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ERHAPS you saw in front-
P page headlines, last
year’s record of railroad
safety. Yet this was only the
peak record of many years’

like achievement.

The American railroads have
been the safest form of trans-
portation, public or private,
for many years; insurance
statistics prove that you are
actually far less likely to
suffer harm on a modern
railroad train than even in
your own home.

This doesn’t just happen.
The railroads are safe be-
cause they pioneered and
have practiced Safety First for thirty years.
They are safe even at their present
stepped-up speeds, because they are
modern.

Every mile of main-line track is today pro-
tected by safety practices as perfect ashuman
ingenuity can so far devise. Unseen but
constantly augmented improvements in
locomotives, cars, brakes, couplings sur-
round those who ride by rail with a
degree of security unmatched elsewhere.

And probably the greatest tribute
to practical railroaders lies

in the fact that while they
have bettered their'safety
record they have at the same

time bettered their speed and service.

Freight travels 43% faster than it did a few
years ago. Passenger trains have had run-
ning time notably cut. Comfort, as exem-
plified by air-conditioning, has been pro-
vided in steadily increasing measure.

“Safety First” still lives as the basic creed
of American railroad men, but today it
takes expression in the broader form —
“Safety first — friendliness too!”
Make your next trip by train
and you will sample not
only the safest travel in the
world, but also the finest and
most reliable.

AsSOCIATION ERIGAN| LROAD

Transportation Building, Washington, D. C.
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- IPANA

your dentist’s ablest assistant
in the home care of teeth and gums

PANA is 2 modern tooth paste, a denti-

frice that answers the demands of the
newest findings of dental science.

Today dentists everywhere stress the
fact that true oral hygiene entailsa double-
duty—regular daily care of the gums as well
as of the teeth. And, because it is an effec-
tive aid to gum massage—because Ipana
and massage does help restore vigor, firm-
ness and a healthy circulation to lazy
gum tissues—Ipana has earned the title of
“the dentist’s ablest assistant in the home
care of the mouth”!

Our modern menus are, in the main, re-
sponsible for the modern plague of tender,
ailing gums. Our soft, well-cooked dishes
simply deny our gums the work they
need for vigorous health. And gum mas-
sage, muassage with Ipana, is the sensible,
the practical substitute for that needed
work and stimulation.

If your own tooth brush should ever

show “pink”—see your demtist! You may
be in for serious trouble. But usually it is
simply a warning of lazy gums, gums that
your dentist will tell you will respond to
a daily schedule of Ipana and massage.

Switch to Ipana and Massage

Get a tube of Ipana from your druggist
today. The technique of the massage is
simple—and easily practiced. With the tip
of your finger or your tooth brush simply
rub a little extra Ipana into your gums
every time you brush your teeth. You will
soon notice an improvement—a new
whiteness to your teeth—a new healthy
tingle in your gums. The gums feel
stronger, more resistant, as new circula-
tion brings new firmness.

Even before you sce that first warning
“tinge of pink)’ switch to Ipana. Your
smile will be safer if you observe this
modern practice for true oral hygiene.

FOR CLEAN TEETH AND HEALTHY GUMS

IPANA TOOTH PASTE
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BEHIND THE TICKER-TAPE

You can follow the fluctuations of the markets from
opening bell to closing by reading the ticker-tape, but
the whole story won’t be there—only the quotations;

It will be in the Financial Pages of The New York Sun.

On the street a few minutes after the exchanges close,
the Night Edition of The Sun brings you an accurate
interpretation and analysis of the ticker-tape’s story.
There you will find reasons behind movements of the
tape during a day of trading; there you will find news
from the world of finance and business, with concise
and complete reports of trading on the Stock and Curb
Exchanges, Bond transactions, unlisted security deals.
There, too, Carleton A. Shively, Financial Editor of
The Sun, discusses developments in the market’s daily
activity and frequently is first with riews of importance
to investors. On Saturday there is a special page re-
viewing the week’s news in business.

The Newspaper of Distinction in its Readers, its News and its Advertising

NEW YORK

Wbhy bhunt through a
basket of ticker-tape
when The Sun is at
bhand? A check or
money-order for five
dollars brings the news
of markets to your door
for the next six montbhs.
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"THE OPEN FORUM

[Lesers from readers, on any }ﬂbje:t, will be welcomed ro these pages)

©

E’Z

s RAOBG A RS A T ORI T ORIA?

AN OPEN LETTER TO PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT )

Dear MR. RooseverT: On the morning of
next November 3 I shall leave my home in the
lower flat at about the same hour as usual, but
I won’t turn directly east toward the streetcar.
Instead I shall walk a block west and half a
block south to the fire station where I shall
cast my one vote for Alfred M. Landon of Kansas
for the presidency of the United States. I'm
afraid, Mr. Roosevelt, that this action can be
attributed directly to you.

There was a time when I should not have
thought this - contemplated procedure possible.
Now it is inevitable, and it is all very confus-
ing and annoying. It is annoying especially
because, after you have thought you were mak-
ing intellectual progress over a period of years,
you don’t like to find yourself precisely where
you began. Frankly, Mr. Roosevelt, it is down-
right discouraging to have considered yourself
the owner of a strictly twentieth-century men-
tal outlook, to have progressed far beyond
Grandpa, and then be brought up short by the
realization that you have merely detoured un-
necessarily. That is what’has happened to me.

There is quite a story in connection with this
decision about November third, but I scarcely
know where it starts. Maybe it begins way back
when I was a kid in a small Far Western town.
My family had come West with the covered
wagons years before, and settled on the desert
to compete with the jackrabbits for a meager
living. My great-grandparents helped dig the
first irrigation ditches and put up the first log
cabins. We kids used to have wonderful times
winter evenings when we could snare Grandpa
for a session of pioneer day stories. These were
swell stories, about Indians and privation and
blood and gore and the building of the first
railroad. Recently I have come to realize that
we got more than entertainment from them. We
sopped up a lot of incidental philosophy—you
know, horse-and-buggy stuff.

My people were the kind who had come West
because they thought any change might be an
improvement. After they got here they staked

v

out farms and went up in the hills for water
and logs. They didn’t seem to mind doing
without things, and always managed to put
something by. In time, some of them became
rich by the standards that prevailed in our town.
They looked at the community they had built
and seemed pleased. They had worked uncom-
monly hard to accumulate some property and
they respected that property. So did other people
and I daresay the yardstick of success was
tinged slightly with materialism. But after you
have turned the desert into a farm, or hauled logs
from the mountains with oxen, you have a right
to feel a little huffy. I like to remember my fore-
bears that way, Mr. Roosevelt, even though in
your crowd you might think of them as being
Economic Royalists.

But be that as it may, they had a highly de-
veloped sense of social responsibility as well as a
respect for property. They had built a fine com-
munity in a desert, and they looked after it, and it
was a boast that no one should knowingly want
for necessities. Jobs were found and people’s needs
were cared for. My grandparents believed they
could do no less than share their good fortune -
with others. And the funny thing is, Mr. Roose-
velt, that in those naive days people didn’t seem
to mind work. My forebears thought of hard
work as a virtue. They told us kids that we were -
getting it soft because others had been willing
to go the hard way and that our duty was to
repay society and especially our community for
what it had given us. They were that kind of
people. Perhaps, with such a background, it is
little wonder that I have reached the decision I
mentioned at the beginning of this letter.

But, on the other hand, it may be that the
story doesn’t start back there at all. Maybe it
starts when I left our town to go to college.
I entered college in 1925, right smack in the
middle of the Roaring *Twenties. Uncle Calvin
sat in the White House and, aside from the
high price of bath-tub gin in a college town,
things were pretty good. I fitted into the estab-
lished pattern of college life, but I nurtured a
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secret yen for the higher things as well. I gobbled
up twentieth-century education with complete
abandon, though with litde discrimination and
less application. I could still grant that Grand-
father’s ideas had been all right in their day, but
it was perfectly evident that times had changed.
We could not be expected to hew to a line just
because it had served in what was called civiliza-
tion in frontier days. New problems demanded
new solutions. They demanded, in fact, a funda-
mentally new premise. I called myself a Liberal
or an advocate of the New Thought. Some pub-
lications called people like me parlor pinks. But
my parents took an entirely different view: they
simply called me a smart-alec.

And so recognizing myself as a member of
the cognoscenti, I started out to get a job in
1929, prepared to beat the world into a bloody
and quivering pulp. I got the job, but met the
stock market crash head on before I had learned
the way to my desk. By 1931 I was on the street
looking for another job. I was, as they say, a
sadder and wiser boy, but I still had a long way
o go. I kept whistling in the dark, but I don’t
mind admitting now that I was dazed and hurt.

About this time the 1932 Presidential cam-
paign opened, and I kept my ear close to the
radio. My own immediate problem was solved,
but that didn’t change the essential fact that
things were in a hell of a shape. A lot of my
friends were on their uppers. We had been pre-
pared to. re-make the world along infinitely
better lines, and now a lot of us couldn’t even
get a job. And, Mr. Roosevelt, we certainly went
for your radio voice. (For a time I decided that
my crass Western accent was a fright and a
disgrace, and I practiced a few of your well-
modulated Harvard tones.) But if I liked your
accent, I was wild about your: promises. Here,
I thought, is a man who really understands our
problems and is honestly anxious to solve them.
Whether it had been Wall Street or Mr. Hoover
or something else that had created this frightful
mess, you were the man to do something about
it. With your thrilling Inauguration speech,
those of my friends who still had doubts came
over to you with whoops. You spoke with the
fervor of youth as you called upon us to join you
in an attack against Evil. I wept about the For-
gotten Man — (incidentally, what ever has hap-
pened to him?): I felt again the enthusiasm of
my college days as I prepared to ride forth against
the Enemy. I was Galahad Junior.

(Continued in back advertising section, p. x)

The LITERARY BAZAAR

FIRST EDITIONS :: RARE BOOKS :: AUTOGRAPHS
STAMPS :: LITERARY SERVICES

FOREIGN LANGUAGES

VISIT OR WRITE THE FRENCH BOOKMAN, 202 West 96th
St. (near Broadway). “Headquarters for French Books and
Magazines.” Careful, prompt attention and reasonable
prices. Bargain Catalogue 5 cents (stamps).

OUT-OF-PRINT

WE SPECIALIZE and are successful in finding, promptly,
the “Out-of-Print” or “Hard-to-find " books which you par-
ticularly desire. Please write us stating ‘“Wants.” No Obliga-
tion. THE SEVEN BOOKHUNTERS, Station H, Box 66, N. Y. C.

GENERAL

CONTACTS, an unusual correspondence club for unusual
people, connects you with 1800 members the world over. Un-
usual books loaned free. Send 3¢ stamp. ContacTs, Box 91,
Station D, New York City.

READ LIMITED OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS AND UN-
USUAL BOOKS. Most prominent Scientists, professors and
Matured readers are our members and read without buying
Rare Tllustrated Out-of-Print Privately Printed Editions,
Unabridged Translations on Sex and Love Relations, Strange
Sexually Amatory Curiosa Anthropology, Corporal Punish-
ment, etc. Catalogue sent Free. State Correct Age. Enclose
Stamp for mailing. ANTHROPOLOGICAL LiBraARY, 41 Union
Square, N. Y.

PROFESSIONAL SERVICES

MATHILDE WEIL, Literary AGENT. Books, short

stories, articles and verse criticized and marketed. Play,

scenario and radio departments. THE WRrITERS’ WORKSHOP,

{}«c.l; General Electric Building, 570 Lexington Avenue, New
ork.

‘PAMPHLETS

“ROOSEVELT REVALUED,” “Brain Trussed,” *“Are You
Better Off?”’, “Franklinstein.” 10c each pamphlet. THE CoN-
SUMERS GUILD, INC., Dept. A, 521 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.

SYMPHONIC RECORDS

MUSIC LOVERS—We are offering some of the world’s best
recorded music at 50c & 75c¢ per record (value $1.50 & $2).
The Symphonies, Chamber Music, Operas, etc., of Bach,
Beethoven, Brahms, Mozart, Wagner, etc. Mail orders. Cata-
logue. THE GRAMOPHONE SHOP, Inc., 18 E. 48th St., N. Y.

RATES

THE LITERARY BAZAAR is the meeting place for those
interested in autographs, first editions, rare books, stamps,
prints, coins and manuscript agents. The rates are reason-
able—a half inch advertisement (about forty words) now
costs only $5.00——and on a twelve time order, $4.00. Write
Dept. LB 9, THE AMERICAN MERCURY, 570 Lexington
Avenue, New York City.

Please enter my subscription to THE
AMERICAN MERCURY for

1 One Year at $5
O Two Years at $7
Name
Street ...
City and State

THE AMERICAN MERCURY
570 Lexington Ave. New York, N.Y.
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MARGARET MITCHELL
“Gone With The Wind”

‘The novel which became The National Best
Seller on the day of publication! Nearly a
quarter of a million copies printed in first
month.

“A complete escape from the cares and worries

of everyday existence. . ... Incredibly rich in
background, unflagging in action and plot move-
 ment.” —Newark Star-Eagle. $3.00

“Books

PAUL HANLY FURFEY
“Fire on Earth”
A keen, penetrating challenge
to materialism. $2.00
CHAS. S. MACFARLAND
“Across the Years”

The autobiography of an out-
standing church leader. $2.75

BURNETT H. STREETER
“The God Who Speaks”

An inspiring affirmation of
man’s Divinity, $1.75
J. EDGAR PARK
“The Miracle of Preaching”

Invaluable practical informa-
tion for the minister.  $1.75

JAMES M. BECK and
MERLE THORPE

“Neither Purse
Nor Sword”

[or, “The Menace to The Union™)

The last work of one of
America’s greatest authori-
ties on the Constitution.

At Mr. Beck’s death last
Spring, the work was com-
pleted by the noted editor of
The Nation’s Business. $3.00

PAUL LWELLMAN

“Broncho Apache”

A thrilling Western of a new
type: fiction based on fact,
by an author who is an out-
standing authority on the
period and peoples con-
cerned in the story.

Everyone who enjoys a tale
of consummate courage will

‘revel in the story of the fight

of Masai, the Apache, against
a nation. $2.00

EDWARD WESTERMARCK
“The Future of Marriage

In Western Civilization

The author of that monumental
work, The History of Human
Marriage, turns his attention to
marriage today and in prospect.
$2.50

JACOB S. MINKIN

“Herod:
A Biography”

A swift-moving narrative
based on exhaustive read-
ing and research, rich in
. color and of absorbing in-
terest. Herod’s life, the
essence of drama, here has
the glow and vitality of
‘great romance, $2.50

FRANKLIN C. PALM
“The Middle Classes

Then and Now”

An account, chronological
and political of the part
played by the middle
classes in development of
‘Western civilization. Com-
prehensive, objective and
with broad background of
general history. $3.00

THE MACMILLAN COMPA

NY
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DoRis LESLIE
“Fair Gompany”

Remember Full Flavour? The author of that
significant novel which immediately became a
best seller, has more than duplicated her strik-

ing success with this new novel, powerful in

theme, dynamic in handling.

The story re-creates the spirit of England through
the intimate lives of four women, covering one

hundred years.

$2.50

NAOMI R. SMITH
“All Star Cast”

An extraordinary novel in a
new form: a complete play
within a novel. From the
rise of the first curtain to its
final fall, the reader is made
a participant in a thrilling
drama.

The author, wife of a well-
known actor, has written a
number of successful plays

and novels. $2.50

T. H. WHITE

“England Have My
Bones”

A most original book—a per-
sonal journal portraying one
year of country life, which
we assert to be unlike any
other book in that field ever
written.

“It is entrancing. Open any-
where and you will come

across something useful, ro-
mantic or witty.” — Daily
Express.

$2.50

New Garden
“Books

E. J. SALISBURY
“The Living Garden”

The pageant of plant life, how
plants grow and why.  $3.00

LORAINE E. KUCK and R.C.TONGG
“The Tropical Garden”

Its design, horticulture and
maintenance. $3.00

POETRY

Selected poems of

VACHEL LINDSAY
$1.50 :

TRAVEL
EVA T. McADOO

© Turnbridge

“How Do You Like New York?*

A new practical, up-to-date
guide, $1.50

H. WICKHAM STEED
“Vital Peace”

A renowned observer of
international affairs brings
to a head his life-long
study and absorbing inter-
est in War—its nature, its
‘place in national rela-
tions, its meaning to civil-

$2.75

ization,

NORMAN THOMAS

“After the New Deal,
What?”

A realistic analysis of the
New Deal, not only in its
current application, but as
affecting probable future
trends of basic govern-

mental theory. $2.50

R. L. DUFFUS

“The Shy But
Not The Heart”

Here is a novel rich in wit and
penetrating humor—a brilliant
commentary on the perplexed
world of today, and a dramatic

story of adventure. $2.50

60 Fifth Avenue, N:w York City
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HARPER

Successes

HAROLD J.

LASKI'S

THE RISE
OF LIBERALISM

“In artistry a model; fertile
in ideas; a solid stretch of
fine political prose.”— The
Observer, London. - $3.00

J. B. PRIESTLEY

ALEXIS

CARREL’S

MAN, THE UNKNOWN

A great scientist opens a
new world for you in this
amazing book—a steady
best-seller for over 10
months. $3.50

THEY WALK
in THE CITY

His finest novel since The Good
Companions—the love story of
a boy and girl from the provinces
involved in the maelstrom of city life. In the infinite
diversity of life, the variety of the characters, the
grim impersonality of the city itself, this novel
conveys the full richness and flavor of the genius
and story-telling ability that have made J. B.
Priestley one of the outstanding writers of our
time. $2.50

ALDOUS HUXLEY

JOHN

GUNTHER’S
INSIDE EUROPE

WALTER DURANTY calls this
‘international success ‘“‘the
best book about Europe
anyone ever wrote.” 180,000
words, 34 chapters.  $3.50

ROBERT

BENCHLEY'S

MY TEN YEARS IN
A QUANDARY
“A saga of the gaga and

probably his masterpiece.”
—N.Y. Times. $2.50
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a HARPER & BROTHERS « NEW YORK

EYELESS
IN GAZA

The most brilliant sceptic of our
times has discovered what makes
life worth living, and round this
discovery he has written ‘“‘one of
the finest novels of this generation.”—N. Y.
Times. “Magnificently readable, acutely intelli-
gent.”—Saturday Review of Literature. “His

- deepest, most serious, most complete novel.”—

The Nation. “A relentlessly honest novel.”—
N.Y Herald Tribune $2.50
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PARADISE IMAGINED
The Truth About Soviet Russia

BY WILLIAM HENRY CHAMBERLIN

T o couNtrY in the world has been
the object of so much violent writ-
ing, -pro and con, as the Soviet

Union. The Russian Revolution has stirred
up more passionate enthusiasm and hostil-
ity than any event since its French predeces-
sor. And commentators, both friendly and
hostile, have not infrequently let wishes
and prejudices, rather than objective facts,
shape their writing.

The heyday of the cons was during the
period of upheaval and civil war, from 1917
until 1921. This was when Russian women
were “nationalized” in sensational head-
lines, when correspondents in Riga and
Helsingfors cabled imaginary tales of
Petrograd being captured and burned by
the Whites, when the ferocities of civil
war, bad enough in all reality, were mag-
nified tenfold in the relaying of exagger-
ated rumors from Baltic capitals.

Now the pendulum of public opinion
about Russia has swung to the other ex-
treme. The most sugary fairy tales of hap-
piness and progress have replaced the atroc-
ity tales of the earlier period. The Soviet

Union is the object of a constant stream of
unqualified and undiscriminating eulogy
emanating not only from communists, but
from liberals and radicals who do not pro-
fess the communist faith. These enthusiasts
are determined to have their Utopia in the
present and in the flesh. They invest the
Soviet Union with all the attributes of an
earthly Paradise. Special societies exist in
the United States and in many other coun-
tries for the purpose of interpreting Soviet
culture and describing Soviet political and
economic developments in the most favor-
able light.

What is the credo of the typical admirer
of the Soviet Union? He envisages a land
where the living conditions of the masses
have improved immeasurably since prewar
days and in many ways constitute a favor-
able challenge to those of America and
Western Europe; a land where the panacea
of State planning has solved all perplex-
ing problems, where everyone works for
the sheer joy of creation, where there is
no unemployment, where art, literature,
and science have unlimited creative pos-

I
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sibilities. An American Left-wing weekly
reflects a widespread sentiment among rad-
icals and liberals when it credits the Soviet
Union with belief in the following four
things: “The brotherhood and inherent
value of man, equality, objective reason
and science, material welfare.”

“Facts,” Lenin was fond of saying, “are
stubborn things.” How, then, do the de-
monstrable, ascertainable facts of life in the
Soviet Union fit in with the glowing word
pictures that have captured the imagination
of foreign admirers?

The first jarring note in the conception
of a collectivist Paradise, where, to quote
the advertisement of a recent enthusiastic
book, “One hundred and seventy million
people share a common ambition, strive
toward a common goal”, is the extraordi-
nary, in some cases the unprecedented se-
verity of the laws which the Soviet Govern-
ment has found it necessary to enact. One
doesn’t envisage Paradise as a place policed
with death sentences, haunted with spies
and snoopers, and surrounded with barbed
wire, armed guards, police dogs, and other
devices to prevent the inmates from escap-
ing. Yet this is the situation that admittedly
prevails in the Soviet Union today.

Consider, for example, the implications
of the law of August 7, 1932, which has
been repeatedly praised by high Soviet of-
ficials as a model piece of jurisprudence.
Under this law any theft of State or collec-
tive farm property (in present-day Russia
most property would come under this defi-
nition) is punishable with death. This de-
cree has repeatedly been applied in thefts
which would incur brief sentences of im-
prisonment in other countries. To minds
not firmly rooted in the higher metaphysics
of communist dogma, it may seem some-
what incongruous that, fifteen years after
the Revolution, hailed as a great forward
step in human progress, the Soviet Govern-

ment should see fit to revive a penalty that
had been discarded generations ago in all
civilized countries as disproportionately
cruel and as unserviceable in realizing the
objective of eliminating theft.

Another Draconian law, promulgated in
June, 1934, makes it a capital offense for
any Soviet citizen to cross the frontier with-
out permission. It goes still farther and
gives public sanction to a familiar Soviet
administrative practice: the treatment of
wives and children as hostages for the
good behavior of husbands and fathers.
The law specifies that dependent relatives
of the fugitive are to be banished “to re-
mote parts of Siberia”, even though they
had no knowledge of the flight. (It is an
impressive fact that there is not a single
trick of administrative ruthlessness, from
executing political prisoners without trial
to penalizing innocent people for the of-
fenses of their relatives, that the fascist
regimes have not learned or could not have
learned from the Soviet political police.)

A law which was enacted in the spring
of 1935 makes it mandatory to inflict the
severest penalties, including the death pen-
alty in some cases on adolescent offenders.
This scarcely fits in with the pleasant fancy
of the Soviet Union as a land where the dis-
appearance of unemployment has reduced
crime to negligible proportions and where
enlightened penology is the rule. And
working-class friends of the Soviet Union '
might seriously consider how they would
like to live in a Utopia where, according to
a decree of November, 1932, even one day’s
unexcused absence from work exposes the
worker to summary dismissal and loss of
his quarters, if he lives on the company
premises; and where the familiar sequel
to a railroad wreck is the shooting of a
few railway officials and workers for al-
leged sabotage and carelessness.

