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ROAR CHINA ...

HINA’S millions, who want peace and national integrity,
are roaring their protest against the latest invasion of
their land by the Japanese military-Fascist machine.

Not content with a fourth of China, the militarists of the
Rising Sun have undertaken another war-expedition to wrest
still another chunk of land from the Chinese National Gov-
ernment. Japan, like the Fascist nations of the West, must
always be beating the drums of war because the Fascist
economy is a war economy—the Fascist state a war state.

The American people are beginning to recognize that the
Fascist nations are war-making nations. The American people
strongly disapprove of the Japanese invasion of China. The
peace-loving, democratic people of America are opposed to
war and Fascism wherever these twin evils appear.

We must register our friendship with the Chinese people
in this dark hour so strongly that it will be heard throughout
the world. A mass meeting will be held, to be addressed by
distinguished representatives of the Chinese people and the
American people. Defend heroic China!

MADISON SQUAREF.
GARDEN

Friday, October 1—8:00 P.M.

AUSPICES
AMERICAN FRIENDS OF THE CHINESE PEOPLE
AMERICAN LEAGUE AGAINST WAR AND FASCISM
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SAY WHEN]

HOW MANY TIMES a day do you look at your calendar?
Perhaps more times than you think—yet do you know what your
calendar looks like? It may be you have a hazy image of it because

it looks like any other calendar.

For two years the American League has published an art calendar

made up of 12 original drawings by leading American artists. Each

" 8
s omina

25 cents, special price on bundle orders.

of the drawings is a work of art,

printed by offset process on
heavy white stock, suitable for

framing. The calendar sells for

If you have seen the calendars for 1936 and 1937, you will want to
reserve your calendar for 1938. Many have asked for additional

copies to send to their friends as Christmas gifts.

LEADING THE FIELD

IS A HABIT with the American League. § pain’s Democracy
Talks to America was among the first material to come out after the
war started. A Blueprint for Fascism is still the only comprehensive

pamphlet on the Industrial Mobilization Plan.

Japan is invading China again,
and we are preparing one of the
best summaries of the Far East-
ern situation we have seen any-

P

Now that labor is conducting one of the most active union-

where in pamphlet form.

organizing drives in years, the economic royalists are grooming
vigilantes and so-called citizens’ committees to force anti-labor
legislation and to make the streets flow with blood. Vigilantism
Is Fascism, the League holds, and a pamphlet on that subject by a

leading American trade unionist is on the press.

For information about calendar and panmiphlets at popular prices write to

AMERICAN LEAGUE AGAINST WAR AND FASCISM

268 Fourth Avenue New York, N. Y.
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With the Readers
*

THE fall of the year is a fine time to
be in the country. Fortunate indeed
were we, when in our early youth, we
could see snow-clad mountain peaks from
our window, feel the crumpled yellow
leaves under our feet and have an early
September frost bite our cheeks. But
living in the East we have fallen into
the habit of sniffing at our New York
neighbors whenever they mentioned coun-
tryside, mountains or scenery. But the
other day . . .

ONLY one hundred miles out of the
city, we climbed over a rocky and un-
travelled road, 3500 feet up the Cats-
kills—through forest and brush we
climbed—to behold a sight comparable
only to the Rockies in its vast expanse
of water, sky, mountain shadow and
earth. There Blackie and I rested. Con-
tented for the first time in years, we fell
asleep; and as luck would have it our bad
angel was at our side. T his was our dream.

UP, up goes the elevator in a building
made of black marble. We are a lone
passenger and there is no operator. The
Aight up seems interminable and the
electric indicator tells us that we have
passed the 300th floor. Softly, seftly the
elevator climbs. Suddenly the door
opens, and as if by suction we are liter-
ally drawn out and placed before a
wrought-iron gate with a brass plate
reading, DOVES, INC.

A MODERN room with thick carpets,
smooth white furniture and peace posters
on the blue painted walls. A voice from
an adjoining room is dictating what is
obviously a publicity release. The voice
is a familiar one but we cannot place it.
The voice dictates: “Large numbers of
our American people are losing patience
with Germany and Italy. They are blam-
ing the Italian and German governments
for the existing war-scares, for the ex-
travagant armament race. . . . Doctor
Queendon, disagreeing with this short-
sighted point of view, challenges the peo-
ple of the United States to discard such
emotionally stirring formulas as that sim-
ple appeal, Let us crush the Fascists.”

IN mockery, the peace posters on the
walls of DOVES, INC. laughed. The
Unknown Soldier, the war widow, the
bereft mother, the shattered body of a
veteran, stepped out of their places on
the wall and danced the Bronx cheer on
the carpeted floor.

DRAPES parted from where the voice
came a minute ago. Lhere we saw
three people, two men and a woman over
a table, sipping their afternoon tea and
smoking cigarettes. The former public-
ity man for a Franco agency and now
publicity director of DOVES, INC,, the
executive head of the same organization
and Dr. Alfred Rosenberg, Hitler's ide-
ological leader. “And now,” said Rosen-
berg, “the pagan gods be blessed, the
Fuehrer can paint his pictures in peace.”

AND as we shook ourselves from our
bad dream, we saw on top of the moun-
tain the Unknown Soldier, the war wid-
ow, the bereft mother and the shattered
body of a veteran listening to an old man
with everlasting youth in his eyes and
thin body: “Then both war and tyranny
can be ended. The Fascist offensive
makes it perfectly clear that the defense
of peace today is the defense of Democ-
racy, that those who would end war
must end Fascism.”
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This Nazi camp on Long Island is one of 21 in the U.S.4.
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HARLAN CRIPPEN, who edited up to
very recently a South Dakota progres-
sive weekly, has been active in the farm
and labor movement of that state since
1932. His article on the plight of the
farmer in this issue is a representative
story of the farmer everywhere in
America.

VALENTINE ACKLAND, who has
recently been to Spain, is an English-
woman whose poetry has been published in
her own country as well as here.

LEWIS MERRILL, president of the
United Office and Professional Workers
of America, tells here the story of the
white-collar worker and his first serious
attempt to organize for better living con-
ditions. We should say Brother Merrill

—THuEe FicHT staff is 100 per cent in the
U.O.P.W.A.

DAN RICO, a young artist who works
mainly in woodcuts, makes his initial ap-
pearance in these pages.

H. C. ENGELBRECHT, outstanding
American anti-war writer and author of
One Hell of a Business, Merchants of
Death, etc., etc., contributes here a chap-
ter from his forthcoming book, Rewvolt
Against War, to be published by Dodd,
Mead and Company.

FRANKLIN BROOKINGS is the
pseudonym of an American writer who
knows the Far East literally upside down
and that is saying a great deal.

HUGO GELLERT is not a newcomer
to these pages or to the pages of many
American magazines. Mr. Gellert’s
books in pictures have been coming off
the press almost yearly for the last six
or seven years. At present Mr. Gellert
is an organizer of the Architects’, Paint-
ers’ and Sculptors’ Collaborative. Their
first product is a model for a municipal
art center, now being exhibited at the
Museum of Modern Art in New York
City.

JULIUS LOEB is a cartographer. His
map of China in this issue is more than
a map—it is an accurate political and
economic document as every map should
be and very seldom is.

MARION BURROUGHS, a contribu-
tor to various national publications, inter-
viewed for this issue an official of the
vigilante movement. The gentleman in
question was a little slippery and evasive,
but then the vigilantes have an old and
established tradition to live up to.

H. J. GLINTENKAMP, illustrator of
many books and author of 4 Wanderer
in Woodcuts, has lived in Spain and Mex-
ico and knows the Spanish-speaking peo-
ple. Mr. Glintenkamp has contributed to
many publications including The Forum
and the London Mercury.

SAMUEL SATIN, who writes the
W.P.A. sit-down story in this issue,
writes out of experience on the W.P.A.
project. ‘This is his first appearance in
our magazine.

WILL BARNET, painter and lithog-
rapher and consistent contributor to
these pages, has had his work on exhibi-
tion in New York City, as well as in
other cities throughout the country.
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<M mission in North China is to lead the Jap
in justice and nghteousness to chastisethe opk
nese. ”—Lxeutenant General Kiyoshi Kazuki

VER ]APAN S capitol flutter TN
O the Rising Sun in the'summer- bre.
the Ginza go military

the Kimiga-yo, followed by:long
tanks, guns. It is a gay, a festi _
is marching to war, preparmg to 1mpla £

“culture and civilization” in. the soil
Asia. Conscious of their divine missid of
the Imperial Army, directors of banks idus
trial companies fix thejrfl glance on th b 0
China and gaze with aviQiies upon rich Foptlous
strategic North China, th Five Provinces: Hopei,

Chahar, Shansi, Shantung, Suiyuan: For the con- .

quest of this region, where live 100, 000,000 Chinese,
has for two years been the immediate aim of Japan’s
militarists and the masters they faithfully serve..
Once before, in November 1935, Japan was on
the point of detaching these five provinces from
China, establishing over them a Japanese régime.
The triumvirate who set the stage for this spectacle
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Japan’s most, sinister fi
cmaster of -provocags

ia; General Tada

ith the Chinese war-lord Sung Cheh-
: in of the Hopei Chahar Political Coun-
Imperial Army blguous government, nominally . under
suoka, president of the I but in reality the private preserve of Gen-
y Company, former diplo } o, ruler of Hopei and Lhahar provinces.
As a result of British g de concessions to Japan’s militarists, ap-
ctors within Japan, this be. their man, but continued to maintain
ious swindle failed at th Nanking. - - The Japanese increased their
ra fell under a hey- wergfnow playing with fire, for
_ #apun’s first national gainst th@M apanese was sweeping over
rief as proudly proclaimed ® sea of flames. And Sung’s soldiers; the
1244 unist Autonomous Coun 9th Army, were seething to a man, de-
nef@ one Yin Fu- keng, the mog :
Chma—a weaki: unagth
Japanese: re_latlon

pén'e’sc :ru}éd' 2%
pei, 8600 squar®*miles’ of China
eat- Wall and the Peiping-Tients
capitol, Tungchow; traitor Yin boug s
‘contubines (price: 12,000 dollars, ‘Mex, ‘per ‘head)"
and enjoyed a fabulous incoine from a benevolent =
Japanese Treasury.

. ™y .a ;
the, generals’ nfﬂj.a'pam ) ‘l‘n North Chlna, Japan’s
rulers view ‘a potential ‘market of 100,000,000 peo-

ple, a field for profitable investment of untold mil-
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lions of yen, a rich source of vital raw materials.
In this region are to be found half of all China’s
coal reserves, three quarters of her total iron re-
serves, unknown and perhaps vast reserves of oil,
half of the cotton production. China is the world’s
third cotton-producer. Now grown with primi-
tive methods and poor seed, the cotton of Hopei,
favored by fertile soil and ideal climate, could
through scientific, large-scale production rival the
finest American grades. Once, 90 per cent of the
crop went through Tientsin to Japan. The Japa-
nese Spinners Association had evolved a “five-year
plan”: they had guaranteed to buy the total crop
and to finance new increases in production. Then
China imposed export restrictions. The spearhead
of Japan’s plan for monopoly of North China’s eco-
nomic wealth is the Hsing Chung Kungsu, with a
capital of 10,000,000 ven—a great trust installed in
palatial offices at Shanghai, behind which stand
Mitsui, Mitsubishi, the South Manchurian Railway.

Military Importance

But the potentates in the board rooms in Tokyo’s
Suruga-cho know that North China is important
not only for its wealth. These provinces cover the
left flank, of Japan’s “Asiatic Front.” With Sui-
yuan and Chahar firmly in her grip, Japan would
almost surround the eastern sector of the Outer
Mongolian People’s Republic, and would hold a
strategic key to the frontiers of the U. S. S. R.
The nerve-center of China’s rail system is Peiping,
whence lines radiate to Kalgan, Paotow, Tientsin,
Tsinan, Tsingtao, Shanhaikwan, Hankow in the
south. Japan plans new lines: she is determined
to render her economic and military domination in-
vincible through these ribbons of steel. And in
Shantung’s three excellent harbors—Tsingtao, Che-
too and Weihaiwei—Japan’s admirals see the means
for control of the Yellow Sea. As the lords of
finance and industry, the generals and the admirals
looked toward North China, they indeed saw a plum
ripe for the picking,

Eighteen miles southwest of Peiping, the bridge
of Lukowchiao, ancient and of exquisite beauty,
crosses the Hun Ho. Over its marble arches, past
its 140 stone lions, once walked Kubla Khan and
Marco Polo. Near here, on the night of July
7th, 1937, giving no notice to the Chinese authori-
ties, Japanese troops commenced to carry out ma-
neuvers—an unparalleled provocation in this district,
Peasants’ fields were trampled—grain, ready for the
harvest, was destroyed. Hatred against the Japa-
nese militarists flared into white heat. Suddenly,
toward midnight, shots rang out in the darkness.
The dress rehearsal was transformed into grim
reality as soldiers of the 29th Army clashed with
the Japanese. By morning 16 Japanese and 200
Chinese lay dead among the yellow grain. The
breathless moment which for five years the world
had been awaiting had at last arrived.

Three days later, after the failure of negotiations
for a truce, furious fighting again broke out and
spread to Peiping. Japan rushed reénforcements,
sent General Kazuki to replace General Tashiro as
commander-in-chief in North China. The first act
of General Kazuki, “to maintain prestige,” was the
bombing of Tangyang from the air. In Tientsin
the Chinese population seized arms and began shoot-
ing at Japanese soldiers in the streets. Terrible
was the revenge of General Kazuki. For five hours
death rained on Tientsin from the skies, as the city
was reduced to a smoking shambles in the longest
and most destructive aérial bombardment ever car-
ried out by the Japanese army. This action was
undertaken solely as a bloody example and threat;
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it was of no strategic value, for the Japanese were
destroying their most important base in North

China.
China Fights Back

Further east, at Tungchow, the Peace Preser-
vation Corps, troops of Yin Fu-keng’s régime, “loy-
al” to Japan, reserved for their masters a sad
surprise. They turned their Japanese guns against
the Japanese troops, and were defeated only when
reénforcements poured into the town. Traitor Yin
disappeared into thin air and was replaced by an
obscure nonentity, Chi Tseng-mon, hurriedly or-
dered to succeed Yin by General Kazuki. The
frantic ultimatums of the Japanese to Nanking in-
creased in number and intensity, but Chiang Kai-
shek announced: “China is determined to fight to
the last man! . . . We cannot surrender any ter-
ritory or allow our sovereignty to be encroached
upon.”

Meanwhile, in Japan, the pleasant holiday of the
august Son of Heaven Hirohito was rudely inter-
rupted, for even gods must, at times, take notice of
unpleasant reality. Very busy were the Ministers
of War and of the Navy, and the members of the
Supreme Military Council. In a radio broadcast
Vice-Minister of War Kuiwashiro Kato, over-
whelmed by the thoughts of glorious days to come,
screamed: “If the situation comes to the worst, all
Japan will become a battlefield. . . . There is noth-
ing to fear.”

The center of the political stage was held by
Premier Prince Konoe, variously described by ad-
mirers as liberal, charming, and distinguished. Be-
hind his bland and disingenuous utterances, emitted
at five-minute intervals, the industrious generals and
admirals felt themselves protected from the world,
as by a delicately perfumed cloud of incense. It was
only too evident that the Premier Prince, inspired
by the lately concluded Berlin-Tokyo pact, was
straining anxiously to emulate that other “god” in
Berlin. For had not the polite Prince but recently
appeared at a masquerade ball in Tokyo as Adolf
Hitler, complete with shirt and rubber truncheon ?
Prince Konoe murmured to the Diet: “For China
to dance to such a Communist tune and bring on
trouble in the Orient is tantamount to weakening
the Orient by its own hands. I earnestly hope that
the Chinese race will awaken as quietly as possible
to realization of its nature as an Oriental race and
that it will codperate with the Japanese, who come
of the same Oriental stock. . . . Japan wants not
territory but codperation.”

Harmony in the Diet

Wonderful indeed was the serene and harmo-
nious peace which now reigned in the Diet, that
mausoleum of Democracy. Members who but a
few short months ago had hurled such epithets as
“scoundrel” and “traitor” into the teeth of the
War Minister sat wreathed in smiles. Men once
marked for death fervently embraced those who
had plotted their assassination. Abe, leader of the
Shakai Taishuto (Social Masses Party), which con-
ducted a courageous campaign against militarists
and Fascists at the time of the Diet elections last
spring and returned 36 members to the Diet, be-
came the hero of the militarists when he disavowed
his party’s platform: “While it is necessary for
China to abandon her erroneous idea of achieving
the unification of the country by dint of the anti-
Japanese slogan, Japan must also carry out reforms
in all directions so that the day may be brought
nearer when both nations can codperate heartily.”




The speeches, the smiles, the flowers, were un-
able to conceal at least one event which was running
counter to their trend. In the great industrial
city of Kobe, stubborn men and women were not
participating in the festivities; instead, they had gone
out on strike the day before Japanese troops began
maneuvers at Lukowchiao. The workers on the
Kobe municipal street railways were not inspired
with patriotism by the deeds of the Imperial Army.
They were demanding reinstatement of five union
leaders, discharged for having conducted last May
a successful strike in Tokyo, Osaka, and Nagoya.
Every car in Kobe carried a policeman. Before the
Fukuzuke-za theatre in Sumoato a mountain of
paper went up in flames: notices threatening dis-
missal were being burned. A week later, 23 strik-
ers in Kobe were arrested after an attack by guards
and strike breakers. While the Tokyo Asahi was
conducting a campaign to raise 1,000,000 yen to
buy planes for the army, workers in Tokyo and
Osaka were collecting funds to aid the Kobe
strikers.

The Attack on Shanghai

Four battleships, six battle cruisers, one aircraft
carrier, 40 destroyers rode at anchor at the mouth
of the Whangpoo River. At their stern they bore
the ensign of the Rising Sun. Fifteen miles up-
stream lay China’s greatest port and commercial
center, the tinsel metropolis Shanghai, sixth largest
city of the world. The curtain was about to rise on
the most important military engagement since the
World War. The Japanese commander, Admiral
Hasegawa, when Chinese troops disregarded his
order to evacuate the city, thundered: ‘“There is
nothing left, then, but for us to take up a defensive
position.” Supported by half Japan’s navy, 60,000
Japanese troops went into action. Japanese shells
murdered unnumbered thousands of civilians, set
half of Shanghai on fire, but the Chinese troops held
their ground.

