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melancholy on yellow-lit, winter Sunday
afternoons, the whole repulsiveness of
this life which he had sworn hundreds of
times every year to give up but to do
which he had always lacked the courage
—for in war he knew where he stood,
but only others could swim in this kind
of a life.

“l am going as far as Basel,” Borck
suddenly said out loud, and he was glad
that he had not told the girl his destina-
tion before.

SHORTLY after Frankfurt the light
had been turned on in the compart-

ment. The girl drew up her legs on
the seat and leaned against the window
corner. Borck lit a cigarette for her.
Outside, lights flew past, red and green,
and sometimes a signalman’s house hissed
by.

“I shall be afraid when you get out,”
said the girl, “I’'m always like that when
I am alone at night.” He noticed how
she turned her head away.

In an hour we shall be in Basel, he
thought, and said aloud: “Shall I go
with you as far as Lausanne?”” Her head
spun round, and he saw with alarm that
there were tears in her eyes.

“Of course I shall go on to Lausanne.
We get free trips through the travel
bureau.” He was lying, but she looked
grateful, like a schoolgirl, and held out
her hand to him. Borck was conscious
of her slender wrist and, as he bent over
it, of a delicate perfume. Orange blos-
som, Borck thought, inwardly smiling at
his disquiet. The train rattled on, calum-
drumdrum, calumdrumdrum.

In Lausanne the early morning sun
was shining from a cloudless sky. Borck
went in to the telegraph office and re-
ported to Berlin: “Ill. Request fortnight
leave.”’ He imagined the faces in the
travel bureau. Knottek would point
with his fat little finger at the place of
despatch, Lausanne, and shake his head
and say with affected sarcasm: “‘Seems
to have gone slightly out of his mind,
our Mr. Borck!” Here we go, thought
Borek, in future someone else will have

to sell their tickets; I can last out three
months, to hell with this dog’s life!

When he came out, he saw the girl
standing among the trunks. He was
whistling his old regimental march be-
tween his teeth and felt gloriously young
and silly.

“Everything is fixed up,” he called
out to her, “I'm coming with you, if I
may.” The girl said nothing, linked her
arm in his and, for a moment, pressed
his arm against her side.

HOSE were the sixteen hours in
which Carl Borck lost his civilian
job. What followed, took place as

real love stories usually take place, that
is to say, it was not in the least extraor-
dinary but wonderful and grand; and
Borck knew that these were hours such
as he had not known since the crossing
of the Marne, with the only difference
that now there was not that disagreeable
feeling in his stomach: instead there was a
glorious floating sensation, like being near
the heaven of the gods, a new existence—
from now on everything would be dif-
ferent.

NE morning during the third week
of their stay in the little winter
resort, Ellen had appeared at break-

fast with a white face, holding a telegram
in her hand. “He is coming this eve-
ning,"” she had said, in a low, small voice,
sadly, as if something inevitable was
coming.

So this is the man who wants to take
her away from me and whom she loved
till now, Borck had thought.

But now the three of them had already
been skiing together for three days, and
the man was none other than Lance
Corporal Schlieffen from his platoon, a
student of law and a crazy fellow. Borck
had nicknamed him ‘General’ Schlieffen
since the time when, on patrol, he had
wiped out a Tommy who was aiming at
Lieutenant Borck.

‘General’ Schlieffen, of a well-to-do
family, now an assistant professor at a
university in north Germany, turned up,
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with ruddy cheeks, healthy, athletic,
and a little naive, a characteristic which
in the old days had prevented his being
sent to an officers’ training camp. For
once during the visit of a division com-
mander to the trenches, this front-line
soldier had held out a pair of field glasses
and asked: “Wouldn't you like to see
some Frenchmen too, General?” As the
division commander was a very lofty
personage who should have been addressed
as “His Excellency,” he had looked the
lance corporal over from head to foot
but, when he discovered his Iron Cross,
had turned away with a smile. His aide-
de-camp, however, had taken Borck aside
and remarked: ‘Excellent platoon, my
dear fellow, but
slightly lacking in
manners for such
an occasion.” So
‘General’ Schlieffen
with his Iron Cross
and three other dec-
orations gaily re-
mained a lance
corporal, and, after
all, it was quite a
good thing, for in
this way the two
of them had stayed
together.

