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Victor Shklovsky 

Captain Fedotov 
A Tale 

Moscow 

Dreary houses of two stories or a story and a half with a mezzanine strag- 
gled among endless fences. 

Big clouds of dust hung over little houses, over the pierced stone belfries. 
Half defaced signs hung at the corners. Here the streets were never swept 

and the grass was never trodden down. 
It was paid of old Moscow that it was not a town, but a collection of ‘towns: 

all that was confined within the ring of boulevards might have been called 
the capital; the vast Zemlianoy resembled a county town, and after that came 
the little townlets, suburbs, faubourgs, and hamlets. 

On the outskirts of Moscow stood houses with fields and orchards, with 
the overflow of unclean and unhurrying streams. 

The Great Fire of 1812 had passed long since, and in the streets there were 
ever fewer black gaps with glistening charred logs, and what had once been 
house cellars were now pits thickly overgrown with tall nettles. 

Moscow was healing, drawn together by fences, flower-gardens, and vege- 
table patches. 

Pavel Andreivitch Fedotov was born in Moscow in 1815, in the part known 
s “Kitchen-gardeners.” 
Here there were few houses with coats-of-arms on the facade, and stone 

gateways graced with the serene, proud legend: 

“Exempt from Billeting.” 

This meant that the master of the house was a person of importance and 
that soldiers could not be billeted on him. 

For the most part the houses were bright yellow, with green shutters. 
Clothes-lines were stretched across the little gardens, and on the clothes- 

lines hung striped and flowered washing. 
Such houses were not exempt from billeting. 
Within the houses exempt from billeting stood mahogany furniture up- 

holstered in silk or, at least, chairs with the backs upholstered in other ma- 
terial of the same color. 

Within the houses not exempt from billeting stood cane chairs, and in the 
windows flourished the latest foreign novelty—the geranium. On the wall 
hung a wooden clock with an ornamented face; in the space between the two 
windows stood a card-table, the top leaf of which was warped; by the door— 

a tali cupboard painted in imitation mahagony; on top of the cupboard— 
rabbits of canary-colored plaster with red ears, flanking a big wooden figure 
of a soldier in painted uniform. 

Pavel Andreivitch Fedotov was born into what was by no means a wealthy 
family. His father was an officer who had risen from the ranks. Andrei Fe- 
dotov had been married twice, the first time to a Turkish woman, the second 

time to a Russian. 
Andrei Fedotov read very seldom, and then only The Russian Veteran. At 
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home he always wore a dressing gown, with a handkerchief round his neck. 

A large family was crowded into the little house, from which the father, 

wearing his tall hat, went out daily to the office. 

He trequently returned home angry and accompanied by the watchman, 

who carried a pair, or sometimes two pairs of boots. 

These boots, tied together with string that was sealed near the knot, be- 

longed to clerks who were found lacking in diligence or sobriety. 

he bootless clerk had to remain in the office. If his work was done by 

the morning, the offender received his boots back, together with a severe 

reprimand. Andrei Fedotov was a martinet and not the man to overlook a 

fault. 
Winter in the house at “Kitchen-gardeners” was sad and stuffy: for econo- 

my’s sake the whole of the house was not heated, and, also for economy’s 

sake, there were no lattices that could be opened in the house. 
Spring came in with mud, then grass appeared, bird cherry bloomed in the 

slightly chilly air, manure was carted into the vegetable gardens, the mud in 
the streets dried a little, people said-it was dwindling away, and the children 
were let out to play. 

In his autobiography Pavel Andreivitch recalls the Moscow of those days. 
“The more remote streets of Moscow preserve even to this day a rural 

atmosphere, while at that time they were practically the same as in the 
country. Our favorite playground was the hayloft, a place where one might 
not only play to one’s heart’s content with the other children, but from the 
top of which one had a view of the neighboring yards, all the scenes taking 
place in them were exposed to the eyes of the observer as if on a saucer. As 
far as I can judge at the present time, the ability to find pleasure in contem- 
plative occupations I owe to the hayloft, or rather, to its upper part. The life 
of a child who is not well-to-do and perhaps even poor, abounds in variety 
which is often denied to a child from a well-to-do family, a child developing 
in the narrow circle composed of its parents, governess and two or three 
family friends—people for the most part well bred and therefore possessing 
nothing that could act in any way on a child’s imagination. 
“Now take my childhood: any day I could see scores of picturesque people 

of widely varying character and, above all, akin to me. 

“Our innumerable relatives, as you may suppose, consisted of the plainest 
people unspoiled by the ways of the world. Our servant was part of the 
family, chattered before me, and would appear before me in the most in: 
formal dress. The neighbors were all people well known to us; I met their 
offspring not at children’s parties, but in the hayloft or the garden. We 
chummed up with each other, quarrelled and fought whenever we wanted. 
Representatives of the various orders of society met at every step, at one’s 
aunts, at my father’s boon companions, at the parish priest’s, round about 
the hayloft and in the adjoining yards. The very strength of childish impres- 
sions, the store of observations made by me at the very beginning of my life 
sna if it is permissible to express it thus, the ‘background of my 
gifts.’ 
“The children used to cross the Moscow River to Chinatown; drop down in 

Zariadye; visit the stage coach yards of the Kursk, Voronezh, Murashevsk and 
Tula highways; gape at the goods displayed in Hunter’s Row—Linen, Timber, 
Paints, Grocery, and Gold-lace Rows; linger before the stalls where the 
simplest of pictures were sold—gay woodcuts, tinted by hand in water colors. 

“They read the rhymed jingles under the pictures and examined again and 
again the “Tomcat’s Funeral,’ the birds of Paradise, and the ‘History of Great 
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Guzzlers and Notable Drinkers,’ where Rabelais’ heroes came to life in the 
crude.cuts. 

“The pictures had been colored by a capable but hasty hand: large blobs 
of paint united whole scenes engraved in rough outline. 

“Alongside were sold turned vessels from Vladimir and other painted wood- 
en curiosities. 

“Baked oil sparkled like a jewel on bowls covered with tin-foil and painted. 
gut ine next stall snuff boxes of lacquered papier-mache—a novelty then, were 
sold. 

“Most of the snuff boxes were decorated with a picture of the Fire of 
Moscow. Here for the first time our future artist encountered pictorial art. 

“He was sent here to buy an eighth of a pound of sugar, and a pinch of 
tea, but generally he came of his own accord. 

“People talked a great deal around the stalls: the customers talked, the 
merchants talked and shouted, the beggars sang. 

“There was always a great deal of talking and boasting in old Moscow: 
they boasted of their turned vessels, their tobacco snuff boxes, pet cats, ca- 
ihedral of Vassili the Blessed, and their Tsar cannon. 

- “One volley from this cannon could have killed all the French, but they 
had not dared to fire it, for, then the Moscow River would have overflowed 
its banks and flooded the whole town.” 

II 

The Artist’s School 

In 1826, when the boy was ten years old, he was placed in the Moscow 
_.Cadet School as a boarder. 

Fedotov himself, in the verses addressed “To my readers, the severe judges 
of my verses,” says: 

Fate and my parents 

Destined me to march. 

The school was a vast one, with corridors like streets. The little boy passed 
from corridor to corridor, from stairway to stairway, down smooth worn 
steps. 

There was a strange, unfamiliar smell, a smell of uniform cloth. A drum 
beat in the corridor: marching was going on somewhere. 

The streets of the corridors led to landings like squares. Over the landings 
hung an official sky of vaulted ceiling. Highways of corridors led away into 
the distance. 

The new boys went about in flocks, their heavy, ill-fitting, uniform boots 

clattering over the stone-paved corridors. 
The hall was so vast that it seemed more like a field than a room. 

The sky of vaulting spread overhead. 
The windows hung somewhere high above, seven feet from the ground. 

The deafening rattle of drums was repeated and they all lined up against 

the four walls of the vast hall. 
The little newcomers took their places at the end of the line, and pretended 

to be official and unnatural like the rest. 

At a word of command they all turned to one side. A monotonous mass— 

they marched, and only the new boys got mixed up in their ranks. The dining 

room was smaller than the hall: a line of long tables, laid with knives and 
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forks reminded one of the rows in the spring vegetable patch without the 

green plants. ; 

They all lined up before the tables as if they were preparing to weed a 

arden. 
c Silence fell, and after the silence the drum said something: then they all 

sang quickly: “Lord in Thee have we put our trust!” They sang gabbling and 

droning. 
The words of the prayer concluded with the drum, then came a scraping 

of the benches, a buzz of conversation, the monotonous clatter of knives, 

glasses and spoons. 
After dinner the drum beat again; they all lined up and marched to the 

hall. 
Boys strolled up and down the hall in couples. Then the windows dark- 

ened. 
A long figure in trousers and tunic of rough grey cloth appeared. 
From one of the brass buttons on his jacket dangled a phia! of turpentine. 
The lamplighter tramped along, bending his knees sharply, with the mea- 

sured step he learned for parade, the ladder lay across his shoulder at the 
regulation angle. The lamplighter went up to the lamps, set up his ladder, and 
smeared the wick with turpentine. Then he lit the oil lamp and it burned 
dimly. 

Night came on. 
The boys slept on iron bedsteads in big dormitories; at each bed-head, on 

an iron rod, hung a board bearing the name of the pupil. The majority of 
the names bore numbers after them: Simeonov III, Bogatyrev VI, Rozanov V. 
The cadets were kept in ill-heated rooms and badly fed. 

The company commanders were distinguished for their words rather than 
for their deeds. 

Number One Company was commanded by Captain Peter Christianovitch 
Minut. He was tall and stooped and pale, and differed from his colleagues in 
his habit of rapping the cadets’ heads with his metal snuff box. This he re- 
garded as a warning, not as a punishment. 

The commander of Company Number Two, Alexander Arnoldovitch Lev- 

shin, was a stern individual, devoid of enthusiasm or kindness. His conver- 
sations usually concluded with: “Well, come along, I’ll give you a bit of a 
thrashing.” 

Karl Ivanovitch Grosswald, the commander of Number Three Company, 
was distinguished by his height, his handsome face and his love for every- 
thing fashionable. 

He called the cadets “stinking infidels; the Grand Duke Michael Pavlo- 
vitch had brought this word into fashion. 

At night in the dormitories things went on that we know only by obscure 
descriptions and verses published at the time in Carlsruhe without the printer’s 
mark. 

The young cadets acted as substitutes for women to the older boys. 
Someone’s parents complained of this to Nicholas I. Nicholas glanced at 

Count Benkendorf, who was standing by, and said, almost shyly: “It isn’t 
harmful.” : 

Count Benkendorf reddened slightly. 
This conversation is recounted in a book called The Russian Eros 
Morning began at six o’clock, when the boys got up and started their 
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cleaning and mending. For this purpose wooden bowls containing boot black- 
ing and powdered brick-bat stood in the middle of the washroom. 

They did their mending with wax thread, smearing the place with ink 
afterwards. Then they marched, and after the marching, they spent weary 
hours in class. 

Once a week, when the companies were mustered at dusk before going to 
the baths, the “Military Regulations of Peter the Great” were read. These 
were the military and criminal laws issued in 1714. 

They were read rapidly and indistinctly and all that could be understood 
‘were familiar words like “soldier,” “ration,” “spy.” 

A dark threat to take reprisals against the life of anyone who broke the 
regulations accompanied each paragraph. 

On the days when there were no baths, no regulations were read, but oral 
teaching was given; the pupils were tested in their knowledge of the Christian 
names, patronymics and surnames of all the members of the imperial family, 
the corps-commanders, the directors of the universities, right down to the 
non-commissioned officers of their respective companies. 

During this lesson one had to stand motionless, because if one moved while 

standing at. attention, one got a whipping. Punishment was liable to be ad- 
ministered twice and even three times a day, if the pupil happened to look 
depressed after the second dose. 

The classes were better—one could sit down—but the teachers had their 
own peculiarities. 

The French teacher was a man of mild character, but had his own system 
of teaching. 

~ “Yn order to teach the pupils to distinguish between é, é, and é, he invented 
the following method; when a boy pronounced e instead of e accent grave, 
the teacher gave him a rap of the knuckles over the head from right to left, 
while loudly pronouncing the é accent aigu: when the boy pronourced é with 
accent aigu; the knuckles, accompanied by a corresponding repetition of the 
required accent, worked from left to right. To ensure the accent circonflexe 
being rightly understood the raps were made by both hands in tent form.” 

The mildest of all was the teacher of the universally-despised penmanship. 
Lessons were dull; the boys were taught Russian history, were taught that 
Russia was a vast country, that Russians had the best guns, that a unitorm 
overcoat, lined with canvas, was an equally efficacious protection against 
cold or heat, and that buckwheat porridge was the finest food in the world. 
Whippings were many and frequent, but a preference was shown by the 
authorities for hunger as a punishment. 

A curious circumstance saved Pavel Fedotov from punishment: he had a 
marvellous memory, and could remember everything, even the Military Regu- 
lations. 

He could recite the names of all the members of the reigning house with- 
out stopping, not only straight from beginning to end, but backwards as well; 
this latter he was forbidden to do, however, on account of the resulting 
strange and unexpected words, which no one was quite prepared to hear to 
the end. 

Fedotov could repeat his lessons word for word: he was exhibited to the 

authorities as a marvel. ; 

He knew history by heart and could sail, figuratively speaking, up and 
-down any Russian river, naming the tributaries and towns, and describing the 
uniform worn by the regiments stationed in any town. 
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But young Fedotov read very little, for the books provided were uninterest- 

ing. Drawing did not attract him either, for all the boys were given to draw. 

was antique ornaments, and the principal thing demanded was that the draw- 

ing should be distinct. 

Besides, those who distinguished themselves in drawing were given a book 

to read, called Subjects for Artists by Pissarev. 

This book, which had been written by order of His Imperial Majesty in 

1807, treated of all that an artist might draw. 

It opened with the following introduction: 
“In all the arts, as in poetry, what is needed is the creative intellect, or what 

we call Genius. The difference lies only in this: that in poetry nothing can. 

take the place of creative intellect neither great knowledge nor indefatigable 
application. Genius alone can attain to the language of the gods, as poetry 
was called in older times—this is no subject for mediocrity. In the arts great 
knowledge and indefatigable application to one’s studies may take the place 
of creative intellect.” 

This book was intended as a substitute for the artist's own mind. It con- 
tained, for example, a description of the summoning of the Varangians and 
asserted that “glory was the cradle of the Russian people and victory the 
herald of its appearance.” The arrival of Rurik on Slavonic land was thus 
described: ‘This scene takes place on the banks of the river Volkhova, near 
old Ladoga. Rurik together with his brothers and a number of chosen Varan- 
gians, among whom the Slavonic ambassadors may be observed, leave their 
ships and come ashore. The officials and the Slavonic population can be seen. 
coming to meet them from the town.” 

Anything that was not mentioned in this book was regarded as unsuitable 
for the artist’s brush. 

The book provided sufficient subjects for two hundred years ahead. 
Subjects for the Artist, inspired Fedotov very little, he was much more 

interested in music. 

Ul 

The Artist Encounters Want 

In 1833 Pavel Andreivitch Fedotov graduated as the head of the school in 
lessons, and his name was inscribed in gold letters on a marble slab in the 
great hall. 

In his graduation certificate, by the way, it was noted that in the tracing 
of topographical plans and drawing in general Fedotov had not shown dili- 
gence. 

Having graduated at the top of his school, Fedotov was admitted into the 
gnats So he became one of the poor guardsmen so numerous in those 
ays. 
By that time his father had left his office and the little house in “Kitchen- 

gardeners” had become still poorer, chillier and more crowded. 
It was necessary that Fedotov should be of immediate assistance to his 

parents, and he was only eighteen. 
On graduation from the cadet school an officer was given an allowance for 

his uniform and overcoat. 
But the uniform wore out, so that at home it behooved the officer to change 

into old clothes and boots. : 
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_ The life of an officer who existed on his pay alone, and did not steal from 
the soldiers, was extremely skimpy. 

He had to save for many a year if he wanted to order himself a new over- 
coat, and he pondered the matter for a long time before he decided whether 
to have the coat lined with calico or a slightly more expensive material 
called demicoton or jean. Though this cost a little more than calico, he who 
wanted his coat lined with jean denied himself tea for a month beforehand. 

A private received 13 rubles 96'/2 kopecks a year, which, together with the 
allowance for uniform and ammunition, and gratuities, amounted to 26 

rubles 43 kopecks. But out of this the soldier had to board himself. The 
canteen took 18 rubles 33 kopecks for his food. He had eight rubles 10 ko- 
pecks left. Out of this he had to keep himself clean and in good repair, buy 
flint for his flintlock, buy paper for his cartridges, get his boots resoled, whiten 
his straps with wax and buy underwear and the linen wrappings used for the 
feet instead of socks. 

So the soldier was short of 17 rubles two and %4 kopecks. Besides that, he 
had to buy wax thread, brushes, a small mirror, and combs—all out of his 

own pocket. 
Since these things were regularly inspected they had to be given a smart 

and uniform appearance. 
Theretore they were called “Parade Outfits” and were kept together in a 

special case. As they were inspected by the Emperor himself, they were neve1 
used. Brushes, mirror, comb for the hair, metal comb, linen rags for the 
feet, piece of chalk, moustache dye, flint, lead, and drawers—were made in 
miniature, like toys, so that the soldier’s entire outfit could be contained in 

the palm of the hand, and since wax thread and foot wrappings were indis- 
pensable to the soldier, he carried the real things on him, secretly, under his. 

overcoat. 
The barracks of the Chasseurs Regiment of the Life Guards was situated 

on Vassitiev Island. Behind the barracks lay fields, a cemetery, a common, 
the sea coast, bushes, and somewhere about there, the graves of the executed 

Decembrists. 
The regiment had been in Paris once, had been stationed in the city itself, 

but the memory of these campaigns had worn away, and was buried behind 
the Smolensk cemetery. 

In those days it was said that war ruined the troops. 
The troops were improved by drilling. After the Polish rebels had killed 

a great many guards in the forest, attention was turned on training to 
shoot. 

In the Finland Regiment of the Life Guards an order was given to issue 
each private six cartridges a year, for shooting practice. Shooting practice 

ceased to be a footnote to the regulations and became part of them. 
There were eighteen exercises in all, and out of these the following were 

reintroduced: slope arms, shoulder arms-right, at prayer, put on gloves, take 

off gloves. 
The interval between the exercises was triple: slow, quick and double 

uick, 
2 Military rules began with the one referring to a soldier’s bearing. 

“Decent bearing does not infer that the soldier must hold himse'f stiffly, 

as if he was made of wood. On the contrary, he should stand and walk easily 

and freely, in accordance with his natural build. He should try to behave so 

that his conversation, looks and all his actions and movements should ex- 
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press, in keeping with his calling, a certain decent boldness, without isolence, 

firmness without presumption and impertinence, and lastly, nimbleness and 

courtesy. Whoever lowers his eyes during conversation leaves himself open to 

be suspected of slyness, fear, and an uneasy conscience. People who look 

death calmly in the face should look boldly into the eyes of any man, no 

matter what his rank may be, but should not, of course, exhibit effrontery in 

this.” 
The devoted could be distinguished by their looks, which expressed readi- 

ness. A soldier had to have a devoted and martial air. 

To achieve the martial air a soldier had to wear a moustache and whiskers, 

which to civilians were forbidden. 
The moustache and whiskers were also regulated according to rules. 

“Moustaches and whiskers should not be long, since if they are long they 

disfigure the countenance and give it a savage and, frequently, even repelling 

appearance.” 
Service was routine and drudgery. The shiny shako chilled the head in 

winter and heated it in summer. Work consisted of preparation for parades. 
Parades were held in spring, summer, autumn and winter. 

Drilling and training were so hard that the colonels were in the habit of 
hiring, specially for parade, trained soldiers from other regiments which had 
already undergone inspection. 

There were only twenty-four carbines in proper order to a regiment: shoot- 
ing was scarcely practised at all. The army was unarmed and was taught, for 
ihe most part, how to turn smartly, how to take off and put on the satchel 
quickly, and how to keep time in marching. 

In those days there were artists whose business it was to draw the mono- 
tonous beauty of the parade. 

The first daguerreotype in Russia was taken of a parade. 
It was brought to the Emperor Nicholas I. He looked at it for a long time, 

examined it through a magnifying glass, and then sent for his brother 
Michael Pavlovitch. 

The Emperor was in a rage. He brought the glass close to the photograph 
and shouted: 

“Is this the way they receive me? And this is a parade given in my 
presence?” 
bee Pavlovitch said nothing. Nicholas Pavlovitch got his breath and 

said: 
“Look through the magnifying glass: the third soldier in the fourth line 

has his shako on crooked.” 
Nicholas Pavlovitch was right, according to his lights: for him the whole 

point of every invention and improvement lay in the possibility to test a 
rule by its aid. : 

The military regulations were worked out in the form of a catechism. 
The aim of the catechism was to eliminate accidents from the ranks. 
The catechism did not allow for the soldier breathing in the ranks: that is 

to say, it was not forbidden, but it was not mentioned. 
Lieutenant Fedotov learned the catechism quickly, beginning from the 

first question. ‘ w 
Question: What constitutes a good soldier? 
Answer: A good soldier is sober, honest and orderly; is faithful to his 

sovereign, knows the regulations properly, is obedient to his superiors, keeps 
himself and his ammunition in a clean and orderly condition, knows how 
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‘to stand, to dress the ranks, to turn, march, and handle his gun, knows how 
to address all his superior officers, knows the time limit for every article of 
wearing apparel, the amount of pay and provisions he is to receive, and, at 
the same time, is always lively and alert.” 

Question: What is the right way to stand? 
Answer: Freely and easily; head up, shoulders straight, neither turning nor 

bending; the chest well out; hands by thighs; little fingers on seams of 
trousers; heels together; toes directly opposite hollows of collarbones. 

Question: What is the right way to dress your ranks? 
Answer: In line with the chest of the third man, holding the body in the 

position in which we have been taught to stand, and, without turning the head 
in any case, and, holding the shoulders level, dress in the direction com- 
manded. | 

Question: What is the right way to turn? 
Answer: On the heels, never moving the left heel from its place, but bring- 

ing the right up to it. 
Question: Why should the left heel never be moved from its place? 
Answer: In order to keep the line straight. 
Fedotov’s tenacious memory and true eye helped him to keep his line 

straight in the ranks. 
He served his time without anything disagreeable occurring, doing his sen- 

try duty quietly and modestly. 

IV 

Sentry Duty 

On the third day Fedotov received from the regimental office a folded 
greyish blue paper; the clerk informed his honor that he was appointed to 
sentry duty. 

Those who were detailed for sentry duty feared most of all the Grand Duke 
Michael Pavlovitch, who used to creep up to them in his carriage, taking cover 
behind the large stage coaches, then coming into fashion, and catch the un- 
fortunate guards at the very moment when they were holding their guns 
carelessly or had got out of step. 

This made the officers of the guard extremely suspicious of stage coaches 
and non-commissioned officers would stoop to peer under the wheels of 
wagons and stage coaches to see if the carriage of their mortal enemy were 
visible. 

Sentry duty was not always of the same character: there were peaceful 
watches and feverish watches. 

Sentry duty was difficult at the theatre and the circus and easy at the 
Petropavlovsk fortress, at Galernaya Port and at the towngates or barriers. 

In the guard room at these barriers hung a list of the people forbidden 

entry into the town. By the turnpike stood a soldier who stopped every tra- 

veller with: 
“Halt! Allow me to ask, where are you from and where are you going?” 

Upon this the traveller either showed his passport or alighted and went 

into the guardhouse to sign his name. 

Then the soldier returned together with the traveller and shouted to the 

sentry: 
“Raise the barrier.” ] 
The traveller drove on. There was no necessity to ask questions of people 
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who drove by in the town cabs, nor demand a passport from those who said 

they were coming from their summer cottages. 

Duty at the barriers was, therefore, very quiet, because no one called him- 

self by a name that was suspect and no one had to be led away to the guard- 

room under arrest. 
Sentry duty was very quiet at Galernaya Haven, too. 

There was, by the way, a little wood, where the soldiers were afraid to 

stay in winter, because, they asserted, an evil spirit lurked thcre at night. 

Sentry duty at the Winter Palace was quiet, too, especially in the absence 

of the Emperor. 
The guard was well fed, there, and the premises were well warmed. 
On the wall of the palace guardroom hung a splendid English clock, a very 

old one. It indicated the hours, minutes, seconds, the year, the phases of the 
moon, the month and even the eclipse of the sun. 

The clock ticked with a clear, ringing sound; it was a great rarity and had © 
got into the guardroom by accident. 

It had hung in the private office of the Emperor Paul I’s palace, but it so 
happened that one day the Emperor was late for parade, so he flew into a 
rage with the clock and sent it under arrest to the guardroom. 

Soon after that the Emperor was strangled. 
People forgot to issue an order for the return of the clock, so it remained 

in the guardroom under permanent arrest. 
Sentry duty at the Admiralty, the Arsenal and Haymarket Square was re- 

garded as heavy. Undressing for the night was not allowed, only the scarf 
could be loosened a little. Soldiers were not allowed to loosen anything. 
Whom and what they were guarding was not clear. A guard was placed 

outside a shed, where tradition said, a steam engine acquired by Peter I was 
kept. 

This engine was designated in the sentry shifts “iron articles.” 
But there was no iron behind the bolts and bars, for it had beeneaten byrust. 
On the clean side of the form appointing him to sentry duty Fedotov wrote 

his diary. 
His entries are monotonous enough: 
“Played the flute.” “Had coffee.” “Did some drawing.” 
He still drew rather poorly; did portraits of his comrades, and, whenever 

he felt very depressed, drew a picture of a young officer leaning on an urn 
under a weeping willow or a birch tree. 

One year after another went by. 
Fedotov added the guitar to the flute. 
One could sing to the guitar. 
Singing was encouraged. One of the older officers, Marin, wrote songs. 

Singing was recommended to the soldiers in preference to all other recrea- 
tions, since it “helps to pass the leisure hours pleasantly, lightens the hard- 
ships of the march and takes the place of other pleasures.” 

A soldier’s singing had to go with a swing and be smart. 
Songs should be suited to the step—fairly slow, quick, and double quick. 
To lighten his employment, Fedotov himself wrote songs that went with a 

swing. 
Fedotov’s songs called forth a certain amount of dissatisfaction on account 
some lines gloryfying shooting, and were only later popularized by Mr. 

arin. 
It was universally admited, however, that the songs were adapted to the 

very longest route marches. 
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V 

Service in the Ranks 

_ During the reign of Nicholas I a gun was not a weapon but a musical 
instrument. The articulation of the gun was specially loosened and the 
screws filed down so it would keep time, and rattle in step. 

The drawings, portraits and paintings of Nicholas’ reign were no more 
iitabes and pictures than columns were columns. It was simply decora- 

on. 
sae homeless Fedotov played the flute and drew during his hours on 

guard. 
He recorded life in the ranks in his drawings and accumulated the power 

of draughtsmanship drop by drop, as it were. 
Fedotov made a record of this life in drawings. 
In one we see a soldier mending a comrade’s torn trousers. 
In another an officer is depicted in most varied and violent poses, and the 

titles under the sketches were as follows: 
“This is terrible! Company Number Five!” 
“You're not toeing the line!” 
“Fancy, Number Five!” 
“This is terrible!” 
“Hold your mug higher there!” 
““Where’s your foot?” 
“Fussy, no dignity!” 
And on the same sheet of paper there is another drawing, quite rubbed 

out, entitled: 
*“Adieu, Paris!” 
Then there is another drawing of an elderly officer drilling an old, har- 

tassed soldier. The drilling has evidently gone on for a long time: the soldier 
looks worn-out, the officer has taken off his cap. Underneath is written “Left 
turn!” 

That was how affairs stood as regards his service in the army. 
Fedotov’s own affairs stood thus: the regiment was stationed outside Par- 

golovo. Fedotov himself lived in a little country cottage. Lived and sang on 
Thursdays and played the guitar. 

Suddenly Fedotov noticed that his food was becoming much better. 
One evening his orderly, Korshunov, who came from Yaroslavl, served up 

a roast chicken. 
And the bird was fit for a major, at least. 
So he had chicken that evening and the day after the next, chicken again. 
Evidently, Korshunov must have been stealing. Fedotov made a few en- 

quiries of his neighbors on the quiet, but they said no, they hadn’t missed 

anything. 
Still, there was bound to be some unpleasantness. 
He sent for Korshunov. Korshunov denied everything. And three days later 

there was sausage and a bottle of wine for supper. 
“Where did this come from, Korshunov?” 

“Out of the housekeeping money, your honor. Left over from the days 

you didn’t have dinner at home.” 
It seemed a doubtful question. Fedotov sang again that evening and the 

following evening there was a piece of smoked sturgeon as hors d’oeuvres. 

Korshunov was questioned once more. Said Pavel Andreivitch: 

“I counted up the housekeeping money: there could only have been enough 
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left over for a white roll. I don’t care for miracles. I’ll send you back to the 

regiment and get another orderly.” 
Then Korshunov confessed. 
“There’s various gentry, your honor, as listens to your singing—over by 

the fence, and I lets ’em in to sit on the bench in the garden, and they gives 

me tips, like. And no one’s a bit the wiser, your honor.” 

Fedotov had to deny himself chicken for dinner. It wouldn’t do: an officer 

and all the rest of it—looked as though he went round the yards singing to 

his guitar. Ensign Fedotov, it is true, wrote songs and verses. The verses 

were not up to much, they were mere jingles, like the inscriptions on the: 

crude prints of his youth. 
He wrote: 

A soldier has no time to dream, 
When life is night, without a gleam. 

And further on: 

To nature try and sing a hymn 

When you're in a soldier’s skin. 
Try to praise the streamlet’s burbling, 
When in your boots the water’s gurgling. 
Shivering in your thin surtout, 
Waiting while the colonel’s through, 
And your frozen fingers numb 
Scarce the sabre hilt can thumb— 
Try to strike the lofty lyre 
Sing with true poetic fire 
An ode to Nature’s midnight charms! 
You will find, if ought you utter 
It will be a wolf cub’s mutter. 

The verses ended like this: 

Blinded and deafened the likes of we, 
All we ask in the way of delight 
Is a noggin of vodka on a cold night. 
A cup of cold water in the heat, 
Hot soup and a sleep when we're dead beat. 
Give us these and a decent game of Whist 
The Arts and the Muses won’t be missed. 

This is not the voice of Fedotov alone, it is the voice of his day. 

A housewife now my ideal is, 
And peace my only wish 
And I to be the master, and cabbage soup my dish. 

Thus wrote Pushkin. 
” eo the present the clear-eyed, rosy-cheeked Ensign Fedotov had youth om 

is side. 
He drew portraits of his comrades. He had to save money to send home. 

Once he made a good likeness of the Grand Duke Michael Pavlovitch. The 
pores was purchased and the young officer began to make copy after copy 
of it. 

It was copied about twenty times on vellum paper. 
Michael Pavlovitch was drawn from every angle. 
Fedotov found sketching his comrades and the passers-by more interesting. 
He wanted to learn drawing, so he attended the evening classes in the 
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Academy of Arts. There he drew from plaster casts of ears, eyes, feet, hands, 
and drapery. 

The artists of that time knew how to draw, and a man who had gone 
through a good school, could draw from memory any antique figure from any 
point of view. 

The artist Yegorov taught in this school. He would come up and stand 
behind the student and say: 

“What’s that you’ve drawn? What’s that smudge?” 
“Alexei Yegoritch, it’s not my fault, it’s on the model.” 
“Well, but it’s not natural to him, you see, the crooked toes have merged 

with those that have corns, but you should try to ennoble nature—look 
mereenre. 

Yegorov would take the pencil out of the artist’s hand and correct the 
work. 

There was a good deal of controversy about it at the Academy and Gogol’s 
story “The Portrait” was mentioned. Chertkov, the hero of the story, painted. 

a young society lady, but the portrait did not turn out well because the girl’s. 
mother would not allow the artist to suggest the yellow tinge of the com- 
plexion. 

Disappointed, Chertkov stood before his easel. Gogol says: 

“. .. And in his head, meanwhile, floated these light feminine charms, 
those shades and aerial tones, which had been observed by him, and had 
been ruthlessly destroyed by his brush. Being full of them, he laid the por- 
trait aside and sought out a neglected ‘Head of Psyche’ that he had sketched 
roughly on canvas a long time ago. The face was well done, but it was an 
ideal one, cold, built up of stereotyped features alone, with nothing living in 
them. Idly now he began to go over it, recollecting all he had ever observed 
in the face of his aristocratic sitter. The features, shading and tones he had 
caught were here recorded in that purified form in which they appear when 
the artist, after having looked his fill at nature, then turns away from it and 
produces a creation equal to it. Psyche acquired life and a scarcely percep- 
tible thought began, little by little, to be clothed in visible flesh. The type of 
face of the young lady of society was involuntarily imparted to Psyche, and 
by this means she acquired a peculiar expression which entitled the picture 
to be called a truly original production. It seemed that he had used, in detail 
and altogether, all that the original had presented to him, and he grew at- 
tached to his work.” 

There was a good deal of argument about this in the studio. Some said that 
Chertov was only to blame for selling this picture, others—that there was a 
curse on the portrait genre, and the third party said nothing. 

The artist Fedotov kept silence. He had learned to keep silence on sentry 
duty. 

Bours were often brought to the studio and Fedotov, who read only odd 
volumes of journals of Catherine’s time in the barracks, now read Timofeyey, 
Kukolnik, Polevoy, and Gogol. 

Literature had grown milder since the days of Novikov’s Artist and Kry- 
lov’s Spirits’ Correspondence. 

People wrote mostly about artists: even Gogol wrote about them. 
It looked as though Russian literature was about to transfer itself to Vas- 

siliev Island. 
They wrote about artists because they dared not write about anything 

else. 
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In Gogol’s Portrait, the police officer and the landlord of the flat in which 

Chertov lives are, as it were, people from another town, another country. 

The artists in the Academy of Arts lived as if on an island. For the main 

land was Italy. They went to Italy and endeavored not to return. There Jor- 

dan had spent many years, engraving a picture of Raphael’s, there dwelt 

Kiprensky, there dwelt Ivanov, there dwelt Gogol. 

Rome, Italy—were, it seemed, just across the road, quite near, nearer at 

any rate, than St. Petersburg. 
It was a widespread mania. 
You remember Gogol’s Diary of a Madman: 
“Onward, onward, so that nothing, nothing at all, can be seen. Yonder 

the sky rolls before me: a little star twinkles afar: the forest with its dark 
trees and moon rushes past, a grey-blue fog spreads under the feet, a string 
vibrates in the fog; on one side lies the sea, on the other—lItaly; now the 

Russian izbas appear in sight.” 
Italy was out of Fedotov’s reach. 
Here, in his own country, it was the painting of battle-scenes that was en- 

couraged most of all. His Imperial Majesty, Nicholas I, said: “I love battle- 
scenes and they are very essential: we have plenty to pass on to our de- 
scendants—our exploits in the Caucasus and much more.” This thought was 
expressed in a sentence that showed complete disregard for Russian gram- 
mar. 

Fedotov had been marching all his life. The people he saw around him 
were those whom it was practically forbidden to draw. 

Pictures had to be either battle-scenes or other historic events. 
Fedotov decided to paint a picture: “The Return of a Royal Grenadier to 

His Old Company in the Finland Regiment.” 
Palace grenadiers was the title given to old seasoned soldiers who were 

sent on parade duty in big bearskin caps made in the fashion of a bygone 
ay. 
Fedotov’s picture was intended to be at once a record of battle and of 

everyday life. 
In the summer of 1837 he did a water color painting of another compli- 

cated subject: “The Reception of the Grand Duke Michael Pavlovitch at the 
Camp of the Finland Regiment of the Life Guards.” This picture included 
portraits not only of the Grand Duke, but also of all the officers of the regi- 
ment. 

The centre of the picture was occupied by the Grand Duke, upon his right 
were depicted: Aphrosimov, Weikran, Aminov, Friedrichs, Bazin, Tulubyev, 
Maximov, Zvaritzky, Simansky and Fedotov himself in the act of drawing 
the scene. To the left of the Grand Duke stood Sergeant Major Yegorov, Fiz- 
zardi. Boassell, Gretch, Likhonin, Kinovitch, Shepetkovsky and Haack. 

The picture was very highly finished; the details, uniform, and ranks of 
soldiers were shown with a perfect knowledge of the subject. 

The artist presented the picture to the Grand Duke, who bestowed a dia- 
mond ring on him in return. 

Fedotov received an order for a new picture: “The Dedication of the 
Banners in the Rebuilt Winter Palace.” 

The Winter Palace had been burned down shortly before that, and several 
companies of soldiers had lost their lives while saving the things out of it. 

The palace had been restored with great exactitude; the work had gone 
on even during the winter months and the new rooms had to be glorified. 

Fedotov was not so young now. He was much stouter and had grown a 
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large moustache. He was getting on quite well in the army, he had been 
appointed commander of a training company. He had to be very particular 
about his bearing. He never had enough money, although he had done twenty 
portraits of the Grand Duke Michael Pavlovitch on vellum paper. His draw- 
ings pleased his superior officers. 

Fedotov was commissioned to paint two more pictures with similar titles: 
“Bivouac: the Emperor Paul’s Regiment of the Life Guards,” and ‘“Bivouac: 
the Grenadier Regiment of the Life Guards.” 

It was decided, however, that Fedotov introduced too much genre into his 
pictures. 

In “The Return of the Grenadier” a miserable shaggy cur belonging to the 
company was shown. The soldiers were offering the old Palace grenadier 
their tobacco, while in the depths of the barrack room a barber, engaged in 
Shaving one of the chausseurs, eyed the guest curiously. Recruits were 
marching under the eye of their supervisors. Here was someone asleep, there 
someone flirting, a third mending boots, a fourth buying tape from a pedlar. 

It would have been better, it was thought, if there had been more order- 
liness in the picture. 

‘Fedotov’s rooms hummed with the voices of strangers. He had a big black- 
board stood there, on which he drew caricatures. Here he depicted officers 
as the heroes of the opera Rusland and Ludmilla. They fought and drank 
in various costumes and sometimes without any young people used to come 
and see the company commander; they drank and smoked, marvelled at his 
drawings and at his simple manner of treating his stumpy, little orderly, 
Korshunov. 

Fedotov called Korshunov his friend as well as his servant. 
They argued about art. Their host said that he wanted to paint a picture: 

“The Evening Celebrations in the Barracks on the Occasion of the Rege- 
mental Anniversary” and “Life in Barracks.” 

The second picture seemed by its subject to be a caricature: there was a 
great deal of argument about it and some people prophesied that it might 
lead to unpleasantness for him in the army. 

Above the smoke and noise and twanging of the guitar, an instrument that 
was all the rage at that time, the wire head, upon which Fedotov learned 
the laws of perspective, gazed at them all. 

VII 

The Artist Encounters Pictures 

Things were going fairly well in the army. Parade outfits had now to match 
in color, and Fedotov was sometimes called to neighboring regiments in or- 
der to choose the color schemes. This gave him prestige in the regiment. 

Before inspection they worked at such a tension, and the officers were so 

hard on the soldiers, that desertions became more frequent about that time. 
A first desertion was punished with five hundred blows as the deserter ran 

the gauntlet. 
A soldier who deserted the second time received, in addition to running 

the gauntlet, worse food for four years, four years’ extra service and two grey 
cords on his shoulder straps to mark him out from the rest. 

For a third desertion a soldier was supposed to get three cords, but he was 

usually beaten to death while he ran the gauntlet. 

