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INTRODUCTION

The field of autobiograpby has certainly not been neglected in
recent years. This is especially true as regards members of the news-
paper trade. So the publication of my own life story seems to call
for an explanation, if not for an apology.

I should never have commenced this work if it had not been for
the encouragement of sympathetic and considerate publishers. Once
fairly engaged on it, however, I found it quite pleasant. There are
few of us, I imagine, who do not enjoy writing about ourselves,
recalling our own pasts.

The first indispensable quality of self-description is sincerity.
This T think I have preserved throughout the book. Nothing
seems to me more ridiculous than affectation of any kind; and 1
hope this makes for a certain realism in the delicate task of
describing myself. The traits of my character and personality, my
tastes and interests, I think, come out quite clearly not only in
the chapters which are predominantly biographical, but in those
which range over a wider field. Although, since leaving college, I
have followed a profession which enjoys an exaggerated popular
reputation for blood-curdling adventure, I have always esteemed
reflection above action and found ideas more exciting, as well as
more interesting, than bombs.

Sincerity, obviously, is not enough, as anyone knows who has
been cornered by a bore with an irresistible weakness for personal
reminiscences. Anyone who is presumptuous enough to offer the
account of his life to the world should have a story to tell and
should know how to tell it. It is for my readers to judge whether
I possess these qualifications.

Trying to look at my own work through the eyes of an outside
critic, I would say that its chief characteristic is a certain inde-
pendence of viewpoint.

The author has been an immature but earnest freethinker in a
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X Introduction

conservative Quaker college, a classicist in a mechanical age, a
pacifist during the World War, a sympathizer with bolshevism
when this very imperfectly understood word was utterly anathema.
Then, as a result of long residence in Russia, he became a relentless
critic of communist theory and practice just when these were
becoming the fashionable shrine for intellectuals to worship at.
Always opposed to communism and fascism as the two wings of
a revolt against liberty and individualist civilization, he has been
and is firmly imposed to any American intervention in Europe’s
infernal cycle of war and revolution.

These attitudes will be approved or disapproved according to
one’s personal predilections. But to have held them all indicates a
certain freedom from group and clique influence, from precon-
ceived dogma, and conveys a certain suggestion of the lone wolf
who has never hunted long with any recognizable pack. It is mainly
on this basis, as a record of the impressions and experiences of an
individualist profoundly out of sympathy with many of the pre-
dominant trends of the collectivist age in which it was his destiny
to live that this story of an unadventurous and inconspicuous life
may possess some interest and value.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Formative Years

The years between twelve and twenty were for me decisively
formative. I have now passed forty; but when I look back to the
diary kept at that time I am surprised by the number of responses
which it evokes. Many of my tastes and habits, some of my ideas,
much of my character assumed permanent shape during boyhood
and adolescence. Indeed I could wish nothing better for my old
age than complete freedom to pursue and extend my boyhood
readings and studies in several languages, interspersed with a liberal
allowance of music and supplemented by a fair measure of travel
and congenial companionship. These last two elements were lack-
ing in my early years.

I was born in what might be called the middle brackets of
American society. Our small family (I was the only child) never
knew downright want; but we could not afford many superfluities.
We had no savings except for a small life-insurance policy and
were entirely dependent on my father’s modest earnings as a
newspaperman. Automobiles (then, of course, not so numerous as
they are now), trips to California, full-time servants were quite
beyond our means. I owe the education which I obtained at the
Penn Charter preparatory school and at Haverford College to my
combination of ability and luck in winning scholarships at both
these well endowed institutions.

My inheritance on both sides was that of Americans who had
lived in the country for a long time without either piling up
fortunes or becoming derelicts. “Family trees” have never interested
me, and all I know about my more distant ancestors on my father’s
side is that they originally settled in New Jersey and later moved
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2 The Confessions of an Individualist

to Ohio. The racial stock was predominantly English, with a
touch of German through my grandmother. My mother’s maiden
name was McClintock, and her forefathers were mostly Scotch,
although there was a dash of French blood in the family.

My grandfather Chamberlin, for whom I was named, entered
the eighty-first Ohio Regiment as a volunteer in the Civil War
and rose to the rank of major. I remember him as a singularly
sweet-tempered old gentleman, placid and modest and unruffled,
living in retirement on the family farm in Ross County, Ohio, after
a long period of service as head of the Associated Press bureau in
Cincinnati. The farmers in the neighborhood used to remark on the
erect ease with which he rode a horse—the result of four years
of campaigning in the armies of Grant and Sherman. Typical of
his character was his favorite musical selection, the Allegretto
movement in Beethoven’s Seventh Symphony.

My father lacked the inner peace of my grandfather. He was
a man, I think, for whom the pace of American urban life was too
hectic and too violent. There was a musical streak in the family;
my father’s sister had studied singing under Lilli Lehmann in
Berlin, and my father had practiced the piano for many years
under a stern and exacting German music master. He lacked con-
fidence to undertake a musical career and drifted into the hard
grind and long night hours of routine newspaper inside work,
with the sensitive and easily jangled nerves of an artist.

To me he was always kind and indulgent, and from early child-
hood I can remember “larks” on the one night which he was free
to spend at home: feasts of nuts and raisins and the chocolate and
coconut candy to which I became addicted from an early age;
romps and tussles; reading aloud of Cooper’s Leatherstocking
Tales and Dickens’s “Pickwick Papers”; drawing up lists of the
ten best or worst men in history; impromptu piano recitals. As I
grew older the piano gained in appeal, although I never learned to
play passably. Some of my happiest hours were spent in the parlor
of our house, with the old-fashioned favorite picture “Breaking
Home Ties” hanging over the piano, listening as my father played
Chopin and Liszt, Beethoven, and Schumann.

My mother was, in a sense, the Sancho Panza to my father’s
Don Quixote. On her fell the responsibility of vetoing attractive
schemes which were out of line with the realities of our income;
and her Scotch thrift helped her to keep our meager budget in



The Formative Years 3

balance without too much pinching. Always gay and good-
humored, she knew more people and had more friends than my
father and myself taken together. As the only child I probably
attracted more than a normal share of a mother’s love and pride,
and we were thrown together especially closely because of my
father’s night work. Many were the concerts, theaters and operas
which we enjoyed together (free passes were one of the perquisites
that helped to eke out the very low newspaper salaries of that time);
still more frequent were the quiet evenings which we spent at home,
reading and playing casino. My mother was always eager to help
me with her excellent practical sense. It was she who saved me
from an appallingly maladjusted education by learning through
the pastor of her church of an open scholarship at the Penn Charter
School. And many years later, when I was in Moscow, she acted as
my most zealous and active press agent in bringing the manuscripts
of magazine articles to the attention of editors.

In one way I am afraid I was something of a trial to my mother;
I was not sufhiciently “like other children.” An attempt to teach me
to dance at the age of seven proved a dismal failure. It is a matter
of authentic record that, when the dancing teacher noticed that
I was not keeping in step and asked what was on my mind, I looked
blank for a moment and replied:

“Oh, I was thinking of the Russo-Japanese War.”

Indeed this war between two countries where I was destined to
spend a considerable part of my life is one of the first public events
which I vaguely recall. For no special reason except general con-
trariness, since the people around me were mostly in sympathy with
Japan, I was vigorously pro-Russian. A Japanese doll was put into
my Christmas stocking as a joke; I threw it across the room with
such violence as to break its head.

The argument that I should act, dress, think, or cheer in a
certain way because other boys of my age were doing so, usually
very potent for children, had no effect on me whatever. As far
back as 1 can recall, I was insistent on following my own bent.

This trait cropped up throughout my education. I was always
glad to do more than the required stint in subjects that held my
interest, in Greek and Latin, literature and history, to a less extent
in economics and psychology. On the other hand, natural sciences
left me completely indifferent, and I sheered away from them as
far as possible. Algebra I found tolerable; geometry I detested and
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only passed by the mercy of a long-suffering professor. What I

especially loathed was anything that required manual dexterity
or accuracy.

My worst educational purgatory was a period of two years in
the Camden High School. T was irresistibly reminded of this in-
stitution, with its heterogeneous mass of badly taught subjects and
its complete indiscipline among the students, when I recently read,
with amusement and appreciation, a scathing article on American
secondary education entitled: “Three Ring Circus for Morons.”
My worst bugbears were the required courses in manual training
and mechanical drawing. I would sometimes wake up from bad
dreams of having to stay in the high-school forever because of
inability to complete even a fraction of the assignments in either
and I nearly cut a finger off when I let my knife slip in the manual
training class. Ineptitude with my hands remained a deeply in-
grained characteristic. My sole effort to learn how to drive an
automobile nearly ended in disaster for myself and my companions
when I persisted in turning the steering wheel the wrong way
while crossing a bridge.

One worry that I never gave my parents or relatives was keeping
me amused. I was fond of reading from an early age and also
worked out a number of games of original solitaire, so that I never
objected to being left alone for long periods of time. I called one
of my favorite games “baseball with flinches.” Flinch was a game,
now doubtless long extinct, created for the benefit of persons whose
consciences were too tender to permit them to use ordinary cards.
It was played with a special deck of one hundred and fifty cards,
numbered from one to fifteen.

A keen baseball fan, I made each numbered card symbolize a
play and amused myself for hours with games between imaginary
big-league teams, keeping scores, percentages of games won and
lost, pitchers’ records and other paraphernalia of the sports page.
During the season, thanks to a pass which my father received, I
was a regular spectator at the two Philadelphia baseball parks.

But my chief source of self-diversion was books. I read and
reread such childhood favorites as “Tom Sawyer,” “Huckleberry
Finn,” and “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” But I also showed a taste for
heavier fare. When I was ten years old I first read Gibbon’s
“Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire” and enjoyed it suf-
ficiently to make a regular practice of starting to read it through
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every Christmas. The great history is still surrounded, for me,
with a faint suggestion of the white grapes, stuffed dates, fudge,
and other delicacies of the holiday season: for I developed quite
young a persistent habit of eating while I read.

History had a strong attraction for me from the beginning,
although naturally what I appreciated best was the battle descrip-
tions and the anecdotes of individual characters. I read Green and
Macaulay as readily as Walter Scott’s novels, which I enjoyed
all the more because of the historical associations. My favorite
among these was and still is “Old Mortality,” where the un-
commonly vivid picture of Covenanter fanaticism conveys so
much fire and passion to the story, despite the insipid figures, all
too familiar in Scott, of the hero and heroine.

Children never view history as objective neutrals, and I was a
stanch partisan of the Puritans and the Whigs, not unnaturally,
since Green and Macaulay were my mentors. I liked to have my
heroes snow-white and my villains deep black, and I still remember
the sense of pained shock with which I read the judgment that
“some of Cromwell’s acts were more arbitrary than those for
which Charles I was beheaded.”

Given a taste for history, Gibbon, Green, and Macaulay were
obvious authors to read. Their works could be found behind the
glass doors of our old-fashioned bookcase, together with complete
editions of such standard English classics as Dickens and Thackeray,
Scott and George Eliot, and such lesser breeds as Bulwer-Lytton
and a French writer of detective stories named Gaboriau.

But I can see no ready explanation for the great historical
enthusiasm of my early teens. This was for medieval German
history, more specifically for the fortunes of the House of
Hohenstaufen which held the crown of the Holy Roman Empire,
with one break, from 1138 until 1254. A chance reading of a
history of Germany by Wolfgang Menzel, picked up in the house
of a family friend, gave my imagination a start in this direction;
I read eagerly what little I could find in English on the subject.
One work, little known and now doubtless out of print, which I
took out of the library again and again was by an English author,
Mrs. William Busk, and bore the ponderous title: “Medieval
Popes, Emperors, Kings and Crusaders.”

I conceived quite a platonic affection for the unknown Mrs. Busk.
Not only did she give the fullest English record of adventures of
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the Hohenstaufens, but her sympathies were mine, with these
romantic medieval Emperors and against the Popes and the Italian
cities, their opponents. The whole pageant of the Middle Ages
seemed to open up before me, with its Emperors standing some-
where between ancient Rome and the modern states, its papal
dreams of theocracy, its crusaders and adventurers, tyrants and
idealists, plagues and massacres, its cathedrals' and cloisters and
wandering scholars and begging friars.

But the focal point of interest remained the individual Hohen-
staufen rulers, especially the two Fredericks. The first of these was
sturdy old Barbarossa, who inspired the legend that he still lives,
immured in a magic mountain, from which he will emerge to save
the Fatherland. My leading boyhood hero was Barbarossa’s grand-
son, the second Frederick, an enlightened despot of the eighteenth
century type who appeared prematurely in the thirteenth. I was
fascinated by Frederick’s unmedieval indifference to excommunica-
tion, by his struggles with the Popes Gregory IX and Innocent IV,
by his achievements as a lawgiver and a patron of art, letters, and
science, all the more remarkable against the background of an ob-
scurantist age. Frederick symbolized the type that has always made
the greatest appeal to my admiration, the strong personality strug-
gling against a hostile era or environment, perhaps crushed, but
never broken.

It was this Prometheus type, the personality defying the brute
force of mob or tyrant or prejudice or hostile circumstance, that
always kindled my imagination. I was not disposed to worship what
William James, with unacademic force of language, once called
the bitch-goddess of material success. My boyhood gallery of
admired figures included: Richard Wagner, derided and neglected
during much of his life but persisting until his music won its hear-
ing; Friedrich Nietzsche, struggling against almost unbearable
physical pain to create a proud passionate philosophy that possesses
much of the emotional sweep of pure poetry; Torquato Tasso,
whose tormented life and final apotheosis as poet laureate of Italy
are immortalized in Goethe’s play and Liszt’s symphonic poem.
There are few melodies, even in Wagner that compare with the
trlumphant surge of the climactic theme in Liszt’s work. Whenever
I heard it (“Tasso” was played quite often then by the Phlladclphla
Orchestra) I experienced the same glow as when I read the ringing
words of Ibsen’s Dr. Stockman, “the enemy of the people”:
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“The strongest man on earth is he who stands most alone.”

This early attitude of admiring the man who swam against the
tide, even if he were swept away by it, predetermined my later
attitude toward dictatorships where conformity is the highest
virtue. It made it inevitable that my sympathy would be with the
Russian professors and engineers and intellectuals in concentration
camps, not with the hard-visaged gentlemen of the Gay-Pay-Oo
who sent them there. And if my boyhood had fallen in postwar,
not in prewar, years I am sure my modern Italian hero would have
been not Il Duce, but Lauro de Bosis, the poet who flew over Rome
on the mad splendid mission of urging the people to rise against
fascism—and was never heard of afterwards.