In the hall of the
hotel, Schlieffen had
loudly clicked his heels and shouted:
“Good evening, Lieutenant!” and the two
of them would have got drunk that same
evening if Ellen had not sat between
them, Ellen with her blue eyes, her
narrow little nose, and her slightly too
short upper lip. Schlieffen had not no-
ticed what had happened, and he over-
whelmed her with such a flood of affec-
tionate warmth and sparkling wit that
she beamed at him with big eyes, and
it seemed for a moment as if the three
ﬁappiest people in the world were sitting
ere.

On the morning of the third day Ellen
and Borck had climbed up alone on
their skis toward Mont Lachaux. Since
Schlieffen’s arrival, Borck had treated
her simply as a winter-sports companion.

When they took off their skiing clothes
at the summit, however, and lay down
together in the sun in bathing suits on
their skis, Borck thought of Schlieffen
and had a vision of a duel between two
friends. He turned his head and tried
to kiss the girl's ear, that tiny pink spot
that was not covered by sunburn cream.
He sensed that the little ear was drawing
away from under his lips and, with a
jerk, he turned his head back.

Through his green glasses he looked at
the sun, which hit his eyes as a painful
black spot, and said: “You love him?”

Instead of answering, the girl began to
sob, so that, with the helplessness men
feel toward weeping
women and chil-
dren, he tried to
comfort her, with-
out being very
successful.

Then they sped
down into the valley
on their skis, Borck
ahead. Just before
they reached the
hotel, she called
out to him: “Carl!”
Borck waited till
she had caught
up with him. She
took his hand and
pressed it very hard against her side.
It was like that time at the station at
Lausanne.

In the evening she did not appear in
the dining room. She sent a message to
say she was tired and that the two of
them should eat alone.

Borck and Schlieffen had dinner at a
round table. Between them there was
the empty place.

“Borek, you old war horse, what’s the
matter with you?”’ said Schlieffen.

“Sunburn,” replied Borck, ‘“damn it!"”
He noticed that Schlieffen was looking
at him out of the corner of his eye.

After dinner they drank a bottle of
Neuchitel in the small paneled bar.




442 THE XXth CENTURY

“Youre fond of Ellen,” observed
Schlieffen. “I don’t know what there is
between you. I just want to tell you I
haven't called officially on her parents
yet to ask for her hand.”

“I am not at all interested how you
two have arranged things,” said Borck
and was immediately ashamed of this
remark and his unfriendly tone.

“I think we are going to get married
in the spring,” Schlieffen went on. “‘She
will be the wife of a ‘general’ and, what’s
more, of a professor. For two years I
have been working only for her and
now I'm going to be offered a professor-
ship at Kiel. Let's drink to her health!”

He lifted up his glass. Borck followed
his example, but when he set down the
glass the stem broke, and a red stream
shot out over the table top.

‘“What on earth—?"’ said Schlieffen.

Borck replied: “I know I'm being a
swine, mon brave, but I'm in love with
her!”

Borck was obviously drunk, and young
Schlieffen stared into his glass. Borck
saw his big blue eyes begin to swim.
The waiter came and wiped up 'the wine
with a napkin. They had to stop talk-
ing. When he had gone, Borck said:

“Dear old chap, let me still call you
‘General.” I can’t simply leave the field
here; there is more to it now than a
little winter-sports affair. A damn sight
more, and perhaps everything! It’s some-
thing like at the Ferme Rochelle. There
you either got into the English trenches,
or you were finished. You couldn’t go
back. There was nothing but water
there.”

After a while Schlieffen raised his
head and said tonelessly: ‘“‘And what
about her?”

During this second, as he said himself
later, a great deal passed through Borck’s
mind, his whole life and perhaps even
‘more, before he answered: ‘‘She loves
us both.”

The men sitting at the table were
gilent then, perhaps for an hour, till

Schlieffen said: ‘“One of us leaves to-
night!”

“A duel, my dear Schlieffen, is a stupid
thing,” was Borck’s weary response.

“I agree,” said Schlieffen. ‘“In the
old days we shot at corks, and, apart
from Lieutenant Borck, I was the only
one who could hit five in a row.” He
smiled and added: ‘““To shoot each other
would be ridiculous and in bad taste.
You can’t fight your way for three years
through the mud, shoulder to shoulder,
to end up afterwards in a movie.”

