called lib-
eral philosophy is completely dissipated
by his book Where I Stand.*

However, it is not because he does
not try to keep up the illusion as long
as possible. In his book one is impressed
by the wisdom of a Socrates, by the
purity of the plumed knight on a
(lily-) white charger—all set forth in
the ingenuous style of a simple, bare-
foot spokesman of the NAM.

Stassen’s book was written as a
weapon in the arsenal with which he
hopes to bag the GOP nomination.
Although there is no major difference
between the reactionary principles held
by him or Dewey, he belongs ap-
parently to the “candor” school of
GOP presidential aspirants and Dewey
to the “coy” school. They’re con-
stantly needling each other on who
speaks out on this or that, and who
doesn’t—an interesting and amusing
sport which I don’t think will be taken
as decisive by the majority of labor
and progressive Americans who want
a Wallace-people’s victory in 1948.

The book deals with labor and capi-
tal, with the Soviet Union and its sys-
tem, Communists in America, the
Taft-Hartley law, housing and health.
One of his canned speeches on “small

FOR several years Harold E. Stas-

business” is thrown in for good meas-

* WHERE ‘1 STAND, by Harold E. Stassen.
Doubleday. $2.

ure. As he says, he omits “other
major questions of Agriculture, Edu-
cation, Discrimination, Human Rights,
Atomic Energy Control, Strength-
ening the United Nations, Qur Armed

Power, Relations with Russia, Asso-

ciations with Great Britain, Dependent
Peoples, European Aid and World

Economic Policy,” because he has

“spoken and written” on them before.
That’s a powerful lot to leave out—
indeed, he might have done just as
well if he had written the book on
what he left out, and left out what he
wrote the book on. Either way it adds
up to just about the same thing — a
slightly jazzed-up version of Wall
Street’s program.

In the chapter entitled “Bayonets

vs. Pickets” Stassen begins disarmingly °

by telling how, when he was a four-
teen-year-old boy, he practically wept
at the way the big packers used the
soldiers and injunctions to smash a
strike of the AFL meat-cutters in St.
Paul, Minn., in December, 1921. But
he soon grows up and forgets all about
his tears. He evidently regarded his
boyhood sympathy with striking work-
ers as the wild oats of his youth.

In the next chapter, “On the Other .

Foot,” he castigates the New Deal

for “its bullying of business and its
sanctions and public smears against all
who opposed it.” According to the
sober judgment of his manhood, the
Wagner Act went to the other ex-
treme by “setting new marks for one-
sidedness.” In other words, as early as
the second chapter he has learned to
hate Roosevelt, and even now is run-
ning against him, just as much as Tru-

man is. But this homespun young hick .

out of the Midwest finally reaches
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middle-aged maturity with his chapter
on “The Fair Balance.” Here he de-
clares that the Taft-Hartley law is
a “fair, just and well-balanced labor
policy in America,” that “it should not
be repealed.” ’

It is well known that Stassen spent
.a few minutes in the Soviet Union and
was honored by an opportunity to talk
to Stalin and other Soviet leaders.
Naturally, this brief sojourn qualifies
him as a so-called expert on Russia
and he expatiates in this vein for two
special chapters—and here and there
throughout the book—revealing a deep
profundity on the Soviet system which
we Americans have never seen him
display on the crisis-ridden mess
euphemistically known as American
capitalism. He admits that the Rus-
sians did much ketter for themselves
by establishing the Soviet system in-
stead of continuing the wretched czar-

ist system. But that big-hearted con-

cession_is only for the purpose of in-
sisting that now the Russians need Mr.
Stassen himself, and above all Wall
Street’s “free enterprise” and “mod-
ern people’s capitalism” if the Russians
.are going to get any farther.

In fact, Stassen, who is horrified by
the thought that the American people
should touch their own system or gov-
ernment, feels that anything this coun-
try can contribute to the overthrow of
the Soviet government is our divine
right and bounden duty. “America
must in a friendly manner give the
leadership” toward helping the Rus-

_sians establish “a modern people’s capi-
talism,” no doubt in the image of Wall
Street and the lynch system of the
poll-tax South. Nice friendly fellow,
this Stassen who sums up the key to
good relations with Russia as “keeping
our powder dry.” His “liberal” way of
carrying out that statesmanlike policy
has since been to propose that America

should sell no machinery to the Soviet
Union, even though it might mean a
few more jobs for American workers.