Not the smallest element in the appeal of the Hohenstaufen saga
was its tragic end. The last of the Hohenstaufens, the young Prince
Conradin, came from Germany to claim his ancestral throne of
Naples and Sicily. Defeated in battle and captured, he was beheaded
by Charles of Anjou, the French ruler whom the Pope had in-
vited to take over southern Italy. Conradin’s gallant death on the
scaffold at Naples moved me as strongly as a sentimental Japanese
is affected when he sees a stage representation of the death of the
forty-seven romin, or loyal feudal retainers.

It is to my interest in the Hohenstaufens that I owe the begin-
ning of a reading knowledge of German. There were few books
on the subject in English, and I could not go on rereading the
good Mrs. Busk forever. I learned that the standard work on the
period was Friedrich von Raumer’s “Geschichte der Hohenstaufen
und ihrer Zeit.” A search of the Philadelphia bookstores and
libraries failed to reveal any translation of this work. So, at the age
of eleven, I decided to make one myself. The history was ordered
from a Leipzig publisher, and I remember the mixture of reverence
and excitement with which I opened the old-fashioned, stoutly
bound six volumes, each with its ribbon bookmark. Then, with
something of the ardor and lack of technical experience which
a youth of the Renaissance might have brought to the deciphering
of a Greek classic, I set about writing down by hand a translation
of von Raumer into English, with no aid except a huge German-
English dictionary.

The method was clumsy and wasteful, and the first books of the
translation would have barely earned a passing grade in an
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examination. But I gradually acquired some feeling for the structure
of the language. Von Raumer furnished much of the vocabulary
which made it possible for me later to read Goethe and Schiller.
The translation was put aside, a little more than half finished, when
I went to college. Both the volumes of the history and the transla-
tion long ago disappeared. But some day I propose to add von
Raumer’s stately tomes to my library, if only as a pleasant re-
minder of the translation which was my first independent literary
enterprise.

What was the invisible magnet that attracted me, an American
boy of the twentieth century, to these German Emperors and
princes of the twelfth and thirteenth, whose lives and deeds could
only be seen through the dim mist of monkish chroniclers? To
such a question there is no certain answer. Other Americans have
strayed into fields as far removed from Broadway, Hollywood,
and Main Street as Polish literature, Byzantine art, Chinese phi-
losophy. In my own amateur medievalism there was, I suspect, an
element of escapism. I instinctively shrank from the America of
mechanical progress, commercial shrewdness, boisterous boosting
which I saw around me. The thirteenth century was for me what
the Balearic Islands (before the outbreak of the Spanish civil war)
were for fugitives from the postwar economic crisis.

When I became acquainted with Wagner’s music it seemed that
a dream world, very unlike the prosaic everyday world of Camden,
New Jersey, rose up before me like an enchanted castle. For me
there was never any problem of “learning to like” Wagner. From
the first hearing his music swept me away on its broad stream.
There was a bridge between my German medieval interest and
such operas as “Tannhiuser,” “Lohengrin,” and “Die Meister-
singer.” And the Ring, with its mystical adaptation of old Teutonic
myths and legends, weaves into its rich tapestry strands from the
Nibelungenlied, with the story of which I was already familiar.

Wagner was not my only musical god. Through my father’s
playing I acquired a still more intimate knowledge of the melodies
of Chopin. Now, as then, I consider Chopin for the piano, as
Wagner in opera, the supreme master, unique and unsurpassed. I
read little poetry, except for the Greek and Latin classics. But I
found all the romantic appeal of verse in Chopin’s infinitely varied
works, in the stately sweep of the Polonaises, the delicate, passion-
edged rhythm of the Ballades, the tonal cataracts of the Sonatas
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and the greater Etudes, the graces and melancholies of the Valses
and Mazurkas.

Just about the time when I began to revel in Chopin I was
reading the highly colored historical novels of Sienkiewicz, “With
Fire and Sword,” “The Deluge,” “The Knights of the Cross.”
These tales of medieval Poland, with war always on the horizon
and an element of the exotic East introduced through the Turks,
Tartars, and Cossacks who figure in the stories seemed to supplement
the appeal of Chopin. A book by the Danish critic and publicist,
Georg Brandes, on the development of Polish culture and on the
sufferings of the country under Russian rule made a strong im-
pression on me. Adam Mickiewicz and other Polish poets of the
nineteenth century, through Brandes’ eloquent interpretation,
appeared as the prophets of a romantic, oppressed people, periodi-
cally raising the banner of its lost cause in futile insurrections. And
when I heard Paderewski, most magnetic of artists, speak on be-
half of Poland as a prelude to a piano recital during the dark days
of the war, with Poland ravaged by the armies of three powers, the
cup of youthful enthusiasm bubbled over, as the following excerpt
from my diary shows:

I have no hesitation in saying that I have never experienced any
emotional excitement equal to that produced by Paderewski’s lecture-
recital this afternoon. The lecture alone, which gave me an eloquent
picture of Poland’s vanished glory and present misery, was enough
to stir the enthusiasm; but it was followed by what was, I think, the
most remarkable Chopin recital ever given in Philadelphia.

The lyric beauty of the A Flat Ballade gave a fair picture of the
genius of the Polish poet who inspired the composition. Paderewski
played the first two movements of the B Flat Minor Sonata with the
titanic power of a Rubinstein. The fragrant beauty of the G Major
Nocturne, the mournful plaint of the A Minor Mazurka led up to the
glorious A Flat Polonaise, which was played with the most thrilling
fire. Two encores were given (a Mazurka and the Military Polonaise);
then, as a fitting climax to an afternoon devoted to Polish genius and
Polish misfortune, the pianist played his country’s noble anthem.

My approach not only to Wagner and Chopin but to music in
general was always primarily emotional, perhaps secondarily in-
tellectual, but never technical. For me what was important in a
symphony, a concerto, a sonata was not the elements of counter-
point and harmony and musical construction, but the associations,
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historical, cultural, personal, which could be read into it. This was
true not only of “programme music,” where the title indicates
the significance of the work, but also of compositions where the
clue is left to the subjective imagination. So I have always found
in César Franck’s noble D Minor Symphony an expression of the
dignity and tranquillity of sincere religious faith, and in another
favorite work, Brahms’s First Symphony, an ode to resignation and
constancy. The winged cavalry of Poland’s Middle Ages rode
again in the octaves of Chopin’s A Flat Polonaise, and I discovered
a rich variety of psychological and poetic messages in Chopin’s
more profound works (the Fantasy, the Polonaise-Fantasy, the
F Minor Ballade) and in the symphonies of Tschaikovsky.

Looking back over my impressions of the many concerts and
recitals which I attended over twenty years ago, mostly in the
Academy of Music at Broad and Locust streets, I find that my
musical tastes have remained pretty constant. My appreciation of
Brahms developed more slowly than my immediate enthusiasm
for Wagner and Chopin. And it was only in Russia that I came to
feel the somber dramatic power of Moussorgsky or to enjoy many
of the colorful operas of Rimsky-Korsakov. But my primary
musical values of youth are those of middle age: Bach, Beethoven,
Brahms, and Wagner, Chopin and Liszt and Tschaikovsky, Mozart,
Schubert, and Schumann. In a lesser but sull highly cherished
category I would place César Franck, Grieg, Weber, and several
Russians, Moussorgsky, Rimsky-Korsakov, Borodin, Rubinstein,
Rachmaninov.

It seems to me that the Teutons and the Slavs have made far
and away the greatest contributions to music. The Latin works
(the finer compositions of Franck excepted) impress me as second-
ary; the record of the Anglo -Saxon countries, in comparison with
their creative achievements in other fields, is a dreary waste. Some
of the most abusive passages in my diary were devoted to the all-
American programs which the Philadelphia Orchestra occasionally
felt obliged to perform.

Both the very old and the very new in music have always left me
cold. Apart from Bach and perhaps Richard Strauss and Sibelius, I
should not greatly miss any music that was written before Beethoven
and Mozart and after Wagner and Tschaikovsky. I am inclined to
believe that in music, as in other spheres of creative thought, apart
from the essentially accuemulative fields of science and invention,
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the nineteenth century represents the culminating peak of the
present cycle of civilization.

The Philadelphia Public Library, located, if I remember cor-
rectly, on South Twelfth Street, ranked with the Academy of
Music as one of two temples to which I made a weekly pilgrimage.
Every Saturday after lunch I would walk down to the ferry, cross
the Delaware River on the Arctic, the Baltic, or one of the other
old boats which plied between Camden and Philadelphia, painfully
crunching their way through the ice on cold winter days, walk up
to the Library and settle down to an afternoon of reading, broken,
in winter, by an excursion to Whitman’s confectionery for a cup
of hot chocolate with whipped cream. Toward evening there
would be another adjournment for a supper of lamb chops, French
fried potatoes, and biscuits. Then I would return to the Library for
a final session before going to the evening concert of the Philadelphia
Orchestra.

The Library building, as I remember it, would have taken no
prizes for architectural design or for interior conveniences. The
air was musty, the lighting none too adequate. Yet it is with positive
nostalgia that I recall the hours spent there in concentrated reading.
For, without any conscious plan or guidance, I was making one
exciting intellectual acquaintance after another. I owe a debt of
acknowledgment to James G. Huneker’s biographies of Chopin and
Liszt in this connection. Gossipy and anecdotal, full of allusions
to the thought as well as to the music of the nineteenth century,
they pointed my way to the French and Russian novelists and to the
German philosophers. A few entries in my diary for successive
Saturdays in 1912, when I was in my last year of preparatory
school, will give an idea of the direction of my reading, and of my
reactions to it.

November ¢.—I spent my afternoon and evening reading Flaubert’s
great novel, “Salammbé.” Flaubert’s Carthage, with its wealth, its
pride, its cruelty and voluptuous Baal-worship, is as realistic as Bulwer’s
Pompeii or Sienkiewicz’s Rome.

November 16.—At the Library I finished Balzac’s “Deputy of Arcis”
and “Salammbé.” I began what promises to be a very interesting novel,
Turgenev’s “Rudin.”

November 23.—This afternoon I discovered another very congenial
author, the quaint, shrewd Gascon philosopher and essayist, Montaigne.

December 7.—In the Library this afternoon I read Byron’s “Lament
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of Tasso,” the work which partly inspired Liszt's symphonic poem. I
found the poem almost as magnificent as the music. Reading the preface
to Schopenhauer’s “Welt als Wille und Vorstellung,” I was somewhat
daunted by the formidable list of necessary preliminary works. I took
refuge in Balzac’s “Memoirs of Two Young Married Women.”

December 14.—As the orchestra was on its western tour we missed
our usual concert. I consoled myself by plunging into Kant’s “Funda-
mental Principle of the Metaphysic of Morals.” The first forty pages
were much easier to understand than I had expected. I was especially
pleased with his theory that the good actions inspired by the hope of
heaven and the fear of hell are the product not of morality but of
refined egoism and by his noble, if impracticable, idea of morality
founded on pure reason alone.

Despite my gallant efforts, I do not think the more abstruse
metaphysics of Kant and Schopenhauer left on me a permanent
impression. I absorbed much more thoroughly the general essays
of Schopenhauer and, somewhat later, the works of Nietzsche,
who was perhaps the favorite author of my college years. I was
delighted with Matthew Arnold’s essays just because they breathed
a spirit so remote from mechanical utilitarianism.

I enjoyed most the Russian and French novelists, Turgenev,
Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, Balzac, and Flaubert. Turgenev especially
attracted me from the first reading. If I think now of boyhood
days the characters in his novels—the austere nihilist Bazarov, the
wavering Rudin, who gets himself killed on the Paris barricades,
the exquisite Lisa in “Nobleman’s Nest”—seem closer and more real
than most of the people whom I actually knew.

What I passed through in those years could be described as an
unconscious process of spiritual emigration. My body was in
America; my mind, for much the greater part of the time, was in
some European land. I might be walking down Chestnut Street in
Philadelphia, or Penn Street, on which we lived, in Camden. But
there were several European cities which were closer to my
imagination than Philadelphia or Camden: there was foggy, smoky
London, with Dickens depicting its slums and Thackeray its clubs;
there was Paris, with Balzac as the guide; there were St. Petersburg,
with its palaces and cathedrals and hovels and dramshops, and
Moscow of the golden domes and muddy streets—all seen through
the medium of the Russian novelists. Somewhat dimmer were Rome
in the splendors of the early Empire and the shadows of the Middle
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Ages and the battlements of castles and spires of Gothic cathedrals
and walls of the free cities of Germany and Italy.

A natural and familiar theme in American literature is the per-
sonal narrative of the European who comes to the United States
as an immigrant and gradually becomes Americanized. The moods
of these new citizens vary from enthusiastic acceptance to caustic
criticism; but in general the story they have to tell is one of
assimilation.

My own case was a curious contrast to that of the Germans,
Slavs, Jews, Italians, Dutch, Danes, and others who found their
way into the American melting pot. American to the core in the
sense that my ancestors on both sides had been in America as long
as any of our family could remember, I was drawing almost all
my cultural sustenance from Europe. Books and music were the
main formative influences in my life. I cannot recall any American
author, much less any American composer, who exercised on me
the fascination with which I was inspired by a score of European
historians, novelists, philosophers, and musicians.

There was no direct contact with Europe to explain this trend
of my interests. We had no friends or acquaintances across the
Atlantic; we never, I think, received a letter with a European
postmark. A foreign trip was more of a luxury in those days than
it became after the War, and was far beyond our means. Philadelphia
was not a very cosmopolitan city, and we had no friends with
immediate European antecedents.

In retrospect I do not assume either credit or blame for this
strongly European slant of my boyhood and adolescent cultural
tastes. I could no more help being drawn to European thought
and music than a future inventor could escape the fascination of
steam and machinery and electrical] power. In my reactions to
literature and music there was an abundance of the characteristic
faults of youth: extravagance, bombast, hasty and one-sided judg-
ments. But there was no trace of affectation of the influence of
some fashionable clique or coterie. Most of the authors whom I
read remained purely personal possessions, so far as I was concerned;
I found no one to share my new enthusiasms.

