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Just a minute

D— )

MORE than a year ago NM ran a Gal-
lup poll of its own. You probably
remember. We asked you what you wanted
in NEw Masses. Did you look for more
fiction? Or less? For more pieces on eco-
nomics? On philosophy? On Marxism? We
got a big response on the last question.
And we are happy to tell you that we got
a warm reaction to the piece by Dirk J.
Struik several weeks back. This indicated
that it had rung the bell, that it was a
happy blend of scholarly analysis and sim-
plicity. We can inform you, too, that when
we talk to our friends the philosophers, and
tell them that you want more from them,
they are eager to tear the time out of their
busy calendars to come through.

For example, Howard Selsam. He has
sent us a fine piece called “The Sad State
of American Philosophy”; Doxey Wilker-
son, another of NM?’s favorité writers, has
submitted a thoughtful article on Marxism
and the American Negro. From France,

Marcel Prenant, the world-famed biologist,

has mailed us a piece called “Why I Became
a Marxist.” In addition to these, Dyson Car-
ter, the eminent Canadian scientific writer,
has written on “New Trends in Soviet Psy-
chological Research.” This should, we are
certain, answer many questions you have

had about this. Charles Wisley has sent us
an article answering the question millions
are asking: “Has Britain Freed India?”
Incidentally, while we’re talking about
the tottering Empire: NM readers who read
the New York Times (July 14) saw the
full-page advertisement appeal by the Com-
mittee for Unity of the Nile Valley. You
will remember that you first got an idea of
developments there several weeks ago in

Dr. W. E. B. Du Bois® NM article.. Well, .

Dr. Du Bois is finishing several more pieces
on that vast terra incognita that is Africa.
These are but a few things in the edi-
torial hopper.
We mentioned a questionnaire a few para-
graphs back. Well, we are preparing an-

other for the autumn—as soon as many of,
_our readers now out at the beaches and in

the camps get back home. But meanwhile
3 : v
we would like to hear more from our read-
ers. We’ve got'a bagful of plans for the fall
and winter and we want you to speak up
about the magazine. :
We at 104 East 9th St. need a continuous
relationship with you. We must have it.
With it we can better chart the direction
along which to guide the magazine. Editing
is a two-way street: the best editing is done
when you meet your readers on that high-

way. And you’ve got to come half way at
least to meet us, to tell us what you think.

But it’s not easy, after we knaw what
you want, to get it for you consistently.
You’d never guess how many illuminat-
ing articles remain only a gleam in the
editor’s eye because there is not the where-
withal to get the piece.. We know, for in-

stance, our” readers’ want more first-hand

reporting—the kind Richard O. Boyer and
others have done so well. Well, it requires
hard cash to get the writer to the scene.
Railroad fare, hotel bills, the other inciden-
tals, no matter how modest, add up.

Because quite a few of our readers under-
stand this, letters are coming in that many
are holding parties this summer to enable
the editors to get more of the kind of ma-
terial you want. So we ask: have you run
your party for NM, as we urged some weeks
back? Have you gotten your neighbor, your
friend in the office or classroom or labora-
tory to subscribe to the magazine? Have you
yourself re-subscribed? If you haven’t done
all these things, we ask you.to get down to
it, because our business office is in the midst
of the summer doldrums (as even the com-
mercial publications are). All publishing
has been hard hit by the inflation galloping
across our land. And that goes especially
for a magazine like ours. We’ve sought to
meet it by reducing expenditures more than
ever, by watching every penny, and all the
etceteras you know_about. But reducing ex-
penses is half the story: we have to hike up
income, too.

Yes, a magazine like ours is a two-way
street. Will you meet us on it?

THE EDITORS.
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VERY morning about eleven a
E long black Cadillac sedan glides
up to the white granite building
overlooking the Emperor’s Palace in

Tokyo. During the war the bulldmg :

was occupied by a b1g ]apanese insur-
ance company. Now it is the headquar-
ters of the American Army. General
MacArthur, flanked by several of his
aldes, gets out of the sedan, rides up
in his private elevator to his office on
the sixth floor, and remains there until
about two. Then he goes home for
lunch and on his return the ritual is
repeated all over again. About eight in
the evening he leaves his office for the
day During the two years he has been
in Japan he has never been outside of
Tokyo.

His protocol is rlgxd Among the
Japanese, he rarely sees anyone but the
Emperor ‘and the Prime Minister. He
does not talk with ordinary cabinet
ministers. He has also never talked
with a Japanese trade union leader, an
educator or a writer. Once he re-
ceived a delegation of women mem-
bers of the Diet. They told him their
ideas for approximately ninety sec-
onds. He told them his ideas’ for
twenty minutes, and the interview
was over. )

Insidle GHQ, the routine is in-
exorable. The general meets regularly
only with three or four members of his
staff. Some of the men who have
drawn up his most important policy
directives—directives that will affect
the lives of 70,000,000 Japanese for
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generations to come—have never seen
him. The officer who was in charge
of all newspapers, magazines, theaters,
motion pictures, book publishing, radio
broadcasting, the school system and re-
ligion saw him only about three times
in eight months. Everything goes
through “channels.” There is no dis-
cussion. A directive is laid on the
Chief’s desk; he either accepts or re-
ject it. He does not confer. Laws are
passed, strikes broken, the price of rice
raised or lowered with the initials
“MacA.” The entire procedure is un-
touched by human hands; MacArthur
is aloof, majestic, unapproachable.
Few men in American history have
ever had as much power as Douglas
MacArthur. In ruling Japan he has
made himself responsible to no one;
he decides policy in Japan. He made
it clear from the very beginning that
he didn’t agree with the idea of an
Allied occupation. The procedure for
ruling Japan was established at a con-
ference of Big Four ministers in Mos-
cow in December, 1945; an eleven-
power Far Eastern Commission was
set up to determine occupation policy,
and a four-power Allied Council was
established to advise MacArthur in
Tokyo. After the conference, he.is-
sued an amazing statement. He com-
plained that he wasn’t consulted by
the Big Four mipisters, that he didn’t
think their procedure would work and
suggested very pointedly that he didn’t

“intend to help make it work. At the

first meeting of the council, MacAr-

There have been two phases to the General's’
program: first, to leave the fascists in power;

second, to keep them there. A report on Japan.

By DAVID ARNOLD

thur gave his new advisors a cold,
cursory greeting, delivered an insult-
ing speech in which he told them he
was perfectly capable of running Japan
by himself and then abruptly walked
out. Since that time, he has tried in
every possible way to keep the council
tied up on intricate questions of pro-
cedure and has refused to give its
members information, When the coun-
cil ‘disagrees with him, he simply goes
ahead and does what he wants any-
way. He has an army in Japan; they
don’t.

On one occasion, the Japanese trade

unions went over the general’s head

and protested to the council against
his anti-labor policies. MacArthur re-
plied to this challenge at the next coun-
cil meeting. Looking pointedly at the
Soviet delegate, General Derevianko,
George Atcheson, Jr., who is MacAr-
thur’s deputy in the council, said that
GHQ language experts had examined
the trade union statement and that
there were certain “indications” it had
been drawn up originally in a “foreign
language.” To the American corre-
spondents, who spend a large part of
their time in Tokyo looking for “Red
agents,” it was of course immediately
obvious what language Atcheson was
referring to. In their stories, they ex-
panded the innuendo into a full-dress
Russian Plot. Atcheson’s statement
was simply without foundation. The
chief language officer in GHQ de-
clared privately that he had examined
the trade union document, and that
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he had found no evidence whatever
that it had been drawn up in any lan-
guage but Japanese.

THE general has always been clear

about what he wants to do in
Japan. He is creating a jumping-off
place for the next war. All of his eccu-
pation policies are shaped -with this
idea in mind.

To him, Russia is the main enemy.
There are “certain people in the
United States who hate Hitler too
much,” one of his closest associates
wrote in a policy memorandum dur-
ing the height of the war. Toward the
end of the war, his Psychological War-
fare Branch tried to induce the Japa-
nese to conclude a separate peace with
the United States; ever since then
MacArthur has been methodically pre-
paring for World War III. The high-
level planners in GHQ visualize Japan
—in the words of one member of the
general’s staff—as a ‘“‘counter-recon-
naissance screen of islands,” as a sup-
ply base and a forward staging area.
From Japan, this staff member de-
clared, “American planes can range as
far north as the Maritime Province
and as far south as Lake Baikal.” Of
course, MacArthur isn’t the only one
who visualizes Japan as a springboard
for a possible war against Russia. A
few weeks ago, Herbert Hoover—a
close friend of MacArthur’s — de-
scribed Japan as America’s “eastern
frontier.”

In building these four strategic
islands into a “bulwark against Bol-
shevism,” MacArthur has followed the
general pattern of the Truman Doc-
trine. In Japan, the irony of the doc-
trine is probably sharper than it is in
other countries, To make Japan safe
for American imperialism, MacArthur
hasn’t simply allied himself with re-
actionaries: he has placed in power the
very people who were trying to de-
stroy us only two years ago. Today
Japan is still controlled almost entirely
by the same fascist groups who were
at the helm when Japanese planes sud-
denly appeared in the sky over Pearl
Harbor.

There have been two phases to Mac-
Arthur’s program. The first was to
leave the fascists in power; the second
has been to keep them in power. In
carrying out the first part of his pro-
gram, MacArthur attempted to dis-
turb the old order as little as possible.
In Germany, approximately 40,000
war criminals have been arrested.
Complete figures aren’t available for
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Japan, but they probably do not
amount to more than several hundred.
Of these, less than fifty have been ar-
rested for political crimes. None of
the big monopolists—the foundation of
Japanese militarism—have been prose-

cuted, and no one intends to prosecute

them, Cabinet ministers, generals and
top leaders of the Imperial Rule As-
sistance  Association, Tojo’s political
party, are all free. The Emperor, who
signed the declaration of war against
the United States and was supreme
commander of the Japanese forces, is
also free. Now GHQ is so thoughtful

of his sensibilities that it refused re- -

cently to permit his name even to be
mentioned at the war crimes trials.
Japan’s sprawling fascist bureaucra-

cy has hardly been touched. On Jan.
4, 1946, MacArthur issued a “sweep-
ing purge directive” (as his Public Re-
lations Office described it), but only
900 officials were removed from of-
fice. Several hundred thousand others
have been banned from government
service; the catch is that the vast ma-
jority of these are ex-army officers and
that only a relative handful of top
civilian officials are affected. Recently,
the purge was extended to local fascist
leaders, but MacArthur generously
made the ban only temporary—in a
little over a year they will be able to
hold public office again. In the mean-
time, most of them are still operating
behind the scenes. The others do not
seem to be gravely concerned by the
prospect of this short retirement from
the rigors of public life.

The majority of fascist politicians

have simply gone underground. Ichiro
Hatoyama, for example, was a well-
known political boss during the Tojo
regime. Before the war he wrote a
book, Face of the World, in which he
expressed his ardent admiration for
Hitler and Mussolini. Hatoyama was
purged a little over a year ago, but
continued to act 'as “chief adviser” to
the new Liberal Party. MacArthur’s
headquarters then issued an indignant
statement declaring that it was a breach
of “political morality” for a purged
politician to continue political activity,
and being a man with a high moral
sense, Hatoyama announced that he
was retiring to his country house in
the hot-springs town of Atami. Re-
cently, however, he attended a party

given by several American corre-
spondents, who asked him what he
was doing these days. Oh, he replied,
he was very busy. Busy doing what,
they asked. By this time, Hatoyama
was quite drunk. For one thing, he
replied, he was seeing a good deal of
Shigeru Yoshida, then prime minister
—in fact, he talked with Yoshida’s
office almost every day by telephone.
For example, only recently Yoshida
had asked him what to do about the
terrible trade wunion situation and
Hatoyama had advised him to “close
the trade unions down.” When cor-
respondents reminded him of MacAr-
thur’s purge order, Hatoyama blandly
replied that he and Mr. Yoshida were
“very dear friends.”

