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Author’s Notes




	In her earlier career, Hannah Weinstein often used her maiden name, Dorner. I use only her married name for continuity’s sake.


	For the most complete list (thus far) of pseudonyms and their owners for the scripts used for The Adventures of Robin Hood and Weinstein’s other television productions, please see Steve Neale, “Swashbuckling, Sapphire, and Salt,” Chapter 12, in “Un-American” Hollywood: Politics and Film in the Blacklist Era, edited by Frank Krutnik, Steve Neale, Brian Neve, and Peter Stanfield (New Jersey: Rutgers University Press, 2007).


	There is no relationship between the family depicted in this book and that of the infamous movie producer of the same name.



























Introduction 



One of the first things I did when I began to do research for this book was to write a Freedom of Information (FOIA) request to the FBI for Hannah Weinstein’s files. As is sometimes the case with public figures, hers had already been sent to the National Archives. Some nice archivists tracked them down and sent them to me. Frustratingly, many names, places, and comments were redacted, but there was enough there to get a clear picture of the enormous number of resources spent surveilling Weinstein. An equal if not greater amount was spent surveilling her better-known writer/producer/actor friends like Ring Lardner Jr., Lillian Hellman, John Howard Lawson, Lester Cole, and Howard Koch, to name just a few.


Weinstein’s CIA file was an entirely different hurdle. I sent an FOIA request to the agency thinking I’d receive it within a few months. Indeed, I got a response that said I could expect it by the end of that year. December came and went. When I followed up, the agency gave me a new expected fulfillment date for the following spring. When that date came and went, I followed up, only to be given a deadline six months later. COVID-19 hit, so I understood when I followed up and its public information people blandly told me that someone was working on my request. Deadlines moved substantially every time I followed up. Finally, I decided to hire an attorney.


This was difficult, too. My need for Weinstein’s CIA files to write a book was not a big enough case for most lawyers to take on, even those who deal with First Amendment issues. Frankly, I didn’t have the money to pay someone, either. But I was angry. What could possibly be in seventy-year-old files that required three years of vetting? Probably nothing, but that begged another question: Why do we have to pay for such lumbering bureaucracies that have seemingly no accountability to American taxpayers? I would never have heard from the CIA again were it not for some dogged follow-up.


Finally, one lawyer took my case and wrote a demand letter to the agency, thinking this would spur them to provide the information or at least tell me why they could not, as prescribed by transparency laws. But the CIA did not respond. Subsequently, that attorney had to move on to bigger cases, and once again, I fished around for another to take pity on me. Thankfully, a lawyer in San Francisco referred me to a colleague named Daniel Stotter.


A specialist in public records access and FOIA, Stotter thought that my request of the agency rose to the level of the public’s right to know and decided to help me file suit against the agency. After some more pro forma sparring, the CIA finally provided its paperwork on Weinstein, in dribs and drabs.1


If Weinstein were alive, she likely wouldn’t have batted an eyelash at this obstruction. Her thoughts about the American agencies that had dogged her and her family and friends for years are apparent in advertising copy she helped write for the Committee for Public Justice:


Go ahead, figure it out. You work part time for the government. If you’re like most of us, you work 2 to 3 days a week [just] to pay your taxes. Some of those taxes fund the FBI, the CIA and other government “intelligence” agencies.




What’s so intelligent about them? Well, for starters, they’ve used your money to do things in your name that you would never approve of. Things like:




Illegal wiretapping




Burglaries‌‌ 




Spying‌‌ 




Assassination plots.‌‌ 





The American public found out about these abuses after they happened—long afterwards. Isn’t it about time someone began keeping an eye on the Justice Department and the CIA?2





Weinstein would probably not have been surprised in the least to learn what agencies were putting in their files about her, at a time when no one thought anyone but a few bureaucrats would read them—statecraft such as, “There is a story about her (definitely not authenticated) that some years ago when she (unmarried) had a baby and was asked who the father was she said, ‘The Communist Party.’”3


Ring Lardner Jr. spoke of his friend Hannah fondly yet reverently at her funeral in 1984. “The Times obit called her an activist, and I don’t think the word has ever been used more aptly.” He continued, “Most of us—when we read or hear what’s going on in the world—react with approval or disapproval or detachment, and go back to daily living. Hannah’s reaction was more likely to be, ‘What can I do about it?’ and then ‘Who can help?’ and ‘What approach will get the best results?’” Weinstein’s response to events, Lardner said, was to create counter events, and they were always “bigger and broader than anyone else thought they could be.”4


***


I am not a Cold War historian. I have little background in the Red Scare and could not possibly keep up with the many PhDs, authors, and other experts out there who have studied it for decades and will always be twenty steps ahead of me in the era’s intellectual and political ramifications and rabbit holes. The sheer number of people involved in just Weinstein’s European story was staggering. I culled just a hundred or so of the most pertinent people from perhaps more than a thousand potential sources, among them children and grandchildren, nieces, and nephews of people from Weinstein’s extensive professional sphere. I am sure there are hundreds more we will never know about, given that their work and communication had to be clandestine, as was the case with informants and politicos.