My attraction was always to Europe as a whole, not to any par-
ticular country. There is a glowing outburst in Dostoevsky’s “The
Brothers Karamazov” which I shall never forget after hearing
Katchalov, one of Russia’s greatest actors, declaim it in Moscow:
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To the Russian, Europe is as precious as Russia; every stone in her
is cherished and dear. Europe was as much our fatherland as Russia.
Oh, even more so. It is impossible to love Russia more than I do, but
I never reproached myself because Venice, Rome, Paris, the treasures
of their arts and sciences, their whole history, are dearer to me than
Russia. Oh, those old alien stones, those wonders of God’s ancient
world, those fragments of holy wonders are dear to the Russian, and
are even dearer to us than to the inhabitants of those lands themselves.

There was something of this spirit in my own feelings as I took
down one expression of European civilization after another from
the dusty shelves of the Library.

I wish I were able to draw an adequate comparison between
the America of the years just before the War and the present-day
America. But here I face a double handicap. First-hand contact with
America since 1922 has been limited to two fleeting visits. And as
a boy and young man my eyes were fixed on Europe and the past,
rather than on the America in which I was living. :

One is impressed, of course, by a few obvious changes. In my
boyhood years an airplane flight was thought of as a circus stunt;
the radio was unknown, along with the “talkies”; the automobile
was definitely the mark of a well-to-do family; the bus was not
thought of as a means of long-distance transportation. Life was
simpler, less distracted, more provincial. There was much less
extensive and probably less informed comment on foreign affairs,
and there was less creative activity in literature and the arts. At the
same time there was also probably less froth and charlatanism.
Histories and biographies tended to be stiffer, more conventional—
In some cases, more accurate.

Perhaps the outstanding contrasts between this prewar genera-
tion and the present one lay in the former’s assured faith in progress
and in an underlying sense of stability which could scarcely be
found anywhere in the world today. There were occasional Russian
pogroms and massacres of Armenians in Turkey which aroused
sympathy and protest. But Russia and Turkey seemed very far
away and their regimes certainly did not offer to democratic in-
dividualist institutions the kind of sharp challenge which was later
embodied in communism and fascism. There was a general faith
that “the cure for the evils of democracy is more democracy,”
and that education could solve all social problems in the long run.
There were occasional strikes and riots and periods of hard times;
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conservative and radical reformers offered their remedies. But it
was reform rather than fundamental change that made the widest
appeal. The idea of the federal government spending billions of
dollars annually in struggle with unemployment of indefinite
duration would have seemed fantastic. So, in those years that seem
so curiously remote and sheltered now, would have been the sug-
gestion that millions of American troops would cross the Atlantic
to take part in a European war.

I took a fair amount of interest in domestic politics. I was a
hearty sympathizer with Theodore Roosevelt in his “Bull Moose”
campaign of 1912 and read a considerable number of the “muck-
raking” articles of Lincoln Steffens, Charles Edward Russell, and
other writers of this school. The names of Huntingdon, Crocker,
Stanford, the Southern Pacific Railway, and the more notorious
political “bosses” of the time, all suggested original sin; and I
gravely noted down in my diary for November 17, 1912, “a
growing opinion that the Supreme Court is at least passively hostile
to the interests of the common people.”

My father was a left-wing influence on me politically. Like
many other newspapermen, he had acquired the habit of “voting
socialist,” not because of a positive faith in Marx but because of a
profound lack of faith in the “politicos” of the old parties. Our
most radical friend was Horace Traubel, biographer of Walt
Whitman and, like the poet, a resident of Camden. Conspicuous
with his shock of turbulent white hair and proud of not wearing
an overcoat even in the coldest weather, Traubel was a striking
figure and a prominent member of Philadelphia’s very mild political
and intellectual Bohemia. He worked at night by choice and pub-
lished a little private magazine which, for some unknown reason, he
called “The Conservator,” and which, I fear, brought him little
income.

This was before the time when the dictatorship of the proletariat
was thought of as practical politics, and Horace Traubel’s socialism
was of an expansive rather than a dogmatic character. It implied
some measure of fellowship with such non-Marxian heretics as
Anarchists and Single Taxers, a broad conviction that Labor is
always right, cordial support of women’s suffrage and feminism
in general, and a liberal dose of rather vague bubbling humanitarian-
ism. It was in the line of descent from the Brook Farm type of
New England radical idealism. The bubbling humanitarianism oc-
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casionally spilled over into free verse, as when we, along with
Traubel’s other friends, received the following message on his

birthday:

I'm glad about the day I was born.
It is the greatest of all days

Except the day when you were born
Or the day when anyone was born.

Traubel was an ardent apostle of his faith, an entertaining
talker and was always glad to talk. But I was not converted to social-
ism at this time. For some reason Marx was not one of the authors
whom I encountered in my intellectual rovings and ramblings. I
was. not inclined to go beyond a general belief that the “trusts”
and the “interests” were engaged in constant sinister warfare
against the “common people,” that there was no rhyme or reason
in the differences between Republicans and Democrats, and that
all politicians, except for a few personal favorites, like Theodore
Roosevelt and Robert M. La Follette, were men of dubious in-
tegrity.

Foreign affairs received little attention in the American press at
that time. Thanks to my fondness for history, I knew more about
the England of Charles I and Cromwell and the Long Parliament
than about the modern Great Britain of Asquith and Lloyd George
and the Parliament Act. And I could have passed a much better
examination on the policies of the Hohenstaufens than on those of
the Hohenzollerns.

However, I responded quickly to the more spectacular events
in Europe, such as the Balkan wars of 1912 and 1913. Sienkiewicz’s
novels, such patriotic compositions of Tschaikovsky as “1812” and
the “Marche Slave” made me an ardent sympathizer with the
Balkan states. “Who knows,” I wrote on October 27, 1912, “but
what the hymns of the Greek Church may once more be heard
beneath the dome of St. Sophia?”

And my diary for some time registers joy over Balkan victories,
accompanied, on one occasion, by expression of the hope that
Austria-Hungary might disappear from the map of Europe. My
interest in Balkan wars and politics, however, faded away when
the victorious powers displayed an unregenerate tendency to fight
over the spoils of victory.

The two most fortunate accidents in my life, I think, were my
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transfer from the Camden High School to the Penn Charter School,
in Philadelphia, and my appointment as correspondent of the
Christian Science Monitor in Moscow. The first extricated me
from an educational blind alley and opened the way for six years
of congenial study along classical lines, accompanied by un-
systematic but extensive outside reading. The second, as will be
shown later, got me out of a blind alley in later life.

Penn Charter, a Friends’ school, led up naturally to Haverford,
a Friends’ college, located in a pleasant surburban district of Phila-
delphia. Haverford, a small college with a strong emphasis on
liberal arts courses, was admirably suited to my tastes, and I look
back to the four years which I spent there as among the happiest
in my life. Haverford was a men’s college, with a student body
at that time of about 200, ivy-clad dormitories, and a rather
strongly marked English influence, which was preserved in part
through the close contacts between American and British Friends.
I think it was the only American college which maintained a
cricket team.

“Thee” and “thou” were the regular forms of address to the
students employed by President Sharpless and other Friends on
the faculty. The small size of Haverford and its severe entrance
requirements tended to keep out the hordes of cretins and loafers
who make “higher education” such a misleading term when ap-
plied to many American universities and colleges. The silly sides
of American collegiate life were reduced to a minimum. There
were no fraternities, and there was little snobbishness.

The students were much more homogeneous than they would
have been in a larger institution, located near a more cosmopolitan
city. The great majority came from middle-class families in
Pennsylvania and neighboring Eastern states, with only a small
sprinkling of Westerners. There were a few scions of families
which had done well out of the ownership of Philadelphia stores
and businesses and New England textile mills. But the majority
of my classmates were about in my own economic position, able
to attend the college with help from scholarships or outside work,
but faced with the necessity of earning their own livings as soon
as they received their diplomas.

A few foreigners added variety to the rather sober gray pattern
of the student body. I became acquainted with two Japanese whom
I would meet twenty years later in Tokyo. One of these, now dead,
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was Yoshio Nitobe, adopted son of the well known scholar and
publicist, Inazo Nitobe. He was editor of the college magazine,
the Haverfordian, to which I became a persistent contributor.
The other was Iwao Ayusawa, for many years head of the Tokyo
branch of the International Labor Office. There were also two or
three English students, a Chinese whom I later met as head of a
university in Shanghai, and a very bright and un-Quakerlike young
European who bore the international name of Jacques George
Clemenceau Schumann LeClerq and also became a pillar of the
magazine.

The two foremost personalities at Haverford in my time were
the senior Professor of English, the late Dr. Francis Barton Gum-
mere, and Dr. Rufus M. Jones, professor of philosophy. “F. B.,”
as Dr. Gummere was affectionately and admiringly called by the
students who crowded his elective courses in Shakespeare, Milton,
and Chaucer, was a famous research student in the field of the
early English ballad. And, as anyone who has heard his lectures
could testify, he possessed the warm feeling for great drama and
poetry and thought which distinguishes the true scholar from
the pedant. To hear him let himself go in declaiming John of
Gaunt’s apostrophe to England or Milton’s “Avenge, O Lord,
thy slaughtered saints” or the tribute of Lucretius to the free-
thinking Epicurus was an experience quite apart from the routine
run of college lectures. It was rather to be compared with Chalia-
pin’s dramatic singing of “The Two Grenadiers.”

Rufus Jones was an authority on early Quaker history whose
own faith was shot through with a mild mysticism. His basic ideas
were far from those of the thinkers who had most influence on me
in my formative years. But no one could come into contact with
Dr. Jones without being impressed by the simple, straightforward,
unassuming kindliness and goodness of his character. It was these
qualities, combined with a measure of the proverbial hardheaded
Quaker common sense, that made him an excellent head of the
American Friends Service Committee that did so much admirable
work in bringing relief, with absolute impartiality, to the victims of
war and postwar hates and famines and persecutions.

My last meeting with Rufus Jones was in Tokyo in 1938, and I
think a characteristic touch of the man’s spirit, with its compound
of idealism and not unhumorous realism, was expressed in an in-
formal talk which he gave in Tokyo, when he said (I quote from

memory):
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“It is part of our belief that there is something of God in every
man. I know there are some people in whom it would require a
tremendous act of faith to see even a trace of the divine. But it is
there just the same.”

President Isaac Sharpless (“Uncle Ike,” as he was privately
called by the students) was also a distinctive personality, although,
in my role of a young rebel and iconoclast, I did not fully ap-
preciate this while I was at Haverford. A shrewd, capable execu-
tive rather than a scholar, he governed his little academic empire
in a spirit of benevolent paternalism and tried to make the writ of
the Ten Commandments and the virtues of Poor Richard prevail
among the students. Not infrequently he sweetened his moralistic
pills with a coating of dry humor. This humor, together with a
certain natural diplomacy in handling men which went hand in
hand with a plain, blunt Friendly method of address, enabled him
to pass the ordeal of complicated relationships with trustees,
alumni, faculty, and students with less friction than most college
presidents experience.

My first introduction to President Sharpless occurred when he
addressed us assembled freshmen in the main auditorium and
warned us that we should be exposed to five major temptations:
“drinking, smoking, gambling, loafing, and — er — immorality.”
He added that fourteen of the sixteen men with highest grades in
the college were nonsmokers, “which seems to show,” he added,
“either that smoking injures the brain or that an inferior type of
mind takes to tobacco.”

Once, while he was delivering a lecture on practical ethics to
our senior class, he noticed that one of its more easy-going mem-
bers had put up his feet on an empty bench in front of him. With-
out changing his grave measured tone of voice or moving a muscle
of his face, President Sharpless interjected, “I'd rather see thy face
than the sole of thy foot, Shepard,” and went on with his discourse
while the feet came down with a clatter and the class rocked with
more or less suppressed laughter.

The mailed fist which President Sharpless carried within the
velvet glove was perhaps seen to best advantage when he was
called on to crush an unusual infidel revolt in Fifth Day Meeting,
as the regular Thursday gathering in the Haverford meeting-
house was called, attendance at which was then compulsory for
students. The leader of this mutiny was a student whom I shall
name Smith, since he may now, for all I know, be an elder in some



20 The Confessions of an Individualist

church. At that time he was a genial fellow of burly build, and his
chief characteristics were a deep bass voice, a fondness for poly-
syllabic words, and an unquenchable delight in airing the atheistic
views of himself, his father, his brother, and his uncle to all who
would listen to him. He was one of Haverford’s few nonconformist
students, and the severe and conventionally minded Dean pri-
vately characterized both Smith and myself as “abnormal.”

One day Smith was engaged in his familiar occupation of com-
plaining about the obligation to attend meeting. “It’s a positive
insult to a man of my intelligence,” he boomed. Some one, in a
spirit of Mephistophelian mischief, suggested that, as anyone was
theoretically free to speak in a Friends’ meeting, the meetinghouse
itself would be the proper forum in which to voice his grievance.
After a moment of hesitation and canny consideration Smith ac-
cepted the suggestion on condition that he would receive fifteen
dollars—the sum necessary to take him home as a result of his
experiment in free speech.

The fifteen dollars was quickly subscribed (partly in the form
of canceled poker I O U’s); the news spread like wildfire through
the dormitories of the college and did not escape the knowledge
of the college authorities’ unobtrusive but efficient intelligence
service. Smith set about energetically preparing a flamboyant
speech, which, by coincidence, was to be delivered on Washing-
ton’s Birthday. As a peroration he had worked out 2 modest com-
parison berween himself, “standing up for religious liberty,” and
George Washington, “standing up for political liberty.” The fate-
ful day arrived, and it is safe to say that attendance at meeting
was never so full or so voluntary. One could have heard the
proverbial pin drop in the expectant silence when Smith rose
under the cold accusing eyes of President Sharpless, the Dean,
“Uncle Allen,” the college librarian, and other academic dignitaries
and began as follows:

“For some time I have thought of addressing this meeting. I am
not rising in any spirit of fear and trepidation . . .”

When the many-syllabled “trepidation” rolled out, President
Sharpless decided that matters had gone far enough. He stood up
and deliberately said:

“I think, Smith, thee had better sit down.”

The revolt was suppressed, and in such a way as to turn the
laugh on the rebel. “I think thee had better sit down” became a



The Formative Years 21

college byword. Smith was not expelled, but his scholarship was
not renewed after a year in which he added to his dossier of dis-
credit by becoming involved in a theological polemic with Dr.
Henry Hallam Tweedy, an inspirational speaker who had been
imported by the Y.M.C.A.

