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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

In A Negro Looks at Soviet Ceniral Asia the
wellknown American Negro poet Langston
Hughes, tells of his observations and impressions
during a short sojourn in the Soviet Republics
of Central Asia. These sketches also show the
reactions of a revolutionary poet and the son of an
oppressed nationality to the achievements of for-
merly oppressed nationalities gained under the
banner of the Soviets which no doubt will be
of interest to the English speaking workers and
specialists in the Soviet Union.

1. Going South Lon Fuesra

.,y\_eq.t_‘in-t—\ Moﬁﬂq
O an American Negro living in the, United States the

T word Sonth has an unpleasant sound, an overtone
of horror and of fear. For it is in the South that
our ancestors were slaves for three hundred years, bought
and sold like cattle. It is in the South today that we suifer
the worst forms of racial persecusion and economic exploita-
tion—segregation, peonage, and lynching. It is in the southera
siates thac the colour line is hard and fast, Jim Crow rules,
and I am treated like a dog. Yet it is in the South that twe-
thirds of my people live: a great Black Belt stretching from
Virginia to Lexas, across the cotton plantations of Georgia
awd Alabama and Mississippi, down into the orange groves
of Florida and the sugar cane lands ‘of Louisiana. It is in the
South that black hands create the wealth that supports the
great cities—Atlanta, Memphis, New Orleans where the rich
whites live in fine houses on magnolia-shaded streets and the
Negroes live in slums restricted by law. It is in the South that
what the Americans call the “race problem” rears its ugly
head the highest and, like a snake with its eyes on a bird,
holds the whole land in its power. It is in the South that
hate and terror walk the streets and roads by day, sometimes
quiet, sometimes violent, and sleep in the beds with the
citizens at night.

Lsstespring) 1 came almost directly out of this American

—
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South to the Soviet Union. You can imagine the contrast. No
need for me to write about it. And after a summer in Moscow,
last September 1 found myself packing up to go South again—
but, this time, South under the red flag. 1 was starting out
from Moscow, capital of the new world, bound for Central
Asia to discover how the people live and work there. 1 wanted
to compare their existence with that of the coloured and op-
pressed peoples 1 had known under capitalism in Cuba, Haiti,
Mexico, and my own United Statesgolf-shmmesicn. 1 wanted to
study the lite of these people in the Soviet Union, and write
a book about them for the dark races of the capitalist world.

On the train | had a lot of time to thipk. 1 thought how
in the thirty years of my life 1 had “Bewes” gotten on 4 train
in America without being conscious of my colour. In the
South, there are Jim Crow cars and Negroes must ride separate
from the whites, usually in a filthy antiquated coach next to
the engine, getting all the smoke and bumps and dict. In the
South, we cannot buy sleeping car tickets. Such comforts are
only for white folks. And in the Nosth where segregated
travel is not the law, coloured people have, nevertheless, many
difficulties. In auto buses they must take the last scats in the
rear, over the wheels, On boats they must occupy the worst
cabins. The ticket agents always say that all other accom-
modations are sold. On trains, if one.sits down by a white
person, the white person will often  get up, flinging back
an insult at the Negro who has dared to take a seat beside
him. Thus it is that in America, if you are yellow, brown, or
black, you can never travel anywhere without being reminded
of your colour, and oft-times suffering great inconveniences.

I sat in the comfortable Infernational car on my first day
out of Moscow and remembered many things about trips [ hid
taken in America. I remembered how, once as a youngster
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going alone to see my father who was working in Mexico, I
went into the dining car of the train to eat. I sat down at
a table with a white man. The man looked at me and said,
“You're a nigger, ain't you?” and left the table. It was beneath
his dignity to eat with a Negro, ‘At St. Louis T went onto the
station platform to buy a glass of milk. The clertk behind
the counter said, “We don’t serve niggers.” and he refused
to sell me anything. As 1 grew older I learned to expect this
kind of happenings when travelling. So when I later went
South to lecture on my poetry at Negro universities, 1 car-
ried my own food because I knew I could not go into the
dining cars. Once from Washington to New Osleans, I lived
all the way in the train on cold food. I remembered this
miserable trip as I sat eating m‘y hot dinner on the diner of
the Moscow-Tashkent express.

Traveling South from New York, at Washington, the capital
of our country, the official Jim Crow begins. There the con-
ductor comes through the train and, if you are a Negro, touches
you on the shoulder and says, “The last coach forward is the
car for coloured people.” Then you must move your baggage
and yourself up near the engine, because when the train
crosses the Potomac River into Virginia, and the dome of the
Capitol disappears, it is illegal any longer for white people
and coloured people to ride together. (Or to cat together, or
sleep together, or in some places even to work together.)But
we will speak about these things later) Now I am riding
South from Moscow and am not Jim-Crowed, and none of the
darker people on the train with me are Jim-Crowed, so I make
a happy mental note in the back of my mind to write home to
the Negro papers: “There is no Jim Crow on the trains of
the Soviet Union.”

In the car ahead of mine there is a man almost as brown
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as 1 am. A young man dressed quite ordinarily in a pair of
tan trousers and a nondescript grey coat. Some Asiatic factory
worker who has been to Moscow on a vacation, I think. We
talk a little. He asks me what I do for a living, and I ask
him what he does. I am a writer. He is the mayor of Bukhara,
the Chairman of the City Soviet! I make a note in the back
of my mind: “In the Soviet Union dark men are also the
mayors of cities.™ ‘Agd here is a man who is the head of a
very famous city, old Bukhara, romantic Bukhara known in
stories and legends the world over, I must write about' this
/' for the Negro papers in America. "But I learned fn the course
of our conversation,” that there were many cities in Central
Asia where dark men and women were in control of the gov-
ernmente—many}, many such<cities. And I thought about Mis-
sissippi where more than half of the population is Negro, but
one never hears of a Negromayor, ot of any coloured person
in the government. In fact, in that state Negroes cannot even
vote. And you will never meet them riding in the sleeping car.

Here, there were twelve of us going South from Moscow,
for I was travelling with a Negro group from Mezhrabpom
Film on a tour of the Soviet Union. Later they left me in Cen-
t;al\ sia, “while they returnad to Moscow by way of the
Caspian Sea, Tiflis and Dnieprostroy. And then went back
to America.

Kurbanov, for that was the name of the young Uzbek from
the Bukhara Soviet, came often to talk to us. He was a mine
of information about the liberation of Central Asia and the
vast changes that have come about there after the revolution.
Truly a land of Before and Aftery—as-we listened to him talk:
Before the Revolution, emirs and khans, mullahs and beys.
After the Revolution, the workers in power. Before, one half
of one per cent of the people literate. Now, fifty per cent
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read and write. Before, education solely for the rich, mostly
in religious schools; and no schools in the villages. Now,
free schools everywhere. Before, the land was robbed of its
raw materials for the factories of the Russian capitalists. Now,
there are factoriés (in Asia itself, big plants, electric stations,
and textile mills, Before, no theatres, no movies, no modern
culture. Now, national art encouraged and developed every-
where. Before, Kurbanov said, racial persecution and segrega-
tion, the natives \freated like dogs. Now, that is finished, and
Russian and native, Jew and gentile, white and brown, live

and work together. Before, no intermarriages of white and &

daik, now there are many. Before, Kurbanov himself was a
herd-boy in the mountains. Now, he |snegal=?’aa=f"ﬂl ePa
-and the Chairman of a city soviet. Truly, Soviet Asia is
land of Before and After, and the Revolution, with tremendous’
steides; is creating a new life that is changing the history of
the East, as Comrade Kurbanov' talked.

We gathered these things not only from our Uzbek comrade,
but from many other passengers we met on the long train
during the five days and nights south-east to Central Asia.
There was a woman librarian from Leningrad, who had been
home on a vacation going back to the work of which she
spoke with pride—the growth of the library at Tashkent, the
large number of books in the native languages with the new
Latin alphabet that were now being published, and the cor-
responding growth of native readers. There was a young Red
Army man who told us of the camaraderic and understanding
growing up between lads of widely different and environ-
mental backgrounds in the Red Army School at Tashkent.
There was a Russian merchant privileged to help in the build-
ing of new industries in an ancient and once backward, but
now awakening Asia. And there were two young Komsomol
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poets going from Moscow to work on new publications for
the encouragement of national literature in the young writers
of Soviet Asia.

One night, we held, a meeting with the members of the
train crew not then on duty. Our Negro group and the work-
ers of the express exchanged information and ideas. They
told us about their work and their part in the building of
socialism. We told them about the conditions of Negro labour
in America, about the crisis abroad, about Al Capone and the
Chicago bandits, and the bootleggers and bankers of Broad-
way. We found that they knew, as their comments and ques-
tions indicated, a great deal more about America than the
average American knows about the Soviet Union. And we
learned that their working conditions are superior to those
of American railway workers—particularly in regard to the
train ponters. Here, in each coach, there is a compartment
with berths where the crew might rest. The Negro porters
on American trains have no such conveniences. Here, on the
sleeping cars, there are two attendants. In the U.S.A. a single
man takes care of a car, working throughout a long trip, and
pethaps managing to catch a little sleep on the bench in the
men’s toilet. Our porters depend on tips for a living, their
wages being extremely low. 1925. they organized 1 union
?&W{R@iﬁn&b rgeois leadership, so they hav
1

ined’no:l'ﬂ'ng save occasional threats of wholesale dismissal
rom the company and their replacement by Filipinos.. The
tr::‘rican Federation of Labou refused. to receive thegh. (the

'us-vdﬁre-raﬂwny--uﬂienrdo-nut--admit--Ncgnmﬁ;" These
things we told the crew of the Moscow-Tashkent express and
they, in turn, sent back through us their revolutionary greetings
to the Negro railway workers of America.

So, with our many new and interesting comrades of the
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train, the days on the road passed quickly. First, the rich
farm lands slid by outside our windows; stations where peasant
women from the kolkhozes sold chickens and cheese and eggs;
then the Volga at sunset, famous old river of song and story;
a day or so later, Orenburg where Asia begins an_d camels
are in the streets; then the vast reaches of the Kirghiz steppes
and the bright tip of the Aral Sea like silver in the sun.

