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WASHINGTON 

June 19, 1985 

Dear Henry: 

I am pleased to have this opportunity to pay tribute to you 
on this special occasion, 

My Administration owes an inestimable debt to individuals 
like you who have labored in the vineyard so many years on 
behalf of the principles of the conservative movement. I 
have often said that my election victories in 1980 and 1984 
were not political victories so much as they were triumphs of 
ideas -- not victories for one person or party, but victories 
for a set of principles whose spark had been protected and 
nourished during years of tempest and testing by a few deli- 
cated Americans -- people like Henry Regnery. 

The first rampart of peaceful revolution is the printing press. 
In the early days of the resurgent movement among American 
conservative intellectuals in the 195Os, it was Henry Regnery 
who possessed the vision to draw together and publish land- 
mark books like Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind and 
God and Man at Yale, a volume by a recent Yale graduate 
which launched a bmlliant career for the man -- Bill Buckley - 
whom many call the godfather of the conservative movement. 

The list of influential authors whose books Henry Regnery 
has published is extraordinary, including James Burnham, 
Frank Meyer, Felix Morely , James Jackson Kilpatrick, 
Willmoore Kendall, Richard Weaver, John Chamberlain, and 
Eric Voegelin , to name only a few. Their combined and con- 
tinuing impact on American political life is immeasurable. In 
1979, Henry performed an additional service for the Nation 
when he republished Witness, the autobiography of Whittaker 
Chambers and a virtual diary of the epic conflict in our time 
between the forces of freedom and totalitarianism -- a conflict 
that has its origin in the soul of every individual. 
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Today we are engaged in a massive effort to change the 
habits of four decades of liberal government. Success will 
take time, but success will come if we conservatives persevere 
in our ideals and continue our loyal exploration of the prin- 
ciples we have debated, developed, and popularized over the 
years. The importance of books to this enterprise, the real 
source of our strength as a political movement, will never be 
forgotten. Many of these books were published by Henry 
Regnery . 

We live in a time of climactic struggle for the human spirit, 
a time that will tell whether the great civilized ideas of 
individual liberty, representative government, and the rule 
of law under God will perish or endure. 

For the heroic part you have played in that struggle, I salute 
you, Henry Regnery. 

Sincerely, 

The Honorable Henry Regnery 
The Mayflower Hotel 
1127 Connecticut Avenue, N. W . 
Washington, D. C . 20036 
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PREFACE 

E VERY book requires justification, but none more than a book by 
a publisher, who, if anyone, should be aware that there are far too 
many books. 

The first books to carry the imprint of the firm I founded ap- 
peared in 1947, just two years after the shooting had finally stopped 
in World War II, and were strongly in opposition not only to the 
official policy of the time, but also to the position of those who 
formed public opinion. When I set out to challenge the govern- 
mental and intellectual establishment, it was with an apparatus that 
fitted very comfortably into a small office above a drugstore in 
Hinsdale, a Chicago suburb; I had no conception either of the power 
and influence of the group I set out to do battle with or of my own 
inadequacy, but I was not entirely alone, as I soon discovered. and 
my innocence was a form of protection. 

The firm I founded was born in opposition. and. for the most 
part, remained in opposition for the twenty-five years or so it re- 
mained under my direction; it was this *fact that gave it whatever 
distinction it attained and provides the justification for describing 
some of the more significant books we published and their impact 
on public opinion. We published books on foreign policy, politics, 
economic policy, education, philosophy. and religion; we launched 
two authors who have since become well known. Russell Kirk and 
William F. Buckley, Jr.: and we contributed substantially to the 

xi 



Preface 

development of the modem conservative movement. The fact that 
the general trend of our books was consciously in accord with the 
traditional values of Western civilization was sufficient, in the cli- 
mate of opinion that prevailed in the period following World War II, 
to cause us to be regarded, especially by the intellectual establish- 
ment, as controversial publishers. 

Although I did not necessarily agree with every book I published, 
and published a number of books of little or no value, my firm, for 
better or for worse, reflected my personality, background, experi- 
ence, and limitations. For this reason, I hope that I shall be forgiven 
if I begin this account with a description of my own background 
and of the experiences that formed my attitudes and opinions; for 
the rest, I shall let our books speak for themselves. 

xii 



MEMOIRS OF A 
DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 



BACKGROUND AND 
EDUCATION 

F ATE,” according to Oswald Spengler, “is who one is, where one 
is born, in which year, in which nation, in which class, with which 
body and soul, with which character traits.” It was my fate, by 
this definition, to be born in Hinsdale, a suburb of Chicago, in 
1912, the year in which Woodrow Wilson was elected President, 
an event that had a profound effect on American society, and in 
the end contributed to the partial destruction of Europe. The world 
I was born into, however, seemed secure and safe, and looked to 
the future with confidence. My father, who was a successful manu- 
facturer of textiles, had been born on a farm in Wisconsin of Ger- 
man Catholic forebears. His father came from a wine-growing 
family from the Mosel valley near the old Roman city of Trier, 
and his mother’s family-she was born in Wisconsin-from the 
Saar valley, a few miles south of Trier. Her father had emigrated 
because of having participated in the uprisings of 1848. which in 
the Rhineland had strong anti-Prussian overtones. 

While he was still a small child, my father was taken by his 
parents to a farm in the northeastern part of Iowa, near a place 
called St. Lucas, where they lived until he was about fourteen. 
This must have been a happy time for him. I loved to hear his 
stories of his boyhood on the farm, and he enjoyed telling them- 
about making their own soap and yeast. growing vegetables and 
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gathering seed, shearing sheep and spinning wool, and of the long 
walks to school in the cold winters, with snow drifting across the 
prairie. 

My mother, whose maiden name was Thrasher, was of English 
and Welsh descent. Her father came from a small place near 
Harpers Ferry and her mother from Hancock, Maryland; one of 
her grandfathers was a country doctor, and the other had a farm 
and gristmill in the Potomac valley. Her father had served in the 
Union army from the beginning of the Civil War to the end, at- 
taining the rank of captain, and had taken his family west when 
it was all over. They lived in several places, and finally settled in 
Kansas City, where my mother met my father and where they were 
married. By then my father was living in Chicago, but after their 
first child was born he and my mother moved from Chicago to 
Hinsdale, and they lived there the rest of their lives. They had four 
more children, of whom I was next to the youngest. By the time 
they celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniversary they had twenty- 
one grandchildren. 

When I started school in 1917, Hinsdale still had many of the 
characteristics of a small town. There were woods, open fields, and 
farms just outside of the town; and there were two blacksmiths, a 
harness maker, and a woodworking shop. The stores were small 
and locally owned, and deliveries were generally by horse-drawn 
wagons. Most people had vegetable gardens, many kept chickens, 
and a few still had horses. I came long after the McGuffey readers 
and had the good fortune to miss “Dick and Jane.” The stories 
we read in school, which came largely from Greek and Germanic 
mythology, stimulated the interest and imagination of a child. A 
teacher, who went from one school to another on foot, arrived 
several times a week to teach us the notes of the scale and the 
rudiments of music. All our teachers for the first eight years were 
unmarried women who rented rooms from widows who made a 
practice of “taking in teachers.” They were probably not as well 
versed in educational psychology as their present-day counterparts, 
but they had standards, kept order, and took their profession seri- 
ously. I remember many of them with gratitude. 

The twelve years I attended public school almost exactly covered 
the period between the end of World War I and the beginning of 
the Great Depression. During those years Hinsdale changed from 
a rather simple, unassuming small town to an aggressive, self- 
assertive suburb-a process that typifies what was happening in 
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the country as a whole. It was the time during which the transition 
from the nineteenth to the twentieth century was completed. 

We lived in an ample, comfortable house surrounded by a fairly 
large property. There was room for baseball, and there was a big, 
old barn that became a gathering place for all the children in the 
neighborhood. We had a vegetable garden and fruit trees, and 
when I was small we kept chickens. The chicken yard was later 
converted into a tennis court, which was probably symbolic of the 
change from small town to suburb. One of my older brothers, 
although rather small of stature, as most of us in my family were, 
excelled in sports and was very popular with other boys. Both of 
these facts probably made me more conscious than I might other- 
wise have been of my own deficiencies in such matters. I spent 
many days with a friend or a younger brother in a nearby woods, 
where we built a shack, cooked our lunch, and imagined ourselves 
to be Indians, or at least trappers or woodsmen. As I grew older 
I read a good deal. My father, who was self-educated, had read 
widely as a young man and had an excellent collection of books. 
I went through much of Dickens, Stevenson, and Mark Twain, and, 
while in high school, of Thomas Hardy. At one point I developed 
an enthusiasm for Thomas Paine, whom my father did not greatly 
admire, but he made no objection when I bought, with money I 
had earned selling the Saturday Evening Post, a complete set from 
a foundation that was pushing Paine. My enthusiasm waned, not 
surprisingly, before I had read more than a volume or two. 

My mother had a strong personality and very definite opinions 
on most subjects, particularly those involving behavior, but our 
household pretty much revolved around my father. He was an un- 
usual man, highly successful in business, but, unlike many success- 
ful businessmen, modest, unassuming, and generous. Although his 
substantial business interests were demanding, he always had time 
for others and his family. Many people came to him with their 
problems, particularly during the Depression, and he was always 
helpful. He had few illusions, and certainly none about his fellow 
man, but he was always glad to help when he could, without ex- 
pecting anything in return. When any of his numerous acts of 
generosity turned out well, as on the occasion of his teaching a 
local painting contractor how to keep books, he was gratified; but 
he was too wise to be upset about those that did not. He had an 
excellent sense of humor, and the rare ability to keep things in 
proper proportion. He was successful and enjoyed what his success 
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had brought him, made money but knew when to stop, and above 
all did not regard money as an end in itself. He once remarked to 
me that making money was a knack and had nothing to do with 
intelligence, but he also possessed remarkable intelligence. 

World War I was a difficult time for my father. He felt himself 
to be completely American and had never been involved in Ger- 
man-American affairs of any kind, but he was conscious of his 
Rhenish-German heritage and saw no reason to be ashamed of it. 
The propaganda stories of World War I infuriated him, as did the 
stupid anti-German hatred they aroused. The Versailles Treaty, 
which he regarded as an abomination, confirmed his poor opinion 
of Wilson. A welcome change from all this occurred some months 
after the war had ended, but while the Allied food blockade of 
Germany and Austria was still in effect. I remember very clearly 
his arriving home one evening and telling us that some people had 
come to see him that day who were raising money, not to buy 
bombs or guns, but for food to send to starving children. They 
were from the American Friends Service Committee. As things 
turned out, I married the daughter of the Philadelphia Friend who 
supervised the child-feeding program in Germany, Alfred G. Scat- 
tergood. It was known as the Quiiker-Speisung, and for a time 
supplied supplemental food to more than a million children a day. 
That there were people willing to undertake such a mission from 
purely Christian motives after the hatred and bitterness aroused 
by the war made a deep impression on my father, and through him 
on me also. 

Hinsdale High School, when I attended it, was rather small, and 
the general atmosphere relaxed and informal. There were some 
good teachers, but academically it was not distinguished. For most 
of the students the four years were largely wasted, and those who 
did get something should have been offered more. The director of 
school music was a good musician and teacher, and I thank him 
for introducing me to what became an important part of my life. 
There was also an English teacher, during my last year, who greatly 
stimulated my interest in literature and opened my eyes to a world 
I had been only dimly aware of. I finished high school in the spring 
of 1929, at the peak of the postwar boom, determined to become 
an engineer. My two older brothers had gone to Amherst, which 
my oldest brother, whose opinions I greatly respected even then, 
urged me to do also: but I wanted to go my own way, and in the 
fall of 1929 entered Armour Institute of Technology, now the 
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Illinois Institute of Technology, to study mechanical engineering. 
I worked hard at Armour Tech-it was that kind of place- 

and did well, but by the end of the second year had come to the 
conclusion that engineering was not for me. I had no problems 
with my work, but began to question the whole world of tech- 
nology and whether I wanted to be a part of it. I had done partic- 
ularly well in mathematics, and for the lack of any better ideas 
transferred to M.I.T., intending to major in that discipline. But I 
was able to pursue other subjects as well, and took all the courses 
that were offered in French, German, English, and philosophy. 
Some were of the highest quality. I particularly remember a pro- 
fessor of English we called “Tubby” Rogers, who was an excellent 
and stimulating teacher, and a course in philosophy, with no more 
than ten students taking it, given by Norbert Wiener. I took cello 
lessons at the New England Conservatory, heard the Boston Sym- 
phony every week, played in the M.I.T. orchestra, which in those 
days we had to maintain with our own funds, and read widely. 
The three books that made the greatest impression on me were 
Krutch’s Modern Temper, Goethe’s Wilhelm Meister, and Mann’s 
Magic Mountain. Mathematics remained my major, although I 
had soon discovered that my talent for it was limited: but my three 
years at M.I.T. were not entirely lost, and I discovered where my 
interests and abilities did not lie. 

While at M.I.T. I made one friendship that had a lasting and 
decisive influence on the course of my life. A German exchange 
student who lived in the same rather dreary dormitory I did and 
who was an accomplished pianist, invited me toward the end of 
my first year at M.I.T. to have supper with him and another Ger- 
man exchange student, an art historian at the Fogg Museum. After- 
ward we went to my room and played several records on my wind- 
up Victor machine. One was a recording of the Schumann Carnaval, 
by Rachmaninoff, which our new friend particularly enjoyed; I 
later discovered that he could play it almost as well. We liked each 
other immediately, met several times before the end of the term, 
and agreed to meet again the following fall. 

After returning to Cambridge at the end of the summer I went 
to the Fogg Museum to find my new friend, and was told, incor- 
rectly, that he had gone back to Germany. The news was a great 
disappointment to me, so I was all the more pleased to meet him 
by chance at a concert of the Boston Symphony some months later. 
We saw each other frequently from then on, became close friends, 
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and remained so until his death more than forty years later. He 
came from a beautiful old town on the German-Belgian border 
some thirty miles south of Aachen ( Aix-la-Chapelle) ; he had 
studied in Berlin and Munich and finished his doctorate at Bonn 
and was fluent in French and Italian as welI as in English. He 
quickly decided that my education had been sadly deficient; he was 
appalled to discover that I did not know the meaning of the word 
baroque (I may say in my own defense that it was not so frequently 
used in those days as now) or the dates of Peter Paul Rubens, and, 
born teacher that he was, he took me in hand. We went through 
the Boston museums together, the Fine Arts, the Fogg, and the 
Gardner Collection, and attended concerts and recitals. He played 
the piano for me, particularly Tristan, which was his current pas- 
sion, and he gave me books to read, among them Thomas Mann’s 
Tonio Kriiger, which he insisted that I read in German, a slow 
process in that stage of my development. And we talked. Such a 
spring, following a dull winter of mathematics and physics, was 
an intoxicating experience for me. He urged me to come to Bonn 
for a year or two after I finished M.I.T., and that is what I did. 

I arrived in Germany in August, 1934. The Roehm purge, 
when Hitler had a number of his close associates murdered for 
allegedly conspiring against him, had taken place the previous 
June. I had no idea what to expect, but was fully prepared to find 
a country in a state of turmoil. I went directly to Koblenz, an old 
city at the confluence of the Mosel and the Rhine, which had once 
been a fortified Roman town, because that is where my friend Her- 
mann was working. He had suggested that I spend the month or 
two with him before the university opened, which would give me 
a chance to begin the arduous task of learning German and to see 
something of the country. 

He was working for a department of the provincial government 
that was concerned with the preservation of historic monuments: 
his specific assignment was to make an inventory of anything of 
artistic or historic value in the area in and around Koblenz. He 
had rented a room in a large, comfortable Victorian house on a 
quiet street not far from the Rhine, and I was able to get a room 
in the same place. It was a pleasant, intensely interesting time for 
me, and a perfect if somewhat one-sided introduction to Germany. 
We spent our days measuring churches and taking pictures of 
sculpture, old houses, castles, and so on, The late summer and 

8 



Background and Education 

early fall were sunny and warm, the countryside lovely, and the 
grapes in the vineyards beginning to ripen; to me, fresh from the 
prairies of the Middle West, it all seemed incredibly beautiful and 
romantic. 

One evening, shortly after I arrived, we took a little train to a 
village on the Mosel for supper. The local inn, said Hermann, 
who was very knowledgeable in such matters, had an excellent 
kitchen. We ordered our dinner and then walked through the vine- 
yards to the top of a hill, behind the village, to see a perfectly 
preserved Romanesque chapel a crusader had built to express his 
thanks for his safe return from the Holy Land. It was getting dark 
as we walked back, the Mosel valley lay stretched out before us, 
the silhouette of a ruined castle on the other side, and an unforget- 
table meal waiting for us: Mosel Hecht, or pike, from a river clean 
enough then to produce good fish, with a delicious sauce that was 
a specialty of the house, fresh salad, and, of course, the local wine. 
We made many such trips, on one occasion to Trier, where we 
spent several days visiting the Roman ruins: the cathedral, which 
is one of the most impressive in Europe and includes every style 
of architecture from Roman to baroque; the beautiful Gothic Lieb- 
frauenkirche; and the elaborate, late baroque St. Paul’s, for which 
I was completely unprepared and which rather shocked me. We 
walked for several days through the terraced vineyards on the 
Mosel, helping ourselves to the grapes as we went, in spite of a 
warning in the form of a medieval representation of two boys who 
had been turned to stone for having done just what we were doing. 

One especially beautiful day we walked to Bad Ems, which lies 
on the Lahn a few miles east of Koblenz. We crossed the Rhine on 
the pontoon bridge, went up the road past the fortress of Ehren- 
breitstein, which for centuries was one of the most strategic and 
most heavily fortified points in Europe and affords a fine view of 
the Rhine valley and of Koblenz, and then on quiet back roads to 
Ems. The countryside was well cultivated and orderly, there were 
fruit trees along the roads, and the farmers were bringing in their 
crops-in wagons drawn by horses, oxen, or cows. It all reminded 
me of the description of a similar countryside in Goethe’s Sorrows 
of Werther. Hermann’s associate went with us. He was a member 
of the Nazi Party, and a storm trooper besides. Actually he was a 
mild, scholarly, completely idealistic young man, who later gave 
up the whole thing in disgust, but at that point he saw it all as the 
great hope for his country. Hermann, on the other hand, took a 
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dim view of Hitler and all his works. They argued about it a good 
deal, but were firm friends and never became angry. At lunch, 
Hermann’s associate ordered milk instead of beer, at which point 
Hermann, turning to me in perfect disgust, said, “You can see 
what these people are doing to this country.” Later, as we sat on a 
grassy hilltop admiring the rolling countryside stretched out before 
us, the storm trooper turned to me and said, “But if it weren’t for 
Hitler you wouldn’t have been able to come to Germany at all, 
because we would have been in the midst of a civil war,” to which 
Hermann replied, “Yes, of course, because he would have started 
it.” 

A most memorable occasion was a performance of Figaro in 
Cologne, which made an enormous impression on me. I had heard 
opera before, even a Mozart opera, but until then it had never 
meant much to me. Circumstances must have been exactly right; at 
that performance of Figaro I became aware of the ineffable magic 
of the music of Mozart and of the mystery of creativity. 

In October I registered at the university and found a room in a 
large, airy house in a pleasant part of Bonn, which was still a 
quiet university town. My landlady, I soon discovered, was a direct 
descendant of the prominent, cultivated Bonn family who had 
befriended Beethoven as a young man and had played an im- 
portant part in his life-a fact of which she was inordinately proud. 
She had a well-trained voice and as a younger woman had made a 
specialty of singing Beethoven songs, wearing the dress of Beetho- 
ven’s friend, and her ancestor, Eleanore von Breuning. On one 
occasion, she told me, she had done this in the Redoute, the ele- 
gant eighteenth-century building in nearby Bad Godesberg where 
the young Beethoven had played for Haydn. 

I registered in the faculty of economics, but for the first semester 
devoted most of my attention to learning German. There were a 
number of foreigners in Bonn, including several from Scotland, 
Wales, and Ireland who had come to Bonn to study Gaelic, since 
the leading authority on Celtic languages was a Bonn professor. 
The university offered an excellent course in German for foreigners, 
which we all took and which brought us frequently together. A 
number of us, mostly British and American, formed a little club. 
We bowled, in the relaxed German fashion that seemed to con- 
sist largely of drinking beer to congratulate each other for a par- 
ticularly lucky shot; we made bicycle trips, and in the spring several 
of us took the train to Trier, rented boats, and for several days 
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paddled down the Mosel. We also did some work, several of us 
got degrees, and I learned to speak and write quite presentable 
German. 

The two Christmas holidays during my stay in Germany were 
spent on a large farm in Silesia. The oldest of the three sons of 
the family was an art historian and a friend of my friend Hermann, 
who arranged the invitation for me. This son had joined the Nazi 
Party some time before Hitler came to power, which would have 
given him a privileged position, but he resigned when it became 
evident what National Socialism meant in practice. Their father 
had been killed in World War I, and their mother, who was a 
remarkable woman, had managed the farm ever since. It was a 
highly productive, well-cultivated property, and for an American 
an interesting place to visit. We were met at the station by an open 
carriage drawn by two handsome horses, with a coachman on the 
box-no self-respecting Silesian landowner at that time, I was 
told, would have had a car. Not long after I arrived I was taken to 
the barn to see the stock, among which was an old mule with the 
letters USA branded on one side-a prisoner of war, apparently, 
who was spending his declining years on a Silesian farm. The 
Christmas holidays were observed with much festivity. There were 
a Christmas tree and other decorations, of course. On Christmas 
Eve the farm hands came in to greet the lady of the house, who 
had a special word and gift for each; and there was much singing 
and visiting. a Christmas service in the village church, and a goose 
for Christmas dinner, and on New Year’s Eve the traditional carp. 

During the two years I spent in Germany I heard all the music 
I could. The Cologne opera house, which had been built about 
1900 in Art Nouveau style, was not beautiful, but the performances 
were of the highest quality. Besides numerous performances of 
Figaro, I heard Rosenkavalier, Magic Flute, Don Giovanni, and 
Freischiit:, among others. There were concerts of the Cologne 
orchestra under Eugen Jochum in the fifteenth-century Giirzenich. 
And in the spring came the Beethoven Festival in Bonn, where 
one year I heard, besides much Beethoven, Bach’s Art of the Fugue. 
played by the organist of the Thomas Church in Leipzig. I went to 
Munich a number of times, and particularly remember a per- 
formance on a perfectly clear, beautiful evening of the Schubert 
“Trout” quintet in the Renaissance court of the Royal Palace, with 
the piano part played by Elly Ney, who came from Bonn and was 
always queen of the Beethoven Festival, and Don Giovanni in the 
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eighteenth-century Cuvillies Theater conducted by Richard Strauss. 
I was given the opportunity to play in a small orchestra connected 
with the university-the others played much better than I, but 
they were most friendly, as musicians usually are, and we enjoyed 
each other’s company. At a special holiday performance we played 
a Christmas cantata of Heinrich Schlitz and one of the Bach 
Brandenburg concertos. 

The purest music I heard while in Germany, because it was in- 
tended for God rather than man, was the singing of the Gregorian 
chant by the monks of Maria Laach. I went there a number of 
times with my friend Hermann and later with an English and 
American friend from the university. It is a beautiful, most im- 
pressive place-a thirteenth-century Romanesque church on a 
strangely somber, isolated lake in the Eifel hills west of the Rhine. 
We would always go at least part of the way on foot, which seemed 
the most appropriate manner to approach such a place, and would 
spend the night in a small hotel near the monastery and come back 
the next day. The singing and the liturgy of the Mass in that 
austere, beautiful church were of an unforgettable purity and dig- 
nity. 

In the foregoing account little has been said of the other side 
of the Germany of those years, the side that ended in the suicides 
in the cellar of the burning Reich Chancellery in Berlin, in death 
for millions, and in destruction on a scale unparalleled in history. 
As foreign students we were well aware of the Hitler regime, but 
it seemed far removed from us, and the university, so far as we 
could tell, intact and largely unaffected. It is true that Karl Barth, 
the distinguished Protestant theologian, had resigned from the 
Bonn faculty the previous spring rather than take the new oath 
of allegiance that was required of all professors, and we heard 
rumors of concentration camps. But although the ugly business of 
anti-Semitism had started it was not then particularly evident, and 
life on the whole seemed quite normal. The cities were clean and 
orderly, much more so than those we came from. We were always 
courteously treated by professors and students, and most of the 
people, indeed nearly all I knew, were either indifferent to Na- 
tional Socialism or strongly opposed to it. The best-known profes- 
sor in Bonn in those years was Ernst Robert Curtius, a distin- 
guished critic of contemporary literature and the German transla- 
tor of Eliot’s The Waste Lund. He made no secret of his strong 
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aversion to National Socialism. The professor of economics was 
Arthur Spiethoff, a sincere man and good teacher, who was widely 
respected for his original work in the field of business cycles and 
much admired by his students. Alois Dempf, one of the great 
authorities in the field of medieval philosophy, was still in Bonn 
and was director of the Meister Eckhardt Institute; he was a popu- 
lar professor, so much so that his lecture course, Introduction to 
Philosophy, had to be held in the largest room in the university. 
He was forced to leave a year or two later, but that was in the 
future. To us the university was still a center of disinterested 
scholarship. 

We are now so much aware of the hideous consequences of Na- 
tional Socialism that it is difficult to imagine how it may have ap- 
peared in its early stages and to recall the circumstances that 
made Hitler’s rise to power possible. Hitler became chancellor on 
January 30, 1933; Franklin D. Roosevelt became President a few 
weeks later. A significant factor in the electoral victory of both 
was the economic crisis and the unemployment that went with it: 
in Germany, at the peak of the crisis nearly 30% of the working 
population was unemployed. Both Hitler and Roosevelt-each in 
his own way-were masters of the art of manipulating the masses, 
and by a strange quirk of fate they died within a few weeks of each 
other. In the early days, it should also not be forgotten, Hitler 
represented himself as the man of peace, as the simple, front-line 
soldier of the Great War who knew what war was. Whether he 
made a specific promise to the mothers and fathers of Germany 
not to send their sons into a foreign war I do not know, but he 
certainly gave them the impression that to do so was farthest from 
his thoughts, and they believed him, as we always believe what 
we want to hear. 

Hitler had the good fortune to come to power just at the mo- 
ment that production and employment were beginning to revive. 
His regime supplemented this revival by a massive program of 
public works such as the Autobahnen. work camps for young men, 
and rearmament. We must face the fact, which is easy to forget 
now, that within less than two years from Hitler’s accession to 
power Germany changed at least superficially from a situation of 
economic stagnation, despair, and profound social unrest to one 
of confidence, direction, and national purpose. Where it would all 
lead was not then so apparent to most people as it is now. One of 
our Scottish friends predicted that he would be killed in the war 

13 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

that would be an inevitable consequence of the Hitler regime, and 
this very sadly is exactly what happened, but most of us, un- 
fortunately, did not take the situation so seriously. 

One of the first German words I learned was Arbeitsbeschaflung 
-job creation -and I must admit that I was enormously im- 
pressed in those years by the efforts to put people to work, all the 
more so in view of the almost total failure of our own govern- 
ment’s measures to solve the unemployment problem. A German 
program I learned something about was one by which industrial 
workers were helped to acquire individual houses with plots of 
land large enough to give them attractive surroundings and to 
grow a substantial part of their own food. This seemed to me to 
offer a solution to one of the basic problems of industrialism: a 
chance for those who bear the brunt of the industrial process, who 
do the work, to lead a decent life. 

I came back home in the summer of 1936. The presidential 
campaign was just getting under way, with Alf Landon as Roose- 
velt’s opponent. I was all for Roosevelt and his New Deal, but the 
spectacle of the campaign was not particularly inspiring. It was 
also the year of the drouth, which made the countryside, especially 
in the Middle West, look particularly raw, flat, and uninviting. 
The main subject of conversation seemed to be baseball, which 
had never interested me, and which at that point of my life I 
thought especially trivial. After the stimulating, privileged exis- 
tence I had been leading, America seemed terribly dull and mat- 
ter-of-fact. I was simply making the adjustment that many young 
Americans have gone through after such an experience as I had 
had, and whatever I may have thought at the time, it was doubt- 
less much less of a strain for me than for the other members of my 
family. 

Having made a start with economics, I thought I had better go 
on with it, and in the fall of 1936 I entered the Graduate School 
at Harvard. By far the most distinguished man in the Harvard 
Department of Economics at that time was Joseph Schumpeter, 
who was a product of the Austrian school, from which have come 
some of the outstanding and most far-seeing economists of this 
century: others were BGhm-Bawerk, Menger, Mises, and Hayek. 

Schumpeter gave the basic course in economic history in the 
Graduate School. There were not more than twenty-five students in 
his lecture course, and to be one of them was a great privilege. 
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Schumpeter was not only a fine scholar but also a consummate 
lecturer, and a good actor as well. When he came into the room 
he would slowly take off his hat, gloves, and coat, looking at us 
in the meantime as though he were rather surprised to see a 
roomful of students and had no idea what was expected of him. 
He would then proceed to deliver one of his beautifully organized 
lectures. each a work of art in itself and part of a coherent whole. 
At an early lecture he gave us a reading list, with the remark, 
“If one of our professors at the University of Vienna, Bohm- 
Bawerk, for example, had given us a reading list, we would have 
thrown it back at him.” The author of one of the books we were 
expected to read was the English economist Joan Robinson. Being 
young men, we indulged in a certain amount of discussion about 
what a lady economist might look like. how old she might be, 
whether she was married, and so on. One day in class, when her 
book had come up, one of the students surrendered to his curiosity 
and asked, “What does Joan Robinson look like?” Schumpeter con- 
sidered a moment, his head a little to one side and a finger against 
his nose, as though deep in thought, then with a twinkle in his 
fine brown eyes answered, “I would give her about a B plus.” 

Schumpeter was no narrow, academic economist. but a thor- 
oughly educated, cultivated man, who viewed the world with a 
certain amused detachment, but who saw it as a whole, and the 
limited place of economic considerations within it. Whether he 
thought of himself as a conservative I have no idea, but he had 
the quality, which I think is an essential element of the true con- 
servative, of being able to view the present in the long perspective 
of history, of seeing the present not as the end product or purpose 
of history, which I think is a typically liberal fallacy, but as a 
link connecting a long past with a limitless future. One day in 
class there was some discussion of the relative productivity, and 
therefore desirability, of various economic systems, whether capi- 
talism is more or less productive than socialism, and so on, to 
which Schumpeter remarked, “It all depends on what you want. 
If I had the choice, I would take the society that produced the 
cathedral at Chartres.” 

It was during my first year at Harvard that John Maynard 
Keynes’s famous General Theory oj Employment, Interest, and 
Money was published. This was the book that gave the politicians 
a theoretical justification, and one with the whole weight of the 
liberal intelligentsia behind it, for unbalanced budgets, for the 
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“spend and spend, elect and elect” syndrome, the ultimate effects 
of which the present inflation is making drastically evident. A 
group of us read the book together, discussing each chapter as we 
went; my principal recollection of it is its awkward style and the 
fact that it ends with Mandeville’s Fable of the Bees. Keynes was 
much too intelligent a man, I am sure, to attach the seminal im- 
portance to his theories his followers did. He offered a prescrip- 
tion for a specific economic situation, extreme deflation, which 
the Keynesians, because it gave them a useful weapon, elevated 
into ultimate truth. 

There were some outstanding students in the Graduate School’s 
Department of Economics at Harvard in those years; two, in fact, 
became presidents of two of the country’s largest banks. But many 
had come to the university only as a steppingstone to a government 
job. During my second year, there were also a number of younger 
government officials who had been given fellowships for a year or 
two of graduate work. It was during those years that many govern- 
ment agencies and bureaus were rapidly expanding, particularly 
the Department of Agriculture. It was widely believed, probably 
with justification, that a Harvard professor of agricultural eco- 
nomics, John D. Black, exerted a great influence on appointments. 
The Graduate School, therefore, had a large quota of aspiring 
agricultural economists, all thirsting for a job in Washington. It 
is a tribute to the resourcefulness and productivity of American 
agriculture that after two generations of the ministrations of all 
those agricultural economists we still have enough to eat. 

It was during the years I was at Harvard, 1936-37, that Marxist 
socialism was particularly fashionable with the intellectuals. Many 
students in the Graduate School followed the trend, as well as 
some members of the faculty. Two students proclaimed themselves 
to be Communists; how many others may have been I have no 
idea. I had come to Harvard a rather convinced admirer of Franklin 
D. Roosevelt and the New Deal; but the left-leaning New Deal 
students and bureaucrats I met at Harvard began to change my 
mind, a process that was helped by what I was learning of the 
realities of the world from such teachers as Schumpeter, and by 
the mere process of growing up. The Marxist students and bu- 
reaucrats, filled with illusions of their own importance and im- 
mensely sure of themselves, were an unattractive, intellectually 
shabby lot. They loved to use such unoriginal phrases as “the 
workers must take over the system,” meaning, of course, that in 
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this case they would be running it, and to denounce the exploita- 
tion of wage earners by their employers; but their chief immediate 
objective was a soft job in Washington. My commitment to the 
New Deal, to the idea that the solution of the obvious economic 
and social ills of the country was to be found in Washington, was 
given its final blow by a summer spent there, working in the very 
epitome of a New Deal agency, the Resettlement Administration. 

The Resettlement Administration was, I believe, a product of 
the fertile imagination of Rexford Guy Tugwell, who was also its 
first administrator. Mrs. Roosevelt was most interested in it in its 
early days, and had considerable influence on its policies. The basic 
idea was to establish small communities where people whose chief 
source of income was industry would have room to raise at least 
part of their own food, thus making them more independent and 
giving them a better life. I wanted to learn more about the project, 
and for the summer of 1937 was able to get a temporary job in the 
administrative oflice in Washington. I went off at the end of the 
academic year in June full of illusions and anxious to have a small 
part in what seemed to me to be a great and promising program 
to give some of the people who had been left behind a better 
chance. 

The Resettlement Administration was supplied with large 
amounts of public money, directed by people who were full of zeal 
for reform and convinced that they knew exactly what was needed, 
but badly administered and almost completely unrealistic in its 
objectives. New communities were established in various parts of 
the country; in some cases small factories were also set up to pro- 
vide jobs, in others the residents were expected to find work in 
nearby existing industry, and in still others rather large-scale farm- 
ing operations were to be the main source of income. In all the 
new communities co-operatives were established-co-operatives 
were a basic part of the liberal ideology of those days-which were 
to operate the local store, the factory, the poultry farm, or what- 
ever. The co-operatives, however, like everything else, were man- 
aged and financed by the government agency: complete control, 
in other words, remained in Washington. 