“The gods must decide,” Borck an-
swered, ‘‘the same gods who decided that
time when we two took cover together
in the ammunition dump during that
nasty artillery barrage. We said to each
other that an ammunition dump blows
up less often than a man gets killed, and
we came through it, while half of the
platoon was gone.”

“Dice!” said Schlieffen. ‘‘Waiter, the
dice box!” called Borck and counted out
matches on the table. Then he inter-
rupted his counting and shook out the
whole box. There were forty-five match-
es, more, far more than they had ever
staked during the war when they diced
for a risky patrol.

The dice rattled. The ash tray
filled up with smoking cigarettes, and
both men emptied one glass after another.
Schlieffen jumped up once and opened a
window. Outside a fine rain was driz-
zling on the snow. They played vingt-et-
un, razzle-dazzle, quinze, multiplication,
Plietzschke. Plietzschke was a crazy
game they had invented at Péronne.
You had to toss the dice in the air and
quickly catch it after turning around the
dice box. Plietzschke was a bugler who
had fallen at Warneton. He always
carried a dice box with him, and so they
had buried him back there at Comines
with the leather box in his pocket.

‘“Plietzschke was a real man,” said
Borck, ‘“worth more than both of us
together and the whole damn set-up
today. Let’s drink to Bugler Plietzschke
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of the second company!” For an instant
Borck saw before him the little bugler
who was never without his polished
instrument and his dice box. He was a
farm boy from Silesia, teased and loved
by all because of his curious dialect.

By now the room was empty. The
waiter, who had gone to bed, had thought-
fully placed a row of bottles on the table.
The empty ones were rolling around on
the floor. The clock stood at five.
Schlieffen had a pile of matches and
slowly drew a circle around it with his
finger. Borck had been successful and
had only six matches left. But now he
lost and suddenly had eighteen. The
hand of the clock was moving onto the
six.

Suddenly Schlieffen placed eighteen
matches in the middle. Borck followed
his example. ‘“Let’s get it over. Sud-
den death,” said Schlieffen, and Borck
noticed that he clenched his jaw. At
that moment the clock wheezed as it
started to strike. Borck picked up the
dice box. On the sixth stroke he tilted
it on the table. The dice showed nine
spots—what they had called a ‘grand
slam’ at the front.

Borck stared at his victory. When the
clock struck again, he got up. The
short hand was pointing at seven. The
chair opposite was empty. A charwoman
looked curiously into the smoke-filled
room. Borck was no longer drunk. He
felt miserable. He went to Schlieffen’s
room. It was empty, the luggage gone.
Borck ran down the three floors. Down-
stairs he found the night porter.

“Mr. Schlieffen has paid his bill and
left for the station in the hotel sleigh.”

The ‘general’ had left without saying
another word to Borck. ‘‘Good-night,”
Borck said to himself and went to his
room.

In his sleep he heard a drop falling at
regular intervals onto the tin of the
window ledge. The drop tortured him,
and the night seemed to last for ever, as
if a big, damp, black dog were sitting on
his chest and would not release him.
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HREE hours later, when he entered
the breakfast room, the girl was
sitting at the table and called out:

‘“Hallo, you lazybones!”

She seemed to have forgotten the day
before, and her red jersey radiated a
shining glow over her young face, like
an open fireplace. Borck wanted to lift
his cup, but put it down again and said,
with as quiet a tone as he could manage:
“He had to leave suddenly. He’ll write
to you.”

He heard his voice sounding quite
hoarse. The girl slowly put her cigarette
on a saucer, and he could see the blood
leaving her face as she said softly:
“What happened between you?”

Later, when Borck wanted to tell one
of his friends about this and the following
day, he did not go on. For several
minutes he drummed with his fingers on
the arm of the chair, and he only said
that it had been the worst forty-eight
hours of his life. They had tried over
and over again to forget the other man.
Borck had gone out with her into the
forest, but the rain had dripped down
from the branches and had left countless
little gray holes in the snow, as if even
the elements were conspiring against
them.

In the afternoon he went to the café
with her. They were alone there, and
he had kissed her, but she suddenly
jumped up and ran out. He looked for
her all over the village, on the ski slope,
in the hotel lounge where the music was
playing, ghostly with its chattering
guests, its clattering spoons and cups.
Nor was she in her room. She finally
appeared for a silent dinner, and after
the meal she said good-night to him with
a sad smile.