Admirers of the Soviet Union are vigor-
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ous critics of the chain-gang system main-
tained in Georgia and other Southern
states. It seems surprising that they are not
more concerned over the widespread prev-
alence of the chain-gang methods em-
ployed in rounding up unskilled labor for
Soviet construction enterprises. All the in-
mates of Hitler’s and Mussolini’s concen-
tration camps would have scarcely supplied
one working shift when the Baltic-White
Sea Canal was being driven through to
completion entirely by forced labor under
the supervision of the OGPU, or Political
Police. There is the authority of an official
Soviet communiqué for stating that 71,000
prisoners employed on this canal received
commutation of sentence or amnesty when
the work was completed. This would seem
to be not inconsistent with a general im-
pression in Russia that at the height of the
work, about 200,000 people were herded
into this concentration camp and set to
work under OGPU taskmasters.

A book has been published in the Soviet
Union and translated into English under
the title Belomor, which represents the con-
struction of this canal as a noble school
for “remaking men”. The accounts which
I heard in Russia from persons who had
survived the experience of working on this
project were markedly different from the
sob stories of criminals transformed into
upright Soviet citizens which adorn the
pages of Belomor. These survivors, whose
names, for obvious considerations of their
personal safety, cannot be mentioned, told
of merciless overwork and underfeeding,
of the continual heavy toll of death and
injury from disregard for elementary safety
rules, both in the ordinary course of work
and in the blasting operations frequently
undertaken. It is significant that no foreign
journalist was permitted to inspect this
combined task of building a canal through
the forests and swamps of Karelia and “re-

making men” while it was in progress.

The same chain-gang methods are being
used in recruiting labor for a larger canal,
now under construction, between the Volga
and Moscow Rivers, for new railways in
the Far East, and for mining and timber-
cutting in the remote North. It is only on
such a basis of peonage that people can be
kept in desolate, unhealthy localities, such
as Karaganda, center of a new coal-mining
region in Kazakstan, or in the copper
smelting works on Lake Balkhash. The
conditions that prevail in forced-labor en-
terprises in the Soviet Union are inevitably
those which characterize oppressed labor in
all countries and at all times: coarse and
insufficient food, shacks and dugouts for
houses, almost complete absence of any-
thing that could be called sanitation, and,
naturally, a high death rate. The Soviet
Government, so prolific of statistics on
other subjects, has never made public any
comprehensive figures about the number
of persons assigned to forced labor. But by
piecing together official admissions and
estimates of released prisoners, it seems
evident that the numbers of people who
have been banished to labor concentration
camps since 1929, when the system began
to assume large-scale proportions, run into
the millions. Orators who like to point with
pride to the Soviet Union as the country
that has abolished unemployment find it
convenient to overlook these wretched pris-
oners, whose plight is certainly worse in
every way than that of the most des-
titute unemployed in Western Europe or
America.

'The majority of these unfortunate people
are not ordinary criminals. Great numbers
of them are classified as kulaks (a generic
term for any peasant who is too articulate
in expressing his dislike for collective farm-
ing and requisitions of his produce) or
counter-revolutionaries, a term that is also
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very loose and broad in its application.
During a visit to Chelyabinsk in the sum-
mer of 1932, I found that many of the
kulaks, counter-revolutionaries, or class
enemies, to use the stock phrases of abuse
for these helots of the Soviet State, were
ordinary peasants and workers. Conversa-
tion with some of the men who were held
as prisoners and employed on digging
work at the Chelyabinsk tractor factory
revealed such typical cases as a peasant who
had been sent there “because he shouted
that there wasn’t enough food” at a col-
lective farm meeting, and a worker who
had been sentenced to forced labor because
he had accidentally broken a machine.

II

Soviet apologists are quick to excuse any
act of administrative ruthlessness as part of
a price that must be paid for the immense
improvement, moral and material, that is
assumed to have taken place in the condi-
tion of the Russian masses. But how sound
is this assumption? How genuine is the
improvement that is considered a justifica-
tion for such disasters as the famine of
1932-1933, the “liquidation of the kulaks
as a class”, the wholesale executions of po-
litical suspects, and universal espionage?

Take first the bread-and-butter things
of life — food, clothing, shelter, and public
services. Now that rationing has been abol-
ished and a one-price system has been es-
tablished for all classes of the population, it
is possible to get a clearer idea of the Soviet
houschold budget than was possible in the
years when the purchasing power of rubles
in the hands of Soviet citizens varied tre-
mendously, depending on the availability
of food products and manufactured goods,
and the amounts which could be bought on
ration cards.

A recent Soviet statistical estimate gives

the monthly average wage of all workers
and employees for 1935 as 190 rubles. What
does this imply in terms of staple food-
stuffs, and how does it bear up in com-
parison with American wage scales? The
following table reveals the comparative
buying power of the Russian worker versus
the American, the latter’s income being
computed at an average of §70 per month,
according to the United States Bureau of
Labor statistics for 1933.

Russian  American

Commodity scale scale
Butter, pounds ............... 19 240
Sausage, pounds ............. 30 176
Sugar, pounds ............... 90 1120
Second-grade beef, pounds .... 63 280
First-grade beef, pounds ....... 40 200

In other words, the American worker’s
wage, in terms of real values in one of the
worst years of Depression, was from five
to twelve times higher than the Soviet
worker-employee’s wage in 1935, when
there had been some improvement in con-
ditions over the bleak starvation and semi-
starvation levels of 1932 and 1933. Of course,
neither the American nor the Russian
worker could afford to spend a month’s
wages on a single foodstuff. But the dis-
crepancy between what an individualist
system, at its worst, was able to supply
American workers, and what a collectivist
system, up to date, has been able to supply
to Russians, would not be diminished if
one undertook a broad survey of compar-
ative household budgets, instead of restrict-
ing the comparison to a few commodities.
A long list of everyday articles of use in
America, from bananas to toilet paper and
from nails to chocolate, would have to be
classified in Russia as either unobtainable
or obtainable only with difficulty and at
fabulous prices.

If it were not for the tall tales of some
returned tourists and stay-at-home enthu-
siasts for the Soviet Union, it would scarcely
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be necessary to labor the point that the
American standard of living, even during
the most severe crisis of half a century, is
vastly superior to the Russian. What is
more important is that the Russian people
today, if one may accept the plain evi-
dence of Soviet statistics, are worse fed
than under Czarism. While the grain crop
of 1935 was well above those of 1931 and
1932, which were an immediate prelude
to famine, the per capita grain yield of
1913 has not yet been attained. The Mos-
cow correspondent of the Christian Science
Monitor, citing Stalin’s authority for the
1935 figure, writes as follows on this point:

The Russian grain yield in 1935 was about
91,600,000 metric tons, as compared with
76,000,000 metric tons in 1913. But the
population of Soviet Russia in 1935, ac-
cording to Soviet official estimates, was
171,000,000 as compared with 138,000,000
for this same territory in 1913.

So, although 1935 gave the best harvest
since the Revolution, it still fell a little short
of the 1913 per capita yield of prewar Rus-
sia, which communist sympathizers like to
depict as incredibly backward, if not down-
right barbarous. Much greater has been the
impoverishment of Russian agriculture in
livestock. A prominent communist agri-
cultural expert, Y. A. Yakovlev, published
the following comparative livestock figures
in Izvestia of February 21, 1936:

1916 1935
Horses .......oovuu.. 35,100,000 15,000,000
Large horned cattle .... 58,900,000 49,200,000
Sheep and goats ...... 115,200,000 61,000,000
Pigs ..ot 20,300,000 22,500,000

Here one has in a nutshell the explana-
tion of the abnormally high food prices,
and the proof that Russians, by and large,
are eating less than before the Revolution.
There has certainly been no importation
of foreign foodstuffs to compensate for the
heavy loss of meat, milk, and fats. Indi-
vidual groups of the population may have

gained at the expense of others; but the
national food balance is clearly less favor-
able than prior to the World War.

As for clothing, Russia has more manu-
factured goods of domestic production than
was the case before the Revolution. The
supply of imported foreign goods has been
largely shut off, however, because of the
policy of diverting limited stocks of foreign
currency to the purchase of essential raw
materials, machinery, and equipment.
Moreover, the products of the handicraft
artisans have considerably diminished. The
decline in livestock has affected the supply
of wool and hides. A month’s salary is a
customary price for a pair of tolerably good
shoes or boots, and there is a marked short-
age of woolen goods.

Any sartorial comparisons between Rus-
sia and Western Europe or America would
be fantastically to the disadvantage of the
former. No foreign resident of Russia buys
any clothing there. He, or she, waits to
stock up during a trip to Berlin or London.
Pictures of unemployed demonstrations in
other countries lose some of their propa-
ganda value in the Soviet because the un-
employed always look much better dressed
than the wealthiest Russians.

The terrific overcrowding in Soviet cities
and towns is proverbial. The new housing
built since the Revolution does not keep
pace with the growth of the population.
Broadly speaking, the Russian worker is
usually housed in one of the following
ways: If he is unusually skilled or if he has
acquired merit as an wudarnik, or shock
worker, he may get a two- or three-room
apartment in one of the large new struc-
tures which are usually built in the vicinity
of factories. These apartment houses are
erected hastily and with insufficient mate-
rials. With few exceptions they are shoddy
and unattractive in appearance, and their
domestic fixtures have a way of breaking
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down with discouraging frequency. This,
however, represents the best housing to
which the Russian worker can aspire.

In many more cases he must live, with
his family, in a single room in a dilapidated
nationalized house that is as overcrowded
as a rabbit-warren. Most of Moscow’s pre-
war dwellings would come under this head-
ing. A five-room apartment that formerly
housed a single family comfortably now
accommodates four or five families; infec-
tious diseases spread rapidly in the cramped
quarters; there are endless quarrels over
the use of the necessarily communal
kitchen. Still worse is the housing of the
unskilled laborers at new construction
plants. It consists of barracks, overcrowded
and verminous, with the most sketchy
sanitary facilities. Running hot and cold
water, vacuum cleaners, and other labor-
saving devices, refrigerators and many
other simple conveniences of an American
home are conspicuously absent in Moscow.

111

Judged by East European or Oriental stand-
ards, the Russian worker, in whose name
the Revolution was made, possesses some
privileges and advantages, with his annual
two-weeks’ vacation with pay, his free med-
ical service, improved sport and recreation
facilities, and better educational opportu-
nities for his children. His working hours
are shorter than before the War, but the
intensity of labor is greater, especially since
the recent inauguration, all over Russia, of
the so-called Stakhanov movement, which
is designed to increase individual produc-
tivity of labor and is essentially similar to
the speed-up devices which have often ex-
cited the bitter opposition of organized
labor in other countries.

There has been bitter opposition to this
drive for higher productivity in Russia

also, and for the same reason: the workers
fear that they will be compelled to turn out
more work without corresponding increases
in pay. But this opposition has not, cannot,
in Russia assume the organized form that
it would take in democratic countries
where trade-union organization is permis-
sible. There are so-called trade-unions in
Russia; but these are mere cogs in the huge
bureaucratic machine of the Soviet State.
They are primarily responsible not to the
workers whom they nominally represent
but to the ruling Communist Party. When
the former head of the Soviet trade-unions,
Tomsky, displayed a tendency to defend
the direct interests of the workers, he was
summarily dismissed by Stalin, not re-
moved by vote of the membership of the
trade-unions, and his place was taken by
Shvernik, an obedient tool of the dictator.
The same fate, of course, awaits any lesser
trade-union functionary who tries to take
the side of the worker against the all-
powerful employing State.

So the struggle against Stakhanovism
proceeds not through strikes, which are out-
lawed as counter-revolutionary in the Sov-
iet Union, just as in Germany and Italy,
but through individual acts of terrorism
and sabotage, which are committed despite
the fact that the perpetrators are likely to
be shot or sent to labor camps. One may
cite several illuminating notes from the
Soviet press, illustrating this new form of
class struggle under communist dictator-
ship. Pravda of November 3, 1935, reports
that in Tambov, four Stakhanovite workers
“arriving at work found their tool boxes
shattered and their tools stolen”. The
same paper of November 17 tells how in
Smolensk, “the backward workers began
to persecute the lathe-worker Likhora-
dov. . . . Things reached a point where a
certain Sviridov broke a gear wheel and
tore off Likhoradov’s power-belt”. Cases
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of murders of active pace-makers, the lock-
smith Shmirev in the Factory Trud, and
the miner Tsekhnov in the Ivan pit, are
also reported.

Much is made of the socialized features
of the workers’ life in the Soviet Union, of
the State medical aid, the rest homes, the
number of workers at the opera and
theater, etc. A good deal of valuable social
work has been done in Russia, as in other
countries, since the War; but when the
benefits of the Russian workers are closely
examined a good deal of the glamor tends
to disappear. Take, for instance, the quality
of socialized medicine. Here wi: have the
interesting recent testimony of Mr. Ed-
mund Wilson, whose writings characterize
him as a definitely sympathetic observer
of the Soviet Union. During a trip to Rus-
sia, Mr. Wilson contracted scarlet fever
and spent six weeks in a hospital in Odessa.
It is not likely that Mr. Wilson, as a foreign
visitor, was assigned to the worst hospital
in the city, which is the third largest city in
the Ukraine. His report on the sanitary
conditions which he witnessed is, to put it
mildly, unfavorable. The bathrooms were
garbage piles. The hospital was infested
with flies. The wash basin with running
water was used for face-washing, dish-
washing, gargling, and bedside purposes.

Mr. Wilson’s faith, however, was proof
against this test. He adopted a method of
interpretation which is sufficiently common
to call for some analysis. From the deplor-
able condition of a Soviet hospital in 1933,
he deduced how frightful Czarist Russia
must have been before 1917. Somehow this
suggests the explanation of the patriotic
Hungarian hotelkeeper who, in response
to a guest’s complaint about unpleasant
nocturnal insects in 1930, replied: “Well,
you know those dirty Roumanians occu-
pied Budapest in 1919.” ‘

Czarist Russia certainly had plenty of

sins to answer for. But the chances are that
a detailed investigation of the Odessa hos-
pital in question would reveal that its short-
comings today are attributable to such
specifically Soviet causes as bureaucratic
neglect and red tape, cold-shouldering of
the trained medical personnel by self-as-
sured Party members, and failure of the
all-powerful State planners to allow ade-
quately for medicines and sanitary ap-
pliances.

Several personal experiences have led
me to believe that, whatever may be said
for the theory of socialized medicine, its
practice in the Soviet Union leaves a good
deal to be desired. Once when my wife was
in Sochi, a Black Sea resort where malaria
is rife, she asked in a drugstore for quinine.
She was told that the supply was so limited
that it could only be sold to persons who
had already contracted the disease. . . .
The servant of a friend broke her arm. She
went to the clinic where she was entitled
to free treatment and was sent away by a
physician with the assurance that it was
nothing serious. Only when her employer
engaged a private physician did she receive
proper treatment. It is noteworthy that any-
one who can afford to patronize the ex-
perienced doctors and dentists who still
maintain private practice almost invariably
prefers to do so, instead of exercising his
legal right to free treatment.

The rest homes to which rank and file
workers may go for vacations would not
compare favorably, as regards food and
comfort, with the most inexpensive board-
ing houses at summer or winter resorts in
America or Western Europe. The more
luxurious rest homes are reserved for the
Soviet aristocracy, for high Party and Sov-
iet functionaries, and for officers of the Red
Army and the OGPU. The American tour-
ist camp or the British or German hostel,
where the worker or employee on a hiking



8 THE AMERICAN MERCURY

vacation may have a bed and meals for a
modest fee, is far cleaner, better organized,
and better provided with necessities than
most of the Russian tourist bases which
proletarian vacationists visit on their walk-
ing trips. An automobile vacation would
be out of the question for a Russian, partly
because -of the bad condition of the
roads and partly because no peasants and
extremely few workers own automobiles.

The “abolition of prostitution” and the
new freedom in sex relations have been
strong talking points with Soviet sym-
pathizers. In regard to the first, it may
be said immediately that the amateurs killed
the profession. The Revolution brought no
access of puritanical virtue to Russia. For-
eign residents of the Soviet Union have
never experienced any lack of Soviet
women who were quite willing to be kept.
Soviet heads of trusts and managers of fac-
tories are no more ascetic than New York
business and professional men. But the col-
lapse of the former social taboos and in-
hibitions on extra-marital relations has
been naturally associated with a decline
in the number of professional prostitutes.

As for the emancipation of women under
the Soviets, the Revolution has given them
equal opportunity with men in engineer-
ing and aviation —and also in digging
subways, laying railway tracks, and cut-
ting timber in forced-labor camps. Up to
the present, freedom in sex relations was
one of the few liberties which the Soviet
citizen possessed. Marriage was terminable
at the will of either party; and there was
no legal restriction on remarriage. Now,
however, one detects symptoms of an im-
pending backward swing of the pendulum.
The Soviet Government, like other dicta-
torships, wants plenty of cannon fodder
and has set population increase as a goal of
policy. There are suggestions for imitating
fascist practice in the matter of taxing

bachelors and childless families, and re-
warding prolific families. It is proposed
to limit woman’s freedom to refrain from
having children by forbidding abortions
which, because of the shortage of contra-
ceptives, represent for many Russian
women the sole means of birth control. A
veteran communist moralist, Aaron Soltz,
writes about “woman’s great and honorable
duty of child-bearing” —about “marriage
being, to a great degree, a public matter”,
again in the familiar style of fascist coun-
tries. It may well be that in family life, as
in the restoration of discipline in the
schools and of resounding titles in the
Army, the Soviet Union is swinging back
to what would have been denounced a few
years ago as preposterous bourgeois ideals
and practices.

v

“The abolition of unemployment”, like
“the abolition of prostitution”, can only be

‘accurately referred to in quotation marks.

If by abolition of unemployment one
means that everyone has work at regular
wages and of his own choice, that most de-
sirable ideal has certainly not been realized
in Russia. It has already been pointed out
that millions of people have been sent to
forced labor during the last few years. If
anyone were given the unpleasant alter-
native of being on the dole in England or
on relief in America, or of being shipped
off to forced labor on the Moscow-Volga
canal or in the Karaganda coal mines or in
the timber camps of North Russia, and if
all the hardships of both conditions were
fairly stated, I do not think there is the
slightest doubt that unemployment would
seem vastly the lesser evil. Moreover, the
Russian manual or white-collar worker
who, through no fault of his own, is dis-
missed as a result of a reduction in staff,
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has no right to relief until he can again
find employment. He must take any work
that is offered; and, as most labor vacan-
cies in Russia are of an undesirable kind,
especially to city men and women, such as
peat digging, timber cutting, or coal min-
ing, a curious situation arises when people
who are unemployed try to conceal the
fact in order to avoid compulsory assign-
ment to uncongenial work.

It is distinctly indicative of the good sense
of the unemployed in America and West-
ern Europe that very few of them through-
out the Depression were tempted to seek
their fortunes in Russia. And of the Rus-
sian-Americans who pulled up stakes in
America and returned to their native coun-
try, some found cause to regret their de-
cision bitterly and have been besieging the
American Consulate in Moscow in efforts
to get out of the Soviet Union, a process
that is apt to be harder than getting in,
especially for a man whose nationality is
debatable. As a former British consul has
testified:

In most ports the consul is kept busy look-
ing after sailors who jump their ships and
then are stranded. But I have no problem
of that kind here. I know of only one Brit-
ish sailor who ever left his ship in Lenin-
grad; and that poor fellow subsequently
proved to be crazy.

In short, when it comes to the practical
test of living in Russia as a worker, not as
a tourist or a member of a feted delegation,
the Soviet Union has no appeal for the
unemployed, much less to the employed.
This is in striking contrast to the expe-
rience of the United States, which, before
the War, attracted hundreds of thousands
of immigrants from Eastern and Southern
Europe every year. If the Soviet Union
offered, along with unlimited opportunities
for work, a standard of living better than
- that of the unemployed in America and

Western Europe, the chances are that there
would have been a substantial inflow of
immigrants into Russia.

Not only ordinary immigrants, but also
communists sometimes find it difficult to
leave Russia after it has changed in their
eyes from Paradise Imagined to Paradise
Lost. A recent case of this kind was that
of three Jugoslav communists, Ciliga, Ded-
ich, and Draguich, who were sent to un-
pleasant places of exile in Siberia when it
was discovered that their communism was
of the heretical Trotzkyist, not of the ortho-
dox Stalinite, brand. Jugoslavia does not
enjoy the reputation of dealing gently with
political dissenters. But the treatment to
which these communists were subjected
apparently made them yearn for the com-
forts of a good homelike Jugoslav jail. At
any rate, to quote the words of a resolution
of protest signed by other exiled Trotzky-
ists, “they demanded to be sent to Jugo-
slavia and announced that they would
struggle to obtain this right by every means,
without eschewing the most extreme
methods, such as the hunger strike and
suicide”. Ciliga actually did wound himself
severely before the coveted permission to
leave Russia was granted.

Since the peasants, who comprise about
three-fourths of the Soviet population, far
outnumber the city workers, conditions in
the rural districts afford a fairer barometer
of Soviet achievement than conditions in
the towns. The ordeal through which the
peasants passed from 1929 until 1933 could
not be remotely paralleled by the worst
effects of the agricultural crisis in other
countries. Millions perished of outright
hunger and related diseases during the
great famine of 1932-1933, which was
brought on by ruthless requisitions and
colossal blunders in the administration of
the collective farming system. Millions
more, the so-called kulaks, were driven
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from their homes and, in many cases, were
sent to concentration camps where labor
was hard, food scanty, and mortality rates,
especially among the weak and old, fright-
fully high.

Since 1933 there has been an unmistak-
able improvement in Soviet agricultural
conditions. The peasants have resigned
themselves to the State landlordism of col-
lective farming, just as their ancestors, after
futile revolts, resigned themselves to serf-
dom. I have seen no convincing evidence
of famine since 1933. The harvest of 1935
was said to be the best since the Revolu-
tion. At the same time, recovery from the
famine level of 1933 can proceed a consid-
erable distance without approaching pros-
perity, as that term is understood in Amer-
ica and Western Europe. With the best of
climatic luck and the smoothest discipline,
it would be impossible for peasants who in
1933 were down to the ultimate low point
of poverty, represented by not having
enough to eat, to reach a high level of mate-
rial well-being in 1936. Heavy taxes in kind
must be paid to the State, a circumstance
that limits the peasant’s capacity for earn-
ing and accumulation.

The peasants who had risen a little above
general poverty have been liquidated as
kulaks, and the Soviet village today pre-
sents a picture of unrelieved drab and
dingy poverty. If there is a peasant in Rus-
sia who possesses an automobile, a tele-
phone in his house, or a bathroom with
modern sanitary facilities, I failed to meet
him during many years of extensive travel
in Russia. The world’s prize for cynicism
might well go to the Soviet star publicist,
Karl Radek, for suggesting to the French
political leader, M. Herriot, during his trip
in Russia in the famine year, 1933, that the
future of Russia’s collective farmers was
far brighter than that of America’s Middle-
Western farmers. If the standard of living

of the Russian worker is much closer to
that of the unemployed than to that of the
employed in America and Western Europe,
the status of the peasant, as regards food,
housing, and clothing, is comparable with
that of the sharecropper. Indeed, the eco-
nomic position of the entire Russian peas-
antry is that of sharecroppers, with an all-
powerful State as landlord, telling them
what and how much they must plant, how
much they must deliver to the cites, and

how much they may keep.

