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FIVE YEARS OF NAZI TERROR

by FREDERICK SCHUMAN

(Professor of History, Williams College) .

VERY regime which breeds impoverishment and despair must, if
it is to survive, fool all of the people some of the fime and some
of the people all of the time, Caesarism rules by bread and cir-
cuses. The Caesarism of the modern age cannot supply bread, for

it serves masters who enrich themselves through scarcity of bread and
abundance of guns. In Nazi Germany, as in fascist Italy, the instru-
ment through which this necessary function has been performed during
the past five years is the party of the dictatorship. :

The National Socialist Party, as a private militia, is the paid instru-
ment of the demagogue-dictator who serves industrial monopolists and
feudal avistocrats. Its officers are loyal by virtue of jobs, honors, graft
and spoils. As a mass movement, the party is the agency through which
the fears, hopes, phobias and dreams of millions of desperate little men
are realized—not tahgibly but vicariously, not materially but symbolically,

Its rank and file is loyal by virtue of uniforms, buttons, flags and
fanfare wherein millions lose their minds and find their souls through
the thrills of parades, pageantry and persecution. The party, as a political
instrument, fools most of its members most of the time and in turn fools
enough of the populace to keep its masters securely in the seats of power.

The National Socialist Party plays these roles because its ideology
and program are based at bottom upon a gross misrepresentation of its
equal function in society. This misrepresentation is as often unconscious
as deliberate. Questions of “honesty” and “sincerity” are impertinent
to a movement whose leaders are unscrupulous.

In its appeals for popular support the party pretends to serve the
interests of workers, farmers and the lower middle class as against Big
Business and the aristocracy. Actually it serves the interests of Big Busi-
ness and the aristocracy as against workers, farmers and the lower middle
class. In this paradox lies the secret of the internal dynamics and the
external behavior of the Nazi movement in Germany during the past
five years

On Jan. 5, 1919, Anton Drexler, a muddle-headed locksmith of Munich,
established a so-called “German Labor Party.” After a frustrated Aus-
trian corpora! had become member No. 7 and later leader in the autumn
of the year of Versailles, this group became the Nationalsozialistische
Deutsche Arbeiterpartei (N.S.D.A.P.). Corporal Hitler was himself a
maladjusted middle-class youth, victimized unwittingly by the complex
disorders of decadent capitalism and bankrupt imperialism. Of the causes
of his woes he knew nothing, since he was economically and socially
illiterate,

Like millions of other disinherited sons of the Kleinbuergertum, he
discharged his hatred not upon the remote authors of his poverty but
upon Jews, Marxists, liberals, pacifists and other convenient targets.
Through oratory, hysteria, artistry and organization he won a following,
With the aid of crackbrained Gottfried Feder, he formulated a program:
the *“25 points” of February 24, 1920. Here were wild appeals to Pan-
Germanism, to revenge, to frenzied patriotism and anti-Semitic racialism.
Here were “socialism” and “nationalism” combined in meaningless but
effective slogans—*The Common Interest Before Self,” of trusts, munici-
palization of department stores, cancellation of land mortgages, con-
fiscation of feudal estates, death to the usurers and profiteers, etc.

This verbiage was devoid of all content in action because of the
inner contradiction within the movement which lies at the root of its
subsequent frustration, its systematic hallucinations and its final prostitu-
tion into an instrument of economic oligarchy and political despotism.
The secret of this paradox can be simply stated: the lower middle-class,

‘however much victimized and exploited by the forces of monopoly and

feudalism, can never focus its resentments effectively against monopolists
and the feudal gentry because its members constantly dream of becom=
ing themselves business magnates, monopolists and privileged gentle-
men of leisure. :

Hitler’s own deep-seated awe in the face of his social superiors, i.e,

{Cantinned on Page 9)
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Seven hundred
years of fight-
ing men
churned the
red Spanish
clay underfoot

TTENTION Irish Section!”
“Now, lads—"
It was Michael Kelly
speaking. Michael Kelly of
County Galway, otherwise Ser-
geant Mick Kelly, commander of
the James Connolly Section, First
Infantry Company of the Lincoln
{(17th) Battalion.

“Now, lads, here’s the chance to
show them what the Irish can do.
In today’s maneuver we're to take
this hill. Stand easy, lads! Even

_if ’tis only practice, ’tis something

we’ll all have to learn.”

“Now, then, when I give the com-
mand, ‘Route Column March?
Comrade McElroy’s column will
lead off, followed by McGrotty and
Comrade Wilson’s column will bring
up the rear.”

“Remember now, there i§ one
chou chou gun to each column.”

“Now, lads, I don’t want anyone
of ve to bollox it up.”

“Atten...shun! Right... face!
By the right . . . quick march!”

The Kelly lip twitched back, ex-
posing teeth in a sardonie, skull-
like grin. Cold grey eyes permitted
the indignity of pride.

Seven hundred years of fighting
men churned the red Spanish clay
underfoot.

A song lifted to the cadence of
marching feet. “Michael Reilly,
the boy from Killarney.” There
was in it blood and the skirl of
pipes.

“They’re like another Citizens
Army,” Sergeant Kelly murmured

in ecclesiastical reverence.

AYS folded together like an
accordion. “Maneuvers’”’ gave
way to reality. Time found
the “Irish,” the “Cuban’” and the
“American” sections huddled in the
wet February trenches of Jarama.

“Lads,” said Sergeant Kelly,
“here it is now. This is the real
thing. We're to go over.

“When I give the command,
Number One Group will go first,
followed by Number Two and Num-
ber Three. ’'Tis ourselves will go

first. 'Tis an honor, lads, to go

first. Now then . .. look to your
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rifles. And remember, “tis a mortal
sin to cross your own fire.”

“Alten——shun, Irish Section!”

SUp with ye, lads.”

It was up with you and over and
down. Then crawl!

A snarl of machine gun fire
broke out of the fascist lines. Ex-
plosive bullets, speckled the night
with little golden flashes. A ripple
of fire came from the guns of the
Irish.

“Good lads,” murmured Sergeant
Kelly, this time without fearing
“the lads” would hear the terrible
admission.

Then the clouds put on their
swastika and ordered rain.

Back through the rain came Ser-
geant Kelly . . . slowly . . . pain-
fully . . . crawling, pulling some-
thing.

Lit by momentary shell flash, the
lean skull face leered at the men
in the trench. Lips flared back
from teeth like fangs. The brogue
played.

-“Lads, ’'tis one of the Cuban
comrades. He’s bad hit. Lads, he’s
a cool one.”

“‘Don’t bother about me, he
savs. He wanted me to leave him
there and bring his friend.

“Now, lads, I'll bring ye the
other one. The boys are doing
great, they are.”

Sergeant Kelly moved away,
running, crawling, flopping behind
whatever cover there was.

Then, soaked to the skin, his uni-
form torn and one puttee spiraling
out behind him, he returned with
“the other one.”

Hands reached out to.receive the
wounded man and at that precise
moment Kelly felt a great blow in
the chest, toppled head-down into
the trenches, bucked up his back,
pulled his knees up almost to his
chin, shot his legs straight out
again and said, “A-a-ah.”

N the hospital back of the lines,
Sergeant Kelly opened his eyes,
looked up at the bearded French

doetor and the Spanish nurse bend-
ing over him. He sorted out their
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words as they reached him, un-
sheathed his teeth in a death’s-
head grin. “Me name is Michael
Kelly,” he said very seftly.

And the days passed by. New
days brought sun and heat. In No
Man’s Land green small clusters of
grapes appeared on scarred vines.
Here and there red poppies, ban-
ners of the dead, bloomed among
tangled vine growths.

Back from the dead came Ser-
geant Michael Kelly, harbinger of
spring, thinner, a little stooped, his
brogue ricocheting off the rocks be-
low the front line trenches.

-~ To a new Battalion Clerk he
spoke, “Me name is Michael Kelly,
The doctors wanted for to keep me
in the rear, so I've come back on
me own. Sure what’s a bullet in
the side to keep a man in the rear.
Here’s me papers.”

Unconvinced that “one little bul-
let in the side” did not matter, Bat-
talion Headquarters finally com-
promised with the Kelly pride, as
noted in the order of the day.

“Sergeant Michael Kelly,
formerly in command of Seec-
tion 3, First Infantry Com-
pany, returned with particl -
disability incurred through
wounds  received in  action,

February 27th. Unfit for full-

time nctivze service. Sergeant

Kelly is hereby attached to

headoguarters, First Infaniry

Company. His duties 1o be of

a clerical nature.”

The Kelly anger was a thing of
beauty. Reading the order of the
day, his lips flared back at the
words “partial disability.” But—
when his eye lit on the phrase “Un-
fit for full-time dctive service,”
even his best friends moved back.

A thin band of muscle danced in
his lean cheek. Death grim and
menacing was in his eyes as he
turned to face his friends. His
mouth opened.

IS throat sent up a recket of
profanity — awe-inspiring,
majestie, beautiful, which

burst directly over Compa,ny Head- -

quarters, exploding into myriad
twinkling oaths that burned bright-
ly for a second and then fell, all of
them, arching gracefully down te
nestle on the head of the Company
Commander, a man whom Kelly
himself had trained in camp. This
was followed by a quick tattoo of
Kelly logic.