The stark and contemptuous brutality of this
latest Japanese aggression amazed the world, already
familiar during recent years with the savage acts of
this shameless imperialist power. Foreign military
observers were unimpressed with Japan's war ma-
chine as they watched through field glasses Japanese
planes above the city and noticed the poor marks-
manship of Japanese gunners. Their unanimous con-
clusion was that Japan had made a ‘‘blunder” by
attacking Shanghai. Others, less conversant with the
niceties of . military strategy, stigmatized the Jap-
anese attack as one of the major outrages on civili-
zation in modern times, surpassing even the holocaust
of 1932,

While the guns of Admiral Hasegawa were blast-
ing Shanghai into fragments, General Kawabe rode
into Peiping at the head of an army. Immediately,
in all parts of the city, placards appeared as if by
magic upon the walls, bearing the words: ““The
Japanese army is your friend,” “Make North China
a garden of joy.” Joy-bringer Kawabe did not re-
main long in Peiping, but hastened north with 10,-
000 men to Nankow Pass, strategic key to Suiyuan
province and Inner Mongolia. Against the advance
of troops, tanks and heavy artillery, 4000 Chinese
soldiers made a desperate resistance and held their
positions for two weeks while Japanese reénforce-
ments were marching from Kalgan.

Japan’s Weak Heart

From the tall factory chimneys of Tokyo, Yoko-
hama, Nagoya, Osaka, Kobe, a black mass of smoke
pours over the landscape and descends upon cherry

trees and temples. These five cities concentrated in
a narrow area form Japan’s industrial heart, fur-
nish the motive power for her insatiable army and
navy, and provide golden dividends for an infinitesi-
mal number of omnipotent millionaires.

But this industry has arisen on barren ground.
Because Japan is deficient in those raw materials
vital to industry and war, she must import more
than one third of all materials used in manufactur-
ing. Japan thus lives primarily on foreign trade:
she buys from other countries or obtains through
conquest coal, iron ore, oil, cotton, rubber, lead, tin,
nickel. Yet today, Japan’s share of world trade is
only 3.7 per cent—one quarter that of Great Brit-
ain. Depreciation of the yen in 1931, though it
gave temporary stimulus to industry, has had dam-
aging consequences, making purchase of staple com-
modities ever more expensive. Added to this are
rising prices on world markets. To the financial
oligarchy of Suruga-cho, Manchuria has proved a
bitter disappointment. It possesses no coking coal,
iron ore is scarce and of poor quality, oil almost
nonexistent, timber unfit for rayon pulp. The main
exports of Japan are textiles, product of light indus-
try: cotton goods, raw silk and rayon.

Most significant fact of all, Japan’s dizzy indus-
trial structure rests, nervous and insecure, upon a
semi-feudal, bankrupt agriculture. Only through
starvation wages, the lowest of any industrialized
country, is Japan enabled to compete on even terms
with her imperialist rivals.

Sputtering upward like a rocket whirls Japan’s
national debt, which now stands at near 12,000,000,-
000 yen, double the figure of 1931, before the in-
vasion of Manchuria. The largest item in this
stapgering total has gone toward military expendi-
tures. On the budget of 1931, military appropri-
ations were 445,000,000 yen, 31 per cent of the
whole; in 1937 they are 1,059,000,000—46 per
cent. While 4 per cent of the budget is devoted to
aid for agriculture, which supports the majority
of the population, 18 per cent is consecrated to pay-
ment of interest on the national debt. For the past
five vears annual budget deficits have averaged 850,-
000,000 yen, a sum that can be covered only through
floating new government loans, still further increas-
ing the debt.

Clouds for the Rising Sun

Caught in this vicious circle, Japan's financiers
look toward the future with alarm, for the people
have no money and can purchase no bond issues,
which are taken up exclusively by the large banks
and industrial companies, This year Japan faces the
greatest adverse trade-balance in her history, an
adverse balance which has already risen, from Janu-
ary to July, to 600,000,000 yen. The gold re-
serves have fallen like maple leaves before the winds
of autumn. Japan’s onslaught against Shanghai
was the cause of sharp panic on international ex-
changes. In New York, Japanese Government
issues crashed: in a week they were down from 90
to 75. The racking strain which shakes imperialist
Japan is no secret in international financial circles.

Japan’s militarists know well in this year of
1937, that unless their war against China can be
brought to a victorious conclusion in the shortest
possible time, oblivion will threaten their régime.
But all the armed might of Imperial Japan, though
it may win military triumphs on the field of war,
can neither conquer nor subjugate a vast land, a reso-
lute people, 400,000,000 strong, determined to ﬁnd.
the sun of independence after a bitter century of
night. The inevitable, inexorable forces of history
are driving imperialist Japan down the road to ruin.
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’ I \HREE girls were sorting huge
stacks of mimeographed paper
when I walked into the office of

the Citizens National Committee at 41
East 42nd Street, New York City. One
of them smiled and motioned me into
the partitioned room of Ormsby
McHarg, executive secretary. He
smiled too, offered me a seat, and
wondered what he could do for me. He
was completely affable—and would re-
main so, I soon found out, so long as I
would let him tell his story as he
wanted to. He was a large man with
an abundant crop of white hair and
thick black eyelashes which dominated
his face. I asked him if he could give
me complete details concerning his or-
ganization for an article I was planning
to write.

“You want the story right from the
beginning,” he beamed, like an adoles-
cent schoolboy tickled at the chance to
strut his stuff. “Well, the Citizens
Committee was organized in Johnstown
when the frightened citizens learned
that a wild rabble of 40,000 of Lewis’
men was planning to come in and bull-
doze them.”

I asked who the leaders of the Com-
mittee had been at its inception.

They Just Got Scared

“Oh, no leaders,” he assured me
blandly. “The citizens just got scared
at the threat of invasion and held a
meeting. That was the only reason for
the Committee’s formation.”

I told him that I remembered read-
ing in the New York 7imes that a
Citizens Committee headed by leading
business men of Johnstown had been
organizing vigilantes for a week prior
to this “threat,” and that the meeting
was scheduled for at least three days
before anyone heard that the miners
were planning their march.

He stopped smiling. “T’Il tell this

A Vigilante

Speaks

An interview with Ormsby McHarg, high-powered executive secre-

tary of the Fascist-like Citizens National Committee—the poison-

ous offspring of reaction’s love-fest at Johnstown, Pennsylvania.

Myr. McHarg’s memory is poor at times, but he gets his mean-

ing across to our writer . . . An object-lesson for Americans to

ponder, if they would learn how it “might happen here”

By Marion Burroughs

ILLUSTRATED BY DAVID BURKE

story in my own way or not at all. I
say the Committee was formed only
because citizens were afraid of this mob
of disorganized bloodthirsty thugs who
were coming in.”

I inquired what made him so sure
that they were going to be bloodthirsty
thugs.

“Why, simply the fact that there
were to be 40,000 of them.”

“If your committee enlarged its
membership to 40,000,” I asked, “and
then held a meeting, would your mem-
bers for that reason turn into a rabble
of thugs also?”

He scowled at my interruption.
“That was different,” he insisted.
“These men were led by Lewis. He
was desperate and had to do something
to help the 500 strikers who were try-
ing to keep 14,500 men from working.”
“According to the newspapers, wasn’t

xRt

e

the number of strikers estimated at

closer to 5,000 than 500?”
A High-Powered Protest

“I know nothing of that,” he re-
torted. -This slippery answer was to
be his theme song from then on. I
asked him to continue with the story
of what he called the first meeting ; for
at this meeting it had been decided to
run the much touted “We Protest” ad-
vertisement. Countless Americans over
their rolls and coffee the following
morning had read in the most respect-
able organs of public opinion about
Johnstown steel employees denied their
“right to work”; they had read all this,
moreover, couched in elegant phrases;
whoever had paid the advertising rates
of big-circulation newspapers had also,
it seemed, been able to afford the serv-
ices of high-powered publicity experts.
I inquired of Mr. McHarg about the
generous source of these blessings.

“The ad was underwritten by the
prominent citizens of Johnstown,” he
said, with a great air of righteousness.

“Since you are familiar with the
affairs of this organization, can you tell

me any of the names of those citizens?”’

“I don’t know any,” he answered, in

variation number one on his theme.

I mentioned the charge which has

been publicly made that Bethlehem and

National Steel contributed $50,000 to
pay for this advertisement, and asked
him to answer it.

“I don’t answer questions that are
based on conclusions of facts,” he said
with more bravado than clarity. But
since he obviously had no intention of
phrasing this response in terms that
were any less hazy, I asked him to con-
tinue with the organization’s history.

“Six thousand people saw that ad,
just as I did, and were deeply sympa-
thetic. As a result, $60,000 was sent
Hy

“Who were
tributors ?”’

The Money Came

some of the con-

“I don’t remember. The money all
came in such small dribbles. In fact,
each contribution only averaged one or
two dollars.”

I pointed out that since $60,000 had
been collected from 6,000 people, this
average was hardly possible.

“Well, $10, then,” he amended
quickly. “There may have been a few
$100 checks, but none for any more.”

My recollection of the contributions,
according to reports in the New York
Times, was that they ranged from $1
to $1,500, and I told him so.

“Nonsense. I know that no checks
for- more than $100 were received.”

“In other words, you remember the
size of the checks well enough to con-
tradict the New York Times, but you
cannot remember the name of a single
contributor,”

“That’s right.” His smile turned off
again, and he shifted in his swivel
chair so as not to face me directly.

“What did you do before you got this
position with the Citizens Committee ?’
I asked. But I was wrong in thinking
that a change of topic might bring about
a change in response.

(Continued on page 26)
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You have heard much of “prosperity” for labor during war-time.

Read what really happens to workers’ living conditions and rights

Drafted Labor

By H. C. Engelbrecht

ILLUSTRATED BY WILL BARNET

We would rejoice if war broke out in the
Far East. Then our workers would again fill
their pocketbooks—Attributed to a German
“labor” leader.

An efficient military camp must have an
obedient workshop behind it—Ramsay Mac-
Donald. -~

HERE is a curious notion

I abroad, even 1n labor circles, that

war means prosperity for the
workers. ‘To this day one may hear
about the shipyard workers of the
‘World War period who earned $15 to
$18 a day, wore silk shirts and rode
to work in expensive limousines. Such
incidents caused great resentment, es-
pecially among industrialists and mili-
tary men. These objectors, however,
have little to say about the billions in
profits made by industries in the same
period.

But what about this “war-time pros-
perity” of labor? The World War
may serve here as example. A situa-
tion had been created which was very
favorable to labor. Immigration had
ceased, millions of young men, poten-
tial workers, were in the fighting
forces, and the demand for all manner
of goods in the home and foreign mar-
ket was enormous and urgent. In
other words, the demand for labor was
far greater than the supply, and scar-
city of labor has always been conducive
to high wages and good bargaining
power.

As a matter of fact, wages increased
steadily throughout the war period.
But more important—prices also in-
creased, and far more rapidly and to a
greater extent than did wages. The
total effect of the war on labor as a
whole therefore was a decline in the
standard of living. In 1914, wages
were one per cent below a reasonable
standard of living; by 1917 they were
30.1 per cent below, and by 1918, 44
per cent below (National Council for
Prevention of War, Munitions Profits
and Wages).

The figures given by Rose M. Stein
in M-Day are as follows:

Year Wage Index Cost of Living Index
LG o Gt 102 103

IO s 102 105.1

125 1GH0 sl et 106 118.3

I s 112 142.1

|22 e 130 1744

It is also worth noting that food and
clothing, the workers’ chief necessities,
rose far more in price than the general
cost of living. The index for all food-
stuffs rose to 187, while flour rose to
203 and sugar to 196.

Wages Go Down

In spite of a widespread impression
to the contrary, real wages went down
during the war period, even though
money wages went up. Not even
union labor, the highest paid of all
workers, gained an increase in real
wages, as statistics prove:

Year Retail  Index of Real Index of  Real
Food Union  Wages  Union * Wages
Price  Money per Hour Money per Week

Index Wages Wages
per Hour per Week
1913 100 100 100 100 100
1914 102 102 100 102 99
1915 101 103 101 102 101
1916 114 107 94 106 93
1917 146 114 78 112 77
1918 168 133 79 130 i

How did it happen that while in-
dustry in general made unprecedented
profits even after all war levies and
taxes had been paid, labor fared so
badly? The situation is instructive.
There was much worry in government
circles as to what labor would do. In
Britain there had been a good deal of
labor trouble until a workable arrange-
ment had been arrived at. This coun-
try was able to “profit” by the British
experience. The two phenomena that
characterized labor history in the early
part of the war were an enormous
turnover in labor, and strikes. The

turnover was largely the fault of the
industrialists, Since there was a scar-
city, they competed madly for labor,
offered glowing prospects, high wages
and virtually stole the workers from
one another. Since they were working
on a cost-plus contract for the gov-
ernment, they had nothing to worry
about.

Strikes and Unrest

But no sooner was a government
contract completed than wages would
be cut drastically. The result was
strikes. ‘These caused much official
worry and required constant govern-
ment mediation. Since there was very
little militancy in American labor,
there was little questioning as to the
cause of the war and its purposes.
Nonetheless, there were expressions
which might well lead to trouble. John
P. White, president of the United
Mine Workers, declared: “I see no
humanitarian issues in the present war.
In my broad travels, I find little sen-
timent among the working people in
favor of this terrible war.”

The government—or the great in-
dustrialists, for the terms were vir-
tually interchangeable at the time—
therefore took two measures which ef-
fectively cared for the labor situation.
The first was to place national labor
leaders, especially Samuel Gompers, on
the higher war councils. It was the
task of these men to ‘“‘swing labor into

(Continued on page 30)



Livestock, all skin and bones, graze on the closely cropped pasture land in the South Dakota drought-stricken area

Crossroads for the Farmer

The great issue of Democracy or reaction confronts the Amer-

ican farmer. Will he take the progressive road or the disastrous

road of Fascism? His answer depends largely on organization

HILE on a recent trip for the Farmers

Holiday Association 1 saw two farms

which told in simple and human terms the
story of the plight of the American farmer.

One was in a rich-crop area. The fields sur-
rounding it were humming with the activity of
harvest time. Here stood a farm with a fine stand
of golden wheat and barley—untouched. The
house and barn were deserted and the machinery
gone. Only the doomed fields showed that it had
been occupied.

Young Arnold Berndt had scraped together every-
thing he had to put in that crop without going fur-
ther into debt. Prospects were good. The drouth
of the year before had gone. But the scourge of
good-crop years came—a letter from his creditors
informing the young farmer that they would have
trucks at the threshing rig to collect the grain to
repay their loans.

This was too much for Berndt. He was single,
and the crop, his last tie to the farm that had been
his father’s, was being taken away. Without in-

10

By Harlan Crippen

forming his creditors he gave his machinery to his
brothers and hit out for Oregon. Maybe there
would be something in Oregon—anyway, he wasn’t
going to throw good money after bad by standing
the twine, gas and threshing bill for somebody else’s
crop.

Crops Wiped Out

The other farm was in an area where crops had
been wiped out by drouth and grasshoppers. The
fields were seared and burned to a dirty yellow.
Here and there was a field, apparently unplanted,
pitted by the hot winds. (Later I found that this
was where the grasshoppers had cleaned out the
corn.) The topsoil lay in drifts over the fences and
stretching out across the road.

The story of this farm was so simple that I might
have guessed it without asking. The Johnsons were
wondering what to do now. The spring had been
promising—money was borrowed to put in a crop
and days spent working and hoping that luck would
hold. Then came several dry weeks—stretching

into a month. Grasshoppers—hot, parching winds
—and the hopes were blasted. Now were left only
a pile of debts and trying to get on relief again.
The Johnsons had been thinking about going to the
West Coast, but were saved by a letter from for-
mer neighbors who said that things had picked up
but there was no place for non-residents—not even
on relief. These friends were living in a shack col-
ony of drouth refugees.

Here are only two farms—but they are repre-
sentative of conditons in drouth and crop areas.
The problems of tenancy, drouth and overwhelm-
ing debt hang like threatening clouds over the ma-
jor part of America’s farms today.

What happened to the independent farmer—that
today many farm leaders speak of the danger of his
being reduced to the status of a peasant?

From the opening of the American frontier to
its ending, in about 1900, farming had expanded
haphazardly and unscientifically to meet an ever-
growing home market and a slowly increasing ex-
port trade. The farmer of the period had a large
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degree of self-sufficiency. His buying was confined
to a few simple products, and because of this he
was not dependent to any important degree upon
the merchant or banker. His methods of farm-
ing were wasteful—but it didn’t matter much un-
der conditions where it was possible to move to new
territory when the land was worn out,

Goodbye Independence

All this was changed with the disappearance of
the frontier. Competition entered, and of necessity
scientific agriculture began to develop. Land was
no longer easy to secure and the best had to be
made of that available. The competitive process
forced the farmer to buy the new machinery—then
better machinery, and more land when possible.
Capital was necessary for this new farming and to
get capital the farmer became dependent upon the
bankers and loan agencies. The self-sufficiency of
American agriculture was forever ended. Tenant
farming, mortgages, high land-values became ar
integral part of farm life.

Then came the World War, with much of Eu-
rope taken out of production and a great need for
the products of American agriculture. = Prices
soared. T'o meet the demand, agriculture ex-
panded at a terrific rate. All available land was
plowed up, sections that would not have been prof-
itable for farming before were put into production
—the tough, drouth-resistant grasses of the prairie
were killed, and the way paved for later disaster,
drouth and dust-bowls. Wasn’t this exploitation
of the land needed for war?

The figures for wheat production give a glimpse
of what happened:

Year Acreage Yield (in bushels)
1917 smars s, 45,089,000 636,655,000
19187 22k s 59:181,000 921,438,000
AR e 73,099,000 945,403,000
1920 e = 61,143,000 833,027,000

The War came to an end and Europe resumed
agricultural production on a larger scale than be-
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W heat—bread—the staff of life. Here we see nature’s golden bounty piled upon a wagon on a prairie farm in Kansas

fore. Exports dwindled. The national acreage
necessary, at average yields, to supply all agricul-
tural products for foreign trade declined from 84
million acres in 1920-21 to 39 million acres in 1933-
34. The home market could not absorb the prod-
ucts of an agriculture geared to war-time markets.
And since 1921 agriculture has been suffering from
a permanent depression.

Yet there was no practical way of reducing pro-
duction. (We must speak of reducing production
—even though we do not produce enough to supply
U.S. citizens with minimum diet standards set by
government bureaus!) The farmer cannot say,
“Well, it doesn’t look so good this year, so I won't
plant anything. I'll just take a rest.” Instead he
must go on producing in order to live, even though
he goes deeper into debt and his products bring in
only a small part of the actual expense of produc-
tion. The farmer kept on producing and the farm
debt mounted to staggering proportions.

The Road to Peasantry

To understand the result for the farmer we need
only examine the situation in South Dakota, a typi-
cal prairie grain state, pioneered little more than
50 years ago. A half century of heartbreaking,
back-breaking struggle has added up to poverty and
the threat of an “American” brand of peasant life.