It was hard in the regiment, hard to look at the bright, salmon pink face 

2 
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of the regimental commander, hard to march and not think. Even flute play- 

ing and drawing did not help. 
The soul was in anguish from the morning onwards, it would not be 

soothed with the knowledge that you could draw so that your comrades 

marvelled, and the Grand Duke himself was astonished at the resemblance 

of his own portrait. 
After drill was over, and before the light had vanished from the sky, Fe- 

dotov would cross the Neva in a little skiff. 

Smartly, without getting out of step, he would mount the marble staircase 

of the Hermitage, glance at Diana and pass on into the spacious galleries. 

Fragonard looked down from the walls, astonishing one with his harmonious 

lines, all was living, nothing accidental, no discord. E 

In Lancret’s pictures game was wonderfully painted and people were 

wonderfully posed. The pregnant mistress of the butcher’s shop leaned back 
covering her large stomach with her left arm and watching the housewife 
who was smelling the meat. . 

Watching her in a way that made the onlooker watch, too. 
In Dawe’s picture a nymph gazed back over her shoulder at the public. 
How marvellously the French painted fabrics. And every part of a pic- 

ture was linked up with the rest. 

-These encounters with the pictures in the Hermitage were not informal. 
The Hermitage was regarded as a continuation of the palace. The Emperor 
himself had taken an interest in the equipment of the new building, the 
spacing of the candelabra and the malachite vases. Besides having an admis- 
sion ticket one had to be in dress uniform, hat and gloves. While looking at 
a picture one had to stand at attention. 

These visits to pictures resembled being on parade. 
Then you came home and looked at the illustrated French magazines and 

thought how well those nameless, famous people drew! 

And here was a caricature by Hogarth, the most famous of Englishmen. 
there were scores of figures in this picture, each with its own destiny; they 
were linked in groups, and of each one a great deal could be told. Long 
stories. 

The Artistic Survey contained a caricature by Hogarth: it appeared to be 
a dancing class or a ball. On the margin of the picture Hogarth had drawn 
a vignette in which the movements of the figures were analysed. It included 
a drawing of the position of the bones of the pelvis in one of the figures. 
pene it—the neck of a violin and beside that the curving line of an oak 
eaf. 
The curving lines of the drawing were analysed as ornament and the pic- 

ture was an integral whole. 
Pushkin’s poems do not break up into verses, but Pushkin died before he 

had finished writing of life. 
Fedotov had to think and learn. He went to the Academy in the evenings 

to draw, and learnt to paint in oils. The professor, an easy going old German 
consoled him with: ; 

“Learn to paint soldiers, my lad, study perspective. One can’t do every- 
thing, my dear. You talk about the Dutch painters: they couldn’t do every- 
thing either. One would learn something special, to paint columns, for in- 
stance, with the right foreshortening and so on, and he’d paint columns. And 
sell his pictures, my dear, at so much a column. Painting columns and col- 
umns. You're very fortunate, my boy. You’ve been in military service since 
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you were ten years old. You can’t make a mistake. Paint your soldiers one 
by one, in rows, in perspective, with His Imperial Majesty in the foreground 
on a white horse. Learn to paint a horse’s knees. Well, and put a dog in the 
left corner, say. This will supply a bit of genre.” 

His comrades consoled him, too. Two poor fellows named Agin, illustra- 
tors, used to come to the same German for lessons. They received five rubles _ 
for each illustration to the Old Testament; Alexander Agin was preparing 
to illustrate Dead Souls and sketching designs for tombstones in the 
cemetery. 

The artist Bernardsky used to come with Alexander Agin. He was a good 
fellow. They came and did their drawings, and drank weak tea and sat about 
on couches with broken springs, and still endeavored not to think and to take 
life at her word. 

On the embankment in front of the Academy of Arts lay two not very large, 
but very strange animals, carved out of granite. 

“These huge Egyptian Sphinxes” was carved on their pedestals. 
So the sphinxes had to be accepted as huge. 
Behind the Academy of Arts lay long streets called Lines, where the rain 

beat down in summer and the snowy blizzard blew in winter. The artist had 
to drill his men in Smolensk Field. 

He got a scolding for his ranks and painted a picture called: “High Words 
in Smolensk Field.” ' 

It was dull. Far across the martial field, little boys were flying kites, be- 
yond them a horse dealer was trying out his horse in a light racing trap. On 
the right lay Galernaya Harbour, its grey, wooden houses with moss green 
roofs. On the left the buildings of Vassiliev Jsland, where no moss grew on the 
roofs, for they were mostly made of iron. 

The field was big and deserted and, involuntarily, one lowered one’s voice 
in speaking. With measured step the company marched homewards, past the 
Workhouse of the Patriotic Institute, past the Mining Institute with its pon- 
derous columns and the iron statue of Apollo, cast in the Alexander I Foun- 
dry. 

Everything around insisted that it was natural, that it should be so, but 
everything around was intentional. 

The Tsar liked military reviews but did not care for shooting. He looked 
upon war as disorder, but was consumed with envy of his brother Alexander. 

Once the regiments which had taken part in the Battle of Borodino were 
transferred from St. Petersburg to Mojaisk. They marched down the broad 
1oad that led past Arakcheyev’s terrible Chudovo. They reached Moscow, 
glanced at it from afar, and turned off towards Mojaisk. The field of Boro- 
dino was strewn with monuments that rose above the uncut grass. 

The effaced line of the old trenches was restored under the personal super- 
vision of the Emperor. 

With their ancient flintlocks—introduced by Peter I in 1700—and their 
black shakos, the regiments marched across the fields, striving not to get out 
of step when they had to avoid the pyramidal tombstones of granite and 
brick. 
His Imperial Majesty sat on his horse in an exalted mood. 
On his horse he mounted the little rising where once Kutuzov’s carriage 

had stood. t 
The bugles played, the drums beat, the battle was fought over again on 

the old position. 
ox 
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In the middle of the battle His Imperial Majesty gave his gracious permis- 

sion to the troops to attack. : 

Napoleon’s right flank was surrounded by the cavalry, and Napoleon him. 

self was taken prisoner. 
The hamlet of Borodino and the position adjoining were taken by the 

manoeuvring troops to shouts of “hurrah!” 
The Tsar summoned ali the officers to the redoubt and, addressing Yer- 

molov, Count Toll and other generals who had fought under Kutuzov in 

1812, said: 

“Now that’s the way the battle should have been fought, gentlemen! If 

Field Marshal Kutuzov had acted then as I have done today, the results of 

the battle would have been quite different.” 
The generals said nothing. Even the Tsar’s retinue was silent. The whole 

group was as motionless as if it was posing for Fedotov, who stood on the 
tringe, together with General Aphrosimov’s adjutant. 

After a pause, a voice in the crowd said distinctly, but without addressing 
itself to anyone in particular: 

“His Majesty forgets that on the field today there were no cannon balls, no 
bullets, and, above all, no Napoleon.” 

It turned out afterwards that the voice belonged to General Davydov, 
brother of the well known partisan and poet, Denis Davydov. The Tsar pre- 
tended not to hear these words. 

He spurred his horse and all the generals mounted theirs and rode after 
him. The Tsar surveyed the field once more. 

The drums beat, the regiments marched past, keeping the required inter- 
vals and distances. 
The chasseurs went at a quick march. They were smallish people, but their 

shakoes brought them up to regulation height for guards. 
The white straps of their equipment, polished with wax and bone, shone. 

The brass gleamed, the bayonets which had been slackened so as to keep 
time, gleamed, and the flintlocks clanked in step. 

It was a splendid field. 
The Tsar rode up to Sphrosimovy, the regimental commander, and said to 

him: 
“They’re marching well, the ammunition’s all in order, hold your mug up!” 
They kissed, and after that the choir sang, the hundred and seventeen 

thousand men who had taken part in the battle scene fell on their knees and 
listened to a service of thanksgiving, and the artillery fired seven hundred 
and ninety-two shots. 

That year the poet Pushkin died. 
Service in the army went on. 
Sentries were changed, ammunition was inspection. 
In 1841, during the inspection of capsule pouches and casque buttons a 

soldier named Ivanov of Company Number One, was struck by Captain Kahn 
a number of times. Upon this Ivanov tore the epaulettes from the captain’s 
shoulders and flung them on the ground. 

The regiment stood ‘“‘at attention” and no one rushed to the assistance of 
the captain. 

The note on Ivanov in the regimental journals was brief and to the point: 
“Private Ivanov, an old offender not having survived punishment by run- 
ning the gauntlet, as carried out by order of His Imperial Majesty, and having 
died in hospital, to be struck off the roll of the company and off the list of 
regimental rations.” 
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VIII 

Krylov, the Writer of Fables 

In the Sorrows of Werther, Goethe, in addition to suicide from love, dealt 
with the alternatives of madness from love and murder for love. He worked 
out plots, thinking of all possible cases of unsuccessful love. 

Fedotov stated his life in his drawings, working it out like an equation; in 
almost every one of Fedotov’s pictures there is a portrait of the painter and 
the painter’s fate is always different. 

He has a picture called “The Death of Fidelka.” Fedotov himself describes 
the subject as follows: 

“Fidelka is dead. Her mistress has fallen seriously ill from grief, and taken 
to her bed. The doctors are holding a consultation and the medical practice 
of the town are expressing indignation at the Russian army doctor. A younger 
doctor is not interested, in the consultation: he is watching the young chamber- 
maid fumigating the dog which is now not quite so fresh as it might be. 
Some ladies have come to visit the sick woman. Even her dogs, Roska and 
Adelka, have missed her. They are sitting up begging, and envying Mimi’s 
good fortune: she alone has been allowed to lie on her mistress’ heart. The 
husband silently threatens Roska and Adelka with the candlestick. By the 
-door we see a servant bringing paper and pens to the doctor. A bearded un- 
dertaker is slipping something into his hand to ensure that he shall be in- 
formed the moment the mistress draws her last breath. Artists have been 
called in to immortalise Fidelka’s memory, One of them makes a definitely 
flattering drawing. The mistress’ son has found an architect’s portfolio of 
drawings and is rummaging in it.” 
~The artist who is making a flattering likeness of the dog is a self portrait 

of Fedotov. 
There is another picture belonging to the series, called “The Life of a 

Talented Artist.’’ The title of one of the links in this series is ““The Artist 
Marries a Dowerless Bride, Relying on His Own Talent.” 

In a cold, damp room where the windows are blocked up with snow, the 
now aging artist (it is Fedotov), with a handkerchief bound round his jaw 
on account of the toothache, and wearing a frieze overcoat, is painting a 
sign for a haberdasher’s shop. 

The cook is breaking up the frames of the pictures for fuel for the stove, 
but the yardman is already taking away the damper out of the stove, a dead 
child is lying on the table, the artist’s son is bringing in a stolen kettle, the 
artist’s daughter, half dressed, is seeing a young man to the door. 

That is how Fedotov pictured to himself his future life. 
If he did not paint battle scenes, then he would either have to paint shop 

signs or portraits. 
But Fate granted Fedotov a breathing space. 
In the house of the merchant Blinov, which stood opposite the Cadet School 

in Line Number One, Vassiliev Island, lived a stout, grey haired man, a re- 

tired librarian. 
Pigeons strutted about his room which did not boast a writing desk; his 

books were piled up under the bed. 
The man was old. People were already arguing about the year of his birth, 

although he was still alive; he spoke with reluctance of the past, and his life 

seemed to have begun at forty. He talked to visitors nowadays without turn- 

ing his head. He lumbered about the streets, for short distances. Once he had 
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been fond of playing cards and, it was said, had been lucky at them: once 

he had won thirty thousand rubles in Riga, so as to be able to go abroad. but 

he had not been able to go. Once he had had a friend named Radishchev, and 

now he wanted to forget it. Once he had written verses: 

There glittering golden Luxury 
Calls guests unto her halls of ease, 

To tables laden heavily 
With viands rare their tastes to please; 
Into her crystal goblets fine, 
Pours bloody sweat instead of wine: 
Drawn from the brows of those who toil, 

Enchanted by her unto the soil. 

And now he was at court himself, and wearing a false, silvery beard, a Rus- 
sian caftan embroidered with gold, and red boots, acted as cup bearer, pour- 
ing wine into crystal goblets, while Their Imperial Majesties condescended to 
express their pleasure to him. : 

Yet once he had quarrelled with Klushin because the latter had written an 
ode to Count Kutaissov. 

Now the stout man said of himself: 
“T’m like the mariner who never met with misfortune simply because he 

never ventured far enough out to sea.” 
All that the times demanded of Krylov was that he should be stout. It was 

his uniform, the bearing expected of him. . 
There had been ill fated love, there had been wanderings; now he lay down 

and it was long since he had seen his own feet. 
He came across Fedotov’s drawings. Krylov had been bored with everything 

for years. So bored that he had had time to learn Greek and forget it. 
All his acquaintances were dead. He had seen the poet Pushkin ‘grow up, 

and die. The celebration of his jubilee, when he was fifty, had been attended 

by strangers; the people with whom he had once argued were all dead. New 
magazines had come out, at the evening parties in the editorial offices they 
did country dances. Books by old friends: were mentioned with furtive 
glances. 

Forty years before that Krylov had pretended to be stout and now had 
gradually attained sincerity. 

It was difficult to either embarrass or disturb him. 
But, looking at Fedotov’s drawings, he recognized a somewhat. timid pas- 

sion and indignation that was familiar to him. 
Though his ankles ached with the weight of his body when he walked, 

Krylov went out. 
He crossed the bridge, passed the familiar statue of Peter I, riding at his 

eternal speechless gallop. 
Past the Admiralty went Krylov and came to a standstill before Dazziaro’s 

picture shop. 

There was a water-color in the window, a portrait of the Grand Duke 
Michael Pavlovitch by Fedotov. 

Krylov looked at it with displeasure. 
For two mornings after that he drank his coffee in a disturbed state of 

mind. Then, grimacing with dissatisfaction and indignant at the extra trouble 
he was giving himself, Krylov wrote Fedotov a letter. Very convincingly the 
old man urged the artist to give up painting battle-scenes and develop his 
powers of observation of everyday things. 
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Having dispatched his letter, Krylov did not quieten down; he wrote another 
letter to the Public Library requesting them to send him Tales of Ghosts, 
a virulent book, published by Novikoy. Even the liberal minded Metropolitan 
Platon had said the book ought to be burned. 

Krylov read it, striving to recapture the meaning contained in the old 
hints. Then, at night, he read the Spirits’ Correspondence, his own magazine 
and, smiling, the admonition to the Emperor, then addressed as a Respectable 
Young Man. 

To receive a letter from Krylov was as incredible as to hear, while march- 
ing past the monument of Peter I, the command “Stand at ease!” and to 
raise one’s head and find that the order had been given by the laurel crowned 
bronze rider himself. 

Krylov had written fifty-eight fables during the last twenty-five years. At 
present anecdotes were being published about him which he did not even 
trouble to refute. 

This happened in 1844, a few months before Krylov’s death. The old man 
died, mistrustful and dissatisfied. The disease of which he died was the result 
of over-eating. 

He died of old age, straining himself over trifles. 
A few hours before his end Krylov compared himself with a peasant, who, 

having piled a disproportionately heavy load of fish on a cart, did not realize 
that he was overloading his feeble horse, thinking that as the fish was dried 
ii did not matter. 

“He lived as serenely as an Iroquois,” wrote Greditch of Krylov. 
They said of him, and they were wrong, that Krylov had no conception of 

a better state of society, and thought that any other order was impossible. _ 
The letter arrived at its destination. Being an officer, Fedotov read old 

books; biographers affirm that on the unpainted table in his room lay volumes 
of Kantemir, the Spirits’ Correspondence and journals of Catherine’s reign. 

Krylov wrote correctly, the letter reached a person who knew him. 
For Pavel Fedotov, Krylov, the famous writer of fables, the Russian popu- 

lar poet, was a man who had not unfolded himself, who had said what he had 
fo say indistinctly. . 

Fedotov made up his mind to live without deviating from his path. 

(To be concluded in the next issue) 

Translated from the Russian by Anthony Wixley 



Urii Olesha 

Aldebaran 

A group of three were sitting on a bench. A girl, a young man, and an old 

scientist. It was a summer morning. A huge tree with a hollow in it loomed 

over them. A musty smell came from the hollow. It reminded the old scien- 

tist of a childhood sensation in a cellar. 
The young man said: 
“Today I am free the entire day.” 
“So am I,” said the old scientist. 

The young man worked as a machinist on the steam roller “Buffalo,” 
smoothing asphalt streets. He was a Latvian, by the name of Zvibol. Sasha 
Zvibol. 

A gipsy girl no bigger than a broom came over. 
She offered them lilies. 
“Now run along!” grumbled the old scientist. 
Sasha Zvibol was indignant. 
“So?” said the old man, surprised, “you are touched? It sure sounds strange 

to hear a Young Communist defend vagrancy.” 
“She’s—a child!” said the girl. 

_ “A child? Is that it? Does it mean then that socialism is a Christian para- 
dise for children and beggars?” 

The old man had a clear tenor voice. He was, by the way, a handsome old 
man, quite robust—one of those old people who smokes, drinks, does not 
watch his diet, sleeps on his left side and says about himself: Not so bad! 

His name was Bogemski. He was collaborating in the compilation of the 
Large Soviet Encyclopedia. 
He was in love with the girl. She sat alongside of him. She put her hand 

on the young man’s knee. Then the old man asked: 
“Perhaps I am one too many here?” 

The young man sighed. Took off his cap. His round Red Army head was 
closely cropped. He was blond. His head glistened like bullion. He scratched’ 
the crown of his head. 

The old man stood up and threw the cigarette butt into the hollow. 
“Sasha and I are going to the river,” the girl said. The old man was silently: 

not invited. 
“Take us to the bus,” the girl said. They went. She walked one step ahead. 

Bogemski was watching her back and thought: 
_ “No, this is not love. This is lust. Cowardly, senile lust. I want to eat you up.. 
ae ey hear? I would eat you up, starting with the back, below the shoulder 

ades.”’ 
“What a beauty!’ said Zvibol. 

These enthusiastic words were uttered with emphasis. They sounded mas- 
culine. The enthusiasm modified by the manly quiet created a sense of res- 
trained passion. And the old man envied. 

“Katia, your lover looks like a Roman,” he called to the girl. 
“It won’t rain,” said Zvibol. 
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“What of it, same thing. Warriors. Order of the Templars.” 
They reached the station. 
“And what if it rains suddenly?” said Bogemski. 
“It wen’t rain,” said Zvibol. 
They looked up. The sky was clear. A blue sky. 
‘“Rain—the enemy of lovers,” said the old man. “He drives them out of 

parks. A malicious keeper of morals.” 
A bus approached. 
They did not have time to say “good-bye” to the old scientist. 
He saw Katia being borne away on the step. She was entering the door. 

As she moved in the wind she resembled a hyacinth. 
Bogemski walked in no definite direction. 
He was tall and well-built. His gait was youthful. His black cape was flap- 

ping in the wind. On his grey locks sat a black hat. He was the kind of a 
walker that dogs are a little afraid of. Such a walker strides. A dog running to- 
wards him suddenly stops, looks at him for a moment, then crosses the street. 
There it runs close to the wall, stops, and when the walker is a distance away, 
follows him with his eyes. 

Bogemski walked and thought about the girl. She is a first-rate woman. 
She—is a first rate woman and doesn’t know her own value. Under different 
objective conditions she would be shaping history. His mind wandered back 
to the age of enlightened absolutism. Duchess DuBarry. Salons. And many 
other things. Directory. Barras. The rise of Bonaparte. The women speaking 
Latin. The play of intellects. Political threads held in delicate little hands. 
George Sand. Eda Rubinstein. 

Sasha Zvibol. 
“A soldier,” thought Bogemski, Don José. A sad tale. A young communist 

in love with Carmen. Sasha Zvibol, a simple-minded herdsman, caught on the 
hook. Very interesting. He is overwhelmed. And how! He himself deesn’t real- 
ize wherein lies her power. He—one of those gaping fellows on the market 
place—he touched the electric spool, contorts, and, contorting, doesn’t under- 
stand why he contorts. A communist. Ridiculous. Komsomolka. Ridiculous. I 
am in the world a very long time. I remember when they danced cancan in 
Paris. I know everything, say everything, thought over everything. I am very 
old, Katenka. I—the Dreyfus affair, I—Queen Victoria, [—-the opening of the 
Suez Canal. Zvibol, whom you love, tells you many beautiful things about 
construction, about Socialism, about science, about technique which will 

transform man. Ah, Katiusha, your young lover tells you about the class 
struggle. . . . Ridiculous... It is easy enough for him to talk about anything 
when you smile at him. But I, who am twice as old as the Art Theatre, and to 

whom you do not smile, say to you, as a wise old man, paraphrasing a poet: 
“All classes yield to love. .. .” 

“At this moment they are undressing on some sun-bathed raft. Beneath it, 
the water lies still and basalt color. They are noisy. All around there is noise, 
ejaculations, slapping sounds of bare bodies in the wooden lockers where 
youths are undressing. Through the window one can see the river, railings, 
little flags, sail boats. Oars flash on the river. They leave the wooden locker 
and walk on the heated boards. Somewhere an orchestra is playing It rocks 
the air. The rocking causes the wooden structures to shake. The saw-dust flies 
from the boards. Ah—doesn’t life appear more beautiful—a flag unfurling in 
the deep blue summer sky, when in the distance an army band is playing!” 

He came home and stretched out. 
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He surrendered himself to the play of imagination. 

Such women are murdered. 
Paris! Paris! He visualized a horrible scene. That which was not. Drama. 

The end of the drama. The denouement. In his opinion the inevitable result 

of Katia’s beauty. 
Murder. © 
She dashes about the room. Chairs fall. Flashing wildly, the closet: mirror 

springs open. And he who pursues her, he himself, the old man, who is mad 

with passion fires through the mirror. Six shots. Splinters. Silence. He stands 

in the middle of the room with the palm of his hand to the head. Pink wall 

paper. Evening dust dancing in the sunlight. Neighbors come in. They see an 

old man with greying hair, noble brow, light-emanating, resembling a Turge- 

nev old man. 
Epochs! Years! What are they? All the same! Love and death. Eternal laws 

of sex. 
The closed door opens. A body tumbles out on its side and knocks its head 

against the parquet floor. 
“Tet me!” screams the old man and dashes towards the body. He raves and 

with frustrated desire, in a deep “do.” He lays his head between the scattered 
breasts of the girl. He raises his red eyes to the people around him and says: 

“How clean it is here and cool on this hot day.” 
Late in the evening he speaks to her over the phone. 
“Katia,” he says, “I love you. Funny? Do you hear me? I ask: the love of 

an old man—does it amuse you? I don’t ask much. If you’re—a storm, then 
I hope for only a little. . . . It is very difficult to speak in images over the 
phone. Are you listening? Every day you are together with Zvibol. In the 
evening the stars shine. You sit with Zvibol underneath the stars. Yes, yes—- 
I saw. Love. Stars. . . . 1 understand. Does Zvibol know the beautiful names 
of the stars? Vega, Betelguese, Arcturus, Antares, Aldebaran. What is it that 
makes you laugh? Aldebaran, yes. For a whole month now I have been 
dreaming of going to the cinema with you. But the weather is against me. On 
a summer evening you prefer stars. What? But the weather may become 
bad. Technique cannot control the weather as yet. Give Zvibol the blue skies, 
the river, the stars, but leave the rain for me. All right? Katia, I am speaking 
from a public booth. I am being hurried. They knock at the window and 
throw dirty looks at me. And so—that is my request. . . . You’re listening? 
Should the weather be bad tomorrow should it rain—will you go to the cine 
ma with me? If the stars are not out?” 

“All right. If the stars are not out.” 
It. was a clear cloudless morning. 
Bogemski was standing on the thoroughfare where three “Buffalo” ma- 

chines were working. On one of them sat Zvibol in a blue sleeveless begrimeu 
shirt. 

“Warm?” shouted Bogemski. 
“Very warm.” answered Zvibol. 
Without letting go of the wheel he mopped his brow with his bare shoulder. 

It was very hot. Altogether it was hellish. Heat from the fresh tar, reflection 
of the copper parts, shrieks of the radio. 

Idlers were standing on the pavement. 
“Warm?” Bogemski shouted again. 
“Very warm,” again answered Zvibol. 
During rest period Zvibol came over to Bogemski for a smoke. 
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“What did you do last night?” asked Bogemski. . 
“Took a walk.” 
“With Katia?” 
“Ves.” 

“Where?” 
“All over.” 

“It was a nice evening?” 
el Viesw. 

“Stars?” 
“Ves.” 

“And today?” 
“We'll walk again.” 
The radio breaks in. 

Radio: Heavy rains in the Central Black Earth Region have passed. 
Bogemski: “Do you hear?” 
Zvibol: “It is good they were heavy.” 
Radio: According to meteorological data there is good reason to expect rain 

in the Moscow region in the very near future. 

Bogemski: “Do you hear?” 
Zvibol: “It is good it is so near.” 
Pause. 
Bogemski: “It may even rain today.” 
Zvibol: “Perhaps it will.” 
Bogemski: ‘There will be no stars.” 
Zvibol: “And you will go to the cinema with Katia.” 

- Pause. 
Bogemski: “And for the sake of rain you agree to have me spend the even- 

ing in the company of the girl you love?” 
Zvibol: “Yes.” 

Bogemski: “Rain which is needed by the Republic and-is not needed by 
your love.” 

Zvibol: “Yes. The rain which is needed by tne Republic.” 
Bogemski: “Bravo! Give me your hand. I am beginning to understand the 

meaning of a class approach to reality.” 
And true enough a cloud appeared. 
At first its brow appeared. A tall brow. 

It was all brow. It scrambled out of somewhere below. It was a lout looking 
out from beneath his brows. He brought forth huge.paws, one was stretched 
cut over the Alexandrovski station, it slowed down. Then raising itself half 
way up over the city, it turned its back on it, looked over its shoulder and be- 
gan to roll on its back. 

The downpour lasted two hours. 
Then an unsuccessful attempt at clearing up. 
Then —a light rain. 
Evening came. 
There were no stars. 
The rain came and went. 

Bogemski bought two tickets for the performance before the last and began 

{o wait for Katia, near the statue of Gogol, as was agreed. 

She did not come. He waited an hour and another quarter of an hour, and 

then another quarter. The puddles glittered. There was an odor of vegetables. 
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Through an open window the sounds of a guitar came. Flashes of summer 

lightning. 
He came to the narrow street and approached the sacred house. Here lives 

Katia. He pushed the gate open with the sole of his foot. He passed through 

the yard, leaving traces in the mud, deep ones, like the goloshes. Walking 

around the house, he saw that the window was dark. No one at home. 

He went out to the narrow street and began pacing up and down. He 

stopped and stood still, wrapped in the cape, black and pyramidal, lit up by 

the windows—as in an illustration. 

They appeared from around the corner. Katia and Zvibol. They walked, 

embraced, like two grenadiers. 

He suddenly grew before them. They separated. 

“You fooled me, Katia,” said Bogemski. 
“No,” answered Katia. 

“Rain,” said Bogemski. 
“Rain,” they agreed. 
“There were no Stars,” he said. 

“There were stars.” 
“That’s not true. Not one star.” 
“We saw stars.” 
“Which ones?” 
SALES 
“Antares,” said Zvibol. 

“Betelguese,” said Katia. 

““Antares,” said Zvibol. 

“Aldebaran,” said Katia and laughed. 
‘Besides that,” said Zvibol, ““we saw the stars of the Southern skies. That is 

not your Aldebaran. We saw the Southern Cross. . .” 
“And Magellanic clouds,” continued Katia. 
“Despite the rain,” said Zvibol. 
“T understand,” muttered Bogemski. 
“We were in the planetarium,” said Zvibol. 
“Technique,” sighed Katia. 
“There was rain needed by the Republic,” said Zvibol. 
“And by us,” added Katia. 
“And in the sky were stars needed by us,” said Zvibol. 
“And by the Republic,” concluded Katia. 

Translated from the Russian by Rae Bunim. 



Alexander Barta 

The Debt 

In the narrow, elbow shaped alley joining two parallel streets there were 
only a few houses. To the right there were three single storied tenements, 
yellow, pale green and cherry-colored and to the left a dove-grey broad- 
shouldered giant of a building with eighteen tin-rimmed windows, and such 
a large gate that two army wagons could pass through side by side. 

The street was quiet that day and the mist seemed to have gathered like a 
ball of cotton wool around the only gas lamp burning there. The two green 
grocers’ shops were full of Christmas decorations, and although the people 
were just as tired and suspicious as they had become accustomed to being 
during the past few years nevertheless a certain holiday spirit seemed to have 
penetrated the alley. Women made their way home with full shopping baskets 
and some could be seen passing through the gate with a small Christmas tree 
under their arm. For some days the newspapers, shops, church and schools 
had been cultivating the Christmas feeling and it was difficult for poor people 
to shake off its allurement. Even the social-democratic newspaper, the only 
legal “‘workers’ newspaper,” published a long leading article about the “sea- 
son of goodwill” and expressed their heartfelt devotion to the Christian fascist 
government. 

In the two-storied, dove-grey tenement house the somewhat crippled house 
supervisor had pasted up church posters at the foot of the staircase and un- 
‘der the gate. However it was hardly dark before unknown hands had torn 
‘these posters down again. This behaviour very much angered the supervisor. 
He reported the matter at the nearest guard house and gave it as his opinion 
that the perpetrator could be none other than the cobbler who lived opposite, 
‘since he had not only neglected to decorate his window but had actually made 
.2 point of filling his window with old lasts and dirty boots. 

Although the obdurate cobbler was an exception among the ground floor 
tenants, up above where mostly workers lived this sort of thing was quite the 
rule. Here, so it seemed to the supervisor, they left the place almost purposely 
in a mess before Christmas. “The blasted swine are still hoping for commun- 
ism to come back again,” he thought to himself. He made a mental note of the 
numbers of the rooms. All right, let them wait, he’d see that they paid for it, 
even if it came to letting their lavatories flood them out, sewerage and all. 

But even here there was a holiday feeling, especially among the work- 

ET sets 
To this contributed to no small extent the news that had gone round the day 

before that Frau Pehle, thanks to the clemency of the national-Chrisian gov- 

ernment and the Regent, would see her husband back again on Christmas eve. 
This news naturally caused great excitement throughout the house, and 

even in the neighbouring houses. Some thought that it was quite what was 

to be expected, others were sceptical and others shook their heads ironically. 

-“Amnesty for Franz Pehle? An utter fraud!” But all eagerly awaited the 

evening. ; 
Many could not conceal their excitement. Among these was Weisz, the 

double bellied tailor who was Frau Pehle’s immediate neighbour and who 



30 INTERNATIONAL LITERATURE 

wandered through the corridor, winter and summer in his shirtsleeves, the 

corners of his mouth full of bitten off ends of different coloured threads. 

This Weisz who always buttoned his trousers over his stomach, so that it 

was only thanks to some strange providence that they did not slip down 

altogether, and were constantly alternating between his backside and his 

shapeless hips—this Weisz, as we have said, who had always been one of the 

most inquisitive of the tenants had been completely occupied during the last 

twenty-four hours with the news of Pehle’s release, and the evening before 

he had had an argument with his wife about it as she had insisted that Pehle 

would certainly be let out. Weisz had explained to the “long haired woman 

wit short wits,” and had explained quite clearly, that for this and that reason 

the possibility of Pehle being allowed home was quite out of the question. 

His wife, however, as always, contradicted him. It made no difference when 

he shouted at her “Use your brains you goose! Use your brains” she still 
held to her opinion. That was why Weisz was compelled to fling his plate of 
cabbage (it was burnt anyway and there wasn’t a shred of meat in it) to the 
sround., It was not quite clear why Weisz was so interested in what took place 
behind the tighly drawn curtains of Frau Pehle’s room. 

It was different in the case of the Zsolts who lived two doors away from 
Frau Pehle. “Two doors and a whole world!” once said Zsolt, who was fore- 
man in the bookbinding department of the Athenaeum Printing House; he 
said it so loud that he could be heard right down the corridor. Zsolt subrented 
an apartment from a widow named Ciraki who lived by taking in boarders 
and delivering the social-democrat newspaper in the mornings. Although he 
was only a sub-tenant everyone knew that the stumpy pedantic Zsolt with 
his stiff hat was master in the hcusehold of the ground tenant Frau Ciraki. 
Everyone knew, although he tried to hide it, that the bookbinder was living 
with Frau Ciraki; and Zsolt accordingly bore a grudge against his sharp- 
tongued neighbours. The Zsolts were very interested in the question as to 
whether the news of Pehle’s release was reliable. Three years before when 
Franz Pehle (who after the fall of the dictatorship used to come home 
secretly in the evenings) was arrested, it was whispered among the neighbours 
that Zsolt had given information to the police. 

But Zsolt did not care a straw for the neighbours, and what was it. to him if 
most of them were not on speaking terms with him. What proof had any- 
one? Pehle, Zsolt’s deadly enemy had been put out of the way for nine years 
and a great deal may happen in nine years. 

Now that the news of Pehle’s release was going round Zsolt saw things in 
quite a different light? What would happen if he chanced to meet Pehle in the 
passage one dark night? The great lout would crush him to the ground like 
a hazel nut, with a single blow of his fist. 

However Zsolt believed it was quite out of the question that they would 
let such a dangerous person as Pehle free, seven years before the end of his 
term. The whites know what they are doing, they have common sense. They 
would never release a dangerous bolshevik like Franz Pehle a minute before 
lis time. On the contrary. .. . 

As a matter of precaution however he had spoken to Frau Ciraki and she 
agreed that the moment the rumour had been verified she would let him 
know by telephone and he would keep away from the house until she could 
think of some good plan. 

Frau Ciraki kept conscientiously to her contract. She spent the whole day 
fetching water in a blue enamelled jug. Weisz could not imagine what she 
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wanted such a quantity of water for and why she went each time to the tap 
under Pehle’s window although there was another tap much nearer, on the 
other side. 

Frau Ciraki did not tire of fetching water till the wife of Kovac the me- 
chanic (besides Kovac the mechanic there were two other Kovacs in the 
house) had had enough of Frau Ciraki’s going backwards and forwards. And 
it happened like this. Frau Kovac merely stepped out into the passage and 
watched Frau Ciraki as she let the water run into her jug and stood with one 
hand on her hip and the other on the railing. This was sufficient to make 
Frau Ciraki go back to her rooms the opposite way, probably with a halt 
filled jug. 

The Kovacs lived on the left hand side of the Pehles. Kovac was a fellow- 
worker of Pehle’s and the two men had been friends for many years. They 
kept up Frau Pehle’s spirits. That is to say as well as they could; for Frau 
Pehle was always losing her head, and this time, the unfortunate thing was as 
Kovac said, she had not yet been able to find it again. 

Frau Pehle was a simple credulous person who could be won over with a 
few fine words. While Pehle was with her she had listened to anyone whe 
had something to teach her, but while Pehle was in prison, Frau Pehle, in 

spite of all the Kovacs’ efforts, had got into bad company, and under the in- 
fluence of bigotted relations she would put such a lot of nonsense into her 
head that the Kovacs had to perform a spring cleaning at least once a month. 
As time went on however her head began to be more and more cluttered, most 
of which was to be attributed to her relations, the Walters, who were office 
employees. , 

Walter was a close relation of her mother’s family and he had belonged to 
the Christian Socialists since before the war. Owing to political differences 
the two families had nothing to do with one another. However Frau Pehle 
used to come across the Walters occasionally by chance, and during the four 
and a half months of the Soviet dictatorship heard a good deal from them 
about the communists and her husband. In those days Walter had prophesied 
the fall of the dictatorship and advised Frau Pehle to try and persuade her 
husband to cut himself off from the communists, as very unpleasant things 
would follow. He had it on the authority of someone who had been in the 
ministry and who was in touch with very influential circles. But Frau Pehle, 
although she was very alarmed, could not bring herself to broach the subject 
with her husband. So everything had happened as Walter had foretold. 

Walter took the view that now that all evil ideas: war, revolution, dictator- 
ship, and so forth—had been shipwrecked, the time had come for Christian 

national ideas to be realised. 

He took up with Frau Pehle and promised her to make it easier for her 

husband. 
Soon a close friendship grew up between them and Frau Pehle came under 

Walter’s influence. She went secretly—for she was ashamed of it before the 
Kovacs—to church, and even became a member of a Chr'’stian Socialist 
woman's organisation. 

When the Kovacs heard about it there was a big row. 

One day while the Walters were paying a visit to Frau Pehle, Kovac came 
in. For about ten minutes he listened to Walter’s chatter and then called him 

an old pharisee, and a mealy mouthed sanctimonious ass to his face and 
threatened to bash his head in if he didn’t leave the unfortunate woman alone 
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and stop stuffing her up with religious tosh. Kovac was a man who was 

easily worked up . 
Poor Frau Pehle was given such a fright that she could not utter a word 

until the Walters had left. Then she had to listen to Kovac’s reproaches— 

for Kovac got going now — about bringing her husband into bad repute, and 

the shame of making friends with Pehle’s most deadly enemies. For some 

time the lesson seemed to have had its effect. Then one day it happened that 

Frau Pehle made a secret visit to the Walters. 

What was the poor woman to do? She was vacillating ‘between the Walters’ 

unctious discourse and Kovac’s impetuous warlike attitude. She could not 

help it. From her very childhood she had had religion drummed into her so 

that she could never quite get rid of the traces. One of her brothers was a 

clergyman, and her father was a small tradesman with religious leanings. 

And what an uproar it had caused when she married Pehle whom the whole 
town knew to be a rabid socialist. Her father never forgave her. 

But she had never regretted getting to know Pehle. The way they had first 
met was also rather strange. She used to go to the dancing school at the club. 
It was here that she met Pehle who had come into the club, not to dance, but 
to look for a book that they had not got in the trade union library. For Pehle 
at that time used to devour books. And Pehle who had never danced before 
went to the dancing school for three weeks for her sake and learnt to dance. 
And what a splendid dancer they made of him. He wore his hair combed 
back from his forehead and when he looked at a girl with his brown eyes she 
was almost bound to fall in love with him. He had courted her for three 
weeks and when her father refused him he took her the same day to Budapest. 

Pehle was a good worker, at that time he earned as much as 40 to 50 
crowns a week. But after an unsuccessful strike he was put on the black list. 
He was out of work for some months. He did not waste his time, however. 

He went to libraries—once she found three readers’ cards in his pocket— - 
brought fat books home with him and went on reading and making notes late 
into the night. Frau Pehle used often to cry, accusing Pehle secretly of being 
without work purposely so as to be able to go to the library and read books. 

Then came the war. No sooner did Pehle find work than he had to join up. 
However he managed to run away. Then he worked in the neighbourhood of 
Budapest with the book of one of his workfellows who had joined up, and as 
he could only stay for a short time in any one place, he had to hide for weeks 
on end. The library is the best hiding place, he used to say. The dogs would 
not dream of looking for a working man there. 

After the October revolution he joined the Communist Party. The day the 
proletarian dictatorship was proclaimed he embraced his wife and said joy- 
fully: “You can rest content now, Terka, I won’t be organising any more 
strikes. I’m going to spend all my time studying now, in the autumn I’ll take 
my exam and enter the university.”” However nothing came of this. He be- 
came chairman of the workers’ committee at the factory where he had last 
worked and was elected to the Soviet so that for the whole four and half 
months of the dictatorship he was not able to take a single book into his 
hands. Then the dictatorship was overthrown, and a few months later, com- 
ing home secretly to visit his wife, he was arrested. The police gave him such 
a flogging that he lay unconscious in his cell for a whole day. Five months 
later when he came up for trial he could hardly stand on his feet. When sen- 
tence was passed he shouted out “Long live Soviet Russia and Soviet Hun- 
gary” so that he was sentenced to two days in the dark cell each month for 
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nine years. How could Frau Pehle feel anything but hatred, after the trial, 
for judges, government and God who permitted her husband to be tortured 
and shut up in prison for all those years? 

