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ences across Un.:r class and national boundaries. In those commo
periences of wives, mothers, and workers, Le Sueur finds and d ﬂ ol
mo:amww%\m Ewm:mzw strength and political power. N
as Marching” is probably Le Sueur" - i
.nmvolmmm.\ describing a crucial mxwmw..m:nm SmnM_‘m:WM wln %mﬂoswﬂ_n i
in ﬁ.rm .Z_::mmvo:m truckers strike of 1934, Her report % _.nﬁ_uvm:o:
S&nm_ﬁ_.:m effect of the strike on her, her Sense of vmaznwmnﬂ ot
new reality that was being forged out of the collective mmm%nw %m_ e
masses of people. It conveys her sense, profoundly felt, of ﬁm.nmm
Wm%o:a the separate self and merging with what she has mmrn mm b
communal sensibility.” "
ks mOm continuing concern to Le Sueur in the thirties was the plight of
e tarmers of her native Midwest. She wrote several pieces of
tage mvoﬁ.: the dust storms and droughts that swept from Texa vaﬂ?
Dakotas in 1934 and lasted for more than two years. By 1936 mm ol
as 90 percent of all farm families in some counties of North _mu:ww:v\
Emhm on relief. Le Sueur traveled through the stricken areas to EM:MH
M: nmnoﬂrﬂrm human misery. Again, carefully observed detail is in-
n_:Bm ' with sympathy, and report transforms itself into story, com-
m, Mﬁwoimﬁ_ _mﬁ“)m\ﬂﬂzmnﬂ M:m v_oﬂm.mm EM SBJT farmers heroically but m\::_m_v\
: . starvation of cattle and the witherin
then in despair abandon their land. Images —of child Alking. m.:a
wet cloths over their faces, of farm .<<m om ded with { Em.__c:m i1
ing .:._no:mr denuded fields, of cattle :mm ww__mwmnﬂmﬂ ﬂ”ﬁmmm”:mgwm Bom?
terrible cost in human suffering of the drought, e
mno:”:mn%mwﬂwmm. ‘The Girl” and :ﬂo:m Home” come not out of the
g i _%:m of the mmnnmmm_o:. but out of Le Sueur’s interest in
e .20 ma M.%Bm_m sexual relations and about female sexuality.
R wrmwﬂm %n ,mﬂ MMMMW._ m.ﬂnnwmﬂm:_ :m.mﬂgm:a of the presence and
almost hypnotic mood of mm:mc_mw Mmmmmwomnmmmﬂ.wwwhﬂm o e
m g . eturn to wome
wmﬂm.maomrﬁ.rm validity of their bodies is the feminist impulse that _“.._mw
:W M _w and other of Le .m:m_:.w treatments of female sexuality.
perpetrated by denying she by sy L1y SEE that has e
as Butch’s in The Girl and the Bmm_‘mm._”._ .\Ov\  Fathers.* Gone bt ne s 2
M:z._m.ﬁ voiwl:_ exploration of mogmcmmm NHMnme«vaow:m ﬂﬂ“ﬂ a:m._
amﬂww_nnmwmmo%_%mﬂr an_ﬂ”w%m v%ﬂ,\m_w: the sexes have been vnomocm&%
tive. i and feeling a sense of urgency to do o
something special before dying, Jonathan Im:mm ﬂw. thee.
. , ie
”Mmﬂmw:mmmmo a m:mrawnma and _nw:m_v\ widow. But what Le m”mhwnmm_ﬂdmo_.«u
<o ry the no:a_c.o:ma enmity between men and women” perverts
nderness into hostility and leads to a terrifying dénouement.

WOMEN on the BREADLINES

I am sitting in the city free employment bureau. It's the women’s
section. We have been sitting here now for four hours. We sit here
every day, waiting for a job. There are no jobs. Most of us have had no
breakfast. Some have had scant rations for over a year. Hunger makes
a human being lapse into a state of lethargy, especially city hunger. Is
there any place else in the world where a human being is supposed to go
hungry amidst plenty without an outcry, without protest, where only
the boldest steal or kill for bread, and the timid crawl the streets,
hunger like the beak of a terrible bird at the vitals?

We sit looking at the floor. No one dares think of the coming
winter. There are only a few more days of summer. Everyone is anxious
to get work to lay up something for that long siege of bitter cold. But
there is no work. Sitting in the room we all know it. That is why we
don't talk much. We look at the floor dreading to see that knowledge in
each other’s eyes. There is a kind of humiliation in it. We look away
from each other. We look at the floor. It's too terrible to see this animal
terror in each other’s eyes.