Fifty per cent of the once independent South Da-
kota farmers are now tenants. In direct ratio to the
fertility and productivity of the land the number
of tenants rises to 75 and 85 per cent in the best
counties. At the same time 59.8 per cent of owner-
operated farms are mortgaged. The average value
of land in the state is $18.75 per acre. The average
mortgage indebtedness of the land is $18.00 per
acre—leaving the farmer an equity of 75 cents per
acre in South Dakota land.

The farmer needs immediate relief from drouth,
debt and tenancy. He is a man with a crushing
burden, uncertain of how to escape from it, Only
effective organization can win what he needs, and

as yet the majority of the farmers are unorganized.
The Farmers Holiday Association, the most mili-
tant and clearly progressive, is not widely organ-
ized in many states and the membership in these
states ranges only from 500 to 1,500. The Farmers
Union is the most important farmers’ organization
and is organized in most states with a large mem-
bership—but still with only a minority of the farm
population. Both organizations have done much ex-
cellent work—the Farmers Holiday through pro-
tecting farmers from foreclosure, eviction and crop
seizure; the Farmers Union through codperatives.
Both have accomplished much through their legis-
lative programs. But it is indisputable that econom-
ically the farmer will not be able to win a measure
of justice unless his bargaining power is much
strengthened, and politically the farmer will be han-
dicapped until he is organized strongly and is allied
with labor.

A great many farmers today are confused and
angry because they are unorganized and helpless
They want to fight back to save themselves and
their families and farms, but as yet are uncertain
of who, what or how to fight.

America’s Fascist-minded men are not unaware
of this fact, and have taken steps to capitalize upon
the misery of the farmer. Today they are concen-
trating great efforts upon confusing and deceiving
the farm population.

Reaction Bids for Farm Support

An almost unparalleled barrage of hysterical prop-
aganda has been loosed upon the farmer. To the
hundreds of little country newspapers a steady stream
of poisoned material in the form of “free” features,
columns, cartoons, canned- editorials and doctored
news, is being sent by fake, subsidized ‘“‘news ser-
vices” ranging from those sponsored by Liberty
League affiliates to the Capitol News and Feature
Service which is paid for by German Nazi propa-
ganda funds. The small-town press which reaches

(Continued on page 25)
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INE TAILORS may be needed
N to make a man, but it remains

to be seen whether an equal
number of overlapping and sometimes
competing unions can make a go of or-
ganizing the radio industry.

Groups now bidding for leadership
of the thousands of technicians, enter-
tainers and office workers employed by
U. S. broadcasting stations include the
American Communications Association
(C.I.O.) ; the International Brother-
hood of Electrical Workers, the Inter-
national Alliance of Theatrical Stage
Employees, the American Federation
of Radio Artists and the American
Federation of Musicians (all A.F. of
L. affiliates) ; the Radio Writers Guild
(independent), and the American
Guild of Radio Announcers and Pro-
ducers, the Associated Columbia Broad-
cast Technicians and the Association of
NBC Technicians (company unions).

The scramble to sign up radio’s long-
neglected workers was precipitated
some months ago when the A.C.A.
(then known as the American Radio
Telegraphists  Association) announced
that it was broadening its activities to
take in entertainers and clerks as well
as technicians.

Scared half out of its wits by this
bombshell from the aggressive follow-
ers of John L. Lewis, Actors Equity
immediately initiated a campaign to
“stop C.I.O.” by reviving the almost-
forgotten Associated Actors and Art-
istes of America, and transferring its
president, Frank Gillmore, to the lead-
ership of the latter group.

Immediately a difficulty arose. The
rank and file of the A.A.A.A. showed
no desire to engage in a useless battle
with A.C.A. Work of organization
practically stopped for several weeks,
but was revived under a much more lib-
eral leadership when the A.F.R.A. was
organized as an affiliate of the A,A.A.A.
with Eddie Cantor as president.

Meantime the American Communi-
cations Association has gone steadily
ahead and now is the bargaining agency
for workers in some 15 stations, the
latest to sign up being WHN, New
York.

The three company unions in the
field are not helping the bosses much
these days. NBC was forced to give its
technicians a 15 per cent pay raise and
a 40-hour week in order to hold them
in line.  Seventeen engineers of
WCAU, Philadelphia, smashed Co-
lumbia’s union in that city by resign-
ing in a body and joining the A.C.A.
And a strong rank-and-file group in the
A.G.R.AP. is agitating for immediate
affiliation with the C.I.O.

The strongest union in the radio field
today is the American Federation of
Musicians, which has won greatly im-

Ravro

liberal governors of two states.
Herold in a recent issue of Judge:

proved working conditions and wages
for its members during the past few
vears. A storm is brewing in that sec-
tor, however, since the various net-
works and independent stations are
now preparing to combine in a finish
fight against their musicians,

Static in East and West

APAN paid a sincere tribute to ra-
dio as a method of spreading in-
formation when it bombed China’s two
short-wave stations out of existence the
moment that hostilities started in the
Orient. Columbia had scheduled an
important trans-Pacific talk by Madame
Chiang Kai-Shek from the Cheng Ju
station near Shanghai on the day it
was blown to atoms. A desperate effort
was made to shift the program to the
Nanking station, but it too was de-
stroyed a few hours later.

At present no long-distance broad-
casts are possible from China, but NBC
is sending a crew of technicians and a
portable transmitter to that war-torn
country in an effort to reéstablish com-
munications,

Don Herold, our esteemed contem-
porary on Judge, usually writes a
crackerjack column: He has done a
lot to debunk the radio industry and
we're for him. Which doesn’t keep us
from wanting to examine his head when
he praises the Philco Radio Company
for allowing Boake Carter to make
vicious attacks on the C.I.O. and on the

Says

Let us disregard for a moment the gquestion
as to whether we agree or disagree with Mr.
Carter on this (the steel strike) or other
questions.

Then he goes on to pat Philco’s back
because it “permits” its commentator
to parrot reactionary views which sound
pretty much like those of his boss.

Philco doesn’t like unions or Presi-
dent Roosevelt, or anything or any-
body truly progressive, and it hired
Carter precisely because he feels the
same way. If the company should em-
ploy Heywood Broun and let him speak
his mind about the C.I.O., that would
be something to write about.

Father Coughlin soon will be in our
hair again. He has arranged a schedule
of Sunday afternoon hours starting
October 31st. Since no network will
assume responsibility for his bitter at-
tacks on everything progressive, he is
setting up his usual chain_ of less
squeamish independent stations,

Around the Dial

OME strange programs are popping

up on the fall network schedules.

The Voice of Experience, that bald
philosopher who used to boost the
merits of a hair tonic, is going to be
presented by Lydia Pinkham’s nostrum.
“Lydia” has been trying to get on the
chains for years and at last has been

accepted by WLW, Cincinnati, and a
group of affiliates.

And the headaches which you get
from listening to General Hugh John-
son’s news commentaries over NBC
can be assuaged (perhaps) by using
Bromo-Quinine, which sponsors him.
Due to the network rule against the
plugging of laxatives, no mention will
be 11ade of B-Q’s principal property.

T'he tacit boycott against the use of
Negro entertainers on the radio has
cracked a bit more with the signing of
the original cast of George Gershwin’s
Porgy and Bess for a long series of
musical broadcasts bearing the same
title.

And James Thieubedeux, Negro
porter at WOR, is making quite a
name for himself with program pro-
ducers and orchestra leaders as an acous-
tical expert second to none. He has
an uncanny ability to place each instru-
ment or singer in the exact studio posi-
tion which will be most effective
through the microphone. &

The W.P.A. Radio Division of the
Federal Theater shows no sign of
faltering in its long string of program
successes. A recent production of Ib-
sen’s Little Eyolf over WQXR, New
York, sent all the critics into ecstasies,
while the Project’s forthcoming CBS
series entitled Epic of America and
based on the book by James Truslow
Adams, also promises to be something
out of the ordinary,

South African listeners are up in the
air because they have discovered that
most of the recent British Coronation
broadcasts originated in the Capetown
studios instead of in London as adver-
tised. They are particularly furious
because the supposed broadcast of lion
roars from Kruger National Park actu-
ally was a phonograph recording of the
voice of Samson, a tame lion in the
Pretoria Zoo.

The South Africans also are mad
clean through, because their broadcast-
ing system is trying to ignore demands
for separate programs in English and
in Dutch. Protest meetings were held’
in Capetown and Johannesburg and
demands were made that a recent ref-
erendum, in which 75 per cent of the
license-holders asked for separate pro-
grams, be adhered to.

The Austrian Radio Corporation is
asking its listeners for donations in
order to raise the $300,000 needed to
construct a short-wave transmitter
which will compete with those of Italy
and Germany,

—GEORGE ScorT
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ABOR-FRONT note: Members
of the football team of the

University of Southern Cali-
fornia have joined the Screen Actors’
Guild in order that they might appear
in Hold "Em Navy, currently in pro-
duction at Paramount. Non-athletic
students from the same campus also
joined the Guild, for appearances in a
college party scene.

Patriotism note: The chief concern
of a general in the Spanish civil war,
according to Love Under Fire, is to
obtain possession of a diamond neck-
lace, so that he can raffle it off and
thus pay his troops. The general, in-
cidentally, speaks with a strong Teu-
tonic accent, but this, of course, may
just be an accident.

Literary note: The dust cover of
ldeas, written by Lew Lipton, a pro-
ducer and writer of considerable emi-
nence, bears a blurb by Sidney Kings-

L

Movres

Sidney, the heroine of the piece, who
displays a bruise on her forehead, and
minces no words in relating how she
acquired it from a policeman.

“Dead End”

HICH item brings us, at last,

to a fuller discussion of this
Dead End. And which prompts the
comment that everything the play did
on the stage, the picture now does on
the screen. It is a blunt and brutal in-
dictment of the slums of New York,
carrying strong words and violent deeds
to conclusions that are inescapably
truthful. It is, perhaps, too faithful a

A lesson in crime—from “Dead End”

ley, testifying to its value as “‘a text
for students, substance for producers,
and interesting reading for the laiety.”
One of the pieces in Ideas is entitled
“The Floorwalker and the Lady,” in
which is exalted that bulwark of free
thought, that anchor of Democracy,
that friend of labor in every crisis, the
National Guard.

Penological note: The best way to
reform criminals, according to Warn-
ers’ San Quentin, is to have the warden
of the prison come from the Army,
fall in love with the chief criminal’s
sister, and thus induce an attack of
conscience. The explanation, of course,
being that the warden learned how to
handle men when he was in the Army.

High Hopes note: The first known
instance in the movies of a strike pic-
ket portrayed as a sympathetic char-
acter occurs in Samuel Goldwyn's

Dead End. The picket is Miss Sylvia

14

reproduction of the stage play to satis-
fy those who see in the cinema a wider
range for activity, but within the con-
fines of its single magnificent set, with-
in the boundaries laid down by both
Mr. Kingsley and William Wyler, its
director, it manages to emerge as an
honest, convincing photoplay, bearing
strong marks of Hollywood’s newly
awakened social consciousness.

More than anything else, perhaps,
the six kids—brought over from the
original stage production—lend Dead
End its atmosphere of authenticity and
grim horror. Even in the light of such
luminaries as the above-mentioned Miss
Sidney, such stars as Joel McCrea and
Humphrey Bogart, such lovely ladies
of the screen as Wendy Barrie and
Claire Trevor, these six boys hold the
picture to their own little destinies,
giving it a color and vitality all too sel-
dom seen these latter purified days.
Their speech has been cleaned up, of
course, in their transition from the

stage to the screen, their little mouths
have been washed out with the soap of
the Legion of Decency and the Pro-
duction Code Administration, but even
under these handicaps, the boys man-
age to make Dead End a vivid, throb-
bing piece of dramatic literature.

It is most encouraging to find that
such a piece as Dead End suffered only
minor changes in its journey from the
Belasco Theater to the Goldwyn stu-
dios. The introspective architect has
had his foot healed, and takes the mat-
ter of the returned gangster into his
own hands, instead of informing the
police about it, but otherwise the piece
sticks pretty closely to its original
theme, making of it a picture of con-
siderable power and force. Something
that should by all means be seen.

From Foreign Lands

RNEST HEMINGWAY and
Joris Ivens, the Dutch cinematog-
rapher, also brought in their long-
awaited The Spanish Earth during the
past month. Received by the critics as
the finest documentary film ever made,
the film raised considerable furore dur-
ing its short run at the 55th Street
Playhouse in New York, and seemed
slated for a long tenancy of that little
theater, only to be taken off on Sep-
tember 10th to make room for a French
version of Gorki’s The Lower Depths.
The Spanish Earth is a picture of
faces—the faces of men going into bat-
tle, the faces of women suddenly struck
by stark tragedy, the faces of peasants
building an irrigation ditch to help the
defenders of Madrid. There is strength
in these faces, strength and compassion,
and a vast, awe-inspiring resolution.
‘They are the Spanish people, they are
the ones waging the bitter war, they are
the ones to whom the Spanish earth be-
longs.

Mr. Hemingway, fortunately enough,
has seen the drama in these portraits,
and his off-screen dialogue is kept to
a minimum. The photography of Mr.
Ivens and the incidental music by
Virgil Thomson are both enormously
effective in accentuating the high lights
of the picture. Another film that should
be seen.

The sudden increase in the percent-
age of Asiatics to be found in movie
audiences these days may be laid to the
arrival of the first newsreels from
Shanghai. Here too, there are scenes
of death and destruction, and on this
point it may well be worth noting that
the Paramount newsreel of the Jap-
anese campaign made mention of the

Japanese skill in taking cover and “sav-
ing men”’ while their “uncensored” reel
from behind the Chinese lines stressed
the retreat of the 29th Army and the
dead bodies strewn along the roadside.

The newsreels also made much, dur-
ing the month, of the West Point
cadets learning how to shoot great big
cannons, and of the United States
Marines sailing off to China. Both
pieces, naturally, were calculated to
rouse your hatred for war. The same
newsreel week also saw Mussolini de-
livering a speech—to the delighted
laughter of his American listeners—
and King Victor Emmanuel launching
a new Italian battleship. It was not-
able that the commentator had to point
out the King when he appeared on the
screen.

From Leningrad came a brilliant
piece of acting in Baltic Deputy, also
brought in during the past month. The
story is that of an old professor raised
to veneration by the Soviets because he
wrote a scientific article saying the land
belonged to the people. In the title
role Nikolai Cherkassov delivers a per-
formance of such magnificence, such
heart-rending beauty, as to lay low
even the “immortal” Paul Muni.
Hardly less superlative in their sup-
porting parts are Alexander Melnikov
as a rough, uncouth sailor, Boris Liv-
anov as a friend to the old professor,
and Marta Domasheva as the old man’s
gray-haired little wife. When it comes
to downright acting, the Russians can-
not be matched.

The “big” Hollywood pictures dur-
ing the month—besides Dead End—in-
cluded Souls at Sea, The Firefly and
Walter Wanger's Fogues of 1038.
They are all junk.

THE FIGHT
RECOMMENDS :

The Life of Emile Zola—A picturiza-
tion of the history of the crusading
French novelist and a recreation of
the Dreyfus case. Brilliantly played
by Paul Muni and Joseph Schild-
kraut.

The Spanish Earth—Filmed by Joris
Ivens and Ernest Hemingway dur-
g the conflict in Spain. Perhaps
the finest documentary picture ever
made.

Dead End—Produced from the stage
play by Sidney Kingsley, and re-
taining all the strength and indigna-
tion of the original.

THE FIGHT FIGHTS:

Love Under Fire—Produced by 20th
Century-Fox for apparently the sole
purpose of turning the Spanish con-
flict into a gag, and dishing it up as
a background for some nonsense
about a stolen necklace.

The Paramount newsreel from Shang-
hai—For its prejudicial reporting of
the Japanese invasion of China.

Sl
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The white collar was long thought to be a badge of superiority, but all too often it was

little more than a slave collar. Now white-collar workers are forming unions. The presi-

dent of the United Office and Professional Workers of America tells of this stirring change

The Office Is Organizing

HITE-COLLAR workers are

‘:‘/ surging toward organization
along with the manual work-

ers in mass-production industries. The

* sweeping organization drives in auto,

steel, rubber and other fields have
captured the imagination of office and
professional workers in this country
and have stimulated their efforts to
organize. The need for organization
among these employees has existed for
a long time. Barriers to such organi-
zation have been breaking down, and
their distintegration was hastened by
changes in the economic status of cleri-
cal and professional workers since the
War.

Mass-production methods in indus-
try created a need for new methods in
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marketing.  High-pressure salesman-
ship, industrial research and organized
methods of commodity distribution be-
came part of our economic activity.
Large corporations grew into mam-
moths.

Numerical Growth

The tremendous growth of industry
brought with it a growth in the nu-
merical importance of white-collar
workers. Employees in clerical occu-
pations increased from 1,718,000 in
1910 to 4,025,000 in 1930; those in
the professions from 1,711,000 to 3-
252,000. One out of every six gain-
fully employed persons in the United
States is a white-collar worker.

There are many illusions current

about the special advantages enjoyed
by office and professional workers. Un-
til recently, most of these workers fell
for them. But if at any time they did
enjoy such advantages, events since
1929 have curtailed them.

While white-collar workers be-
lieved that they were superior to man-
ual workers, they have never been able
to demonstrate tangibly that superior-
ity. They usually enjoy certain edu-
cational advantages, which make their
exploitation only the more apparent.
Educational requirements for clerical
jobs have been so raised that there are
many firms which will consider only
college graduates for $15-a-week jobs.
Two years ago several New York
newspapers carried advertisements for

Yale and
Princeton to learn the restaurant busi-
ness at a beginning salary of $15
weekly.

Harvard,

graduates of

W hite-Collar Wages

Highly skilled professional workers,
who constitute a small section of the
white-collar group, have earned more
than skilled workers in industry. But
the vast majority receive less than the
skilled workers and little more than
unskilled manual workers. Very lit-
tle statistical information is available
on the wages of these workers, since
most government studies of earnings
and employment are classified by in-
In a study published in The
(Continued on page 29)

dustry.
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ONE HUNDRED and fifty
years ago the people of this country
established the Constitution of the
United States of America in order
to “insure domestic tranquillity . ..
and secure the blessings of liberty.”
Today the peace and freedom they
sought are gravely imperiled. War
follows war—in Ethiopia, Spain,
China. Nation after mnation, in-
cluding our own, takes bread from
the mouths of little children in
order to prepare for war. Millions
of men and women all over the
world find work only in fashioning
machinery of death and destruc-
tion. The aggressor invades other
nations unchecked. The forces of
reaction are mobilizing for univer-
sal conflict.

THE freedom that the demo-
cratic process promised mankind is
in peril in every quarter of the globe.