On the day when we passed through the Kazakstan desert,
the Forticth Anniversary of Goiky's literary life was being
celebra.ed thyoughout the Union. ‘fhe Komsomol pocts and
the gain crew, diganized a meeting, too. At a little stauon where
the train s.opped in) late afternoon, we all went onto the plat-
form and short speeches were (given in honor of Gorky and
his tremendous work. (Even in the heart of the desert, this
writer whose words throb with the lives of the common peo- -
ple, was not forgoiten.) Nomad Kazaks, the men in great coats
of skins, the women in theit' white headdresses, gathered
around, mingling with the passengers. One of the young poets
spoke; then a representative of the train crew, and someone
from the station. My speech in English was translated into Rus-
sian, and again into the Kazak tongue. Then the meeting
closed. We sent a telegram to Comrade Gorky from the pas-
sengers of the train, and another from our Negro group. And
as the whistle blew, we climbed back into our coaches, and
the engine steamed on through the desert pulling the long
train deeper into Asia. It was sunset, and there was a great
vastness of sky and sand before the first stars came.

Late the following afternoon, we saw a fertile oasis of
water and greenery, cotton growing and trees in fruit, then
crowds of yellow faces and bright robes at the now frequent

stations. At evening we came to the big city of Tashkent, the ol

fiew center of the East, ~——
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2. A Visit to Turkmenia

Y N the autumn, if you step off the train almost anywhere

l in the fertile parts of Central Asia, you step into a cotton

field, or into a city or town whose streets are filled with

~evidences of cotton 'héér_by?\bn all the_dusty roads, camels,

/ carts, and trucks loaded with the wiite ibre go toward the

l gins and warehouses. Outside the towns, oft-times as far as
the eye can see, the white balls lift their precious heads.

/ The same thing is true of the southern part of the United

States. In Georgia and Mississippi and Alabama, you ride

for hundreds of miles through fields of cotton bursting white

in the sun. Except that on our roads there are no camels.

Mules and wagons bear the burdens. krrd—athome; ~cottom;

i _any-more~with-the-¢risls_on and the fac

ories closed. And; too, whereas hete the téxtile mills’ now

run full blast, it America many Sf thern ate closed or working

part ﬁme.,."r/here‘_s- really a vast difference between Turkmen

aodATgAR And-a-worki-between—————

About @/ %arﬁago, when I was in the South all winter, I

spent some time in Alabama, fifty miles or so from the-now
famous Scottsboro, I wanted to visit a village in the big cotton
plantations there.[/“It's dangerous,” my friends said. “The
white folks don't like strange Negrocs around. You can't
do it.”’ /But I did finally manage to do it—and this is how:
During the December holidays, I went with a section of the

ST
T, mabver call N "yl
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Red Cross (a Negro section, of course, as everything is segre-
gated in the South) to distribute fruit to the poor—the poer
meaning in this case the black workers on a rich plantation
nearby. i

We sct out in 2 rickety Ford and drove for miles through
the brown fields where the cotton had been picked. We came
to a gate in a strong wire fence. This passed, some distance
further on, we came to another fence. And then, far back
from the road, huddled together beneath the trees, we came
upon the cabins of the Negro workers—cheerless one-room
shacks, built of logs. A group of ragged children came run-
ning out to meet us.

The man with the Red Cross button descended from the
car and spoke to them in 2 Sunday-school manner. He asked
them if they had been good, and if they had gotten any pres-
ents for the holidays. Yes, the children said, they had been
good, but they hadn’t got any presents. They reached out
eager little hands for the apples and oranges of charity we
offered them.

We went into several of the huts, and while the Red Cross
man talked about the Lord, T asked a few eacthly questions.
T asked an old man if the cotton had been sold. He answered
listlessly, “I don't know. The boss took it. And even if it
has been sold, it don’t make no difference to me. I never see
none of the money nohow.” He shrugged his shoulders
helplessly and sucked at this pipe. A woman I spoke to said
she hadn’t been to town for four years. Yet the town was
less than fifteen miles away. “It's hard to get off,” she said,
“and 1 never has nothing to spend.” She gave her dreary
testimony without emotion. The Red Cross man assured her
that God would help her and that she shouldn’t worry.

A broken-down bed, a stove, and a few chairs were all
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she had in her house. Her children were among those stretch-
ing out their skinny arms to us for‘_‘-chgrily fruit. Yet the
man who owned this big plantagion iiw‘d in a great house with
white pillars in the town. His childrenwent Lo private schools
in the North and travelled abroad. :And these black hands
working in white cotton created the wealth that built his fine
house and supported his children in their travels. A woman
who couldn’t lrav%lcm miles to town was sending some-
body else’s OTA ) %5 aris. Thusthe base of culture in the
South. A ;

Economists call it the share-crop system, this mass-robbery
and exploitation of the southern Negro workers in the Ameri-
can cotion Fields! Ironical name—for cotton is a crop that the
Negro never shares. ‘This is how the planters arrange it: The

lack peasant signs a contract (which often he cannot read)
for a year's wotk for himself and his family. His pay is to
be a portion of the crop that he raises on shares. He moves
into a cabin on the white man’s lands. The plantation owner
advances him-the seed “to planty-and every month a little con
meal and salt meat from the commissary. These advances are
charged to the peasant’s account by the plantation bookkeeper.
At the end of the year when the cotton is picked, the plan-
tation owner takes the whole crop, tells the worker his share
is not large enough to cover the rent of the cabin, the cost
of the sced, the price of the corn meal and fat meat, and the
other figures on the book. “You owe me,” says the planter.
So the Negro is automatically in debt, and must wotk another
year to pay what-ht-owes the landlord. If he wishes to take
his family and leave, he is threatened with the chain gang or
Iynch-terror. /EHus the black’field-hands are kept in slavery
on the big plantations of ‘America. A beautiful system_ for
getting free labour, white cotton, and culture. A modern legal
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substitute slavery—this share-crop system. And yet American
capitalists have the nerve to accuse the Soviet Union of forced
labour. )

How different are the cotton lands of Soviet Central Asia!
The beys are gone—the landlords done with forever. I have
spoken to the peasants and I know. They are not afraid like
the: farm-hands of the South. "We were afraid once,” they
said, “but oot now. The beys are gone.”

It was the height of the,picking season when 1 visited the
Aitakov Kolkhoz near Merv. The Turkmen director took us
to the fields where, in the bright morning sun, a brigade of
wornen were picking cotton, moving rapidly through the waist-
high rows, some stuffing the white bolls into the bosoms of
their gowns until they were fat with cotton, others into sacks
tied across one shoulder. Thirty-two kilos of picked cotton was
counted a working day, but the udamiks picked sixty-four
kilos or more a day. And many of the women I was watching
were udarniks. This brigade had fulfilled 165 per cent of its
plan, In their beautiful native dresses of red and green with
their tall headdresses surmounting moon-coloured faces, these
women moved like witches of work in a sweeping line down
the length of the broad field, taking the whiteness and leaving
the green-brown stalks, stuffing into their sacks and bosoms
all the richness of the earth.

On this particular day, while the women worked in the
ficlds, the men were repairing the irrigation canals near the
main stream, the director told us. But the men also pick cotton
when there is no heavy work to do.

I remarked at the absence of children in the fields. In the

_American South they would be picking along with the parents.
" “Here  they are in school,” the director said. "Our kolkhoz

has a four-year school. And in the village nearby there is
- 15
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a school for five hundred pupils where the older students go.
There is a teacher here for the grown-ups, too. You will see
during the rest period.”

The director went away and left us with the time-keeper
and his assistant, a young student learning to keep the books.

They were both Turkmen with marvellously high black fel-
' peks of shaggy lamb's skin towering above their heads. With
them I could not spak a word. My bad Russian «did not
work. But Shali Kekilov, the poet of the Turkmen Proletarian
Writer's Union, translated, We sat on the grass under the
fruit trees bordering a dry canal and lcarned the facts about
their kolkhoz, and the success of collectivization in their dis-
tricts. Within the village radius of eight kilometres, out of
a population of 2,700 people, only twenty individual farmers
remained. On the Kolkhoz Aitakova itself there were 230
workers, ten of them members of fhe Party, and eleven can-
didates. Two of the Party members were women; and two
women were candidates. There were twenty-eight Komsomols,

When the rest period came, a boy brought tea and bread
to the ficlds. The women sat in a group on the grass and,
as they ate, a gir]'_l_m.oved among them with a book, helping
each woman to read aloud a passage—thus they were learning
to read, a thing that in all the long centuries before, women
in Central Asia had never done.
" The men sitting on the grass with us were proud. “Before
the Revolution there weren't twenty-five women in the whole
of Turkmenia who could read. Now lock!” A woman peasant
sat on the edge of the cotton field “feading ‘out of a book.
Something to cry with joy about! Something to unfurl red
banners over! Something to shout in the face of the capitalist
world’s colonial oppressor. . Something to whisper over the
borders of India and Petsia.
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In the afternoon, 1 helped pick cotton, too, Then the young
man came to take us to the tea-house for dinner. There I
answered many qucstions"cunceming the Negroes in America.
It was dusk when we walked across the fields to the cluster
of buildings that formed the centre of the kolkhoz. They were
preparing the nusery as a guest-room for us, moving back
the little chairs and_tables of the children and spreading
beautiful rugs On the floor that we might sit down.

Soon guests began to arrive, teachers from the village school
came, and then the men who had been out on the irrigation
works all day, and among them musicians. They came in
twos and threes and larger groups until the room was full.
One oil lamp on the floor was the only light, and as they
sat around it, their tall hats cast tremendous shadows oa the
walls. Chainiks of tea were brought, and a half-dozen bowls
that were shared by all. As the tea-pots emptied, they were
passed continually back and forth from hand to hand to the
door where a man replenished them from the water boiling
over an open fire outside in the dark.

Many stories were told to us there in the nursery by the
men who shared with us their little bowls of tea; stories
of the days when women were purchased for sheep or camels
or golde—if you were rich enough—young women; of, if you
wete poor, you worked three to five years in the field to receive
an old wife that some rich man had tired of. Stories were told
of the beys who/controlled the water, and whose land you must
till in order to water your own poor Crops. Stories were told
of feuds, and tribal wars, Tsarist oppression, and mass misery.
And all this nof a hundred years ago, but only ten or fifteen
years past. These men in the tall hats had not read about it
in history books. It had been their life. And now they were
free.

17
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Then the boys began to sing oithc notes of their two-
string lutes. The high monotono music of the East filled
the room. The two singers sat crd¥sed legged on the floor,
face to face, rocking to and fro. One was the young man who,
during the. day, learned to be a time-keeper. The other, a
peasafif, between verses threw back his head and made strange
clucking 'sounds with his throat. They sang of the triumphs

of the Revolution. Then they sang old songs of power,of love,

and the beauties of w&'niéﬁ:\with faces!Tike the moon. Some-
times they played, without singing, music that was like a breeze
over the desert, a-quiet-breeze coming out of the night to the
cotton fields.

A sheep had been killed and, from the fire outside, great
steaming platters of mutton were brought which we ate with
our hands. Most of the men left at midnight, but several
remained to keep us company, and slept on the floor with us.