A%

What of the position of the professional
classes under the Soviet regime? To some
extent, of course, it is determined by such
general factors as the shortage and high
prices of many kinds of food and manu-
factured goods, and the dismal housing
situation. Some classes of brain-workers
are relatively better off than others. The
Soviet Government recognizes the desir-
ability of enlisting journalists and writers
as propagandists and the necessity of hav-
ing trained engineers to operate its indus-
trial plants. So engineers and authors and
newspapermen are well paid by Soviet
standards. Physicians and teachers, on the
other hand, are underpaid, in relation to
the remuneration of other pfofessionals.
That teachers do not always receive their
scanty pay on time is evident from the
following excerpt from a leading article
in Izvestia for December 16, 1935:

In a number of country districts of West-
ern Siberia, teachers have not received their
salaries for four or five months. In the
© Glubokov and Eisk districts of the North
Caucasus, the pay of teachers is held back,
being limited to little advances on account.
In the Kazalinsk district of Southern Ka-
zakstan and in some districts of the North-

ern Territory, salaries are systematically
held back.
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Of course, man does not live by salary
alone. Especially to the intellectual, such
considerations as freedom from censorship
and official interference, and ability to fol-
low his individual bent are of primary im-
portance. There is a certain irony in the
fact that the ranks of the literal or spiritual
pilgrims to Moscow include so many rep-
resentatives of the critically minded intel-
ligentsia of Europe and America. For it
is just this class that has been most effec-
tively and firmly suppressed under the So-
viet regime. There is no country in the
world where the penalties for indulging
in the nonconformist critical faculty are so
swift, so certain, and so ruthless; there is
no country in the world that has such a
high percentage of its intellectuals in emi-
gration, in prison, or in exile.

I recently read in an American maga-
zine an article by a British radical intel-
lectual who brightened up an unrelievedly
gloomy picture of the state of the legal pro-
fession under capitalism with an outburst
of enthusiasm over the unrivaled opportu-
nities for creative research and public
service which, he believed, were enjoyed
by bench and bar in the Soviet Union.
With the critical part of this article I am
not here concerned. But no sketch of the
position of the Soviet lawyer is remotely
adequate if it fails to show that he is defi-
nitely inhibited from performing one of
his most useful and honorable functions:
the protection of the individual against the
injustice of the State. In democratic coun-
tries, even in Czarist Russia, lawyers have
always been able to undertake this duty.
Beilis in Russia was acquitted; Dreyfus in
France was ultimately vindicated, despite
the powerful forces of official pressure and
race prejudice that were invoked in both
of these famous trials. Even when attempts
to defend victims of prejudice-tainted trials
failed, as in the cases of Sacco and Van-

zetti, and of Mooney up to the present
time, it is safe to say that the effort was
not in vain. Many other instances of in-
justice were in all probability forestalled.

It would be impossible to point to a
single case in recent years in the Soviet
Union where a lawyer has offered an out-
spoken, vigorous defense of a political pris-
oner. Yet this is not because evidence of
grotesque injustice has been lacking. One
need only recall the Ramzin sabotage trial
of 1930, when two men, Ryabushinsky and
Vishnegradsky, were solemnly indicted for
conspiring to set up a counter-revolution-
ary government in Russia years after they
had been dead and buried. The outside
world roared with laughter when it
learned of this illuminating slip. But nei-
ther the attorneys for the defense in the
farcical trial nor anyone else in the Soviet
courtroom saw fit to mention it.

Professor Vladimir Tchernavin, who es-
caped with his wife and child from a Sov-
iet concentration camp, has given from
personal knowledge a detailed, concrete
account of a typical sabotage frame-up in
the fishing industry, where the luckless
non-communist specialists were made
scapegoats for the inevitable failure of ex-
aggerated plans. But it would be simply
unthinkable for a Soviet lawyer, assigned
to “defend” a political prisoner, to em-
phasize damaging weaknesses in the pros-
ecution’s case or to publish in a legal
journal a vigorous denunciation of the fre-
quent practice of arbitrary arrest and exile
without trial. The immense force for in-
dividual security and common decency,
the vast bulwark against personal spite
and bureaucratic tyranny represented by
an independent judiciary and by lawyers
who can put forth their best efforts on be-
half of political defendants without fear
of being sent to concentration camps,
simply do not exist in the Soviet Union.
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Take another type of intellectual, the
historian. The vast majority of prewar his-
torians were driven from their university
chairs because they were considered in-
capable of giving the dogmatic Marxian
interpretation of history. More than that,
a considerable number of eminent histor-
ical scholars, including four members of
the Academy of Science — Platonov, Lu-
bavsky, Tarle, and Likhachev — were ar-
rested on charges that have never been
published, held for long periods in close
confinement, and finally banished with-
out ever being brought to public trial.
Platonov died in exile; the others suffered
permanent physical and psychological in-
jury as a result of their treatment.

Even the communist historian is far
from safe, if he does not tread a very
straight and narrow path of orthodoxy.
Several years ago a young communist his-
torian named Slutzky produced documen-
tary evidence to show that Lenin’s prewar
views on the question of international rev-
olution were not very different from
Trotzky’s. The article was published in a
Soviet historical magazine, whereupon a
formidable critic arose in the person of
Stalin. Denouncing the article and its pub-
lication with the emphatic phrases, “Coun-
ter-revolutionary Trotzkyism and rotten
liberalism towards it”, he made the entire
corps of Soviet young professors figura-
tively snap to attention. Soon every news-
paper and magazine in the country was
dutifully resounding with imitative thun-
derings against “counter-revolutionary
Trotzkyism and rotten liberalism”.

Stalin’s own accuracy and reliability in
the historical field may be judged by
comparing two passages in the English
translation of his book, The October Revo-
lution, referring to Trotzky’s role in the
upheaval. On page 30 he declares that “all
practical work in connection with the or-

ganization of the uprising was done under
the immediate direction of Comrade
Trotzky, the President of the Petrograd
Soviet”. On page 71 he tells us that “Com-
rade Trotzky did not play and could not
have played any special role in the October
uprising”.

Music might seem to have fewer con-
troversial political propositions than his-
tory, but woe to the Soviet composer
whose melodies fail to soothe the Dictator’s
breast. Only recently the works of Dmitri
Shostakovitch, generally recognized in
Russia and abroad as the outstanding post-
war Russian composer, were summarily
withdrawn from presentation in Moscow,
following a curt expression of Stalin’s dis-
approval. Of course, artists in every land
have a proverbially hard row to hoe. Un-
due conservatism of critics and academies,
the time-lag in popular appreciation of
new modes of expression, are justifiable
causes of complaint. But the American or
British young composer need have no fear
that his works will be blacklisted merely
because President Roosevelt or Premier
Baldwin doesn’t happen to like them.

Every printed word in the Soviet Union,
whether it be in book or play, in magazine
or newspaper, is subjected to preliminary
censorship. Anyone who knows what ab-
surdities censors can commit even. in dem-
ocratic countries, where their powers are
much more limited, can imagine what a
devastating effect this institution has on
creative thought and free artistic expres-
sion. The achievements of the Soviet cen-
sorship are numerous. They range from
the silencing of Russia’s most brilliant post-
war satirical writer and playwright, Mik-
hail Bulgakov, to the deletion from or-
chestra programs of Brahm’s Variations
on a Haydn Theme, because an unusually
literate censor discovered that the theme
was based on an old religious choral.
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The stubborn facts of the situation do
not bear out the pleasing theory, cited
earlier in the article, that the Soviet Union
stands for “a belief in the brotherhood and
inherent value of man, a belief in equality,
a belief in objective reason and science, a
belief in material welfare”.

Check these supposed beliefs in the light
of the visible record. Mass executions with-
out trial and wholesale deportations to
forced-labor camps are scarcely a convinc-
ing testimonial to faith in “the brother-
hood and inherent value of man”. Any
communist who today would advocate
equality in wages and salaries would be
quickly expelled from the Party and prob-
ably put in prison as well. “A belief in
objective reason and science” does not har-
monize with Fihrer Stalin’s forceful in-
trusions into music and philosophy, to say
nothing of history and economics, or with
a system of universal censorship. “A be-
lief in material welfare” has little practical
value when the meager Czarist standards
in this field in many cases have not been
attained with the second decade after the
Revolution nearly at an end.

VI

One reason for the many prevalent mis-
conceptions about the Soviet Union is the
amazing publicity and attention which
have been bestowed on the writings and
speeches of tourists and short-time visitors
to the country. Publishers who would not
think of bringing out a book on France or
England or Germany unless the author
showed genuine evidence of familiarity
with the country, its language, its history
and institutions, jump at the chance of
publishing works by fledgling authors
whose qualifications as Russian experts are
limited to participation in a brief organ-
ized tour, a scanty knowledge of perhaps

six words of Russian, and a soulful convic-
tion that Hope and a Plan are written on
the faces of every worker and muzhik
whom they saw from the train windows.

Scores of tourist parties to the Soviet
Union are advertised for the present year.
As one who has watched a good many of
these parties come and go in Moscow, I
may venture to offer a few reflections on
travel in Russia and on its inevitable lim-
itations for the great majority of foreign
visitors who do not know the Russian
language. One may put aside the exag-
gerated tales of the foreign traveler being
dogged with spies at every step and being
allowed to visit only certain prepared
places, and still retain the conviction that
there is an inevitable hothouse quality
about the impressions which the tourist
gathers. What are a few of the items that
are calculated to send away the visitor
with a conviction that all is, in the main,
for the best in the Soviet world? First of
all, his guides and interpreters are regis-
tered State employees who have been put
through a regular course of training as to
what to tell the traveler and who know
that any straying from instructions is
likely to bring unpleasant consequences.
Second, critically minded Russians avoid
foreigners as they would the bubonic
plague. There have been too many cases
when Russians have been exiled on the
mere suspicion of having conveyed un-
favorable impressions. Third, if, as is often
the case, the tourist goes with an organized
party, the leader is bound, by the nature of
the job, not to search for the dark sides of
Soviet life. A recent notice of a tour under
the leadership of Princess Irina Skariatina
refers to her as “a pre-revolutionary Rus-
sian who has accepted the new regime”.
The question naturally arises: what if she
had not accepted it? Obviously she would
not be leading tours in the Soviet Union.
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Finally, if the average American tourist
should break away from organized parties,
leaders, and State interpreters, and take a
side-trip on his own, he would get ex-
tremely little out of it because of the lan-
guage barrier.

Two personal experiences may help to
illustrate the sort of thing the tourist,
under present conditions, is almost certain
to miss. In the summer of 1932 my wife,
who is Russian by birth, and I visited the
Chelyabinsk tractor factory, then in course
of construction. My wife got into conversa-
tion with some of the forced-labor pris-
oners at the plant. This was not at all on
the official schedule for foreign visitors
and a communist foreman came up to her
and inquired: “Are you a Soviet citizen?”
When she assured him that she was not,
he withdrew and did not try to interfere.
But it is easy to imagine how much a for-
eigner with an interpreter who was a
Soviet citizen would have learned about
forced labor in Chelyabinsk.

On another occasion we were stopping
for a few days in an Ukranian village. We
attended a little entertainment at the vil-
lage school, where the children, under the
schoolmaster’s direction, sang the Inzer-
nationale and gave other signs of being
brought up as proper Soviet citizens. It
was only later, when we got into private
conversation with the schoolmaster and
when he realized that we were not com-
munists, that he revealed himself as an
ardent Ukranian nationalist, who hated
the Soviet dictatorship from the bottom
of his heart.

Protestant ministers constitute a fair pro-
portion of the annual contingent of vis-
itors to the Soviet Union. Their broad-
mindedness in being willing to hope and
look for the best in a State that is based
on dogmatic atheism is perhaps com-
mendable. But not one of these clerical

pilgrims to Moscow, perhaps because of
the limitations which, as I suggested, in-
evitably affect the observations of tourists,
seems to have realized the full extent of
the persecution of religion under the Sov-
iet regime.

The reality of persecution is often in in-
verse proportion to the publicity which it
receives. So at the present time the press
prints much more about' persecution of
religion in Germany than in Russia. There
can be no doubt that some of the measures
of the German central and local authorities
have been distasteful both to Protestant
and Catholic church bodies. But so long as
opposition Protestant churchmen are able
to hold meetings, to pass resolutions of
protest, and to communicate them to the
foreign press, persecution in the absolute
sense of the word can scarcely be said to
have begun. There will be genuine reason
for concern when and if a complete and
ominous silence prevails in the sphere of
German church affairs.

This is the situation which now prevalls
in Russia. No contact is possible between
journalists and representatives of the Or-
thodox Church or of the Russian evan-
gelical sects, because the immediate con-
sequence of any such contact would be the
arrest and exile of the Russian clerics in-
volved. The speedy and farcical termina-
tion of the one interview which the Soviet
Foreign Office, contrary to its usual prac-
tice, arranged between the acting head of
the Orthodox Church, Metropolitan Sergei,
and a group of foreign newspapersmen
was the best possible indication of the ter-
rorized status of the Church. Sergei liter-
ally bolted from the room as soon as ques-
tions were put to him about the numbers
of priests and bishops in prison and exile,
and the number of churches which had
been closed.

The main features of the Soviet drive
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to eradicate all forms of religious faith
may be briefly summarized as follows:
Strenuous inculcation of atheism in the
schools. Any teacher who is not willing
to give anti-religious instruction is liable
to dismissal. A complete ban on the print-
ing of religious books and on their impor-
tation from abroad. On the other hand
every facility is given for the mass publica-
tion of atheistic literature. The original
constitutional guaranty of freedom of re-
ligious and anti-religious propaganda has
been withdrawn; and religious propaganda
is now regarded as criminal. Anti-religious
propaganda is encouraged in every way.
Every kind of social and political disability
is imposed on believers. They are, of
course, excluded from membership in the
ruling Communist Party, which means
that they are automatically disbarred from
many posts of authority and responsibility.
The student who is known to be religious
is likely to be expelled from the univer-
sity; the State employee who is caught
going to church regularly is marked for
dismissal. Finally, large numbers of priests
and of ministers of the Protestant sects are
to be found in concentration camps; they
have usually been deported there without
any trial.

In view of these circumstances it is not
surprising that only the most strongly
convinced believers still dare to profess
their faith in Russia, or that the younger
generation is growing up largely atheistic.
A certain type of foreign visitor sees amaz-
ing precocity in the cocksure declaration
of the eight-year-old communist schoolboy
that there is no God. Actually, this is no
more an indication of developed thought
capacity than the corresponding assurance
of an urchin of Dayton, Tennessee, that
he was not descended from a monkey. The
sequel to the Revolution in Russia has not
been any kind of rationalist scepticism

(this would soon turn against the domi-
nant cult of Marxism-Leninism-Stalinism),
but an inverted fundamentalist atheism.

VI

The gross discrepancies between Soviet
realities and the rhapsodies of foreign dis-
coverers of an earthly Paradise in Russia
should not, of course, obscure the positive
achievements of the Soviet regime. Dur-
ing the last few years, Russia’s military
power and political weight in European
councils have visibly increased. The in-
dustrialization of the country has been
driven forward at a rapid pace. There have
been notable feats of exploration, of scien-
tific experimentation, and discovery. Gen-
eral elementary education has been in-
troduced. Recreation and entertainment
facilities for the masses have greatly im-
proved by comparison with prewar times.
The process of social upheaval unloosed
considerable reserves of energy and ability
among the classes which were most op-
pressed under the Czarist political and
social system. This, to be sure, was offset
by a cruel, wasteful, and, in many cases,
quite unnecessary destruction of opportu-
nity for gifted individuals who belonged
to the classes which were smashed by the
Revolution.

But neither the sum of these achieve-
ments nor any one of them, taken singly,
would necessarily imply the working of a
superior political, economic, and social sys-
tem. Every one of them can be duplicated
by other countries under different regimes.
To take two illustrations: Russia under
Alexander I played as great a role in Eu-
rope in the settlement after the Napoleonic
Wars as Russia under Stalin plays today.
Various countries (America after the Civil
War, Germany after the Franco-Prussian
War, Japan in recent years) have regis-
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tered spectacular gains in industrial build-
ing and output. On the other hand it
would be difficult to name any govern-
ment that has inflicted deliberately so much
loss of life and human suffering in peace
time as the Soviet dictatorship inflicted
between 1929 and 1933.

The development of the Bolshevik Rev-
olution need cause no surprise to any
thoughtful student of Russian history. Rus-
sia’s past is so impregnated with the prin-
ciple of despotism, with the conception
that the individual has no rights which
the State is bound to respect, that the
many ‘acts of communist Schrecklichkeit
flow from obvious historic sources. Ivan
the Terrible furnished more than one
model for Stalin. Peter the Great fumbled
at industrialization more than two cen-
turies before the first Five-Year Plan was
formulated. Nicholas I, head of a regi-
mented police-state, might well be the pa-
tron saint of the OGPU.

What is surprising is not the hard-boiled
terrorist character of the Soviet State, but
the obstinate refusal of foreign liberals
and radicals to recognize this character,
even in the face of the most overwhelming
evidence. It is disconcerting to see persons
who profess the utmost love for civil lib-
erty, prison reform, rights of unpopular
minorities, and similar worthy principles,

" in America, simultaneously indulge in un-

qualified eulogies of the Soviet Union,
the country of mass employment of forced
labor, all-pervading censorship and espio-
nage, administrative exile, and complete
suppression of any ideas that deviate from
Stalin’s conception of orthodox commu-
nism. It is almost as if a vegetarian society
should send a message of congratulation to
a cannibal tribe, or as if a group of paci-
fists should nominate Mussolini for the
Nobel Peace Prize.

The Biblical reference to straining at a
gnat and swallowing a camel would seem
to apply to the editors of magazines which
devote pages to insignificant labor disputes
in America, involving small numbers of
persons, and print not a line of comment on
the mass strike of Russia’s peasants against
collectivization, and the suppression of the
strikers by mass starvation. It would also
hold good for the individuals who are so
indignant over Tom Mooney and the Scotts-
boro boys, and so indifferent to the incom-
parably more numerous violations of every
principle of fair play for the accused in
the Soviet Union. These upholders of a
curious double standard of governmental
morality, a very soft standard for the Sov-
iet Union and a very hard standard for
the rest of the world, have let themselves
in for one of the most inflated Mississippi
Bubbles of sentimental infatuation ever
recorded.

@
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THE BANK INSURANCE MYTH

BY U. V.

ON JaNUARY 1, 1934, there wheeled

into action the Federal Deposit
Insurance Corporation, the heavi-
est siege gun adopted up to that date by
the New Deal Storm Troopers. It was
aimed at the money-changers in the Roose-
velt temple of purity; and at its breech-end,
lanyard in hand, stood a staff of the most
noisy and magnificent generals of the
More Abundant Life. What they pro-
posed to do appeared gallant in the ex-
treme. The first salvo was to notify the
American wage-earner that henceforth
and forever, his bank money was insured
by the federal government against loss,
spoilage, or sudden death; that his sav-
ings book was therefore safe and inviolate;
that there would never again occur vast
losses through mass-closure of banks; and
that the financial future of the Republic
was to be everlastingly rosy. In other
words, the bankers — those “creatures of
entrenched greed” — were to be soundly
shelled in their dugouts.

What issued from that frowning muz-
zle, however, was not a barrage of shrap-
nel and high explosive —but a dud. For,
sad to relate, the theory of federal bank
deposit guarantees has proved itself to be
economically unsound and impossible of
large-scale application. The promised
guarantee is only partial, and is paid for
in the main by banks which do not profit
from its provisions. The whole scheme has
substituted reliance on federal mecha-
nisms for individual brains and corporate

WILCOX

responsibility, its only tangible substance
is the hold it exercises on the management
of bankmg In brief, its development has
resulted in a financial dictatorship which
uses political tools and the mandatory
voice of a Fiihrer to harass bankers and
embarrass depositors. The conclusion to
be drawn is extremely obvious — the new
rules and regulations are not guarantees
of financial security; rather, they are being
used as a means by which the Roosevelt
bureaucracy hopes to seize absolute con-
trol of the banks as one further and im-
portant step toward the creation of the
New Deal totalitarian state,

But why then, it is only valid to ask,
has the citizenry so eagerly accepted this
spurious theory of deposit insurance? Why
have some bankers given lip service to the
FDIC? Why have others failed to dis-
close the structural faults which lie be-
neath the outer coat of gaudy paint? The
simplest answer is that Freud’s wish-ful-
fillment principle is still operating. The
bankers pine for public confidence; the
depositors yearn for safety; and the New
Dealers grab a grandiose chance to pose
as benefactors of the poor and guardians
of security while at the same time gain-
ing collectivist control over yet another
natjonal sinew.,

The somewhat startling fact that bank
insurance has proved a dismal failure in
a dozen states within the past 100 years,
has quietly been hushed. The announce-
ment that the ultimate guarantor of safety

17
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is the federal Treasury, is considered suffi-
cient to stifle all doubts. The public is mes-
merized into believing that all banks are
sound — or that federal fiat will quickly
make them so. Ergo, the New Era of
Planned Economy is here.

But let us examine the facts.

I
On March 4, 1933 — the birthday of mod-

ern civilization — the country was gravely
concerned over its closed banks, its re-
stricted banks, and even those banks which
remained open; and Dr. Roosevelt and
his Tugwells were suddenly confronted
with a magnificent opportunity for seiz-
ing control of all banking. Two courses
were open to secure this desideratum:
first, direct action —a decree of outright
federal management; second, indirect ac-
tion — legislation to bring about control
through regulation. The New Deal, run-
ning true to form, chose the second as the
more adroit expedient,

Now it must be remembered that all
banking in this country is chartered bank-
ing. National banks obtain their charters
from Washington; state banks from the
state capitals. The charter is a grant of
authority to perform a certain function; in
return, the institution must provide cer-
tain services. The widespread crisis of 1933
presented the opportunity of extending
these chartering powers. A charter of
safety was offered to and, in effect, re-
quired of the banks. National, Federal
Reserve, and state members were virtually
ordered to subscribe; they had no choice.
All were told that if they conformed to
the standards set up under the law, they
could stamp the federal insignia of in-
surance on their deposits.

It is not necessary to relate the complete

history of the passage of the Federal De-

posit Insurance Act. Briefly, there was first
offered a temporary plan and, later, a
permanent one. Revisions followed, the
result of hearings in the House and the
Senate. A few bankers subscribed to the
theory as a palliative measure. Many others
opposed it. But the law was passed and is
now on the statute books. It provides that
insured banks (which include all but 1000
of the nation’s total) shall advertise that
the FDIC underwrites all accounts up to
$5000. A brass plate was designed by the
New Deal Cellinis and its display made
mandatory; it must be placed over every
paying and receiving window; not to dis-
play it carries a cash penalty of $100 a
day. Hence at the present, there are ap-
proximately 14,200 banks bearing the glit-
tering federal imprint of supposed safety.

It is asserted by high officials of the Cor-
poration, in their speeches and their litera-
ture, that ninety-cight per cent of the ac-
counts in these banks are fully insured.
To the casual observer this figure is im-
pressive — because it seems to imply that
ninety-eight per cent of the money on de-
posit is insured. Such an implication is
at sharp variance with the truth. For,
actually, less than one half the total de-
posits display the holy imprimatur.

A little figuring revealed to the New
Dealers that the majority of all bank ac-
counts are below $5000. This is because
there are so many small accounts varying
from one to one hundred dollars. They
make up the huge total of ninety-eight
per cent, yet they do not reveal the actual
scope of the Deposit Insurance Corpora-
tion. Neither does the corporation disclose
to the public the fact that banks have
never been especially concerned over ac-
counts of less than §5000. On the contrary,
it is the sudden demand for payment of
accounts above that figure which the bank
must be prepared to meet, no matter what
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economic circumstances prevail at the mo-
ment.

The deposit liabilities of the 14,200 banks
total approximately $41,500,000,000. This
entire sum, however, is not insured, even
though FDIC officials are forever declar-
ing that ninety-eight per cent of all ac-
counts are safe. As the maximum of fed-
eral liability to pay immediately is but
$5000, these banks contain only about §18,-
000,000,000 of insured funds. Under the
New Deal guarantee, this sum will be
paid on demand — calamity, war, disease,
or the sudden growth of hair on Jim Far-
ley’s head to the contrary notwithstanding.