“Jaysus, what nonsense is this"
Now, lads, ye all know better than
that. Even the company coms
mander knows better than that,
Sure any one of ye knows better
than that. Unfit for active service!
And myself just after having a
good rest in the hospital. . . . Not
that I'm criticizing me superior of-
ficers. Indeed I do not! T'm not

one to go grumbling behind Cap-

tain Hourihan’s back, lads. 'Tis
himself is the Battalion Comimane
dant, and what he says gees, lads.
But mind ye, lads, we can all make
mistakes. Mind ye, I'm not saying
Captain Hourihan is making the
mistake now. Sure and he’s not te
blame at all. 'Tis the doctor’s mis-
take it is. Not that they aren’t
good doctors. I wouldn’t be the one
to say they’re not good doctors,
lads, but—"

What was left of the James Con-
nolly Section, the original “lads,”
welcomed Sergeant Michael Kelly
back to the line.

Hugh Bonar, quiet man from
Donegal, wrung his hand nearly off
of him,

ADDY STANLEY, from Dub-

lin, one who had been Jured

from under the Kelly wing by
the devious cajolery of the ma-
chine gun commander, imprevised
some new verses to the immortal
ballad of “Biddy Mulligan.”

“And where would you see

A foine Sergeant like me

Michael Kelly, the boy from

the Tuam!l’”

And it came to pass that in the
performance of “duties of a cleriecal
nature,” Michael Kelly managed to
spend a good deal of his.time in the
trenches.

{Continued on Page 9)
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IR, mail stamps from the Soviet
A Union are usually very colorful and

interesting so it was really no sur-
prise to see their new air issue. Here are
two of them; as you see, there are two
different types of airplanes. There are
more to this set, each showing a different
machine,

Y y & T THOMEA Y COC
=8 - CAC

- ey s

SRR ANEL: Ko

So many couniries have abused their
rights to issue miniature sheets of stamps,
which reach collectors’ hands only. thereby
insuring an immense profit, that the
stamp catalogues in England are not go-
ing to list them as genuine stamps. Per-
haps the recognized authority in this
country, Scotts, will also refuse them space
in their next catalogue. ’

ABUITCYTA  CCCH

in Australia sent in this strange
stamp of Queensland. He says that

they are used at county fairs and car-
nivals by the people who are in charge
of games .and horse
racing. I suppose the
authorities figured that
as long as they were
going to make gam-
bling and betting legal,
they might as well
make something on it.
Have you joined the
Stamp Club yet? If
not, do so right away,
end you will receive a membership card

ODDS AND ENDS: A correspondent

- and a few stamps. Please don't forget to

state whether or not you want to corre-
spond with other Stamp Club members.

NEW STAMP CLUB MEMBERS

AUSTRALIA: Eric Ross, Max Chester, Con-
stance Langley, Roy Edwards, L. Henderson,
Leonard Richards, Arthur Harper. PENNSYL-
VANIA: Lillian Milgram, Dorothy Goldberg,
Benny Nizolek, Anna ZXastelic. "LOUISIANA:
Bhirley Menette Roxin. OHIO: Lewis Misheff,
Betty Timshan, Marvin Ballen. WEST VIR~
GINTA: Clarence Ayers. RHODE ISLAND: Marian
EKominsky. INDIANA: Barney Bucha, Julia
Apgelo, Lewis Bucha. MINNESOTA: Elmer
Kuseske, NEBRASKA: Fred Kudym. WISCON-
SIN: Tressa Agquini. NEW JERSEY: Leona
Bchaible. CALIFORNIA: Martin Fox. MASS.:
Herbert Boden. NEW YORK: Jean Hoff. R.
Letty, George Rothstein, Jonzs Kopper, Victor
Ropchok, Vineent Kazel, Phyllis Shelley, Leon
Morrison, Andrew Neiland, Sylvia Rokeach, Mor-
ris Schwartz Victor eragna Arthur Hanish,
Victor Nelland Albert Goldberg. Alvin Gerson,
Bernard Penziner, Sam Bilnes, Irving Ostacher,
€alvin Israel, Paul Gendler, Norman Krim, Je1ry
Winnick, Eugene Zevin, Phillip Shotland, Marvin
Silverman, Lionel Scheler, M. W. Wartofsky,
Sheldon Silverman, Faye Fienstein, Seymour
Levine, Natali Ebin, Frank Caplan, Sol Cohen,
Stephen Berrios, Irwin Grocoloff. N. V. Cano,
Xeonora Weinblatt, Morris Goldman, Nathan
Weinberg, Seymour Berger, Perry Benson, Mur-~
ray Alpert, Leon Mazurky, Alfred Nuphne, P,
Kestenbaum, Martin Fromawitz, Seyvmour Harris,
Morris Friedman, Carl Abrams, Mary Lomax,
Bernard Mason, Alan Aaronson, Helen Zam, Sol
Gritz, Martin Kloomh, Jean Greenberg, Norman
Cohen, Norman Pinsker, Milton Teichman, Sol
Wankoff, Arthur Sturcke.
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O you know any good jokes? Send
D them in to the “laffs” column and
let us all laugh.

Jimmy laughed when the teacher read
about a Roman who swam across the
Tiber river three times before breakfast,
because he wondered why he didn’t make
it four times, so that he’d get back on the
side his clothes were on.

—Helen Ferlich, Meadowlands, Pa.

‘We found a fly in a cinnamon bun yes=
terday.
Baker: Bring the fly back and we'll
give you & currant.
—Jack Boyle, Hobeken, N. J.

ADDRESQ
YOUR

By JOHNNY MceGEE

DRAWING BY DEL

HIS morning while we were going

through the morning’s mail, answer-

ing readers’ letters, and sending out
stamp and puzzle club membership cards
to the readers that had requested them,
we received a very pleasant surprise.

In tetween a letter from Serge Logan,
of Chicago, who was sending in some
“laffs,” and one from Edith Sappir. of
Philadelphia, we saw an envelope with a
Spanish stamp on it. Well, this was a sur-
prise!

If vou remember, last summer we had
an article by Polly Linden about the
American boys whe were fighting in the
International Brigade in Spain, to help
drive out the Fascist murderers. That
was on Aug. 22, 1937, to be exact. We
asked those readers who were interested,
to write to the boys in Spain as they oc-
cassionally got lonesome for news from
America. Most of you got prompt answers,
others took a little time, as a lot of the
bovs in Spain were busy fighting.

Today’s mall brought another letter
asking that the readers of the Junior
American Page write to the boys again.
We are only too glad toc print this request
for the benefit of our readers.

UPPOSING the boys and girls of

Washington’s time had had a chance

- to write to the young men fighting

at Bunker Hill and Valley Forge, do you

think they’'d jump at the chance? You can

bet your boots they would! Histeric things

are happening in Spain today, history is
re-made every day.

Wouldn’t wou like to get in on the
“oround floor” of defeating Fascism in
Spain?

Write to these boys in Spain, then,
cheer them up by letting them know that
you think of them, sympathize with them,
and want to hear from them.

Here is the letter from Spain. It speaks
for itself.

WAR

By Beatrice Slatin, New York City
The beat of drums,
The call lo arms,
Men bid farewell
As they leave homes and farms.
Off they go
To the battlefield
To kill their brothers
And to break hearts of mothers,
Kill each cther is what lhey de,
The horrors of war kill others too.
And if we do away with war,
We shall have peace at every door!

FFS =«

Johnny, what de you mean by feeding
the baby yeast?

He swallowed my nickel and I'm trying
to raise the dough.

—SERGE LOGAN, Chicago, HlI.

Nature study instructor: What bird stays
in one place the Jongest?
Wise William: A jail-bird.

—SERGE LOGAN, Chicago, 111

“When do leaves begin to turm?” asked
the nature study teacher.

“The night before exams® @nswered
Hmmy.

-—FETER MENTIES, Hoboken, N. J.

- Meadrid, Spain,
First ¢f January, 1938.
Dear Friend Johnny hicGee:

Thanks a million for your leller. We
would like you to know that we heve read
your message of support to wll the boys
in our battalion, and have posted it on
the bulletin board. We have discussed it
considerably and are very pleased ic be
remembered by our youny comrades and
friends in the States.

Just a few days ago, we relurted ic a
little town in the mountains, the town
that we usually return to for rest and re-
organization, when we are not at the front.

The mayor of this town and most of
the people, too, came oul tc greet us. This

made us very happy. as you can imagine;’

and then we received your letter. It is
very good to know that cur comrades,
meany thousands of miles away, were here
to greet us, too!

We hope that you will write te us again,
and that you will ask the readers of the
Junior Americe Page to write tc us ageain,
too, Qur “Lincolners,” as we are called,
will answer every letter, we are sure,

Warmest revolutionary greetings to you
all,

SALUD
FRED KEERER,
- Battalion Commissar.
MILTON WOLFF,
Battalion Commander,
SIDNEY ROSENBLATT,
Battalion Secretary.

Well, what do you think of that? Do
you want to write to the “Lincolners”?
If so, write & long letter t¢ them and ad-
dress the envelope in this manner;

Lincolners

c//o Junior America
8th Floor
50 East 13th Street
New York City

Make sure you address if correctly, then
mail it soon. I will forward them in &
bunch to the men who signed the letter.
The sooner you write, the sooner you will
receive a letter from Spain., so hurry.

Conducted by
Johnny McGee
and
Mary Morrow

USTRALIA heard from againl
Would you like to write to a young
ellow away down in the othe part
of the world? Just answer his letter, then,
and don’t forget to use a 5¢ stamp.
60 Bazentine Street,
Belmore, Sydney,
New South Wales, Australia

Dear Johnny McGee:

Do you think any boys that read your
page would like to correspond with me?
1 am sixteen years of age and I collect

stamps. &

I would very much like to hear from
America, as I like geograpny, tco. If any-
one writes, I will be giad to answer and
exchange stamps.

