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cursion, he did not take part in the war of
1870-71, a relatively brief war, too, but some-

_what longer and more hard-fought than the

other. But the World War put the quietus
on all plans of operation bearing even the
remotest resemblance to Schlieffen’s timed
schedule for over-the-border excursions. It
proved that prophecy would not stand up after

- the first encounter with the enemy: the. bal-

ance rests in the lap of undetermined factors.
Why, at this time, dig up time-worn mili-
tary plans and the lessons of the last war

which have already been discussed at length? -

Because an article just published in Der
Deutsche in Polen ('The German in Poland)
brings these things to mind. The article is
presumably the result of studies made by a
German General Staff officer for which it
would appear he has received the prize of the
German War Academy. His subject is “How
Czechoslovakia Can Be Conquered,” and the
writer proceeds precisely along the lines of
Schlieffen before the World War. Before
France can mobilize (a matter of fourteen
days), Germany must destroy the military
strength of Czechoslovakia by cutting off re-
treat into Slovakia (see Schlieffen’s plan for
surrounding the French army!) and must oc-
cupy Prague (see Schlieffen on the subject of
occupying Paris!). Along the narrow, moun-
tainous border of Slovakia, defense will then
be organized to keep out the Russians, who
in the meanwhile would have come lumber-
ing down from the East. And after that all
the German forces would be pitted against
France.

The Schlieffen plan, conceived before 1914,
planned the crushing of France in six weeks.
The chief-of-staff of the German Eighteenth
Army Corps in Salzburg evidently plans the
extinction of Czechoslovakia in only. fourteen
days. He mimics Schiieffen to the extent
where he says that should the campaign ex-
tend beyond the time scheduled, it will fall
through. In other words, if Czechoslovakia
is not brought to her knees in two weeks’ time
Germany may look forward to a most dis-

. agreeable, long-drawn-out struggle, the out-

come of which cannot be foretold.

‘We would suggest that the non-military
reader; who might be struck with the audacity
of this latterday plan, allegedly the work of
Colonel Conrad of the German General Staff,
compare the schedule mapped out by Schlieffen
with the.actual facts as they unrolled on the
battlefields of KFrance. The comparison holds

“a lesson likewise for the putative proposals of

Colonel Conrad. Every day which Schlieffen
bargained for stretched into a month, figuring
the duration of the war on the basis of opera-
tions against the country which was the ob-
jective of the initial drive. And the situation
before us is in no wise different. A war against
our country would last not a mere two weeks
but more than a year It will no more end in
the surrender. of the Czechoslovakian army
than the Word War ended: in the surrender
of the French army. And that is probably as
much as the general reader wants to know.—
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anomalous and amusing situations. For instance,
the notorious “Red” squad, of the Los Angeles
pOllCC, the declared foe of every progressive cause,
is to be seen lurking near the picket lines, providing
protection for the liberal publisher who formerly
castigated the squad for all it was worth.

Harlan G. Palmer insists on his right to dismiss
whom he pleases. He will not be dictated to either
by his employees or by the government; it is a
matter of “principle” with him. The strikers counter
with the charge that the firing of the five guild.
members was an obvious attempt to intimidate em-
ployees, discourage union activity, and prevent the
signing of a guild contract. They also remind Mr.
Palmer that the American Newspaper Guild, to
which they are affiliated, has never lost a strike,
Frank Scully, the Hollywood wit, sums up the
matter with a poetical observance:

Palmer’s creed is “Love thy neighbor,”

* Unless the guy’s for union labor,
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Two Artists

N ouUR issue of July 12 we published an open

letter to Thomas H. Benton by Joe Jones. Jones
told Benton he was enlisting in the fight against
the dismissal of Benton as instructor in the Kansas
City Art Institute. Since Benton had himself been
victimized by the reactionaries, Jones wrote, it
was possible to hope he would adopt a progressive
attitude. This correspondence ensued.—~THE EpITORS.