So we sit hour after hour, day after day, waiting for a job to come
in. There are many women for a single job. A thin sharp woman sits in-
side a wire cage looking at a book. For four hours we have watched her
looking at that book. She has a hard little eye. In the small bare room
there are half a dozen women sitting on the benches waiting. Many
come and go. Qur faces are all familiar to each other, for we wait here
every day.

This is a domestic employment bureau. Most of the women who
come here are middle-aged, some have families, some have raised their
families and are now alone, some have men who are out of work. Hard
times and the man leaves to hunt for work. He doesn't find it. He drifts
on. The woman probably doesn't hear from him for a long time. She ex-
pects it. She isnt surprised. She struggles alone to feed the many
mouths. Sometimes she gets help from the charities. If she's clever she
can get herself a good living from the charities, if she’s naturally a lick

spittle, naturally a little docile and cunning. If she’s proud then she
starves silently, leaving her children to find work, coming home after a
day’s searching to wrestle with her house, her children.

Some such story is written on the faces of all these women. There
are young girls too, fresh from the country. Some are made brazen too
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soon by the city. There is a great exodus of girls from the farms into the
city now. Thousands of farms have been vacated completely in Min-
nesota. The girls are trying to get work. The prettier ones can get jobs
in the stores when there are any, or waiting on table, but these jobs are
only for the attractive and the adroit. The others, the real peasants
have a more difficult time. \

Bernice sits next to me. She is a Polish woman of thirty-five. She
has been working in people’s kitchens for fifteen years or more. She is
large, her great body in mounds, her face brightly scrubbed. She has a
peasant mind and finds it hard even yet to understand the maze of the
city where trickery is worth more than brawn. Her blue eyes are not
clever but slow and trusting. She suffers from loneliness and lack of
talk. When you speak to her, her face lifts and brightens as if you had
m@nrm: through a great darkness, and she talks magically of little things
as if the weather were magic, or tells some crazy tale of her adventures
on the city streets, embellishing them in bright colors until they hang
r.mw<< and thick like embroidery. She loves the city anyhow. It's ex-
citing to her, like a bazaar. She loves to go shopping and get a bargain
hunting out the places where stale bread and cakes can be had for a few
cents. She likes walking the streets looking for men to take her to a pic-
ture show. Sometimes she goes to five picture shows in one day, or she
sits through one the entire day until she knows all the dialog 3“ heart.

: She came to the city a young girl from a Wisconsin farm. The first
::.:.m that happened to her, a charlatan dentist took out all her good
shining teeth and the fifty dollars she had saved working in a canning
factory. After that she met men in the park who told her how to look
out for herself, corrupting her peasant mind, teaching her to mistrust
everyone. Sometimes now she forgets to mistrust everyone and gets
taken in. They taught her to get what she could for nothing, to count
Mmmnrﬁnrm:mm, to go back if she found herself cheated, to demand her

s.

She lives alone in little rooms. She bought seven dollars’ worth of
second-hand furniture eight years ago. She rents a room for perhaps
three dollars a month in an attic, sometimes in a cold house. Once the
house where she stayed was condemned and everyone else moved out
and she lived there all winter alone on the top floor. She spent onl
twenty-five dollars all winter. Y

\ She wants to get married but she sees what happens to her married
m:m:%\. left with children to support, worn out before their time. So she
stays m_jm_m. She is virtuous. She is slightly deaf from hanging out
clothes in winter. She had done people’s washing and cooking for fif-
teen years and in that time saved thirty dollars. Now she hasn't worked
steady for a year and she has spent the thirty dollars. She had dreamed

WOMEN ON THE BREADLINES 139

of having a little house or a houseboat perhaps with a spot of ground
for a few chickens. This dream she will never realize.

She has lost all her furniture now along with the dream. A married
friend whose husband is gone gives her a bed for which she pays by do-
ing a great deal of work for the woman. She comes here every day now
sitting bewildered, her pudgy hands folded in her lap. She is hungry.
Her great flesh has begun to hang in folds. She has been living on
crackers. Sometimes a box of crackers lasts a week. She has a friend
who’s a baker and he sometimes steals the stale loaves and brings them

to her.

A girl we have seen every day all summer went crazy yesterday at
the YW. She went into hysterics, stamping her feet and screaming.