~
it 7 In the morning, Shura, the little son of the Russian woman

who runs the nursery, and his playmate, golden-faced Turk-
men lad, came to show me the pew cat that had just been
born in the stables, They took me with great pride all over
the barnyard We saw the oxen being driven out to work, yoked
in pairs; the camels in the Tong line loaded with cotton starting
off for town, We saw the brick kiln, and the two children and
I climbed to the top of it, and looked at the gay fields of
cotton in the morning sun; stretching away toward the desert.

Shura, the little white boy, and the darker Turkmen boy
took me by the hands and insisted that T sce the oven for
making bread. 1 went, but T was not thinking particularly
about the oven. I was thinking, as I looked at the two small
boys, "“This would never happen in Alabama where white
children and coloured children do not grow up together. T am
glad that here, in the Soviet Union, all the ugly artificial
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bacriers of race have been broken down. Little Russian boy
2nd little Turkmen boy, ypu will never know the distorted
lives full of distrust-and” hate and fear that we know in
America, or that strangle the Indians and the British over
the mountains to the South.” :

“Look where we bake our bread,” the children said. 1 put

 ‘head into the big brick oven. Then I heard Kekilov call-
ing that it was time to statt for the irrigation ditches. And
the children had to go to school:”

I visited several other cotton kolkhozes in Turkmenia and
Uzbekistan, and one sovkhoz. I filled two note books with
figures and data: the pumber of hectares under cultivation,
the yield per hectare, the percentages fulfilled according to
the plan—some mot always good—the method of irrigation,
she amount the state pays for cotton in rubles and wheat and
cloth and tea. All these things will be of great integest for
American readers who are not familiar with the basic details.
[ stayed for two days at the mechanization station for farm
machinery near Tashkent; and another day at the seed selection
station where a number of American Negro chemists are en-
ployed at work they would seldom be allowed to do in the
United States. 1 saw the cotton college. 1 visited the big build-
ing of the Cotton Trust at Tashkent. 1 looked at statistics.
1 studied charts.

The figures, sooner or later (important as they are) 1 shall
forget. Maybe 1 will lose the note in my travels. But
these things I shall always remcmbe;%a;casams themselves
have told me: “"Before, there were no schools for our children;
now there are. Before, we lived in dcbt,am fear; now we
are free. Before, women were bought and sold ¢ but-that s
gone. Before, the water belonged to the beys; today it's ours.’
Before; life was never certain—now k-5l
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HROUGHOUT the centuries, the, biggest and most suc-
cessful robbers have always lived in palaces. The sweat
and blood of the masses have always furnished the
moistute to cement the stones of plunder for the walls, and
the hands of thousands of hunger-driven women have woven
the rugs and tapestries of comfort for the masters and mis-
tresses of the great houses of splendour. To look back a bit:
The Pharaohs in Egypt and the Medicis in Florence; the
Doges of Venice and the Tsars of St. Petersburg; the Rajahs
at Delhi and the Emperors at Peiking. Or, to be strictly con-
temporary : the Pope at Rome and the Rockefellers at Rocankices—
aitte, I e .
And always,' throughout the centuries, close to the palaces
have been the temples. It's happened so much that it surely

(o could- not have been by chance. Remember the temples at

Karnac, and St. Mark’s at Venice. The Taj Mahal, and the
golden domes along the Neva. St. Peter’s at Rome, and the
Rockefeller Baptist Church on Riverside-Drive in New York.
And in London, Buckingham Palace estminster Abbey.
How religious are the great who live in palaces!

The Emir of Bukhara, too, was a holy man. His city was
a shrine for all true believers in its day. His best friends were
the mullahs, And his town palace, a walled citadel, rose high
on an artificial eminence above the city. The only thing the
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Emir allowed to rise higher was the tall tower beside the
official mosque of Mejid-halyan. But this tower had much
more than a religious meaning. Not only here did the
muezzins call to prayer, but from it, the Emir threw his ene-
mies to their death on the stones of th¢ dusty-read- beneath.
O, most high and holy tower ‘of Bukhara. Religion and power.
Power and death.

In the very front of the Emir's palace was a bazaar, and
in the street leading to his chief mosqus, also, there was buy-
ing and bargaining. The Emir collected axés from the traders
and tribute from the mullahs;ef dealer in both goods and
holiness, “The Emir. He lived well. ,loved Allah. And
put fifty million gold rubles in an English bank.

He had 3dine. twoor 't"kil“ée?fundred' wives, off and on, did
the Emir Alam-Khan of Bukhara. Four of them were €h€ of-
fiial wives permitted by the Koran. The others were of lesser
standing. At his palace in the country outside the walls of
the city, he kept a permanent harem of about a hiundred veiled
gitls,ig-residence. This harem was constantly replenished with
lovely young maidens. The women he tired of were given awiy
as presents to his court officials and military officers. When
the- revolution-camey-gnd the Emir fled to Afghanistan, he
left mostof his women behing; taking instead boys and gold
and jewels.

One of his former wives works now in the Tea House of

the Red Partisans at Bukhara. 1 went to see her one day.
SR
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She is still beautiful, with skin like ivory, and soft gxey;‘%es
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She is“married”fiow to a workman, uncovers her face, @—4\

- is much happier, she says, than she was in the Emir's palace.

With strangers_she_is-a”shy little woman who' does mot”tatk’
muych. Bt é’cmmted how, when she was only twelve,

she was g'{'ven to the Emir. Then began)three monotonous
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years in the palace harem, which was little more than a prison,
guarded by old women and eunuchs. At fifteen, the Emir gave
her away to his prime minister. She went from one harem to
another till the Revolution set her free. Now she walks the
streets without a veil, she belongs to herself, and she carns
her own living. \
One day, at the Emir's former estate in the country, I saw
the women's quarters in which she once lived. They were
some distance removed from the palace proper, behind double

doors and thick walls of their own. A series of rooms around ¢

small court-yard§, the walls and the narrowness shutting out
the breeze, making them stifling hot in summer. The gitls
were illiterate, ther servants-did..atl -the~workand The doors
to the outer world were locked. No wonder the death rate
for women was high in Bukhara. Many of them must have
died of sheer ennui. The Emir's dogs at least had the freedom
of the entire court, the orchards, and the grape arbours.
The women were always shut up in one place—except when
one or two of them might be called to the Emir’s bed-chamber.
Or when, on occasions, he might allow them all to bathe in the
great square pool behind his summer house. Then he would
sit on a screened balcony and gaze down upon the beauty of
a hundred wives in the water.

The Emic's summer-house had-todein -plumbing;: and is
Wﬁk{;-ﬁ._ﬁump@&@,_gﬂlw official palace itselfyowitiin
the.same. double-walled enclosare; is a huge and ornate build-
ing around a court where 2 fountainfplayed. Inside, cach
10om was decorated by a noted Eastern artist. But someo? the
artists must-have: been—pretty bad. “Their taste_:%vﬁs atrocious.
The walls are gaudy, and confused with shelves, niches, gilt,
and too many colours, The ceilings are patterned identations
of many hues. In-the niches hundreds of vases.-and_knidke
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knzis and marble clock sit. There are gigantic’ lacquered
vd ; tod, brought by speejal escort from China! On the walls
there/are pictures of the Emit himself, his staff; and the Rus-
<iafi embassies that came to-visit him. The floors are of inlaid
wood. The window panes are multi-coloured.

Only one room is really beautiful. That is the reception
hall. It is done entirely of mirrors and white plaster. Both
walls and ceiling-are-pure white vith. hxtsofpsﬁe.med mit-

(rors beneath <the -plaster; everywhere live owers. There is 2

great silver chandelier hanging in the centre. When this was
lighted, so the present caretakler said, the room blazed with
such lightytheswhite walls and their hundreds of tiny-mirrors

glowed so brightly that, through the long French windows, (/<

the reflection could be seen on the night sky for miles around.
Here in this room, the Emir received only the most special

guests. All others, he would allow to stand in the courtyard ©

outside, while they addresséd him through the tall windows.
Such careful differentiation was not due entirely to a sense of
honpur-and dignity. It was duc somewhat to fear also. The
Emir had a thousand enemies—so it wa‘?.nqot‘ wise to allow
toomany people near him. Better that Folks| stood in the
courtyard outside. ) o, ks

As to the peasants and commonl,,q?itsp‘h,_‘the Emir never
rcceivevq them rw_iﬂth'y; the ‘?rglls‘of the palace. Sometimes in the
road;he'tﬁ;oﬂﬁﬁaﬂgﬁ; fhem to Bow their heads in the dust
and present him with a petition. But during the last years of
his reign, these petitions became so numerous, and the demands

of the people so insistenty-that the Emir could nOt.!'g!?E-?:_ﬁ‘l (gl
Rk /

in his brass bed in the palace, nor hold pleasant, coutts.

W v MUK . .
he applied n_masutés of §reat, repression to the po ulace. Prison,
beatings,_d;d,eam_ il L(\.ﬂ.?& N0y QA

/% Maji- Mic baba -andsta: Hajaiv, -two-of sthe=old. sevolu-
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tionists of Bukhara, told meabout-it:-Shishkin, the-historian,
told mie, t00. In those days, one ruble out of every six had
to be given to the Emir as taxes. From the peasants the of-
ficials took two-thirds of their crops, leaving scarcely enough
to eat. (These officials received no salary, only a commission
on what they collected, so their greed knew no bounds.) Young

wives then cost six thousands rubles—no ' poor man could buyent,

Rooms in tzémcdrcss where/one had to go for religious
training if wanted to rise in the world, were sold for

fabulous prices. Cotton, wool, caracul, cocoons, tea, went to
the markets of Europe and tsarist Russia, enriching the;’c?lff't"

but leaving the masses of Central Asia hu.ngry

Life was too hard. Revolt came, as in Russia.’ é(erensky told
the Emir to make %_Rw reforms, so a ministry of mullahs and
merchants was created.The massessoon learned that this meant
nothing. In Bukhara they demson.s rated ag:unst it Troops gnd
religious elements attacked any Nwere arrested. Pnson.

18eventy-five strokes on the back. Som dted® [ﬁau M.u: baba,

who lived to tell the tale, showed me a picture of himself
in the Emir's jail with #he striped wounds across his back.)

This did not stop the revolutionaries. The struggle went
on. To tell it quickly: The young Bukharians sent a com-
mittee to Tashkent, to confer with the leaders there on tactics.
They returned with ¢ther/revolutionary wotkers, and comrades
from Baku and Samara. From Kazan, they sent an ultimatum
to the Emir. The Emir requested that a committee come to see
him., c.lve commdcs went. They were killed.