MacArthur, he indicated, didn’t in-
tend to interfere with personal friend-
ships.

July 22, 1947 nm



THE purge of the school system was

launched with a big public rela-
tions campaign by GHQ. Each com-
munity, it was announced, would elim-
inate its own fascists; locally-appointed
committees would do the purging. In
an eloquent press handout 'GHQ
pointed to this procedure as a fine
example of community democracy—
Democracy at the Grass Roots. The
only trouble was that the committees,
appointed by wartiie mayors and gov-
~ernors, were themselves composed al-
most entirely of fascists.

In Japan, this Alice-in-Wonderland

procedure—in. which fascists are given
the task of removing fascists—has now
become’ the normal way of doing
things. The school committees soberly
went through the motions of examin-
ing, deliberating and judging — and
after screening the first 212,846 mem-
bers of the school system, they came
to the conclusion that only 107 were
“undemocratic.” An official in GHQ
who objected to this procedure and
proposed a more thorough house-
cleaning was accused of “witch-hunt-
ing.”
When MacArthur’s headquarters
did nothing for months  to remove
fascists from the publishing and news-
paper fields, the militant Newspaper
and Radio Employes Union took the
matter into its own hands. After a
series of bitter strikes, it succeeded in
ousting some of the more notorious
fascists in the field and won the right
to take part in directing editorial pol-
icy. MacArthur then applied the big
stick: the action of the union was de-
nounced not only as “totalitarian” but
as a violation of “freedom of the
press.”

Later, a semblance of a purge was
carried out, and a handful of fascist
propagandists were barred from the
publicity industry. Here MacArthur’s
“democratic” thinking reached perhaps
its ultimate (and characteristic) ab-
surdity: only presidents and editors
were removed. Stockholders weren’t
affected by the order. After all, “you
can’t take property away from these
people,” a high official in GHQ re-
marked indignantly. Today all the big
publishing houses are still owned by
the people who owned them during
the Tojo ‘regime.

HE monopolies with their enor-
mous power were the foundation
of Japanese militarism. Fifteen of these
combines—many of them interlock-
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ing—turned out fifty-one” percent of
Japan’s coal, sixty-nine percent of her
aluminum, fifty percent of her paper
and pulp, twenty percent of her rayon,
sixty-nine percent of her locomotives
and a sizable portion of the rest of the
country’s industrial output. The Mitsui
family alone had substantial invest-
ments in 173 companies. Many of
these companies, in turn, had subsidi-
aries of their own; one had 185. This
family’s operational capital amounted
to more than seven billion yen, or,
at the pre-war rate of exchange,
$2,333,000,000.

The man who was given the job
of breaking these great trusts was
deemed well qualified for the job since,
in the United States, he was connected
with several trusts himself. He was
Col. Ray Kramer, head of the Eco-
nomic and Scientific Section, who was
known at one time as the “boy wizard
of Wall Street.” Among other things,
he had been a member of the Board
of Directors of the Postal Telegraph
Company and an executive of the
Gimbel Brothers department store
chain, and had been involved in the
import and export of merchandise
from the Far East. In Tokyo, there
was a standard joke about Kramer.
People said he carried his sample case
with him wherever he went.

The Japanese monopolists, Kramer
once told a correspondent, were very
“sensitive” people, and would resent
receiving an ‘“‘order” from GHQ.
Kramer was discreet. He privately dis-
cussed with them the question-of dis-

. solving the trusts. There were no hard

feelings. After one ‘session, Koyata
Iwasaki, president of the powerful
Mitsubishi Trust, handed Kramer a
hari-kiri knife. “Since you have forced
Japanese industry to commit hari-
kiri,” he declared amicably, ‘“‘you ought
to have the knife.” The final plan on
the ‘“zaibatsu” was drawn up by
Kramer, but, to save face for the mo-
nopolists, he modestly disclaimed re-
sponsibility. MacArthur’s Public Rela-
tions Office left the impression that
the monopolists themselves had drawn
up the plan as a voluntary contribution
to democracy—and this, of course, also
helped to absolve them of war guilt.

The monopolists had another reason
to be pleased ‘with the plan: it leaves
the country’s big financial empires al-
most completely intact. There are two
parts to the program. Under the first
part, the trusts are dissolved and the
big families ordered to exchange their

holdings for non-negotiable bonds that
will be redeemable in ten years; under
this part of the plan, the big families
do not lose a single yen. After ten
years they will have exactly as much
money as they did before. The other
part of the program was a little thore
hopeful: it provided for a stiff tax on
the big trusts. However, it is more
than eighteen months now since the
plan was announced, and no taxes
have yet been collected.

The reasoning behind all GHQ’s
tender concern for the feeling (and
the funds) of the Japanese monopolists
came out when a group of liberal of-
ficials proposed a thorough purge of
militarists from industry. The repre-
sentatives of the General Staff and
the State Department fought the pro-
posal bitterly. Wall Street was repre-
sented by a short, bald, judicious-look-
ing man named J. H. Whittemore,
deputy chief of the Communications
Section, who was on temporary leave
from the Chase National Bank where
he was a vice-president. Removing the
fascists, he confidently predicted, would
result in “‘chaos” in industry. It would
also “turn the brains of the country
against us.” The Army officers de-
clared soberly that they could not “be
responsible for maintaining law and
order in the country.” The State De-
partment representatives said the pro-
posal was simply “unjust.” Speaking
on behalf of justice, he said that al-
though the industrialists might “con-
ceivably” have profited from the war,
they had been “secretly” -opposed to
militarism all the time. In supporting

" the war, they were simply being “pa-

triotic,” and you can’t punish a man
for patriotism. Whenever MacArthur’s
headquarters helps the fascists, the air
is always heavy with words like “de-
mocracy” and “justice.”

All this, however, was simply pre-
liminary skirmishing; behind these ar-
guments lurked the real objection.
Forced into a corner during a bitter
exchange of views, someone very close
to MacArthur said: “We may need
a strong Japan some day.” He didn’t
elaborate, but everyone knew what he

_ was talking about. The need for a

“strong Japan” is behind every action
taken by GHQ, but to mention it
openly is regarded as a breach of eti-
quette.

The concluding half of Mr. Ar-
nold’s article will appear in next week’s
issue.



Inside the Democratic Party

THE FIGHT
FOR WALLACE

The campafgn for the presidential nomination and
the third party movement. The West leads the way.

"By MAX GORDON

His week (July 19), at Fresno,

I California, the presidential cam-
paign of the pro-Wallace wing

of the Democratic Party will receive
its formal inaugural. Progressive Dem-
ocrats in that politically turbulent state
have been summoned by the re-
doubtable Bob Kenny, former attor-
ney general of California, to attend a
conference to launch the Wallace
presidential candidacy, in and outside
of the Democratic Party. There are
signs, too, that Kenny and his asso-
ciates are already thinking beyond
_ Fresno and California, perhaps to an
all-Western - conference within the

next few months. N

If the first organized move for
Wallace has its origin in California,

it is because the West has been the

area of greatest ferment against the
policies of the Truman administration,
as well as of the GOP congressional
leaders. Wallace has been fully aware
of this. He devoted the largest part of
his first swing around the country to
that section. While the reception given
him in other areas of the country made
political ~history, it was especially
marked in his three major California
appearances: Los Angeles, San Fran-
cisco and Oakland.

Actually, there are two Wallace
wings within the Democratic Party.
One grfoup, represented by Kenny,
publicly proclaims it is for Wallace
all the way: which means it will not
only fight for his nomination by the
Democratic Party, but will back him
as head of a third ticket if he is licked
at the convention. The other group
is ready to support Wallace for the
Democratic nomination, but says it
will stick with the party choice if the

6

Towan is licked. Col. James Roosevelt,

. California Democratic Party chair- -

man, has taken this latter attitude. He
has turned down an invitation to the
Fresno gathering on the ground that
it is scheduled to fire the first Wallace
shot out of both barrels.

The problem facing both groups,
in California as elsewhere, will be to
get together in the battle for pro-
Wallace delegates to the national

Democratic convention. Obviously, it -

would be disastrous to their mutual
cause if they were to start squabbling
on the tactical issue that divides them
and hence fail to unite on their com-
mon political ground in the fight for
delegates.

Opposition to Truman is both prin-
cipled and tactical. Under his leader-
ship, the Democratic Party has, like
the Republican Party, become the in-
strument of dominant big business cir-
cles. These circles had a powerful hold
over important elements of the party
even under FDR. But with the aid of
his great popular following, won by
virtue of his devotion to progress,
Roosevelt was able to fight them off.
Today an ardent Roosevelt-hater such
as Eugene Cox of Georgia can buoy-
antly and gleefully embrace Truman
as a man “who enjoys [his] confi-
dence to a great degree.” Cox re-
cently confided to newspapermen that
the Rankinites in Congress are “far
happier within their own party than
they have been for many years.”

¥

HILE the Truman surrender to

: big business is perhaps more
glaring in the field of foreign policy
than elsewhere, his gestures toward
liberalism in the domestic sphere are

not fooling the Roosevelt followers in
the Democratic Party. They have seen
the devotees of the New Deal, big
and small, cleaned out of Washington.
They know the President now hassa
cabinet overwhelmingly subservient to
the millionaires. They have seen him
break strikes by threatening to mobi-
lize workers into the Army, and on
key issues have  watched him retreat
before the “free enterprise” lobbies,
even if his retreat4 were sometimes
accompanied by brave words. .

The mere fact that he could have
a cabinet that stood seven to three in
favor of his signing the Taft-Hartley
bill, with two out of the opposing three
being frankly for a veto only for im-
mediate tactical reasons, has indicated
to Roosevelt Democrats how far Wall
Street has sunk its hooks into the ad-
ministration. ~ Political figures who
know the score consider Truman’s
veto nothing more than a move partly
to keep labor in the Democratic fold
and partly, as Gen. Marshall has
urged, to prevent embarrassment to
certain right-wing Social Democrats
within the European labor movement
whom the State Department is zealous-
ly cultivating.

The tactical opposition to Truman
is based on the conviction that he can-
not defeat the Republicans. Under
FDR, Democratic majorities were a
compound of five elements: the bulk
of the 'labor movement, the Negro
people, the liberal sections of the mid-
dle classes, the big city machines and
the largely tory-controlled South.

Truman’s verbal concessions to

.progress have not been enough to keep

the Negro people, liberal middle-class
groups and labor in line. Hence his
candidacy would represent no serious
threat to the GOP next year.

The differences between the Tru-
man and Wallace Democrats con-
gealed as a result of the Wallace tour.
Important sections of the party in
Woashington, Oregon, Idaho, Colo-
rado and Minnesota, as well as in Cali-
fornia, have already declared for the
former Vice-President, though the
drive for him has not taken organized
form. It is fully conceded even by his
foes that he will come to the Demo-
cratic convention with a sizable - bloc
of delegates pledged to him, though
no one has as yet predicted he can
come near being nominated.