This last obfuscation applies to Weinstein, too. In her professional and private life, by necessity, she did not share information with people who did not specifically need it. Because this is an unauthorized biography, I did not have the luxury of knowing the personal events and education of her formative years that motivated her to pursue the career that linked her brilliance in activism with her media prowess. It’s my sincere hope that someday those who were close to her might choose to fill in those gaps. It’s also my sincere hope that someday MI6 and other British intelligence agencies will make their coverage of Weinstein available. My request to those agencies turned up nothing, but we know that US intelligence overseas had to work in tandem with them at times. MI6 and the Home Office, for example, kept watch on blacklisted actor and director (and colleague of Weinstein) Sam Wanamaker throughout the 1950s. One agent wrote, “I am always interested in anyone who works for HANNAH WEINSTEIN and her Sapphire Films Co. which is a nest for ‘un-Americans’ or Communist Americans.”5


I re-tread a lot of ground, sourcing works by Paul Buhle, Dave Wagner, Jim and Tony Kahn, Rebecca Prime, Larry Ceplair, Brian Neve, Norma Barzman, and Thomas W. Devine, to name just a few. Wherever possible, I asked these authors to help me dig into Sapphire and its special place within discussions of the Cold War and the blacklist. It’s not easy to position a hugely capitalistic venture within the context of persecution, but they helped me do it.


Hannah Weinstein’s story and that of Sapphire Films necessarily involve the story of the Hollywood Ten and the blacklist. Those two terms do not include the thousands of people who were not on any official list of the major studios, or even “graylisted”—those who were able to find work at smaller studios but not the majors. These Cold War nadirs are important backdrops in a story about a woman who saw a world that was changing—a Western empire that had won a terrifying war in the name of freedom and democracy, only to emerge from the carnage with new enemies it could not directly engage with. And although women and minorities and first-generation immigrants had been an integral part of America’s winning the war, they still did not have the same rights and pay as white, native-born male citizens.


Most importantly, this book is about a woman who knew that her native country—to show its public that the loss of 420,000 Americans was not in vain and that it would not succumb to fascism—was suppressing freedom of expression and organization and was persecuting its own citizens. She articulated this time and again, but I think the best summary came in 1970, long after her decade of exile in Europe, when Weinstein helped her great friend Lillian Hellman form the Committee for Public Justice, Inc. (CPJ), which aimed to counter the “repressive tendencies” of J. Edgar Hoover’s FBI.6


Weinstein’s concerns about the American government and world affairs in the middle decades of the twentieth century are no different than the concerns I had as I started writing this book in late 2019. It was easy to see some politicians from the last few years as Joseph McCarthy-type figures: powerful people of questionable mental health bent on repressing individuals who don’t agree with their views, weaponizing government agencies, and using misinformation tactics against political rivals. It was also easy to see some of these politicians and their advisors playing the role of Hoover. As with some of our lawmakers today, few in the 1940s and 1950s had the courage to speak out against, let alone subvert, McCarthy until the Warren Court trimmed his wings and the Senate finally grew brave. Even the Kennedys were friendly with McCarthy—they were fellow Catholics who feared godless Communism.


The attack on the US Capitol on January 6, 2021, has led to an ongoing series of existential questions about what Americans are willing to tolerate and fight for to preserve the freedoms we do have—imperfect freedoms, but ones that are perhaps better than anywhere else on the planet. The point is, Weinstein understood––as many do today––that consolidation of power under the guise of patriotism can quickly lead to fascism.


Weinstein’s story resonates with me. I admire her belief (and practice) that change starts with our own actions. The 2010 Supreme Court case won by the conservative nonprofit Citizens United opened the floodgates for corporations to have undue influence in American elections. Because of this and the increasing disparity between rich and poor in America, I’ve come to believe a certain amount of activism must be woven into our daily lives to preserve basic freedoms and opportunity for everyone.


Sometimes, benefits or results from this grassroots effort seem elusive. There are too few of us asking questions, writing letters, making phone calls . . . resisting. Leah Finnegan, one of my favorite bloggers, expressed this well when discussing French poet Charles Baudelaire’s quote that the evil of modernity was simply this: apathy.


Anyway, ennui—commonly defined as boredom, but better defined as the refusal to interrogate your rapidly changing surroundings—was a simpler concept in Baudelaire’s time. Back then there was ample access to opium and zero access to the internet. Everyone had syphilis and died at 40. Is that better than living until 110, and having to work as an Instacart shopper until you’re 108 because the labor infrastructure of America has dissolved? I can’t say.7





We can see the proverbial writing on the wall: the rise of anti-intellectualism, anti-Semitism, white supremacist hate groups, and gun violence. Even one of these entities in this nation makes it a dangerous place for many people to be, and this is certain to worsen if some commonsense reform does not prevail.


Hannah Dorner Weinstein was far from perfect. She could be impatient, indomitable, and opportunistic—even allowing for the sexist lens of the times in which she lived. But she was also passionate, compassionate, and an incredibly loyal friend, mother, and advocate. She recognized that if she could not bring equality to people on a global level, she could start by doing so within a smaller group of persecuted people. “What few people knew at the time,” said producer Louis Marks, “was that at considerable professional risk to herself Hannah Weinstein had insisted on engaging leading Hollywood screenwriters who at the time were banned from work in their own country by the McCarthy blacklist.”8 Moreover, Weinstein did it all on her own terms.