One such community was established near Hightstown, New 
Jersey, for needleworkers from New York. Besides the usual houses 
and garden plots, a dress factory was provided to give employment 
to the residents. The whole thing was totally unrealistic and a com- 
plete failure. The clothing workers knew nothing about gardening, 
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and soon discovered that life in a rather isolated community in the 
country had many disadvantages they had not heard about; further- 
more, the factory had difficulty competing with better-managed 
ones located in New York. 

Among the more ambitious projects was Arthurdale, in the 
mountains of West Virginia, which was a particular favorite of 
Mrs. Roosevelt’s. Attractive, well-designed houses and a well- 
equipped furniture factory were built, together with the inevitable 
co-operative store. For a time, under the guidance of an expert 
cabinetmaker, the factory turned out well-designed and beautifully 
made furniture, but it could exist only so long as the government 
subsidy continued. There was another large project, intended for 
coal miners, near Greensburg, Pennsylvania, which was provided 
with a dairy and a poultry operation, 

One of the jobs assigned to me was to go over lists of residents 
of the various communities who were behind in their rent, and 
then recommend whether or not they should be evicted. We would 
get a report from the manager of a project in the state of Oregon, 
for example, of those who were delinquent in their payments, to- 
gether with financial information, family problems, and so on, and 
on this basis decide who should be evicted. The whole thing was 
a bureaucratic nightmare, which the employees, especially those 
on the lower levels, did their best to make work in some sort of 
orderly fashion. 

By the time I was becoming acquainted with the workings of the 
Resettlement Administration in 1937, the initial enthusiasm of 
those who started it had perceptibly waned: Tugwell had resigned, 
and Mrs. Roosevelt was taking up other causes. None of the 
projects had sufficient vitality to stand on its own feet, nor was 
there evidence that any of them would ever be able to do so. There 
was much dissension, and the usual scandals were beginning to 
turn up. The whole enterprise had lost its glamour. Before long, 
Hitler and the prospect of a foreign war would give the New Deal- 
ers a far bigger and more appealing cause than homestead com- 
munities, as well as a sure cure for the problem of unemployment, 
which was beginning to increase again, and which none of the 
nostrums of the New Deal had been able to do much about. The 
Resettlement Administration was taken over by the Department of 
Agriculture, and the various projects were gradually liquidated. 
It was a pattern that many similar programs, announced with great 
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fanfare, have followed since: the War on Poverty, Model Cities, 
Appalachia-who can remember them all? 

It had been an interesting and illuminating summer for me, and 
also an enjoyable one. Washington was not too large in those days, 
and still had the air of a relaxed, charming, southern city. I lived 
in a house in Chevy Chase with a group of young men who were 
good company, I enjoyed the people I worked with in the govem- 
ment, and I made some friends. More important. I went back to 
Harvard with fewer illusions about government than I had brought 
to Washington. 

After three semesters at Harvard I had completed the course 
requirements for a Ph.D. and passed the general examinations. 
which entitled me to an M.A. To get a Ph.D. I would have had to 
write a thesis, which, since I had no intention of going into college 
teaching, I saw no reason to do. In any case. I felt that it was about 
time I got out into the world and did something. In the meantime 
Clarence Pickett, who was executive secretary of the American 
Friends Service Committee, asked me if I would like to take part in 
the development of a community project they had started in western 
Pennsylvania. I had visited the community while working for the 
Resettlement Administration, and felt that the task he offered would 
give me the chance to do something useful and to gain some valuable 
experience; so I accepted. 

The community was located about forty miles south of Pittsburgh, 
in the bituminous-coal region, and was intended for coal miners. 
The basic plan was exactly the same as that for many of the govem- 
ment projects I had learned something about the previous summer. 
Those behind it felt that the failure of the government communities 
was not the fault of the basic idea, but of the way it was carried out. 
Money for the new venture was raised from private foundations, 
a two-hundred-acre farm near Brownsville was bought, fifty families 
from nearby mining communities were selected. and the work of 
building houses began. My specific assignment was to establish some 
sort of industry in the community to provide employment. 

I went to Philadelphia to start to work immediately after taking 
the general examinations at Harvard. At some sort of Service Com- 
mittee supper I went to I met Eleanor Scattergood, which was 
doubtless the most advantageous event, for me, to come out of my 
association with the Quakers, We were married the following No- 
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vember in the Germantown Meeting House in the Quaker fashion. 
One elderly cousin of my wife’s recounted for how many generations 
members of her family had been married in the same place. Rufus 
Jones and Clarence Pickett, both friends of my wife’s family, also 
spoke. There was much family present, it was a beautiful day, and 
altogether a happy, auspicious occasion. 

When the Service Committee project, soon named Penn-Craft, 
had been started in 1936, there was much unemployment among 
coal miners, which it was thought at the time would be permanent. 
The objective of the project, therefore, was not only to provide a 
better life and a more secure economic existence for those directly 
involved, but also to point to a way by which the problem of un- 
employment in the coal fields could be solved. With the war boom 
that was to come only a very few years later, there was soon a short- 
age of coal miners, but it is a human weakness to regard the existing 
situation as one that will go on indefinitely, and the planners of 
Penn-Craft were no exception. All these resettlement projects, of 
course, contained a large element of back-to-the-land romanticism. 
In this case people were to be taken out of the mining camps and 
given the opportunity to live in a small, rather self-contained com- 
munity where they would have gardens, fruit trees, and chickens. 
Part of the land was set aside for a community farm, which was to 
supply milk; the original farmhouse was made into a community 
house, and there was a co-operative store; for a time there was even 
a hand weaver in residence, who, it was hoped, would teach the 
homesteaders, as they were called, to make their own cloth. 

The members of the community probably represented a good 
cross section of the coal miners in the area. Many were of Anglo- 
Saxon background and had come originally from West Virginia and 
Kentucky; others were descendants of the immigrants from Eastern 
Europe who had come during the boom years before World War I. 
They were self-reliant, hard-working, realistic people, proud of their 
profession-“It takes a good man to dig coal,” they used to say- 
and had strong ties to their families. They were all fiercely loyal to 
the miners’ union, which was not then the bureaucratic organization 
it has since become, well versed in parliamentary procedure, and 
able to speak out when they felt the occasion demanded it. 

Fayette County lies on the western edge of the Appalachians, and 
is quite rolling. The Monongahela River goes through it, and it was 
once heavily wooded, mostly with oak. It must have been an un- 
usually beautiful area, and parts of it still are. The settlement of that 
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part of western Pennsylvania began soon after the Revolution, and 
the first settlers must have been substantial people, judging from the 
well-built, fine old stone houses one can still see in the area. The 
Presbyterian influence among this element of the population was 
strong, and still is among their descendants. Exploitation of the coal 
deposits, which are or were among the richest in the world, began at 
about the time of the Civil War and by the 1920’s dominated the 
whole region. Houses for miners were built around the mine en- 
trance. They were typically owned by the company, and were neither 
esthetically pleasing nor particularly desirable places to live-such 
communities were locally referred to either as “patches” or “camps.” 
Until the development of the by-products coking process, most of 
the coal was converted into coke at the mine, in what were called 
“bee-hive” ovens. At one time there were more than 25,000 active 
bee-hive ovens in Fayette County, filling the sky with smoke and 
sulphur by day and making a spectacular sight by night. At every 
mine there was also a huge pile of slate, which had been cleaned 
from the coal. There was enough coal left among it so that such 
piles eventually caught fire by spontaneous combustion, adding to 
the smoke and sulphur created by the coke ovens. 

By the time we came to Fayette County nearly all the bee-hive 
coke ovens.’ which required large amounts of labor, had been shut 
down, as were many of the mines. During the worst of the Depres- 
sion more than half the working population of Fayette County was 
unemployed, and there was much distress. The Friends Service Com- 
mittee had first come into the area at the request of the federal gov- 
ernment to distribute food. The desolate mining camps, abandoned 
coke ovens, smoldering slag dumps, and the hillsides made barren 
by the sulphur smoke presented a dismal, hopeless picture, all of 
which renders the back-to-the-land romanticism of those responsible 
for Penn-Craft, nearly all of whom came from Midwestern farms, 
more understandable. 

By the time we reached Penn-Craft, construction was well under 
way. The families had all built temporary houses, which theoreti- 
cally were later to be used for chickens or small animals. The 
permanent houses, which were attractive but perhaps not as well 
suited for the people who were to live in them as they might have 
been, were built of limestone, which was readily available from the 
facings of the abandoned coke ovens. All labor was performed by 
the homesteaders on a mutual-help basis: when a man worked on 
someone else’s house he was given a credit for the hours he put in 
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and the other man debited; when all was finished, everyone was to 
come out even. There were disputes, understandably, but the Quaker 
manager, who came from an Indiana farm and was a thoroughly 
practical, honest man and enjoyed the complete trust and confidence 
of the homesteaders, made it work. The Service Committee ad- 
vanced the cash that was needed for tools, equipment, plumbing. 
wiring, and so on, which was to be repaid, along with the cost of 
the land, over a period of years, at which time the homesteaders 
got full title. 

My contribution to the project, as I have said, was to be some 
sort of industry to provide employment and cash income. I soon 
discovered that establishing a factory at such a place was far more 
difficult than it had appeared when I discussed it with Clarence 
Picket1 in the comfortable surroundings of the Harvard Faculty 
Club. Coming from a textile family and having some familiarity 
with a modem cotton mill, I could see no future in hand weaving. 
We looked into mechanized carding, spinning, and weaving equip- 
ment an English firm was then making for small-scale, specialized 
operations, but that seemed impractical also. After investigating 
literally dozens of possibilities, we finally decided to establish a 
knitting mill to produce low-priced boys’ and men’s sweaters of the 
kind that would be sold in that area. We bought used machinery in 
New York, hired a highly skilled knitter-mechanic, and early in 
1939, in a building the homesteaders had built with volunteer labor, 
we began to make sweaters. To train the help we turned a rather 
large quantity of yarn I had bought at a bankruptcy sale into caps 
and sweaters, which we gave away. When we started to operate, the 
standard wage was twenty-five cents an hour. and people literally 
fought for the jobs. 

I worked under a special subcommittee that was made up of four 
or five successful and experienced businessmen from Philadelphia, 
who were generous with their time, and most kind and helpful to 
me, which I appreciate all the more as I recall how inexperienced I 
was but how sure of myself I must have been. We had many prob- 
lems getting our small venture started-all of the employees, in- 
cluding me, were completely inexperienced. with the exception of 
the knitter-mechanic and his wife, who was an expert sewing- 
machine operator-but within a few months we were producing 
salable merchandise. Although I was able to get orders from some 
of the chain stores in New York, and we made arrangements with a 
distributor to place our sweaters in stores in the Pittsburgh area, we 
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found it very difficult to operate efficiently or profitably. By the end 
of the second year I decided that to be successful we would need to 
find an experienced man to run the business. In the meantime the 
war in Europe had broken out, my father had become ill, and my 
wife was expecting her first child, all of which made me feel that 
we should be thinking about more permanent arrangements, and 
particularly that it was time for me to get back to Chicago and to 
help, if I could, with the family business. Fortunately, after con- 
siderable searching, I was able to find a young refugee, who had 
learned the knitting business in Vienna, to take over the Penn-Craft 
knitting mill. He was energetic and competent, and within two or 
three years, with the help of his wife, made it into a successful 
business. It became so successful, in fact, that it eventually outgrew 
Penn-Craft and was moved to Uniontown, a rather ironical end to 
our attempt to establish a small industry for a homestead com- 
munity. 

After nearly forty years, what has happened to the community 
launched with so much idealism and the hope that it might point the 
way to a different and better way of living? With its well-constructed 
stone houses. its planting. and the obvious care with which it was 
laid out, the community is not only attractive but gives the impres- 
sion of solidity, of being a part of the landscape. All but five of the 
houses are owned and lived in by descendants of the original fami- 
lies, which suggests that working together in the construction of the 
community has resulted in a strong sense of loyalty to it. On the 
other hand, it is a miners’ village, better planned and built than 
the usual “patch,” but far from the self-contained subsistence com- 
munity that was to lead the way to a new style of life for the people 
of the area. The community house is boarded up, the co-operative 
store and the community farm no longer function. the factory build- 
ing is empty, the hand weaver is long since gone, and the temporary 
houses, which were to be used for chickens and small animals when 
the permanent houses were finished, are still used to house families, 
and many have been made quite attractive. The residents have made 
a community that fits their needs and habits instead of following the 
pattern that had been imposed from outside. 

It is instructive also to consider what has happened to Fayette 
County in the intervening years. The hillsides made barren by sul- 
phur smoke are covered by trees again, and the coke ovens are gone, 
as are the slag dumps, which, after they have burned out, are useful 
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for building roads. Much new industry has come into the area, and 
farming has returned. The great threat to the landscape now is strip 
mining, which will cause, where it takes place, even worse devasta- 
tion than the underground mining did. But if the land is restored 
afterward, as is now required, nature will take over again after a 
generation or two, as it did after the earlier mining and bee-hive coke 
ovens were gone. 

No planner, no sociologist, no economic adviser to a government 
agency could have predicted in the 1930’s what has since taken 
place in Fayette County. The well-intentioned people from the Re- 
settlement Administration and the Friends Service Committee who 
thought that there was a permanent surplus of coal miners and that 
their subsistence homesteads were a workable solution to the prob- 
lem completely overlooked man’s ability to adjust to changing 
conditions. They forgot, if they ever knew, the truth Heraclitus 
pointed out long ago, that life is not being but becoming. 

The much deplored company coal camps were built to meet an 
immediate need-how else would thousands of new arrivals from 
the southern mountains and Eastern Europe without means of any 
kind have been housed? They came to the mines seeking higher 
wages and a better life; and although the company houses no doubt 
seemed appalling to a college girl from Bryn Mawr, and in many 
ways were, they were a change for the better to those for whom they 
were built. In the meantime the company towns have disappeared 
or become ordinary communities and the houses in them privately 
owned, not because of the social workers who found them objec- 
tionable, but because the circumstances that made them necessary 
no longer exist. Some of them have become attractive communities, 
again not because of what the sociologists may have thought about 
them, but because the people who lived in them have made them so. 
There can be no real progress in human affairs, however, without 
standards, and perhaps the greatest contribution that the people 
from the Friends Service Committee made to Fayette County was 
not in trying to impose their idea of a community on a group of coal 
miners, but by their example of orderly, unselfish living. 

When we left Penn-Craft in June, 1941, I felt that a definite phase 
of my life had ended. It was also a difficult parting. We had be- 
come strongly attached to our small, very simple house and garden, 
which had been a shambles when we took it over, but which under 
our care had become, for us, pleasant and attractive. We had made 
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many warm friends, and we had grown to like and appreciate the 
area, its people, and its contrasts; the miners and the old inhabitants, 
the mining camps and the handsome old farmhouses, the mountains, 
the Monongahela, and the sudden, violent storms. It was hard to 
leave, but the time had come to settle down. 

My formal education was behind me. It had been a rather inco- 
herent education in many ways, and the time I had wasted on en- 
gineering, mathematics, physics, and chemistry could have been put 
to better use. But I did learn something about three of the most 
influential forces of our time: science, technology, and organized 
social uplift-enough, in any case, to regard them all with skepti- 
cism. I had also learned enough about history to know that civiliza- 
tion had not begun with the invention of the steam engine and to 
appreciate the role of order in human affairs. After a rather brief 
period in the family textile business, I found myself, almost im- 
perceptibly, sliding into publishing. 
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A s World War II drew to a close, the world, or at least its leaders, 
seemed to have gone mad. The sole objective of the nations at war, 
it appeared, was destruction, destruction for its own sake, with no 
thought of where it might lead. Although it was evident at least by 
the middle of 1944 that the Axis powers were beaten, Hitler was 
obsessed with the idea of fighting to the last gasp, regardless of the 
consequences; and Roosevelt, on the same level of irresponsibility, 
announced the policy of unconditional surrender: “The only terms 
on which we shall deal with any Axis government or any Axis 
faction are the terms proclaimed at Casablanca: ‘Unconditional 
surrender.’ ” * 

There were the mass air raids on German and Japanese cities, 
which could have had little or no military purpose, and there were 
Teheran, Yalta, and the Morgenthau Plan, which last, it was an- 
nounced at the Quebec Conference, would become official American 
policy. Among the provisions of the Morgenthau Plan were: 

Removal from Germany of all industrial machinery which any lib- 
erated country wants; obliteration of the rest of German industry. 

Permanent closing of all German mines, if any are left after territorial 
changes. 

* Time, Feb. 22, 1943. 
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Cession of the Saar and other Rheinland industrial areas to France, of 
East Prussia to Poland. 

Withholding of any economic aid whatever to Germany; no food, 
clothing or other relief supplies to be furnished to the German people; 
no reconstruction of factories or railroads to be permitted.* 

As if all this was not disillusioning enough, there was the fate 
of the Atlantic Charter, which vividly portrayed the vast gap be- 
tween promise and reality. The Atlantic Charter had been pro- 
claimed August 17, 1941, following a meeting in the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence on board the cruiser Augusta. It was headed “Joint Dec- 
laration by the President and Prime Minister,” and began with the 
words: “The President of the United States of America and the 
Prime Minister, Mr. Churchill, representing His Majesty’s Govern- 
ment in the United Kingdom, being met together, deem it right to 
make known certain common principles in the national policies of 
their respective countries on which they base their hopes for a bet- 
ter future for the world.” Among the principles set forth in the 
Charter were: “no territorial changes that do not accord with the 
freely expressed wishes of the peoples concerned”; “the right of all 
peoples to choose the form of government under which they will 
live”; “the enjoyment by all states, great or small, victor or van- 
quished, of access, on equal terms, to the trade and to the raw 
materials of the world.” There were similarly pious declarations 
about the establishment of “a peace which will afford to all Nations 
the means of dwelling in safety within their own boundaries, and 
which will afford assurance that all the men in all the lands may 
live out their lives in freedom from fear and want”; and “the estab- 
lishment of a wider and permanent system of general security,” and 
of lightening “for peace-loving peoples the crushing burden of arma- 
ments.” 

After the President’s return from the Teheran Conference, where 
it was obvious that in determining the fate of the nations and 
people of Eastern Europe, the “Big Three” had not been even 
slightly concerned about the “principles” proclaimed on board the 
Augusta, the question was asked at a press conference: “Mr. Presi- 
dent, did Mr. Churchill ever sign the Atlantic Charter?” The Pres- 
ident’s answer was reported in Time as follows: “Nobody, said the 
President, had ever signed the Atlantic Charter. Then where is it 
now? This is what comes of thinking in banal phrases and banal 

* Time, Oct. 2, 1944. 
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thoughts, he said. There isn’t any copy of the Atlantic Charter. 
The nearest thing would be the notes given to the radio operators 
of the U.S.S. Augusta and H.M.S. Prince of Wales (aboard which 
Roosevelt and Churchill traveled to the Gulf of St. Lawrence in 
August, 1941). The agreement consisted of little scraps of hand- 
writing. Some of it was the President’s, some Mr. Churchill’s, some 
Sir Alexander Cadogan’s, some Sumner Welles’s. Anyway, it was 
signed in substance, and four and a half months later, 26 of the 
United Nations (including Russia) had endorsed it.” 

On the day after that account appeared, at the beginning of 
January, 1945, what had been represented as a replica of the At- 
lantic Charter, bearing the signatures of Franklin D. Roosevelt and 
Winston Churchill, disappeared from the main lobby of the Smith- 
sonian Institution in Washington, where it had proudly hung for 
all to see. According to the Chicago Tribune, the director of the 
Institution, Alexander Wetmore, said that it had been taken down 
“to avoid confusion after several visitors had asked if it was the 
original Atlantic Charter.” He added that the original “facsimile” 
copy of the Charter had been supplied by the Office of War In- 
formation, which informed the Tribune that it had printed 
244,900 copies of the supposed Charter for the public institutions 
and schools it supplied with information. 

An incident that occurred at about this time stands out clearly 
in my memory. The papers had been full of glowing accounts of 
great American victories, of massive air raids that had “flattened” 
Berlin, Tokyo, Hamburg, or some other unfortunate city, and there 
had been a particularly bombastic statement by the President of 
how the “peace-loving nations” would rearrange the world when 
the fighting had finally stopped. As I thought about these things, 
and especially the attitude they represented, it occurred to me that 
it must be much easier for those who could accept all this at face 
value, and I was tempted for a moment to wish that I could. There 
were some, however, who kept their heads, and, perhaps, because 
the means of communication were largely closed to them, more 
than we realized. 

It was at this time that I met Frank C. Hanighen, who had been 
active in America First, had spent some time abroad as a foreign 
correspondent, and had recently started a Washington newsletter 
called Human Events. He was originally from Omaha, had gradu- 
ated from Harvard in the early twenties, and after working for a 
time as an editor in a New York publishing house was associated 
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with various newspapers and magazines. He was co-author of 
Merchants of Death, a book that had attracted wide attention, and 
had contributed substantially to the enactment of the neutrality leg- 
islation of the thirties, which, it was hoped at the time, would keep 
us out of the next European war. Hanighen was a tall, impressive- 
looking man, characteristically had a rather amused and quizzical 
look in his eye, and was a good listener. He had the experienced 
newspaperman’s ability to win the confidence of anybody he dealt 
with, was thoroughly familiar with the ins and outs of the power 
structure of Washington, and harbored no illusions whatever about 
those who manipulated it. 

As an associate in his venture he had brought in Felix Morley, 
who at the time was president of Haverford College. Morley came 
from an English Quaker family and was born on the Haverford 
campus, where at the time his father was a professor of mathemat- 
ics. Felix Morley graduated from Haverford, studied at Oxford 
for two years as a Rhodes scholar. and at the London School of 
Economics for one. After having worked on the editorial staff of 
the Baltimore Sun for six years, he went to Geneva, where he served 
as representative of the American League of Nations Association 
and as a correspondent for the Sun. In 1933, shortly after buying 
the Washington Post, Eugene Meyer invited Morley to become its 
editor, a position he filled with great distinction. He resigned from 
the paper in August, 1940, because his views on the crucial issue 
of American intervention in the war were diametrically opposed to 
those of its owner, and returned to Haverford as its president. He 
was a man of broad experience with a fine. cultivated mind, and 
he had strong convictions and great moral courage. Hanighen’s 
views were always influenced by his native Midwestern nationalism 
and skepticism about “foreign entanglements”: Morley’s, though 
he was not a doctrinaire pacifist, by his Quaker heritage and his 
association with the League of Nations. But both were realists, and 
they respected each other. During the six years of their association 
they made Human Events a most distinguished publication, which 
had a considerable influence in spite of its limited financial resources 
and circulation. 

The first issue of Human Events, which appeared February 2. 
1944, consisted of a four-page, closely reasoned, and carefully writ- 
ten essay by William Henry Chamberlin entitled “Stalin, Pravda 
and Churchill.” The publishing office was Hanighen’s small bache- 
lor apartment, and the financial backing consisted of a few hundred 
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paid subscriptions, many of them from former supporters of the 
America First Committee. During the entire time of Morley’s asso- 
ciation with Human Events its focus was a four-page essay, usually 
devoted to foreign policy. Morley contributed more of these essays 
than anyone else, but William Henry Chamberlin, who was listed 
as a “contributing editor,” wrote a good many, as did Hanighen. 
Oswald Garrison Villard, Norman Thomas, Hugh Gibson, Henry 
Beston, John T. Flynn, Constantine Brown, and Alexander Boeker 
were among the other authors of those well-written, reasoned 
essays, which have stood the test of time remarkably well-a trib- 
ute to the honesty and realistic good sense of the two founders and 
editors of Human Events. 

After the first few issues Hanighen added a supplement called 
Not Merely Gossip, for which he assumed the responsibility. This 
was made up of “inside” information of the sort that did not ap- 
pear in the regular press and which he picked up through his many 
close connections in Washington. Readers of Human Events were 
given the truth about the precarious state of President Roosevelt’s 
health during the last years of his life, which the regular press care- 
fully concealed. 

My association with Human Events began sometime during its 
first year, and consisted at first largely of helping to put its affairs 
on a more formal basis. We incorporated the venture in June, 
1945, with Morley as president, Hanighen as vice-president, and 
me as treasurer, each of us putting in $1,000 and taking one-third 
of the voting stock, We also issued some preferred, which provided 
a little more solid financial basis than had been available before. 
At the end of the war Morley resigned as president of Haverford. 
and in July, 1945, moved to Washington. Through his friendship 
with the Pews of Philadelphia, who had acquired the old Path- 
finder magazine, Human Events was able to get adequate if very 
modest office space in the Pathfinder building, a renovated resi- 
dence, in return for which Morley provided some much needed 
editorial help to the magazine. 

When I first became associated with Human Events, we hoped 
we could develop it into a national magazine, but it was never 
possible to find the necessary financial backing. Our model was 
Albert J. Neck’s the Freeman, which came out in the early twen- 
ties, and which some consider the best magazine ever to have been 
published in this country. One of the names we thought about was 
The Federalist, but that is about as far as we got. It would seem 

30 



From Pamphlets to Books 

that those on the left are much more successful at raising money 
for such ventures than those of us on the right. 

Not having the financial means to publish a magazine, we re- 
sorted to the pamphlet, a form that has played a great role in the 
spreading of ideas. I believe it was first used during the Reforma- 
tion: Milton’s Areopagitica was published as a pamphlet, as were 
Burke’s Reflections on the Revolution in France, Thomas Paine’s 
Common Sense, and The Federalist Papers. My first pamphlet con- 
sisted of two speeches Robert M. Hutchins had given as president 
of the University of Chicago, the first at a special convocation on 
the day the war in Europe ended, and the second, called “The New 
Realism,” at the convocation for the graduating class in June, 1945. 
They were noble, courageous statements. The following is from the 
second : 

So we call Japanese soldiers fanatics when they die rather than surrender. 
whereas American soldiers who do the same thing are heroes. We prove 
that all Germans are murderers and all Japanese apes, and at the same 
time insist that we are going to have one world in which all men are 
brothers. We say we are going to re-educate the Germans, and adopt a 
policy of non-fraternization, We hate slavery and propose forced labor. 
We want Europe rebuilt. but will have no heavy industry in Germany. 
We want order in Europe, but not if we have to sacrifice to prevent 
starvation. We are against dictatorship, but the dictatorship of the pro- 
letariat is an exception. And the new day dawns by the light of the 
burning homes of Tokyo and Yokohama. 

Hutchins reminded his listeners that we could not attain peace 
with vengeance, that however strongly we may have felt about our 
recent enemies the time had come for reconciliation. With his per- 
mission, I had several thousand copies printed, and sold them with 
little or no difficulty. Many people, apparently, were longing for 
the spirit of generosity and Christian charity that had inspired these 
speeches, and shared my gratitude to their author for having made 
them. 

There was a second Hutchins pamphlet soon after the first, The 
Good News of Damnation, in which he argued for some form of 
world government as the only possible way to protect mankind 
from eventual destruction by the atomic bomb; this, however, 
aroused little enthusiasm from my associates in Washington, par- 
ticularly Hanighen. 

A lecture sponsored by the Chicago Council on Foreign Rela- 
tions was instrumental in getting us into the pamphlet business in 

31 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

earnest. The speaker, Karl Brandt, was a professor of agricultural 
economics at Stanford University and had just returned from Ger- 
many, where he had spent several months as an adviser to the U.S. 
military government. His subject was the catastrophic consequences 
that would ensue, not only for Germany but also for all of Europe, 
if the Draconian policies then being followed there were continued. 
Henry Morgenthau’s Germany Is Our Problem had recently been 
published by a leading New York house, and a group of distin- 
guished professors from several American universities, including 
Brandt, all of whom had left Germany during the Hitler years, had 
asked the same publisher if it would consider a book in reply, for 
which they would assume the responsibility. The answer was no. 
After Brandt’s lecture, several members of this group, knowing my 
association with Human Events and the two Hutchins pamphlets, 
asked if I had any suggestions about how to make known the true 
facts of the hideous situation in Central Europe, where mass star- 
vation and the complete collapse of civilized life seemed imminent. 
I got a copy of Brandt’s lecture into Felix Morley’s hands, and we 
decided to publish an enlarged version, which Morley agreed to 
edit, as a pamphlet-also to be entitled, at his suggestion, Germany 
Is Our Problem. This was very widely distributed, both by mass 
mailings and through newsstands. Whether reasoned argument has 
an appreciable influence on the conduct of nations seems question- 
able, but if it does, Brandt’s pamphlet must have had some effect. 

In the meantime Hutchins had made another speech that greatly 
appealed to me, “The Atomic Bomb versus Civilization.” With 
this, the Brandt pamphlet, and the promise of a detailed, scholarly 
study of the United Nations Charter that Morley had made at the 
request of a foundation, we decided to launch a monthly pamphlet 
series. We published the Hutchins speech in December, 1945, the 
Brandt pamphlet in January, 1946, and Morley’s study of the 
United Nations Charter, which also contained the complete text 
of the Charter, in February. Morley and I were to be the editors; 
although the publisher would be Human Events, Inc., I agreed to 
assume full responsibility for producing, distributing, and financing 
the series, and rented a small office in an old building south of 
Chicago’s Loop for the purpose. With this step I disassociated my- 
self, with my father’s full approval, from the family business, and 
set out to establish myself in the uncertain but to me enormously 
alluring field of publishing, which in my case would carry the addi- 
tional risk and also challenge -a challenge I found particularly 
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appealing-of being in direct opposition to the dominant current 
of the time. A remark my father made to me sticks in my memory: 
“If you ever begin to make any money in that business you are 
going into, you can be pretty sure that you are publishing the 
wrong kind of books.” 

In our first pamphlet we boldly announced that we proposed to 
publish a series that would “consider educational, industrial, po- 
litical and social problems, all from the viewpoint of the standards 
which are involved; all with a view to the clarification of issues in 
behalf of those ‘Blessings of Liberty’ which the Constitution of the 
United States was established to secure.” The pamphlets were priced 
at twenty-five cents each and a one-year subscription at two dol- 
lars. There were forty-six issues in all, the last appearing in Septem- 
ber, 1949. We covered a wide range of subjects, and I think I can 
say without exaggeration that, considering the times and my own 
lack of experience, the series achieved a remarkable degree of dis- 
tinction and recognition. 

Following Morley’s study of the United Nations Charter, we 
published one on the nature of authority, called Faith and Force, 
by Joseph M. Lalley, whom Morley had brought to the Washington 
Post and who had for a number of years been its book-review 
editor. Lalley’s essay begins with a careful distinction between au- 
thority and power, and goes on to describe some of the various 
forms of authority-of faith, language, and myth, among others- 
and its role as the cohesive force of society. It arrives at the con- 
clusion that social revolution does not destroy authority, but that 
the destruction of authority makes social revolution possible. The 
next pamphlet was a collection of letters from Germany, chosen 
from many, which had reached various people in this country by 
some illegal means-it was still forbidden for Germans to commu- 
nicate with the outside world-and which gave a graphic picture 
of what life was like in that broken country. There followed pam- 
phlets by William A. Orton, John U. Nef, Milton Mayer, Oswald 
Garrison Villard, Douglas Steere, Arthur E. Morgan, Harold E. 
Fey, Montgomery Belgion, F. G. Juenger, Clare Lute, Raymond 
Aron, Clifford Manshardt, and David Dallin, among others-a 
distinguished company. Some of the subjects treated were Russian 
slave-labor camps, the failure of the high schools, the income tax, 
the role of the black market in a centrally controlled economy. the 
Potsdam Agreement, pacifism, Gandhi and Indian independence, 
the problem of technology, the basic conflict between Marxism and 
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Leninism, minorities. We broke new ground with our pamphlets, 
discussed issues, and brought out facts that the regular publications 
of the time had carefully ignored; we disturbed a few sacred cows; 
and we introduced to this country one author, Raymond Aron, who 
has since become a great figure. 

Because producing, distributing, and promoting the pamphlets 
required an office and small staff, it seemed logical for us in Chi- 
cago to take over the printing, mailing, and promotion of the 
weekly newsletter, which we soon arranged to do. In addition, dur- 
ing the same period, we published three books. One was a collec- 
tion of Communist documents under the title Blueprint for World 
Conquest, for which William Henry Chamberlin wrote an intro- 
duction, and the others were collections of the essays published in 
Human Events in 1944 and 1945. 

The idea for Blueprint for World Conquest, as I learned some 
years later, had come from a long-time security officer of the State 
Department, Raymond Murphy, who also provided the copies of 
the documents it contained: the Theses and Statutes, the Constitu- 
tion and Rules, and the Program of the Communist International. 
These documents were extremely rare and almost impossible to 
find, although they must have been generally available when they 
were first published in the early twenties-a change reflecting one 
of those mysterious shifts in Communist policy. Murphy was a most 
interesting man, and had acquired in his many years of experience 
an astonishingly thorough knowledge of the Communist conspir- 
acy and of the Communist method of operating. During the time I 
knew him, however, he had been exiled by the State Department 
to a small office in one of the “temporary” buildings left over from 
the war; those in authority in Washington in those years preferred 
their illusions to such expert knowledge about Communism as Ray 
Murphy possessed. 

Blueprint for World Conquest, my first experience in publishing 
a book, came out when the euphoria of the “good old Uncle Joe” 
period was beginning to wear off: it attracted some attention. was 
widely reviewed, and sold quite well. The documents it contained 
told in precise, unequivocal language exactly what the objectives of 
Communism were and the methods by which the Communists pro- 
posed to attain them. 

My association with Hanighen and Morley was stimulating and 
enjoyable, and opened an entirely new world to me. They were 
both older and far more experienced than I was, both had a good 

34 



From Pamphlets to Books 

sense of humor, and both were most generous toward me. Han- 
ighen had a more relaxed attitude toward the world and other 
people than Morley, who could become impatient rather easily 
and was sometimes inclined to stand on his dignity, but Morley 
saw political developments from a broader perspective than Han- 
ighen and with a greater understanding of history. To be closely 
associated with two men of their integrity, broad experience, and 
knowledge of the world was a great privilege. Human Etvents and 
the pamphlet series gave me invaluable experience in publishing 
and the opportunity to meet many people I would not have met 
otherwise, and some conception as well both of how ideas are com- 
municated and of how they are suppressed, of what constitutes 
public opinion and how it is manipulated. 

