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No Life of a Cabbage

By CLIP BOUTELL

When Agnes Smedley was nine, she was put to work
washing clothes and tending squawling babies in a Colorado

mining camp.

-When she was 16 her mother,
who also took in washing, died of
undernourishment and her father
got drunk on the family’s last
$45.

Today Agnes Smedley, author-
ity on modam China, a lege;
heroine to the Chinese guerillas,
a noted foreign col t,
and author of the new book, “Bat-
tle Hymn of China,” published
yesterday, stands as the living
answer to the challenge she ac-
cepted as a girl—to seek out and
live fully the adventures life
holds and to take the downtrod-
den of the world to her heart.
could go anywhere, d iy,

go anywhere, do A
discover new worlds,” she said,
“but that women could only trail

or sit at home having
babies. Such a fate I rejected.”

And so with ﬂl:nd courage born

of 3
Agnes Smedley set out alone to

find out if the world had any-
thing better to offer than the
squalid life in a mining camp.

“At Worst, A Relic
of Human Slavery”

At first it didn't offer very
much—a job as a waitress, as a
stenographer, |

For the next eight years she
threw herself with fierce energy
into the Indian revolutionary
movement in Berlin. And it was
here that she met Virendranath
Chattopadhyaya, the Indian ter-
rorist leader. He was the one
strong romantic attachment in
her life and, to her, embodied the

of a whole race. After
the rise of Hitler, however, Chat-
topadhyaya had to flee Germany
and the last time she saw him
was in Moscow in 1933. She has
never heard from him since.

Whie she was devoted to
Verin, she called him, matri-
ﬂm’ holds little  attraction for

“For women,” she s, “mar-
riage is at best an e::ynom:c in-
vestment; at its worst, a relic of
human slave very.”

Her first glimpse of China con-
vinced her g
alternatives: to build a wall of in-
difference and hostility around

- herself as protection against “the

uood of abandoned humanity,” or
“stand in the middle of the
stream of life and let it strike me
full force.” She chose the latter.

Of those days, she says, “Some
people!cailed me an idealist, oth-
ers a fool; some called me both.
‘Within

although the hate,

for Agnes

that she had but two_

-

the. misery and the hopelessnes:
which she saw in China during
those next few years would have
embittered and disillusioned a less
stalwart mind.

Today only the deeply-etched
lines in her face reflect what she
has seen. She can still laugh
easily and eagerly. Her husky
voice throbs with enthusiasm, and
her blue-gray eyes shine with
quick sympathy. As she speaks

les her close-cro

she ru pped
brown or gestures with her
cigarette. ~And always her

thoughts are with the under-dog,
for her heart is big enough tc

“embrace the world.

use she never has known
anything else but poverty, money
means little to Agnes Smedley.
Typical of her idea of relaxation
and recreation is her recent three-
month vacation in upstate New
York. She spent it working full
time on a farm, tending chickens
and packing eggs.
Mysteries and Movies
Leave Her Cold

However, she admits that she

not in-
terest her, she loves coffee and
missed it terribly in China, she

She usually goes to bed at 7
m. and sleeps until noon—a
he.blt established during her
hts with the Chinese guer-

terest

o the m-.awm murders,

our minds. We should face reali-
ties. Why should we drug our-

selves?”

Her idol—both political and in-
tellectual—is Thomas Jefferson,
It is his ideas of democracy that
give her hope for the world of
the future. Jawaharlal Nehru
she sees as “the Jefferson of the
Orient.”

Writing a Play
About China

She believes that his autobi-
ography, “Toward Freedom" is
one of the great books of our
times. Of “The Last Days of
Sevastopoi" she says simply “Oh

She ckn

of Gorki, but, sooner or later, she
comes back to Jefferson.

“Without him,” she 'says, “I
would never have had an interna.
tional conscience. Thank God, he
is still alive in America today!”

Miss Smedley’s. book is being

published by Alfred A. Knopf.
Now she is planning a lecture
tour and several radio appear-
ances and is writing a play about
China. For her one aim is to tell
America about the Chinese as she
knows them.

“The Chinese face the supreme
realities,” she said, “that’s why "
they have been able to ﬂght for

throi every
And then she wants to write a
revolutionary novel.
In a characteristically abrupt
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CHAUCER is her escape.

the war,” she said. “The only
commanders of experience and
with political appeal for the Bur-
mese are the Chinese. If Gen-
eralissimo Chiang is too occu-
pied elsewhere, I can name a
dozen other Chinese leaders ideal-
1y suited for the job."

does believe in, that is one

- side of the seeming x that
is Agnes Smedley. other is
her t compassion,

change of mood, Agnes Smedley
lighted a cigarette and swept
aside her own problems to launch
I.nto a vivoro dmundlﬂon o!-
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