But what of the remaining $23,500,000,-
000, also on deposit? No federal fiat in-
sures this, although it is part of the whole.
Hence, in case of a bank failure, the ordi-
nary liquidation procedure must be em-

“ployed with payments made as the bank’s
assets are sold. This $23,500,000,000 repre-
sents the deposits above $5000 and com-
prises the bulk of money that meets
America’s payrolls, buys commodities, and
provides capital through the purchase of
securities. It is thus evident that the busi-
ness of the country represented in bank
deposits is not insured at all.

This $23,500,000,000, however, is levied
upon to pay for the federal charter of
safety to the banks which carry the small
accounts. The law specifies that all Na-
tional and Reserve member banks and
accepted state banks must pay one-twelfth
of one per cent of their zotal deposits.
But in actual operation, approximately
13,000 banks pay less than this premium,
while 800 of the larger institutions pay
more than one-fourth of one per cent. The
800, then, are taxed to provide the
safety required for the small banks which
cannot afford to pay and yet remain in
existence. In the entire country, there are
only about 200 banks which pay for their

own protection. Thus, we discover an-
other extension of the New Deal’s Utopian
principle of penalizing the wealthy for
the benefit of the masses. Big business,
through heavy contributions, makes the
fiat of safety plausible —but the federal
government takes the credit.

At the time this is written, thirty-four
insured banks have failed. With the ex-
ception of one institution, which closed as
a result of alleged embezzlements, all are
small banks. The bulk of their deposits
are below the maximum insured line. The
prompt repayment of these losses has pro-
vided a vast amount of ballyhoo as to the
success of the insurance program. In the
case of one Pennsylvania institution, with
nearly $5,000,000 in deposits (the only
large failure), the liquidation process has
been no more rapid than usual. After six
months, a statement reveals $254,000 in
fully-insured accounts unpaid, and $2,
326,000 out of the $5,000,000 paid. But the
bank carried 168 accounts which totaled
$1,557,000. The sign in the window of
the bank, placed there at the order of the
Federal Corporation, is now providing no
surcease to these 168 individuals and busi-
ness corporations. They must await the
red tape of the liquidators of the FDIC
and share with the receivers the ultimate
losses. :

It can thus be seen that the program of
deposit safety is not in actuality any such
thing. It is not insurance at all. No one
in Washington possesses any statistics, or
has completed any studies, to obtain actu-
arial facts upon which to calculate bank
deposit insurance. The premiums charged
bear no relation to the degree of risk as-
sumed or the value of the protection
offered. There exists no information which
makes it possible for the Federal Corpora-
tion to predict the interval of bank failures.
This fact was admitted by one of its high
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officers, Mortimer Fox, Jr., chief of the
Division of Statistics and Research, and
a nephew of Secretary of the Treasury
Morgenthau. Speaking to a statistical group,
he said:

The catastrophe hazard in the case of bank
deposits is so great as practically to preclude
the possibility of genuine insurance. . .
It is unreasonable to suppose that the ex-
perience of the past gives any indication of
what the losses to depositors may be in the
future.

And yet there is delivered to the nation
an insurance corporation! As such, it as-
sumes risks which are concentrated in a
comparatively small number of large units
without any actual compensate cost, since
the premium charged is uniform. It takes
no especial skill to appreciate that to in-
sure all banks for the same price is as dif-
ferent from sound insurance procedure as
insuring all buildings against fire loss at
the same price, regardless of risk. How
many fireproof buildings would be con-
structed if surety costs in non-fireproof
buildings were the same?

Why then, it will be asked, is the FDIC
attempting the impossible? Mr. Fox him-
self gives us the answer:

The equity of the United States Govern-
ment, and the twelve Federal Reserve
banks, in the Corporation, makes available
to it the credit of the government without
which deposit insurance would probably
not be possible.

That frank admission ought to label, for
once and for all, as outright quackery this
fond New Deal scheme for a bank insur-
ance which does not fully insure, does not
distribute its risks according to any tested
plan, requires payments from some banks
to support others, and provides an unpre-
dictable tax on every citizen of the United
States in event of a nation-wide economic
catastrophe.

11

As I have indicated, there is far more
to this program of federal insurance than
the popular belief that bank runs are
ended forevermore. In the contract be-
tween bank and corporation — the charter
of “guaranteed” safety extended by the
FDIC — the careful reader will find con-
siderable fine print. It is the type of con-
tract that holds many a joker. When
closely examined it reveals the collectivists’
move to bring under control all banks and
make them pay tribute to a politically-
appointed board in Washington.

Who are these controllers of the in-
sured banks of the nation? How are they
appointed and what can they do under
the guise of extending bank séfety? The
Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation
functions through a three-man board of
directors. These directors are appointed by
the President of the United States. The
Act does not require that bankers, statis-
ticians, financiers, or actuaries be selected.
It merely specifies that the jobholders be
“citizens”, What sort of citizen is left to
party advisers and the President’s happy-
go-lucky nature. Reward for party effort
and service can thus be repaid —and has
been repaid.

This board of three is supreme. It can
swiftly draft a grandiose scheme of sociali-
zation of banking processes, or it can ac-
complish the same end through manipula-
tions over a long period. Its authority is
absolute. It has ample opportunity to re-
organize the banking directory, to shift
and to mould, and to issue countless regu-
lations. Can anyone believe that such a
triumvirate will eschew politics? Will a
politically-appointed board bite the hand
that placed it in control? Will a leopard
change its spots?

The FDIC board is empowered under
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law to delve into the affairs of any bank
which has accepted its protection. Accord-
ing to its own legal department, the board
has the right to consider “the financial
history and condition of the banks, the
adequacy of their capital structure, their
future earning prospects, the general char-
acter of their management, the conveni-
ences and needs of the communities served
by the banks, and whether their corporate
powers are consistent ‘with the purposes
of the Federal Deposit Insurance law”.
After determining “earning capacity”, and
“policy”, and “history”, and “character of
management”, and “needs of the com-
munity”, and polishing the crystal to “esti-
mate its future”, the board is permitted a
criticism of corporate powers, regardless
of whether these have been vouchsafed
through national or state banking super-
visors. In addition, the law provides that
these politically-appointed czars of bank-
ing can order mergers and eliminations.
True, the bank may object to these orders,
and its officers may complain, but they
must do so to the same board which is-
sued the decrees. There is no higher au-
thority.

The collectivists assert that the board
must be given these broad powers in order
that the insurance fund may be protected.
Yet on the other hand, the banks have no
protection as to the size of the Corpora-
tion’s payroll, which is supported out of
their premiums. Neither do they share
in the naming of the board or its staff.
It may well be asked, then, if a merger
or an elimination is proposed, can the
stockholders or the depositors of the insti-
tution in question do anything about it?
The answer is nothing at all —but wail.
What are the prospects of proving that
the board in Washington was actuated
by any but the most exalted motives?
None. The FDIC has the power to transfer

your account to some other bank whose
officers are acceptable to the New Dealers. It
then follows that your new overseers may
not be kindly disposed to your business.
In fact, it is entirely possible, and not
illogical, that the forces in control may
not like you, your morals, your religion,
your family, or your reasoning on political
questions of the day. If that is the case,
it will be just too bad.

The law provides that the Corporation
can issue binding regulations — which it
is doing at present — stipulating what in-
terest banks may pay and to whom. The
banks also are being told what constitutes
demand and other deposits, and who may
have such deposits. The law even provides
that an institution must advertise the
safety slogans of the Corporation in cer-
tain ways and under certain conditions.
According to L. E. Birdzell, general coun-
sel, the Corporation’s board has the “power
to approve or disapprove of any consoli-
dation or merger with a non-insured bank.
Similarly, it is given authority to approve
or disapprove proposals to reduce capital,
or to establish or operate new branches,
or to move a branch from one location to
another. It may also require banks to
secure reasonable insurance protection
against burglary, defalcation, and other in-
surable losses”. Hence, it is not illogical
to envisage the insured bank of the future
as similar to the individual unit of a chain
grocery, distinguished from others only
through the affability of its personnel or
the adroitness of its clerks in swatting
flies.

The banker who pays his premium can
do very little about all this. His institu-
tion is examined and criticized by the Cor-
poration’s officials. The reports are ana-
lyzed and filed in Washington. The banker
knows he can be held to account for any
policy ~designated as “undesirable” —
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which can include financial support of a
political party and its candidates. In other
words, your banker must please Washing-
ton or lose his insured status. The power
of the three master minds is the power
of life and death, since the board, in deny-
ing insurance, in effect advertises that
such institutions are unsafe. Leo T. Crow-
ley, chairman of the board, has declared:

I can visualize the day when dismissal from
the insurance fund will be tantamount to
a bank’s liquidation.

Said the esteemed Mr. Fox:

Congress has given the Corporation the
authority, after due notice has been served
upon the bank and upon supervisory au-
thority, to expel from insurance benefits a
recalcitrant institution. The threat of ex-
pulsion has been the most potent means at
the disposal of the Corporation for enfore-
ing its recommendations.

Hence it is patent why the 14,200 in-
sured banks will hesitate before refusing
to follow the recommendations from
Washington. It is also plain why bank
deposit insurance is advertised as a boon
to all mankind.

The right to change the banking set-up
in any city or town is defended as a valu-
able check against the establishment of
too many banks, of unsound banks, of
banks without prospects of permanence.
But the danger lies in the basis upon which
the board predicates its action, for no one
can expect it to ignore political factors.
Mergers and eliminations are even now
being effected. An announcement from
Washington in mid-January revealed that

three Michigan banks were merged into
one. The State banking commissioner
found it to his advantage to accept the
presidency of the merged institution. In
Pennsylvania, two banks were merged.
And the chairman of the board has revealed
to a Senate committee that a number of
other consolidations are under study, which
will result in consolidations or liquidations
for more than 100 banks, and possibly more.
In each case, the officers of the merged banks
must be sanctified by Washington.

Now to believe that such powers and
programs will ignore party patronage is to
subscribe to the infallibility of the New
Deal. The collectivists’ ideal is control, and
the end justifies the means. A half-dozen
examples could be cited as indicative of
the unwillingness of officialdom to with-
stand criticism, and the nation has wit-
nessed the punishment of critics whenever
they could be reached. Can it be held with
any validity that bankers will escape while
there exists machinery available to require
obedience? The Banking Act of 1936
grants a greater measure of control over
the mechanics of finance than has ever be-
fore been given to any American govern-
mental body.

It Can’t Happen Here? If this isnt
fascism, Mussolini is an Athenian demo-
crat. And every day in every way the
Roosevelt dictatorship tightens its hold
over the life and property of every citizen.
Encouraged by the support of all crack-
pots and radicals, the New Deal col-
lectivist state swells to ever greater power
as the liberal-minded American looks on
supinely.

&



THE END OF DEMOCRACY

BY RALPH ADAMS CRAM

HE title of this essay leaves some-

thing to be desired. The end of a

democracy is certainly now in process
of accomplishment, and so far as this par-
ticular democracy is concerned, as it has
come to be today, both in politics and in
society, the words do well enough. Of
this phenomenon it is true to say that it
is at an end, at least so far as its ener-
gizing force is concerned. In a few coun-
tries its forms remain, voided of the
original dynamic content, and these desic-
-cations, mere shells or simulacra, give the
illusion of reality and continuity.

Now the thesis I am prepared to de-
fend is that there was once a High De-
mocracy, not only in theory but in prac-
tice, and that this has now given place to
a Low Democracy which is its antithesis.
High Democracy was actually realized for
a few centuries during the Middle Ages.
It is known in contemporary histories as
Monarchical Feudalism. In theory it was
held by the Framers of the Constitution
of the United States, though they thought
of it as an Aristocratic Republic. After
such fashion do what Jeremy Bentham
called “imposter terms” and Roosevelt the
First denominated “weasel words” seduce
the fluid mind of a receptive public into
grave error.

I apologize to the revered memory of
Washington, Adams, Madison, Gerry, and
all their fellows for attributing to them
any intellectual commerce with democ-
racy, for if they feared anything it was

precisely this, whereby their prevision was
highly justiied. As Mr. Albert Jay Nock
says: “One sometimes wonders how our
Revolutionary forefathers would take it if
they could hear some flatulent political
thimble-rigger charge them with having
founded ‘the great and glorious democracy
of the West’.” Of course, as we know now,
they never intended to do anything of the
sort, but in spite of their elaborate precau-
tions against the possibility of such a thing
coming to pass through the malice of time
and the propensity to evil of a reprobate
human nature, their hopes were vain.
Within a generation, decomposition of the
body of their wisdom set in, to continue
by process of mathematical progression
until life had departed and a new and, so
to speak, fungoid growth had insensibly
taken its place.

This, the current type of democracy,
founded on certain recently promulgated
dogmas, none of them much more than a
century and a half old, has little, if any,
relationship to that ideal estate which in
the past served as inspiration to the pro-
tagonists of the democracy of realization.
It was based on a variety of doctrines that
cannot be authenticated biologically, his-
torically, or philosophically. Amongst these
was that particularly disastrous dogma of
“progressive” evolution whereby man was
assumed to be engaged in an automatic
and irresistible advance towards some “far-
off, divine event,” based on inherent per-
fectibility, with free, secular, universal, and
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compulsory education as the assured guar-
anty of this desirable result, and as its ef-
fective power. Bracketed with this was the
amiable and humanitarian theory that all
men are created free and equal.

Deriving from these pious aspirations,
as of necessity, came the plausible scheme
of representative, parliamentary govern-
ment, founded on universal suffrage, with,
as its own original contribution and es-
sential quality, the Reconstruction Era
principle that the electoral franchise is not
a privilege (as it was prior to that Witches’
Sabbath of corruption, infamy, and dis-
grace) but an inalienable right, inherent in
man as man, and of equal validity with
the incontestable right to life, liberty, and
the pursuit of happiness. Finally, and in
a way, the most curious (but imperative)
of all, the dogma that the majority was
practically sure to be more nearly right
on all possible subjects than any minority,
and that, anyway, the decision of the ma-
jority, right or wrong, wise or otherwise,
must implicitly be accepted and obeyed.

This is the bastard form of an origi-
nally sane and fine idea. It has had to be
abolished as a public nuisance in most of
the countries of Europe. It still lingers in
the fullness of its futility in France, with
a number of inopportune devices added
for full measure, while, under sufferance,
it precariously exists in the Iberian penin-
sula. In Great Britain and the admirable
Scandinavian kingdoms it still manages
fairly well, partly because these countries
are monarchical in form, partly because
some of the worst features of modern de-
mocracy have never found lodgment there,
partly because the subjects of the several
sovereigns have been blessed by God with
an unusual amount of good sense. Here in
the United States we had, to start with, a
great and preservative Fundamental Law
that worked well until it became progres-
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sively vitiated by ill-considered Amend-
ments, while some of the silliest features
of the later parliamentary systems of the
Continent were never taken over, though
the suggestion has been made from time
to time that we might well indulge in this
wild adventure. It is true we have troubles
enough of our own, but what remains in-
tact of the Constitution of 1787 has saved
us thus far from the particular disasters
that have brought the European demo-
cratic-parliamentary house of cards to de-
struction and established in its place
communistic, military, or political dicta-
torships.

There are none too many citizens of
these despotisms who would have the old
system back. Whether they like the new
autocracies or not, and probably the ma-
jority are not any too well pleased with
what they have, they have had enough of
parliamentary democracy and are vocifer-
ous in their denunciation of this, which
has now become a sort of second and
equally distasteful Ancien Régime. And
the pathos, even the tragedy of it all, is
that they themselves, these denouncers of
democracy, are the very ones (or their im-
mediate forebears) who made the old de-
mocracy what it is today — or was yester-
day. To quote G. K. Chesterton: “They
will first take a natural thing, then daub
it and disguise it and deface it with arti-
ficial things and then complain that it is
an unnatural thing, and throw it away. At
the beginning each alteration must be ac-
cepted as an improvement. By the end
each improvement is used to show that
the thing should be not so much altered
as abolished.” In the greater part of Eu-
rope the daubed, disguised, defaced thing
has already been thrown away. The same
may happen here unless alteration is put
in process. The wisdom of this course leaps
to the mind.
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The really vital and insistent question
today is just such drastic alteration, in
what it is to consist, and how it is to be
accomplished. If we are to avoid that vain
repetition of history which has been the
way of the world since time out of mind
(there are, admittedly, few historical prec-
edents that would indicate such a possi-
bility) and escape the Nemesis of their
foolish ways that has at last caught up
with the several states of Europe (not to
mention the ersatz republics of South and
Central America and China), these ques-
tions will have to be solved in short order.
These are the vanishing volumes of the
Sibylline Books. Only three are left, those
earmarked for England, France, and
America, and the price is steadily rising.

We have had no lack of warning dur-
ing the last ten years. Indeed it is aston-
ishing how many and how significant are
the books that recently have appeared, all
showing in varying words and from dif-
ferent points of view just where we are
and how we got there. A century ago
William Cobbett warned of what would
happen if society kept on the way it had
begun, and he did not nor could not have
known the half of it; or the tenth. Others
followed after him down to the time of Car-
lyle, Ruskin, and Morris, but the ethos of
the nineteenth century was in full con-
trol, and no one for a moment believed
a word of these discredited Cassandras.
Now that all has happened that they pre-
dicted — and more — diagnosis has taken
the place of prognosis. Spengler began it,
I suppose, and following him have come
Hilaire Belloc, G. K. Chesterton, R. H.
Tawney, Ortega y Gasset, Nikolai Berd-
yaev, William Aylott Orton, W. G. Peck,
Herbert Agar, Albert Jay Nock, Alexis
Carrel, Christopher Dawson, and a score
of others all following along the same
line. And the two great Papal Encyclicals,

Rerum Novarum and Quadragesima
Anno, have their part here as well.

So far as the diagnostical works are con-
cerned, most of them might not unjustly
be called defeatist. For them it is “Under
which king, Bezonian, speak or diel”
since for them there seem but the two
alternatives, communism or dictatorship,
once contemporary democracy is liqui-
dated; a consummation they confidently
and unanimously look on both as de-
voutly to be wished and as inescapable.
For their convictions there is, it must be
admitted, ample justification in conditions
as they are and as they hurriedly progress,
but to accept such disaster without at least
a struggle, is, as I say, a defeatism that
borders on Moslem fatalism. As Ortega y
Gasset says, “A hurricane of farcicality,
everywhere and in every form, is at pres-
ent raging over the lands of Europe,” and
it may be the nations that have not as yet
had to make the terrible choice, may ulti-
mately join the general debacle, with the
second Dark Ages that the great Spanish
philosopher envisages following after. It
is neither easy nor pleasant to anticipate
the same fate for the United States. With
the great model of our original Constitu-
tion before us, and with the mental inge-
nuity of our inventors and discoverers
turned to more really creative concerns
than have been their prepossession dur-
ing the past fifty years, we surely ought,
by taking thought, to find a third alterna-

tive to communism and dictatorship.

II

The Great War was fought, we were told,
to make the world safe for democracy, but
we are beginning now to realize that it
was the wrong sort of democracy. It was a
thing not worth the saving. It was only a
hundred years old anyway, but it had lived
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long enough to reveal its fallaciousness.
Behind it stood another democracy of very
different temper and it would seem to be
the part of wisdom, first of all to go back
to that and see if it might not serve as a
basis to build upon.

The use of the word democracy is a lit-
tle ambiguous. If what we have is that,
then what we had before was not. A dic-
tionary definition means nothing. The
People never have governed and by their
nature they never will. From town meet-
ing to Congress, government — legisla-
tive, executive, and judicial —is deter-
mined, directed, and administered by small
oligarchies of statesmen, professional pol-
iticians, money barons, industrialists, spell-
binders, shysters, and gangsters — to cover
the field from one end to the other — and
its quality depends on the combination of
these varied elements and the preponder-
ance of one or the other. The people have
very little to do with it, especially along
constructive lines. They do not vote for a
policy or candidate but against a candi-
date or policy. When mob psychology is
aroused, they have a certain veto power
that is effective through its very mass, and
this, like all veto power, whether of a chief
executive or a court, is as often used un-
wisely as wisely.

This is very far from being democracy,
either in theory or practice, and if there
were nothing more to it than the right to
vote, representative, parliamentary gov-
ernment, rotation in office, free, secular,
public education and social egalitarianism,
and no standards of value, culture, or con-
duct determined and imposed from supe-
rior sources either human or divine, then
the word could not be used in the sense
in which I propose to use it. As a matter of
fact, this is all no more than a pseudo-
democracy, a sort of changeling foisted on
a naive and unsuspecting public. Rightly
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it has no claim to the title. Is there, then, or
has there been, a true democracy? If so,
what are its distinguishing marks?

In the first place there are certain things
true democracy definitely is not. It is not
universal suffrage, the parliamentary sys-
tem of government, direct legislation or
those pet panaceas of democratic corrup-
tion and inefficiency recommended to a
very sick body politic in the time of Roose-
velt the First, the initiative and referendum.
The forms of the governmental machines
are not implied by democratic ideology nor
are they determined by its principles. There
have been and are “democracies” that are
tyrannical, oppressive, and destructive of
legitimate human liberty; there have been
and are “monarchies” that stand for and
enforce the basic principles of the higher
democracy.

Democracy is not the abolition of status,
the elimination of grades or rank in the
social organism, the establishing of one
dead level of uniformity by pulling down
from above and pushing up from below.
Aristocracy and monarchy are not incon-
sistent with its ethos —but they must be
of the right type. The contemporary aris-
tocracy of wealth and the monarchies that
followed the end of the Middle Ages and
held pretty well down to the time of the
Great War, are inconsistent with high
democratic principle.

What is this “Higher Democracy” of
which the current and dissolving type is
little more than a caricature? As there
has never been any authoritative and dog-
matic revelation on this point, each indi-
vidual must, I suppose, construct his own
definition. What follows can only be the
statement of a personal conviction, but I
think it has some justification in history
and in philosophy.

Democracy is that form of social or-
ganization which endeavors to assure to
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mankind Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of
Happiness.

This sounds axiomatic, indeed platitu-
dinous, but it is worth repeating here
simply because it has so completely been
forgotten, that all democratic or pseudo-
democratic communities have either com-
pletely lost, or are by way of losing, power
on the part of the individual so to live
his life as to make possible the achieve-
ment of these ends. In this respect the
United States stands on a level with Italy,
Germany, Mexico, and the U. S. S. R. As
* a matter of fact, our social, economic, and
political estate is now, and has been for
seventy years, the antithesis of a true dem-
ocratic polity and state. Not only does it
negate all the principles of the Higher
Democracy, it has lost even the reality of
its modern degenerate form. Let us see
wherein some of these antitheses exist.

In a very suggestive book called T#e
Crisis of the Middle Classes, Mr. Lewis
Corey says, in estimating democracy, that
“its form of expression and substantial
reality was the liberty and equality of men
owning their independent means of live-
lihood.” This is pretty fundamental. What
price money-capitalism, big business, mass
production, and trustification? The anony-
mous author of Our Lords and Masters
has' put into very concise form what we
already subconsciously knew but were
laggard to realize — the actual nature, the
cosmic sweep, the inclusive and dominat-
ing power of the controlling factors in
current society. Exercising, as they do now,
complete control of the life of the civilized
portions of the planet, they made this first
qualification of democracy impracticable.
A century ago seventy per cent of the
American people lived in accordance with
this first principle; they were free, inde-
pendent, self-supporting, self-respecting
citizens, owning their own land, practicing

their own craft or trade; in a word, free-
men. Today seventy per cent of the pop-
ulace are proletarians, whether they wear
white collars or blue overalls. They have
no means of support except the sale of
their mental and manual services in a mar-
ket daily becoming more and more con-
gested and now close to the saturation
point. They are unfree men. This is not
democracy of any sort.