I was not such an embattled crusader for infidelity as the re-
doubtable Smith. But, nourished on nineteenth century skeptics
and romantics, I was destined to be an iconoclast in the placid
conservative atmosphere of Haverford. My entrance into college
coincided with the development of an urge to write. Hitherto my
sole effort in this direction, apart from the von Raumer translation
and school compositions, had been a lugubrious story for the Penn
Charter magazine about a Russian immigrant boy who committed
suicide rather than quit school and go to work.

But from my first year at Haverford I was an indefatigable
writer. Two of my first sketches bore the formidable titles “Na-
tionalism and Art” and “Genius and Pathology” (it was a pet boy-
hood theory of mine that physical maladies stimulated artistic ex-
pression, and I was fond of citing the examples of Chopin,
Nietzsche, and Dostoevsky in this connection). I drew on my
stock of miscellaneous reading for stories, essays, brief dramas
(which could certainly never have been acted) on themes as far
removed from one another and from contemporary American
life as Julian the Apostate and Conradin, the last of the Hohen-
staufens. No wonder that the class record contained the follow-
ing ambiguous tribute to my writings: “Chamberlin’s contributions
to the Haverfordian have edified those of us who could understand
them.,”

These flights of adolescent fancy and erudition were innocuous,
perhaps even respectable in the eyes of academic authority. This
was not the case, however, when I put on the armor of a crusading
St. George and set out to slay a dragon in the person of the
Reverend Billy Sunday, who had come to Philadelphia on one of
his financially very profitable soul-saving campaigns.

I cannot say that I have any more regard for Mr. Sunday’s
theological views now than I did at Haverford. But I do consider
him one of the most amusing of the comedians who have trodden
America’s vast comic stage. A buoyant ex-LW.W. whom I knew
in Moscow could always bring down the house with his impersona-
tion of Billy Sunday shouting: “I'll fight the devil. And, if he
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runs to the North Pole, I'll put on skates and chase him down to
hell.” And one of the funniest items that ever appeared in the
“Americana” department of the American Mercury was an ex-
cerpt from an address by Billy Sunday in Nashville, Tennessee,
which ran somewhat as follows:

“My friends, there’s an anti-government, anti-God, anti-marriage,
anti-everything gang in this country, and if they got in control
the laws of nature would be reversed. Cats would bark and dogs
would mew, pigs would crow and roosters would squeal, the sun
would rise in the west and set in the east, yesterday would be day
after tomorrow and the part would be greater than the whole, my
friends, if that gang were in control.”

But youth, if it has ideas at all, is apt to take them with deep
seriousness. To me at the age of seventeen Billy was not to be
laughed at, but to be denounced with all his own vehemence, if
in somewhat better English. He was the incarnation of ignorance,
bigotry, obscurantism, and all the other sins of my cultural credo.
An article entitled “The Church, the College, and Billy Sunday”
set forth these views with considerable acerbity, elicited several
violently abusive letters from “saved souls” and an ex cathedra
rebuke from President Sharpless, speaking in Collections, as morn-
ing chapel was called at Haverford. The college authorities showed
even less relish for an editorial which I published denouncing
compulsory church attendance.

I finally achieved what is at once the fear and the hope of the
youthful rebel, official censorship, when criticism of proposed
Sunday concerts by the Presbyterian ministers of Philadelphia
inspired me to write a piece contrasting the supposed spiritual
values of Beethoven and Schubert symphonies and of Calvinistic
theology, much to the disadvantage of the latter. I received a sum-
mons to the President’s office. Going there, not without “trepida-
tion,” to use Smith’s favorite word, I received a mildly worded but
firm ultimatum to discontinue writing on “theological subjects.”
Here again “Uncle Ike” displayed diplomatic finesse; he prefaced
his command with the remark: “Chamberlin, thee causes me a
great deal of trouble”—a remark which, as he doubtless shrewdly
calculated, was not unflattering to a youthful undergraduate.

Besides turning out articles, harmless or seditious, I found
plenty of occupation in college. In my studies the uneven trend
of earlier school experience persisted. Subjects which I disliked
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left no impression on me. I made an appalling sketch of an insect
which was being dissected in the biology laboratory, and dutifully
marked two points on it as “joints,” whereupon a frivolous class-
mate remarked: “That looks like a map of Philadelphia, with its
two leading ‘joints.””

On the other hand, Greek and Lann, in which I specialized, ap-
pealed to me more and more as 'I advanced further. My diary
is full of such references to my classical readings as the following:

The climax of Thucydides’ great dramatic narrative is certainly
reached in the description of Demosthenes’ futile night attack on
Epipolae. Even at this distance of time I cannot help feeling a bitter
regret that the Athenians did not succeed in their daring venture.

My days were not all spent in study; I played a fair amount
of tennis and often took an all-day Sunday walk in the mildly roll-
ing countryside around Haverford. Of the five temptations of St.
Anthony against which President Sharpless had warned the in-
coming freshmen, three, drinking, smoking, and er—immorality
had no effect on me. Once, after much persuasion, a more worldly
classmate lured me to the Trocadero, a variety theater in Philadel-
phia much frequented by sailors which the pillars of the college
Y.M.C.A. regarded as a symbol of Sodom and Gomorrah. My
solemn comment was worthy of a seventeenth century Puritan:
“The performance reminded me of the inartistic license which
ruled on the English stage after the Restoration.” And I found
much more enjoyment in a lecture on Nietzsche by Emma Gold-
man the following evening. As for the other temptations, I doubt-
less did my fair share of loafing and it was in the dormitories of
a Quaker college that I carried out some practical studies of the
laws of probability, as exemplified in poker hands. But my vic-
tories and defeats on this front never brought me any great increase
of capital and never led me to pawn any family heirlooms.

What I missed most in Haverford, as during the years after
leaving college, was sympathetic intellectual companionship.
Haverford was well above the academic average of the American
small college. Yet few of the students read much for the pleasure
of reading. I was once the sole competitor for a prize of forty dol-
lars’ worth of books which had been established for “outside
reading.”

It was with keen interest and substantial agreement that I read
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the magazine articles of M. E. Ravage, an immigrant from Ru-
mania, about his experiences and impressions as a student in Ameri-
can universities. Instead of confining himself to gush about “the
land of the free” Mr. Ravage voiced some very pointed and, as
I thought, very well justified criticisms of the intellectual im-
maturity of the majority of American students. I felt that here
was someone who, with quite a different background from my
own, probably possessed similar tastes and suffered similarly be-
cause they were not more common. I have never met or corre-
sponded with Ravage; but I noticed later that he became the
author of several books and settled down in what I hope is the
congenial atmosphere of Paris.

Not that I led the life of an isolated recluse at Haverford. I
reckoned there several good friends and a number of acquaintances.
But most of my experiences with books and almost all my ex-
periences with music remained personal, bottled up within me,
except in so far as they spilled out in my writing for the Haver-
fordian. 1 remember once noticing that some reader had written
“How beautiful!” on a copy of Turgenev’s “Torrents of Spring”
and wishing I could meet this unknown admirer of Turgenev—
most probably a poor immigrant from Russia. But no such ro-
mantic fantasy ever came to pass.

Despite occasional fits of spiritual loneliness, despite an un-
satisfied desire to establish myself in New York, which attracted
me as Paris attracted Balzac’s provincial intellectuals, the years at
Haverford were happily and, I think, purposefully spent. Like
all good things, they came to an end at last. I submitted my
Bachelor of Arts thesis on “The Influence of the House of Hohen-
staufen on the History of Europe,” fired a last blast at constituted
academic authority by inserting into the final issue of the Haver-
fordian an article with the suggestive title “Academic Freedom:
The Reality and the Ideal,” and stepped out of a sheltered college
life into a rough-and-tumble world where I had no grounds for
great expectations.

These years of preparatory school and college were in the high-
est degree formative. In many ways they predetermined the course
of my future life. Not that I came out of Haverford equipped for
any definite work or profession. I stumbled up more than one
blind alley before I found a satisfactory occupation. But both my
limitations and, much less clearly, my possibilities were indicated
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before I left Haverford. It was obvious that I could expect no
success in any technical profession or in any job that required
business acumen or initiative. At the same time I had developed a
bent for writing, a capacity for working hard on subjects which
interested me, an awareness of current affairs which were part of
the foundation for my future work as a foreign correspondent
and writer. .

Outwardly placid and uneventful, inwardly my boyhood and
adolescence were intense and passionate because of my ardent
response to the many stimuli of my favorite authors and composers.
Very significant for my character was the absence of external
pressure and discipline. If I found aspects of America which Sin-
clair Lewis depicted so well in “Main Street” and “Babbitt” un-
sympathetic, if I took refuge in European dream castles, I can
never, in retrospect, be sufficiently grateful for the complete
absence of the goose step in the American scheme of things.

The absence of military conscription and of the still worse bar-
racks regime for mind and body which has grown up in all the
postwar dictatorships was an immense negative boon to a born
individualist like myself. Neither was I subjected to any other form
of spiritual strait jacket: a tyrannical family, a dogmatic religion,
an ideal of class behavior to uphold. If I missed in my mental
quests the informed guidance and the sympathetic associations
which would have been of great benefit, I found no artificial ob-
stacles in my path of self-education.

There are many links between my youth and my early middle
age. As a result of my work politics and economics have pushed
my old fondness for literature into the background; and the
classics, I deeply regret to say, are a lost cultural frontier which
I propose to regain at the first opportunity. But most of the books
which I valued in youth are still on my library shelves. And the
resonant overture to “Die Meistersinger,” the exquisite horn
motive in Brahms’s First Symphony, the crashing surge of Chopin’s
Revolutionary Etude stir the blood as they did twenty-five years
ago, when I rarely missed a promising concert or recital in
Philadelphia.

Several of my minor habits became pretty firmly fixed in youth.
Indifference to dress and to formal social conventions in general
was one of these; I still abhor the occasional obligation of putting
on a black tie. Dislike for alcohol and tobacco, compensated by



26 The Confessions of an Individualist

an inordinate fondness for milk chocolate (preferably eaten while
reading) has remained unchanged since college years. This is also
true of my favorite forms of exercise, tennis and long-distance
walking, although it was only after I went to Europe that I began
to enjoy the added zest of walks and climbs of the mild variety in
mountainous regions.

Perhaps these formative years will be more closely linked with
my later than with my middle period. For when the time comes
to retire from active service it is to some personal cultural monas-
tery that one may well want to retire, if this is possible, from the
spectacle of a world of air black-outs and gas masks that is alarm-
ingly assuming many features of the disordered, broken Roman
world of the fifth and sixth centuries which drove so many people
into religious retreats. But this is perhaps looking too far ahead.



CHAPTER TWO: Blind Alley

My college years were a reasonably good preparation for life as
I intended to lead it. They were an uncommonly poor preparation
for making a living. There was no cash value in a knowledge of
Homer and Vergil, Tacitus and Thucydides, supplemented by
miscellaneous readings in German philosophers and dramatists and
French and Russian novelists. My sole visible commercial assets
on leaving the sheltering walls of Haverford were ability to write
literate English and familiarity with the use of a typewriter. In
view of these circumstances it is rather surprising that I was not
thrown on whatever took the place of the W.P.A. in those Old
Deal days. I was lucky to get off with no worse experience than
finding myself in two or three blind alleys.

Since none of my ancestors had been forethoughted enough to
provide the means to subsidize the indefinite period of study which
I'should have enjoyed, I had long accepted the regrettable necessity
of working for a living after completing my college course. But
I gave little thought to the choice of work. New York at that time
loomed up as a sort of Mecca of my hopes. The intellectual and
musical currents there seemed so much stronger and deeper than
those of Philadelphia. So, during pilgrimages which I regularly
took to the metropolis during the Christmas holidays, and which
included a round of concerts and opera, periods of reading in the
Public and Columbia University libraries and visits to the east
side, the Russian Cathedral and other exotic scenes of New York,
I timidly presented notes of introduction at two or three publish-
ing houses. I had no particular qualifications for any specific post,
nor was my personality of the more or less mythical type which

27
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breaks down the sales resistance of the prospective employer at
the first swoop. So these tentative overtures came to nothing.

My mother hoped that I would follow her father’s profession and
become a lawyer. With her usual fond partiality she envisaged me
clothed in judicial ermine and handing down decisions from some
high bench. But law had never impressed my imagination as had
history, literature, and music. So there was no incentive to invest
time and money in professional study after graduation. Medicine,
engineering, chemistry were obviously excluded because of my
complete lack of scientific aptitude. Teaching might have seemed
more promising; but I had come to consider the American student
rather stony soil for instruction in the subjects in which I was
interested.

So, by a process of elimination, I drifted into newspaper work.
My ambition was to become an editorial writer or a book and
music critic. But my first job, in the usual course of things, was
that of a fledgling reporter, at fifteen dollars a week, on Mr. Cyrus
Curtis’s Public Ledger. 1 started out on this work with small ex-
pectations, which were quickly realized. I had always been more
attracted by ideas than by individuals, and the young reporter’s
round of police stations, war rallies, banquets of florists’ associa-
tions and Irish fraternal orders was not calculated to stimulate
interest in the human race.

To be sure my worst nightmare, that of being ordered out to
report a fire, never came to pass. One of my strongest traits can
best be described as the precise opposite of pyromania. I have al-
ways been vastly indifferent to fires, in so far as they did not
threaten my own dwelling. I would make a detour of some distance
to avoid the sight of a burning building which would attract a
throng of curious spectators. The thought of being obliged not
only to watch a fire but to learn the facts about it amid a horde of
cursing policemen, spraying firemen, and milling onlookers was
enough to send chill shivers down my spine. But I was never
subjected to this ordeal; the canny instinct of the city editor doubt-
less led him to send more experienced members of his staff to cover
any conflagrations which occurred in Philadelphia in the summer
of 1917.

But, if my reporting assignments were less formidable than I had
expected, they were, with few exceptions, extremely boring. I
recall an interview with an American aviator who had returned
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from flying in France and one or two others that were interesting
and a few more that were amusing. One of the latter was a war
rally in a car barn, where a homespun orator, whose patriotism was
stronger than his grammar, told the applauding audience, as he
pointed at the flag: “This here flag, it ain’t the flag of no king and
it ain’t the flag of no queen.” But when my brief and inconspicuous
career on the Ledger came to an end I pronounced judgment on it
in the ponderous neo-Johnsonian style which I affected in my

diary:

I become more and more thankful that my days of bondage as a
reporter are numbered. I can conceive of few more wearisome occupa-
tions than the constant chronicling of the adventures of peripatetic
infants who persist in hurling themselves in front of juggernaut auto-
mobiles, of inebriated gentlemen who blow out the gas, of trolley cars
which inadvertently lose their power and become involved in collisions.