The following morning he came down
to breakfast with a hollow feeling of
uneasiness, but she suddenly behaved
again as if nothing had happened. She
laughed and talked a lot and avoided
anything that might have reminded her
of Schlieffen. In this way the day
passed, almost like the days before
Schlieffen’s arrival, and between them
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there was once again that sensation of
floating, of vibration, that wonderful
harmony he had never known till then.
But on the way home in the evening she
suddenly ran ahead into the hotel, and
he had dinner alone. Still, he believed
that everything would perhaps turn out
all right after all.

During the night, however, he was
awakened by the flapping of his curtain
when his door opened slowly. She came
in and quickly hung her fur coat over the
chair. He did not stir. She lay down
in her pajamas beside him on top of the
covers, took his head, kissed him, and
suddenly burst into tears, so that he had
to hold her little body very tightly in
his arms, so wildly was it racked by
sobs. To his repeated questions, she
finally said that she was in love with
Schlieffen and that she could not go on
living. It was only now that he felt,
and gradually with growing certainty,
that his victory at dice, of which he had
told her nothing—for how was a woman
to understand such things?—had been a
defeat, and that he had really and
truly lost her through Schlieffen’s
departure.

We do not know what Borck and the
girl said to each other during this night.
He only said later that he consoled Ellen
and said to her that she should go ahead
and join the ‘general,” because he needed
her, that she should take the first train
in the morning, and that he would leave
at noon. And then the girl had some-
times laughed through her tears at the
funny things he had told her about and
had asked him for his short Eng-
lish pipe as a memento. She
had put her slender nose to the
brown, smokey wood and had

‘bo things that are really for thee gravitate to thee.
seek your friend. Let your feet run, but your

not find him, will you not acquiesce that it is best you should not find him?

For there is a power, which as it is in you, is in him also,
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said that this was he, Carl, and that he
would now always be with her.

In the morning they packed her trunks
in Ellen’s room. Outside a tinkling sleigh
was waiting in the frost. The sun was
shining brightly. They drove to the
station on the gently twisting road. It
all went very fast. Ellen got into the
train. The conductor whistled, the car-
riages started to move. Borck trotted
along beside them. When he saw that
the girl, as she leaned out of the window,
suddenly opened her mouth in fear—just
like the little Frenchman who had lain in
his dugout with gas poisoning—he ab-
ruptly turned on his heel and went back
slowly to the hotel. The sun was hot.
In his room he closed the shutters and
turned on the electric light. In the big
armchair, where a few hours before her
coat had lain, he found his pipe.

IGHT years later, Ellen Schlieffen was
visited by a university colleague of
her husband’s, who had just returned

from a botanical expedition to the Upper
Amazon. He told her about a German
settler, a sunburnt, muscular pioneer,
whom he had found deep in the heart of
Brazil, clearing the forest with some
other Germans and a group of natives.
He had spent the night in the settler’s
house, and when he had mentioned that
he was from Kiel, the settler, whose name
he could not remember, asked him to
deliver a package to Mrs. Schlieffen.
Unfortunately, the professor had later
on lost part of his baggage, including this
parcel, in a mishap on the rapids. But
he hoped Mrs. Schlieffen would not mind
the loss of the package too
much, sinceit had probably only
been intended as a joke: it had
contained an old pipe.

fore very well bring you together, if it were for the best.
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play presents a picture of the life of the staff of one
third of mﬁnlezed th:m fu;l;t. which rep-

of the front, General Gorlov,
commanders under him, General Ognyov,
in which the cliques of officers around
thess two men also become involved.
(Both Gorlov’s brother and son belong
to Ognyov’s clique.)

Then the scene shifts to the staff
quarters of Ognyov, who finds himself
in a very difficult position because the
plan to be carried out by order of his
superior commander is faulty. The Red
tank corps, which is urgently needed
by Ognyov, is destroyed, and the Germans who,
unknown to the Red side, have built a new road,
are advancing along this road. General
decides to act against Gorlov’s orders and o
permission from Moscow over the head of
superior to carry out his own plan. (Incidentally,
one item of this plan is that part of his troo
are put into German uniforms, to deceive
Germans.)

Of course, Ognyov is victorious, although only
with great di ty, since it is too late
up for Gorlov’s mistake.
he suffers, there is also Gorlov's
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literature has been partioularly often extolled in i, namely, the
Front, by Alevander Korneytchuk. In the leading USSR daily,
“M"“wnpﬁn‘dmdmi«u#inthcnogndmw

often Pt 8
inted

The Front throws such an interesting light on the situation within the Soviet
and that we would like to
lack the space for thss, we shall content ourselves with

nt it in its entirely in an English

of Stalin who, in his great wisdom, has brought
all this to pass.