But after some months her relations came to her and shook their heads 
and said, “It’s quite right you know, he took part in the dictatorship, he got 
mixed up with it like a lot of other unfortunate working men, but why did 
he insist on remaining a communist after the dictatorship had been over- 
thrown and it turned out that the communists were merely bandits.” 

And now Frau Pehle used often to weep in the evenings repeating through 
her sobs what her relations had said to her: Why, oh why did he remain a 
communist? 

To these outbursts the Kovacs could only answer that her husband was suf- 
fering for the cause and she should show herself worthy of him. Yes, for the 
cause? What a cause, though! The cause that everyone vilified, denounced 
and despised. Was that a cause worth suffering for? Was it worth suffering 
when a cad like Zsolt who, during the dictatorship, was director of the 
printing house and wore a red star the size of his fist on the lapel of his coat 
now took every opportunity to denounce and vilify the communists? Then 
she turned round against the Kovacs. It was easy for them to talk. Kovac 
was at home and was working. She was not going to say that they did not 
help her a good deal but that would only last as long as she showed herself 
to be worthy of her husband. All they did was preach and appeal to her con- 
science and say rude things. And when Frau Pehle thought of how the Kovacs 
had only a short while before turned the Walters out of her house when they 
had come to pay her a visit, her blood boiled against them. 
How had this Kovac dared to interfere in her affairs, how had he dared 

to be so abominably rude to these people who were her close relations and 
who helped her to get cheap sugar and fats and through a Swedish Christian 
mission to pieces of free clothing, and even lent her money? 

And Walter was a poorly paid clerk in the Ministry of the Interior although 
his chief was a famous counsellor who was not only famous but also, accord- 
ing to Walter, a very good man. And the ministerial counsellor was not only 
a-good man but he also had a very high opinion of Walter, called him by 
his Christian name and asked him in the morning: “Morning, Johann, how 
did we sleep last night?” Yes that was what able people thought of Walter 
whom Kovac could only call an ass. Why did he cali him an ass? Walter had 
once read her out of an article in which it was clearly shown how all men are 
dependent on one another. He gave her an instance of this. He, for instance, 
carried memoranda to the other ministerial counsellor and fetched him a pen 
wiper when he wanted to wipe his pen. It was the same with empleyers and 
workers. Without employers there would be no work and without workers 
there would be no employers. Which of them is the most important the Lord 
alone could say. One thing though was certain, the person who gave work 
gave peace and everything else. And it was in this that the terrible mistake of 
the communists lay, and here he read Frau Pehle some passages out of a fat 
book printed on very thin paper and with a great many photographs. The 
book was by a learned priest in whose opinion the error of the communists 
lay in the fact that they wanted to make all men equal. It could be quite 

clearly proved, however, that no two men on earth were equal. Moreover 
many of the communists were merely Jewish fanatics. There were two kinds 

of Jews, proselytised Jews and fanatical Jewish prophets. Since the crucifix- 

ion however every Jewish prophet was a Judas, a false prophet. 

3 
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And Frau Pehle did not find Walter at all stupid in spite of all the Kovacs. 

said. From that time on she used to go to see the Walters regularly. 

One day Frau Pehle happened to be with them when Waltcr came home ° 

in very good spirits. It was Sunday and he was very pleased to see Frau Pehle. 

While his wife was heating the soup Walter told what had happened. He 

had been the whole morning alone with the ministerial counsellor. He had. 

been to his home and had helped him to clean and load his gun, for the noble 

gentleman was getting ready for a hunting expedition. The noble gentleman 

was in a very pleasant mood and asked for all the news and even asked after 

Frau Pehle, because he had already spoken to him once about Pehle—here 

Frau Pehle went red allover. That time however he had apparently chosen a bad 

moment because the ministerial counsellor said that it was a hopeless case 

and that nothing could be done about it . . . But this time he had promised 

to obtain permission for Pehle to be sent books and for Frau Pehle to visit 

him, 
Here Frau Pehle:not only went red, but when Walter explained to her that 

this was only a beginning and that he had not given up hope of obtaining a 
pardon for Pehle and securing his release, after trying to control herself for 
a few momenis she burst out crying for joy. 

In about two weeks time Frau Pehle was given written permission to visit 
her husband, and this also entitled him to have books brought him. 

She had a journey of more than two hours and then had to walk another 
hour in the hot sun in order to see her husband for fifteen minutes in the pre- 
sence of a warder. Frau Pehle would never forget these fifteen minutes till 
the end of her life. When she came into the little room Pehle was standing 
waiting there with the warder. But she did not know until she had been told. 
by the warder that this broken down, wrinkled old man was her husband. 
What had become of her broad shouldered man, the real Pehle who had. 
been shut up in this horrible prison? She could only stand there and cry and 
could not say a word to him. Pehle stroked her hand: “You shouldn’t have 
come,” he said, “it will be more difficult for me now to endure this life.””’ The 
book she had brought (on Walter’s advice she had brought him the bible) he 
flu.g out on to the table so that even the warder looked up. He looked at Frau. 
Pehle with such a gleam in his eye that the poor woman went pale. In her 
fright she lied to Pehle that she had brought a lot of other books but this was. 
the only one that had been allowed through. 

Pehle calmed her and said quietly, “I would rather count the grains of dust 
than take that book into my hand.” Frau Pehle bitterly regretted having. 
listened io Walter. The Kovacs were quite right when they said that Walter, 
with ali his schemes, was only leading her up the pole. 

So this was the great favour that Walter had done for her? It was as. 
though a bucket of ice cold water had been flung in her face burning with the- 
expectation of seeing her loved one again. It was deception, mockery, igno- 
miny. She did not stop crying all through the interview. When she looked at 
Pehle she shrank from his glance. At one time his eyes were like the eyes of 
a corpse, stiff and leaden and at an other as though they were flaming. ... 
No, no, Frau Pehle knew Pehle would never survive his nine years in prison. 

During the whole time they could not come really close to each other and 
it was only when the warder told them that their fifteen minutes were up that 
Pehle embraced his wife and hugged her to him with such a force that she 
almost fainted. But this happiness only lasted a minute. “Don’t cry, my own 
Terka,” said Pehle, ‘I’m still alive and they make a big mistake if they think. 
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1 will ever die. We never die!”—and a strange ominous gleam came into his 
eyes so that her heart seemed to stop with fear. 

Although they had agreed to meet the same evening Frau Pehle did not see 
the Walters again for over a month. She did not go to see the Kovacs either, 
but they came to her. Frau Pehle did not mind them coming. When she was 
alone she could do nothing but weep and conjure up her husband’s prema- 
turely aged face and his terrible glance. What troubled her most was what 
Pehle had said about death. Pehle had thoughts about death, but men who 
are strong and in health do not think about death. And how strangely he had 
said “‘those who think I will ever die are mistaken.” What did he mean by 
that? And how he had stared, how his eyes had gleamed! Like a man ov his 
death bed. She was glad that Kovac had explained to her that he had only 
meant this figuratively, and that Pehle could not speak otherwise in front of 
the warder. . . . That meant that the cause for which Pehle was suffering 
would never die. 

Frau Pehle understood very little of all this but, she believed Kovac that 
truth meant something very different to what Walter said. “The truth,” said 
Kovac, “is the mistreated Pehle. All else is merely incense in which the poor 
man is either stupefied or in which if he does not become stupefied himself, 
one can ‘bash in his brain pan without him noticing it. Only we ourselves can 
open the prison doors!” 

Frau Pehle wept still more. Kovac’ s words seemed to cut into her flesh. Yes 
all Walter’s prattle was lies. Prisons would never be opened the way Walter 
said, they would only be opened in the way her husband believed and the way 
the Kovacs’ friends believed. .. . 

But often her weakness got the better of her and she mourned bitterly to 
Frau Kovac: “Those wretches are frightfully strong, we could never open 
those heavy iron doors unless they opened of their own accord.” 

And Frau Pehle collapsed again and so lost control of herself that the 
Kovacs themselves were at a loss to know what to say. 

But her relations again came along and again bridged the gulf between her 
and the Walters. They told her with many sighs how sorry Walter was that 
Frau Pehle had found her husband in such a condition and when he learnt 
that Pehle had refused the bible he hought a pile of books on science in a 
second hand bookshop, including a large volume on astronomy with illustra- 
tions, a book on beetles and a history with gilt edgings which he himself 
posted to Pehle. 

All Frau Pehle’s anger melted away. Poor Walter. was spending his last 
penny on books for her husband. How good of him. . . And she resolved to 
go and see the Walters and thank them for the books. 

In a few day’s time she got a letter from Pehle in which he thanked her for 
the books, thinking that she had sent them. As she did not quite understand 
some parts of the letter she decided to show it to Walter and ask him to read 
it out and explain it to her. That would be a good opportunity of making it 
up with the Walters. 

The Walters received her warmly as though nothing had happened. 
Walter began to explain the letter, that is, he first of all read it to himself 

then aloud and then paragraph by paragraph. The poor man broke out into 
such a sweat that Frau Pehle was sorry for him. As there was nothing he 
could add to it when he had finished, instead of giving any explanation he 
read through the first part again twice: the letter ran as follows: 

“T was not at all surprised when I read in the history book that you sent me 
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that there has always been war and always will be war. According to the 

history book this is because there are industrious people and lazy people, 

strong and weak, clever and stupid; and so it is also with nations (and the 

same applies to writers of history books!) And then strong and clever and in- 

dustrious nations inevitably conquer the weak ones. It is obvious that men 

are not equal. Although every man has his nose in the middle of his face 

and everyone who has feet walks on his feet and if a person has no fect he 

does not walk on his feet but tries to replace his feet with artificial limbs. 

But in what are men not equal? In my opinion chiefly, in. . . . (the next 

sentence was crossed out with a red pencil). However this does not seem to 

have been noticed by the worthy writer of the history book! The fact how- 

ever that one man differs from another by two freckles is regarded by him 

as of world-shattering significance.” 
Walter was still more puzzled by the next paragraph. 
“And now a word about the beetle book. Don’t think for a moment that 

this book is neutral because it is about beetles! This book is like a poisonous 
insect that injects its poison into human beings painlessly. But how could the 
beetle student be any better than the historian when they had ‘both sucked at 
the same breast? These collectors of beetles look at the world just as they 
are expected to look at it by the people above them, that is to say what the 
history dung-beetle says about war the beetlestudy dung-fly hastens to con- 
firm. They prove!! that!!! in the life of beetles in every cranny of nature war 
is un—a—void—able!!!! 

“But my dear Terka however much lice were to multiply they would not be 
capable of drawing the wagon of history. Not to mention the fact that a beetle 
is not the same thing as a human being. For example, in my cell here there is 
a fly that has been my companion for three months. Every day it flies about 
fifty times against the glass of the window and at least ten times a day is 
knocked dizzy by the blow. The poor creature is completely in the dark as 
to the explanation of it all. If anyone thinks, however, that I am such a fly, 
he is very much mistaken. I am not a fly and I do not bash my head against 
the glass. Mark that well, my dear Terka. The working class is not a fly. But 
there really are some flies which, alighting on the shaft, think that they are 
drawing the wagon of history.” 

Walter had completely lost his bearings when he began the next sentence. 
“Incidentally I thought of writing a book on this subject entitled “The Fly 

on the Wagon Shaft or What the Fly Thinks and What I Know About It.” But 
it is not worth while. I have much more important things to do. I have dis- 
covered a conspiracy against Mars and I shall get out with my disclosures 
in spite of all threats.” 

Walter, who had had the avowed intention of taking Pehle’s mind off po- 
litics, came to the conclusion from reading this letter that Pehle was already 
on the right path, as he was seriously taking up scientific questions. This was 
a good sign: “Science would lead Pehle into the path of truth, and truth into 
the way of love. There was every reason to be satisfied with the letter.” 

Frau Pehle was very touched, for the letter showed that her husband did 
not forget her in prison and even wrote her instructive letters which showed 
that the poor boy had at last found an opportunity to study! But Walter’s 
explanation had not satisfied her. It was quite clear that Walter was not suf- 
ficiently qualified to explain such difficult matters. 

Accordingly the next evening she brought the latter round to the Kovacs. 
She showed it first to Frau Kovac—Kovac had not yet come home—and 
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she said that the letter was very well written and she might be proud of hav- 
ing such an intellectual husband. Then Kovac arrived, and, just as he was, 
dirty and tired from work, took the letter in his hand, thinking that he 
could read it there standing in the middle of the kitchen. But Frau Pehle 
knew that this letter from her husband was not one that could be read hur- 
riedly standing there, cap tilted back, in the middle of the kitchen. 
And she was right, for no sooner had Kovac read the first page, than, some- 

what abashed, he started reading it over again and then said that, it would be 
better to light the lamp first as it was getting dark. And then when his wife 
had lit the lamp he said that the reason why he could not quite make it out 
was probably because he was so hungry and saw everything double. He 
laughed as he said this and his wife set his meat before him. ‘‘That’s better,” 
said Kovac, as he swallowed his last mouthful; “let’s have a look at it now.” 
He said this so self-consciously that his tone sounded almost. condescending. 
Why should he have to make such a business about a letter written by Pehle! 
But Frau Pehle only smiled. He would soon see! 

“Yes. I see what he means,” he said when he had read it through for the 
second time. “It is quite simple, there are two main points in the letter. In 
the first place, Pehle is speaking against war, probably the news of the war 

_ danger has reached him in prison. In the second place he is saying- -figurativ- 
ely of course, so that the prison authorities shan’t make the letter disappear— 
that the revolution is invincible and that the exploiters should very soon be 
made to feel this on their own skins. Yes,” said Kovac with conviction, al- 
though he had found the contents of the letter a little odd at first, “that is 
what is in the letter.” 
-- Frau Pehle, however, was secretely dissatisfied with this explanation. For 

even though Kovac was cleverer than Walter and knew her husband better, 
he nevertheless had failed to see.the most important thing about the letter, 
that. is to say what a very learned person Pehle had become since he was in 

prison. 
Walter learnt by chance from the conversation of his ministerial counsellor, 

that the government intended declaring an amnesty at Christmas. This fact 
alone was sufficient proof to Walter that the government took the Christian 
principle of forgiveness seriously. 

He drew up his petition, added a suitable quotation from the scriptures, 
pointed out that Pehle had turned over a new leaf and was chiefly occupied 
now with scientific questions and also mentioned that Frau Pehle was a very 
devout woman and came of a good Christian family. He added a word about 
himself to the ministerial counsellor with a word of explanation and the hope 
that he would support it. 

He carried the petition about with him and waited for an opportunity, for 
he knew that it was very important to find the ministerial counsellor in the 
right mood. The opportunity duly arose. 

One morning much to his surprise the ministerial counsellor came in before 
he had finished tidying up. He had never been in such a good mood since he 

first started calling him Johann. Although he had always been very nice to 

him and always asked after his health, he had never before embraced him. 

This struck Walter as a little strange, in spite of the fact that they were living 

in times of Christian love and national rebirth, but he was very much 

touched. However when the ministerial counsellor began telling him how the 

evening before there had been a long conference at the house of the farcous 

clerical minister which went on till daybreak, and that his excellency turned 
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out to be a great authority on women, Johann became confused and went as 

red as a turkey cock. Johann felt that something terrible was happening, that 

the good ministerial counsellor was going to the dogs before his eyes and that 

trightful overwork and great responsibility were telling their tale. For he had 

often heard of cases where overwork has caused people in an exhausted state 

to resort to all kinds of soothing drugs, or to drink, and had even sent them 

to sanatoriums for neurotics and to lunatic asylums. 

However Johann’s eyes opened wider still when he saw the ministerial 

counsellor beginning to undress and stretching himself out on the soft broad 

office sofa. He rolled up his overcoat and put it under his head, took off his 

evening dress,—for he was in evening dress—and coyering himself with it 

asked Johann to take off his shoes. In this position the ministerial counsellor 

with his reddish brown goat’s beard, his pock-marked face and stubbly mous- 

tache, certainly did present rather a strange appearance. 
Goodness itself, however—especially after he had relieved himself into 

the spittoon—beamed out of the ministerial minister’s eyes and this turned 
into the purest beatitude when Johann, at his request, placed a damp cloth on 
his head. 

“Now Johann,” said he, “I’m going to sleep, do you understand? I’m going 
to sleep, but first of all I want to know whether there is anything, my good 
Johann, that you particularly desire, but after that don’t wake me till twelve.” 

Had Johann any particular desire? Yes; he certainly had a desire. He took 
the petition and Pehle’s letter out of his pocket where it had lain for some 
days and awaiting an oportunity. But at first he thought that the counsellor 
must be joking or he was the victim of a fevered brain, for the counsellor flew 
into a rage when Johann did not answer his question. Walter then told what 
his wish was and describing Frau Pehle’s terrible position and the change that 
had taken place in Pehle since he had been-in prison, and requested the mins- 
terial counsellor to read through the petition and the letter and give the 
former his support. The expression on the ministerial counsellor’s face was 
not the most intelligent one of which it was capable as he listened to Johann’s 
“wish.” He frowned slightly and then put the petition and letter into his poc- 
ket saying benevolently: “That'll be all right, Johann; a man of science de- 
serves to be put on the amnesty list.” Then he let his head sink back on the 
rolled up overcoat and fell fast asleep. 

Walter stood in the doorway for a moment, almost transfigured, and his 
face shone with joy. That’s more than I had hoped for, that’s all that I have 
been striving for. It’s victory! 

He went on tiptoe into the front office. For about half a minute he listened 
at the door. Only the even breathing of the tired out great-hearted man could 
be heard. It he had looked through the key hole he would have seen the 
worthy counsellor lying on his back and gaping at the ceiling as he snored 
voluminously, a stream of brown saliva, stained with nicotine, hanging from 
the corner of his mouth. . 

Meantime the weeks passed and Walter said nothing to Frau Pehle about 
A aie ett aes S promise, as he wanted to keep it as a great sur- 

n : : . o e BS atiie an cay Henaee ee laughing heartily in a knowing way or 
8 e near future when there would be great 

changes. 
eee Oe ate ae deen oss and still nothing happened, Walter de- 
Se ees rs wu able opportunity to remind the ministerial counsellor 

p ise, as it can easily happen when a man has so many pressing af- 
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fairs, that he may, in spite of the best intentions, forget a promise. And no 
~one could deny that the ministerial counsellor was one of the busiest men in 
the ministry. 

Luckily a very good opportunity very soon presented itself. 
One day, although it was not a visiting day, the same tall thin woman, 

-dressed in mourning, who had twice been there before, came to see the coun- 
-Sellor. The woman was thickly veiled and Walter had never been able to see 
her face, but he had an idea that she must be very young. The woman had 
“wept softly while she was in the inner office and Johann had heard the minis- 
terial counsellor consoling her. Poor good ministerial counsellor, how he did 
‘take people’s troubles to heart. He heard through the door that there was a 
question of a pension. Then the door shut and the key turned quietly in the 
Jock. 

Walter knew from experience that the ministerial counsellor would often 
‘spend hours on end listening to unfortunate women pouring out their un- 
happy stories and that he had been doing this for some time twice weekly. 
Walter therefore made himself comfortable in the biack armchair whose 
leather upholstery was decorated with white buttons. This armchair always 
had a peculiar effect on Walter. The first effect was that his head began fall- 
ing gradually forwards and the second was that he fell asleep. The third 
‘most alarming effect, however, was that it caused Walter io tell lies. For 
when the ministerial counsellor or anyone else exclaimed in consternation: 
“What is this, Johann my good man, yow’re not sleeping are you?” Johann 
-always answered, “Oh, no, Sir, I wasn’t sleeping, I heard everything.” 

Such lapses, however, were only a sign of weakness, and Walter had read 
-ssomewhere that men were weak creatures. 

Walter did not wake up until the door opened suddenly behind him and 
the veiled woman, blushing slightly under her veil, came into the outer office. 
Johann sprang up and only caught sight of the young woman’s slim leg, 
visible through a ripped black stocking, disappearing through the doorway. 

Walter caught sight of the clock on the wall. He must have slept for a good 
‘hour and a half. In the inner office the ministerial counsellor was whistling 
a jaunty tune and kept time to it by throwing bundles of documents one on 
top of the other. 

Walter knew that the ministerial counsellor was very pleased with himself 
-as he always was when he had been able to help anyone. 

Now, thought Walter to himself, that the ministerial cousellor is in the 
midst of good deeds anyhow, my time has come to remind him of his pro- 
mise. As he thought over in his mind what pretext he could use he caught 
-sight of a book which a clerk had left on the table while he was asleep. He 
seized the book and knocked at the door. 

The counsellor knew the knock and called, or rather sang out: “Come in, 

‘old man.” 
Walter’s heart thumped with joy. When the ministerial counsellor said 

“‘come in old man” that meant that he was in an exceptionally good mood. 

He entered the office,.the curtains of which were slightly drawn (the sun 

was certainly very hot) and became aware of an unobtrusive perfume in the 
-air, The sofa was in great disorder and there was a small black-rimmed hand- 

kerchief lying on the floor in front of it. 
The counsellor went on whistling and throwing down documents. There 

‘was a roguish look in his eyes as he said: 

“Now, Johann, enough for the day! I shall sign nothing more, receive no- 
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body else, nor undertake anything else. The same applies to confidential mat- 

ters and urgent matters, I’m doing nothing more today. It does not matter 

even if his excellency comes to see me. Tell him that I’ve gone out on very” 

urgent business.” 
He seized his coat, put on his soft light brown spring hat at a jaunty angle 

and started to leave. 
He had his hand on the latch, but Walter could not bring himself to speak. 

He stood there like a pillar of salt. 
The counsellor had already opened the door when he suddenly put his hand 

up to his forehead and came back into the office. He looked for something on 

the writing table and then found it on the sofa. It was his silver cigarette case. 

As he lit his cigarette his eyes were full of glee. 
If only the ministerial counsellor were not so angry Walter began, sum- 

moning all his courage. 
“What is it you want, Johann?’—asked the counsellor without turning 

round. 
“Some time ago,” Johann succeeded in saying, “the ministerial counsellor 

was pleased to promise to put Franz Pehle on that list.” 
“On what?” asked the counsellor in astonishment. 
“On the amnesty list, sir” 
The ministerial counsellor frowned. 
‘“‘When did I promise that, Johann?”’ 
“That day, early in the morning when I gave you the petition and his. 

letter.” 
The ministerial counsellor burst out laughing. 
“That day early in the morning? Why that day I might have promised that 

('d marry you before whitsuntide.” 
And still laughing he went out and left Johann alone. 
Walter stood in the middle of the well carpeted office, heard the ministeria!} 

counsellor stepping along the corridor with light tread and then his head be- 
gan to swim, he had an empty feeling in his stomach and, if he had not sup- 
ported himself by holding on to the file case, he would have sunk to the 
ground. 

During the next few weeks Walter was never at home when Frau Pehle 
went to see him. Frau Walter complained that her husband had changed very 
much. One day he had come back from the office very pale and upset and 
since then he had neither eaten nor drunk nor spoken a word. 

Frau Pehle could only think that Walter was ashamed to see her and 
he had cause to be. Nothing had come of his wonderful prophesies and a 
month had passed since she had heard from Pehle. 

Also, Kovac had read out to her from a banned newspaper what shameful, 
things the Christian national government had been guilty of since it had been 
in power. The very same government that Walter was always praising. This 
banned newspaper had made a great impression on Frau Pehle, and she made 
up her mind after her last unsuccessful visit not to go and see the Walters any 
more. 
When after some time she heard again from Pehle and could make as little 

- the letter as she could of the first one, she immediately brought it round to 
ovac. 
Kovac read the letter through several times to himself and then aloud. It 

ran as follows: 
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“Thanks very much for the book on archeology. It came at just the right 
moment for my astronomical studies. In my opinion the ruins that are found 
in the earth are shadows of human history. According to scholars most of the 
ruins came underground as a result of geological and volcanic changes. But 
believe me, that is only a half truth. What about the social eruptions which 
have lett just as many heaps of ruins in the course of history? For an earth- 
quake is capable of utterly destroying a civilisation only if the economic 
foundations of that civilisation are rotten. Where this is not the case new 
buildings will be erected on the site of the old. Rome fell into ruius, was burnt 
and remained in ruins, because there was no social force capable of rebuilding 
it, because the time was ripe—and you should mark this well my dear Terka 
—for the whole siave system to fall to the ground.” . 

Another passage that Kovac read over and over again was about the books 
on astronomy. 

“The last astronomy books you sent have fully confirmed my suspicions. 
All this about Mars is a pure conspiracy. What does it all mean? Merely that 
on Mars the new social order has been in existence for years but our astrono- 
mers have been hiding it from us. Instead of telling us the truth, they lic 
and let their writers, who can create what fantastic things they like with a 
bottle of ink, tell us that there are all sorts of monsters living on Mars. What 
do they do it for? It’s quite clear! The lackey only requires a nod from his 
master. to know what to do. The learned lackey does not even need a nod of 
the head! The learned lackey thinks his masters’ thoughts and only winks 
with his own eyes. The story about the food pills has been started in order 
to compromise the social institutions on Mars in the eyes of the Hungarians 
who, as is well known, are rather fond of a good dinner. Furthermore, the 

men have only one head, in this they are wiser than... . (the next sen- 
tence was crossed out by the prison censor with a thick line in red ink.) It 
is also a lie that the women have beaks and beards, and wear spectacles, and 
that they rule over the men. There are no spectacles there at all, my dear 
Terka, only we have such things, but on Mars people see things the same 
size as they are in reality. It is also a libel to say that there are robots there. 
You must not believe that either. All this is mere literary fabrication. People 
who give themselves out to be scholars and literary folk, but who in reality 
are merely little well-oiled screws in a (the next word was deleted) machine, 
should take this to heart.” Kovac sweated and struggled with the letter but 
would not for the world have admitted that he did not understand what it 
was about. Three or four times he repeated that the letter was a little out of 
the ordinary, as it was written in figurative language, but that he saw quite 
well what Pehle was driving at. 

Frau Pehle, however, saw that Kovac did not really quite understand il 

and that he only said he did so as not to look silly. How could one expect 
him to understand it anyway? Frau Kovac had not only never found three, 
but, had probably never even found one reader’s ticket in his pocket. And 

Kovac had no conception of the huge volumes which even in the old days 

Pehle used to fill with his notes. 

Walter recovered gradually from his blow. 
The ministerial counsellor—thought Walter—is a man of unpredictable 

temperament. He makes a promise and then forgets that he has made it, but 

the next day he probably forgets that he had forgotten it and keeps it after all. 

But in the second place had not Walter read somewhere that patient resigno- 
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tion and silent waiting brought all things at last? There was no need to 

despair. Had he not been refused at first permission to visit but in the end 

had he not obtained it? The fact that Frau Pehle was angry with him incited 

him stili more to persevere with his original plan and to await a favorable 

opportunity to bring the matter up again cautiously before the ministerial 

counsellor. 
For now the Pehle affair—especially now that the Kovacs had apparently 

won Frau Pehle over again to their side—would be a test for him. And not 

only for him, but also for the ideal in which he believed. 
And again the opportunity presented itself. 
It must be said here that although the ministerial counsellor in the articles 

he wrote for the papers was very energetic in his attacks on the Jews, he 
‘nevertheless distinguished the national Jews from the international ones, that 
is to say, as he put it, the constructive Jews from the destructive, Marxist 

Jews. Once he had even said to Johann that they could agree that the coun- 
try needed constructive, national-minded Jews, as without them it might 
suffer the fate of ancient Spain. 

It therefore seemed quite natural to Johann that the ministerial counsellor, 
while writing long articles for the papers against the Jews, should be very 
ready to receive constructive, that is to say national-minded Jews at the 
office. 

Such constructive Jews could be distinguished from destructive Jews miles 
away. The constructive Jews were all men with good manners. They were 
somehow of the unobtrusive sort of people, they were well-bred, they always 
‘smiled slightly but not unduly, greeted Johann civilly, were somewhat stout 
and of a rosy complexion. They never shouted, their feet never had a bad 
smell, and sometimes it was quite difficult to distinguish them from real] 
gentlemen. Moreover, they never gave less than a round sum, never less than 
five pengo. 

In a word, Johann knew how to differentiate between Jews and Jews. He 

was therefore not surprised when at about two o’clock a middle-aged Jewish 
gentleman came into the outer office and asked him to hand his card to the 
ministerial counsellor, with which request Walter at once complied. The 

ministerial counsellor came out to meet the Jewish gentleman, and the 
Chirstian and Jewish gentlemen greeted each other in a very friendly fashion, 
after which they went into the inner office and shut the door. Johann sat 
down again at his desk and went on cutting with his wooden handled pocket 
knife his piece of dry bread which he liked eating with a pinch of salt. He 
confined himself to salt because otherwise he would have no appetite for his 
midday meal. For some time it was quiet within, but after about ten minutes 
had passed, he became aware of an animated conversation. The ministerial 
counsellor thumped on the table and went on repeating that “under such 
conditions he would give the contract to someone else. . .” that it was “too 
little” and again that it was “too little” . . . . and that he had “his duty to 
consider” and that otherwise “there would be no object” in the deal. . . Then 
he heard that a new prison chapel was being discussed and that there were 
some percentages connected with it and that the Jewish gentleman would in 
any case include these percentages in the price. . . . Johann at last made out 
what it was all about. The thing was that the ministerial counsellor was bar- 
gaining with the Jewish building magnate and was trying to cut down the 
price of the church by a certain percentage. He was trying to get the Jew to 
‘build the church cheaper. The poor good man, what things he had to bother 
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his head about! Later, he heard the Jew saying: “All right, sir, it shall be 
thirty thousand, but that is my last offer.” This was accepted by the minis- 
terial counsellor. How splendid, thought Johann that they have come to an 
agreement. So the ministerial counsellor had succeeded in saving the govern- 
ment thirty thousand pengo. It had meant a hard battle, and sooner or later 
the constant battle for the commonweal would bring the ministerial coun- 
sellor to his grave. More than once the good, puritanical ministerial couusel- 
ior had said: “Johann, Johann, life is a hard battle, it is well for you that you 
understand but little of what goes on around you.” 

The most important thing of all, however, was that at the end of the nego- 
tiations the ministerial counsellor and the well dressed Jewish gentleman had 
parted in the most friendly manner and in the best of moods. The Jewish 
gentleman had shown the most constructive side of his character, had smiled 
kindly and in an understanding way at Johann and.as Johann helped him 
into his superior but simple dark grey overcoat he pressed a ten peng6 note 
into his hand. . 

Johann was pleased with his day. Not because of the ten pengd—but be- 
cause it was after his own heart that the good Hungarian Jew and the good 
Hungarian Christian had come to an agreement. He was still more pleased, 
however, when he heard the same cheerful tune being whistled in the next 
room which he had heard that day when the slim lady in mourning had left. 
And in just the same way as then, the ministerial counsellor beat time with 
his documents on the desk. 

“Now or never,” thought Johann. A bundle of confidential documents lay 
on the table so he took it under his arm and knocked at the door. 

- On hearing the knock, the ministerial counsellor called out in the same 
almost musical tones which he always used when he was in a good humor:— 

“Come in old man.” 
The ministerial counsellor did not wait, however, until Johann had placed 

ihe bundle of confidential papers before him. He took down his overcoat and 
planted his hat jauntily on his head. 

“Now, Johann, enough for to-day. I shall do nothing more to-day, receive 
no one and undertake nothing. Even if his excellency himself calls you must 
tell him that I have gone out on urgent business.” 

The next moment he had his hand on the latch, but then he suddenly put 
his hand to his brow, went back to his desk, took two cigars out of a drawer 

and laid them on one of the fat bundles. ‘““Now, Johann, you must bring these 

documents to me at my house after work. I have put these two cigars on it 
in order that it shan’t happen with you as it did before. Not every file is so 
entertaining as this one, and this-evening the kind of men are coming round 
to my place who are only willing to take a file into their hands for the 
pleasure of it.” 

The ministerial counsellor left the room in the best of moods before Walter 

could get a word in. 
It was then that Walter found the right opening for what he had to say. 

But it was too late. A fine sweat oozed out at the roots of his grey-sprinkled 

hair. And as he took the two cigars off the file, his hand shook as though un- 

der the influence of an electric shock. He put on his spectacles in order to look 

at the writing on the bundle—for lately he had interchanged two files by mis- 

take—and his face which during the last weeks had become grey with illness 

now went pink with excitement. On the top document was written “Report 

of the Vacer Prison Administation in re prisoner, Franz Pehle, Communist.” 
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Johann read the inscription for a second time and could have shouted for 

joy. He knew now, he felt certain of it, the ministerial counsellor was noi 

going to let him down! He had obtained the documents about Franz Pehle 

without knowing it. The letter that he had given him had done its work after 

all. The good just man. He devoted his whole life to others, to the common 

weal. He had just finished a hard day’s work with the prison chapel affair, 

and now, instead of resting, he had asked to have Pehle’s documents brought 

round to his house so that he could pore over them until late into the night, 

and was even going to discuss the affair with some other gentlemen. Yes he: 

knew he would do something in the end. It was half way to victory. 

It was as much as Johann could do to wait until office hours were over. 

After he had delivered the files as instructed, he did not go immediately home, 

but went a round way by the banks of the Danube and made a mental pic- 

ture of Pehle’s release which he filled in with the smallest details. As he had 

not finished imagining it when he reached home, he walked back again and 

did not turn in until he had thought the whole thing over twice. 

When Walter went into the ministerial counsellor’s office early on the 
Monday morning to begin tidying up, he found a fat bundle of papers on the 
desk. Some strange impulse prompted Walter to take the bundle into his 
hands. The bundle, which was tied in the middle by a string, contained a pile 
of blue documents with worn-out edges and the cover was full of square 
shaped rubber-stamp marks and large black numbers and resolutions written 
crosswise. Up above were the words: 

“Amnesty at Christmas.” 

The bundle of papers trembled in Walter’s hands. He knew all about docu- 
ments; he knew them better than he did human beings. Such well-thumbed 

documents full of annotations, rubber-stamp marks, and resolutions meant 
that they had passed through all the different processes and that the final 
decision or the recommendation to make the decision must be inside some- 
where. 

His finger played with the string, and then he suddenly put the bundle 
down. No, he would never do that. He had served the government for thirty 
three years and he had never done a thing like that. People offered him a lot 
of money, and other things besides money, to do it, but he never had. 
_He would do almost anything for Pehle, but he could never bring himself 

to do that. 
_ He was very relieved when he had closed the door behind him. 
He felt very pleased at having been able to resist the temptation. The min- 

isterial counsellor would let him know the decision anyway, and whether the 
best or the worst had happened. The latter was quite out of the question. 
When there was any bad news, the ministerial counsellor never laughed so 
heartily as he had just now. 

At about half past one the ministerial counsellor arrived in great haste. He. 
was just in time, because the secretary of state had already sent for him twice. 
The ministerial counsellor threw his coat on the sofa, rang for Johann, took 
up a pile of documents including the fat bundle about the amnesty and told 
Johann to follow him. The two of them almost ran down the winding corridor 
to. the secretary of states’s office. . 
Although Johann, seized with a fit of coughing, could hardly keep pace 

with the counsellor, he did not allow a single sigh to escape his lips but un- 
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ostentatiously laid the amnesty document which had got to the bottom of the 
pile on to the top again. 

In a roomy apartment, behind the double doors of the secretary of state’s 
oifice, a tall red-haired official was waiting in great agitation. He received the 
ministerial counsellor with a loud ‘“Servus,” and then added with a frown: 

“the secretary of state has been waiting for you for half an hour.” 
The counsellor said something nervously in answer, seized the documents 

from Johann (the amnesty document again slid to the bottom) and entered 
the secretary of state’s office. 

Johann was weak and trembling. He thought that this was because they 
had. walked so fast, but the real reason was that he was extremely excited. 
fHe was also very distressed that the amnesty document was again at the 
bottom of the pile. 

A good hour and a half passed before the door opened and the coun- 
sellor in an unusually nervous voice called Johann to him and put a bundle 
into his hand which Johann at the first touch took to be the amnesty docu- 
ments. 

“Take this to despatch,” he said and went back into the secretary of state’s 
office. 

Walter’s heart beat so loud that for a few moments he could not move from 
the spot. Then he fairly ran to despatch. As soon however as the despatch 
clerk assorted the documents, Walter saw to his great confusion that the 
documents about Pehle had been left with the secretary of state. 

Walter knew the secretary of state quite well. He was a stern unbending 
sort of person. He knew quite well what it meant when a document began 
to wander round from desk to desk, from shelf to shelf, from entry clerk to 
entry clerk. It becomes covered with dust and torn and colored, it gathers a 
whole collection of rubber stamp marks, signatures, recommendations, num- 

bers, letters, until it becomes distended like an overfed animal and sinks 
down for ever on some shelf whence it never moves again. 

Walter fell ill with a very high fever. The news of Walter’s serious illness 
made a great impression on Frau Pehle. However she could not make up her 
mind to go and see him. 

A great deal was written in the papers about the coming amnesty. Kovac, 
however, would shatter all her hopes to the ground whenever she broached 
the subject to him. “These butchers will show us no mercy,” said Kovac. 
Later when she had a letter from Pehle from which it was clear that his 
conditions had become very much better, a quarrel arose between them on 
this question. “I am very much afraid that things are much worse with poor 
Pehle than they ever were,” said Kovac after reading this letter. 

Frau Pehle could not understand how anyone could be so prejudiced. Even 
a person who was blind could see from this letter that Pehle was very much 
better off. One had only to read the letter without any prejudice: 

“My dearest, only Terka! First of all I must tell you about the great change 
in my position here. They have given up putting me in the dark cell as they 
found out that I could work with much more success in the dark. What is 
more I am now an object of the greatest attention. Especially since what hap- 
pened a few days ago, when I threatened the prison governor to put him on 
the list of conspirators against Mars. I have been put into a brightly lit room. 
There are bars on the windows here too, but the sun shines through all day 
long. The walls are painted with oil paint for about six feet up. The bed is 



46 INTERNATIONAL LITERATURE 

also better, there is a spring mattress and I get clean sheets. Of course, I am 

still a long way from having a properly equipped laboratory. So far I have 

only a home-made telescope which I have succeeded in fixing up on a stand 

opposite the window. Although my telescope is a very simple one I have 

aiready made good use of it. The struggle is still going on. He’s an artful 

person, but I see through his plans. He does not send my orders to their 

destination and informs me through the medium of a fair haired man, who. 

I think is in league with my warder, that he has forwarded my orders but 

that the foreign firm has-not yet sent an answer. The idea of having to send 

abroad for every trifle!” 
Frau Pehle now saw that Walter was right from every point of view and 

it was clear to her that Kovac only spoke out of hatred and consciousness 

of his own impotence. She decided to tell Walter this as soon as he was. 

well. 

Walter recovered very slowly. His body was like dough without yeast. And 
why should Walter hasten to recover? In order to see the enemy victorious? 
For it was clear that neither he himself nor the idea that fired him had stood 
the test. It was not clear whether the fault was in himself or in his idea, but 

one thing was clear, and that was that Kovac’s prophesies, Kovac’s cold- 
blooded, calculating, cynical, hate-inspired prophesies, had come true. 