Many Democratic politicians have
shown a great deal of concealed in-
terest in Wallace’s candidacy, espe-
cially after a Gallup Poll indicated that
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one out of every eight voters queried
would cast his ballot for Wallace as
head of a third ticket. When those
who had not yet made up their minds
were discounted, the tally was one out

of every six voters queried. And this’

at a time when the third party is only
a gleam in progressive eyes!

What especially interested Demo-
cratic politicians was the note that
among those who said they were for
Wallace or a third party ticket there
were five Democrats to each Republi-
can. This is not necessarily definitive
since the rural areas of the Midwest
and West, overwhelmingly Republi-
can in recent years, are getting restive
over the antics of Congress and there
are signs that many may again take
the path of insurgence and indepen-
dence. :

It does show, however, that al-
ready there is a substantial Democratic
minority. ready to back a pro-Roose-
velt third ticket.

One other recent specific indication
of the trend among rank-and-file
Democrats was the primary victory of
of Charles E. Savage in Washington’s
congressional by-election. Here the
issue between Savage, a Wallace man,
and the regular machine designee, At-
torney General Smith Troy, a Tru-
man man, was clear-cut. Savage won

the primary, 16,452 to 11,546. He

- lost the election by a one percent mar-

Gen. George Fielding\Eliot

" at home.

gin largely because he had to depend
on the regular Democratic machine in
part of the nine-county district, and
because he made a few important con-
cessions in principle to hold that ma-
chine in line. His concessions failed to
do the job and lost him votes.

‘I‘HESE developments are affecting .

the thinking of some of the more
serious politicians associated with the
decaying Democratic political ma-

chines, which face destruction from .

within if they collide with the increas-

* ingly active rank-and-file party voters,

and destruction from without if they
lose national patronage. While this
bolsters the position of the “fledgling
Wallace movement inside the Demo-
cratic Party, the weakness is that the
third party is, as yet, in the realm of
discussion and speculation. It is not
now a specific threat, a movement
capable of putting its candidate on the
ballot where a substantial portion of
voters will be able to vote for him. As
long as it remains in this stage, Demo-

cratic leaders can still figure . that labor

and liberal voters have no other place
to go, and continue to try to woo the
Right with such candidates as Tru-
man. Their figuring is wrong, of
course, since progressive voters have
demonstrated often that if they have
no place else to go to, they just stay

Ry

Any day walking in the park you will see this statue, the
hand resting on the cannon’s mouth, the cannon’s sad
mouth, baggy bloodhound eyes, the calm look of a hunter .
who goes past weeping to consider the science and art

of hue and cry.

If you could only know, they say, how much he regrets
the bad food, forced marches, the lack of cigarettes, and
the clearly deplorable loss of some thousands from cross-
fire in foolish frontal attacks. ‘

N

Do not think that this noble setter, this bold beagle will deny
that war is hell. He may even say, it’d be a rich man’s
war; but being a2 man of bronze, ten foot high, what can
he do? He must leave it at that.

The killers trail behind him as he wades and swims, crosses
yellow swamps and red rivers—their proud pointer, their
faithful posture. for whom the night of crime, the baying
and ripping are implacable duties.

CuarLes HuMmBoLDT.

s

But the greatest ally the pro-Wal-
lace elements inside the Democratic
Party can have in their fight for a
progressive ticket is an actual third
party machine and a movement deter-
mined to move ahead with the third
party if the Truman crowd comes out
on top. Nothing will shake the Demo-
cratic Party more than the fact that
the mass of progressive independents
and liberal Democrats really mean
business. ,

This is what is behind the two-
pronged drive of Bob Kenny and his
associates.

The development of a mature Wal- ~
lace movement inside and outside of
the Democratic Party is also likely to
shake up the South. In recent years
there have been important, but spo-
radic, progressive revolts inside the
Southern Democratic Party. In an all-
out battle for Wallace, these revolts
may well take on a disciplined, South-
wide character such as has not been
seen for a long time.

Social-Democratic elements operat-
ing through the leadership of the
Americans for Democratic Action and
the New York Liberal Party are, of -
course, trying hard to, halt the Wal-
lace movement inside and outside of
the Democratic Party. But the ADA
people, in particular, are having a
tough time of it. Their own members,
and even some state leaders such as
William T. Evjue of Wisconsin, per-
sist in lambasting Truman and boost-
ing Wallace.

“The chief argument of the Truman
Social Democrats is the one that a
third party will bring victory to the
Republicans. They are solidly behind
Truman as the Democratic candidate.
Yet no realist will say that Truman
can defeat thet GOP even if all lib-
eral and progressive leaders can be
persuaded to beat the drums for him,
which is itself an impossibility. .

The only way the GOP can be de-
feated is through a coalition of wide
sections of organized labor, the Negro
people, the progressive middle classes
and insurgent farmers, standing to-
gether behind an anti-monopoly pro-
gram and an anti-monopoly candidate.
If the Democratic machines can be
brought into national electoral alli-
ance with this coalition, all good and
well. If not, the coalition will prob-
ably have to proceed on the basis of
local alliances where possible and, in
any case, winning the allegiance of
the mass of rank-and-file voters who
once backed the FDR program.
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PORTRAIT OF AN ARTIST
Morris Topchevsky (1899-1947)

N JunNeE 13 of this year my

friend Morris  Topchevsky,

artit and Communist, died
in Michael Reese Hospital in Chicago
of complications following an opera-
tion for duodenal ulcers.

One cannot write of this man with-
out speaking of his record—his life
had become so merged with every
creative thought and act of the people,
in the midst of whom he loved to
work. He was an art teacher at Hull
House from 1924 to 1930, and again
from 1932, until his death, at the
Abraham Lincoln Center, of which
he was also a member of the Board of
Directors. He joined the John Reed
Club in 1931; he helped organize the
Artists Union in Chicago and was its
secretary and then president; he was
secretary of the Chicago branch of
the American Artists Congress; he
also worked to organize the South Side
Community Art Center, the Midwest
Artists League of Chicago and the
Arts and Science Division of Progres-
sive Citizens of America.

Still, the record is only half the
man, and “Toppy” was more than
most a whole man. Few had as much
warmth and dignity as he and few left
as rich a legacy. You'll find it hang-
ing on the calcimined walls, otherwise
bare, of a Negro flat on Chicago’s
South Side: a painting of Mexican
kids, laughing.

You’ll find it in the recreation room
of a trade union hall, a fiesta picture
of people dancing. You’ll find it taste-
fully hung in the inner sanctum of an
advertising executive, where the sensi-
tive huckster sits blushing, a half man
admiring the flowers in oil that
bloomed on the easel of a whole man.
You’ll find other of his mementos,
too. There are old Jews being put to
the torch at Oscwiecim. (“Toppy”
was born in Bialystok in 1899. He
probed his boy-memory for faces and
remembered.) There are tired men
in a breadline. And a black man hangs
from a tree. “Toppy” saw the works
—what is, what was and what could
be. He painted what he saw. All this
he left for others.

At his funeral the wundertaker
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By LARRY FORHMAN

gasped, “So many people!” They
crammed the chapel and flowed out
onto the sidewalk, Negroes, Mexicans,
Jews, Slavs, Swedes and a lady from
the North Shore who was crying like
a baby. Who was this man, some kind
of a big-shot’

He was just a man. It’s as simple
as that. The kind all men could be.

There was the time he was painting
a pastoral scene out in a Chicago
suburb. He made talk with a group of
young Mexicans who were repairing
a nearby culvert. One thing led to an-
other. He had been to their home
town. “I remember a mural in your
schoolhouse.” He described it in de-
tail. The boys were gleeful. “We did
that. Nacio and I here, we did that

eight years ago.” It was a hot after-
noon and they dropped in for a coke
at the village drugstore. ““T'oppy” no-
ticed that the proprietress frowned.
After the boys had gone back to work,
he told her about the schoolhouse
mural in Mexico and how if one
speaks their language one finds out
many things about ditch-diggers. She
listened. The boys came there often
after that.

In the early Thirties, there was a
street parade along Michigan Boule-
vard, a WPA demonstration. A by-
stander at the curb booed: ‘““The hell
with you Reds! Back to Moscow!”
As the other marchers passed by,
“Toppy,” carrying a banner, one of
the many he had painted, walked over;

Morris Topchevsky at work.



he chatted with the guy pleasantly,
patiently explaining the whys and
wherefores of the parade, how these
people sought to make a- more beau-
tiful life for themselves and for the
booer. The citizen who came to heckle
remained to watch, and to think things
over, perhaps.

Fellow artists remember how
© “Toppy” defended them during the
WPA ‘'days when the hatchet-men
were swinging wildly. His work in
building a strong Artists Union in the
Midwest they remember, too.

At the Taller De Graphica in Mex-
ico City, the cry was “Tawppy!
Tawppy!” and they would hug the
hell out of him, whenever he could
raise the scratch for an occasional
visit. Veterans of the Hearst Examiner
strike still tell of his delightful chalk
talks and how he helped them weather
their drawn-out picket strolls.

There are 'letters piled high in his

bureau drawer, A note from an art
student .in Buffalo, “How do you do
those colored etchings?” A hurried
scrawl from a Cleveland artist who
broke his leg and needed eating money.
A long one from Pablo O’Higgins in
Mexico asking for some casein colors.
A thank-you note from the Farm
Equipment Workers and one from a
Baptist Church. Letters from Rock-
well Kent, Bill Gropper, Jane Ad-
dams, Holger Cahill. A colleague’s
penciled tribute: “Toppy, you amaze
me. Where did you pick up all that
knowledge that extends from the most
primitive cave paintings to Gertrude

. Stein’s analysis of Picasso?” (His for-

mal schooling wound up at - third
grade.)

There was one dated 1931 and
signed by Alexander Meiklejohn, writ-
ten ‘during the days ‘““Toppy” taught

at the Experimental School, Madison:

“His personal quality is quite unique,

first, as it expresses itself in his own
work and, second, as it appears in his
influence upon individual students and
the student groups.” There was an-
other from Hubert Herring, chairman
of the Cultural Relations Committee
to Latin America: “From thestand-
point of the Mexicans, I can say there
is no American who is. more sensitive.
to Mexican life and art than Morris
Topchevsky. There are a lot of people
who put up more front but there is no
one who has gone deeper into the
Mexican spirit than he. Not only is he
a painter with a sensitive appreciation,
but he is also a rare person in him-
self.” ’
- A rare person. That’s about all.
“Toppy” believed in the potential
richness and beauty in men and there-
by lived a rich, beautiful life. He knew
no half way, no compromise with ugli-
ness. He was a Communist, a whole

man.

WHERE WERE YOU ON JULY 9th?

By the Editors

N Jury 9 Eugene Dennis stood before a Federal

court and was sentenced to a year in prison and

fined $1,000 for “contempt’ of the contemptible
Un-American Committee. On July 9 a reporter for the
New York Sunm who had testified against Dennis wrote a
story about the “theft” of atom bomb secrets—a sensation-
mongering story inspired by J. Parnell Thomas of the
Un-American Committee. On July 9, with the tacit con-
sent-of the State Department, the contemptible government
of Greece spread its dragnet over thousands of progressives,
liberals and Communists opposed to the Truman Doctrine
~—which is the international version of. the Thomas Doc-
trine.

The link between these 51multaneous events is more than
obvious. The Communist sentenced to prison in Washing-
ton serves as a signal for the arrest of courageous fighters
in Athens, It serves, too, as the beginning of another attempt
to clothe the atom in a military straitjacket, to besmirch the
scientists who believe the atom belongs to the people. We

need no better warning than the three black episodes of

July 9 to prove that the threat that confronts us is not
directed against any single individual or any political group
bug is in fact a threat against all with an iota of difference in
outlook from that decreed by the Un-American Committee.
The Japanese militarists called their dissidents “dangerous
thinkers” or Communists or whatever suited their drive to

keep under wraps those who believed China deserving of

freedom and peace or that Amencans are not an inferior
people.