THE VILLAIN AND THE HERO

The whole play revolves around the conflict
between two men, men who are not simply in-
dividuals but who each represents his own world.

General Gorlov, the villain of the piece, is a
man who, coming from the labor class, has won
his military spurs in the Revolution and in the
civil war and who has finally advanced to one of
the highest positions in the Red y. Heo is a
self-made man and says of himself:

“I learnt to fight, not in academies,
a

the officers present with ‘“How true!”
and applause.

Gorlov is a tough old fighter, but
stupid and lazy. He has never added to his
knowledge, not even when he was sent to Ger-
many for a time:

“I didn’t care for Germany. It was boring.
But then we went to France. Yes, indeed. n’f.lfo
things we saw there! It was a pity we were re-
called s0 soon. But it is nice to

d‘y"I’

Conoarnﬁ' this scene, the reviewer of the
Izvestiya tes: ‘‘Gorlov was in Germany. Did
he notice what the German general staff was pre-
paring in the way of new methods in the tactics

But Gorlov
rade in the days of the civil war.
Communications is also useless and, moreover, a
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drunkard, and the journalist of a big Moscow
paper who is attached to his staff is a chatterbox
who says of himself: “My dear fellow, if I were
to write about what I see, I couldn’t possibly
write something every day.” Izvestiya remarks
about these creatures around Gorlov: ‘““These
types are not so rare.”

this unpleasant background, the youth-

(‘))T:yovshmudlﬂuobngbw He is
tho ideal clever, and industrious
officer, who can even quote Moltke. He has taken
part neither in the Revolution nor in the civil
war. ‘‘In those days he could still stand up straight
under a table,” Gorlov contemptuously says of
him, so he must be in his middle thirties. When
war broke out with Germany, he was a colonel,
threse months later he was a major general and,
by the end of the play, he is supreme com-
mander of one third of the fighting Red Army.

His superior cannot stand him. *“I am sorry to

say that the question of whether or not a man
has fought in the civil war is still the most im.
poruntthingintho?uofourhighutoﬂlm"
says A& member of the Supreme War Council of the
USSR who arrives from Moscow. ‘‘No matter
how talented a young officer may be, they do not
recognize him if he has not fought at their side in
the civil war."

CHAOS

The play presents a gloomy picture of the in.
competence and _reigning in the Boviet staffs
and in the Red Army in general. Their reconnais-
sance of the enemy is more than weak. While it is
reported that in a certain sector the Reds are
faced by fifty German tanks, there are actually
420. When the man who is ible for re-
connaissance along the entire front is asked for the
name of the general who is in command of the
German troops lying opposite, he replies: “I
don't know. Before, the fellow in command was

. I forget, his name was so difficult. Anyway,
nwusm)or(}enonlvonsomethmg He has
been taken away. I don’t know what kind of a
‘von’ is there now.”” One sympathizes with Ognyov
when he says of t.lnn officer: “That man lies like
a salesman.” The chief of staff of the front ex-
preases his o n on the reconnaissance methods as
follows: ".l]o tell the truth, there is no reconnais-
sance at all at our front. The foremost detachments
can only see as far as the first hill what the enemy
is doing; but what is behind the hill they can
generally only guess at.”

We hear that the commander of a battalion
and his commissar have taken on a cook for them-
selves and that are behaving like lords.
“They eat enough for five. But the soldiers’
field kitchen isn’'t worth & damn. The soldiers
have beaten up the cook because he never gives
them anything but a filthy broth.” We are told
that Ognyov's army has only two wireless stations
instead of twenty-two and that ‘‘all around and
even in our army there are spies and people who
talk too much.”

Denunciations are rampant. An officer who has
an argument with Gorlov’s Chief of Staff waits
till the latter leaves the room and rings up the

of the local organization of the Com-

munist Party, to whom he says: ‘““When will you
be at the Party office? Today? Good. I have a
little matter to clear up and need some information.
Listen, do you hap to remember what kind of
-hmily& jef of Staff comes from?! Well,

well, welll The son of a clergyman! That's
splendid. No, nothi more. I'll come over.”