Not one single person in this book ever tried to overthrow the government of the United States; to my knowledge, no television episode mentioned in this book has spurred anyone to try.






















Chapter 1 



Beginnings


The first episode of The Adventures of Robin Hood debuted in Canada on September 12, 1955. It then appeared for the first time in Britain three days later, and finally, in the United States on Monday, September 26, 1955, at 7:30 p.m. Eastern Time. It was the first filmed British series to appear on an American television network. It was also the first television series to be seen simultaneously in three countries, and the first costume-based drama series to air on broadcast television.1 Its creator and executive producer was forty-four-year-old Hannah Dorner Weinstein.


That night, executives at CBS Television, its advertising agency partners, its distributor Official Films, and its producer Sapphire Films held their collective breaths. Board members from Wildroot Hair Tonic Company and Johnson & Johnson prayed that their investment had paid off. They hoped that the early, youth-oriented timeslot would garner enough attention that mothers and wives would purchase the goods that supported the show.


They needn’t have worried. The Adventures of Robin Hood was a huge hit. Ben Gross from the New York Daily News called it “the answer to those who have been crying for entertaining quality shows for youngsters,” and that its swordplay and historical authenticity would appeal to old and young alike.2 In 1955, when only thirty-one million American households—64 percent—had a television set, some thirty-two million people tuned in for its debut. It took top spots in Canada and Britain, too. Subsequent airings pulled millions more people into its regular viewership—and they stayed until the very last of its 143 original episodes aired in 1960, then tuned into repeats for decades.


Robin Hood fulfilled the very definition of “broadcasting”––the idea that a program should appeal to as many people as possible in what was considered the traditional American family. And though the drama aired at what was considered a “right before bedtime” timeslot for younger viewers, it attracted just as many parents and other adults in the household, earning its label as “family friendly.”3 TV Guide and Variety praised the show’s success in breaking America’s Davy Crockett and Superman spell, and said it could “very well be the answer to a mother’s prayer about Westerns,” and “a welcome relief from ‘they-went-thataway’ school of children’s hour programming.”4 That first season, it led into the top-rated George Burns and Gracie Allen Show, then starting its sixth season.


Sapphire Films—the show’s producer in Surrey, England, had cleverly formulated a program that would appeal to children on its surface, but also one that would appeal to adults, too. “For younger viewers,” media historian James Chapman posits, “such episodes have a transgressive appeal in the idea of an outlaw lifestyle free from parental authority, while parents in turn could identify with Robin’s predicament in finding himself in the role of a surrogate father who has to control unruly children.” Other commentators saw the main character, played by actor Richard Greene, as sort of “everyone’s favorite uncle.”5


What most viewers did not realize was that they were watching a thinly veiled commentary on the plight of the blacklisted writers and McCarthy hysteria in general. According to one historian, even the very first episode, “The Coming of Robin Hood,” must be considered as the setup for all the ones that followed. In the opening scenes, Robin––the protagonist––has been locked out of his ancestral home. A Norman lord produces false documents proclaiming the death of his predecessor and his own inheritance of the manor. This action forces Robin, who is returning home from the Crusades, to enter his home via a secret route. These opening scenes resemble the narrative of the American writers who reached their native audiences by using the alternative path of a new medium produced in a foreign country.6


The genius of Robin Hood, too, was that it appealed to viewers on all points on the political spectrum. The basic myth of Robin Hood was—is—probably the most “ideologically flexible” of all popular heroes—a fact that did not escape Weinstein or her writers. For the Right, Chapman explains, Robin (both in myth and in TV series) was a warrior-patriot and a staunch defender of the Crown; his allegiance is to King Richard and, according to the legend, he fights to protect the absent king’s throne from the ambition of his treacherous brother Prince John. For the Left, Robin was a proto-socialist engaged in the redistribution of wealth; according to the legend, he robs from the rich to give to the poor. 


Weinstein was careful to avoid this overt trope, but many episodes feature Robin forcibly reclaiming monies or onerous taxes taken from villagers and returning them. There’s even an environmentalist reading: Robin as a forest-dwelling back-to-nature eco-warrior, harvesting the natural resources of the greenwood and leading an alternative lifestyle outside the capitalist system.7


The Robin Hood character as embodied in the filmed series The Adventures of Robin Hood reflected Left ideology, whether viewers realized it or not. In “The Miser,” for example, Sir William (Laurence Naismith) raises the taxes on his tenant farmers, then threatens to throw them off their land if they don’t come up with the money. Robin comes up with a plan to get the villagers their money back, but it involves Friar Tuck keeping them in church while he does so. In “A Jongleur,” Bartholomew (Peter Hammond) upsets the Sheriff of Nottingham and ends up as Robin’s guest for dinner. He is soon recruited to help Robin and Little John in a plan to relieve the sheriff of the unfair tax money.


