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that we must remember our sense of propor
tion in judging a contribution of this sort. 

Assuredly, Battle Hymn of China is no 
definitive political guide to the maze of 
Chinese society. W e do not pick it up for 
that type of guidance. W e read it to be
come acquainted with what kind of man 
the Chinese soldier is as he faces the prob
lems, both military and political—and also 
biological—which to most people would 
long since have proved insuperable. This is 
not to say that there isn't much of political 
value in what •Agnes Smedley recounts. 
Anyone whose pohtical thinking on China 
has been sharpened by reading the brilliant 
analyses of Mao Tse-tung and Chu T e h 
and their colleagues will find in Miss Smed-

ley's book much concrete documentation. 
Page after page contains detailed accounts 
of the great fissure in China of which I 
spoke early in this review, the split between 
those willing and anxious to accept all the 
democratic consequences of winning 
China's nationhood and those exploiting 
the war for their own private benefit and, 
wittingly or unwittingly, for the benefit of 
the Axis. T h e whole volume, as a matter 
of fact, is a series of case studies of this 
fissure and of the crying need for national 
unity. Maybe Agnes Smedley is not a po
litical writer, but I challenge any one to 
show me a book containing more ammuni
tion for political thinking. 

F R E D E R I C K V. F I E L D . 

The Language Men Speak 
From Spain to the siege of Sevastopol. Norman Rosten's 

Fourth Decade" reviewed by Joy Davidman. 

'The 

THE FOURTH DECADE, by Normott Rosten. Tartar 
fif Rinehart. $2.00. 

n p H E little critics continue to moan in the 
••• little magazines. Poetry's a frail but

terfly, they tell you, and its wings have got 
broken by the iron realities of this war. 
There isn't any American war poetry, 
there can't be any; the little critics refuse 
to discover it. All the true poets—whom 
you may identify by their-consistent refusal 
to write anything comprehensible—must 
continue to stifle in the unventilated closets 
of their own souls. 

And meanwhile, of course, the great 
poetry of this war is being written. I t looks 
at heroes; it sings on piercing trumpets, 
and it does not ask the critics' permission 
first. Such a book as Norman Rosten's 
Fourth Decade is all the answer our de
featist critics need. Here is verse written, 
like the Declaration of Independence, out 
of "a decent respect to the opinions of man
kind" rather than out of the contempla
tion of the poet's navel. Norman Rosten is 
speaking to human beings of their own 
struggles and achievements; he speaks in 
the language that men speak, and it is a 

.language that burns and freezes with fiery 
beauty and with icy rage. You will not 
find here the self-pitying whine which neu
rotics from Eliot to Delmore Schwartz 
have attempted to establish as the sole busi
ness of verse.-

But you will find Spain, and the volun
teers coming across the Pyrenees on foot 
in the cold and surreptitious dawn. You 
will find Sevastopol, holding the Nazis back 
till its bricks and the bodies of its children 
were confounded in one red ruin. 

This was not Paris, the of en city. 
This was a closed city and men fought 

for it. 

They fulled the sky down over their 
heads. 

Honor blazed in their eyes like suns. 

For eight months the body held. 
This is the last day of the eighth 

month. 
This is the day the heartbeat staffed. 

When verse is as good as that it becomes 
an absolute, and you cannot measure it with 
yardstick, you can only feel it go through 
your heart like a knife. There is much in 
The Fourth Decade which is as good as that, 
particularly in the last section, "Siege," 
which tells the story of Sevastopol. Norman 
Rosten has not contented himself with the 
empty lip-service which declares that the 
Russians are so brave, the Nazis so brutal, 
the whole thing so terrible, yes—and goes 
on its way without the faintest conception 
of what terror and bravery really mean. 
Rosten brings you face to face with the in
dividual men; with Piotr Barkanov, torn 
to pieces between the Nazi tanks; with 
Luzenko, the grower of vines, and the 
nameless sailor drowning at sunset in the 
Black Sea, and the nameless lovers in the 
bombed hospital; with twenty-five soldiers 
trapped in the cellar of the armory when 
the Nazis held the city over their heads. 
He is not afraid that horrible things will 
destroy his flowerlike verses, he dares to 
show you a schoolgirl with her hair in two 
long braids, tied to a bed for the pleasure 
of the Nazi officers. Yet, from these in
numerable tragedies, a single sharp beauty 
is created—the beauty of the unbroken 
spirit of a fighting people. I t is good to see 
poetry saying again what so much poetry 
has forgotten to say in the last twenty 
years: that there is only one final beauty, 
to be on your feet, and only one ultimate 
ugliness, to fall to your knees. 