The field atrociously. A noncom-
missioned cer gets a letter in January which
was sent off in his home village on September 1.
And when he finally gets it he finds little cause for
rejoicing in it. His wife writes: *“Our brigadier
[title given to the man who organizes the work on
a collective farm] has turned out to be a rotter.
Hardly had you all left for the front when he im-
mediately became a scoundrel and started to pet
drunk with the bookkeeper. They are both
scoundrels.”

And what, after all, is one to think of the dis-
('l line of an army in which an officer like Ognyov,
who considers the orders of his superior to be mis-
taken, applies directly to headquarters in Moscow
and roceives permission to act against the orders
of his superior? Or in which the fact that a Cer-
man plane has made a forced landing behind the
Russian lines is reported by the chief of the avia-
tion department of the front to Moscow and, what
i8 more, directly to Stalin, but not to his own
superior?
“GIVE US MORE PLANES!”

The following conversation between General
Gorlov and his brother, the manager of an air-
plane factory, throws a revealing light on the
quality of the Soviet air arm. Gorlov complaina
that he does not have enough aircraft. His brother
explains that a lot of time was lost recently while
experiments were being made with a new, faster
type.

Gorlov “Don't worry so wmuch about tho
speed. The main thing is, give us more
Look at how many planes the Germans have!”

Brother: ‘‘Don’t start that refrain. We're sick
and tired of it. We've heard it enough from you and
yourkind. Stop ing about it—to hell with it!"

Gorlov: *“Why?! I don't understand.”

Brother: “S8ome of your military strategists
have been writing for years: ‘Give us more planes!
Speed is of unporhnoe We need
numbers.” Woell, we civilians listened

Gorloy: ‘‘Well, that's the way it sllould be."”

Brother: “l!wohndkoptonlistenmgtot.hwo
strategists we would have already been finished
by now .. .."”

Gorlov: ‘‘Nevertheless, numbers are very im-
,ﬁ:;tant today. On land and in the air. Numbers win.

y are the body and soul of the military profession.’
“SOCIAL COMMISSION,” NOT LITERATURE

l'rom the manner in which Korneytchuk's play
lauded in the highest places, we can deduct

wnh lﬂ.olnto that it was written for a
in the form of a ‘‘social commis-

mon" (oomabw zakaz) as is common in the Soviet
Union. Hence we would be unjust toward the
play if we were to review it from a li point
of view. It must be considered, not as a literary
work, but as a political publication written for a
definite purpose. It can hardly even be regarded
as & drama. It contains no dramatic conflict,
since the characters in it do not undergo any de-
velopment. In the last scene they are the same
as in the first; and the denouement is not brought
about through those characters or through inner
necessity but by the all- deus ex machina
in the Kremlin. Neither reader nor the
onlooker can feel any dramatic tension. From
the first scene it is clear who is the scoundrel and
who the hero, and for this reason the end can easily

be predicted.
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The characters of the play are not living people
but marionettes. ltdmznymnilthomthor
himself wants to draw attention to this by in-
venting symbolic names for most of them (the

j is called Comrade ‘‘S8houter,” the Chief
of Communications Comrade ‘‘Hoarse,” an artist
who Comrade ‘‘Me " ete.). How
little author, this so-called Writer of the Pro-

letariat, is able to speak the language of the people
is shown by the fact that in one rough scene among
soldiers he has copied a portion, almost word for
word, from an ancient letter, humorous and insult-
ing, written by the Dniepr Cossacks to the Sultan
of Turkey. This historic lotter ended with the
words: * day is the same here as where
you are. And you may kiss our...."” In
The Front the soldiers discuss the letter which
they plan to write to the chief of the mail service
and which ends: “The day in the trenches is
the same as where you are. And you may kiss
our...."

THE PURPOSE

In order to understand the true purpose of the
play, one must visualize the situation as it was
when the play was written. The Red Army, to
strengthen which the Boviet pulation went
hungry for twenty years, had red defeat upon
defeat and had been thrown back a thousand
kilometers. Gigantio losses in soldiers and officers
were being borne.

In this situation two things were necessary.
Korneytchuk attempted to do both.