A stable democratic society must be based
upon a populace, sixty per cent of whom
live on land which they own, or make their
livelihoods from subsidiary craft and shop
work, also individually or communally
owned. Incidentally, such a social order
offers the only visible cure for current un-
employment. As William Green of the
American Federation of Labor says, “While
technological improvements in industry are
steadily reducing the number of workers
necessary to provide all the goods and serv-
ices industry can market, the number of
men and women who want work is steadily
increasing.” At one time it looked as though
this very obvious solution of a critical social
problem had suggested itself in Washing-
ton, but as soon as subsistence homesteads
were tentatively put in process, the vested
interests that so largely energize judicial
opinion took alarm, and the Comptroller
General found the scheme as unconstitu-
tional as the Blue Eagle.

Very soon it will be necessary to decide
whether we shall restore a truly demo-
cratic state of the original sort, or go on
(there is no other alternative) to the cor-
porative, totalitarian state or to that state
socialism which is the negation of all
democracy, whether original or derivative.

I

The original democratic idea has been
transformed, distorted, and finally nega-
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tived by the measures adopted to imple-
ment it. The process was dual and recip-
rocal. The zeitgeist has for a century or
more been busily at work inculcating what
is known (and widely observed) as “dem-
ocratic doctrine”. This had a determining
influence on the progressive changes neces-
sarily taking place in the fundamental law
and in the instruments and mechanism
of the governmental organization, while
each new modification of technical and
operative methods intensified and exag-
gerated the “spirit of the age”, whose
workings were mysterious but actual and
possibly irresistible. An example of this is
the progressive amendment of the Amer-
ican Constitution where every change
made since the promulgation of the Bill
of Rights has been in answer to this—
again so-called — democratic impulse. The
original Constitution was conservative,
constructive, anti-revolutionary, and anti-
democratic, in the sense later manifested
in the French Revolution. Once this epic
event had occurred, the repercussions were
universally widespread, and almost uncon-
sciously it affected the whole course of
later political development.

In the beginning, ‘.e., 1787, there was
no clear conception of, or provision for,
party government, partly because at that
time political parties did not properly ex-
ist. Shortly thereafter they were in full
swing, dividing the electorate on what
became the standard bi-partisan, Conserv-
ative-Liberal lines. It was a foolish sys-
tem, since it resulted in permanent war-
fare for office between the factions, a
generally regular oscillation between two
powers (except when war and the suppres-
sion of a conquered people and the party
of their allegiance left the other party in
power for a long period, incidentally with
worse results than had followed the older
system of rotation) which meant a com-

plete lack of continuity in policy, domes-
tic and foreign, and an unwholesome
state of feverishness and uncertainty in
society. The reductio ad absurdum of this
plan, which finds its parallel only in Alice
in Wonderland, is the parliamentary sys-
tem of the Continent, where there were
no plausible political parties, not even of
the ins and outs, as in recent years in
America, but anywhere from six to twelve
personal and feudal followings. The result
in point of conspiracy, corruption, and
impotence through the shuffling of blocs
in order that a government might achieve
a brief lease of life, was on a par with Of
Thee I Sing and would have been equally
farcical and amusing if it had not had
such tragic consequences. The spectacle
of once reputable countries such as France,
writhing under three or four ministries
in a year (Portugal was even more phre-
netic), was one to make the high gods
grin acridly, and philosophical evolution-
ists cry peccavil This three-ringed circus
of Continental parliamentary government
was in itself enough to explain, if not to
justify, the advent of Mussolini, Hitler,
Pilsudski, and the daily dozen of other
dictators from King Zog to Mustapha
Kemal.

Now the parliamentary system based on
political, partisan divisions is no essential
part of sound democratic doctrine. It was
a plausible device to implement a demo-
cratic doctrine that was rotting as it rip-
ened. And it was a bad one. Si quiere
monumentum, circumspice. Fascism, Bol-
shevism, Nazi-ism, have produced substi-
tutes, but day by day and in every way it
begins to look as though the last state
would be worse than the first, though such
a result rather staggers the imagination.
If this Republic had ever taken over the
Continental idea of governing ministries
responsible to the legislative bodies, and
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bound to fall on an adverse vote, finis
would have been written long ago. Back
to the parliamentary system, either Con-
tinental or American, we cannot go, for
we now have seen what it means and why
and what are its results. Onward (or back-
ward or sideways, whatever it is) we
cannot go to state socialism or the totalita-
rian state. The discovery of a saving alter-
native is the precise issue before us today.

Social equality, Z.e., a leveling of all
human life and its component parts to the
basic grade of those that are least distin-
guished in point of intelligence, character,
and capacity for creative work, together
with a similar leveling off of stand-
ards of value, is equally no part of sound
democratic doctrine. Three things are es-
sential: abolition of privilege; equality of
opportunity; utilization of ability. What is
the application of these principles to the
Modern Age?

To quote from Dr. Carrel, who of late
has added to his high position of scien-
tist that of a constructive philosopher:

Another error, due to the confusion of
the concepts of human being and individ-
ual, is democratic equality. This dogma is
now breaking down under the blows of the
experience of the nations. It is, therefore,
unnecessary to insist on its falseness, but
its success has been astonishingly long.
How could humanity accept such faith for
so many years? . . . Indeed human beings
are equal, but individuals are not. The
equality of their rights is an illusion. The
feeble minded and the man of genius
should not be equal before the law.* The
stupid, the unintelligent, those who are
depressed, incapable of invention, or effort,
have no right to a higher education. It is
absurd to give them the same electoral
power as the fully developed individuals.
... The democratic principle has con-
tributed to the collapse of civilization in

*T assume that Dr. Carrel means under statutory
law, not before courts of law. The difference is
radical.
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opposing the development of an élite. . . .
The standardization of men by the demo-
cratic ideal has already determined the pre-
dominance of the weak. . . . The myth of
equality, the love of the symbol, the con-
tempt for the concrete fact are, in a large
measure, guilty of the collapse of indi-
viduality. As it was impossible to raise the
inferior types, the only means of producing
democratic equality among men was to
bring all to the lowest level.

The first law in the Book of Man is
inequality. Individuals vary in intelligence,
character, capacity for doing one thing or
another, and well or ill, far more than
they do in their physical characteristics.
From the Australian blackfellow, the
writer of popular songs, or the publisher
of a tabloid newspaper, to Akhnaton,
Leonardo da Vinci, or Pope Leo XIII is
a space that almost needs to be measured
in astronomical terms. Any society that
does not recognize this and attempts to
liquidate this disparity can last but a short
time and is doomed to quick dissolution
after a sad and unsavory record. As a mat-
ter of fact, none has seriously made the
attempt. The destruction of an aristoc-
racy of Praetorian Guards of blood and
breeding, of knighthood nobility, of great
land-holders, of scholars and artists and
poets, simply means that its place is imme-
diately taken by something worse: party
politicians and their subsidizers, multi-
millionaires, great industrialists, or the
manipulators of securities on the stock ex-
change, and international money lenders.
Where status is eliminated, caste takes its
place and democracy is no longer attain-
able. There is only one equality that de-
mocracy demands, and that is equality be-
fore the courts of law.

Abolition of privilege, equality of oppor-
tunity, utilization of ability, are thus the
three foundations of the democratic state.
“Privilege” in this sense means power
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bought by money, control of natural re-
sources or the means of production, or any
other monopoly that is gained by force of
any kind, not by merit of any kind. The
present degenerate democratic society is
shot through and through with this sort of
privilege, just as the social system is dom-
inated by an aristocracy of money lenders,
tycoons of big business, cinema stars, and
the publishers of amoral (and immoral)
newspapers.

Democracy demands equality of oppor-
tunity. This means that the definite (but
limited) potential inherent in every man
must be given opportunity to develop to
the full. Here is where the fact of funda-
mental human inequality comes into play.
Free, secular, compulsory public school
education may be the best way to ascer-
tain just what this potential may be, as be-
tween one and another (the point is de-
batable), but beyond the beginnings it is
worse than useless.

From one-half to two-thirds of the stu-
dents now pushed through high schools,
preparatory schools, technical schools, and
colleges are not gifted with a potential that
can be developed beyond a certain fairly
low point, say that of the junior high school.
I'empting them further is unfair, even cruel,
to them and to those who can do better.
The schools today are yearly turning out
thousands of graduates who have been
spoiled for doing the sort of thing they
were by nature fitted to do. Either they
crowd out those of real ability, working for
lower pay and doing their job indifferently
well, or else they join the cohorts of the
white-collar unemployed. This is the bank-
ruptcy of the idea of equality of oppor-
tunity.

Utilization of ability is closely tied up
with this. Democracy should mean that
every man would find and hold that place
where his inherent and developed capacity

can find its clearest field and where all
that he is can best be used for the good of
society, the community, and the larger
synthesis of the race itself; incidentally,
that he may participate, through self-ex-
pression and self-fulfillment, in that pur-
suit of happiness avowed by the Declara-
tion of Independence as one of the rights
of man. Under deformed and vitiated
democracy, this desideratum becomes in-
creasingly unattainable. The transvalua-
tion of values and the progressive lower-
ing of standards of value (not to say those
of right and wrong) minimize these op-
portunities because the people (or those
who control opportunity) are not inter-
ested.

Under our contemporary democratic
government, employment, like kissing,
goes by favor. The doctrine that to the
victors belong the spoils, initiated by Gen-
eral Jackson, that veritable Nemesis of
true democracy, still obtains in full force,
in fact if not by avowal, and in spite of
civil service reform and similar well-meant
but ineffectual panaceas. Today professors
and teachers fight for their scholastic lives
against bigotry and political tyranny in
high places; potential statesmen must be-
come party politicians or must hire them-
selves out to money to get a hearing;
Hollywood seduces the actor, the writer,
the artist into selling his soul if he would
gain recognition, fame, and a competence;
the Hearstified press reduces to the lower
depths the literary and moral standards of
men who would follow the high profes-
sion of letters; the radio and broadcasting
lay their heavy, deleterious hand on all
forms of the creative instinct. Religion is
becoming ballyhoo, and philosophy the
pragmatic doctrine of whatever will work
and whatever the People are willing to
take. This is not democracy in any ra-
tional sense.
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The new democracy is cancelling the
freedom that was to have been guaran-
teed us by the old. We may perhaps be
able to recover some of this through the
material means of new laws, revision of
the implements of government, or other
technical action. Whatever we might ac-
complish would in the end prove both hol-
low and ephemeral, unless it were ener-
gized by a corresponding reorientation of
the individual parts of the community.
Says Dr. Carrel:

The day has come to begin the work of our
‘renovation. We will not establish a pro-
gram. For a program would stifle living
reality in rigid armor. It would prevent the
bursting forth of the unpredictable, and
imprison the future within the limits of our
mind. We must arise and move on. We
must liberate ourselves from blind tech-
nology and grasp the complexity and the
wealth of our own nature. The sciences of
life have shown to humanity its goal and
placed at its disposal the means of reaching
it. But we are still immersed in the world
created by inert matter without any respect
for the laws of our development. In a
world that is not made for us, because it is
born from an error of our reason and from
the ignorance of our true self. ... For
the first time in the history of humanity,

a crumbling civilization is capable of dis-

cerning the causes of its decay. . .. Our
destiny is now in our own hands. On the
new road we must now go forward.

From Berdyaev’s latest book, Freedom

and the Spirit, 1 will add this:

Self-determination is precisely that which
proceeds from the inmost depths of the
spirit when spiritual forces are at work,
and pot from some exterior natural im-
pulse, nor from man’s own nature. In a
state of freedom, man is not determined
from without under the compulsion of a
nature alien to himself, but he is self-
determined in the depths of his spiritual

life and out of his own spiritual energies;

he finds himself in his own spiritual world.

As a result of the rushing and cumula-
tive events that have driven him onward
for the last three hundred years, man,
searching avidly for freedom both of body
and spirit, has lost the reality of both. Los-
ing this he has paid too high a price for
bodily comfort, money values, and techno-
logical triumphs. Without spiritual liberty
he becomes enslaved to the plausible sub-
terfuges of the low, but materially success-
ful, grades of the mass-man, accepting his
reversed standards of value and so in time
becoming not only a participant in his de-
generative actions, but unconscious even
of his own enslavement.

My memory goes clearly back to that
Presidential campaign when Tilden, the
Democratic candidate, was counted out,
and Hayes, who had lost the election, was
made President by the Republican cabal.
I think it safe to say that since that time
public opinion, standards of value, and
overt activities have scarcely ever reached
a lower level than now. I offer as substan-
tial evidence three of the many recent ex-
amples that force themselves on our atten-
tion. The Hauptmann case, Huey Long’s
Louisiana, and the Veterans’ Bonus.

If these instances of public intelligence,
mob-psychology, and mass action, with
their other unnumbered panaceas, are in-
deed indicative, as they appear to be, of
the downfall of the American Idea as this
was envisaged by the Founders of the Re-
public, then are we justified in expecting
any wide support for material changes in
the social framework or that of the politi-
cal organism? I answer yes, but only if our
people can regain their spiritual liberty.
If this is accomplished, anything is pos-
sible; if we fail of this, then we must take
our place with the disintegrating states of
Europe,



CONFESSIONS OF A POETRY TEACHER

BY C. M. WEBSTER

F YOU ever start teaching English in an
American college you'll find yourself
directing one of those “survey courses”

where the class goes from Beowulf to
Wordsworth the first semester and from
Wordsworth to Hardy the second. In
American literature you'll teach even more
efficiently, and progress from Michael
Wigglesworth to Robert Frost in one
semester. In this way you give your fresh-
men or sophomores their required amount
of literary inspiration, and a hard job you’ll
find it to be.

The first year or two you are confident,
even arrogant, and believe you are teach-
ing supremely well. Probably you believe
the Educator who told you: “Any class
will respond gratifyingly to any poem if
it is properly taught.” But gradually you
begin to realize that something is wrong;
you are either using poor methods or your
classes are unnaturally stupid. At this
period in your mental development you
do not suspect the worth of the poetry
itself; that would be blasphemy, for you
were taught the same gems in the same
way when you were in college. So you
begin to read articles about how poetry
can be taught by projects, dramatizations,
appeals, visualizations, graphic analyses,
maps of the voyage of the Ancient Mar-
iner, and postcards of the English Lake
Country. Your mind aches trying to co-
ordinate all the methods into one which
will enable you to teach Spenser and keep
the class awake. You also have in mind,
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however, a snappy little paper describing
your way of getting results which you can
give before the National English Teachers’
Association. Early in your career you were
an Apostle; now you, too, are an Educator.

But after you have been teaching ten
years, you begin to doubt students, edu-
cators, poetry, and even yourself. You
know now that you are not teaching
poetry as it should be taught; at least you
are not getting results that satisfy you.
Yet you remember days when the class
stayed awake and seemed to understand
and enjoy the poetry they read. Then you
realize that you've never come across a
plain, honest account of what kinds of .
poetry students respond to in a way that
justifies your teaching them any poetry at
all; that for ten years you've been study-
ing theory and not human beings. So you
look back over your years of teaching and
try to see how the Average Class reacted
to the poetry you gave it.

You are old enough now to know that
students will lie most awfully about their
literary loves, and you discount any en-
thusiasm shown for the message of Cra-
shaw. Dull and brilliant individuals merge
into the mass, and you know the normal
reaction. The Average Class is composed
of twenty boys and fifteen girls. Three
are Hebraic; two are Italian; there is one
Polish football player — the others are a
composite of Irish, German, Scotch, Scan-
dinavian, and English blood. Five boys
and one girl have low I. Q.s; one boy
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and one girl have very high ratings. Eight
of the boys are working their way through
college, and two are miserably poor. Three
girls are so pretty that a susceptible in-
structor must watch himself or he’ll be
giving them A’s. About one-fourth of the
class is from the country, and one-half
from small towns or cities. One girl has
been abroad, and eight boys and three
girls have been more than five hundred
miles from home. Eight students are
Catholic; most of the others are evangel-
ical in their church preferences. Only two
intend to specialize in English. The class
is a typical cross-section of American col-
lege life. You like the students in it; in
the words of Artemus Ward, they are
“amusin’ little cusses”, and one of their most
interesting mental traits is their attitude
toward poetry.

II

You begin the semester’s work with a lec-
ture on “How to Get the Most Out of
Poetry.” The head of the department
demands it, and you keep on hoping it
will do some good. It never does. Then
you start the class on selections from
Beowulf. They laugh when you speak the
original Old English, and the “majestic
descriptions” leave them cold. The stu-
dents read the poem carefully, and some
have an intelligent grasp of its historical
significance, but they show no emotional
or intellectual responses, although at least
one boy will argue that it’s all a lie about
Beowulf’s swimming so far. This is a type
of reaction you will encounter often.

You will waste your time if you do not
skip from Beowulf to Chaucer. A few me-
dievalists assure you that Sir Gawain and
the Green Knight and even Piers Plow-
man and gems from Gower can be made
thrilling; but you remember the year you

tried to do it and wasted a week. The
Prologue to The Canterbury Tales inter-
ests the class, but you must work carefully
over every line. The Head will probably
insist that you drill the class in reading
Chaucer aloud in the original pronuncia-
tion. You waste two days on this before
you begin to understand why all English
teachers are a little mad. The second year
you limit your phonetic experiments to
reciting in a nasal tone: “Whanne that
April with his shoures sote”, and hope
the Head won’t hear of your treason. Such
a tale as T'he Pardoner’s is also appreciated
in direct proportion to the time and in-
telligence spent in teaching it. If you are
wise you hint that some Tales are not for
the pure-minded but are in the library.
A surprising number of the students will
thereupon go in for Outside Readings. . . .

The old ballads are interesting, and so
are a few of the pre-Shakespearean lyrics,
with Back and Side Go Bare the favorite;
and the songs from the Elizabethan plays
go over big. The class apparently loves
music, but it doesn’t appreciate the flow-
ery love songs, and such a lyric as South-
well's The Burning Babe leaves it bewil-
dered. And then, just as you fancy yourself
as a teacher, you strike Donne, Crashaw,
Vaughan, and Herbert, and you spend a
week trying to keep the students awake.
With a sigh of relief you turn to Her-
rick, who is considered effeminate but
whose music always pleases.

Your teaching schedule gives you one
day for “Lyric Poetry from Spenser to
Milton”, but experience has told you that
a lot can be done in that one hour if you
choose a few of Shakespeare’s songs; one
sonnet, perhaps the fifty-fifth; Corinna’s
Going a-Maying; and To Celia. Conclude
with the Fool’s song at the end of Twelfth
Night, and if you can read it aloud half-
way decently the class will never forget the
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days of Elizabeth. This one hour pleases
you and the class a damn sight more than
the week you gave to the metaphysical
poets.

Of course you spent a week on Spenser,
but you like to forget it, along with the
one youre going to waste on another
equally great “master of verse”. The aver-
age student is bored by all of Spenser and
all of Milton except a few short descrip-
tions and one or two speeches in Book
Two of Paradise Lost, and you have to
expound them in the light of modern
political speeches. Although it is rather
fun to fit Belial and Mammon to present-
day statesmen, you know very well that
you'd much better be discussing politics
via Dryden. It took you ten years to forget
your old shame at any neglect of Spenser
and the blind poet, but now you steal every
moment you can from the hours assigned
them.

Dryden’s satirical portraits and Pope’s
attack on Addison interest the students,

but their other works are dull teaching.

Gray's Elegy is a traditionally accepted
poem; the class expects it and is dully ac-
quiescent and admiring. Collins and Cow-
per are just poets, and so too is Blake,
whose strange interest in tigers is dis-
missed with a shrug. (Remember that the
average of the class’s response is being
given.) The violent partisanship of Mr.
Bernstein for Blake is offset by the in-
difference of Fullback Doe to anything but
The Miller's Tale.

Just as the semester closes and you are
despairing of ever getting across the mes-
sage of poetry and becoming more cynical
than ever, the class comes to Robert Burns
and wakes up and reads poetry. Every year
this miracle happens, and it is ever fresh
and welcome. If the Educators some day
compile one of those scientific anthologies
and leave Robbie out, there will be a lot
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of new faces in the English departments
of every college. You can stand just so
much without some sort of relief. Jew and
Gentile, Methodist and Catholic, debu-
tante and hill-billy, they all react in some
way to everything you can give them of
Burns’ poetry. At least a dozen follow
your suggestion (although you have made
it about every ‘poet) and go over to the
library and read more of him. Of course
some good souls wince at Holy Willie,
but they are thrilled by the more conven-
tional poems. In your delight at any re-
sponse you can forgive the inevitable
choice of The Cotter'’s Saturday Night as
the best poem.

When you were younger you regretted
and fought against this adoration of
Burns; but now, as a plain, humble
teacher, you cut down on the time as-
signed to lesser men such as Spenser,
Donne, and Milton so you can have an

extra hour for a man the class will read
and like.

III

The second semester opens with a futile
struggle to define romanticism, but then
comes Wordsworth, and the class surprises
you by rejecting the Lucy Poems, Michael,
The Ode to Duty, and The Prelude, and
liking the sonnets. And it actually responds
to parts of Tintern Abbey and Intimations
of Immortaliy. Probably the most perfect
silence a class can give you will come after
a good reading of that passage beginning:
“and I have felt a presence”, or the other:
“Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting.”

The class thinks Coleridge’s Odes are
hopeless, and it has had the Mariner,
Kubla, and Cristabel in high school, so he
is taken as assigned and enjoyed mildly for
the old familiar poems. No one works up
any enthusiasm about his dejection or what
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he thought of France, although the inev-
itable mention that he “took drugs” helps
convince the class that all poets except
Shakespeare and Burns are strange crea-
tures indeed. :

Byron thrills the class far more than
Shelley does, but certain parts of Adonais,
e.g., from stanza 38: “Nor let us weep that
our delight is fled” to stanza 43: “He is a
portion of the loveliness —” hold them as
well as anything in English literature. But
The Cloud, To a Skylark, and the Hymn
to Intellectual Beauty fall on deaf ears; the
class prefers The Destruction of Senna-
cherib and The Prisoner of Chillon. Keats
is liked for his Lines on the Mermaid
Tavern, but Hyperion, Endymion, Lamia,
and any ode or sonnet are ranked with
that funny poem about beautiful intellec-
tuals.

Then the great Alfred Lord Tennyson.
Without any trouble the class picks out
as its favorites the lushest and most re-
splendent poems. It is easy, however, to
make it appreciate the two Northern
Farmer poems, The Lotus-Eaters, and
Ulysses, and see that T'he Revenge is bet-
ter than The Charge of the Light Brigade.
Of course In Memoriam and the other
philosophical poems are rejected utterly.

Browning is a hard poet to teach, but
you can get results if you try hard enough.
As in the case of Chaucer, results follow
intelligent and careful reading of a few
poems with the class. If you tell them
what to look for, the students will respond
to Andrea del Sarto, My Last Duchess,
Soliloquy of the Spanish Cloister, and one
good speech from T'e Ring and the Book;
in other words, the best of Browning’s
character analyses. The Statue and the
Bust stirs up some comment, but the re-
ligious, sentimental, and musical poems
are best left alone; you need all your time
for the ones you can teach. Then you try

a little of Arnold and fail to get much
response, and you are through with Eng-
lish poetry for the year.

But while you are teaching the second
semester of English literature you are also
running through American prose and
poetry. After a day on Trumbull, Dwight,
Barlow, and Freneau — none of whom in-
terests the class — you start Bryant. T/han.
atopsis and To A Waterfowl are familiar,
so you try to work up some enthusiasm
for 4 Forest Hymn and Inscription for
the Entrance to a Wood, but it’s a hopeless
task. Nature isn’t grand. Remember that
while the class is having Bryant it is also
studying Wordsworth, and it is capable
of comparing the two and deciding that
the First of the Bearded American Poets
is a third-rater.

Poe comes next and the class rejoices. Of
all American poets he is the one who is at
once accepted as an authentic genius. Stu-
dents will read him without being told
to, and they will even go to the library and
take out a biography of him. Emerson
bores them, and those poets grouped as
Minor Transcendentalists are anathema.
Of course you can stir up an argument
about some of their ideas if you try hard
enough, but the class’s real enjoyment of

oetry is another matter.

