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sink into misery and want in the richest 
country in the world. If Utopian schemes 
finally force responsible leaders to establish 
a workable plan, then they have performed a 
national service. This in no way means to en
dorse the California plan or urge its adoption. 
We cannot accept the slightest responsibility 
for Utopian schemes, of this or any other 
sort. 

I t should be interesting for the broad pub
lic to note the contrast between the sober re
sponsibility of the Communist position, and'on 
the other hand the reckless demagogy with 
which Republicans and right-wing Democrats 
are playing with and encouraging Utopian 
schemes. Besides many honest and sincere 
liberals and progressives who in California 
fight for the $30 plan there are also a flock 
of Red-baiters who speculate on manipulating 
the movement to split the New Deal majority 
and thus bring the reactionaries to power. 
These Red-baiters accuse the Communists of 
fomenting disorders and chaos when in truth 
it is they themselves who are guilty of the 
same charge. The Communists are giving their 
full strength and influence to support a pro
gram of orderly progress and guarantee the 
unity of the majority against the economic 
royalists and their reactionary agents. That is 
why, while fully identifying ourselves with 
the hopes and aspirations for security and a 
better life of the masses supporting the Cali
fornia pension plan, while insisting that 
America is rich enough to care for its aged 
in comfort, and demanding this must be done 
immediately by a workable plan, we issue,an 
uncompromising warning against this and all 
Utopian schemes which, by their inevitable 
failure, would finally bring only disillusion
ment and confusion to the people and comfort 
to their enemies. 

Crisis in Society 

THE most aggressive foe of the cigarette 
among the more notable of the coun

try's gourmets and wine experts is probably 
Sohier Welsh, one of the moving spirits of 
Boston's Club des Arts Gastronomiques. He 
has been known to snatch gaspers from the 
hands of guests drinking his own celebrated 
cocktails, and the very idea of cigarettes dur
ing dinner is enough to give him the vapors. 
Bostonians are pleased to recount the anec
dote concerning Mr. Welsh's acute percep
tions on the occasion of one of the dinners 
of the club at his Own Beacon Hill home. 
Right in the middle of the game course, as 
the guests were getting to work on the grouse 
and Musigny, a look of horror passed over 
the host's face, and he cried in strangled 
tones, "Somebody in the house is smoking! 
It's ruining the wine!" . . . Finally somebody 
downstairs remembered: the ice man had come 
a half hour before, and it was recalled that 
he had been smoking a cigarette. Only after 
the windows had been flung open and the 
house well aired could dinner continue.— 
LUCIUS BEEBE, in his column^ "This New 
York," in the New York "Herald Tribune" 

Luis Qnintaitilla 
Four New Drawings by the Great Spanish Artist 

E L L I O T P A U L 

NOWHERE in the world is the relation
ship between the artists and intellec
tuals and the workers more cordial 

and intimate than in £pain. And of all the 
artists there Luis Quintanilla is perhaps the 
best known to the farmers, artisans, and sol
diers who are fighting for their country's inde
pendence. 

For two or three years before Alfonso's 
corrupt monarchy collapsed, Quintanilla's 
studio was an arsenal and he worked there 
with the shadow of arrest and of death behind 
him as he faced his easel. On that day in April 
when the monarchy fell, three men were 
standing in a doorway near the royal palace 
and all were agreed that the crowd gathered 
there should be reassured in some way, since 
armed Guardias who had mowed the people 
down on other occasions were patrolling the 
courtyard. The three men were Ncgrin, now 
Premier of Spain, Barral, a sculptor who was 
killed defending Madrid, and Quintanilla. 
The latter, being the most agile, climbed the 
front of the palace and placed a Republican 
flag there while Alfonso was still cringing in-
iside. Then he told the commander of the 
Guardias to take his men away and keep them 
out of sight. The officer obeyed. 