One man I came to know who was particularly helpful and kind 
to me was Frank Chodorov, whom I remember with respect and 
admiration. When I first met him in his dingy office. piled with books 
and magazines, in a decrepit old building near Brooklyn Bridge, 
he was publishing a four-page magazine called analysis (he would 
never capitalize the first letter), which he wrote entirely himself. 
It appeared at irregular intervals, cost one dollar a year, and was 
always beautifully written and full of fresh, original ideas. He was 
born and had spent all of his life in New York, the son of Russian- 
Jewish immigrant parents. He had begun active life as a knit-goods 
salesman, with a territory somewhere in the northwest. became a 
follower of Henry George, and then head of the Henry George 
School. He was an excellent, tireless talker, had a gentle, ironical 
sense of humor and a fine literary style, was a great admirer of 
Albert J. Neck, whom he regarded as his teacher, and firmly dis- 
trusted government in all its forms. Governments. he never tired 
of pointing out, are not an abstraction but are made up of indi- 
viduals. whose first and foremost concern is to take care of them- 
selves. By the power of taxation, governments can take money 
away from some people and give it to others, keeping some of it 
for themselves in the process. and they can wage destructive wars 
and can disrupt economic life; but by their nature, Chodorov al- 
ways insisted, they are incapable of producing anything. 

He was a born pamphleteer. When I first met him. which was 
soon after we had started our series, he was ecstatic about the idea, 
and helped in any way he could, by encouragement, by writing 
excellent promotional copy for me, and by contributing three 
sound and most successful pamphlets to the series: Taxation Is 
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Robbery, From Solomon’s Yoke to the Income Tax, and The Myth 
of the Post Ofice. They were classic pamphlets: each treated a sub- 
ject of general interest in a provocative way, was clearly and con- 
cisely written and argued, and came to a sharply formulated 
conclusion. When William F. Buckley, Jr., appeared on the scene 
a few years later, he and Chodorov became close friends, different 
though they were in almost every superficial way. Frank Chodorov 
was an honest and completely unselfish man, was helpful to many 
people, and by his life contributed something unique and of great 
value to the tradition of individual freedom. 

It became apparent, as time went on, that Hanighen and Morley 
in Washington and I in Chicago, though pursuing the same general 
goals, were going about it in different ways, and the mere fact of 
the distance between Washington and Chicago created problems. 
Editing a small publication in one city and producing, mailing, and 
promoting it in another proved to be more difficult than we had 
anticipated, and both Morley and Hanighen, as the pamphlet series 
developed, began to feel that I was getting involved in something 
for which they had the ultimate responsibility but were less and 
less able to control. The publication of the pamphlets and three 
books, one of which had been moderately successful. had whetted 
my desire to get into publishing in a more substantial way, which 
would have created further complications if I had tried to do it 
as part of Human Events, Inc. It was decided, therefore, to set up 
a separate corporation to take over the pamphlet series and the 
rights and inventories of the three books we had published, and 
to transfer the printing and distribution of the newsletter to Wash- 
ington. During the time we handled the producing and promotion 
of the newsletter we were able to improve its appearance, and we 
substantially increased its circulation, from some 2,500 copies 
weekly to about 5,000. With the most strenuous effort, however, 
we were never able to get much above this latter figure. Still, as 
with every publication, it is not how many readers it has, but who 
they are, that measures its effectiveness, and Hltman Events was 
read by an influential group of people, as the many editorials that 
would appear here and there following almost every issue testified. 

Having learned something about the economic realities of pub- 
lishing material that did not conform to the dominant opinion of 
the times, I decided it would be more realistic to face facts as they 
were and incorporate as a nonprofit organization. Accordingly, in 
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September, 1946, I set up Human Events Associates as an Illinois 
not-for-profit corporation. The pamphlet series was published from 
then on by Human Events Associates, and although Felix Morley 
continued to be most generous with editorial help and advice, the 
pressure of several other responsibilities he had assumed in addi- 
tion to the newsletter made it impossible for him to participate as 
actively as he had in the beginning. Getting into book publishing 
in a more substantial way was very much in my mind, and the situ- 
ation in Germany, where occupation policies were still under the 
influence of the Morgenthau Plan and the terms of the Potsdam 
Agreement, offered an opportunity. 

During the first winter following the war, the English publisher 
Victor Gollancz made several trips to the British Zone of Occu- 
pation. which included Hamburg and much of the industrial north, 
and wrote a series of letters to London papers describing the situ- 
ation. Malnutrition and actual starvation were widespread, plants 
that had survived Allied bombing were being dismantled, refugees 
who had been driven out of the former German territories in the 
east were pouring into the bombed cities, where housing was al- 
ready hopelessly insufficient for the indigenous population, and 
economic life was virtually at a standstill. The present was dreadful 
and the future seemed utterly without hope. A correspondent from 
the London Daily Mail reported at the time, “Slowly, quietly, hy- 
gienically the Germans are moving toward death.” Gollancz col- 
lected his reports, to which he added a large number of photographs 
he had had made during the course of his visits, and brought them 
out as a book under the title In Darkest Germany. He followed this 
factual account with a second book, Our Threatened Values, in 
which, in really passionate language, he denounced the whole 
conception on which Allied postwar policy was based. One of the 
central values of our civilization, he maintained, is respect for per- 
sonality; it was this value that was being mocked by the Allies 
in Germany, and such disregard could not be without devastating 
results for all other values, and therefore civilization itself. 

Victor Gollancz was a successful and distinguished publisher. 
of Jewish background, and a convinced and prominent socialist- 
he was the founder of the enormously influential Left Book Club. 
By no stretch of the imagination could he be accused of harboring 
sympathy for National Socialism; his concern for the hideous sit- 
uation then existing in Germany derived solely from humanitarian 
considerations. He was also well known in New York. But no New 

37 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

York publisher would consider the two books I have described. 
For some reason, probably as a result of our pamphlets. they were 
offered to me, and I made up my mind to publish them. 

A third book, and one I thought was of the utmost importance, 
was made available to me at this time. In one of the first letters 
I received after the war from Germany, my old friend Hermann 
mentioned a book that he said would explain much of what had 
happened: Hitler in Our Selves, by the Swiss writer Max Picard. 
I got a copy from the Swiss publisher, Eugen Rentsch, and decided 
to publish it. The two Gollancz books, in a sense, were large pam- 
phlets, and publishing American editions created no problem. The 
original editions were at hand and only needed to be photographed 
for offset reproduction, they were written in response to an imme- 
diate situation, and their author was fairly well known. The Picard 
book was something else again: it would have to be translated, it 
treated a complex problem in a way that would have little appeal 
to the reigning intellectual orthodoxy, and although Picard was 
well known in Germany and France, he was almost completely 
unknown in this country-most people, when they heard his name, 
thought of the man who went up in balloons. My decision to pub- 
lish this book, therefore, was a decision to go into publishing in 
a serious way, as I was well aware. 

Picard argued that the Hitler phenomenon was a result of the 
sickness of the modern world, a sickness that had taken its most 
virulent form in Germany, but one to which the rest of the world 
was by no means immune. We would do well, he implied. to regard 
the German catastrophe as a warning of what could happen to all 
of us. He described various aspects of modern life that were man- 
ifestations of its sickness, among them its discontinuity and frag- 
mentation, its emptiness. its destructiveness. Modern man. he said. 
is inclined to regard nature not as the environment in which we 
live out our lives but as enemy territory to be conquered and occu- 
pied; language not as a gift of God for the discovery and commu- 
nication of truth but as a tool for the subjugation of others; and 
art as a means of propaganda rather than a manifestation of the 
divine gift of creativity. Hitler, Picard said, represented all these 
symptoms of the modern sickness in their most extreme form; he 
filled the spiritual emptiness of his followers with his screaming 
speeches and his obsessive hatred. To put over a book with such 
a message, it was quite apparent, would not be easy. 

The first thing was to get it translated. This proved to be a rather 
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formidable task, because Picard wrote in a style, peculiarly his 
own, that was much better suited to the complexities and round- 
about quality of German than to the directness of English. A gifted 
and rather remarkable German, Heinrich Hauser, who had written 
two pamphlets for my series, offered to try his hand. He came from 
a prominent Weimar family and had been trained as a physician; 
but instead of practicing his profession he had gone to sea as a 
deck hand on one of the last large sailing ships, on which he made 
at least one voyage to and from Australia. He worked for a time 
as a publicity man for a traveling circus, wrote several successful 
books, and left Germany shortly after Hitler came to power. At 
least three of his books had been published in this country by the 
time I first met him. One was an autobiography, Time M’us: Death 
of a Junker; the most recent, A German Talks Back, had appeared 
shortly before the end of the war and caused a great scandal, as 
well as the dismissal of the editor who had accepted it. The polit- 
ical scientist Hans Morgenthau was asked to write an introduction, 
notes, and a postscript, apparently with the purpose of protecting 
the American reader from contamination; in the light of what has 
happened since, Hauser’s book makes far more sense than Mor- 
genthau’s additions. Amusingly enough, when he wrote the book, 
Hauser was working as a gardener at the University of Chicago, 
where Morgenthau was a professor. Hauser’s translation of Picard 
was moderately successful-no translation, especially of Max Pi- 
card, is ever really satisfactory-and after extensive editing the 
book was ready for publication in the fall of 1947, when I planned 
also to publish the two Gollancz books. 

It was apparent that I could not use the name Human Events 
for a book-publishing operation over which my two associates in 
Washington would have no effective control; so the decision was 
made to change the name of our not-for-profit corporation from 
Human Events Associates to Henry Regnery Company. This was 
done on September 9, 1947. Since the sort of publishing I planned 
to do would probably be controversial and of a more or less per- 
sonal nature, I decided that people should know who was behind it. 
The first books to appear under the imprint of Henry Regnery 
Company were In Darkest Germany and Our Threatened Values, 
by Victor Gollancz, and Hitler in Our Selves by Max Picard; an 
auspicious beginning, it seemed to me, for a nonconforming Chi- 
cago publisher. I was most grateful to have an introduction from 
Rufus M. Jones for Our Threatened Values and from Robert M. 
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Hutchins for In Darkest Germany; to me these represented the 
stamp of approval for what I was doing by two men I greatly 
respected and admired. 

Not surprisingly, none of my first three books appeared on best- 
seller lists, but they were all respectfully reviewed and may have 
had some impact, if only indirectly. Time, whose book-review sec- 
tion was then among the best and most influential in the country, 
gave Our Threatened Values a most intelligent, discerning review, 
from which the following excerpt is taken: 

Though retaining his Jewish faith and socialist belief, Gollancz has here 
written a fiery, almost transported plea for a return to the ways of the 
early Christians. Political salvation is possible, he thunders, only if based 
on a union of traditional religious ethics and the secular humanist tradi- 
tion of the West. A way of life based on unswerving devotion to love, 
mercy and respect for human Personality is the only vision that can 
save modern man from total destruction.* 

Victor Gollancz, needless to say, was a most interesting man, as 
I discovered, not long after I published his two books, when I spent 
an evening with him in New York. During its course, Gollancz 
told a story that had come out of the writing of these two books. 
“It is an important story, and for reasons you will soon understand, 
I decided not to put it into my book, but I want you to remember 
it.” After returning to London from one of his trips to Germany, 
he had a call from Winston Churchill, then out of office, who said 
that he wanted very much to see him. Apparently Churchill had 
read some of Gollancz’s reports in the London papers. When they 
met, Churchill questioned Gollancz closely about conditions in 
Germany and became visibly affected by what he told him. Finally 
Churchill asked, “Is it true, Mr. Gollancz, that five thousand civil- 
ians were killed in the British air raids on Hamburg?” Gollancz 
replied that the total was in fact many times that number, and then 
went on to say something about the bombing of cities, and par- 
ticularly the great “saturation” raid on Dresden, with thousands 
of incendiary bombs followed by high explosives, from which the 
casualties may have been as high as 200,000-no one knows the 
exact number, because the city was crowded wth refugees from 
the east. Churchill, Gollancz said, paled, and then said, “Mr. Gol- 
lancz, they never told me we were bombing civilians.” After wait- 
ing for this rather astounding remark to take effect, Gollancz 

l March 1, 1948, pp. 91-92. 
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continued, “When I tell you this, your immediate reaction is to 
think that Churchill was lying. Of course he knew that we were 
bombing civilians, but that isn’t the point: when he told me he 
didn’t know, he was speaking the truth. Churchill is a romantic, 
and a romantic lives entirely in the present, so much so that he 
can be completely oblivious of a position he may have taken in the 
past, or of the consequences in the future of his present position. 
I can understand this, because I am just such a romantic myself. 
During the war Churchill would have been prepared to kill every 
man, woman, and child in Germany if he thought it was necessary 
to win-‘ I would make a pact with the devil to save Britain,’ he 
once said, as you will remember-but when I saw him he could 
perfectly honestly say, ‘Mr. Gollancz, they never told me we were 
bombing civilians.’ ” 

Victor Gollancz was a romantic, as he said, and also had a 
rather theatrical quality. His socialism probably contained a large 
element of theatrics-he was, after all, a successful, well-to-do 
publisher-but he was also a man of courage and high principles. 
One of the last causes among the many he took up during his life 
was that of the Arabs made homeless by the establishment of the 
State of Israel. 

Max Picard’s Hitler in Our Selves was not a successful book, as 
success is usually measured, but it was treated with respect, some 
people read it, and it helped to establish the firm as one willing 
to take on a difficult, serious work. We were still receiving a few 
orders for it twenty years after its publication. 

It probably was unwise, from a certain point of view, to launch 
my publishing enterprise with three books on such an unpopular 
subject as Germany. But it was the burning issue of the time, obvi- 
ously no one else was anxious to take it up, and it seemed to me 
that if I felt strongly about it and had the means to do something, 
I had a moral obligation to publish the books I have described. It 
should also not be forgotten that these three were concerned not 
so much with Germany as with the upholding of the values and 
standards on which civilization rests. Looking back, after more 
than thirty years, I have no regrets, nor do I feel the need to apolo- 
gize for having identified myself at the beginning of my publishing 
career with books by two men of the moral integrity, perception, 
and high-mindedness of Victor Gollancz and Max Picard. 
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T HE first, very modest catalog of the Henry Regnery Co. appeared 
in the spring of 1948. It announced the publication of six new 
books, all of which came out in a rather small, uniform format. 
not distinguished, but legible and well printed. We padded out our 
catalog by including descriptions of the three books we had pub- 
lished the previous year as well of those we proposed to publish the 
following fall. The last three pages were devoted to the pamphlet 
series, which by now included twenty-seven titles. The message 
“From the Publisher,” with which our catalog opened, bravely pro- 
claimed: “It is our purpose to publish good books, wherever we 
find them.” We went on to say that we hoped to contribute to the 
re-establishment of the interchange of ideas and opinions that had 
been characteristic of the Western tradition and that was indis- 
pensable if civilization was to recover from the shattering experi- 
ence of the war. 

Probably the most important, and certainly the longest-lived, of 
the six books we published that first, hopeful spring was Hans 
Rothfels’s The German Opposition to Hitler. Rothfels. a distin- 
guished and well-known historian, was at that time professor of 
history at the University of Chicago. He later returned to Germany 
to become a professor at the University of Tiibingen and head of 
the Institute for Contemporary History. His book was the first fully 
documented historical analysis of the German opposition. It was 
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a work of considerable importance, and although it did not receive 
the immediate attention from the reviewers it deserved-according 
to the official line there had been no German opposition-it gradu- 
ally established itself as one of the major source books on a phe- 
nomenon of the greatest importance. “The ruthless police state, 
equipped with all the weapons of modern science and industry,” as 
our catalog description put it, “is a new but not unique historical 
phenomenon: the possibilities of civil resistance to such a state 
become, therefore, of more than academic interest.” 

Of the remaining five books in that first announcement, one was 
written by a Scot, two by Germans, and two by Swiss. 

Edmund Whittaker, professor of mathematics at the University 
of Edinburgh, wrote on medieval philosophy, particularly that of 
Thomas Aquinas, from the vantage point of modern science. By 
showing that its philosophical basis derives from classical and me- 
dieval philosophy. Space and Spirit demonstrated the continuity of 
the Western tradition. 

The two Germans were Ernst Juenger and Ernst Wiechert. both 
well-known German writers; Juenger. indeed, is a major figure of 
modern literature. The Juenger book, The Peace, had been written 
during the war and was secretly distributed in thousands of copies, 
many handmade. It was not of great significance except for the 
circumstances under which it was written and the fact that when 
our edition appeared publication was still forbidden in Germany. 
this time by the Allied military government. The book by Ernst 
Wiechert contained three speeches. two given at the University of 
Munich, in 1935 and 1945, and the last after the war in Switzer- 
land. The 1935 speech, in which he admonished his hearers “not 
to keep silent when conscience bids you speak, because nothing in 
the world so eats away the marrow of a man as cowardice,” re- 
sulted in Wiechert’s arrest and confinement in Buchenwald. 

Hans Zbinden, whose book Whither Germany was one of our 
six, was well known in Switzerland as the author of a biography of 
Benjamin Constant and as a public-spirited man who had been 
associated with various international endeavors. ‘The disappear- 
ance of Germany as a political and spiritual force,” Zbinden as- 
serted, “would probably mean the end of European history.” The 
last book, From Versailles to Potsdam, by Leonard von Muralt, 
professor of modem history at the University of Zurich, was an 
analysis of the basic assumptions of the Versailles Treaty and their 
influence. It was written in the vain hope that those who were to 
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determine the further course of European history in the arrange- 
ments they would make following World War II might learn some- 
thing from the mistakes their predecessors had made following the 
first war. Leonard von Muralt and Hans Zbinden represented the 
best of the Swiss tradition: they were Swiss through and through, 
but at the same time civilized Europeans, and not afraid, in the 
chaotic atmosphere of the time, to assert the primacy of reason. 

One of the more satisfying results of the publication of those six 
books was the response to them of the more serious reviewers. 
Asher Byrnes, for example, devoted a long review in the Saturday 
Review of Literature to five of them, in which, speaking of the 
Rothfels book, he said, “His monograph has all the scholarly vir- 
tues. It is comprehensive, detailed and judicious in the treatment of 
conflicting materials.” Henry Sowerby, in the Christian Science 
Monitor, spoke of the Muralt book as “an extremely able disserta- 
tion . . . worthy of careful study by all students of this issue,” and 
H. S. Quigley, in the American Historical Review, wrote, “In his 
concise but clear analysis of the crowded years since the end of 
World War I, Muralt displays a masterly grasp of events and a 
comparably impressive literary style.” There were equally positive 
and understanding reviews of several of these books in such publica- 
tions as the American Political Science Review, the Annals of the 
American Academy, and the Catholic World. In the climate of 
1948, when the response to such books was frequently either hostile 
or indifferent, reviews like these were all the more remarkable. 

After the printing and distribution of the Human Events news- 
letter was transferred back to Washington, I had moved from the 
building in Chicago where we had taken space to a small office 
above a drugstore in Hinsdale. By the fall of 1948, as our pub- 
lishing program began to increase, it became evident that I would 
need both more help and more space. I therefore hired Philip Star- 
buck as an editorial assistant and William Strube and Eugenia 
Fawcett for sales and promotion, the latter two from the University 
of Chicago Press, and took space in an old building on Jackson 
Boulevard in Chicago. We were young, worked hard, and enjoyed 
the association with a new venture. 

As I have mentioned, the Hem-y Regnery Company was originally 
organized as a nonprofit corporation, not because I had any ideo- 
logical objection to profits, but because, as it seemed to me then 
and does still, in matters of excellence the market is a poor judge. 
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The books that are most needed are often precisely those that will 
have only a modest sale. It was my original plan to operate more 
or less in the manner of a university press, trying to break even 
when we could, but prepared if necessary to face deficits. which I 
thought it would not be too difficult to make up if we had tax ex- 
emption and could keep our publications on a high level of ex- 
cellence. The Internal Revenue Service, however, thought otherwise. 
Since we were engaged in a business that is normally conducted for 
profit, the I.R.S. ruled, there was no reason why we should have 
tax exemption, which was accordingly denied. There is no practical 
method of appeal from such a bureaucratic ruling, so there was 
nothing for us to do but to incorporate. The Henry Regnery Com- 
pany, therefore. began business March 1, 1948, taking over in- 
ventories, publication rights, and other assets, as well as the lia- 
bilities, of the former nonprofit corporation. The name of the latter 
was changed to Human Affairs Associates, and continued to pub- 
lish the pamphlet series until it was discontinued. 

Our corporate entity was now established, we had taken on a 
modest but adequate office in the city, and we had the beginnings 
of a professional staff, with all that this meant in the way of expense. 
The I.R.S. ruled, in essence, that we could not operate as a non- 
profit corporation, but that was not of much help in finding a way 
to operate profitably. By the end of 1949 our list of published 
books had grown from the ten included in our first catalog, of 
spring, 1948, to a total of twenty-six, and covered a broad spectrum. 
There was, for example. the symposium written in honor of T. S. 
Eliot on the occasion of his sixty-fifth birthday, which included 
essays by Wyndham Lewis, Clive Bell, Edith Sitwell, and W. H. 
Auden, among others. There were two books on education, And 
Madly Teach by Mortimer Smith and a new edition of Albert J. 
Neck’s classic Theo? of Education in the United States; a book on 
Gandhi’s theory of nonviolence, Satyagraha, by R. R. Diwakar, and 
a collection of Gandhi’s own writings on missions and the relation- 
ship between the various faiths, which Clifford Manshardt had put 
together and which appeared under the title The Mahatma and the 
Missionary; an essay on existentialism by Helmut Kuhn, Encounter 
with Nothingness; Goethe’s Image of Man and Society by Arnold 
Bergstraesser; a previously unpublished book by Albert J. Neck, 
Journal of Forgotten Days, 1934-35; F. G. Juenger’s The Failure 
of Technology; and two books on issues arising out of the war, 
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Montgomery Belgion’s Victor’s Justice and Freda Utley’s The High 
Cost of Vengeance, the former on the war-crimes trials and the 
latter on Allied occupation policy in Germany. 

A book we published in the fall of 1948 to which I felt par- 
ticularly committed was Great Saints, by the Swiss Protestant 
theologian Walter Nigg. It had been recommended to me by an 
intelligent, sophisticated German Jesuit. Coming out in Europe 
immediately after the war, when many were looking for a renewal 
of faith and a source of meaning and order for their lives, the book 
attracted favorable and grateful attention, and was soon translated 
into French, Dutch, and Italian. An additional reason for its appeal 
in Europe was that, although written by a Protestant theologian, 
it treated, in a way that embraced the whole of Christianity, a 
subject usually associated only with Catholicism. None of these con- 
siderations, I was disappointed to learn, applied to the book in this 
country. Americans, in the confident arrogance of the postwar 
period, did not generally feel the need for inspiration from such 
self-effacing figures as St. Francis of Assisi or Nicholas of Fliie, 
the Swiss Brother Klaus. Protestants, in any case, were inclined to 
reject the book because all but one of the saints it described were 
Catholics, and Catholics because the author was a Protestant. 
Nevertheless, it was a beautiful and important book, and there were 
some who appreciated it. The purpose that inspired Walter Nigg 
to write it and me to undertake its publication appears in the fol- 
lowing passage: 

The true Saint belongs to all Christendom, and is not intelligible to one 
religious denomination only. The emphasis which we place on this in no 
way means that we propose to supplant the Saints from those Churches 
where they have taken root: rather would we point the way to them, so 
that their membership of one Church in the vault of Heaven can be 
extended to the others. Of the truth of the Saints as Christian manifesta- 
tions the Apostles’ creed has already spoken, when it employs the term 
“communion of Saints.” As the true interpreters of the Gospel they 
embrace the whole of Christendom. for they represent that secret Chris- 
tianity, which must not be allowed to disappear from modern religious 
consciousness. 

The book by the German F. G. Juenger, which we published 
under the title The Failure of Technology--the original title, which 
we should not have changed, was The Perfection of Technology- 
has an interesting history, and one with some significance for our 
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time. It was written under the stress and sense of impending catas- 
trophe engendered by the outbreak of World War II, and because 
of the reputation of the author, on the one hand. and of its message. 
on the other. could not be published in National Socialist Germany. 
At least two clandestine editions were attempted, and in both cases 
the printing shops were destroyed in Allied air raids before the book 
could be finished. By some quirk of fate, a copy of the manuscript 
came into the hands of the artist Victor Hammer, who at the time 
was working as a printer at Wells College, in Aurora. New York. 
Hammer was enormously impressed by what Juenger had to say, 
and fearing that the original might be lost in the chaos of wartime 
Germany, made up his mind to print a few copies on his hand press, 
The first edition of Die Perfektion der Technik, therefore, emerged 
from a hand press not very different from the one used by Gutenberg 
in the fifteenth century, from type set by hand, in a small college 
town in northern New York that was then still safe from the ravages 
of war and totalitarianism. 

Juenger’s attack is not against technology itself, which he recog- 
nizes as a necessary agent of human survival. but against the atti- 
tude that places the demands of technology above those of life itself. 
He argues that the consequence of what he calls the technological 
point of view, for which technological perfection becomes an end 
in itself, is the totalitarian state, in which all activity and the ful- 
filling of all human needs are controlled by a gigantic, perfectly 
functioning apparatus. 

The two books on political issues published during 1949, 
Belgion’s Victor’s Justice and Utley’s The High Cost of Vengeance. 
took positions decidedly in opposition to the accepted opinion of 
the time, and created a certain amount of controversy. Montgomery 
Belgion was well known in England as an essayist and literary critic, 
served as an officer in the British army during World War II. and 
was captured by the Germans during the Greek campaign. Victor’s 
Jusricc was written in the form of a letter to a friend who had also 
been a prisoner of war in Germany, but at the time of writing was 
serving as an officer in the British Army of Occupation in Germany. 
Belgion, who knew his way in English literature, took the epigraph 
of his book from Dryden-“Ev’n victors are by victory undone.” 

Belgion objected to the war-crimes trials on several counts. They 
were based on ex post facto law, for one. And in spite of all that 
was said about the “international” character of the court at Nurem- 
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berg, it was not international at all, but in every respect a creature 
of the victors. He was furthermore concerned about the corrupting 
influence of the trials on the Western concept of justice, since, as 
he pointed out, the desire to punish predominated over the desire 
to do justice. Belgion’s chief objection to the trials, however, was 
the hypocrisy of the whole miserable business-those sitting in 
judgment were guilty of the same crimes for which they were trying 
others. One of the crimes of which the Germans were accused was 
the murder of “11,000 Polish officers, who were prisoners of war 
. . . in the Katyn Forest near Smolensk,” as it is stated in the 
original indictment. The number was actually about 4,200, and, 
when it became evident that the Polish officers had been murdered 
not by the Germans but by the Russians, the subject was quietly 
dropped and no further mention was made at Nuremberg of the 
Katyn massacre. “How then,” Belgion asks, “can we believe that 
the Trial of the so-called ‘major war criminals’ was inspired by any 
desire to extend the dominion of justice?” Another crime of which 
the Germans were accused at Nuremberg was the use of forced 
labor; but, as Belgion points out, even while the trials were in 
progress both the French and the British, to say nothing of the 
Russians, were using as forced labor thousands of former German 
prisoners, many of whom had been turned over to them by the 
United States. 

The reviewer for the San Francisco Chronicle accused Belgion 
of having said that “there was no moral difference between the vic- 
tor and the vanquished.” On the contrary, Belgion points out that 
by using the methods of Communist Russia and National Socialist 
Germany to exact retribution from our former enemies, we were 
destroying the very cause we had fought the war to defend. Milton 
Mayer, whose pronouncements often give the impression that he 
understands more about morality than anyone else, brushed off 
Victor’s Justice in the Chicago Sun as a “mote and beam book.” But 
have we not been told on the highest authority to cast out the beam 
in our own eye before we undertake to cast out the mote in our 
brother’s? And whom, besides ourselves, did we deceive at Nurem- 
berg? Howard Becker, in the Annals of the American Academy, 
recommended Victor’s Justice to those “who are genuinely con- 
cerned about the nature and the possibility of justice among the 
nations.” Those who are not seriously concerned about such mat- 
ters, he said, had “better let it alone. It has the compacted heat and 
penetrating power of thermite.” 
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Freda Utley was also English by birth and education, but by the 
time she wrote The High Cost of Vengeance she had lived for many 
years in the United States, and was soon to become an American 
citizen. Her father, who came from a family of Yorkshire black- 
smiths, was an early Fabian socialist and a successful journalist. In 
the early twenties she graduated with honors from the London 
School of Economics, where she attracted the attention of Bertrand 
Russell, with whom she remained on friendly terms for the rest of 
his life. But instead of following the secure academic career that 
lay open to her, she chose instead to become a Communist, married 
a Russian, and finally went to Russia to live. Like many thousands 
of Russian women, she watched as her husband was taken away in 
the middle of the night by the secret police, never to see him again. 
Long before this, however, she had come to understand Communism 
for what it actually was. She had a fine mind, enormous vitality. 
and, above all, a strong sense of justice-it was her sense of justice 
and her youthful idealism that brought her to Communism, and her 
sense of justice again, and her intelligence, that turned her vio- 
lently away from it. She was always prepared to take the side of the 
oppressed, of the underdog, and in the immediate postwar period 
the Germans were decidedly the dogs at the bottom. 

I published two more books by Freda Utley, and regard the 
friendship that grew out of them as one of the rewards for publish- 
ing books that take an unpopular position. She could be demanding 
and utterly unreasonable-she once called me collect from a small 
town in Alabama for an immediate explanation of why a recent book 
of hers was not on sale in the local drugstore-but she was at the 
same time wonderfully generous and warmhearted. and although 
she made no claim to being beautiful. she had great charm. She was 
a formidable person, with strong convictions, which she never hesi- 
tated to express, and she had many friends, She loved to give parties, 
which were always delightful affairs and were attended by people of 
the greatest variety. I particularly remember the one she gave in her 
Washington apartment in the summer of 1950 to celebrate having 
become an American citizen-a change of status that, for various 
reasons, required an act of Congress. Among the guests I remem- 
ber, which would be only a small fraction of those who were there, 
were Senator Robert A. Taft, Senator Joseph R. McCarthy, Edith 
Hamilton, Frank Hanighen, Forrest Davis, General Albert Wede- 
meyer, Arthur Bliss Lane, the Ambassador from Free China, and 
Loy Henderson, Under Secretary of State and former ambassador 
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to Russia. When I asked Freda about a rather shy man who didn’t 
seem to know anybody, she replied, “Oh, he is a very nice Czech 
who lives upstairs and is awfully good at carving ham.” 

The High Cost of Vengeance resulted from a several months’ 
stay in Germany during the latter part of 1948, a visit that had been 
made possible by a grant from the Foundation for Foreign Affairs 
and a commission from the Reader’s Digest. The book was a frontal 
attack on Allied occupation policies, which, largely because of 
Russian intransigence, had made a turn for the better, but still had 
a long way to go. The notorious order JCS 1067, which established 
the policies to be followed by the U.S. military government when the 
war ended-among others that “Germany will not be occupied for 
the purpose of liberation, but as a defeated enemy nation,” that 
“fraternization” of any kind with the population was prohibited, and 
that the army authorities must take no “steps looking toward eco- 
nomic rehabilitation”-had fortunately been suspended in 1947. 
But at the time Miss Utley visited Germany to gather material for 
her book, industrial plants were still being dismantled on a large 
scale, the massive “de-Nazification” program based on the theory of 
guilt by association was still in full swing, and arbitrary arrests and 
imprisonment by the occupation authorities, though declining, were 
still frequent. 

Miss Utley based her book on personal observation, and on inter- 
views with the occupation authorities and with ordinary Germans. 
In addition, she made herself familiar with the relevant documentary 
material. She knew what to look for and what questions to ask, went 
everywhere, and was intimidated by no one. She put down what she 
saw and heard, gave credit where she thought credit was due, and 
criticized where she thought criticism appropriate. The era she de- 
scribes and the attitude it represented are now, fortunately, long be- 
hind us, but her account, as the work of an intelligent observer and 
a high-minded, courageous woman, is an important part of the his- 
torical record, and can well be read as a warning about the effects 
of policies based on emotion rather than reason and that are the 
work of people who have no knowledge or understanding of history 
or historical forces. 

In the concluding chapter of The High Cost of Vengeance there 
is a paragraph that I think sets the tone of the whole book: 

The roles of oppressors and oppressed change with the times. Yesterday’s 
arrogant victor is today’s vanquished, and those who fought for liberty 
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now deprive others of freedom. It seems as true today as when Thucy- 
dides wrote his history of the Peloponnesian War that “right as the world 
goes is only a question between equals in power, while the strong do 
what they can and the weak suffer what they must.” 

The High Cost of Vengeance was the first book I published to 
have the distinction of being reviewed in the book-review section 
of the Sunday New York Times. The reviewer, Delbert Clark, had 
been the Times correspondent in Berlin and had an established repu- 
tation as a German hater. He could be relied on, therefore, to excori- 
ate the book, which is exactly what he did: “Such a compilation of 
half-truths, rumors and demonstrable untruths that it is difficult to 
make an appraisal of Miss Utley’s thesis.” There were also a number 
of highly favorable reviews, some from people of far greater moral 
authority than Delbert Clark: Reinhold Niebuhr, for example, in the 
Nation, George N. Shuster in the Political Science Quarterly, and 
Paul Hutchinson in the Christian Centuv. The book sold reasonably 
well, but may have had a greater immediate impact. which is often 
the case, because of the reviews it received than through the copies 
of the book itself. 

During those first two years our most successful hook from the 
standpoint of sales was Mortimer Smith’s And Madly Teach. Mr. 
Smith undertook to write it after a term or two as a member of a 
Connecticut school board, during which he first became aware of 
the gigantic apparatus that largely controls public education in this 
country, and of its appalling results on education itself. The book is 
written in clear, idiomatic English, with a touch of wry, engaging 
humor, in striking contrast to the hideous. garbled language of the 
educationists. That wonderful old fighter for good causes Bernard 
Iddings Bell, Canon of the Episcopal Church and long-time friend 
of Albert J. Neck, wrote an appropriate introduction, and to my 
great delight Time devoted a three-column article to the book in its 
Education section. It began to sell immediately and went through 
several editions; judging from the hundreds of letters and postcards 
we received from teachers, it was those faced with the responsibility 
of educating the young who particularly welcomed and appreciated 
Mr. Smith’s attack on the educational establishment and its stultify- 
ing influence on public education. 