Longfellow has a reputation you cannot
hope to ruin, but the class doubts whether
the Psalm of Life and a few other poems
are really college material; therefore it ac-
cepts The Birds of Killingworth and
Sandalphon as more sophisticated. The son-
nets are not half as popular as Victor Gal-
braith, and Giotzo’s Tower less moving
than The Warden of the Cinque Ports.
And yet these same students were awed
by the best of Wordsworth. Why are they
so wise one day and childish the next?
Probably because they have been taught
Longfellow ever since they were young.
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Lowell’s poems are accepted as part of a
tradition, but you rejoice when the class
sees no humor in the Bigelow Papers and
brands the famous Harvard Ode as old and
dry stuff. It laughs at Holmes’ light verse
and likes The Chambered Nautilus as it
likes Edgar Guest. A few of Whittier’s
ballads get response, but for some reason
the class thinks of him as a minor poet.

Then the battle of the semester occurs
over Whitman. If you are strong in the
faith you try to teach more than When
Lilacs — and O Caprain! My Captain!, and
you have at least two students who seem
to understand Song of Myself and Pioneers!
O Pioneers! This is the class average over
the years: two out of thirty-five have adored
Whitman; the others think him no poet.
Of course there is likely to be some strange
fanatic about almost any poet, but he or
she occurs so seldom that the class’s average
reaction is not disturbed. Whitman, how-
ever, splits it up into a bored majority and
a very articulate Left-wing minority.

Lanier is a neglected poet who stirs the
students in a way that makes you wonder
if he has not been neglected by the critics.
But the class is disappointed in Emily
Dickinson and Stephen Crane. Carmen and
Hovey are romantically thrilling and Miller
less so, while Moody arouses more com-
ment than you might expect. Of course
The Man With the Hoe is another land-
mark that must be respected.

The last two weeks of the semester are
devoted to Robinson, Frost, Amy Lowell,
Edgar Lee Masters, Lindsay, and Sand-
burg —an hour to each. Lindsay catches
the students’ fancy; they snicker at Spoon
River; are bewildered by Amy Lowell; see
little in Sandburg; and like the narrative
quality of Robinson and Frost, but do
not think of their poems as legitimate ex-
amples of the art of Tennyson, Burns,
and Poe.
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At the end of the year you have earned
your money by teaching the class “the mas-
terpieces of English and American poetry”.
You have worked hard; pounded your
notes into compact form; learned to read
the poems fairly well aloud, and studied
the recent Lives and books of interpreta-
tion. The anthology has sensible and ac-
curate notes. On the whole you have been
objective and conscientious in your presen-
tation of the poetry in such a way that the
students can form a just estimate of it; yet
you feel that you have failed in your task,
and it troubles you.

The problem worries you all summer,
and you can’t seem to find any logic in the
whole situation. Then one day the second
bottle of ale soothes and mellows you, and
you realize the simple truth — that students
react best to the most obvious and trivial
and to the most superb poetry. They liked
the Lady of Shallot and The Chambered
Nautilus, but the great lyric outbursts, the
best character sketches, the wittiest verse,
the hardest hitting satire — these also
meant a lot to the class. You didn’t need
to turn clown and actor in order to put
them over —you simply read and inter-
preted them.

You have found the truth — the starkly
simple fact that only a little of the very
best poetry can be taught the Average Class
in a way that will interest it and at the same
time satisfy your own intellectual integrity.
You know now that no amount of teaching
will produce anything but hypocritical ac-
ceptance of the poetry which the aesthetes,
the scholars, and the educators insist is
necessary. You open another bottle and
drink to the damnation of anyone who
makes you teach your class Rabbi Ben Ezra
when what it really wants is Tke Jolly
Beggars.



CANADA WON'T GO YANKEE

BY STEPHEN LEACOCK

Y vEry now and then—and again
quite recently — English newspa-
pers break out into a discussion of
what is called the “Americanization of
Canada”. The basis of the discussion is
always a sort of underlying fear that Can-
ada is getting a little too close to the
United States. It is the same sort of ap-
prehension as is felt on a respectable farm
when the daughter of the family is going
out too much with the hired man. The
idea is that you can’t tell what may
happen.

In the case of Canada, the danger symp-
toms of what may happen are supposed
to be that Canada is “flooded” with Amer-
ican newspapers and magazines; that Can-
ada is “deluged” with American broad-
casts, “saturated” with American tourists,
and “permeated” with American ideas;
that American tourists cross the border in
an unending stream, and Canadian tour-
ists go back with them like a recedlng
tide; that conventions and reunions as-
semble indifferently on either side of the
line; that education is almost indistin-
guishable as carried on at Harvard or at
Toronto. All these things, and a hundred
more, are produced as a terrible warning
of what may follow next —the handwrit-
ing on the wall that signifies that our
Belshazzar’s Feast of Friendship is nearly
at an end. In other words, a relationship
which should stand as a bright and con-
spicuous example for less fortunate nations,
as an ideal and hope for distracted Eu-

rope, is turned against us as a mark of
under-patriotism and lack of national
spirit.

To my mind, the situation is exactly the
other way. If Canada is being American-
ized, then what England needs is to be
Frenchified, and what France needs is to
be Anglicized —and both of them to be
Germanized. If then one might take the
resulting amalgamation and Italianize it
a little, and even give it a touch of Czecho-
slovak shellac rubbed on with a piece of
old Russian Soviet, the world would be on
the way to peace on earth. That is to say,
the best hope for the European countries
is to get into the kind of mutual relation-
ship now fortunately held between the
United States and Canada.

That this relationship is likely to end in,
or even move towards, a political union,
is just a forgotten dream. For those of us
who best know this North American con-
tinent, on both sides of the line, know
also that there is not on the present hori-
zon, nor in the furthest vision possible,
any prospect of a political amalgamation
of the two countries. Long ago, of course,
things were different. When the Loyalists
from the United States came to British
North America in 1784-1790, the French
Canadians were only a handful (about
75,000 in 1784). It was naturally the pious
expectation that they would follow the
path of other little handfuls — fade out,
or go away, or talk English, or something.
Hence the future union of English-speak-

37



38 THE AMERICAN MERCURY

ing North America was a natural idea.
Even in the War of 1812 some of the
settlers of Upper Canada were only half-
minded about the British flag. And natu-
rally the idea of annexation grew during
the freetrade period of the great peace.
It looked like part of Cobden’s universal
brotherhood. Many British statesmen, so
called, thought of the dissolution of the
Empire as its manifest destiny. The rela-
tive poverty and stagnation of Canada in
the days of Lord Durham and Lord Elgin
contrasted with the on-rush of civilization
in the United States — the hip-hurrah of
the roaring ’Forties with canals building,
cities rising, forests falling, banks break-
ing —a vociferous age, shouting with
conscious potentiality. No wonder that
many merchants of Montreal signed a pe-
tition for annexation in 1849, or that many
farmers of Upper Canada — of Massachu-
setts and of Virginia stock — would have
taken annexation gladly if it came with
peace and honor. The Maritime Provinces,
too, were close to the United States in
those days, both in thought and in intent.
They sold their fish in Boston and bought
their education at Harvard, though they
kept their souls in Scotland.

But history has left all that behind. The
French refused to disappear. Confedera-
tion opened for Canada a new horizon —
leadership in a Canadian Commonwealth
in place of absorption in an American.
The curtain that had concealed the vast
resources of the Canadian Northwest was
drawn aside. There rose the vision of a
Commonwealth as wide as a continent,
The Red River settlement appeared as the
keystone of an arch. The whistle of the lo-

comotive in the Rockies — heard first in a-

wild flight of rhetoric by Joseph Howe —
echoed in the mountain passes. Beyond that
was a vision of the Pacific, and of the sun-
set over Japan. People with all that before

them do not amalgamate with anything.
Confederation opened new ambitions, and
Canada — in the old sense of the word —
planned to take a lead, not to follow. It
began to fill the West with the Ontario
emigrants of the Manitoba boom. It
reached out to pluck the Maritimes from
the commercial embrace of the United
States. It saw a new idea in the Union
Jack; not subservience to England, but
single sovereignty across a continent.
With all that, the prospect, even the
idea, of annexation drifted away. It was
an actual possibility in 1850. In 1891 when
Sir John Macdonald said he would die a
British subject, and did, it was still a fac-
tor, convulsing the country in a Reci-
procity election. In the next Reciprocity
election, 1911, it was still at least a ghost,
which those of us in politics against Reci-
procity made to walk for all it was worth.
But in retrospect it is doubtful how much
of that was reality, and how much just
political humbug — that genial side of
politics which gives it, ever since the Pick-
wickian days of the Eatanswill election,
its great attraction. But now it is not even
a ghost —or only of the dignified ances-
tral kind which gives honor to an old
mansion. Anyone starting an annexation
discussion in connection with the present
reciprocity deal will merely start a laugh.

I

Now I do not mean by anything I have
said that the people of Canada are less
friendly to the United States than they
were in 1891. They are probably far more
so. In 1891 there were still outstanding
recollections of evil times, still smoldering
ashes of bygone quarrels. There are none
now. But each country in its own way has
firmly embraced its political ideal and
means to keep it. It is inconceivable that
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the United States should cease to be a
republic: its worst detractors only picture
it as a republican dictatorship. Equally out
of the question is it that Canada would
abandon its monarchical government. We
don’t want to blow about it or make other
nations feel mean or small, but we look
on the peculiar development of British
monarchy as one of the happiest and most
beneficent factors in the history of man-
kind. For ourselves, without it we’d be
not one Empire but at least seven.

But just because the political destinies
of America and Canada lie apart —till
they join perhaps in a world union — so
our social and cultural relations can be all
the closer. This follows as a matter of
geography and history. We buy and read
a flood of American newspapers, because
to us an American newspaper is today’s,
and an English paper belongs to the week
before last. Our cities lie side by side. We
read the news over one another’s shoul-
ders. English news, in this rapid world, is
too old. What is the use of reading that
Mr. Anthony Eden may become Foreign
Secretary when we know he’s Foreign
Secretary already, or has been for ever so
long — for ten days —as far back as any-
one can remember politics? Why read
about the proposals of the Prime Minister
of France when there have been two more
Prime Ministers since the paper went to

press? In other words, English news-

papers are history: American papers from
straight across the line are news.

More than that, a lot of our news is
common property. We share the weather.
If the barometer falls to a new low in
Montana, we have to watch out. If a
farmer is reported frozen in Kansas, we
may lose a couple up near Sudbury. If
the Ohio floods the lower section of Cin-
cinnati, it is likely that the Grand River
will flood the lower section of Galt, On-

tario. We have to watch the American
papers or we might get drowned in our
sleep.

Even apart from the weather, a good
deal of the American news is as much
ours as yours. Take the criminal news,
which is the chief part of any civilized
journal. Our crooks go back and forth
across the border: we even designate them
“international crooks” and “international
gunmen”, We hear that one of them is
coming across to kidnap us and we shud-
der. We catch him, and the Americans
applaud. We hang him and there’s excel-
lent feeling all round, because your law
doesn’t permit the hanging of conspicuous
characters.

Back and forward with the gangs of
crooks go flocks of students to play hockey
against Harvard or Dartmouth. Often you
can’t tell them apart, except that the
crooks are quieter than the students. A
little later hordes of Canadians go to
spend Easter in New York, and in re-
turn we get a rough-looking lot of appar-
ent criminals with firearms and knives in
their belts, who are rich Americans going
to fish in the Gatineau. Why don’t the
English fish in Germany and the French
play hockey in Berlin?

And even more than all that — for those
are things on the surface — our language
and our culture run close together. Let
us make no pretense to talk the best Eng-
lish, because everyone knows that that is
spoken only by the Scotch —or even to
talk good English. But at any rate we can
talk the same kind of bad English. The
Maritime Provinces people speak just as
incorrectly as the people in New England.
Ontario people mispronounce English just
as they do in New York State. A lot of
our local manners and customs in On-
tario came with the Loyalists from the
American provinces and are with us still
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— our school system, our land survey, our
local government, our Thanksgiving Day,
our old York Shilling, our New Year calls,
our paring bees and logging bees and
spelling bees. Why fret and fume against
a past that we have in common? . . .
The truth is that what we have in Can-
ada and the United States is what all the
world must get or perish. It is universal
peace or nothing. Machinery prohibits
war. Out of war, courage is vanishing as
its supreme asset; personal size and physi-
cal power went long ago; soon there will
be nothing left but machine equipment.
Have it, and you win. Lack it, and you
lose. For proof, look at any of the cur-
rent pictures of the effects of Italian gas.
I would like to inscribe a monument with
the picture of one of those torn bodies
on the burnt heath of Ethiopia, T'he Death
of Courage. It is not a triumph of civiliza-
tion over savagery. It is a triumph of
machinery over both. Our turn is next.
The union of the world can never be
brought about by treaties, sanctions, and
the wltima ratio of war. All that, in the
words of Tacitus, can make a desert but
not peace. World solidarity can only come
through unity of ideas, of interest, of un-
derstanding. Most powerful of all is lan-
guage, if we could but have it. The
greatest bond of union today is the Eng-
lish language, as far as it spreads, whether
pronounced as the King pronounces it or
as I pronounce it. Without the fortunate
unity of language our North American
continent could easily be not one but a
dozen states: a Spanish west, a German
center, a Scandinavian north. This unity
was achieved by the happy policy of not
trying to achieve it, nor to prevent it.
Nature did it. Mankind, said Aristotle, is
a political animal. (He meant a “get-
together” animal, but his command of
language couldn’t reach it.) Leave man-

kind to its own impulses and peoples will
come together in all sorts of economic and
social ways. The Rotary Club is the ex-
pression of an age-long desire. There must
have been Rotary Clubs in Egypt under
Rameses, and Ladies’ Nights among the
Pygmies of Herodotus. Men would rather
associate than stay apart, rather be good
than bad. That is why we are here.

In past history, association and union
did not go very far. They were blocked
by all kinds of hindrances — physical, geo-
graphical, personal, spiteful. But they
didn’t need to go far. Distance did the
rest. Men out of arm’s reach could not
hurt one another. A little nation in a val-
ley sat snug: a people on an island lived
in peace; a castle gathered in its brood
like chickens.

All this is gone. An island is nothing. A
valley is a grave—as in Ethiopia. Men
must unite or die: and for their union a
written compact is nothing but a rope
of sand. The only hope lies in what would
be academically called “the inter-permea-
tion of culture”. In other words, nations
have got to know one another.

Now the Canadians and the Americans
know one another. That places the Cana-
dians as a sort of half-way element be-
tween the Americans and the British peo-
ple — creates as it were the nucleus of a
world union: not in the sense of an alli-
ance to challenge and menace the world,
but as a first area of solidarity from which
it may spread abroad. If we could only
send over to Europe a few of our stu-
dents to play hockey, or some of our inter-
national crooks, the union might start and
spread at any time.

We Canadians have the lesser part. Of
those concerned, we are the least impor-
tant. But in the great arch of British-
American solidarity we are the keystone.
Don’t shake us out. :



TURGENEV, THE BEAUTIFUL GENIUS

BY FORD MADOX FORD

ENRY JaMEs once said to me: “Ah,
he was the real ... but a thou-
sand times the only —the only

real, beautiful genius!” He added: “One
qualifies it with ‘Russian’ for immediate-
ness of identification by the unknowing.
But for you, for me, for us . . . for all of
us who are ever so little in as you might
say the know, of literary values, he must
be always just that, zout court ... the
beautiful, beautiful genius.”

He was talking of Ivan Sergyeevich
Turgenev.

For me, my life is glorified as by noth-
ing else by being able to state that I once
offered that white-haired, white-bearded,
and surely beautiful colossus . . . a chair.
He was immense of stature in spite of the
fact that his legs —though I don’t re-
member the fact — are said to have been
disproportionately short. But that gave
him the aspect, when he was seated — be-
cause his trunk was naturally proportion-
ately-disproportionately long —of some-
thing awesomely fabulous in bulk. I only
remember once else in my life being sim-
ilarly awed by a sense of incredible size in
a created being —and that was when, in
Paris, a young prize fighter offered me as
a present an Irish wolfhound that meas-
ured exactly twelve feet from muzzle to
tip of tail. . . .

When one is suddenly introduced to
such immensenesses one —or at least [
do — gulps in one’s breath in awe, and for
the moment believes that one is being vis-

ited by some supernatural manifestation.
Thus when I saw that wolfhound 1 felt
some touch of the fear of the death that
visits one when one sees gods . . . as if,
in the gray beast, with outlines rendered
dim by its length of gray hair in a rather
dim Paris salon that it seemed completely
to fill from side to side, I were confronted
with a dog specially built for the needs of
the Irish gods of a day when that was a
land solely of kings and heroes.

But it was no doubt symptomatic that,
in spite of the fact that, short though his
legs may have been, I can’t have reached
much above his knees, I did not feel any
awe at all in the presence of the beautiful
genjus. I had certainly the feeling that he
must have come from among the roosalk:
and strange apparitions that swung from
tree to tree or loomed in the deep shad-
ows of Russian forests and could only be
dismissed by making the sign of the cross
in the elaborate Russian fashion. But I
was conscious simply of a singular, com-
passionate smile that still seems to me to
look up out of the pages of his books when
—as I constantly do, and always with a
sense of amazement —1 re-read them. I
felt instinctively that I was in the presence
of a being that could not but compas-
sionately regard anything that was very
young, small, and helpless. The year was
1881; he, sixty-three.

And I certainly can’t have been awed,
for I brought out in a high, squeaky voice
and with complete composure, the words:
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“Won’t you and your friend be seated,
Mr. Ralston?”

Mr. Ralston, Turgenev’s first translator,
almost the only English friend of any in-
tellectual closeness that he had and the
only foreigner who ever visited him at
Spasskoye, was another man exactly as
tall and as white-headed and -bearded as
Turgenev himself. But, though he was an
intimate friend of my family’s—in which
capacity he had brought Turgenev to call
—and though, for night after night he
had told me the fairy tales of Krylov—
which is how I came to know of the
roosalki with the green hair who swing
from tree to tree — Mr. Ralston himself
comes back to me as being the merest pale
shadow beside the shining figure of the
author of 4 Sportsman’s Sketches. It was
perhaps a merely physical fact. Mr. Ral-
ston’s hair, white as it was, had a bluish
quality in the shadows whereas Turgen-
ev’'s had that tawnyish glow that you
see in the foam of tidal estuaries. Or it
may have been because the shadow of Mr.
Ralston’s approaching suicide — for one
of the most preposterous reasons of misery
and shyness, after a fantastic cause célébre,
that I have ever heard of — was already
upon him.

At any rate, there I was all alone in my
grandfather’s studio in the great house
once inhabited by Thackeray’s Colonel
Newcome — who I daresay might phys-
ically have resembled either Mr. Ralston
or Turgenev. And I come back to myself
as being a very small boy in a blue pina-
fore, with long pale golden curls —as be-
fitted a pre-Raphaelite infant — standing
on tiptoe to look in at the newly-hatched
doves in my grandmother’s dove-cage. It
had, as it were, a private apartment for the
children. And suddenly I was aware of
being walled-in and towered over by those
two giants—who looked down on the
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pink panting morsels in the cage-box . .
with even more curiosity and enthusiasm
than I myself was showing.

So I asked them to be seated.

I don’t pretend that Turgenev discussed
literary technique or the nature of things
with me, sitting on his knee. ... The
only thing that comes back to me is that
he talked about the doves and then about
grouse and that I called him to myself a
birdman.

Indeed it does not really come back to
me that T even asked him to be seated. I
know it because he told my mother and
my mother frequently afterwards told me,
imitating ‘Turgenev’s imitation of my
squeaky voice. For my mother — who
along with her sister and Mrs. Stillman
was one of the belles of the then pre-
Raphaelite day—he fell with the heavi-
ness with which, till his dying day he fell,
for any charming young woman in or
near her early thirties. He was then, as I
have said, sixty-three, and my mother not
quite thirty. . .. I remember her later,
standing in the space between the front
and back studios that were lit with branch
candlesticks against a Spanish leather gilt
wall covering, with her back against the
upright of the door, extremely blonde,
talking with animation to Liszt, Bret
Harte . . . and the author of 4 House of
Gentlefolk. . . . And 1 remember her,
too, with her eyes red with tears as she
read and re-read that book of the beauti-
ful genius. ... She knew it as Lisa, in
poor Ralston’s translation.

So that, from my earliest age, I was
aware that that book was the most beauti-
ful book ever written, and I was, as it
were, transfused with a sort of rapturous
admiration for that Master that has never
left me. So that today, after fifty years, his
image is as much as ever a thing of light
to me — as it were of the light of candles
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in branched silver sticks shining against
a golden surface that had embossed on it
grapes and vine leaves with their twisted
tendrils. . . . And I am sure that if I
ever—and how many others! —com-
mitted myself to little, good, and kindly
actions or courses of life, it was because
in my youth I fell under the influence of
that beautiful and lambent spirit. . . .
His work had that effect on the world.
. . . Do not forget that one single book
of his brought about in three days a rev-
olution such as cost the United States
years of fighting and an infinite outpour-
ing of gold and the lives of poor men . . .
and such as only yesterday —and still
today —is a pretext for international con-
vulsions that for years to come will en-
danger our whole civilization. One single
book!

II

For me, when I read in that book, The
Singers, or Tchertop-Hanop and Nedo-
pyushkin, or that most beautiful of all
pieces of writing, Byelshin Prairie,* 1 am
conscious, as I have said, always of Tur-
genev’s face looking up out of the pages
—but also of a singular odor, sharp and
rather pinching to the nostrils. It is that of
smelling salts. The phenomenon had al-
ways puzzled me until only the other day
the explanation came to me when reading
one of the innumerable, not too sympa-
thetic, Russian biographies of Turgenev.
I was conscious, that is to say, when I had
sat on the knee of my Birdman and he

*May I pay my tribute to Mrs. Constance Gar-
nett’s matchless translation of the works of the Beauti-
ful Genius. The true Russians say that Turgenev
wrote very badly in Russian. He may have, but in
Mrs. Garnett's achievement you have a monument
in the sort of beautiful writing that deserves, if any-
thing can, to outlast Time. For it, I at least shall
never have sufficiently expressed my gratitude, for
without it I could hardly have known Turgenev.

had told me something about the grouse
that he had come to England to shoot, that
he had seemed to have about him that
particular odor. I had always thought that
that had been an illusion of my olfactory
nerves. It seemed incredible that so male
a giant should carry about with him a
specific so feminine. Or 1 would put it
down to the fact that so inveterate a sports-
man, who at an advanced age came all the
way to England to shoot grouse, must
have been wearing Harris tweeds which
are impregnated with the queer musty
odor of the peet-reek of the cottages in
which the fabric is woven. ... But yes-
terday I had my explanation. It would ap-
pear that Madame Pauline Viardot had,
in the first place, prohibited for him the
use of cigars to which he was much at-
tached . . . and then that of snuff-taking
which he had adopted as a substitute. So
to titillate his poor nose he had taken to
sniffing smelling-salts. . . . And it was
typical of him that, unlike me or you or
the milkman, even when the rolling seas
divided him from that sister of the divine
Malibran, he did not indulge surrepti-
tiously in tobacco, but carried about with
him his smelling bottle and, when the
longing for nicotine came over him, took,
rather sadly, a long whiff. . . . Perhaps,
even, the singular aroma may have served
to keep off from him the attentions of the
predatory charmers to whom his susceptible
heart fell always so easily a victim.