Yours very sincerely,
KENNETH McNULTY.

of Brooklyn, N. Y, wrote in tc tell
us about boycotting Japan. Thig is
what he wrote:

GERALD SEIFERT, seven years old,

Do not buy silk because it is not right
to buy it. All the money you spend for
it goes to Japan and they buy bullets 1o
shoot Chinese men, women and children,
Now imagine if you were a Chinese man,
woman or child; would you like te be
shot? No, of couse not, so do not buy
silk from Japan.

name and address clearly when

you write to the Junior America
Page. When sending in drawings or
poems, don’t forget to tell your age.
Remember that all drawings should be
in dark ink, black if possible.

REMINDER: Be sure to print yeur

S Cdited by Johmmy MeGev .

4

1 & 3
5
6 17
fo 7
12 3
5
/6

17

word puzzle in Pepe’s department,

but this week he comes across with

one. If you aren’'t a member of the

Junior America Puzzle Club yet, send in

the solved puzzle for a membership card,
ACROSS

1. Hen fruit. 3. Head covering. 5. Took
his supper. 6. Small harbor vessel,
8. Study of drawing. 10. Printer’s meas-
ures. 11. You have ten of this,
12. Smallest state. 14. Morning, 15. To
extend a gift. 16. Upen. 17. That way.

DOWN '

1. Come into. 2. Chokes. 3. Warmith.
4. Eskimo carved pole. 7. Laber organize-
tion. 9. Loud throaty yells, 18, Often
(poetic).

FOR a while we have not seen a cross-

NEW PUZZLE CLUB MEMBERS

OHIO: Velma Jean Woy, Iris Mason, Earl
James Woy, Earl Lovelace. CALIFORNIA: Masareet
Schneider, Joe Barton, Joe Herrera. NEW JER-
SEY: William Landry, Gabriel Katz, Ariel Lan~
dry. PENNSYLVANIA: David Epstein, Ficrence
Hellman. NEW HAMPSHIRE: Felix Dolrewelski,
ILLINOIS: Serge Logan, Patsy Paser. WEST
VIRGINIA: John Rendulich. NEW YORE: 8ian-
ley Brody, Irene Goldstein, Dominick Nardeili,

Benny Levy, Rita Saltzburg, Beatrice Fogel, Jules -

Glaubman, Samuel Rieff, Barbara Brownsteip, Leo
Epstein, Harry Hyman, Victor Auerbach, Gerald
Schneiderman, Irving Goldstem -Sam Lieberman,
David Holnster

PENNSYLVANIA: Herbert Zellers, Vilma Sian-
kus, Helen TFerlich, Teresa Heinricher, Fred
Weissman, CALIFORNIA: L. M. Wilcox. NEW
JERSEY: Estelle Weinritt. OHIO: Otto Drescher.
INDIANA: Wava Miller. ILLINOIS: Fritzi Ruth
Miller, Patsy Paser. NEW YORK: Neil Green-
stein, Jemnle Lustica, William Frankel, Adclph
Baltex, Bunny Romanofsky Mary Carrille, Naeomi
Orlieh, Alice Milstein, Lawrence Sakow H,
Parkin, David Alter, Florence Gooz, M. lerer-
owitz,
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Let’s Talk it Over

Why some active trade union. girls are not so popular witlt

members of the opposite sex

!

BY MARY MACK

N ANSWERING Anne B.’s problem, which we published in this column
recently, I am reminded of the case of another very active trade
unionist, let’s call him Joseph here, who was sent away to a sani-
tarium to regain his health if possible, A small group in the office

was discussing his case.

Said one: “Gee, Joe was the best trade unionist I've ever seen! Why,
he was always so busy running around and doing things for the union
without ever a moment to himself, that's what gave him T.B. He sure
was the best trade unionist I've ever known.”

And I remember how the rest of us disagreed. We maintained that
Joe was not the “best” trade unionist. The “best” trade unionist takes
care of his health so that he won't contract tuberculosis, so that he won’t

have to be sent away to a sanitarium.
The “bose” trade unionist realizes that the
working class
needs him and
he will there-
fore do every-
thing possible
to maintain his
strength. He
will not allow
himself to be
cut away from
all work just
when in the
prime of his
life and when
he and his
valuable  ex-
periences and activities are needed most
by the union.

¥ary Mack

Anne’'s letter revealed that she is
now unhappy and in due time this un-
happiness will be reflected in her work
and in her union activities, So you see,
just like in the case of Joe, Anne will
fnot be the “best” trade unionist if she be-
womes unhappy, despondent and “con-
&cious of a great lack.”

This does not mean that all girls active
in trade unions are unhappy. Decidedly
not., But it does mean that if a girl has
ecome so engrossed in union activities

%o the exclusion of the opposite sex and
thinks that she will be completely happy,
dthen she is sadly mistaken. It’s the nor-
ynal thing for women to want some male
izttention, to desire some measure of what
s commonly called social popularity.. A
S3irl’s life filled only with union activity is
%10t complete nor is one filled only with
$ocial affairs. The normal and complete
gife is a combination of both.

Anne. though busy in trade union ac-
tivity, is unhappy. She wants male ab-

gention. She’d like to dance, be escorted
home, g0 to parties and have lofs of fun.
All are perfectly normal desires. And, in
*f)rder for Anne to do the “best” work for
f1er union, ihese desires must he fulfilled.

Bui, you ask, why isn’t Anne popular
¥7ith her fellow trade unionists?

Well, IT've had letters in answer to
Anne's problem from both sexes. From
z;u‘is who confess to the same problem.
she same unhappiness—and from men
+who confess to their guilf, their guilt of
gneglecting the Annes. Frankly, I wish I
thad space to print all those letters—par-
i\“ciculﬁu’ly the letters {rom boys who told
iy they don’t like to go out with certain
¢vpes of active trade unionists.

Some of them, they say, don’t know how
#o relax, to joke, to sing. Some don’t
{xnow how to leave their activities behind
Shem evenl for a momenf. Some make
them feel inferior with their smug su-
perior know-it-all afttitude. Some carry
¢heir class struggle and speech making in-
j;.o everything. Some are so worn out
physically that they yawn in your face
When out on a mere date. Some imme-
diately try to sell tickets to every person
they meef. Some never fake time fo care
Tor their personal appearance and always
ook frowsy and unkempt. Some make
you feel silly when you hold their
arm when crossing the streets and help
them into cars. .., Thus the long list ran.

I don’t know you Anne and I don’t know
which category you fall into, but you can
see why the menfolks nave sort of shied
away from the active overly-independent
girl. But if you will notice, none of the
men said they neglected the girls just
because they were active, Not at all
They only meant the extremes, the ones
who couldm’t relax, the ones who fook
their union activities with them to parties,
etc. -

So you see, girls, though the boys may

be guilty to some extent, your skirts aren’t

cleared either. Perhaps next week, when

the winner will be announced, Tll be

able to publish some of the interesting
and revealing letters received.
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International Heroine

The marriage of Krupskaya and Lenin which survived

through the years of hard struggle is a model to all .

By ELIZABETH GURLEY FLYNN

ADEZHDA KRUPSKAYA is the widow of Lenin. Her firest

name means Hope. She is a teacher and has been a star of Hope

to thousands of Russian workers, struggling to overcome ignor-

ance and to learn to read and write. Sasha Small in an excellent
pamphlet “Heroines” tells how her revolutionary work began in 1891,
She taught in the Sunday Evening Adult School, which also served se-
cretly as a meeting of workers in key industries. When Lenin came to
St. Petersburg (now Leningrad) in 1893, she helped him unife the scat-
tered revolutionary groups into a League for Emancipation, forerunner
of the Bolshevist Party. The Czar's government arrested and exiled
Lenin to Siberia in 1897. A year later she was sent there too.

Darkness ruled in old Russia.

through the frash can?

kid.”

will grow up soon encugh.”

Write and fell us what you do.

us their experiences.

Uvzae’zsfanaing l[ou’z Child

HICH kind of a parent are you? Do you teach your child
about the working class? At what age do you start? What
do you talk about at home?
asks you about the picket in front of the moving picture theatre,
the war in China, the unemployed man he meets rummaging

Can you be classified as this type of parent?

“Sally, come show the comrade the red salute. She knows everything,
this kid. And only five last June. If’s the cutest thing to see her thumb her
nose at the cops. Of course, I don’t like her to do that so much. Her daddy
taught her. He taught her the Internaticnal too. Listen to her. And she
painted a hammer and sickle in school.

Or, do you fall into this category:

“You think Tommy should hear about unions and strikes? Gocdness, nc,
He's 1ot even ten years old yet. When he is older, yes. Of course I want him
to be in the movement. His father and I are. But there is a time for all
that. Now he is only a child and I want him to be happy and carefree. Ha

Tell us your problems and how you have
tried to meef them. We are eager to print lefters from parents who want %o
bring up their children into the labor movement. Sincere workingclass people
don’t agree. Teacners and child specialists have heated arguments on the
subject. It is time we did something together.

The Child Psychology Board is opening its columns to this discussion
Parents and any other people who deal with children are invited to share with

What do you tell him when he

I tell you she is a real workingelass

CHILD PSYCHOLOGY BOARD.

COMRADE KITTY

By Mississippi Johnson
and Elizabeth

“Hey,” says Kitty, looking up from a
copy of this paper, “did you see that let-
ter to Mary Mack about popularity?” Abby
nods. “Well,” Kitty says, “it’s one subject
I bow to you on., Youre more popular
than anyone I know. What's the big
secret? Tell us about it. Come on, baby,
give!”