11513 "cﬁy “armed revolt broke out. It was crushed. The
Emir killed three thousand {bmrides. Tortured and burned
others. Rewards were offered for each head of a revolutionist.

The Emir still slept in his brass bed in the country palace.-

But not for long. :
28 ~Thy _ g openaplent,

Faisula Hajaiv (now President of the Council of Peoples

Comnussars of Uzbekistan) and two others were selected to <. 2.° A

go: Lenin at Pdoscw C;;ptured by the White Army
at Samara, Senfenced to death, EscapedMoscosatJast. Plags
and_organization” In March, 1920, a well-planned attack on
the Emir began. dAfter—five days, He was forced to flee to
Afghanistan ’,'Phen the beginning: of the end -of terror and.
persecation, an” opening of doors- fo women, -and the death
of “Alah: In 1925 the workers and peasants organized the
People’s Republic of Bukhara and asked to be allowed to join
the Soviet Union. In 1925 the First Soviet Congress of Uzbek-
istan was held. Now the br AP bed of the Emir still stands
in the summer palace, but “wives are free from the harem, ¢
the-Emir is gone, and I:he “whole eskatq is sho:;ly o become
a rest home for the workcrs of the \smlnlwm Sines wall’
sleep where they could not enter before, and women will
stroll unveiled beneath the grape arbours where once they
walked only in paranjas guarded by eunuchs. And the/four-
tains will play for the workers.

In AheCitadel/in-Bulkdiaga, the T s high on a forti-
fied mound overlooking the at'j?% {ives-these mow?

Behind the walls of this town-palace; where the great officials <
tesided,. where~the-mint -was; and-the _prison, and_the best "

water cisterns, guess-who lives there-now? Students from the
technicums, sons and daughters of poor peasants and workers,
whese fore-parents—for ages-and ages-bowed in the-dust in
front of rulers and’ beys. And what dre these students doing?
For-one thing,-they are learning to read and write By the new
Latin alphabet which the mullahs whe formerly conbrolied
edugation declared unholy. Only the Arabic script of the Koran
had the sanction of Allah, the priests sa;d) Cursed be-all-those

wholegnthenewlgﬂers"';“_. @,1’ /{&";9' '
; ..I ——
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| -But the new letters are learnt, now, and nobody is-cursed.
“Everybody lives better than they did before/ The great mosques
of the once holy Bukhara are neatly empty of worshippers. The
many towers where the muezzins called to prayer are only
play-places for children. The twisted turbans that once had a
religious significance no longer mean anything, and pilgrimages
to Mecca are no more.

In the courtyard of a once famous religious medress whose

cold little cells were filled with students sfupidlf learning by
rote the books of the Koran, the Soviets have built a new
" museum. Here there are many beautiful things, old books and
jewels and rugs and hangings. And here too are the cudgels
of the dervishes, the horses tails of the saints, and other holy
relics of the past. Religion has gone into a museum and out
of the world. And a new alphabet has come into the people’s
life, an alphabet that brings knowledge to poor peasants and
women, to workers and all those who before knew only the
lies of the priests and the threats of the tax collectors.

The wisest of the priests went with the Emir when he fled.
Priests love palaces and gold and power. When Ibrahim Bek,
the bandit, tried to organize the counter-revolution, the greatest
of the mullahs were behind him crying a holy war. And still
there are men, I am told, in Bukhara who bow toward the
East and pray for the Emir and his soldicrs to come back.
But they don’t pray out loud. The young workers and students
laugh at them—their heads in the dust—for holy Bukhara is
no more. Even its physical aspects will soon disappear since the
city soviet has a plan for a brand new town. All the old
minarets and walls and hovels will be torn down, and within
the next ten years a new modern city will be built. The
Tower of Death will be left standing as a historical curi-
osity—like the cudgels of the dervishes in the museum.
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Two years ago I was in Haiti, the little black island of
Toussaint L'Ouverture, that is now a colony under the rule
of the American marines. There, too, the towers of churches
rise everywhere, Catholic churches. And the puppet govern-
ments that aid in Ameérican exploitation are made up of most
religious gentlemen faithful to the holy mass. In Cuba, too,
where the universities have been closed for three years because
the students were revolutionaries, the churches are wide open.
Read Mayakovsky's poems, Black and White, or Syphilis, if

you don’t know what life is like in Cuba. In both Haiti and

Cuba terror and repression, hunger and fear predominate, like
those last years of the rule of the Emir in Bukhara, Uprisings
are crushed, youths are killed, women prostituted, American

gunboats circle the Carribean waters. Shark fishing is pro- |

hibited off the harbour of Havana, say the newspapers. It
seems that the gentlemen who go to holy mass and run the

government are afraid that dead bodies will be pulled up from |

the waves instead of fish—the military prisons overlook the |

ocean at Havana.

Across - the -water, on...the -mainland—ef America, the god
worshippers are legion.&Mencken; -America’s literary clown,
calls the South “The Bible Belt” becayse there age so many

‘chugehes, rpm’ad:exs, and prayers there: And it is in this Bible

alt_that-huiidredseef Negroes are lynched, race riots are
staged, peonage and chain gangs and forced labour of all
forms are found, women are exploited in the cotton mills,
and farces of justice like the Scottsboro trial are staged. The
rich live.in-modern palaces with whitecolumas,- the ministers
grow fat, And the air is full of sermons every Sunday nighta—
out:smelling the magnolias—For the radio belongs to the-rick
in the big-houses. R

Irl New York, priests, ministers, and fortune tellcrsf' ply
their trade by the thousands. £#md fourists go to see the
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ast‘afnéd-glasis windows in the big churchwith elevators that
" the Rockefellers of Standard Oil have built to the glory of
" God “Prom-News¥ork and Boston and Chicago the religious
ich Svotch out their fingers to the black South in the guise of
missionary philanthropy, endowing Nrgrg -‘:.1‘-.“-’55{ rsdlools,
buying the brains of the dark youth irf the ghettossand cotton
fickds and stuffing them with meekness and humbleness and
“the opium of the people.”<
“~-sln the Northen industrial cities hundreds of thousands ?f
_ DNegto. and. white worketsy unemployed,, walk the steets in
.tht.: shadows of the_ fkyscmpe:s:, ._,‘.i-'..' w—j.“ .

rj_. 2, r.,..

0

. ,Ju', % _ : i And in the churches, the h'esm_ pray g y

and the ministers-are-one indenouneing ¢ : call-
ing on God—like the mullahs of Bukhara 1_;'E1§r#l:hc F.rmr ruled.
5T walk through the streets of u}cﬁﬂ&gist&m city of song
/" ‘and story, place of legend/ M’\fl\lmugh the crumbling walls
; of sun-dried brick, beneath d#gs empty towers and minarets,
‘& palaces and mosques. I remember how, as a boy in

fayr-éwaf\Kansas, I dreamed of secing this fabulous city o

o Bukhara—as distant then as a fantasy of the Thousand and

One Nights. And now, ipst98% here 1 am{{@reams -come

thtoughibct - d sceing for myself all the dusty

and wonderful horrors that feudalism and religion created in

the dark past, and that have now been takg:?“ DE'CF,F?’ go?ia&]i's;?.-

Great changes there have‘_prcl?r_} ﬁ&;ﬁ years Greater changes
ay,

I A
there will be, certainlyy Yester

his walled palaces. Andfoday,_.l_ . 51

Well, today I a.mn-"goiéé’ tcn_'h . .

@ former herdboy, who is now, chairman of the City Soviet
“of the fabulous town of Bukhara.
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4. Youth and Learning

in Turkmenia: & &
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PN the United States a year or more ago, a well-known

beloved Negro woman, a teacher, was severely injured

in an automobile wreck when her car turned over, throwing
the passengers into a field beside a country road. The teacher's
name was Juliette Derricotte. She was motoring with three
of her students from Fisk University in Nashville, where she
was Dean of Women, to the home of her parents in the state
of Georgia. Suddenly an approaching car, in order to pass a
slower vehicle, swerved toward the centre of the road. Miss
Derricotte, to avoid a collision, turned quickly to the side
of the highway. Her wheels sank into a ditch, and her car
turned over. The Negro teacher and the three students accom-
panying her were all badly injured. Passing motorists carried
them into the nearest town, a small southern farming centre.
Here the white hospital refused point blank to give treatment
to Negroes, so the bruised and bleeding victims were not
admitted. Instead, they were taken to the house of a poor black
woman of the town and there white doctors gave them at-
tention, B without the necessary inst ts and anaesthetics
that the hospital could have furnished.[[Three of them were
suffering intensely, but the least injured of the four, a young
student, was able to find a telephone. He called the nearest
city in which a Negro hospital was located, and asked that an
ambulance be sent for them. Late in the night the ambulance
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arrived, but on the way to the distant Negro hospital Juliette
Derricotte, the teacher, died. Thus one of the most brilliant
of the younger coloured women Was lost to America. Had not
a white hospital refused to treat black people—even in so
grave an emergency as this -sérious automobile accident—her
life might have been saved.

That same day in Birmingham, Alabama, another young
teacher, a man but recently graduated from Hampton Institute,
was beaten to death by a white mob, lynched in broad daylight
in the streets of a big city.

That week-end 1 was lecturing at Hampton, one of the larg-
est and best known of the schools for Negroes in: the South.
The students there, learning of the circumstances of Juliette
Derricotte’s death and of the lynching in Birmingham, were
full of grief and anger—one of the finest Negro teachers
refused treatment in a white village hospital oran-ambulance
to-carry-her-tothiewcity; and one of their own graduates beaten
to death. :

“We will organize a protest meeting,” said the students.
“Not even dogs would be treated like that.”

So a committee was formed and plans were made. I was
asked to help with the organization, to speak at the protest
meeting, and to aid in formulating telegrams to the newspapers.
But word of the students’ plans soon reached the faculty, and
when we met in the evening for a final talk, a representative
of the President’s office was there. This Negro teacher im-
mediately began to throw cold water on the students’ plans.
He said that perhaps the newspaper reports of Miss Derri-
cotte’s death were not true. That the students should wait and
investigate first. That even if the reports were true, the students
could go quietly about writing a letter of condolence to the
parents of the victims, and not hold an open protest meeting.
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“Hampton," he said, "never protests. That is not our kind
of a word. We go slowly and carefully and investigate.”

