
] AM free and I am happy. My com- 
plete vindication by the Supreme 
Court from an unjust frame-up is 

not a personal victory for me. It is a 
victory for Be down-trodden, oppressed 
Negro people and all who hate slavery 
and exploitation. 

While I rejoice in the goodness of 
this victory, I do not do so alone. Those 
who have worked untiringly throughout 
the five years of my persecutions have 
struck a decisive upper-cut at the forces 
of reaction, and there is reason for them 
to feel proud. This successful fight 
proves conclusively that when we are 
united, we can force our oppressors to 
listen to our demands. 

But we must not be swept away from 
reality in celebrating this gigantic vic- 
tory for the working class and the Amer- 
ican people. The reactionaries in the 
South as well as throughout the land are 
growing stronger and more powerful 
every day. This should be the beginning 

OU start in the berry field at seven 
in the morning. It isn’t so hot 
then and you still feel pretty good. 

You tie your picking basket around your 
waist and start your row in a hurry. It 
doesn’t seem long before you've picked 
your eight quarts and can yell “Tray.” 
You grin when the man who carries out 
the trays punches your card. Sixteen 
cents, not so bad. If you can keep that 
up, maybe you and Sis can have some 
decent clothes for school. That is, if 
you get to school at all. Last year you 
didn’t. Just moving around, dodging 
truant officers. It makes you feel bad 
not to have any schooling, because when 
you grow up you want to be something 
more than a tramp picker. 

The local boys are coming on the 
field now. They pick a few hours to 
earn a little money for candy and ice 
cream. They don’t know what it is to 
work twelve hours a day straight 
through the season, from the time when 
strawberries ripen till the last of the 
apples are picked. They laugh at you 
and call you “Wop” or “Polack” just 
because your eyes and hair are black. 
No use getting mad either. You can’t 
lick the whole gang. Anyway the boss 
would throw you off the field if there 
was any trouble. 

Ten o’clock. The sun is hot now and 
the sweat makes your shirt stick to your 
back. You aren’t picking quite so fast 
either. Your fingers cramp and slow 
up in spite of all you can do. Sis, on 
the other side of the row looks petty 
tired. A little girl like her ought not to 
have to work so hard but Pa said poor 
folks all had to turn to it if they are 
going to keep alive. 
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of the fight not only to check fascism, 
but the occasion for the building of that 
movement which ue soon bury it in 
the dark jungle pits of barbarism where 
it rightfully belongs. 

At this historic time, when we of the 
younger generation are grappling with 
the many difficult and complex prob- 
lems that face us, I cannot forget the 
horrible persecution and enslavement of 
my brothers in the southland. On the 
shores of the Mississippi river, where 
the muddy streams flow quietly in an 
atmosphere of peace and tranquility— 
on the deltas and all plantations I can 
hear the moanful wails of millions of 
sharecroppers—my blood brothers— 
who are suffering from the lash and the 
whip of the slave master. In Mississippi, 
I can still smell the burning flesh of two 
innocent black men—victims of a brutal 
insane mob of lynchers, who, in their 
convulsions of bestiality, went wild and 
thrilled to the sight of human flesh 

TICKERS 
You wish noon would hurry up. 

you put your mind on the berries Sig: 
don’t think about anything else, the time 
goes faster. Bend—pick—careful not to 
mash the berries—pick those way down 
under or the picking boss will be on 
your neck. Bend—pick—stumble on 
under the hot sun. You're making two 
cents a quart. Noon at last. 

This is a nice place. They let you 
eat your lunch on the shady lawn and 
pump cold water from the well. Lots 
of people wouldn’t let you near the 
house for fear you might steal some- 
thing. You munch your bologna sand- 
wiches hungrily and look at the fried 
chicken and angel food cake the other 
children have. Bologna was better than 
beans anyway. Winters, you lived most- 
ly on bread and beans. That was why 
you and Sis were so small, the school 
doctor said. You wonder what it would 
seem like to stay in one place all the 
time and have a nice home and decent 
clothes and enough to eat. Like Heaven 
probably. But Pa said a man was a 
fool to stay in one place all the time. 

Time to go to work again. Six more 
weary hours in the field. The boss says 
you're going to pick creepers this after- 
noon. Creepers are the short, young 
bushes and the best way to pick them 
is to move along on your knees. It’s 
slow work too because the bushes don’t 
have very many berries on them. 