Finally, there were the two books by Albert J. Neck we published 
during those first two years. Having long been an admirer of Neck, 
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I thought it particularly noteworthy for a young, new firm to have 
two of his books on its list. I had read some of Neck’s essays, in 
Harper’s or the Atlantic Monthly, while still in school, but it was 
his Memoirs of a Superfluous Man, which I read soon after it came 
out in 1944, that made me a confirmed Nockian and was probably 
one of the influences that led to my publishing books. The first of 
our two works by him was a journal from the years 1934 and 1935, 
the only unpubiished mansucript, except some letters, that Neck 
did not destroy before his death in 1945. This came to me from his 
son Samuel A., who had written two pamphlets for our series. The 
journal covers only a brief period, May 1934 to October 1935, but 
it was the period during which the lines were being drawn that led 
to the catastrophe of World War II, and Neck was a shrewd, keen 
observer, well aware of what was going on. Roosevelt and Hitler, 
for neither of whom Neck had any use whatever, had come into 
power the year before the journal begins; Mussolini was preparing 
for his Ethiopian adventure; and the politicians were helplessly 
wrestling with economic and social problems completely beyond 
their powers of understanding, with armaments and war in the 
background as the simple and inevitable solution. Neck comments 
on it all with his usual directness and relentless realism, and always 
in his admirably clear, classic English-advertising, newspapers. the 
weather, women’s fashions, the opera and the theater, Mencken’s 
latest book, the income tax, and, of course, personalities and politics. 
Whatever interested Neck he also made interesting to his reader. A 
rather typical Neck observation is the following: 

Reading some outpourings in favour of the Child Labour Amendment 
sharpens my sense of the dreadful havoc worked by the unrestrained 
ascendency of the ‘moral element’ in society. I remember a wise saying 
that I think covers the case, though I do not know who said it. ‘Virtue 
is more to be feared than vice, because its excesses are not subject to the 
regulation of conscience.’ There seems no doubt about it. 

Neck’s Theory of Education in the United States was made up of 
lectures he had given at the University of Virginia in 193 1, and was 
first published the following year. When we brought out our edi- 
tion in 1949 it had long been out of print, and now it appears to be 
out of print again. That a book of the quality of this one should not 
be generally available provides eloquent confirmation of Neck’s 
strictures on the results of the American educational system. Trash 
is available in abundance and the market for it seems insatiable, but 
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with the millions of supposedly literate people turned out every year 
by our colossal educational establishment, the market for a classic 
book on one of the most basic issues facing our society is too small 
to keep it in print. 

The thesis of Neck’s book, simply stated, is that the American 
theory of education is based on three fallacies: the idea, derived from 
a false understanding of the doctrine of equality, that everyone can 
be educated; the idea, derived from a false understanding of democ- 
racy, that no one has a right to anything that is not accessible to 
everyone; and, finally, the idea that good government and a gen- 
erally wholesome public order are conditioned upon having a literate 
citizenry. The American theory of education, Neck says, contem- 
plates a fantastic and impracticable idea of equality, a fantastic and 
impracticable idea of democracy, and a fantastically exaggerated 
idea of the importance of literacy in assuring the support of a sound 
and enlightened public order. 

The theory that everyone is capable of being educated, and that 
nothing should be made available to some that is not accessible to 
all, degrades education, Neck insisted, into training, with the result 
that society is deprived of the services of the small minority capable 
of being educated. True education, in Neck’s view of the matter, 
should be formative, and above all maturing; it should inculcate 
the views of life and the demands on life that are appropriate to 
maturity and that are indeed the specific marks, the outward and 
visible signs, of the inward and spiritual grace of maturity. 

The sum and substance of Neck’s book on education is probably 
contained in the following: 

The educable person, in contrast to the ineducable, is one who gives 
promise of some day being able to think; and the object of educating 
him . . . is to put him in the way of right thinking. Now, the experi- 
enced mind is aware that all the progress in actual civilization that society 
has ever made has been brought about, not by machinery, not by political 
programmes, platforms, parties, not even by revolutions, but by right 
thinking. . . . It would appear, then, that a society which takes no 
account of the educable person. makes no place for him, does nothing 
with him, is taking a considerable risk; so considerable that in the whole 
course of human experience, so far as our records go, no society has 
ever yet taken it without coming to great disaster. 

The first two years of my publishing firm were wonderfully satis- 
fying to me; in some ways they were among the most satisfying of 

53 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

the twenty-five years or so I devoted to publishing. We published 
some good books, several, unquestionably, of outstanding quality, 
which were also well produced; we confronted conventional opinion 
with some questions it could not evade and found difficult if not im- 
possible to answer; we received a considerable degree of recognition: 
and in the process the firm acquired a definite and recognizable face. 
We did not make any money, but that was not my primary objec- 
tive, and the demands of our balance sheet were still manageable. 
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4 

SOME PEOPLE AND 
PLACES 

T HE publication of the three pamphlets by Robert M. Hutchins 
and my subsequent acquaintance with him had several conse- 
quences: it opened the door to a number of people at the University 
of Chicago, several of whom, in one way or another, influenced the 
development of my firm, and it led to the publication of the quar- 
terly magazine Measure and of the paper-bound books used in the 
program of the Great Books Foundation. Hutchins had been presi- 
dent of the university since 1929, and although some of his inno- 
vations proved of questionable value, there can be no doubt that 
through his influence a number of outstanding men were attracted 
to the university, which remained. under his administration, a place 
of great intellectual distinction. 

One of the first people I met at the university was John U. Nef. 
His long association with it had begun with his father. who had 
established its department of chemistry. John Nef was a distin- 
guished scholar and decidedly in the Hutchins camp, which of course 
was not true of all members of the faculty. He was the founder of 
the Committee on Social Thought. and when I knew him, its chair- 
man. The Committee was an academic department, and had the 
authority to grant advanced degrees and to make faculty appoint- 
ments. Its basic purpose was to provide a means of communication 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

and mutual stimulation among different scholarly disciplines, with 
the ultimate aim of adding to the understanding of man and society. 
Nefs own field was economic history. His innovative work on the 
history of the British coal industry, which showed that the rise of 
industrial society had been a slow and gradual process rather than 
a sudden “revolution,” put the development of industry as a whole 
into new perspectives. He was a thoroughly civilized man, a good 
conversationalist, and a gracious host: dinner or lunch in his spa- 
cious apartment near the university was always an enjoyable oc- 
casion. 

I soon discovered that Nef suffered from a malady fairly common 
among academicians: magazinitis. He often talked to me about the 
desirability of a journal to be sponsored by the Committee on Social 
Thought, with T. S. Eliot’s Criterion as its model. He had enlisted 
the interest of several others, including three or four members of the 
Committee, among them-most important, to me-Robert M. 
Hutchins. After several discussions with Hutchins, I worked out a 
cost estimate and prepared a dummy, and submitted them to him 
along with a letter in which I expressed willingness to assume re- 
sponsibility for getting the magazine out. We soon agreed that it 
would appear quarterly, that it would be called Measure, after a 
suggestion by Hutchins, and that an editorial committee consisting 
of Hutchins, as chairman, Daniel J. Boorstin, David Grene, John U. 
Nef, Robert Redfield, Henry Regnery, and Otto von Simson, as 
managing editor, would take on full editorial responsibility. 
Hutchins arranged to meet the editorial costs, including payment for 
articles, through a fund that he controlled. I in turn agreed to 
transfer the subscription list of the pamphlet series, which had by 
then about run its course, to the new journal. 

The first issue appeared in December, 1949, and led off with an 
article by Hutchins, “T. S. Eliot on Education,” which in effect 
would dominate the eight issues of the magazine that appeared. In 
the following academic year Eliot gave four lectures at the university 
in which he undertook to answer Hutchins’s criticism and clarify his 
own position; and each of these lectures appeared, successively, in 
the last four issues. The immediate impression conveyed by the eight 
issues, considered after a quarter of a century, is their high level. 
Measure survived for only two years, but published articles of un- 
questionable quality and covered a broad spectrum of interests. 

Its excellence was largely the work of Otto von Simson. who was 
secretary of the Committee on Social Thought. He was not only a 
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competent and creative scholar, his field being the history of art, but 
he also stood up unflinchingly for his strongly held convictions, as 
his subsequent career has demonstrated. He is now a professor at 
the Free University of Berlin, and has taken a leading and coura- 
geous part in the fight to save the university from Communist 
domination. All the other members of the Committee but Boorstin 
wrote for Meusure themselves, and further made their scholarship 
available by reading manuscripts. But because there was virtually 
no basic philosophical agreement among them, it was impossible to 
give Measure the definite character that might have helped to es- 
tablish it as a lasting influence. 

It did gain some recognition. The London Times Literary Sup- 
plement, for example, gave it favorable notice in May, 1951, spe- 
cifically mentioning its “concern with the spiritual foundations of 
the West.” But the renewal rate was no more than 30%) and we 
were never able to get our circulation rate much above the 2,000 
acquired from the pamphlet series. By the middle of the second 
year it had become evident that Measure could not continue much 
longer as it had originally been set up. Nef made it clear that the 
Committee on Social Thought wished to withdraw. And Hutchins, 
in response to an offer to head the Ford Foundation. resigned from 
the university; this in effect removed the magazine’s base, since it 
had been through him that the editorial costs had been met. 

The last issue. which appeared in the fall of 1951, included, be- 
sides the fourth of Eliot’s lectures on education. a wise and realistic 
essay on Churchill’s memoirs by the Swiss historian and statesman 
Carl Burckhardt, and Chancellor Hutchins’s farewell address to 
the students, which marked the end of his long and stormy career at 
the University of Chicago. 

The end of Measure ended my association with Robert M. 
Hutchins. I had never been intimate with him, but I met with him 
frequently for a time, in varying circumstances, and had come to 
know him, I believe, fairly well. Whatever may be said about the 
public positions he took in his later years, we owe him a great debt 
of gratitude for his outspoken, courageous criticism of the super- 
ficiality of American education, for his eloquent statements of what 
education should mean, and for his attempts to find a solution to the 
problem of education in a democracy. 

Through John Nef I came to know not only Otto von Sim- 
son, but others of those distinguished European scholars who 
found refuge and a place for creative work at the University of 
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Chicago, among them G. A. Borgese, Hans Rothfels, and Helmut 
Kuhn. There were also Arnold Bergstraesser, who was the moti- 
vating force behind the Goethe Bicentennial Convocation in Aspen 
in 1948, one of the first truly international scholarly meetings to 
be held after the war; Max Rheinstein, professor in the Law School 
and a leading authority in the field of comparative law; the theo- 
logian Wilhelm Pauck; and Kurt Riezler, who, after a diplomatic 
career, did important work in philosophy. Some I came to know 
better than others, and I published books by four of them-Arnold 
Bergstraesser’s Goerhe’s Zmage of Man and Sociec, Kurt Riezler’s 
Man: Mutable and Immutable, Helmut Kuhn’s Encounter with 
Nothingness, and, as I have already mentioned, Hans Rothfels’s 
The German Opposition to Hitler. These men were all distinguished 
scholars and strong personalities; having some association with 
them was stimulating and rewarding. Arnold Bergstraesser recom- 
mended one of the most successful books I have ever published, 
Roman0 Guardini’s The Lord, and Wilhelm Pauck read the manu- 
script of James Collins’s The Mind of Kierkegaard when it first 
came in and strongly recommended it for publication, as well as 
Collins’s next manuscript, The Existentiulists. Both books were 
successful, and more than twenty-five years later they are still in 
print. 

G. A. Borgese was chairman of one of those projects that could 
have been thought of only by a group of intellectuals in the eu- 
phoria of postwar America, when everything seemed possible. This 
was the Committee to Frame a World Constitution, which Hutch- 
ins, himself a member, often referred to as the “Committee to 
Frame Hutchins.” I got into a dispute with Borgese about a manu- 
script that the Great Books Foundation had ordered from him, at 
my suggestion, and then refused to use. Because I was publishing 
the books for the Foundation at the time, he threatened to sue me. 
After a long telephone conversation, which was interspersed with 
various threats that sounded more ominous than they were prob- 
ably intended to be, Borgese suddenly said, “Come out and have 
lunch with us.” This proved to be a most friendly and agreeable 
occasion-his wife, who was the daughter of Thomas Mann, was 
a charming woman and a good cook-and it led to several more. 
On one of them Borgese told me he wanted to discuss a book 
project. I can still hear his rolling r’s and those extra vowel sounds 
the Italians often add to English words, projected by his deep, 
resonant voice, as he described it, more or less as follows: “For the 
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first generation or so after Christ, Christianity was nothing more 
than a small, dissident Jewish sect on the eastern shore of the 
Mediterranean. Paul, by putting the message of Christ into the lan- 
guage and concepts of Greek philosophy, made it the religion of 
the Roman Empire and finally of the Western world, but it has 
remained limited to the West by the fact that it is expressed in the 
terminology of Western philosophy.” Then, raising his voice some- 
what and focusing his full attention on me, he went on to say, “I, 
Borgese, will do for Paul what Paul did for Peter: by putting the 
message of Christianity into a universal philosophical language, 1 
will make it the religion of the world!” So far as I know, he never 
wrote the book, but he was sufhciently persuasive to induce at least 
one New York publisher to give him a contract and a modest 
advance. 

It was through Otto von Simson that I met Paul Scheffer, who 
was of great help to me in the early days of my firm. When Simson 
first introduced me to him, Scheffer was living in a rather dingy 
hotel on the south side of Chicago, not far from the university. He 
was badly crippled, and at first glance would have appeared to be 
just another elderly man, of no particular distinction, if it had not 
been for his wonderfully shrewd, intelligent eyes beneath rather 
heavy lids, which seemed to have seen everything and to be capable 
of taking in everything still. 

He had been sent to Moscow in November, 1921, as the cor- 
respondent of the Berliner Tageblatt, then a leading European 
newspaper, and became, during his eight-year stay, one of the most 
influential foreign correspondents of his time. His reports to his 
paper, which are essays rather than the usual kind of newspaper 
story, are brilliant commentaries on Russian life under Commu- 
nism, and are significant historical documents. An example of 
Scheffer’s style is an account, which appeared in the Tageblatt on 
January 8, 1928, of the exile by Stalin of a number of the leading 
figures of the revolution. “This is the most extraordinary historical 
phenomenon that the Russian revolution has brought forth. It in- 
volves people who, as few others, incited and then led the revolu- 
tion, who created the state that now sends them into the wilderness.” 
Scheffer describes some of the figures involved: two former ambas- 
sadors, the former Minister of the Post, the former editor of Pravda, 
and, of course, Trotsky-“the hero of all the heroes of the revolu- 
tion, the great man of the Battle of October and of Kronstadt, first 

59 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

Foreign Minster and then Minister of War of the Soviet Union, 
dialectician and orator like no other.” Scheffer goes on to observe: 

It will be particularly interesting for all of these people to learn that for 
exiles of the present regime there is not even the 17 Kopeks of pocket 
money the Czar still provided. . . . They must all take the road they 
had already taken under the Czars, or would have taken had they been 
caught. There are revolutionaries among them, Smirnow, for instance, 
who have been in the party for almost thirty years [since 1898, there- 
fore]. . . . History has never invented anything more ironical or cruel 
than the spectacle of these victorious revolutionaries who, under the 
system they destroyed and the one they led to victory, receive the same 
reward for their efforts-the silence of Siberia. . . . Europe watches the 
performance with the curiosity of the non-participant. It must, however, 
seem to us that besides the “permanence of the revolution” Stalin and 
Trotsky argue so much about, the “permanence of Siberia,” as the sym- 
bol of the unchanging Russian method of dealing with political dissidents 
deserves some attention.* 

Scheffer’s career as a Moscow correspondent ended in 1928, 
when he was refused permission to return to Russia after a vaca- 
tion, because, apparently, of his acount of the brutal, ruthless 
methods used to collectivize agriculture in the Ukraine, the report- 
ing of which he regarded as the greatest achievement of his Russian 
career, and an article “Terror as an Expression of Raison d’Etat.” 
In the early thirties he spent several years as a correspondent in 
New York, where the Foreign Policy Association invited him to 
lecture a number of times as an expert on Russia. He also contrib- 
uted to Foreign A@irs. 

Toward the end of 1933, after Hitler’s rise to power, he returned 
to Germany, believing, as many did then, that the Nazi regime was 
only a passing phenomenon, and that the important immediate task 
was to preserve as much as possible of the national substance. The 
Berliner Tageblatt, which was Jewish owned, and in its general 
policy liberal in the European sense of the word, was closed almost 
immediately after Hitler came to power. In 1933 the owners man- 
aged to reach an apparent accommodation with Joseph Goebbels, 
Minister for Propaganda and Public Enlightenment, who promised 
the paper a degree of freedom. It was on the basis of this promise 
that Scheffer decided to become editor of the Berliner Tageblatt 
and to try to restore it as one of the great European newspapers. 
This was no easy assignment, but Scheffer brought with him several 

* Augenzeuge im Staale Lenins, Muenchen, 1972, pp. 303-13 (my translation). 
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distinct advantages: he knew where he stood, he was far more in- 
telligent and experienced in the ways of the world than his adver- 
saries in the Ministry of Propaganda, and from his eight years in 
Communist Russia he knew what to expect from a totalitarian, 
ideological regime. In addition, his excellent connections in the 
Foreign Office and the respect he enjoyed both inside and outside 
Germany provided him with a considerable degree of protection. 
For some time he succeeded in maintaining the paper as what he 
called an anomaly, and by various subterfuges kept his readers 
informed of what was going on in the outside world, and made 
clear his own attitude toward what was going on inside Germany. 
Criticism of a speech by Hitler on foreign policy could be indicated 
with an appropriate quotation from Bismarck; Max Pianck would 
be quoted on the necessity for independent research; other things 
one could not say oneself could be expressed by quoting Goethe, 
Kant, or the brothers Grimm. 

The following, from a letter to Margaret Boveri from Dr. I. G. 
van Maasdijk written November 29, 1960, gives a most interesting 
account of the impression Scheffer made in those years on a neutral 
journalist: 

From 1933 on I was on very friendly terms with Paul Scheffer, and re- 
garded him as an important advisor on politics in Berlin and in Geneva 
(at the League of Nations) during the time I was diplomatic correspond- 
ent of the Amsterdam paper De Telegraaf, of which I am now Chair- 
man of the Board. 

For all diplomats and journalists stationed in Berlin before the war 
Paul Scheffer was one of the most respected editors, superbly educated 
and gifted with an almost prophetic vision of the future of the Hitler 
regime. From the very beginning he regarded the regime as a terrible 
adventure, and until 1935 or 36 was convinced that the outside world 
would intervene. After the militarisation of the Rhineland and the failure 
of the League of Nations action in connection with Abyssinia he became 
more and more pessimistic and discouraged. He constantly warned for- 
eigers whom he trusted, among whom I had the honor to be, of the 
dangers of the Hitler regime. 

Scheffer’s situation finally became untenable, and on December 
3 1, 1936, he resigned: principles and intelligence had finally to 
succumb to the power of the state. In October, 1937, he arrived 
in the United States, after a trip through China, Japan, and Java, 
and he spent the rest of his life in this country. When Adam von 
Trott arrived in the United States in October, 1939, shortly after 
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the outbreak of the war, to attempt to gain support for the opposi- 
tion, and expressed a wish to see the President, it was Scheffer who 
wrote the memorandum requested by George Messersmith, then 
under secretary of state. It was not made possible for Trott to see 
the President, but he did have an interview, which proved to be 
highly unsatisfactory and fruitless, with Felix Frankfurter. Scheffer 
was strongly of the opinion that the names of some of the people 
involved in the opposition, which Trott was put under great pres- 
sure to disclose to prove his authenticity, were later communicated 
to the Nazi authorities by someone in Washington. Trott himself, 
who had been a German Rhodes scholar, was one of those executed 
for treason. 

Scheffer was interned at the beginning of the war, along with 
the German diplomatic officials and other newspaper correspond- 
ents. The injuries he sustained as the result of a fall he suffered at 
the time were carelessly and inadequately treated; this was the 
misfortune that crippled him for life. When I first met him he was 
without employment of any kind, and was supported by various 
friends. It seemed to me that a man of his background, training, 
and enormous experience could be invaluable to me, and I soon 
invited him to work with me on an informal basis, which he was 
glad to do. He helped me with my pamphlet series, and read and 
reported on numerous manuscripts. It was through him that the 
Rothfels book on the German opposition, the Kuhn book on ex- 
istentialism, and several others, including an important philosoph- 
ical work by Kurt Riezler, were published under our imprint. He 
appreciated good writing, and his long experience reporting on 
politics gave him an almost infallible ability to judge a book in that 
field. He worked closely with both Rothfels and Freda Utley in 
getting their manuscripts ready for publication, and contributed 
substantially to the excellence of the books that eventually came 
out. 

Especially interesting to me was Scheffer’s account of the 1922 
Conference of Genoa, which he attended as a correspondent, and 
which ended with the German-Russian agreement signed in nearby 
Rapallo. The purpose of the conference was to settle some of the 
economic problems resulting from the war, particularly reparations; 
it was the first such conference to which the Russians had been 
invited, whom the French naively hoped to use to squeeze more 
reparations out of the reluctant Germans. Conversations between 
the Russians and the Germans, in which Scheffer had had an im- 
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portant part, with a view to a trade treaty and the resumption of 
diplomatic relations, had begun the year before in Moscow, and 
were continued in Berlin, where the Russian delegation spent a few 
days on the way to Genoa. At this time it was agreed that neither 
party would make any agreement at the conference to the disad- 
vantage of the other. After several days of maneuvering and fruit- 
less discussion at Genoa, it was noticed that the Germans and the 
Russians had disappeared. Scheffer described the rising tension as 
the significance of their disappearance began to be realized. The 
return of the Germans and the Russians and the announcement of 
the agreement they had made had the impact of a bomb and broke 
up the conference. Scheffer wryly remarked that Lloyd George, 
who was head of the British delegation and himself had tried to 
lure the Russians into some sort of separate deal, was particularly 
incensed at the perfidy of his fellow man. Rapallo, which was prob- 
ably the logical and inevitable consequence of the Versailles Treaty 
and the policies that followed it, marked a historic turning point: 
it was followed seventeen years later by the Hitler-Stalin pact and 
the catastrophe of World War II. In both cases, as again with Willy 
Brandt’s Ostpolitik, the Russians skillfully exploited the German 
sense of isolation as a divisive weapon against the West. 

It was a great privilege to come to know Paul Scheffer as I did, 
and to work closely with him for several years. He was of more 
help than I can easily describe in pointing my new, struggling firm 
in the right direction, and in establishing the reputation for quality 
that we acquired in a remarkably short time. When I knew him, 
he was living in the most modest circumstances, and suffered con- 
siderable pain and discomfort from his injuries. But I never knew 
him to utter a word of complaint or to feel in the slightest degree 
sorry for himself. He was always courteous, and intensely inter- 
ested in what was going on, and never lost his ironical sense of 
humor or the manner of the grand seigneur, which he most defi- 
nitely was. He was always ready to read any manuscript that came 
in, hoping and expecting to discover the Eliot or Hemingway of 
the post-World War II generation. This never happened, but it was 
through no fault of his. He was a rare person, and I am glad to 
have this opportunity to express my gratitude to him. 

To carry out the assertion in our first catalog that it was our 
intention to publish good books, wherever we found them, required 
that we go out and hunt them up. In the fall of 1949, therefore, 
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in the second year of our corporate existence, I made a rather ex- 
tended trip to Europe for the purpose of meeting publishers and 
finding those good books I was sure were there, and for which I 
believed the American public was impatiently waiting. We would 
put ourselves in a position, I nai’vely hoped, to become the repre- 
sentative American publisher of the creative outburst that I was 
not alone in believing would develop in the postwar period. On this 
trip, and on all those that followed in the twenty years I was active 
in publishing, I met many European publishers and authors. We 
did publish a number of distinguished books of European origin, 
but I was not fortunate enough to discover the Wyndham Lewis, 
the Thomas Mann, the Paul Claudel, or the Ortega y Gasset of the 
1950’s. One may point out that no comparable figures came along. 
But who can say that I would have recognized them if they had? 

One of the first people I went to see on that first trip was Ber- 
trand de Jouvenel, a friend of Frank Hanighen’s, who very kindly 
invited me to lunch in his beautiful eighteenth-century house in 
the country outside Paris. Jouvenel had written a number of im- 
portant books on politics, several of which, including Power, have 
been translated into English. He came from an influential con- 
servative family and was thoroughly familiar with the currents and 
crosscurrents of French life. He talked at some length, and with 
great bitterness, about the virtual civil war that followed the Ger- 
man occupation and of the thousands who had been executed, often 
on the flimsiest evidence. Jouvenel was a strong believer in Euro- 
pean integration and an end to the senseless feud with Germany. 
The one book he particularly recommended to me was a novel by 
a young Roumanian named Virgil Georghiu, The Twenty-fifth 
Hour, which had just been published and had much to say, Jouvenel 
thought, about the present plight of Western man. 

During that stay in Paris, I also met Raymond Aron, who was 
not so well known in this country then as he has since become. 
He had written a pamphlet for our series we had published the 
year before, France and Europe. Aron had been recommended 
to me by George Pettee, who had spent some time in Europe 
after the war and had also written a pamphlet for our series, 
Union for Europe. Pettee described Aron to me as an influen- 
tial writer who was not afraid to push the cause of European 
unity, which was an unpopular subject, particularly in France, but 
which seemed to many people, including me, the only salvation for 
Western Europe. We had a pleasant, long lunch together, which 
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gave me an opportunity to become somewhat acquainted with this 
brilliant man. He told me that since he was of Jewish background 
he could advance the cause of European unity, which of course 
meant co-operation with Germany, without danger of being accused 
of Nazi or pro-German sympathies. It was through the influence of 
such people as Raymond Aron that French foreign policy after 
World War II did not repeat the disastrous pattern of the 1920’s, 
as at first seemed likely, but culminated instead in the co-operation 
instituted by De Gaulle and Adenauer. 

American rights to the Georghiu book, which several others 
besides Jouvenel had recommended, had already gone to Knopf. 
but I was determined to meet the author. I finally tracked him down 
in a small cafe near the university, where he was autographing 
books and basking in the warmth of his success and the admiration 
of a group of students. I found him to be a modest, friendly, out- 
going man. Fortunately he spoke German, having studied theology 
in Heidelberg before the war. He came from a family that had pro- 
duced orthodox priests for several centuries, a fact of which he was 
very proud. He had been in concentration camps, internment 
camps, and refugee camps, and had suffered many of the other 
indignities peculiar to our century before arriving penniless and 
friendless in postwar Paris. His book, which might be described as 
a last ditch, passionate defense of the dignity of man. came out of 
this experience, and was an immediate success, more so in Europe, 
where the things he described seemed closer, than in the United 
States. Knopf fairly soon let the American edition go out of print 
-on the mistaken idea, I was told, that it was anti-Semitic-and 
we reissued it more than twenty years after my first meeting with 
the author in a Paris cafe. We published several other books by 
Georghiu; he, in the meantime, had become an orthodox priest in 
the tradition of his family, and spiritual leader of the large Rou- 
manian community in Paris. 

Another great figure I met on that first visit to Paris was Gabriel 
Marcel, who is usually described as a Catholic existentialist. 
When I looked him up in the Paris telephone book I was impressed, 
coming fresh from Chicago, to notice that he was listed as “homme 
de lettres.” He received me most cordially in an apartment so 
crowded with books that there seemed room for little else. He was 
a rather small man, with curly white hair that clung to the top of 
his head like a skullcap, a high-pitched voice, a round, pink, cheru- 
bic face, and intense, bright eyes. We eventually published four of 
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his books: Man Against Mass Society, A Metaphysical Journey, 
Homo Aviator, and the two volumes of his Gifford lectures, The 
Mystery of Being. Marcel seems largely to be forgotten in the con- 
fusion of the present world, but will be rediscovered by those look- 
ing for a realistic appraisal of our time and for thought that is 
ordered and developed from first principles. 

Marcel’s publisher, Femand Aubier-whom I went to see to 
discuss publication arrangements-presided over his Editions Mon- 
taigne in a modest office on a picturesque street near the Institut 
de France. He was one of those cultivated, serious men who con- 
duct rather small firms and whose books reflect their own taste and 
point of view. Such personal publishers play a far more important 
role in cultural life and the development of ideas than the size of 
their firms may suggest, but the task they impose on themselves is 
not easy, walking, as they must, on a narrow path between the 
abyss of bankruptcy and the temptation of complete submission to 
the demands of the market. 

To meet such a publisher was always stimulating. Vittorio 
Klostermann, of Frankfurt, whom I also first met in 1949, was 
another. He was the original publisher of the book by F. G. Juenger 
we had brought out in translation, and also of the essays by Martin 
Heidegger we published later. He had founded his firm in 1930, 
during the Great Depression; he went through the economic crisis, 
the Hitler regime, and World War II and all that followed it with- 
out wavering from his determination to publish serious, scholarly 
books. His list concentrates on the fields of philosophy and juris- 
prudence, and includes such authors as Ernst Cassirer, Wilhelm 
Dilthey, Martin Heidegger, Edmund Husserl, Friedrich Georg Juen- 
ger, Vladimir Solovief, and Charles Peirce, as well as many of the 
classics. His books stand out not only by their substance and good 
design, but also by the fact that in an era infatuated with color, 
his covers are always printed black on grey paper. 

Manya Harari, in London, with her Harvill Press, was another 
such personal publisher who maintained high standards. We did 
a number of books with her, including several of those by Max 
Picard and Gabriel Marcel, sharing composition and translation 
costs. 

The European publisher I came to know best was Eugen 
Rentsch, together with his wife, Lenore, who is as much a part of 
the firm as he. Rentsch is the publisher of Max Picard, which was 
my reason for going to see him for the first time in 1949. Dr. and 
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Frau Rentsch conduct their business, which was founded in 1910 
by Dr. Rentsch’s father, in their house in Erlenbach, near Zurich. 
The first time I was there, orders were packed in the basement and 
taken to the post ofhce by pushcart. The offices of the firm are on 
the first floor, and the family live above. The Rentsch list, which 
includes the definitive and complete edition of the nineteenth- 
century writer Jeremias Gotthelf. who is an integral part of the 
Swiss tradition, plus biography, history, philosophy, and literary 
essays, represents a cultural achievement of a high order. For such 
a publisher as Eugen Rentsch, a book is not a piece of merchandise 
but the expression of a creative act. 

After my visit in Zurich with Picard’s publisher, I took the train 
to Lugano to visit Picard himself. I have made this trip over the 
Gothard Pass many times since, and always find it intensely enjoy- 
able-the train makes a long climb through beautiful alpine coun- 
try to reach the entrance of the long tunnel. going through neat. 
typically northern European villages and towns with such names 
as Altdorf. Erstfeld. Andermatt: but the name of the first town on 
the south side of the tunnel is Airolo, the language has changed 
from Swiss German to Italian. and one soon sees vineyards, stone 
fences, and other unmistakable evidence of a different tradition. 
It is a striking example, which never fails to impress me. of the 
diversity of European culture. 

From Lugano a branch line took me to Caslano, where Dr. Pi- 
card was waiting for me. It was my first meeting, but I had no 
difficulty distinguishing him in the small crowd of people waiting 
for the train. How he looked on that sunny fall day remains fixed 
in my memory. He gave the impression as he stood there of being 
immovable, rooted to the spot. He was rather short, solidly built, 
with a fringe of white hair around an otherwise bald head, intensely 
blue eyes, and a broad, ruddy, expressive face with strongly marked 
features. His movements were sure and deliberate, and his voice 
was rather high pitched; he had a warm sense of humor and told 
amusing stories very well, but there always seemed to be a distant 
look of sadness in his eyes. He was most cordial and friendly. but 
also reserved. We talked as we walked to his house; there was no 
barrier between us to be overcome, and no need of small talk to 
establish a relationship. I felt that I had always known him, and 
on future visits it seemed that there had been no break, that we 
simply took up where we had left off, without interruption. 

Max Picard came from a Jewish family that had lived in Switzer- 
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land for generations, but he himself was born in Baden, at the 
southern end of the Black Forest, in 1888. He studied medicine 
in Heidelberg, and practiced for a time in Munich, very success- 
fully, but gave up medicine, he said, because its orientation had 
become too mechanical, positivistic, Darwinistic. He moved to 
Tessin, or Ticino, the Italian-speaking canton of Switzerland, in 
the early 1920’s for the sake of his wife’s health, stayed on after 
her early death, and spent the rest of his life there. He was eventu- 
ally converted to Catholicism, but he was more than either Chris- 
tian or Jew; he was both, and, above all, a complete person. He was 
a wise man, had a deeply felt faith, and understood and appreci- 
ated, as few others do, the great works of the past. In a letter to 
Andre Gide, written in 192 1, Rilke called Picard “the most unpre- 
tentious, purest man I know.” He was not a systematic philosopher, 
but a critical thinker, specifically, a critic of modern civilization 
and all that goes with it. His most profound and prophetic book, 
perhaps, is The Flight from God, first published in 1934, and in 
our translation in 195 1. Wyndham Lewis once said something to 
the effect that when Shakespeare wrote King Lear he must have 
been in a kind of trance; in another place he remarks that he found 
it difficult not to believe that the great artist is in possession of an 
experience the equal, at least, of the mystic. Picard’s description 
of modern civilization as a gigantic flight from God could only 
have been the result of such an experience. It is, as one critic de- 
scribed it, a prophetic vision. Then there are those books of Pi- 
card’s devoted to what he thought of as primal elements of man’s 
basic structure, elements that were there before man existed, that 
were given to him in advance-language, marriage, and silence. It 
is such basic elements of the human condition, and these alone, he 
thought, that can restore the wholeness of life. These three books- 
Indestructible Marriage, The World of Silence, and Man and Lan- 
guage-perhaps encompass the essence of Picard’s thought. The 
book on silence is particularly remarkable: for Picard, silence is 
not merely the absence of sound, it has a positive, creative quality, 
it is the counterpole of language. Without silence, language be- 
comes nothing more than idle chatter, and for Picard, language 
has a sacred character: “When language is destroyed. man loses 
his relationship with the Original Word from which his own words 
and their measure are derived.” 

Picard felt strongly that one of the things lacking in modem life 
is the true encounter-people see and talk to each other but do 

68 



Some People and Place5 

not really encounter one another; the one gives nothing of himself 
to the other. To have met Max Picard was an encounter, and to 
meet him in his work is just as much so. He gave generously of 
himself; his heart is in his work, and if his reader meets him only 
part way, he will take with him something that will make him a 
more nearly complete and a better person. 