In Italy, Germamny and Japan

humanlifeisruled by military force.
For over a year the people of Spain
have fought against their own re-
actionaries and an international
coalition in defense of the right to
govern themselves in ways of their
own choosing. In North China, the
autocratic rule of Japanese militar-
ism is opposed by a peace-loving
people. The Fascist International
—Germany, Italy and Japan, sup-
ported by the reactionary forces
in other countries—seeks to over-
throw democratic government
everywhere. In Poland, Czecho-
slovakia, Brazil, Mexico and many
other lands, forces of reaction plot
against the people.

HERE in the United States the

To the People’
for Democrs




2’s Congress
racy and Peace

same destructive forces are at work.
Under the pretense of defending
the Constitution, calculating tories
strive to destroy our democratic
government. Disdaining the law of
the land, economic royalists estab-
lish company wnions, controlled
citizens’ committees, and open vigi-
lante bands. They employ armed
thugs, company police, local au-
thorities and the National Guard
to commit acts of violence and mur-
der. They draft laws to entangle
unions in the courts and destroy
labor’s recent gains. With one hand,
Congress gives us a billion-dollar
war budget, not for defense of our
coasts and borders but for conflict
on foreign soil; with the other, a
“neutrality” law which is invoked
against the defenders of Democracy
and not against those who are de-
stroying it, Through the Industrial
Mobilization Plan our American
Fascists seek a military-industrial
dictatorship. In schools and camps
they speed the militarization of our
youth. They forge chains of tyranny
to endanger the freedom of racial
and religious minorities.

THIS course of events makes it
necessary once again for the people
of these United States to assemble
in time-honored custom and face
the enemies that threaten their
democratic government and the
peace of the world. To make plans
for action in this crisis, the Ameri-
can League Against War and Fas-
cism has called the PEOPLE’S
CONGRESS FOR DEMOCRACY
AND PEACE to convene in Pitts-
burgh, Pa., Nov.26,27 and 28,1937.
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The Ostrich Plan for Peace

EncrLanp Expects EVERY AMERICAN
to Do His Duty, by Quincy Howe;
239 pages; Simon and Shuster; $2.00.

ERE IS 2 book with a smart
H title which should on this

alone attract attention, Mr.
Howe's major thesis is that America
should stay at home and build a wall
so high around her people and her re-
sources that all relations with the out-
side world in case of war would be
broken. His program calls for a self-
sufficient and autarchic economic sys-
tem which he believes will keep us out
of trouble. Qur present un-neutral
and unfair neutrality laws do not go
far enough, and in his opinion should
be repealed and replaced by a strictly
mandatory one:

This should contain no cash and carry
clause and should forbid all trade with any
warring power. In order to forestall trans-
shipment of goods from neutral to belligerent
powers, all other trade should be kept down
to its normal peacetime level. No protec-
tion should be accorded to American prop-
erty, American lives, or American shipping
in any war zone. No American loans to any
warring governments or to any of their agents
or citizens should be allowed and no re-
sponsibility assumed for any outstanding
foreign obligations of American citizens.

These restrictions would mean that
in case of a general war, the United
States would cease all economic rela-
tions with the rest of the world. It
1s presumed, of course, that Mr. Howe
will have written into his Act a defini-
tion of the “state of war” which would
avoid the confusion of today, when
wars are no longer declared.

A fundamental criticism of this
thes:s is the grave doubt that any coun-
try can today remain self-sufficient and
isolated from its neighbors. Neither
Germany, Italy nor Japan, where this
has been tried, has succeeded, and all
evidence points to the breakdown of
totalitarianism and autarchy in these
countries.

Another defect in Mr. Howe's
argument is that he destroys faith in
any of the present instrumentalities for
peaceful negotiation, but fails to sug-
gest any substitute. We admit that
the League of Nations has never had as
little prestige as it enjoys today. But
this does not relieve the world of the
necessity for finding some apparatus to
replace the anarchy of war with col-
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lective action and mutual responsibility.

Mr. Howe has chosen to ignore the
existence of the Fascist International,
whose achievements Mussolini openly
and brazenly records in his press.
Manchuria, Shanghai, Ethiopia, Spain,
and now the whole of North China,
is the record of its progress. The Fas-
cist nations, pressed by increasing dis-
content at home, have determined to
set fire to the whole world rather than
face the contradictions of their eco-
nomic and cultural madness. The au-
thor recommends a policy of further
retreat before these thieves and mur-
derers. With Europe exhausted and
chaotic after the inevitable next world
war, he believes the United States will
emerge as an economic and social para-
dise.

This remedy of Mr. Howe’s is no
remedy, because in reality it is
impossible to pursue such a course.
Democracy as we understand it in
America will vanish from the earth if
we, together with other democratic
nations, do not make an effort to re-
verse the program of the Fascist Inter-
national. International codperation of
the people of the world will throw
down the challenge to the Fascist ag-

gressors. We must unite to stop the
Fascist International and defend
Democracy.

—WiLLiam E. Dobpp, Jr.

People of a Spanish Town

THE Lirg anp DEATH OF A SPANISH
Town, by Elliot Paul; 458 pages;
Random House; $2.50.

€6 NOUGH generalities! I feel
self-conscious in  writing
about my dear friends with
such objectivity.”” Thus the Ameri-
can novelist and one-time co-founder
of tranmsition begins his portrait of
Santa Eulalia del Rio, a little town on
Ibiza, third in size of the Balearic
Islands. And the reviewer is equally
self-conscious in trying to appraise this
book, to which he can only assign the
adjective—"‘beautiful.”

“By a town, I mean its people.”
Elliot Paul lived for five years with
the people of Santa Eulalia—not as a
visitor, but as a fellow-townsman. He
came to know intimately most of these
men and women. He shared their
quiet life of fishing and farming, mu-
sic and color. It is of this life that he

From The Share-Cropper by Charlie May Simon, published by E. P. Dutton & Co.
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writes in the first section of his book,
entitled “4000 B.C. to 1936 A.D.”"—
of those who unhurriedly pulled the
many-colored, ludicrously shaped fish
from the Mediterranean; of their
daughters (les jeunes filles en fleur) ;
of their songs (“My little cigarette
box, how empty you are!”); of the
storekeepers, blacksmith—and even the
priests and landlords and civil guards.
And always, of human beings.

The island, more or less isolated,
preserved much of the distant past,
above all in its spirit of ancient seren-
ity. At the same time, it moved to-
ward the future. There was a circle
of veteran partisans of the Republic;
there were Communists and Socialists.
There were also Fascists, and the auth-
or knew them as well, both the
criminals among them and the simple
people whom they befuddled.

The second section of the book nar-
rates the events from “July 14 to Sep-
tember 15, 1936.” This was the
“death” of the town; its betrayal by
the Rebel officials, its rescue by Loyal-
ist troops, and finally, with most of the
loyal forces withdrawn to more im-
portant fronts, the appearance of Ital-
tan Fascists in overwhelming numbers.
At the last minute when flight is pos-
sible, the author boards a ship, leaving
behind many of whom “their enemies
will do well to be afraid . . . as long
as they are above ground.”

Paul’s use of character-description
rather than action throughout much
ot the book has a somewhat confusing
effect, and he now and then slips inte
mannerisms. But these are trifling
faults in this story of a brave, generous
people, written by their warm friend.

; —CHARLES PrEsTON

Murder in the Factory

Spy OvVERHEAD, by Clinch Calkins;
363 pages; Harcourt, Brace and Com-
pany ; $2.50.

HIS BOOK, a true detective

story in which the victim is the

American worker, tells of a
scourge that must be wiped out if there
is ever to be industrial peace. Edward
Levinson in [ Break Strikes described
the career of Bergoff, otherwise known
as the “dean of American strike
breakers.” The book made pretty grim
reading. But now comes Miss Calkins
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and gives us a comprehensive picture
of not only one strike breaker but of
most of the strike-breaking agencies and
methods in operation today.

The stench that arises from the pol-
ished executive offices of some of our
leading industrialists is fairly over-
whelming. To be sure, much of what
Miss Calkins has to say came out dur-
ing the LaFollette Senate Investigation.
We read about it day by day and it was
an amazing tale. But to read the whole
story in one volume produces an effect
that is overwhelming,

e detective agencies wheedled
from General Motors $819,000 . . .
Pinkerton got $419,000 of it. Chrys-
ler paid $211,000 to Corporations Aux-
iliary. . . .” The combined known vol-
ume of business of five strike-breaking
agencies subpoenaed by the committee
averaged a million dollars a year dur-
ing the past three years. Heber Blank-
enhorn estimated before the committee
that $80,000,000 a year is paid by
American industry to stool pigeons.

But it is not only the figures that are
amazing, but the whole story of organ-
ized coercion and murder, on a business
basis, of working men and women. It
seems nearly incredible that the execu-
tives of billion-dollar corporations
would entrust the handling of their
“labor relations” to organizations,
whose directors should almost without
exception be criminally prosecuted. And
vet this has happened and is still hap-
pening today. With a total appropria-
tion 'of a paltry $55,000, the LaFollette
Committee has laid bare a condition
that must be cleaned up at any price.

Miss Calkins has assembled facts
that should be shouted from the house-
tops of all American cities and her book
should be made compulsory reading in
the schools and colleges.

—JoHANNES STEEL

The Status of Liberty

Ler Freepom RiING, Annual Report
of dmerican Civil Liberties Union; 95
pages; 10 cents.

“EquaL Ricuts,” Year Book of In-
ternational Labor Defense; 104 pages;
50 cents,

HE LAFOLLETTE Commit-

tee was etablished during the

past twelve months and con-
ducted its series of brilliant investiga-
tions of violations of the civil rights of
workers. The Supreme Court valida-
ted the National Labor Relations Act,
and the Labor Board tried case after
case where it found that employers had
broken the law. Lynchings were cut
in half during 1936, as compared with
the preceding year.

All in all, the record of the period
covered in the reports of the American
Civil Liberties Union (spring, 1936, to
spring, 1937), and the International
Labor Defense (January, 1937, to
spring, 1937) is a decidedly favorable
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Northeaster by I. J. Sanger, from American Stuff, an anthology by members of the
Writers’ Project and Federal Art Project, published by Viking Press

one. Much of the optimism expressed
in these yearbooks can be traced to the
progress of the drive to organize the
unorganized and the effect it had upon
the Administration’s labor policy. The
situation in democratic rights was look-
Ing up.

That the picture was beginning to
change even as these reports were on
press does not alter the facts or their
usefulness.  Twenty workers were
killed during the first half of the cur-
rent calendar year, as compared with
14 for all of 1936. Little Steel alone
is responsible for the death of 24 at this
writing, and labor reporters estimate
that 1937 will see the most ruthless
organized attack on the democratic
rights of workers in recent years.

The Civil Liberties Union’s interest
in civil liberty in general leads it into
a varlety of struggles, and there is little
space in its report for more than an
index of tasks undertaken and a listing
of successes and failures. The special
interest of the International Labor De-
fense in labor struggles—in which
most violations of civil liberty occur—
makes for a more connected account
and allows more space for specific cases
and subjects. Both are invaluable to
those who are interested in the defense
of Democracy.

One can only add the wish that the
I.LL.D. and the A.C.L.U, in the in-
terest of clarity, would issue reports
based on the calendar year.

—Frank B. BLUMENFIELD

Southern Tenant Farmers

THE SHARE-CROPPER, by Charlie May
Simon; 247 pages; E. P. Dutton &
Company; $2.50.

N THE mounting list of agrarian
Inovels which reflect many social
layers in one structure, the pure
story of the Southern tenant farmer as

lived, suffered and apprehended by him
has remained a novel without an author.
Tobacco Road, for all its pessimistic
exposures, had room for no protest
from the share-cropper speaking for his
class, every character in that awful
chronicle being too far sunk in degra-
dation to have any inkling of what it
was all about.

In the figure of her hero, Bill Brad-
ley, Charlie May Simon takes us into
the cotton fields of Arkansas at planting
time and chopping time; into the huts
of the share-croppers who never have
enough to eat because of the piratical
interest-charged at the commissary store
where tenants are forced to buy or be
thrown off the plantation, and where
they are so cheated on every hand that
the landlord’s loot invariably swallows
most of the cash money coming to them
after the cotton is sold; into the store,
too, where Bill is refused food for his
hungry family because at the end of
the year he came out $2.75 in debt,
with two months to go till credit would
be resumed at plowing time. Bill him-
self is slow to learn. But readers are
left with no illusions about why the
Bills of this system cannot rise out of
their serfdom. Minor characters in the
book—the cowed father, the sister who
finds prostitution in the city preferable
to joyless bondage on the plantation,
the mother whose mind breaks under
years of starvation and anxiety—each
reflects some specific angle of the share-
cropper’s dilemma.

A major criticism against the book
springs from what seems excess of cau-
tion in toning down the human responsi-
bility involved in exploitation of one
class of men by another. Every system
is a2 human product and not an abso-
lutely cold abstraction ; and in this case,
the makers of the system are relieved of
too much of their share of blame, that
is shifted onto the mindless mechanism
which men themselves brought into ex-

istence. The brutality of owners and
riding bosses who beat Negroes and
kick children, or pull up vegetables if
a tenant plants them, are scarcely seen
in their true proportions of evil. Of
course, conditions are worse in some
localities than in others. But for a book
which attempts to probe to the bottom,
it seems a mistake to select the best
rather than the sharpest examples. It
seems even more a mistake to omit any
indication of how the traditional race
prejudice has been broken down by the
formation of the union, as it actually
has. Or how many of the religious
evangelists of old—though not in this
book—have sided with the oppressed
of both races, black and white, and now
preach unionism instead of hell fire.
—Liirian Griges

Hitler and the Balkans

HirLer’s Drive 1o THE East, by F.
Elwyn Jones; 130 pages; E. P, Dutton
& Co. - $1.00.

VID for colonies, raw materials
A for armaments, Hitler pushes
along the line of least resist-
ance, finds today this line in the Balkans
and the Danubian states, is attempting
to subject these to economic and politi-
cal domination. Therefore the frequent
flying visits of Dr. Schacht to Vienna,
Belgrade, Athens, Sofia, Budapest.
Therefore, the trade treaties forced by
him upon the lands of the Balkans,
forced by threats, smiles, and promises.
In exchange for manufactured goods
Germany obtains currants, tobacco, figs,
olive-oil, grain, sells the surplus on
world markets, obtains gold, buys arm-
aments, thus finances war preparations.
Meanwhile Goebbels inundates south-
eastern Europe with propaganda; Nazi
generals, diplomats, agents prepare and
execute political penetration, organize
continual coups d’état, bring into power
notorious Fascist, pro-German ele-
ments; in Greece, General Metaxas
suddenly becomes dictator, in Rumania,
Foreign Minister Titulescu, upholder
of peace in Europe, friend of France,
is as suddenly dismissed from his post,
without explanation. The new Drang
nach Osten is in full flood, the new
Mittel Europa takes on substance.
Clear, concise, documented, authori-
tative is Hitler's Drive to the East. In
1936 the author studied conditions at
first hand in Czechoslovakia, Rumania,
Bulgaria, was in Greece a few weeks
after dictator Metaxas had overthrown
the democratic government. Qutstand-
ing features of the book are the inside
stories of two significant political events
of 1936: the fall of Foreign Minister
Titulescu of Rumania, the Austro-Ger-
man agreement, The Balkans, for half
a century an explosive threat to world
peace, scene of acute rivalries between
the great powers before 1914, theatre
of Sarajevo, continue their historic role.
Hitler prepares the spark.
—E. P. GREENE
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HE DOG days are over, but

Wall Street is blue despite the

fact that Congress adjourned
after one of the most indecent exhibi-
tions of political cowardice on record.
The Street’s bourbons took passing
pleasure from the sabotage of the major
Roosevelt reform plans, but for the
past couple of months first attention
has been riveted on the problem of the
dwindling stock-market trading and
immediate profits. Quarter- and half-
million-share days always cast a pall
over the towers of the Street. How-
ever, the drive against organized labor
and a living wage has been continued
with as much gusto as ever, although
sub rosa for the time being. The
C.LO. is still very much the bogey-
man, and since injunctions, jailings,
brute terrorism and even real conces-
sions in some cases have failed to halt
the rapid organization of workers under
C.1.O. leadership, the bigwigs of busi-
ness have been turning to subterfuge.

Thus, the Williams Manufacturing
Company at Portsmouth, Ohio, has
made individual contracts with a large
majority of its employees. The United
Shoe Workers of America have been
enjoined from attempting to prevent
fulfillment of the contracts, and the
sheriff and his strong-arm squad have
tried to force pickets to keep 'C.I.O.
strike placards from the vicinity of
the factory. The Williams company
signed 870 of these contracts out of a
total of 1,100 employees in its plant.
The contracts guarantee work for a
year with no cut in wages, and in turn
the worker guarantees to give 15 days’
notice of any intention to quit.

Wall Street naturally is watching
the experiment with hopeful intentness,
and it can be expected that should the
Williams example successfully hurdle
the courts, other attempts to under-
mine the C.I.O. in like manner may be
made on a larger scale. However, as in
other policies on labor, notably those
of steel and automobiles, Big Business
divides on the merits of the Williams
plan.

The tear-gas crowd is all for any
kind of deal to beat organization, but
the more realistic are afraid it may
turn out to be a boomerang. After all,
if business goes sour, it isn't so easy to
lay off or cut the wages of a man under
contract,

Ford Must Fall

WEATHER eye also is being
A cocked on Detroit where, on the
eve of the Big Push against the Fascist
Ford, automobile manufacturers have
been trying their utmost to create dis-
sension in the auto workers’ union,
force a split among the leadership to
confuse the rank and file, and thus find
an excuse that the general public would
swallow, to abrogate labor contracts.
Deep disappointment is expressed at
the failure of this strategy in one of
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Big Business is blue . . . Some ‘‘noble”

experiments . . . American friends of the

Japanese war-lords . . . The slipping yen

the most important Wall Street profit
industries—especially so because this is
the one big industry which so far has
been unable, to any great extent, to
foist its increased wage scales onto the
public in the form of higher prices. It
is now feared that more than a tempo-
rary check has been made on further
profit expansion in the automobile in-

dustry. This gloomy prospect of having
to surrender its profit monopoly is
causing deep concern in the Street, and
it has its reflection in the unusual
apathy in the automobile shares, long
a favorite trading media for the
gamblers.