DEAR Joe: Much obliged, old cock, for your open
letter. The spirit of it is swell, only I'm not
quite deserving. I'm not temperamentally serious
enough to go in for righteous indignation. All this
stuff from the “real-estate peddler” (thanks for the
designation, I'll use it) to the antics of Dewey
Short and the simplicities of Sirovich are just part
of the whoopee of life to me. They are to laugh.
The only thing I object to in your lettei was your
attitude toward the cultural status of Missouri. In
my view, the state leads the world. Haven't they
got a Benton mural on the walls of their state
capitol ?

Chilmark, Mass. Tom.

Dear Tom: I am sorry you were unable to see my
point of view about Missouri being a culturally re-
actionary state—when I made my point, you will
remember there was a threat to remove your mural
from the walls of Jefferson City by a gang of
political idiots who thought it was a progressive
statement,

You -can imagine my confusion when I first
heard of your dismissal as art instructor. I was so
delighted to find your bedfellows castrating you in
the way you so richly deserve that it was extremely
difficult to see the real issue at hand—one that
many artists with a “more” sincere temperament”
could find themselves in sympathy with and con51der
worth fighting for.

We laughed, too, because everyone likes to re-
member he told you so. And even now we like to
believe the ﬁght isn’t over, because we know re-
actionaries are not licked only by threats of oppo~
sition—our fear is that we may hear of your future
dismissal as a subtle thing that takes the form of'
your quitting your job because you are no fonger
the happy boisterous Kansas City brat which you
like to think yourself,

St. Louis, Mo. - Joz.
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| Who Is B. Traven?

ican novelist who calls himself B. Traven
allowed his first boock to be published in

“his own country, in the language in which it
was originally written, That was The Death
Skip. It first appeared in Germany in 1926,
in a version written by Traven in German.
In 1934 a translation by Eric Sutton from
this edition' was published in England. The
following year The Treasure of the Sierra
Madre came out simultaneously in London
and New York; the former a translation from
Traven’s German, the latter as written origi-
nally by him in English. Add to these puzzlers
the fact that all Traven’s thirteen books were
first published .in German from the author’s
own manuscripts in that language (although
written by him originally in English) and we
understand why the libraries of the world
have classified him as a German writer. Our
own Library of Congress, with its customary
zeal for full names, expanded B. into Bruno;
whereupon, reproved by T'raven, it contracted
Bruno back to B. and so revised all of its

printed cards!

Traven has been called variously an Eng-
lishman, a Russian, a Yugoslav, a Czechoslav,
a German, and a Mexican. His agent in Lon-
don even says that his real name is not T'raven.
In a recent letter to an American bookseller
Traven settled the question of his nationality,
“if not his name, “May I just mention,” he
wrote, “that my first name is not Bruno, of
course not; neither is it Ben, nor Benno.
These names, like the many nationalities I
fiave, among them the German, are inventions
of critics who want to be smart and well in-
formed. Several times I have protested in Eu-
ropean publications that I am not even of
German race or blood. The publishers of the
German editions of my books knew from the
first day of our relations that I am an Ameri-
can born in the USA. Why ‘my books were
published in Euorpe and not in this country
first is another story.”

The curious thing is that Traven’s German
and English styles are both a bit foreign.
Speculating on evidence in his books, I hazard
that he is a Wisconsin-born Scandinavian. But
it really doesn’t matter; his books are all we

IT 1s four years since that mysterious Amer-

need to have of him, and all that he wants

to give us. Like Jack London and Upton

- Sinclair he is a true international proletarian .

_ writer; that he is an American is incidental.
His books have been published in fourteen
languages. : :

" Like its predecessors, Traven’s latest book
to be published in this country (The Bridge

0D

in the Jungle, Alfred A. Knopf, $2.50), has a
blurbless jacket. His publisher is still enjoined

from advertising his books, except in certain

liberal periodicals, and is sworn to secrecy as
far as any personal publicity is concerned.
Other American writers, notably Jeffers and
Steinbeck, have sought-to avoid personal pub-
licity, but I believe Traven is unique in the
way he lays down the conditions under which
his books are published and binds his publisher
to absolute silence. When his Swiss publisher
requested a photograph for publicity purposes,
Traven promptly responded—with a group
picture of several hundred men, explaining
that he was among them!