She hadnt had work for eight months. “You've got to give me
something,” she kept saying. The woman in charge flew into a rage that
probably came from days and days of suffering on her part, because she
is unable to give jobs, having none. She flew into a rage at the girl and
there they were facing each other in a rage both helpless, helpless. This
woman told me once that she could hardly bear the suffering she saw,
hardly hear it, that she couldn't eat sometimes and had nightmares at
night.
So they stood there, the two women, in a rage, the girl weeping
and the woman shouting at her. In the eight months of unemployment
she had gotten ragged, and the woman was shouting that she would not
send her out like that. “Why don’t you shine your shoes?” she kept
scolding the girl, and the girl kept sobbing and sobbing because she was

starving.
“We can't recommend you like that,” the harassed YWCA woman

said, knowing she was starving, unable to do anything. And the girls
and the women sat docilely, their eyes on the ground, ashamed to look
at each other, ashamed of something.

Sitting here waiting for a job, the women have been talking in low
voices about the girl Ellen. They talk in low voices with not too much
pity for her, unable to see through the mist of their own torment. “What
happened to Ellen?” one of them asks. She knows the answer already.
We all know it.

A young girl who went around with Ellen tells about seeing her last
evening back of a cafe downtown, outside the kitchen door, kicking,
showing her legs so that the cook came out and gave her some food and
some men gathered in the alley and threw small coin on the ground for
a look at her legs. And the girl says enviously that Ellen had a swell
breakfast and treated her to one too, that cost two dollars.

A scrub woman whose hips are bent forward from stooping with
hands gnarled like watersoaked branches clicks her tongue in disgust.
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No one saves their money, she says, a little money and these foolish
young things buy a hat, a dollar for breakfast, a bright scarf. And they
do. If you've ever been without money, or food, something very
strange happens when you get a bit of money, a kind of madness. You
don't care. You can't remember that you had no money before, that the
money will be gone. You can remember nothing but that there is the
money for which you have been suffering. Now here it is. A lust takes
hold f you. You see food in the windows. In imagination you eat hugely;
you taste a thousand meals. You look in windows. Colors are brighter;
you buy something to dress up in. An excitement takes hold of you.
You know it is suicide but you can't help it. You must have food, dain-
ty, splendid food, and a bright hat so once again you feel blithe, rid of
that ratty gnawing shame.

“l guess she'll go on the street now,” a thin woman says faintly, and
no one takes the trouble to comment further. Like every commodity
now the body is difficult to sell and the girls say you're lucky if you get
fifty cents.

It's very difficult and humiliating to sell one’s body.

Perhaps it would make it clear if one were to imagine having to go
out on the street to sell, say, one’s overcoat. Suppose you have to sell
your coat so you can have breakfast and a place to sleep, say, for fifty
cents. You decide to sell your only coat. You take it off and put it on
your arm. The street, that has before been just a street, now becomes a
mart, something entirely different. You must approach someone now
m:m admit you are destitute and are now selling your clothes, your most
Intimate possessions. Everyone will watch you talking to the stranger
showing him your overcoat, what a good coat it is. People will stop and
watch curiously. You will be quite naked on the street. It is even harder
to try to sell one’s self, more humiliating. It is even humiliating to try to
sell one’s labor. When there is no buyer.

The thin woman opens the wire cage. Theres a job for a
nursemaid, she says. The old gnarled women, like old horses, know
that no one will have them walk the streets with the young so they don't
move. Ellen’s friend gets up and goes to the window. She is
unbelievably jaunty. I know she hasn't had work since last January. But
she TWm a flare of life in her that glows like a tiny red flame and some
tenacious thing, perhaps only youth, keeps it burning bright. Her legs
are thin but the runs in her old stockings are neatly mended clear down
her Cmﬁ shank. Two bright spots of rouge conceal her pallor. A narrow
belt is drawn tightly around her thin waist, her long shoulders stoop
and the blades show. She runs wild as a colt hunting pleasure, hunting
sustenance.

It's one of the great mysteries of the city where women go when
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they are out of work and hungry. There are not many women in the
bread line. There are no flop houses for women as there are for men,

. where a bed can be had for a quarter or less. You don't see women lying

on the floor at the mission in the free flops. They obviously don't sleep
in the jungle or under newspapers in the park. There is no law [ suppose
against their being in these places but the fact is they rarely are.

Yet there must be as many women out of jobs in cities and suffer-
ing extreme poverty as there are men. What happens to them? Where
do they go? Try to get into the YW without any money or looking
down at heel. Charities take care of very few and only those that are
called “deserving.” The lone girl is under suspicion by the virgin women
who dispense charity.

I've lived in cities for many months broke, without help, too timid
to get in bread lines. I've known many women to live like this until they
simply faint on the street from privations, without saying a word to
anyone. A woman will shut herself up in a room until it is taken away
from her, and eat a cracker a day and be as quiet as a mouse so there are
no social statistics concerning her.