We presumably liberated Japan in order to glve the
“dangerous thinkers” a chance to construct a genuine de-
mocracy. Yet now the American liberators are themselves

10

subject to the same scrutiny and persecution which they
thought they had smashed elsewhere.

No one can comfort himself by saying “I am not a Com-
munist. This cannot happen to me.” This is the comfort of
blindness, of failing to see that an atmosphere created by
an Un-American Committee helps create a Taft-Hartley
law. Others who are not Communists but are interested in
helping Spanish refugees or in improving relations between
this country and the Soviet Union are also victimized and
slandered by the same people who send Dennis to prison.
Theirs is the logic of insanity. Because the Communists want
to help exiled Spanish democrats therefore anyone with the
same desire is 2 Communist. These are the logicians who also
force the dismissal of government employes because if they.
have not been Communists they have been “indiscreet.” By
that measure no one is safe from having his home invaded
or his rights abrogated.

The case of Dennis, as the cases of Gerhart Eisler and
the sixteen defendants of the Joint Anti-Fascist Refugee
Comnmittee, is a major test of whether the Thomas Doctrine
will prevail or whether we will continue living by the Bill of
Rights. In addressing the court Dennis said that his liberty
as an individual was dear to him “but more precious is the
liberty of the whole American people.” There is the crux
of the issue. There is no escape from it. You defend your
own freedom, your own right to live in dignity when you
demand from Attorney General Tom Clark that the perse-
cution of Dennis and the others be stopped immediately.
You help protect your future when you help the Civil Rights
Congress (205 East 42nd Street, New York 17) to expand
the movement to give the illegal Un- Amencan Committee
a quick burial.
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"There isn't a bare spot in the world that couldn't be transformed

into a green grove." A bright vision from a mountain-top in Yugoslavia.

A Short Story by VLADIMIR NAZOR

and the sun was ever lovelier in
the west, I liked to wander about
of an evening, outside the town. '

I often climbed up the bare, rocky
mountain which rises above the town
to the northwest, so close to it that you
would think that either the mountain
would some day sink down into the
town, or the town would gradually
climb up it.

There are several ways of reaching
it, but they are all rough and some-
times almost impassable. The shortest
is the one leading through the largest
suburb of the town, a narrow, winding
street which becomes steeper and
steeper. It is inhabited by peasant town-

SINCE the days had grown longer,

nm July 22, 1947

folk. It is never clean, and sometimes
it is excessively dirty. You think the
moment will never come when you
will pass the last and poorest cottages
and come out into the pure open air.
A steep, uneven path awaits you,
covered with fallen rocks and stones,
worn by men’s feet and the hooves of
mules. You go past a cemetery, and
since you are already tired, and your
legs are already aching, you sit down
on a rock and look around you. And
beneath you lies the whole town:
a cluster of grey houses, with bel-
fries rising from among them: Here
and there, gardens and groups of trees
form patches of green. Along the long
shores and on the quays in the wide bay

INustrated by Herschel Levit.

people are crawling, tiny and black as
ants. The sea is calm, deep red from
the slowly setting sun. A large steam-
boat enters the harbor, trailing aloft
from its funnel a long ribbon of smoke,
with red-tinged edges. In the most
distant houses, far away over there
toward the mountains, the window-
panes glow, and you might imagine
that the whole of that suburb is on
fire.

Nobody ever disturbed me. Around
me, as everywhere on that mountain-
side, there were nothing but crags and
thorny weeds, and here and there a
little crippled and stunted tree. There
was not a soul to be seen. The mur-
murings of the town grew fainter and

11



fainter at that time of day, and, it
seemed, farther and farther away.
Only my eyes were alive in me, and
to a certain extent my sense of smell,
for the scent of wild sage and cud-
weed came to me from the shady spot
between the walls of rock.

I used to gaze long, until darkness
began to fall. Then I hurried back.

SEVERAL times it was like that. But

one evening I was startled by a
clanking sound. A man was coming
out of the cemetery. He was locking
the gate.

When he came nearer to me I saw
him better. Tall, lean and bent, he
helped himself along with a crutch,
dragging a lifeless leg. His clothes
were in rags. He moved cautiously,
and muttered something between his
teeth.

He passed just by me.

When he noticed me, he stopped.
His face was withered, distorted with
suffering, overgrown with a neglected
beard. His eyes were wild; they darted
about as though he were seeking some-
one on whom to vent his bitterness.

“Who are you?”

(‘I)m a boy.”

“A schoolboy?”

((Yes.”

“Where do you come from?”

“From that island. My parents are
there,” I answered, pointing with my
finger across the channel.

“Hm!” And the expression of his
face suddenly softened a little. “Well,
what are you doing here?”

“DI’m sitting looking at the view. It’s
lovely.”

“Whatever’s lovely in that?” he
asked me, glancing sideways. .

“Why, all this. The town.”

“The town? You mean to say you
think that town’s lovely? Little brat!
Idiot! That hole? That piggery? That
den of wolves? Little wretch!” And
he spat.

At first I was terrified. His crutch
began to shake under his left armpit.
And the rusty key of the cemetery
shook, too, in the hand outstretched
toward the town.

“What do you know about it?
You’ve only just got here, from some
village or other. But you wait a bit.
That ‘lovely’ town’s going to do you
some harm, too. It will, you’ll see.
Little boy, you do as I tell you. Collect
up all your things early tomorrow
morning. Jump into a boat. Go to
your mother! Go to your father!”

Now I no longer wanted to run
away from the man.

12

And he Went on speaking.

“See what that town has made of
me! A sick man. A cripple. And I’ve
got three children. And do you see
that cottage down there, beside the
road? Nothing but a door and win-
dow. A real cellar. Dark, Damp. No
floor.”

“But b2l

“What do you mean: ‘but’? Did
you see the stinking street that you
come along to get here? Those town
council fellows keep it like that on
purpose to make the people die. When
they can’t break somebody’s leg and
throw him on the rubbish-heap, like
they have me, they make him rot in
filth.”

“They broke your leg? The town
council?”

“Yes. When you work for some-

body by running round the town like *

the wind, for seven years, every eve-
ning doing your job, and when you

have an accident while you’re at it,
and you fall and break your leg, and
they give you the sack and don’t give
you a pension, but just throw you into
a cottage like that, with your little
children — well, it’s the same as if
they’d broken your leg with their own
hands, and put you on the dust-heap.
Yes, they killed me. Then they add
insult to injury. They say they’ve
helped me enough. That it’s all my
own fault. That I drink. And do you
know who’s really helping me? The
Jews. I take care of this cemetery of
theirs for them. A Jew’s better than a
Christian.” :

An ever greater hatred burned in
his eyes. He began to foam at the
mouth. '

“But what used you to be?” I
asked.

“The town lamp-lighter.”

“The lamp-lighter!”

“Yes. The man who goes running
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vision which floated before his eyes.
A whole forest springing up from the
bare karst, transforming the barren
mountain along by the sea into a green
paradise which hovered, as it were,
above the town. The image which his
words evoked became a reality to me.

We sat side by side and watched the
sun sinking into .the sea. And when
its upper edge had dipped beneath the

~ surface, everything before our eyes

turned green, and it seemed as though
even the rocks around us were cov-
ered with grass and ferns. The scent
of wild sage now seemed to have be-
come the fragrance of pine resin. The
murmur of the town was like the
rustling. of branches.

And he showed me which way the
road would pass, leading from the
town to our mountain top.

“I know exactly how it will be.
I’ve already measured everything and

calculated it all, and made sketches.

Look, that’s where there will be a
sharp bend in the steep, winding road.
They’ll have to make some steps, too.
And alongside the road there will be
a stone wall. And before very long—
perhaps you’ll see it yourself—uvillas
will be built on the summit.”

“Just here?”

“Yes. These great boulders won’t
be here any more. They’ll build lovely

houses with them. It’s as though
they’re waiting for that. And the town
will get new lungs, so as to breathe
more¢ deeply and refresh its l;ulood
And all that dirt down there in the
streets below the Jews’ cemetery will
disappear.”

“Do you know that lamp-lighter?”

“Yes. I know him, and he knows
me. He’s a poor specimen. He’s let
hatred poison his soul. If there were a
few fair-sized green trees around the
cottage that he got from the town
council he wouldn’t be like that. And
a lot of the townsfolk will be differ-
ent when they’re able to come right
up here and walk about in the forest.
They don’t know themselves what
they really need.”

A full moon was already rising
when, as darkness fell, we descended
the mountain-side.

But for him I'd have broken my
legs. He knew every stone, every rock.
And in the dusk he could distinguish
the little paths, and he guided me,
placing my foot in the right places.

“There isn’t a bare spot in the
world that couldn’t be transformed
into a green grove. But people don’t
know about it. Oh, to plant a forest
on barren land, or a field, or at least
a little garden! Everywhere there’s a
little soil for a seed to germinate and

portside patter
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The operators have signed an ami-
cable pact with Lewis soon after get-
ting the mines back from the govern-
ment. They seem to find certain
advantages in mining their own busi-
ness. :

[

Hartley charges that the mine oper-
ators have thrown away the protection
given them by the new lew. For rea-
sons apparently unknown to the Con-
gressman the operators would rather
have production than protection.

o

Reports from Texas indicate that
Martin Dies may try a comeback.
There are probably a few good Red
scares still left in the old windbag.

[ ]

Gael Sullrvan has been arrested for
drunken driving. This should be valu-
able experience for a position on the
Democratic Steering Committee.

([ J

The House has finally authorized a
printing of the study Fascism in Ac-

By BILL RICHARDS

tion. It seems many of the Congress-
men were afraid it might be taken as
a history of the 80th Congress.

®

Princess Elizabeth and ex-Prince
Philip may be forced to lLive with her
mother in Buckingham Palace. Its
sttuations like these that make housing

shortages strike home.
[

The Chicago Tribune says that
Taft measures up to being President.
His measurements may be fine but
he’s tailor-made by the NAM.

L

A Congressman says that the gov-
ernment should start planning to leg-
islate by television in the event of war.
The prospect of secing Congress in
action can be added to the horrors of
atomic warfare.

]

A dentist in Brooklyn has joined
the hundreds who claim to have seen
the flying saucers. But to him it prob-
ably was just another upper plate.

for a tree to grow.—But let’s drop
the subject now. You’re too young,’

I understood him, though.

I felt as if something had inspired
me, too, that evening. As if I, too,
wanted to plant and cultivate some-
thing—not for myself, but for other
people.

We struck a path that led across to
the Jews’ cemetery, and then went on
down. As we were passing the first
cottage, something came into my
mind. I raised my head.

At the door stood a creature on
three legs, dark against the light in-
side the hovel. It looked at us; it
strained to see us better.

Suddenly somebody shouted.

“Let’s hurry. He’ll recognize my
hat,” the teacher said to me.

But before we had got away, the .
voice screamed. “Ah, you devil! So
now you go spying round in the dark,
too. I’'m the master here!” And the
first stone fell behind our backs.

We didn’t get away into safety
until we had turned the corner.

»

ARRIVED home rather late, very
tired.

I couldn’t get to sleep immediately,
and I thought so much about the
events of the evening that the moun-
tain came into my dreams that night.