From the Ledger 1 passed over to the near-by Press, where I
became assistant editor of the weekly magazine. In every way this
post was more congenial than the reporting which I abandoned.
The hours were far more agreeable; as a reporter I had been on
duty from early afternoon until midnight. The new work was all
in the daytime, except for one hectic night when the magazine
went to press. The “peripatetic infants” and “inebriated gentle-
men” ceased to plague me, and I got on very well with my new
boss, an earnest young Jewish Socialist named Goldberg, partly, no
doubt, because we shared critical and negative views on the war.
This fact made the small corner of the city room where the magazine
was fashioned the target of occasional sour looks from some of
the superpatriots on the staff. However, the only overt attack
against us took the form of plastering Goldberg’s desk with scream-
ingly headlined stories of the “Sisson Documents,” which pur-
ported to prove that the Bolsheviki were GGerman agents.

In fact, when I look back at America’s war era in the light of
later experience in the Soviet Union I am surprised at its relative
tolerance. I made no great secret of my own antiwar views. I sent
an enthusiastic telegram of congratulation to Senator La Follette
after a defiant speech which he delivered in the Senate on Oc-
tober 6, 1917. I wrote several letters to newspapers, praising
La Follette and taking issue with extreme war sentiment. Some
of these were printed, and some were not.



30 The Confessions of an Individualist

Another letter, which I wrote under a pseudonym and con-
sidered profoundly satirical, appeared in the “Forum” department
where the Press published the more or less literate contributions
of its readers. I suggested that there could be little reality in the
much vaunted German efficiency, since any American jazz com-
poser could toss off thirty or forty masterpieces in a year, while
Beethoven, one leading “Hun” composer, had written only nine
symphonies and Wagtier only a dozen operas. [ went on to propose
that the Philadelphia Orchestra should pay homage to the spirit
of the time by making up a program for which I suggested the most
moronic titles of current jazz favorites. Perhaps I did not realize
that there was all too much possibility of such a project being
taken seriously. One of the tragi-comic headlines of the war years
was: “Pittsburgh Bans Beethoven.”

I got in touch with a few former Haverford students of pacifist
views, and we made some quite futile efforts to rally support for
such shadowy organizations as the Collegiate Anti-Militarism
League and the Young Democracy. The original leading spirit in
this latter organization, incidentally, was finally revealed as a
government agent. This activity was certainly harmless enough,
so far as affecting the prosecution of the war was concerned. Yet
I know personally of many Soviet citizens who have been ar-
rested and sent to concentration camps for much less open demon-
strations of opposition sentiment. The freedom of action enjoyed
by antiwar groups and individuals in America at that time, limited
and precarious as it was, far exceeds the normal liberty of dissident
expression in the Soviet Union or in any of the totalitarian states.

In wartime America there were, of course, some outrageous
cases of mob violence (one of America’s cardinal national sins)
and some barbarously long sentences of imprisonment pronounced
against war objectors. The great majority of these, however, were
redressed within a comparatively short time after the end of the
war. And if there were insurance policies against death and im-
prisonment for political reasons the rates would certainly be far
higher in the contemporary Soviet Union, Germany, and Italy
than in America during the World War.

Neither Goldberg, whose earnest socialism was an unconscious
substitute for religion, nor I was pro-German in the sense of sym-
pathizing with the Kaiser or desiring a German victory. The
familiar obtuse mentality that saw in every opponent of the war a
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secret agent of the German General Staff prepared me for later
encounters with the Communist assumption that anyone who op-
poses communism must be a fascist and for the corresponding
fascist effort to pin a communist label on every opponent of this
method of achieving a secular millennium.

My own attitude toward the war was a compound of intel-
lectual doubt and criticism and passionate emotional antipathy.
I instinctively sensed the fallacy of the idea of a “war to end war.”
Yet Wilson’s rhetoric, his rebukes to selfish and imperialistic war
aims, had some effect on me, although never to the point of mak-
ing me wish to anticipate the draft by enlisting.

When the war broke out in Europe I took sides vehemently
with the typical partisanship of youth, and during the greater
part of my stay at Haverford I was an extravagant pro-Ally. I
am still a little ashamed of some of my comments at that time;
they are as silly as anything said or written on the same subject
by Theodore Roosevelt and other advocates of war at any price.

A book that contributed very much to inspiring what I now
consider a more rational view of the war was George Brandes’s
“The World at War.” I already knew and admired Brandes be-
cause of his richly informed and eloquently appreciative work on
Poland. His “World at War” was one of the few books of the time
that sincerely eschewed partisanship and focused attention on the
essential permanent aspect of the war: the tragic spectacle of the
most civilized continent in the world committing human and
cultural hara-kiri. My note on this book in my diary reads:

It is the first “war book” I have read for a long time that does
not impress me as the work of a violent lunatic. The author’s logic is
absolutely convincing in its demonstration that no one nation can be
held responsible for the catastrophe of August, 1914.

In this frame of mind I grasped at every straw of hope in Wilson’s
more liberal speeches, fell into discouragement whenever Lloyd
George or Clemenceau called for a knockout blow and followed
with interest the feeble and abortive efforts of the socialist and
labor forces in various countries to pave the way for a negotiated
peace. I began to believe strongly in Wilson’s ideal of peace with-
out victory after he had abandoned it. T liked to repeat a story
which was told of Bob Smillie, a leader of the British miners.
Smillie was reported to have said that, if asked the familiar hypo-
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thetical question, “Daddy, what did you do in the great War?”
he would reply: “My boy, I tried to stop the bloody thing.”

Temperamentally I was predestined to be out of step in a war
atmosphere. For, although capable of a good deal of enthusiasm
for a cause, an idea or a personality, I have always been unrespon-
sive to the mass emotionalism that finds expression in wars, violent
revolutions, and religious “revivals.” I am instinctively distrust-
ful of any movement that calls for blind obedience and suspension
of the reasoning faculty.

Moreover, I felt keenly at the time and still feel that America’s
participation in the World War lacked the sanction of popular
approval. I could see nothing of the spontaneous rush to arms that
marked at least the first stages of the War of the Revolution and
the Civil War, conflicts that arose over issues that were readily
understandable to the masses. Before the draft was introduced, a
week of voluntary recruiting was a pitiful failure, yielding only
about one-tenth of the men who were called for. Once the huge
machine of war propaganda and compulsion began to function,
to be sure, it worked fairly smoothly. While there was, I am con-
vinced, no popular will for war, except among a part of the well-
to-do classes in the Eastern states (long after the Lusitania had been
sunk Wilson was re-elected largely on the issue of “keeping us
out of war”) there was no conscious resolution to resist a war
which the Government had somehow let the country in for.

America’s wealth helped to smooth the way for successful
mobilization. The A.E.F. was probably better cared for than any
army in history as regards food, pay, medical attention, provision
for the disabled and for families. And no doubt bellicose pastors,
mob-minded college professors, and four-minute war orators, sud-
denly turned experts on German history, morals and psychology,
succeeded in generating a certain amount of synthetic hatred for
“the Hun” before the war was ended. This hatred was, however,
more prevalent, so far as I could observe, among elderly ladies
and gentlemen well beyond military age than it was among the
men who were called on to do the fighting. And the lift, the sense
of spiritual exaltation which one would associate with a war for
some cause of compelling national enthusiasm, seemed to me en-
tirely absent. One was impressed by the suggestive contrast be-
tween the trivial “Over There” and other transient songs of the
World War and such anthems of the Civil War as “John Brown’s
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Body,” “The Battle Hymn of the Republic,” “Maryland,” and

“Dixie.”

And I think the general run of people showed themselves wiser
than the prowar intellectuals when they failed to catch fire for
the idea of a crusade in Europe. It is seldom that such complete
military victory as America helped to bring about has been fol-
lowed by such complete political and economic frustration. It
would certainly be difficult to point to a single positive achieve-
ment that might be regarded as compensation for the hundreds of
thousands of killed and wounded and the twenty-five billion dol-
lars of war expenditure.

Was the war fought to make the world safe for democracy?
Communism, national socialism, fascism are surely an emphatic
commentary on the futility of trying to vindicate by force of
arms for the whole world an ideology that has worked well only
in North America and in a few European countries and outlying
British dominions. Was it fought to uphold the American right
to trade freely with one group of belligerents, the right of Ameri-
cans to travel unscathed through war zones on belligerent ships?
On this assumption the failure was surely equally complete.

Reflections on the war naturally did not occupy all my time.
I continued to read, although not nearly so much as in preparatory
school and college days. My enthusiasm for music remained un-
abated, as the following enthusiastic entry in my diary shows:

The heroic outburst at the conclusion of “Tasso” completely car-
ried me off my spiritual feet and left me in a seraphic state for the
rest of the night.

My few college friends were scattered in various parts of the
country, and I began to seek new companionships. Girls had played
no part in my life at Haverford; but I now began to look around
more or less consciously for someone of my own age and the other
sex who would share my interests. I cannot say that the restricted
cross-section of middle-class Philadelphia with which I came in
contact was a happy hunting ground for such a search. I must
have bored the American girls whom I met almost to desperation
with my talk of Wagner and Nietzsche and European politics.
And I must confess that from their society I carried away a flat
and insipid impression, so far as intellectual development was
concerned.
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I sometimes imagined that I should meet a European girl to
whom enthusiasm for music and literature and abstract ideas
would come more naturally. I did become acquainted with two
Polish girls whose parents had emigrated to America some ten
years previously and whom, in the flush of first meeting, I endowed
with the virtues of Turgenev heroines. And they were more ap-
preciative companions at concerts than my acquaintances of older
American stock. But they were moving psychologically in an
opposite direction from myself. They were becoming practical,
Americanized, more interested in automobiles than in sonatas and
ballades. Ford and Edison were coming to dominate their lives,
while I remained under the influence of Chopin and Sienkiewicz.
By American standards I was not “getting” anywhere in particular.

So the acquaintanceship with the young ladies from Warsaw
never went beyond the most Platonic phase. In the end I came
to enjoy the society of the parents more than that of the girls.
The father especially had much of the quiet dignity which is a
frequent Polish characteristic. It was a pleasure to talk with him
about Polish life and Warsaw and the Vistula and the Old World
which he had left behind and I was looking forward to seeing.

Another experiment in exotic contacts was Minnie R., a radical
Jewish working girl who had been arrested during a scuffle in
which some patriotic sailors had broken up an antiwar meeting.
I had happened to cover this incident as a reporter. Our views on
the war and on politics were quite similar. But somehow after a
few meetings and excursions we drifted apart.

Other acquaintances whom I recall from this period in Phila-
delphia are Dr. Eli Mayer, a liberal rabbi, and his wife, a talented
violinist, and my former professor of biblical history, Dr. Henry
Joel Cadbury, whom I occasionally visited in his home on the
Haverford campus. Dr. Cadbury, an eminent scholar and a con-
vinced pacifist, later figured in an incident which reflected little
credit on the authorities of Haverford College in 1918.

It was in the last days of the war, and Dr. Cadbury had pub-
lished in one of the Philadelphia newspapers a very moderately
phrased letter, pleading against a vindictive peace. The letter
would have been generally recognized as elementary common
sense ten years or even one year later. But the mood in America
at that time was suggestive of a Soviet purge or a Nazi pogrom.
Americans who are self-righteously disposed to wash their hands
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of Versailles and to throw all the blame for this bad peace and its
aftermath on the Allies would be well advised to look up the
records of 1918-1919 and see how seriously Wilson’s groping
and not always consistent striving for a fair settlement was ham-
pered by extreme warmongers at home.

A chorus of vituperation was raised against Dr. Cadbury, and
Haverford, to its shame, bowed to the mob sentiment and let him
go. This would certainly have seemed to be an issue on which a
Friends’ college should have stood by a pacifist professor, even
at the cost of a little temporary unpopularity. Fortunately Dr.
Cadbury’s subsequent academic advancement was not adversely
affected by this incident.

Perhaps my best friends were Linton Martin, literary and
musical critic, and the Zimmerman family in Germantown, where
I found an atmosphere of what might be called, for want of a better
term, prewar American radicalism. There was opposition to re-
ligious dogma, favor for women’s suffrage, prison reform, and all
“advanced” causes, a generally pacifist trend of thought, and an
eclectic interest in socialism, single tax, and other proposed means
of making the world a more desirable place in which to live.

Martin and I were insatiable Wagner devotees, and whenever
I visited him at his home in Sharon Hill, a suburb of Philadelphia,
records of The Ring and “Tristan” resounded until the early
hours of the morning, doubtless to the disgust of all the neighbors
within earshot. Martin had a keen sense of humor and told the
story of a guest, not such a confirmed Wagnerite as myself, to
whom he put the question, after a session -of music: “Don’t you
feel the lingering anguish of the Liebestod?” and received the
ambiguous reply: “Oh, I feel the amguish all right.” Another
favorite phrase of Martin has often occurred to me when I ob-
served the mentality of the younger generations that are reared
under dictatorships:

“The cocksureness that is so obviously based on the most dismal
ignorance.”

But on the whole my life in Philadelphia was lonely, all the more
so because I had the sense of being in a blind alley. Being assistant
magazine editor with abundant opportunities for seditious political
talk with my chief was a good deal more fun than roammg about
the police stations of Kensmgton and other remote sections of
Philadelphia on the dreary assignments of a cub reporter; but it
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was only a job, without intrinsic interests and without any special
contribution to make to my development. The period of systematic
study in college was ended, and the desultory reading which I
kept up was not a satisfactory substitute.

Moreover, the war was becoming a personal, not a theoretical
problem. I escaped the first registration for military service because
I was not yet twenty-one; but the second draft had caught me, and
I could expect to be called at any time after the middle of 1918.
Although I had not been sufficiently quick-witted to think of any
way of evading military service, my aversion to the war had
become so bitter that I seriously contemplated a demonstrative
suicide in the event of being drafted. I find the following entry
in my diary on my twenty-first birthday, February 17, 1918:

If possible I am more “without dogma”* than ever. The only thing

I am really convinced of is the indubitable right of every individual
to lead the fullest and richest possible life. My views on war have
changed radically.? Aestheticism and individualism are my two cardi-
nal principles and war cannot be reconciled with either. If I should
ever be forced into military service I think I would find refuge not
in “conscientious objection,” but in suicide, which is after all the
ultimate triumphant reply of an individualist to the persecution of a
stupid world.