It is privately being admitted also
that Ford Motor must eventually come

Henry Ford will sign a union contract “before the snow flies,” declared President Homer
Martin (above) at the Auto Workers’ convention

to terms with the Increasing organized
employee bloc in its plants. In fact,
some of the ‘“liberal-minded” say they’d
like to “see it done and over with,” thus
to bring about a more stabilized labor
situation in the motor industry, These
latter see events catching up with the
medieval Henry, despite the notorious
espionage and brutality which has been
carried into the very homes of the
Ford workmen. Paradoxically, they
hope for compromise and some measure
of industrial peace with organization,
while at the same time striving to sup-
press the union drive on Ford—in an-
ticipation of a better bargaining weapon
for General Motors against the
U.A.W. on competitive grounds,

Scrap Iron to Japan

EANTIME, Japanese imperial-
ism sows its seeds of death with
the invaluable help of American scrap
iron, 1,400,000 gross tons of which
have been shipped to Japan during the
first six months this year, against much
less than half this amount for the first
six months of last year, and, only 1,057,-
000 tons for the full year 1936. Agi-
tation to stop these exports is practically
ignored, despite the grave threat to
the peace of the world, including the
United States. We continue to arm
the feudal Japanese aggressors while
refusing to sell to the democratic, peace-
loving defenders of Spain!

Japanese finances, incidentally, are
in a precarious condition. Japan is
spending about $900,000,000 a year, or
around $250,000,000 more than her
‘treasury collects. Her adverse trade
balance also is growing, and amounted
to $240,000,000 for the first six months
of this year. The Japanese units of ex-
change, the yen, 50 cents at par,
dropped to 29 cents early in September,
and to help keep the yen stable $120,-
000,000 in gold has been shipped to the
United States since the first of the year.
Gold reserves of the Bank of Japan
long since have dropped below the
safety level, and prices in Nippon’s fair
isle have risen to dangerous levels.

Big Business is looking around for
executive types capable of harmonizing
labor relations and will pay as high as
$50,000 per. McGrady to R.C.A. was
the first play. Lee Pressman, labor at-
torney, spoiled the second when he
turned down an offer from General
Motors,

Several Democrats who bolted on the
Court bill and the works-hours meas-
ure are being approached with Wall
Street offers of aid if they run on an
anti-C.1.O. platform.

The Street faces a dilemma on divi-
dends. The Undistributed Profits Act
forces more generous distributions to
stockholders, but the fear is that labor
will hear about them and demand a
fairer share of the profits.
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MAGINE it: you get a serious

invitation to attend a really im-

portant congress of writers in
Madrid, and this in 1937. You are
happy, ready; you leave your rather
dull, very peaceful, rural house and
start away—and the democratic gov-
ernment of your country says NO. Cit-
ing their list of people qualified to
travel to Spain (humanitarians, jour-
nalists and business men), they mark
your passport Not Falid for Spain.

But you go. In Paris you meet some
of the people who also have been de-
layed—and the one who is to shep-
herd you all. And in due course you
cross the frontier.

In Barcelona there are some more
delegates. A rapid night there, and
early in the morning a small fleet of
cars outside the hotel ; no breakfast, but
a terrifically speedy journey to Tarra-
gona where someone finds somewhere
which can supply hot coffee. - And you
swallow it as fast as you can, watching
columns of men march past the win-
dow to the railway station; hearing
the waiter tell of last night’s sea bom-
bardment which rocked the town.

At Valencia

On to Valencia. To a tall hotel
which, at that sight, looks solid and
grand. Later you are to change your
idea of it. Straight away you leave for
a twisting car-journey to some kind of
pavilion on the sea front, where there
are the remains of an enormous feast,
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and where has been the advance guard
of delegates. You inherit their leav-
ings, and have a fine meal.

Autograph-hunters: + “Are you a
poet? I am also—will you write your
name here?”

Then off again, this time to the
Town Hall where all the delegates
meet at last, and speeches are made,
of welcome and of advice. And home
to the hotel, and dinner, and bed.

But not sleep. An hour after the
lights are shut off there is a shrilling
of whistles and banging of guns.
Down the stairs in the dark. No one
quite knows where to go, but we find
ourselves in the entrance hall. There
doesn’t seem to be any basement. And
suddenly, as the noise grows much
louder, the hotel structure comes vividly
back to mind, and the building, as you
remember it, is obviously made of paper
and cardboard.

Bombs drop, not very far off to an
inexperienced ear. Huddles in the hall
a queer crowd. Most clear in mind
now, as 1 write, is the girl of about
19, who holds a very small baby, and
its head wags on its slender neck, and
large sleepless black eyes stare at you.
At every sharp explosion the mother
sits erect and stiff, angry to death, ready
to kill.

And after an hour or so, sirens blow
and it is “All clear.” And we queue
for the lift, and so go to bed.

Then another terrific car-drive, on
the road to Madrid. We learn, be-

fore we leave, that last night’s affair
cost many lives and the loss of a hos-
pital,

A Crowd of Refugees

We stop, tired with speed and dust,
at a very small, remote village, and
there are given lunch in an upper room.
During the meal we hear footsteps and
voices, and suddenly children singing.
A whole dense crowd of them are out-
side, and we wave and salute from the
balcony. At the close of the meal we
go to the square, where our cars are
drawn up. But the crowd closes in
on us, and the mothers of the children
surround us, seizing our hands, weep-
ing, embracing us . . . and giving us
all the time the message we must carry
home with us, what we are to tell the
people of our countries, and praising us
for coming. In the heat of the sun
they stand around us and cry to us.
Refugees, mostly, from Badajoz and
neighboring villages, alone and lost.
The woman who kissed my hand told
me how her husband had been shot in
the massacre of Badajoz, how she and
her child were alone now, nothing in
the world, no relatives, no clothes, no
home. But—she wrung my hand to
make me understand and listen—above
all other things we must know that she
and all like her were loyal forever to
the Republic.

They gave us specific charges, in that
village, about what we were to say of
them; how they were determined to

fight and to win; how they were loy-
ally Republican ; how they would never
swerve from that loyalty. And then
they parted from us with tears and
blessings, advice on how to keep safe
in the danger of Madrid, hopes that all
would be well, and wishes that we
would remember them with love as they
would remember us.

Long Live the Intellectuals!

And we went on. Through empty
country and tiny village, and “Fiva los
intellectuales!” was the greeting that
astounded our ears from even the
smallest, most isolated village we passed
through in our long caravan of cars. It
was profoundly moving, to be greeted
so by these poor and ruined people. It
could not happen yet in my more “civi-
lized” country. It really and honestly
couldn’t happen. But these people
realize seriously that writers and artists
can fight for them, and will fight, and
that the 60 or so delegates could, if
they would, wage a war that would
literally shake the world towards their
dearest dream of peace. They be-
lieved, too, that our coming was a
pledge that we would fight. And it
was a pledge.

It was profoundly moving, terrible
and illuminating. It was by far the
sharpest picture we had of war. Even
sharper than the effect of that later visit
to Guadalajara, the field we walked
across set in a dry plain in which stood

(Continued on page 25)
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Those Who Wait

You’ve seen them, or their pictures, many times—these Americans of a new kina

who refuse to starve. They sit in the W. P. A. offices—and sit—and sit. But
who are they? What do they think about? Why do they struggle ? And what do

they meet with? Read this true account of a group of writers who wouldn’t say die

By Samuel Satin

ILLUSTRATED BY WILLIAM WESTLEY

INE O’CLOCK. What a crowd up here,

checking in, crowding on line, opening

desks. Here are the guards. Not one or
two, at least a dozen.

The others arrive. Alex leads us over to the
office. Alex is a big Negro lad. He has that bel-
ligerency about him that becomes contagious. Be-
sides that, he knows what he’s doing and wastes
no time.

They refuse to see us.

“What are we going to do?” [ ask Alex.

“What do you think? What do you say?” he
asks us.

“We're going to stay.
we’re going to stay.”

The sergeant of the guards takes us to the other
end of the room, well away from the windows. He
had experience with windows before, when food
was hoisted up to us in the last sit-down. Not

We decided to stay and

this time! A few benches are placed for us. The
siege begins.

E DISCUSS the situation over and over,
voicing our complaints, cursing the adminis-
tration and firmly determined to sit and sit no end.
Some of us produce books, settle back and proceed
to read. Here are the administrative workers about
us, collecting in groups, throwing us sympathetic
glances. The guards are overbearingly conspicuous.
It makes me feel as if we have committed a crime—
all of us segregated, kept at a distance from other
men. What are we? Can a job make all the
difference between a human being and a beast?
Some one gets up and makes for the washroom.
The guards stop him. That is a new one!
“You're not going to try that!” 1 say.
The guards can’t help it. It’s orders.
“Whose orders?”

The sergeant points to the office.
an argument and the others join in. Alex calls us
together. What can we do? Nothing just now—
except to attempt to sneak through or inveigle the
guards. [ strike an acquaintance with one of them.
We talk. He feels hurt. They all have families
and use it as a point for sympathy. They've got to
feed the folks, and so forth. Of course they want
to be friendly. It's touching to hear them plead
their case, but what touches me is their callousness
and ignorance. None of us antagonize them, but
maintain a politely pleasing attitude.

The sergeant gets a shock. At twelve we all
pull out sandwiches and eat. When the workers come
back from lunch, they’re not allowed to talk to wus.
Some of them smuggle food to us. Those who get
caught get hell bawled out of them. The after-

We get into

noon goes by, dull and annoying. The zero hour
The last goodbyes are shouted with as-

comes.




surances of becomes

cleared.

solidarity, and the room

E FACE each other, the guards and ourselves

—sharp, suspicious and expectant The fat-
faced captain of the guards goes into a long con-
ference with his lesser lights. None of us can make
out what is going on, but we all have fairly good
guesses. To back them, the elevator comes up and
disgorges sixteen additional guards and many news-
men and photographers. Both sides of the embat-
tled groups issue statements. I find out about this
new shipment of guards. They have no badges,
these men. Two are Bergoff employees, the rest
are agents of the F.B.I.—G-men. The odds are
ridiculous.

We pgo into our own conclave. Alex suggests a
stiff front. Of course we know that our small
group has no chance to buck up against twenty-
eight experienced bruisers. But we’ll have to be
carried out. No fighting, but they'll have to take us
bodily, in full view of the cameras. The guards
don’t relish much publicity these days. They had
an over-dose last week with the artists. Beating
up two hundred artists in full view of the cameras
and reporters was a blunder.

The inglorious person of Captain Smith wobbles
over to us, and taking a firm (it had to be firm,
over two hundred pounds of him) stand, rumbles
his proclamation:

“Listen, boys; it's six o’clock. The building is
closed and I must ask you to go. Be sensible. You
can’t get anything this way. Please go; we don’t
want to throw you out.”

Alex steps over. “Mr, Smith,” he says, . and
I want all you reporters to hear me so that there
will be no mistake.” We all listen tensely. “Mr.
Smith, we came here to get jobs promised us. We're
sick of waiting and we’re desperate. We came here
quietly. We haven’t made trouble and we don’t
intend to. These people only ask for a chance to
work and live. They find it impossible to live on
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the dole, and a good many of them aren’t even on

relief. We waited month after month for these
promises to come through. Every one of us is de-
termined to sit it out till they do.”

Alex’s voice dies
I am occupied in taking in the re-
all the listeners. Mr. Smith stands
before me like some enormous handicap that I can’t
get around. Behind him is the whole force of the
administration, the supervisor with his squirming
line of talk and his outrageous evasiveness; the
universally despised Mr. E—; and the Colonel,
that military “disciplinarian” presiding like an
autocrat over the projects, first a soldier and last a
human being; and behind him? Washington and
the whole ring of executives. But here, flanked by
twenty-eight guards, is the immediate force of these
men. Smith stands there like a petty prince who
has it within his power to beat and drive human
beings, lord of all the clubs and bruisers of the
seventh floor, squirming, smiling from his full-
moon face. On either side of him, like the wings
of a bat, are the rest of his crew. The newsmen
are standing on the desks, their cameras poised.
Some of them are Guildsmen, I know. Some aren’t.
Some represent the dirtiest of the presses.

Alex is still speaking. 1 look at him, six feet of
him, furious, positive.

I sense the others behind me and turn to them,
wondering what they’re thinking of. Frieda, sad
and quiet so long, is now intent and wide-eyed, and
perhaps a little fearful. It’s her first time here,
Ann is standing there, frowning and severely serious.
Beside her is Bip, tall and silent. I look at the rest.
Set faces, occupied with the immediate problem—
an all-important problem come to a desperate head
after all those weeks and months of job-waiting and
suffering. I catch the word “wait” and become
bitter. I remember something long ago—in school
—the high windows and flower-pots on them; the
rows of desks; the pictures on the wall and in the
center of the wall a large, oblong sign neatly
printed :

DON'T hLear much more.
away in me.
actions of

“ALL THINGS COME TO THOSE WHO WAIT”:
BUT HERE IS ONE THAT’S SLICKER:

“THE MAN WHO GOES FOR WHAT HE WANTS
WILL SURELY GET IT QUICKER!”

The voice of Smith jars on me like the clank of
an old tin can:

“I understand and I sympathize with you (the
liar!) but I got orders to put you out. Now it’s
up to you; we don’t want no trouble. You don’t
belong here. Please go.”

Alex talks to him again, and Smith becomes real-
ly impatient. Alex turns to us:

“What do you say? It’s up to you. Do we
stay ?”’
We crowd together, ready to stand firm. ‘“We

stay.” And loudly again: “We stay!”
IKE a dormant sickness, our need for toilet fa-
cilities grows swiftly. The problem is general
and serious. Nor are the guards slow to see and
become more alert. We are encircled completely
and hopelessly. What can we do? One hour
slowly follows the other; dreaded hours whose each
minute brings added torture. I look at the others
trying to hide their discomfort by reading, talking,
singing, to divert attention from their own pressing

needs. No one smiles any more. Soon everything
becomes silent—a strained silence, worried and
restless.

This is bravery. None of the heroics of battle,
but the silent struggle that tests the power of one’s
convictions. This is a heroism without halos, with-
out trumpeting, in short, without glorification.

Alex goes over to Smith:

“Let’s come to an understanding, Smith.
can’t keep us away from the washrooms.
human.”

“I'm not stopping a single one of you from go-
ing,” Smith replies. ‘“T'here’s one on the main floor
which is open to any one of you.”

“And I can understand that if anyone goes down
he can’t return?” Alex asks.

You
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(Continued on page 24)
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WOMEN

Workers’ wives fight vigilante terror . . . The

women of China and the women of America

THE physical violence which results
from vigilantism has been told. The
deprivation of civil rights under vigi-
lantism has been told. But the psycho-
logical effects of vigilantism—especially
on women—nhas not been told.

Recently, when I was in the section
where the vigilantes have been most
active, | talked to the wives of men who
were being persecuted by the vigilante
groups. Their whole lives had been
changed in a very short time. They
were afraid to use a telephone. Wires
were tapped. They were afraid to pull
their shades down. “If we pull our
shades down someone may think we are
having a C.I.O. meeting and raid our
houses.” At some stores they could not
get credit because their husbands were
suspected of belonging to the C.I.O.
They were not allowed to call for their
husbands at the mill gates at night or
to bring them anything during the noon
hour. These petty annoyances were
part of their lives. But over and above
all these were two fears—the fear of
loss of their husbands’ jobs and the
fear of physical danger to their hus-
bands.

One woman said ;

“We lost our home during the 1919
strike. If the mister loses his job now
I don’t know what we’ll do. The mills
don’t hire men over 40.”

Another woman said:

“Do you think it will do any good
to testify (before an N.L.R.B. hear-
ing) ? I don’t want my man’s job to be
in danger, but if you think it will put
an end to the things we all have to
put up with, I will.”

The fear of unemployment hung
heavy as the graphite in the air over
the workers’ wives. Be it said to their
credit, that never once did they sug-
gest that their husbands play a safer
role,

The other fear—the fear for their
husbands’ safety—was even more ter-
rible.

“I go nearly crazy,” one said, “when
my husband’s late for supper.”

“If anything should happen to the
mister—"" was a phrase constantly on
their lips.

Sometimes this mental suffering is
more devastating than physical suffer-
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ing. And with the vigilante groups or-
ganizing public opinion in their towns,
the women seem to have no place to
turn. They, themselves, by their testi-
monies and by their stand by their hus-
bands, are fighting for Democracy.
Every woman over the country who en-
lists in the drive against vigilantism is
helping these women to preserve Dem-
ocracy and is saving other women from
undergoing the same suffering.

THE slaughter in Shanghai has al-
ready been told in the newspapers. But
the stories of what the women are doing
during these days are just beginning to
come to us. There is one story of a
Chinese girl who drove an ambulance
all through one day during the most
terrifying shelling. She was able to
rescue 50 persons from the Chinese city
and bring them safely into the more
protected International Settlement,

One whole organization—with hun-
dreds of women members—has organ-
ized itself almost overnight into a
relief group. They are feeding and
caring for 1500 refugees. When inter-
ested women in the United States
cabled them asking if they needed help,
they replied by letter because they felt
they must save every penny for food for
the women and children who kept on
pouring into the Settlement.

Prices are going up hourly. Families
thrown out of their homes, children
who have lost their parents through air
raids, old people, must be fed. The
Chinese women have risen to the emer-
gency as the Spanish women have risen
in their trouble. But they must not
be left to struggle alone.

The Chinese women, themselves,
have laid aside their political differ-
ences (and in China there are many)
and their old prejudices—some have
never worked outside their homes be-
fore. They have formed a united front
to care for the need of their people.

Already, pleas for money to buy
clothes and food are coming into our
offices. Money must come from all
women. Who can raise this money
better than American women already
dedicated to the ideal of a united front
against war and Fascism?

—DoroTtHY McCONNELL

Those Who Wait

(Continued from page 23)

“You can’t come back.”

Alex returns to us. We try to
figure out plan on plan to solve the
problem. Not till midnight does a
break in the situation come.

My back is turned when it happens.
I hear Ann fall. There she is lying
heaped on the floor, her face white and
strained. A storm of angry voices
fills the room. The guards dash over.
We demand a doctor and some one
calls the hospital. Confusion. The
guards look sheepish.

The whole fainting affair lasts about
fifteen minutes. Ann is removed to
the other end of the room. The doc-
tor comes. Later Smith wobbles over
to us. A concession! Only the wom-
en will be allowed the washroom
privilege. Some one has to take Ann
home so I volunteer, but not before
we have the tacit promise from Smith
that 1 can get back.

E GO down and onto the street.

The rain has made a picket line
impossible. I run down the street for
a cab and some one on the corner hails
me. [ recognize one of the union mem-
bers. I tell him about Ann and he
insists on taking her home himself.

I leave them and after visiting a
restaurant return upstairs.

I tell all the news of the outside
world. One of the men smiles fool-
ishly when I relay the message to
“hold on till morning.” We go back
to the routine of suffering and waiting.
The man of the foolish smile ambles
over to me and whispers, pointing to
a desk. Unprecedented brilliance!
What presence of mind! I go over
to verify his words with a secretive
look. There it is, under the desk,
that modest commodity—a metal
waste-paper basket.

The guards get drunk. They sense
an all-night vigil. Poker is the order
of the night. Liquor comes from many
pockets and is quickly consumed. Those
who don’t play, eat under our very
noses. Those who lose heavily quit
playing and spend their “valuable”
time insulting the girls.