I saw it, rising abruptly above the
town. At first it was dry, bare and
rocky. A sort of threat lurked in it.
Something was rotting beneath it. A
three-legged man with an evil mouth
and the eyes of a maniac was burrow-
ing like a mole into its foundations.
He was searching for springs of foul-
smelling water with which to choke
the town. And the mountain was tot-
tering and swaying. It would come

~ crashing down. It would bury all the

houses and quays beneath a pile of
rocks and boulders. But look! A huge
man was coming. He stepped forward
and bent down. Now there was some-
thing green and tall. And the greener
the mountain-side ‘grew, the feebler
became the other man down below,
and the vainer his efforts.

And the mountain became still and
peaceful. It was green and dewy.
Flights of steps, stone walls and wind-
ing paths shone on it. And above,
gleaming white upon its summit be-
neath the noonday sun, were the col-
umns of a marble temple.

Translated from the Croat by Vera
Javarek. Reprinted by permission from
“The Slavonic and East European
Review,” London, January, 1946.
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FRANCE:

The Poet and the Miner

Paris (by mail) e

T THE famous Bal des Petits Lits Blancs in the Paris
A Opera House recently, young men wandered idly
around in lace-fronted evening shirts choosing fas-
tidiously between the seven vintage champagnes that were
offered. Diamonds were presented as tombola prizes and
pate de foie gras was delicately consumed in staggering
quantities, Milk-white shoulders shrugged and fans flut-
tered ‘as the fabulous rich of Paris talked about the strike.
If any shadow was cast over the 7,000 dancers at the
" Opera, it was that of the idle pit-head machinery of
France. But a day or two later the miners trudged back
to work with slight pay increases and the hope of balanc-
ing their family budgets for a week or two, until prices
caught them again.

Outside the Paris Opera House, France is suffering
bitterly. The larders in her towns are meagerly stocked;
her people need new clothes they cannot afford to buy.
The government—torn between allegiance to the.young
men in lace shirts and the ragged miners—have chosen
lace and pluriged the country into economic stagnation.
To do it they had first to get rid of the Communists; and
now that their policy is showing its first signs of bursting
at the seams, they are reluctantly facing the prospect
of again seeing Communist ministers at the Cabinet table.

During the same week the French Communists held
their Eleventh Congress at Strasbourg in Alsace, and

o&e

By DEREK KARTUN

the great banner which floated above the heads of the 1,200
delegates read: “Stop the dangerous slide to the right and
hasten a democratic policy in line with what the people
want.” The delegates cheered when Maurice Thorez, their
general secretary, pointed out that the workers were being
called upon to pay the whole cost of reconstruction and that
this must stop. They cheered when he said that a democratic
government must be organized. They took this to mean
that the Communists must be brought back into the Cabi-
nét. They cheered Jacques Duclos when he addressed a
friendly warning to the members of the Socialist Party.
Their leaders, he told them, were leading them to ruin by
allowing themselves to be used by the parties of the Right.

Impressions of such a Congress are too numerous and
rich to come back to mind in any ordered sequence. But
there are some that stand out.

There was the moment when the chairman interrupted
the proceedings to announce that Paul Eluard had arrived
in the hall and was requested to take his place on the plat-..
form. And as the great poet of the Resistance walked up
the length of the hall, the miners and metal workers, the
housewives and farm laborers rose to their feet and cheered
and applauded the serious-faced, greying individual who had
written “Paris, Paris—my heart. . . .” as the Germans
marched into the French capital.

At dinner that day Maurice Thorez, the miner from

Two Parisian views of the Marshall Plan: (left) “Paradise™; (right) "Marshall of Troy." From “Action."
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the North, sat opposite Eluard. A little down the table sat
Gero, the Bridge Builder, one of the greatest figures of the
new Europe, and the man who produced order out of the
chaos of Hungary. Near him was Joliot-Curie, France’s
leading atomic scientist; opposite sat Harry Pollitt, secretary
of the British Communist Party, whose speech to the Con-
gress—calling for close association between the peoples of
France and Britain—received a great ovation. There was
R. Palme Dutt, Pasionaria from Spain, delegates from
Greece, Yugoslavia, Czechoslovakia and many other coun-
tries. 4

There was the moment after dinner when, true to a
long-standing tradition at these congresses, Maurice Thorez
climbed up on his chair and, as a hush fell over the 1,800
people who were seated in the great hall, sang one of the old
songs of France. The whole vast audience joined the
choruses and gradually they got up from their seats and gath-
ered round Thorez and the other leaders at the head table,
singing, laughing and cheering. When Thorez had fin-
ished, Jeannette Vermeersch, his wife and a great political
leader in her own right, got up and sang a song; others
of the leading figures in the party did the same. Toasts were
drunk, cheers given, people laughed and clapped. Then they

went back to the conference hall to continue their work

The relative attention given by the Congress to the vari-
ous problems confronting France was important. Maurice
Thorez spoke for four hours on the general situation; he
spent twenty-five minutes of that time in shattering the
phony “modified Marxism” of Leon Blum and Georges
Izard, equal time in explaining the theoretical basis of the
Communist Party’s work, longer in expounding the eco-
nomic background to France’s present crisis. Jeannette
Vermeersch spoke for an hour and three-quarters on, the
subject of women—their rights, home life, pelitics and social
position. Laurent Casanova analyzed the attitude of Com-
munists to the arts in a brilliant one-hour address. Andre
Marty spoke for two hours on the youth of France. The sum
total of the Congress’ work was a thoughtfully-elaborated
policy on every aspect of the nation’s life, a fighting and de-
termined attitude, an immense sense of strength and con-
fidence' in themselves and the whole working class of the
country, a very clear idea of where they were going and
how best they were to get there.

As news of underground plots and counter-plots to de-
stroy the Fourth Republic comes to light, and as the gov-
ernment wobbles helplessly on the prickly horns of its mul-
tiple dilemmas, the solidity and clearheadedness of the
French Communist Party assumes steadily increasing im-

far into the night.

portance, both for France and for the .rest of Europe.

HIGH WATER IS HELL

Des Moines.

E WHO live in the flood areas
know from experience what
is meant by the expression

“come hell or high water.” High water
means that all production and ex-
change is dropped for the sake of sav-
ing ourselves and our neighbors. It also

means that for weeks after the water -

has receded, or perhaps for months or
years, we still feel the effects of the
floods. It may mean almost a total loss
of everything we have except the
clothes on our back—when the muddy
waters of some river come rushing
down the streets, filling the basements
and submerging the buildings to the
eaves. Furniture comes apart, rugs and
clothing are ruined and the insides of
buildings are soaked in slime. People
despair as they fish around trying to
salvage something out of the terrible
mess. On the farms in the path of the
high waters the baby chicks are swept
away like dry leaves and the hogs and
calves in the barns are trapped and
drowned. High water is hell. '

Some sections in this rich tallscorn
state of Jowa have been under water
three different times. Reports from
towns along the Mississippi claim that
flood-waters were the highest in a
hundred years.

It isn’t easy to estimate the amount
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Aln the wake of the floods

this question remains: who
is  blocking real control?

" By HERBERT ASHCROFT

of damage caused by floods in the
United States during 1947, but with-
out doubt it is many times more than
the rough guesses made in the news-
papers. Farms that have been flooded
have little chance of producing any
kind of a cash crop this year and the
loss of soil will be a drag for a long
time to come, in addition to the damage
done to buildings, machinery, fences,
livestock and stored grain. When
creeks creep out over the banks and
spread miles wide in the valleys, nox-
ious weed seed gets a free ride to new
homes and may plague farmers for
years. :

. The tragedy of floods is that more
damage is done every few years by
wild waters than the cost of real flood
control projects. We pay for flood
control but don’t get it. The projects
thus far set up and the proposals for
further projects to hold back unruly

rains are only a small part of what is
needed in the way of an over-all flood
control and soil conservation program
for the United States.

The traditional methods of dealing
with floods have not been control, but
attempts locally to fence out abnormal
run-offs with levies which have to be
continually raised and repaired. The
river beds fill up with silt, and today,
in some places, river bottoms are as
much as fourteen feet above the sur-
rounding area. To an observer it ap-
pears that the rivers are routed down
the ridges. The margin of safety with
this sort of a system is, at best, very
narrow. Then one day word is flashed
that the river is out and there is a mad
scramble for the high land, with many
getting caught’short in the rush.

The ruthless cutting down of timber
by the lumber barons removed the
natural sponges that soaked up abnor-
mal rains and let them seep slowly into
the earth. The plow that “broke the
plains” also greased thé countryside so
that every freshet hurried toward the
Gulf of Mexico saturated with the best
top soil. When the question was asked
about the loss to future generations by
such destructive violations of the laws
of nature it was generally swept aside:
“Let the coming generation look after
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it, I’ll be dead then.” Even the
beavers, who maintained a primitive
flood control system, were cleaned out
for their pelts with little thought of
the results.

HE soil conservation initiated by

the New Deal took into account
the relationship of men, soil and water,
~and that men had to work with, not
against, nature. New methods of farm-
ing were introduced to keep soil from
blowing off in dry weather and wash-
.ng away during rains by slowing up
the runoff. Farmers were encouraged
to build dams and plant trees, for which
they received “government money.”
Today this program is being sabotaged
by a reactionary Congress in the name
of economy.

Although flood control begins on
the land with anti-soil erosion practices
and polkadotting the country with
small ponds, it must be extended down
the creeks and rivers in every water
shed with a system of larger reservoirs.
Flood waters can then be held back
and released moderately.

Each river valley necessarily has to
have a separate flood control system.
And' as one young newspaper reporter
said to me in discussing the floods,
“complete flood control and soil con-
servation looks like a hundred-year
project to me, something on which we
can always be working.” The cost has
been estimated at around two billion
dollars, which is only four times the
estimated damage, as of today, for the
summer of 1947. Two billion would
be a nice starter.

The Tennessee Valley Authority
was suggested by Roosevelt as a pat-
tern for the control and development
of our principal river valleys. This plan
called for the establishment of a cen-
tral authority in each river valley which
would coordinate flood control with
its various by-products: navigation, irri-
gation and the production of low-
priced electrical energy. The Missouri
appeared to be the next in line for
harnessing, and a bill for an MVA,
. introduced by Sen. Murray of Mon-
tana, gained strong support in the area
for a time. But the influence of the
power trusts, which feared competi-
tion from publicly-operated hydro-
electric dams, has been too strong, as
yet, to overcome. As a brake on the
TVA idea other river plans have been
advanced which would be carried out
by the Army, the Departments of In-
terior and Agriculture without co-
ordination and with 2 minimum pro-
duction of electric power. The power
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Saucers that Pass

interests swing a wicked political club
in the states drained by the “Big
Muddy” Missouri River.

It has been pointed out that an
MVA would transform the states of
Montana, North Dakota, South
Dakota and Nebraska into bases for
industry where the products of the
ranches and farms could be processed

on the ground instead of being first.

shipped hundreds of miles by rail.
Cheap electricity would give the peo-
ple the benefits of modern develop-
ments to lessen housework and back-
break on the farms. .