T h e heroic mood of "Siege" is almost 

equaled by the earlier group of poems on 
the Spanish Republic and the International 
Brigades, and here Rosten has opportu
nities at times for another mood—that of 
savage irony, which he handles brilliantly. 
The escapists waltzing to Strauss on the 
ice at Radio City, the renegade liberals who 
"left no forwarding address"—they serve 
as a black background to the tragedy of 
Spain. And there is bigger prey: 

Generalissimo Francisco, 
the man of God, the fofe's choice, 
voted most likely to succeed. . . . 

Affroach, friend, and be recognized! 
Greetings! We rejoice with you! 
The State Defartment on this occa

sion 
of your victory takes your bloody hand 
in most fraternal greetings. . . . 

We assume the German and Italian 
troofs 

will leave as quietly as fossihle. 
Let everything take flace quietly. 
Let the folitical frisoners be shot 

quietly 
and the bleeding be as internal as 

fossihle. . . . 

This has not lost its bitter relevance in 
the years since the betrayal of the Spanish 
Republic. Nor has the extraordinary news-
reel-in-three-acts of the League of Nations, 
in which swift flashes of historic moments 
build up to Munich and the final catas
t rophe—"We walk to the exits, into the 
burning world." Wherever there is a posi
tive emotion to be expressed, whether it be 
rage or love, Rosten is at his best. I t is for 
this reason, perhaps, that the opening sec
tion of the book is its weakest; for here Ros
ten is merely tilting at paper windmills. 
Rotary clubs, literary teas, and radio soap 
operas—-aU the more commonplace silli
nesses of the thirties—-are obviously not 
quite such exciting material for poetry as 
the siege of Sevastopol, and Rosten's hu
morous attack on them has been influenced 
rather too much by the later trivialities of 
Fearing. Nevertheless there are moments 
which give you the authentic "cauld grue" 
of horror: 

Down, down the decade comes; 
all the king's horses 
and all the kin^s men 
will not fut it together again. 

The Fourth Decade is a delight for its 
own sake. And it is equally valuable as a 
symptom of the healthy morale of the 
American people that such poetry should 
appear just now, that Norman Rosten 
should be able to reach millions over the 
radio with the Ballad of Bataan while de
featist poets must live by taking in one an
other's washing. With the radio poetry re
sumes its long-lost character as one of the 
vocal arts; it sheds the affectations of the 
slim pale-mauve volumes and regains di-
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NEVV MASSEJS 
ILISSiFili SUfEil lSEiEiTS 
SOc a line. Payable in advance. Min. charge $1.56 
Approx. 7 words to a line. Deadline Fri., 4 p.m. 

APARTMENT TO SHARE 

WEST ISth STKEBT—4 rooms, all conveniences, sep
ara te bedroom. Young lady, $30.00 monthly. WAtkins 
9-6925 unti l 11 p.m., or Box 1833, New Masses. 

FOR RENT—UNFURNISHED 

W. 89th St.. Z\^—Large bedroom, living room, pantry 
Isitchenette, private ba th ; separate wing of large 
apar tment . Complete privacy. EN. 2-0040. 

FURS 

SKILLED EUK CKAFTSMAN with factory In whole
sale district offers you reasonable rates on remodeling, 
repairing, cleaning, glazing or blending. Made to 
order and ready-to-wear furs available. P L E A S E ASK 
FOK MK. ARMANI) OB ARMAND ET SOEUB, 146 
West 30 St., N. T. C. OH. 4-1424. 

INSURANCE 

PAUL CROSBIE—Insurance of every kind—whatever 
your needs—FKEQUBNT SAVINGS. 80 "West 40th St., 
New York City. Tel. PBnnsylvania 6-6788. 

GYMNASIUM 

WOMEN—Reduce—Keep Fit. Open daily till 9:00 P.M. 
Individual Exercise—Massage—^Bicycles—^Steam Cabi
nets, etc. Complete tr ial visit $2.25. Special budget 
exercise course $12 monthly. Special Saturday correc
tive exercise courses for children. -GOODWIN'S GYM
NASIUM, 1467 Broadway (42 St.) . Wisconsin 7-8250. 

PRIZE PLAY CONTEST 

PLAYWRIGHTS consult us re $1600 Prize Play Con
test. Deadline near. New Wri ters Welcomed. MAX
W E L L HARRIS AGENCY, 55 W. 42 St. (Afternoons.) 

INTERPRETATIVE DANCING CLASSES FOR W O M E N 

by TIRCA KABLIS. Designed for body culture—espe-" 
cially to improve muscle tone, figure and posture. 
Special emphasis is placed on slenderizing exercises. 
Course of 7 lessons—$6.00. For further information, 
telephone WAtkins 9-0463 after 3 P.M. (1 Bank St.) 