More specifically, in some cases, the episodes frequently pushed back on Red Scare culture with their choice of plots. In several of them, conflict centers on the lower-class members of Nottingham being denied political rights as well as some economic rights. In episode twenty-nine, “Children of the Greenwood,” for example, a boy and a girl are made into serfs after their father is framed for murder. In other words, the family loses its autonomy because of Norman tyranny. In “The Vandals,” the sheriff interrogates a village ironsmith to make the man confess that he has made arrow tips for Robin Hood. “I know you are a decent citizen now,” the sheriff goads him, evoking the language of the House Un-American Activities Committee inquisitors that sought to guilt former radicals into naming names of Communists and fellow travelers. In another episode, “Blackmail,” a man stumbles upon Maid Marian and Robin talking in the forest and threatens to inform the Sheriff of Nottingham of Marian’s fellow-traveler-like association with the outlaw. And in “The Ordeal,” the sheriff hatches a plot to turn villagers against Robin’s band of merry men by framing one of them for murder. Nottingham sows rumors among the villagers, precipitating a mob mentality that quickly grows out of control. The zealous villagers plant evidence to affirm their suspicions that the outlaw Edgar has committed the crime and force Edgar to face a trial in which he will have to grasp an iron rod that has been heated in a fire. In true “witch hunt” form, he will be deemed guilty if his hand blisters.8 And so on.


Unknown at the time to everyone except Weinstein’s close circle, the program was written by American writers who had been blacklisted by the McCarthy Communist witch hunt. They had to write the Robin Hood scripts behind pseudonyms, and use a very labyrinthic, anxiety-producing system not only to write and deliver the scripts but to get paid. Principle writers Ring Lardner Jr. and Ian McLellan Hunter foresaw the pitfalls in this process when they first agreed to take the job:


There is just one other problem to all this from our point of view and that is money; when we get it, and how. We had assumed the fact that you were working through a lawyer’s office would make it practical for the loot to be delivered directly to us, or at least to a relative or close friend, and that there would be no particular problem about a formal contract.9





Of course, there were many problems. Fees had to go through lawyers, advertising agency administrators, and network accountants—and this was just on the US side of the Atlantic. The notes and accounting coming from the United Kingdom side could be intercepted at any time. For every script, at every stop, there was the potential for a writer’s real name to be discovered. Ironically, good work was their Achilles heel. “We each had a steady name for checks, but if you had the same name on more than a couple of scripts, then the executives at CBS or wherever might want to see that writer.”10 Then, like now, network management and talent agencies constantly tried to poach writers who were connected to a hit show.


The woman at the helm of this entire endeavor was Hannah Dorner Weinstein. By her mid-forties, Weinstein had already lived a lifetime before ever setting foot in Europe.


***


Before the Cossacks, before the Nazis, before the Soviets and Putin, there was the thriving Jewish community of Krystynopol, Austria.


Today, the city is better known as Chervonograd, in the L’viv region of far western Ukraine. Situated roughly halfway between the Baltic and North Seas, it was one of the most beautiful and vibrant centers in eastern Europe. By 1900, Jews had lived here and nearby for nearly five hundred years. They had coexisted mostly peacefully with Greek and Roman Catholics, Turks, Armenians, and any number of other religious and ethnic populations, in spite of the constant strictures placed upon them by kings. By the turn of the last century, Jews comprised nearly three-quarters of Krystynopol’s population.


But in 1903, the massacres against them started. Russian imperial authorities needed a distraction. They were faced with growing unrest stemming from the empire’s losses in the Russo-Japanese War. It granted reactionary newspapers and ultraconservative loyalist groups a free hand to agitate against “Jewish machinations” as the cause of the social upheavals of the time. Nationalism contributed to anti-Jewish feeling, too. In nearby cities such as Lemberg and Brodi, Ukranian peasants waited until the men were at synagogue on the Sabbath. Then they raided their homes, smashing windows and furniture and stealing belongings. Women who refused to leave their houses were beaten, raped, and sometimes thrown from second- or third-story windows. Reports from Vienna told of Jews, including children, being clubbed to death or set on fire.


Against this backdrop of violence, and most certainly the threat of being conscripted into the Russian army, twenty-year-old Israel Dorner left his mother, father, and siblings in Krystynopol. The young fur merchant boarded a train in Lemberg––now called L’viv––and some days later arrived at the ferry to Southampton, England. From here, he sailed on to America. Dorner arrived in New York City on Christmas Day of 1904.


He found work as a furrier with a firm in the city and a few years later married Celia Kaufman, also from Krystynopol and the daughter of a rabbi. The pair moved from her parents’ apartment to their own in the city, and on June 23, 1911, daughter Chana––Hannah––was born. Two years later, brother Albert was born, and in 1917, brother Seymour. The Dorner children grew up in various rented homes, all close to the future Yankee Stadium. The South Bronx was rapidly becoming “the place to be” for working-class immigrants with upwardly mobile prospects. By the middle of 1925, it was populated by grocery stores, restaurants, vegetable and fruit markets, tailors, and hardware stores. There were new public schools, and inhabitants throughout the borough shopped in department stores and boutiques at 149th Street and Third Avenue, an area known as the Hub, which also had movie palaces and vaudeville theaters—all of which was a fifteen-minute walk for the Dorners. By 1930, the family lived on the 1400 block of trendy Grand Concourse, a wide street modeled after Park Avenue and the Champs Elysees in Paris.11