Now the routine of the night: talk-
ing, singing, sleep. The floor takes
on the aspect of an encamped army,
weary from battle, recessing till morn-
ing. Thoughts become clogged and
heavy. The full weight of the day's
activities sweeps on me. [ doze and
my thoughts turn round and round,
a spiral of faces and the dull sound of
argument seems to whirl with them
way off into limbo—out into darkness.

OMEONE kicks my chairs. I
struggle to wake up. Through
eyes half open I see huge figures be-
fore me, growling and kicking.
“Come on, get up, you. You're get-
ting out of here.”

I still try to make out the situation.
Around me other guards are pulling
at the sleepers, knocking them off the
chairs. Six policemen line the wall,
standing there and doing nothing but
look on. We are massed into a bunch,
waiting for something to happen, hazy
with broken sleep. We have been
taken completely by surprise.

Alex goes over to Smith, but before
he can say a word, Smith blabs: “I
ain’t asking no questions and I ain’t
answering none. You're just going to
get out quietly or you're going to be
thrown out. That’s all.”

Alex goes to a cop and explains the
situation. The cop insists that he can’t
do anything.

Smith is watching. He gives the
order to put us out. We are shoved,
punched and pounded toward the ele-
vator. We try to stand fast and hold
on to posts. I see some of the others
violently picked up and thrown into
the elevator; literally kicked into it.
I squirm out of a guard’s grip to get
the full force of a violent punch in
the back. Even the girls are not spared.
They are in the thick of the scrimmage.
For five minutes the battle goes on.
Hell is raised. We, on our side, are
furious at the treatment. The guards
are furious because they had to stay
all night. And the police? The po-
lice are conspicuously present, rooted
to a spot and doing nothing. We are
thrown violently into the lift, crack-
ing against the back wall. Some of
us are near weeping with rage.

Down and out into the street we go;
out into the night and the rain—bitter,
mortified. What next and where?

ORNING found us before the

Project building picketing and
distributing leaflets. Workers stopped
to speak with us. Qutside the build-
ing entrance a crew of guards blocked
the hallway. Workers came out of
the building, loud with complaint that
floor number 7 was a concentration
camp of Nazi proportions. Guards
were In every corner, blocking every
staircase, before each washroom, lit-
erally strewn around the room, clog-
ging up aisles and generally getting in
everybody's way.

Walking with the line of pickets,
there was much time to think and
over-much to think about. The great
thing was that, sleepless and aching,
we were marching not merely round
and round, but marching forward with
a new understanding and a new vigor.
We were far from subdued. We broke
the ground for newer and greater ac-
tion. We knew that not only a hand-
ful fought back on this line, that we
were a symbol of many fighting their
battles against injustice and reaction;
against hunger and misery. And our
determined marching would be sup-
plemented by thousands marching to-
ward security, toward liberty, in short
—toward life!
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The Farmer
(Continued from page 11)

the farmer is on the whole almost as
dangerous and reactionary as any press
in the United States today. Radio and
most of the farm magazines are each
adding their bit to the din.
Large-scale efforts have been and are
being made to capture farm organiza-
tions and tie them to the chariot-wheels
of Fascist movements. We need only
recall the attempt of Father Coughlin
during the last election to corral the
Farmers Union through Edward Ken-
nedy, then secretary of that organiza-
tion. Kennedy has since been ousted
but the Coughlin group has not been
entirely defeated. Tn South Dakota
the Hearst-controlled Republican Par-
ty has initiated a campaign, unsuccess-
ful as yet, to undermine the progressive
leadership of the Farmers Union in
that state and make use of the organi-
zation to carry out reaction’s program.

Wall Street’s Splitting Game

The most important aim of reaction
is to turn the farmers against labor.
Labor in the last year has made great
strides forward—while the farmer has
not made similar gains. Today every
voice in the pay or service of Wall
Street is saying, “Labor is organizing
against the farmer. You are paying
higher prices for the things you buy
because of labor organization. It is in
the interests of the public that labor
organization and especially the Com-
mittee for Industrial Organization be
crushed.” To many a farmer without
organization of his own, seeking an
explanation of his plight, there appears
to be some truth in this cry—while
actually the same forces that labor is
fighting against are responsible for the
farmers’ troubles.

To date perhaps the most serious
product of this propaganda has been
the strikebreaking at Hershey, Penn-
sylvania, which, though it certainly did
not have the sympathy of the majority
of farmers, is symptomatic of what can
happen—and what reaction is organ-
izing to “happen” more frequently in
the future. With labor and the farm-
ers divided, the forces of threatening
Fascism will have a good chance of
beating down both groups for a time.

The failure of the New Deal ade-
quately to meet the problems of the
farmers is aiding the Liberty League
interests in their attempt to make the
farmers the political base for reaction.
Probably no sector of the New Deal
program has been so conspicuously a
failure as that dealing with the farm
question. The A.A.A. aided the rich
farmers most, and in many cases struck
at the small, working farmer. The
drouth has not been combatted effect-
ively. During the past session of Con-
gress progressive legislation proposed
by farm organizations was ignored
completely and even weak, inadequate
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measures proposed by the New Dealers
have been either scrapped or shelved
until next session, Quite naturally,
resentment against Roosevelt and his
farm program has grown among farm-
ers, and reaction has pitched in to make
hay “while the sun shines.” Proposing
no solution, it speaks darkly of the
“foreign” character of the New Deal,
of “forced collectivism” and of the
“pro-labor, anti-farmer administra-
tion.”

Labor Codperation

The situation is threatening—but
with many bright and encouraging
signs nevertheless. Many labor groups
and leaders have taken the initiative of
showing ' the farmers through action
that they are willing to codperate with
and aid farmers’ organizations. Most
encouraging was the recent convention
at Denver of agricultural labor which
organized a C.I.O. international union,
initiated an organizing drive among la-
borers of the large and corporation
farms, and promised coGperation with
the small farmer and his organizations.
This was followed by a conference of
labor and farm leaders which promises
well, though there are no concrete
plans announced yet.

A new spirit is evident among the
leaders of the Farmers Holiday and
Farmers Union. More than ever be-

Reaet;;iemént Admini;;trntion Photograph

Wife and child of sharecropper, Washing-
ton County, Arkansas

fore, one can say that most of them are
aware of the dangers and pitfalls that
threaten America’s farmers. Both or-
ganizations are taking steps to organize
on a broader scale, and in organizing
stress the necessity of codperation with
labor. Hopeful too is the widespread
talk of uniting the two organizations
into one powerful farm group. This
would immeasurably strengthen their
organizing and bargaining ability.

It can be said that the organized
farmer is opposed to Fascism with
knowledge of what Fascism is and
some idea of how it can be defeated.
Both the Farmers Union and the Holi-
day Association are on record as oppos-
ing war and Fascism. '

Organize the Farmer!

That is the organized farmer—but
one must remember that the majority
of farmers are not organized. The un-
organized farmer must be warned and
shown the danger, and this can be done
in only one way. Labor, if it is to con-
tinue its march of victory—the organ-
ized farmer, if he is to maintain his or-
ganization and the gains that have been
made—and all progressive and demo-
cratic people, if they are to defeat Fas-
cism, have a heavy responsibility—to
organize the farmer and convince him
by their support of progressive farm
legislation and of his struggle for life,
that it is with them and not the forces
of reaction that he will win what he
wants and needs.

It will be of moment to American
Democracy whether the farmer is de-
ceived into taking the road of reaction
or whether he chooses to go with the
progressive, democratic movement.
Should he take the first road there will
be a grave danger of Fascism. Should
he choose the latter on the basis of his
informed, organized self-interest, both
labor and the farmer will benefit,
economically and socially, and Fascism
can be defeated.

Invitation to Madrid
(Continued from page 21)

two or three small trees—and being
under machine-gun fire the trees were
stripped bare, shot to pieces, and stood
more desolately than anything I have
seen.

We got to Madrid; were received
to a buffet supper in a small palatial
house set among trees; and among the
trees, too, rode a little band of armed
guards, and we heard the big guns fir-
ing into Madrid.

Then, in the half-darkness, we en-
tered the city ; saw ruined houses; went
into an enormous hotel, unreal in splen-
dour.

And the guns fired all the time and,
most disturbing of all, we heard almost
unceasingly the short snapping noise of
rifle fire from the University City. And

every now and again the darkness
broke into flames.

An Air Baitle

The Government army, though we
didn’t know it then, was pushing an
attack, and next morning came a heavy
air-raid over the city, and an air bat-
tle which was beyond words exciting.
Some of the English stood on a balcony
with the Hungarian writer, Egon
Kisch, and a Chinese writer named
Seu, and watched this show. Fifteen
Nazi bombers ranged over the city, and
as they came along our street were at-
tacked by the incredibly swift Govern-
ment pursuit planes. Machine guns
spat and rattled, and women came out
of early-opened shops to watch the
fight. A bomber was separated from
the main body and brought down. The
women returned to their shops, emerg-
ing again with milk bottles, to glance
at the sky before they left shelter. And
that they always did, we noted.. But
whatever they saw they showed no signs
of panic—only, always, a fierce and
determined temper when danger came
too near.

We went to Guadalajara; to the
ruined village of Brihuega, scene of
Fascist defeat. In a ruined house, in
a street of such houses, I saw how
everything was so scattered as to be un-
recognizable, except that in the door-
way lay a pair of child’s shoes.

We met there our first Political Di-
rector, an athletic, stocky peasant, with
clear olive face and grey eyes. He
spoke to us briefly about his peculiar
duties, his task that is new in the his-
tery of war, in the history of men’s
jobs. Later we saw many of his col-
leagues, all very much alike, however
different in type and race. It is clear
that there is a whole new kind of man
being made in this war—and it is a
better type than any that has gone be-
fore. He and his comrades are the
best, most vivid and most intelligently
courageous people I have ever met.

Harvest Under Fire

We saw the front-line soldiers there.
Seeing them I understood Jef Last’s
stories. He is a Dutch working-class
writer, delegate to the Congress and
fighter, since the beginning, with the
Government forces. His brigade is in
the front line, with wheat-fields behind
and before them. The harvest is vital
to the future of the war. His men held
a meeting to decide what to do about
gathering it, and decided, and went out
in shifts to reap by hand the wheat
just behind their line. This was done,
and they got carts to carry it. Then
they looked upon the No Man’s Land,
rich in grain. Volunteer shifts went
out there at night, under sporadic fire.
After doing their normal duties they
went out, and they reaped that wheat
too, but how to carry it? Cars were
out of the question, and there were no
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A Loyalist mother in Madrid

means of transport, and casualties were
mounting up anyway. So they un-
slung their army blankets, and carried
it that way. And all the harvest of
that sector is safely gathered now.

So we heard the authentic stories of
the war, civilian and military. Of
how the women of Madrid, when
Franco was almost in the city, went
out and raided all the shops, collect-
ing axes, knives, even broom-handles,
and so out into the streets to fight the
Rebel soldiers when they entered. They
did not enter ; but the women have not
changed. And while we were there
Franco bombarded with incendiary
shells the poor quarters of the city,
to “break morale” and disorganize the
rear guard, But every bomb and every
shell solidified the already granite de-
termination of those people; and even
the cowards and laggards (so easily
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recognizable, in any country, by their
faces) are now grimly set towards vic-
tory. In any street you can see them
all—the brave and the once cowardly,
alike set in their determination to win
this war.

And then we came home—sleepless,
and some of us badly scared by the
shock of bombardment and horror, the
sight of destruction and death. But the
shock of returning was greater and was
worse,

A new form of humanity has come
to birth over there, and it is good be-
yond our best hopes. Readjusting to
the old is difficult, but having seen the
new actually born and growing up,
we can see, not with the eyes of faith
any longer but in fact, the embryo of
that new humanity in every village
and town of the old world. And it is
good.

A Vigilante Speaks

(Continued from page 8)

“T don’t think that makes any differ-
ence. We must get on with the story.”

When I asked him how he got into
the organization, he said he had simply
seen the “We Protest” ad and come
down for a meeting from New York.
“I went out of curiosity, just as I
would go to see a three-ring circus.”
He was beaming again now, pleased, no
doubt, at the aptness of this compari-
son between a steel strike and a side
show.

“Did you know any people there or
offer special suggestions which put you

on the central committee ?”

“No.”

“You mean that without saying a
word you were chosen as an officer by
a group of complete strangers ?”

He cleared his throat unnecessarily
before he answered. ““They picked me
because I was taller than the rest.”
Then, before I could get in any more
questions about his position on the Com-
mittee, he went on quickly to tell me
how glad he had been of this opportun-
ity “to help protect decent people from
terrorism.”

And who was doing the terrorizing?

That Terrible Union

‘“T’he union, of course. Their men
started every riot and committed every
act short of murder.”

“Likewise according to the Times,” 1
reminded him, in as innocent a manner
as I could summon up, “the first dis-
order was Instigated by a non-union
worker who pulled out a revolver in
front of a crowd of pickets.”

“l wasn’t in Johnstown then. I
know nothing about it.” More varia-
tions on the theme, accompanied this
time by violent head-shaking and
twitching of eyebrows. “All I know is
that the union men committed all the
terrorism.”

“Then how do you explain the fact
that more union men were injured than
anyone else?”

“I know nothing of that.” The Citi-
zens National Committee evidently
gives Iits representatives a thorough
training in the strategic value of know-
ing nothing well at the proper time.

“Do you agree with the steel com-
pany’s position in expressing a willing-
ness to come to an agreement with the
union but refusing to .put it in
writing ?”’

“I have no opinions on that subject.
It is no concern of mine. I just came
down to see that people’s rights were
protected.”

“If, as you maintain, the strikers be-
gan all the disturbances, how is it that
the newspapers did not report that?”

The swivel chair revolved again un-
comfortably. ‘“You can’t expect the
papers to get all around and report
everything. Johnstown is far away.”

I mentioned the fact that Chicago
is even farther away, and the news-
papers managed to get stories about who
committed violence there. “And inci-
dentally,” I asked, “in your campaign
for the defense of human rights, what
stand has your organization taken about
the police who shot ten workers on
Memorial Day?”

“Why, the strikers caused those riots.
I never heard of a policeman who went
out looking for trouble.”

I reminded him that moving pictures
had shown precisely the opposite.

“Oh, those rotten pictures,” he
scoffed irritably. “I didn’t see them.
They have nothing to do with the dis-
cussion. I thought you wanted to hear
about the Citizens Committee.”

I assured him that I did and inquired
about future plans.

“You see all these circulars,” he
boasted, pointing to the outer office.
“We're sending them to every Cham-
ber of Commerce and to a nation-wide
mailing list. We are also issuing a
call for a national convention; then
you'll see the big names who are behind
us. But I can’t mention them now.”
He was the small boy blustering again.

“T see in the papers that the National
Labor Relations Board is planning to
investigate your Committee and its con-
nection with the back-to-work move-
ment in Johnstown.”

“Cheap-Skate La Follette”

“Humph, let them go ahead. That
cheap-skate La Follette.”

“Why do you call him a cheap-
skate ?”

The bushy eyebrows went up in a
frightened gesture for a minute.
“Never mind. I withdraw that.”

“What do you think of the Wagner
Act?” I asked him.

“] don’t know what it means. I
don’t think anyone does.” Instead of
contradicting him, I marvelled at the
resilience of his swagger and his auto-
matic smile.

“Do you believe in the right to
strike?”’ I wanted to know.

“Of course I do. But not when
strikes are led by the communistic
CGLrAOL

And how did he know the C.I.O.
was “‘communistic?”’

“Why, just look at their Initials:
Communist International Order. Every-
one knows that.”

“Do you believe in the striker’s right
to picket?”

“Well, not when they go walking up
and down carrying signs and talking
out loud and looking for trouble.”

“And don’t you think all pickets are

out looking for trouble?”

Y es
“But if you would outlaw picketing,
what weapon do you expect strikers to
use "
“We are not interested in labor prob-
(Continued on page 30)
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A United Movement in Common Resistance to War and Fascism

All eyes turn toward Pitts-
burgh as the dates for the Fourth
National Congress of the Ameri-
can League are announced. Else-
where in this issue you will read
the Call to the People’s Congress
for Democracy and Peace. Huge
national assemblies like this one
require long weeks of prepara-
tion, earnest work in the field
and considerable financial outlay.
Our Branches and the National
Office both need increased funds
now In order to prepare for the
Congress. We call upon our
members, friends and readers to
help provide these funds. Be a
“Congress Supporter.” Get a
“Supporter” card—$1 to $5—
from the local League Branch,
or send your contributions di-
rectly to the National Office.
With war on both the eastern
and western horizons, let us
speed the preparations for the
Congress of the people who want
peace and Democracy.

PRELIMINARY indications show
great interest in the forthcoming Na-
tional Congress of the American
League. In addition to the American
Communications Association and the
National Maritime Union, resolutions
of endorsement or decisions to send
delegates have been adopted by the
American Federation of Teachers, the
New York City Joint Board of the
Bakery and Confectionary Workers
International Union (A.F. of L.) rep-
resenting 15 locals, and the Central
Labor Union of New Kensington,
Pennsylvania. Further, the South
Dakota A. F. of L. convention in-
structed its incoming executive board
to select delegates to attend the Con-
gress. Other current and pending na-
tional labor conventions are expected
to take similar action. The regional
secretaries’ conferences held at Los
Angeles, Chicago and New York City
developed plans for broad and intensive
promotion of the Congress in their
respective ~areas, The predominant
peace sentiment of the American peo-
ple and their deep determination to de-
fend Democracy will be demonstrated
with enthusiasm and practical plans for
action at Pittsburgh, Nov. 26th-28th.
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By Paul Reid

PENNSYLVANIA—The campaign
against local anti-Semitic and Nazi
groups is being promoted by the Phila-
delphia League. A leaflet released by
the League charges American Nazis
with being strike breakers, a menace to
American life, and being illegally
armed. An investigation by federal au-
thorities is called for. In addition,
Leaguers in this city are circulating a
petition to the President urging prompt
action under the Kellogg Pact and
Nine Power Treaty in stopping Japa-
nese aggression in China, as well as
placing embargoes against Italy and
Germany for their invasion of Spain.
Pittsburgh Leaguers, in addition to
their preparations as hosts for the
Fourth Congress, are conducting a
campaign against vigilante activities
and making plans for a public meeting
on this issue. A trade-union committee
has been formed and is already active
on the vigilante matter as well as in
promoting the Congress. Chairman of
this busy committee is Mr. O. B.
Allen, president of the Engineers’
Union. The League supported the
local Branch of the Women’s Inter-
national League for Peace and Free-
dom when it secured a proclamation
from the mayor of the city for a Kel-
logg Peace Day. A joint delegation to
the City Council asked for that body’s
support in observance of the day. Mis.
Leah Turets, League secretary, has

recovered from a recent illness and is
again busy at work directing anti-war
activities in the city. The campaign
to raise funds for the founding of a
children’s home in Spain is making
rapid progress.