Stassen has two methods of dealing
with us Communists in America. He
points out that when he was governor
of Minnesota, the Communists led
delegations to his offices and all he did
was to come out and speak to the
crowd which became ashamed, after
listening to his candor, and thoroughly
embarrassed, and drifted away. Isn’t
it wonderful!

Simultaneously, Stassen advocates a
twelve-point program of , “combatting
communism,” eleven points of which
are right out of the book of Goebbels,
Rankin and Parnell Thomas. The
twelfth point is the inimitable liberal
touch of Stassen: “Take all these ac-
tions [to obliterate the Bill of Rights
and the ‘Reds’—B. D.] with complete
respect. for civil liberties and for legal
rights.” So goes the formula through-
out this dull, cliche-ridden volume.

It is clear that Harold E. Stassen,
the “liberal,” stands where the major-
ity of the presidential aspirants stand—
with the refreshing exception of Henry
Wallace. He is on the side of the big
monopolies and trusts against labor and
the people. Where I Stand is a flatter-
ing title for his book. It should be
Where I Kneel, because the mari is on
bended knee serving the lords of dollar
imperialism.

Blast

SELECTED POEMS OF BERTOLT BRECHT, frasns-
lated by H. R. Hays. Reynal & Hitchcock.
$3.50. o

ERTOLT BRECHT’s work is a trum-
pet blast at the walls of Jericho. In
our time many poets have walled them-
selves away from real life and the
reader, behind barriers of preciousness

Lettres Francaises.

"“I'm absolutely sure we're going to see some.”
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and obscurity; their affectations crum-
ble to powder beforé the onslaught of
Brecht’s passionate straightforwardness.
In our time, too, there have been
walls built around the poet’s audience
—walls of ignorance and politicians’
hypocrisy and newspaper lies. How
many speeches of how many Senators
fall into dust before:

WHEN THE LEADERS SPEAK OF PEACE

The common folk know
That war is coming.

When the leaders curse war
The mobilization order is already writ
fen out.

For Brecht is, unequivocally, a great

poet; and an honest one and a brave
one. The anti-fascist poems he wrote
for Weimar Germany could not be
translated at a more opportune time
for America than the present moment;
the songs of his exile during the bitter
Hitler years ring warning bells for the
future. He is no maker of jeweled
confectionery strung on the slimmest
thread of meaning or on no meaning
at all. These poems are packed full of
emotion and the realities of human
life. The reviewer cannot pick a pretty
phrase out of them to dangle tempt-
ingly before you; he can only say Go
read.
- Those who have sung Hanns Eis-
ler’'s “In Praise of Learning” and
“United Front Song” will recognize
them here, and find with them other
poems even profounder and more
moving, like “A Worker Reads His-
tory,” “Burial of an Agitator” and
the heartbreaking “Children’s Crusade
1939,” which every mother in Amer-
ica would do well to memorize. There
is little enough like Brecht in German,
and almost nothing like him in English
since the iron clang of the Anglo-
Saxon bards. But something like him
is very much needed, and one might
predict that this volume will be a sur-
geon’s knife to shear away the ex-
crescences which disfigure so much
American poetic style. ,

In short, Brecht proves that great
poetry can stick to the point. As an
example of his intensity and compres-
sion:

1939: LITTLE NEWS IS REPORTED
FROM THE REICH

The house painter speaks of great timas
to come,
The woods still grow.
The fields still bear.
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The cities still stand.
Men still breathe.

H. R. Hays’ translation cannot, un-
fortunately, be praised in the same
unreserved terms. His introduction is
intelligent but nearly unreadable—he
~is one of those misguided souls who
never use one syllable if they can think
of ten—and his verse style, though
simpler, is not simple enough. Brecht
will bear literal translation, and there

was no need for Mr. Hays to disfigure

the stark beauty of the original with
such substitutions as “by rainy‘weather
battered” for Brecht’s “eaten by the
rain.” With the later free-verse poems,
where decoration is entirely sacrificed
to intensity, Hays does well enough;
the earlier work, however, combines
a hothouse sensuousness, suggestive of
Rimbaud, with gracious music an

straightforward diction. And here
Hays is at a loss. He falls into cliche;
nor do his rhythms, when he has any,
at all approach the original. Neverthe-
less the translations are reasonably ac-
curate and quite clear, and sometimes
very forceful. It is no disparagement
of Hays’ work to say that Brecht, like
all great poets, is worth learning his
native language to read.