They had come true, and this being so why should he leave his bed? Why 
exchange this slightly distressing position, which the doctors guaranteed him, 
for an absolutely unbearable position in which he would have to mix with 
human beings again? He thought it was better to try and puzzle out, here, im 
the shadowy airless stillness within the four walls of his room, what was. 

really happening to him... 
And very possibly Walter would never again have risen from his bed if one 

day the counsellor’s housemaid had not arrived at Walter’s rooms with a 
bottle of cognac and a message for him. 

Although the doctor’s orders held good for all other mortals, Johann wished 
to receive the cognac and the message, personally, sitting up in bed with 
combed hair. 

And from the moment Walter had learnt that the ministerial counsellor was 
going into the country with his family for Christmas and that he hoped very 
much that “Herr Johann,” as the housemaid said, would be better before he 
left, Walter could rest no longer in bed. The thought of his duties at the of- 
na (helped no doubt by the many-starred cognac) awoke Walter again to 
ife. 
In a week’s time he was back at the office; and although he did not find 

the ministerial counsellor there, he did find on the ministerial counsellor’s 
desk a familiar bundle of documents, somewhat enlarged now, which he im- 
mediately recognised as the papers about Franz Pehle’s pardon. He could not 
control himself. He slipped off the string with trembling hand. A thin white 
sheet of paper fell on the table with the heading “Doctor’s opinion in the 
matter of the condemned communist, Franz Pehle.” Without heeding this 
paper Walter searched for the verdict in red ink and found it in the top 
corner of the document in four lines written crosswavs. 

The room seemed to become gradually brighter around Walter, like a stage 
when the lights go on one by one. 

His pale veined face went red, the corners of his mouth trembled. his eyes 
became moist. 
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Fie had stood the test. But not only he, everyone had stood the test. 
He had won. It was victory over the enemy, over Kovac, over all other 

sceptical, cynical people like Kovac, who liked grovelling in the dust. 

The petrol lamps shone at the bottom of the steps in the dove grey house. 
It was a lovely night and the stars shone brightly. Anyone looking out of his 
window could see that the sky itself had decorated itself for Christmas, 

Here and there behind the window panes candies had been lit on Christmas 
trees. A palpabie stillness had spread over the house. There were, however, 
obstinate people through whose windows only darkness fell upon the corridor. 

But behind the lit and unlit window panes alike, all spoke about Pehle and 
awaited his arrival: both those who believed the news and those who doubted 
it to the last moment. 
And Frau Pehle waited for her husband. 
Frau Pehle stood in their small room (a freshly baked loaf of bread lay 

on the table and its smell filled the air) and took a dress with a lot of lace 
on it and of a cut that had long gone out of fashion, from the cupboard. Pchle 
had bought this dress for her during the first year of their marriage and it 
was the dress in which he liked to see her best. 

After all these years, she stood again before the mirror and as she twisted 

' her heavy black hair into a knot and fixed it at the back of her head (it was. 
the way of doing her hair to which Pehle had become accustomed) and saw 
herself half naked, she blushed a little. Then her eyes fell on the small book- 
shelf which stood in the corner by Pehle’s bed, full of fat books which Walter 
had bought as a present for him the day before. Tears gathered in her eyes, 
as she thought of Walter, this great hearted, ingenuous old man. The scales. 
now fell from her eyes and she saw at last on which side the truth lay. She 
saw now that Walter was no mere prattler and that Walter’s words were not 
mere pious nonsense and the pernicious outpourings uf a simpieton, as Kovac 
had insisted for a whole year. 

Then-all her thoughts were again of Pehle. At the slightest sound she 
started, and her heart beat louder every time as the sound of feet rang oul 
in the yard. 

She waited for Pehle. 
But she was not the only one who waited for Pehle. Zsolt the bookbinder 

had also been thinking the whole day about Pehie’s home coming As he had 
waited till late in the evening for Frau Ciraki to ring him up about Pehle’s 
arrival, he decided towards nine o’clock to go home. He was quite sure now 
that Pehle would not be allowed home and that the whole rumour was false. 

He had hardly entered the house, however, than he ran into a man with a 
heavy parcel of books in one hand and an open telescope in the other. The: 
grey haired, stooping man wore a broad brimmed hat and had stopped to 
rest when Zsolt caught up with him. 

It was only by guessing that Zsolt could recognise in this grey sunken face 
above whose prominent cheek bones the eyes glowed under vaults of bushy 
eyebrows, the features of the once handsome, well-built Pehle. 

Zsolt grasped at the railing and trembled. His first idea was to run before 

it was too late Pehle, however, spoke to him wonderingly like a child. 

‘Why it’s Zsolt, the bookbinder.” His voice was friendly; he even reached 

out his hand. 
Zsolt held out his hand, greatly astonished. Could it really be that Pehle 

on which he had informed to the police, was holding out his hand to him? 
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After shaking hands with Zsolt, however, Pehle immediately left him ana 

continued shuffling up the stairs. 
Zsolt stood rooted to the spot. His eyes filled with tears. On Christmas eve, 

the season of goodwill and forgiveness, Pehle had forgiven him. . . . And 

Zsolt, the cynic and egoist, stood there and watched Pehle’s form disappear- 

ing up the steps, touched to the heart. 
Pehle walked along the outside passage with even heavy tread, bending 

forward and breathless with the effort of carrying his heavy load. At the door 

of Weisz the tailor, he stopped to rest. He took out his telescope and looked up 

at the sky, putting down his books on the stone passage in front of him. Up © 
in the firmament Mars shone with a pure light. Pehle stood there transfixed, 
gazing at the planet. 

Weisz the tailor, who did not feel at all in the mood to enter into the general 
Christmas spirit and who had just given his eldest son a box on the ears for 
inciting his younger brother to ask their mother for Christmas presents, 
noticed Pehle at once and came out in his shirt sleeves into the outside pas- 
sage. Seeing however that Pehle was observing the stars he came up beside 
him, and stood watching him, half amazed and half curious, without saying 
a word. For some time he could not bring himself to say anything and merely 
examined the human wreck closely. Pehle noted something with a pencil ona 
piece of paper that was covered with dots and then took the telescope from 
his eye. 

“Ah, Herr Weisz?” said Pehle absentmindedly as though they had only met 
the day before. ‘““Well how’s your work going?” and he lifted the two parcels 
from in front of his feet. 

“Hello, Herr Pehle, so it’s true after all,” said Herr Weisz pretending he 

had only just noticed him. ‘Hard times, we’re having, Herr Pehle, especially 
for small Jewish craftsmen like myself. But you know yourself better than I 
what is taking place in this unfortunate country.” 

“Yes, I know, Herr Weisz,” answered Pehle with a sympathetic smile. “I 

know too well! That is why they let me out! Though very unwillingly, Herr 
Weisz! You can take it from me that they did it very unwillingly,” and he 
laughed loudly. 

“Do you really think so?” asked the tailor in child-like astonishment. 
“TI know it, Herr Weisz,” said Pehle in a voice that brooked no contradic- 

tion, and he passed on with heavy shuffling steps. 
The tailor watched him beningly. He thought of how Pehle had not seen 

his wife for three years and how lovely it would be for them meeting again. 
It was real Christmas tide. The amnesty. If he had been a Jew, though, they 
would not have let him out. There was not a single Jew amongst these who 
had enjoyed the amnesty. It was only a case of solidarity among the gentiles. 
Humbug. Gleichheit + was right, the Jews must stick together, they are one 
big persecuted family in an immense ocean of gentiles. . . . And he made 
up his mind not to work any more on Saturdays, but to go to the synagogue 
in Tobacco Alley and hear Chief Rabbi Hevessi. ; 

Meanwhile Pehle reached the small kitchen which shone like a chapel. 
Frau Pehle recognised her husband’s steps and waited for him in her blue, 

lace covered dress with her thick black well-combed hair in knots, just as 
she had worn it when she had first met him. 

As Pehle entered the kitchen, she cried aloud and threw herself into his 

1 Gleichheit, Organ of the Society of Israelites in Hungary. 
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arms. Pehle let his books fall and pressed his wife closer to him, but he did 
not put his telescope down. For some seconds they could say nothing. Pehle 
gazed at his wife in the blue lace dress, with her black hair done in knots. The 
tidy room and the pleasant smell of the warm bread created an atmosphere 
that cleansed and refreshed. His eyes cleared and a tremendous feeling of 
relief came over him as though everything else that did not belong to these 
familiar surroundings had evaporated from his brain. 

The Kovacs, who came a few minutes later were overjoyed to see Pehle. 
Kovac and Pehle gave each other a long hand shake during which Kovac 
did not once cease gazing into Pehle’s eyes. 

Until the last minute Kovac had refused to believe the news of Pehle’s 
homecoming, but now he could rejoice all the more that his fears had proved 
unfounded, for Pehle, although he had altered terribly, was physically still 
ihe same old faithful friend that he had always been. 

Throughout supper they spoke about all kinds of things, their mutual ac- 
quaintances and trivial everyday matters, but spoke no word about the pri- 
son. When it was time to open the wine—for Frau Pehle had seen to it that 
there was wine—Pehle noticed the bookshelf—the winebotile was standing on 
top of it—with the books which Walter had sent. No sooner had he noticed 
the fat volume than he suddenly stopped eating, went up to the shelf, took a 

' pile of books and laid them on the table before him. They were all books cn 
astronomy and archeology. 

“Yes, I thought so,” said Pehle, suddenly, in a changed voice as he opened 
one of the books and showed a picture of the stars on a black background. 
“This worthy gentleman has simply left Mars out of the firmament!” He took 
a red pencil and made a large dot in the middle of the picture. “That’s right 
here,” said Pehle. 

The Kovacs experienced a painful feeling. Kovac tried to change the 
eonversation. He asked him about the amnesty. 

Pehle studied one of the diagrams minutely for a moment then looked at 
Kovac and laughed aloud. 

“They had to let me out my friend! I had them in the hollow of my hand! 
They thought they would render me harmless by letting me out!’’ His eyes 
‘were like two flames. He struck the table with his fist. “Within three weeks I 
‘shall establish communication between the earth and Mars.” 

And Pehle laughed an ironic, triumphant and threatening laugh. 
Frau Pehle was outside in the kitchen and now lifted her head as she heard 

the strange laughter. When a little while later the Kovacs left, she calmed 
herself. “They only irritate and excite him,” thought Frau Pehle, as she later 
caught sight of the harassed, bitter expression on Pehle’s face. I am very glad 
they have gone. 

The Kovacs were as white as the wall. As they stepped out into the pas- 
sage, Kovac said half to himself: “You'll pay for this.” Frau Pehle did not 
understand what these words meant, when she caught them through the 
-open kitchen door, and they made her still more angry with the Kovacs. 

Frau Kovac wept. Even Kovac was choked with sobs. 
Christmas trees brightened the windows and inquisitive heads looked won- 

deringly at the Pehles’ lit window. 
Kovac clenched his fist. He stood for a moment in the kitchen doorway and 

repeated with a flame of hatred in his eyes: “You shall pay for this a hun- 

dredfold!” 
It was nearly midnight. The candles of good will went out one by one and 
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the windows were left in darkness. Pehle’s rooms were also clothed in dark- 

ness. 
The Pehles went to bed. They lay together for the first time for three years.. 

Pehle spoke to his wife about the strangest things, which Frau Pehle could 

not understand, and at that moment did not wish to understand. She merely 

drank in the music of that voice which she had not heard for so long. She 

had nothing but thankfulness and reverence in her heart for Walter who was 

probably kneeling now with transfigured countenance in the church, praying 

for the good ministerial counsellor and also for the outwardly stern but just 

and upright secretary of state and all those people about whom Walter had 
so often spoken. 

Frau Pehle laid her head on her husband’s breast and stroked the beloved 
body of the man from whom she had been cruelly separated for so long. And’ 
as she felt his emaciated body covered with stripes and deformed hy torture, 
a terrible feeling suddenly seized her. She was lying beside a skeletcn covered’ 
with scars, and for the first time she became aware of the madness in his. 

words. 
She sprang up, knelt over him, shook him, threw herself on his breast, try- 

ing to check the frightful stream of insane talk. 
But Pehle spoke with burning, flaming eyes, he frowned and laughed 

ironically, stared rigidly in front of him and expounded, hoarse with excite- 
ment the epoch making significance of his discovery. 

For the first time Frau Pehle understood what had happened. With stream- 
ing hair and her eyes lit up with hate she knelt over her husband and keld 
him like a dead man in her hands. She thought of Walter, of the good minis- 
terial counsellor, of the just secretary of state and of the gracious Regent of 
Hungary and she repeated Kovac’s words, whose meaning she only now 
understood: 

“You shall pay for this a hundredfold.” 

Translated from the German by N. Goold-Verschoyle 



Jan Peterson 

The Moment of Peril 

Two episodes from My Street a first, novel on illegal anti-fascist work in 
Germany, to appear soon. The novel was written on the spot, in Germany. 

Strubbel is sitting in my room. 
“Did Rothacker tell you?” 
SY eser 

(Strubbel was forced to escape from his shack settlement two weeks ago. 
Yesterday Rothacker made an attempt to re-establish connections with a 
comrade there. The attempt failed.) 

A long pause. Strubbel plunges his head in his hands. His black, matted hair 
falls down over them, hangs over his forehead. Doesn’t he ever comb it? .. . 
I wait. I can see that he wants to say something, and is fighting with himself. 

“It’s getting dark. I’m going to the settlement. We’ve got to have contact.” 
Strubbel drops out the words with difficulty. ““Edith and the boy need clothes, 
too. The typewriter and the hectograph are still there. . . . Are you coming?” 

The Storm Troopers have a “raiding squad” posted around the shack set- 
tlement. Two weeks ago he only just escaped their bullets. And now he wants 
—why, it’s madness! 

“Give us the name of some other comrade. We'll try and get in touch with 
him. You can have clothes tomorrow, first thing. As for the typewriter and the 
machine, we'll fetch them later. We'll do it, Strubbel, not you!” 

Strubbel shakes his head. Again and again he passes his gnarled hands 
through his black hair. And he talks on and on. His “desertion” has been on 
his conscience for a long time. Why, whatever would the other shack-dwellers 
think of him, when for years past he’d been. . . . Was he something special, 
then? All the other comrades had stayed behind, hadn’t they? Anyway, he 
had to see about carrying on the work there, Jawohl! See about those ma- 
chines, too! He’d left them in charge of one of the shack-dwellers. A little 
lame fellow, a cripple. Most of the folks there thought him a harmless idiot. 
He’d never had anything to do with them. He wanted to get to this fellow, he 
lived right on the forest edge. But he'd only give the stuff to him, he trusted 
no one else. 

Once again I try to dissuade him. He was running counter to the most 
elementary rules of illegal work. I threaten him with a Party resolution on 

his lack of discipline. 
Strubhe! rises. 
“Ym off!” Strubbel cuts me short. 
Dan:n his obstinacy! ’'m of two minds now. Can I let him go alone ? What 

I’ve told him applies to me, too. I’m a Party functionary, mustn’t let myself 

be dragged off on reckless enterprises. But then he’ll think I’m a coward. . . . 

I take down my hat from the peg. 
....We are trudging along a field path across swampy !and. Our feet 

stick fast at every step. A distance of ten yards separates us. Every now and 

ihen Strubbel halts, and listens. We are nearing the woods. J have my work 

cut out to keep him in view, among the trees and undergrowth Suddenly 

Strubbel drops to the ground. I throw myself down behind a clump of black - 

4* 
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berry bushes. Two Storm Troopers are cycling past along the edge of the 

forest. Carbines are slung across their backs. 

‘«* |, and then she suddenly tells me. .. . 

They are already past us, only a coarse laugh reaches our ears. 

Then we plunge into narrow passage-ways. Rusty, rickety fences. Squat, 

tumbiedown shacks standing behind them. Strubbel glances round, takes a 

couple of big strides. A door-hinge squeaks. .. . 

The oil lamp throws a yellow garland on the tables, steeps the room ina 

dim twilight. There is a smell of dung and of something acid. The crippled 

“idiot” is sitting opposite me. His head is sunk deep between his shoulders, 

his ears stand out like broad flaps. His arms lie resting on the table. They are 

remarkably long. The backs of his hands are covered thick with hair. 

“It’s all here,” he says. “I’ve been waiting these two days.” 
He has a clear thin voice, like a child's. 
“We wanted to meet someone from the settlement yesterday. He didn’t 

come.” 
“Who?” 
“Dumke.” 
“Arrested three days ago.” 
Silence. 
“Are the Storm Troops . . .?” 
“Still hanging around Schwenke’s place. Twenty strong. The dirty bastard 

led them round from one shack to the next. They took Eber off with them, 
too. He was back two days later. Beaten black and blue. They let him out as 
a decoy, the comrades say.” 

“Anything else?” 
“Didn’t find anything. They asked about you everywhere.” 
The tramp of steps outside. The little window is half open. We listen. Nath- 

ing can be made out, except we can see it is three people. They pass by. The 
cripple fumbles for something in a corner, then comes back to the table. 

“Managed to collect this for you here.” 

A twenty-mark note lies before Strubbel. He picks it up falteringly, is about 
to say something when—a glaring searchlight suddenly floods the room... 
and vanishes. A motor-cycle clatters past outside. 

“Nobody here has one!” says the cripple. 
Storm Troopers, then! 
“Can you keep contact with us for the time being?” 
“Ves,” 

I name a place, tell him what time to come. 
“All right, come along now!” 
We grope our way round the shack, find ourselves standing in the stable. 

Chickens are perched on long poles; they ruffle their plumage. A goat starts 
up in terror at the glare of the pocket torch. She stares at us, bleats softly, her 
tight udder shaking. The cripple opens a battered chest. It is half filled with 
yellow chicken food. He rammages in it, and pulls out two big packages. The 
typewriter and the hectograph machine! We cram them into our knapsacks, 
with the clothes on top. 

“Round the back way now!” hisses the cripple, when we're outside again, 
Our way lies through raspberry bushes, past the outhouses, till we reach 

the fence. Before us—a broad dark ribbon—lies the forest. The cripple lifts 
the wire trellis to let us through. 

“Cut it out specially. So long!” he whispers. 

”? 
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I shake his hand hard. Our comrade. The crippled “idiot”? who was never 
“interested in politics.” 

Yesterday I was in a bad fix. I had cycled over to a comrade living in the 
neighboring district. I had to fetch some inside information about the Storm 
Troops from him, for the next number of our paper. The comrade and his 
wife were just having supper. They kept urging me to join them until I did. 
We began swapping notes in regard to our illegal work. The comrade told me, 
among other things, that they had arranged regular radio evenings. They had 
several groups of five or six people who always listened in to Moscow. Every 
evening, the German radio hour. Two Social-Democratic comrades had also 
placed their rooms and radio sets at our disposal for this. They had to Jisten 
to the Internalional every night, they said, otherwise they would go crazy 
in the brown swamp of Nazidom. These two pinned their main hopes on the 
Red Army. 

I told him we could not organize any such radio evenings in our room, fot 
the Storm Troopers made raids almost everyday. Thereupon he invited me to 
come and listen in with him that evening. I thus learned much, very much 
that was new to me, but when I suddenly glanced at the clock, it was after 
ten. I was a bit worried. So late with those papers? But then I let out the air 
from the front tire of my bicycle, yanked up the mudguard, slipped the papers 
underneath the tire, then pumped it up again and rode off. 
A splendid summer night. Soon I turn into a broad, lonely street. The 

wheels spin along the cement-covered bicycle track almost of their own ac- 
cord. It’s a long way home yet. Bungalows line both sides of the road. There 
are bright-colored Chinese lanterns burning before many of them, Someone is 
playing a mandolin. The notes ring out clear in the stillness. Down the middle 
of the street, with the bicycle track running close beside, stretches a double 
row of trees, with solitary benches in between. How unnaturally bright and 
green the leaves look in the lamplight! The summer air comes to meet me in 
warm waves. How quiet it is here! Right in the middle of the city, too. The 
world’s a fine place, after all. Pll go out to the woods with Kéthe. We'll bathe, 
fool around—it’ll be just fine. 

How quickly the bicycle goes! My feet push the pedals mechanically. Iso- 
lated couples are seated on the benches, I glimpse a dark group of peopiz on 
the sidewalk to the right—otherwise the place seems dead. . . . It'll all be dif- 

’ ferent one day, then we’ll— I am startled out of my thoughts. Two, three. 
four bangs suddenly ring out. Has a tire burst? Shouldn’t wonder! My feet are 
still pedalling away—lI glance down at the mudguard—why, there’s nothing 
wrong!—Bang—bang—pss-psss—something whistles close by my head. Why, 
there’s someone shouting, too! I turn my head around. Dark figures are run- 
ning down the road behind me. Is it me they want? I suddenly catch the 
shouted words: “Halt! Stop! Halt!” I press down the back-pedalling biake, 
and jump off... . Storm Troopers! They’ve got you!—the thought stabs 
through my head. Here they come, sure enough. Five, six, seven men, I count 

them. Paralyzing terror bears like a heavy weight on my brain. 
The two in front point their revolvers at my face. 
“So they did fire at you, then!” The realization of this sends a cold shiver 

down my back. “You were in plenty of demonstrations where the police have 
taken a hand, but that’s the first time in your life you’ve been shot at direct.” 

My hands cling hard to the handle-bars. “They mustn’t notice you're tremb- 

ling.” 
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“Can’t you halt at once, you swine?” one of the Storm Troopers bellows 

at me. He is still pointing his revolver at my face; the metal gleams dully. 

“I din’t know . . . it was me you were... .” 
‘When a Storm Trooper calls out to you, you’ve got to halt, you swine!” 

“Smash his face in, smash his face in right away!” shouts the Storm 

Trooper standing next to him. He pokes me in the chest with his revolver. 

Search him first!” says the other gruffly. And to me: “Drop the bike, you 

swine! Hands up!” I obey. “Drop the bike. . . .”. They’re not up to that trick, 

then. My heart is pounding like a hammer, but I’ve got my nerves under con- 

trol again. 
They feel my knickers, finger especially the baggy cloth at the knees. 

“Turn out your pockets!” 
I do so. . . . There’s not a soul on the street. Supposing they were to. . . 

here? And if they ask me where I live?. . . How I come to be in this section 
of the city?. . . My brain is working feverishly. 

I am allowed to put the bunch of keys, the comb, the two handkerchiefs 
back in my pockets. What could I have had concealed on me, anyway? I’m 
only wearing knickers and a sport vest! Best thing I can do is to act timid, 
that'll impress them with their “strength,” I reflect convulsively. They’ve pro- 
bably fogotten by now about smashing my face in, haven’t they? But the re- 
volvers are still there—they’re standing around me in a semi-circle—do they 
think Ill try to escape, or what? 

Madness! The one in front on the left seems to be in command. Aha, a star 
on his uniform collar. Troop leader! : 

He pokes me in the shoulder-blade with the butt of his revolver. 
‘‘Where were you coming from just now?” 
“I was with some friends—somebody’s birthday today,” I stammer. For a 

moment he eyes me menacingly. The others?. . . 
Are they waiting for a word of command? 
“Get along with you!” bellows the troop leader suddenly. “Now you know! 

When a Storm Trooper calls out to you, you’ve got to halt at once, under- 
stand?!” 

“Jawohl,” I answer timidly. 
The troop leader looks at the others with a grin. He'll soon be shitting in 

in his pants, says the look. The others are grinning, too. 
“Let ’em grin. . . To hell with them. . . . We’ll settle their hash one of 

these days. . . .” I am still standing there. 
“Get along! Beat it!” he bellows at me again. 
I push the bicycle forward a couple of steps, then mount. Mustn’t ride 

away in hurry—keep calm—they’re sure to be watching you. . . . 
The tires sing a fine tune as they spin over the asphalt. The papers go roll- 

ing on and on.... 

Translated from the German by H. G. Scott 



R. Kim 

Japanese Scenery 

Beyond the steepness of the pass there rose in the distance a high mountain, 
a very blue mountain with a snowy peak. The nearby valley was a mass of 
scarlet and lilac, a mass of mountain azale and lupine. By the edges of the 
path bamboo and clover. The five foot-travelers felt they must rest; there 
was a coolness coming over several valleys from the blue mountain, but it 
was hot. They went up to a hut where in place of a sign hung advertisements 
for toothpowder and cooling pills. All five sat under an awning on a bench 
-covered with a red blanket. 

From the hut there came out an old woman with a tray; she bowed before 

-each, put down little cups, and poured out tea. On a big bench near the front 
door of the hut lay a bundle of straw shoes, postcards and flower biscuits 
in a glass case. 
‘The middle-aged foreigner brought out sandwiches from a little case and 

opened a traveling flask. The young Japanese in European costume bought 
straw shoes, and hung his heavy iron-studded boots over his shoulders. The 
‘remaining three, a couple with a little girl, all in Japanese costume, took off 
‘their sandals, clambered onto the bench, and began to drink tea in little sips. 

The foreigner took out his camera, snapped a stone statue of the god Dzidzo 
which stood near a cliff, and then went up to the couple, poisted at the little 
‘girl and asked: oe 

“Trosii desuka?” ? 
The couple looked at each other and smiled; the husband put his spectacles 

‘in place and with a bow answered in English: 
“If you please.” 

The mother straightened the girl’s fringe and sash. The foreigner sat the 
girl down at the other end of the bench so that in the background the distant 
‘hills could be seen, and snapped several times. Then he took the parents with 
the girl, and invited the young fellow in the European suit, but the latter 
with a smile put his hand in front of his face and refused. 

The travelers, leaving some copper coins for the old woman, went on 
further. 

Another pass; there began groves of fantastically twisted pines, on the 
borders of the narrow road grew yellow daisies and rosy asters. The blue 
mountain came nearer, and beneath there appeared a new valley, on the 
floor of which could be seen a little village, a dozen huts with straw roofs and 
poles on which linen was drying. A little river, a few small squares of rice 
fields. 

The foreigner walked alongside the couple. The wife also knew Engiish. 
“You are going to the lake?” 
“Yes, and you?” | 
“I am too. I like to walk in the Japanese hills without guides and comforts. 

‘When will we get up to the lake?” 
“By the evening. Have you been long in Japan?” 

4 “May 1?” 
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“A year and a half already. Your little girl must be tired. It is hard for her 

to walk so much in the hills. The youngest little tourist in the world.” 

The foreigner laughed, and carefully lifted the girl into his arms. 

The couple learned that the foreigner was the French ambassador, Paul 

Claudel. The wife said that she had read Claudel’s poems in a translation by. 

Horiguchi Diagaku. The ambassador learned that the husband had been a 

teacher of English in a private school in Tokio. His school had been closed 

three months before and the premises bought by a patriotic organization The 

wife had graduated from highschool, but owing to tuberculosis, had had to. 

stop work. 
Near a little temple of the goddess Lisi, the travelers stopped to lunch. The 

young fellow in European costume took an aluminum case of rice with a 

little bit of salmon from his satchel. The ambassador began slapping his 
pockets and found that on the way he had lost his cigarette case. The young 
fellow brought out cigarettes from his pocket, and offered them to the am- 
hassador. Both lit up. The couple, turning away, ashamedly ate omusubi— 
salt rice rolled up in balls. The little girl took out from the sleeve of her gown 
a neatly folded piece of colored paper, opened it up, and began to blow; it 
was a paper ball, and she began to throw it into the air and smack it with 
her hand. When the ball fell on the earth, the little girl squatted down and 
burst out laughing. 
When they passed by the next tea hut, the little girl saw for sale there little 

cakes with a sweet stuffing of peas. She stopped near them and put her 
finger in her mouth. The couple looked at each other. The wife said: 

“How much have we left?” 
“One yen, seventy sen.” 
“One and a half yen will be enough for the hotel. Spend the rest. Fumich- 

yan is very fond of these cakes.” 
The wite touched her face with the sleeves of her gown and went for- 

ward. 
The ambassador brought out a conversational dictionary from his pocket 

and began making phrases in Japanese. It was with difficulty that the young 
fellow understood the ambassador. 
“How far is it to the lake?” 
“Tt is already quite near. One hour.” 
“What are these huts down there?” 
“They make charcoal there.” 
“Are you a student?” 
“No, Iam not a student.I... ” 
The young fellow began to look in the dictionary for the word “electric 

fitter,” but could not find it. He explained with sweeping gestures; the am- 
bassador decided that the young fellow was a circus artist. 

Further the road ran straight through the mountains, by steep cliffs. On 
the borders of the road stood stone lanterns. Far away upon the road there 
appeared a group of policemen who got off their bicycles and halted. The 
young fellow said to the ambassador: 

“It’s a long way by this road. Here is a good shortcut.” 
-The young fellow quickly turned off the road and went along a path which 

ran through a ravine. All the others went after him. The path quickly Ted to: 
the summit of the mountain and thence opened out the view over the lake. 
Round, apparently very cold, the lake was surrounded on all sides by high 

mountains. Cherry trees were in blossom upon its shores. Tiny yachts slid 
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over its blue-green glassy surface. On the other side, among pines, or the 
mountain slope there could be seen the pagoda and roofs of a Buddhist 
monastery. Below the monastery was a village. At one time where the lake 
now was there had been the tremendous crater of a volcano. From the Jake 
ran a little river across which had been thrown a toy-like red bridge in the 
ancient Chinese style. Beyond stood villas. The river led to a waterfall, famous 
all over Asia, which is mentioned in all guidebooks for tourists. 

The five travelers stood for a long time looking on the lake, cherry trees, 
the mountains and the clouds. The ambassador wanted to take a picture, 
but the light was already too poor. There was absolute silence all around the 
lake. Then there appeared a motorboat and from somewhere among the pines 
there were heard several beats upon a gong. And then everything was quiet 
again. 

The ambassador took out a notebook and wrote: 
“Lake among mountains. Blue-green-rosy water-color twilight. Waterfall 

some kilometers away. Scenery—an unexpected masterpiece of volcanoes, 

typically Japanese. 
“All are as one before the face of nature’s masterpiece. Emperor, trader, 

coolie, equally forget their ephemeral passions—politics, business, daily wor- 
ries. Buddhist pantheism, etc. The Japanese are specially delicate in their 
appreciation of the beauty of nature. Write in answer to Valery.” 

It began quickly to grow dark. The travelers went along the shore to the 
hotel. All took rooms; through the wide-open doors could be seen the lake: 
and the mountains. Servants proposed to the travelers that they should wash. 
All put on nightgowns and went to the bathroom. The ambassador came 
back to his room and said that he would wash later. In the square basir the 
young fellow and the couple with their girl accommodated themselves; they 
squatted in extremely hot water. After the bath the guests ate in their rooms. 
All went to bed early. They were tired. There were no other guests in the 
hotel beyond these five. At night the lake could not be heard; it was as if it 
were not thirty paces from the hotel, but somewhere behind the hills. 

Early in the morning all the five travelers left the hotel and went off in 
different directions. 

The ambassador called for a ricksha from the village and went further 
into the hills to a neighboring health resort so as to catch a train and get 
back by evening to Tokio in order to be present at a banquet in a palace. 

The young fellow hired a boat and crossed to the other side of the lake. In 
the monastery at night there was to be held the first conference of the new 
Central Committee of the Communist Party formed after the big raid two 
months previously. 

The couple and the little girl went along the shore, crossed to tne bridge 
and went past two-storey villas which were still empty. They made stra’ght 
for the celebrated waterfall in order to throw themselves over it. 

Translated from the Russian by H. O. Whyte 



M. Oterosliva 

The Miner 

Strong miner with broad shoulders 
Buried alive in the dark tunnel, 

Sunk in the darkness of the deep mine 
While outside the birds sing 
And the trees-lift themselves to look toward the rivers, 

While outside the sun shines. 

Strong miner who draws 
From the womb of the earth the coal, 
Stretching your muscles in the tense effort 
While outside there are men who sing 
And warm laps of women, 
While outside the sun shines. 

Strong miner who sweats 
And is black and grimy with sweat 
Because the damned coal has entered your blood: 
Miner whose eyes. are dim, 
Full of the black strong walls, 
Hungry for sunshine. 

Strong miner who feel 
How you are killed by exploitation, 
How they throw your meager wage in your face 
While with your coal they move the ships — 
And work the machines, and the chimneys 
Lift their plumes under the sun. 

Strong miner, when you come out, 
Packed with the others in the elevator, 

Your muscles are weary and worn, 
You are thinking of your poor evening meal 
And of the hard working day of tomorrow, 
Another working day without sunshine. 

Comrade miner, when you reach your home 
You must pay twelve cents for four pounds of coal, 
Of that same coal that you dig. 
Leaving part of your flesh in each hole. 

! Miguel Oterosilva is a young Venezuelean poet active in the revolutionary movement 
in South America. He was arrested and imprisoned in the infamous La Rotunda prison 
in Caracas. “The Miner” 
which escaped the police. 

is translated here from the only copy of Twelve Red Poems, 



THE MINER 

How I admire your tremendous class struggle, 
Your struggle for your mine and the sunshine! 
Comrade miners! Battalions of dark men! 
When the Revolution dawns 
The mouth of the mines will give their cries in men, 
Marching forward 
Under the golden trumpet 
Of the sun! 

Translated by Alberto E. Sanchez and Fielding Davidson 



ARTICLES and CRITICISM 

Academician A. Deborin 

The Proletarian Revolution and 
the Problem of Genius 

I. In his interview with the first American labor delegation in the USSR 

in 1927 Comrade Stalin was asked by the delegation: “Would it be correct 

to say that Lenin believed in ‘creative revolution’ whereas Marx was more 

inclined to wait for the culmination of the development of economic forces?” 

Stalin answered: “I think it would be absolutely incorrect to say that. On the 
contrary, I think that every popular revolution, if it is really a popular revolu- 
tion, is a creative revolution, for it breaks up the old system and creates, 
builds, a new one.” 

In the question of the American delegation one can hear the echo of the 
opportunists and reformists who have always asserted that Marx, presumably, 
stood for evolution while Lenin put forward the idea of creative revolution 
and thus, seemingly, deviated from Marx. In this interview Comrade Stalin 
exposed the opportunists and reformists who distort the teachings of Marx 
in the interests of the bourgeoisie and emphasized that both Lenin and Marx 
always stood for creative revolution which raises the oppressed classes against 
the oppressing classes. 
What is really the difference between creative revolution as understood by 

Marx, Lenin and Stalin, on the one side, and the theory of ‘“‘the culmination: 

of the development of economic forces” maintained by the reformists, on 
the other? The difference is that creative revolution, as Comrade Stalin ex- 
plains, destroys the old system and creates a new one while evolutionary 
development implies a slow, gradual “mending” of the old system, thus pre- 
cluding revolutionary creativeness. Creative revolution opens up new ways 
and means of development while evolutionary development, the theory of 
“waiting for the culmination of economic forces” runs along the old rut, 
within the confines of the old system, essentially denies the qualitative crea- 
tion of the new system and admits only qualitative changes of the existing 
system. 

In another connection Comrade Stalin makes the distinction between dog- 
matic and creative Marxism. At the sixth congress of the Party, on the eve 
of the proletarian revolution, at one of the most important aud decisive mo- 
ments of our revolution, Comrade Stalin, in his report outlining the prospects 
of development of the revolution in our country, proves the necessity of 
applying the power of the state after it has been seized by the proletariat in 
the direction of peace and the socialist reconstruction of society The ninth 
paragraph of the resolution adopted on Comrade Stalin’s report expresses 
this thought. 

This was opposed in a Trotskyite vein by E. Preobrazhenski, who: 
proposed that the question of directing the revolution towards a socialist re- 
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building of society should be made dependent upon the proletarian revolu- 
tion taking place in the West. Comrade Stalin’s prophetic answer to this was 
as follows: “I am against such an ending of the resolution (i.e. as proposed 
by Comrade Preobrazhenski). The possibility is not excluded that Russia will 
be the country to pave the way to Socialism. No other country has enjoyed 
such absolute freedom as Russia has (lately), has even attempted to institute 
‘workers’ control of industry. In addition to this, the base of our revolution 
is broader than in Western Europe where the proletariat stands perfectly 
alone face to face with the bourgeoisie. In our country the workers are sup- 
ported by the poorest sections of the peasantry. Finally, the government ap- 
paratus in Germany functions incomparably better than the imperfect appara- 
tus of our bourgeoisie which itself pays tribute to European capital. The dead 
idea that only Europe can show us the way must be rejected. There is 
dogmatic Marxism and there is creative Marxism. I take my stand on the 
basis of the latter.” 4 

Dogmatic Marxism proceeds from the letter of Marx’s teachings, creative 
Marxism proceeds from the spirit of his teachings, from his method. The 
opportunists of the II International have made a number of their own dogmas 
and they use them as a springboard. They have thus turned Marxism into a 
dead dogmatic system and robbed it of its live revolutionary content. It will 
suffice to recall the dogma about the level of development of production 
forces and the absence of a sufficient number of ready trained, cultured and 
administrative proletarian cadres capable of governing the country. 

“But why not do it this way,” writes Comrade Stalin. “First seize power, 
create favorable conditions for the development of the proletariat and then 
proceed with seven league strides to raise the cultural level of the laboring 
masses and form numerous cadres of leaders and administrators recruited 
from among the workers?” ? Dogmatic Marxism stand apart from revolution- 
ary practice: instead of an integral revolutionary theory it offers decayed 
dogmas, robbing Marxian theory of its live revolutionary spirit. 

Lenin’s and Stalin’s creative Marxism proceeds not from ready-made dog- 
mas but from the critical and revolutionary spirit of Marxism. Under condi- 
tions of a new historical era the method of Leninism arose on the basis of 
Marxism. The era of imperialism, the era of catastrophic contradictions (as 
put by Comrade Stalin) required not only the restoration but also the con- 
cretisation and further elaboration of Marx’s critical and revolutionary 
method of materialist dialectics. Creative Marxism armed with the method of 
Leninism could not, of course, reconcile itself to a dogmatic interpretation 
of Marxism, which would turn the most revolutionary and creative theory 
into a weapon of stagnation and reaction. 

Creative Marxism, enriched by the tremendous experience of the world 
proletarian movement and the results of the scientific analysis of the new era 
of capitalism known as imperialism, was born or revived in Russia on a new 
historical level. Its creators were Lenin and Stalin. Uncovering the “historical 
roots of Leninism,”’ Comrade Stalin emphasized the fact that at the beginning 
of the twentieth century Russia had found herself on the eve of the bourgeois 
revolution—a revolution she could accomplish under more favorable condi- 
tions and with a more developed proletariat than similar revolutions had 
been achieved in other European countries. It was natural that the bourgeois 

1 Miuutes of the Sixth Congress of the RSDWP (B), July 26-August 3, 1917. 
2 Stalin, Leninism, Vol. 1, p. 23. 
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revolution in Russia should have “served as a leavener of, and prologue to 

the proletarian revolution” (Stalin), that it should have grown into a Socialist 

revolution, 
“Is it surprising,” writes Comrade Stalin, “after all this that a country 

which has accomplished such a revolution and possesses such a proletariat 

should be the fatherland of the theory and tactics of the proletarian revolu- 

tion? . 
“And is it surprising that Lenin, the leader of this proletariat, should have 

become the creator of this theory and of these tactics and the leader of the 

international proletariat?” ? 
Lenin and Stalin have always considered the creative forces of the working 

class of tremendous importance. In summing up the results of the first Five- 
Year Plan, Comrade Stalin elaborated quite vividly the thesis of the creative 
capacities of the working class. He said: “The results of the Five-Year Plan 
have shattered the well known bourgeois ‘article of faith’ that the working 
class is incapable of building the new and is only capable of destroying the 
old. The results of the Five-Year Plan show that the working class is just as 
capable of building the new as of destroying the old.” 