This was not a passing fancy. I had reached the point of buying
a revolver (it was remarkable how easily this could be done, even
in wartime, in easy-going America) and was thinking out the
text of a letter which I proposed to leave, with a copy to be sent
to the Nation, the most consistently antiwar weekly of the time.
It would have contained an expression of hope that international
civilization would survive, a denunciation of militarism and con-
scription and an appeal to peoples everywhere to rise against
them.

It is impossible to know whether I should have carried out this
resolution if I had been faced with the prospect of front-line
service. I felt that I had little to lose in life. And I feel in the
retrospect of more than twenty years that such a death would
have been more reasonable and purposeful, if only for the slight

1 “Without Dogma” is the title of a novel by Sienkiewicz, in which the lead-
ing character is a skeptical intellectual.
2 This refers to my adolescent fervor for the Allied cause.
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propagandist effect it might have exerted, than being killed in a
war with which I was entirely out of sympathy.

But the test of my readiness to resort to such a desperate remedy
did not come. By the autumn of 1918, when my draft notification
arrived, the German resistance was evidently crumbling. It was
clear that the worst I had to anticipate was a few months in a
training camp. The same unpredictable turn of historical fortune
that saved the lives of hundreds of thousands of Germans, French-
men, Austrians, Englishmen, Italians, and Americans removed
from me the temptation to take my own. The revolver was sold,
the melodramatic letter was never written.

From the tragic I quickly passed to the comic. While packing
my bags for departure I perpetrated what I described in my diary
as “a revengeful coup” against the worthy Philadelphia Press. As
this was my sole venture in “direct action” and was a successful
hoax in which I still feel a guilty pride, I shall describe it in some
detail. The Press, backed by some fifty million dollars of Wana-
maker merchant prince capital, had started me on a salary of
fifteen dollars a week, which was later grudgingly raised to
seventeen dollars and fifty cents. This rate of pay, I felt, was a
legitimate economic grievance. There was no Newspaper Guild
in those days, so the prospect of rallying all my fellow wage slaves,
from city editor to office boys, in a strike for higher pay was dim.
Moreover, I temperamentally preferred the anarcho-syndicalist
method of individual sabotage.

One of my classmates at Haverford was an unfailingly genial,
although far from erudite scion of the “oil country” of north-
western Pennsylvania whom I will call Shepard. He often en-
tertained me with stories, which perhaps lost nothing in the tell-
ing, of the extremely rough-and-ready methods which prevailed
in controversies between his “old man” and a rival oil magnate
whom I will call Mastiff. This gave me the idea for a dynamite
plot against the peace of mind of the editor of the Press. That
newspaper carried a “forum,” for which no one was particularly
responsible, and which printed any letter remotely savoring of
literacy. I had often laughed at the meandering, witless effusions
of an occasional correspondent who signed himself “Anthracite.”

This gave me another cue. Under the pseudonym “Bituminous”
I wrote to the Forum, denouncing Shepard and Mastiff in the
most unmeasured terms. I accused them of habitually blowing up
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each other’s oil wells, of grinding the faces of their workers until
the latter were driven to Bolshevism, of “hampering the Govern-
ment in its prosecution of the war and giving aid and comfort
to the Hun”—a good mouth-filling libelous phrase in those frantic
days. “In the little oil town of Petroleum Point,” I added, “drunk-
enness and brawling are the order of the day, law and order are
mere empty names and every man’s life and safety depend on his
quickness on the trigger.”

This communication was duly printed at the head of the Forum,
probably because it was typewritten. I then helped myself to
some stationery from the Bellevue-Stratford, Philadelphia’s most
fashionable hotel, and, impersonating an irate Babbitt to the best
of my ability, wrote a furious letter to the editor, which an ac-
complice signed: H. E. Mastiff. I called him every kind of block-
head for publishing my original letter, threatened him repeatedly
with libel proceedings and ended with a truculent demand for
apology and retraction, insisting that Petroleum Point was one of
the most sober, God-fearing, hard-working towns in the United
States. I was still employed at the Press and so could exultantly
report at first hand the success of the coup, the authorship of
which remained unsuspected:

The bombshell exploded even more violently than I had anticipated.
The editor fell into a state of craven terror before the avenging Neme-
sis from Petroleum Point.

The upshot of the matter was the publication on the editorial
page of the Press of a most ab]ect apology to Shepard, to Mastiff,
and to Petroleum Point. My grievance satisfied, I went off to play
at soldiering with a lighter heart. Before I left I paid a round of
visits to friends, to the Zimmermans, to Rabbi Mayer, who gave
me a pamphlet which he had written to show that religion and
war usually go hand in hand, to Professor Cadbury, who wished
me to take the conscientious objector position, to the Polish
family, where I became involved in a hot dispute with the older
daughter about the war (her instinctive Polish dislike of Germany
fitted in with the prevalent war mood), but found a more peaceful
subject of discussion in Mickiewicz’s “Pan Tadeusz.”

Then, with a horde of rookies, I set out from Broad Street
Station to State College, at Bellefonte, Pennsylvania. Here I was
assigned to a unit which was supposed to learn topographical drafts-
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manship. Being utterly destitute of capacity for any kind of draw-
ing, I was a decidedly unpromising candidate for such instruction.
However, the training, while completely useless, was not rigorous,
and my first reaction to service in the armed forces of the United
States was one of relief:

The routine of our life here is essentially military; but we are not
as badly off as we might be in cantonments. The college dormitories
are decidedly preferable to barracks; the food is wholesome, if not
always palatable; and our schedule of work calls for more technical
training than drilling.

Soldiering was just not in my line; I suppose few of the other
recruits were so badly prepared for it by training and tempera-
ment. | instinctively shrank from even such a mild form of regi-
mentation as marching in step, which, incidentally, I don’t think
I ever succeeded in doing satisfactorily. On one free Sunday I
made a note to the following effect:

Although the afternoon was rainy and the roads were muddy, I took
a long walk to-day. It is a relief to get away from the infernal monotony
and uniformity of military movements and walk at your own pace.

I was not then and am not now an absolute pacifist. There are
two hypothetical cases in which I would recognize a moral
obligation to fight. One would be a foreign invasion of America;
the other an attempt by a communist, fascist, or other minority
group to overthrow democratic government in America and set
up a dictatorship. But I would, I fear, be of uncommonly little
use to the cause which I might espouse: for the same characteristics
that have made me a hopelessly inept mechanic would make me
a pretty inefficient and helpless soldier. It is probably just as well
for all concerned that my martial career began and ended with two
months of scrawling useless lines and circles at State College.

My roommates in the college dormitory were a tall husky Irish-
man who would probably have been a good front-line fighter and
a short, fat Italian. This was before the vogue of the “Studs
Lonigan” school of fiction, and I chastely remarked in my diary
that “it would be impossible to transcribe even the mildest segments
of their conversation without copious eliminations.” However, I
got on with them quite well, rejoiced to find them profanely
responsive when I denounced individuals and groups which might
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want to prolong the war and keep us in service and practiced on
rainy off-days the modest skill at poker which I had acquired at
Haverford.

The most amusing feature of camp life was a bull-throated
regular Army sergeant who tried to put the fear of the Lord into us
with thundering instructions and warnings. He once conveyed an
invitation to a dance which some ladies of the neighborhood had
arranged for us lonely soldiers in the following inelegant but
emphatic terms:

“Yuh’ll go to that dance and yuh’ll act like gentlemen. And if
yuh don’t”—a meaningful pause—“there’s M.P.’s [military police]
that’ll throw yuh out a lot faster than yuh came in.”

One of the recruits bore the distinguished name of Napoleon.
For some reason he was continually being called to account, and
the sergeant’s bellow, “Napoleon, report to the orderly room,”
added to the gayety of the mess hall. On one occasion the sergeant
assumed the role of a detective in connection with the theft of a
blanket from the body of a deceased soldier and harangued us as
follows:

“The man who stole the blanket from the dead man’s body will
turn it in at the orderly room. We’ve got a pretty good idea where
that blanket is, and it'll go hard with the man who stole it if he
holds it out any longer.”

The Armistice news (preceded by the false report which an
overzealous news agency put out four days ahead of the event)
practically ended all serious work, although it took another month
to muster us out of the service. A fire which burned down the
engineering building and the college power plant completed the
disorganization of morale. There was, I fear, general, if secret
rejoicing over this event: for most of the courses had been given
in the destroyed building, and even the lack of heat, keenly felt
in the early winter of the Pennsylvania mountains, seemed a cheap
price to pay for an early discharge.

It was during this period of life as an involuntary conscript that
I became definitely pro-Bolshevik in sympathy. Ever since the
March Revolution of 1917 I had followed the swift march of
events in Russia with much interest, although I felt the handicap
of learning of events through reporting that was often contradictory
and sometimes downright ignorant. My reaction to the Bolshevik
seizure of power on November 7 was reserved and noncommittal:
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The news from Russia is vitally important. I had not anticipated
such a sweeping victory for the extreme elements, although the stupid
and reactionary diplomacy of the Allies (America included) certainly
played into the hands of the Bolsheviks. The results of the coup are
likely to be far-reaching; but it would be rash to predict them just now.

This last sentence had all the pseudo-wisdom of a platitude. It
might have appeared as an editorial utterance in Zanesville, Ohio,
or Fort Worth, Texas; but it reflected accurately my uncertainty
of mind as to what was taking place in Russia. A visit to our office
by an eyewitness from Russia was a great event for Goldberg and
for myself. Once on successive days we listened to a Menshevik
(moderate Socialist) interpretation of the Revolution from a
Russian-American former Press reporter, Joseph Shaplen, who
had just returned from a period of service in Russia for the United
Press, and to a Bolshevik version from Louise Bryant, the wife of
John Reed.

One message that moved me very strongly was Arthur Ransome’s
“Letter to the American People,” published in the New Republic
in the summer or early autumn of 1918. It was written at a time
of supreme crisis in the existence of the Soviet Republic and
possessed all the romantic quality of an appeal from a besieged city.
I sympathized with the author’s views, admired his eloquence and
could not, of course, check up on the validity of his interpretation
through first-hand contact with Russian realities.

Allied and American intervention greatly strengthened my
sympathy with the Soviet regime. Here, 1 felt, was a villainous
attack of militarism and capitalism on a regime which had re-
nounced the war and smashed the capitalism in which, at that time,
I saw the root of the war evil. I was delighted when news would
leak out of some setback to the interventionist forces in Archangel
or the Far East.

The two months which I spent making useless topographical
sketches were big in European history. The old order crumbled
in one after another of the defeated states. I was as enthusiastic
over the process as any Russian Bolshevik. I remember with what
sympathy, in my early Russian years, I talked with a Communist
in Kazan who recalled how sure he was of the coming of the world
revolution at the end of 1918. The war, as I felt, had placed a curse
on every government responsible for it, a curse which could only
be removed by a tremendous historical purge, the laying of a new
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social order on a new basis. On November 13, immediately after the
German Revolution and the Armistice, I wrote in my diary:

Goldberg sent me a short note in which he made the enthusiastic
prophecy that socialism would soon sweep over the whole of Europe.
He may be too optimistic. But it seems to me that, with Russia still
in the hands of the Bolsheviki, with radicalism permeating most of
the new states which have risen out of the wreckage of the Russian
and Austrian empires, with Germany apparently gravitating towards
extreme socialism, the frontier of capitalism has been suddenly pushed
west of the Rhine. And indications are not wanting that the present
governments of France, England and Italy will be compelled to face
serious revolutionary movements on the part of the proletariat of those
countries.

I think go per cent of my Bolshevik sympathy grew out of my
bitterly hostile attitude toward the war. I had only a vague general
idea of socialist theory, and my first serious study of Marx and
Lenin came after I was living in Russia. The socialism I more or less
took for granted; what made me a staunch partisan of the Soviet
regime throughout the whole period of the Russian civil war was
the feeling that here was the culmination of a triumphant revolt
against a plot of the ruling classes in general and the capitalists in
particular against the masses of soldiers of all nationalities who had
been killed, wounded, gassed, maimed. The transition from anti-
war feeling to social radicalism was easy and natural because almost
all organized opposition to the war emanated from labor and
socialist sources. And in America it was generally true, with a fair
number of individual exceptions, that the more well-to-do classes
were the more ardent proponents of the war.

A little of the former adolescent spirit of the college rebel also
predisposed me to favor new and unpopular ideas. All respectable
people at that time were violently opposed to Bolshevism. I had
become accustomed to challenging the orthodox viewpoint at
Haverford.

At last what I called “the great day” of discharge from the
United States Army arrived. There was a final good-will banquet
to the officers of the unit, and I grudgingly admitted to my diary
that “we were treated as decently as military regulatlons permit,’
hastily adding that I was very thankful to be returning to civilian
life.

During my stay in camp my parents had maved to New York,
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and I had not tried to keep open my job on the Press. So discharge
from military service, like graduation from college, meant a fresh
start. [ had no employment and no immediate prospect of obtain-
ing it. But this weighed very lightly in the balance against the
pleasant prospects of the future: departure from stodgy old Phila-
delphia, life in New York, always a boyhood dream, where I en-
visaged a host of radical friends and a brave new world which I
sincerely hoped and believed would be a revolutionary one.

Then the mere casting off of the yoke of military service, light
as it had been, was vastly exhilarating. I still remember the sheer
delight of ordering a very modest meal at some lunch counter after
leaving camp; it was exciting after two months of prescribed rations
to choose just what I wanted to eat. The thought occurred to me
then what an infinite relief it must be for the average man who has
been engaged in real fighting to return to normal life. So, with
forty-seven dollars and seventy cents for pay and expenses in my
pocket, I set out for what was destined to prove a fairly extended
cruise around the shores of New York’s political Bohemia.