When this teacher had finished speaking, the students were
afraid to go ahead with their plans for a protest meeting.
They knew that they would surcly be expelled from the school.
They knew that it would be difficult for them to get into
other schools. They would be blacklisted as agitators. That had
happened at Hampton before when there had been a student
strike against oppressive and inhuman rules and-fegulations
over campus life. So now, almost without argument, the stu-

' dents abandoned the idea of having a meeting. One or two

of them were bitter and defiant, but the rest were afraid/\/so
the meeting was not held. A teacher for whom the word
profest was too strong, had killed the spontan‘cpti and healthy
desire ‘of his students to speak against af\&u‘;& that lets in-
jured Negroes die before it will open its white hospitals to
them, and that lets whig€ mobs beat black men to death in
the streets.
~What kind of school is this Hampton staffed by meek
‘teachers educafing spineless, students? A'religious school, of
c"qursc, a Christian charity ‘school supported by the philan-
thropy ~of rich, and ‘kind-hearted white capitalists who are
willing for them to know how to work, but not to protest;
and who are willing for black children to go to a black
school, but not to a free white state school; and who therefore
support and condone with their' philanthropy the vicious
colout-caste system of America. g
Fhe famous industrial school for Negroes, Tuskegee, in
Alabama (founded by Booker T. Washington) has an endow-
ment of over a million dollars gained by begging from rich
white folks. Here the president and all the teachers are
Negroes—yet there is on the grounds of Tuskegee a guest
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house where black people may not eat or sleep! This guest
house is for white visitors only. Against this the teachers say
nothing. But this indicates to what an extent-capitalist philan-
thropy has bought the pride and manhood of the “intellectuals”
of the black South. Behold how the education of Negro youth
is controlled and demeaned by capitalist charity!

And with these charity dollars go preachers and prayers
and hymns. Most of the presidents of tl‘?grﬁegr(; schools are
ministers, and a large part of the education is religious. Many
harmless amusements are forbidden the students on religious
grounds.‘}z\ rigorous and unnatural separation is enforced
between boys and girls. Modern and scientific attitudes of
study are discouraged. A mid-Victorian atmosphere prevails.

The reason, of course, for the prevalence of these Negro
philanthropic schools and colleges is this: The free public
school system in the southésf-eatton: regions extends only
partially to Negroes. Throughout this section laws separate
Negroes from whites in all public places—trains, street cars,
theatres, hospitals, and schools. Most southern cities have ex-
cellent school buildings for whites, but small and inadequate
shacks for Negroes, with oft-times no institutions of higher
learning for them at all. For example, the average annual
expenditure per child of school age in Alabama is as follows:
For white children, $23.57; for Negro children $3.81. A
startling difference! In South Carolina the state spends for cach
white child an average of $27.88 per school year; but on each
Negro child only $2.74 is spent, With such discriminatory
odds against him, the Negro child has a difficult time getting
an education. Thus, without the religious philanthropic schools,
in many localities Negro children would remain utterly illi-
terate.

32

-ri\-i"ﬁit

In Kazakstan and Turkestan, before the Revnlmion}'&olonics
of tsarist Russia, the native, children were utterly illiterate.
Conditions were even worse than they are now in Alabama.
In Asia the tsar supplied no schools for the education of the
conquered peoples. And in the cells of the established Moham-
medan medresses practically nothing except religion was taught,
the Koran being the main text book, and seeking for Allah
the main reason for learning. And even this meagre knowledge
was open only to boys and men, not to girls and women.

Now, of course, in Soviet Central Asia all that is changed.
The world knows of this change. But the surprising thing to:
a visitor from abroad, coming to Uzbckistan or Turkmenia,
is the rapidity with which this change has been brought about.
In less than ten years a new system of education has been
introduced—and not only introduced but put into amazing
working order. Teachers have been developed; students have
been graduated; and illiteracy, not only of children but of
adults, has been greatly reduced. The cells of the medresses
are empty, and the schools of the state are overcrowded.
New books in a new alphabet have come into being. Already,
to the youth today, Allah is only a legend, and the Koran
is forgotten, Marx, Lenin, Stalin, chemistry, economics,;scien-
tific agriculture, @amemaiics:'{eleciricity. and hygiene are the
new realities to millions who once knew only the sleepy
teachings of the priestcraft.

“How have you done this?” I asked in wonder when I
visited the offices of the Commissariat of Education in
Ashkhabad, eapital of the Turkomen Soviet Socialist Republic
in the heart of Asia. “How in so short a time have you
developed this new Soviet educational system, created teachers,
built schools, and taught thousands of students, awakening
the minds of the masses?”
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They told me how it had been done. It had not been
easy—building this path to education in a region where illi-
teracy had been so great. (e

< In the early years many teachers came down from Russia

to help. Bright young Turkmen workers were chosen and sent
away to normal schools in Russia with all expenses paid. They
returned bringing the new light. Textbooks were translated
from the Russian and other languages. New texts were writ-
ten in the Turkmen tongue. Sometimes they were copied by
hand when printing processes Were unavailable. Students
taught one another, taught their parents, taught the peasants
and workers. There was a comradely exchange of knowledge.
What would have been a tremendously hard task was made
easier by the great eagerness of alt the people to learn—the
hunger for knowledge that tsarism had starved. Thousands
of new books, magazines, and newspapers in the national
languages, but in the new universal Latin alphabet, were
pubﬁshed, thus encouraging the desire to read. And now in
1935 in Turkmenia, this once most backward of the tsarist
colonies, there are 6,100 teachers (85 per cent of them native
people) and 75,000 pupils and students!

This information came to me from thé group of officials
in the Turkomen Narcompros (Commissariat of Education)--a
group that included Turkmen, Russizn, Tartar, and Tyurk
nationalities—all working for the common aim of enlightening
the masses. Each man spok(;{‘&itﬁ"ﬁreat enthusiasm of his work,
one telling of the creation of text books, another of the village
schools, another of the kindergartens, another of the theatres
and art classes. 1 was told how teachers study in summer and
are paid while studying. (And I thought of America where

teachers.must spend.their..own hard--earned money ™t /get

futther cducational advantages for themselves; arid of Chicago

34

Lk

( :'J\th;re\teac:hers have not been paid at all for months). T was
told of the excursions and rest-homes provided for educatioral
workers in Turkmenia. I was told, too, how children here in
Soviet Asia stay in school during the cotton gathering season.
(And 1 contrasted in my mind Alabama where school bells
may ring—but black children remain in the fields when cot-
ton needs picking.) T was told how at present seven years’
schooling is required for all Turkmen children but that, begin-
ning next year, ten years will the minimum. And 1 was told
that the struggle now is for quality in teachi_n%-_ an{d that
all forces are being pushed toward that end—For the broad
basis of education is already established. Today the task is
to make education as excellent as possible.

During the weeks that followed, I visited nearly all of the
scholastic institutions of Ashkhabad and several of the sur-
rounding villages. I was under the guidance of a most enthu-
siastic Soviet teacher and MOPR worker, Comrade Stephan,
a political exile many years ago from Belgium, who theew
in_his-lot with the workers’ Revolutien- and now teaches in
one of the large seven-year schools at Ashkhabad. Every mora-
ing before his teaching duties began, Comrade Stephan would
call at the Dom Sovietor for me to! visit with him a school,
a museum, a library, or a factory. 040

I met many teachers and students and had a chance to talk
to them. How, different, T discovered, was the Soviet students”
attitude from "the 'American student§. At home, with most
students, football and other sports occupy a leading place in
their conversations. Here in Turkmenia, students held passion-
ate conversations about the progress of life under the First
Five-Year Plan, the growth of literature under the Soviets,
the plans of the imperialists beyond the borders. Here in a
remote corner of Asia, I found young people asking intelligent
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and peretrating questions about happenings in France, Cuba,
Mexico, and other countries where I had been,

And everywhere in Ashkhabad there are schools—an amaz-
ing number! There are schools for Turkmen children, for
Farci children, for Russian children, and” other nationalities,
with the teaching in each case in their own language. There
are high schools. There are colleges of pedagogy, commerce,
science, transport, veterinary treatment. There are special
research institutes, with laboratories of bacteriology, mineralogy
and botany for graduate students. There is a library school
every summer for village librarians held under the guidance
of the Turkmen Central Library. And besides all these, there
are night schools for workers, schools in clubs, schools in

the Red Army barracks, and schools in factories. For instance, '

attached to the Eighth of March Silk Mill there is not only
a seven-year school, but a silk high school, a liquidation of
illiteracy schooi;,‘-\and a Commupist Party school for candidates
to the Party. Children and grown-ups all go to school. All
this, mind you, in the comparatively small city of Ashkhabad
in the heart of the Turkmenian desert’where once, under
the tsar, Turkmens were not even allowed on certain streets
of the towns, let alone in the classrooms of the Russian
schools: and as recently as 1920 not more than 1 per cent
of the whole country's population could read or write!

But now the masses are making up for lost time. Even
in the dusty little villages of the desert, new school buildings
are being built, larger and better than the small ones that
served in the early years immediately after the Revolution.
To these new rural schools will come new young Turkmen
teachers from the normal schools at Ashkhabad; some even
from the larger institutions at Tashkent; and others who have
been to far-away Moscow for their education. The light of

. - learning is pouting in an intense blaze over Soviet Asia.

Turkmenia welcomes this light with open arms.

I spent a day at the First Turkmenian Normal School at
Kishi. This is attached to a modern combinat containing within
itsclf all grades from kindergarten through the normal courses.
It is located in a sandy plain a shot distance from the city
of Ashkhabad. On one side the desert stretches away to the
horizon, and on the other the mountains rise like a wall.
Beyond is Persia.

The director of the First Turkmenian Normal School is
a political immigrant from Persia. There he was a shosmaker.
Here he has under his guidance three hundred and Afifty
students and thirty-cight teachers. He received his training
at the Communist University in Tashkent. He is a dark, firm
man who impresses one well. He did not talk a great deal,
but he showed me through the wide halls and well-lighted
class rooms of the main normal building—and what I saw
was better than words. 1 saw the splendidly equipped labora-
tories, the museum of biological and geological specimens and
charts, and the room where the live animals for student study
are kept: white rats, turtles, frogs, and fish, and great lizards

“that swell their bodies with air to ferocious size. 1 listened

to some of the classes being conducted. I remarked on the vari-
ous nationalities among both teachers and students. The stu-
dents were largely local Turkmen, Farci, Beluchi, and Berberi,
but there were a few Russians, some Tartats and Armenians.
The teachers were Russian, Turkmen, and Farci. Among them
were five women, one an assistant professor, This is a remark-
able thing in a land where a decade ago women neither taught
nor received teaching.

1 was interested in the social origin of the students. The
greater number, the director explained to me, are from poor
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casant parentage, one hundred and forty-one in actual figures.
Sixty-six are from the kolkhozes, forty-six are workers, twenty-
nine are from the militia, and the rest are from hired farm
labour and small proprietor stock. One hundred and twenty-
six students are Aomsomols, and thirty-seven are either in
the Parry)\dr' “are candidates for membership.