“Go on,” she says. “I can hardly wait.”
Abby laughs, “Y'll bet,” she says. “Anyway,
I've seen smart, beautiful girls sit in the
corner alone, while less attractive girls
ran away with the party. Me ...l saw it
when 1 was sixteen, and I can tell you
that at that age I didn’t enjoy my corner,
elther,”

“Well,” Abby says, smirking, “though I
shouldn’t say so, I guife agree with you
. . . about me getting along all right at
parties and all. But anybody who tells
you that it’s one of those mysterious
things you either have or you haven't, is
just full of baloney.” Kitty nods impa-
tiently.

“It’s one of those things you get to
know about people, probably because you
first get to know it about yourself. I never
wait for people to notice me. I notice
them. More a question of being kind,
rather than forward. My theory, dear
public, is that almost everybody is SHY
except me!”

Sasha sayg, “They were married in

that frozen wasteland and in all the years
that followed—years of exile in Munich,
Brussels, Paris,
London, Gen-
eva — this
woman carried
out the double
duty of mak-
ing a home for
Lenin, helping
him in all his
work and do-
ing her own
heavy assigin-
ments. She was
secretary of
‘Iskra’ (the
paper), secre-
tary of the Bolshevik fraction in the
Social Democratic Party and in complete
charge of all illegal correspondence with
the underground movement in Russia.”

Krupskaya returned with Lenin in 1917,
to take her part in the Bolshevist Revo~
lution. Since his death in 1924, she has
worked untiringly as Assistant Commissar
of Peoples’ "Education. She has just re-
cently been elected to the Supreme Soviet
of the U.S.S.R., one of 184 women—factory
workers, collective farmers, fliers, teachers,
housewives, scientists, a subway worker.
How proud Krupskaya must be of this
growing army of capable women, who

Elizabeth Gurley Flynn

.prove by their deeds that Lenin was right

when he said: “Liberation of women will
come about through the development of
Communism.” . .

In this month of commemorating the
death of Lenin, it is good to read+“Lenin on
the Woman Question,” by Clara Zetkin,
and “Soviet Woman, a Citizen with Equal
Rights,” by Krupskaya. Lenin discussed

with these two women, innumerable fimes, -

even during the period of civil war and
famine, when he was worn and worried,
the vital task of reaching women. He had
great sympathy for and understanding
of women., He advised workingmen and
Communist men. especially fo ‘“lend a
hand in woman’s work,” to lessen her
drudgery to “a thousand unimportant
trivialities,” which increases the backward~
ness of women. He said emphatically, “We
must root out the old ‘master’ idea to
its last and smallest root in fthe Party
and among the masses.”

“The marriage of true minds” between
Lenin and Krupskaya is a beautiful in-
spiration to all of us.

Read these pamphlets now, to honor
Lenin, the great emancipator of women.

Take a sz

This is the time of year o take ad-
vantage of the cheapness and keeping
qualities of dried peas, beans—both lims
and kidney—as well as lentils, all of which
are rich in mineral health values. They
are quite as valuable as the fresh and
green vegetables, and equal in protein to
meat as tissue builders when a little milk
is added. They need only to have moisture
restored by soaking, and a little fat added
for flavor. They may be economically
purchased in bulk and kept indefinitely.

LENTIL SOUP

2-3 cup dried lentils 1 tbls, dried celery leaves
2 guarts cold water 1 pint milk

2 tbls, omion, minced 1 ts. sal

2 tbis. bacon drippings 1% {s. pepper

2 tbls, fleur

Wash lentils thoroughly, soak over night
in cold water. In fhe morning cook with-
out draining, about two hours until soft.
Fry onion in bacon fat and add with
celery and seasoning to lentils. Simmer
10 minutes longer, rub through a sieve,
return %o saucepan, bring to boil;. thickeg
with the flour rubbed smooth in 2 tbig
cold water. Add the milk, heat thorough¥
snd serve.

DS

‘a day.

Six-Day Fi

New Orleans.

T'S the principle back of it

that interests me—not the

politics.

“The quicker the Negro people
of this nation can realize, or be
made to realize, that the white

man is his superior, I say, the bet-

ter off he will be.”

Thus raved Allen J. Ellender,
U. 8. Senator from Louisiana, by
the grace of the late Huey P. Long,
during this six-day filibuster
against the Wagner-Van Nuys
Anti-lynching bill.

But everybody down here in
Louisiana who knows Ellender
realizes that Ellender is really in-
terested in neither “principle,” nor
“our or any other civilization,” nor
“white womanhood,” but in-—
SUGAR!

Louisiana produces 95 per cent
of the cane sugar grown in the
United States. About $100,000,000
is invested in Louisiana’s sugar
industry. Several crops come from
a single planting of sugar seed-
lings. There is little waste. Re-
fuse of the stalks called “bagasse”
is used as fuel and in making wall-
board, some of the pulp is fed to
cattle or used in making slcohol,
Negroes do most of the harvest-
ing—by hand. 1t is back-breal-
ing, heart-rending toil.

HE Negroes wield heavy,

broad, flat knives, like meat

cleavers. They mow down
the cane rows in a line, stripping
off leaves and tops and slashing
off the stalks at the ground in one
continuous, expert, laborious oper-
tion.

The sugar planters are supposed
to pay a wage scale, fixed in agree-
ment with the Secretary of Agri-
culture, at 75 cents a ton or $1.50
But the planters usually
force the Negroes to work for as
low as 75 cents a day. They are
compelled to buy at company
stores, which overcharge them,

This season, up to November 1,
labor was scarce because it was
herded to pick the bumper cotton
crop. Toward the end of Novem-
ber, an unusually severe frost sef
in and the plantation owners ap-
pealed to the Governor for cutfers
to save the six-million-dollar cane
crop.

Gov. Leche declared the situa-
tion “gravely serious” and used
the Louisiana State Department
of Labor, Federal Agencies and
the National Guard to force 3,000
Negro relief workers off the WPA
projects and into. the peonage of
the sugar lands, as Gov. Leche
said, “to meet the emergency.”

Negro laborers, on WPA work,
one morning looked into the stern,
pitiless faces of armed police,
sheriffs and militia. “C’mon, ‘nig-
ger” git goin’—youall gwine to
chop cane an’ like it.”” They were
herded from all over the state and
rushed into the cane brakes with-
out even a chance to say good-bye
to their families.

YW, Allen J. Ellender, U. S.
Senator from Louisiana,
owns one of the largest sugar
plantations in the state and Sen-
ator Ellender is said to have used
the largest number of these ter-
rorized WPA Negro workers on

sen.

his plantation during the “emer-

gency”’ and afterwards.
Meanwhile the WPA authorities

are making an investigation in

_ Louisiana of charges aimed chiefly

at Ellender, The WPA has a rule
that no one shall be compelled to
leave WPA jobs to take private
jobs at lower wages than WPA.
But it is charged that in Loui-
giana Senator Ellender brought
pressure to bear on the governor
and other state officials, the offi-

Allen EUE™

der

of “unreconstructed ‘rebels” have
been using all the arguments of
the drink-crazed, lynch-mob leader
against a whole people—the 15,-
000,000 Negro men, women and
children of these United States.
If we were to search the record
of these reactionary, profit-mad
Senators, each and every one of
them — Tom Connally of Texas,
Josiah W. Bailey and Robert R.
Reynolds of North Carolina, Rich-
ard B. Russell of Georgia, Pat

By JOUN J. BALLAM

Sen. Josiah Bailey

They call him Sugar Tom Eliender
 but Louisiana workers, driven in

the cane fields by armed riding

bosses, find the Senator far from

sweet

Sen. Tom Connoily

Sen. Kenneth McHeller

cers of the National Guard, WPA

and federal agencies in the state

to forcibly herd Negro labor on his
and his friends’ -plantations, pay-
ing them 75 cents for a 14-hour
day and. gypping them even out
of this pittance by robbing them at
their company stores, while the
workers’ families were left to
starve at home.

For six days Senator “Simon
Legree” Ellender, Louisiana sugar
planter, has been adding insult to
injury upon the defenseless heads
of the very people who, at his or-
ders and at pistol point, were torn
from their families to save his
crop, his money and his “civiliza-
tion™!

For over two weeks, in the
sacred precinets of the Sen-
ate, Ellender and the rabid, la-
bor-hating, Negro baiting coterie

Harrison of Mississippi, John K.
Miller and Hattie Caraway of Ar-
kansas, James F. Byrnes of South
Carolina, Kenneth McKellar of
Tennessee—the chances. are a
thousand to one that we would
find, that like “Simon Legree” El-
lender, they have a definite and
tangible stake in the Jim Crowing
and lynch terrorizing of the Ne-
gro people besides their natural
aptitude to fawn and truckle at
the feet of the billionaires of Wall
Street where “thrift may follow
fawning.”

UGAR is the name for Ellen-
der, only the workers down
here would use a word expres-
sive of supreme contempt— oh,
sugar!
The passage of the anti-lynch-
ing bill will be a powerful answer
to the filthy rabid incitations to

Sen. James F. Byrnes Sen. Wm. E. Borakh

Sen., John G. Miller

lynching violence and murder
made against the Negro people
and the working class by the Sen-
ate filibusterers and their land-
lord-mill owner masters.

It will not only aid the enforce-
ment of the 13th, 14th and 15th
Amendments, but it will strike a
blow against the same reactionary
forces in the South which vicious-
ly oppress millions of white work-
ers, sharecroppers and farm
hands.

For Senator “Simon Legree” El-
lender’s campaign song I suggest
the refrain of the old bar-room
ditty:

“Sweet molets, sweeter than olf
the roses,
Covered oll over from head to foek,

Covered all over with—Sugar.”
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Arles, France.