From Lugano I took the train to Konstanz, in the southwest 
comer of Germany, where I had arranged to meet several people, 
including Ernst Juenger and his brother Friedrich Georg. Konstanz 
was under French occupation, but the city had not been much 
damaged in the war and life seemed quite normal. Ernst Juenger 
invited me to his house in a village on the opposite side of the 
Bodensee from Konstanz, from which he had a fine view of the 
lake. His brother was there, as well as the poet Rudolph Hagel- 
stange and the Swiss writer Armin Mohler, who was then acting 
as Ernst Juenger’s secretary. Mohler had attracted some attention 
to himself during the war, as well as the wrath of the Swiss authori- 
ties, by attempting to volunteer to fight with the Germans against 
the Russians. I had published Ernst Juenger’s wartime essay The 
Peace and his brother’s book on technology. But despite my respect 
for Ernst Juenger and my admiration for his wonderfully clear, 
polished, if somewhat cold style, I never felt inclined to publish 
another book of his. I read numerous essays and one novel. but 
decided that they were not for me; of all his later books I found 
his war diaries the most impressive-his account, for example, of 
the long columns of tanks, armored vehicles, and trucks of the 
American army coming into the town where he was living in Lower 
Saxony is unforgettable. 

There was much discussion that rainy November afternoon in 
1949 of what the future might bring: Europeans were not so ac- 
customed then as they have since become to the presence of Rus- 
sian troops less than forty miles from Frankfurt. During the course 
of the conversation Ernst Juenger remarked, “If the Allies persist 
in their present policy of driving millions of people from the east 
into this small, overpopulated country and depriving us of our only 
means of survival, our industry, another German explosion is in- 
evitable.” The two Juengers were impressive men, but Friedrich 
Georg, who had an easier manner than his brother, was the more 
appealing to me. 

During that stay in southwest Germany I met two generals of 
the former Wehrmacht. Hans Speidel and Adolph Heusinger. I met 
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Speidel, who was then living in Freudenstadt, in the Black Forest, 
and lecturing on history at the University of Tubingen, through 
Truman Smith, who before the war had been U.S. military attache 
in Berlin. Colonel Smith had sent me Speidel’s book. Invasion 
1944, with his strong recommendation that I publish it. Speidel 
had been Rommel’s chief of staff, and at the time of the first land- 
ing of Allied troops in Normandy was in command of the German 
forces, since Rommel had been called to Hitler’s headquarters. 
Speidel was very much involved in the opposition. as was Rommel 
also-Rommel was given the choice of suicide or execution for his 
part in the July 20, 1944 attempt on Hitler’s life, and Speidel spent 
the last months of the war in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. 

I did publish General Speidel’s book, for which Colonel Smith 
wrote an excellent introduction. This had one amusing conse- 
quence, which is also not without significance. The book was re- 
viewed in the New York Times by Drew Middleton. who was then 
the chief Times correspondent in Germany. Middleton was utterly 
contemptuous of the book, and, by implication, of its author. “This 
book is not history,” he asserted. “It is propaganda for a lost cause.” 
Not long after the book appeared, American foreign policy made 
a sharp change of course. The illusions about our “peace-loving” 
ally in the east finally gave way to a more realistic appraisal of 
Soviet Russia and the world situation we had helped to create, and 
in this reappraisal a German army appeared to be an essential 
element in the defense of Western Europe. The Middleton review 
of the Speidel book appeared November 5. 1950 in the Nelc York 
Times Book Revienv. On November 18. 1951, following Speidel’s 
selection as one of the two German generals to rebuild a new Ger- 
man army, an article on him appeared in the New York Times 
Magazine by the same Drew Middleton. “This tall, gray-haired, 
suave veteran appears to combine all the best characteristics of the 
German professional soldier plus a worldliness and ease which 
help him mix with all sorts of people. . .” To conclude the 
story: when Middleton asked General Speidel for an interview, his 
request was refused. 

General Speidel was strongly of the opinion that if the Allies 
had properly exploited their enormous advantage they could have 
ended the war in the west in the summer of 1944, an opinion 
which General Patton. as his wartime diary shows, held perhaps 
even more strongly. Speidel described the great Allied offensive 
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at the end of August as a raging torrent that nothing could stem, 
and asserted that by the time the furious Allied advance was un- 
expectedly halted, the German forces were in a state of complete 
disorganization : “Had the Allies kept up their attack on their 
enemy, they could have pursued the German forces until they 
dropped from exhaustion, and could have ended the war half a 
year earlier. There were no longer any German ground forces 
worth mentioning, to say nothing of air forces.” Whether the deci- 
sion to halt the overwhelming Allied drive was made to give the 
Russians time to occupy the part of Europe that had been allotted 
to them at Teheran will probably never be known, but this seems 
highly probable. Patton was well aware of the political significance 
of the military decisions that were made during that fateful sum- 
mer, but he received little credit or thanks for his foresight. 

General Heusinger, when he spent a weekend with me in Kon- 
stanz, was then just another unemployed German general, without 
resources or any apparent prospects for the future. He had been 
taken into custody at the end of the war and held for some time 
for interrogation, but no charges were brought against him. A ref- 
ugee literary agent in New York had somehow gotten possession 
of the written statements a number of German generals had been 
required to make in connection with the war crimes trials and had 
offered them to us for publication. Paul Scheffer read them all. and 
reported that only one had anything significant to say. and that 
the author of this document was obviously intelligent and might 
be worth looking up, with the possibility of a book in mind. This 
is how it happened that I arranged to meet General Heusinger. 

Adolph Heusinger was a General Staff officer. and chief of op- 
erations during the Russian campaign. He was sitting within five 
feet of Hitler when the bomb exploded, almost under Hitler’s chair, 
on July 20, 1944, and was soon after arrested and jailed for his 
part in the conspiracy. He had attended numerous conferences 
with Hitler, and described at great length Hitler’s method of oper- 
ation and his almost demonic ability to dominate the will of those 
around him. All this gave me some understanding of the dilemma 
of a professional soldier caught between the prospect of uncondi- 
tional surrender and the dismemberment of his country, on the 
one hand, and the leadership of a megalomaniac, on the other, but 
shed little light on the question of why those in responsible posi- 
tions permitted this man, no matter how demonic his inspiration, 
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to lead their nation to destruction. For the riddle of Adolf Hitler 
and the secret of his domination of a great nation there is no 
reasonable explanation. 

The fall of 1949 was an interesting time to be in Germany. 
There was still evidence on every hand of the destruction left by 
the war, but after one had gotten used to railroad stations without 
roofs, temporary buildings in the cities. bomb craters here and 
there, and whole blocks of bombed-out buildings, life seemed quite 
normal. The rubble had been cleared from the streets, so that such 
traffic as there was moved normally. Trains ran slowly because of 
temporary bridges and the condition of the roadbeds, but those I 
rode in were clean and comfortable, and the service was adequate. 
Munich, in spite of having been terribly bombed during the war, 
still had much of its charm and liveliness: the principal churches 
had been rebuilt, and to my great surprise there were many quite 
elegant shops, some in temporary buildings. Every building around 
the great square in front of the opera house was in ruins except for 
the Spatenbrlu restaurant, which looked exactly as I remembered 
it and served the same excellent food and beer. When I asked 
someone how it was that this one place survived of all the buildings 
on Max-Joseph Platz, I was told that it had been destroyed too; 
that it had been decided to rebuild the churches first, then the beer 
halls. The brick Gothic cathedral, the Frauenkirche, whose charac- 
teristically Bavarian towers have been a symbol of Munich since 
the fifteenth century, had been virtually destroyed; little was left 
of it except the outside wails and parts of the two towers. But by 
1949 it had been completely rebuilt, in exactly the same style as 
the original. 

West Germany, as reconstruction began and economic life re- 
vived, possessed a number of enormous advantages. As Nietzsche 
remarked after the German victory over France in 187 1, the de- 
feated always possess a great advantage. The millions of refugees 
who poured into West Germany from Czechoslovakia, Poland, the 
former German territory east of the Oder-Neisse, even from Ger- 
man communities as far away as Roumania, were an asset of in- 
estimable value-they were energetic and anxious to work to 
re-establish a life for themselves and their families, and many 
were highly skilled. Another though perhaps less evident asset was 
the absence of ideologies in West Germany in the immediate post- 
war period-millions of Germans had experienced Communism at 
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first hand, either as soldiers in Russia or under Russian occupation, 
and the war and its consequences had completely destroyed what- 
ever attraction National Socialism may have had. Finally, postwar 
West Germany was fortunate in its leadership, perhaps again thanks 
to defeat and the policy of the victors. 

Many if not most of those in positions of leadership in the im- 
mediate postwar period were men who had come to maturity in 
the years before 1914, in a stable society still largely influenced by 
the traditional values of Western civilization, and they had main- 
tained their integrity during the Hitler years. Konrad Adenauer is 
a conspicuous example. As this generation was superseded by the 
one that had reached maturity during the 1920’s. the quality of 
German life changed drastically, and, with its frantic prosperity, 
conspicuous consumption, and the revival of the influence of ideol- 
ogies, not for the better. The contrast between the reserved, utterly 
realistic, sober Adenauer and his ascetic manner of life, and the 
voluble, posturing Willy Brandt, whose Marxist ideology did not 
interfere with a well-developed taste for luxurious sensuality, is a 
striking example of the change that had taken place. 

Ludwig Erhardt is deservedly given much of the credit for the 
German “economic miracle” because it was he, as minister of eco- 
nomics, who at one stroke, and contrary to the advice and wishes 
of the American and British authorities, abolished rationing, as 
well as price, credit, and wage controls. This, however, was pos- 
sible only because of the absence of the influence of ideology- 
the Germans had had enough of a centrally controlled economy 
and were willing to take their chances with the free market. Er- 
hardt, under the influence of the economist Wilhelm Roepke, went 
on the theory that what Germany required was production; that if 
people were given the opportunity to earn, and to better their sit- 
uation, production would be stimulated, and everyone from the 
bottom of the ladder to the top would benefit, as proved to be the 
case. The British, on the other hand, followed the theory that dis- 
tribution deserved first consideration and that production would 
take care of itself. The Germans used their Marshall Plan money 
to rebuild their capital assets, to add to their productive capacity, 
whereas the British used theirs largely to finance welfare schemes. 
I was given a good example of the results of these two different 
approaches to economic life when in November, 1949, I took a 
British plane from Dusseldorf to London. Nearly all the other 
passengers were either British officials or officers from the Army 
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of Occupation going home on furlough. All were taking their fam- 
ilies packages of such things as bacon, eggs, and butter, which were 
readily available in defeated, occupied Germany, but in England 
still rationed, if available at all. Needless to say, there were many 
bitter comments about this rather anomalous situation. 

I was in several cities on that trip-Freiburg, Tiibingen, Stutt- 
gart, Frankfurt, Munich, Bonn, and Cologne-and saw a number 
of publishers and many other people. My stay in Bonn and Co- 
logne was particularly interesting. Besides the saturation bombing, 
Cologne had at the very end of the war been subjected to heavy 
shellfire. When it was all over there was hardly an undamaged 
building in the city. Its many beautiful and historically important 
Romanesque churches had been severely damaged, and several had 
been virtually destroyed, and although the cathedral was still stand- 
ing, it had been hit many times by high explosives and incendiary 
bombs. Cologne offers graphic evidence that the Allied air raids 
were largely directed at civilian rather than military or industrial 
objectives. In contrast to the destruction inflicted on this old city, 
with its many treasures, a great power station beyond the city 
limits, which is one of the largest in Europe and can be seen for 
miles, was undamaged. 

Since accommodations at that time in Bonn or Cologne were 
rather meager, my old friend Hermann arranged for me to stay in 
a castle near a village between the two cities, where the contents 
of the museum of which he was director had been stored for safe- 
keeping. He and his family lived in an outbuilding of the castle; 
my room was on one of its upper floors and had a magnificent view 
of the Rhine valley. Because of the initiative of my friend and the 
assistance offered by the prince of the castle, this village had be- 
come a center for Cologne artists bombed out by the war. They 
were an attractive, lively group, and several have since become 
well known. In the years immediately following the war, when 
food was scarce, clothing and other ordinary necessities almost un- 
obtainable, and cigarettes the usual medium of exchange, lectures, 
concerts, recitals, and art exhibits of the highest quality were held 
on a regular basis in the castle. In Cologne itself, where there were 
no newspapers, an enterprising book dealer arranged to give oral 
book reviews every week in the railroad station; they became quite 
famous and were well attended. With the revival of economic life 
following the currency reform in 1948 this sort of thing came to 
an end. It is interesting, though, how many Germans of the older 
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generation speak of this time with nostalgia-they like to remem- 
ber the imaginative improvisations, the lack of class distinctions, 
and the feeling of mutual sympathy and solidarity the necessities 
of those years brought forth. 

The London I saw in the fall of 1949 was the London Wyndham 
Lewis described in Rotting Hill, which I was to publish three years 
later. His description of postwar, socialist England is unrelievedly 
grim, even if, as he said, the majority of the nation was highly 
stimulated by the great extravaganza put on by the new Labour 
government, as a result of which England became for a time, as 
Lewis said, “a brighter rather than a darker place,” with the bill to 
be paid later. London, however, if somewhat shabby and run-down, 
seemed to me in its essentials to be quite normal, and I greatly 
enjoyed my visit. I saw people from many publishing houses, Faber 
& Faber, Eyre & Spottiswood, Allen & Unwin, Victor Gollancz, 
Burns, Oates, among others. In spite of my inexperience. they 
were uniformly courteous, and all of them seemed confident and 
busy. 

Someone had called my attention to a book on the war crimes 
trials by Lord Hankey, Politics, Trials and Errors. The publisher, 
whose office was in Oxford, arranged for the three of us to have 
lunch at Lord Hankey’s club, which proved to be a most interest- 
ing experience. As secretary for many years of the British Cabinet, 
Lord Hankey could be considered to have been the leading civil 
servant of England. He was a fine example of the competent, loyal, 
superbly trained civil service that held the vast empire together and 
made it work, that was one of the glories of England and in its 
great days a basic element of its wealth and power. Lord Hankey 
had been secretary of the British delegation at Versailles and at 
Genoa, and for a generation or more was intimately involved with 
the foreign and domestic policies of his country. 

I arranged to publish a U.S. edition of Politics, Trials and Errors, 
which was quite respectfully reviewed-more, I suspect, because 
of the position of the author than because of any agreement with 
his position. As a man of enormous experience and few illusions, 
Lord Hankey viewed the trials as a political blunder of the first 
magnitude, which he predicted the Western powers would be 
among the first to regret. 

While I was in London I renewed my acquaintance with Victor 
Gollancz. The office of his firm was in Covent Garden Market. To 
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get to it one had to make one’s way among carts, market men, and 
crates of fruit and vegetables. His firm occupied rooms on various 
levels, and when he wanted someone, there was no formal pushing 
of buttons, but simply a loud shout into the hall. All of this was 
refreshing, I thought, and in accordance with his love of the 
theatrical. 

The publishing project I wanted to take up with him had been 
offered to me in Germany by Helmut Becker, the son of the 
famous Prussian Minister of Education of the 1920’s, who had 
defended Ernst von Weizsacker at Nuremberg. Weizsacker was 
convicted and sentenced to imprisonment, but later released 
through the intervention of Thurman Arnold. He was now writing 
his memoirs, which Becker suggested I consider for publication. 
The Weizslcker episode is an interesting one, and I think it sheds 
some light on the manner in which American policy was conducted 
in the first postwar years. Weizsacker had had a distinguished ca- 
reer in the German foreign service, but had the bad luck to become 
state secretary of the Foreign Office during the Nazi period, an 
appointment that under normal circumstances would have repre- 
sented the culmination of his career. The fact that he had taken 
a leading part in the German opposition, at great risk to himself, 
and that several prominent churchmen from England, Sweden, and 
the Vatican testified to that effect, made no difference. The Amer- 
ican prosecutor, Robert Kempner, who himself had occupied a 
rather high position in Berlin before migrating to the United States, 
was determined to “get” Weizslcker, and with the power of the 
United States government behind him he was able to do so. The 
shamelessness of this episode is somewhat mitigated by Thurman 
Arnold’s later courageous and successful intervention. 

Gollancz, who was familiar with the Weizsacker case and felt 
strongly about it, agreed to publish the book jointly with us. It 
was not as successful as it should have been-at least partly, I 
think, because of Weizsacker’s reluctance to tell his story as fully 
and openly as he should have. Paul Scheffer, to whom I turned over 
the manuscript, made numerous suggestions for additions and mod- 
ifications, but to no avail. The book remains a modest contribution 
to history, but it could have been much more. 

There is a footnote to the Weizslcker story that needs to be 
told. Although the American edition of the book was not pub- 
lished until 1951, six years after the ending of the war, the Alien 
Property Custodian in Washington saw fit to seize the modest roy- 
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alties it had earned. The bureaucratic formalities involved in what 
can only be called “theft” of this money must have cost the Amer- 
ican taxpayer several times the amount it brought it; but taking 
money from the family of a helpless former official of the German 
Foreign Office must have given satisfaction to someone in the 
rather notorious office of the Alien Property Custodian, even if it 
brought discredit to our country. 

I came back from that trip loaded with books, manuscripts, pub- 
lishing projects, and the conviction that I had made some notable 
discoveries. We live from our hopes, and if mine had been unreal- 
istically raised by meeting a number of unusually interesting and 
stimulating people, it had been a great experience, and resulted 
in some lasting associations and in the publication of several sig- 
nificant if not notably successful books. 
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REVISIONISM- 
WORLD WAR II 

T HE Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, put 
an abrupt end to the great debate that had raged in Congress, the 
press, and public forums from one end of the country to the other, 
on whether the United States should become involved in what had 
begun as a European war. The America First Committee. which 
had been the largest and most effective organization opposing 
American intervention, was formally dissolved two days after war 
was declared, and its leaders-among them General Robert E. 
Wood, Colonel Charles A. Lindbergh, and Robert D. Stuart- 
loyally and unstintingly served their country at war. But when the 
war ended, the great question of American involvement again be- 
came a burning issue. The form the developing debate was to take 
between the “orthodox” historians, who supported the official ver- 
sion of events, and the “revisionists,” who questioned it, was clearly 
foreseen by the distinguished historian and onetime president of the 
American Historical Association, Charles A. Beard, in a short 
article on the editorial page of the Saturday Evening Post of October 
4, 1947. 

The immediate reason for Dr. Beard’s article was the announce- 
ment by the Rockefeller Foundation, in its annual report for the 
year 1946, that in order to forestall a repetition of “the debunking 
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journalistic campaign following World War I” the sum of $139,000 
had been granted to the Council on Foreign Relations, which the 
Council had agreed to use to support the preparation of a clear and 
competent history of World War II from 1939 to the peace settle- 
ments, a project that was to be entrusted to Professor William 
Langer of Harvard. 

The report of the Foundation went on to say that Langer had 
been granted exceptional access to materials bearing on foreign re- 
lations. Beard pointed out that in the introduction to a previous book 
concerned with foreign policy, Our Vichy Gamble, Langer ac- 
knowledged that he had been furnished secret documents, or digests 
of such documents, by Roosevelt, Cordell Hull, William Leahy, and 
the War Department. Furthermore, the first draft of the book had 
been read by Hull, who had suggested the project to Langer in the 
first place, and by other government officials, who had made sug- 
gestions for revision and who had finally approved publication. To 
all this Beard commented: 

Duly blessed by Secretary Hull, the War Department and .4dmiral 
Leahy. the professor’s book was issued by a private publisher with an 
official fanfare valuable to all parties of interest. Presumably, in carry- 
ing out the new Rockefeller commission, Professor Langer will again 
enjoy special favors denied to others-favors from the State Department, 
the War Department. Admiral Leahy, President Truman and the 
guardians of the Roosevelt and other papers. 

Who is to write the history of World War II? Some person or persons 
well-subsidized and enjoying access, under Government patronage, to 
secret archives? Or is the opportunity of inquiring and writing the story 
of this critical period to be open to all talents on the same terms, without 
official interference or favoritism? There is the choice before us, and if 
tested methods of truth-seeking are to be followed in the business of 
history writing, the answer seems rather obvious. 

What might be called the intellectual establishment of the coun- 
try-the most eminent universities, the great foundations, the es- 
tablished publishers, and the influential press-was predominantly 
on the official “orthodox” side of the controversy, as Beard’s article 
indicates. But those not afraid to look behind the accepted version 
of events or to take an independent position were by no means re- 
duced to silence. What they lacked in foundation grants, academic 
prestige, official support, and recognition by the influential press, 
they made up for in conviction, resourcefulness, and energy. 

The first revisionist book on World War II was George Morgen- 
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stern’s Pearl Harbor: The Story of the Secret War, published in 1948 
by a small New York firm, Devin-Adair Company. It was the thesis 
of the Morgenstern book that the Roosevelt administration had 
deliberately provoked the Japanese attack as a means of getting into 
the European war; that the fleet had been kept at Pearl Harbor 
against the advice of the admirals directly involved; and that in- 
formation concerning the probability of a Japanese attack had been 
withheld from the military commanders for fear that if the proper 
moves to protect the fleet were taken, the plans of the Japanese 
might have been changed. Morgenstern’s thesis had been succinctly 
stated for him by Secretary of War Henry L. Stimson in a passage 
in his diary describing a meeting of the war cabinet in the White 
House on November 25, 1941, thirteen days before Pearl Harbor: 
“The question was how we should maneuver them into the position 
of firing the first shot without allowing too much danger to our- 
selves.” 

The Morgenstern book presented the defenders of the Roosevelt 
foreign policy with a formidable challenge: it was skillfully written 
and meticulously documented, and its jacket carried the endorse- 
ment of two highly respected men, Charles A. Beard and Norman 
Thomas. The intellectual establishment responded to it by various 
evasions: they ignored it completely, or treated it as the work of 
an anti-Roosevelt crank not worthy of serious consideration, or 
questioned the propriety of writing such a book at all, or admitted 
that there might be something, in a very limited way, in the author’s 
presentation of facts, but denied its significance with the assertion 
that he was incapable of grasping the larger issue. 

Such publications as the Atlantic Monthly, Harper’s, and Satur- 
day Review chose the first alternative and ignored the book com- 
pletely. The New Yorker ended a very brief paragraph with the 
neither relevant nor particularly witty remark “Mr. Morgenstern is 
a Chicago newspaperman, and you have only one guess as to which 
paper he works for.” The New York Times review, which appeared 
on a back page and was headed “Mythology for the Critics of 
F.D.R.,” was written by Gordon A. Craig, a young assistant at 
Princeton, who, after pointing out that Morgenstern was “an edi- 
torial writer for the Chicago Tribune,” contented himself with the 
assertion that Morgenstem is propagating “mythology” and “no- 
where seriously considers the possible consequences to the United 
States of an axis victory.” 

In his review in the New York Herald Tribune, which was headed 
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“Twisting the Pearl Harbor Story,” Walter Millis, after the usual 
references to the Chicago Tribune, argued that in all his actions sup- 
porting Britain and Russia, President Roosevelt was “repeatedly 
sustained . . . by Congress as well as by public opinion.” If this 
was true, why were so many of the President’s actions-the joint 
staff talks with the British and the Dutch, and the North Atlantic 
naval patrol, for example-carried out in secret? Why were such 
measures as the destroyer deal and “Lend-Lease” represented as 
means to “keep us out of war” ? And why, if public opinion favored 
war, did Roosevelt, on October 30, 1940, during an election cam- 
paign, assure the mothers and fathers of Boston, “again-and again 
-and again,” that “your sons are not going to be sent into any 
foreign wars?” * 

The longest, most serious, and probably most significant critical 
review was that of Samuel Flagg Bemis, Professor of Diplomatic 
History at Yale, in the Journal of Modern History. Bemis began 
with a condemnation of the revisionism that followed World War I: 
it resulted, he declared, in complete repudiation of Woodrow 
Wilson’s foreign policy, and in the neutrality legislation of 1935-37, 
which “assisted the rise of Hitler’s power and his onslaught on west- 
ern civilization.” After implying the dire consequences of a new 
campaign of revisionism, he carefully warned the reader “not to be 
prejudiced against the author because he is not a professional his- 
torian or because he is a journalist and on the editorial staff of what 
is considered by many to be a notoriously isolationist newspaper, 
the Chicago Tribune.” 

Bemis accepted Morgenstem’s carefully documented thesis that 
the officials in Washington were responsible for the disaster at Pearl 
Harbor, not the military commanders General Short and Admiral 
Kimmel, who were made the scapegoats. But he was not willing to 
agree with the second thesis of Morgenstern’s book, that the failure 
to alert the commanders at Pearl Harbor was deliberate and the 
final act of the plan to provoke a Japanese attack, in order to give 
the President the causus belli he needed. Bemis, rather, asserted that 
with Lend-Lease we had deserted American neutrality in the At- 

* Robert E. Sherwood. one of President Roosevelt’s speech writers on the subject 
of this speech was later to remark: “I bum inwardly whenever I think of those 
words ‘again-and again-and again’ . . unfortunately for my own conscience, 
I happened at the time to be one of those who urged him to go to the limit on 
this, feeling as I did then that any risk of future embarrassment was negligible as 
compared with the risk of losing the election,” Roosevelt and Hopkins: An Intimate 
History, New York: Harper & Brothers, 1948, p. 874. 
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lantic, and were, therefore, in fact if not in name, already at war. 
This is doubtless true, but after such election promises as “Your 
boys are not going to be sent into any foreign wars,” President 
Roosevelt needed such an incident as Pearl Harbor to get a formal 
declaration of war and to mobilize the country behind him. Al- 
though unwilling specifically to admit this, Bemis argued that, con- 
fronted by “the most awful danger that ever faced our country,” 
Roosevelt was justified in taking the actions he did. 

The Morgenstem book was followed by Charles A. Beard’s 
President Roosevelt and the Coming of the War, 1941, which was 
published in 1948 by Yale University Press. This was a sequel to 
Beard’s American Foreign Policy in the Making, 1932-1940, which 
Yale had published two years before. The first book was a docu- 
mentary account of the foreign policy of the first two Roosevelt 
administrations, which marked a distinct break from that of the 
previous three administrations, and of which three wars were the 
immediate consequence. In the second book, Beard uses his un- 
equaled mastery of documentary material and his long experience 
in the writing of history to bring to account those who were re- 
sponsible for the decisions that led to the war with Japan and inter- 
vention in the European war. 

Charles A. Beard was a man of great independence of mind and 
strong convictions, as he had demonstrated by resigning his pro- 
fessorship at Columbia to protest the dismissal of two professors 
during the hysteria of World War I and supporting himself and his 
family for some years thereafter as a dairy farmer. He felt strongly 
that President Roosevelt not only had deceived the American people 
and betrayed their trust, but also, by abrogating unto himself com- 
plete control of foreign policy, including the power to make war, 
had subverted the Constitution and the orderly process of govern- 
ment. In addition, he objected to the habit of certain American 
presidents of moralizing on an international scale, of proclaiming 
that “it is the duty of the United States to assume and maintain ‘the 
moral leadership of the world.’ ” As a rather old-fashioned Ameri- 
can, Beard felt that moral leadership began at home, and was best 
exerted by example. 

In the New York Times Book Review, Arthur Schlesinger, Jr., 
characterized the book as a “philippic against Franklin D. Roose- 
velt,” loftily suggested that it could not fail to provoke criticism on 
grounds of historical method, without specifying what such grounds 
might be, and remarked that as a devotee of reality against appear- 
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ante, Beard should have inquired into the realities of alternatives. 
The alternative to going to war, obviously, is not going to war, one 
that Beard was quite willing to accept, and had unhesitatingly rec- 
ommended. There were equally strong and sometimes more unre- 
strained objections to the book from Harry D. Gideonse, Max 
Lerner, Quincy Wright, Percy Miller, and Peter Levin, among 
others. 

Commenting on the reviews in the professional journals of Pres- 
ident Roosevelt and the Coming of the War, Howard K. Beale 
observed in an article in the Pacific Historical Review: “There are 
in the profession people of standing who agree with Beard’s inter- 
pretation, and others who disagree but feel the book has much 
of the impressive quality of the early works on the Constitution 
and Jeffersonian democracy that made Beard’s great reputation. 
Curiously, no editor could find any of these people to review the 
book.” 

It remained for Samuel Eliot Morison, Professor of History at 
Harvard and official historian of the United States Navy in World 
War II, to return the final verdict of the orthodox historians on the 
Beard thesis. 

Morison’s long review, which appeared in the Atlantic Monthl? 
of August, 1948, began with a tribute to Beard’s generosity and 
independence, as well as to his great achievements in the writing 
of history; but it soon degenerated into a personal attack. Morison 
made much of Beard’s belief that no historian can write truly 
“objective” history; that he must make choices from the vast mass 
of historical evidence, and that in so doing he consciously or un- 
consciously acts in accordance with some frame of reference. On 
the basis of this quite logical, straightforward, and honest concep- 
tion of objectivity in historical writing. Morison asserted that 
Beard’s standards of truth and objectivity differed from those of 
any other professional historian and that this was the source of 
his “inconsistencies and tergiversations.” Morison admitted that 
President Roosevelt did perhaps mislead the American people and 
“utter soothing phrases in 1940 in order to be re-elected,” but he 
thought this was justified in view of the “isolationist” campaign 
against intervention, that throughout modem history Western na- 
tions in danger of war have chosen to await the first blow rather 
than give it, and that maneuvering the Japanese into firing the first 
shot was entirely comparable to Captain Parker’s command at 
Lexington: “Stand your ground, Don’t fire unless fired upon, but 
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if they mean to have a war, let it begin here.” To compare all that 
was involved at Pearl Harbor with the command of an honest cap- 
tain at Lexington green is pure sophistry. Is it any wonder, then, 
that in a letter to George Morgenstem about the reviews of the lat- 
ter’s book, Beard remarked, “Such, my young friend, is life in the 
‘intellectual world’ “? 

It was into this intellectual world, in the fall of 1950, that we 
launched our own first revisionist book, William Henry Chamber- 
lin’s America’s Second Crusade. 

Chamberlin was a distinguished and respected writer-he had 
been Moscow correspondent of the Christian Science Monitor from 
1922 until 1934, after which he served as a correspondent in the 
Far East and in France-and the author of eleven previous books. 
His History of the Russian Revolution, published by Macmillan in 
1935, is recognized as one of the authoritative books on the sub- 
ject. But none of his former publishers, including Macmillan, 
Scribner’s, Knopf, and Little, Brown, expressed interest in his new 
book, and on March 10, 1950, he wrote to ask if we would like 
to see it. It was a manuscript, he said, of some four hundred pages; 
its subject was “the origins, course and final results of our involve- 
ment in the last war.” Harry Elmer Barnes had been instrumental 
in arranging for publication with one of the university presses, 
but because of its vigorous criticism of the Roosevelt foreign policy, 
Chamberlin had been given clearly to understand that they would 
not let their contract stand in the way if another publisher might 
wish to take it on. 

His research, Chamberlin said, had included “careful exam- 
ination of the more important books about the diplomatic and 
political side of the war . . . and . . . private talks with a number of 
men who were active in making policy.” These had included former 
Ambassadors William Bullitt and Joseph Grew; George Kennan, 
Charles Bohlen, and Philip Mosley of the State Department; for- 
mer Assistant Secretary of State A. A. Berle, and William Donovan 
and Allen Dulles of the OSS. Former President Hoover had been 
helpful to him by giving him access to unpublished, private ma- 
terial in his possession. 

He finished the letter with the remark that the book logically 
and irresistibly culminated in a proposition he thought must appeal 
to more and more thoughtful people, “that the late victorious war 
was a colossal political and moral failure.” He realized that such 
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a book was “strong meat for the average publisher,” but he hoped, 
in view of our having published the books by Freda Utley and 
Montgomery Belgion, that we might be willing to consider his. 

Within a few weeks we had agreed to publish the book, and on 
the terms of a contract. We were able to send page proofs to re- 
viewers in July and bound copies in late August, and to publish 
the book in October. Chamberlin was well known through his 
years as a correspondent and his previous books, and he had built 
up a following, particularly among conservatively inclined busi- 
nessmen, with his column in the Wall Street Journal. In addition, 
he was a regular contributor, and listed as “associate editor,” of 
the socialist but strongly anti-Communist NPU’ Leader. We had 
the great advantage, therefore, of an established and respected 
author, whom the reviewers would have to take seriously, however 
strongly they might disagree with him. 

Like Charles A. Beard, Chamberlin was a man of strong con- 
victions, and his years in Soviet Russia had made him even more 
critical of the manner in which the war and its objectives were 
represented to the American people by the administration and the 
liberal press. Chamberlin had seen both forms of totalitarianism 
in action and had himself experienced the fall of France and its 
consequences. He had no illusions whatever about Nazi Germany, 
but the claim that peace, freedom, and the brotherhood of man 
were to be secured by an alliance with Communist Russia was for 
him the rankest form of misrepresentation. The Beard book was 
the work of an experienced, highly skilled historian who, by the 
nature of his profession, relied heavily on official documents. 
Chamberlin was also a historian. but his approach was broader: 
he was able to supplement the ample documentation of his book 
by information and knowledge acquired from his many years of 
experience as a correspondent. 

His book began with a brief account of the manner of our inter- 
vention in the first great war, the glowing promises, the hysteria 
aroused in its behalf, and the disillusionment that followed. “By 
no standard of judgment,” Chamberlin wrote, “could America’s 
First Crusade be considered a success. It was not even an effective 
warning. For all the illusions, misjudgements, and errors of the 
First Crusade were to be repeated, in exaggerated form, in a Sec- 
ond Crusade that was to be a still more resounding and unmistak- 
able political and moral failure, despite the repetition of military 
success.” 
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Having thus disposed of Wilson’s war at the beginning of his 
book, he concluded it with the following unequivocal judgment on 
Roosevelt’s: 

It is scarcely possible . . to avoid the conclusion that the Roosevelt 
Administration sought the war which began at Pearl Harbor. The steps 
which made armed conflict inevitable were taken months before’ the con- 
flict broke out. 

Some of Roosevelt’s apologists contend that, if he deceived the 
American people, it was for their own good. But the argument that the 
end justifies the means rests on the assumption that the end has been 
achieved. Whether America’s end in its Second Crusade was assurance 
of national security or the establishment of a world of peace and order or 
the realization of the Four Freedoms “everywhere in the world,” this end 
was most certainly not achieved. 

America’s Second Crusade was a product of illusions which are 
already bankrupt. 