It is not wonderful that he should have
made so profound an impression on that
child of eight. Indeed, of all the numbers
of celebrated and great men that it was
my rather mournful privilege at that date
to see, it is he who most vividly comes
back to me. ... As a painter of French
birth and tradition, as the so-called Grand-
father of the English pre-Raphaclites, as
the father-in-law of the redoubtable cham-
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pion of the Music of the then Future, and
as being reputed to be one of the best
raconteurs in London, my grandfather let
his studio become on Thursdays a salon
to which it was almost obligatory for any
distinguished foreign celebrity to come
during his visits to that metropolis in the
© ’Seventies and ’Eighties. So that the pro-
gram of my childish contacts has the as-
pect of something fabulous in the way of
tuft-hunting. . . . Why, I remember . . .
But that perhaps can wait indefinitely
. . . for the point is that nearly all those
other figures are dim enough . . . the pre-
Raphaclite poets and painters, and Wag-
ner and the Zukunftsmusikers, and the
French critics, and the German and Amer-
ican illustrious. Only Turgenev stands be-
fore me at this minute with a vividness
that obscures the objects before my eyes
... Turgenev, and perhaps Liszt. But
the note of Liszt was not of quite the
same naive luster. He had a greater self-
consciousness and that gave him in my
eyes a touch of what I should today call
the cabotin. He stood still or advanced
slowly, with his dark brown face beneath
its great carpet of white hair . . . he stood
still or advanced slowly through salvos of
applause, always making slight, hushing
movements with his right hand, his enig-
matic lips forming his famous Jesuit smile
and moving as if they wanted you to
believe that they said that all this praise
should be given not to him but to the
Deity Who had given him his gifts. What
he expected that to mean to the four-
wheel cabmen who, as I once saw, when
Liszt was descending the steps from St.
James’ Hall after a concert, climbed up
the lampposts of Piccadilly and, waving
their top hats, demanded three cheers for
the Habby Liszt . . . what he thought it
or he meant to them, there is no knowing.
But about Turgenev at that date there

THE AMERICAN MERCURY

was no mistake. Standing, or rather re-
clining on one elbow on a divan, he was a
Deity, all of himself. He had at that mo-
ment reached the height of his illustrious,
world-wide fame ... and, for the first
time in many years, he was feeling phys-
ically fit. He was quite complacent on
the subject of his health in the letters he
wrote to Mme. Viardot; he had no fear
of cholera in London; he had for the first
time in his life succeeded in pushing aside
the fear of death ... and, although he
complained that in Cambridgeshire he had
missed a number of partridges, yet he
could boast that he had hit a great many,
too. So he seemed to radiate happiness
and, leaning on his elbow, resembled one
of those riverine deities who, in Italy, with
torrents of hair and beards, recline in
marble above the sources of streams, and
let their waters render fertile the smiling
valleys before them.

I prefer so to consider him. And al-
ways, except in the act of reading one or
other of his lugubrious Russian biog-
raphers, my image of him swings back to
that picture. His Russian biographers pre-
fer, for as it were political reasons, to pre-
sent always the reverse of that medal. They
have to present him as a miserable expatri-
ate from Russia, bound to the girdle of a
tyrannous French harpy, groaning forever

‘that he was not in Russia, detesting the

French literary colleagues, detesting France

where he was forced to live ... and
groaning, groaning, groaning,
Turgenev of course groaned ...in a

groaning world which was in the back-
wash of the Byronic-Romantic movement.
Everybody in fact groaned, particularly in
his letters. Reading the correspondence of
the middle two-thirds of the nineteenth
century is like sitting on a broken column
by some grave beneath a weeping willow.
Carlyle groaned, Flaubert howled groans,
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George Sand groaned, Sainte Beuve was
perpetually depressed. Tolstoi, Maupas-
sant, Dostoevski, Queen Victoria, Scho-
penhauer, Bielinski. . . . Buteveryone that
Turgenev knew or ever heard of . . . they
all lamented their miserable lots; the injus-
tices to which they were subject; the un-
picturesque figures that they imagined
themselves to cut; the world, and they
with it, that was going to the dogs!
Nevertheless, George Sand’s apartment
in Paris roared and rocked with the laugh-
ter of Flaubert, Turgenev, the Goncourts,
Zola, Daudet, and Pauline Viardot when
the depressed Sainte Beuve on a Sunday
would turn himself into a whitened sep-
ulcher in the attempt to pick with his lips
a wedding ring off a pyramid of flour; one
Paris restaurant after another asked the
five Hissed Authors— Flaubert, Daudet,
Turgenev, Goncourt, and Zola, and now
and then the youthful James—to take
their weekly dinners elsewhere because
their gargantuan laughter and titanic
howls of derision at the style of their con-
temporaries disturbed the other diners.
Yasnya Polyana—or whatever Tolstoi’s
lugubrious abode comes out when it is
correctly transliterated — that hermitage
then rocked to its foundations with scan-
dalous mirth when Turgenev, aged sixty
and declaring himself crippled with the
gout, danced the cancan visé vis of a
girl of twelve. . .. Tolstoi notes in his
diary: “Turgenev; cancan. Oh shame!”
Similarly in Aer diary, the German
Empress Victoria— Die Englaenderin —
makes, after the private first night of an
operetta that Turgenev had written for the
music of Mme. Viardot and for perform-
ance by himself and the Viardot children,
the note that the operetta was charm-
ing but Turgenev himself not quite digni-
fied. . . . And Turgenev himself, lying on

the floor, in the costume of a Turkish sul-

tan, and crawled over by adorable oda-
lisques, was aware that there was passing
over the great lady’s face that singular
English expression that we put on when
we ask: “Isn’t he being rather a Bounder,
my dear?” But Turgenev just says: “Be-
damn to that!” ... And the Empress
sends down two or three times every week
to the Turgenev-Viardot villa to ask them
to give another performance soon or that
Turgenev should write another operetta
for her at once. . .. And didn’t someone
once hear Bielinski, or it may have been
Bakunin or Herzen or any other of those
cheerful “true Russians”, say to Turgenev
after they had talked from eight in the
morning till past three in the afternoon:
“You, Turgenev, are an incredible mate-
rialist. Here we have not yet finished dis-
cussing the nature of the Deity and you
are already talking about lunch.” . . . But
the more usual true-Russian complaint of
Turgenev was that after he had been sit-
ting with one of them for not more than
half a day, he would begin to exhibit signs
of uneasiness and would say that Mme.
Viardot’s daughter or Mme. Viardot’s
daughter’s baby might be ill and he might
be wanted to run to the doctor’s or the
chemist. . . . The true Russians would de-
clare that showed how cravenly Turgenev
subjected himself to the yoke of Pauline
Viardot. But, knowing Turgenev and
knowing what true-Russian conversation
was then like, one might be pardoned for
imagining that what Turgenev really
wanted was either his lunch or an interval
of blissful silence.

It is a good thing that no one ever did
know what was the exact relationship be-
tween Turgenev and the great Pauline,
and that for the world at large and Russia
in particular it must remain in Turgenev’s
own enigmatic phrase an “unofficial mar-
riage”. That he was absolutely chained to
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the lady’s apron strings is obviously not -

true or even that he was in the technical
sense of the word today an unhappy ex-
patriate. His contacts with Russia — the as-
it-were strings of interests that went from
him to her — were innumerable and for-
ever undissolved. His interest in her fate
was as constant as his interest in his own
estate . . . and that was really unceasing,
if the results were never very satisfactory.
He once told one member of my family —
I forget which, either my father or my
grandfather — that they must not think
him merely frivolous if at his age he came
as far as England merely to shoot par-
tridges. Actually he could have shot par-
tridges anywhere — except perhaps round
Paris where the chasse was very expensive.
But he came to England to study on the
spot the English management of great es-
tates and agricultural methods which he
declared to be by far the best in the world.
The immediate results of the emancipation
of the serfs in Russia had been an almost
boundless confusion and the only pattern
of which he could conceive as being a fit-
ting or even a possible solution for the
Russian situation was something like that
practiced on the semi-feudal, semi-liber-
tarian, great estates in the English dukeries
and their purlieus. Today that seems like
irony; but for a liberal thinker of that
day it was something very like common
sense. . . . At any rate he never went back
from England without carrying with him
some specimen of agricultural machinery or
some detail of the estate-management of the
Dukes of Norfolk or Northumberland.
. . . I remember — I must have been told
it by my mother — poor Ralston’s agitation
at not being able to find the manufacturers
of some miraculous new plow of which
Turgenev had heard and which he imag-
ined might go far to solve the agricultural
difficulties of his country.

In any case, if thinking of the interests
and problems of one’s native land suffice
to prevent one’s being an expatriate, Tur-
genev was none . .. and it is to be re-
membered that Czar Alexander II ordered
the emancipation of the serfs three days
after he had finished reading 4 Sporzs-

man’s Sketches.

I

It is of course as impossible to know any-
thing real about a novelist as to know any-
thing real about a sovereign, both being so
surrounded. One knows nothing about
Turgenev. One knows less about him even
than about Shakespeare. He moves sur-

. rounded by the cloud of his characters as

a monarch by his courtiers; and, once more
like a monarch, surrounded by crowds of
admirers and detractors who all view him
in the light of their own images, pre-
conceptions, and desires. The result has
been a cloud of witnesses all going to
prove that Turgenev would have been a
better Russian if he had never been out of
Russia — with the implication that, in that
case, he would have suffered less from the
gout, not fallen under the influence of
Pauline Viardot, and would, according to
the political predilections of the particular
writer, have been a better Terrorist, Slavo-
phile, or Czarist. Certainly you can prove
all those things, and out of Turgenev’s
own mouth and writings.

That is because he was the supreme
creative writer. And, no doubt uncon-
sciously enough, society exacts of its crea-
tive writers that they shall have no person-
ality. . . . So perhaps one must confine
oneself to one certainty . . . that he was
not a journalist. . . . By that I do not
mean to utter an insult to my confreres of
the periodical press: I mean merely to say
that a journalist of genius is of a genius
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different in species and especially in pro-
duction from that of the creative writer
who desires to leave to posterity an endur-
ing image of his world and day. The jour-
nalists go to things to look at them and
use their genius in reportage. The great
imaginative writer lives . . . and then ren-
ders his impressions of what life has done
to him. He lives in, if possible, a fine un-
consciousness . . . but certainly in an un-
consciousness. He will not, that is to say,
go to the Ukraine or Cambridgeshire in
order to see what there is to see with the
intention of writing about it. He will go
to Spasskoye to set his estate in order, to
Cambridgeshire to shoot grouse, to Bou-
gival to continue his rather desultory court-
ship of Mme. Viardot, or to the limits of
the Ukraine in momentarily passionate
pursuit of some intelligent actress or some
peasant girl of a pure heart. ... Then,
protesting that he will never write an-
other word —and passionately believing
that he will never write another word —
he sits down and writes a masterpiece . . .
not about the last passion or the latest
trip to Spasskoye, but about the last but
six, or the last but twenty. . . . Or about
one that took place twenty years before
he was born.

That is why the creative artist is almost
always an expatriate and almost always
writes about the past. He must, in order
to get perspective, retire in both space and
time from the model upon which he is at
work. . . . Still more, he must retire in
passion . . . in order to gain equilibrium.

Turgenev carried the rendering of the
human soul one stage further than any
writer who preceded or has followed him
simply because he had supremely the gift
of identifying himself with—of abso-
lutely feeling — the passions of the char-
acters with whom he found himself. . . .

And then he had the giﬁt of retiring and

looking at his passion — the passion that
he had made his . . . the gift of looking
at it with calmed eyes. It was not insin-
cerity that made him say to the French
jeune fille bien élevée, that her convent
and home influences had made her the
most exquisite flower of tranquillity and
purity and refinement and devotion . .
and of course, that as a corollary, the Rus-
sian jeune fille was by comparison gross,
awkward, ignorant, and sensual. That
was his passionate belief in the presence
of the daughters of his Pauline . . . who
certainly were not his own daughters. .
And yet it was equally his passionate be-
lief, three wecks after in Spasskoye, when
talking to a daughter of one of his princely
neighbors, that the Russian young girl was
limpidly pure, pious, devoted, resigned —
was all that he had projected in his Lisa
— whilst, in contradistinction to her, the
jeunes filles bien élevées of Bougival were
artificial products, fades, hyper-civilized,
full of queer knowledges that they had
picked up behind the convent walls . .
sophisticated, in short. . .. No, he was
not insincere. It was perhaps his extreme
misfortune . . . but it was certainly his
supreme and beautiful gift —that he had
the seeing eye to such an extent that he
could see that two opposing truths were
equally true.

He was by turns and all at once, Slavo-
phile and Westerner, Czarist and Nihilist,
Germanophile and Francophobe, Franco-
phile and Hun-hater, insupportably home-
sick for Spasskoye and the Nevsky Pros-
pekt and wracked with nostalgia for the
Seine bank at Bougival and the rue de
Rivoli. All proper men are that to some
degree — certainly all proper novelists. But
Turgenev carried his vicarious passions
further than did anyone of whom one has
ever heard. He would meet during a rail-
way journey some sort of strong-passioned
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veterinary surgeon or some sort of decayed
country gentleman . . . and for the space
of the journey he would be them. ...
And so we have Bazarov—whom he
loved —and the Hamlet of the Tschigri
district . . . whom perhaps he loved too.

It is because of that faculty that he made
the one step forward. Flaubert —whom
he also loved and who perhaps was the
only man whom he really and permanently
loved, since they were both mighty hunters
before the Lord of one thing or another —
Flaubert, then, evolved the maxim that the
creative artist as creator must be indiffer-
ently impartial between all his characters.
That, Turgenev was by nature . . . because
of his own very selflessness. Like Flaubert
he hated the manifestations and effects of
cruelty produced by want of imagina-
tion . . . but he could get back from even
that passion and perceive that unimagina-
tive cruelty is in itself a quality ...a
necessary ingredient of a movemented
world. To noble natures like those of
Flaubert and Turgenev, the mankind that
surrounds them is insupportable . . . if
only for its want of intelligence. That is
why the great poet is invariably an ex-
patriate, if not invariably in climate, then
at least in the regions of the mind. If- he
cannot get away from his fellows he must
shut himself up from them. But if he is
to be great he must also be continually
making his visits to his own particular
Spasskoye. He must live always both in
and out of his time, his ancestral home,
and the hearts of his countrymen.

So having lived, he must render. And
so having lived, the supremely great art-
ist who was Turgenev so rendered that
not merely —as was the case with Shake-
speare —did he transfuse himself into all
his characters, so that Iago was Shake-
speare and Cordelia Shakespeare and Bot-
tome Shakespeare and Hamlet. . . . Not

only then are Lavretsky and Bazarov and
Lisa and the Tschigri Hamlet and the
Lear of the Steppes all Turgenev but—
and that is the forward step — they are all
us.

That is the supreme art and that is the
supreme service that art can render to
humanity . . . because, to carry a good-
enough saying the one step further that we
have got to go if our civilization is not to
disappear, tout savoir is not only tout par-
donner —it has got to be tout aimer.

The humane Czar lying down on a
couch ... I don’t know why I imagine
him lying down . . . perhaps because hu-
mane people When they want to enjoy
themselves over a good read in a book al-
ways lie down ... the humane Czar,
then, lying down with A4 Sportsman’s
Sketches held up to his eyes began to read
what Turgenev had observed when shoot-
ing partridges over dogs . . . with the in-
effable scapegrace serf Yermolal at his
heels. . . . And suddenly the Czar was
going through the endless forests and over
the endless moors. He had the smell of
the pines and heather in his nostrils, the
sun-baked Russian earth beneath his
feet. . . . Yermolal did not have the sec-
ond gun as ready as he should; Yermolal
had not even loaded the second gun; Yer-
molal, the serf, had lagged behind; serf
Yermolai had disappeared altogether; he
had found a wild bees’ nest in a hollow
tree; he was luxuriously supping honey,
ignoring the bee stings. ... And sud-
denly the Czar himself was Yermolal . . .
he was a serf who might be thrashed,
loaded with chains, banished to a hopeless
district a thousand miles away, put to
working in the salt mines. . . . The Czar
was supping the heather-scented brown
honey in the hot sun....He saw his
Owner approaching. His Owner was for-
tunately a softy. Still, it was disagreeable
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to have the Owner cold to him . .. and
quickly the Czar sent his eyes over the
country, through the trees in search of a
hut. If he saw a hut he would remember
the story of its idiotic owners. He would
tell the idiotic story to the Owner and in
listening to it the Owner would become
engrossed in the despairing ruin of those
idiotic creatures and would forget to be
displeased, and the Czar would have two
undeserved pork chops and the remains of
a bottle of champagne that night in the
wood-lodge.

And so the Czar would become a wood-
cutter in danger of being banished for
cutting the wrong trees, and a small land-
owner being ruined by his own ignorance
and the shiftlessness of his serfs . . . and
a house-serf dressed as a footman with
plush breeches to whom his Owner was
saying with freezing politeness: “Brother,
I regret it. But you have again forgotten
to chill the Beaujolais. You must prepare
yourself to receive fifty lashes. . . .” And
the Czar would be Turgenev shuddering
over the Owner’s magnificently appointed
table whilst outside the footman was re-
ceiving the fifty lashes. ... And Alex-
ander II would become the old, fat old
maid, knitting whilst her companion read
Pushkin to her, and crying over romantic
passages and refusing to sell Anna Nico-
laevna to Mr. Schubin, the neighboring,
noble landowner who had fallen incom-
prehensibly in love with Anna Nico-
laevna. . . . And the Autocrat of All the
Russias would find himself being the serf-
girl Anna Nicolaevna, banished into the
dreadful Kursk district because the in-
comparable noble landowner Mr. Schubin
had fallen in love with her. . .. And the
great bearded autocrat with the hairy
chest would be Anna twisting her fingers
in her apron and crying . . . crying . . .

crying . . . And saying: Is it possible that

God and the Czar permit such things to
be?

And so, on the third day, the Czar
stretches out his hand for his pen . . . and
just those things would never be any
more. . .. There would be other bad
things, but not just those, because the
world had crept half a hair’s breadth nearer
to civilization. . . .

.+ . You may imagine how Turgenev’s
eyes stood out of his head on the day when
he met Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe, who,
for her part, had never been below the
Mason and Dixon Line . . . and who was
introduced to him as being the heroine
who had made the chains to fall from the
limbs of the slaves of a continent. . . . He
said that she seemed to him to be a modest
and sensible person. ... Perhaps the
reader will think out for himself all that
that amazing meeting signified.

v

The reader will also observe — perhaps
with relief — that contrary to the habit of
writers of my complexion, I have here said
nothing about the “technique” of my sub-
ject. It can’t be done. No one can say any-
thing valid about the technique of Tur-
genev. It consisted probably in nothing but
politeness . . . in consideration for his
readers. He must have observed that the
true Russians of his day, living amongst
lonely vastnesses, were all perfect geysers
of narration and moral deductions. They
were incredible, overwhelming, desolating.
From the lowest peasant up to Tolstoi,
everyone, at a moment’s opportunity,
would burst into un-dammable spoutings of
stories accompanied by insupportable in- -
dulgences in the way of moralizings . .

and sclf-analyses. It was the very genius
of the people. . . . He must have waited
on a thousand aching days for his lunch,
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and then have removed himself from Rus-
sia with the oath never to make anyone
else go hungry whilst he told a tale; never
to draw morals; never to analyze his own
or anyone else’s psychology. So you have
his incomparable projections of his world
put before you with an unapproached econ-
omy of words . . . and, because his tem-
perament was very beautiful, with great
beauty.

No, of Turgenev’s technique one can
say with assurance no more than one can
say with certainty of his personality or of
his relations with Mme. Viardot. The most
you can say is that he was that fabulous
monster, a natural genius; when you have
said his name and those of Bach and
Cézanne—and one other that you can
suit yourself about —you have exhausted
the catalogue, since the Crucifixion. As
with Hudson, as stylist, the dear God
made Turgenev’s words to come, as He
made the grass to grow. It is there and
there is no more to say about it.

For myself I prefer my own undepressed
version of the Beautiful Genius’s person-
ality . . . the giant, indulging in night-
long verbal pillow-fights at Croisset, with
the nearly as gigantic Flaubert. . . . Flau-
bert’s patient niece told me that when Tur-
genev came to Croisset, Flaubert always
surrendered his own bed to Turgenev and
had one made up for himself in the
attic. . . . But fortunately they never went
to bed, preferring to talk all night about
the assonances in Prosper Mérimée. For-

tunately, because Turgenev’s feet would
have stuck far out over the end of Flau-
bert’s bed and her uncle would never have
slept on the shakedown under the tiles.

Talking all night with Flaubert then;
next morning taking a walk with a true-
Russian visitor and telling him that Gon-
court was a bore, and Zola ill-mannered
at table, and all French writers hard mate-
rialists, and little Henry James too soft and
the Terrorists heroes and the Czarists
fiends . . . or the Czarists God-given if
ineffectual statesmen and the Terrorists
the spawn of the Devil; and taking a day’s
rest, missing hundreds of partridges but
killing hundreds too, and spending the
night copying out Pauline Viardot’s music
for his operettas whilst sitting by the bed-
side of her sick grandchild who certainly
wasn’t his. And going to a teafight in
some studio — and wallowing in adoration
and adoration and adoration. And groan-
ing that Life had no purpose and writing
had less. And telling some child about
grouse to the acrid accompaniment of the
odor of smelling salts. And calming Ral-
ston, in hysterics because the new steam
plow was undiscoverable. And swearing
to a pretty lady that he would never
write another line ... never ... never
. . . never. . . . And writing, somewhere,
anyhow, on any old piece of furniture with
the dregs at the bottom of any old ink-
pot . .. any old thing ... Fathers and
Sons or A Lear of the Steppes or The
Death of Tchertop-Hanop. . . .

®



SALUTE TO AUDUBON

BY AMANDA BENJAMIN HALL

EYOND the legend of the George
B Of Georges, standing clear of time,
Lit by the fires at Valley Forge,
And framed in winter’s snow and rime,

Beyond the sagas and the tales

Of rough-hewn pioneers and gentry,
And of a Lincoln splitting rails

To mend the torn house of a country,

This lore of one who followed far
Across a menacing expanse,

The eagles of America,

The while the eagles of his France

Were all forgot —one bold to pierce
Through that lost virgin land we dream of,
Knowing its forests and its fierce

Recesses, knowing every stream of,

With strange, unflagging passion bound
To hunt the bird and to acquaint him
With all its ways, its look, its sound —
To be the bird and so to paint him—

The fork-tailed petrel in the wind

Above the perilous white billow,

Caught while the air was stretched and thinned,
(A, lovely, lonely peccadillo!)

He drew as privy to its plight,
And, out of love, the white egret,
As elegantly plumed and dight

As ever Marie Antoinette!
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Ohio mornings saw him skim

Down the broad river days together,

And Mississippi welcomed him,

Apostle of the wind and weather,

And of the hard-won, hoarded feather. . . .

Kentucky, Florida. . . . The man
Wore down the strength of teal and loon,
And wearied out the Indian,

. And was the friend of Daniel Boone;

. And joyed to see the cardinal
~ As warmly crimson as a canna

In Southern woods where, spring and fall,
He haunted bayou and savanna.

Or through lost forests dared to press

On horseback, tranced and lonely rider,
Or, marsh-wide, sought for the address
Of some rare gull, some beauteous eider. . . .

A vagrant, yet his love remained

His Lucy’s! Mated without flaw,

However much long absence strained
Between them, they would find some straw

~To build their nest anew. And as

A bird is torn by two desires,
To go, to stay, his spirit was
A thing of home and distant shires!

I wonder were his spoken words
Soft with the accent of the thrush,
And was he brother to the birds,

T his fellow of so true a brush,

W ho trailed the marsh-hen and the goose
Lifelong, by flatboat or by dinghy —

A man with foot so free and loose,

And with a soul so wild and wingy. . . .