First of all it was necessary to explain to the
population of the Boviet Union how such disasters

could have occurred. For that purpose a scape-
goat had to be found. The role of sca t has
been assigned to those high officers who fought

in the civil war and are personified by Gorlov and
his clique. The men who until yesterday were
praised as the heroes of the Revolution, the civil
war, and the whole Soviet state, are suddenly to
blame for ev ing. Their old merits are for-
gotten. Indoedd.‘nbeo.un l;f m old merits they
are especially gerous, for ugh them they
have aoquired a nimbus among the people and
in the army, which makes it difficult to remove
them. One must set about this carefully, for, like
Gorlov, they are the ‘“darlings of the army.” In
order to demonstrate how incapable they are of
ing out the tasks assigned to them, even
Gorlov's brother and son must go over to the
other side. Through the mouth of the brother,
the workers who see this play in the theaters of
the whole Boviet Union are told that they must
not feel any sympathy for the Gorlovs. The
brother says to Gorlov: ‘“Day and night we are
i machines for the front. The best ma-
chines in the world. And for what? So that
thmuﬁuyour incompetence and backwardness a
good of them are smashed up. What shall I
say to the workers and engineers when I go back
to the factory? ... I can't conceal from them
that their valuable work, our wealth of engineering,
are used by you at the front incompetently
and wi t expert knowledge.” 8o out with

these old men.

THE STORY ABOUT THE TABLE

In a recent newspaper article, Ehrenburg, one
of the best-known Soviet writers, told the followi
story. He once went into a government office
bumped against a table at the entrance. The
official there reassured him by sﬁymg that every-
one bumped against this table. Upon Ehrenburg's

wrong place. And he s
No mtmhowlmgnhbhhubomﬁndiniolﬁo
that, nor what its former merits may have o
if it is in the way it must go!

All this sounds very revolutionary, and a rev.
olution which forms within a revolution has com-
monly been called by history a counter revolution.

ll-Is\lr‘?saovoluﬁonneodsiuMM. llm
Bolshevist Government is now turning against
heroea of its own Revolution, it must be g:fnod
one day to be scrapped iteelf. Today, in is
making a Gorlov the scapegoat and discharges him
for bo?ng a fool. What is to stop the Ognyovs

from doing the same thing one day to Stalin?

COMMISSARS AND NAPOLEONS

The war has torn terrible gaps in the officers’
corps of the Red Army. Little has remained of
the cadre army which opposed the Germans in
June 1941. Yo and inexperienced men must
now, at a constantly i ing rate, be appointed
to higher and higher positions. Compared to the
Gorlovs, the old ‘“darlings of the army,” they
do not yet enjoy the confidence of the soldiers.
Hence the second task of The Front is to enlist
confidence in them. At the same time, it is sup-

to show them that Moscow, and especially
Stalin himself, is backing them and therefore
expects their full support in return.

For those in power in Moscow, the fact that
generals are suddenly being found from among the
midst of the armies is by no means without its
dangers. It is not for nothing that the memory
of Napoleon and of what he did to the French
Revolution has been recalled frequently and with
discomfort in the SBoviet Union. With the Gorlovs,
one could at least be sure that they were not
Napoleons, for those among the old officers who
had shown even the slightest talent for becoming
a Napoleon were liquidated long ag;.

But who can guarantee that no Napoleons will
arise from the ranks of the Ognyovs! Although
the pretence is maintained in this play that t
young talents are to be encouraged by every means,
the authorities still prefer the Party functionaries
who were until recently attached to the officers’
corps as political commissars. This explains the
recent edict of 8talin which has made the militarily
untrained commissars into officers. Thus by the
stroke of a pen a new officers’ corps made up of
Party men was created. It is to take the place
of the professional officers, who have been deci-
m-to;ibyonemd.bnllyun'olm. oB-o‘::go‘:
the long run even they represent a tw
sword for the rulers in Moscow. Many among
them are unscrupulous op ists and adven-
turers who neither military knowledge nor
the moral discipline of the professional officers.

The Front should bear the subtitle “The Crisis
within the Red Army.” For it shows how more
unknown factors are being added daily to Stalin’s
increasingly complicated calculation.

Wuundnrmuh.valwtho_nd-ofm
been following their own laws, and for these
has no formula.—K.M.
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ON THE SCREEN

JAPANESE ANTIESPIONAGE FILMS
(Ses illustrations page 378)

THE SPY HAS NOT YET DIED. A
Shochiku Film. Principal players: Yasumi Hara,
Mitsuko Mito, Tatsuo Baito, Shinichi Himori,
Michiyo Kogure, and Makoto Saburi.