I don't know why it is, but a woman will do this unless she has
dependents, will go for weeks verging on starvation, crawling in some
hole, going through the streets ashamed, sitting in libraries, parks, go-
ing for days without speaking to a living soul like some exiled beast,
keeping the runs mended in her stockings, shut up in terror in her own
misery, until she becomes too super-sensitive and timid to even ask for
a job.
Bernice says even strange men she has met in the park have
sometimes, that is in better days, given her a loan to pay her room rent.
She has always paid them back.

In the afternoon the young girls, to forget the hunger and the
deathly torture and fear of being jobless, try to pick up a man to take
them to a ten-cent show. They never go to more expensive ones, but
they can always find a man willing to spend a dime to have the com-
pany of a girl for the afternoon.

Sometimes a girl facing the night without shelter will approach a
man for lodging. A woman always asks a man for help. Rarely another
woman. | have known girls to sleep in men’s rooms for the night on a
pallet without molestation and be given breakfast in the morning.

It's no wonder these young girls refuse to marry, refuse to rear
children. They are like certain savage tribes, who, when they have been
conquered, refuse to breed.

Not one of them but looks forward to starvation for the coming
winter. We are in a jungle and know it. We are beaten, entrapped.
There is no way out. Even if there were a job, even if that thin acrid
woman came and gave everyone in the room a job for a few days, a few
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hours, at thirty cents an hour, this would all be repeated tomorrow, the
next day and the next.

Not one of these women but knows that despite years of labor
there is only starvation, humiliation in front of them.

Mrs. Gray, sitting across from me, is a living spokesman for the
futility of labor. She is a warning. Her hands are scarred with labor,
Her body is a great puckered scar. She has given birth to six children,
buried three, supported them all alive and dead, bearing them, burying
them, feeding them. Bred in hunger they have been spare, susceptible to
disease. For seven years she tried to save her boy's arm from amputa-
tion, diseased from tuberculosis of the bone. It is almost too suffocating
to think of that long close horror of years of child-bearing, child-
feeding, rearing, with the bare suffering of providing a meal and
shelter.

Mow she is fifty. Her children, economically insecure, are drifters.
She never hears of them. She doesn't know if they are alive. She doesn't
know if she is alive. Such subtleties of suffering are not for her. For her
the brutality of hunger and cold. Not until these are done away with
can those subtle feelings that make a human being be indulged.

She is lucky to have five dollars ahead of her. That is her security.
She has a tumor that she will die of. She is thin as a worn dime with her
tumor sticking out of her side. She is brittle and bitter. Her face is not
the face of a human being. She has borne more than it is possible for a
human being to bear. She is reduced to the least possible denominator
of human feelings.

It is terrible to see her little bloodshot eyes like a beaten hound’s,
fearful in terror.

We cannot meet her eyes. When she looks at any of us we look
away. She is like a woman drowning and we turn away. We must ig-
nore those eyes that are surely the eyes of a person drowning, doomed.
She doesn’t cry out. She goes down decently. And we all look away.

The young ones know though. [ don't want to marry. I don’t want
any children. So they all say. No children. No marriage. They arm
themselves alone, keep up alone. The man is helpless now. He cannot
provide. If he propagates he cannot take care of his young. The means
are not in his hands. So they live alone. Get what fun they can. The life
risk is too horrible now. Defeat is too clearly written on it.

So we sit in this room like cattle, waiting for a nonexistent job,
willing to work to the farthest atom of energy, unable to work, unable
to get food and lodging, unable to bear children — here we must sit in
this shame looking at the floor, worse than beasts at a slaughter.

It is appalling to think that these women sitting so listless in the
room may work as hard as it is possible for a human being to work,
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may labor night and day, like Mrs. Gray wash streetcars from BE.EmZ
to dawn and offices in the early evening, wnncv.mOn T.u::mm: ww_a T?mmm
hours a day, sleep only five hours or so, do this their whole __<.m9 mﬂ

never earn one day of security, having always before them the pit of the
future. The endless labor, the bending back, the Em.ﬁmn-m.omrm@ rm:&%
earning never more than a week’s wages, never having in their hands

more life than that.