It’s real hot this afternoon. You can 
feel the little heat waves rising from the 
sun-baked ground. The stones are so 
hot you can’t put your hands on them. 
Somebody says the men on the road 
quit at noon because they couldn’t stand 
the heat. But berries have to be picked 

burnt to ashes with blow-torches. 
Did I say something about being hap- 

py? Yes, I repeat: I am happy to be 
free—though, as a Negro, I face the 
same fate as millions of my brothers in 
common suffering and sorrow. But the 
freedom I now have shall be utilized to 
the best of my ability for the complete 
abolition of this monstrous curse against 
humanity. 

I urge my Nezro brothers not to de- 
spair. Do not be crestfallen. There are 
millions of white workers, exploited and 
oppressed just as you are, who are today 
fighting your battle as well as the battle 
of the whole working class. The system 
which has brutalized you and warped 
your spirits is headed for its doom. You 
have not been crushed. The victory in 
my case should spur you on to real 
action. Rise up with your white fellow 
workers, with all of those who stand 
for progress, and soon our dream of 
freedom shall be realized. The freedom 
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and your fingers have to pick them even 
if it is 110 in the field. Sweat keeps 
running down over your forehead into 
your eyes. The little flies almost drive 
you crazy. Your mouth gets dry and 
burning. When the water carrier comes 
around, you drink in long gasping 
gulps. You feel better for a little while 
but soon you're as thirsty as ever. The 
sweat gets into the scratches on your 
hands and stings and smarts. 

Nobody is working very fast now. 
Just to keep moving is enough. The 
small of your back aches like a tooth- 
ache. You wonder how Ma stands it, 
tall as she is. You look over at her. 
There is a little white line around her 
mouth but she smiles at you. They 
don’t come any gamer than Ma. Pa has 
quit and is lying over in the shade. Pa 
says men’s s backs can’t stand the bending 
like a woman’s or a kid’s. 

You are so tired now. You can hard- 
ly close your fingers around a berry. 
The berries seem to come alive and jump 
out of your reach. The basket fills 
slowly. Sis stumbles and falls and lies 
crying on the soft dirt, too tired to get 
up. 

After a while you quit hurting and 
your body works along of its own ac- 
cord. It doesn’t seem to belong to you 
any more. You are almost surprised 
when the boss yells “Quitting time.” 
You plod wearily toward the end of 
the field and check in your berries. 
Time to go home. Home to a poor 
supper and a hard bed. Home to the 
few hours of rest you ever get. When 
you grow up, things are going to be 
different. 

of the Scottsboro boys and Tom Mooney 
must be the next occasion for celebra- 
tion! We must go even further to pre- 
serve democracy and peace the world 
over. We should do everything in our 
power to secure and guarantee the vic- 
tory of the Spanish people against Hit- 
ler and Mussolini’s barbaric invasion. 
To the heroes of Spanish and world de- 
mocracy I pledge that I, tozether with 
my Party, my people, end the working 
class, will work tirelessly till there shall 
be not one man nor woman oppressed 
and exploited. 

We, young Communists, hail the cour- 
age and heroism of Spzin’s ycuth. In- 
<pired by their heroic deeds we shall go 
forward in the fight for a world with. 
out suffering and pain imposed upon 
the young generation by a dying capi- 
talist system. Our lives are dedicated 
to the creation of life with a purpose, 
and full of meaning. We march for- 
ward today for victory tomorrow. 

Niaturity 

If Cleveland young people present a 
cross-section of American youth there is 
no need for moralists to be alarmed. 
Such is the verdict of the Cleveland 
Plain Dealer in a survey made by a re- 
porter, Ted Robinson, Jr. 

After interviewing hotel owners, en- 
tertainment dispensers and proprietors 
of “hot spots,” the Plain Dealer dis- 
covers that “(1) The boys don’t think 
it’s smart to get drunk. (2) Boys and 
girls are much better behaved than be- 
fore . . . they seem to have a lot more 
consideration for the rights of others.” 

Cleveland proprietors of cafes classed 
by young people as “joints,” found that 
high school men and women frequent 
them less. Robert B. Patin, principal 
of Shaker Heights High School said that 
high school students “are much more 
mature, they have more poise.” 

But C. C. Tuck of West Tech High 
School and Dr. W. W. T. Duncan, pastor 
of the Lakewood Episcopal Church said 
that young men and women have lost 
their sense of “responsibility.” 

Miss Nellie M. Leuhrs and Miss Jean 
C. Ross of the Cleveland Public Library 
observed a decrease in demand for frivo- 
lous literature and more interest in so- 
cial subjects, particularly economics. 

While the principals, ministers and 
night-club owners were inclined to give 
credit to the growing maturity amongst 
young people to the depression, several 
of the students believed the growing 
maturity was due to growing student 
self-government. This was the view of 
Helen Averill, student council president 
at Shaw High, and Robert W. Colqu- 
houn of Shaker Heights High. 
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