ECENTLY the Ninth Con-

gress of the Communist

Party of France came to

the beautiful resort town

of Arles on the River Rhone, and

3,000 delegates and visitors poured

in through the railroad station and

were assigned to hotels and room-
ing houses.

Before the sessions of the Con-
gress opened, the first festivity
was a Christmas party given to
the workers’ children of Arles by
the Communist Party of France.
Led by the Pioneers in their red
berets and scarves, the children
passed the tree and took their
presents. They came all bundled up
in mufflers and shawls, their little
noses red with the cold “mistral,”
the famous wind that blows down
the Rhone valley all winter, and
they carried off scooters, dolls and
aeroplanes with their black eyes
shining. :

Then we saw the exposition of
Labor in an old Poman Temple now
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Maurice Thorez

used as a club. Here the Commu-
nist branches of the factories and
regions of France exhibited work
ranging from pictures and glass-
ware to metals and textiles, models
of locomotives, agricultural prod-
ucts, fisheries and silkworms.
That afternoon the delegates
gathered in the ancient Roman
Arena with the Popular Front sup-
porters of Arles. Someone said

Gt
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12,000 people were there. In spite
of the cold wind, it seemed very
festive in bright sunlight under a
blue sky. We were entertained with
music, provincial dancing and a
display of fine riding by the “cow-
boys” of Camargues, the ‘“cow-
country” near here, very much like
Texas. The cowboys looked so fa-
miliar even to their bright plaid
shirts, that we Americans felt very
much at home,

HE local variety of bullfight
provided lots of excitement
and no disgust, since the bull
was not injured in any way. There
were money prizes for the boys
who could snatch red cockades off
the bull’s horns, which involved a
great deal of dodging and jumping

FPHOTO BY ROBERT CAPA, BLACK S8TAR

the high fence around the ring, and
yells from the public, but no blood
and no cruelty.

Cachin in his speech of welcome
told us how fitting it was that the

Communist Party, heir of the aspi-

rations and progress of mankind,
should take over this old Arena
which, has seen so many centuries
of human struggle, since it was
built by the Romans nineteen hun-
dred years ago. Now the Commu-
nist Party and the Popular Front
fill the Arena in token of the new
world civilization which is arising.

The  speeches of Cachin and
Thorez were heard with enthusiasm
not only by the delegates but by
thousands of supporters of the
Popular Front from this region.
There is a tremendous feeling of
unity here between the Party and
the non-Party masses. -

HE sessions of the Ninth Con-
gress took place in a very large
hall, formerly a garage. The
workers of Arles gave their eve-

t in the Hear

by LYDIA GIBSON
Hlustrated by the Author

“A whole town in fes-
tival mood welcomed
the convention of

the Communist Party

of France”

nings for weeks before the Congress
to make over this garage, covering
the cold floor, wiring for light, heat
and sound amplifiers, hanging ban-
ners, portraits, draperies and gar-
lands in the building and over the
street outside.

The sight of a whole town in
festival mood doing honor to our
Party was something to warm the
heart. Only a few years ago the
Party had to struggle for recogni-
tion, now the workers, the farmers
and all the common people recog-
nize in the Party the spearhead of
the Popular Front, their very real
defense against the fascist menace
which seems even sharper here, so
close to the Spanish frontier, than
it does yet to the people-of the
United States.

,ﬁ ' ot

There could be no more appropriate
time for starting u Midwestern progressive
paper than on Feb. 12, the birthday of
Abraham Lincoln. We take out hats off
to Louis Budenz, new editor, his staff and
the thousands of trade unionists, farmers
and professionals who have worked like
rail-splitters in building the foundation
Jor such a paper.

Our magazine will be included in the
Saturday issue of the Record each week
and for the first issue we've planned,
among other features, articles on Lincoln,
Frederick Douglass (whose birthday is alsc
Feb. 12} and other malerial dealing with
the Midwest.

L]

Qur short story about the Irish lads in
Spain was written by an author whe is

U acquainted with his subject, for
» aul Burns, I'sh-American was a captain
in the International Brigade. We think
it’'s an unusually fine jeb of writing and
would like to have our readers’ com-
ments on “Michael Xelly Reports.”

®

Other contributors inciude Milton How-
ard of the New York Daily Worker edi-
torial bcard, who wrote the analysis of
American monopolies which appears on
Page Six. . . .
New Orleans. has made a close study of
Southern woerking conditiens, . . . Julius
Rosenthal, veteran newspaperman, worked
in Miami for some time and was active
in the American Newspaper Guild there.
. . . Howard Rushmore, a native of South
Dakota, grew up near one of the largest
Sioux reservations in that state.

®

Art gallery: Somers (pseudonym for a
well-known mural painter) was a former
cartoonist for one of New York's largest
metropolitan newspapers. The creator of
Sir Hocus Pocus claims his eighi-year-old
daughter is the best artist of the jamily,
with her mother a close second. His strip,
which appears regularly in the magazine,
s one of our favorites,

®

Coming issues will include a series on
Henry Ford by Lawrence Emery, one of
the Detroit’s leading Iabor journalists; a
stery on Kansas City’'s Tom Pendergast
by Jack Conrey; a vivid story of New
England textile towns by Frank O’Fla-
herty, and a number of other articles and
short stories well worth waiting for.

L

Our front-page article “Five Years of
Nazi Terror” by Prof. Frederick Schuman,
was reprinted from the pamphlet “Five
Years of Hitler” issued this week by the
American Council on Public Affairs.

1

John J. Ballam, now in

Michael Kelly
Reports -

(Continued from Page 2)

And it did seem that the doctors;had
made a mistake, but you couldn’t blame
the doctors, for hadn’t the entire British
empire made the same mistake about the
Kellys since time immemorial?

And there is no doubt that the
word went ’round in the fascist lines that
Michael Kelly was back. Hearing which,
General O'Duffy and his men slunk ig-
nominiously into the last pagesof history,
and Generalissimoe Franco frantically
cabled Mussolini for another hundred
thousand “Black Arrows,” “the kind you
sent me for Guadalajara.”

There came the day when Captain Mar-
tin . Hourihan, “Slim” Hourihan, from
“Philly” was promoted to rank of “Line
Commander,” just before the Brunete of-
fensive. Sergeant Michae]l Kelly was at-
tached to his staff for special duties,
Duties “definitely not of a clerical nature,”
said Kelly triumphantly. “Definitely.”

When Line Commander Hourihan got
it bad at Viltanueva de la Canada, Ser-
geant Kelly helped bring him in.

Later that day the Lincolns crawied in
a field of wheat overlooking the town.
Fascist machine guns packed in church
towers sprayed the fieid.

The flies were there ahead of time wait-
ing for the dead. Flies know about war.

Back of the infantry the Toem Mooney
machine gun company gave covering fire
for the men painfully advancing.

above the din. “Don’t shoot, lads,

it’s me, Michael Kelly. There’'s s
w.patch. General Miaja says the town
is to be taken tonight.” And through the
wheat came Kelly.

SUDDENLY, on the lett, a brogue lifted

He crawled over to the infantry com-
mander to murmur in his ear, “And
‘tis ourselves will take it tonight.” Then
he crawled back.

Sergeant Kelly and General Miaja were
right. The town was taken that night
and ‘twas ourselves that took it.

And among those who charged into the
town that night was a thin little wraith
of a man with a lean, dangerous face.

Others saw him fall, get up again and
pitch forward on his face.

In the shell-streaked dark they turned
him over.

The little man was dead.

Some one took his papers and militia
book. Pasted in the book was his picture
and underneath his name was scrawled,
“—and the name was ‘Michael Kelly.'”

Singing Warrior

(Continued jrom Page 5)

!;he Black Hills, Long Hair and his men
were dead.

THE so-called massacre was the
signal for a wave of propaganda
against the Sioux. New f{roops were
sent in and Sitting Bull was forced to

call a retreat. He was aging ncw and.

when the inevitable split came in the
ranks of his warriors late in 1876, he took
a few hundred of the bravest across the
line into Canada.

“Why doesn’t the Great White Father
leave us in peace,” he asked members of
the War Department in 1878 when they
asked that he surrender. “I have tried to

-make peace. We are sick of war.”

But the War Department was adamant.

Rations for his people were shut off.
They were hounded from place to place
and on July 19, 1881, Sitting Bull sur-
rendered to authorities on condition that
his people be given fcod and land.

War Department cfficials hot only
broke their promises, but held the old
chief in jail two years. Then they re-
turned him to Standing Rock reserva-
tion where the remnants of the once-
proud Hunkpapas were gathered. Buf-
falo Bill came to see him and persuaded
Sitting Bull to join his Wild West show.

For a few months the bent old warrior

toured the country. The anti-Indian hys- -

teria had left its mark and he was often
booed from the ring.

He returned, sad and lonely, to his peo-
ple at Standing Rock.

IS voice was cracked now, but he

H sang again, songs of protest and

of hope. Over 60, he made one

last attempt to help his people and urged

they join in a united plea for adequate
land and food.

“The old trcuble-maker has to be si-
lenced,” officials said, and on Dec. 15,
1890, they sent a band of Indian police to
the reservation to arrest Sitting Bull.

There were only two hundred members
of the Hunkpapsa ftribe on the reserva-
tion at the time. Most of them were old,
tired warriors like Sitting Bull. Few had
fire-arms and all were hungry.

The Indian\ renegades rode into the

"camp before dawn. While the tribe shiv-

ered in the Dakota snow, the police
jerked Sitting Bull from his tepee and
shot him through the heart.

The honest officials of the Bureau
roared with indignation at the uncalled-
for murder. But the Hunkpapas, too sad
to protest, carried the bedy of their chief
up a little hill and buried him under a
pile of stones.