Such statements, more than a generation after the end of World 
War II, may not appear to say anything that is not fairly obvious 
and generally accepted. But in 1950, only five years after an over- 
whelming military victory, when American power and influence 
seemed to dominate the world, and when the memory of Franklin 
D. Roosevelt was still cherished, such assertions were regarded as 
a particularly repulsive form of blasphemy. In spite of his years of 
experience in the “intellectual world,” even Chamberlin was taken 
aback by the violence of the attacks on his book. 

The reviewer in the New York Post called Chamberlin a “to- 
talitarian conservative” and implied that he justified or apologized 
for things done in Germany and Japan that he found execrable in 
Russia. J. M. Minifie, in the Saturday Revievt) of Literature, com- 
mented, “To anyone who had to endure over a number of years 
the daily dose of Virgilio Gayda or Dr. Goebbels. it comes as a 
shock to find Mr. Chamberlin ladling out the same dish.” Harry 
D. Gideonse, in the New Leader, called the book “another rehash 
of the ‘Chicago Tribune history of World War II,’ ” and was “not 
surprised to discover” that Robert M. Hutchins was “Chairman of 
the Editorial Board of the publishers of the volume,” a discovery, 
I must say, that came as a great surprise to me. 

The New York Post failed to print Chamberlin’s reply to their 
slanderous suggestion that he had justified or apologized for Nazi 
behavior. In this letter, he reminded the Post that he had been 
“one of the first American writers who pointed out the many com- 
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mon traits of Communism and Fascism,” and in his book had 
listed ten “deadly parallels between Fascism and Communism.” 
The NO+! Leader, to its everlasting credit, did reprint a long “Reply 
to My Critics” from Mr. Chamberlin. In this letter, he remarked 
that he was not discouraged by the fact that the reception accorded 
the book was largely critical-“there is endless room for difference 
of opinion” -but that “all but a small minority of the reviewers 
[failed] to face the challenge of the book head-on, to debate specific 
points of fact and opinion instead of flying into fits of stratospheric 
emotionalism or lapsing into vague generalities.” 

We published two further books by William Henry Chamberlin. 
For all his strong convictions, he was a thoroughly reasonable 
man, and, unlike some authors I published, easy to get along with. 
He was by no means the swashbuckling, trench-coated foreign cor- 
respondent sometimes depicted in novels, but quiet, reserved, com- 
pletely without pretensions of any kind, and of uncompromising 
integrity, as he demonstrated many times during his career. 

After the publication in 1947 of the editorial in the Saturday 
Evening Post in which Charles A. Beard objected to the policy of 
granting access to official papers only to those who supported gov- 
ernment policy, the historian responsible for the State Department 
archives, I was told, informed Beard that if he would submit a list 
of historians he considered competent and independent, one of 
them would be given permission to work with the State Depart- 
ment papers. From this list Charles C. Tansill, Professor of Dip- 
lomatic History at Georgetown University, was selected. Tansill 
later told me that he was given complete freedom to see and copy 
anything he wanted in the State Department archives. He did not 
gain access to the Roosevelt papers at Hyde Park, and had no idea 
if certain papers had been removed from the archives. but he 
felt that he saw enough, with what he knew and could learn from 
other sources, to put together a fully documented diplomatic his- 
tory of the events that led to World War II and of American par- 
ticipation in it. 

Tansill had first become seriously interested in the causes of 
World War I and of American intervention when he prepared a 
special study on the subject in the early twenties for the Foreign 
Relations Committee of the Senate. One result of this study was his 
book America Goes to War, published by Little, Brown in 1938, 
which Allan Nevins, in the Atlantic Monthly, called “absolutely 
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indispensable to an understanding of three critical years in our 
history.” And no less a figure than Henry Steele Commager de- 
scribed it in the Yale Review as “the most valuable contribution 
to the history of the pre-war years in our literature, and one of the 
notable achievements of historical scholarship of this generation.” 
But when Tansill completed his book on World War II, which 
represented a detailed, carefully documented study of years that 
were even more critical to our history, and which was an achieve- 
ment of historical scholarship on the same level as America Goes 
to War, none of the large eastern publishers was interested. The 
manuscript came to me, and we brought it out in 1952 under the 
title Back Door to War. It made a book of nearly seven hundred 
pages, and in every respect is a formidable work of historical 
scholarship. After twenty-five years it still stands as the fullest and 
most thoroughly documented account of American participation 
in World War II by a revisionist historian. 

Back Door to War begins with this provocative sentence, which 
was characteristically Tansill: “The main objective in American for- 
eign policy since 1900 has been the preservation of the British 
Empire.” A few pages later, so that there might be no mistake 
about where he stood, he added, “American intervention in World 
War I established a pattern that led America into a second 
World War in 1941. . . . Our intervention [in World War I] 
completely shattered the old balance of power and sowed the seeds 
of inevitable conflict in the dark soil of Versailles. We had a deep 
interest in maintaining the political structure of 19 19. Thousands 
of American lives and a vast American treasure had been spent in 
its erection. . . . The bungling handiwork of 1919 had to be pre- 
served at all costs, and America went to war again in 1941 to save 
a political edifice whose main supports had already rotted in the 
damp atmosphere of disillusion.” 

Tansill gives a detailed account of the decisions-in which 
stupidity, arrogance, pride, selfishness, and lack of vision played 
their customary role-that led to the outbreak of war in Europe 
in September, 1939. He displays mastery of the documentary 
material and skill in putting the pieces together, but the greatest 
original contribution of his book, perhaps, is its account of 
Japanese-American relations, of the long chain of events that cul- 
minated in an unnecessary war, of which Hiroshima and Nagasaki 
are the most appropriate symbols, and the rise of Communist 
China is the most conspicuous result. Tansill shows that the his- 
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tory of American economic and diplomatic pressure against Japan 
went back at least to the Wilson administration, but he ascribes 
a major role in this tragic episode to Henry L. Stimson. “Some 
scholars like Charles A. Beard,” Tansill wrote in his preface, 
“have pointed out that presidential pronouncements from 1933 to 
1937 gave scant encouragement to ardent one-worlders, but they 
underestimated the importance of the Chief Executive’s conver- 
sion to the explosive non-recognition doctrine so strenuously ad- 
vocated by Henry L. Stimson. This was the bomb whose long fuse 
sputtered dangerously for several years and finally burst into the 
flame of World War II. It was entirely fitting that Stimson became 
Secretary of War in 1940; no one deserved the title quite as well as 
he.” 

The last chapter of Back Door to War is devoted to Pearl 
Harbor. Tansill’s conclusions concerning the causes of this disaster 
are generally the same as those of Morgenstern and Beard, but 
he was able to add some important details confirming the thesis 
from official sources that had not been available to his predeces- 
sors. He ends his book as provocatively as he began, with the 
following paragraph: 

But the President and Harry Hopkins viewed these dread contingencies 
with amazing equanimity. In the quiet atmosphere of the oval study of 
the White House, with all incoming calls shut off, the Chief Executive 
calmly studied his well-filled stamp albums while Hopkins fondled Fala, 
the White House scottie. At one o’clock Death stood in the doorway. 
The Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor. America had suddenly been 
thrust into a war she is still fighting. 

The Tansill book did not arouse the violent condemnation 
aroused by the Morgenstern, Beard, and Chamberlin books. It was 
given a quite fair review in the New York Times, for example, by 
Dexter Perkins: “When he is at his best, he is unfolding a diplo- 
matic narrative with considerable skill, and with an excellent com- 
mand of his sources. Unfortunately, however, Mr. Tansill is not 
always at his best. . . . Yet let it be cheerfully conceded that 
speculative though Mr. Tansill’s judgments must be, the discus- 
sion which he will stimulate will be useful.” The Library Journal 
recommended “caution as to his conclusions . . . since he is 
sometimes as unjust as Charles A. Beard was in his last works,” 
and suggested that the book “should be read in conjunction with 
William Langer’s recent Challenge to Isolation, which does more 
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justice to F.D.R. and his collaborators.” In the Yale Review, Buck 
Door to War was reviewed, together with Langer and Gleason’s 
Challenge to Isolation, by Charles Griffin. Tansill, in Griffin’s 
judgment, “adds nothing convincing to those whose minds are not 
already disposed to uphold his theory of Rooseveltian rash irre- 
sponsibility.” On the other hand, after remarking that Langer and 
Gleason, like most men of our age. were awed by Roosevelt’s 
towering personal force, Griffin declared that “they chronicled 
events and policies with conscious and sober restraint.” which re- 
minds me of Roy Campbell’s famous verse 

You praise the firm restraint with which they write- 
I’m with you there, of course: 
They use the snaffle and the curb all right, 
But where’s the bloody horse? 

Tansill doubtless opened himself unnecessarily to criticism by 
the rather strident tone his book sometimes assumes, but this must 
be considered together with the circumstances in which it was 
written. He was fully aware that his position was in complete op- 
position to the views of those who largely controlled opinion, and 
therefore doubtless felt that to make himself heard he would have 
to raise his voice. Langer, writing with the self-confidence of a 
Harvard professor and the comfort of a $139,000 grant from the 
Rockefeller Foundation, was in a quite different situation and 
could afford to be more restrained. Tansill’s access to the archives 
had to be opened by a vigorous assault; Langer was greeted as a 
friend and collaborator, and offered every possible official assis- 
tance. Tansill was not in a position even to hire a secretary; with 
his Rockefeller grant, Langer could employ a staff. In the case 
of the Tansill book, however, no one will ever have to ask Roy 
Campbell’s question about the whereabouts of “the horse.” 

Charles C. Tansill, as his book makes clear, was a man of 
decided opinions, which he never hesitated to express. He was born 
in Texas, and was the grandson of a Confederate general. a fact 
of which he was inordinately proud. Through some hideous mis- 
understanding he was invited, sometime in the thirties, to give the 
Lincoln’s Birthday address at the Lincoln Memorial in Washing- 
ton. Facing “Arlington,” General Lee’s old mansion on the other 
side of the Potomac, Tansill took full advantage of the situation 
to deliver a ringing defense of the Confederacy, with appropriate 
oratorical flourishes. In the ensuing scandal-people probably 
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took such things more seriously then than now-Tansill, he told 
me, might well have lost his Georgetown professorship had it not 
been for the intervention of an influential southern bishop. In get- 
ting the manuscript ready for publication we tried hard to induce 
him to remove some of the rather overblown metaphors with which 
he adorned his pages--“the dark soil of Versailles” and “the exotic 
wench of collective security,” for example-but to no avail. He 
loved and was proud of his metaphors. In any event, Charles 
Callen Tansill was a man of courage and integrity and a tireless 
and resourceful searcher for historical truth: he wrote history as 
the facts led him. 

Although American involvement in World War II did not begin 
at Pearl Harbor. it was the attack on Pearl Harbor that led to 
formal declaration of war; Pearl Harbor marked the transition 
from a nation legally and formalistically at peace to one mobilized 
for total war. It is for this reason that Pearl Harbor occupies a 
central place in any account of American involvement in World 
War II. Having published two books that went into the Pearl 
Harbor disaster in considerable detail, I was pleased to be able 
to give one of the central figures and victims of the great drama, 
Husband Kimmel, a chance to present his view of it. We published 
Admiral Kimmel’s Sfory in 1955. It is always gratifying to publish 
a book one can feel is honest and has something to say that needs 
to be said; in the case of Kimmel’s there was the further compensa- 
tion that it was successful-it even appeared on some of the na- 
tional best-seller lists. 

The two commanders at Pearl Harbor at the time of the Japanese 
attack, Admiral Husband E. Kimmel and General Walter C. Short, 
were both summarily relieved of their commands a few days later. 
A commission, with Owen J. Roberts, of the Supreme Court, as 
chairman and including two retired officers from the navy and 
two from the army, was immediately appointed by President 
Roosevelt to make an investigation. The report of the Roberts 
Commission was released to the public January 24. 1942, with 
the comment by Stephen Early, the White House Press Officer, 
that the President had spent two hours over it with Justice Roberts 
and had expressed “his gratitude for a most painstaking and 
thorough investigation.” It charged Short and Kimmel with dere- 
liction of duty and errors of judgment. and held that the latter were 
“the effective cause for the success of the attack.” Their superiors 
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in Washington were found blameless. A further element of guilt 
was implied by the announcement that both commanders would 
be tried by courts-martial. In spite of Admiral Kimmel’s repeated 
request for such a trial, however, it was never held. His account of 
all this is factual, straightforward, and without self-pity; it leaves 
the reader with the distinct impression that those in responsible 
positions in Washington were determined to use every means at 
their disposal to hide the true facts, and to make the two com- 
manders, Short and Kimmel, appear responsible for a disaster that 
cost the lives of more than 2,000 men, for which later investiga- 
tions held them to be blameless. 

Admiral Kimmel’s requests for a trial, or for an extension of 
the statute of limitations so that it could not be invoked later to 
preclude a trial after the war, finally led to a Joint Resolution of 
the House and the Senate on June 13, 1944, directing the Secretary 
of War and the Secretary of the Navy “to proceed forthwith with an 
investigation into the facts surrounding the catastrophe . . . and 
to commence such proceedings against such persons as the facts 
may justify.” These investigations, in contrast to that of the Roberts 
Commission, were conducted in proper legal fashion, with cross- 
examination of witnesses, presentation of evidence, and full re- 
porting, and led to the complete exoneration of both Short and 
Kimmel. As Charles A. Beard put it, “Besides bringing Secretary 
Hull, General Marshall, General Gerow, the War Department, 
Admiral Stark, and the Navy Department into the network of 
responsibility [they] did more. They placed on the public record 
numerous facts about transactions in Washington relative to Pearl 
Harbor which were hitherto unknown to the American public.” 
Although the reports of the army and navy boards were filed with 
the secretaries of the army and navy in October, 1944, no informa- 
tion concerning their findings was made public until after the 
November, 1944, elections, and the full reports were not pub- 
lished until after the 1946 elections, and then only after persistent 
prodding by members of Congress and the press. 

The publication of Kimmel’s book caused a sensation. The vari- 
ous investigations and several previous books had made the facts 
concerning Pearl Harbor generally available, but Kimmel’s ac- 
count, presented within the compass of a slim book and with the 
conviction of a brave man who had been unjustly treated by the 
highest officials of government, had an impact all its own. U.S. 
News & World Report reprinted a large part of the book on the 
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thirteenth anniversary of Pearl Harbor, and the Chicago Tribune 
ran a front-page story with a banner headline-it was still Colonel 
McCormick’s Tribune. There were news stories, editorials, reviews, 
and letters to the editor in literally hundreds of papers in all parts 
of the country. The reviews, especially in the less “sophisticated” 
publications, were generally favorable; those more or less com- 
mitted to administration policy were often sympathetic to Admiral 
Kimmel but were not willing to accept his contention that vital 
information had been purposefully withheld from the commanders 
at Pearl Harbor. The Columbus Dispatch called the book “con- 
vincing”; the Wall Street Journal, besides running a long and favor- 
able review, suggested in an editorial that it was time for a full 
and honest investigation of Pearl Harbor. The New York Times 
review ended with the remark that Kimmel’s allegations “must 
remain conjectural,” but the one in the San Diego Union concluded: 
“It is impossible . . . to read the chapter ‘Suppression of Evi- 
dence’ in this book without a shudder and a blush of shame for the 
honor of the country.” A long review in Time remarked that ‘*the 
admiral has presented his case with brevity, restraint and a quarter- 
deck command of facts,” but was not willing “to go along with him 
when he concludes: ‘I cannot excuse those in authority in Wash- 
ington for what they did. . . . In my book they must answer on 
the Day of Judgment like any other criminal.’ ” 

With the publication of the Roberts Report in 1942, those in 
control in Washington doubtless felt that Pearl Harbor had been 
safely buried, and it seems probable that such facts as we know 
now-and we do not yet know them all-would still be hidden 
had it not been for the courageous and persistent demand by 
Admiral Kimmel for a fair trial. His book is a testament to a brave 
man, who, despite the most shameless calumny, never lost his 
dignity or confidence in his own integrity. 

We published many more books on foreign policy, but only one 
other specifically concerned with American intervention in World 
War II. The author of this book, George N. Cracker, appeared 
in my office one warm spring day in 1959 and told me that he 
had come from San Francisco to bring me a manuscript he thought 
might be of interest to me. He proposed to stay at the Drake Hotel, 
where he had taken a room, until I told him whether or not we 
would publish it. As it worked out, he had to spend only two or 
three days in Chicago. We published Roosevelt’s Road to Russia 
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the following September; it was without doubt one of the most 
effective of all the revisionist books, and it was successful. 

George Cracker received his education at Stanford University 
and Harvard Law School and served as an officer in the army in 
World War II. After practicing law, and experience as an assistant 
U.S. attorney and dean of a law school, he devoted several years to 
the study of the diplomatic history of World War II to discover, if 
possible, why, after overwhelming military victory, none of our 
professed war aims had been achieved. He was not willing to ac- 
cept the argument that it had all been in accordance with the iron 
logic of events, as though it had been a gigantic Greek tragedy. 
He did not believe that the destruction of the geographical unity 
of Europe, the expulsion of millions of people from their home- 
lands, and the expansion of the power and influence of Communist 
Russia to the Yalu River in Korea and in Europe to a line fifty 
miles from Frankfurt were necessary. These things had come about 
as the result of decisions made by powerful men. It was his purpose 
to describe what went on at the meetings that brought them to- 
gether, to discover how the fate of millions had been determined 
by a few men. It is not a pleasant story or one that gives us as 
Americans reason for pride in those who then guided our country, 
in us as a people for having chosen them, in our educational insti- 
tutions for preparing the way, or in our sources of information and 
means of communication for having so thoroughly misrepresented 
not only what went on, but also its fateful consequences. 

For the participants, however, the great conferences were pleas- 
ant occasions, in luxurious surroundings and a generally relaxed 
and friendly atmosphere. The weighty business of determining the 
future of the world, the fate of nations, the location of boundaries, 
the movement of armies of men and fleets of ships was interspersed 
with sumptuous banquets, lengthy toasts. and hearty camaraderie. 
Following a dinner at the Casablanca Conference, to which “the 
President had invited the British and American chiefs to dine with 
him and Churchill and Averell,” Harry Hopkins reported, there 
was “much good talk of war.” * Elliott Roosevelt, writing of the 
same occasion, remarked, “I busied myself filling glasses.” t It was 
at the Teheran Conference that Stalin offered a toast as a salute 
to the execution of 50,000 German officers and technicians. Chur- 
chill was appalled, and instantly protested “the cold-blooded execu- 

* Robert E. Sherwood, Roosevelt and Hopkins, p. 678. 
t As He Saw It, New York: Duell, Sloan & Pearce, 1946, p. 68. 
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tion of soldiers who had fought for their country.” * Roosevelt, 
with his customary aplomb, suggested a compromise, that “we 
should settle on a smaller number. Shall we say forty-nine thousand 
five hundred?” 5 The Russians and Americans present found this 
amusing; Churchill left the table, but by this time it was too late: 
British power no longer counted in the world. 

At the Teheran Conference the division of Germany, the an- 
nexation of eastern Poland by Russia and of eastern Germany by 
Poland, and the complete expulsion of the populations involved 
were settled, and with these decisions the fate of Eastern Europe. 
As Cracker described it: 

History knows that on the afternoon of December 1, 1943, in the Rus- 
sian Embassy at Teheran, the Polish Republic was secretly partitioned 
by a Russian, an Englishman, and an American. Forty-eight percent of 
the land of Poland was to be torn away and given to the Soviet Union. 

No Pole was present. There was no talk of plebiscites, of the will of 
the people, of justice, of compensation to the inhabitants, of legal rights, 
of moral rights. It was a naked power deal. Roosevelt did not lift a 
finger to prevent it and must be deemed to have acquiesced. Reading 
Churchill’s memoirs, one is struck by the casualness-and the callous- 
ness-with which these Moguls of the twentieth century wielded the 
cleaver. Ancient cities were picked off like the wings of butterflies. “I 
was not prepared to make a squawk about Lvov,” and “Stalin then said 
that the Russians would like to have the warm water port of Koenigs- 
berg.” 

The State Department account of the Teheran Conference re- 
ports President Roosevelt’s opening remarks as follows: “He said 
he wished to welcome the new members to the family circle and 
to tell them that meetings of this character were conducted as 
between friends with complete frankness on all sides with nothing 
that was said to be made public.” (Robert Sherwood’s account in 
Roosevelt and Hopkins omits the phrase “with nothing that was 
said to be made public.“) With an election coming up the follow- 
ing year, and several million Polish-Americans among the voters, 
it was of the utmost importance that the details of the Polish agree- 
ments be kept secret. Rumors, however, began to circulate. and 
there was the obvious fact of Russian behavior toward Poland. 
When Congressman Joseph Mruk asked Roosevelt whether any 

* The Conferences at Cairo and Teheran. 1943, Department of State Publication 
7187, Washington, 1961, p. 554. 
t Ibid. 
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secret agreements regarding Poland had been made at Teheran, 
he received in reply the following letter, dated March 6, 1944: 

I am afraid I cannot make any further comments except what I have 
written to you before-there were no secret commitments made by me 
at Teheran and I am quite sure that other members of my party made 
none either. This, of course, does not include military plans which, how- 
ever, had nothing to do with Poland. 

A few weeks after the Teheran Conference, on a world-wide 
broadcast on Christmas Eve from Hyde Park, President Roosevelt 
characterized Stalin with these words: 

He is a man who combines a tremendous, relentless determination with 
a stalwart good humor. I believe that he is truly representative of the 
heart and soul of Russia; and I believe that we are going to get along 
very well with him and the Russian people-very well indeed. 

The second Quebec Conference is memorable chiefly as the oc- 
casion when the Morgenthau Plan became official Allied policy. 
Churchill vehemently objected, as did Secretaries Stimson and 
Hull, but the promise by Secretary of the Treasury Henry Morgen- 
thau of $6.5 billion in the form of postwar credits to Britain 
brought Churchill around. In describing his futile efforts to dis- 
suade the President from accepting Morgenthau’s proposal, Stim- 
son quoted Morgenthau as having written, in a memorandum to 
the Cabinet Committee, that in the Ruhr and surrounding indus- 
trial area, comprising some 30,000 square miles, “All industrial 
plants and equipment not destroyed by military action shall either 
be completely dismantled or removed from the area, all equipment 
shall be removed from the mines and the mines shall be thoroughly 
wrecked.” * This was bad enough, but events soon overtook the 
Morgenthau Plan and left it little more than an embarrassing 
memory. It was the Yalta Conference, when an American Presi- 
dent went halfway around the world to meet the Russian dictator 
on Russian soil, that will be remembered as one of the most shame- 
ful episodes in modem history. The suffering and bitterness caused 
by the Morgenthau Plan are now largely forgotten, and the dis- 
mantled industrial plants have long since been rebuilt. The deci- 
sions made at Yalta, which resulted in the death of millions and 
the enormous increase of the power and influence of Communist 

* Henry L. Stimson and McGeorge Bundy, On Active Service in War and Peace, 
New York: Harper & Brothers, 1948. p. 574. 
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Russia, will plague mankind for generations. Yalta, as Cracker 
put it, was a moral debacle of unimaginable evil to the world. 

Cracker argued that World War II was not one war but three: 
the British, French, American, and Russian war against National 
Socialist Germany, the American war against Japan, and the war 
of Communist Russia against the non-Communist world. The 
wars against Germany and Japan, from the Russian standpoint. 
were only a necessary prelude to the much bigger third war. 
Cracker further argued that although the American people may 
have been deceived about the nature of the war they were in, their 
President was not: 

In this third war. which was to be the longest and most crucial one of 
the twentieth century, we find Franklin D. Roosevelt almost invariabl! 
charging ahead on the side of Soviet Russia. In fact. his support was the 
sine qua non of its successful launching. His mission, which he pcr- 
formed implacably. was to put weapons in Stalin’s hands and, with 
American military might, to demolish all of the dikes that held back the 
pressing tides of Communist expansion in Europe and Asia. Meanwhile. 
everything was done to prevent the average American citizen from be- 
coming conscious of this war; his mind was kept preoccupied hating 
Hitler and Tojo. And since Roosevelt was concealing the war itself, a 
fortiori he did not reveal his own sympathies in it. 

There may be room for disagreement with Cracker’s emphasis 
or interpretation. but the facts and their consequences speak for 
themselves, and no amount of glossing over with arguments of 
historical necessity or such pretty phrases as “doing good by 
stealth” will make them go away. The big question. however, re- 
mains: Why did it all happen? Why did the American President 
acquiesce in almost any Russian demand? Why, to bring Russia into 
the war against Japan when his military commanders had told him 
that Japan was beaten, did he make concessions to Stalin that 
betrayed a loyal ally, Chiang Kai-shek, and led inevitably to the 
loss of China? Cracker did not accept the argument that Roosevelt 
was deceived, that he was not aware of the true nature of Com- 
munism or of Stalin’s rapacity and ruthlessness. But neither did 
he believe in the theory of ideological motivation. There were with- 
out doubt many Communists and Communist sympathizers in the 
Roosevelt administration, but Cracker asserted that Roosevelt 
himself was no more a Communist than he was a Jeffersonian. As 
Jesse Jones put it. he was a total politician. The State Department 
report on the Teheran Conference quoted Roosevelt as remarking 
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to Stalin, on the question of India, that “the best solution would 
be reform from the bottom, somewhat along the Soviet line.” * 
This rather indicates admiration for the Soviet way of getting things 
done, which, as he must have known, included mass extermination; 
but although he may have loved to exercise power and admired 
the ruthless exercise of power by others, for Roosevelt it was power 
for its own sake. It is with Roosevelt’s complete surrender to 
politics, Cracker believed, that the “psychobiographers of the 
future will probably start in their quest for the ‘Why?’ ” Cracker 
himself, however, let the matter rest there. 

The response to the Cracker book, not surprisingly, was of two 
kinds-warm approval from those who agreed with it, and stony 
silence from those who did not. The one exception to the latter 
was a brief review in the New York Times (December 6, 1959) 
which ended, ‘neither history nor scholarship-it is sheer non- 
sense.” By the time of the publication of the Cracker book, how- 
ever, both National Reviektl and Modern Age had come into exis- 
tence, so that there were at least two serious publications in which 
such a book could be given fair and adequate consideration. 
Forrest Davis, in National RellieH-, suggested that President Eisen- 
hower would do well to include Roosevelt’s Road to Russia in his 
knapsack as he reconnoitered the Communist empire’s southern 
frontiers from New Delhi to Rome. He said that Cracker expertly 
marshaled the familiar sources, although he faltered when it came 
to motive. Davis, who had known Roosevelt well, and in the early 
days of the New Deal had been a White House insider, remarked 
that Cracker minimized Roosevelt’s “essential frivolity, his em- 
piricism, his vindictiveness and his one-dimensional mind.” Harry 
Elmer Barnes, in Modern Age, called Roosevelt’s Road to Russia 
the “most brilliantly written and felicitously expressed of all re- 
visionist books yet published on the second World War.” Except 
for the excellent reviews in the Chicago Tribune and the Boston 
Herald, there were few others, but two widely syndicated and re- 
spected columnists, Lyle Wilson and Holmes Alexander, each 
devoted a column to the book and so brought it to the attention 
of people in all parts of the country. Largely as a result of their 
interest, Roosevelt’s Road to Russia went through five large print- 
ings within a year after publication, and in 1961 we brought out a 
revised edition in our paperback Great Debate series. George 

* The Conferences at Cairo and Teheran, p, 486. In Sherwood’s account, it is 
worth noting, the phrase “somewhat along the Soviet line” is omitted. 
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Cracker, unfortunately, did not live to write the second book he 
had planned, but his one book is a worthy memorial to a man of 
conviction who searched for the truth and did not shrink from 
telling what he found. 

No account of revisionism would be complete without an ex- 
pression of gratitude and respect to Harry Elmer Barnes. Barnes 
wrote the first fully documented revisionist book on World War I, 
The Gerzesis of the World War, which was published by Knopf in 
1926, and following World War II devoted much of his time and 
incredible energy to encouraging and helping those willing to try 
to penetrate what he correctly called the “historical blackout,” the 
well-organized practice of “ignoring or suppressing facts counter 
to war-time propaganda.” It was Barnes who found the financial 
support that enabled William Henry Chamberlin and Charles C. 
Tansill to take time from their regular work to write their two 
revisionist books. He found similar help for others. not all of whose 
proposed books were ever finished, and in such pamphlets as The 
Struggle Against the Historical Blackout and A Select Bibliograph) 
of Revisionist Books. which he published and distributed himself, 
he carried on a relentless campaign for the historical truth as he 
saw it. He believed that American intervention in each of the two 
world wars had been an unmitigated disaster, and that if such 
disasters were to be avoided in the future it was essential that the 
true facts be known. 

Revisionist historiography was doubtless the cause that absorbed 
the major part of his talents and energy, but was by no means the 
only one; he was completely in the tradition of the liberal reformer. 
In the Summer, 1973, issue of the Wisconsin Magazine of History, 
in an informative article on Barnes, Justus D. Doenecke wrote: 
“He opposed prohibition and censorship, assailed capital punish- 
ment, pushed for prison and court reform . . . liberalization of 
divorce laws, abolition of sexual taboos, planned parenthood, com- 
pulsory health insurance, revision of drug legislation, and far 
greater equality for women and blacks.” 

Barnes’s commitment to revisionism was in no way related to 
sympathy for Germany or German culture-by temperament, he 
said, he was more inclined toward the French than the German 
tradition-but derived entirely from his firmly held belief that if 
the truth concerning American involvement in the two World Wars 
could be made generally known, such disasters would not recur. 
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It may have been a nai’ve faith, but it was a sincere one, and Barnes 
unhesitatingly sacrificed a brilliant academic career in its behalf. 
His commitment to revisionism was a reflection of his belief in the 
primacy of reason; he firmly believed that if “the American people” 
could only be correctly informed, they would act in a way that is in 
accordance with their own best interests. 

It is interesting and instructive to reflect that Barnes’s Genesis 
of the World War, which challenged the whole basis of American 
intervention in World War I and of the punitive peace that followed 
it, was not only published by Alfred Knopf, but that Knopf him- 
self had suggested that Barnes write it, Knopf having read and 
been impressed by the series of articles on the causes of the war 
Barnes had written for the Christian Century. Although not every 
reviewer agreed with Barnes’s book. it was widely and seriously 
reviewed. Sidney B. Fay’s monumental The Origins of the World 
M’ar was published by Macmillan, C. H. Grattan’s Why We Fought 
by Vanguard, C. C. Tansill’s America Goes to War by Little, 
Brown. and Walter Millis’s Road to War by Houghton Mifflin. 
The revisionist books on World War II, by way of contrast, were 
nearly all published by small publishers or, in the case of the two 
books by Charles A. Beard, by Yale University Press, and for the 
most part were either ignored by the influential reviewers or treated 
as irresponsible assaults on public order. George Morgenstern’s 
Pearl Harbor, Admiral R. A. Theobald’s The Final Secret of Pearl 
Harbor, and F. R. Sanborn’s Design for War were all published 
by Devin-Adair in New York, and the authoritative collection of 
essays Harry Elmer Barnes put together, Perpetual War for Per- 
petual Peuce, was published by the Caxton Press in Caldwell, 
Idaho. The four revisionist books we published all sold well-more 
than 20,000 copies in each case, which is quite respectable-and 
several of the other revisionist books did considerably better, so 
that it cannot be said that the large New York publishers rejected 
them on the grounds of lack of public interest. 

For all his strongly held convictions, Barnes was an amiable 
man, with an excellent sense of humor, and I enjoyed his friend- 
ship. We made a trip to Texas on one occasion to try to arouse 
interest on the part of some of the Texas oil tycoons in books that 
in our opinion undertook to “set the record straight.” It was an 
enjoyable experience but produced no tangible results-there were 
a number of pleasant lunches and dinners and many good conversa- 
tions. but little else. The oil barons commended us for our efforts 
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but were not willing to risk a commitment. One of the Texans I 
met on another occasion had a fine library, of which he was justly 
proud, and had given substantial financial support to one of the left- 
liberal magazines in New York; but although he was temperamen- 
tally fully in agreement with the position of the books I was 
publishing, he was not willing to support them financially-a left- 
liberal magazine was more fashionable, offered greater recognition. 
and was certainly less controversial. 

In his fight against the “historical blackout.” Barnes became 
argumentative, strident, and at times rather bitter. Having been an 
extremely successful and sought-after teacher, author, and lecturer, 
he now found himself literally stifled, and reduced to writing for 
obscure publications or having to publish his writings himself. 
“Short of some monstrous crime.” he once said, “I could have 
chosen no line of activity less likely to be of material benefit to 
myself.* His stridency becomes understandable in view of all this. 
as does his enthusisam for one or two books that were not worthy 
of his support. One of these enthusiasms led to a period of distinct 
coolness on his part toward me. an episode that also had its comic 
aspects. Barnes became quite angry because I rejected a manu- 
script he had been most insistent that I publish, but he finally 
agreed that my reasons for rejecting it had been well founded. In 
one of the last of many letters on the subject he wrote that the 
author in question “appears to be breaking down mentally, and 
the only reason that one cannot truthfully say that he is breaking 
down ethically is that I have discovered far too late that he ap- 
parently never had any ethics at any time.” 

Was the fight for what we thought was the historical truth worth- 
while? I find it difficult to believe, as much as I would like to 
believe it, that telling the true story of what happened when 
Roosevelt and Churchill met in the Gulf of St. Lawrence on board 
the cruiser Augusta, or the true story of Pearl Harbor, Teheran, 
or Yalta, will prevent such occurrences in the future. Men and 
politics, ambition and power are what they are and will remain so 
to the end of history. Nor will the consequences of the decisions 
made at Teheran and Yalta be in any way changed because that 
rather abstract collective, the American people, is given the means 
to find out what actually happened. The vast literature that set the 

* Quoted by Marguerite J. Fisher in “Harry Elmer Barnes: An Overall Preview,” 
from Harry Elmer Barnes. Learned Crusader, Colorado Springs : Ralph Myles, 
‘Publishers, 1968, p. 25. 

101 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

record straight concerning the lies. misconceptions, blunders, and 
misrepresentations involved with the first World War did not, obvi- 
ously, prevent their recurrence on a much larger scale during the 
second. One of the most effective revisionist books on the manner 
in which America was brought into World War I was Road fo 
War, but this did not prevent even its author, Walter Millis, from 
becoming one of the most ardent interventionists the second time 
around. 