It's not the suffering o
the suffering of endless labor without mnmm.
bitterness, being a slave without the security of a slave.

f birth, death, love that the young reject, g.:
m, eating the spare bread in



I Was MARCHING

MINNEAPOLIS, 1934 ;

H. have never been in a strike before. It is like looking at somethin
that is happening for the first time and there are no thoughts and :nmv
<.<o&m yet accrued to it. If you come from the middle class words are
En.m_% to mean more than an event. You are likely to think about a
thing, and the happening will be the size of a pin point and the words
wno::m the happening very large, distorting it queerly. It's a case of
.WmBmBUnm:nm of Things Past.” When you are in the event you are
likely to have a distinctly individualistic attitude, to be om_% partly
_M.mn@ m.:m to care more for the happening afterwards than when it is
WMmeMMN.rM.Tmn is why it is hard for a person like myself and others to

Besides, in American life, you hear things happening i
5:.5& way. One thing is said and m:oz._mw rmvmwzm. mmv:_”._ NMWMTMMAN
society has been built upon a huge hypocrisy, a cut-throat competition
which sets one man against another and at the same time an ideology
mouthing m.cnr words as “Humanity,” “Truth,” the “Golden Rule ” and
such. Zoi in a crisis the word falls away and the skeleton of that m\.n:o:
shows in terrific movement.

For two days I heard of the strike. I went by their headquarters, 1
im._rwm by on the opposite side of the street and saw the dark oi
building that had been a garage and lean, dark young faces leaning
from the upstairs windows. I had to go down there often. I looked in. I
saw the huge black interior and live coals of living men moving nmm.T
lessly and orderly, their eyes gleaming from their sweaty faces.

. I saw cars leaving filled with grimy men, pickets going to the line
eéngines roaring out. I stayed close to the door, watching. I didnt go in.
I was afraid they would put me out. After all, I could remain a mvmn“
tator. A man wearing a polo hat kept going around with a large camera
taking pictures.

I am putting down exactly how I felt, because I believe others of
my n_Wmm feel the same as I did. I believe it stands for an important
vm%n?n. change that must take place in all. I saw many artists, writers
professionals, even business men and women standing across ﬁ\rm m:mmﬂ\
too, and I saw in their faces the same longings, the same fears. \

,E._m. truth is H was afraid. Not of the physical danger at all, but an
mmimm__ m:.mrw of mixing, of losing myself, of being unknown and lost. I
elt inferior. I felt no one would know me there, that all I had been
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trained to excel in would go unnoticed. I can't describe what I felt, but
perhaps it will come near it to say that I felt I excelled in competing with
others and I knew instantly that these people were NoT competing at all,
that they were acting in a strange, powerful trance of movement
together. And I was filled with longing to act with them and with fear
that I could not. I felt I was born out of every kind of life, thrown up
alone, looking at other lonely people, a condition I had been in the
habit of defending with various attitudes of cynicism, preciosity, de-
fiance, and hatred.

Looking at that dark and lively building, massed with men, I knew
my feelings to be those belonging to disruption, chaos, and disintegra-
tion and 1 felt their direct and awful movement, mute and powerful,
drawing them into a close and glowing cohesion like a powerful con-
flagration in the midst of the city. And it filled me with fear and awe
and at the same time hope. I knew this action to be prophetic and in-
dicative of future actions and I wanted to be part of it.

Our life seems to be marked with a curious and muffled violence
over America, but this action has always been in the dark, men and
women dying obscurely, poor and poverty-marked lives, but now from
city to city runs this violence, into the open, and colossal happenings
stand bare before our eyes, the street churning suddenly upon the pivot
of mad violence, whole men suddenly spouting blood and running like
living sieves, another holding a dangling arm shot squarely off, a tall
youngster, running, tripping over his intestines, and one block away, in
the burning sun, gay women shopping and a window dresser trying to
decide whether to put green or red voile on a manikin.

In these terrible happenings you cannot be neutral now. No one
can be neutral in the face of bullets.

The next day, with sweat breaking out on my body, 1 walked past
the three guards at the door. They said, “Let the women in. We need
women.” And | knew it was no joke.

At first I could not see into the dark building. I felt many men com-
ing and going, cars driving through. I had an awful impulse to go into
the office which I passed, and offer to do some special work. I saw a
sign which said “Get your button.” I saw they all had buttons with the
date and the number of the union local. I didn't get a button. I wanted
to be anonymous.