Jor Davipman.

Chicago Jazzman

WE CALLED IT MUsIC, by Eddie Condon.
Narration by Tkomas Sugrue. Holt. $3.

J{i'poie CoNDON is unique among

7 hot jazzmen in that he is never
known to have performed a solo. His
instrument is the guitar. His magic is
the ability to make a band start jump-
ing, to take on a new bite in its attack
and new fire in its solos, from his beat
in the rhythm section. He is an irre-
pressible crusadef. As a-youth in Chi-
cago, he began to spread word of the
great music being played there by the
Negro bands up from New Orleans.
He organized some of the. first Chi-
cago bands of white musicians. He
pioneered in assembling musicians for
record dates, - thus giving posterity
some imperishable jazz performances
that would otherwise never have been
heard, much less recorded. He pio-
neered in breaking Jim Crow restric-
tions against Negro and white musi-
cians playing together; in producing
a series of records deliberately aimed at
preserving what was good in jazz,
when the big record companies began
to centralize, and -dictate public tastes

.
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instead of following them. He pio-
neered the Town Hall concerts—a far
cry from New Orleans street parades
and dance halls, but a place at least
where an audience could hear jazz at

 moderate prices and free from the

chatter and snobbery of the night clubs
where it had found an uneasy home.

Not only is Condon an outstanding
performer of “Chicago style,” but he
helped create it. It is a limited style,
lacking much that one prizes in jazz.
If New Orleans music is the great
social jazz, Chicago style is jazz for
the phonograph récord, jam session
and connoisseur. But if Eddie never
analyzed the roots of jazz and its rea-
sons for coming into being, he loved
it when he heard it, and saw realis-
tically the only means through which
he could preserve its sensitive interplay
of melody, rhythm and timbre, its
abhorrence of noise or cliches for their
own sake. If his kind .of music is lack-
ing in the deepest poignancy and
lustiest joy, in a sense of constant ex-
ploration of new emotions, it always
preserves a chamber-music perfection
and refinement of detail.

His reminiscences appear “with nar-
ration by Thomas Sugrue,” but they
have the flavor of Eddie’s personality,
his lively wit and proletarian feeling.
Eddie might object to the word “pro-
letarian,” but it is the only one I can
think of to describe the picture that
emerges of his knockabout boyhood,
when he and his brothers faced the

. world on their own.

By so preserving Eddie’s personal-
ity, Sugrue has obviously done an ex-
cellent job. I don’t care as much for
Sugrue’s. own chapters on jazz itself,
which have all the usual italics and
misconceptions, including the common
ones by which- many who think they
are friends of the Negro actually in-
sult him. Take this, for instance:
“He [the Negro] showed no desire
to go away from what the European
called the unconscious or subconscious
mind. It was full of fascinating things
—fairies, goblins. . . .”” Or this: “It
[the music] was primitive, unorgan-
ized, without melody or harmony.”

Sugrue doesn’t mean harm. He
thinks that all contemporary com-
tems “‘straight from the
and probably thinks that
dnposers are also without
melody or§ harmony. But he needs
ightening out, and so here
are some facts:

One, jazz has wonderful - melody

an Englishman now living in Califor-
nia, has waited to publish his first novel
until he had independent characters,
something to say, and a story in which
to set the characters in motion to say it.

As many novels do, The Needles
Eye concerns itself with the growth of
a young man and his girl toward ma-
turity, but in this case it is toward a
real understanding of the world they
live in, not just a realization that there
are two sexes and that integrity and
what is expected of one under capi-
talism are frequently incompatible.

Harold Wick, a sensitive private-
school product, goes to live with his
grandparents somewhere in the south
of England. The grandfather is a
logical Colonel-Blimp ex-India civil
servant and the local squire. But the
village also contais Joe Byrne, a
brilliant and realistic theorist. of the
working-class movement, and his
darkness on jazz, however, don’t de-
tract much from the value of the book.
It is a pleasure to read and a mine of
information. It is the kind of book
that will some day be prized as part
of an American legend, part of the
epic story of the cultural growth of
the American people.

SIDNEY FINKELSTEIN.

Discovery

THE NEEDLE’S EYE, by T#mothy Pember.
Reynal & Hitchcock. $3.50.