Whether writing and publishing the historical truth brings any 
immediate practical results or not, if we believe in anything we 
must believe that the truth is worthwhile for its own sake. If the 
free society is to survive, is to have any meaning, men must be 
made accountable for their actions. We must know what our lead- 
ers did, said, and agreed to in our name. The alternative is the 
society described in George Orwell’s 1984. 
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6 

COMMUNISM AND 
FOREIGN POLICY 

B Y the early 1950’s the fatuous, utterly uncritical attitude toward 
Communist Russia represented by President Truman’s character- 
ization of Stalin as “good old Uncle Joe” had been swept away by 
the harsh reality of events, but there was still a large store of illusion 
that needed only a slight hint of warmth from the direction of 
Moscow to reassert itself, and again to influence attitudes, deci- 
sions, and policies. Revelations of slave-labor camps, mass arrests, 
and the brutal suppression of the least evidence of independence 
might dampen, for a time, the longing of certain intellectuals to 
see Communism as the hope of the future, but they were soon for- 
gotten. Illusions, especially of ideological origin, die hard. 

It was not difficult for me, in the environment of the postwar 
period, to convince myself that one of the obligations of our firm 
was to do what we could to publish the truth concerning Com- 
munist Russia. Through Eugene Davidson, who while editor at 
Yale University Press had published David Dallin’s books, I met 
that stalwart, courageous old Menshevik. Dallin had been a mem- 
ber of the 19 18 Provisional Assembly and had afterward devoted 
his life to the study of Soviet Russia. He was another of those 
who saw things as they were, and with Boris Nicolaevsky he had 
written the first authoritative account of the Soviet system of slave 
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labor, Forced Labor in the Soviet Union, which Yale published 
in 1947. At Davidson’s suggestion, the Foundation for Foreign 
Affairs (a small organization to which I belonged) made a modest 
grant to Dallin in 1948 to enable him to spend a summer in Europe 
visiting camps for fugitives from Eastern Europe. He was sure that 
in such places he would be able to find people who had had direct 
experience with the slave-labor system, with what Solzhenitsyn 
was later to name the “Gulag Archipelago.” 

After his return, Dallin gave those associated with the Founda- 
tion a long, detailed account of the results of his journey. His ex- 
pectations of finding people who had been in the slave-labor camps 
were more than fulfilled: when it became known, he said, that 
someone had come to a displaced-persons camp who wanted such 
information, lines would form of people anxious to relate their ex- 
periences so that the world might know of the gigantic Soviet 
slave-labor system. Dallin, a scrupulously careful scholar, used 
whatever new information he obtained to check against and add 
to what he already knew. 

With his large head, broad forehead, strong features, and the 
straightforward look of his intense blue eyes, Dallin was an im- 
pressive man, but the thing I remember best about him is his deep, 
resonant voice, made all the more impressive by his habit of speak- 
ing slowly and deliberately. When he said something, one had the 
impression that he had thought about it for a long time. To hear 
his account of his visits to the displaced-persons camps of World 
War II was an unforgettable experience. 

One result of my meeting with Dallin was the publication in our 
pamphlet series, in May, 1949, of The Economics of Slave Labor, 
There was another result. When a Swiss publisher. not long after, 
called my attention to a book he was about to bring out, Eleven 
Years in Soviet Prison Camps, one of the first descriptions of the 
Gulag Archipelago by someone who had been there, I took it 
almost at once, and arranged to have it translated into English. 
The author, Elinor Lipper, was born in Brussels, came from a com- 
fortably situated German-Jewish family, and had become a Com- 
munist while studying medicine in Berlin in the early thirties. In 
1934 she went to Russia, and was arrested only a few weeks later 
during the great purge. Sentenced without trial to five years’ im- 
prisonment for counterrevolutionary activity, she was not released 
until after she had spent eleven years in various prisons and labor 
camps, under the most degrading conditions. She had acquired 
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Swiss citizenship not long before going to Russia, and her release 
was brought about by the firm intervention of the Swiss govem- 
ment, which seems far more willing to protect the interests of its 
citizens than our government, in spite of the great disparity in the 
military forces available to each. 

Elinor Lipper’s book, with its straightforward, rather terse ac- 
count of the fate that has befallen millions of people, is a great 
human document. Despite all the cruelties, unimaginable horrors, 
and pitiless disregard for the suffering of others her book described. 
she never lets us forget that an indomitable spark of humanity, 
of the divine gift that makes some men at least more than beasts, 
still survived. There was always, for instance, the storyteller, “the 
only person in camp who is loved and respected by all prisoners 
equally, no matter whether they are contriki or criminals. For 
every prisoner wants to forget reality, and the storyteller gives him 
forgetfulness. When the storyteller speaks, the barracks no longer 
seem so dark and cold: the loneliness of the forest is no longer so 
hostile and oppressive. . . . It is altogether remarkable that these 
prisoners, who endure all the suffering that men can think of to 
impose upon other men, who have before them years of daily 
torment-that these prisoners can still weep over the fictional 
tragedy of a fictional love.” 

It happened that Miss Lipper was in the camp that Vice Presi- 
dent Henry Wallace visited in 1943 in the company of Owen 
Lattimore. Wallace described his visit in his book Soviet Asia 
Mission, which appeared three years later. A report by Lattimore 
had appeared in the December, 1944, issue of the National Geo- 
graphic, which often seems ready to lend its services for the pro- 
paganda purposes of whatever cause is momentarily in the ascen- 
dancy, In the tradition of the Potemkin villages, great preparations 
were made for the visit of the two prominent Americans-watch- 
towers were taken down, good clothing was issued to the prisoners 
the visitors might see, even a theatrical performance was arranged, 
as though this was a regular feature of prison-camp life. The most 
fantastic rumors went through the camps, Miss Lipper tells us, 
one of the most persistent being that the visit of the Vice President 
was in connection with the demand of the United States for the 
annexation of eastern Siberia in return for its help in the war 
against Germany, in consequence of which all the prisoners would 
be freed. The ecstatic account of the two visitors to Kolyma is 
rather different from that of our former prisoner. To his credit, 
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Henry Wallace, who was a naive man, later regretted what he had 
written about the prison camps, and when Elinor Lipper came to 
the United States in 1952, the year after her book was published, 
he asked her to come to visit him, so that he could express his regret 
to her in person. But there is no evidence that Owen Lattimore, 
who was not a naive man, ever expressed regret for his part in this 
inexcusable case of deception. 

Eleven Years in Soviet Prison Camps was reviewed widely and, 
without exception, favorably. The review in the Nation spoke of 
the book’s vividness and humanity, and, like almost every other, 
mentioned the report of the Wallace-Lattimore visit to Kolyma. 
A condensation of the book appeared in Reader’s Digest, the 
United States Information Agency distributed more than 300,000 
copies in sixteen languages, and through the intervention of Sidney 
Hook, who never misses an opportunity to let the truth be known 
concerning Communism and Soviet Russia, Miss Lipper made a 
lecture tour under the auspices of the International Rescue Com- 
mittee. She was a trim, bright, and attractive woman, and with 
her sincerity, conviction, and ability to rise to any occasion was a 
great success, whether she spoke before the executive board of the 
AFL-CIO, to an American Legion auxiliary, or at a New York 
press conference. 

Communism, it must be freely admitted, is not an inspiring sub- 
ject, nor is Soviet Russia to be compared with, let us say, Renais- 
sance Italy as an object of study, but they are two of the great 
determining factors of our times, and we ignore them at our peril. 
However I may have felt about it, in the twenty years or so I was 
active in publishing we brought out a long series of books about 
Communism and Soviet Russia. In looking back, I am surprised 
myself at their number and variety. Among several on Communist 
methods of subversion there were Louis Budenz’s The Cry Is Peace, 
Stefan Possony’s A Century of Conflict, and James Atkinson’s 
The Politics of Struggle, all concerned with Soviet theory and 
methods of warfare. There was a book on political warfare and the 
particular vulnerability of Soviet Russia to external subversion, 
Oleg Anisimov’s The Ultimate Weapon, for which General William 
J. Donovan wrote an introduction; and one on how the Communist 
Party functions and is organized, The Communist Party Apparatus, 
by Abdurakhman Avtorkhanov. It was we who published, only a 
few weeks after its tragic end, the first eyewitness account of the 
1957 Hungarian revolt, No More Comrades, by Andor Heller, 
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and the American edition of Wolfgang Leonhard’s Child of the 
Revolution, a chronicle of the author’s education and training for 
membership in the upper echelons of the party apparatus, and his 
eventual disillusionment. I should also mention our publication 
of the history of Soviet foreign policy, Peaceful Co-existence, by 
the distinguished Polish scholar and former diplomat W. W. Kul- 
ski, and David Dallin’s From Purge to Co-existence, essays discus- 
ing the critical issues that influenced Russian foreign and domestic 
policy during the period from the Pyatakov-Radek trial of 1937 
to the ascendancy of Khrushchev. We published paperback edi- 
tions of Whittaker Chambers’s Witness and Freda Utley’s Lost 
Illusion, The Communist Manifesto, the Russian Diary of the 
Marquis de Custine, and Das Kapital, and selections from the 
works of Nicolai Lenin, the last edited by Stefan Possony. Two 
other books in this general area were Stefan Possony’s authorita- 
tive biography of Lenin, which had as its subtitle Compulsive Ret?- 
olutionao, and the memoirs of William Reswick, I Dreamt Rev- 
olution. Reswick had emigrated from Russia as a young man, went 
back immediately after World War I as an interpreter for one of 
the American relief missions, and then stayed on as Russian cor- 
respondent of International News Service. His friendship with 
many of the original revolutionaries, most of whom were later 
liquidated by Stalin, made this a particularly interesting and re- 
vealing book. 

The books we published on Communism and Soviet Russia 
represented a serious, coherent attempt to come to terms with one 
of the great facts of our time, to view it in every possible aspect. 
Our reputation became such that when we published an English 
translation of the novel The Thaw, by Ilya Ehrenburg-who with- 
out doubt was one of the most shameless opportunists of all time- 
the Daily Worker called us “the most reactionary publisher” in 
the United States. Considering the source, I took this as a great 
compliment. 

Besides The C~J Is Peace, we published one other book by Louis 
Budenz, The Techniques of Communism. As a fairly representative 
figure of the ideological wars of the 1940’s and 50’s, Budenz de- 
serves more than a passing reference in any account of what went 
on during those tumultuous years. He created a great sensation 
when, in October, 1945, he abruptly announced that he had re- 
signed as editor of the Communist Daily Worker and gone back 
to the Catholic Church. As editor of the leading Communist news- 
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paper, president of the corporation that published it, and member 
of the National Committee of the Communist Party, Budenz was 
well versed in every detail of its operation, and knew much about 
the make-up of its membership and support. In the two books we 
published for him he made no attempt to exploit the sensational 
aspect of what he knew; it was his purpose to show how it is that in 
any encounter with Communism, whether on the level of ideas, 
political power, or influence, the United States almost invariably 
gives up something; in short, makes itself appear the weaker, less 
resolute nation despite its vast military and industrial power and 
its vaunted idealism. Then, writing in 195 1, Budenz could point 
to Poland and the other countries of Eastern Europe, to China, to 
the great wartime and postwar conferences, and to Alger Hiss. 
Reading The Cq Is Peace twenty-five years later, with Vietnam, 
Cambodia, and Angola behind us, and Rhodesia and South Africa 
just ahead, it becomes easier to understand why Whittaker Cham- 
bers once remarked that when he left the Communist Party he felt 
he was leaving the winning side to join the losers. 

What is one to say about such a man as Louis Budenz, who gave 
the best years of his life to the cause of a great conspiracy, and 
then devoted himself-tirelessly, unselfishly, and to the great dis- 
advantage of his own situation-to unmasking it, to warning his 
countrymen of the danger it posed to the institutions, even the 
survival, of his own country? I have known five people who have 
been active, committed members of the Communist Party and have 
turned violently and wholeheartedly against it: Freda Utley, Louis 
Budenz, Whittaker Chambers, Paul Crouch, and Frank Meyer. 
They were strikingly different in personality and background: 
Freda Utley, aggressive and outgoing, with a fine mind and the 
best education her native England could give her; Louis Budenz, 
a lawyer and journalist by training, of Midwestern, Catholic, rural 
background; Whittaker Chambers, introspective, enormously gifted, 
with the instinct and sensitivity of a poet, a New Yorker in up- 
bringing and education; Paul Crouch, with generations of funda- 
mentalism and Appalachia behind him; and Frank Meyer, son of a 
New York Jewish lawyer, possessor of a keen, well-trained mind. 
But they all had in common a deep sense of commitment. They 
did not play with Communism by joining front organizations, 
peace sit-ins, protest demonstrations, and the like; they went all 
the way and joined the party, not because they saw it as a path 
to power and influence, but because, in their youthful idealism, 
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they believed it offered the only way out of the dilemma of modern 
life. When they realized that they had made a hideous mistake, 
their commitment to anti-Communism was also total. 

The path of the ex-Communist is not an easy one. When he 
leaves the party, he gives up not only the psychological security of 
belonging to a tightly knit group with a strong sense of mission, but 
economic security as well-the party and its friends see to it that 
its influential members are well taken care of. He must confront not 
only the violent hostility of his former comrades, which can involve 
physical danger. but the distrust of those uncomplicated fellow 
citizens who can have no comprehension of why anyone in his 
right mind would become a Communist in the first place, and the 
distinct animosity of the liberal intellectual establishment, with its 
great influence and power in the universities, publishing, and the 
press. The liberal will forgive a Communist, but never the Com- 
munist who leaves the party and openly fights it-for Alger Hiss 
the liberal can have compassion and understanding, but for Whit- 
taker Chambers only distrust and animosity. 

The books published by the Henry Regnery Company in the 
area of foreign policy, about a dozen of them, were nearly all con- 
cerned with the Far East and the Middle East. the two parts of the 
world where American interests were involved most critically- 
and most emotionally. The two that aroused the widest discussion 
were Freda Utley’s The China Story. which we published in the 
spring of 1951, and Alfred Lilienthal’s What Price Israel, which 
came out two years later. 

Freda Utley was eminently qualified to write on the conse- 
quences of American policy in Asia. She had written her doc- 
toral dissertation at the University of London on the Japanese 
textile industry and its impact on Lancashire. During her Com- 
munist days, when her husband was an official of the Soviet govern- 
ment, she had lived in Japan for a year; one result was her success- 
ful book Japan’s Feet of Clay, published in 1937. She had spent 
six months in China in 1938 as a correspondent of the London 
News Chronicle, and returned there, again as a correspondent, in 
1946. The prophetic book that came out of this visit, Last Chance 
in China, published in 1947. was unfortunately largely ignored. 
Freda Utley was a shrewd, tireless observer who knew what to 
look for, and with her outgoing personality she was able to estab- 
lish a relationship with almost anyone. all of which gave her books, 
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whether on China, the Middle East, or occupied postwar Germany, 
a unique quality of immediacy, informed judgment, and humanity. 

In The China Story, which we published in 195 1, she undertook 
to describe not only the course of American policy, which in her 
judgment contributed substantially to the fall of the Nationalist 
government and the triumph of Communism. but also the influ- 
ences that determined policy and underlay the crucial decisions. 
At the end of the introduction to her book she set forth her position 
with characteristic directness: 

In presenting an analysis of Communist influence on American policy, 
I take account of the mixed motives of men in all parties and of all polit- 
ical persuasions. Only the historian of the future will be able to pro- 
nounce a definitive judgment. I have attempted to evaluate from such 
evidence as is now available the degree to which Communist influence, 
as distinct from incompetence, ignorance, and ambition, determined the 
disastrous course of America’s Far Eastern policy. 

One thing is certain, Communist conquest of a large part of the world 
since the defeat of Germany and Japan, and the threat of even greater 
conquests, was not unavoidable. 

It has become fashionable, not to say absolutely de rigueur, 
to condemn “McCarthyism” as the epitome of irresponsibility and 
“anti-intellectualism” and McCarthy himself as a ruthless, unprin- 
cipled demagogue. Such people as John Stewart Service and John 
Paton Davies are represented as innocent victims of a wave of 
terror, and the triumph of Communism in China as an inevitable 
historical development. It is, then, worth the effort to reread such 
a book as The China Story and find out what people did in fact say, 
write, and recommend; to discover for one’s self what actually 
happened at one of the great turning points of history, as the fall 
of Nationalist China undoubtedly was. We can read, for example, 
that on November 15, 1944, John Paton Davies, who was Gen- 
eral Joseph Stilwell’s political adviser and later an influential mem- 
ber of the State Department’s Planning Committee. reported to 
Washington as follows: 

We should not now abandon Chiang Kai-shek. To do so at this junc- 
ture would be to lose more than we would gain. We must for the time 
being continue recognition of Chiang’s government. 

But we must be realistic. . . . A coalition Chinese Government in 
which the Communists find a satisfactory place is the solution of rtis 
impasse most desirable to us. . . . If Chiang and the Communists are 
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irreconcilable, then we shall have to decide which faction we are going 
to support. 

In seeking to determine which faction we should support we must 
keep in mind these basic considerations: Power in China is on the verge 
of shifting from Chiang to the Communists. 

Miss Utley came to know Davies well during her stay in China 
in 1946, and liked him personally however much she may have dis- 
agreed with him. She said his dispatches did not reveal that he 
ever was a Communist, but did prove that he had no scruples in 
arguing on opposite sides at different times to gain an advantage 
for the Chinese Communists, and that he was, at best. totally un- 
aware of what should have been obvious to any informed and in- 
telligent man, that Communist control of China would endanger 
the security of the United States. She never knew John Stewart 
Service, but asserted that his reports displayed ignorance and 
nai’veti rather than a definite Communist orientation. She believed 
he was typical of the “liberals” who fell easy victims to Communist 
propaganda because they had little or no experience of totalitarian 
methods, and did not know what the Communists’ real aims were. 

One of the most revealing chapters in The China Story, partic- 
ularly in retrospect, is “How the Communists Captured the Public.” 
It was not, of course, the “public” that was captured by the Com- 
munists, but those who speak for the public, the writers of books. 
articles, and reviews, and the editors who published them. There 
were. for example, Edgar Snow, author of Red Star o\‘er China; 
Agnes Smedley, correspondent of the Manchester Guardian and 
author of Battle Hymn of China: Theodore White and Annalee 
Jacoby, authors of Thunder Out of China, which became a Book- 
of-the-Month Club selection; Gunther Stein, author of The Chal- 
lenge of Red China. And there was Owen Lattimore. It was, as 
Miss Utley showed by many striking examples, a well-organized, 
smoothly functioning group-they reviewed each other’s books, 
published each other’s articles, and built each other up; each was 
a Far Eastern expert because the others had proclaimed him so. 
As Owen Lattimore, in his review in the New York Times of Israel 
Epstein’s Unfinished Revolution in China put it: 

From Edgar Snow’s Red Star to Theodore White’s and Annalee 
Jacoby’s Thunder Out of China the list of names is distinguished. Israel 
Epstein has without question established a place for himself in this dis- 
tinguished company. It is noteworthy that the recent trend of good books 
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about China, well documented and well written, has been well to the 
Left of Center. 

The China Story was published not long after President Tru- 
man’s dismissal of General MacArthur, which put the whole ques- 
tion of American policy in the Far East at the center of. public 
discussion. The Korean War, which was grinding toward its incon- 
clusive end, had demonstrated that the administration in Washing- 
ton was quite prepared to sacrifice American lives in what Truman 
called a “police action,” but that beyond the restoration of an un- 
certain status quo it had no policy or ultimate objective. For point- 
ing out this embarrassing fact, MacArthur was abruptly relieved 
of his command. 

The China Story did not presume to set forth a course of action, 
but it clearly and unabashedly showed how we had gotten where 
we were, and its publication could not have been better timed. It 
was widely and favorably reviewed, appeared on the national best- 
seller lists for weeks, went through many printings, and was later 
published as a paperback. Time described it as “a tellingly docu- 
mented account of the errors and confusions which lost the U.S. 
its last chance to save free China.” the Los Angeles Times pro- 
nounced it “our best book on the Chinese-Korean situation,” and 
although the author was sharply critical of the New York Times 
for its favorable treatment of books by Owen Lattimore, Gunther 
Stein, and Edgar Snow, it gave her book a long and very fair re- 
view. Miss Utley remarked at the time, I remember, that in 1947, 
when she had published Last Chance in China, in which she had 
recommended a positive course of action, there was still time to do 
something, but no one paid any attention to what she had to say. 
Such books as Lattimore’s Solution in Asia held the center of the 
stage then; now that it was too late, everyone wanted to read how 
it had all happened. 

Before leaving The China Star? I should mention two people 
who contributed substantially to its success. When I saw the manu- 
script in its original, rather disorganized state, I despaired of ever 
making a book out of it-we were all devoted to Freda, but she 
was not what one would call a neat worker. It was Florence Nor- 
ton, then associated with Reader’s Digest, who volunteered to put 
the manuscript into shape for publication, and she did so with 
great skill. When she had finished, Howard Ellis, a distinguished 
Chicago lawyer, went over the manuscript line by line and elim- 
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inated, rephrased, or insisted on further documentation for pas- 
sages that might have been subjected to question. Freda was 
incensed, and stormed that he had “emasculated” her book, but 
in fact he made it far more effective. We had a threatening letter 
or two from Owen Lattimore, but no libel suits, for all of which 
I remember Howard Ellis with gratitude and esteem. 

The year after The China Story, we published a firsthand ac- 
count of the American occupation of South Korea, John C. Cald- 
well’s The Korea Story. The book ends with a graphic description 
of the impact of the invasion from the north of June 25, 1950, on 
the completely unprepared, unwieldy, and marvelously incom- 
petent American mission, by then under the State Department, 
which had taken over control of all American activities in Korea 
from the army on January 1, 1949. Under this arrangement the last 
American troops were withdrawn on June 29, 1949. Exactly one 
year later to a day, American troops were back in Korea, this time 
engaged in fighting President Truman’s “police action.” 

John Caldwell was born in South China of American missionary 
parents, attended Chinese schools, and spoke fluent Chinese and 
adequate Korean. His wife. who came from an American mission- 
ary family stationed in Korea, was completely fluent in that lan- 
guage. Caldwell returned to China during World War II on a 
military mission, and after the war became director of the United 
States Information Service in China, which was then under the 
State Department. 

His book describes an incident that reveals much about the at- 
titudes determining American policy in China at the time. Late 
in 1946 he received a cable from the State Department directing 
him to prepare a report. originally requested by a member of the 
House Foreign Affairs Committee, on the propaganda activities 
of the Russians and the Chinese Communists in China. Caldwell 
set to work immediately, listening to Russian radio programs, visit- 
ing Russian information centers, seeing Russian films, and reading 
the Russian-subsidized, Chinese Communist newspapers. His report 
was sixty-four pages in length, and no one who read it could fail to 
realize how viciously anti-American the Communist line in China 
had become, or to see that the propaganda lines of the Russians 
and the Chinese merged, “as in one slanderous tirade.” The report 
was sent to Washington as directed, but, despite its being highly 
classified, a copy got into the hands of the United Press, which 
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released it. Before long Caldwell heard himself denounced by 
Radio Moscow as a warmonger, but that was by no means the 
end of the incident. He subsequently received an insulting telegram 
from Walton Butterworth, the U.S. Minister in Shanghai, who had 
passed on the original cable ordering him to make the study, which 
accused Caldwell of insubordination and of maliciously adding to 
the friction between the United States and Russia. Then came a 
cable from General George Marshall, who was then secretary of 
state, relieving him of all authority to make further studies or re- 
ports, and virtually ending his career in China. Caldwell had be- 
come the victim of the illusion that the Chinese Communists were 
“agrarian reformers” and, as such, independent of Moscow and 
of the policy advocating their participation in a coalition govern- 
ment. Early in 1948, after a period in Washington, he went to Korea 
as a civilian information specialist. 

Caldwell’s headquarters were a few miles south of the infamous 
thirty-eighth parallel, which divided Korea in two. In his book 
Caldwell made us realize what such a division of a country means 
to the people who live in it. When the decision to divide Korea 
was made at the Yalta Conference, the thirty-eighth parallel was 
only a line on the map to the great personages who agreed to it; but 
to the people of Korea the division was the cause of bitter tragedy 
from the beginning, and soon led to a long, bloody, and hideous 
war, which ended only in another uncertain, precarious truce be- 
tween the two superpowers. 

During the first year of his assignment Caldwell worked for the 
U.S. Army of Occupation. The army was not exactly a model of 
efficiency, but in its own way it got the job done. Men in Caldwell’s 
position were expected to use their own initiative, and to deal with 
situations and people as they found them, not as someone in Wash- 
ington thought they ought to be. Caldwell had only respect and 
admiration for the ability, devotion to duty, and purposefulness of 
General John R. Hodge, the army commander in Korea during 
the first phase of the occupation. But administration by the State 
Department, which soon established an enormous mission in Korea 
-the largest, according to Caldwell, of all U.S. diplomatic mis- 
sions at the time-appears to have been something else again: 
highly bureaucratic, unwieldy, ineffective, wasteful, and in its 
results often destructive of the aims of American policy. 

Caldwell describes, for example, how under the army his group 
prepared a film entitled The People Vote to explain the methods 
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and purpose of democracy, in preparation for the first Korean elec- 
tion, which was held, with a very high participation by the eligible 
voters, on May 10. 1948. The film was made in Seoul in a few 
weeks and cost a few thousand dollars. With the help of portable 
army generators and jeeps, it was shown wherever a screen could 
be set up and a crowd gathered, and it was enormously effective. 
For another example. the army had maintained small information 
centers in towns all over Korea, but the State Department concen- 
trated everything in Seoul. There it established an information 
center, occupying a four-story building, that required the services 
of more than one hundred Koreans, and a large American library, 
where American magazines, including Atlantic, Vogue. and Rail- 
,vay Age, were made available to Koreans, very few of whom were 
even slightly familiar with the English language. And there were 
photographic displays showing American life-neat New England 
villages, housing projects, superhighways-none of which was of 
much use when the invasion from the north began. 

To read all this is depressing enough, but most devastating of 
all is Caldwell’s account of the behavior of the American mission 
when the invasion began. There had been rumors of troop concen- 
trations in the North, but all was optimism in the mission. “It was 
common knowledge in Seoul,” Caldwell reported, “that the em- 
bassy, and therefore the United States, considered communist mo- 
rale low, their military equipment poor, and their aims not too 
inimical to ours. Just three weeks before, Time (to all other nations 
the official news organ of the States) in no uncertain terms had told 
of the embassy’s splendid work in training the South Korean 
Army. . . . And everyone knew that Harold Noble, First Secre- 
tary of the American Embassy, had stated publicly that the South 
Korean Army could not only stop an attack but could move north 
and take over the communist capital in two weeks’ time.” At four 
o’clock on Sunday afternoon, twelve hours after the beginning of 
the invasion, in a public statement broadcast over the embassy 
radio, Ambassador John Muccio announced that the South Korean 
army had contained the attack, although there had been no real 
contact between the forces and the North Korean tanks were 
advancing at will. 

An evacuation plan had been worked out, but the Ambassador 
insisted that this be abandoned, because it provided for evacuation 
by air and he was afraid, with Russian and North Korean planes 
aloft, that this might cause an international incident-as though 
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the invasion itself had not been an incident of some significance. 
Instead, 682 women and children were sent to Japan on a small 
Norwegian freighter that happened to be in the harbor at Inchon, 
was loaded with a full cargo of fertilizer, and offered accommoda- 
tions for only twelve passengers. It was General MacArthur, as 
Caldwell remarked, who finally put an end to the embassy’s dilem- 
ma by telling its staff what to do. 

Most shameless of all was the abandonment of the 5,000 South 
Korean employees of the embassy, with their personnel records, 
which, since no one had thought to destroy them, remained as a 
ready-made list for the Communist invaders. A persecution began 
three days after the invasion, and continued through the summer 
months of 1950. Caldwell asserts that the number of drivers, 
houseboys, translators, interpreters, and secretaries who were killed, 
and where and how they perished, will never be known. They simply 
disappeared, as did hundreds of Methodist and Presbyterian minis- 
ters and church workers. Vyvyan Holt, the British Ambassador, 
more realistic and professional than his American counterpart, had 
seen it all coming and advised his compatriots three weeks before 
to evacuate; but he himself remained at his post, and he too dis- 
appeared. Ambassador Muccio, however, was honored by the Tru- 
man administration upon his return to Washington. 

Caldwell devotes one chapter of his book to an account of the 
work of the American missions in the Far East, which gives the 
reader some appreciation of what a great achievement the estab- 
lishment of Christian churches, and of schools, hospitals, and uni- 
versities was. It has become fashionable to say that we never “lost” 
China because it was never ours. In a literal sense, of course, this 
is true; but the deliberate sacrifice of the good will. the cultural 
ties, and the bonds of friendship that had been built up over gen- 
erations, to say nothing of the murder by Communists of thousands 
of Christians, Western and native alike, is tragedy on an enormous 
scale, which no amount of sophistry can hide. 

The Korea Story was widely reviewed, and sold moderately well, 
but despite its rather sensational account of ineptitude, waste, and 
outright incompetence, it did not attract anything like the attention 
the publication of The China Story had aroused only a year before. 
This was no doubt partly because Freda Utley was better known 
as an author than John Caldwell; but the national mood had also 
gone through one of its sudden shifts between the spring of 1951 
and the fall of 1952. The China Story was published when the 
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country was still in the state of shock that followed the collapse 
of Nationalist China, the invasion of South Korea, and the dis- 
missal of General MacArthur; in addition, the Hiss case and the 
McCarthy hearings had put the liberals temporarily on the defen- 
sive. By the fall of 1952, China was receding into the background, 
the Korean War was coming to an end, and there was the diversion 
of an election campaign. The liberals had regrouped, and soon 
recovered their customary self-confidence, as is evident in the 
rather airy way the Caldwell book was dismissed in the New York 
Herald Tribune: “a disappointment . . . written in a dismal com- 
bination of military, bureaucratic and journalistic jargon . . . 
narrow . . . superficial . . . lacking in objectivity.” The New 
York Times said, “Mr. Caldwell has not, of course, told the Korea 
story. . . . He has told a lively tale of small accomplishments, 
personal hardships and bumbling bureaucracy.” But the less 
ideological Christian Science Monitor called it “colorful and well- 
written, and one of the most devastating attacks on the State Depart- 
ment’s record in Korea that has yet been published.” 

Two other books on the Far East that we published, both in 
1956, were based on the personal experiences of Americans who 
went through the ordeal of Communist imprisonment. Four Years 
in a Red Hell was by the Reverend Harold W. Rigney, a Catholic 
priest of the Society of the Divine Word. As rector of Fu Jen 
University in Peking, he tried to come to a working arrangement 
with the Communists after they captured Peking, but the attempt 
ended when the Communist authorities seized the university on 
October 12, 1950. He was refused permission to leave China, and 
on July 25, 1951, was arrested as an American spy. Released from 
prison in September, 1955, he wrote his account almost immedi- 
ately, when the memories of days and nights of brutal interroga- 
tion, of weeks of wearing iron shackles on his ankles and wrists 
with his arms bound behind his back, of lack of sleep, poor food, 
filth, crowded prison cells, sickness, and cold, were all still fresh 
in his mind. 

Justice in the People’s Republic of China, Father Rigney was 
told over and over again, is different from justice in the “imperial- 
ist” countries, where prisoners are punished for what they confess: 
in the People’s Republic of China they are punished only for 
what they do not confess, which was somehow felt to be a great 
advance. Since prisoners were usually not told for what crime they 
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had been arrested, they would confess to almost anything-mur- 
ders, misdeeds, wrong thoughts, anything that might offer release 
from imprisonment and torture. Father Rigney, however, was ac- 
cused of being an agent of the F.B.I. or, still worse, of the C.I.A. 
There was no evidence whatever that he was or ever had been 
a spy or an agent, which made it necessary for the Communist 
authorities to spend days, weeks, months, and finally years, with 
the help of the most sophisticated methods of physical and psycho- 
logical torture, to force him to confess, to break his will, and to 
make him see the error of his ways. Whatever its larger purpose 
in the strategy of world Communism may be, the fact that orga- 
nized mistreatment of people on this scale can happen at all is a 
reflection of the pernicious belief that men are subject to no rules 
of conduct not of their own making, and that it is within their 
power to force other men to conform to their will and preconcep- 
tions. 

In A Ride to Panmunjom Duane Thorin describes the response 
of a number of Americans to Communist imprisonment. Thorin 
grew up on a Nebraska farm, the eighth son of Swedish immigrant 
parents. He became a chief petty officer and then a naval flyer in 
World War II, and as a helicopter pilot during the Korean War 
had the mission of rescuing fellow Americans from behind enemy 
lines. On one of these missions, early in 1952, he was taken pris- 
oner; he was released in August of the following year. 

The story Thorin tells has been largely forgotten, but for many 
reasons should be remembered. Some of the men he describes are 
no credit to the society that produced them-weak, improperly 
trained, with little or nothing in the way of standards, beliefs, or 
resourcefulness to help them. But there are others we are glad to 
meet and to know about. As in the case of Father Rigney, one 
cannot help but ask: What was it all for? What purpose did it serve 
to devote days and weeks to “brain washing” and interrogation, to 
subject these young men to the most brutal physical and psycho- 
logical pressure to obtain confessions to crimes that both sides 
knew had never happened ? The collaborator was useful to the 
Communists. not as an individual, but as a symbol of the weakness 
of the society that produced him-to break his will was to break 
the will, in a sense, of American society alseand in the same 
way the prisoner who refused to give in, no matter what the prov- 
ocation, maintained not only his own self-respect and integrity as 
a person, but that of American society as well. It is this message 
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of the worth of the human person that Thorin’s unassuming, com- 
pletely unpretentious, honest book gets across to us. 

The first book we published on the Middle East was Nejla Izzed- 
din’s The Arab World in the spring of 1953. It included an intro- 
duction by William Ernest Hocking, who, great scholar, teacher, 
and man of principle that he was, said something on this general 
subject that made a deep impression on me then and is worth 
repeating now: 

Our Arab neighbors . . . hold the cross-roads of three continents, 
and their political decisions will affect the course of world history-in- 
cluding our own history-for years to come . . . when the Arab world 
speaks with decision from its own self-consciousness of mission, there 
is at least a chance that the external powers which today tend to shape 
Arab destinies through bargains, programs. condescensions and com- 
mands, will begin to realize that there is in the wealth of Arab or Iraqi 
oil nothing peculiarly Arabic; whereas there is everything peculiarly 
Arabic in, let us say, the Koranic union of law and faith. . . . The Arab 
cultural contribution to the world . . . will continue . . . to yield 
laws, constitutions, social arrangements typically Arab. as well as great 
literature, just in so far as that national genius is recognized and en- 
couraged from within and from without. 