CHAPTER THREE: The Coast of Bohemia

En route to New York 1 stopped off for a few days to see old
friends in Philadelphia. Among my diversions there I noted a visit
to the Zimmermans, “where I discussed Bolshevism and denounced
Lloyd George and Clemenceau to my heart’s content,” and a
radical party in an artist’s studio, “with tea in a samovar and
Bolshevism as its main ingredients.” When I met someone whom
I described as “a real tovarisch,” a young Polish Jew who promised
to introduce me to radical circles in New York, my delight was
complete. At that time I experienced a strong access of xenophilia.
I had encountered so little sympathy among native Americans
either for my youthful interests in music, literature, and philosophy
or for my later political and economic radicalism that I was favor-
ably predisposed toward anyone who had not been born in
America. The cosmopolitanism of New York was, for me, one of
its chief attractions.

Once arrived in New York and settled in the congenial atmos-
phere of Greenwich Village (my successive addresses were West
Eleventh Street, Waverly Place, and Grove Street) I again faced
the necessity of earning a living. I cannot say that I succeeded
very well during the first six months. A round of calls at radical
publications brought some sympathetic exchanges of ideas, but no
means of livelihood. An extensive canvassing of publishers’ offices
yielded nothing more substantial than a few commissions to sub-
mit opinions on manuscripts, at the piece rate of two dollars and
fifty cents per opinion. I did a little irregular book reviewing for
the New York Tribune and for some of the liberal magazines.
My fondest ambition, to publish a signed article in one of these
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magazines, was gratified in the summer of 1919, when the Dial,
now long out of existence, printed a contribution entitled “Bolshevik
Russia and Jacobin France.”

But income from all these sources was small and precarious. I
was lured by the siren promises of a correspondence course in
chartered accountancy. In order to maintain myself untl its
visions of wealth were realized I took an examination to qualify
as a postal clerk. But before I entered on this unpromisingly dull
occupation a better prospect turned up in the shape of a regular
job on the Tribune.

This period of unemployment did not weigh on me as heavily
as might have been expected. With my Scotch inheritance on my
mother’s side I had saved some of my meager earnings on the Press,
and I was never in the position of worrying as to where my next
meal would come from. There was exhilaration in new friends and
interests in an environment that seemed both romantic and spacious
after Philadelphia. There were the cafés of Greenwich Village
and the east side to explore. I found the New York winter air
stimulating and never tired of the magnificent views over the Hud-
son and East rivers. It was a long time before I lost the taste for
a ride on a Fifth Avenue and Riverside Drive bus.

This was the time when I met Sonya, who became my wife. She
was born in Elizavetgrad, a town in south Russia, and had come
to America as a child with her family. Her life had been the
familiar saga of the more ambitious immigrant: a struggle for
education and a place in the world, made more difficult by poverty,
hard physical work, and the obstacles of a strange language, but
ending successfully when she won a post as teacher of Fren_ch in
one of the New York high schools.

I always had a simple basic formula for happiness in marriage:
broad congeniality of tastes and interests. So far as personal ex-
perience goes, it has fully justified itself. There is very little in our
lives since 1919 that has not been shared. Together we have pored
over the early newspapers and historical records of the Russian
Revolution. Together we went through the experiences, interesting,
amusing, irritating, of the foreign correspondent in Moscow. To-
gether we admired the colors and melodies and rhythms of Russian
opera and ballet, the incomparable stagecraft of the Russian theater.
Together we tramped among the white peaks and blue lakes and
high passes of the majestic Caucasus. Together we made one ex-
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pedltlon after another into Russian villages, of which the last was
in 1933, when we walked along dusty roads through Cossack and
Ukrainian villages and heard the stories of the survivors of the
manmade famine of the previous winter and spring. And from this
crowning horror of an epoch which we instinctively called Russia’s
iron age, we drew the same lesson: uncompromising antagonism to
any form of dictatorship and a new faith, very difficult to shake,
in the saving virtues of democracy and individual liberty.

But these were experiences for the future. One of the things that
drew us together in the beginning was warm sympathy for the
Soviet Republic as we conceived it to be, hope that the intervention-
ists and the Whites would be smashed. This was a subject that
always took up a good deal of our conversations during the cozy
and very unceremonious evenings which we spent at Sonya’s
home in the Bronx, sometimes with the accompaniment of a simple
supper of hard-boiled eggs and tea and tongue and pickles from
the nearest delicatessen. It was of Russia that we talked during
Sunday excursions to the Palisades. And the Revolution added a
new zest to our appreciation of the Russian music which we often
heard from top-gallery seats at Carnegie Hall. We could imagine
the heroic revolutionary era reflected in the ringing chords of the
Tschaikovsky piano concerto, in the sonorous climax of his Fifth
Symphony.

My first work at the T'7ibune consisted of writing headlines and
filling out cables from abroad. It was better than reporting; but I
experienced great satisfaction when I was soon shifted to the far
more congenial task of assistant book editor under Heywood Broun.

Broun, a veritable twentieth century Dr. Johnson in girth and
rolling gait, if not in ideology, was at that time an H. G. Wells
liberal in world outlook. He had general charge of books and
drama and also turned out a daily column, “It Seems to Me,” in
which his young son, “H. the Third,” was often invoked to point
morals and adorn tales. A favorite target of the column was a noisy
Fundamentalist pastor named John Roach Straton. One of several
minor crises which preceded Broun’s departure from the Tribune
to the World ranged around a piece in which he had envisaged
Dr. Straton, in heaven, advising the Almighty to throw back a base-
ball which Babe Ruth had batted up to the celestial spheres, despite
the objection that the throwing of a missile from such a height
would probably cause great injury. This was referred to a high
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ecclesiastical authority who pronounced it sacrilegious, so that it
was deleted from the column, to Broun’s great disgust.

Broun’s assistant on the dramatic side was a Russian-born girl
named Rebecca Drucker, whose inclinations were also toward the
Left Wing. So our department was something of an anomaly on
the Tribune, which outdid every metropolitan newspaper in the
shrill vehemence of its war propaganda and was quick to turn on
the Bolsheviki the vials of wrath which it had formerly reserved
for “the Hun.” It ran a rather juvenile hate series under the title
“Coiled in the Flag,—Hearsssst,” mainly devoted to abusing Mr.
Hearst for what I consider one of the few creditable items in his
journalistic record: his opposition to America’s entrance into the
war. There was an antediluvian editorial writer who probably
regarded William McKinley as a dangerously advanced thinker
and kept his verbal guns booming against the regrettable mildness
of the Versailles Peace and the slackness of intervention in Russia.
With my views of that time, I was decidedly in enemy country.
But I exercised a measure of discretion which was a good prepara-
tion for writing under Soviet censorship in later years, and few
people, I fancy, read my book reviews anyway.

Since the years on the old Tribune, Broun and I moved a long
distance in opposite directions. His enthusiasm for communism,
until the last few months of his life, apparently rose as mine waned.
It is quite possible that, if our points of observation could have been
exchanged, if he had gone to Moscow and I had remained in New
York, our present points of view would have been correspondingly
reversed. I sympathized with Broun’s passionate defense of Sacco
and Vanzetti. I was sorry to miss in his writings any realization of
the implications of the fact that under the Soviet dictatorship there
are so infinitely more Saccos and Vanzettis than there could ever be
under a democratic system.

But this is getting ahead of my cruise along the coast of New
York’s political Bohemia. As compensation for my inhibitions on
the Tribune 1 reveled in the revolutionary pseudonym of A. C.
Freeman and began to publish front-page articles in the magazine
section of the New York Call, Socialist daily newspaper, which
finally gave up its precarious existence a few years later.

To mention the Call is to think of its combative editor, energetic,
choleric, good-hearted Charlie Ervin, who rather liked the epithet
of “Jeffersonian socialist” which some Greenwich Villager had
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coined for him. Ervin was definitely American in lineage, and his
outlook was that of a muckraking reformer rather than of a
Marxian revolutionary. The result of his efforts to publish a daily
newspaper for an audience mostly composed of foreign-born radi-
cals was an amusing compound of Hearst and Marx. I suspect that
a malicious critic might have tripped Charlie Ervin up on some
of the finer dogmatic points of “Das Kapital.” But there was some-
thing at once so sincere, so wholehearted, and so naive about him
that it was a delight to watch him, as I often did, in oratorical
action.

“They’ll tell you the Call’s not loyal,” he would thunder, with
emphatic gestures of defiance. “Well, I'll tell you who the Call
isn’t loyal to. It isn’t loyal to Speaker Sweet.! It isn’t loyal to
Senator Lusk ? or to the interests that fool, rule, and rob the people,
that are picking your pockets every minute of the day and night.
But it is loyal to the class it considers itself privileged to serve—
the working men and women of America.”

On another occasion I heard him excoriate a conservative clergy-
man in the following characteristically emphatic terms:

“Right opposite that den of gamblers, thieves, and pickpockets
(P’'m speaking of the New York Stock Exchange) there’s a church.
And the minister of that church is one of the worst jingoes in this
country. He goes about abusing the pacifists, calling for a larger
Navy, in every way denying the principles of the Master whom he
professes to follow.”

But, despite Charlie’s readiness at any time to let loose turgid
periods of rhetoric against the lay and ecclesiastical lords of capi-
talist society, he was called a right winger, an opportunist, a social
compromiser and many other Marxian bad names in the cafés,
cafeterias, cheap restaurants, and other places where “Grand Street
Platos” (to borrow one of H. L. Mencken’s pungent phrases) were
wont to congregate. He could not take his communism straight.
He was the principal speaker at a meeting in honor of Mollie Steiner
and several associates—all young Russian Jewish Anarchists, who,
in the prevalent postwar hysteria, had been given outrageously
long prison sentences for publishing a flamboyant manifesto of

1 Speaker Sweet presided over the session of the New York State Assembly
which decided to expel five Socialist members.

2 Senator Lusk was the author of several laws, quickly repealed, which limited
teachers’ freedom of speech.



The Coast of Bobemia 49

their Anarchist faith. The sentence was upheld by the Supreme
Court, although Justice Holmes, in one of his typical dissents, ex-
pressed the opinion that the defendants had as much right to ad-
vocate their opinions as to circulate the Constitution of the United
States. The sentences were commuted to deportation to Russia, a
country which Mollie Steiner and most of her companions, like
the older Anarchists, Emma Goldman and Alexander Berkman,
were subsequently glad to leave.

After relating a few instances in which the Cheka had given
Anarchists decidedly rough treatment Charlie Ervin expressed
the fear, fully justified by later events, that the deportees might
find little tolerance in the land to which they were going. The
Communists in the audience dutifully hissed, whereupon Charlie
rounded on them and shouted: “Hiss, you snakes.” I have always
admired this riposte and yearned to employ it under similar circum-
stances myself, although I fear I have never been sufficiently
provocative in public to earn the necessary preliminary hisses.

Charlie Ervin, like most of the other figures in political Bohemia,
passed out of the range of personal acquaintance after I settled in
Moscow. But even after the Call, despite his gallant piloting, had
foundered on the financial rocks, I continued to notice comments
on current affairs which he contributed to the Advance, organ of
the Amalgamated Clothing Workers. Here he returned continually
to the suggestion that King Victor Emmanuel of Italy should
abdicate, since Mussolini had pushed him off the political stage.
Charlie would even wax quite sentimental on this theme, declaring
that the Princes of the House of Savoy always had plenty of red
blood in their veins. He evidently believed that, if a cat could look
at a king, a socialist publicist could tell a monarch when to quit
his throne. I sometimes wondered with mild amusement what
chance Charlie’s appeals would stand of reaching the royal reading
table in Rome.

A. C. Freeman continued to be a convenient pseudonym not
only for the Call, but also for Soviet Russiu, organ of the bureau
established by Ludwig Martens, an engineer who acted as the un-
recognized Soviet envoy to the United States until he was deported,
with a number of his employees. The memory of what I wrote in
the Call is a little dim at present. There was a blast of denunciation
against Bertrand Russell because of his “counterrevolutionary”
renunciation of faith in communism after a visit to Russia with the
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British Labor Delegation in 1920. There were uncomplimentary
sketches of such pillars of the existing order as Calvin Coolidge
and Nicholas Murray Butler. I assumed the post—Heaven forgive
me—of a sort of revolutionary expert on foreign affairs. It is slight
mitigation of this presumption, absurd in view of my lack of first-
hand foreign experience, to say that not a few other people have
foisted on the American public as many half-baked ideas as I
sponsored in the Call. I was quite proud once to find “A. C.
Freeman” quoted at length in the Literary Digest. I had airily re-
duced some dispute between Great Britain and France to the
cocksure formula that “the British bourgeoisie are traders, while
the French bourgeoisie are pawnbrokers.”

I tried to be an independent strategist for the Communist Inter-
national, to chart the course of world revolution in Europe and in
Asia. America was too close at hand; I could not share the cheer-
ful optimism of the Communist organ which, in 1922, announced
that “the May Day of Revolution is here.” But I cherished great
hopes of the overthrow of the British Raj in India with the aid of
a revolutionary push from Russia via Afghanistan. I sought ac-
quaintance with Indian radical nationalists, read such English
language Indian newspapers as I could find and followed eagerly
the course of Gandhi’s ventures in noncooperation. Incidentally
I encountered a fellow “conspirator” against the well-being of the
British Empire, equally ardent and equally futile with myself,
although he had passed the biblical fourscore years of age.

One day I received a letter, addressed to me as A. C. Freeman, in
care of the Call. The writer, who signed himself George Freeman,
congratulated me on some article or book review and suggested
a meeting in 2 numbered room of an office building in downtown
New York. About the letter there was an atmosphere of mystery
that invited speculation. There was the possibility that it might be
a decoy from the Department of Justice, whose agents in those
days were quite active in ferreting out “Reds.”

However, I appeared at the appointed time and place, which
proved to be the musty office of an Irish nationalist newspaper, the
Gaelic-American, which was edited by two old men, John Devoy,
the veteran Fenian, and my correspondent. When we met I re-
marked that Freeman was not my correct name, whereupon he
added a piquant touch to our meeting by replying: “Nor is it
mine.” His original name was Fitzgerald, which he changed for
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Freeman. Although he had the dry shriveled skin of advanced age,

his eyes were bright and piercing and his mind was clear and active.
Behind him was a varied and interesting career of military and
civilian service in many countries, beginning when he was a very
young subaltern in the Crimean War.