It appears that Traven is a plain, simple
man who thinks himself no more important
than the plain, simple men who set, print,
bind, pack, and ship his books. These men he
holds. to be quite as necessary as he in the
production of a book. He feels that he has
enlisted and is living in a new sort of associa-
tion that embraces the world, in which a man
who creates something great creates not for
himself or for his personal interests or noto-
riety, but with the object of serving mankind
to the utmost of his strength and ability. This
service to mankind is the duty of every man,
and as Traven considers writing to -be his
duty, he recoils from lionizing and flattery.
He does not look upon himself as an artist or
writer, but as a worker. His American pub-
lisher sends him no clippings about his books.

Traven has, of course, been banned by the
Nazis. Since 1933, his sole German outlet
has been his Swiss publisher, the Biichergilde
Gutenberg, in Ziirich. In spite of the contempt
expressed in his work for what he regards as
bureaucratic bolshevism, his books are being
published by the Soviets in huge editions. In
the USSR The Death Ship has sold two mil-
lion copies; in the USA 2,500. :

Of all Traven’s books The Death Ship is
the only one which is not about Mexico. That

NEW MASSES
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“Moby Dick of the stokehold” is a master-
piece of which I believe Americans will be
increasingly proud. ‘When the movies tried
to buy the rights to it, Traven's reply was
characteristic—“I wtite to propagate ideas,
not for reasons of profit.” And in the book
itself is a passage which tells what he thinks
of the movies and sea-writers, including Con-

rad, O'Neill, and McFee:

All the romance of the sea that you still find in
magazine stories died long, long ago. You would
look in vain for it even in the China Sea and south
of it. I don’t believe it ever existed save in sea
stories—never on the high seas or in sea-going ships.
There are many fine youngsters who fell for those
stories and believed them true, and off they went
to a life that destroyed their bodies and their souls.
Because everything was so very different from what
they had read in those alluring stories. Life on the
sea is not like they make it out to be and it never
was. There is a chance, one in a hundred, maybe,
that at some time romance and adventure did exist
for skippers, for mates, for engineers. You still may
see them singing in operas and making beebabao in
the movies. You may find them also in best-sellers
and in old ballads. Anyway, the fact is that the
song of the real and genuine hero of the sea has
never yet been sung. Why? Because the true song
would be too cruel and too strange for the people
who like ballads. Opera audiences, moviegoers, and
magazine readers are like that. They want to have
everything pleasant, with a happy ending. The true
story of the sea is anything but pleasant or romantic
in the accepted sense. The life of the real heroes
has always been cruel, made up of hard work, of
treatment worse than the animals of the cargo get,
and often of the most noble sacrifices, .but without
medals and plaques, and without mention ‘in stories,
operas, and movies. Even the hairy apes are opera
singers looking for a piece of lingerie.

The rest of Traven’s books form an epic

of Mexico’s common people. All phases of the !

industrial and agricultural life are treated in
turn, always from the proletarian viewpoint.
These books, all published since 1926, include
The Cotton Pickers, The Treasure of the

Sierra Madre (gold prospecting), Land of -

Springtime (a general study of Mexico, par-
ticularly the state of Chiapas), The Bush,
The Bridge in the Jungle, The White Rose
(petroleum), The Carreta (transportation),

-Government (a satire on the effects of bu-

reaucracy on the Indians), The March into
the Mahogany Jungle and The Troza (both
on the lumber industry), and his latest book;
The Rebellion of the Hanged. All but one
are novels, Only four of them are available
in English, and only two—The Treasure of
the Sierra Madre and The Bridge in the Jun-
gle—in Traven’s own English version.

Most of our recent books on Mexico have
been written by traveling novelists and so-