TERROR OF THE FIFTH COLUMN. A
Nikkatsu Film. Principal players: Yukiko Todo-
roki and Yasushi Nagata.

The espionage film has not made much progress
in Ja the main reason being that in Japan
there is very little room for any espionage activity.
American countries, where the

structure of & nation is more complicated,
there may be greater ibilities for espionage.
In Japan, however, purity of blood is maintained
and at the samo time the national spirit is healthy.
Moreover, the number of foreigners living in Japan
is very small, and the Japanese police and gendar-
merie have excellent systems of suporvision.

However, now that Japan has entered a war
which is unprecedented in its scale, it is quite
appropriate for the Japanese people to be injected
with an antiespionage spirit. Two films have
appeared in response to this demand.

The story of The Spy Has Not Yet Died begins
early in 1941 in the city of Chungking, which is
suffering from the constant menace of air raids.
Under secret orders, Wang, a young officer of the
h“ml!nng army (played by Yasumi Hara) smuggles

into Japan by wny of Shmghni.

hai he meets a J "G'E:m
whom he knew while a ltudenc in an.n
hilgoodoﬂloea.Waugukeeuphulodgmgsw:th
the ocorrespondent’s family in Tokyo. He is kindly
troated by the oommndents mother and sister
(phyod t.{ to), but he soon t.s in
touch with an American spy (played by
8aito) and his subordinate, a Flhpino (played by
Shinichi Himori), and tries to instigate Chinese
students in Japan. However, warned by a report
from Shanghai, the gendarmerie corps in Tokyo
keeps strict watch over Wang a.nd waits for a
chance to make a wholesale arrest of all these

ies, which finally takes place with the arrival of

mber 8.

The story lacks reality, but.. notwi
this fact, t.he film is thrilling bcgm to
The photography is beauuful
playing the part of Wang, has thoChme-e
character fairly well, but the other actors have
failed in their depiction of foreign characters.
This is generally the case with Japanese actors, and
it is probably one of the fundamental difficulties
in ?,roducmg films for the antiespionage campaign
in Japan

Tervor of the Fifth Column is inferior to The Spy
Hae Not Yet Died in its film art, but it has a better

story. In this film, the activities of the Japanese
And it spiritual power are more
adequately described than in the first one.
The story of this film also centers around Tokyo
Kd?,n the out.gmbmk (;: yt:: Greater East mod Wz.
apanese ( by Yukiko Todoroki)
worhuthotoolo?ufomgnlpy Not knowing
who her father was, and having lived for a long
time in Shanghai, she believes she has no na.
tionality. She approaches the fiancde of a young
engineer wor in an aircraft-manufacturing
plant and her introduction enters a muni-
tion factory as an office employee. She attempts
to obtain the secrets of an aircraft engine, but she
hmﬁodowhgwthoqmckacﬁonoltbogm
darmerie. A conspiracy planned for the day on
which the engine is to be tested is also pped
in the bud. The ringleader of the foreign spies
imports a large Chinese vase from Shanghai in
which he smuggles a short-wave radio set. This
vase plays an important role in the last dramatic
scene.

However, as & drama of espionage, this film is
not yet a polished example. Tbo choice of Yukiko
Todoroki as the heroine was unfortunate, since she
shows neither cunninamnor steeled nerves, both
essential in playing part of a woman spy.
8he is just a sweet girl.

As Japaneso film directors, scenario writers, and
actors have not yet had much experience in films
on espionage, there is still much room for improve-
ment.—H. Tsumura.

L] ® L]

GERMANIN. A Ufa production.
Germ Germany comui:bo news M‘t:la‘dmg

rman movie company is producing & dealing
with the invention of Germanin. All who
interested in science and discovery will look forward
to this picture with interest, for it has as its story
one of the most dramatio chapters in the 1d
struggle of Man disease. Bbopingdm-.
which ends in a fatal sleep, was one of the most
dreaded scourges of ind until an effective
remedy was found twenty-five years ago through
the discovery of Germanin (“Bayer 205) by
German scientists.

The film is meant at the same time as a monu-
ment to German

y

against malaria, which was the world’s most wide-
spread disease and to which two million le
suocumbedeveryx the in of
Plasmochin and ubnnthnphgmhulo-tm
terror. In view of the exceptional actuali
tropical medicine in East Asia, it can only be
that this film may also reach us here.

i
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