HERE AND THERE — Canadian
citizens will gather November 19th-
21st at Toronto for the Third Na-
tional Congress of the Canadian
League Against War and Fascism. By
decision of the national executive com-
mittee and the constituent bodies, the
organization has adopted the name,
Canadian League for Peace and
Democracy. The recent national con-
vention of the Armenian Youth of
America, held at Boston, heard an ad-
dress by Mrs. Marion Pollard Bur-
rows, New England organizer of the
American League. This youth organ-
ization is one of the national affiliates
of the League. In the meantime, the
Workers Alliance of America through
its National Actions Committee is also
considering affiliation with the League.
Down in Texas a new Branch of the
League is being established at Dallas
through the efforts of an earnest group
of anti-war and anti-Fascist leaders.
Houston Branch is engaged in adver-
tising the Fourth Congress and raising
funds for its delegates. The Branch
also promises delegates from several
other Texas cities. Up at Ironwood,

Spanish child refugees in an English camp

Michigan, the League members gave
their support to a recent meeting ex-
posing vigilante activities in that
region. The Branch plans a series of
meetings on this issue and is also con-
sidering the establishment of a book-
store under the League’s name.

CALIFORNIA—Since the Secreta-
ries’ Conference of Sept. 4th-6th, Cali-
fornia Branches have been busy with
plans for two sectional conferences of
a broad character. One will take place
at Los Angeles on Oct. 17th and the
other at San Francisco on Oct. 24th.
Already, labor and peace groups in
the state are manifesting an interest in
the Fourth Congress of the League.
These local gatherings will concentrate
on promoting the Congress and secur-
ing delegates. Well attended meetings
on the Far Eastern crisis have taken
place at several points in the state. At
Qakland, Mr. Chu Tong addressed a
League meeting which sent communi-
cations to Washington, urging Ameri-
can action to stop Japanese aggression
by invoking the Nine Power Treaty
and the Kellogg Pact. Dr. Tao and
Miss Loh Psi were scheduled to speak
at a San Francisco League meeting.

NORTHWEST—Ralph M. Com-
pere, League organizer in this farm
region, has been on a tour of a num-
ber of Minnesota communities the
last few weeks. The endorsement of
Margaret Culkin Banning of Duluth
has been received for the joint peace
campaign in which the American
League is codperating. Plans are go-
ing forward for a state conference of
religious, labor, peace and political
organizations on October 9th-10th. A
large delegation is expected from this
region to attend the Pittsburgh Con-
gress.

CHICAGO—Thousands of Chicago
people turned out for the annual Jane
Addams memorial and Peace Parade.
In spite of the heat of the day over
5,000 were in the line of march. As-
sembled at the Band Shell in Grant
Park, the participants witnessed a very
fine peace pageant. Dances were pre-
sented by various folk groups and added
color and drama to the meeting.
Among the paraders was a contingent

of steel workers. A message from Mr.
Fontecchio, director of the S.W.O.C.,
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was read to the assembly in the park
by Jack Rusak, steel organizer. Other
speakers stressed the need for united
action under peace treaties against the
war danger in the Far East, and the
need for embargoes against Germany
and Italy for their armed intervention
in Spain. The Chicago League reports
the affiliation of the Artists’ Union,
Local 20457, and Fur Workers’ Un-
ion, Local 45.

CLEVELAND—OQOur League people
in this city have pressed forward ag-
gressively in their exposure of Fascist
organizations active in the Association
of Leagues. A series of articles in the
Cleveland Press presented the facts to
the public and named Susan Sterling as
leader of the anti-democratic coalition.
A mass meeting at the Public Audi-
torium under League auspices de-
manded a public hearing on the case
by the City Council and an investiga-
tion by the LaFollette civil-rights com-
mittee. Councilman Ceptimus E. Craig
spoke at the League meeting and led
the fight for a complete investigation
of the un-American activities of Cleve-
land’s Fascists. A petition is being cir-
culated throughout the city calling for
action by the LaFollette Committee.
Many organizations and civic leaders
have joined in this campaign. The
League has also undertaken a cam-
paign to raise $550 for the founding
of the Tom L. Johnson Children’s
Home in Spain. Under the leadership
of Harry 1. Becker, League secretary,
a folder is being prepared on the As-
sociation of Leagues for distribution
in the city.
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NEW JERSEY —Union City
Leaguers gave hearty support to a meet-
ing for Spain recently addressed by
Major Galleani and Paul Reid. The
Major is an anti-Fascist Italian who
served in Spain and is well known to
many Italian-American groups. Plain-
field protested to the Chief of Police
when two men were arrested for
distributing the Declaration of Inde-
pendence on the streets of South Plain-
field. Fall plans include a meeting on
the Far Eastern situation, one on Ger-
man Fascism and an address by the
executive secretary.

NEW YORK STATE—Dr. Zing
Yang Kuo, former president of
Chekiang University at Hangchow,
China, spoke at a recent Rochester
League meeting. Over 125 people as-
sembled at the Central Y.M.C.A. to
hear his analysis of the Far Eastern
crisis. Resolutions were adopted call-
ing for joint international action under
existing treaties in halting Japanese
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aggression in China. At Gloversville a
meeting for Spanish Democracy con-
ducted by the local League resulted in
a collection of $50 and the sale of con-
siderable numbers of THE FigHT and
other League literature. Plans for the
fall” include a membership campaign
and a booth at the Fulton-Hamilton
County Fair where League literature
will be sold and memberships accepted.
A friend of the League near Mohegan
Colony kindly offered her home for a
League benefit meeting last month.
With the assistance of Mohegan Branch
members in arranging the meeting, a
very fine affair was presented with
musical numbers and other entertain-
ment. The speaker of the evening was
Paul Reid, and proceeds from the affair
totaled $106. This is the second large
contribution from the Mohegan Branch
to the National Office in a period of

TO PITTSBURGH
CONGRESS

five weeks. Croton-on-Hudson Branch
conducted a party for Spain recently
and plan their next meeting in support
of the Pittsburgh Congress. Buffalo
Branch held a meeting on the Chinese-
Japanese war on Sept. 9th with a local
Chinese resident as main speaker. A
campaign against local Nazi groups is
being organized by the League. New
York City division is bringing pressure
on the Administration for stopping
Japanese aggression by the use of ex-
isting treaties. A special petition is se-
curing wide circulation and being signed
by many individuals and organizations.
A peace consulate in front of the Japa-
nese consulate on Fifth Avenue was
held on September 18th. Placards,
pictures and posters carried the slogans
and messages calling for stoppage of
Japanese invasion of China.

BALTIMORE AND WASHING-
TON—A picket line organized by the
Woashington, D. C., Branch demon-
strated in front of the Japanese em-
bassy recently in protest against
invasion of China by Japanese mili-
tarists. Action by the police forced the
picketers to parade on the opposite side
of the street from the embassy, but the
signs and slogans carried a pertinent
message for all to see. Pressure, re-
ported from the State Department, al-
most succeeded in getting the police to
bar the picket line, but standing on
their democratic rights, the Leaguers
carried through the demonstration.
Baltimore Leaguers have plans for a
civil rights and anti-war conference on
October 10th. Already support has
been secured from a number of labor
and civic leaders.  Representatives
from church, labor and peace groups
will take part in the discussions and
formulate plans for action in the cause
of Democracy and peace.

By

James Lerner

EVERY so often our international mail
gets so heavy that we have to throw
aside organizational notes, domestic is-
sues, and plunge into the maps which
decorate our office. And that time has
come again.

Not everything is war preparations
in Europe. Recently a spectacular peace
festival was staged on the outskirts of
Paris. Young people from 22 coun-
tries joined behind the slogan of
“Peace, Freedom and Justice.” The
festival was organized by the World
Youth Congress, in conjunction with a
three-week international youth peace
camp at the Paris Exposition.

It must have been quite a thrilling
sight to see these 700 internationalists
take a pledge of peace in all their dif-
ferent languages. The delegations, in-
cluding a large one from the United
States, each behind their own flag, filed
past the tribune on which stood Ed-
ouard Herriot, former Premier, and
the officers of the Congress.

At the camp itself these same coun-
tries were represented, and a detailed
study was made of the foreign policies
of each government. Now the Congress
leaders look forward to another such
event which they will try to organize
at the New York World’s Fair in 1939.

And while you have your date book
out, check off August 16, 1938. For on
that day, unless Mussolini is permitted
to continue his new submarine game,
the second World Youth Congress will
assemble in the U, S. A. somewhere on
the eastern coast. The invitation was
brought to a Paris committee meeting
by Joseph Cadden and Rose Terlin,
both prominent in American youth ac-
tivities.

RESISTANCE to Japanese aggres-
sion has been the heart of the Chinese
student-movement program. Lheir
strikes and marches on government
offices to demand action are well known.
These are spectacular. But just as im-
portant has been the work done among
the people.

A letter from the All-China Stu-
dents’ Union of National Salvation
says:

By this time many of our friends in the
Western countries are spending their days in
visits to the country. Here in China the stu-
dents are also in a fever of excursions into
the rural districts. But on our shoulders lies
the heavy responsibility of national liberation
and our hearts are not in sight-seeing. Our
excursions to the country are for the purpose
of sowing seeds of anti-Japanese and national
salvation among the peasantry. More than
three thousand students of Peiping visited
rural districts twice to perform the national
defense plays and make national salvation
propaganda. The students of Tientsin, Tsing-
tao, Taiyuen and Shanghai have followed
suit and now this movement is spreading on
a national scale. Undoubtedly it will produce
fruitful results in the work of organizing the
masses of the people.

Another educational method used by
Chinese students is the ‘sing-song”
movement. Illiterate Chinese are taught
songs, the contents of which are equiva-
lent to essays and pamphlets.

e

May 29th was the first anniversary
of the founding of the students’ or-
ganization. It was celebrated with a
fast, the proceeds going to the defense
of the northern province of Suiyuen and
the famine relief.

THERE are an increasing number of
stories of the unpopularity of the war
in Japan. A letter from a Japanese
student in a Chinese publication we re-
ceived declares:

The Japanese students are sympathetic
with the Chinese students because they are
also oppressed. Since the Mukden event,
under the excuse of the “extraordinary period
of the Empire,” all cultural movements with
any tint of liberalism have been suppressed.
It goes without saying that the students have
no freedom of study.

To bat for Chinese independence!
That is bound to mean the cracking of
dictatorial oppression in Japan. We
gaze into the crystal and foresee a huge
demand for face-saving devices among
Japanese militarists.
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Office Is Organizing
(Continued from page 15)

Ledger, we read: “In 1927, for in-
stance, the average number of the
clerical force in the manufacturing
industries obtained, considering unem-
ployment, about $26 a week, store
clerks slightly more than $24, factory
hands around $23, and construction
workers over $31, with the well or-
ganized members of the building trades
securing far higher returns.” Thus
it is not at all an accident that less than
three years ago there were close to
half a million white-collar workers on
relief.

The Michigan Census of Population
and Unemployment (first series, No.
6), gives the following comparative
table of median incomes in 1934:

Median Income

Professionalic.fmos i, S £1,326
Skilledet, Bulips 4l vt mhi ol 1,096
Elenieall S catbie wo i g 1,004
Sema=skledi v s S 764
Ungkilled Saicia Sl s oy 461

The median income of professional
and clerical workers is considerably in-
creased by the inclusion of executives.
Earnings of $2,000 and over were re-
ported by 26 per cent of the profes-
sional workers but only 10.7 per cent
of the clerical workers were in this
higher-income group.

Working hours of office and profes-
sional workers are irregular, ranging
from 35 to 48 hours a week. In many
small offices the hours run as high as
72.  Overtime without remuneration
is a universal grievance, though some
firms pay supper money.

The “Scotch Week”

Although not as seasonal as certain
types of manual labor, clerical work is
subject to fluctuation. Summer lay-
offs and the “Scotch week” are com-
mon in Wall Street. “Scotch week”
is a system by which workers are laid
off one week a month, Other indus-
tries have similar practices and abuses,
which have eliminated the notion that
white-collar employees enjoy any spe-
cial security.

Special privileges which were once
extended to white-collar workers have
diminished, and in some cases wholly
disappeared, during the recent crisis.
Vacations and sick-leave with pay, a
nearly universal practise in offices till
1929, have undergone many changes.
A survey of the Merchants Associa-
tion of New York on Facation Policies
and Practices in 1932 indicated that 25
per cent of the firms reporting had
changed their vacation policies since
1929. The chief changes were requir-
ing that lost time be made up, reduc-
tion or elimination of vacation pay and
outright abolition of vacations.

In its campaign to reduce labor costs,
industry began the widespread intro-
duction of machines into the office.
Hundreds of machines have found
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their way into the bookkeeping depart-
ment and onto the stenographer’s
desk, displacing thousands of employ-
ees. They have created in the office
the impersonal, mechanical atmosphere
of an automobile factory.

The One-Dollar President

The white-collar worker is finding
it more and more impossible to believe
in the hoary myth of his exceptional
opportunities to rise to well paid posi-
tions. Typical in this connection are
the remarks of a Wall Street employee
who was asked by one of our organiz-
ers if his hopes of rising in his field
had been changed. This worker re-
plied by saying: “On the first day I
started to work in the bank, I thought
to myself—well, some day I may be
president of this institution. After
several years, I thought—well, I may
be vice-president. And then I thought
—well, perhaps I'll be treasurer. Well
—right now I think I'll be lucky if I
can even get a $1 raise.”

Thus the sharpening struggle for
profits in industry has tended to de-
prive white-collar workers of those
special privileges which they once en-
joyed. Employers accord them the
same economic consideration given to
manual workers. Where special ad-
vantages exist, they are usually bal-
anced by low wages or some other
abuse.

An increasing awareness of their
economic position is being demonstrat-
ed by white-collar workers. They are
beginning to realize that their inter-
ests are closely related to those of the
manual workers, They too receive
their income as a result of their labor.
They are faced with the same problems
of low wages, insecurity and unem-
ployment. White-collar workers are
now finding the same solution which
industrial workers have long known,
that is—organization.

The Organizing Drive

There are in the United States today
between four and five million clerical
workers of one description or another
employed in brokerage, finance, insur-
ance, advertising, magazine and book
publishing, and so forth, who are elig-
ible to membership in the United Of-
fice and Professional Workers of
America. Our young union has al-
ready established locals throughout the
country in the fields of publishing, so-
cial service (private agencies), insur-
ance, advertising and technical research.

The U.O.P.W.A. has grown rap-
idly since its convention a few months
ago. At that meeting were present
an enthusiastic group of delegates rep-
resenting some 8,000 or 9,000 office
and professional workers. The prom-
ise of the convention is now being
realized. In the first 60 days, mem-
bership grew from 8,000 to 22,000. In
place of the 23 organizations which
founded the U.O.P.W.A., we now

have chartered 40 local unions and
have under consideration many more
charter applications. These locals are
carrying out aggressive organizational
drives, on a nation-wide front.

Our union, which now has over 400
signed agreements in New York City
alone, has succeeded in establishing a
basic wage of $21 and proportionately
higher standards for more skilled
groups. In those offices which are now
under contract we have won as con-
tractual terms, conditions which in
unorganized firms depend, if received
at all, on the whim or haphazard gen-
erosity of the employer. Every office
with which we have an agreement
provides for paid vacations, paid sick-
leave, and legal holidays; for recog-
nition of the right to collective bar-
gaining and of job security.

In passing, we might add that these
developments have been given impetus
by the Wagner Labor Relations Act.
The Wagner Act has helped overcome
the fear and intimidation to which
white-collar as well as other workers
have been subjected. It has helped
open the way for the spread of unions
in hitherto unorganized fields. But,
if the Wagner Act is constitutional, its
constitutionality has been established
beyond doubt by the activity of or-
ganized labor, by the workers moving
under the stimulus and banner of pro-
gressive and industrial unionism. The
Social Security Act and other social
legislation has been enacted because
workers everywhere are organizing and
because their organizations are sensi-
tive to their needs.

Reaction’s Special Efforts

While white-collar workers have
been joining the C.I.O. and other
progressive organizations, the forces of
reaction have been making special ef-
forts to win them. During the last
Presidential election, branches of the
Crusaders and the American Liberty
League were organized among the em-
ployees in Wall Street.

The Johnstown vigilante committee
and other vigilante movements have
been making special appeals to the un-
organized white-collar workers. They
have played on their prejudices and
have tried to identify their interests
with those of the employers instead of
labor. In the organization of steel
workers and other industrial workers,
white-collar workers have for the most
part been neglected. They have fre-
quently been kept out of struck fac-
tories only by strong picket lines. Since
many of them are related to workers
in the same plant, their attitude in a
strike may influence not only the ef-
fectiveness of the strike but also the
solidarity of the strikers. An experi-
enced labor leader recently told me, in
recalling the Goodyear strike at Akron:

I can remember the headaches we had
about the fact that 4,000 workers in that
plant were office workers. As it turned out,

we didn’t have too much trouble there, be-
cause we had a long picket line that kept
the plant completely closed, but the question
kept arising—“Now why can’t the white-collar
workers go back to work? They aren’t in-
volved in the strike. They have no quarrel
with the company. Why can’t they go
through the picket line?” We knew that
would have been disastrous in that particular
strike.

A consciousness of the need to or-
ganize clerical workers as well as fac-
tory workers is developing out of these
experiences. In many situations, the
white-collar workers are being organ-
ized right along with the manual work-
ers, either into the U.O.P.W.A. or
into the industrial union in the field.

In Pittsburgh, a council of white-
collar organizations has been formed
to carry on joint educational cam-
paigns on the need for white-collar
unions. This council is also taking an
active part in the struggle against
vigilantism and for the defense of
labor’s rights.

Office Workers and Fascism

The Tory elements in this country
evidently remember the success of
Hitler's program among white-collar
workers in Germany. Clerical and
professional workers, especially those
in government service, were fascinated
by the glowing promises of Fascist
demagogues. Hitler made his strong-
est appeal to the farmers and the des-
perate German middle class. Since the
German “‘employees” identified them-
selves with the middle class, they
adopted their attitudes and political
philosophy.

The prevailing misery which drove
the German white-collar workers into
the Nazi ranks has only been aggra-
vated under the Hitler régime. Their
wages and economic conditions have
been lowered along with those of other
German workers. Women, who were
a majority of the clerical employees,
have been taken out of the office and
sent back to “kirche, kiiche, kinder.’