The students who gathered to greet me were interested in
learning of student life in America. 1 spoke to them in English,
which Comrade Stephan translated into Russian, which was
then re-translated into Turkmen. But even with these double
translations we succeeded in effecting some interesting
exchanges of background and opinion. I told them of the
difficulties for poor students, especially of minority groups
in America. And they in turn told me of their new life and
gave me their revolutionary greetings to carry back to the pro-
Jetarian youth in the United States who still live under capital-
ism, and to the Negro students caught in the tangled web
of religious philanthropy and gaciall oppression.

But the little children of the seven-year school to whom
I spoke later were not satisfied with sending mere verbal
greetings so far away as America. When they gathered in the
open yard in the sunshine about the steps of their building,
they brought with them a beautiful wall newspaper that they
had made themselves in the Turkmen language for me to
carry back to the Young Pioneers of America.

I shall not soon forget that sea of little faces below me
as I stood on the steps—yellow, brown, white faces of these
children of the Turkmen Socialist Soviet Republic as repre-

sented in this school on the edge of the desert. I shall mot Jedati

forget the eager questions that they put to me for more than
an hour about Tife in those utterly different lands abroad where
workers’ children may suffer fgopy hunger and cold and lack
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of schooling, while other children have everything, And How
can there be enough food, they- asked; and yet people do not
eat? And do they actually burn wheat in America to keep
from selling ji¢ cheaply? Why are Negroes lynched ? Aad-why
striking -workerscimprisoned? And is there really an electric
chair?

And “When the questions were finished, a little fellow came
forward with thewall newspaper with its bright picture of
a revolutionary sun at the top, which they entrusted to my
cares for the'Pioneersof «America. Then I went away. Their
lusty young voices rang out in farewell & horse and cart
belonging to the school carried me back to Ashkhabad.

c/é*f ARl all . Mﬂv ab#.fww?‘
e Aleabomria,
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5. Dances and Music

of Uzbekistan ==

?}’jm?ﬁand dar?ﬂma t 'unippi-arra_glgcd con-
l certs Bf E?dg f dancgyz olk nasic fof ourNegro
Al geilgation/ln Tashkent qﬂn saw Farbar Va Shirin, an
Uzbek opera woven of the oldest tunes and dance patterns

of Central Asia, retelling on the stage an ancrent legend. If' o7

(/ After four delepation. left for Americ I, remainigg dn
saw /;pz;y\of the new playshin the national

Ce_pfr Asia)
minotities’/ theatres/ In Ashkhabad I saw an exciting drama

aboué Ege ; gy.lggl? a?ainst the counter-revolutionary forces.
In 1%atfended vivid and thought-provoking plays

about the taking off of the veil from the faces of the women,

““Jbout the: bandits (bashmathi)- of the hills, and other very

modern subjects growing out of the growth and triumph of
the Revolution. These new plays were well written and well
acted, stra.igh_tforward and direct, sometimes crudely melo-
d.ramatic,'fw certainly not turgid or dull or unimportant.
On the other hand, these new plays of Soviet Asia were
not very different in intent and construction from many dramas

I had seen in Moscow about the struggles for the new lifes
. = S 5 = g\ot’tr i
in this land of socialist construction. In America we have/many

articles~gadweven-bhaoks, about the Soviet theatres of Moscow

and the themes of their plays. Fo—repeat—much the-same;
would not be giving any-

information-with-Asiatic-colourin
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in ":rf{i‘.f{;'. to my readefs.)#1 will find out instead about the
folk-art and the ways “in Which it is being carried over into
the new era,” I said to myself. So I went to some of the offi.
cial people of the Tashkent theatre world and began to ask
about the history of their theatre and especially about the sur.
vival of the folk-arts therein.

Strangely enough, I could get very little information about
the old art. Maybe they didn’t know. Whatever the reason,
they would talk only about the new dramas and their political
importance and Soviet meaning.

“I appreciate all that,” 1 said, “But I want to know about
the old, too. Of course, the new drama i tremendously im-
portant, but tne old music and dances are still of use, aren’t
they? In all the chai-hannas the old music is still being played.

“To many old tunes, new Soviet songs are sung. At subboiniks,

Pioneers and Komsomols still dance the old Uzbek dances.
And Farbar Va Shirin, one of the loveliest theatrical spectacles
1 have ever seen anywhere, is built from the folk art?”

To no avail. No one would ralk about the past. 1 thought
about Lenin and Lunacharsky, among others, warning young
artists of the dangers of being too scornful of the culture of
yesterday.

“Q.K." I said to myself. "I will go to folk artists them-
selves and find out about their work.”

Some days later, I sought out the greatest of the Uzbek
dancers, Tamara Khanum. And she in turn found for me
two of the oldest and most famous of the musicians, Austa
Alim Kamilov, player of hand-drums, and Achmedjean Umo-
zazov, player of flutes. And from them I learned many things.

The history of the Uzbek dance is the history of the break-
ing down of traditions. Tamara Khanum herself is a breaker
down of traditions. She was the first woman in the history
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of the peoples of Uzbekistan to perform on a public stage.
And that was only ten years ago. Tamara Khappm's, ap-
pearance on the stage, unveiled and unashamed; marks the
opening of the Uzbek theatre to women arfists. Before that
time all the performers had been men.

And so with the dancers, both public and private—they
had all been men. At festivals and weddings the men danced
__and the women looked, if they were allowed. In the public
squares and-folk=theatres the men danced—and often the wo-
men did not even look. In the old days, dancing, like most

- of the other joys of life, belonged only to the males. Now

since Tamara Khanum, with a bravery that is worth noting,
ed-past’traditions, women dance, too.
Before the Revolution, the professional dancers began as
boys, and some of them became very famous—to their world
what Nijinski was to the world of the classical ballet. Their
names were known in all the tea-hoasss, and great crowds of
men would come to see them dance. Often these boy-dancers
were bought outright by the rich beys, and thus became ex-
clusive entertainers to the bey’s invited guests at private feasts.
At certain times of the year there would be a sort of dancer's
fair, when prospective buyers of boy-dancers would gather to
select their entertainers. At these colourful dance-markets,
the best and most handsome of the youthful dancers would
display their steps before a vast gathering seated around an
enormous space in the open air.

The old men of Tashkent and Andizhan still speak of a
certain male dancer, Ata Haja, who could circle this>great

@ open exhibition area three times doing the most delicate and
" complicated patterns with his body. The old men recall one

competition of boy-dancers at which four thousand men were
gathered, including many rich beys who had come for miles
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around to the.dance m rl_:_et.¢

‘Ghe “traditional Uzbek dances ‘are not vigorous and bois-
terous exercises as many of the folk dances of the West are.
Nor ate they artificially acrobatic in the manner of the ballet
and the theatre. Uzbek dances, typical of the dances of the
East, are delicately patterned movements and graceful body-
thythms, often weaving a story in plastics that the uninitiated
would not understand. Each of the old dances had their own
traditional beginning, middle, and end—the forms being a
mould only for the grace of the individual performer. Like
the classical sonatas for the piano in Europe, the traditional
Uzbek dances might vary only in so far as the subtlety and
interpretive skill of different performers gave them shaded
variations within the mould of the pattern.

Of course, many famous dancers originated marvellous varia-
tions on traditional themes. Extremely subtle and extremely
delicate movements of the wrists and of the hands, the fingers

nd the head, the mouth and the eyes might come into play.

In their t'l.lrl:ia.ﬂas)l and silken,gowns,

A-DAA NP & g

sl —
x Certain' dancers of the past were able to execute a very famous

movement of the eyebrows as they danced: one eycbrow up,
the other down, continuously, like the two sides of a balance.
This particular movement is said to have come from the way
in which a rice-mill is propelled by a flowing stream. And -
all over Uzbekistan people said, “How good it is that we
have rice-mills, because from them we have been given a
dance.”

As the water and the rice mill enters in the Uzbek dance,
so the native folk music makes use, too, of sounds from the
daily life of the country. The carnai, that long horn often of |

greater length than phe man is tall, who=plays<it, reproduces the%@.d‘v‘\

cry of the tiger in the steppes. The little flutes of bamboo
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ings the old musicians told me. i
“=»“In the silence. of the steppes, there are a thousand sounds™
{ Achme: ]'eéii,ml;layer of reeds, said; “Qur instruments know
them all.” = >

To most Westerners, however, the music of the East is un-
bearably monotonous. At first in Central Asia, all the tunes
sounded alike to me. But after hearing much native music,
I could finally distinguﬁ'ﬂl&a’d;r‘ subtle variations’ of melody
that a piece might display, variations of tone sofshaded and
delicate that the ear of a New Yorker, used to the blare of
jazz bands, or the marked patterns of European symphonies,
would never catch at first hearing, /a 8!

With rhythms, however, T felt more at home. In America,
the Negro players of the jazz bands achieve a variety of
thythmic effect that white players, no mattet how competent,
somehow never master. Deep and subtle rhythms that never
lose themselves in tangled inaccuracies can often be heard
in the humblest little band of Negro musicians in a back-
woods Mississippi village. So ia Uzbekistany the folk musi-
dans{are capable of infinite} rhythmic variations defying
notation by the conventionalltrained ‘musicians of the con-
servatories. Y

The two old and famous Uzbek musicians,whom I came to

/@_c_m:are very simple people, not proud and puffed up about

: : :iIl'lik:c'a bird of the forest in an oasis of sweet water. These
{! th B

their art. The player of flutes was 2 shepherd in his youth.
He began to play in the fields on reeds that he would cut and
tune himself. Then he became a weaver of silk. Only since
the Revolution has he been a professional musician, playing
at great concerts in the workers' clubs and theatres. He still

makes his own instruments from the shoots of the young |

bamboo, and in order to hasten their mellowness, he takes
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them with him into the steaming caverns of the Uzbek baths
—and there he plays on them for hours.

Kamilov, the player of drums, was a maker of arbas (high-
wheeled carts) until very recently. He was the best maker of
arbas in the whole city of Margelan. Everybody with goods
to haul wanted a Kamilov arba. But now the old man spends
a great deal of time in Tashkent playing drums as only he
can play them. Tamara Khanum will not dance unless he is
in the orchestra.

I asked Kamilov about his life and his music. He told me
that in his youth music was not a special or highy paid art.
Almost all the boys learned to play and sing and dance for
their own amusement and that of their friends. By the time
he was eighteen, Kamilov was known all over Margelan as
especially good at fingering out compelling rhythms on the
round single Eastern drum-head, like a huge tambourine, that
is held in one hand and played with the fingers of the other.
He was often asked to play at the “gaps™, or friendly enter-
tainments in the men's quarters on Fridays, the day of rest
in the Mahommmedan world. Sometimes Kamilov and his fel-
low musicians would be invited to come and play for the rich
beys, especially when there were wedding feasts lasting for ten
or fifteen days. For these occasions in the homes of therich,
the musicians would be paid well in gold, food, and clothing.
But mostly Kamilov played for nothing for himself and his
companions in the tea-houses and the court yards of private
dwellings where the men came together.