In his struggle against the various deviations within the Party, Comrade 
Stalin has always maintained that essentially Party members incredulous of 
the powers of the working class to build Socialism or overcome difficulties 
are enemies of Leninism. Thus in the Theses for the XV All-Russian Confer- 
ence of the Party, Comrade Stalin wrote: “Some sections of our Party.— 
it is true, not very numerous ones,—frightened by difficulties, become weary 
and hesitate, become hopeless and cultivate pessimistic moods, are infected 
with disbelief in the creative forces of the proletariat and arrive at the ideolo- 
gy of capitalism.” ? Disbelief in the creative forces of the proletariat is derived 
from the pessimistic moods of the enemy class and is tantamount to capitula- 
tion before bourgeois ideology and desertion to the camp of counter- 
revolution. 

Lenin and Stalin have always proceeded on the idea that tremendous, in- 
exhaustible funds of creative energy lie dormant in the working class and 
that this energy is one of the most important factors in Socialist construction. 
The October Revolution, having liberated labor, has also unchained and 

liberated the revolutionary and creative energy of the proletariat, giving it a 
free road and creating the conditions for its all-sided manifestation. While 
Social-Democracy has always been afraid of the activity and independent 
revolutionary initiative of the working class, the Communist Party, guided 
by Lenin and Stalin, has sustained itself on the creative energy of the prole- 
tariat, has striven to liberate and develop it, to awaken and inspire it. 

In the essay “How Is Competition to be Organized?” Lenin affirmed that 
there was much organizational talent among the people. “They must be 
helped to develop. It is they and they only that, with the support of the 
masses, will be able to save Russia and save the cause of Socialism.” In an- 
other essay ““Those Frightened by the Crash of the Old and Those Struggling 
for the New,” Lenin wrote: “As the resistance of the bourgeoisie and its icad- 
ies grows. the united forces of the proletariat and the peasantry also grow. 
The exploited classes strengthen, mature, grow, learn to throw off the ‘old 
Adam’ of hired slavery just as fast as the resistance of their enemy, the ex- 
ploiters, grows. Victory is on the side of the exploited because life is for them; 

1 Stalin, Leninism. vol. 1, p. 20. 
* Stalin, On the Opposition, 1928, p. 311. Italics mine. A. D. 
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for them also is the power of numbers, the power of masses, the power of 
inexhaustible resources, of unbounded devotion, ideologically developed, hon- 
est, forward, striving, awakening to the building of the new, the entire colosal 
reselves of energy and-talent ot the so-called ‘common people,’ workers and 
peasants. ‘They will be victorious.” ! 

Lenin maintained that the working class and peasantry were a rich un- 
tapped spring of talent. Under capitalism the creative forces of the prole- 
tariat are repressed by disfranchisement and poverty. Only the Socialist rev- 
olution calls the many millions to life, to great creative labors. The October 
Revolution owes its strength and invincibility, Lenin said, tu the fact that it 
has brought the toiling masses out on the road of independent creation of a 
a new life, that it has awakened in them creative capacities which could not. 
but remain dormant under the slavery of capitalist society. ) 

In that work of genius, Will the Bolsheviks Retain State Power? Lenin 
described the Soviets as the “popular creation of the revolutionary classes,” 
as the new governmental apparatus called to life by “a powerful wave of 
genuine folk creativeness.” 

Lenin and Stalin thus attributed a tremendous role to folk creativeness, 
particularly to the creative enthusiasm of the working class, and saw in the 
creative forces and capacities of the proletariat a guarantee of the triumph 
of Socialism. 

The creative revolution rests on the creative capacities of the revolution- 
ary class and its leaders, on the ability to guide this class by means of crea- 
tive theory. Lenin and Stalin are creative geniuses. 

II 

The basis characteristic of genius resolves itself into the ability to create 
something new. This is its peculiarity, this is what its originality consists of 
and what distinguishes it from those who “do not invent gun-powder,” who 
only follow the trodden paths, live, think and act according to rote, accord- 
ing to established pattern. 

A genius is a highly gifted man who has the ability to discover new roads, 
solve problems considered as not lending themselves to solution or not yet 
solved. The genius sets his special stamp on his period by pointing out new 
aims to it and lending it a new content and a new direction, thus beginning 

a new page in the history of mankind. 
The difference between proletarian genius and persons of genius of other 

social classes is that the latter, however broad their views and however gifted 
they may be, are limited by the narrow horizons of class society. They are 
under the sway of the ideological illusions and distorted ideas of reality which 
the material conditions of their existence give rise to. 

The genius of the working class (Marx, Engels, Lenin, Stalin as instances) 
is naturally free from such limitations and illusions and is hence distinguished 
for great universality, for a breadth and profundity of ideas inaccessible to 
the best minds of the bourgeoisie. 

Remaining the most faithful disciples of Marx and Engels, Lenin and Stalin 
added many new treasures of world significance to the fund of Marxism, 
proceeding in their creativeness from independent study of the new historical 
period, setting new problems before the proletariat of the world to which 
Marx and Engels could not give the answer by virtue of the fact that they 

) Lenin, iGollected Works, vol. 22, p. 57. Italics mine. A. D. 
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Jived at another time. Comrade Stalin has always opposed dogmatic, “quo- 

tational” Marxism and insisted on creative Marxism. 

“Marxism,” writes Comrade Stalin, “is a science. Can Marxism as a science 

remain and develop if it is not enriched by the new experience of class 

struggle of the proletariat, if it does not digest this experience from the 

Marxian point of view, from the angle of Marxian method? Clearly, it can 

not. 
“Is it not clear from this that Marxism requires the improvement and en- 

richment of old: formulas on the basis of taking into account new experience 

yet preserving the Marxian point of view, preserving its method; while Zino- 

viev does the exact opposite when he preserves the letter and substitutes for 

the point of view of Marx and his method the letter of individual propositions 

of Marxism. 

“What can there be in common between genuine Marxism and the substitu- 

tion for it of the letter of individual formulas and citations from individual 
Marxian propositions?” * 

A number of theoretical questions and practical tasks were put and so!ved 
‘by Lenin and Stalin in a new way; issuing from the principles of Marxism 
they discovered new roads leading to Socialism. © 

“It must be admitted,’ Comrade Stalin says, “that it was Lenin, and no 
other, who discovered the truth of the possibility of the triumph of Socialism 
in one country. One cannot take away from Lenin what is his by right. One 
should not be afraid of the truth, one must possess the courage to say openly 
that Lenin was the first of the Marxians to put in a new way the question of 
the triumph of Socialism in one country and to solve it in a positive sense. 

“T do not mean to say by this that Lenin stood higher than Enge's or Marx 
as a thinker. I mean to say by this two things. In the first place, one cannot 
demand from Engels and Marx, regardless of their great genius as thinkers, 
that they should have in the period of pre-monopolistic capitalism, foreseen 
all the possibilities of the class struggle of the proletariat and of the prole- 
tarian revolution that revealed themselves more than half a century later, 
in the period of developed monopoly capitalism. In the second place, there 
is nothing surprising in the fact that Lenin, man of genius and disciple of 
Marx and Engels, should have discerned new possibilities of proletarian 
revolution in new circumstances of capitalist development, and thus should 
have discovered the possibility of Socialism triumphing in one country. 

“One must know how to distinguish between the letter and the essence of 
Marxism, between individual propositions and the method of Marxism. Lenin 
succeeded in discovering the truth of fhe triumph of Socialism in one country 
because he considered Marxism not a dogma but a guide to action. He was 
not a slave to letters and could grasp what is most important, fundamental 
in Marxism.” ? 

Everything that Comrade Stalin writes about Lenin as a disciple of genius 
of Marx and Engels, refers in like measure to himself as the disciple of genius 
and continuer of Marx, Engels and Lenin. Like his teachers, Comrade Stalin 
isa creative thinker of genius who creates new values, discovered new truths 
and embodies them in life at the same time, i.e., intimately joins theory and 
practice. One of the most remarkable traits of Stalin’s creative personality is 
the inseparable interpenetration of theory and practice, word and deeds, 
thought and life, idea and reality. 

J. Stalin—‘on the Opposition” p. 510. 
* Ibid—pp. 379-380. 
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in view of the simplified (schematic) way that-many understand the prir- 
iple of unity of theory and practice, it is essential to emphasize that what 
Comrade Stalin requires of theory resolves itseif to this: that theory must 
precede practice, guide it, illuminate the revolutionary movement. He con- 
demns sharply the “tendency of practical workers to shake off theory,” and 
flagellates those who. submit to the elemental. He never reconciles himse!f to 
a lag between theory and practice, always spurring on theoretical thought, 
stimulating it and directing it into proper channels. 

With the perspicacity of genius, with extraordinary powers of profound 
analysis and great sensitiveness to all—even minute—changes in social rela- 
tions, irrespective of whether these occur in our own country or abroad,— 
Comrade Stalin discerns, catches these new processes often in embryo and 
araws general conclusions which arm the proletariat in its struggle for Social- 
ism. What distinguishes creative Marxism from the dogmatic is that the 
jaiter either altogether fails to notice new processes or changes in the his- 
torical situation or, if it does notice them, adapts itself to them to the benefit 
of the interests of the bourgeoisie. 

Creative Marxism takes into account all new facts and changes, all new 
phenomena and differences in the historical situation, to further develop and 
enrich Marxian theory on the basis of new experience and utilize the results 
achieved to change the course of reality itself. What is most essential and 
important to the thinker and leader is—the ability and power to see the new 
and observe the unknown, the unusual. It is vulgar thought which operates 
an the sphere of customary phenomena, established canons, formulas leained 
by rote, current truths. 

This is why new phenomena, unusual events, insomuch as they do not fit 
in with what is well known and cannot be understood from a trite point of 
view or fit into a ready formula, call out confusion, fright and despa‘r in 
(vulgar) minds. This is particularly noticeable at critical periods, when a 
zather rapid change of formula is required, when thought itself must under- 
‘go a “crisis” in accordance with changed reality as otherwise a conscious 
forward movement is impossible. 

From the point of view of the social traitors, Leninism cannot but seem a 
sort of “doomsday” as it upset and continues to upset every day their estab- 
lished views. But Leninism is both creative Marxism and orthodox Marxism— 
understanding by orthodoxy, faithfulness to the revolutionary spirit, to the 
essence of its teachings, faithfulness to revolutionary dialectics as the method 
of Marxism. The essence of creative Marxism has been made sufficiently plain 
by Lenin and Stalin. ; 

In his essay, “On Our Revolution,” Lenin has exposed the dullness, ossified 

pedantry and routine shabbiness of the main figures of the II International 
with remarkable profundity. He speaks there about their “slavish copying 
of the past,” their cowardice, their fears before the slightest deviations from 
the German model, from the established pattern. “In all their conduct they 
reveal themselves as cowardly reformists, afraid to step away from the bour- 
geoisie, not to speak of breaking with it, while they cover up their cowardice 
by the most devil-may-care phraseology and braggadocio. But even purely 
theoretically one is struck by their total inability to comprehend the follow- 
ing Marxian considerations: up to now they have seen a definite way of de- 
velopment of capitalism and bourqeois democracy in Western Europe. And 
they cannot imagine that this could not be considered a model mutatis mu- 
tandis otherwise than with some corrections (insignificant ones from the point 

3 
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of view of world history).” ! But creative Marxism differs from dogmatic and 

vulgar Marxism precisely in that the latter defend at best what they have: 

seen up to now,” a definite customary way of development of capitalism and 

bourgeois democracy, while creative Marxism is distinguished for a maximum 

of flexibility, for breadth of horizon, and carefully takes into account the 

peculiarities of the new situation, the new objective circumstances created 

by historical development. : ape. 

Vulgar Marxism considers “normal bourgeois relations the limit insur- 

passable,” as Lenin says. The narrow-minded theoreticians of the II Inter- 

national have never understood the most decisive thing about Marxism, its- 

revolutionary dialectics. They have never understood that in a revolution 

connected with the imperialist world war new features had to appear, tea- 

tures which are outside the confines of the “usual,” that no text book can 

foresee all the forms of development of world history. “A stranger to them 

is all thought of the fact that while the development of world history follows. 

certain general laws, this does not preclude, but on the contrary, presupposes 
individual phases of development representing peculiarities either of the 
form or the order of this development.” ? 

The leaders of the II International keep harping on the idea that the objec-- 
tive economic prerequisites for Socialism are lacking here, Lenin tells us. 
But it has not entered their minds that the peculiarities of the revolutionary 
situation that arose revealed to the people “the possibility of another transi- 
tion to the creation of the basic premises of civilization than the one followed 
in all other Western European countries,” that “transformation in the usual 
historical order” is possible, that if a definite level of civilization is necessary 
for the creation of Socialism “why can not we begin by the revolutionary 
conquest of the prerequisites for this definite level and then, on the basis of a 
workers’ and peasants’ government and a Soviet system, proceed to catch up 
with other peoples.” 

“Our opponents have told us many times,” writes Lenin, “that we are 
undertaking a rash venture in planting Socialism in an insufficiently civilized” 
country. But they were mistaken in that we began not at the end prescribed’ 
by. theory (of all pedants) and in that the political and social upheaval in our’ 
country proved the precusor of that cultural upheaval, that cultural revolu- 
tion, which we are now nevertheless facing.” ® 

“We began at the other end,” But it was just this “rash” infringement of 
the “normal,” i.e., customary historical, order of things that shows the genius 
of the leaders of our Socialist revolution. According to bookish, schoolboy, 
: normal mind” conceptions there is a definite, established sequence which the 
historical development from capitalism to Socialism must follow. From this 
point of view it is necessary to wait until the production forces, the economic 
conditions of a country, develop to the highest level, at which time only does 
it become possible for the proletariat to accomplish the revolution. 
BP ea gnat.the proletariat seize political power first and then catch up- 
Mee race coun ries economically and culturally? Such a transposi- 
LTO! ‘S$ means a veritable creative revolution in the verv understand- ing PeelanEiem as compared with the views previously prevailing in all par- 
es of the II International. Such an approach by Lenin and Stalin ta the 

1 Lenin, Collected Works. Vol. 27 . 898- i i 2 Thid, p. 300. » pp. 398-99. Italics mine. A. D. 

3 Ibid, p. 397. 
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fundamental problems of the proletarian revolution meant a complete and 
final break with the “normal bourgeois relations.” 

Lenin’s analysis of imperialism revealed new phenomena and new laws 
of capitalism which opened up new possibilities and prospects for the prole- 
tarian revolution. The general conclusion reached by Lenin in his analysis 
reads: “Imperialism is the eve of the Socialist revolution.” 

“Accordingly,” Comrade Stalin teaches, “the very approach to the ques- 
tion of the proletarian revolution, of the character of the revolution, its extent 
iis depth and the scheme of the revolution, in general undergoes a corre- 
sponding change. 

“Formerly, the analysis of the premises of the proletarian revolution was 
usually approached from the point of view of the economic situation in any 
particular country. This method is now inadequate. Today, it must start from 
ihe point of view of the economic situation in all, or a majority of, coun- 
tries—from the point of view of the state of world economy, inasmuch as. 
the individual countries and individual national economies are no 'onger self 
contained economic units but have become links of a single chain called 
world economy; inasmuch as the old “cultured” capitalism has grown into. 
imperialism, and imperialism is a world system of financial bondage and of 
colonial oppression of the vast majority of the population of the globe by 
a handful of “advanced” countries. 

“Formerly, it was customary to talk of the existence or absence of objective 
conditions for the proletarian revolution in individual countries, or, to be 
more exact, in this or that advanced country. This point of view is now in- 
adequate. Now we must say that objective conditions for the revolution exist 
throughout the whole system of imperialist world economy, which is an 
integral unit; the existence within this system of some countries that are not 
sufficiently developed from the industrial point of view cannot form an in- 
surmountable obstacle to the revolution, if the system as a whole has become, 
or more correctly, because the system as a whole has already bevome ripe 
for revolution. 

“Formerly, the proletarian revolution in this or that advanced country was. 
regarded as a separate and self-contained unit, facing a separate national 
tront of capital as its opposite pole. Today this point of view is inadequate. 
Today it is necessary to speak of proletarian world revolution, for the sep- 
arate national fronts of capital have become links in a single chain called 
the world front of imperialism, to which should be opposed the united front 
of the revolutionary movement in all countries. 

“Formerly, the proletarian revolution was regarded as the consequence of 
an exclusively internal development in a given country. At the present time 
this point of view is inadequate. Today it is necessary to regard the proletarian 

revolution above all as the result of the development of the contradictions 

within the world system of imperialism as the result of the snapping of the 

chain of the imperialist world front in this or that country.” * ; 

With imperialism, thus, the conditions for the possibility of a proletariam 

revolution, the course and form of its development, have radically changed 

as compared with the period of industrial capitalism. There is a tremendous 

difference between “before” and “now.” The leaders of the IJ International 

remain on their old positions, not noticing all the new changes in the struc- 

lure of capitalism which imperialism brings with it. By virtue of this the 

1 J. Stalin, Leninism, vol. 1, p. 32-33. Italics mine. A. D. 
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Social-Democratic parties have become, essentially, counter-revolutionary 

parties. It fell to the lot of Lenin and Stalin, those two thinkers of genius of 

our age, to bring the world proletarian movement out on the new broad bigh- 

way of historical development which opens up the greatest of prospects before 

the proletariat. 

III 

In his German Ideology Marx develops the thought that labor in the 

Communist society will take on an entirely different form from labor in a 

class society. It is in this sense that he speaks there of the “abolition” or 
overcoming of labor. “Division of labor,” he says, “shows us . . . a prime 
example of the fact that so long as people find themselves in a spontaneously 
developing society, so long consequently, as there exists a divergence between 
private and social interests, so long consequently, as the division of activities 
eccur not voluntarily but spontaneously,—the very activity of man becomes 
.a foreign, inimical force which subjugates him instead of his subjugating 

Stee 
Capitalist society developing due to the division of labor, results in the 

segregation of capital and labor, of production forces and the individuals 
whose forces they are. “The only connection,” says Marx, “that still exists 
between production forces and their own existence—labor—has lost for them 
all semblance of independent activity and only sustains their life by crippling 
it.” In order to ensure their existence and independent activity the proletariat 
must become master of the production forces as a whole. 

“The very appropriation of these forces itself already represents nothing 
but the development of individual abilities to correspond with the material 
production tools. For this reason alone the appropriation of a definite sum 
total of production tools is tantamount to a development of a definite sum 
total of abilities in the individuals themselves. Further, this appropriation is 
predicted on appropriating individuals. Only the modern proletariat, com- 
pletely robbed of all independent activity, is capable of achieving its full, no 
longer limited independence, which consists of the appropriation of the 
production forces as a whole and of the development of the sum total of 
their abilities in connection with this.”? This appropriation must be uni- 
versal in character. It is further conditioned upon the means by which it must 
be achieved. “It can only be achieved by union, which by virtue of the 
properties of the proletariat itself can only be a universal one, and by revolu- 
tion, in which on the one hand the powers of the previous methods of pro- 
duction and association as well as the social order must be overthrown, while 
on the other, the universal character of the proletariat and of the energy 
necessary to accomplish the appropriation develops while the proletariat casts 
off all that he has retained from his previous social position. 

“It is only at this stage that independence coincides with material life, 
which corresponds to the development of individuals into integral ones and 
the abelition of all spontaneity.” ® 

The proletarian revolution thus, “appropriating” the sum total of produc- 
tion forces unfetters the unlimited independent activity of the proletariat and 
frees its abilities and creative energy previously chained down by the condi- 

1 Marx and Engels, Collected Works, vol. 4, p. 23 Russian ed. Italics mine. A. D. 
2 Thid, vol. 4, pp. 57-58. Italics mine. A. D. 
* Ibid, vol. 4, p. 58. 
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tions of existence in capitalist society. Man becomes an integral personality 
free from the dominance of any elemental forces over him. He is transformed 
into a conscious independent creator and builder of life, labor becomes vrea- 
tive independent activity in the process of which all the abilities and all the 
creative energies of man are unfolded. 

In the new conditions created by the October Revolution in our country, 
Lenin and Stalin see the task of Socialism as “leading the toilers out upon 
the road of independent creation of a new life.” (Lenin). Socialism creates for 
the first time the possibility “to draw the actual majority of toilers into the 
arena of such labor as makes it possible for them to reveal themselves, un- 
fold their abilities, discover talents, of which there are in the people an 
untapped spring and which capitalism marred, oppressed, stifled in the thous- 
ands and millions.” (Lenin) 

The creative energy of the bourgeoisie as a ruling class, capable of guiding 
society spiritually and politically, is exhausted. In its day ideologists—philo- 
sophers, artists, poets, political leaders—led society forward and created much 
of value in all fields of culture, “supporting” themselves on the slavery of the 
proletariat. Nowadays the civilization created by them is undergoing a most 
profound crisis, because the class represented by the bourgeois ideologists is 
moribund. Reflecting the “morbid condition” of bourgeois society, the ideo- 
logists of the ruling class are only capable of “morbid creations.” 

Curiously enough, the theory of giftedness, of genius, is with them inevit- 
ably connected with a morbid state of the creators. We have no intention to 
investigate these theories here. We only wish to point out that the proletariat 
alone as a young social class, full of fresh strength, full of surging blood and 
creative energy, is capable of creating a new civilization, a higher culture, 
regardless of the tommyrot propounded by bourgeois theoreticians that the 
proletariat is capable only of destroying but not of building. 

The leaders of the proletariat represent the brain and will power of this 
young class struggling all over the world for the overthrow of the decayed 
social order and the establishment of their own power, their dictatorship in 
order to build a new, socialist culture. During the seventeen years of the ex- 
istence of.a Soviet government in our country the proletariat has succceded 
in unfolding its creative forces and proving to the world that it is building 
a new social order and creating a new culture. This even many bourgeois 
statemen must admit. 

Mr. de Man, however, a representative of the II International, in his book 
The Socialist Idea goes so far as to deny the working class the capahility 
for any independent creative activity, claiming that only the bourgeoisie can 
have such creative abilities. 

He therefore exhorts the workers to develop bourgeois “virtues.” This so- 
cial-fascist only calumniates the working class when he argues that it is in- 

capable of any independent creative work and that the very complex of social- 

ist ideas is a product of bourgevis creation. According to such views neither 

Marx nor Lenin have created anything new and the proletariat can only 

realize what the bourgeoisie has set up on its banner. 
According to de Man the ideologists of the bourgeoisie were the real creators 

of Socialism. The “Socialist” de Man further consciously shuts his eyes 

to the great creative processes taking place in the Soviet Union where the pro- 

letariat, guided by the creative genius of Comrade Stalin, is the creator of a 

new civilization and a new culture. For the past eleven years such marvels 

of socialist construction have been achieved in our country as one did not 
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even dream of previously. But that is of no interest to the “Socialist” de Man! 
Like Spengler and other fascist theoreticians he seeks for the basis and 

source of all culture in religious and metaphysical systems with which all 
creative effort in the field of art, philosophy, literature, etc. is supposed to be 
connected. The dominance of science and engineering, he claims, is not the 
basis of culture but of civilization. In the era of civilization religion and meta- 
physics are replaced by atheism, materialism and scientific thought. And 
this is supposed to be a vivid sign of the decadence, the wane of culture. 

“Russian culture,” writes Fr. Naltenius, “is now undergving a transition 
from a high culture (Hochkultur) to civilization. Which of the old cultured 
European nations can pride itself upon an art which (at the threshold of the 
modern era) could equal the work of the great Russian masters? But the 
wave of intellect is having a destructive effect upon Russia. The reformation 
of the church—Communism or Leninism—and a social revolution of a inost 
radical nature are destroying all values and all order. They will undoubtedly 
call to life a mighty technique and science, but there will be no Dostoyevski, 
just as Europe no longer has any Shakespeares, Rembrandts, and Beetho- 
vens.” } 

There is no denying Beethoven, Rembrandt, Shakespeare were great men. 
But Noltenius is profoundly mistaken when he assumes that where science 
and engineering are developed there can be no great art. In the Middle Ages, 
for instance, in spite of the undisputed domination of religion and meta- 
physics there was no suitable basis for real art. The flowering of art begins 
with the Renaissance which historically bordered upon classic antiquity in 
all fields of human endeavor. 

As a new social class the bourgeoisie once entered into a struggle against 
religious views in the name of the individual’s right to reason. It was com- 
pelled to enter upon the road of scientific investigation of the world and the 
development of technical science. It was then that it also gave birth to a 
mighty art. But, while the bourgeoisie, as a revolutionary class, was capable 
of great creative efforts in all fields at the time it flourished, at the time of its 
struggle against feudalism, it can not longer foster any Beethovens or Rem- 
brandts, Shakespeares or Goethes now, at the time of its waning, efler it has 
played its historical role; it must make way for the proletariat as the ruler 
of life, because its creative powers have been exhausted. 

There are no examples of powerful characters in the life of the bourgeoisie 
now, of heroic struggle for great ideals, of leaders of genius capable of lead- 
ing humanity forward, of daring investigators of live truth, creators of new 
values and a universal ideal which makes it possible to understand the new 
era and fill it with a wealth of content, form and color, build a new world 

and a new culture, as we see in the example of the Soviet Union. 
It is curious, but when the modern bemoaners cf mystical culture begin 

to argue, they illustrate the decline of culture mostly by using as examples 
the countries of Western Europe undergoing a crisis, where there is decay 
of literature, music, the theatre, philosophy, ete. The vast majority of hour- 
geois ideologists nowadays see the live source of culture in mystical experience 
having its roots somewhere in the irrational world, in the dark kingdom of 
the unconscious, in a world beyond, where man is supposed to find joy, 
happiness and the fulness of life. But the intellect cannot reconcile itself to the 
existence of a dark kingdom of mysterious, mystical forces which hide the 

‘ Fr. Ncitenius—Materie, Psyche, Geist, p. 453, 1934, 
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Teal truth of life from man. This is why the modern mystics consider science, 
intellect and reason the destroyers of all mysticism, all mystery, and hence 
.also of the foundations of culture. The ideologists of the bourgeoisie considez 
Marxism—intellectualism. 

Spranger has pronounced the thesis that “culture ends with asceticism.” 
This is a very curious thesis; it harmonizes completely with modern bourgcois 
policies demanding of the proletariat a maximium of renunciation of the satis- 
_faction of his most immediate needs for the sake of . . . saving their political 
and economic power over the proletariat. The “Socialist” de Man also adopts 
the viewpoint of “asceticism.” Among the virtues of the bourgeoisie he en- 
umerates, besides “veracity,” thrift, moderation, abstemiousness—in a word 
.an ascetic way of life. And, as we already mentioned, he exhorts the workers 
to adopt these bourgeois virtues. 

But the masses do not care a whit for asceticism, Noltenius exclaims in 
- despair. “They are distinguished for little susceptibility to spiritual pleasures,” 
he says, and they abandon themselves to the “cult” of the body. Excellent! 
Another “philosopher” (Muller) reproaches the workers for “belly egoism.” 

They evidently should devote themselves to spiritual pleasures and give up 
thinking of mere material needs. The interests of spiritual culture should be 
high above all “materialism.” But however he might try to libel materialism 
and humiliate the workers he must admit two indisputable facts: the extreme 
decay of bourgeois culture—degeneration of art, decay of taste, vulgarizalion 
of the theatre and a general spiritual decay and degeneration on the whole. 

The second fact he is compelled to admit, although he sees no relation 
between the two facts, is that with all their “belly egoism” the workers tend 
‘to develop their creative capabilities and lay the foundation for their own 
culture even within the framework of the capitalist system. One result of the 
class struggle, which has sharpened greatly in the post war period, is the com- 
plete estrangement and aloofness of the working class from its nation, he 
says: “A tendency has even arisen among the workers to create their own 
‘proletarian culture (Arbeiterkultur): proletarian literature, proletarian music, 
a workers’ theatre, poletarian sport, etc. The worker was kept away from 
cultural achievements. But, as he cannot exist without spiritual food, he had 

to resort to self help and try to find some substitute which would satisfy his 
spiritual cravings.’ 
We consider it superflous to engage here in any detailed criticism of this 

loathsome “work” of the fascist professor, on a rampage in the name of God 
and religion against materialism, the “gravedigger of culture” to him. It has 
‘now become perfectly evident to the widest circles of toilers and intelligentsia 
that the real gravediggers of culture are the fascists of all breeds and deno- 

minations. Though Muller brazenly asserts that materialism and culture 

are mutually exclusive, that materialism is inimical not only to art but also 
to science, we have every basis to oppose this historical falsehood with the 

truth that religion and culture are really incompatible, like fire and water, 

and that materialism has always been, consciously or spontaneously. the 

basis of all genuine culture. Pronouncing the thesis that the subversion of 

God and religion by materialism has led to a man losing the meaning of life, 
he must in the same breath admit that religion is bankrupt because it has 

“become a party.” In what, then, does he sec the way out of the contempor- 

-ary situation. the way out from that crisis which Germany particularly is 

-experiencing? In spiritual regeneration, in the return to culture, in the devel- 

. W. Muller, Totengraber der Kultur, S. 92, 1933. 
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opment of the “higher type of man” and the achievement of mutual trust 

between: the business-man and the worker... . 

Russian communism, Muller writes further, cannot solve the social problem- 

because communism denies the “spirituality of man” and the family. Under 

such circumstances the only salvation is man’s self-education to culture. The 

masses need a new idea of labor. The void in man’s spirit can not he filled by 

substitutes like “the shorter work day” and “increased inconies” but by new 

spiritual principles on the idea of labor, on subordinates as assisting co-work- 

ers, on the superior as a just judge, on the fatherland as a sure haven of 

earthly bliss. The whole problem amounts to the raising of this new type of 

man. It is the problem of the cultured man. “The era of genuine culture be- 

gins, the superman is born with faith and ideals! This is the pathos of the 

future.. Consequently: back to culture!”—thus Muller ends his “work.” 
Thus the slogan “Back to Culture” when compared with the slogan “Back 

to Barbarism” as it is formulated by other representatives of fascism proves 
to have exactly the same meaning. Essentially, all talk about culture and the 
birth of a new type of man, in conjunction with the “new idea of labor” as a 
basis for a “new culture,” is calculated to set up a bourgeois counter “philo- 
sophy of culture” against the Communist teachings on culture. The “new idea 
of labor” presents nothing new. It only illustrates again the “conviction” of 
the bourgeoisie and its ideologists that there can be no culture without wage 
slavery, without exploitation. 

Slavery—that is the basis and foundation of that “philosophy of culture” 
which Muller extols as brand new but which is as old as class society itself. 
The “ideals” of the “new type of man” mean simply awakening in the mind of 
the worker trust in his employer, respect for superiors, love of fatherland: 
This is a police “ideal of culture” and there is of course nothing surprising in 
the modern fascists reviving police ideals while being the gravediggers of cul- 
ture. Besides some twaddle about “perfection of the immortal spirit’ this 
“philosopher of culture” could of course tell us absolutely nothing about the 
real meaning of culture. This is perfectly natural if one takes into considera- 
tion the fact that to him and his ilk culture is only a weapon of exploitation; 
a means of instilling in the workers love and respect for capitalist and super- 
iors. Thus this “philosopher” in his own writings reveals the depth to 
which bourgeois culture has fallen nowadays and proves its incompatibility 
and irreconcilableness with the idea of the proletariat being the herald of 
new ideals, new values and new culture differing fundamentally from bour- 
geois culture. 

1V 

At the Third All-Russian Congress of Soviets which took place several 
months after the October Revolution Lenin declared: “The earth, now the 
heritage of all the people, has opened up before the proletariat and it will be 
enabled to organize production and consumption anew on Socialist principles. 
Previous!y man’s mind and man’s genius were entirely occupied in creating 
things so that some got all the benefits of engineering and culture while others 
were robbed of the most essential—enlightenment and development. Now al? 
the wonders of science, all the achievements of civilization, will become the 
heritage of the people and from now on the human mind and human genius 
will no longer be applied as means of oppression, means of exploitation. We: 
know this—and is it not worth while to work towards this and, to devote al! 
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one’s strength to this greatest.of historical tasks? And this colossal historical 
task will be accomplished by the toilers because inherent in them lie the latent: 
powers of revolution, regeneration and renovation.” 

The regeneration and renovation of the world is thus only possible on the: 
basis of Socialist society, on the basis of “appropriating the production forces: 
as a whole” which, as Marx expresses it, is tantamount to the “development 
of the sum total of abilities.”” The powers of revolution, regeneraticn and ren- 
ovation inherent in the toiling masses are only liberated nie! Socialism when. 
all the achievements of culture, like the material forces of society, become 
the heritage of all and not the privilege of the rich as in capitalist society. 

Lenin and Stalin have set a colossal task before our country—to transform. 
an economically backward country into a Communist, classless society on the 
basis of the greatest achievements of science and engineering, and simultan- 
eously to transform an illiterate country into one of the highest culture. The 
Stalin slogan of mastering foremost science, engineering and the eitire cul- 
tural heritage of the past in order that great independent creative work in all 
fields of culture might flourish on their basis sets some truly colossal tasks- 
before the country. “It is necessary to take all the culture left by capitalism 
and out of it to build Socialism. It is necessary to take over all science, en- 
gineering, all knowledge, art. Unless we do so, we cannot build Communist 
society.” (Lenin) More than that, the fruits of science, engineering, art must 
be accessible to “absolutely all toilers,” as Lenin emphasizes. 

Proletarian culture cannot be created unless everything that has been cre- 
ated by mankind in the field of culture shall have been mastered and critically 
digested. Lenin makes this quite definite. Such is also the opinion of Comrade’ 
Stalin. Lenin says: “Unless we understand clearly that only by exact know- 
ledge of the culture created by the entire development of mankind, only by 
that can we create a proletarian culture—unless we understand this, we can- 
not cope with the problem . . . Proletarian culture must be the loyical devel- 
opment of those funds of knowledge which humanity has accumulated under 
the pressure of capitalist society, landlord society, officialdom society.” ? 

But the problem of socialist and cultural construction also involves thé di- 
rect transformation of man himself. Struggling for Socialism he struggles 
against his own failings, changing the world he also changes his own nature, 
emancipating himself, as Marx says, from all the ancient meannesses and 1ais- 
ing himself to the level of the historical tasks before him, tasks acquiring a 
universal character. 

We emphasize the role and significance of the creative forces and abilities: 
of the working class, supporting ourselves on Lenin and Stalin. We have 
quoted Lenin and Stalin on the creative revolution, on the creative energy 
latent in the depth of the masses of the peoples, on the condit'ons for liber- 
ating this energy and the possibilities for its further unlimited development. 
We shall now take this problem up more in detail and analyze it principally 
in connection with those “theories” which are now current among the bour- 
geois ideologists of “latest formation.” Many of these ideologists, joining 
Nietzsche, whereas all the ‘‘non-creative” elements— and in them they include: 

the workers, or rather, they consider the workers the very ‘“‘non-creative” 

class” —must be relegated to the position of soldiers, in a juridical sense also.> 

1 Lenin, Collected Works, vol. 22, p. 225. Italics mine. A. D. 
2 Lenin, Collected Works, vol. 25, p. 387. 
3 “Arbeiter Sollten wei Soldaten empfinden lernen” writes Nietzsche in Will to Power 

(cf. Friedrich Mess. Nietzsche der Gesetzgeber. “S 380-381. 1930. 
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}t is well known that fascism puts into effect this soldier’s culture. It seems to 

us, however that it is necessary to dwell somehow on the “theoretical” bases 

.of this soldier’s culture which the fascists proclaim as the highest ideal and 

achievement of the German spirit. 
In his book, Nietzsche the Lawgiver, Mess writes, among other things, the 

following: “It is essential to establish the juridical relationship between the 

‘creator and the toiler. What this amounts to is to make the labor power of the 

toilers available to the creators for the works they contemplate in the most 

efficient manner. The creators set the task and the toilers have no influence 

-on this whatever.” ! There is a natural law, he continues, according to which 

power, i.e., domination over natural resources, belongs to the creative work- 
ers. 

In other words, those should have sway over natural forces who are 
able to produce new values out of them. But, according to Nietzsche and Mess, 

not only workers, but even those who engage in mental labors really have 
slave-like functions. “Even the most differentiated mental labor is slave la- 
bor and never gives any privileges with respect to the right of choosing 
-values.’”” In the social system the “creator” represents the active element, ihe 
toilers represent the reagent element, and this must find its expression in the 
law regulating their relations. 

If the “creators” develop positive creative energy, the worker can supposed- 
ly only manifest negative creative energy expressing itself in violent actions 
_-against the first. Spartacism, i.e., communism, says Mess, is the embodiment 
-of nihilism, resistance and counteraction to the creative forces of society. A 
genuine Sparticist does not want any positive values. He does not want to 
work, has no refined wants either physical or spiritual. But this lack of any 
wants is his strongest weapon in the struggle against the “creators.” Sparta- 
-cism or communism is only the will to destruction, nihilism, the direct op- 

posite of activity and creativeness. Society thus falls apart into two categories 
standing at opposite poles: into the creative and the non-creative, the des- 
troyers, nihilists. 

Who then are the “creators?” It is quite easy to guess that it is the capital- 
ists, the entrepeneurs who are being glorified as the creators of values, the 
-creators of culture, as against the workers, the slaves, who are supposed to 
do the bidding of the “creators” like dumb animals. The theory of ‘“‘creators’’ 
-and “non-creators” (workers) has been concocted purposely to deceive the 
masses and justify the rule of the capitalists. The capitalists raised to the rank 
-of “creators” acquire a certain “immunity” because who but “barbarians” 
and “nihilists” could take issue against creators of culture? But this is a very 
weak and crude defense of capitalism. Because who will really believe that 
the capitalists create any sort of values while those engaged in physical and 
mental labor create nothing, create no values! But however false this “new” 
theory may be it forms the cornerstone of fascist practical politics and we 
must therefore devote some attention to it. Besides—even the “Socialist” de 
Man claims that the workers should learn how to work from the bourgeoisie 
which is supposed to be the creative class in all respects, i.e., the “creators.” 

That new “lawgiver,”’ Mess, feeling that he has somewhat overshot the 
mark, tries to soften down his wild, false theory by “amending” it with what 

1 Fr. Mess, Nietzsche der Gesetzgeber, p. 372. 
2 “Auch die differenzierteste geistige Arbeitist Sklavenverrichtung und giebt niemals 

Anwartschaft of Wertwahlrechte” (Mess, Nietzsche der Gesetzgeber, p. 374.) 
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amounts to the statement that there is presumably no sharp, impassible bar- 
rier between the creators and the toilers, that “every worker is to a certain, 
though to no very great extent, also creative.” But this amendment is vitiated 
by the claim that the toilers, Sparticists, Communists, show “resistance to 
the creative forces” and personify the principle of destruction. 

Contrary to the fascist “philosophers” we claim that only the toilers are 
creative. Consequently to say the toilers are opposed to the creators is sheer 
nonsense. That labor is the source of material values and that consequently 
those who do labor are the only “creators” in this field—is such am axiomatic 
truth that no proof of it is necessary. 