There seemed to be a current, running down the wooden stairs,
toward the front of the building, into the street, that was massed with
people, and back again. I followed the current up the old stairs packed
closely with hot men and women. As [ was going up I could look down
and see the lower floor, the cars drawing up to await picket call, the

hospital roped off on one side.
Upstairs men sat bolt upright in chairs asleep, their bodies flung in
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attitudes of peculiar violence of fatigue. A woman nurs
Two young girls slept together on a nmor dressed in o<m3mM M,ﬂamwﬂww :
of the loudspeaker filled the room. The immense heat pressed QOSM
?0.5 the flat Q.z.::m. I stood up against the wall for an hour No on
paid any attention to me. The commissary was in back and the wom ]
came out sometimes and sat down, fanning themselves with th 5
aprons and listening to the news over the loudspeaker. A huge BM:
seemed hung on a tiny folding chair, Occasionally someone tipto m
over and brushed the flies off his face. His great head fell over m:ﬂ :m
sweat poured regularly from his forehead like a spring. I wondered wh -
they took such care of him. They all looked at him tenderly as he sle w\
I learned later he was a leader on the picket line and had the scal mv m
Soﬂwﬂ_o_um to ﬂm :»Mm than any other. .
ree windows flanked the front. I walked over t i
..mm-*.._mwmma woman with a button saying ~d:m5v_ouwmmrmw__hﬂn%w<“%
ﬁoo_c:m. out. [ looked out with her. A thick crowd stood in the he w
w%oi ﬂmmmasm to :.__m w:.:Am bulletin. We could look right into the E:m,-
ws of the smart clu i
e ¢ rm:wmmnww %,;m street. We could see people peering
I kept feeling they would put me out. No one paj i
m,rm woman said without looking at me, nodding ﬂoﬂﬂ_%%m”%mﬂﬂ:hp“.
It sure is good to see the enemy plain like that.” “Yes,” I said. I saw that
.arm club was surrounded by a steel picket fence higher than a man
\H.rmx r:o«m what ﬁ.rm« put that there fence there for,” she said. “Yes,” H
%ﬂm. ‘Well,” she mwa.\ \H\<.m got to get back to the kitchen. Is it ever rm::
r.m wr_m:doimﬁm_\ said ninety-nine. The sweat ran off us, burning our
w Ma. The boys1] be coming in,” she said, “for their noon feed.” She
a a mama.nma face. “Boy, will it be a mad house!” “Do you need an
help? H. said eagerly. “Boy,” she said, “some of us have been o:i:%
coffee since two o'clock this morning, steady without no ?;-:M ” mrm
Mﬁ.wn.ma to go. .mrm didnt pay any special attention to me as w.: in~
ividual. She didn't seem to be thinking of me, she didn't seem to see
MM. \H watched her go. I felt rebuffed, hurt. Then I saw instantly she
ldnt see me because she saw only what she was doing. I ran after her
I found .nrm kitchen organized like a factory. Nobody asks BVM
“M“.__M.h am given a large _,z.:nrmim apron. I realize I have never before
moaiﬂ Sw:o:v:,:o:m_vﬁ At m._nm” H feel strange and then ] feel good. The
3 an sets me to washing tin cups. There are not enough cups. We
ave to wash fast and rinse them and set them up quickly for buttermilk
wﬁa n.ommm as :._w line thickens and the men wait. A little shortish man
“wmﬂ.__mmﬂ WwﬂMmMOﬂw_ Mmmriwmrmn is supervising. I feel I won't be able to
, butw i
there are enough cups MMMMU %Mwmw.w 75 Ay atiention except to see that
The line grows heavy. The men are coming in from the picket line.
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Each woman has one thing to do. There is no confusion. I soon learn |
am not supposed to help pour the buttermilk. I am not supposed to
serve sandwiches. I am supposed to wash tin cups. I suddenly look
around and realize all these women are from factories. I know they
have learned this organization and specialization in the factory. [ look
at the round shoulders of the woman cutting bread next to me and I feel
I know her. The cups are brought back, washed and put on the counter
again. The sweat pours down our faces, but you forget about it.

Then I am changed and put to pouring coffee. At first [ look at the
men’s faces and then I dont look any more. It seems I am pouring coffee
for the same tense dirty sweating face, the same body, the same blue
shirt and overalls. Hours go by, the heat is terrific. I am not tired. I am
not hot. I am pouring coffee. | am swung into the most intense and
natural organization I have ever felt. I know everything that is going
on. These things become of great matter to me.

Eyes looking, hands raising a thousand cups, throats burning, eyes
bloodshot from lack of sleep, the body dilated to catch every sound
over the whole city. Buttermilk? Coffee?

“Is your man here?” the woman cutting sandwiches asks me.

“No,"” I say, then I lie for some reason, peering around as if looking
eagerly for someone, "I don't see him now.”

But I was pouring coffee for living men.