That night they sang songs about him,
songs that he had composed.

But none of them could sing like Ta-
tanka Iyotake and there was no music
in their hearts.

“he’s the cutest thing, Gertrude . . .

when we asked him wihai

about the cornerstone fer the Jersey City Patriolic
Monument, Mayor Hague soys, ‘Ladies, ] AM THE

CORNERSTONE. .. .”

Nazi
(Continued jrom Page 1)

the magnates of land and money, typified
the attitude of the entire Kleinburgertum.
Since the impoverished little men of the
middle-class cannot bring themselves to
attack and destroy those whom they envy
and emulate, they must discharge their ag-
gressions vicafiously and irrelevantly
against Marxists, Jews and other scape-
goats. “National Socialism” thus becomes
a hollow phrase. The party which begins
its career with anti-capitalistic and anti-
feudal slogans ends its career as the
docile slave of capitalism and feudalism
in their most vicious form.

. This paradox manifested itself in the
party from the beginning, It has never
been resolved. Even before the abortive
peer-hall Putsch of 1923, Hitler had
placed himself in the hands of indus-
trialists, Junkers and reactionary politi-
cians. He persuaded himself that he was
master of his masters as well as of his
followers. He met defeat, disgrace and
imprisonment because his masters were

more powerful than he and were not yet
ready to use his movement for their own
purposes. :

After the reorganization of the party
in 1925, he never again departed from
“legality,” nor did he ever undertake to
achieve power in defiance of his social
superiors. On the contrary, he disowned
those of his followers who took “social-
ism” and “revolution” seriously, and con-
stantly reassured Junkers and industrial-
ists that they had nothing to fear from
the movement.

This contradiction inevitably generated
resentment among such proletarian fol-
lowers as were converted to the cause
and even among some of the less naive

ive Years of

Terror

burghers who swore by the swastika. 1%
was therefore necessary from the outset
to silence all opposition or criticism by
organizing the party on a strictly military
basis. Orders came from the top. Obe-
dience was due from the bottom. Any
questioning was intolerable.

Blind obedience to dictatorial com=-
mands was magnified into a doctrine and
an article.of faith because any departure
from blind obedience would inevitably
have revealed the actual role of the N.S.
D.AP. as the tool of monopoly and feu-
dalism. Hitler and his aides could not,
and can never, afford to permit such a
revelaticn. Their miore ardent followers
were anxious, and are today anxious, to
deceive themselves rather than face dis-
illusioning realities.

For this reason, above all others, it was
necessary at the start to burn the Reich-
stag, to suppress the Communist Party
and to terrorize the electorate in Febh-
ruary and March, 1933. ¥or this reason
it was necessary for the leader to resort
to soothing reassurances as a means of
obtaining dictatorial authority from a
docile parliament. For this reason it was
necessary to suppress parliamentary gov-~
ernment and civil rights, .to outlaw So-
cial-Democracy, to betray the Nationalist
allies of the N.SD.AP., to suppress the
Catholic Centrum, the State Party, and
all other political groups and, moreover,
to make the N.SD.AP. the only legal
party in the Reich. For this reason it
was necessary for the Leader of National
Socialism to suppress the demand within
the ranks for the “second.revelution,” ie.,
socialism. For this reason he found it
necessary on Bloody Saturday (June 30)
of 1934, to murder Gregor Strasser, Ernst
Roehm, Kurt von Schleicher and scores
of others, inside and outside the party
ranks, who questioned the Leader and op-
posed his subservience to Junkers and in-
dustrialists. For this reason it was neces-
sary to organize systematically the per-
secution of the Jews and to intensify that
persecution in every new crisis. ¥For this
reason it is necessary to mobilize hatred
of democracy and “Bolshevism” and to
prepare for the bloody catharsis of war
which will serve, better than any other
device, to save industrialists and Junkers
from the economic dilemma of mbnop-
olistic capitalism.

Some lies live long. But when those who
are the victims of delusion and self-decep-
tion ultimately find themselves ground
down into bitter poverty by their exploit-
ers, when at last they discover that they
are merely cannon fodder fox the military
machine they have themselves created for
their own destruction, then truth will out.
When the lie is fully exposed, Germany
will again be free. The lie will be ex-
posed without world disaster only if demo-
cratic forces in other lands combine to
make Nazi aggression dangerous and im=
possible by collective defense against it.
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HE waters of Biscayne Bay

shimmer in the soft winter

sunlicht; gracefully arching

palfn trees line the pave-
ments; the air is clean, and the
semi-tropical blue sky sweeps over-
head, a vast symbol of nature’s
grandeur. Picturesque stuccoed
homes occupy the better residential
sections of the city; along Brickell
Avenue, which extends southward
from the business district, are
spacious mansions and estates.
And in Bayfront Park, where the
flowers bloom and the birds sing,
people stroll leisurely along the
walks or relax on benches and
watch the sailboats, or gaze at the
palm trees and the sky.

“Isn’t it great to be in Miami?”
the signs ask. As if in answer, cars
bearing license plates from states
throughout the nation speed along
Biscayne Boulevard. Across Bis-
cayne Bay, in the sister-city of
_ Miami Beach, the real Mecca of the
tourists exists. Here, in south
Florida’s haven of warmth, thou-
sands of visitors flock annually to
escape the frigid blasts, the snow
and slush of the North. Hotels,
ranging from two-story affairs to
swanky edifices which casually
charge—and get—%25 a day, heavi-
Iy dot the community, especially
on those avenues near the ocean.
Sioreg and restaurants flourish,
many of them open for only a three
or four-month season.

Yes, the “season” is now under

way, in full sw{ing-’—although
merchants have been complain-

ing that the tourist business .

iz pot what it was last year. De-
spite these complaints, the luxuri-
ouz yachts of the wealthy are
moored in port, and at Hialeah race
track, just northwest of Miami, the
horses streak along as swiftly as
ever, and thousands of dollars daily
pass through the betting windows.

HERE’S plenty of fun for the
, tourists, especially for the

wealthy, who frequent the

night clubs and the race tracks,
who live on their vachts or in ritzy
hotels, and who get their names
and pictures spread over the so-

ciety pages, . . . But what about

the ordinary working man or
woman who lives in Miami the
year 'round—what about the un-
employed—what about the poor

folks here, Negro and white? That’s

a storyv that isn’t broadecast by the
Chambers of Commerce, and which
is hushed up by the authorities.
Just a short distance west of
sparkling Biscayne Bay, on the
other side of the Florida FEast
Coast railroad tracks—almost with-
in the shadow of the sedate and
impressive Dade County Court-
house—huddles Miami’s squalid
Neoro section. Crowded into an
area of perhaps a few square miles,
small and dilapidated frame shacks
fill block after block. Often vou will
find directlv behind a shack front-
ing on the street, one or two sim-
ilar abodes. In these ill-constructed,
pitiful homes Negroes live—{re-
quently a family of several is
housed in one or two tiny rooms.
Approximately 20,000 of Miami’s
130,000 permanent population are
Negroes, Despite a new Negro
housing project in Liberty City, in
northwest Miami, the old Negro

by JULIUS ROSENTHAL

But there’s another side io the

nation’s vacationland which the

wealthy tourists never see

quarter remains an unsightly sore-
spot and a menace to health. Re-
cently there has been some inves-
tigation of this condition by the
Miami Housing Authority, on com-
plaint of civic groups.

The white slum section a few
miles west, along Northwest Twen-
tieth Street, is composed of clus-
ters of little wooden dwellings re-
sembling nothing so much as
slightly enlarged outhouses.

~yHERE Winter spends the
Summer”’—or maybe it’s
the other way around. Any-
way, that’s what the Chambers of
Commerce love to spout about the
Greater Miami region. But for the
human beings, black and white,_
who live in these slumsg it is winter
all the time, even though snow and
blizzards are absent. The winter
of exploitation, of suffering, of
frustration, of shameless Jim-Crow
discriminations.
Because of the influx of tourists
from the North, and because of the
large number of permanent resi-

“dents who have migrated here

from the North and West, Miami
has a more cosmopolitan atmos-
phere than other cities more typ-

ical of the Deep South. But the
basic Old - South-chauvinist prej-
udices, engendered by the planta-
tion ruling caste of a century ago,
remain; racial segregation is strict-
ly enforeced; Negroes found in
“white town” after nine or ten
o’clock at night are subject to ar-
rest unless they have a signed
statement from their employer cer-
tifying that they are there on
business. ,

The plight of the poor white
worker is not much better, al-
though he is free to go swimming
in the ocean off Miami Beach—if
he has the car fare or jitney fare
to get there. But the pale, toil-
worn faces and the often gnarled
hands of these people are enough
to convince you that they don’t
have much <¢hance to visit the
beaches. They're too busy work-
ing or looking for work, or trying
to get certified for $36-a-month
WPA jobs.

“I've done laundry work,” a thin,
blue-eved man told me. He was
waiting to be certified—in other
words, placed on a relief basis—by
the state welfare board. Middle-
aged, he was old beyond his years.
“When work was steady, in the

winter season, we could get along,”
he continued. “I got paid 25 cents

an hour, and, by working all week, -

we managed to get along. In the
summer, though, there’s not much
work. Now my wife is sick, . ..”

TORE clerks are lucky if they
make $15 a week, when they
get work. School teachers are

ameng the lowest paid in the coun-
try.