With respect to the part taken by workers and peasants in scientific and 
technical work generally at various periods of history we might point out 
the following facts. Gutenberg, the inventor of printing, was a glass polisher. 
Michael Faraday, the genius of experimental physics, was the son of a black- 
smith, and was himself a bookbinder in his younger days. Michael Lomono- 
sov was the son of a peasant, Kant the child of a saddler and Fichte the son 
and grandson of a village weaver. The great mathematician and astronomer, 
Carl Gauss, was the son of a smali artisan. The physicist Ohm, whose discov- 
eries form the foundation of all modern electro-technical science—was the 
son of a mechanic. Peltier, author of the most important discovery in the field 
of thermo-electricity (the Peltier effect), was the son of a cobbler and himself 
a watchmaker. Rukhmkorff, inventor of induction apparatus (the Rukhmkorff 
coil) was himself a worker and came of a family of workers. Sturgeon, the 
phycisist, inventor of the electro-magnet, one of the first to build a generator 
and electric motor, author of a number of theoretical investigations—was the 
‘son of a cobbler and himself a cobbler. James Hargreaves, the inventor of the 
weaving machine (the spinning jenny), was a carpenter by trade. Crompton, 
inventor of the spinning mule, was the son of a weaver. Newcomen, the inven- 
tor of the atmospheric steam engine and predecessor of Watt, was the son of 
a carpenter. Trevithick, the inventor of the cylindrical boiler, the high pres- 
sure steam engine, the direct acting steam pump and so on, was the son of a 
mechanic. George Stephenson, inventor of the steam locomotive, was the son 

of a miner and himself a workman in his youth. Telford, the famous archi- 
tect who erected many hydrotechnical structures, bridges, etc., was the son of 
€ poor peasant and himself a hired hand. Gramme, the creator of the dynamo, 
was a carpenter. Hiram Maxim, the inventor of the machine gun, the gas re. 
gulator, the regenerator, the carburetor, pumps, heaters, smckeless powder, 
the air and sea torpedo, was a workman on a wood lathe. And so on. 

To speak after this of the “organic” inability of workers to engage in 
scientific and technical creative work, as the representatives of the bour- 

geoisie do, is simply to falsify facts. We think the part taken by workers and 

peasants in creating not only the material but also the scientific and technical 

culture of even the bourgeois era is exceedingly great. Unfortunately no one 

has ever made a serious study of this matter. 
In his famous letter to the “Workers Parliament” in session at Manchester 

in 1854 Marx wrote, among other things: “Millions of workers of Great 

Britain were first to lay the real foundation of the new society—modern in- 

dustry, which transforms the destructive forces of nature into the productive 

forces of man. The English working class has, with invincible energy, by the 

sweat of their brows and by straining their minds, called to life the material 

possibilities of ennobling labor and has increased its productivity to such an 

extent as to make general well-being a possibility. 
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“In creating the inexhaustible production forces of modern industry it 

fulfilled the first condition for the emancipation of labor. Now it must fulfill 

the other conditions. It must free these beneficient forces from the shameful 

chains of monopoly and subject them to the general control of the producers. 

who have thus far permitted the values created by them to be turned against 

them, to be turned into a weapon of their own oppression. 

“The working class has vanquished the forces of nature, it must now van- 

quish men. It has sufficient strength to accomplish this successfully.’’ 

In speaking of the workers having vanquished the forces of nature, hav- 
ing created modern industry, etc., Marx undoubtedly had in mind also all 
modern technical progress, including technical invention and discovery. 

Thus almost all technical invention which determined the industrial revol- 
ution and opened up a new era in the history of mankind were the work not. 
of “creative” merchants, entrepreneurs, capitalists or bankers, but of talented. 
workers, men of genius: blacksmiths, “mechanics,” weavers, carpenters, cob- 

blers, etc. This is of tremendous significance in itself, inasmuch as it shows 
the tremendous creative powers of the “simple people.’ Socialism opens up: 
the broadest possible opportunities, totally undreamt of prospects for their 
manifestation and development. 

. Who does not know that we have a great organized army of inventors and’ 
rationalizers, 800,000 strong, who devote all their creative energies to the 
great tasks of Socialist construction? While under capitalism all discoveries 
and inventions are of a cursory, “accidental” nature, they are conducted or 
can be conducted into the road of planned creative work under Socialism, 
because it. is he who seeks that finds. 

_ Under capitalism the toiling masses were robbed of the opportunity to be 
creative in the “higher” fields of culture: philosophy, science, literature, poe- 
try, music, painting, etc., because, for creative work in these fields one nceds, 
in addition to talent, some education and a great deal of preparatory training: 
Crushed by want and oppression the toilers could rarely rise to these heights. 
while the bourgeoisie consciously cultivated ignorance and all sorts of pre- 
judice in the masses, keeping them away from education. Nevertheless in- 
erga great talents still were able to fight their way upward and create 
values. 

Translated from the Russian by S. D. Kogar 

* Marx und Engels, Collected Works, Russian Ed. vol. 9, p. 260. 



Uril Olesha 
Talks With His Readers 

Question: How did you work on Jealousy? What served as the first inipulse 
for this work? 

Answer: This is a hard question to answer. The laws of creative work are 
very poorly understood. It is hard to give an account of how the thing is done. 
How characters are born, how the idea comes forth. 

Jealousy was my first book. At one time | wrote verse. This, by the way, 
was not simply the verse of a young man who settles accounts with his secret 
thoughts and his dreams of love, as frequently happens in youth. This was 
to a certain degree professional verse. I also tried to write prose. Some of my 
stories were printed in Odessa a long time ago, about 1918 roughly. Bad 
Stories, not at all interesting. Then I wrote verse feuilletons, in the newspaper 
Gudok. I wrote for six years. At the same time I worked on prose. 

How was Jealousy born? 
_ Like every first book, it was the result of very prolonged accumulation. The 
first book is always the most fresh. It is the result of almost the whole of one’s 
conscious youth. 

What was the impulse which gave rise to Jealousy—that I can not as- 
certain. There was no exterior impulse. I recognize in Jealousy colors which 
were noted by me in very early childhood, when I was five or six years 
old. In childhood I was greatly intrigued by transfer pictures. A trace of 
this childhood impression remains in Jealousy. Transfer pictures are men- 
tioned there. It is strange—to me, for instance, it seems that one of the 
reasons as a result of which I became an artist was precisely this marvelous 
impression received by me in childhood from transfer pictures . . . I remem- 
er a very elegant, small-sized format book. It was a present. Transfer pic- 
tures made abaoatl On the sheets there were printed different engravings. 
Engravings, mark you, I remember this well. Different historical scenes. They 
were printed in one tone—of a grey color. And then the miracle began! When 
such an engraving was transferred onto paper there appeared on the paper a 
completely new, excitingly colored, brilliant, glittering design. It had just 
come out of the water and therefore seemed to have a special glitter! One such 
design I have remembered all my life. It was a scene from the Boxer rising in 
(hina. A high wall under an indescribably blue sky, and from the wall hang 
beheaded Chinese. An indescribably blue sky, indescribably scarlet blood. 
‘To this very day I can see this picture in front of me. And I remember that 
in those moments when I took it into my perception I felt in myself a sort of 
new, unknown spiritual movement. I felt the existence of the beauty of events! 
“That an event may be in itself—independent of what is happening—splerdid. 
This is the formulation I would make now. Then, of course, an account of 

what it was that I felt—such an account of course I could not give. But I 

‘know exactly that precisely then, in perceiving the impression from the trans- 

fer picture, I understood for the first time that in the world there is art. 
Childhood impressions play an enormous part in the formation of the artist- 

ic intellect. Sometime or other I will write an article on childhood impressions 

in Tolstoy’s work. Precisely in Tolstoy’s work do these childhood impres- 

sions display themselves very forcefully. 
Voice: For example? 
Answer: For example, in War and Peace. In the description of the battle of 

Borodino. There Napoleon is described as he observes the battle through field 
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glasses. And here is what Tolstoy writes (my quotation of course is not exact, 

but approximate) : “When he put the field glasses to his eyes, he saw where 

the blue uniforms of Murat’s regiments were situated. When he lowered the 

field ‘glasses, he could no longer find the place where these uniforms 

were. . .” and so on. 
Here certainly is a childhood reminiscence of the game with field glasses. 

You remember, when you use field glasses for the first time, you really don’t 

understand the mechanism all at once. It is quite difficult to find the position 

of say, the balcony or window which in all its details was in front of you 

when you looked through the field glasses. 
It is, however, impossible to believe that Napoleon did not know how to use 

field glasses. But Tolstoy wanted to discredit Napoleon, and in order to give- 
his actions a ridiculous flavor, he reduced him to childish incompetence. 

Thus a reminiscence of childhood aids Tolstoy to attain a definite artistic: 

effect. 
Question: Then, according to you, childhood impressions have a great sig- 

nificance? . 
Answer: In a certain sense—a decisive significance. I will give an example. 

The words of Goethe. He said of Peter the First that he built Petersburg on 
canals because in childhood he was impressed by a picture showing a Dutch 
town. These certainly are the words of a poet, very beautiful words but per- 
haps not altogether exact—however, it seems to me that there is in them a hit. 

of truth. 
The ability to see the world as if for the first time is the characteristic of 

the poet. And this ability comes after all from childhood, when a man really 
does see the world for the first time. 

Question: How long did you take to write Jealousy? 
Answer: In fact six months. But on particular parts I worked for five years. 

I was learning to write. “I grew wild from blotting,” to use the expression of 
Boris Pasternak. The first draft had 300 pages and not one of them remained’ 
as it was originally. 

Question: Did you have a definite plan as you wrote? 
Answer: I wrote without a plan. There are some who as they work say to- 

themselves: I haven’t succeeded with this bit, but I'll leave it for the time: 
being. I'll write on and then come back and work over it. Unfortunately I 
cannot work so. I can go forward only when everything I’ve done seems to. 
me to have been done well. If I feel that in what ve written some expression 
or separate word is unsatisfactory, then I go back and sit over it until I 
achieve a result which satisfies my taste. 

Voice: That is incorrect! 
Answer: Of course it’s not correct. That is why I spend so much time on my- 

productions. But what’s to be done? There are no rules of how to work. The- 
manner of each is extraordinarily individual. Zola not merely drew up a plan 
but definitely fixed a schedule by which a page had to be finished. And as a 
rule he finished the whole work according to the calendar—exactly as he had 
planned . . . Each works as he can and as he wishes. 
What does a plan mean? 
I see separate stages. As it were, piers upon which lies the bridge of the: 

whole production. Sometimes there arises a particular image, a phrase. Some- 
times with the mind’s eye you see it a gesture. Someone’s extended arm. The 
appearance of some tall figure in a bright rectangular door. Separate images,. 
repetitions of reality which suddenly come to the surface of consciousness.. 

? 
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Not every image of reality is remembered in such a way that it comes to the 
surface of consciousness. It must be supposed that only those moments of 
real life remain in consciousness which in some degree are necessary to me, 
the artist. There is some kind of harmonious mutual relation between me and 
reality. 

These separate images enter firmly into the consciousness. It is they which 
are the original impulses of which you spoke. 

Certainly it is necessary to have a plan. I will learn to work with a plan. 
‘I do not consider myself a finished master. I know as little as you do. 

Concerning a plan. I am astonished, and it seems to me completely in- 
comprehensible (absolutely a secret and a riddle for me) how for instance 
Hugo wrote his Les Misérables. After all, from a formal point of view, Les: 
Misérables is an adventure story. How many threads are gathered together 
there, how many cunningly devised intersecting and inter-twined events take: 
place, how many effects, surprises, how marvelously all the ends meet. I can- 
not understand how you can even compose such a plan. This is above my 
comprehension. 

Pushkin said that the plan alone of Dante’s Inferno was already a work 
of genius. 

So everything points to the fact that before beginning to write it is neces- 
sary to have a plan. Alexei Tolstoy, however, in one of his utterances remarks 
that when the plan is already made and you are writing according to this 
plan, there takes place suddenly a revolt of the characters. It would seem that 
such a thing is possible. It would seem that the creation of the eveni itself 
may continue, even when the event is already taking place. And in this lies. 
one of the remarkable characteristics of creative work. Creation is radio- 
active. One thought irradiates another. The poet improvises. 1, for instance, 
have remarked that for me personally it is very fruitful to narraie my des- 
ign to someone else. You get something in the nature of improvisation. Unex- 
pectedly for myself new things are born—not merely details or bits of color, 
but complete sections, complete catastrophes. . 

Question: What are the artistic methods of Jealousy? 
Answer: There are two kinds of writers. One kind in whose productions 

you can see how the thing was written, see the structure of the thing. And 
there are others in reading whom you do not note the language, but see only 
those pictures which are described by this language. Let us suppose that you: 
look out of a window and lean right forward; then you do not sec the win- 
dow—the window frame and the shelf—you see the fields and the sea. And 
you can look so that you see the window, and apart from that perhaps things 
standing near the window just as well. 
When I write I think only of how to transfer with the maximum of vivid- 

ness what I see. I want the reader to look at the world which I show him and 
lean right out without being distracted by the window frame and things 
standing near the window. 

One reader told me that he does not know what my sentences are like, 
long or short. “I see what you show me and do not note the methods you 
adopt to make me see.” 
What sort of methods are these? In order to make another person see [ 

must first of all see myself. This is the basic and most important thing. I must 

convey to the reader my own emotion. If the idea is thought out, if you know 

thoroughly what you want to depict, then you need not worry about words. 

They will come of themselves. 
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‘Hugo said that every true thought takes the form of verse. The chief thing 

is the thought, the content. The form comes later. Form is the frontier at 

content. 
Voice: You frequently quote Hugo. Evidently you are fond of him. 

Answer: Yes, I am very fond of him. But the question is not put in the right 

way. I do not know what to answer when I am asked: whom do you like 

more, Pushkin or Lermontov? And by the way, you often hear this question. 

And then the discussion begins: you know, there’s something in Pushkin, bot 

then in Lermontov there’s something . . . This is a ridiculous way of speak- 

ing. What is meant by being fond of a writer? Great writers are great. How 

can you be fond or not be fond of Balzac, Shakespeare, Goethe? It is possi- 

ble to speak of a certain other attitude to a writer. This other attitude arises 

when you find in one writer or another something close to yourself, some- 

thing of your own. This something of your own can be found in a Balzac 

masterpiece and in some production of no merit at all. All right, let us call this 

“being fond of a writer.” From this point of view I am most “fond” of Wells. H. 

G. Wells. You know, the author of The Invisible Man, The War of the Worlds 
and The First Men in the Moon. For me, Wells is a genuinely great writer. He 
describes fantastic events. Things that never were. Martians descend on the 
earth. The conquest of the earth by the Martians. Or a journey of the moon. 
Two men in the moon. Or an invisible man. The terrible life of the invisible 
man. 

Voice: But Jules Verne? 
Answer: Wait a minute. That is, you want to say that there is another more 

fantastic author, Jules Verne. No, it is impossible to compare them. It’s a dif- 

ferent matter. Jules Verne does not seem to me to be an artist. The strength 
of Jules Verne is in something else—incomparable strength of imagination 
-in the sphere of technique. But in Wells what I value is precisely not fantasy, 
although it is amazing in him—lI consider that what is valuable in Wells is 
that, adopting artistic methods, he is able to transform fantasy into epic. 
Improbable events acquire such convincing and real features that the fantas- 
tic novel becomes as it were a document, as it were evidence of real events 

ewhich in their time disturbed humanity. The War of the Worlds, the novel 
about the Martians, I accept as if it were a historical novel. I do not wish to 
doubt that all this really took place. The fantasy of Wells is a fantasy with 
“details, with everyday events. His methods are of the same family as those 
which Tolstoy uses in, let us say, War and Peace, where historic personages 
are brought down by him to the concreteness of everyday life, where the first 
appearance of Napoleon is shown in rather a comic style: he is shown with 
naked torso and his batman is spraying him with eau de cologne.. And Napo- 
leon—the hero whose personality filled nearly a century—grunting and snort- 
ing, exclaims: “Go on, go on! Let’s have some more!” 

Reading Wells’ novels, I live in a fantastic environment, as if in a real 
world. Such is the strength of this artist. 

Wells is epic as no one is. And the chief thing is that he depicts the flow of 
events and solitary human fate in this flow. War, the collision of tremendous 
masses, catastrophe. And through this passes a man: a live, diverse, lonely, 
unhappy man who struggles on to the very end. In this lies the unusual emo- 
pone a alent Snore fantastic novels. This is that emotionality which is 

1 2 et on the Western Front. There also there is indiv- 
idual human fate in the flood of events. The artistic essence is one and the 
same. 
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Question: You say that you like those writers in whom you find something 
of your own. What of your own do you find in Wells? 

Answer: I will say a thing which will seem strange to those comrades here 
who are well acquainted with my work. Jealousy was written under the 
influence of Wells. In particular, of The Invisible Man. Strange? However, 
it is so. Sometime I will demonstrate this with a pencil in my hand. Certainly 
the idea of my novel is different, different certainly are the characters, the 
whole essence is different. .. . However, I know that it is so. When I read my 
novel carefully I see behind its web scenes which arose before me when I read 
The Invisible Man. Summer arises, a summer day, green grass. In child- 
hood I dreamt about Europe. About a bicycle tour in Europe. About the roads 
of England. I lived then in Odessa. It seemed that Odessa was linked more 
Closely with Europe than with Russia. I saw the sea, a wave of the sea, and 
it was easy for me to think that that wave had come from the ocean. The 
thought of Europe had a special emotional quality in stirring my imagination. 
In Europe at that time aviation was beginning, and sport. In Europe tech- 
nique was in flower. Amazing automobile races took place there. The Eiffel 
Tower stood there. And then Wells fell into my hands . . . I know that the 
summer coloring of Jealousy comes from Wells, from the dreams about 
Europe, from the pictures of aviation and sport which my imagination was 
iben forming. 

Voice: But that is not enough, to speak of influence .. . 
Answer: Perhaps this is not concrete. I, so to speak, give you few examples, 

but after all, I myself know and feel this, and I do not wish to conceal it. 
_ Wells’ Invisible Man is precisely the thing, and not the French writers, not 
Jean Giraudoux as the critics assert, which has exerted on me the great- 
est influence. I know, for example, definitely that the outward appearance of 
Ivan Babichey, those features which I suddenly saw when I was thinking over 

this character—the exterior of a man who has sunk to the bottom and is liv- 
ing a dirty life, a man in a strange hat, a poor man, a tramp and a philoso- 
pher, this image is nothing else than my reminiscence of that tramp, Mr. 
Marvell, who stole the magic books from the invisible man. There is a place 
where Mr. Marvell runs away from the invisible man—a panting fat man 
with short legs . . . Green grass, a summer day, and the fat man running. . . 
Whoever remembers Jealousy will agree with me that Ivan Babichev is 
very like this fat man’. . . The character of which I speak evidently had a 
powerful effect upon me. Apart from Jealousy it crops up in another of 
my things. In the short story ‘““The Chain.” There it is said: “Now I am tired. 
See how tired I am. I, a fat man with short legs. See how hard it is for me to 
run. But I run, although I pant, although my feet stick—I run under the 

thundering storm of the century.” 
Here I speak of myself, and yet the thought returns to an image from an 

alien literary production, an image which cut its way into my consciousness. 

Why precisely this image cut its way in and not another is difficult for me to 

explain. 
Gestion: How did you attain the restraint of style of Jealousy and your 

other productions? How did you work on the polishing of sentences, dialogue 

and images? 
Answer: In Jealousy there is a phrase . . . Kavalerov says to the girl: “You 

have gone sounding past me like a branch full of flowers and leaves.” Every- 

body likes this phrase. It is quoted. And I like it. But, by the way, it is not 

altogether literate. This illiteracy has been noticed by no one. Why? Because 

6 
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it stands in a place where the reader experiences emotion. This phrase comes. 

to the surface on a lyric wave. It is dictated by a whole series of preliminary 

events leading to a very serious conflict. In what does its illiteracy consist? 

A branch fuil of flowers and leaves cannot exist. A branch is not volume, 

but line. A line cannot be full. You cannot fill a line. You can approach it 

from all sides. You can build upon it, but you cannot fill it. There results here 

not perhaps exactly illiteracy, but a kind of stylistic inexactitude. No one has. 

noticed this. It has not been noticed because this phrase was pronounced with 

great feeling. I do not intend to justify illiteracy and slovenliness; in art, low- 

ever, the most important thing is feeling. The artist must convey his feeling to 

another. Tolstoy called this infection with feeling. Without this infucion 

there is no art. Of course form has a colossal significance. Marcel Proust said 

that for eternity there remains from art only metaphor. With this extreme 

opinion it is impossible to agree. But let us take the expression “eyes like 

stars.” Who first applied this comparison and where was it first applied? _ 
In song? In prayer? In story? We do not know. Only the comparison remains. 

It is absolutely necessary that the artist should be moved by some feeling in 
order that the emotion should seize those who apprehend the artistic produc- 
tion. Thought, feeling . . . Form comes by itself. Once again let us return to. 
Hugo’s persuasively correct formula that every true thought takes the form 
of verse. 

On infection with feeling. Tolstoy repeatedly stated that Hugo’s Les Misé- 
rables made an enormous impression on him, and we may say that Hugo’s— 
emotion infected Tolstoy. In Les Misérables the main figure is Jean Valjean, 
who was a convict and became a righteous person. What was the reason for 
this transformation A certain circumstance, and namely: a man whom the 
convict wished to murder forgave the convict ... The man forgave his 
enemy, and had mercy on him. As a result of this act, there took place a mira- 
cle. The convict became holy. 

The theme of forgiveness. Someone forgives somebody. Forgives his enemy 
does good, renders help. 
Hugo infected Tolstoy with this theme. A whole series of Tolstoy’s works is 

penetrated by it. And, formally, these works are the most perfect. So it may 
be concluded that this theme—the theme of forgiveness, of mercy—more 
than others moved Tolstoy, aroused in him the greatest flow uf creative pow- 
er. And another point is characteristic: this theme was most often treated by 
Tolstoy in his old age. That is, when he had weakened. Because when you 
read about someone forgiving, you have a feeling of tenderness. And tender- 
ness is after all a manifestation of weakness. We have grown out of the 
thought that you should forgive your enemies. We are not Christians. In read- 
ing I'he Forged Coupon, however, we yield to the artistic influence of Tol- 
stoy, and without wishing it, yield to tenderness at those places where the 
enemy is forgiven. This is a very powerful moment in art, when people are 
forgiven. And there is still another moment, equal to it in strengt!. That is, 
when people revenge. Ah, Tolstoy was a very cunning artist, precisely cun- 
ning. He knew all, all the delicacies, all the methods. He was a master more 
than anyone, and yet for some reason or other, we have very little written 
about the formal side of Tolstoy’s works. 

Question: Why, in your conception of the new man, are physical culture 
and sport indispensable characteristics? Is it impossible for a round-shoul- 
dered, spectacled bookworm to be a positive type of contemporary reality? 

Answer: I think it is possible. But if he takes up physical culture, he won’t 
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be round-shouldered. You have touched upon an interesting qucstion. The 
exterior appearance of the hero. It may really be quite witty to give to a 
positive hero somewhat comic exterior features. This is a tested method. I am 
preparing a play in which there is depicted a student—a young Marxist. who 
is studying philosophy and who is like the old German student. He has a 
multitude ot books in his room—and birds. A wide open window, pots of 
flowers on the window sill, hanging cages. He wears his hair leng, and plays 
the violin. 

To give exterior features opposite to the inner appearance is always inter- 
esting. This increases the brilliance of the figure. I was severely criticized for 
making Andrei Babichev a sausage-maker. A communist, a positive type, and 
all of a sudden, a sausage-maker! But I deliberately gave a positive hero an 
eccentric profession. If he had been not a sausage-maker, but let us say, the 

head of a publishing house, it would have been insipid. Inasmuch as he was 
a sausage-maker around him there appeared visibly, tangibly, interesting 
things. The head of a publishing house has paper, cardboard . . . tasteless. 
But food products are more picturesque. . . . 

Jealousy was written in 1927. In our days, in the last five or six years, 
the attitude to the professions has greatly altered. At present it is easier in this 
sense for an author to work—in the sense of choosing professions foi his 
characters. A very characteristic feature of our days is the fact that the mental 
level of our country has grown extraordinarily. Love for reading, the theatre, 
art, has awakened the masses to thought. A tremendous number of univer- 
sities, schools, libraries, form an educational center for life. The political es- 
sence of our life—the very fact that socialism is being built in our country— 
directs our attention into the channels of thought, of philosophy. We think, 
we reflect, we imagine. An extraordinary activity of mental processes—this 
characterizes our country, all its citizens, all ages, all professions. Now there 
are no “unthinking” professions. Now any character in a play may reflect 
and reason. A playwright of our times, in endeavouring to solve in his play 
any sort. of problem connected with the philosophy of our epoch need not 
be in difficulty in choosing a profession. If in his play a fitter should make 
philosophical conclusions, this would be completely artistic, this would be 
truth. Nothing like this was possible before. Remember. When a playwright 
in the past wished to depict a hero who reasoned, a hero who thought, it was 
either a king or a landowner. Only in our country are poetry and philosophy 
accessible to all. Do not fear to distribute your most delicate thoughts to any 
group of characters. If I should introduce into a play a young man or wo- 
man, I would put in their lips the most colorful expressions of all I have in 
store. 

Question: Would not this be idealization? 
Answer: Let it be idealization. It is necessary to create things which wilt 

arouse in young people the thirst to imitate. Everything depends on the artist. 
I want to see only the good in our life. I want to exaggerate this good. Artis- 
tically, of course. An artist can do much. Very often people judge the true 
picture of life on the basis of artistic productions. Particularly when they 
judge the past. The great strength of art is that it transforms life. It combines 
parts of actual reality, creates a new picture in which the truth of facts, gives 
place to poetic truth. Of the terrible Russia of Nicholas the Hangman, two: 
great poets, Pushkin and Gogol, wrote simultaneously. Eugene Onegin was 
written, and Dead Souls was written. Each one of these poets saw one and 
the same world differently. The picture of life in Eugene Onegin seems 
6* 
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idyllic, in Dead Souls it is like a delirium. Reading Onegin we have no regret 

for Lenski, we would be hard put to it to say of Onegin himself what 

he is, bad or good. . . Attention does not rest on this. The main thing that en- 

ters into consciousness is—-the garden, only the dream, Tatyana’s letter, the 

nurse. . . Only the good, only the gentle, only the idyllic! And on the con- 

trary, we remember only the horrible when we read Dead Souls. And there 

is nothing there that could not be called horrible. Even children were seen 

by Gogol as repulsive. 

When Gogol read Dead Souls to Pushkin, Pushkin said—‘“how sorrow- 

ful is our Russia!” And this roused Gogol’s surprise. Gogol was surp-ised 
that Pushkin—such a wise fellow—did not understand ‘that ! imagined all 
this.” It seemed to Gogol that he imagined this terrible Russia. And today by 
this imagined Russia we judge what Russia was in actual fact. And the strange 
visions of Gogol have turned out to be the truth. 

The artist sees in the picture of the world only what he wants te see. 
Question: If you were to write Jealousy now, what would you alter in it? 
Answer: Everything, from beginning to end. Let us speak frankly: it is a 

good book. But I think all the same that it should be written differently. Here 
we approach a very important question. The thing is that between a young 
author and an old one, the difference first of all is that the first is a young 
man, and the writer who has been writing for a long time is already mature. 
A young man sees the world differently from a mature man. In Jealousy 
there are all the good things, and all the shortcomings of youth. It seems to 
me now that the structure of this work is too “fat.” There are too many 
comparisons, metaphors. . . The distribution of color is improper. It is neces- 
sary to write more dryly, more simply, more concisely. It would, however, 
be senseless to give such a recipe to the young writer. A young writer cannot 
write sparingly. He is all in the power of what Essenin called “‘the tumult of 
the eyes and the high water of the heart.” 

I have noticed that in the verses of young poets a great deal of attention is 
paid to roads, rain, stones, birds. The chief thing in the verses of young poets 
is scenery. Here there is given, as it were, the tribute of admiration to the 
outer world in its more beautiful and simple manifestations, rain, flowers, 

birds. Roads play a tremendous role in poetic creation. Remember Gogol, how 
much he spoke of roads. He said, ““The road cures me.” 

But it is necessary after all to write dryly, sparingly, simply. Stendhal, it 
seems to me, wrote best of all. He also used metaphors, but see how he does 
it. In one place he complains that a woman whom he loved did not under- 
stand him because she was superficial, silly. “I placed my net too high’—says 
Stendhal—‘‘she flew much lower.” 

Simple writing does not mean poverty-stricken writing. Here is a passage 
from Tolstoy’s Kreutzer Sonata: “Only when I saw her dead face did I 
understand all that I had done. I understood that IJ, I had killed her, that 
it had been done by me that she had been alive, moving, warm, and now had 
become motionless, waxen, cold, and that never, nowhere, and nohow could 
this be put right.” 

That is written very simply. To the young writer it will perhaps appear 
that the expression—“it had been done by me that she was alive . . .”—is 
not up to much. Probably it is even illiterate. . . But what a terrible impres- 
sion it produced by this passage! 

It is necessary correctly and economically to distribute the colors and 
perspectives. In A Theatrical History Anatole France gives a calm narra- 
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tion for several pages and suddenly there is a suicide scene. A bullet pierces 
the skull, the brain is seen, and “the brain was like Africa,” writes France! 

In saying that metaphors, comparisons and decorative epithets should be 
unexpected, I am saying nothing new. And they must not in any cireum- 
stances dare to be “remarks” on the part of the author. They must not stick 
out of the fabric of the narration. When, on coming across a metaphor or 
some kind of definition, you see through the web of narration the winking 
eye of the author—it is disgusting! There, he seems to say, what a nice 
thing I’ve thought up . . . but what will you say, reader? 

in Ocean Road Leonov writes: “The Holofernes head of the signalman.” 
That is a wink on the part of the author. The author saw a black-bearded 
signalman, and remembered a picture which he saw in a museum. From 
whose point of view does the comparison arise in the given case? Who saw 
the depiction of Holofernes in the museum? A character? The author? Why 
am I, the reader, bound to know the picture which the author saw? One 
picture portrays Holofernes with a beard, another might shuw him as bald 
and with a sparse beard. This is a matter of taste and in presenting tu us 
the exterior of Holofernes just as it impressed itself upon the author on 
seeing some picture which we are not bound to have seen, the author displays 
what is called estheticism and bad-mannered estheticism at that. 

Such private comparisons should not be made. Everything is like every- 
thing else. To compare, speaking generally, is easy. But such comparisons 
make the fabric of the work flowery. And that is a great defect. 

A comparison should be exact, scientifically correct. You should almost 
shriek when you come across a comparison. And then on looking at it you 
ought to be surprised that it never entered your own head that things are 
exactly as the poet has said. Probably even it did enter into your head, but 
unclearly; you did not think things out, but only hobbled approximately 
nearby. And when the poet says: “There!” you at once acknowledge: “Yes. 
Quite true. It is just like that!” A metaphor should facilitate thinking and 
not make it more difficult. 

Perhaps you see some object or other. This object has some special kind 
of illumination. Let us say that it casts some sort of fantastic shadow. The 
whole thing taken together astonishes you. You suddenly see that the whole 
composition reminds you of something and you note in your consciousness: 

Such and such is like such and such. 
But it is just here that you must show extraordinary care. Beware of 

generalizing the particular. If there were not the fantastic shadow, would 
the likeness still be there? Think it over, check it up. That you have discov- 
ered a likeness does not yet mean that the likeness exists. The likeness must 
exist not only in your eyes. It must exist (not recognized by consciousness) 
in the perspective system of every man, in every man’s knowledge of the 
world. It is when the artist discovers these conceptions of likeness which are 
the same for all that he compels us to scream! Here the artist himsel’ ex- 
periences a mental shock! The discovery of such a likeness affords the artist 
exceptional pleasure, and naturally this pleasure is conveyed to the reader. 
And on the contrary: when comparisons and metaphors are artificial, the 

reader is gripped by an almost physiological despondency. 
An unexpected touch of color should serve not merely for decoration. It 

should perform an “explanatory” role. For instance, in the Forged Coupon 

Tolstoy says of a dignitary that “the dignitary laughed so heartily that the 

belt on his belly wrinkled up.” Until this point nothing had been said about 
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the dignitary’s exterior and of how he was dressed. Only when he laughs do 

we see the belt and the belly. 
Words in an artistic production should be sufficient and inevitable. Here 

is an example from one of my own things. In Jealousy it is said: “I heard 

other people speaking. They spoke about a razor. About a madman who cut 

his throat. And there was no fluttering of a female name.” Here the word 

“fluttering, in a somewhat ironic passage about a love tragedy. Why flutter- 
ing? Because the wings of Cupid, the god of: love, flutter. Thus the word chosen 
is sufficient and inevitable. 

For me personally it is incomparably pleasant to work on style. Aad I 
experience the same incomparable pleasure when well-found words fall from 
the lips of another. “It is necessary to teach men to wish correctly.” This is 
an expression of Academician Pavlov’s. How splendidly is the thought ex- 
pressed here! In this case the great scientist has shown himself a notable 
master of the sufficient and inevitable word. When a man knows what he 
wants to say, he always finds splendid expressions. This is a law. This might 
be established upon examples of non-literary men expressing ideas concern- 
ing their specialty: this very Pavlov, scientists in general. Very often scien- 
tists in defining some phenomenon employ metaphors, although they are not 
poets. How many poetic definitions there are, for instance, in medicine and 
technique. Take just such an expression as “the fatigue of metals.” And as 
scientists are serious people, they don’t use metaphors like a baby playing 
with a rattle, but out of necessity. They employ the given expression only 
because it defines the content of the given fact in the truest way. Thus it is 
that the imagery of science is always weighty and manly. It was anatomists, 
not poets, who saw the likeness between the ear and a shell, and who gave 
the Adam’s apple its name. 

Question: Do you read according to a definite system? 
Answer: No. 
Question: When you read philosophical literature, does it give you ma- 

terial? 
Answer: Yes. Associations arise, The attention of the artist usually rests 

upon what in one way or another will turn out to be useful for him. Reading’ 
a book I always know: There, that will come in handy. 

Question: Some fact or other? 
Answer: A fact, a thought, an expression. 
Question: Do you write it down? 
Answer: There is no need to write it down. It will remain in the memory 

for the rest of one’s life. 
Question: Is it necessary to read much? 
Answer: Of course. But when you have already started writing your work, 

I think it is not advisable to read. That may be dangerous. Some good book 
may have such a powerful influence on you at the time you yourself are writ- 
ing that you will be drawn into a direction which is quite unsuitable for 
you. I am not speaking, of course, of that auxiliary reading which is neces- 
sary in order to gather factual material. I have in mind books capable of 
influencing you poetically. 

Question: Is it possible to write a novel without love? 
Answer: Not worthwhile. It can be done of course, but it is better with love. 

You want to have the young people read you, and it’s nice for young people 
to read about love. 

Remark: Not everybody. can understand your productions. 
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Answer; I can write only as I can write. It is necessary to be absolutely 
€ertain of one’s self. This is extremely important. A man must absolutely be 
certain of himself. 

Remark: The great productions of literature are understandable by all. 
Answer: That is a general phrase. It would be possible to bring forward a 

anultitude of facts showing that those writers whom we nowadays consider 
classics and on a level with whom we place the zonceptions of simplicity and 
comprehensibility were in their own days neither simple nor understandable. 

Question: Whom of contemporary writers do you place higher than others? 
Answer. This question is of the same sort as the one we spoke of at the 

beginning: “Whom do you like best, Pushkin or Lermontov?” It is hard and 
even senseless to answer this question in categorical form. 

Contemporary writers. : 
In general I am not too fond of fiction. It is more attractive to read history, 

Memoirs, documents, correspondence. I don’t know, it may perhaps seem 
funny to you, but to me, for instance, it is more interesting to read the ex- 
planatory material attached to a novel than the novel itself. Explanatory 
material, giving information about historical personages and events. And 
more than that, it seems to me very pleasant to write explanatory mateial, 
because (probably you have noticed this) it always affords special pleasure 
to communicate news, to explain, to show a comrade on holiday round the 

city. Sometimes it is more pleasant to read a scientific book than to read a 
novel, even when the subject dealt with in the book is not altogether under- 
stood. I have already spoken of the poetry which is imprisoned in scientific 
books. For instance, I recently. read a book by Academician Menzhbir—-The 
Migration of Birds. There there is a passage like this: ‘“‘The eranes which nest 
in Sweden fly South to the North German plains. Hence they fly to the south- 
west through Saxony and divide into two branches: one goes to the West, 
comes out on the Rhine and thence on the Rhone, crosses southern France 
and by Corsica, Sardinia, and the Mediterranean Sea, reaches North Africa. 
Another section breaks off in southern France, follows the eastern coast of 

Spain, and by Gibralter reaches in its turn the northern coast of Africa.” This 
reads like a poem. And moreover, there is a special quality here also in the 
fact that that which always moves the poet—birds, the seasons of the vear, 
the names of countries—is named here as the result of scientific investigation, 
that is, words acquire here that weightiness of sufficiency and necessity of 
which we have already spoken. This is the poetry of the earth, the poetry of 
realism. And it fortifies the soul. It says to me: the world is splendid.. 

The reading of biography enriches one greatly. I would advise you to read 
the series of biographies called Lives of Remarkable Men. There you will find 
much for creative work. There you will find history and poetry and human 
character and fate! 
What does it mean to read a work of fiction written by someone else? It 

means to give one’s self into the power of an alien individuality. One does 
not always want to yield one’s self to the power of an alien individuality. 
The individuality must be a very high one for me to enter willingly into its 
power! 

Recently much has been spoken of Hemingway. . . His is a fashionable 
name. And truly he is a good writer. But is it necessary to write as he dees? 
No, it seems to me. This writer says: “To live is terrible.” But I consider that 
a writer should say: “To live is splendid.” So it would seem that for me per- 
‘sonally Hemingway is a bad writer. However good he may be in general 
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Joyce is considered a great writer. I know only fragments. Yes, what Joyce 

writes is all very remarkable. But in my conception the task of a writer is. 

to create a world, to create a second life, a second reality, setter than real 

life. 
You will say that a writer living in the conditions of the capitalist West. 

cannot affirm that life is splendid. I agree. But that means that we Soviet. 

writers have nothing to learn from Joyce, from Hemingway, or from Celine. 

I want to know that life is splendid, and however formally interesting Joyce: 

may be, however sharp his eyes, however delicate his psychological analy- 
sis—all the same. I do not want to read a writer who says of cheese, that this. 
cheese is the carcass of milk. 

There is death in the world. There is sorrow. I know that. Life is a disease- 
of the planet, said the English astronomist, James Jeans. All right! But after 
all, this disease knows that it is a disease. The disease is good which has. 
understood that it is a disease. In the world there is death and sorrow and. 
the wrench of parting and hopes deceived and defeats—and yet, man con- 
quers, lives, struggles with nature. That man is powerless before certain phe- 
nomena of nature and of life is a subject for transformation by the power of 
art info majestic and splendid images. It is for this that art exists. It is the 
bridge between man’s dream of perfection and the imperfection of his nature. 

Read about Beethoven. There is nothing in the history of the world more 
terrible than the deafness of Beethoven. Beethoven was deaf. Impassive na- 
ture broke down some bone in the ear of the musician, as a stone is crushed.. 

A man who composed music became deaf. And nonetheless, the strength of 
his soul was not dimmed. Solitary, deaf, the most unhappy man upon the 
earth, yet he created music which said that life is splendid. This man, whose 
brow was like the poop of a ship—Beethoven the proud, who died in storm— 
said: “An artist never weeps.” This we know: the artist is a fighter. 

Translated from the Russian by H. O. Whoute. 



Maxim Gorki 

The New Man 

Comrade Stalin has told us the reasons for, and the meaning of the Sta- 
khanov movement. The Stakhanov movement is a result of the cultural 
development of the workers and collective farmers; a result of their con- 
sciousness of the conquering force and governmental significance of socialist 
labor; a result of the mastery of technique and of the growth among men of 
a feeling of responsibility before their fatherland for their work and their 
behavior. 