It’s not clear if Weinstein’s parents had anything to do with any formal political party, but in the 1920s and especially the 1930s, the Communist Party dominated the garment and needle-trade unions, especially those in the fur industry, so its presence would be hard to avoid.12 They were almost certainly enmeshed in the travails of her aunt Sarah Dorner, a dressmaker. Sarah came to the United States in 1910 and quickly rose to the highest ranks of the powerful New York City branch of the International Ladies’ Garment Workers (ILGW). In 1923, its general executive board expelled her, along with eighteen others, for their work with labor agitator and leader William Z. Foster. Broadly speaking, Foster led efforts to unite factions within different unions, so that they might gain even more leverage in negotiating rights for workers within different sectors. The ILGW found the eighteen guilty of holding separate caucuses outside union headquarters and sharing internal information with outsiders, including Foster’s Communist representative for New York. Ms. Dorner spent the remaining decades of her life working on behalf of the ILGW in Los Angeles, resisting demands by factions inside and outside the union that wished to force its members to sign affidavits that they were not Communists.13


In fact, like Hannah, Sarah was a registered Democrat, not a member of the Communist Party. One daughter recalled that Hannah was “a Marxist and socialist but not a Communist.”14 But even if she was, it would have meant something totally different then than it did after the lens of Stalin’s purges. As radical feminist and essayist Vivian Gornick summarized, there was good reason that some Marxist tenets found eager listeners in the United States:


The Communist Party USA (CPUSA) was formed in 1919, two years after the Russian Revolution. Over the next forty years, it grew steadily from a membership roll of two or three thousand to, at the height of its influence in the 1930s and 1940s, seventy-five thousand. All in all, nearly a million Americans were Communists at one time or another. While it is true that the majority joined the Communist Party in those years because they were members of the hard-pressed working class (garment district Jews, West Virginia miners, California fruit-pickers), it was even truer that many more in the educated middle class (teachers, scientists, writers) joined because for them, too, the party was possessed of a moral authority that lent concrete shape to a sense of social injustice made urgent by the Great Depression and World War II.15





Between 1927 and 1939, ordinary citizens watched as the very rich got even richer by consolidating their holdings and gobbling up undervalued assets like oil and real estate, and paying labor a fraction of what it was worth. At the same time, there were few social safety nets to help the most impoverished and struggling.


After World War II ended in 1945, the US government made beneficial programs available to those who had managed to keep their lives—the G.I. Bill and the implementation of some New Deal reforms, for example. But some Americans were alarmed—rightfully so, as it turned out—that capitalists were driving the country’s post-war agenda and dictating overseas policy. They criticized Truman’s $3.75 billion loan to Britain as helping the latter claw back its pre–World War I empire. This, plus the larger Marshall Plan, they thought, was the start of America’s own imperial designs—designs that would enrich a few, impoverish millions, and require more bloodshed to protect.


Though actual numbers of CPUSA members were low in the context of America’s population (and many of those members never even set foot in a meeting), there were millions more who considered themselves sympathizers and fellow travelers. The party had an in-your-face daily newspaper that liberals as well as radicals regularly read. “As one old Red put it,” Gornick wrote, “‘Whenever some new world catastrophe announced itself throughout the Depression and World War II, The Daily Worker sold out in minutes.’” At that time, in that place, the Marxist vision of world solidarity as translated by the Communist Party offered a feeling of structure, safety, and shared humanity.16


Weinstein entered New York University in the fall of 1927, at sixteen, to pursue a degree in journalism. She attended for four years but left just shy of obtaining a degree. In a memorial to her, friend and colleague Louis Marks recalled that she went to work on the foreign desk of the New York Herald Tribune at the age of seventeen.17 She appeared to be working full time for the paper by 1930. For the most part, she was assigned coverage of women’s sports figures. Instead of just reciting their stats and athletic prowess, though, she highlighted the women through a feminist lens, asking questions about obstacles to having both a marriage and a career; how more young women could become involved with sports; how universities and communities should provide equal training facilities for both men and women; and how advanced degrees help women stay independent after their athletic careers are over.18 She occasionally grabbed a more substantive piece, like the one she wrote on the state of affairs in the nation of Liberia, which was created in the 1820s by free and formerly enslaved people of color from the United States.19


The Great Depression landed as Weinstein reached adulthood, and though her family was relatively comfortable, the effects of it no doubt affected her worldview and interest in progressivism. By 1930, thirty million Americans were out of work, and that number doubled the following year. As most educated people knew, the economic boom of the 1920s and rampant speculation had led to this crash. Workers in the mass production industries—steel, auto, rubber, textiles, oil, chemicals, and so on—were unorganized and at the mercy of employers, who derived huge profits at the expense of the sweat and fatigue of their workers. They had no rights, and anyone who stood up for the workers’ rights ran the risk of being accused of being a “Communist,” “a Red,” or a “Bolshevik.” With no safety nets in place for workers when the world markets crashed, millions of Americans lost their entire life savings, their homes, and their livelihoods. Many suffered permanent effects of malnutrition and inability to pay for health care. The Depression affected people of color more harshly and permanently than whites.