I KNEW WHAT I WAS DOING
A Story

) {
BY JEROME WEIDMAN

HEY thought they were tossing me

around like an adagio dancer. But as

long as I knew what I was doing,
I figured they could think what they
wanted. It sounds dangerous, but it isn’t.
All you have to do is learn how to fall.

I didn’t realize he was going into an act
until he followed me into the models’ dress-
ing room as though he had been watching
for me, and said: “I wanted to tell you
about tonight.”

I didn’t like the way he said it.

“What about tonight?”

“I'm sorry, Myra,” he said, “but we’ll
have to call off the date for tonight. Mr.
Weiss just told me he’s taking me along
when he goes out with the spring line.
We’re leaving tonight.” He should have
given himself the benefit of another re-
hearsal. He was running his speeches to-
gether. “You know how those things are,
Myra. A guy doesn’t want to be a shipping
clerk all his life. I been pestering Weiss for
months he should take me along when he
goes on the road. Now I got the chance, I
can’t turn him down. See, Myra?”

“Of course,” I said. If he expected me to
act sore, he was crazy. You miss too many
tricks that way. “I know how those things
are.”

“If only I'd known before,” he said,
“I’'d’ve told you. Or we could’ve gone out
last night or something. But Mr. Weiss
only told me this morning.”

There was no question about it. One or

two extra rehearsals would never have
hurt him.

“That’s all right, Jack,” I said, smiling
a little and letting the disappointment come
through just enough for him to see it. “I
wouldn’t want you to pass up your big
chance just on account of a date.”

“I knew you’d understand, Myra,” he
said. That’s what I like in a person, con-
fidence. “It’s funny, though,” he said, shak-
ing his head, “how those things work out.”
He didn’t know how funny it was. “Here I
been looking forward to this date for a week
now and then #4:s has to come up.”

Sure, just like I was looking forward to
going to the dentist.

“We’ll make it some other time, then,”
I said.

“You bet,” he said quickly, “some other
time,” and went out.

I drew the curtain between the dressing
room and the showroom and took off my
smock. Then I began to dress carefully. I
put on the new brassiere I'd bought when
I went out to lunch, and I slipped into the
dress I'd had one of the operators in the
back press for me. I took my time with the
make-up too. Everything had to be just so.
I gave myself a good shot of eye-shadow
and a sweet coat of lipstick. I straightened
the seams in my stockings and pulled the
hat far over one eye. I couldn’t make up
my mind for a minute about the coat, but
then I decided to carry it on my arm.
What'’s the sense of investing eighty-nine
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cents on a new uplift if you’re going to
hide your figure under a coat? One more
look in the mirror, and everything was set.

I walked around through the back to the
front entrance to the showroom and pushed
the door in quickly.

Weiss and Jack both turned around to
face me. ,

“Hello, Jack,” I said.

He gave an imitation of a deaf mute pre-
tending to be tongue-tied.

“Well, I'll try once more,” I said. “Hello,
Jack.”

“What are you doing here, Myra?” he
said.

“I'm playing ping-pong,” I said. “What
do you think I'm doing? We've got a date,
haven’t we?”

“But didn’t I tell you it was —?”

“Listen,” I broke in, “is this Thursday, or
isn’t it? And is it a quarter to seven, or am
I cockeyed?” He kept opening his mouth
to say something, but I wouldn’t let him.
I was looking and talking in his direction,
but I wasn’t saying a word to him. The
party I was really addressing was a gentle-
man by the name of Weiss. And if Mr.
Weiss had the brains and the eyesight of
the average dress salesman, he’d get the
drift before long. “And does that mean you
and I have a date, or doesn’t it?”

“But Myra, I told you —"

“Wait a minute. Wait a minute. Wait a
minute.” Mr. Rudolph Weiss tuning in.
“What's going on here, anyway?”

I turned to face him, as though I hadn’t
seen him before.

“Oh, hello, Mr. Weiss,” I said, smiling.
“I didn’t see you before.”

“Lady,” he said with a grin, “I wouldn’t
miss you like that.” I didn’t mean he should.
“How’d you know my name? And what’s
yours?” He turned to Jack. “Say, why don’t
you give a guy a knockdown to your girl
friends?”

No question about it. There was nothing
wrong with his eyesight.

“Ah, quit kidding, Mr. Weiss,” Jack said.
“You know her. It's Myra. Miss Gross, our
model.”

“What?”

He came over and looked under the hat.

“Well, I'll be a so and so,” he said, hold-
ing my arm.

T'll bet he could, too.

He stood off and looked me over. I could
tell from where his eyes stopped that the
eighty-nine cents was a good investment.

“Well, I'll be a such and such,” he said.

Who should know better than he?

“I'swear I'd never’ve recognized you with
all the fancy clothes on,” he said. He slipped
his arm around my waist. “Without that
smock you’re always wearing, and in these
clothes — saaay, you know, you're a knock-
out!”

It’s nice to be told.

“Thanks,” I said, sounding a little peeved.
“A lot of good that’s going to do me to-
night.”

“But Myra,” Jack said, “I told you about
Mr. Weiss and me going out on the road
tonight. I told you we’d —”

I'll say this for him. He couldn’t have
been coming in better with his lines now if
I'd’ve rehearsed him myself.

“That makes everything just dandy,
doesn’t it?” I said. “I get all dressed up, and
then you —”

“I'll tell you what,” Weiss said, holding
up his hand. “This is really all my fault. I
mean, I should’ve told him a little earlier,
given him a couple of days’ notice, or
something. But since I didn’t, and since
this is all sort of my fault, I'll tell you
what.” He wasn’t so bad, either. “You” —
pointing to Jack — “you finish packing the
samples. Then, when you're finished, you
take the cases down to Penn Station and
check them. Me and Miss Gross — Myra,
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here —” he put his arm around me again.
Did I say his eyes were weak? Pardon me.
He was blind. — “We’ll go out to dinner.
How'’s that? Will that square things up?”

“Oh, Mr. Weiss,” T said, “it certainly
willl”

“But, Mr. Weiss,” Jack said, “What about
the train? We gotta make the —”

“Forget it,” Weiss said, winking at me.
“We'll make a morning train.”

II

I was plucking my eyebrows when Weiss
came into the dressing room.

“Be with you in a minute, Rudy,” I said,
talking into the mirror. “Sit down for a
while. You look all worn out.”

Weiss did, too. But a chair wasn’t what
he needed.

“Thanks, Myra,” he said. “I can’t. 'm in
a hurry.”

What he needed was four square yards
of towelling to wipe the sweat off his fore-
head.

“Warm, isn’t it?” I said, still talking to
the mirror. I had to hand it to myself. The
arm I was working the tweezers with didn’t
even quiver. Just an old campaigner. “It’s
hot as hell for April.”

“Yeah,” he said, rubbing his face with his
hand. “T'll tell you, Myra —”

“Don’t bother,” I said sweetly, “Let me
tell you.”

He stared at me with his mouth open.

“What?”

I pulled the smock up around my shoul-
ders.

“Pardon the bare back,” 1 said. “I didn’t
realize myself how warm it was.”

He started again.

“I wanted to tell you —”

“I know,” I said, squinting at myself as
1 worked. “You wanted to tell me the date
for lunch is off. Right?”

His mouth opened a little wider. I figured
one more notch and I'd be able to see what
he had for breakfast.

“How did you know what I —?”

I shook the tweezers clean and started on
the other eye.

“I guess I'm just psychic,” T said. “But
don’t let me steal your stuff, Rudy. You go
ahead and tell it to me all over again, just
like I didn’t know a thing.”

He closed his mouth.

“I'm not kidding, Myra,” he said.

I could take his word for that, all right.

“It’s just that D. C. asked me to go to
lunch with him,” he said. “He wants to
talk over the summer line. What could I
do? He’s the boss, Myra. You know that.”

It was nice of him to tip me off.

“We'll make it for some other time.
Maybe tomorrow. Or the day after. Okay?”

It was getting a little boring. Didn’t they
have enough brains to think up a new exit
speech?

“Of course, Rudy,” I said. “I know how
those things are.”

Come to think of it, I could use a new
exit line myself.

“I'll have to run along, then, Myra. D. C.’s
waiting for me,” he said. “Be good.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I'm getting better
and better.”

When I was dressed, I passed the switch-
board quickly, as though I were in a hurry.

“Hey, Myra!”

I stopped and turned.

“For God’s sakes,” said Flo, “let’s take a
look at you.”

I struck a pose and turned around two or
three times.

“Boy,” she said, “you’re an eyeful, all
right. Where’d you find all the clothes?”

“Find nothing,” I said, “I earned them.”

She grinned. “Tell a gir] how, will you?”

Maybe I would. But I wasn’t quite ready
to publish yet. The system was still in its
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infancy. I might even want to get it
patented. Who could tell?

“I can’t stop now,” I said. “I'm in a hurry.
I bave a luncheon engagement.”

That’s what I call progress. Two months
before I had dates for lunch. Now I had
luncheon engagements.

The restaurant was only a few blocks
away. I walked in and looked around. D. C.
sat facing the door, talking to Weiss, who
had his back to me. I walked over and
tapped Weiss on the shoulder. He looked
up and almost fell out of his chair.

“Myral”

“Nice of you to remember me,” I said,
smiling.

“Didn’t I tell you —?”

“Maybe you did,” I said, looking around,
“but I don’t seem to recall. I never think
well when I'm standing up. Can’t you ar-
range for a chair for me?”

The waiter shoved one under me and I
sat down. ,

“Myra, please,” Weiss said. His face was
red and he kept looking at D. C. “I told
you I had an important —”

“Really,” I said, “I don’t understand you,
Rudy. You go and make a luncheon ap-
pointment with me, and then, when I keep
it, not only do you forget to even offer me
a chair, but you get all excited and start
making speeches and —”

“Pardon me, Miss, but don’t I know you
from someplace?” I turned to face D. C,,
who had put his hand on my arm and was
smiling at me. “There’s something familiar
about you.”

There was life in the old girl yet. That
made two times I was remembered in as
many minutes.

“There’s something familiar about yox,
Mr. Cantor,” I said, turning on the dazzling
smile, ‘

“Saaay,” he said, “how’d you know my
name?”

“Intuition,” I said archly. I mean I leered
at him a little and acted coy. That’s archly,
isn’t it?

“No kidding, though,” he said, “Where’ve
I seen you before?” :

“Well,” T said, “we’ve never been for-
mally introduced, but we’ve met dozens of
times.”

“Yeah? Where?”

“Guess,” I said. Right. Archly again. It
wasn’t really as bad as it sounds. They all
fall for it, from shipping clerks up.

“I'm sorry about this, Mr. Cantor,” Weiss
said, turning to him. “I told her —”

“For God’s sakes,” Cantor said, “will you
stop talking so much, and tell me who
she is?”

That left jab shook dear old Rudy up a
little. But it cleared his head, too.

“What, are you kidding me, Mr. Can-
tor?” he said. “That’s Miss Gross. Myra
Gross, one of our models.”

“What?”

It was easy to keep smiling while he
stared at me. All I had to do was look at
Rudy and think what a dead ringer he was
at that moment for Jack, the shipping clerk.
The hard part was to keep from laughing
out loud.

“Well, what the hell do you know?”
Cantor said slowly, his eyes popping.

“Shall we consider Mr. Weiss’ words a
formal introduction?” I said, smiling
sweetly, and reaching out my hand.

“You bet,” he said, taking my hand and
holding it.

I felt so good I could’ve reached over
and kissed Weiss. Calling your shots and
making them is the greatest sport in the
world.

“The thing that gets me,” he said, shaking
his head, “is how in the showroom I never
even gave you a tumble. And here —” he
shook his head again.

“Maybe it’s the clothes,” I said.
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“Maybe you’re right,” he said. Maybe I
was. “Where’d you find them all of a
sudden?”

I began to feel more at home. They all
spoke the same language.

“They’re a gift,” I said, “from a former
admirer.” Accent on the former.

“I admire his taste,” he said.

“I said former,” I said, grinning at him.

“Glad to hear it,” he said, grinning back.

I tugged gently at the hand he was still
holding.

“Mind if I borrow this back for a min-
ute?” I said. “I'd like to powder my nose.”

His face got red and he laughed. “Oh,
sure, sure,” he said. “But remember, it’s
only aloan.”

We both laughed. But Rudy didn’t laugh.
Rudy looked like the doctor had called him
back and told him he’d made a mistake;
that he had cancer after all.

“I'm sorry as hell about this interruption,
D. C.,” he said, screwing up his face. “I
didn’t mean to break up our conference
like this.”

Come on, D. C., use your right; he’s
wide open.

“I don’t know what you're sorry for,”
Cantor said. “This is just what I've been
needing. I've been working too hard lately.”
He turned to me. “We’re going to make a
real celebration out of this. You know,” he
said, taking my hand again, “T haven't felt
so good in weeks.”

Good old D. C. I knew he'd come
through.

“But, Mr. Cantor,” Weiss cried. “How
about what we were talking about? What
about the summer line?”

“You're right,” Cantor said, shaking his
head seriously, but winking at me. “We
mustn’t forget the summer line. After all,
business is business. T'll tell you what,” he
said brightly. Weiss stopped scowling.

“You're not in the mood anyway, Weiss.

You go back to the place.” Weiss started
scowling again. “The piece-goods salesmen
and the trimming people are all coming in
this afternoon. They’ll ask for me. You tell
them I'm sick or something, and yox see
them. Anything you think is okay. You
place the order.” He winked at me again.
“And tomorrow, or maybe even tonight,
when I come back, I'll look everything over
and give it the final okay.”

Weiss opened his mouth, then closed it
and got up. The waiter came over quickly.

“Is anything wrong, sir?”

“Not a thing,” Cantor answered for him.
“Everything’s perfect. The gentleman’s
been called away suddenly, that’s all.” Well,
Weiss had nothing to complain about. At
least he was being called a gentleman. “The
lady and I are lunching alone.”

“Yes, sir,” the waiter said.

I didn’t have anything to complain
about, either. Things were starting off swell.
Here I was being called a lady.

I

Cantor stuck his smiling face in from the
showroom.

“You feel all right, kid?” he asked.

I twisted around on the couch to face
him and smiled back. :

“Of course, Dave,” I said. “Why?”

He certainly had me guessing. According
to my calculations he should have been re-
hearsing his exit speech for weeks already.
But he wasn’t. Instead, he seemed to be-
come more interested every day.

“I didn’t want you to be all tired out for
tonight,” he said. “That’s all.”

I couldn’t make up my mind whether I
liked it or not. At least with the other heels
you knew where you stood.

“Oh, you don’t have to worry,” I said.
“Since you moved this couch in here for me,
1 haven’t been tired a minute.”
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“That’s fine,” he said. “Think you can
go through the line just once more?”

“Of course,” I said, sitting up.

He watched me comb my hair.

“If it was an ordinary buyer, Myra,” he
apologized, “I wouldn’t bother you.”

This tenderness baloney was beginning
to get me. What was he driving at, any-
way?

“Don’t be silly, Dave,” I said. “Who’s
the buyer?”

“It’s Bob Roberts.”

Welll That was different. I shook my
hair down and parted it again, more care-
fully.

“You mean of Liggett-Lustgarten?” I
said.

“Yeah,” he said. “He’s leaving for Chi-
cago tonight, and he wants to see the line
once more before he goes.” That was a
new name for me. “After the big order he
placed yesterday, I couldn’t turn him down.
Otherwise I'd never bother you, Myra.”

Bother my eye. This was going to be a
pleasure.

“Don’t be silly, Dave,” I said again, smil-
ing at him. “I wouldn’t let you down with
one of your best customers, would I?”

“Good girl,” he said, patting my cheek.

He started me off by calling me a lady,
and now I was a good girl. Where the hell
was this thing going?

“Okay, then, scram,” I said, pushing him
playfully. “Let’s get started.”

“Okay,” he said, turning in the doorway
to blow me a kiss. “Run it off the regular
way. Sports, street wear, Sunday afternoon,
and finish off with the evening gowns.
Okay?”

“Right,” T said, blowing the kiss back at
him. He was making a regular sissy out
of me.

Cantor and Roberts were the only ones
in the showroom when I came out wearing
the first dress.

“That’s the number I came back to see,”
Roberts said, grinning.

I grinned back.

“It’s one of the best in our line,” Cantor
said. “You’ll never go wrong on that num-
ber, Bob.” ‘

“That’s just what I thought,” Roberts
said, winking at me.

I pretended I didn’t see.

“Look at the lines on it, will you?”
Cantor said. He got up and stood behind
me, tracing the sweep of the dress. “Just
look at it.”

Judging by his face, Roberts didn’t need
the advice.

“I'm looking, Dave,” he said, “I'm look-
ing.”

With Cantor behind me I figured it was
safe to risk the return wink. Roberts’ face
spread out like an accordion.

“You got sorme number, there, Dave,” he
said.

“Take my advice, Bob, and order a few'
more. For a number like this, you don’t
even need salesmen. It'll walk right out of
your store by itself.”

“Okay,” Roberts said. “Send me another
half-dozen of them.”

He got more enthusiastic with each dress
I modelled. When I went in to change for
the evening gowns, I decided to leave off
the brassiere. Not that I was worried. I
knew my own strength. Roberts was poured
from the same mold as Jack and Weiss and
Cantor. Just a grade or two higher, that’s
all. I knew where I stood. But I wanted to
make sure. :

“How’s this one?” Cantor said when I
came in.

“Wonderful,” Roberts said, shaking his
head and kissing his fingertips toward me.
“Marvelous!”

Well, T guess I could publish any day
now that I wanted to. The system was
perfect.
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“How about another half-dozen of these,
Bob?” Cantor said.

“Send me a dozen,” Roberts said.

I turned to go.

“Hey, wait a minute!” Roberts said, get-
ting up from behind the showroom table.
“Where you running?”

I looked surprised.

“Why,I’'m going to change, Mr.Roberts.”

“So what's the hurry? C’mere a minute.
I want to tell you something.” He walked
over and put his arm around my waist. I
guess there’s something about the dress
business that ruins everybody’s eyes. “You
know, I owe you an apology.”

“For what?” I said.

“Why, for making you go through the
whole line again, and all that,” he said.

“Oh, Mr. Roberts, you dont have to
apologize for a thing like #4at,” 1 said. “1
get paid for it.”

“Well, I want to apologize,” he said.

“Well, in that case,” I said, laughing, “I
guess I'll have to accept your apology.”

“Good,” he said, laughing with me, and
patting my back. Funny how they all
seemed to have gone to the same school.
“And you know how I usually apologize
to a pretty girl like you?”

“How?”

“I take her out to dinner and to the
theater and show her a good time. What do
you say?”

“Well, I -7

That was the only weak point in the sys-
tem. It wouldn’t hurt it at all if I learned
how to blush prettily.

“Come on, now,” he said, “you said you
accept my apology.”

“But I —"

So I couldn’t blush, so what? You can’t
have everything.

“No buts. What do you say?”

“All right,” I said. ,

“But Myra!” David Cantor, my boss and

current boy friend, talking. “We have a —”

“Oh, gee, that’s right,” I said scowling
and snapping my fingers. “I forgot all
about it.”

Sure, like Admiral Byrd forgot his fur
coat,

“What’s the matter now ?” Roberts asked.

“Gee, I'm sorry, Mr. Roberts,” T said.
“But Mr. Cantor and I have a date for to-
night.”

Roberts turned to Cantor and leered.

“Why, Dave! You little devil, you! A
confirmed bachelor like you,” he said,
“going out with a beautiful girl like this?”
I guess he must’ve stood pretty high in his
class. “Nothing doing, Dave,” he said,
shaking his finger at him. “I wouldn’t dare
trust you alone. I'll tell you what. We'll all
go out together. The three of us.” He
turned back to me. “What do you say?”

“Well, I don’t know,” I said slowly,
looking pointedly at Cantor.

“Oh, come on, Dave,” Roberts said. “It’s
my last night in town, after a busy buying
trip like this.” He accented the word buy-
ing. “You wouldn’t want to interfere with
my having a good time, would you?”

This guy was the slickest yet.

“Of course not, Bob,” Cantor said
quickly, grinning like he had a toothache.
“Sure. We'll all go out together and have
a good time.”

“It’s a date,” Roberts said, putting his
other arm around me.

I bet I could have done it just as easy
with the brassiere on.

v

By the time we hit the night club, Cantor
was so sore he wasn’t even talking. But I
couldn’t be bothered. I was giving my un-
divided attention to Mr. Robert Roberts,
head buyer for Liggett-Lustgarten of Chi-
cago, Illinois.
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“You know, Dave,” Roberts said when
we were seated, “you don’t look well at
all. You really ought to go home.”

“No, that’s all right, Bob,” he said. “I
feel swell.”

“Well, you don’t look it,” Roberts said.
“What you need is a little solitude,” he
said with a loud laugh, and turned to me.
“What do you say we dance, Myra?”

“Okay,” I said, getting up.

It’s wonderful how you don’t even need
a vocabulary with these guys.

“You know,” he said as we danced, “I
feel like hell having to leave tonight.”

“Why?” T asked.

“Why do you think, why?” he said. “I'm
just beginning to enjoy myself, that’s
why.”

“If T liked a town as much as you seem
to like this one,” I said, “I'd stay a while.”

“You would?”

“I most certainly would,” I said, smiling
up at him.

“Lady,” he said, “you tempt me.”

When we got back to the table Roberts
said to Cantor, “You know, Dave, you
know what I feel like doing?”

“What, Bob?”

“I feel like staying in town another
week and tdking this fascinating young
lady around a bit. How’s that for an
idea?”

“But Bob,” Cantor said quickly, “you’ve
got to get back to Chicago!”

Roberts put on a long face.

“You're right,” he said.

Cantor began to look a little better.

Suddenly Roberts smacked the table
hard. “The hell with Chicago,” he said.
“Chicago won’t run away. It'll wait an-
other week.” Now Cantor had the long
face. “You wait here,” Roberts said, get-
ting up.

“Where you going?” Cantor asked.

“I'm going to put through a long dis-

tance call,” he said. “I'm staying in town
another week.”

He walked away and left us alone.

Cantor put his arm across the table and
took my hand. “Listen, Myra,” he said
earnestly, “I don’t want you to think I'm
a killjoy, or anything like that.”

Well, here it comes, I thought. It was a
little past due, but even late it would be a
relief. I braced myself for the shock. Al-
though I didn’t really have to. I'd gotten
to the point where it wasn’t a shock any
more.

“I like to see you have a good time and
all that,” he said, “but what’s the matter,
Myra, don’t you like me any more?”

I sat up a little. What the hell was this,
anyway? Wasn’t he getting his lines
twisted ?

“Of course I like you, Dave,” 1 said.
“What ever gave you that idea?”

“Gee, 1 don’t know,” he said sheep-
ishly. “I guess when a guy’s in love he gets
crazy ideas.”

Love? Oh, my God!

“Maybe it’s my own fault,” he said. “I
guess I should’ve told you long ago. But
I don’t know, Myra, it’s kind of hard to
say those things. I guess when a guy
reaches my age and he hasn’t used the
words before, they get a little rusty.”

For a few seconds, I was groggy.

“That’s why I've been acting like such
a mope all evening,” he said. “I couldn’t
stand it to see you laughing and dancing
with him. I kept thinking what a dope I
was not to have spoken to you before.
What do you say, Myra?” he said quickly,
leaning forward. “What do you say we get
married?”

I knew I was looking in his direction,
but I swear I didn’t see him. My mind
was jumping around so quickly that it
was all I could do to keep track of it. No
wonder he hadn’t come through with the
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exit speech. No wonder he’d had me
guessing all these weeks. He wanted to
marry mel

“What do you say, Myra?” he said.

All of a sudden I felt sore. Who did he
think he was, anyway? What did I work
myself up from heels like Jack and Weiss
for? What did I work out the system for,
getting it down to the point