PIANO TUNING 

PIANO TUNING. Repairing, Reconditioning. Reliable 
advice on purchases and sales. Member Nat ' l AsB'n 
Piano Tuners, Inc. Ralph J. Appleton, 505 Sth Ave., 
N. Y. City. MU-2-3767 

WE WILL INTERVIEW YOU IN 
YOUR HOME 

For a Job on 

NEW MASSES 
in the following cities 

Chicago, Milwaukee, Minneapolis, 
Manhattan (N. Y.), St. Louis 

Indianapolis, Newark, Buffalo 

Good Pay ̂  
Bnteresting Work 

Help NEW MASSES Build 
Circulation in YOUR CITY 
Not on a canvassing basis. Apply in 
writing today so that our representative, 
DORETTA TARMON, who will be in the 

above cities, may see you in person. 

Write 
HERBERT GOLDFRANK 

NEW MASSES 

104 East 9th St. New York 3, N. Y. 

rectness and sincerity. And if The Fourth 
Decade is any indication, American poetry 
is even now coming back to the people for 
good and all. 

JOY DAVID MAN. 

Br ie f Reviews 
THE STORY OF THE AMERICAS, by Lelafid Deivitt 
Baldwin, Simon and Schuster. $3.50. 

THE OTHER AiMERiCANS, by Edward Tomlinson, 
Charles Scribner's Sons.l $3.00. 

"D OTH of these books have their place on 
, -*-' the shelf of any man's Latin American 
library. They pose no deep problems, assay 
no peaks of Darien; they conquer neither 
new frontiers nor ancient civilizations as 
did Pizarre. But they round out in an in
teresting and stimulating way one's knowl
edge of our hemisphere. Baldwin's work, 
while re-telling the story of how the two 
Americas were first discovered and settled, 
is most interesting on the history of the 
early Spanish and Portuguese operations. 
The tale of the Conquistadores lives again 
with particular brilliance and brutality. 
What will impress the North American 
reader most is the fact that our Latin 
American friends have a much longer and 
more tragic history than ours; the roots go 
back five centuries and are gnarled in the 
remains of the great Indian civilizations. 
Baldwin tells the stbry directly, pausing on 
some of the more bizarre details. 

Tomhnson's is a kind of travelogue: 
South America as seen in terms not so 
much of history and underlying economic 
and social reality but in every-day life, 
mores, foods, costume, and custom. It con
veys in a very adequate fashion the physical 
sense of the other American peoples, the 
kind of land they live in, their way of 
thinking. Not too deep, but neither so 
shallow that one cannot float through it 
pleasantly. 

THE SPANISH LABYRINTH, by Gerald Brenan. 
MacMillan. $3.^0. -

"VT OTwiTHSTANDiNG its Considerable 
•*• ~ value as a historical survey of Span
ish history since the fall of the first republic 
eighty years ago, this book succeeds in paint
ing a rather poisonous picture of the un
forgettable fight of the second Republic in 
our time. Brenan's book has scholarship, a 
great deal of interesting material on Span
ish syndicalism, on the national issues such 
as those in Catalenia, and the personalities 
and methods of Spanish reaction. But it is 
painfully clear that his friendship for Luis 
Araquistain and the German Trotskyist, 
Franz Borkenau, completely warps his view 
of the Republic's battle. Page after page on 
Soviet policy toward Spain in the thirties, 
and the role of the Spanish Communist 
Party are not only erroneous, but repulsive. 
An ugly example of how scholarship stops 
where professional anti-Communism 
sets in. 
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Feature Enfertainment by 
Bernie Hern 

Israel Wilashensky, Fomous Artef Artist 
Tamara Borodyn, Concert Pianist, Accordionist 
A S5.00 deposit wUI insure your reservafion 

Rates for 4 days from Wednesday supper, Nov. 
24th, thru Sunday dinner, Nov. 28th— 

$30.00 ^ 

FOR VACATION FUN AND REST 
55 Mites from New York a vacation "heaven," 
breath- takingiy beaat i fu l count rys ide— 
delicious food—restful indoor activities—in
vigorating enjoyable outdoor sports: 

—ping pong—volley ball—bowi;ng 
dancing — bicycling,— (horseback 

riding and golf nearby). - - • • ' • — 
You're welcome at any 
time and for any time. 
Write for booklet. 

CHRISTMAS 

VACATION 
Ail indoor and outdoor 

activities* 
Open Fireplace. Modern 

Library. Musical Recordings. 
*Skiing, Tobogganing, 

Ice Skating. Henry Joseph, 
Square Dance Leader 

Informa! Discussions led by 
Dr. Philip Foner. 
* Rented on premises, 

EHenvUIe, N.Y. 
Tel. 50a 

^^Mmim^i 
HOTEL HARMOIVY 
B05 FORREST AVENUE LAKEWOOD, NEW JERSEY 

UNEXCELLED CUISINE 

Te. Lakewood 450,936 
YUDIS GROSS 

formerly of Royele Hotel 
ANNA BROUDE 

Early Reservations for Thanksgiving 

FCB ÎCTORY 

BUY 
UNITED 
STATES 

WAR 
BONDS 

AND 

STAMPS 
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