In 1933, Weinstein got a job on the campaign staff of Fiorello La Guardia, who ran for mayor of New York City. Though his mother was Jewish and he had been raised in an orthodox home in Trieste, La Guardia chose not to wear his Jewish heritage on his sleeve. All the same, he was an ardent advocate for Jewish rights. Later, this would crystallize into a virulent and vocal crusade against Hitler and his regime, but when Weinstein joined his mayoral campaign, anti-corruption and anti-Tammany Hall was his focus. Though a Republican, La Guardia worked closely with Franklin D. Roosevelt, and insisted he would spend his public service days raising the quality of urban life. During the depths of the Depression, with the city’s treasury on the verge of insolvency, he managed to reform the welfare system and make it one of the nation’s most progressive. Weinstein met her future husband, Isadore (“Pete”), as they toiled on speeches for La Guardia in the basement of Gracie Mansion.


After La Guardia’s successful campaign, Weinstein worked to elect East Harlem’s Vito Marcantonio to Congress, and was possibly on staff when he switched parties from Republican to the American Labor Party and won in 1938. That same year, on May 26 at 2:40 p.m., Hannah and Pete married at the New York City clerk’s office.






















Chapter 2



“Girls Like That” 


After they were married, Pete and Hannah settled into an apartment on West 103rd Street, where a lot of other young advertising, marketing, and publishing professionals lived. Their first daughter was born in March of 1941, at which point the couple moved to a more spacious apartment on West 92nd. Another daughter arrived almost exactly two years later. Pete worked in public relations for the dairy industry. Since the end of the La Guardia campaign and between giving birth, Hannah had been working for Bernard Lichtenberg’s Institute for Public Relations as a copywriter and associate strategist. The institute focused primarily on business issues on American soil, such as wage conditions in certain industries, and re-branding the view of alcoholic beverages as something to be served at home as opposed to the saloon—the image of which was permanently tarnished by Prohibition.


The firm kept promoting Weinstein. By 1940, she’d risen to top management. In 1941, she took charge of a new account: the National Council of American-Soviet Friendship (NCASF).1 The council, composed largely of professionals who were sympathetic to socialism, believed that the USSR and the United States should join in their common fight against autocracy. There was plenty of branding work to be done with the NCASF given the non-aggression treaty signed by Joseph Stalin and Adolf Hitler in August of 1939. Though Hitler would break this pact a little less than two years later, many members fled, never to return.


Leading up to World War II, the NCASF’s mission was more about cultural exchange and education between east and west. But on June 22, 1941, Adolf Hitler’s army invaded the Soviet Union, thus ending the alliance of two totalitarian empires. Now, NCASF had a more sharply defined goal: for America and the Soviet Union to form an anti-fascist alliance. Continued cooperation between the nations, the group trilled, could become an “inclusive system of collective security” for a post-war world. A secondary benefit to come from such an alliance, it said, was the sharing of scientific and educational research that could increase the world’s food production, keep its water clean––maybe even cure cancer at some point.


Hollywood also got its chance to yoke itself to this idea of American-Soviet friendship when Japan attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941. While thousands of performers and artists considered themselves proponents of left-wing causes, or even Communist sympathizers, there were those who were proud members of the Communist Party of the United States. For party members in America––those who saw Marxism and Leninism as a means to utopia––this awful event of Pearl Harbor provided some relief. They were no longer socially reviled in some circles because they could, very crudely speaking, be on the “right side.” Fascists had attacked the Motherland, and overnight, party members were fighting alongside Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin for their “world of the future.” They might not have been ideal dinner guests at mainstream Hollywood parties, but internally, they could feel more closely aligned with fellow Americans of all political stripes and the Western world at large.


When Japan attacked Pearl Harbor, Communist Party members joined with the rest of Hollywood in fighting a common enemy. Because of its proximity to Hawaii, the West Coast was immediately affected by the war. Los Angeles and environs had blackouts, its harbor was ringed with barbed wire, and Hollywood stars heard the same air raid sirens that other citizens did. Naturally, the film capital of the world turned itself into a hub of resources for the war effort. The Motion Picture Academy set up a research council composed of talent from all the top studios to produce training, historical, and public relations films for the US Army.2


About 12 percent of those employed in the film industry joined the armed forces, including those who were members of the CPUSA. Michael Blankfort, a screenwriter who would later become a front for the blacklisted Albert Maltz for the latter’s screenplay of Broken Arrow (1950), joined the marines. So did Michael Wilson, who would go on to write The Bridge on the River Kwai alongside Carl Foreman, neither of whom received credit for it until 1984, after they were both dead. Wilson would eventually write some scripts for Weinstein in Europe, as would Paul Jarrico, who enlisted in the merchant marine. Ring Lardner Jr. and Maurice Rapf, who would work for Weinstein and be so integral to the success of her television shows, tried to enlist in any service that would take them, but even at this early stage, their political views made them a security threat and they were denied.3


The arts and entertainment community in Los Angeles were among the first to respond to America’s entry into the war, setting a course for their colleagues in New York, Chicago, and the rest of the country. Communists who remained in Hollywood had plenty of opportunities to support the war effort. Three days after Pearl Harbor, film colony veterans formed the Hollywood Victory Committee, a clearinghouse for volunteer war efforts by the film community. Just one week after Pearl Harbor, party stalwarts created the Hollywood Writers Mobilization (HWM), which comprised members of every guild imaginable: Screen Writers, Radio Writers, Screen Cartoonists, Independent Publicists, and so on. Its goal was to satisfy the urgent demand for speeches, shorts, advertisements, entertainment, documentaries, and so on in support of the war effort. Notable members of its first editorial board were playwright and screenwriter John Howard Lawson and writer-director Abraham Polonsky, who––years later––would become intrinsic components of Weinstein’s empire.4