A few months ago seven bakery

workers, members of a small A. F.
of 1. local union, went on strike
against a bakery firm in protest
against unbearable hours and mi-
croscopic pay. One picket was
placed outside the main plant of
the bakery, and another was sta-
tioned outside of one of the com-
pany’s branch stores. The pickets
scrupulously . observed their in-
structions not to talk with the
public. Nevertheless, when the
owner of the firm went into Circuit
Court, he promptly obtained an in-
junction prohibiting the picketing.

The Ku Klux Klan may not ride
quite as handsomely here as in
Georgia or Tennessee, but it man-
ages to gallop along pretty high
and wide. Not so long ago, after
holding initiation ceremonies i 4
public.perk. & hand of white-robed,
hooded Klansmen descended upon
a night club, a reported “low dive,”
ordered the patrons out and pro-
ceeded to smash the furniture. The
next day the sheriff stated that the
place would remain closed—buf
said nothing about the Klan.

Beneath the palm trees, tha
sweeping azure sky, the effulgent
moon and night-heavens strewn
with countless bright stars, life im
Miami and Miami Beach goes on,
a. gay round of pleasures and luxe
uries for the wealthy vacationists,
but a stretch of uncertainty and
insecurity for the workers.

ILLUSTRATED BY JAMES DUGAR

Wegroes jound in “white town” after nine of
tem op’clock at night are subject to arrvest . ..
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HERE was once a time when

the bald majesty of the

Rlack Hills was undisturbed;

when the multi-colored rocks
echoed only to the songs of the
happy Hunkpapa Sioux.

But the white man’s hammer
and drill now pound where once the
tom-toms beat and the Indian trails
have broadened into asphalt high-
ways over which tourists come to
gape at the stone faces of the na-
tion’s immortals carved high on
towering Mt. Rushmore.

These noisy visitors may wonder
why the Indians look at the work

~of Gutzon Borglum with a certain

sadness and disrespect. Not many
Hunkpapas can leave the dust and
heat of the Rosebud reservation to
visit what was once their home-
land, but when they do, they go
back unhappy.

To them the faces of Washing-
ton, Lincoln and Jefferson are those
of the great White Fathers. And
they feel that somehow, far to the
east, the people who caused the
monument to be built purposely
forget what the Sioux think is
South Dakota’s leading citizen.

Let He-Who-Chips-Stones put a
picture of Tafanka Iyotake along-
side the faces of the Great White
Fathers,” the Hunkpapas say.
“Give a red man his place in the
sun of the prairies.”

1t is more than a question of
tribe or race to them. That name
was ohce known wherever council
fires were built, whenever the buf-
falohunt was finished and the war-
riors sang the stories of their kills,

In the white man’s language the
1mme i Sitting Bull

N 1841 a big council-fire was

burning near the bhanks of the

Dlissouri river and the HHunle-
papas, a tribe of the Teton prairie
Sioux, were celebrating. That day
the voungest of their warriors, an
11-year-old stripling, had single-
handed captured an enemy tribes-
man without leaving hig horse.

The proud father led the youth
into the circle of squatting Hunk-
papas. He chanted a seng that told
of the stripling’s deeds, how one
dav hiz son would be the leadsr of
the Sioux.

That night the THunkpapas
named the voungster Sitting Bull.
‘After the council-fire had died down
and the coyotes howled at the cold
Dakota moon, Sitting Bull leff his
father’s tepee and sang of his
dreams as a great chief.

As he grew into a powerful war-
rior and a leader, Sitting Bull would
always sing. Born of a tribe noted
for its music and for its bravery,
the homely squint-eved warrior
would compose poems and sing
them by the campfire at night.
Gradually his name became known
among other tribes and it was no
surprise when, in the late 50’s, he
was named chief of the Hunkpapas,

‘ HE Tetons, divided into mi-
grate tribes, found need of the
ginging, courageous chief.

They had conquered the Cheyennes

and the Crows but a new enemy

came out of the east and the guns
of the pale face were loaded with
death.

“Let us not make war,” 3itfing

2l would counecil his warriors.

The Hunkpapa Sioux Still Honor the
Blemory of Siiting Bull

by HOWARD RUSHIMORE

Many minor battles had taken
place when the old treaties were
openly violated by the Indian Bu-
reau and the War Department.
Around this time the Sioux chief
composed his favorite song:

“I love my country so,

It is my land and I love it

Thot is why [ am fighting.”

The tom-toms were apt to stir

the hot-blooded warriors into a
fever of war and Sitting Bull knew
it. When Southern white traders in-

k]

vaded the Teton territory shortly
before the Civil War and sought
to turn the Indian tribes against
the Union troops, Sitting Bull re-
fused to play a part in the con-
spiracy.

“We do not want your goods;
we do not want to fight vour wars,”
Tatanka Iyotake told them, “Leave
us in peace.”

And when the guns roared in
the east, the Sioux went about
their ‘hunting and their singing,

ILLUSTRATED BY HARRY BONNELL

Wkile coyotes howled at the cold Dokota moon, Sitting Bull left his
fathei’s tepee and sang of kis dreams .. ., -

mixed with minor tribal wars. Al-
ways at the head of action, whether
moving the village or battling the
Crows, Sitting Bull led his Hunk-

papas.

FTER Appomatox, the fron-

tier movement swept further

westward toward the Land
of the Setting Sun and the Moun-
tains of the Great Spirit. Farmers
came in their covered wagons and,
on the whole, had little trouble
with the Jioux. The settlers re-
spected the Federal land treaties
with the Sioux and, as the wisa
heads in Washington had warned,
that was the first step towards
peace with the tribes.

But traders and big industrial-
ists did not show the same respect
for government obligations
Treaties were broken at will. In
dustrialists surveyed and roamec
over grounds that signed docu
ments had made sacred for the
Tetons. And to make matters
worse, politicians swarmed into the
Indian Bureau and the border of-
fices became centers of corruption
and grafting. The honest commis-
sioners, who believed in keeping
treaties, were either fired or placad
in unimportant positions. The War
Department, a political football on
the horder, fought over questions
of Indian policy with the Bureau
and paid little heed to commands
from Washington. '

“The white men have too many
chiefs,” -Sitting Bull said. “The
Black Hills belong to us and we
want to keep our hunting grounds.”

But they were pushed back far-
ther and farther. Pushed bac
from the Missouri to the Yellow-
stone and Powder rivers. In 1874
they halted and called a council
of all tribes.

T was a united front of all the

prairie Indians and almost en-

tirely under the leadership of
Sitting Bull. Thousands of Sho-
shones, Cheyennes, Crows, Sioux
joined in a war-like army and the
hattle was on. _

In 1875 Gen. George A. Custer,
boasting that he was to be “the
next Great White Father in Wagh-
ington,” used his troops for a po-

litical build-up and marched

through the Black Hills.

“There is gold throughout this
territory,” he wrote eastern news-
papers. “It was a paradise we must
congquer.”

The “paradise” was Indian prop-
erty, according to the treaty of
1869, But Custer’s publicity
brought thousands of miners and
fortune-hunters to the hunting

grounds. They found little there

but aroused Sioux.

And Sitting Bull composed a
song about Custer that swept over
the prairies like wildfire.

“Long Hair, what are you

Iooking for in our land?

You awere looking for death

and you will find it?”

The prophecy was true. The
united tribes hemmed in Cusfer
angd his troops on the banks of the
Little Big Horn June 25, 1876 and
when the sun dropped dewn behind

(Continued on Poge 9)
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HE immediate fate of millions of Amer-
ican families is bound up with a single
word—DMonopoly, ‘

The problem of Monopoly is not just
a problem concerning economics. The problem of
Monopoly is the deepest political problem in these
United States today. '

Secretary Ickes said recently, “where you
have monopoly demination and control, you can-
not have democracy or freedom.” He is right.
Where you have economic power concentrated in
the hands of a tiny group-of enormously power-
ful financial groups, there is the menace of their
taking the political life of the country completely
into their hands.

America used to be a land of small propri-
etors, the small farmer, the handicraftsman, the
mechanic, the shop owner. It was the era of free
competition among industrialists, It- was what
President Roosevelt has well called the *‘horse
and buggy era.”

But competition, in a system of private capi-
talist ownership of factories, railroads, banks,
etc., has this peculiar result-—competition breeds
monopoly. In the fierce scramble for profit, the
little man goes under. The little fish get swal-
lowed by the whales. Read the story of Standard
0Oil. The oil trust grew by swallowing the little
0il companies. And woe to the little man who
stood in the way. He was ruined, sabotaged, and
destroyed. It is a bitter irony that the present-
day propagandists of Wall Street monopoly, the
men whose power was fed on the carcasses of the,
“little man” should now shed tears at what gov-
-ernment regulation of business is doing to the
“confidence” and “savings” of the little man.

N THE beginning of the struggle, in the days
d following the Civil War, it was the farm-

ers and the “little man” who sent up their
lamentations against the trusts. It was the era
of “trust-busting.” It was the days when Bryan,
the “silver-tongued orator” called down the curse
of the prophets on the “malefactors of greaf
wealth.,” What was the cry of the “trust-busters”?
It was the anguished ecry of the little man and
the Western farmer going down before the ad-
vance of the modern industrial and financial
giants.

In the “trust-busting” days, the small, sep-
arate, undeveloped business was making way for
modern, concentrated, highly-developed intricately
organized industry., In erying out against the
ruthless raids of the trusts in which hundreds
of thousands went down to ruin, the early “trust-
busters” were right, In raising a cry of protest
at the criminal plunderings of the pools, syndi-
cates, ete., the “trust-busters” were right.

But in dreaming that America could return
to the idyllic days of small proprietorship, small
factories, dispersed industry, they were wrong.
That is why they were ineffectual, They were
crying out against monstrous abuses without un-
derstanding the cause or the real nature of these
abuses. Hence, they could not know how to.cope
with them In a progressive, forward-looking,
revolutionary way., In fighting legitimately
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against the outrages of monopoly they mistakenly

_aimed their shafts at large-scale production.