There are certain indications that Comrade Stalin’s wise speech was not 
understood in all its profundity. The significance Stalin ascribes to the Sta- 
khanov movement in industry is understood, but its application to our 
everyday lives is not made; the social pedagogy of that closing speech is 
not entirely understood. 

That pedagogy is not understood because to most of our young people the 
fundamental difference between rivalry and competition is not clear. Here, 
no reproach is intended, no one is being blamed; people cannot be blamed 
because it is difficult for them to understand a life the severity of which 
they have not experienced. 

The fact is, however, that class life before the Revolution resolved itself 
wholly into a constant, intense, forced rivalry in the business of the ex- 
-ploitation of man by man. The exploiters of human energy were not only 
also administrators, factory directors, and store managers who were grind- 
ing down the people below them—the cashiers, technical assistants, young 
landlords, manufacturers, shop owners and rich peasants in the country, but 
clerks, and day laborers. The coachman exploited the groom, the miller his 
helper, the foreman his men, the priest the sexton, the intellectual his do- 
mestic servants, chambermaids, nurses, cooks and so on. 

There was no one who was not subjected to force one way or another, in 
some form or other. All people of the “lower class” were compelled to sell 
their labor power. People by the very structure of life, the family; the school, 
were educated by force and each one of the exploited saw that force was the 
law of life. He saw that to make life easier and fuller, one had to employ 
somebody else’s labor, the energy belonging to some one else, paying for it 
as cheaply as possible. In the final analysis, such competition resolved itself 
into the exploitation of man by man and class by class. That is what it 
amounts to in our own times in bourgeois states with their class structures. 

Our young people know, of course, about this infamous, shamefu! life 

only from books. But no books can show the shame and abomination of that 

life in all their sickening reality. Man not only had to submit to physics force 

which sucked away labor power, but to a political force that clutched at his 

throat to prevent him from crying out, from complaining about life to any- 

one except to a non-existent God; and even to God he could pray only silent- 

ly, not aloud. They suppress man in every way; drained him dry; robbed 

him of his strength and then mocked at his helplessness in order compictely 

to eliminate any possibility of protest, any sign of self-respect which might 

have remained in him, any desire for something better, or dream of some 

other kind of life on earth. 
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Man feared man; each suspected the other of being a possible enemy, a 

rival for his place, for his piece of bread. They saw to it that man should 

ioil until he died. And there were very many extremely “well-educated” 

people who regarded this infamous life of blood and dirt as “beautiful,” and 

were distressed when Bolshevik barbarians destroyed it. Only six years ago, 

one of them, an emigre, wailed in a letter to his sisters: “History will never 

pardon the Bolsheviks for depriving us of the fruits of the beautiful life 

which we created.” 
The Stakhanov movement is a flaming outburst of mass energy, an ex- 

plosion produced by the colossal successes of labor, by the consciousness of 
its cultural significance, its force in liberating working humanity from the 
yoke of the past. The Stakhanov movement is socialist competition in Jabor 
raised to still greater heights. It seems to me that the conception of “com- 
petition” is now filled with new meaning and will inevitably have a very 
favorable effect on every day life, will help people of the Soviet land to es- 
tablish new relationships with one another. 

Socialist competition undertakes to make us all social equals in rights, 
in power, in worth, not hampering the development of individua! capabili- 
ties but fostering their growth. The greater the degree of variety of men’s 
gifts and talents, the greater will be the degree in which life will burn ar- 
dently, the richer will life be in the facts of creative work, the quicker will 
life move to the great goal—the organization of the whole world of labor- 
ing folk on new Communist foundations. The Stakhanov movement has no 
place for philistine, individualistic ambitions on the part of one man to rise 
higher than another and use another’s talents for his own profit, as is ac- 
cepted and legalized in capitalist society. 

If they say to me: “culture is coercion’—there are still people capable of 
saying that—I will not contradict them, but I will make a correction: cul- 
iure is coercion the moment the individual directs it against himself, against 
the anarchy inherited from centuries of history, fostered by the bourgeoisie 
on the blood and bones of the toiling people. 

Equal 1ights, equal power, equal worth should destroy in people the feel- 
ings of hate and greed which are shameful in a socialist society. Such feel- 
ings are the diseases of the bourgeosie which have brought it to its death 
throes. 

If some “I” recognize himself as a necessary bit of the world’s equip- 
ment, he should recognize every other creative “I” as equally essential. 
In this way he escapes the feeling that he is alone in the world—a feeling 
characteristic of the petty-bourgeois. That feeling was a source of grievance 
against life and served the philistine as a “trick mirror” in which he saw 
simself as a hero, genius and stranger in a world that did not understand 
him. 
We have lived through 18 years of struggle, very difficult and wonder- 

ful years. Without speaking of how much—a colossal amount—we have 
created in these years, we should recall that this tremendous work hasbeen 
done by tens of thousands of people of a completely new psychology. 

What is new about it? 
Maria Demchenko writes me: “Labor is the most sacred thing in our land. 

Free labor in the service of our socialist fatherland is the greatest joy and 
happiness for me, whose parents worked their whole lives without knowing 
the joy of labor.” Demchenko is not the only one who talks like this. These 
are, not only new words, but new feelings. 
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Whenever did working folk experience joy, happiness and satisfaction in 
work? Since they never worked tor their fatherland, for they did not have 
a fatherland, they could not experience these feelings. 

And so a fatherland has been won for our young people. They, the young 
people, are complete masters of a huge, rich, lavish country which almost 
daily opens up new treasures before them. That should teach the young 
pene to discover and develop the treasures of their own talents and capabi- 
ities. 
There is still much in our everyday life that must be driven out and de- 

stroved. We must create a new socialist everyday life. We must reach the 
point where the words: “comrade,” “‘friend’’ will not be merely empty words, 
as we sometimes find in our ordinary intercourse. We must teach each 
other. W2 all are reservoirs of energy of equal value but unequally dev- 
eloped. The Soviet man is a being who is more and more attracting the at- 
tention of ihe laboring folk of the world. He must be a model man not only 
in his labor activity but in his everyday relationships. 

In the USSR all citizens should take care that each one develop himself 
to the end and display his capacities to the full. That is why our socialist 
competition essentially means the mutual aid of 170 millicn people—mil- 
lions of workers, collective farmers, engineers, theoretical and practical sci- 

entists, literary people, creators in the various arts—mutual aid and coope- 
ration in the building of socialist culture. 

The Stakhanovites show us graphically that any man can be an artist in 
his work if he wants to be. The more forcefully and brilliantly an artist 
expresses his talents, the more we respect and love him. So let us imitate 

_ the Stakhanovites and try to be just such honest artists, each in his own 
work. Such emulation would not only solve the problem of cadres but would 
create such an attitude, such an atmosphere around us that we would soon 

rid ourselves of all the stupid, infamous philistine rubbish that unfor- 
tunately still exists among us and greatly interferes with our lives. It is 
high time we did this! 

Is it possible to create a life in which people firmly respect one another? 
Everything is possible if we collectively and unanimously want it. The 
church, that unfamous fellow traveler of history, played the role of pro- 
curer, persuading the poor to love the rich. “Love thy neighbor ac thyself,” 
it taught, setting up the bestial love of man for himself as the ideal of Jove. 
As opposed to that cunning and false teaching, clearly unsuited to the pre- 
datory conditions of philistine life, requiring inhuman force to be exer- 

cised against the working class, against the masses of workers; as opposed 

to the hypocritical preaching, we create conditions of life in which it is pos- 

sible to love people sincerely, to love them for the heroism of their labor, 

for the beauty of their work in the many-sided development and streng- 

thening of our country—which makes the philistines of all countries sharpen 

their teeth and claws and makes the workers of all the world look upon our 

country as their fatherland. 
Translated from the Russian 



Vi. Dmitrevski 

Victor Margueritte’s Road to “Babel” 

The destiny of Victor Margueritte is typical of the destinies of hundreds of 

honorable, radically-minded intellectuals. 
For long years, patiently and with inspiration, he built up the castle of his 

own inner world. In this castle he installed “the conscience of the people” 
unto which he confided his perplexities and before which he laid complaints 
about the ferocity and injustice of a frigid world; he called upon this con- 
science to interfere. He was too dazzled to see that this hermit conscience was 
withering away not daily but hourly, that its life blood was trickling out of 
its veins and that the very conception of conscience could only be likened 
to a toy with which one amuses inconveniently inquisitive and sensitive chil- 
dren. Bourgeois society listened to the voice of the young writer with a sneer 
of condescension. It was well enough acquainted with those noble and emo- 
tional natures which sought for a dazzlingly moral purity amid the refuse 
heaps and stinking rubbish of society. As long as the writer disdains explosives, 
spades and axes and works with delicate, doubly abstract weapons like “the 
court of conscience,” “the progress of human thought” and so on, the refuse 
heaps and stinking rubbish of society. As long as the writer disdains explosives, 
and fatter, may devour the weaker, because their hide has long since acquired 
the consistency of armor-plating and does not in the slightest react to the 
pin pricks of conscience. 
Many important and talented writers who in their youth laid claim to the 

title of knight-errant of humanity have shattered their cardboard lances, 
soothed themselves with a stout dose of valerian drops and in the years of 
their maturity become venerable singers of capitalism. True, in bad weather 
when gout twitches and lumbago pains them the acknowledged masters let 
filter through their teeth bilious reproaches and gloomy forebodings about the 
fate of the society which reared them, corrupted them and used them in its 
own interests. But the bourgeoisie is not in the least troubled by these grum- 
blers, for it knows that they are very much devoted to business and to their 
own glory which is indivisibly linked with the life of the ruling class. 

Could it have been foreseen that Victor Margueritte would make an excep- 
tion to the general rule? 

In 1898 Victor Margueritte was given the right to wear in his buttonhole a 
gay little ribbon of watered silk. A cavalier of the Legion of Honor? But, of 
course! 

The young man fully deserved the highest reward of the Republic. His 
father had been a general, a renowned hero of Sedan. He had graduated with 
brilliance from the Lycée Henri Quatre, served in the Spahis, in the First 
African Rifles and had then studied at the Saumur Cavalry School. A lieute- 
nant of dragoons on the retired list and moreover the author of Lilac Branches, 
a collection of gently lyric verses! Along with his brother Paul he writes a 
novel, and to judge by the success of Havoc the cavalry lieutenant is not with- 
out talent. 

The bourgeoisie is able to value talent if it is turned in the tight direction— 
the support of the existing system. . .. It seemed that the career of the young 
writer was already mapped out. All that was demanded of him was talented 
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and decently veiled lying; for this the bourgeoisie was willing to pay with 
jaurels, decorations and crinkly checks. But Lieutenant Margueritte had 
scarcely gone on the retired list when he began to lose his conceptions of 
discipline. He started speaking with impermissible sincerity and kept on rais- 
ing his voice; sometimes he even shouted with a voice full of anger and wrath. 

In 1904 there appeared his monumental novel, The Comraune, written in 
collaboration with his brother Paul. In his novel, of course, Victor Margue- 

ritte was unable to rise to an understanding of the historic role of the Paris 
Commune of 1871. Standing entirely on the positions of abstract humanism, 
typical of the most radical section of the French petty bourgeoisie of that 
time, he sorrowed over “the selfless heroism” of the Paris proletarians and 
treated the Commune as a martyrdom for the sins of an “unworthy” human- 
ity. But even this pale rose tint of a novel affirming sympathy—through the 
prism of “pity” it may be but none the less sympathy—to Paris and its de- 
feated defenders and not to Versailles, not the insensate and bloody bourgeois 
victors, was enough to put on their guard those who had crowned his talent 
with the ribbon of the Legion of Honor. And Victor Margueritte’s first inde- 
pendent novel, his Prostitute, published in 1907, had the effect of a bomb in 
the drawing room of the worthy bourgeois. 

“Under fictitious names I call to court not definite persons but the whole vile 
system born on unjust laws and customs the existence of which in the twen- 
tieth century will undoubtedly rouse the conscience of the people when 
science has step by- step brought to perfection its educational work. . . .” 

Thus did Margueritte write in the preface to this angry indictment (which 
was at the same time a naive and helpless novel). 

The vile institution of prostitution is created and nurtured by the hands of 
the ruling class. Wealthy Raoul Dumesse, mayor, counsellor-general,. chair- 
man of a charitable society, Poierre, the banker and speculator, the Count 
de Tempet-Luxelle, Madame Van Meissen and the others—all these bourgeois 
and aristocrats, stockbrokers and officials, standing at the very top of the 
social ladder, commit the most agrievous and disgusting crimes while the law, 

cynically winking, remains blind and unperturbed. Margueritte puts the sign 
of equality between the scoundrels from “high society” and the bandits, 
souteneurs and bawds of the brothels of Montmartre and Mentreuil . . . He 
wishes to bring all this ‘“‘vile system” before the court. . . but only the court 
“of conscience. And in Prostitute Margueritte finds only one conclusion, one 
weapon. ... Annette Sorbier, after her “fall” remains a prostitute who aven- 
ges upon men herself, Rose and other women who have been “corrupted and 
disdained.” “A fallen angel of revenge’’—that is all that Victor Margueritte 
found in his arsenal for the struggle with the system of injustice and iniquity 
which he had seen in 1907. 

Mingling with the high-placed perverts and scoundrels there are high- 
spirited intellectuals who walk about staring at the sky but occasionally give 
vent to tirades about “prostitution as a tremendous social evil” and affirm 
that crime hidden by “hypocritical virtue” is a hundred times worse than 
ordinary crime. Along with them in the motley Parisian crowd there strolls 
the writer himself, sincerely sorrowful over the fates of these poor girls; he 
darts angry glances at the figure of Dumesse speeding by in his automobile, 

at the tilted procuress who is received in society and receives its “best repre- 

sentatives” in her mansion which has been skilfully adapted for meeting the 

intimate requirements of the guests. 

And none the less, although the author in his work on the novel had used 
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material “kindly” supplied by the Paris police, notwithstanding the clearly 

good intentions of the conclusion drawn by Margueritte—the abolition of pros- 

titution (and who had not spoken of that!)—the book was greeted as a public 

scandal. 
After all, the author was a Legionnaire, the vice-president of the Society 

of Men of Letters, the son of a famous warrior of Sedan. ... / All these things. 

placed obligations upon a man in certain ways... to be modest for instance. 

And Prostitute was not at all a modest book. 
In his following works, Margueritte did not go further than a left-radical 

criticism of separate defects of the existing system; he systematically bom- 
barded it with shells of low calibre, stuffed, not with explosives, but with the 

highmindedness of the intellectual, with abstract humanism, with appeals 
to “popular conscience” and so on. 

Margueritte put the family and social life of capitalist society under fire 
and boldly and fiercely unmasked its frightful vices but he turned out to 
be quite helpless when he tried to find a method for the curing of these 
vices. 

“T pointed to the other side of the abyss, to the wide path of equality 
on which the two sexes would one day undoubtedly walk harmoniously 
arm in arm. Bachelor Girl was but a stage on the inevitable path of feminism 
towards the splendid future which awaited...” 

In 1922 it seemed to the inveterate humanist that the only effective 
lever capable of turning the world from gloom to light was feminism, a suc- 
cessful solution of the “question of women.” 

The hurricane of revolution and wars had swept the earth. Along with 
the mutilated bodies of tens of millions of murdered men deeply buried in ~ 
the earth there were being buried the pacifist and humanist ideals of the 
pre-war years, in Russia out of blood and flame there had risen the scaf- 
folding of the new society, the builders of which were the Revolution and 
the proletariat, but Victor Margueriite, through the lips of Madame Ambrat, 
one of the personages of the novel Bachelor Girl, was still asserting: 

' “Tf it had depended upon us, perhaps life would have been different! First 
of all, we certainly would not have allowed the war. If we had had the 
vote, there would have been fewer slums, fewer breeding places of tuber- 
culosis, fewer prostitutes infecting the world with syphilis. There would 
have been more créches and shelters. And above all... schools.” 

Bachelor Girl was the first book of a trilogy, Woman’s Way, which the 
author had planned. According to his design, the trilogy was to have dealt a 
furious blow at the post-war society of France. This society was seen by him 
as a lascivious beast which had gone mad from blood and the danger of 
death which had just been averted. Unable to restrain a shudder of dis- 
gust, Margueritte wrote of all these thoughtless, futile young people who be- 
fore everything preferred refined perversion, these representatives of the 
young post-war generation who drowned their thoughts in drink, saved them- 
selves from boundless boredom and indifference to life in the embraces of 
fleeting passion, in the fantasies of drug dreams. 

Sexual degenerates, sadists, masochists, drug-fiends and alcoholics—that is 
the generation, “the gilded youth,” which bore in its trembling hands the 
banner of the hopes of post-war France. They had got out of the war alive 
but in fact they were a decaying half-corpse. Margueritte snatched the shroud 
from this offensively ulcered body... Look at it!—this is bourgeois society 
and its “best representatives” ministers, bankers, manufacturers, the men 
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oe art and ordinary wire-pullers from the shadows... All the same! All 
epers! 

But what followed this ferocious unmasking? 
Offended society, unable to hear the truth about the truth, sentenced the 

apostate. Bachelor Girl was termed a “slanderous, immoral book with a 
pernicious influence upon the imaginations of the young.” Victor Margue- 
ritte, by a special decree signed by the President of the Republic, was re- 
moved from the lists of the Legion of Honor. He was accused cf pornography 
and degeneracy... 

Covered with filthy lies, Margueritte preserved all the serenity of the high- 
souled intellectual. He was still unable to free himself from illusion, con- 

tinued to launch passionate appeals to conscience and reason upon the empty 
air. 

Honorable in his negative criticism of the existing order, Margueritte when 
it came to action was unable to propose anything more effective than... 
feminism. 

His beloved heroes, whom he in Bachelor Girl opposed to post-war bour- 
geois society are the old friends of “all humanity” Professor Vignabot, the 
.philosopher, Georges Blanchet, who is transparent to the point of excess 
and is ready at any time of the day or night to pronounce sententious ora- 
tions. the feminists of the old generation: Tante Sylvestre and Madame 
Ambrat and finally Monica Lerbet herself—a girl who had passed through 
all the seven circles of Dante’s inferno but was at last brought out by a 
Virgil her own conscience aided by Blanchet—on the path of virtue and 
struggle for a better future for women. All of them glance distrustfully, al- 

- though sympathetically, at the Soviet Union, inasmuch as for them the 
October Revolution is still but a “Communist utopia;” “a game in the dark,” 

“a greal experiment” and so on. 
“The famine on the Volga which is piling up the bodies of little children 

at the gates of the graveyards, poverty which drives people to cannibalism, 
the two-year civil war—all this brought Monica to despair and horror when 
she thought of Russia.” 

For an intellectual reared in the traditions of radical humanism, it is 
hard to understand and trust the strength of the Revolution. Its sacrifices— 
inevitable for any. great social advance—hid from the consciousness of Mar- 
gucritte all the huge positive power of the Revolution. 

He finds, however, enough courage to anticipate the best and not the 
worst: 

“But,” objected Blanchet, “Russia is not France! Therefore the havoc and 

the hunger in Russia depend upon deeper and more complicated reasons 
than the Communist utopia. The very crash of this utopia would raise the 
spirits of the French reformists. And whatever happens, the nationalisation 
of the jand and of heavy industry are triumphant in the former empire, in 

the Russia of Lenin. The whole world will go on the path of this young 

giant of a people which is now recovering from its bloody wounds! From 

chaos and struggle there will arise great worlds!” 
“And not only in his novels, Bachelor Girl and Your Body PBelenys to 

You (published in 1928; it also had a succés du scandale) did Margueritte 

express his sympathy and his as yet faint hopes for the better future which 

would come out of the Soviet Union. ... Having founded in 1926 along with 

A. Charpentier a magazine of petty bourgeois pacifist tendencies, Evolucon, 

he wrote in it warm articles dedicated to the present and the future of the 
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Soviet Union... In these, as in his books On the Edge of the Abyss and 

Criminals, devoted to the imperialist war, there predominated the illusion- 

ist moods of the humanist who was still unable to break with the old faith 

in the progress of reason, conscience, pacifism, etc. 

But history moves inexorably. She has no time for the hopes and dreams 

of venerable humanists. The years of the devastating crisis, of the work- 

iessness of tens of millions, the starvation of the super-exploited, the crash 

of “democratic liberties,” the ever-hastening fascization of the bourgeoisie 

and finally the brown beast in the very heart of Europe compelled the writer 

to revaluate all his conceptions. The process of departure from the old 

positions which for scores of years had seemed inaccessable and the transi- 

tion to the new positions of real struggle is a process of extraordinary dif- 

ficulty for every petty bourgeois intellectual and especially for an important 

recognized author, a man already in his declining years. But Victor Mar- 
gueritte, having overcome his inner hesitations, courageously set out on the 
new path. In the second half of 1934 he joined the Association of Revolu- 
tionary Writers and Artists of France. In the February issue of Commune 
(1935) he published an article “From the Refusal of Military Service to 
Mass Action” in which he expounds the reasons which led him into the 
camp of the proletariat. 

“And here I cannot but repeat’”—writes Margueritte—“what I have al- 
ready said in the Palais de la Mutualité before the teachers of the Départe- 
ment de la Seine who met in defense of the freedom of opinion and the 
freedom of trade unions: There remains still one extreme remedy, the trans- 
formation of the imperialist war into the revolutionary movement. This 
will be the signal for, the liberation of the whole world!” 

From the “opposition of conscience’ up to revolutionary struggle, to the 
struggle against war and fascism, and the defense of the Soviet Union came 
Margueritte in the steps of the great humanist, Romain Rolland, along with 
hundreds of the best and most honorable representatives of the thinking in- 
telligentsia of the West. Not limiting himself to declarative announcements, 
Margueritte has made a decisive turn in his creative work. His latest work, 
Babel, witnesses to this. 

A complex novel with a huge diapason! Babel is not only the international 
disarmament conference at which, as in the biblical fable, the people of dit- 
ferent tongues are unable to agree in their attempts to erect a cardboard 
building—the tower of peace under cover of which it is more convenient to 
bring up the cannon muzzles, more convenient to explode the powder ma- 
gazine of war—but the whole capitalist system which is unable to ach‘eve 
harmony, is doomed to destruction, ruin and wreck. 

Margueritte with great mastery depicts the struggle of two oil concerns (Com- 
pagnie Mahzet-Rémoh, Holley et compagnie Dat heim), which refuse literally 
no methods for driving their rivals out of the market. Murder, theft, deceit 
—all is acceptable, all is permissible! In this single combat of the mighty 
capitalist plunderers, the heroine of the novel, Thérése Soubise, is involved. 

In Morocco to which she goes as a newspaper correspondent she has to 
save herself not only from the terrible heat but from the unwanted atten- 
tions of a certain British colonel and his numerous agents... 

A great deal is necessary for Thérése, the pacifist, feminist and knight- 
errant of humanist ideas, to understand a reality which has nothing in 
common with “conscience,” “morality” and other conceptions which have 
become ridiculous anachronisms in the crisis years of capitalist competi- 
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tion and imperialist expansion. There are needed great social and interior 
shocks to destroy her faith in the “triumph of equity,” in the effectiveness 
of the work of the Geneva Disarmament Conference. 

“Wait patiently”... That is what still to a considerable degree distin- 
guishes the main heroes of Margueritte’s new novel from genuine revolu. 
tionary fighters. And although in the end Thérése has to part with very 
many idealistic illusions, is compelled to look more sober!y upon the world, 
she still remains a person with a defective philosophy and has sti!l not 
been able to dot her i’s and cross her t’s. 

Through the lips of the two heroines of the book: the journalist Thérése 
and the Chinese woman Communist Kui, the author unmistakably declares: 

“Bolshevik unity has become for us a pattern for every revolution. It is 
at once a seed and an embryo, a prototype to which from now on the toilers 
—workers, peasants and intellectuals—must strive...” Is it that Thérése has 
just left her previous positions and has not yet found strength to say that 
she is completely and unreservedly with those who in the struggle are for- 
ging the future of humanity? 

Yet the _past compels Margueritte to show great sympathy toward the 
chemist Jean Derobe, anarchist and individualist, who strives to influence 
the world by means of a most absurd “humanitarian” terrorist act. The 
meaningless tragedy of Derobe and his young companion Lussaine does 
not find a severe condemnation at Margueritte’s hands. His reason has 
already understood that acts of individual terrorism “by no means serving 
the concerted action of the masses, are more likely by their very nature 
to hinder the progress of ideas;” his heart, however, beats with sympathy, 
-beats in unison with the hearts of Lussaine and Derobe. And in the preface to 
Babel Margueritte cannot refrain from a passionate summons: 
“Women of all lands, unite: Call meetings and demand that wisdom 

shall triumph and that the governments give promises never to decide their 
disputes by arms. Hold higher the banner of respect for personality, save 
the human race, for it is you that give it life. If not—believe me—there is 
an end to everything.” 

Not without difficulty has he changed the armor of the knight-errant of 
the “popular conscience” for the weapuns of a man who has joined the action 
of the masses. 

Babel is a sincere book, a book of considerable worth. And although in 

it Margueritte has not yet finally freed himself from the load of the past 
and draws the figures of Communists (Kui, the workers of Sabatier, Muzot 

Mopa) unconvincingly, untruthfully, it confirms the right of Victor Margue- 

rittee to be with those who want to change the world with not the ephemer- 

alities of ‘the opposition of conscience” but with genuine revolutionary inass 

action. According to the author, Babel is a portrayal of the “prolonged agony” 

of the old world, it is “the final point of my literary work.” 

“T have tried to depict the moment of the death of one world before turn. 

ing to the East where under the banner of the Hammer and Sickle there 

has arisen and there is growing another world,” he writes in the preface to 

Babel. 
The great inner honorableness characteristic of Margueritte allows us to 

think that in his following novels he will come still closer to the proletariat. 

whose path he has now decided to acknowledge his own. 



Andrew J. Steiger 

American Authors Popular 
In Soviet Russia 

American Books, a Leading Foreign Literature, 

Translated into Russian 

The few American authors—Cooper, Twain, Harte, London, most pub- 

lished in Russia before the Revolution, interpreted various periods of Amer- 

ican Frontier life advancing westward from New England to California, 

to Alaska. They impressed Russian readers with the buoyant freedom of life 

in the new world, just as Dostoevski impressed American readers with the 

terrible oppression in Russia, where generations of exiles were settled on the 
eastward moving Siberian frontier. Many Russian youths, after reading the 
novels of Cooper, Reid and others were inspired to seek escape frem Tsarist 
Russia by fleeing to the new world in America. Today, with Russian transla- 
iions of more than seventy American authors (including pre-revolutionary 
favorites) at their disposal, readers in Soviet Russia have acquired new ideas 
about America. They are aware of the critique modern writers make of the 
new Civilization built up in America by European and Asiatic immigrants, 
African Negroes and aboriginal Indians. 

American authors have been published in Russia for one hundred years. 
While less than ten individual authors were published during the eighty 
years before the Revolution, more than seventy, or eight-fold more, indivi- 
dual authors have been published during the past eighteen years..A century 
ago, Pushkin had thirteen volumes of James Fenimore Cooper’s works in 
his library, twelve in French. Today, the modern Soviet writer has a dozen 
copies of Dreiser, Dos Passos and other American authors in Russian tran- 
slations and often in English. 
An historical comparison of American with European authors published 

it Russia discloses that since the Revolution the number of American au- 
thors published has rapidly increased. In the first six months of 1912, only 
seven of the 70 leading foreign authors published in Tsarist Russia were 
American; 22 were English, 20 German, and 21 French authors. In the 
first six months of 1928, 42 of 154 leading foreign authors published were 
American authors; 37 were English, 50 French and 25 German. American 
books, which were formerly a minor item on Russian publishers’ lists, are 
today the most popular item on the lists of translations into Soviet langua- 
ges. 

From 1917 to 1928-29, London and Sinclair, pioneer pamphleteers in 
America, contributed more than half the American books published during 
the first decade. They were soon followed by Curwood and O’Henry. Since 
1928, Dreiser became popular for his realistic exposure of American capital- 
ism. Dos Passos was hailed in 1932-34 for his new style and proletarian sym- 
pathies. Of late, Hemingway is being widely read for his mastery of liter: 
ary technique. Cooper, Twain, Harte, popular before the Revolution, have 
also been republished. 
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Lenin and London 

Engaged in a strenuous revolutionary struggle, Lenin found recreation 
in reading London, In her Memoirs of Lenin, Krupskaya, widow of 
Lenin, writes:—“Two days before his death, I read to him in the evening 
a story by Jack London. It was a moving tale. A sick man starving to death 
forges across a snowy waste, never trod by man, towards a landing ona 
wide river. His strength wanes away, but he grits his teeth, ever moving 
forward, crawling, clawing to get on, while a famished wolf tracks him, snarls 
and bares his white fangs. An exhausting struggle ensues. The man, on the 
verge of insanity, half-dead, finally wins and reaches his goal. This story 
pleased Ilyich very, very much. The next day, he asked that I read again 
from Jack London. But powerful stories in Jack London are found side by 
side with extremely weak ones. The next story proved to be of quite another 
character. A sea captain, imbued with bourgeois morals, promised the cwn- 
er of his grain ship that he would sell his cargo for a profit;—the captain 
sacrifices his life to keep his word. Ilyich smiled and waved his hand. 

“Y did not have occasion to read any more.” 
If pre-revolutionary publishers put out a few volumes of London in 

5,000 to 20,000 copy editions, the Soviet publishers have issued six edi- 
tions of his complete works in twelve to thirty volume sets of 5,000 to 90,000 
copies per separate volume. The last collected edition was put out in 1928-29. 
The Iron Heel suppressed in pre-revolutionary days was published nine 
times to a total of 155,000 copies. But this is all bare statement. Of the 72 

American authors published since 1917, only Upton Sinclair (167), Dreiser 
(19), James Oliver Curwood (42), O’Henry (65), Sinclair Lewis (18), Conrad 
Bercovici (16) Bret Harte (10), Edgar Allan Poe (11), Mark Twain (12), James 
Fenimore Cooper (12), have had more than ten separate volumes published. 
Editions of London’s works were far larger than those of Upton Sinclair or 
any other American author ever published in Russia. 

Sinclair, a Soviet Classic 

Upton Sinclair, esteemed for his attack on social evil, was accorded great 

public honor in Soviet Russia. During the New Economic Policy (NEP) in 
1925, when private publishers were fiercely competing for foreign authors 
and when Lunacharsky was Peoples Commissar of Education in RSFSR, the 
works of Upton Sinclair were declared state property and the State Publishers 

were granted a monopoly on publishing them. This order of the Peoples 

Commissariat of Education was based on a previous decree of the Council 

of Peoples Commissars which declared the Russian classi¢s such as Tolstoy, 

Dostoievski, Turgenev, Gogol, Chekov and others to be state property. Sin- 

clair was the only living author and the only foreign author to be treated as 

a Soviet classic. 
Sinclair’s works have been issued and reissued over and over. His col- 

lected works were published by the State Publishers in 1924-25 a 2,500 to 

10,000 copy edition. Such books as Jimmy Higgins have run through 13 edi- 

tions, King Coal, Story of a Patriot, The Jungle ran through ten editions. 

Love’s Pilgrimage. five editions. However, Sinclair’s popularity has waned 

since 1928. 
Between 1923 and 1928 O’Henry’s short stories went through 65 editions 

of 5,000 to 25,000 copies each. They were eagerly read during the period of 

NEP inertia, when the country, recovering from the drain of warfare and 

qt 
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famine, was getting ready for a new 
advance in Socialist construction. During 
these days of relaxation, men who had 
dispossessed rich landlords and wealthy 
factory owners, who had driven out 
the soldiers of foreign capitalists, could 
read with good humor about the kind- 
hearted millionaires, sleek politicians 
and “con” men who people the short 
stories of O’Henry. They read and 
enjoyed the “Gentle Grafter,” ‘“Whirli- 
gigs,’ “The Trimmed Lamp,” ‘Strictly 
Business,” “Roads of Destiny.” At the 
same time some Soviet writers learned 
a few tricks about short story writing. 

James Oliver Curwood was a publish- 
ing sensation between 1925-27 when 
42 editions of his works were published 
in 5,000 to 60,000 copies per volume. 

Perhaps the unprecedented popularity 
of Jack London prepared the way for 
this stream of Curwood’s Nomads of 
the North, Gold Hunters, Valley of Si- 
lent Men, River’s End, Golden Snare, 

Last Frontiers, Country Beyond. Soviet observers tend to explain this as 
a relief reaction after the exhaustion of revolution and civil war, for 
Curwood’s Plains of Abraham, a war story, was read by everyone in 1927. 
People who had lived through the harrowing days of warfare on all 
fronts, felt when reading Curwood that they were reliving the former 
stirring days. 

The list of other titles published during this first decade includes Spoilers 
by Rex Beach, So Big, Show Boat by Edna Ferber, When Winter Comes by 
A. S. M. Hutchinson, Thundering Herd by Zane Grey, Three Black Pennies 
by Joseph Hergesheimer, Penrod by Booth Tarkington, Ten Days that Shook 
the World by John Reed, Shadows of Men by Jim Tulley, Count Brugga by 
Ben Hecht, Bondsman by Hall Caine, The Pit and The Octopus by Frank 

Norris, The Harbour by Ernest Poole, Flight by Walter White, City Block 
by Waldo Frank, Mendel Marants by David Friedman, and works of Sher- 
wood Anderson, Robert Herrick, Sinclair Lewis, Conrad Bercovici, Edgar 
Allan Poe, Walt Whitman and others. 

Dreiser Popular with Workers 

When Dreiser’s complete works were published in 1930, it was heralded 
as the biggest publishing event of the year. Many articles were written dis- 
cussing his work. He was called the “American Zola.” “Dreiser wants to say 
all,” wrote one reviewer commenting on how seriously Dreiser studied the 
lives of American millionaires to get material for his Financier. Another 
reviewer called The American Tragedy, the most comprehensive social 
document produced in the first quarter of our century. 

Dreiser is popular with the Soviet reading public of working people. Among 
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the readers’ comments collected by the 
Literary Consultation Section of the 
State Publishing House, we find the 
following: “The Financier pleased 
me very much, showing how a poor 
man became a millionaire. But the 
American Tragedy left me indifferent 
to all. I was shocked by the help- 
lessness of Clyde.” Two young wor- 
kers—one a truck driver, the other 
a fireman—wrote a joint letter, 
saying: “We find that Dreiser is 
able as no other American writer we 
know to give a truthful and penetrating 
picture of real life in American civiliza- 
tion.” A 24 year old house-wife wrote: 
The American Tragedy is vividly writ- 
ten. When you read it, you cannot break 
loose; you are ill of these diseases, be- 

guiled by these pleasures, solve these 
problems.” Dreiser and Zweig were ! 
the most widely read foreign authors |. 

4 

ES FE@4OP 
7 @PAMSEP | in Soviet Russia about the year “ 

1930. 

Dos Passos was the foreign author most read and talked about between 
~1932 and 1934. He has come to be regarded as the writer’s writer; admired 
for his sympathies to proletarian heroes, imitated for his novelties of style, 
respected for his revolutionary convictions. A literary dispute took place a 
few years ago in which Dos Passos was discussed as a “‘relativist,” denounced 
as a “bourgeois objectivist,” and upheld as a revolutionary realist. Startsev, 
protesting that the pseudo-Marxists were talking nonsense, wrote a 160 page 
book, entitled John Dos Passos to give them real material for discussion. He 
declared Dos Passos “An artist of the advanced petty-bourgeois intelligentsia 
of the West in the period of the general crisis of capitalism.” 

While a few writers (John Reed, Waldo Frank) of proletarian sympathies 
were published before 1928-29, the majority of American proletarian writers 

have been published since then, in the period when the State Publishing 

House gradually acquired a monopoly on the issue of foreign literature and 

when Marxist criticism had become established. Among the American pro- 

letarian writers published in Russian are Mike Gold Jews Without Money 

Mary Heaton Vorse Strike, Agnes Smedley and others. Soviet editors wel- 

come every new proletarian writer of merit. A review of Jack Conroy’s Dis- 

inherited appeared in the Literary Newspaper May 1, 1934. It contained 

the following passage: “Writers like Sinclair of petty-bourgeois origin and 

proletarian sympathies don greasy overalls, go to the slaughter houses and 

mines to learn about the worker. But this does not change their viewpoint. 

They write about the workers but are not of the working class. . Only in 

Conroy (the first, if you will, in American literature) in his novel Disin- 

herited do we get a real proletarian.” Conroy’s book was published in the 

spring of 1935. 
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The American Negro Comes to Russia as a Writer 

The American Negro was known to pre-revolutionary Russia from such 
sentimental books as Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin. The 
Slave’s Dream by Longfellow was also published from the translation made 
by Mikhailovsky in the 1860’s. Readers in Tsarist Russia knew the American 
Negro as a slave; only since the Revolution has he been introduced to Rus- 
sians as a writer. 

The foreword to the anthology of Negro poets published in 1933, entitled 
Africa in America contains the following: ‘Nowhere in American literature 
does rage and protest against social evil resound so powerfully as it does in 
the Negro poets. The genuine voice of Negro laborers and farm hands, which 
sounds in the spirituals, the blues, the songs of labor and the chain gangs, 
lies at the base of the work of the young poets and we hear in this Negro 
folklore notes of genuine revolt.”” The Negro poets selected for the anthology 
include Langston Hughes, Edward Silver, Sterling Brown, Countee Cullen, 
Claude McKay, Alousius Green, Ellen Johnson and others. Among the books 
written by Negroes and published in Russian translations are Home to Har- 
iem by Claude McKay, Not Without Laughter by Langston Hughes, The 
Autobicaraphy of Roland Hayes and others. The books written about Negro 
life and published in Russian translations include Porgy by Dubois Hey- 
wood, Nigger Heaven by Carl Van Vechten, Georgia Nigger by Spivak. All 
-God’s Chillen Got Wings by O’Neill has been staged at the Kamerny Theatre 
in Moscow. 

Hemingway Published 

. Hemingway’s Farewell to Arms recommended by Maxim Gorki in 1928, 
will be published in 1936. Fiesta was published in 1935. A collection of 
Hemingway’s short stories has also been translated, being selected from his 

books:—Death in the Afternoon, In Our 
Time, and Men Without Women. Te 

ea ie forward to the collection of Heming- 
gensem xshiryE way’s short stories contains an interesting 
g rh Ce Tis Sea? oe comparison of Hemingway and Dos Pas- 

sos:—‘They are like twins in American 
literature. Both came from the same 
social circles, both underwent the war 

disillusionment. But while Hemingway 
follows the way of despair and pessimism 
to the arena of futile bull fights; Dos 
Passos cannot write in the old way and 
takes up the banner of the proletarian 
revolution.” Hemingway is cagerly read 
as a master of literary style. 

' Other Writers 

A collection of American short stories 

was also issued in 1935, containing 

stories by Stephen Crane, Henry James, 
Ambrose Bierce, Ring Lardner, Faulk- 
ner, Erskine Caldwell, George Milburn, 
Whittaker Chambers and others. 
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already mentioned. An anthology of American poetry is being prepared to in- 
clude selections from Robinson Jeffers, E. A. Robinson, Lee Masters, Carl 
Sandburg, Robert Frost, T. S. Eliot, Edna St. Vincent Millay, Vachel Lindsay, 
and other poets not published here before. 

Other American authors published since 1928 which have not been men- 
tioned include such writers as Fanny Hurst, I. Zangwiil, Lester Cohen, Kath- 
leen Norris, Doroth ield, Carmel Geist, Floyd Dell, Felix Riesenberg, 
Ford Maddox Fard? and others. 