Since the high water this summer
there has been renewed interest in
pushing the shelved river control plans.
Senator Murray recently called upon
the President to issue a strong  state-
ment in support of MVA “to give

in the Night.

added hope for the people who are to-
day suffering millions of dollars loss
because of floods.” It is reported that
Truman replied that he couldn’t see
the present’ Congress approving an
MVA or a Columbia Valley Authority.
People in the flooded areas are be-
ginning to see that no economy is
achieved by letting water run- wild.
The . conservative Iowa -farm maga-
zine, Wallace’s Farmer, on July 5 ex-
pressed the growing sentiments of the
area: “Until the Missouri Valley gets
an MVA . . . until the upper Missis-
sippi Valley gets an authority of its
own, able to pull together all the flood
control plans, we’ll still have trouble
on the upper river. . . . The floods of
1947 are a plain warning that we
can’t win by a few dams or a few
layers of sand-bags along the river.”
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review and comment

REASON AT A STANDSTILL

The neo-classic critic is foo academic to

solve the problems that he sets himself.

- By S. FINKELSTEIN

This is the first of a series of three
article reviews om contemporary criti-
cism, It deals with the scientific neo-
classic critic, as represented by Yvor
Winters. The second article will be
based on the complete essays  of
Thomas Mann, a romantic critic. The
third article will concern itself with the
sociological critic, and will undertake
a detailed review of Edwin Berry Bur-
gum’s “The Novel and the World’s

Dilemma.”’

HE collected critical writings of
Yvor Winters form an impres--

sive  work of contemporary
clinical criticism. It is a work to be
treated with great respect, for there is
much that can be learned from it. The
- standards Winters holds up to a poet
and novelist are mastery of craft and
lucidity of thought. He makes equal
“demands of the critic, who, if not a
practitioner of the craft he surveys,
must at least have a sensitive eye, ear
and mind to it. As a critic, Winters
has this equipment to a high degree,
and his new book, Iz Defense of Rea-
son, is a brilliant and most educative
study of the obscurity that has become
so intermingled with contemporary
writing.* It is also a seriously incom-
plete study. Winters sees the limita-
tions of the body of modern “scientific”
and classicist critics, of whom he is
himself so outstanding a representa-
tive. Yet he ends in the same blind
alley that they find themselves in, of
a formalism divorced from human
relations, for he refuses to take the
line of thought that would lead him

* IN DEFENSE OF REASON, by Ywor

. 4 aype
Winters. The Swallow Press, William Mor-
row. $4.
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to a solution of the problems that he
raises. That line of thought is Marx-
ism. v

The subjects of the book are mainly
Americans: Cooper, Hawthorne, Mel-
ville, Henry Adams, Henry James
among prose writers; Hart Crane,
William Carlos Williams, Emily Dick-
inson, T. S. Eliot, Wallace Stevens
among poets; Eliot again, with Allan
Tate and John Crowe Ransom,
among theorists of poetry. Against all

of these writers Winters sets up his"

standard of fine craft and clear
thought. Granted, he says, that an
artist’s thought is found not only in
his obviously expressed ideas but even
more in his subtle evaluations and il-
luminations of experience. This thought
must none the less meet the test of
logic. It must also meet a moral test.
“A work of literature, so far as it is
valuable, approximates a real appre-
hension and communication of a par-
ticular kind of objective truth. . . . It
seems to me impossible to judge the
value of any idea in a vacuum.”

This, to me, is impeccable theory.
But while Winters sees so clearly the
need for evaluating art and its ideas in
terms of the real world, he never does
so. He sets up a barrier against any
such investigation of the world, a bar-
rier labelled “economic determinism.”
As in the case of many an academician
—for that is what Winters essentially
is—nhis world of reality dwindles down
to the professor’s inner sanctum. Man’s
mind is either completely a free agent,
or completely a machine. Since “eco-
nomic determinism” teaches that man’s
mind is a machine, and man’s mind is
actually not a machine, this theory
is wrong and therefore man’s mind is
completely a free agent. Any idea is

@

possible at any time. Since Marxism
teaches a necessary relation between
man’s consciousness and the realities of
the society in which he lives, Marxism
to Winters is “economic determin-

ism.” Could he see the greatness of

Marx’s insight, as in the sentence,
“Mankind sets itself only such tasks as
it can solve,” which is a statement of
the great freedom gained by recogniz-
ing the opportunities and limitations of
a changing world, he would be a
much different and better critic.

Marxism differs from economic de-
terminism. It sees history not as one
line of movement but as conflict be-
tween opposing forces, the resolution
of which makes progress. It thus shows
that freedom becomes possible to the
individual mind only when it recog-
nizes this reality, and so throws its
weight on the side of all that is healthy
and possible at any time.

But Winters; unable to consider an
artist in terms of the real problems
with which he deals, is unable to evalu-
ate fully any artist. His book is a
monumental, awe-inspiring piece of
labor arriving at painfully limited re-
sults, like a social historian making an
intensive study of fascist theory and
finally arriving at the triumphant con-
clusion that it is “illogical.” He deals
acutely with, part of a writer, never
the whole. By a curious—and typically
academic—inversion of standards he
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does not -use his sensitivity to art to
elucidate an artist’s picture of experi-
ence and meanings, but uses his sensi-
tivity to meanings’ to finally arrive at
the great conclusion that one sonnet
of a poet is, on the whole, better than
another.

INTERS method always leads
him to punctuate his insights
with absurdities. There is something
brave, however, eyen about the ab-
surdities. Winters himself seems to
realize that what he is saying is same-
times ridiculous. But since this ridicu-
lous conclusion is the final product of
his apparently iron-clad logic, he sticks
to it where a less honest mind would
hedge behind a flurry of words. For
example, he states that since judg-
ments of poetry cannot be purely sub-
jective, which would mean that any
poem could be as great as any other,
judgments must be purely objective.
And so he sets himself the task of
assigning every poem he reads a
“grade” in relation to every other one,
like a school teacher marking examina-
tion papers. He knows this too is fools
ish. QOne can show that Vanity Fair is
a greater novel than The Castle of
Otranto. But how prove that it is
greater or lesser than Tom Jones,
or Crime and Punishment? Instead
of seeing that on such levels the prob-
lem of evaluation becomes something
quite different, not an abstract measur-
ing rod of craftsmanship but a study
of the societies of which these novels
provide so illuminating a self-con-
sciousness, Winters concludes that there
still must be objective standards but
they are beyond human comprehen-
sion. To paraphrase Engels, “the
gentlemen lacks dialectic.” And so he
falls back into the subjective criticism
. he denounces, offering purely personal
standards of approval, bolstered by fine
insights into the craft of writing and
thinking which crack the shell of the
problem but never explain its kernel.
Winters’ critiques of Hawthorne,
Wallace Stevens, Hart Crane and
T. S. Eliot are especially fine. He points
out very acutely that Eliot’s praise of
the great seventeenth century poets is
a deliberate distortion of these men to
make them proponents of his own
esthetic; that Eliot’s theories of poetry
and art do not make sense; that Eliot’s
conversion to Catholicism meant ex-
actly nothing. But if these observations
are acute, they are not entirely true.
Eliot’s conversion did mean something,
in spite of the fact that it had nothing

nm July 22, 1947

to do with Christ or humanity and
was only a personal relation between
himself and a new “authority.” It
meant a change in Eliot from a la-
menting spectator of a dying bour-
geois world, in “Gerontion” and “The
Waste Land,” to an active propa-
gandist for reaction in “Murder in
the Cathedral” and “The Rock.” It
was Eliot’s answer to the new hope
for the world rising with the working
class, an answer that became increas-
ingly close to the fascist answer. Win-
ters does not see this because he deals
with ideas from the standpoint of ab-
stract logic and abstract morality, not
from the standpoint of history. To
show the illogic of Eliot’s reasoning is
not enough. Faftism has a perfectly
clear logic to a monopoly capitalist. It
is necessary to show the real historical
problems of which Eliot is at least
partly conscious, and to which he is
providing an answer that, however
false, has powerful backing. Otherwise
one is disarmed in combatting this in-
fluence.

Winters derides Parrington. He calls
him first an “economic determinist,”
then wonders how Marxists, who are
“economic determinists,” can admire
Parrington, who is a “Jeffersonian
liberal.” He misses the point that Par-
rington wrote his masterpiece neither
to prove “economic determinism” nor
“Jeffersonian liberalism.” It was a
book about America, and enough of
the truth of America entered into it
to make it a great book. -

The critics who represent in criti-
cism the neo-classic and abstract move-
ment of contemporary literature, music
and painting, are academicians at
heart, applying to literature the stand-
ards of a professor of rhetoric, to paint-
ings the standards of a museum cura-
tor, never seeing art in terms of its
human scope, its part or full conscious-
ness of its age. Seeing its academic
leanings, we' can realize why so much
of both such criticism and such art,
while in its beginnings so ground-
breaking and seemingly revolutionary,
has been taken up by the colleges, the
museums, the art patrons. And we can
see why it is inadequate. Just as the ro-
mantic exalts emotion and personality,
so these neo-classicists exalt form and
style. Just as the romantic misses the
full content by not seeing the individual
in his *social setting, so these neo-
classicists miss the true meaning of
form by not seeing that forms are also
living elements in art and society, the
avenues through which the artist fits
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his art to its social function and chooses
his audience. Like many academicians,
they are fine teachers from whom
much can be learned. Their praise of
reason, however abstract, is preferable
to obscurantism. They must be fol-
lowed in their insistence upon the
critic mastering the fine craft of art,
for without such sensitivity, all criti-

HERCULES IS

THE UNFINISHED REVOLUTION IN CHINA, by
Israel Epstein. Little, Broawn. $3.50.

ISRAEL EpsTEIN tells us that today
the Chinese people cannot be turned
back. They are on the march against
oppression. ‘They are breaking the
bonds that for centuries chained them
to poverty, ignorance and feudal
slavery. "The people of China have
arisen against both their native and
foreign oppressors and because it hap-
pens that their foreign oppressors are
today primarily American imperialists
the story of this great historical event
is especially pertinent to the political
life of the American people. '
There is no other book that so faith-
fully or expertly records this momen-

tous turning point in history as Ep- -

stein’s. I suppose that no upheaval in
modern history has given birth to so
many worthwhile books, except pos-
sibly the Soviet Revolution — but in
that case think of the false, treacherous
writing that so far outnumbers the
honest efforts. On China the books of
Agnes Smedley, Edgar Snow, Owen
Lattimore, Ilona Ralph Sues, Laurence
Rosinger, Theodore White and Anna

Louise Jacoby, Gunther Stein, and

Harrison Forman come immediately
to mind.

What distinguishes Epstein’s work
from the notable contributions of the
others is, first, that his is more compre-
hensive both at the contemporary and
historical levels, and second, the amaz-
ing wealth of detail which he has as-
sembled. While his writing neither has
the passionate fire of Smedley’s early
accounts of the Communist armies, nor
creates the vivid word pictures of
White and Jacoby, nor claims to dupli-
cate Snow’s trail-blazing feat, you
will find elements of all these in his
book. And you will find much besides
which probably he alone among foreign
observers was in a position methodi-
cally to record, and skillfully to evalu-
ate. .

It is really inaccurate to classify Ep-

cism is suspect. But they offer. only the
beginning of criticism, which taken by
itself is brilliant in detail, small in scope
of problems handled. To know art, it
is important, as they insist, to see it as
art. But it is imperative to know
life, its problems, and the roots of
those problems, for that is what the
artist, through his art, is talking about.

AWAKENING

stein'as a “foreign” observer. He was
a baby when his parents first brought
him to the Far East. He has lived
thirty years of his still young life
there, mostly in China; only at the
very end of the war did he come to
this country. Other non-Chinese have
lived there that long but I have not

‘heard or read of any who has made

more industrious use ‘of the oppor-
tunity.

