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groes for real revolutionaries are likely "to 
slaughter a lot of poor black boys who are 
simply enjoying the emotional values of a new 
religion." When this happens, the Marxists 
"will have evacuated," leaving the Negroes to 
their fate. Therefore, the Marxists are doing 
a "vile thing." 

Here we have all in a row fiction, innuendo, 
plain slander; to wit: that the Negro is a 
bundle of emotions incapable of independent 
thought (when Langston Hughes, Angelo 
Herndon, and so many others cry out in refu
tation) ; that Marxism is committed to vio
lence (when the violence cited by Benton him
self should prove the southern bourbons the 
ones "devoted technically" to it) ; that the 
Negro's assertion of his humanity is due to the 
white Marxists (as if Negroes—and other 
oppressed races—were not slaughtered whole
sale for that very assertion before Marx was 
ever born) ; that the Marxists are cowards 
(when abundant records show that they are 
in the thick of every fight for national equal
ity). You understand? The lynchers' answer 
to the demand for elementary justice is tar and 
feathers, rope and faggot; but it is the people 
who ask for justice that are "vile." Pretty stale 
stuff, Uncle Tom! 

Having warmed up to it, Mr. Benton pro
ceeds to play havoc with the class struggle by 
the simple expedient of retailing a pointless 
anecdote. In ten years of travel, among work
ers of every kind, Benton comes across—and 
duly records—an immense amount of whoring, 
but the class struggle successfully eludes him. 

Fortunately for the reader, this sort of 
"theory" forms a very small portion of the 
book. It ends on a note of optimism. Disgusted 
with the large cities ("The great cities are 
dead"), Benton has returned to the bosom of 
his native state. There is hope for art in,the. 
smaller settlements, especially of the West and 
Middle West. And there is hope, too, from 
another direction. "The age of raging greed is 
past." Benton is settled in Kansas City, but if 
he ever gets tired of it, he can always, as he 
says, pick up his car and drive out into the 
baciwoods. That is undoubtedly a comforting 
solution for an artist after the completion of 
a sixteen-thousand-dollar job, and more com
ing. But the solution is slightly oversimplified. 
And the great cities have been buried a little 
prematurely. Historically, the cities have al
ways been the chief centers (Athens, Rome, 
Florence, Paris) in the progress of the arts and 
the spread of civilization. And what about the 

N E W J l A S S K S 

John Lnnergftn 

artists who cannot escape into the backwoods? 
The Marxists will get them if Mr, Benton 
does not watch out. Louis LozowiCK. 

The Good Fight 

LET FREEDOM RING, by Arthur Garfield 
Hays. Horace Liveright. $2.50. 

N O T I M E could be more opportune 
_ than the present for the reissue, after 
ten years and with important additions, of 
such a book as that of Mr. Hays. Not that 
the civil rights of the people of the United 
States are in more parlous straits now than 
heretofore, though the struggle for them is 
sharpening day by day, but rather that there is 
a more deeply awakened consciousness of the 
need to fight, to enlarge, and even to main
tain these rights than we have witnessed at 
least since before the World War. Publica
tion of books such as this and study of the 
situations, many of them already historical, 
with which it deals are welcome needling 
along this line to the progressives. 

For many years Mr. Hays has wandered 
about the battlefield for freedom, constantly 
sniping at the enemy. Often, as this book 
of personal reminiscence shows, his path led 
through the mere byways and fringes of that 
front. Often, as in the Sacco-Vanzetti case, 
memory of which cannot be refreshed too often 
by a people loving liberty; in the Dr. Sweet 
case in Detroit; in the Jennings case in Penn
sylvania; the most recent atrocities in Puerto 
Rico, his path has followed the main high
way of the struggle for the people's rights. 
These are vital parts of the history of Ameri
can democracy. Mr. Hays has played some 
part in all of these, and presents the issues 
judiciously, the story dramatically and with 
journalistic competence. 

It might be said that the fight against the 
smut-hounds, Sumner and his brothers, is not 
nearly as vital a part of this struggle as such 
issues as I have enumerated above. But its 
inclusion in this book has a special value. The 
people of the stage, the press, see in the old 
American Mercury "hatrack" case, the Mary 
Ware Dennett case, the case of "The Cap
tive," illustrations proper to remember as ex
amples of the indiscriminate attacks against 
all culture by reaction not only in Germany 
and Italy, but in our own United States. 

Probably the most important matters in pro
portion to their quality of being little-known, 
in this personal case-book, are the contempo
rary cases of Emerson Jennings, liberal-pro
gressive printer of Wilkes-Barre, Pa., and of 
the massacre at Ponce, Puerto Rico, last Palm 
Sunday. Inclusion of these cases, in most ab
breviated manner, makes one wish that Mr. 
Hays had written a whole new book on these 
and other contemporary issues, rather than 
have tried to squeeze them as he has done 
within the covers of an old one in a new edi
tion. Perhaps he will yet do so, adding a vol
ume more to the present one, and to Trial by 
Prejudice, which came between its two edi
tions. Incidentally, much of the author-

prejudice which mingled with that of its sub
ject in the middle volume has been eliminated 
in this one. There are no attacks simulta
neously on prosecution and defense. 