THE reading of entirely too many
first novels often brings with it the
same sort of embarrassment as peeking
into an adolescent diary: the author
finds everything that has happened to
him so significant that he spells every
last bit out to the public. So it is with
considerable relief that the reader be-
comes aware that Timothy Pember,
and harmony. It is not Wagner’s mel-
ody, but there are many kinds of
melody possible in music. Two, jazz,
like all contemporary music, is as
fully the product of the conscious mind
as any other work of art, and a credit
to the intelligence of the men who
play it. Three, jazz is not primitive. It
has some sounds that are also found
in primitive music, but by the same
reasoning we become primitive every
time we put food in our mouth, make
love or go on a dance floor. Jazz is
twentieth-century music, and if it is
baffling to some, it is not because they
are culturally superior to it but because

they haven’t grown up to it.
. These few chapters which throw
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daughter Catherine, who believes
wholeheartedly in her father and his
work but who is still young enough
to be strongly attracted by the smooth
concerts and thick cream that her di-
vorced mother can offer. Harold and
Catherine are brought together, by the
vicar and his wife. The vicar is an
honest man; his wife is warm and
talented but, as Joe Byrne analyzes
her, so concerned about each tree of
injustice that she can’t see the woods
of the system that creates them.

As might be expected, this cast of
characters . reacts violently upon each
other, with Joe Byrne the most stable
influence throughout the other charac-
ters’ swings and rebellions. At last
Harold cannot take the gentlemanly
nonsense expected of him, gets a fac-
tory. job and sets about helping to
unionize the plant, working as a mem-
ber of Joe’s organization. Catherine,
too, thinks her way clear in a tubercu-
lar sanitarium and returns to marry
him. The vicar makes some -truthful
remarks at a diocesan convention and
is offered a London working-class

parish to save the «church the disgrace

of having to fire him.

It is entirely too easy to point out
the faults of Mr. Pember’s book, but
certainly the most glaring is ambiguity.
For one thing, there is no particular
year (in this century of any number
of days that changed the world) in
which the story occurs. It is sometime

.between the invention of the motor car

and the coming of socialism in Great
Britain, but no 1926 general strike, no
fascism, no Spain, no war impinge on
the characters. There is a similar reti-
cence about what party Joe Byrne rep-
resents—tindeed, for far too many
pages he is merely. a man unpopular
with the Roast Beef of Old England
boys, who has been in jail. He could
even be a Moseley extremist or a

member of the IRA.

The ambiguity extends, also, to the
author’s method of writing: each epi-
sode tends to begin with an undated,
unlocated, uncharacterized piece of ac-
tion that finally shakes itself down to
sound writing that helps along char-
acter development or plot, rather like
a quarterback who is poised for an
ostensible pass that winds up as an end

- around. It’s tough on the nerves, even

if it does at last produce winning foot-
ball.

But whatever may be said of Mr..

Pember’s book, it leaves the reader
with the conviction that here is a
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grown-up man stubbornly wrestling
with the problem of how to put on
paper the historical facts that people
in their own lives demonstrate. '

- SALLY ALFORD.

Velvele Federman
(Continued from page 14)

that Velvele remembered sweeping the
skies above Pomyentze and he almost
waited to hear the rat-tat-tat of the
anti-aircraft guns and the terrible

whistle of the dive-bombers. And with

them came the memory of Griva and
Makluzi and Ludojec and all the
towns and villages that were no longer
towns and villages and the memory of
the shells whining across the sky and
the terror and people running like
animals and the torture and the ugli-
ness and the time he had cursed His
name.

LL this Velvele saw as he stood at .

the Presence. All the way through
it, Velvele said to himself, He must
have sat looking on, and as if he were
talking to himself Velvele said aloud,
“All these years and You are still
sitting there.”
The Lord didn’t answer. He sat
as if He were sunk into Himself. The
angels and the cherubim standing about

the Lord glared down at Velvele as if

their fiery eyes would burn him out.
But Velvele wasn’t looking at them.
He was looking at the Lord, at.the
way He sat with His hand covering
His eyes, as if the light of His own
glory was too strong, at the way the
horns of light dimmed the longer Vel-
vele looked at them.