After the first revolution, the traitorous 
agents of capitalism tried to nullify its effects; 
the well-intentioned revolutionists rose against 
them, and Quintanilla, with nearly all the 
prominent Spaniards who can hold up their 
heads without shame today, went to prison. 
There he worked, and drew a terrific indict
ment against his country's enemies while his 
fate was being decided by judges who wanted 
to have him killed but didn't dare. 

When a graver moment came and the Span
ish people were obliged to improvise a defense 
against fascist aggression, a willing crowd of 
workers and students followed Quintanilla 
without question and took the Montana bar
racks away from an armed and trained force. 

It is not incompatible for a modern man to 
be a patriot, a soldier, and a revolutionist and 
also to be an artist. In the case of Quintanilla, 
it is necessary for him to be all that he is. He 
is filled with energy and determination, he is 
sensitive to an almost painful degree, he does 
not let the enormity of his own or his coun
try's sorrows overwhelm him. As long as he 
lives he will protest, he will hold up to scorn 
the traitors and the bootlickers, he will fix 
with terrible images the memory of democra
cy's agony. 

The first drawing is entitled Franco's Dream. And 
in order properly to understand the Spanish 
tragedy it must be known that Franco, the self-

styled savior of Spain, has not the forceful dog
face and he-man style of Mussolini nor the comedy 
mustache and the weeping countenance of Hitler. 
I may as well come out with it. Franco is a cute 
and plump little fairy. Consequently, his dreams, 
as portrayed by Quintanilla, are devoid of women. 
Behind him, guarding his slumber, stand his mer
cenary Moors whom he sends to the front to be 
killed when he owes them too much money. In the 
distance are ruins of men and of buildings. Lolling 
ecstatically in the left foreground is a fat bourgeois 
and a squatting figure symbolic of superstition and 
ignorance. The faint stench of the Middle Ages 
hangs over the spectacle. 

I have no hesitation in saying that a careful 
study of this drawing will throw more light on the 
Spanish situation than reams of newsprint. 

The second drawing is in no way symbolic. It 
shows an old man and an old woman murdered 
in their beds by the Moors who have been brought 
into Spain to aid Franco's program of civilization. 
What impresses one is the uselessness of the mur
der. One does not feel sorry for the old couple. 
One does not hate the Moors. It is the contempt for 
Franco, his masters, and his colleagues, that rises 
to the surface. 

Ah, no, it is not by killing the old and defense
less that power is gained and held. 

The third drawing depicts Franco, the great 
patriot and fiihrer, taking his morning walk, led 
by a chain and nose-ring by one of Hitler's prize 
Nordics, propelled from behind by a broom in the 
hands of one of Mussolini's jolly Aryans. Broken 
trees and a corpse are in the background, and in 
the middle distance the familiar figure of ignorance 
and superstition. Hypocrisy kneels and gives the 
fascist salute as the self-appointed dictator passes 
by. Keen observers will notice a spider web. 

The last drawing in the series is a self-portrait. 
Quintanilla sticks to his work, departing dreams 
of old Madrid dissolving and the sickening parade 
of tricksters and invaders reduced to-pigmy sizC 
beneath him. 

I think the streets and squares of Madrid 
will ring again, some time, to Quintanilla's 
laughter. I think he will receive his friends 
there with his oldtime grace and gusto. The 
flag he placed on the palace still waves there. 
One must not forget that. The honest men of 
his country whose work and spirit he has ad
mired and to whom he has dedicated unre
servedly his talents are still in the fight. Give 
them ammunition, give them half a chance 
and they will place democracy high and safely 
on the Spanish plains and its fragrance will 
enhance the beauty of Mediterranean ports. 
If any of the Basques are left, that region will 
flourish again. And the bravery of the Astu-
rians will be carried on by the survivors. 

The only possible ending of any article, 
however brief or long, about Spain is a re
newal of the plea to Americans to be fair and 
decent, also wise and prudent, and give the 
loyal Spaniards the means of defense. 
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