And there iz a3 world of difference between
these two.

ONOPOLY control through interlocking

directorates, through banking connections,

through gigantic combines arranged in
Wall Street offices, through a maze of holding
companies and stock-certificate networks for the
purpose of bleeding competitors, farmers, work-
ers, and every group of the country not directly
connected with the inside clique—that is monop-
oly.

Concentrated industrial operation, large-
scale-production, vast tie-ups of productive units
for the purpose of increasing output and making
¢oods cheap and plentiful—that is not the same
as monopoly control. That is part of the industrial
advance on which capitalist monopoly fastens it-
gelf as a parasite, inextricably involving its own
greedy interests with the development of industry.
Large-scale production, with the higest effi-

ciency, does not necessarity require the parasitic.

plundering of the financial-industrial monopolists
who now sit in the seats of control. Look at the
Soviet Union, for example. They have tremendous
large-scale combines for the purpose of achieving
the highest possible organization, to produce effi-
ciently and cheaply for the people. But they don’t
have the ghost of a ionopoly as we know it
under our system,

That is the key to our present-day problems.
We need large-scale production, railroads, banks,
etc. But we most certainly do not need to pay
the Wall Street cliques the super-profits which
they wring from the whole population. The Mo-
sopolies must be curbedsof their power to rob and
destroy. They must be deprived of their piratical
privileges., Their affairs must be smoked out into
the light of day, their financiel secrets made pub~
lic to the people, their price-fixing apparatus in-
vestigated and controlled, and their huge super-
profits heavily tazed.

RESIDENT ROOSEVELT set the country
thinking with his recent example of the four-
inch tail wagging the ninety-six inch dog,

using the utility holding companies as an example.

Secretary Ickes denounced the “sixty families”
who dominate America’s wealth. Robt. Jackson, as-
sistant Attorney-General, painted a similar pic-
ture, But the real extent of monopoly dominafion
is not often grasped by the average American,
For example, two admitted authorities in the
field, two Columbia University Professors, Berle
and Means, in a recent volume, estimated that
out of the 300,000 industrial corporations in the
United States, less than 200 controlled and domi-
nated 50 per cent of the nation’s business, And
that was before the 1929 crash. Since then, this
handful of corporate monopolies has extended ifs
arip by swallowing the non-monopoly corpora-
tions that went down in the crash.

But that is only half the story. These giant
corporate monopolies are themselves dominated
and controlled by still more powerful interests—
the financial cliques which center in less than a

by MILTON HOWARD

half dozen giant banking interests, the Morgans,
Roékefellers, and the “smaller” interests, like the

Tellons, duPonts, and one or two others. But
essentially, the economic life of America is in the
hands of the Morgan-Rockefeller banks.

NNA ROCHESTER, a Marxist writer on the
subject gives a startling picture of this
financial control.

She gives the following table whose cold
figures can hardly make us feel intimately the
gigantic power of the two financial-industrial
monopolists, but which, nevertheless, state the
facts:

The Morgan tie-ups with corporations all
over the country, as of January, 1932, gave
control of over 48 bhillion dollars of corporatic
ossets. The Rockefeller tie-ups gave it control
15 billion dollars of corporation assets. In other
corporalions where they share the control, they
jointly dominate assets totalling 29 billion dole
lors. :

The combined financial control of these two
Wall Street banks gives them, together with their
allied banking groups, like Kuhn, Loeb and Com-
pany, Harriman, etc., the decisive grip on every
important American industry.

This is not to say that they have abolished
rivalries. On the confrary, there goes on an un-
interrupted and increasingly bitter warfare
among these monopolies for decisive control,
There is a constant shifting of groups and allies,
the smashing of old line-ups and the erecting o*
new ones to take their place. There is ruthles
warfare among the rival industrial monopolies—
the railroads, for example, demanding higher
rates, and the packing trust fighting for reduced
rates; the utilities fighting for low-priced coal,
and the coal operators fighting to sell their coal
to the utilities at the highest possible price. But
all this is part of their tigerish scramble for the
spoils which they wrest from the population.

HERE is not the space for a detailed descrip-

tion of the way in which the Wall Street

monopolies send their greedy fingers into
every American home, from the poorest to the
fairly prosperous middle-classes. But you cannot
sit down even to breakfast without paying tribute
to the Morgan-Rockefeller monopolies. Your
coffee~—if it is any of the numerous national
brands, Chase & Sanborn, Maxwell House, Beech-
Nut, etc.—comes from a Morgan or Rockefeller
corporation. Your milk, cream or cheese in nine
cases out of ten, will be one of the Borden or Na-
tional Dairy Product (Sheffield) subsidiaries—
Morgan-Rockefeller corporations. And so on down

the line, all through the day from your tribute to
the Standard Oil or Shell monopoly to your pay- -~

ment of carfare, utility bills, ete., ete.

The monopolies rob not only the worker and
farmer. They rob the small investors, the small
business man, the independent industrialist, the
professional classes, home-owners, etc. What a
tale of piracy has been unfolding in the recent
Senate investigations of the stock market crashes
and various “reorganizations!
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Two huge banks and a few plundering
families take toll from every
American home

How many hundreds of millions of savings
were swallowed up by the Wall Street banks when
they fleeced the thousands of small investors who
placed their savings at the mercy of the stock
market sharks working with the big banks! How
many millions of “guaranteed” bonds and mort-
gages, sold to the public by the financial syndi-
cates turned out to be stupendous frauds which
left the small investor high and dry!

I eannot refrain from giving one example,
taken from the recent book called “False Secur-
ity,” by Bernard Reiss. He tells of a certain multi-
millionaire, Harrison Williams, who, by investing
two million dollars, was able to control almost four
billion dollars’ worth of public utility companies
by using the public’s money., When the crash
came, Mr, Williams was able to pull out with a
$40,000,000 profit, leaving the small investors

thoroughly fleeced. This is typical of Wall Street
monopoly practice,

ONOQPOLIES are parasitic, wasteful; they
stand in the way of progress; they smother
invention whenever new machines will

hurt their investments. It is well known that big
monopolies like Standard Oil, General Electric,
Goodyear Rubber, etc., have a policy of buying
up whatever new inventions threaten to cut into
their present super-profits, and “freeze” these
improvement away from public use.

What more glaring example of the parasitism
and destructiveness of the monopolies could be
given than their present use of their power to ag-
gravate the crisis elements rising up again be-
fore the people? With what brutal irresponsibility
they use their t®emendous profits and econtrol of
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Hilustrated by STEVE BARKER

credits, prices and capital to spread alarm, un
employment, stock market scares, all in the hops
of spreading a fear that will drive the couniry
into the arms of reaction! This sitdown strike of
Big Capital has been noted already by the Presi-
dent and his most progressive advisers. In France,
the monopolies, controlling the Bank of France,
dumped francs on the international money mar-
ket in order to hurt their country and bring on
panic against the People’s Front. The tyrants of
monopoly act the same everywhere, ready to
smash everything that stands in their way, will-
ing even to sacrifice profits to win complete control.

But, with the development of the world-wide
struggle between fascism and democracy, the real
menace of monopoly emerges. For it is the mo-
nopolies, the most reactionary, brutal cliques
among them, which nourish, organize and finance
the advance of fascism. In Germany, it iz the
steel and chemical trusts which pull the strings
that make Hitler move. In Italy, it is the banks
and utility monopolies which stand behind Mus-
solini. In America, it is the reactionary financial
monopolist cliques who stand behind the drive to
kill the New Deal, crush the trade unions, outlaw
civil liberty and Hitlerize America.

Monopoly is anti-democratic, reactionary and
moves toward fascism as the people of a country
begin to awaken to a struggle for their needs.

The technic of monopoly is to isolate the
working class and its political parties from the
farmers, small businessmen, and middle-classes.
For this purpose, monopoly unlooses a torrent of
vile propaganda of every description, promising
everything to everyone, inciting hysteria and prej-
udice, aimed at stampeding the people into the
fasecist trap. This is the way Hitler operated.
Hitler also denounced the “bankers” whom he
painted as “Jews.” But that did not prevent Hit-
ler from doing the bidding of the steel and chem-
ical trusts which operated behind the scenes and
smiled at his fake anti-trust tirades.

HE People’s Front is the mortal enemy of

fascism because it is able to unite ali the

elements of the population against the
monopolies and the pro-faseist politics of the
monopolies,

In America, it is the peculiarity of our de-
velopment that the worst reactionary monopolies
are hiding behind the most democratic-sounding
sentiments.. Thus we have the brutal, all-embrac-
ing monopolist corporations labelling themselves
the “Liberty League.” We see the monopoly cor-
porations which exercise sweeping national power,
over-riding all state and even national boundaries,
seeking to protect their privileges behind the plea
of “state’s rights.”

President Roosevelt has struck a new note in
the governmental fight on the monopolies. He has
come to recognize that the fight for the New Deal
reforms demands a frontal attack against the
monopolies—the inverterate hater of democracy
and social reform. In his warning this-week that
wages must remain up, that prices must be cut
without cutting wages, Roogevelt has struck the
keynote of the fight against the monopolies. In
this, he will have the enthusiastic support of the
working population of America. With such a plat-
form, worker and farmer, storekeeper and inde-
pendent business man, can cooperate in defense
of the people’s living standards and their political
liberties,

The People vs, the Monopolies is how the is-
sues shape up today. This is another way of say-
ing Democracy vs. Faseism.
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