Looking on at the motionless figure,
Velvele, in his anger, had forgotten
it was the Lord. He remembered only
what he had seen, empty spaces filled
with rubble and with the dead. And
his voice took on a harsh and con-
temptuous note. “Down below a
hundred million human beings died.
And You sit here.”

The angel to the right side of the
Lord flashed his sword before Velvele’s
eyes and shouted, “Respect for the
Lord, ignoramus.”

Velvele stared back at the angel and
said sharply, “This is not a German
court.”

Gabriel said, “Proceed with your
witness, Federman.” .

Velvele said, “It may be that You
couldn’t see from so high up. Other-
wise how could You sit there and see

it and do nothing? It may be You
didn’t see what happened in Pomy-
entze. Here is the total. I have kept it
for You, I and the angel of death.
There were fifty-four Jews in Pomy-
entze; then the Germans came and in
a short time sixty-three were gone and
I was the one left. Why, I asked You
then, why me and not one of the

“others? Perhaps You can tell me why

I was left—an ignoramus, a peddler,
a horse? Why not one of the wealthy,
or one of the learned—the Pomyentze
Rabbi, for example, the Zaddik, whom
they pushed into one of their freight
cars! He stood there outside the
freight car with ‘the few others that
were left around him, old women and
children, and he stretched out his -
hands to You and he cried, “How
long, O  Lord? How long, God
of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob?’ You
didn’t hear him ' — even the Pom-
yentze Rabbi was too far away for
You to hear him.” And Velvele re-
peated as he remembered them the
words the Rabbi: had -spoken from
Isaiah, while the congregation stood
about him near the frc1ght car,

“Until cities be waste fwtthout
mhabitants

And houses without man

And the land become utterly
waste .

And the Lord have removed far
away

And the forsaken places be many
in the midst of the land.”

And Velvele’s voice trembled, whether
with sickness or anger or sorrow for
the dead you couldn’t tell, and then
his - voice cracked and he couldn’t go
on.

All around there was silence. Only
around the witness-chair you could
hear the cherubim chanting softly,
“Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of Hosts.

' The whole earth is full of His glory.”

And beneath that sound was the other,
from the multitudes of Pomyentze and
Maidenek and Dachau.

The Lord moved His hand from -

- his eyes as if He were ready to speak,

and the cherubim stopped chanting and-
everywhere there was a great silence,
among the hosts in heaven and among
the peoples of the earth and among the
dead awaiting the Resurrection. And
the Lord’s hand.fell away from His
eyes and He lifted His head and then
Velvele looked up and‘saw that the
Lord was blind and very ancient and
that He was wrapped in a shroud.
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KATHARINE GODFREY

= CORNELL TEARLE
“¢ ANronY.. CrroPATRA

with Kent Smith
Lenore Ulric—Ralph Clanton
Martin Beck, W. 45, Evs. 8:15.

Mats. Wed. & Sat.

Not even “Standing Room Only”
left for Christmas Week

RESEBVATION%OI:‘OW ACCEPTED

JANUARY

WEEK or WEEKEND
BEACON HAS EVERYTHING
N.‘Y. C. Information: SP 7-2223

-~ Jack Schwarte,

Prop.

Make reservaons for New Year’s
501 Monmouth Ave., Lakewood, N. J.
LAkeweod 6-0819, 6-1222

N

HOVANNES
School for Sculpture
Mornings, Afternoons, Evenings
l26 East 59th Street, New York

PL 5-6123

The Fine Art of

COLOR MAKING
OILS CASEIN

Bocour Hand Grand Colors
579 Ave. of the Americas

Send for Literature

NEW MASSES

Classified Advertisements

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

INSURANCE

LEON BENOFF, serving a satisfied clientele
since 1919, with every kind of insurance, in-
cluding LIFE INSURANCE. 391 East 149th
St., N. Y. Call ME 5-0984.

CARL BRODSKY—Any kind of insurance in-
cluding Autemobile, Fire, Life, Compensation,
etc. 799 Broadway, N. Y. C. Tel. GR 5-3836.

EYE CARE

~ EUGENE STEIN, Optometrist—Eye examina-

tions—Glasses Fitted—Visual Training. Room
507, 13 Astor Place (140 East 8th St.), N. Y. 8.
GRamercy 7-0930.

ROOM TO RENT

WORKING WOMAN, beautiful room with
bath in beautifully furnished modern apart-
ment, Midtown. TR. 7-8224.
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