The book gains and loses by its quality of 
personal reminiscence. It gains in intimacy. It 
loses in material. The reader is carried 
through Mr. Hays's participation, sometimes 
central and sometimes peripheral, in many 
cases. He fails, by contrast, alwaj^ to get the 
whole picture of what the case was all about, 
the fullness of the illuminating, ghastly facts. 

Last May, the Commission of Inquiry on 
Civil Rights in Puerto Rico, of which Mr. 
Hays was chairman and the only continental 
member, published its condensed report of find
ings. It was seventy big pages long. It was 
published in an edition limited to a few hun
dred copies, and never given public circulation 
in its entirety. In twenty-six pages of the 
present book is a condensation of much the 
same material. One could wish for much more 
to be brought quickly before the public eye in 
books as well as in magazine articles, for there 
are no more civil rights in Governor Blanton 
Winship's Puerto Rico in November than 
there were in May. 

I don't intend these remarks so much as a 
criticism of Mr. Hays as a plea for more of the 
same that he has given here, even though 
there are some "plague on both your houses" 
passages with which I disagree completely. 
There is enough drama in the fight for civil 
and democratic rights to attract any reader. 
The fight is basic, important, and it is im
perative that more and more should be at
tracted. , ViTO MARCANTONIO. 

Nazi Exiles on the Way 

LOST HERITAGE, by Bruno Frank. Viking 
Press. $2.50. 

T H E BURIED CANDELABRUM, by Stefan 
Zweig. Viking Press. $2.50. 

THE main interest in these novels lies in 
the revelation of their authors' devel

opments. Previous to 1933, Frank held to a 
vague humanitarianism that was so broad as 
to include a sj'mpathetic approach to figures 
such as Frederick the Great {Days of the 
King, Trenck). At the same time, he ex
coriated "American" technics and Russia's dic
tatorship of the proletariat. In Politische No-
velle, he argued that Europe could be saved 
only if it managed to prevent the intrusion of 
American and "Asiatic" patterns. The grop
ing stage of his social humanism was reflected 
in his choice of transitional situations in which 
highly symbolic characters drifted about in 
Quixotic doubt. 

In this novel, Bruno Frank treats the direct 
present. Nazism rouses a German prince from 
his royal formalism. He detaches himself 
from his ancestral traditions and consents to 
lead a "revolutionary" group aiming to over
throw Hitlerism—in favor of some benevolent 
monarchy. In the course of his efforts, the 
prince is awakened to the human values in 
the middle and working classes. This is a' 
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long step from Frank's former mythical ideal
ism. Yet, this work shows that he is still very 
much on the way. (The German title of 
this novel is Der Passport.) Not that we think 
the choice of a prince as an anti-Nazi symbol 
to be completely unfortunate, as some critics 
have maintained. The German royalty, to 
be sure, has found it more convenient to sup
port than to oppose Hitler. But to us, Frank's 
prince, who turns from pure asstheticism to 
passionate admiration of Goya's social orienta
tion points to the "realm" of the artist and 
his development. The limitation of the novel 
appears rather in the technique and process of 
the story. It is a story of "away from" 
without the coordinates that might help chart 
the "going toward." Frank's prince abandons 
his dead past, but thereafter wanders about 
in vain search for a home. His rebirth mani
fests itself mainly in somewhat idiosyncratic 
acts, directed toward saving his old teacher 
from the concentration camp. Throughout, 
the prince operates as an isolated individual. 
Hence Frank is forced to have recourse to 
miraculous accidents in detailing the prince's 
escape, the liberation of his teacher, and the 
"happy ending" in London, where he meets 
the daughter of a Jewish antique dealer who 
had been driven to death by the Nazis. The 
last sections, in which Frank pays glowing 
panegyrics to "free, law-governed" England, to 
its logic, "wonderfully English" (page the 
Non-intervention Committee) are almost em
barrassing reading today. On the other hand, 
one can appreciate all this as the relief of a 
harassed refugee, coming from a world "of 
spooks and witches, horror and malice and 
burning pain, pale as death, streaming with 
fresh blood," as an expression of momentary 
gladness at seeing "a bit of blue heaven or 
green earth." 

A similar temper is discernible in Stefan 
Zweig's more symbolic The Buried Candela
brum, It is a short, lyrical narrative built 
around the legend of the seven-branched 
menorah. Its Ahasuerian pilgrimages, in the 
course of which it falls into foreign hands, are 
directly pointed toward the stormy fate of 
messianic Judaism. When, in the fifth century, 
vandals capture the sacred emblem, the help
less Jews do not resist. "We Jews are no 
fighters. Sacrifice alone is our strength." Yet, 
this post-1933 work contains hidden question
ings as to the wisdom of this, Zweig's long-
cherished persuasion. HARRY SLOCHOWER. 

Father and Son 

TIME OF OUR LIVES: T H E STORY OF MY 
FATHER AND MYSELF, by Orrick Johns. 
Stackpole Sons. $3. 

ORRICK JOHNS, a poet who attended 
the rise of the 1912 renaissance, has 

approached with becoming modesty the story 
of his father and himself, their attitudes, ex
periences, and beliefs. 

Johns pere was a fighting editor in the days 
when newspaper editorials were personal and 
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