He knows now sixty sets of traditional folk-rhythms, and
has developed from them more than two hundred variants.
His old teacher, the musician whom he listened to and-played
with in his youth, is still alive, and knows all the thythms,
too, but Kamilov is considered the greatest artist and is more
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7% beloved by the native public. He is one of the mainstays of |
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the orchestra of .the Nmm:l Uzbek Musicial Theatre at
Tashkent.. INSER | abu (P 5

15 share Tn'fhe upbuﬂﬂmg .;.f, modem ﬂzbck e

stage.” And there has been in his life, fin this connection, one
gi'eat tragedy. His sister-in-law who, like Tamara Khanum,
was after the Revolution one of the earlicst-women actresses,

/went against the will of her husband’s family in appearing

as a pub!lc atist. For this| she was stabbed one night' twenty-
seven times by her brother, with the connivance of her hus-
band. - Thus th avenged what her family considered a dis-

T graces . TAT7e o

In the history of the Uzbek thcatre under the Soviets, there
cases-of -women artists suffering death
Tamara Khanum, however, had no
trouble from ther father about going into the theatre because,
vbefarc‘-hcr-proiession %%D ag; ace; her famerﬁv-as killed by
basmachi in Fergana. \The ndits had. chme to carry away
thespoungsgisls; his daughtcrs including Tamara, but ishap-
pengd that week the girls were in Tashkent, and the old man
was alone. The bandits killed him and robbed the house.

In the carly days of Tamara Khanum'’s appearances on the
stage, there was danger “that the Basmachi might invade the
theatres and steal the women from the stage. More than
once she has danced under guard, and has been afraid to leave
the theatre. | \\. Sk T \L.{Fe)
“In1925 T:_tmara Khanum' in Paris with a_group of
Uszbek musical and dance artists. While there, however, she
was seriously ill, so the Parisians did not get to enjoy the
beauty of her art, nor was she able to see much of the Parisian
theatres. She went once to the/music hall, but did not care
for the art of the nude ladies performing therein—for she
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womnan of pre-revoludionary times.

She is a spmahst in the dances to barabans and cymbals.
She has taken over the best of the old dances of the tormer
boy-dancersy a5 created mewe patterns of her own. In
thgsopesa Fahar Va Shirin, to a great burst of music in which
the percussion instruments predo. ninate, sae comes across the
stage suraight and tall like some youag animal or the stcppes.
Then wich lithe and vigorous movenens, sas begins one of
those patterned and posed, yet vibrant dances tuat have in

thur SLI.AIPIL. prcc13£2mlomr.|.nlf Lo éﬂlﬁar s%k’grpness of
the , mouniains and o' -tﬂ:?
heart-like beat of the dru.:m, the “tempo_of her dau ever
siackens, and finally she wnirls away edly to I_aycaucd back
by the applause of her audicace, mvanaali, dncil she repeatx
the dance, ier appearance in this 0993. 15 one of the h:gh},
spo:s in an evening of general excelience.

In the eacly years of the new Uzbek theatre, Tamara
Khanum danced, acted, and sang, playing in many produc-
tions from their repertory. In several of the[revolutionary
plays she originated the leading icmmme role Now, how-

ever, her 1pp‘.amnu.>s}Qre, as a rule, lcontmcd to dance num-
bers alope in some of the plays, occasional concerts, and many
hours of teaching young pupils to whom she is greatly
devoted. From one woman—herself—in company with a
group of men, she has seen the Uzbek musical theatre grow
until mese it numbers twenty-six women in the Tashkent com-

pany alone, not counting tie dozens offwomen-playing it

wated groups of this theatre in other cities.
L} amara Khanum has been married twice, her first husbzmd

being a famous folk-singer, Musafar Muhamid. Her present
husband is a young musician. She has two children. The old-
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est is a little girl called Vanzetta ‘because she was born on
ﬁ%— the day of the Sacco-Vanzetti execution. /Wien her-mother !

wwatches wfth\br:ght eyes of admicstién.
is- happening \te the old folk dances-and mus1c.‘ -

\\ nﬁwa ys?” 1 akkEd Tamara Khanum " Are steps being taken g
\ (to pres them'-"’ R -
- shc told me that even then a special series of
E. concerts were being arranged at which the best of the folk

artists from the whole of Uzbekistan would perform at Tash-
kent; that all the young artists would be there to see and to |
learn; and that a conference would be held as how best to pre-
j»'serve the heritage of music and of dance that has come down )7
/-’”‘" to the October Revolution. 1‘.
“Faisula Hajaiv himself is greatly interested,” she said, |
“and will help us. X ”}hen I knew that the folk ats of the \.
Uzbek Republic o asryured of serious attention had met_~
Faisula Hajaivrand found him to be, as many “ditizens af-
firmed, a man * great culture and intelligence.
aln Paftmg, Tamara Khanum gave me, very shyly, one of
her own records. Later, a friend Tansiated its \}Qrds for me.

A
It was an old tune, but the words were ,Eﬁglmh,g' NEW,

spitit: The song was about a father who wanted to sell his ; .+

daughter in marriage. Well, daughters in Uzbekistan have"
rapidly become acquainted with the new | laws which prohlb1t J
the sellmg of women. Mﬂgﬁwwlwt
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heard before. But in Soviet Asia, as elsewhere in the

Soviet Union, new people are comiag into being. And”
They are not all just newly born babies either. Or only
Pioneers. Or Komsomols. No indeed.

For instance, in the old city of Tashkent: Halima Kasa-
kova didn’t learn to read and write until she was forty. She
is 2 middle-aged woman now, but for enly eight years of her
life has she walked in the streets without a thick horse-hair
veil hiding her face. In 1925, with the Revolution still young
in her part of the world, she took off the veil, went to
school—and now? Well, now she is an important figure in
the management of the Women's Club in the old part of the
town where for the first time in remembered history women sit
on terraces open to the street and drink tea! Furthermore,
she is a member of the City Soviet.

But don't think that at the Women’s Club in Tashkent
they only drink tea. Much, much more is done there than
that. Under the active guidance of Halima Kasakova and
other women like her, classes are held in reading, writing, the
care of the house and of babies; clinics are held; health work
is centered. Old habits and customs are broken down, and
other new women are being made.

Not all those, by any means, who are being made over for
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NEW times demand new people. This saying one has



the better in Central Asia are former people of the working
class. either. There is in Tashkent a woman, no longer young,
of the once-aristocracy, who lived a life of easy culture and
well-fed leisure. Now she goes to work every morning as a
translator in an office. In her spare time she aids a German
specialist. She is happy. She has found a life of active use-
fulness under the Soviets. And as a translator, she has been
for months on some of the most important construction works
~—dams and electrical projects—working on highly technical
material with foreign engineers. To me, also, her services
were of great help in gathering information and interviewing
people for my asticles and book. Never once did she speak,
or even hint by the slightest shade or tone, dislike of the
workers' republic that is the new Uzbekistan. Never, in her
conversations nor in her translations did she intruds (as some
old translators are not averse to doing) sluﬁ'y dnsinuations
against the Soviet power. Her speech and her work indicated
alwags only a respect for the new and a great interest in being
able“to=help in its development. “My child will grow up
under this new life,” she said. "It is better than the old.”

Children under the new life, well, there’s no comparing
them with children in Europe or America. In Uzbekistan,
many youngsters seemed to know world politics better than
I did. They could ask me questions I didn't know how to
answer. And at their Pioneer meetings, they stand on their
strong little legs, independent and confident, and give in-
telligent opinions on subjects as big as war and world revolu-
tion—things a New York child has not even heard of before
adolescence.

And in the Komsomols, 'here are the sturdy young men and
women : new workers with udarnik zeal; new journalists know-
ing how to interpret ‘d modern world to the people; new

50

poets writing not the old songs of religion and love, but the
new songs of /growth and consteuction nnder socialism. And
in positions of trust as official representatives of the people
there are many sew young men, graduates of the Komsomols.
Kurbanov, chairman of the city soviet of Bukhara, is only
twenty-eight years old. Fifteen years ago, he was & herd-boy
in the mountains who didn't know his letters.

But of all the new citizens I met in Central Asia, I think
I shall remember as long as any a simple young worker at
Chirchikstroy. 1 am not even sure of his name. I think he
said Tajaiv. 1 didn’t take notes, and 1 wasn't speaking with
him over five minutes. But the glow in his face, the pride
in his voice, as he told me about the building of the first
Komsomol barracks—somehow that sticks in my head to this
moment.

I had driven out with the manager of construction and
some newspaper men to the site of the dam that is to be,
about an hour's ride from Tashkent. Here at Chirchikstroy
will rise an enormous electrical and chemical development.
But it is only just beginning now. Until 1933 they had not
even barracks for the workmen on the site. The Komsomols
working there said, “We will build our own barracks.” And
they did. That is why ¥ was motoring through the snowy dusk
one January evening, along a rough country road across the
steppe, to attend the opening of these barracks the Komso-
mols had built.

Tajaiv, the lad I'm writing of, didn’t meet us at the door
or anything like that. He was not one of the official people.
Nor did he speak on the program. But once inside the big
warm barracks with its many cots in a row like a Red Ar-m:s.'
dormitory, it wasn't long before I saw him. He had an
udarnik's badge, and a very clean shirt, and a big smile. He
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wasn't a big person. He was shorter than the other young
workers about the room. Just a little hard Uzbek or Tadjik
boy of perhaps fifteen or sixteen or seventeen. A youngster
who hadn't ever scén a bed of roses. But now he was very
happy. As one of our hosts he came near the stove to grect
us. . .. Look what we have built—our Komsomols here—the
first barracks at Chirchikstroy. Here we will live while the
dam is made. Before we built this, there was nothing on
this land. This is the first building—our work!

His dark round young face was aglow with their big
achievement, and with the much bigger achievements to follow
at this place: Chirchikstroy—light and power and chemicals
for all that section of Asia. Tajatv would build it—His hard
young hands. They had the power to transform the whole
future. To build, to build, to build.

Now I know why the near-by Indian Empire trembles and
Africa stirs in a wretched sleep. Chirchikstroy will throw
such a light on the southern sky! In Soviet Asia there are a
miillion Tajaivs with strong hands and young hearts proud of
new buildings on new land in a new world. A million Tajaivs
who will build and build and build! And the light will
shine not only on their sky alone.
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THE BOY DANCERS OF UZBEKISTAN

By LANGSTON HUGHES

Sovfote

THE NATIONAL DANCE
The art of the dance is still preserved in Usbekistan. This young

dancer is executing the difficult movements of the “raks,” a favorite
national dance, in which he holds two full cups of tea in his hands.