Born in Ireland, he became an increasingly extreme nationalist
as he grew older and now, in the last years of his life, his mind was
concentrated on the problem of compassing the downfall of British
rule all over the world. “I'm an old man,” he would say, “but I hope
to live long enough to see the break-up of the British Empire.” The
range of his reading, correspondence, and interests was remarkable.
He and Devoy, not so old as Freeman but very deaf, had a tacit
division of labor on the Guelic-American. Devoy pounded away
on the eternal grievances of the Gael against the Sassenach and
carried on a bitter factional fight against De Valera. This reached
its climax when some ardent Hibernian ladies of the De Valera
persuasion gathered around the office of the paper and chanted in
solemn chorus:

“Old John Devoy has lived too long, has lived too long, has
lived too long.”

Devoy was not the man to accept a challenge tamely, and the
next issue of the Gaelic-American carried an editorial frothing with
defiance of “the old hags who were inciting to the assassination of
the editor.”

Freeman, on the other hand, took the whole world of British
influence, outside of Ireland, for his sphere. One day he would
turn up with the cheering news that the African Bantus were
about to go on the warpath against British colonial administra-
tion. Another time he would ransack the latest batch of Indian
newspapers to find items which might inspire hope of early
revolt. But Freeman’s greatest enthusiasm, which I shared, was
for Afghanistan.

Here was a romantic free warrior-state that would be the spring-
board for revolution in India, with a little military and technical
aid from Soviet Russia. After I had gone to Moscow and met some
Indian revolutionaries there who had actually visited Afghanistan
and brought away decidedly disillusioning impressions my ex-
pectations of Afghan achievement began to decline. But good old
Freeman, I imagine, comforted himself to his last day with visions
of Soviet airplanes taking off from Kabul to bomb Peshawar,
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followed by the iron tramp of Moslem legions, pouring out of the
passes of Afghanistan.

Tall and still erect in bearing, Freeman’s manner was that of a
courtly old-school gentleman. He might have been an eighteenth
century Jacobite or some other champion of a hopelessly lost
cause. His conversation was by no means limited to anti-British
revolutionary air castles. He had a truly Irish gift of humorous
anecdote and a stock of entertaining stories from a life of wander-
ing that had taken him all over Europe and the Near East before he
found a last haven on the Gaelic-American.

At that time, when the guerrilla warfare which led up to the
creation of the Irish Free State was in progress and India was in
constant ferment, there was a good deal of wordy co-operation be-
tween Irish and Indian nationalists in New York. I attended a meet-
ing, called to champion the cause of Indian independence and
addressed by two Irish priests, who were very much of the Church
Muilitant, so far as Great Britain and all its works were concerned.
Gandhi’s pacifism was a steep hurdle, but one of the fathers
vaulted it in masterly fashion:

“Gandhi’s a pacifist now,” he declared, with prodigious emphasis
on the now. “But why is he a pacifist? Because be can’t get arms.
And let me tell you, my friends, he would be the best fighter for
India’s freedom, if he could only get a few shiploads of rifles and
ammunition.”

From this meeting I carried away a mental note for a private
dictionary: Irishman’s definition of a pacifist—a man who can’t
get arms.

A rare personality, whom I miss more than most acquaintances
of these New York years, was Helen Macgregor Todd, owner of
the houses on Waverly Place and Grove Street where I lived during
my first year in New York. It was delightful to have such an im-
pulsive, warm-hearted, witty, improvident “landlady,” who, in-
cidentally, considered herself at that time at least half a Bolshevik.
Like a number of women liberals and radicals, Helen Todd had
graduated from the struggle for suffrage into a rather vague mis-
cellaneous sympathy with movements of social protest and revolt.

“How do I know I'm a Socialist?” she once said dreamily as she
was considering an invitation to join a Socialist organization.
“Maybe I'm a Communist.” She was far too kind-hearted to press
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any of her impecunious lodgers for rent, with the result that her
finances were frequently in a chaotic state. Bill collectors from
heartless gas and electric companies haunted her front doorsteps,
threatening to cut off these services if their claims remained unpaid.
Meanwhile Helen Todd would probably be off in Washington on
some voluntary errand of mercy, such as endeavoring to obtain
a stay of deportation for some poor immigrant who had been
caught in the dragnet of Mr. Palmer’s police.

To her, as to myself and to most of our friends, Russia was a
star of hope in a world that seemed to have learned nothing and
forgotten nothing after the war. To be sure it was a little dis-
concerting to learn periodically from a humane and sympathetic
lawyer who had worked untiringly with Miss Todd on the cases
of the deportees that some had arrived in Russia only to find them-
selves in worse jails than those which they had left behind in
America. However, we brushed such unwelcome news aside, a
lictle uneasily, as just the price of revolution or as a result of fail-
ings of the deportees themselves. Walter Duranty had not come
along with his agreeably soothing formula for every Soviet atrocity:

“You can’t make an omelette without breaking eggs.”

Indeed at that time Duranty was turning out a pretty substantial
quota of atrocity stories himself from Riga and other points on the
Russian periphery. Of his future popularity with friends of the
Soviet Union there was no trace.

At an informal social evening in one of Helen Todd’s houses
someone impulsively burst out with the suggestion:

“Wouldn’t it be splendid if we should all give up American
for Soviet citizenship, go to live in Russia, and write letters to the
New York Times telling why we were doing it?”

All present, including myself, applauded the idea, but no one
put it into practice. And it is easy to see in retrospect that the
composition of the letters to the Times would have been by far
the most enjoyable part of the experiment. The Times, it may be
noted, was much more militantly conservative at that time than it
is at present. The recent appointment as editor of a former associate
of the editorial staff of the New Republic would have scarcely
been thinkable then.

Many years afterwards I enjoyed a good laugh over the follow-
ing effort of an American “proletarian poet”:
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I'm always thinking of Russia,

I can’t get her out of my head;

I don’t give a damn for Uncle Sam
I'm a left-wing radical Red.!

Whatever may be’ thought of the literary quality of this
effusion, it would describe pretty accurately my state of mind
during the years 1919-1922. I read every book I could get hold
of on the Russian Revolution and followed the shifting fortunes
of the civil war with close interest. I held my breath in suspense
when the White General Denikin seemed almost at the gates of
Moscow in the autumn of 1919, rejoiced when the White fronts
collapsed during the following winter, felt heartbroken when the
Red Army offensive crumpled up almost in the suburbs of Warsaw.

Naturally I was a regular attendant at meetings where Russia
was the subject of discussion and listened eagerly to speeches by
returned visitors. Two of the leading lions in New York pro-
Bolshevik circles in 1919 were John Reed and Albert Rhys Williams.
Reed, who returned to Russia to lose much of his faith in the
results of the Revolution,’ to die of typhus, and to receive a pompous

1Bad poetry has always exercised on me a kind of perverse fascination; I am

afraid I remember it more easily than good. As a book reviewer on the Tribune
I had some fun with a venture into anti-Bolshevik verse of a zoologist named
Hornaday, which ran as follows:

They only count

The stupid units of the human race

Two dolts outweigh one Sermon on the Mount

Two apes can vote one angel from his place.

Later in Moscow I was an ardent press agent for a poem by a good-hearted,
feeble-minded lady pilgrim which began:
I yearned to see your wondrous land,
I longed to shake you by the hand,
And now at last my dream’s come true
And 1 have seen and talked with you.

This poem inspired in me (it was in my later Russian years) an irresistible desire
to write some rival counterrevolutionary doggerel, of which the following couplets
are specimens:

You've acquired a most unpleasant habit

Of shooting a man as you would a rabbit,

Scorning to state reason or cause,

Quite regardless of right and laws.

What you're pleased to call a sabotage trial
Just doesn’t convince me, not by a mile.
Getting a room in a Soviet hotel

Suggests a third-class journey to hell.

2See in this connection the interesting testimony of Angelica Balabanova in
“My Life as a Rebel.”
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funeral in the Red Square (his doubts and questionings had not
become public property) I never met personally.

I obtained a strong impression of his vigorous, combative per-
sonality, however, as one of the audience at a debate between him
and Joe Shaplen, who had come back from Russia to take up the
thankless role of defender of the Mensheviki, who were considered
counterrevolutionary by the Bolshevik sympathizers and suspi-
ciously socialistic by conservatives. The debate, in an east-side hall,
was held under very unfavorable circumstances for Shaplen, be-
cause both the chairman, Rose Pastor Stokes, and the vast majority
of the audience, which consisted largely of H. L. Mencken’s “Grand
Street Platos,” were strongly predisposed in favor of his opponent.

The vociferous cheers that greeted Reed’s glowing account of
the Bolshevik victory gave way to growls, snarls, and interjections
when Shaplen rose and proposed to read a letter “that will show
just how the Bolsheviki ruined Russia.” He continued, “That
letter was written—"’

“—by a capitalist,” shouted someone from the back benches,
amid delighted applause.

Shaplen’s patient explanation that the author of the letter was
Comrade Ehrlich, with a distinguished record of service in the
Bund or some other revolutionary organizations produced no effect
comparable with the howls of exultation that went up when Reed,
taking the floor in rebuttal, demolished him in the following
fashion:

“I heard this ‘Comrade Ehrlich’ at the Second Congress of
Soviets; and a more miserable, whining, sniveling counterrevolution-
ary I never saw.”

Even at that time I am afraid I was somewhat deficient in two
essential revolutionary qualities: intolerance and absence of any
sense of humor. I couldn’t help feeling that Comrade Ehrlich had
scarcely been fairly dealt with, and sensing the amusing side of an
audience so bent on hearing just what it wanted to hear.

Albert Rhys Williams, an ex-minister of the Gospel, was a less
militant revolutionary than Reed. There was still a faint aroma of
the left-wing pulpit about him, especially when he told the story
of the Bolshevik peasant who had a picture of Abraham Lincoln
hanging on the wall of his humble dwelling and had scrawled the
word “Bolshevik” beneath the portrait of the Emancipator.

“And so you see,” Williams would add in his best ministerial
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manner, “that, whereas in America if you want to abuse a man
you call him a Bolshevik, the highest tribute this simple unlettered
peasant could pay to the great American whose picture hung on
his wall was to write on it that one simple eloquent word:
Bolshevik.”

The New York Times once paid him the tribute of observing
that perhaps the greatest achievement of the Bolshevik Revolution
was “Albert Rhys Williams and the singular audiences which he
addresses.” About this time he published a ten-cent pamphlet
entitled “79 Questions and Answers About the Bolsheviki,” which
enjoyed a phenomenal sale. The questions were adroitly worded
so as to lead up to such soothing conclusions as the following:

“So the Bolsheviki do not want to kill the bourgeoisie?”

“No, they only want to put them to work.”

An apoplectically indignant anti-Bolshevik rushed out an opposi-
tion pamphlet, entitled, as I remember, “Seventy-nine Questions
Which Albert Rhys Williams Did Not Answer About the Bolshe-
viks”; but this had no effect on the success of the original work,
which told the pro-Soviet faithful exactly what they wanted to
hear. It was a sort of A B C of popular communist information, and
one could hear genuine or garbled excerpts from it being cited
with all the authority of Holy Writ at discussions among radicals.
Williams later returned to Russia and lived for a time in a little
town on the Volga. Here he acquired an unusual stock of informa-
tion about peasant life, customs, and folklore which went into
the making of his book “The Russian Land.” He left the country-
side, however, before it experienced the tragedies of forced col-
lectivization and the “liquidation of the kulaks as a class.”

It was through Williams, I think, that I met the late Alex Gum-
berg, whose Union Square apartment was a frequent informal meet-
ing place for persons interested in Soviet Russia. Gumberg, who was
of Russian Jewish origin, was the second of three brothers whose
varied experiences against the background of the Russian Revolu-
tion would have made an excellent plot for a novel.

The oldest brother, who had shown marked promise as a uni-
versity student, was on the moderate wing of the revolutionary
movement and was imprisoned for a time under the Soviets. He
survived this first storm of revolution and emerged as an official in
one of the state trusts. But here he encountered new troubles,
persecution, and harassment by the suspicious Communists in his
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organization. With the shadow of his former non-Bolshevik politi-
cal affiliations, his good education, and his “bourgeois” tastes, he
was just the kind of person who might be picked off ultimately as
a “wrecker,” although I do not know whether this fate actually
befell him.

The youngest brother, who went by the revolutionary pseu-
donym of Sergei Zorin, was the Bolshevik of the family. Like Alex,
he had emigrated to America. But, unlike his brother, who dis-
played a good deal of capacity for adapting himself to American
ways, Zorin could not get on in the new “capitalist” world. He
remained an unskilled laborer, his revolutionary beliefs untouched
by the softening effect of the fleshpots which America offers to
many successful immigrants.

As soon as the news of the fall of Tsarism arrived, he went back
to Russia with Trotzky and a number of other Russian revolution-
aries who were living in America at the time. He became an active
agitator for the Bolshevik party in Petrograd, was out with his rifle
at the Winter Palace when the day of victory arrived in Novem-
ber, 1917, and became one of the chief lieutenants of Zinoviev,
first President of the Communist International and party “boss” of
Petrograd during the first years of the Soviet regime.

When I arrived in Russia I found Zorin living in the Kremlin,
having just returned from an important political mission to Turkey.
The former east-side unemployed laborer had become one of the
first two or three hundred men of Soviet Russia. And it was a tribute
to his sincerity that he lived in the Kremlin with little more comfort
than he had formerly enjoyed in some New York tenement.

But Soviet eminence, quickly gained, can be quickly lost. Zorin
was involved in the decline of his patron, Zinoviev, who fell from
power in 1926 and was shot ten years later. His wife, a scantily
educated working girl, left him when his prospects of advance-
ment were thus clouded over. What finally became of Zorin I do
not know; one s:ldom hears of friends or acquaintances in Russia
unless their names appear in lists of persons who have been arrested
or shot.

It has been said that France has its heart on the left and its
pocket on the right. A similar observation might apply to Alex
Gumberg’s attitude toward Soviet Russia and capitalist America.
His sympathy with the Soviet regime was quite sincere; he had
friends in its ruling camp, and his special knowledge of revolution-
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ary Russia brought him many contacts with Americans of left-
wing sympathies and Russian interests. In his former capacity as
secretary to Raymond Robins, American Red Cross representative
in Russia, he had enjoyed a taste of high politics during the con-
fused months after the Bolshevik seizure of power, when Robins
maintained unofficial contact with Lenin and Trotzky. But he was
never inclined to quit the safe anchorage of Union Square and take
his chances as a Soviet citizen. And it is safe to say that his life was
a good deal more tranquil than that of either of his brothers.

Gumberg’s apartment was a natural magnet for individuals who
were seeking information about Russia because he probably knew
as much about what was going on within t