For a long time, about one o'clock, it seemed like something was
about to happen. Women seemed to be pouring into headquarters to be
near their men. You could hear only lies over the radio. And lies in the
papers. Nobody knew precisely what was happening, but everyone
thought something would happen in a few hours. You could feel the
men being poured out of the hall onto the picket line. Every few
minutes cars left and more drew up and were filled. The voice of the
loudspeaker was accelerated, calling for men, calling for picket cars.

I could hear the men talking about the arbitration board, the truce
that was supposed to be maintained while the board sat with the Gov-
ernor. They listened to every word over the loudspeaker. A terrible
communal excitement ran through the hall like a fire through a forest. |

could hardly breathe. I seemed to have no body at all except the body
of this excitement. I felt that what had happened before had not been a
real movement, these false words and actions had taken place on the
periphery. The real action was about to show, the real intention.

We kept on pouring thousands of cups of coffee, feeding thousands
of men.

The chef with a woman tattooed on his arm was just dishing the
last of the stew. It was about two o'clock. The commissary was about
empty. We went into the front hall. It was drained of men. The chairs
were empty. The voice of the announcer was excited. “The men are
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massed at the market,” he said. “Something is going to happen.” I sat
down beside a woman who was holding her hands tightly together,
leaning forward listening, her eyes bright and dilated. I had never seen
her before. She took my hands. She pulled me toward her. She was cry-
ing. “It's awful,” she said. “Something awful is going to happen. They've
taken both my children away from me and now something is going to
happen to all those men.” [ held her hands. She had a green ribbon
around her hair.

The action seemed reversed. The cars were coming back. The an-
nouncer cried, “This is murder.” Cars were coming in. I don’t know how
we got to the stairs. Everyone seemed to be converging at a menaced
point. I saw below the crowd stirring, uncoiling. I saw them taking men
out of cars and putting them on the hospital cots, on the floor. At first |
felt frightened, the close black area of the barn, the blood, the heavy
moment, the sense of myself lost, gone. But I couldn’t have turned
away now. A woman clung to my hand. I was pressed against the body
of another. If you are to understand anything you must understand it in
the muscular event, in actions we have not been trained for. Something
broke all my surfaces in something that was beyond horror and [ was
dabbing alcohol on the gaping wounds that buckshot makes, hanging
open like crying mouths. Buckshot wounds splay in the body and then
swell like a blow. Ness, who died, had thirty-eight slugs in his body, in
the chest and in the back.

The picket cars kept coming in. Some men have walked back from
the market, holding their own blood in. They move in a great explo-
sion, and the newness of the movement makes it seem like something
under ether, moving terrifically toward a culmination.

From all over the city workers are coming. They gather outside in
two great half-circles, cut in two to let the ambulances in. A traffic cop
is still directing traffic at the corner and the crowd cannot stand to see
him. “We'll give you just two seconds to beat it,” they tell him. He goes
away quickly. A striker takes over the street.

Men, women, and children are massing outside, a living circle
close packed for protection. From the tall office building business men
are looking down on the black swarm thickening, coagulating into
what action they cannot tell.

We have living blood on our skirts.

That night at eight o’clock a mass-meeting was called of all labor.
It was to be in a parking lot two blocks from headquarters. All the
women gather at the front of the building with collection cans, ready to
march to the meeting. I have not been home. It never occurs to me to
_mma.\m. The twilight is eerie and the men are saying that the chief of
police is going to attack the meeting and raid headquarters. The smell
of blood hangs in the hot, still air. Rumors strike at the taut nerves. The
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dusk looks ghastly with what might be in the next half hour.

“If you have any children,” a woman said to me, “you better not
go.” 1 looked at the desperate women’s faces, the broken feet, the torn
and hanging pelvis, the worn and lovely bodies of women who persist
under such desperate labors. I shivered, though it was 96 ° and the sun
had been down a good hour.

The parking lot was already full of people when we got there and
men swarmed the adjoining roofs. An elegant café stood across the
street with water sprinkling from its roof and splendidly dressed men
and women stood on the steps as if looking at a show.

The platform was the bullet-riddled truck of the afternoon’s fray.
We had been told to stand close to this platform, so we did, making the
center of a wide massed circle that stretched as far as we could see. We
seemed buried like minerals in a mass, packed body to body. I felt again
that peculiar heavy silence in which there is the real form of the happen-
ing. My eyes burn. I can hardly see. I seem to be standing like an animal
in ambush. I have the brightest, most physical feeling with every sense
sharpened peculiarly. The movements, the masses that I see and feel 1
have never known before. I only partly know what I am seeing, feeling,
but I feel it is the real body and gesture of a future vitality. I see that
there is a bright clot of women drawn close to a bullet-riddled truck. I
am one of them, yet I don't feel myself at all. It is curious, I feel most
alive and yet for the first time in my life I do not feel myself as separate.
I realize then that all my previous feelings have been based on feeling
myself separate and distinct from others and now I sense sharply faces,
bodies, closeness, and my own fear is not my own alone, nor my hope.