Again, crudely speaking, America’s entry into World War II demanded that true Communist Party members and Hollywood liberals unite in combat against Hitler’s fascist ambitions––in reality, something many had done since the dictator had risen to power in 1933, and since Franco had come to power in Spain a few years later. For many artists (and, of course, Americans at large), the Hitler-Stalin pact two years earlier spurred many to leave the Communist Party and Communist-associated groups like NCASF. Those who remained could now unite against a single fascist enemy. After Pearl Harbor, the party even declared its support for interning Japanese Americans on the West Coast, and the prosecution of Trotskyists for conspiring to teach and advocate the overthrow of the US government. The party essentially remade itself into the left wing of FDR’s New Deal coalition. This was the world from which Hannah Weinstein drew her friendship and talent.


The war also ushered in a new era of public relations opportunities and missives for both the government and the private sector. If there was one common denominator that organizations and agencies of all political stripes had, it was that they all had a vested interest in not just reporting numbers and facts, but also in creating a public image that lent credibility to politicians, government bureaus, and private enterprise. More narrowly, the profession evolved very quickly as a way for America and other industrialized countries to sell a war.


For Weinstein, public relations offered a good and respectable way for a smart, engaging young mother to work outside the home. The Institute for Public Relations handled accounts for everything from whiskey makers in Kentucky to meat packers in Chicago. Now it was becoming a quasi-lobbying body, often working on behalf of trade unions and running interference between industries and political candidates. In the months leading up to America’s formal declaration of war, for example, it sent speakers to Albany and Buffalo, to counsel manufacturing firms about looming war debt and how to smoothly shift from consumer goods to national defense production.


To get more attention for NCASF, Weinstein helped spearhead the creation of an event––a “congress”––that would draw attention and legitimacy to the council. Such an event would be held in the fall of 1942, the twenty-five-year commemoration of the October Revolution and the creation of the USSR. She decided that the best way to get newspaper and radio coverage was to recruit celebrity sponsors and speakers for an inaugural event—a rally—to be held at Madison Square Garden.


By all accounts, the two-day rally was a huge success. Every seat was sold out—an estimated twenty-three thousand people jammed MSG on November 7 and 8 to attend panels and workshops about Russian engineering and education. There was speech after speech praising the Red Army; about the possibilities of joint Arctic, oceanic, and space exploration; and about mobilizing women for more jobs in technology and manufacturing. Weinstein got every major newspaper in the country to cover the entire forty-eight hours.


For the most part, the rally highlighted the ideals of world security and prosperity possible if these two gigantic allies could share information. Thousands cheered when Mayor La Guardia shouted that every Nazi who entered Moscow would do so as a captured and crushed prisoner of war. Governor of New York Herbert H. Lehman compared the Mother Country to New York City, both melting pots of different religions and nationalities that worked peacefully alongside each other. From Washington, D.C., President Dwight D. Eisenhower wired a message saluting the Soviet army, which was read at the rally.5


According to her FBI files and other sources, Weinstein became a “concealed Communist” at this point. In later analysis, the CIA vacillated on her status, then concluded she was not.6 But whether she was or not is irrelevant. She was surrounded by avowed party members and her work for the council inextricably tied her to subversive activity, so as far as the government was concerned, she was. In her memoirs, ex-Communist (and close friend of Mayor La Guardia) Bella V. Dodd didn’t name Weinstein specifically, but she was clearly describing her and the rest of NCASF and similar colleagues when she penned this:


The Communist Party made the most of this. Now there emerged the Russian Institute with its imposing headquarters on Park Avenue. This was a sophisticated propaganda agency; it brought American educators, public officials, artists, young people of families of wealth into this left-wing world. Famous names, Vanderbilt, Lamont, Whitney, Morgan, mingled with those of communist leaders. The Russian Institute was so respectable that it was allowed to give in-service courses to New York City schoolteachers for credit.




In Albany and in Washington, a new crop of young, native American Communists swarmed into the legislative halls as legislative representatives and public-relations and research aides to legislators. With inside information on what was happening, they were able to guide legislators in the direction of Soviet-American unity. They helped produce dozens of important public figures at Madison Square Garden rallies, organized under various labels but filled by the rank and file of devoted party members. It was a glittering society that was emerging, made up of Russian diplomats and Russian business agents, of Americans in evening clothes, and artistic Bohemians in careless dungarees, all of them cheering the repeated avowals of friendship with the Soviet Motherland. . . . The Independent Committee of Artists, Scientists and Professionals, under the chairmanship of Jo Davidson, the sculptor, was under strong Party direction.7





***


Dodd wrote about Alexander Trachtenberg, the unapologetic leader of the CPUSA and publisher of translated works by Lenin, Stalin, and other Marxist theorists. It was Trachtenberg, she said, who was most gifted at pulling the strings of all these leftists. He told her, she said, that when Communism came to America it would come under the label of “progressive democracy.” It would come, he added, “in labels acceptable to the American people.” In other words, Dodd claimed, Trachtenberg planned to manipulate someone like Hannah Weinstein to create an organization that Communists could use to indoctrinate unsuspecting citizens.8 