In Democratic France

Unions of white-collar workers in
Germany were very weak. In France,
where department-store employees, of-
fice workers, teachers and civil ser-
vants have strong unions, white-collar
and professional workers are staunch
opponents of Fascism. They profit by
the example of what has happened to
trade unions in Fascist Germany, Italy
and Austria,

The experience of white-collar work-
ers in Fascist countries, in fact, has had
a salutary effect on white-collar work-
ers everywhere. Their discontent,
which in Germany furnished a base for
the Fascist operations, is now turning
towards other directions. They are
now being impelled in the direction of
organizations which serve their inter-
ests and their purposes, which look for-
ward to a decent and wholesome life
for every white-collar employee.
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Drafted Labor

(Continued from page 9)

line.”© Meetings of the great trade
unions were held and declarations of
loyalty were readily passed. That was
nothing unusual. But it was followed
by denouncing as unpatriotic every ef-
fort on the part of labor to press its
unique advantage. Gompers was even
brought to agree to the inclusion of the
open-shop clause in building canton-
ments for the army. “It came a little
hard for him,” says Frederick Palmer,
“to make the concessions, which his
people would see as a surrender; but
as usual, after registering his objec-
tions, he yielded.”

War Labor Boards

The widespread strikes forced a fur-
ther development in the labor situation.
The Secretary of Labor headed a com-
mittee on mediation which made a sig-
nificant report to the President. In
part it stated:

With the exception of the sacrifices of the
men in the armed services, the greatest sac-
rifices have come from those at the lower
rung of the industrial ladder, Wage increases
respond last to the needs of this class of
Jabor, and their meager returns are hardly
adequate, in view of the increased cost of
living, to maintain even their meager stand-
ard of life. It is upon them the war pres-
sure has borne most severely . . .

Too often there is a glaring inconsistency
between our democratic purposes in this war
abroad and the autocratic conduct of those
guiding industry at home. . . . So long as
profiteering is not comprehensibly prevented
to the full extent that governmental action
can prevent it, just so long will a sense of
inequality disturb the fullest devotion of
labor’s contribution to the war.

The final outcome of the matter
was the creation of the War Labor
Board and the War Labor Policies
Board, which were in complete control
of labor relations. Unparalleled pow-
ers over labor were vested in these
boards, which in the final analysis were
controlled by the industrialists and
the War Cabinet, no matter how many
labor men might sit on them. There-
after labor was largely tamed; the
appeal to patriotism settled many dis-
putes, and “agitators” could always be
shipped off to the trenches or to jail.
Labor’s immensely favorable strategic
position was lost, and although the self-
esteem of certain labor leaders was
boosted by the war, labor itself was a
loser. It emerged from the war with-
out even the theoretical right of col-
lective bargaining, and the defeat in
the steel strike in 1919 was definite
proof of the losses sustained through
the war,

This experience was not forgotten
by the industrialists and their allies in
the army and navy. They elaborated
the Industrial Mobilization Plan with
full provisions for putting labor in its
place in the next war. How did this
happen? The American Legion and
many other groups had raised the cry
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of ‘“taking the profits out of war.”
They had based their demand for the
bonus on the fact that industry had
profited outrageously during the war,
so there ought to be some adjusted
compensation for the soldiers too. All
this talk of profits left the War De-
partment cold, but labor was another
matter.

The Army Has a Plan

The amazing story of the plans for
labor control in the next war can be
learned by a study of the War Policies
Commission hearings, certain volumes
of the Nye Munitions Committee hear-
ings, and the text of the Industrial
Mobilization Plan.

In 1930 the War Policies Commis:
sion was created to inquire into ‘‘meth-
ods of equalizing the burdens and to
remove the profits of war, together
with a study of policies to be pursued
in event of war.” Hearings began in
1931 and it was categorically prohib-
ited to consider the ‘“conscription of
labor.” But anybody might have
guessed what would happen. Con-
scription of man-power has been
declared clearly constitutional, but con-
scription of capital is certain to be de-
clared unconstitutional. The War De-
partment has always been exceedingly
careful of property rights. Even dur-
ing riot duty, the soldier is instructed
to safeguard private property to the
limit. In all of the discussions of plans
for future wars, the War Department
has tirelessly and monotonously re-
ferred to the fact that they must re-
main ‘“within the present system.”
Nothing was therefore to be expected
of these hearings in so far as conscrip-
tion of capital is concerned.

At these hearings, Colonel Robbins
suggested that the military draft be ac-
companied by a general civilian regis-
tration, “so that we know where a
man is and what he is doing; so that
we can put him to work.” Since most
witnesses at the hearings were indus-
trialists and military men, nothing was

Even in war. A Spanish nurse

done about war profits; the demand
for a constitutional amendment to
draft property along with man-power
was refused. The issue of labor was
also dodged.

Industrial Mobilization

Not so evasive was the Industrial
Mobilization Plan, which the Nye
Committee unearthed and published.
The basic document is dated 1933, al-
though it has been revised since in a
rather interesting way. The Nye
Committee’s comments on this plan are
revealing:

In view of the growth of dictatorships in
the world using labor under military con-
trol, it is very important that the people
weigh the grave dangers to our democracy
involved in the draft of man-power and
labor under the conditions proposed. The price
of a war may be actual operating dictator-
ship, under military control, in this country.

This warning was intended for the
army, which, deliberately ignoring the
demand for ‘“conscription of wealth,”
has worked out a detailed plan for
conscription of labor. Embodied in the
Sheppard-Hill Bill, this plan would
effectively fetter labor in any war.
It proposes a universal draft of all
males over 18 years of age. One group
will go into the fighting forces while
the rest will be the “labor army.”
There are still a few subterfuges by
which the direct draft of labor is
avoided, but there is ample power in
the “deferred rating” section to com-
pel any man to work, starve or fight.
‘There is to be another War Labor Ad-
ministration under the control of the
great industrialists; also a Conciliation
and Adjustment Service to prevent
strikes and to fix wages, if possible. A
determined effort will be made to keep
wages down.

Make Way for Mars!

Women and minors under 18 will
also in time be included in the war
labor forces, just as they were in the
last war. “Obstructive’” social legis-
lation will be scrapped. Says the Plan:

For economic reasons, the statutes of the
various States prescribe certain restrictions
in hours and conditions of employment of
women in industry. . . . Many of these regu-
lations and restricticns are expedient rather
than necessary to the well-being of either
the Nation or the workers. In a national
emergency much of this expediency is lost
and the operation of some of these regula-
tions and restrictions should be suspended.

In other words, the stage is all set
for a labor draft whereby workers will
be assigned to certain factories, prob-
ably at army pay, and that will be the
end of labor trouble. But what about
the industrialists? Is anything planned
to conscript their factories or their
wealth—at army pay? Indeed not. It
is quite humorous, if it were not so
outrageous, to read minutes of hear-
ings in which matters such as these are
discussed. The industrialists squirm

and evade, they “do not know,” they
“have not thought about it,” they “are
not sure that the theory is correct.” It
is rather difficult to uphold the propo-
sition in public that the war contractor
can use his positon to multiply his prof-
its at the expense of dead soldiers. But
any attempt to place industrial leaders
and soldiers on the same patriotic plane
is clearly unconstitutional. Property
has rights, human life has not. (See,
for example, U. S. Senate Munitions
Industry Hearings, Part 21, pages
5732-5766.) Just as funny is the con-
sternation manifested by Colonel Har-
ris, War Department representative
before the Nye Committee, in regard
to a bill which would have drafted
business executives along with the sol-
dier and labor. He “wanted a little
more time to think about that phase of
the thing. It is so new and I am frank
to confess I would like to go into it
further.”

Road to Dictatorship

Meanwhile, the indifference of the
War Department to the Fascism and
dictatorship in its Mobilization Plan 1s
clearly stated in its own document:

The. objective of any warring nation is
victory, immediate and complete. It is con-
ceivable that a war might be conducted with
such regard for individual justice and ad-
ministrative efficiency as to make impossible
those evils whose existence in past wars is
well known. It is also conceivable that the
outcome of a war so conducted might be de-
feat. In all plans for preparedness and policies
to be pursued in event of war, it must never
be overlooked that while efficiency is de-
sirable, effectiveness is mandatory.

A Vigilante Speaks

(Continued from page 26)

lems. We are just here to see that
the rights of decent citizens are pro-
tected. Have I made our aims clear?”

Their Aims Are Clear

As I nodded, I thought that it was
probably simpler for me to answer his
question with an easy conscience than
for him to answer some of mine. I
assured him that he had made their
aims perfectly clear. Then I thanked
him and left. Going down in the
elevator, I glanced through the cir-
cular Mr. McHarg had handed me. It
quoted noble sentiments from the Con-
stitution; it advocated peaceful solu-
tions to the present industrial strife;
it defended the right to work. In
short, it indulged in all the familiar
persuasive platitudes with which Big
Business is so fond of crooning from
off-stage. But trills in defense of “law
and order” were built unmistakably
upon the chords of vigilantism and in-
dustrial tyranny. Its notes were those
catch-phrases as empty of meaning as
they are loaded with appeal. And its
undertones were those of Fascism.
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For Peace

N AN article written almost a year ago and

published in these pages, the National Chair-
man of the American League Against War and
Fascism said: . . . Tt is a world-wide attack upon
Democracy that the Fascist International is
organizing. It reaches to Asia and the Americas.
. . . Hitler and Mussolini have announced that
their principle of autocratic control is the only
sound base for government anywhere in the world.
. . . They assemble under the anti-Communist
banner; ‘End Communism’ is their war cry, but
their immediate objective is the destruction of
the right of the people to govern themselves in
ways of their own choosing. . . .”

These prophetic words were written long before
the present conflict in the Far East. The alliance
between Hitler, Mussolini and the Japanese gov-
ernment has now passed the theoretical stage.
The Fascist International is now in action. Hun-
dreds of thousands of men, women and children
are being murdered in China and Spain. The
Fascist governments are extending the war front.
Two years ago it was Ethiopia. Last year it was
Spain. Today, China. Tomorrow?

Tomorrow it will be wherever the people can
still “govern themselves in ways of their own
choosing.” Wherever there is still a shred of Demo-
cracy left, there the Fascists will attack. To close
our eyes in America to this force which is threat-
ening whatever peace there is left in the world,
will bring us closer to war. To be aware of the
enemy of peace and organize the peoples of the
world against that enemy, will bring peace to us
and to the rest of the world.

For Peace and Democracy! Let these simple
words be inscribed on the banner of every liberty-
loving man and woman and every peace group in
the country. The Fascist International too is be-
ginning to recognize the value and strength of
peace organization. To mislead the peace forces
of the world, shrewd and subtle propaganda is
now being spread that to fight Fascism is to bring
on war. As one wag put it recently, “we now have
with us, Hitler peace societies.”

There can be only one guarantee for peace—
let the people throughout the world act collec-
tively in defense of their democratic rights.—J. P.

~The Vigilante Spirit

HE VIGILANTE movement, 1937 style, has
some fundamental differences from the vigi-
lante activities in America in the past. In the old
days the vigilantes took the law into their own
hands, of course, but they at least had the grace
to be ashamed of themselves. They hid their faces
behind sheets or kept their names secret. They
went out to “get’ someone or some group, but
they did not count on popular support for their
activities.

In the present brand, the vigilantes have defi-
nitely set out to gain popular support for their
drive against the rights of labor, and middle-class
support at that. Now it is not easy to win the
middle-class support for a vigilante group. In
this case it has taken some very clever propaganda
to get the attention of the middle class. It has
been done carefully. The vigilante groups are
advertised as groups really for labor. They want,
so they say, to protect the American worker’s
rights. They are protecting the laboring man
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Japanese Fascists in Tokyo celebrating the signing of the German-Japanese treaty

against a small minority who want to stir up
violence and get the worker into trouble. They,
the vigilantes, are the peacemakers. And for a
time their propaganda—although it has been
looked on warily—has had its effect.

But that effect is going.

One of the first shots was fired at the Riverside
Church in New York, when Dr. Halford E.
Luccock said in a Labor Day sermon:

“The vigilante spirit, threatening both law
and humanity, is skillfully organized and mali-
ciously manipulated in the effort to swing middle-
class opinion against labor. This spirit is vicious
in a lynching: it is just as vicious when it masses
to override law and justice and a Christian ap-
proach to the labor problems.”

The other side is beginning to speak. And it
will take more than an organized publicity cam-
paign to stand up under the indignation of an
awakened public conscience.—D. McC.

South of the Rio Grande

ITH the hopeful exception of Mexico—
where an aroused labor and progressive
movement holds the would-be Hitlers and Mus-
solinis in check—the peoples south of the Rio
Grande live in the shadow of Fascist oppression.
Not that their governments openly proclaim the
totalitarian state and deride Democracy. For the
most part they still pay lip service to “constitu-
tions.” But in effect there is a wide and ruthless
disregard of civil liberties by rulers, themselves
the servants of imperialist investors of foreign
lands.
This is the case in such American dependencies

as Cuba and Puerto Rico. It is even more glar-
ingly apparent in countries such as Brazil and

‘Chile, where Fascist organizations directly sub-

sidized by German and Italian funds, are driving
towards absolute power.

All this is commonly known in Central and
South America; it is no secret from foreign cor-
respondents or our own State Department. But
the people of Latin and Central America are strug-
gling against their imperialist and Fascist foes—
our foes—without our help. While Nazi Germany
and Italy pour in funds and forces against them,
we have stood indifferently by.

Yet as it was true in 1776 that oppression in
any of the Colonies was a threat to the liberties
of all, so it is true today that Fascist aggression
against any American republic is an attack upon
American Democracy, north as well as south. To
resist it is not only the part of wisdom, but in
keeping with the broadest tradition of Pan-
American interdependence.

Toward that end it is imperative that our gov-
ernment come to feel the concern of millions of
Americans for their neighbors to the south. Such
concern must be concrete and specific. It must,
through public pressure, effect withdrawal of
American support for imperialist adventures—
even when these originate in Wall Street. It must
secure an interpretation of the Monroe Doctrine
which will protect the southern republics from
Nazi or Fascist-made dictatorships. Most im-
portant, it must lend active support to those
mass liberation movements in Central and South
America which still have faith in our own demo-
cratic tradition, and in the American people who
embody and sustain that tradition.—J. W. W.
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The Most Amazing Offer
Livok Readers Have fver Rnown

HEY said we couldn’t give this value be-

cause it would cost #s too much. But the
Book League went ahead! They said “Ameri-
cans don’t read books!” But yox have proved
them wrong. They said “You can’t give away
good classics.” But 204,009 copies of the
Book League classics have been sent without
a penny of cost into homes where they are

warmly loved and enthusiastically read!

Never before have the very latest popular new
books, brilliantly written and specially selected
from publishers’ advance lists before publication,
been offered for such a low price in such hand-

The Book League has taken America by storm!
And it is no wonder. This is the plan thou-
sands upon thousands of intelligent booklovers
had been waiting for! This is the plan that
provides every member with his money’s worth
and MORE!

There is no reason why you should not be en-
joying these good things. Practically every-
where on Earth that mail is delivered, the Book
League goes. The price is within the reach of
the most modest purse. About FOUR CENTS
A DAY—not more than you spend for news-
papers—and ewven less if you take advantage of

some format, delivered at your door.

the special offer in the coupon.

FILL YOUR LIFE WITH
UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE

You don't have much time to read. But you
would read more if there was a fine, new,
vital story right at your elbow, handy, where
you could pick it up when you wished! It
isn’'t so much lack of time o read that hinders
you; it is not having the right books near you
when you 4o have a few moments. You may
not have time to go shopping for books, but
it will take you less than two minutes to
mail the coupon in the corner of this page.
Once that is done, the Book League does the
rest, seeking and finding the best new books
on the market for its members; manufacturing
them beautifully and sending them to you
every month—like so many presents. In fact,
half of the Book League books are presents.
Read the special feature in the box at the
right! Twelve of the world’'s greatest classics,
in a beautiful library edition, absolutely free
to League members,

With this balanced reading diet—the best
of the old AND the best of the new—you
are assured a cultural experience that will
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THe Boox Leacur or AMERICA, INc., Dept. 10 F.T.M.

15 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y.

You may send me the two current League books on approval,
one NEW book and one classic. If I do not return them within
5 days you may assume that I wish to be a member and wish
to receive a similar package every month. I will pay the
League price for the new book, $1.39 plus postage, every month,

aond the classic is mine free.

If T do not wish_to become a member after examining the first
twa books, I will return them within 5 days and owe you

nothing.

[] Check here if you wish to save the postage by remitting
$16.68 with this coupon. That pays for your new books for a
year (the classics are all free) and saves you

Same examinatien privilege, of course.

about $1.50.

make an indelible impression on your life,
that will open new windows on the world for
you, broadening your outlook and sharpening
your wit—but chiefly giving you pleasure!
These aren’t school books. They are the
world’s greatest entertainment. But they come
to you from the corners of the earth, each
bringing you a new viewpoint, a new angle
on life and people and the passions that shape
destiny.

TRY this plan at
OUR expense!

Put your name and address on the coupon
and mail it now. The current Book League
selection and one free classic will be sent to
you at once for examination. The new book
has a standard value of from $2.50 to $4.00
every month; each classic is worth from $1
up. But no matter how great the real value
of your two book package may be, the price

to members is always the same—$1.39. You
save more than 60%!!!

Because the quality of these books (all are
beautifully bound in cloth with gold foil
stamping) and the tremendous saving they
present are both so great—you must see for
yourself to make the Book League service
believable.

Mail the Coupon Now—SEND NO MONEY

Do not send a penny with the coupon. The first books will be mailed
to you at our expense and subject to your approval.

On receipt of the coupon by the League, you are granted full member-
ship without charge. If you keep the books, the next month’s selec-
tions will be sent to you on publication date of the new selection. If
you return them, your membership is immediately cancelled without
question and you owe nothing. Free Membership is granted for one
year. As a member you will receive two League selections each month
(the Classic free) and all other membership privileges. Mail the cou-
pon today and get the biggest bargain in the book world today!

THE BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, Inc.
Dept. 10 F.T.M., 15 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y.

A Beautiful
libraryVolume

FREE

LveryMonth

In the first year of your Book League Member-
ship you will receive twelve of the best books in
the world absolutely free. Time has tested the
entertainment value of these classies and readers
like you have given them the crown of im-
mortality. They are the cornerstone of every
ibrary. Their charm is ageless and deathless.

Some you have read, some you have always in-
tended to read. Many of them you will read
again and again if they are in your home. The
twelve world-famous titles sent to members last
year were:

MADAME BOVARY by Flaubert
FOUR PLAYS by Ibsen
GOLDEN TREASURY by Palgrave
SAPHO by Daudet
RETURN OF THE NATIVE ' by Hardy
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE by Jane Austen
CANDIDE by Voltaire
WUTHERING HEIGHTS by Bronte
CONFESSIONS by St. Augustine
TRAVELS hy Marco Polo
GULLIVER'S TRAVELS Swift
COMEDIES by Oscar Wilde

Put beautiful books like these in your home as
nart of a permanent collection in which you will
find endless joy. They come to you one a month,
without charge.