With the SOBRE on of foreign authors in the hands of the state, foreign 
authors are no longer Subject to the caprice of a competitive book trade. Soviet 
publishers aim to give their readers the best modern and classic works by 
foreign authors. The scope of their work may be suggested by the fact that 
during the first six months of 1932 and the last six months of 1934, books 
were translated into Russian from more than 20 languages (exclusive of the 
170 languages of the national minorities of the USSR) including English, 
French, German, Spanish, Italian, Danish, Finnish, Hungarian, Lettish, Turk- 
ish, Arabian, Persian, Latin, and others. 

America Contributes a New Literature 

Comparing the American authors published during this period (the first 
six months of 1932 and the second six months of 1934) with European au- 
thors published in Russian translations, one striking difference is apparent. 
Proportionally, America contributes the largest number of modern authors, 
while European countries contribute the largest number of classic authors. 

_. Of the twelve American authors, only three were so-called classic—Mark 
Twain, Jack London, O’Henry, while the others were modern authors in- 

cluding the revolutionary writers Langston Hughes, Mike Gold, John Dos 
Passos, Agnes Smedley. However, the twelve English authors published in- 
cluded Daniel De Foe, Shakespeare, Charles Dickens, Tobias Smollet, Robert 
Burns; John Fletcher, and only three were modern authors like Bernard 
Shaw and H. G. Wells. The twenty French authors published were rather 
equally divided; half being classics such as—Flaubert, Balzac, Beaumarchais, 
Anatole France—and half modern, including the revolutionary writers—Ro- 
main Rolland, Henri Barbusse, Andre Gide. The German authors published 
likewise included the classic authors—Heine, Goethe, Zweig—and the revolu- 
jlonary modern writers—Ernst Toller, Friedrich Wolf, Johann Becker. 
Among the other foreign authors issued during this period were the classics— 
Cervantes, Dante, One Thousand and One Nights, besides the modern Hun- 

garian revolutionary writers—Bela Illes and Anatole Gidash. This of course 
is a limited sampling of the foreign authors published, but taken at two 
periods separated by a year, it gives a fair indication of publishing trends. 
While America has fewer classic authors as compared to European countries, 

the new literature in America is growing by leaps and bounds; and one may 
safely predict that America will contribute increasingly more modern authors 

- for Russian translations, and will maintain a leading position among the 
foreign literatures published in Soviet Russia. 



HUMOR and SATIRE 

Leonid Lench 

In the Bonds of Matrimony 

A young man by the name of Pasha Trofimov decided to divorce his wife 
Nura, with whom he had lived for the entire past seven months. 

This bright idea had entered Pasha’s tousled head on the eve of the rest day, 
in the lobby of the cinema theatre “Aurora,” while waiting in line in front of 
a candy stand. 

Nura was insisting on four pieces of candy known as “Mishka” (“little 
bears”), while thrifty Pasha suggested that the purchase be limited to two 
small white breads. A lively discussion followed. The breads and the “Mish- 
kas” became a matter of principle, and the discussion quietly and unnotice- 
ably turned into a quarrel. 

They went off into a dark corner without any purchases, and there Nura 
burst into tears. 

“You miserable Plushkin’,” she sputtered, finding it difficult to talk through 
her copious tears, “You wouldn’t spend . . . two rubles . . . your own wife. 
When ... courted me .. . brought as much as ... half kilo. . . sugar 
plums ... without word . . . complaint.” 

Pasha stood there, his face turning red, his hair disheveled, looking like a 
rooster beaten in a fight, and answered abruptly: 

“So I did bring it! So what? I was a fool that’s why I brought it. Now don’t 
be a fool and wipe your tears, people are looking.” 

“Let them look at such a good-for-nothing. For months I’ve kept on asking: 
buy me a fluffy. beret! Everybody’s wearing fluffy berets—Klava, Dusia Po- 
klepkina. . . . and where is my fluffy beret? Answer me!” 

“But what has a beret to do with it? Wipe your tears, you fool. Bread is 
much more useful than a beret. And candy, pshaw!”’ 

“Other husbands run to the store themselves, buy their wives this and 
that. But you—you wouldn’t think of it. No sooner you get your money, off 
you go to the Mostorg buying socks for yourself.” 

“Oh, keep still, you fool. Socks tear, don’t they? You don’t expect me to go 
bare-footed like Leo Tolstoy.” 

Not waiting for the show, they went home. In the morning Pasha Trofimov 
went to seek advice from his friend Vasia Smichkoy. Vasia was considered 
very experienced in such matters, having himself been married five times. For 
the time being he was a bachelor. 

The friend was at home. He was standing near the desk, in lilac colored 
underwear with a shirt and tie on, busy pressing his trousers. After listening 
to Pasha’s complaint, Vania, with an air of great authority, said, waving the 
iron: 

“Of course you should divorce. With a wife like Nura you'll never be able 
to buy yourself a decent suit. Divorce, Pashka. You'll pay three rubles at the 

‘A famous character of a miser in Gogol’s Dead Souls. 
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aaa office—and that’s all. Then you'll come and stay with me for a 
while.” 

From Vasia Smichkov’s house Pasha went back home, feeling more calm, 
reassured and a bit drunk. Divorce! Divorce! To hell with sentimentality. Love 
—that’s only in poetry. 

Nura received Pasha’s news calmly, stoically; she was a proud woman. 
True, her lips trembled a bit, her eyes became very big, but she immediately 
controlled herself and said: 

“—-As you please. Even tomorrow, if you wish.” 
And so at two o’clock in the afternoon they went for the divorce. Pasha 

being on the night shift was free in the afternoon. During Nura’s lunch hour 
he went to her store and in ten minutes they found themselves in the recep- 
tion room of the registry office. It was a small room with latticed windows. 
In this same registry, only seven months back, their marriage was recorded. 
Then they had to go to a room to the right of the entrance; now it was to the 
left. It is very, very sad, comrades! Yes, life certainly is sad. 

At last, through the door on the left, the last client emerged from the di- 
vorce room; an elderly man with a scratched cheek and a black and blue 

eye. On his face was a happy and contented smile. Exchanging glances, Pasha 
and Nura, as though diving into cold water, dashed into the terrible room. 

At a huge desk in the divorce room sat a very stout young woman with a 
ruddy complexion and dancing curls. Her eyes were laughing—hecause ot 
her abounding health, no doubt.- 
“We want a divorce,” Pasha Trofimov said glumly, “as quickly as possible, 

or Ill be late to work. The usual reason—incompatibility.”’ 
_ Nura silently shook her head. A tiny tear fell on the open, finely written 
book, spreading into a light-blue blotch. 

“Tt doesn’t take long to be divorced,” said the stout woman seriously. “But 
are you sure you thought it over well before coming here?” 

“Yes, yes, we thought it over,” groaned Pasha. 
Nura again shook her head. Two more tiny tears fell on the divorce book 

forming a tiny inky rivulet. 
“Very well, as you wish,” sighed the registrar, “I'll give you a divorce.” 
After a moment’s thought, she suddenly said: 
“Only bear in mind, a divorce now costs one hundred rubles—-a new tax.” 
“How much?” Pasha asked hoarsely. 
“One hundred rubles.” 
“Well, how is it my friend said it was only three rubles?” 
“It used to be three rubles, but now it is—one hundred.” 

An oppressive silence fell on the divorce room. After a while Pasha Trofi- 

mov asked diffidently: 
“Is there no reduction for shock-workers udarniks?” 
“No reductions are given to any one, citizen. Some udarniks! Divorcing left 

and right. Well do you want a divorce or not?” 

“One moment,’”—Pasha excused himself and took Nura to a corner. 

“One hundred rubles,’ he whispered over the whole room, “easier said 

then done. For one hundred rubles we can even buy a table cloth A yellow 

one, with peacocks on it and everything else.” 

“And a beret,” Nura put in, “a fluffy one, like Dusia Poklepkina’s.” 

“And a beret. There will be enough left for socks too, I guess.” 

“Of course there will. I love you Pashka, only it is very unpleasant when 

you act so greedy. I’ll buy you lilac colored ones, with a checked design.” 

“T love you too, Nurka. Only I don’t like when you spend money recklessly. 
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We have to forgive each other, Nurka. Why, we have to live together for at 

least another thirty years. And a beret we’ll buy the day after tomorrow.” 

They went out of the divorce room without taking leave of the stout re- 

gistrar. In the street it was cold. The first snow was falling. It smelled like the 

watermelon juice. They kissed. The janitor sweeping the sidewalk winked to 

a passing woman in a kerchief and said in a deep voice: 
“Just get hitched up?” 
Out of the three rubles which were to be spent on the divorce, Pasha bought 

some “Mishka.” As he was putting the change into his pocket, someone in the 
back put a hand on his arm. He looked around and saw the stout registrar 
with a fur piece thrown over her shoulders. The round cheeks of the registrar 
were flushed either from the cold or embarrassment. 

“TI want to apologize,” said the registrar, her eyes laughing, “I was only 
joking. A divorce costs three rubles. But I saw you were young people, no 
dramas in your life, excuse me for saying so, and so I thought: Why should 
they divorce. So I lied that a divorce costs one hundred rubles. But it really 
costs only three rubles. If you want it, come on in, I'll give it to you!” 

Pasha looked at the bewildered Nura, then at the registrar, then at the bag 

of ““Mishkas,” and said: 
“Merci. We don’t want it. Even the three rubles are now blown in, and 

there is nothing left for a divorce. Have a piece of candy?” 
And he offered the registrar the bag of ““Mishkas.” 

Translated from the Russian by Rae Bunim 



Drunken Hyenas 

The life in the animal kingdom is wisely organized in many respects. For 
instance, elderly Bengal tigresses do not attempt to act as wet-nurses; young 
jackals do not sing in lyric sopranos and do not try to assure anyone that 
they are being fed on rose buds. 

And what is particularly admirable—wise hyenas do not get drunk and 
do not write. Can one imagine a lofty poetic opus coming from the claws 
of a drunken hyena just after a cemetery performance? 

We can inform you that it is pleasure of a questionable sort. But the fore- 
going is not told without reason: let us call your attention to the not unknown 
Italian fascist poet Marinetti. 

At one time Marinetti strutted about in his native land with painted cheeks 
and wrote very bad poetry. 

He organised a large association of futurist poets, which 
A—promised in the very near future to change the universe, the system 

of planets, and the human psychology. 
B—To discredit the past. 
C—To prove that modern history began with Marinetti. . 
The past was not discredited, although some of the poet’s most insolent 

associates built something like a temporary privy on one of the ancient 
Roman ruins. 

The universe is, for the time being left unchanged, the planets continue 
in their course, and human psychology remains on a very low level, indeed 
so low that in one of the Roman cafes, Marinetti was beaten, long and fer- 
sistently, with sausages and a broom, for disgraceful behavior. 

As a result, Marinetti, disillusioned in the “Psychological revolution,” ac- 
cepted a government post. And like a monkey between two poles he began 
to oscillate between futurism and patriotism. 

Patriotism—naturally—evolved into chauvinism, ultra-nationalism and 

finally into zoological, fascist nastiness. 
And so, hoping to escape obscurity, Marinetti at the present time is deliver- 

ing speeches on the beauty and glory of war. 
In the world of the two-legged, the state of affairs is not very satisfactory. 

Here, it seems, drunken hyenas have taken to writing exalted opera on the 
short, recurrent theme: 

We crave corpses, dear little corpses. 
We present verbatim the last article of the poet Marinetti, which reveals, 

not only the man, but the milieu and atmosphere in which such ideas are 
conceived. 

It was printed in the Milan Stampa No. 85, 1935. 

War is Glorious 

We protest against the traditional slanderers of modern war who declare 

it to be anti-esthetic. We, futurist poets and artists, who twenty-seven years 

ago propagated a “single universal hygiene,” state that: 

1—War is glorious because it affirms the harmony between Strength and 

Tenderness. 
2—War is glorious because it fulfills mechanically equipped man, chiefly 

to the gas mask, the terrifying megaphone, firethrower and small blinding 

car, which embody the supremacy of man over the tamed machine. 

{Oo 
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3—War is glorious because it reveals the ‘‘metallization” of man, which 

rises out of the depths of the human being. 
4—War is glorious because it fuses the blooming meadow and the fiery 

orchid mitrailleuse into one beautiful whole. 
5—War is glorious because it “symphonizes” the firing, the cannonade, the 

stillness of the pause, the aroma and the odor of decay. 
6—War is glorious because like an artist-genius it re-creates magnificent 

land and water scenery through the means of inspired artillery and its 
“sculptors.” 
7—War is glorious because it creates new architecture, for instance, the 

huge war chariots, the geometry of flying aeroplanes, the spiral smoke of 
burning villages. 
8—War is glorious because it definitely cures men of individual terror 

and collective panic through the refinement of “stylized” heroism. 
9—War is glorious because it rejuvinates the body of man and enhances 

the charm of woman. 
Particularly striking, of course, are the fiery Marinetti orchid mitrailleuse, 

the aroma of decay, and the spiral smoke of burning villages. 
A quite gentle and beautiful dream of a fanciful wayfarer. One of those 

wayfarers who, having been befriended for the night, rises at dawn, mui ders 
his hospitable hosts, sets fire to the house that had just sheltered him, and 
walks on. 

From the Soviet Satirical Journal Crocodile— 

Translated by Rae Bunim 
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Life Has Become More Joyous 

It happened thus. 
The first in the apartment to yield to the seductive pleasures of the con- 

temporary dance were Comrades Fisakov, economist-consultant-reviewer-lec- 
turer of two institutions and his worthy spouse. It was from their room that 
the sound of a phonograph was first heard, and ten times a day it played the 
superannuated song Ich kusse ihren Hund, Madam. (English translation: I 
kiss your dog, Madam). The other tenants at that time, regarded contemptu- 
ously both the phonograph and the dancing. And the Fisakovs themselves 
were looked at askance, as though they were, how should one say it, a some- 

what alien element. The Fisakovs, on the other hand, responded with an 
ironical tolerance; as cultured people might respond to the superstitions of 
the ignorant. 

And suddenly the dance fans were joined by one of the most reputed 
tenants in the apartment, one in military service, Comrade Vostroknutov. 
Comrade Vostroknutov and his wife, too, began to attend the dances run by 
his club, and one fine day, to the great amazement of the neighbors, a hoarse 
voice was heard from his room—and it was, if you please, the voice of 

Utesov him, the famous Utesov! 
“You didn’ recognize me, did you? I am. 
And now the Fisakovs and Vostroknutovs had something in common. It 

became evident that the Vostroknutov couple was a very happy couple—for 
they made excellent dancing partners and had reason to expect a prize for 
the best Boston waltz. The Fisakovs on the other hand were having great 
difficulties on account of the cross-step, and Mrs. Fisakov cried three times 

because of it and for days did not speak to her husband. 
It was apparent that the dance fans were gaining fresh and powerful sup- 

port: the family of the scientific worker and head of a University depart- 
ment—Joseph Brickman. An active part in the dance was also taken by the 
wife of Brickman (age 45) and her son Harichka (diminutive for Hariton). 
However in the same family there was found to be an irreconcilable foe and 
sabotager of dances: a dog nicknamed “Poopik”—in its youth a fox terrier 
but at present, because of its obesity, a bull-dog. From the outset, Poopik 
quite energetically opposed the dance. No sooner would the phonograph be 
wound and the dance start, than Poopik would hurl himself into an attack, 
roaring like a dentist’s drill. The damages sustained through this four-legged 
Savonarola were terrific: he tore the shoes of the dancers, the hose, the 
clothes, he bit legs, hands, backs, and even managed to bite one guest uader 
the arm. 

The one who suffered most was a certain Nikolai Askoldovich Muschiner, 

an acquaintance of the Brickmans, a young man very gifted in dancing and 
possessing great phonograph erudition. In the knowledge of records—he was 
simply a wizard. One needed only to put on a record and let it hiss for about 
three seconds under the needle and Muschiner would announce long before 

the first measure of the song was heard: 

2? 

“Oh. . . . this—I kiss your hand.’ ” 
or 

“That’s ‘Manenka Manon.’ Better play the other side, there is one interesting 

passage... .” 
This genius was invited by the Brickmans as an expert, and it was he who 

was bitten by the ascetic hound in sixteen different places of his forcign-made 
golf pants. 
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FINE SENSE The next one to attach herself to 

Drawing by L. BRODATY the dancers was a worker from the 
Mosbulavka factory, Aniuta Vizikina. 

~~» Having separated from her husband 
+ she occupied a small room in the 

house, where she lived with her 
two-year old son, Urochka. The 
evenings that she went to dance she 
would sometimes ask the neighbors 
to watch the child. The boy became 
so accustomed to this that when 
anyone asked him at any hour of 
the day “where is mama?” he would 
answer, breathing heavily: 

“She ’ent to ’ance.” (She went to 
dance). 
And then someone came upon a 

postcard addressed to the most res- 
pected and dignified tenant in the 
apartment—chairman of the Kutzprom 
Trust, Comrade Djbonich. The post- 
card read thus: 

“Dear Comrade: This is to inform 
you that the next lesson in the 
Western dance will take place on the 

CRITIC. Have read your new book. 7th of this month. Your presence is 
They say it’s well written ‘absolutely required. In case of absen- 

ce, your name will appear on the 
plackboard, the;board!.of disgrace—besides, you will be subject to a fine”. 

(We love to be severe about the most unimportant matters.) 

Everybody was shocked; but then it was decided that the postcard was a 
misunderstanding, a usual post office joke. However, three days later one of 
She tenants opened the bathroom door (the door had no lock) and there he 
saw the chairman of the Kutzprom Trust, Comrade Djbonich, with a towel 

over his shoulder, watching his feet, while trying to reproduce the fox-trot 
step known to the specialists as “Lesenka.” And what was more astonishing, 
when Comrade Djbonich saw the neighbor, he did not stop, but continued to 
dance. 

In the kitchen, too, the everyday discussions began to touch on the question 
of dancing. And one day, while Anuita Vizikina turned on the faucet to fill 
a big pan with water, the discussion took on such a sharp and lively charac- 
ter that Vizikina, not being able to contain herself any longer, began to 
demonstrate how a tango should be danced. She was demonstrating so long 
until from the other end of the apartment an old lady, by the name of Ni- 
kitishna living on a pension, came running in, yelling: 

“A flood! We’re swimming! Drowning! My goloshes were carried out into 
the yard!” 

And sure enough, over the entire house, great streams of water were pour- 
ing out of the overflowing pan. 

After this, on the following day, it was learned that the student Verochka 
Ochrimenko had learned to dance (in the club of the technical school), also 

pr yea 
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her mother, Anna Kosmodemianovna, BRUTAL HATRED FOR STAKHANOV 
housekeeper (evenings, in the Red MOVEMENT 
Corner of the Tenants’ Cooperative Drawn by BORIS EFIMOV 
Association). Already, in the kitchen 
one heard such dreams discussed: 

“Recently I dreamed of a new 
blues step. At first I was dancing 
the ordinary blues with our janitor, 
Egor Ivanovich. Then a new step 
suddenly occurred to me, like this: 
You take two steps, away from your 
partner, and lift both legs from the 
ground, say about two feet....” 

“But wait a minute, what will you 
stand on?” 

“Oh, that’s right. That I omitted... 
But in the dream it came out so 
well, a beautiful dance....” 

Now, there was dancing in all the 
rooms. Brickman’s fox terrier, Poopik, 
became thin as though after a long 
vacation in a rest house at Kislo- 
vodsk. He was also ill psychologi- 
cally. 

But, then, the ranks of the enemy The Fascist slanderers are beside themselves 
of the dance were also swelling. A (From left to right: Stakhanov, Krivonos 

-united front with the fox terrier was V/"ogradova) 
formed by the thirteen-year old Gene, 

Djbonich, who cried and pleaded with his father that dancing must be “cast 
aside” that “real people don’t hop around,” etc. But all that Gene accamp- 
lished was to anger his father who in punishment took away his ticket to the 
circus and the album of stamps (for three days). 

Others who raised objections to dancing were the panicky old lady Niki- 
tishna and her grand-nephew Mitia who lived with her. The nineteen-year 
old Mitia, strictly speaking, was for dancing, but he took such an intense and 
awkward part in it, that objectively, he was an enemy. No sooner would 
Mitia hear the sound of a phonograph than out he would dash towards it 
with a happy yell, reiterating in his own strange language: 

“Hop, hop, Fox-Mox.” 
Then he would begin stamping with his feet to the accompaniment of the 

music and when he would tire would flop down and grab the legs of the 
dancers. By that time, the fox terrier Poopik usually came on the scene: At 
the beginning of the dance he would be locked up, but somehow or other 
he managed to break loose. Sometimes, too, Urochka Vizikina cried. But 
dancing in the apartment went on. 

The other day Poopik was crying and whining at seven o’clock in the 
morning—a sure sign there was dancing in the house. He cried so long that 
all the occupants in the apartment ran together in the kitchen: there the two 
maids of the Fisakovs and Vostroknutovs were practicing the art of dancing 
which they had just learned. 

The veterinarian said that Poopik would soon die because of an over-taxed 
nervous system. 

From the Soviet Journal Crocodile 
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HEINRICH MANN 
THE CREDULOUS MAN 

Johannes R. Becher has found a new name 
for that remarkable man—the average man 
of Germany of 1900 to 1933. He calls him 
the credulous man—to which one can hard- 
ly object; for really, from Wilhelm to Hit- 
ler, what did not this man believe—and 
whom! Once it was law and order at.a time 
when the Kaiser’s government was already 
nothing but an adventurous usurpation and 
a bourgeois swindle, simply the successor to 
the vanquished Louis Napoleon. One fine_ 
day the victor himself stood vanquished; the 
average German “good man,” already then 
got a good dose of that false “communal 
spirit” he was to swallow whole later. At 
the behest of the rich he shot down honest 
revolutionists, believing, of course, it was 

for the sake of the “tatherland.” In 1923 
the mark went up the flue—whose fault 
could that be if not the Jews’. The “good 
man” believed it. He was also ready to be- 
lieve the Communists, but unfortunately: 
“the Communists did not come.” At this 
point the good man is already not far away 
irom the “brown shirt.” He had to have 
something to cover his nakedness—that of 
his 8oul rather than of the body. So as to 
believe something he put up with Hitler. But 
even Hitler and his ilk had refused, our 

“good man” the average German would have 
hauled them out of their hiding places and 
believed in them in spite of their refusal. 
His luck was such that they had no inten- 
tions of refusing. The right crowd always 
comes forward tg .take advantage of the 
native, incurable credulity of the German. 
They understand each other, they and their 
victim. One needs the other. 

This is the sad impression one gets from 
the story which Becher nevertheless tells 
quite merrily. Not bitterly, because he him- 
self has faith, a rationally sound faith, that 
the imbecility and the afflictions of the help- 
less average man are curable,—by means 
of radical economic changes. By their own 
reasonableness, these would enlighten the 

reason of the poor in spirit; and the im- 
postors would no longer, as up to now, be 
indispensable since the necessity on the part 
of the “good man” to believe every absurd- 
ity would be on the decrease. 

_ And here an important moral fact comes 
out. The socialist idea makes it possible to 
think of man in a more cheerful and friend- 
ly spirit than his behavior warrants. Some- 

thing might yet come out of him. The poet 
Becher really shows consideration for and 
benevolence to the “good man” when he puts 
his miserable perambulations into verse. And 
good verse, because it runs smoothly while 
the account is exact. Now business likeness, 

lightness, humor ‘and snatches of romantic 
mood—what does all this produce in the 
end? Long sought, really unexpected folk 
lore. Literary attempts of the Third Empire 
try to shame it; entirely in vain—no one is 
folk-like among a downtrodden people. It 
is an exile, it develops, who can achieve it. 

One hardly recognizes Johannes R. Becher 
—so much more precision and beauty has 
the sincere and well considered feeling for 
his “class” lent him. This class must be the 
people, otherwise he could not-‘write folk 
lore. 

What is particularly remarkable about 
the book The Credulous Man, is that in it 
there are some of the most beautiful son- 
nets produced since classic times. This is a 
great deal; to be folk-like and humanistic, 
to have educational laws alongside of eco- 
nomic ones. Perhaps this is a first glimpse 
of another Renaissance still beyond the hori- 
zon? Let us be bold, so long as we press 
forward! 

(Johannes R. Becher’s book was pub- 
lished by Carrefour, Paris, 1935) 

from the Paris 
Tageblatt, No 684 

TRUDA RICHTER 

The Apotheosis of the ‘Penny Dreadful” 
If you purchase an illustrated weekly at 

a German newsstand nowadays, you may be 
sure of finding on one of the first pages a 
sun-bathed full-page photo entitled: “Hitler, 
the Children’s Friend.” A group of children, 

specially detailed for this duty, is present- 
ing the Leader with the regulation bunch 
of flowers. He accepts them with a smile, 

and speaks words of thanks... . that is 
how the muzzled German press of today pre- 
sents the question: Fascism and the Young. 
If we look into the matter a little more 
closely, however, the kind smile of the 
srandmother—to allude to a_ well-known 

fairy-tale—quickly changes into the fleecing 
grin of the hungry wolf. ’ 

It is true, the Leader is much concerned 

about the younger generation. No party con- 
gress, no conference of ministers is allowed 
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to pass without new resolutions being adop- 
ted on how to influence the young. One of 
the most burning questions confronting fas- 
cism is that of winning over to its side the 
young people of the proletarian, peasant and 
impoverished lower middle classes. For the 
problem is a queer one indeed: how to make 
the younger generation defend and support 
the’ very system which is responsible for 
their miserable and hopeless situation? 

Literature, as the fascists believe, offers 

them one of the easiest ways of achieving 
this end. Here an imperceptible influence 
may be exercised, here a way may really 
‘be found to the hearts of the young, for 

they are accustomed to reading thousands 
of new books every year, from serious vol- 
umes of short stories to the most disrepu- 
table “penny dreadfuls.” This fact must be 
realized if one is to grasp the full scope of 
the Nazi campaign to strait-jacket literature. 
Anyone who supposes that it is, perhaps, 
purist motives which impel the Nazis to 
suppress this or that type of juvenile litera- 
ture must greatly underrate the intensity 
of their propaganda campaign Goebbels 
proclaims: ‘Propaganda is only a means to 
an end. If it achieves its end, it is good. If 
it does not, it is bad. How it achieves its 
end, is a matter of indifference.” This cyni- 

cal attempt to justify every sort of lying and 
inconsistency has had a double effect on 
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the policy of the Nazis in regard to juvenile 
literature: on the one hand, there has been 

an official “campaign for keeping German 
children’s books pure from trash and dirt” 
(combined, of course, with a boycott of the 
best children’s authors), and, on the other 
hand, the outworn track of juvenile “blood- 
and-thunder” literature is being freighted to 
the full with fascist trash. 

The plan, indeed, is not so badly con- 
ceived. In Germany, as in every other cap- 
italist country, the whole literary world, 
both in quality and in circulation, is shaped 
in the form of a pyramid. What is the suc- 
cess of a Heinrich Mann among a few thou- 
sand bourgeois intellectuals when compared 
to the millions of votaries of a Courths- 
Mahler! In our analyses of literature we 
are accustomed to consider only the more 
reputable productions of bourgeois fiction— 
that world of letters in which the individual 
works or their authors possess, as it were, 
a special character of their own. But’ we 
must not forget that behind this bright fore- 
ground of literary notabilities the broad 
stream of humdrum “anonymous” literature 
flows on unchecked from year to year. This 
holds good of fiction in general and of juven- 
ile fiction in particular, the latter indeed be- 
ing nothing but a special department of 
belles lettres. The development and essence 
of the juvenile “penny dreadful” can there- 
fore only be grasped as a part of the gen- 
eral development of that literature of mass 
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staltification which dates from the Nine- 
teenth Century. : 

Just as industrialization did away with 
serfdom, just as the whole of economic life 
received the imprint of capitalism, so too 
the native barbarism of the countryside was 
driven into the background all along the 
line by the “cultural progress” of the bour- 
geoisie. The latter were thus killing two 
birds with one stone; they made all proper- 
tyless classes consumers of standardized 
mass products, and at the same time trained 
them to be tractable adherents of bourgeois 
ideas. Just as the ready-made suit ousted 
the peasant costume, and the gramaphone, 
the bagpipe, so the “penny dreadful,” which 
always brought in good money, blossomed 
over the grave of the primitive saga and 
folk tale.. 

Historically considered, the “penny dread- 
ful” is a degenerate offshoot of the great 
bourgeois novel of the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries. Even at that time the 
two main types of this genre were already 
fully developed—the adventure story and the 
sentimental novel. Both of them originally 
possessed the good features of the young, 
rising class, from whose head they sprang. 
The adventure story, for example, Grimmel- 
shausen’s Simplizissimus, could direct bril- 
liant satire on the social conditions of the 
time; and the sentimental novel, for exam- 

ple Goethe’s Werther for the first time gave 
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artistic form to the most subtle stirrings of 
a lovely individual’s soul. 

Both these types of literature were devel- 
oped further, in books both for adults and 
for children, in those by famous and by 
nameless authors. The adventure story de- 
generated into the wildly sensational and 
sadistic “shilling shocker” specially adapted 
to the excitability and credulity of ycuth. 
Careful researches (e.g., Lenga von Korber’s. 
My Experiences Among Convicts) have 
shown that a large number of juvenile cri- 
minals act under the direct or indirect in- 
fluence of this type of book. The opening of 
cafes, the raping of girls, the mishandling. 
and murdering of defenceless victims—all 
these things are described here in minute 
detail. It has only remained for the fascists 
to utilize this most noxious offshoot of 
“blood and thunder” literature for the “‘po- 
litical training” of the young. Whereas for- 
merly the Blood-Stained Slipper on the 
Churchyard Wall and similar backstairs. 
reading material were only to be found on 
the carts of the most disreputable hawkers 
of cheap literature, the fascized counterparts. 
of these smutty novels now adorn the show 
windows of “respectable bourgeois” book- 
shops. Red Murder Lurks Around the Cor- 
ner was the title given to the first collec- 
tion of these agitational pamphlets in novel 
form, which appeared as far back as June 
1933. Dozens of the same type have followed 
it since then. The Communists are here de- 
picted—one could hardly expect it to be 
otherwise—as common criminals, as thieves, 

burglars, murderers, adulterers, and—as the 
authors of bloody clashes with the “peace- 
ful” Storm Troopers. All those sadistic atro- 
cities with which the brown-shirted gang- 
sters torture their captured enemies are here 
attributed to the Communists. The aim is 
transparent enough: the authors want to im- 
bue the younger generation not only with 
hatred for the Marxist “submen” but also 
with the desire to take active part in their 
destruction; the awakening of lust for tor- 
ture is to go hand in hand with a “full 
understanding for the just reprisals” of the 
National Socialists. Such is the great work 
of enlightenment which the fascists are do- 
ing for German youth! 

But this is not all. Girls, for example, can- 

not be approached with such blood-curdling 
stories. Besides, the object in view is to win 

over the entire younger generation of the 
propertyless classes to support the economic, 
social and political measures of the Third 
Empire. And for this purpose the second 
species of trashy literature, the sloppy sen- 
timental novel, can be used to much effect, 
because outwardly, at the first glance, it 
does not betray its trashy content. Its cir- 
culation, too, is for this reason almost 

boundless. Many a respectable and worthy 
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citizen thinks he is buying a good book and 
is entrapped again and again into reading 
sentimental trash. No wonder the Nazis in- 
clude this permanent standby in their bill 
of fare. 

But in order to give this new variety of 
sentimental novel its deserts, let us first com- 

pare it with the old model. What was the 
latter like? 

In their ideas, these sentimental effusions 

are conservative and optimistic. Conserva- 
tive, because they uncritically glorify the ex- 
isting property relations whether feudal or 
capitalistic—and together with them, the rul- 
ing class. Optimistic, because they neverthe- 
less make it appear that members of the 
lower classes have a.chance to rise in the 
world—a reflection this of the days when 
capitalism was flourishing—but only strictly 
within the bounds of the existing order. 

In general, a sanguine confidence in the 
existing system of society as the best and 
most just conceivable forms the very foun- 
dation of all such novels. It likewise deter- 
mines the course of the plot. The “poor 
but honest” girl, after many bitter experi- 
ences, finds a wealthy suitor for her hand in 
marriage, while the vengeful wife of the up- 
start dies of consumption; the handsome but 
starving waif is duly adopted by the lord 
of the manor, the cheat and the legacy-hun- 
ter are unmasked—in short, the “happy end- 
ing” in universal harmony is inseparable 
from the sentimental novel. Social problems 
simply do not exist. 

. The frequent harping on the “chance to 
rise in the world” theme, the unctuously 
moral, at times even sanctimonious tone of 
these cheap books resulted in their being 
proclaimed without more ado as fit reading 
for the young. In addition, there was a spe- 
cial branch of “books for girls,’’ whose abun- 
dance was rivalled only by their inferior 
quality—for female readers showed a pre- 
ference for the sentimental. These “flappers’ 
books,” which enjoy an incredibly wide cir- 
culation, especially among the lower mid- 
dle classes depict the most improbable ca- 
reers of people in the most banal form. Sil- 
ly boarding school stories reflect the fatu- 
ous vacuity of the bourgeois girl’s “supe- 
rior” education. But the climax is always 
the same: a great stroke of luck, the poor 
typist marries the general manager, the im- 
poverished count’s daughter does not need 
to become a schoolmistress but hooks on 
to a wealthy professor, and so on. The 
same theme with other minor variations, is 
trotted out over and over again. 

The scene in which the action takes place 
is equally stereotyped: the factory owner’s 
villa, the gentleman’s country seat—or, by 
way of contrast, the humble cottage. Obser- 

vations from real life will be sought for in 
vain. Set formulas take the place of living 
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description. (“The golden beams of the eve- 
ning sun... .” “There was bustle and life 
‘in the,festively decorated halls of the count’s 
palace. ...”). The people are always the 
same. Their characters are fixed down to 
the last detail, even the names are recur- 
ring ones, like people in a Punch and Judy 
show. There is the lord of the manor or 
owner of a factory who “loves his subor- 
dinates but cannot show it,” the gay mar- 
ried couple and the serious one, the ugly 
plotting villain, bad through and through, 
the handsome, noble-hearted and heroic of 
ficer, etc., etc. The exact correspondence be- 

tween looks and character heightens still 
further the primitive black-and-white draw- 
ing effect of the figures depicted. 

A fit counterpart of these false and out 
worn stencil forms is the style itself. It for- 
ever employs the same stale pictures, the 
same artificial turns of speech, only to be 
met with here: “‘I will not forsake you!’ 
replied Egon Count Riedwege, and his delt- 
cate nostrils quivered. .. .” 

And the National-Socialist offshoot of this 
prolific literary root? Before us we have 
one of the serial products of 1934, destined 
for mass consumption among the young, 
Christiana’s Schooldays in the Country. The 
very title gives the clue to the plot, for a 
year’s labour in the country has already 
been made law for all young people on leay- 
ing school in the big cities of Germany. 
Christiana, the daughter of a city merchant, 
passionately yearns for country life, just as 
the “flapper” in the sentimental novel of 
the old style yearned for a French board- 
ing school in Geneva. Life on the country 
estate of the Riedwege family is, as usual, 
painted in glowing colours. The culminating 
point in the story is of course—how indeed 
could it be otherwise!—the harvest festival 
at which the servants and farm hands are 
generously entertained and recite a blessing 
to their beloved master and mistress: 

I wish the master and his wife a gift 
That I do not have myself: 
A bed of roses; 
A blanket of damask 
A door of ivory 
And a diamond bolt to close it fast... 

The utter grossness of this purely ima- 
ginary picture betrays, it is true, a more 
conscious emphasis of the servile tendency 
than was usually to be found in the trashy 
novel in its primitive stage. But in its choice 
of dramatis personae the Nazi novel is true 
to tradition. We shall not look in vain here. 
for the lord of the manor, Herr von Ried. 
wege, “who loves his servants from the bot- 
tom of his heart but cannot show it,” nor 
for the “refined” old Frau von Riedwege, 
nor for the brilliant hero, the son of the 
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house, Rudiger von Riedwege (“his delicate 
nostrils quivered sensitively. .. .”). 

Here, too, Nazi fascisation has played its 

part. The once customary figure of the lieu- 
tenant of the guards has now become a 
leader of Storm Troopers, an august war- 
rior, who sacrifices himself for the common 
weal, The magnanimous foundation of some 
charitable institution, which was generally 
due to arrive on page 300, is not lacking 
here either: the hero arranges for the Na- 
tional-Socialist education of young unem- 
ployed workers from the great towns, who, 
isolated from “the Marxist contagion,” are 
settled on the neighboring estate of Silkow 
on a diet of “good hard work and simple 
wholesome fare.” “The pupils must practice 
gymnastics with the young people, as is done 
in the defence leagues. . . .” The young pro- 
letarians are naturally all delighted with 
this arrangement—life in the country is so 
splendid! The culminating point of their 
happiness is an excursion to Berlin, where 
they “experience” Hitler in the Sportpalast. | 
(Formerly this uplifting experience was fur- 

“nished by a gala performance at the opera 
or a trip to see the “artistic relics of the 
ancient world.” It will be seen, therefore, 
that the changes made here are purely for- 
mal ones. 

This, however, does not complete the pro- 

cess of fascising this type of juvenile litera- 
ture. The process further requires the cut- 
ting out of one of the main parts—the “hap- 
py end” itself! For although it goes with- 
out saying that the general keynote of op- 
timism is maintained throughout (not a 
word about the crisis in agriculture, the 
failure of big estates to pay their way, etc.), 
it is nevertheless surprising to find that 
there is no mention here of anyone making a 
good marriage or living happily ever after- 
~wards, as was the case in all previous novels 
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of this sort. No, poor young Christiana and 
her girl friends are just the same penniless 
dependents at the end of the story as they 
were at the beginning. No hope is promised 
them, no chance to rise in the world. That 
is the point! And yet, in spite of this, they 
are happy. Why? Their sole happiness rests 
in—Hitler. Under the sign of the swastika 
these female farmhands are “only too hap- 
py” to render service on gentlemen’s estates. 
Another point, just as characteristic of the 

Nazi novel as this axiomatic self-denial on 
the part of the younger generation of wo- 
men, is the peculiar social moral of the 
story, conceived as something more than a 
development of the old time “charity” theme. 
The “awakening of the national communi- 
ty” demands that the big landowner, too, 

show an “understanding for the distressed 
condition of the proletariat”—-which means 
material assistance for the Silkow labor 
camp. Herr von Riedwege, needless to say, 

complies! The Junkers are such generous 
men, such models of. self-abnegation, that 
the young people from. the working and 
middle classes might well take a lesson from 
HAVE 4 5 6 ; 

Such is the purpose of fhis novel and of 
its numberless counterparts, resembling it 
as closely as one egg resembles the next. 
We need scarcely add that such cheap fic- 
titious trash is recommended by the au- 
thorities as valuable literature, read in the 

schools, proferred in the lending libraries 
and bookshops. The Nazis may circulate it 
as widely as they will! The young unem- 
ployed of the big cities know what life un- 
der fascism is really like. And their lan- 
guage—the language of hard facts—is also 
a source of propaganda, though not, to be 
sure, in favor of Hitler and his system. 

Translated from the German by H. Scott 
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IN THE NEXT ISSUE: 

ERNST OTTWALT — Last Things 
V. SHKLOVSKY — Captain Fedotov (Conclusion) 

A. PLATONOV — Third Son 

V. LIBEDENSKI — Our Comrade Furmanov 

and others. 
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