The strikers keep moving up cars. We keep moving back together
to let cars pass and form between us and a brick building that flanks the
parking lot. They are connecting the loudspeaker, testing it. Yes, they
are moving up lots of cars, through the crowd and lining them closely
side by side. There must be ten thousand people now, heat rising from
them. They are standing silent, watching the platform, watching the
cars being brought up. The silence seems terrific like a great form mov-
ing of itself. This is real movement issuing from the close reality of mass
feeling. This is the first real rhythmic movement I have ever seen. My
heart hammers terrifically. My hands are swollen and hot. No one is
producing this movement. It is a movement upon which all are moving
softly, rhythmically, terribly.

No matter how many times I looked at what was happening I hardly
knew what I saw. I looked and I saw time and time again that there
were men standing close to us, around us, and then suddenly I knew
that there was a living chain of men standing shoulder to shoulder,
forming a circle around the group of women. They stood shoulder to
shoulder slightly moving like a thick vine from the pressure behind, but
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standing tightly woven like a living wall, moving gently.

I saw that the cars were now lined one close fitted to the other with
strikers sitting on the roofs and closely packed on the running boards.
They could see far over the crowd. “What are they doing that for?” |
said. No one answered. The wide dilated eyes of the women were like
my own. No one seemed to be answering questions now. They simply
spoke, cried out, moved together now.

The last car drove in slowly, the crowd letting them through
without command or instruction. “A little closer,” someone said. “Be
sure they are close.” Men sprang up to direct whatever action was needed
and then subsided again and no one had noticed who it was. They
stepped forward to direct a needed action and then fell anonymously
back again.

We all watched carefully the placing of the cars. Sometimes we
looked at each other. I didn't understand that look. I felt uneasy. It was
as if something escaped me. And then suddenly, on my very body, [
knew what they were doing, as if it had been communicated to me from
a thousand eyes, a thousand silent throats, as if it had been shouted in
the loudest voice.

THEY WERE BUILDING A BARRICADE.

Two men died from that day’s shooting. Men lined up to give one
of them a blood transfusion, but he died. Black Friday men called the
murderous day. Night and day workers held their children up to see the
body of Ness who died. Tuesday, the day of the funeral, one thousand
more militia were massed downtown.

It was still over ninety in the shade. 1 went to the funeral parlors
and thousands of men and women were massed there waiting in the ter-
rific sun. One block of women and children were standing two hours
waiting. I went over and stood near them. I didn't know whether |
could march. Ididn't like marching in parades. Besides, I felt they might
not want me.

I stood aside not knowing if I could march. I couldn't see how they
would ever organize it anyway. No one seemed to be doing much.

At three-forty some command went down the ranks. 1 said
foolishly at the last minute, “I don't belong to the auxiliary —could 1
march?” Three women drew me in. “We want all to march,” they said
gently. “Come with us.”

The giant mass uncoiled like a serpent and straightened out ahead
and to my amazement on a lift of road I could see six blocks of massed
men, four abreast, with bare heads, moving straight on and as they
moved, uncoiled the mass behind and pulled it after them. I felt myself
walking, accelerating my speed with the others as the line stretched,
pulled taut, then held its rhythm.

Not a cop was in sight. The cortege moved through the stop-and-
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go signs, it seemed to lift of its own dramatic rhythm, coming ?oB. the
intention of every person there. We were moving mvo:z.:mo:m_w in a
movement, natural, hardy, and miraculous. .

We passed through six blocks of tenements, through a sea of grim
faces, and there was not a sound. There was the curious shuffle of
thousands of feet, without drum or bugle, in ominous silence, a march
not heavy as the military, but very light, exactly with the heart beat.

I was marching with a million hands, movements, faces, and my
own movement was repeating again and again, making a new move-
ment from these many gestures, the walking, falling back, the open
mouth crying, the nostrils stretched apart, the raised hand, the blow
falling, and the outstretched hand drawing me in.

I felt my legs straighten. I felt my feet join in that strange shuffle of
thousands of bodies moving with direction, of thousands of feet, and
my own breath with the gigantic breath. As if an m_mnﬂn charge had
passed through me, my hair stood on end. I was marching.