The main subject of The Unfinished
Revolution in China is the history,
first, of China’s war of resistance
against Japan, and second of the strug-
gle of the Chinese people against the
Kuomintang dictatorship and Ameri-
can imperialism. Yet the volume goes
beyond this: A long period of Chinese
history is brought into perspective. The
sordid story of foreign intervention up
to its latest most inglorious phase is told
and analyzed. Epstein gives you a few
paragraphs on that great uprising of
the nineteenth century, the Taiping
Rebellion, so that you want to learn
more about this civil war, so little
known to Americans, which cost some
20,000,000 lives. He writes about the
American missionary who sold out to
the would-be emperor Yuan Shih-Kai
and the reader recognizes the present
Congressman who now parallels his
infamous role.

During the war against Japan the
Chinese’ people took significant strides
along their revolutionary march. They
had to to survive, for the traditional
feudal-compradore class and its institu-
tions of corruption and exploitation
were incapable of organizing national
resistance. During the war against
Japan it was in those parts of China
where the people were moved to or-
ganize themselves by Communist
leadership that resistance was success-
ful and that Chinese " history spurted
forward. And it was in Kuomintang
China, where the reactionaries spread
their sickening decay, that the mili-
tary, economic and political fronts col-
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lapsed. Epstein takes the reader deep
into both areas and provides the docu-
mentation to show how and why events
turned out as they did. When the war
of national survival was turned with
the help of American imperialists into
a civil war against Chinese democracy,
the Chinese revolutionary movement
deepened and spread to overcome the
new enemy. Epstein’s book carries the
story well into the year 1947,

The Unfinished Revolution in
China deserves to be widely read. It
should also become a principal book of
reference for discussion and study
groups and for teaching. It provides
both a perspective on China’s history
and her relations with foreign powers
and a conscientious record of the war
and civil war which cannot be found
in any other single volume. Indeed,
if you study this book you will also
understand what is going on in the
new democracies of Europe.

Freperick V. FIELD.

They Chose to Live

BEYOND THE LAST PATH, by Eugene Wein-
stock. Boni & Gaer. $2.75.

N ApriL 11, 1945, soldiers of

the American army arrived at
Buchenwald and were met at the
gates by a committee of prisoners who,
with perfect discipline, turned the
camp over to them. Buchenwald had
already been free for several hours.
The prisoners were in complete com-
mand with guns and ammunition, a
functioning radio—and several hun-
dred of the Master Race at their
mercy.

To the astonished Americans this
was nothing short of a miracle. No
other camp in Germany or Poland
had thus freed itself. Not only had the
prisoners been able to collect guns and
overthrow their guards, but they had
also been able to make contact with
the Americans and had even directed a
. pin-point bombing of their camp by
British planes.

How was this possible? Why was
Buchenwald the one exception?

Eugene Weinstock, a Hungarian
Jewish carpenter who himself spent
- months in Buchenwald, and was there
on that April day a little more than
two years ago, supplies the answer in
this book. It is a study not of horror
and human degradation, though there
was that, too, but of human integrity,
resourcefulness and incredible courage.

The plan of the Nazis was simple:
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it was to destroy as many prisoners as
possible. This was to take place me-
thodically, according to schedule and
plan. It was some time before the
Buchenwald prisoners learned this
overwhelming fact and began to ad-
just their thinking to it. If the pur-
pose of Buchenwald was death, the
answer to it was life. .

So the goal was to survive. Not to
sabotage the work, as at first many
planned to do, and succeeded in speed-
ing up their extermination; not in
gestures of defiance; not certainly in
apathy. To live it was necessary to
formulate a way, even under these
conditions, for struggle. And the un-
derground in Buchenwald found a
way. The policy of the Nazis was to
make the prisoners “govern” them-
selves as much as possible: prisoners
would serve as foremen of work-
gangs, prisoners meted out punish-
ment, prisoners controlled the distri-
bution of food. At first, these prisoners
were the non-political, criminal ele-
ment. It was the scheme of the under-
ground to take away the machinery of
control and distribution within "the
camp from these prisoners and turn
this machinery into a weapon of strug-
gle—for survival.

Emil Korlbach, a Communist,
was the leader of the underground.
The Gestapo had jailed him for anti-
fascist activity in 1933 when he was
nineteen. He had spent twelve years

in prison by the time he was freed. It .

was he who supervised the prisoners’
work and, permitting no laxness, no
adventurism, encouraging no illusions,
forced them to save themselves by
working and working hard, even if it
meant death for some of them on ex-
termination trains whose prisoner lists
were prepared by Korlbach.

The aim of the underground was
to create within the prisoners them-
selves the will to live. Only survival
—only life—meant victory.

It was this policy, forced upon the
men of Buchenwald by the special
conditions of their struggle, that proved
itself in the end. The survivors of
Buchenwald were by far the best-disci-
plined, sane, hopeful survivors of any
of the camps. They possessed a func-
tioning apparatus, and. when the time
came there were guns to use. They
freed themselves. This alone remains
a testament of their courage and their
faith.

This is not another horror tale—
not another book to turn from squeam-
ishly. It is a saga of a most bitter kind

Summer rate: $45-$48 in

Hotel; $40-$43 Bungalows.

Week-End Reservations Ac-

cepted, $7.50-$8 Day. $I0
Deposit.

N. Y. Office: 33 Union Sq.
Room 803. GRamercy 5-9243

Bob Adler and Cast of Stars e Al Sheer &
Orchestra e Harry Gottlieb, Artist ¢ Folk
Dancing ¢ Cozy Bar e Private Sandy Beach
Swimming . Rowing . Motor Boating
Canoes ¢ Bicycles ¢ Horses ¢ b5 Superb
Tennis Courts e All Sports e New Dining
Room and Lounge.
Phone: Chestertown 2830—City: MA 4-8570
AN INFORMAL ADULT CAMP on SCHROON LAKE
LEAH OKUN, Director

& goug informatity, i
SSMILES FROM NYCe NEW WINDSOR,NY « NEWBURGHAZ

MERRIEWOODE

A Camp for Adults Stoddard, N. H.
FOR YOUR ENJOYMENT: Beautiful Highland
Lake, 10 miles_long, with good fishing and free
use of boats; interesting hiking thru woodland
trails: tennis, hand ball and badminton courts,
shuffleboard, archery, riflery, croquet, square
dancing.
July & August Rates: $55, $60, $65
OLIVE H. G. BARON, Director

Make Your
: Reservations Now
for a Joyous Yacation at

% Cam Lakeland
SYLVAN LAKE

[]
HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N. Y.
Telephone: Hopewell Junction 85

With All Facilities for a COMPLETE
VACATIO ATES $40 and Up
DELICIOUS FOODS . . . ALL. SPORTS
TOP-NOTCH ENTERTAINMENT
N.Y.C.R. to Pawling; Busses Direct to

Camp from Dixie Terminal, West 42nd St.
Teleshono: GRamercy 7-8659

New York Office: | UNION SQUARE W.
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REAUTIFUL SYLVA® W
> Q) '
§“ ) Phone: Hopewell Junction 2761

R.R. Station: PAWLING; N.Y

Only 65 miles from N. Y. C.

MANY NEW IMPROVEMENTS and
“ADDITIONS THIS SEASON

Complete and Varied So-
cial and Athletic Facilities

TENNIS, Night Tennis, HANDBALL
SWIMMING, BOATING, HORSE-
BACK, BASEBALL, CYCLING, Etc.

Our Food Is Tops

For the Utmost in Vacation
Value CHOOSE HILLTOP

Under direction of
Paul Wolfson - Sol Rothauser
N. Y. Office: 105 Nassau St
YTel.: COrtland* 7-3958

HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N.Y.

‘Wappinger Falls, New York
1//; Hours to Country Charm and Seclusion )

OUR CUISINE — OUR SPECIAL PRIDE
SPORTS — RECORDINGS — LIBRARY

Summer Rates: $45 to $55
Stag Cottage, $35 weekly
Tel.: WHitehall 3-9331 or Wappinger Falls 469

North Branch Sullivan County, N. Y.
Telephone: Collicoon 95 or 148

GALA WEEKEND ACTIVITIES
William Gailmor, Lecturer, July 19

MUSIC, DRAMA, SPORTS, TENNIS, LAKE
ORCHESTRA, COCKTAIL BAR

For travel information, rates and reservations,
call City Office:

Dally, GRamercy 7-5089; Sun., GRamercy 5-2473
in the

Pin’e cres Berkshires

WEST CORNWALL, CONN.
on the beawriful Housatonic River

A delightful Adult Resort

Main House & Deluxe Bungalows for 2
Boating, Swimming, fine Tennis, Bicycling
Music Recordings and dancing.
Attractive July Rates
DIANA & ABE BERMAN

The wcoc)[ ands

FOR ADULTS
For the Spirited:

PHOENICIA, N. Y.

For the Lazybones:

hiking, swimming, sound movies, mod-
tennis, ping ponP. ern library, record-
handball, volleyball, ings, fireplace, good

archery, trout fishing eating.
ART CLASSES held by JOSEPH ZENK
Rates: $47.50 and $50.00 weekly
SIGGIE GOLDNER Phone: PHOENICIA 33 F 4
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of victory, but a great victory. The
crime is to forget, and this quiet little
book, with so little bitterness in it,
teaches us how not to.forget. “I have
made every attempt to write this book
iso as not to cause pain,” the author
says. And you are not asked to share
tthe pain of the Buchenwald survivors.
You ars only asked not to forget their
sacrifice. '
PurLrip BoNosky.

\

Joe's Saxophone

LITTLE GATE, by Annemarie Ewing. Rine-

hart. $2.75.

ANNEMARIE EwiNG has played jazz
‘ and written about it and the peo-
ple who make it for ten years. It is

_.this intimacy with her subject that

:gives her novel an authentic feeling.
"Young Joe Geddes, of Muscatine,
‘Towa, the “little gate” of the story,
iis as recognizable as your neighbor’s
son. Miss Ewing contends that, all
other things being equal, it’s practi-
«ally impossible to tell a jazz musician
from any other citizen and this is a
point of view heretofore denied by
‘writers about jazz musicians. Earlier
novels about jazz musicians have
tended to emphasize the drinking,
dope-addiction, and generally irre-
sponsible (but lovable!) character of
their heroes. "

Miss Ewing sets out to show that
most jazz musicians are serious about
their music and are often uncompro-
mising in its defense. Such a man was
Joe, in whom a love of jazz, played
honestly and freely, was born when he
heard it played by three Negro friends.
Little Gate tells how Joe acquired
'his saxophone, drilled himself to per-
fect the meaning and quality of the
things he wanted to say through it,
:and fought a long-time guerrilla war
tto win the right to say those things."

Miss Ewing has successfully recre-
ated the temper of the period she covers
in her book and’ has added an ad-
mirable portrait to the gallery of men
who play the songs we like to hear.
The book is particularly interesting for
its inclusion of the words and some of
‘the music of several old favorites.

LeEwis AMSTER.

'Books Received

"THE COLLECTED TALES OF E. M. FORSTER.
Knopf: $2.75. Here in one volume are the
.contents of “The Celestial Omnibus” and
««“The FEternal Moment.” While Forster’s

shorter fiction is considerably lighter and
more delicate in quality than his novels, it
has a charm which is never without point.

As You sow, by Walter Goldschmidt. Har-
court, Brace. $4.00. A book which, while
dealing chiefly with California, constitutes
a careful study of the growth of indus-
trialized agriculture and the urbanized rural
society to which it has given rise.

PATRIOTISM OR PEACE! by Adam de Hege-
dus. Scribner’s. $3. A great deal of mumbo-
jumbo about “power,” “nationalism” and
“sovereignty.” According to the author the
great threat to peace is the independence of
nations. Where did we hear that before?