Trachtenberg and Weinstein were in constant contact in the early to mid-1940s and held meetings at the Weinstein’s newest apartment on Riverside Drive. According to FBI informants, Trachtenberg and Harlow Shapley freely spoke of their association with Weinstein as a fellow Communist, though these admittances were never verified. Again, whether Weinstein adhered to the party line was immaterial––her competencies at getting publicity or raising money or both for any left-wing cause that had true believers among its leadership made her useful to the party. Her work for the Joint Anti-Fascist Refugee Committee, for example, helped raise $75,000 for humanitarian aid to those who had fled Spain’s civil war and were stranded in other nations. But, like its chairman, actress Dorothy Parker, she was placed under the same scrutiny as other members, like declared Communists Dalton Trumbo, Paul Robeson, and Martha Dodd Stern.9


All the same, Weinstein and other major drivers of the rally and its goal of creating a permanent organization had already been criticized for being naïve or willfully ignorant or even supportive of the horrors of Stalin’s purges and authoritarian goals. Joseph E. Davies, FDR’s recent ambassador to the Soviet Union and a co-founder of the rally, embarrassingly lauded Stalin and Soviet diplomats for their “intelligence, ability, judgment and fearlessness.”10 Suffice it to say that, in this time and place, Weinstein had a job to do, and she did it extraordinarily well.


Weinstein’s organizational skills with the convention caught the attention of its new chairman. In 1943, he appointed her member of a committee to reorganize the foundation that sponsored the event and turn it into a permanent, national institution. Still using her maiden name professionally, she helped coordinate the opening of at least thirty local affiliates across the country. In turn, these affiliates, particularly those in New York, Chicago, and Los Angeles, sponsored various conferences, concerts, and exhibits. Dozens of mayors across the United States proclaimed November 9 as “American-Soviet Friendship Day” and sponsored scores of cultural events held in city forums and in public schools.11


Keeping the momentum going, Weinstein planned a second rally at Madison Square Garden for November of 1943, this time for three days. British scientist and Marxist J. B. S. Haldane showed films from Russian biologists resurrecting dead animals by way of a special organ regenerator apparatus. Panels featured women who presented best practices in childcare in times of war and peace. Explorer Sir Hubert Wilkins discussed ways that east and west could collaborate on Arctic research. Secretary of the Interior Harold Ickes lashed out at newspaper conglomerates, arguing that they were part of a machinery working against a Soviet-American alliance for peace. The media rivaled Hitler, he said, in their “lack of scruples about deliberately saying what is not true.”12


Director Orson Welles joined the core group of politicians and celebrities pitching for the Soviets, and by now, Ambassador Davies’s film, Mission to Moscow, had been released to widespread controversy, drawing more attention to the rally. Commissioned by FDR when the United States and Soviet Union were allies, Mission whitewashed Stalinist repression. Even though the film fervently stressed Davies’s belief in capitalism and democracy, it surprised few that the now four-year-old House Committee on Un-American Activities (HUAC) chose to scrutinize the film and everyone associated with it, including studio mogul Jack Warner, writer Howard Koch, and actor Walter Huston.


Weinstein then organized another celebration, this time on February 21, 1944. It was a celebration of Red Army Day, complete with a dinner and speeches by military personnel and words of praise from Generals George C. Marshall, Dwight D. Eisenhower, and John J. Pershing, to name a few.13


As the months of 1944 crept along and the Soviet army took Ukraine and Allied forces prepared for D-Day, the Democratic Party worried about Franklin Delano Roosevelt and whether he could win or even run as a fourth-term president. His health was already on the decline due to his hardening of the arteries that had been worsened by the stress of serving during the war. He also suffered from hypertension, acute bronchitis, and congestive heart failure, some of which didn’t become public knowledge until decades later. Roosevelt followed his doctor’s regimen of reduced working hours and a very strict diet and recovered enough energy to push for a final term, motivated by his desire to see the war to its end.


FDR also wanted to avoid the fate of his predecessor Woodrow Wilson, who saw America through World War I only to have his idealistic plans for lasting peace fall apart in the years that followed. And so, his running mate this term became of paramount importance; FDR knew that there was a very real likelihood he would not make it through all four years. Before he accepted the nomination, Roosevelt decided to drop his running mate, whom he saw as too left wing and eccentric, in favor of Missouri senator Harry S. Truman. The jilted candidate was fifty-six-year-old Henry Wallace, who had served as FDR’s vice president in his recent third term.


FDR selected Truman in order to gain more votes from moderate Democrats, but opponent Thomas Dewey, the moderate Republican governor of New York, ran a strong campaign to get these voters, too. He wouldn’t undermine social and economic New Deal reforms, Dewey said, but rather make them more efficient. The Republican also made subtle and not-so-subtle attacks on FDR’s age and health. While FDR’s﻿ third-term candidacy had been tougher in many ways, winning in 1944 was not a foregone conclusion, and many far-leftists in the entertainment and artistic communities panicked at the thought of the Republican Party designing a post-war roadmap for peace and prosperity. This was exactly the fear of sculptor Jo Davidson, soon to be Weinstein’s top political partner.
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