HE Central Asiatic Republic of Uzbekistan lies in that por-

tion of the map where Afghanistan curves toward China.

Before the Communist revolution, the cult of boy dancers
permitted any handsome young man skilled in the subtle steps
of the dance to achieve the kind of fame that in the West at-
tends a Greta Garbo or a Clark Gable. From Ferghana to Bok-
hara, from Osh to Samarkand the great boy dancers, before
Stalin came, were known and loved by the men who crowded
the tea houses and dance fairs to see them perform.

As in the orthodox theaters of China and Japan, so in Central
Asia formerly only men took part in public performances of
any sort. No women were allowed to act or dance. Nor did the
men in Uzbekistan ever take women to public spectacles.
Woman’s place was very much in the home—locked up.

Those boys who danced as women put on wigs and dresses
and cultivated the delicate gestures of rhythmic pantomime.
Some became great artists, but many were only common enter-
tainers in tea houses, the centers of masculine life in Central
Asia—particularly in Uzbekistan, where the chai-khanna is as
common as a soda fountain in America.

To these tea houses only men came. In sunny weather they
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sat outside on raised platforms squatting on soft Oriental rugs
from Merv or Bokhara, little bowls of tea in front of them
and gourds of powdered tobacco in their laps. Their padded
gowns, their turbans and their bright round caps were gay
against the mud walls of the chai-khanna as they sat on the
shaded platforms, a bit removed from the dust of the road
and the passing camels and asses.

At night, long-mecked instruments with one or two strings
and the hashnigh, a kind of double flute, would send up their
curiously wailing music. The boy dancers would be there shak-
ing curly black heads in the courtyard, stamping out their
patterned rhythms. Allah and the Prophet forbade the drink-
ing of wines and liquors, but on nights of revelry the tea bowls
did not always contain tea. Through the dark streets in these
Oriental cities, shouts of merriment would echo from the fre-
quent pools of light that were the tea houses,

I learned most about the boy dancers from Achmedjean Aca-
Uzmozaif, to whom I was introduced in Tashkent by that amaz-
ing woman, Tamara Khanum, leading dancer of the Uzbek
National Theater. Aca-Uzmozaif is an old man of great gentle-
ness and fine musicianship. His memories go back far beyond
the recent Bolshevik revolution, back to the days when both
the British and the Russians were seeking control of that vast
territory east of the Caspian—and he was a flute player for the
wedding feasts of the rich beys. Now he is an honored mem-
ber of the National Orchestra of the Uzbek Republic and one
of the finest makers of reed instruments in all Soviet Asia.

Seated with tea and cakes and candy in the modern home
of Tamara Khanum, with chairs and tables instead of rugs
and cushions on the floor, Aca-Uzmozaif told me about the boy
dancers of the past. None of the younger members of the present
theater, Soviet educated boys and girls, would talk with me
about this particular phase of the old native life. Even those
men who once were boy dancers before the revolution would
not speak of it. They knew it was something visitors from the
West might not approve of, or understand. Besides, the young
people were full of the present, full of excitement about the
Second Five Year Plan and the latest plays from Moscow on
the triumphs of Communism that were being translated for
their native theater. Not that Aca-Uzmozaif was uninterested
in these things—but he remembered the past, too, and spoke
of it

Through an interpreter, (a member of the former Russian
nobility at Tashkent) he told me about the great dance fairs
that used to be held years ago throughout Uszbekistan. To
those fairs the rich beys came from mountains and desert to
buy the boy dancers, or employ them as semi-permanent en-
tertainers in the great walled gardens of their remote estates.

At those widely heralded dance fairs, great crowds of men
would gather in their robes and bright sashes, turbans and
round little caps, their gourds of tobacco tasseled to their waists.
They squatted or stood, their yellow-brown faces in a tight
packed circle, about a vast cleared space in the open air.
(Tamara Khanum had an old photograph of such a fair in one
of her albums.) There would be an orchestra of strings, flutes,
and drums to play the traditional tunes. The sun would blaze
down. The dust would fly.

From the four corners of Uzbekistan, all the boy dancers,
bacha, who were free and could travel and knew about it would
come to perform. They would put on their wigs with the girl-
ish curls, their silken robes and bright boots. Then each one



in turn would begin to circle to the music in the vast outdoor
space, recreating in his own way the patterned movements, the
delicate turnings of the head and wrists, that characterize the
Uzbek dance. The huge male audience would shout their ap-
proval as each especially beautiful traditional movement re-
vealed itself anew expertly developed by the boy in the dusty
ring.

Aca-Uzmozaif told me of one very famous hoy dancer called
Ata Haja whom he had once seen circle an enormous area
three times repeating with each step the intricate and delicate
pattern of a difficult traditional movement, repeating it so beau-
tifully that the four thousand onlookers at the fair broke into
roar after roar of shouts and cheers.

About these dances there was nothing vulgar or uncouth.
They were ancient gestured rhythms and plastic pantomimes
moulded into traditional patterns, handed down by generations
of dance-makers out of the past. The spectators knew the move-
ments of many of them by heart, and loved them for their
beauty. To Western eyes nothing would have seemed unduly
strange—except that the dancers with their long curls, smiling
and beckoning with their eyes, were boys, not girls,

As each boy finished dancing, he would leave the circle and

PANTOMIME UNDER THE |

go with his father or guardian to bargain with the merchants,
the beys and the tea house proprietors. Only the very rich
beys could secure for themselves the services of a great dancer
like Ata Haja. Only the rich, anyway, were able to maintain
on a grand scale the use of numerous boy dancers for the en-
tertainment of themselves and their male guests and, at the
same time, to keep the large harems that went with position
in the East.

The less expert of the dancing boys at the festivals, finding
no favor in the sight of the wealthy, would have to pass their
time performing in the roadside tea houses until another dance
fair came around. But the lucky ones who secured a good mas-
ter would be well cared for. They would dance before his
company in luxurious courtyards with music and fountains and
silken rugs and food aplenty, and would no longer have to go
about the land from tea house to tea house, dance fair to dance
fair.

All this, however, was yesterday—fifteen years ago, twenty,
thirty; then on back into the past, far, far back into the past
as long as man can remember. Suddenly, one year there were
no more dance fairs, there were no more hoys in the tea houses!

(Continued on page 49)
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EW REGIME

Formerly the art of the dance in Usbekistan was practiced exclusively by boys for the ""lferlﬂmlm’"l ﬂl rich beys and the masculine audiences
],

of the tea houses.

Today dancing is performed by men and women alile and women are no longer e

d from the audience. Here at one o] the

festivals in Uzbekistan a boy and girl dancer are giving the tea dance. The musicians are seated in .Lhe background with their stringed instru-
ments, their flutes and their drums.
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as I could get hold of all my life,
and, as for women—well, the boys
around here even now take good eare
of their girl friends when they see
old Peter coming. Yet, Arnold, with
all that, I shall be eighty-two next
Holy Week.”

Arnold snorted.

“But Peter,” he said, “have you ever
stopped to think that, if you hadn’t
done all those things, you, too, in-

ek, might be eighty-nine tomorrow,
like me?”

I remarked sadly on the lot of any-
one like Peter who lived in these
parts and didn’t drink, whereupon
Arnold, with a huge guffaw, accepted
the proferred wine, lit the proferred
cigar, and ogled a sing peasant girl.

“Ah,” said the old ruffian sadly then,
with a real note of regret in his voice,
“as I look back upon my misspent life,
I wish now that I had all the money
back that I've spent on Ruwer wine.”

“What would an old hasbeen like
yourselfl do with all that money if
you had it back?” Peter scoffed.

Old Arnold blew a smoke ring ad-
eptly through his whiskers.

“Buy more Ruwer wine,” he re-
plied.

THE BOY DANCERS
OF UZBEKISTAN

(Continued from page 37)

Why? How could that be?

What could have happened to
change the customs of a thousand
years—lo start women pouring out of
, tearing off their veils, and
beys fleeing to Afghanistan?

“The revolution,” said Aca-Uzmo-
zaif. “All is changed! Changed!
Today, a woman, Tamara Khanum,
does the steps the bacha used to do.
Today the ¥ boys have jobs.
They go to They belong to
the Komsomols.”

For Asia’s youths, the old man told
me, (as I already knew) there are
now many schools, compulsory up to
a certain age, filled with brown and
vellow boys and girls. There are il-
lustrated text books for them in all
the Oriental languages of that part of
the world, Uzbek, Farci, Tartar, and
even in languages that had no alpha-
bet before 1922. Since the revolution,
athletic activities of all sorts have
been introduced to Central Asia.
Football, boxing, tennis, and track
events. In Samarkand, Kokand, and
Tashkent several large stadiums and
many tennis courts are built, or are
being built. Huge crowds gather at
rugby games on rest days—cheering
native boys fighting for a goal.

Those days when men crowded
about the dusty circles of the dance
fairs are over. Healthier, if less tradi-
tional amusements, now hold the popu-
lar fancy, and every youth is anxious
to be a fisculturnik, and wear the
badge given by the state to those who
are physically perfect.

The days of the boy dancers in the
tea houses—those youngsters whe
whirled in silks and wigs at the fairs
and sold themselves to the rich—those
days are over. The Soviets forbid the

haren
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buying and selling of anybody, male
female.

However, the old dance steps are
still prher\cd in the Uzbek theaters.
They are danced at festivals and
taught to young theater workers—but
these workers get a salary from the
state. They belong to a union. And
the art of dancing in public is ne
longer limited to men, either as par-
ticipants or spectators. Indeed, the
dancer most famous today—from
Ferghana to Bokhara, Khiva ro Ko-
kand—whose every move across the
stage brings shouts of approval, is this
same little woman with dark eyes and
long black hair, Tamara Khanum, my
hostess of the evening,

Aca-Uzmozaif she knows al-
most all the steps the great boy
dancers once knew. They say in Tash-
kent that she will soon be made a
People’s Artist of the Republic of
Uzbekistan, the highest honor the
government can give to one who cre-
ates beauty. Had she grown up
twenty years ago, she would have been
locked in a harem. Now, when she
zoes on tour you may see her name
TAMARA KHANUM on the bill
boards of many ancient cities along
the golden road to Samarkand. Al-
ready, she has traveled further than
any of the boy dancers, even those
belonging to the richest beys, ever
traveled. As a Soviet artist, Tamara
Khanum has been to Moscow and
even to Paris.
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