THE BALKANS: FRONTIER OF TWO. WORLDS,
by William B. King and Frank O’Brien.

Knopf. $3.50. One of the worst examples

of fly-by-night journalism. These two wire-
service legmen show an-inordinate talent
for combining prejudice with falsehood.
They tread in an area of politics and history
where even more cautious fools have ex-
posed themselves.

A FOREIGN POLICY FOR THE UNITED STATES,
edited by Quincy Wright. University of
Chicago Press. $4.50. Fifteen experts in
various fields of international affairs at-
tempt to think through an American posi-
tion on key problems. Some of the opinions
expressed are valuable; others, for all their
expertness, have a strong odor of State De-
partment inspiration. Worth owning only
as a handy compendium of the cross-cur-
rents of thought among would-be policy
makers.

RUSSIA: A SHORT HISTORY, by Helen Gay
Pratt and Harriet L. Moore. John Day. $4.
Miss Moore, by adding two chapters, has
brought up to date this informative and
useful book long out of print. Maps and a
bibliography add to its value.

THE BRIGHT PASSAGE, by Maurice Hindus.
Doubleday. $3. A bright book, indeed, on
recent developments in Czechoslovakia. Mr.
Hindus spends much space on the signifi-
cance of Czechoslovakia for the rest of
Europe. His observations are keen and he
appreciates the new economic currents that
run through the country. Despite over-
simplification, particularly of Communist
Party policies, the book is “must” reading.

THE WEB OF GOVERNMENT, by R. M. Mac-
Iver. Macmillan. $4.50. Professor Maclver
attempts an analysis of the nature and func-
tions of the state. He sees freedom only
where government is kept from curtailing
the community.' Life is very simple for some
people.

A HISTORY OF ECONOMIC THOUGHT, by Eric
Roll. Prentice-Hall. $5.65. This is an en-
larged and revised edition of Professor
Roll’s earlier book published a few years
ago. As a summary of a very complex field
the work has much value. The section on
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Classified Advertisements

50¢ a line. Payable in advance. Min. charge
$1.50. Approx. 7 words to a line.

Deadline, Fri., 4 p.m.
CUSTOM BUILT PHONOS

Are you a discriminating listener? Have your
phonograph or phonoradio built by self-ex-
ploiting skilled Radio Engineer. Phone:
WA. 7-7187, 7:00 to 10:00 a.m.; Sat. and Sun.
8:00 to 12:00 a.m,

INSURANCE

CARL BRODSKY—Any kind of Insurance in-
cluding Automobile, Fire, Life, Compensation,
etc. 799 Broadway, N. Y. C. Tel. GR. 5-3826.

EYE CARE

EUGENE STEIN, Optometrist—Eye examina
tions—Glasses Fitted—Visual Training. Reom
507, 13 Astor Place (140 Kast 8th St.), NY §.
GRamercy 7-0930.

PIANOS RECONDITIONED

Why buy a new piano at today’s inflated
prices? Let us recondition your old one. Origi-
nal tone and touch restored. Ralph J.
Appleton: 157 Bast 66th St.,, Brooklyn 8, N. Y.
.DIckens 6-5777. PLaza 3-06566

STUDENT PART TIME

Steno-secretary out of town, attending Jef-
fferson School, needs afternoon job to meet
expenses. Call evenings. Gail Gropper PIL
5-4375.

VERMONT VACATION

ETHAN ALLEN FARM offers simple living
in beautiful countryside to a few guests. In-
ter-racial. $36 per week. Write: Miss Reland
Gray, R.F.D. 2, Chester, Vt.

HEALTH REST

Take a sensible Health-Building Vacation at
HEALTH REST vegetarian resort. Weekly,
week-end; moderate rates. Phone Nanuet 2316,
Nanuet, N. Y. ~

CITY SLICKER FARM

CITY SLICKER FARM, Jeffersonville, Sulli-
van Co.,, N. Y. Swimming, barn dances. And
food! Mmmm! $356 wk. Booklet, Phone Calli-
coon 65 F 22.

"Por a Capitol Vacation”

HOTEL CAPITOL

LIVINGSTON MANOR, N. Y.
Boating,

Bathing, Fishing, Spring

Water, Tennis & Handball Courts.

All Sports. Modern Accommodations.
Booklet.

July rates $40 to $48 per week per person

July 4 Weekend: $24 for 3 Full Days

This Adult Camp

" in safe little sheltered cove
near picturesque Gloucester.
Salt water swimming, sailing,
boating and fishing on prem-
ises. Dancing, tennis, trips
and all sports. Six hours by
train from New York.

Write for Bookl et, Rates

Gloucester, Mass.
ABRAM RESNICK
Director

50 miles ) amanasco
New York )mLAKE LODGE

An ideal place to spend a Summer Vaoca-
tion e« Recordings. Fine Library. Open
Fireplaces, Congenial Atmosphere, Famous
Cufsine. Write or phone, Ridgefield 820.

RIDGEFIELD, OONN.
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Marx, while static in conception, i5 free
of the nonsense and the hatred of other
writers who, when they cannot ignore him,
dismiss him with damnation.

RECORDS

wo simultaneous recordings of Dmitri

Shostakovich’s Ninth Symphony are a.
tribute to this Soviet composer and the lusty:
emotions he has brought to contemporary
music. This work is full of boisterous high
spirits, sometimes frivolous, but always gen-
uine in its happiness. Efrem Kurtz leading
the New York Philharmonic emphasizes its
ballet-like gayety; this is the more clearly
recorded of the two (Columbia 688). Serge
Koussevitzky, with the Boston Orchestra,
gives the music more drive, and crams it
into one record less (Victor 1134).

Igor Stravinsky’s “Symphony in
Three Movements” is a most serious effort
to achieve positive emotions with material
that sounds, as in all late- Stravinsky, like
satire on other musical works. It is a won-
derful harnfenization, orchestration and
rhythmic elaboration of almost nothing,

new

* but leaves one with the feeling that nobody

else alive can do as much with so little.
The composer himself conducts (Colum-
bia 680).

The following are splendid perform-
ances and recordings of classic works: Bruno
Walter, with the Philharmonic, in that
great apotheosis of the Austrian folk spirit,
the Schubert C Major Symphony (Colum-
bia 679); Ruggiero Ricci conquering the
difficulties of the Bach Sonata in A Minor,
for unaccompanied violin, with absolute
cleanness and deep feeling (Vox 187);
Vladimir Horowitz playing with passion
and sensitivity in Mendelssohn’s fine Vari-
ation Serieuses, and with comic abandon in
his own variations on the Wedding March,
both in “Piano Music of Mendelssohn”
(Victor 1121).

Koussevitzky’s readings of Bach’s Sec-
ond and Fifth Brandenburg Concertos are
sensuously appealing but lacking in the firm
beat the music needs for its best (Victor
1118). In a lighter “pop concert” vein are
the ballet Les Sylphkides, based on Chopin’s
music, well recorded by Fiedler and the
Boston “Pops”; Tschaikowsky’s airy Sere-
nade in C Major, beloved for its waltz, in
which Ormandy displays the lush tone of
the Philadelphia strings (Columbia 677);
“A Night at Carnegie Hall” presenting Lily
Pons, Ezio Pinza and Rise Stevens in uncut,
well-accompanied performances of six popu-
lar opera arias (Columbia 676).

“The City Sings for Michael” is an in-
telligent children’s story set with some
neatly written musical impressionism, in-
cluding touches of jazz, by Alex North

(Disc). The Soviet tenor, Sergei Lemeshev,

sings two Tschaikowsky songs, two “Rigo-
letto” arias, and two folk songs, with pleas-
ant voice and good style (Stinson 303).

S. FINKELSTEIN.

ONE YEAR OF NEW MASSES

Combined with one of
these books:

THE GENTLE BUSH

by BARBARA GILES
List price $3.50; Comb. price $8.50

Reduction made from subscription rate
(regularly $6 a year), not book list price

List

Price
KINGSBLOOD ROYAL ......3.00

by Sinclair Lewis

STALIN MUST HAVE PEACE._2.50
by Edgar Snow

THE DARK SHIP .._....... 2.75
by Richard O. Boyer
MAN AGAINST MYTH ...... 2.50

by Barrows Dunham

THE MANY AND THE FEW 2.50
by Henry Kraus

CRITICS AND CRUSADERS..3.50
by Charles A. Madison

SIN AND SCIENCE ........ 2.50
by Dyson Carter

HURRY UP PLEASE, IT'S
TIME cceniracmccccnn 2,50
by Elizabeth Hawes

ALL MY SONS (Play)._.... 2.00
by Arthur Miller

MIRROR OF THE PAST...... 3.75
by K. Zilllacus

BETYRAYAL IN THE
PHILIPPINES ...ccuco.... 3.00
by Hernando Abaya

QLODS OF SOUTHERN
EARTH .coccvcccmnecna 2.50

by Don West

NEW MASSES, 104 East 9th Street

New York 3, N. Y,
Gentlemen:

Combli-
nation
Price

8.28

7.75
8.00

7.75

7.7%

7.75
7.25

8.75
8.25

.75

1 wish %o take advantage of your combl-

nation offer. Enclosed find $........... .ea

Name cnceeeciccniceanaaa fenonanen -a
Address ..couumccniemcncicaciocnanonenan
City ceececvcannnna. Zone.... State......

Add 50¢ or Canadian, $1 for Forelgn Postage
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new masses

announces

THE FIFTH ANNUAL

EXHIBITION
and SALE

AND CONTEMPORARY

PAINTINGS

FOR SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

Paintings will be exhibited
from Monday, Aug. 11
through Friday, Aug. 15

AT THE

BEVERLY-WILSHIRE
HOTEL

9506 WILSHIRE BOULEVARD

HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA

America’s foremost artists will be

represented in

Oils - gouaches - etchings
silk screen - watercolors
drawings

and other media, thus making it pos-
sible to buy the finest art work in the
country at a price commensurate with

your budget.

Auction Sale to be held
Fri., Aug. 15, 8:30 p.m.

i .
Something new
in Louisiana writing
N . (] ]
—and something very fine

== Harnett T. Kane

The Gentle Bush

“q brilliant portrait of the post-Reconstruction decades,”
says the N. Y. Herald Tribune

“Meaty, compassionate, masterly . . . The warm, rich, nar-
rative flow.is currented with meaning.”—Chicago Tribune

“With intelligence and warmth, Miss Giles breathes life
into a society at once comical and sordid, vicious and
pathetic. Thére is glamor, too—not of dew upon magnolia
blossoms, but the genuine glamor of characters who
sparkle with their own vital qualities.”

~—Philadelphia Inquirer
A fine book . . . uncommon depth and satisfying percep-
tion . . . a definite picture of a world.”—New Masses

Barbara Giles

“a born story-teller. She has provided a rich and honest
book, vivid and full of overtones.”’—Hudson Strode

Buy it at your bookstore.
552 pages * $3.50

HARCOURY, BRACE AND COMPANY

CAMP UNITY

WINGDALE, N. Y.

A Statement by the Management of Camp Unity

This summer we tried to initiate a policy of Sunday
to Sunday reservations. This produced difficulties
for some of our guests, who were ready to come and
leave on days other than Sunday. In view of this, we
will now accept resetvations starting and ending
any day of the week desired. Consult our New York
office for further details or write directly to the Camp

$40 and $43 weekly
New York Office: 1 UNION SQUARE. AL. 4-8024. 1:30-6:15; Sat. to 1
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