The Arab World is a substantial and beautifully written book 
in which the author undertakes to describe the current situation 
and the religious, cultural, and historical traditions of her people 
to the Western reader. Miss Izzeddin, a Moslem of the Druse sect, 
is a graduate of Vassar, and did her graduate work at the Univer- 
sity of Chicago. She is intensely loyal to her own people, and her 
strong feelings are evident in her chapter on Palestine; but, for all 
that, her book was well received and became a selection of the 
History Book Club. 

Our next book on a subject involving the Middle East, Alfred M. 
Lilienthal’s What Price Israel, published late in 1953, lit the fires 
of controversy. Lilienthal had become a rather notorious figure in 
Zionist circles with the publication in the September, 1949, issue 
of Reader’s Digest of the article “Israel’s Flag Is Not Mine.” in 
which he took the position that as an American Jew he owed no 
political allegiance to Israel; for him, his Jewishness was a matter 
of religious tradition and in no sense one of nationality. Zionist 
circles promptly accused him of irresponsibility, anti-Semitism. 
even of being an outright traitor to his people. 
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Lilienthal’s position was well known to me as a result of the 
Reader’s Digest article, and one he had written for Human Events. 
I was also aware of the controversy the Digest article had aroused, 
but I felt that Lilienthal was an honorable man and that his posi- 
tion deserved a hearing. Before agreeing to publish his manuscript 
I had it read by two men whose judgment I respected. William S. 
Schlamm was a Jewish refugee from Austria and a distinguished 
journalist, and had been one of the chief editors of Forrune. Rabbi 
Elmer Berger, who was associated with the American Council for 
Judaism, was committed to the position that Judaism was a reli- 
gious tradition and in no sense a matter of either race or nationality. 
As it worked out, Willi Schlamm agreed to make rather extensive 
editorial revisions involving matters of style, and Rabbi Berger 
recommended some modifications, mostly of a factual nature, all 
of which were incorporated in the manuscript. Both, I should add, 
strongly recommended its publication. 

Lilienthal begins with a fairly detailed account of the history of 
the Zionist movement and of the circumstances of the origins of 
the State of Israel. He points out that Zionism had its origins 
in the anti-Semitism of nineteenth-century Russia, and became a 
world-wide movement as a result of the Dreyfus case, the migration 
of several million Russian Jews to the United States, and finally the 
trauma of German National Socialism and all that went with it. 

Well aware though he is that Zionism arose out of a long his- 
tory of persecution, Lilienthal is sharply critical of the methods 
used to make real the dream of a Jewish homeland, including the 
Balfour Declaration of World War 1. This spoke in favor of the 
establishment in Palestine of a national home for the Jewish people, 
but contained the proviso that nothing would be done to prejudice 
the civil and religious rights of the existing non-Jewish communi- 
ties of Palestine, or the right and political status enjoyed by Jews 
in any other country. Its primary motivation was not justice but 
political advantage, as Winston Churchill remarked in the House 
of Commons in July, 1937, calling it a measure taken with the 
object of promoting the general victory of the Allies. The British 
effort to support the Zionist cause was later rewarded by bitter 
criticism and open warfare when, following World War II, the Brit- 
ish government, in accordance with its obligation to protect the Arab 
population and to maintain the peace, limited Jewish immigration 
into Palestine. 

Lilienthal has much to say about the cynical use of the plight 
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of the homeless Jewish refugees in Europe by the Zionists to further 
their political objectives, and about the tactics used by both the 
Zionists and the United States government to force through the 
United Nations the resolution that resulted in the partition of Pal- 
estine and the establishment of Israel. The politics of pressure 
reached its low point, perhaps, with President Truman’s hasty, ill- 
considered, and politically motivated decision of May 14, 1948, 
to grant diplomatic recognition to Israel. Lilienthal’s detailed, 
carefully documented account of this sordid episode makes it clear 
that Truman’s sole consideration was the impact of recognition on 
the election the following fall. It had nothing to do with justice. 
with the welfare of the people involved, whether Arab or Jew, or 
with the national interests of the United States. It was just such 
considerations of the loss of the next election, Lilienthal observed, 
that caused James Forrestal to remark, “I think it is about time 
that somebody should pay some consideration to whether we might 
not lose the United States.” 

Lilienthal is also critical of the claim that Israel is not a state 
for its citizens alone, but for the whole Jewish people. The State 
of Israel exists, and it is the home of 3.5 million people, of whom 
some 85% are Jewish. Many have given their lives in its defense; 
furthermore, Israel in a sense represents the Jewish people’s answer 
to persecution, and in particular to Hitler’s “final solution.” The 
circumstances of its origin clearly make Israel a state like no other. 
All this Lilienthal, I am sure, would readily admit; but in the early 
1950’s he believed that if Israel was to survive it would have to 
accept the practices and the status usually associated with a normal 
state. Among other things it “must solemnly withdraw all claims 
to the fealty of anybody but its own citizens.” In addition, he said, 
the Jews of Israel would have to learn to live not only within but 
with their environment, which would mean living at peace with 
their Arab neighbors. He insisted that Israel must at least execute 
the various decrees of the United Nations that had created it. which 
include international rule over Jerusalem, the sacred home of three 
world religions. Nearly twenty-five years have passed since Lilien- 
thal made these recommendations. Much blood has been spilled in 
the Middle East and peace seems more remote than ever, but his 
position still has much to be said for it. 

Reading the reviews of What Price Israel again after more than 
twenty years I was pleasantly surprised at the generally balanced 
impression they make. Some reviewers violently rejected Lilien- 
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thal’s whole argument, and in their passion distorted his viewpoint 
and did him an injustice; but many others presented it fairly and 
adequately. A long, rather violent review in the Washington Post 
began: “This anti-Israel polemic was written by a Jew whose hos- 
tility to his own people and to Judaism is quite evident. The book 
is a pathetic parade of abusive epithets, distorted history, and 
Jewish self-hate.” But the Washington Srar review observed: “The 
fervor and emotion with which Mr. Lilienthal writes reflect his 
obvious devotion to his Jewish faith and to his American nation- 
ality. . . . What he has written may be controversial but it can 
be read with profit by other Americans, Christian or Jewish.” 
Erwin D. Canham, the distinguished editor of the Christian Science 
Monitor, in a long review in the Saturday Review, called the book 
important and insisted that it be taken seriously. The National 
Jewish Monthly ended a rather long review, “you will see in this 
book a death-blow aimed at justice and peace. There is little doubt 
that it will be exultingly received in every anti-Jewish, pro-Arab, 
reactionary quarter in the land.” But Rabbi William A. Rosen- 
blum, of Temple Israel in New York, wrote, “It is a stimulatingly 
written, sometimes provocative book, which every person inter- 
ested in the solution of the problem should read.” We could cer- 
tainly not complain that the book was ignored. In spite of the 
reluctance of some bookstores to handle it, What Price Israel went 
through seven hardbound printings and then came out in paper- 
back. 

We published four other books on the Middle East, all in one 
way or another involved with the issue of Palestine. The most 
significant, perhaps, was Freda Utley’s Will the Middle East Go 
West?, which appeared in 1957. Always the champion of the un- 
popular cause, Miss Utley spent some time in the Middle East in 
the latter part of 1956, shortly after President Eisenhower and 
Secretary of State Dulles had brought to a halt what came to be 
known as the Suez War, the British/French!Israeli attack on 
Egypt in retaliation for nationalization of the Suez Canal. Miss 
Utley, drawing a parallel with the Communist conquest of China, 
argued for a policy of justice and fair dealing with the Arab 
nations. She believed that the long record of broken promises by 
the Western nations in their relations with the people of the Middle 
East, their colonial policies, and their unqualified support of Israel 
could lead to a similar disaster. Fully aware of the claims of both 
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sides in the Arab-Israeli conflict, and as always the advocate of 
justice, she wrote: 

Unjust to the Arabs as was the partition of Palestine . . . Israel has 
earned her right to exist. We would be committing yet another injustice 
in the cycle were we to let Arab extremists acquire the means to destroy 
her. Nor can we demand that Israel abandon her strategy of defense by 
attack unless she can win security by other means. But . she must 
accept her status as one among many Middle Eastern states. The plain 
fact is that, without American financial and political support, Israel 
cannot live without the Arabs, and must learn how to live with them 
. . . freedom and justice for Israel depend on freedom and justice for 
the Arabs. 

We also published in 1957 a book on the Arab refugees by the 
well-known Swedish photographer Per-Orlow Anderson, They Are 
Human Too. It brought us face to face with the tragedy of the 
Arab refugees, whom he photographed crowded into the inhospi- 
table Gaza Strip. One unexpected consequence of the book’s pub- 
lication was the visit of an agent from the F.B.I., who had been 
sent in to make some inquiries about its author. He was obviously 
only carrying out orders, and as an amateur photographer soon 
became far more interested in Anderson’s professional skill and 
techniques than in the purpose of his visit, whatever it may have 
been. This was one of the less serious calls by government agents 
of one kind or another that frequently followed the publication of 
a book that displeased some group or individual of influence. 

There was also Ethel Mannin’s Road to Beersheeha, a novel we 
published in 1964, whose purpose was to show the impact of the 
exodus of the Palestinian Arabs on the people involved. A well- 
known and successful English author, she came to me when her 
regular New York publisher found it inexpedient to bring out a 
book on this particular subject. Arnold Toynbee said in a letter 
to her: “You have succeeded in doing what is perhaps the most 
important thing a Westerner can do for the Arabs: you have made 
it impossible for the Western reader to go on supposing that the 
Arabs are not human beings like himself. . . . In this book you 
are exposing one of the biggest pieces of injustice in the present-day 
world.” 

It was too much to hope that our books on the Middle East 
would have any influence on the course of events. The Suez War 
was followed by the 1967 War. The Zionists became increasingly 
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intransigent, the Arabs increasingly embittered, and the plight of 
the Arab refugees no better. Hearing that the Arab teacher, philos- 
opher, and statesman Charles H. Malik was teaching at Notre 
Dame University, I went to see him, to ask if he might be willing 
to write something that could lead to a solution. He was a most 
impressive man, serious, deeply religious, and of great experience, 
but on the subject of the Arab-Israeli conflict, he was utterly pessi- 
mistic. The situation, he said, had reached such a point of hatred 
and bitterness that to suggest anything would be useless and might 
even make matters worse. The Jews of Israel would eventually 
have to accept the fact that they live in the Middle East and must 
become a part of it. Their drive, their organizational and technical 
skills, their restless energy could be of great benefit to the Arab 
world; and from the Arabs they could learn something of patience, 
of the acceptance of things and their consequences as they are and 
must be. It could be a fruitful relationship. At the time we talked. 
he thought it best only to wait, pray, and work quietly. 
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THE NEW DEAL, 
THE UNITED NATIONS, 

LABORUNIONS: 
A RECONSIDERATION 

T HE location of my publishing firm, in Chicago, and the position 
taken by many of our books inevitably led to the rumor that, if not 
a subsidiary of Colonel McCormick’s Chicago Tribune, we were 
at least in one way or another associated with it. Although I was 
on friendly terms with a number of people on the Tribune staff, 
particularly George Morgenstem, who when I first knew him was 
an editorial writer and later became chief of the editorial page, 
I met Colonel McCormick only once, and then in the company 
of William Henry Chamberlin, who had expressed a wish to meet 
the representative figure of Middle Western isolationism. The 
Colonel received us in his rather feudal office, high above Michi- 
gan Avenue at the top of his Gothic tower. He was a tall, erect, 
distinguished-looking man, who, with his white hair, blue eyes, 
ruddy complexion, white mustache, and in his manner and dress, 
conveyed the impression that he might have come from the English 
landed aristocracy. He was perfectly cordial, but gave us clearly to 
understand that our rather similar views on such matters as foreign 
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policy and the administration in Washington were no basis for 
familiarity. 

Although there was no connection of any kind, the Tribune 
treated us generously in its news columns, on its editorial page, 
and in its book-review section, and we published two books by one 
of its leading correspondents, Chesly Manly, who in his opinions, 
general attitude, and manner of expressing himself must have been 
as representative of McCormick’s Tribune as it was possible to be. 
Manly had been for a number of years the Tribune correspondent 
at the U.S. Senate, and later at the United Nations: toward the 
end of his career he worked on the editorial page with Morgen- 
stern. Manly and Morgenstern were among the last representative 
figures of the old Chicago Tribune. They were not taken in by 
pretense or overawed by position; they had strong opinions, and 
the skill and experience to express them effectively. With their 
rather sardonic sense of humor, and the realistic way they viewed 
and appraised the world, they were good company; I remember 
them both with esteem and affection. 

For all its provincialism, the Chicago Tribune in those days was 
a strong voice and a bulwark of what we once thought were the 
American virtues of patriotism, self-reliance. and individual free- 
dom. And however much one may have disagreed with it, it was 
always evident that it was representative not of an amorphous 
corporation trying to please everybody, but of a strong personality. 
The Chicago Tribune was Robert R. McCormick, for better or 
worse, and there was no question about where it stood. It was 
fashionable in certain circles to ascribe Colonel McCormick’s 
isolationism and his antiestablishment views toward the British 
Empire and the eastern seaboard to an inferiority complex he had 
supposedly acquired as a boy in an English boarding school, when 
his father was American ambassador, or as a Midwestern under- 
graduate at Yale. This, in my opinion, was complete nonsense. 
Coming from a family that had played a leading part in the devel- 
opment of the Middle West from empty prairies to one of the most 
productive regions of the world, and a region, moreover, with a 
strong sense of identity with which he strongly identified himself. 
and in complete control of its leading newspaper, Colonel Mc- 
Cormick can have felt no compulsion to harbor inferiority com- 
plexes toward anyone. 

Someone on the Tribune staff once told me a story that says 
much about the Colonel, as he was called, and about the position 

126 



New Deal, United Nations, Labor Unions: A Reconsideration 

of the Chicago Tribune in the Middle West. Sometime after the 
war, when feelings were running high, an editorial writer on the 
Tribune spoke of the “anti-American New York Times.” An offi- 
cial of the Times soon called the Colonel and told him that this 
was going too far, and that the Times in consequence would have 
to sever the relationship for the exchange of news they had had 
with the Tribune for many years. Colonel McCormick was most 
‘apologetic, assured the Times official that he had been out of town 
when the incident happened, and that the editorial writers were 
under strict instructions to be most circumspect in their treatment 
of the New York Times. On thinking it all over later in the day, 
however, the Colonel began to feel differently, and sent a telegram 
to the Times to the effect that if they wished to discontinue their 
relationship it would be entirely agreeable to him. This was fol- 
lowed by a telegram from the Times saying an official would be 
arriving the next morning in Chicago to make the necessary ar- 
rangements. By the time someone from the Tribune met the Times 
man at the airport, a telegram had come from New York instruct- 
ing him to return at once; the old relationship would be continued 
as before. After a discussion at the Times, it had been decided that 
if they wanted news from the Middle West, the dominant position 
of the Chicago Tribune made it the only source. 

If a further example is needed to illustrate McCormick’s inde- 
pendence, there is this story told me by the head of the largest 
Chicago department store. Following a particularly virulent Trib- 
une attack on Felix Frankfurter-this was after Frankfurter had 
appeared as a character witness for Alger Hiss-a delegation from 
some of the other State Street stores called on the Colonel to pro- 
test. McCormick told them, in substance, that he determined the 
policies of the Chicago Tribune, not its advertisers, and if they 
wished to advertise somewhere else, they were free to do so. 

For all its many admirable qualities, it cannot be said that the 
Tribune was a great cultural influence. Its program for Chicago 
consisted of such things as a convention center on the lake front, 
the straightening of the Outer Drive, and a subway for the Loop. 
The book-review section was mediocre and of no distinction, and 
Claudia Cassidy, although a skillful writer with a deadly aim, did 
little to raise her readers’ understanding of music. The editorials, 
on the other hand, no matter what their subject, were pointed, well 
written, and unequivocal, and always stimulating to read. Richard 
Weaver once told me that he often used editorials from the Chi- 
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cage Tribune in his classes at the University of Chicago as exam- 
ples of rhetorical excellence. As the publisher of a newspaper with 
a mass circulation, Colonel McCormick had to put up with such 
things as the Tribune’s “Chicagoland Music Festival,” but on his 
editorial page he was able to demonstrate that he valued good 
writing and clear expression. 

The first book we published by Chesly Manly had been written 
to appear serially in the newspaper; for some reason this idea was 
dropped and the manuscript was offered to us. Fred Wieck, who 
was our editor at the time, skillfully rearranged the manuscript 
and made what had been intended for publication as a series of 
newspaper articles into a powerful book. The title gave us some 
trouble, but after many tries and much discussion we settled on 
The Twenty-Year Revolution: From Roosevelt to Eisenhower, 
and published the book early in 1954. 

It was Manly’s purpose to show the fundamental change that 
had taken place in our country in the twenty years following the 
inauguration of Franklin D. Roosevelt in 1933. As an honest and 
experienced newspaperman, Manly considered it his task to bring 
the facts together. He made no attempt to analyze or explain; all 
he wanted to do was to tell what happened, and he did not mince 
words. He identified those who were in positions of influence, 
quoted what they said, and made it all into a coherent whole. 

If one wants to know how we got where we are, how we became 
saddled with a staggering public debt, inflation, a gigantic bureauc- 
racy, a world situation requiring an enormous military apparatus, 
and a system of taxation that makes every person a prey of the 
tax collector, Manly showed it all, step by step. For the quotations 
alone and Manly’s skill in identifying the influences that deter- 
mined American policy during those fateful years, The Twenty- 
Year Revolution is an invaluable source, whether one agrees with 
its premise or not. 

In the chapter headed “Roosevelt Rebels against the Constitu- 
tion,” for example, Manly describes the process by which the 
Supreme Court, from having been the defender of the Constitution, 
became the means by which the arbitrary intervention of the fed- 
eral government into every aspect of life was institutionalized. He 
pointed out that when the Supreme Court invalidated the Guffey- 
Vinson Coal Act, on May 18, 1936, the majority opinion held 
that “the relation of employer to employee is a local relation,” and 
therefore beyond the control of the federal government. In a sep- 
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arate concurring opinion, Chief Justice Hughes declared that Con- 
gress has adequate authority to maintain the orderly conduct of 
interstate commerce but may not use it to regulate activities and 
relations within the states that affect interstate commerce only 
indirectly. Otherwise, Hughes said, in view of the multitude of in- 
direct effects, Congress in its discretion could assume control of 
virtually all the activities of the people to the subversion of the 
fundamental principles of the Constitution. But in its decisions to 
uphold the Wagner Labor Relations Act, the Social Security Act, 
and the Agricultural Adjustment Act, which followed President 
Roosevelt’s attempt to “pack the court,” the court completely re- 
versed itself, and opened the door to government control of virtu- 
ally all the activities of the people. 

One of the most revealing and devastating chapters in the book, 
“ ‘Unconditional Surrender’-to Stalin,” contains an account of 
how, in Manly’s opinion, the ending of the war with Japan was 
deliberately postponed several months, long enough for Russia 
to become at least a technical belligerent and, in consequence. to 
reap a lion’s share of the spoils. In late May, 1945, Acting Secre- 
tary of State Joseph C. Grew gave instructions for the preparation 
of a document that would set forth the policies that the United 
States would follow in the event Japan should surrender. Dean 
Acheson and Archibald MacLeish. who were then both assistant 
secretaries, strongly objected-Manly believes at least partly on 
the advice of Owen Lattimore. who at the time commanded great 
influence in the State Department-and the project was dropped. 
The conditions that provided the basis of the Japanese surrender 
the following August, however, were almost identical to those of 
the Grew declaration, and Manly produced convincing evidence 
that the Japanese would have accepted such terms in May had 
they been offered, which was Grew’s intention. It seems obvious, 
therefore, that the only purpose served by the bloody fighting from 
May to August, and the dropping of the atomic bombs on Naga- 
saki and Hiroshima, for which the United States will forever bear 
moral opprobrium, was to give Russia an opportunity to share in 
the victory. Manly quoted Lattimore, on a radio program spon- 
sored by the University of Chicago on July 8, 1945, as having 
“called for a period of ‘good old chaos’ for Japan.” The Com- 
munists may have benefited from a period of “good old chaos” in 
Japan, but certainly no one else. 

The critical response to The Twenty-Year Revolution was fairly 
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predictable. The New York Times ended a rather long review by 
R. L. Duffus, a member of its editorial board, with the recommen- 
dation that thoughtful people should avoid the impulse to drop the 
book into the wastebasket. “It explains in good English the way 
some people’s minds work. Mr. Manly speaks for quite a few 
people who can’t or won’t read.” The Saturday Review, in a very 
short comment, described it as “a cold blast of Midwestern air 
from the U.N. correspondent of the Chicago Tribune,” and the 
Springfield Republican as “another unrealistic tirade against what 
appears to be inevitable social progress.” But The Twenty-Year 
Revolution appeared on the New York Times best-seller list for 
four weeks, and may fairly be called a successful book. 

Chesly Manly’s The U.N. Record was written to mark the tenth 
anniversary of the coming into force of the United Nations Char- 
ter. For eight of those years Manly had been the Chicago Tribune 
correspondent at the U.N., had attended its sessions, had met and 
come to know its leading figures, and had become thoroughly 
familiar with its day-to-day operations and with what went on 
behind the scenes. He compares the rather grandiose intentions 
proclaimed in the Charter, in which the peoples of the United 
Nations expressed their determination to save succeeding genera- 
tions from the scourge of war, to take effective collective measures 
against aggression, to practice tolerance and live together in peace, 
to promote respect for human rights and fundamental freedoms, 
with the actual accomplishments of the United Nations during the 
first ten years of its existence. He begins at the beginning: he com- 
pares the declaration of intention to practice respect for human 
rights and fundamental freedoms with what Roosevelt, Stalin, and 
Churchill were actually doing at the Yalta Conference when the 
basic lines of the Charter were agreed to. The United Nations, he 
concluded, was “conceived in iniquity . , . [and] born a fraud 
upon mankind’s instinctive yearning for peace. It is a hoax of mon- 
umental proportions. . . .” 

He asserts with his customary directness. “the U.N. has no 
moral authority, and the reason is that it has no moral integrity. 
. . . The member governments are composed of individuals, who 
are motivated not by moral principles but by what they conceive 
to be the best interests of their own countries if they are honorable 
men or by baser considerations if they are not.” 

After giving a number of specific examples of the complete 
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inability of the U.N. to maintain international peace and security, 
Manly devotes a chapter to Korea, which was regarded as the 
supreme test of the United Nations. The chapter is a masterpiece 
of historical writing: it is meticulously documented, tells the po- 
litical history of the Korean “police action” from beginning to 
end, and draws the only possible conclusion. It was a war that cost 
the United States 136.916 casualties. including 33,417 dead, and 
ended with the situation exactly as it had been before it all started, 
with Korea divided at the thirty-eighth parallel. 

It is worthwhile to recall the background of the American in- 
tervention in Korea. The decision to divide Korea between Russian 
and U.S. occupation forces was made at Yalta, and the thirty- 
eighth parallel as the dividing line, according to Dean Acheson, 
was suggested by Secretary of War Henry L. Stimson. In 1947 
General Albert C. Wedemeyer reported that the Russians were 
training and equipping an army in North Korea and predicted an 
invasion of the South if U.S. troops should be withdrawn. This 
report was suppressed by General Marshall. On September 17, 
1947, the Korean question was submitted to the General Assembly 
of the U.N.. which appointed a commission to supervise nation- 
wide elections and the formation of a national government. The 
Communists refused to permit the commission to enter the North. 
but an election was held in the South, under U.N. supervision, in 
May, 1948, as a result of which Syngman Rhee organized a gov- 
ernment. On September 18, 1948, Soviet Russia informed the 
United States that the evacuation of its troops from North Korea 
would be completed by the end of the year. On December 17, 
1948, the General Assembly of the U.N. adopted a resolution 
calling for the evacuation of all occupation forces, and on June 
29, 1949, the U.N. commission reported that all American forces 
had been withdrawn. On January 12, 1950. in a public speech, 
Dean Acheson, who had succeeded General Marshall as secretary 
of state. declared that Korea was beyond the “defense perimeter” 
of the United States. On June 25, 1950, South Korea was invaded. 
Although the United States bore almost the entire burden of the 
war, it was conducted as an action of the United Nations, a fact 
which, as General Mark Clark was later to put it, made it “a war 
we were not permitted to win.” 

Manly makes the following observation about Truman’s dismissal 
of MacArthur from his command: 
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The real tragedy was not Truman’s removal of MacArthur but the 
failure of a supine Congress to remove Truman. If an army commander, 
on his own initiative, should wilfully submit to rules of combat giving 
the enemy an extraordinary advantage and multiplying the slaughter of 
his own troops he would be shot. Clearly, then, a commander-in-chief 
who does this should be impeached and removed from office, in the 
manner prescribed by the Constitution, for “high crimes and mis- 
demeanors.” 

I sent a copy of the book, with a letter, to former President 
Truman, who, in a personal letter to me, responded as follows: 

I have been reading the U.N. Record by Chesly Manly. It is a most 
interesting book for the simple reason that there is hardly a paragraph 
without an untrue statement in it. 

I am sorry that this is the case, but of course a man who has been 
associated all his life with the Chicago Tribune would be expected to do 
just what Mr. Manly has done-tell the truth about nothing. 

My final encounter with the Truman administration was the 
publication in 1956 of Jules Abels’s The Truman Scandals. An 
advance copy sent to Truman brought forth the anticipated re- 
sponse, this time not directly from him but from his secretary: 

Mr. Truman received your note of the 13th and a copy of your scandal 
book. A cursory examination of the publication convinced him that it 
is probably one of the most comprehensive collections of bold lies and 
calculated misrepresentations of facts to appear since the opposition 
party initiated its efforts to discredit the achievements of the Democratic 
Party. 

Jules Abels was a graduate of Columbia University Law School. 
had been a Littauer Fellow at Harvard, a member of the editorial 
staff of Newsuveek, and executive editor of the Research Institute 
of America. When he wrote our book he was economic adviser to 
the administrator of the Small Business Administration. His book 
is carefully documented, and for the most part is taken from the 
official records of the various congressional investigations con- 
ducted during the Truman and Eisenhower administrations; the 
rest comes from court records and other public sources. The book 
was not written as a campaign document or for partisan purposes, 
but is the work of a serious man who was outraged by the stealing, 
lying, influence peddling, and flagrant violations of public trust 
that permeated the Truman administration, and as a responsible 
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citizen he assumed the task of gathering the facts and making them 
available. 

Harry Truman’s school of politics was the Kansas City Pender- 
gast machine. As President, by his own attitude and that of the 
men around him, he set the tone of his administration. “Never,” 
Abels remarked at the beginning of his book, “did a political party 
have such riches at its disposal.” 

There were huge governmental expenditures in a budget many times 
what it had been before the war. There were billions in war surplus to 
be disgorged. There was cheap, long-term government credit to be had. 
There were opportunities in new programs, such as that for housing. 
Most important of all, there was the tax system, the most significant 
element in business life in the postwar period, wonderfully intricate 
with countless opportunities for special rulings, immunities, and loop- 
holes. 

The stage was set for a drama that only an enormously rich coun- 
try could afford, and that would be tolerated only by a country 
many of whose citizens have been led to believe that government 
is there for the benefit of those fortunate enough to be able to take 
advantage of its power to collect taxes. 

Abels devotes one of the first chapters of his book to the “Presi- 
dent’s Pals.” There was Major General Harry Vaughan, the Pres- 
ident’s military aide and an old friend from the National Guard. 
General Vaughan made a practice of arranging such things as 
special tax concessions, military contracts, or surplus-property 
deals in exchange for campaign contributions and favors to him- 
self. He was the sponsor of John Maragon, who with Vaughan’s 
help became involved, shortly after the war, in bringing large 
quantities of perfume and essential oils into the country on military 
planes without bothering to pay duty. Maragon was finally sent to 
prison for perjury, but he was “a lovable sort of chap.” Vaughan 
assured the Senate subcommittee that tried to get at the bottom 
of it all. 

The President’s appointment secretary, Matthew J. Connelly, 
was convicted for involvement in the tax-fixing case of Irving 
Sachs; and his administrative assistant, Donald S. Dawson, through 
his position in the White House, exerted great influence on the 
activities of the R.F.C. He was a close friend of E. Merle Young, 
another Truman protege, who was involved in arranging a number 
of highly questionable loans by the R.F.C. at great profit to him- 
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self, and was eventually sent to prison for perjury. The President’s 
personal physician, General Wallace Graham, was involved in 
commodity speculation, as were many others with access to con- 
fidential government information. The President’s close friend 
William M. Boyle, Jr., was forced to resign as chairman of the 
Democratic National Committee for influence peddling in connec- 
tion with an R.F.C. loan, and the manager of Truman’s 1935 
senatorial campaign, Paul L. Dillon, was convicted of tax fraud. 
And so it went. 

One activity the federal government usually conducts with some 
degree of efficiency is to collect taxes, but during the Truman ad- 
ministration even the internal revenue system was on the point of 
breaking down. Robert E. Hannegan, of the twenty-first ward of 
St. Louis, who had provided the margin of 7,000 votes Truman 
needed to win the Democratic nomination for the Senate in 1940, 
with Truman’s help was made commissioner of Internal Revenue 
in 1943. Under Hannegan’s administration and that of his hand- 
picked successor, Joseph D. Nunan, the system became so corrupt 
that Congressman Robert W. Kean. chairman of the House sub- 
committee that investigated the Internal Revenue Service, was led 
to remark in February, 1953, “If the Bureau of Internal Revenue 
had continued to operate as it did in the last few years, there was 
great danger that, through lack of confidence by the public. our 
whole tax-collection system might have fallen down.” Nunan, it 
later developed. had not even bothered to report his own income 
while he was commissioner of Internal Revenue. and on June 28, 
1954! was sentenced to five years in jail for tax evasion. When he 
resigned as commissioner in 1947 under the pressure of disclosures 
of tax fixing, favoritism, and incompetence, Truman, ever loyal to 
a political associate, wrote to him. “I desire to assure you of my 
deepest appreciation and that of the Nation whose interests you 
guarded with such vigilance.” 

Corruption at the top. needless to say, led to corruption through 
the entire internal revenue system: three of the worst districts, ac- 
cording to Abels, were Boston, New York. and San Francisco. 
“During the Truman administration,” he wrote, “nine revenue col- 
lectors were fired in connection with tax frauds. Between January 
1, 1951, and April 10, 1952. a period when Internal Revenue, 
under severe pressure, was moved to act to cleanse itself, a total 
of 177 internal revenue officials were fired-72 for ‘irregularities’ 
involving their relations with taxpayers: 18 for ‘embezzlement’: 
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and 87 for ‘improper activities’ not desirable in the service. More 
than two dozen had been jailed for shakedowns, connivance with 
racketeers, and for accepting fees and bribes. The loss of revenue 
to the United States Treasury is beyond calculation.” 

President Truman gave no indication that he was personally 
disturbed by the mounting evidence of corruption in his adminis- 
tration, and, instead of taking measures to clean things up, he did 
everything in his power to block investigations and to protect those 
involved. One of the worst scandals concerned the Reconstruction 
Finance Corporation, which had been a relatively efficient and 
effective government agency; under the Truman administration it 
was literally destroyed and finally disbanded. For his thorough, 
careful, and expertly conducted investigation of the R.F.C., Sen- 
ator J. William Fulbright was rewarded with the epithet “an over- 
educated s.o.b.” by the President, and his report was labeled “asi- 
nine.” Truman, it appeared, was far more incensed by those who 
exposed corruption than by those who were responsible for it. 

When the pressure for some sort of action to clean up “the mess 
in Washington,” as Adlai Stevenson was later to call it, became 
irresistible, Truman characteristically chose none other than his 
attorney general, J. Howard McGrath, to do the job---a choice. as 
Abels put it, that “floored just about everybody,” since McGrath, 
as head of the Justice Department, one of the most scandal-ridden 
agencies of all, had been no more energetic in rooting out corrup- 
tion than had the President. McGrath appointed a New York 
Republican, Newbold Morris, assistant attorney general with re- 
sponsibility to investigate corruption: but when it became evident 
that Morris took his appointment seriously and actually intended 
to do something, his services were quickly dispensed with. In this 
connection, it is interesting to recall the background of J. Howard 
McGrath. McGrath had succeeded Robert Hannegan as chairman 
of the Democratic National Committee, and following the Demo- 
cratic victory in 1948 was made attorney general. He had been a 
U.S. senator from Rhode Island and, before that, governor, a 
period during which he amassed a substantial fortune, by. accord- 
ing to Abels, “a judicious mixture of politics and business,” the 
business being race tracks. McGrath’s department was investigated 
by the Chelf Committee of the Eighty-second Congress, which had 
this to say about him: 

He exhibited a deplorable lack of knowledge of the Department he was 
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supposed to administer. He lacked information as to its organization 
and personnel and specific events of importance were unknown to him. 
. . . Mr. McGrath showed no enthusiasm for purging his department 
of wrongdoers or incompetence . . . his testimony and his record as 
Attorney General indicate that he was content to let the status quo 
remain without knowing what the status quo was. 

Harry Truman owed his rise in politics to the Pendergast organi- 
zation of Kansas City and to the Democratic Party, and he was 
always intensely loyal to both. One cannot refrain from asking, 
however, where his loyalty to party ended and his sense of obliga- 
tion to his office as President of the United States began. One of 
his first acts as President was to dismiss Maurice Mulligan, who as 
U.S. attorney for western Missouri had prosecuted the Pendergast 
gang, secured 259 convictions for vote fraud, and sent Tom Pen- 
dergast himself to jail for tax evasion. At the same time Truman 
pardoned the fifteen Pendergast people still in jail. In Mulligan’s 
place as U.S. attorney, Truman appointed Sam Wear, who had 
been chairman of the Democratic State Committee of Missouri. 
Tom Pendergast had died in the meantime, but the office wall of 
his nephew and successor. James M. Pendergast, proudly dis- 
played a photograph of the President of the United States with the 
inscription at the bottom, “To James M. Pendergast-friend, com- 
rade, and adviser.” 

Abels gives a full account of the manner in which the 1947 in- 
vestigation of wholesale vote frauds in Kansas City was frustrated 
and finally brought to an abrupt end when the door of the vault in 
which the questionable ballots had been stored was mysteriously 
blown open and the ballots themselves were stolen. The Demo- 
cratic-controlled Chelf Committee pointed out, Abels remarked, 
that everyone who took part in the aborted investigation was re- 
warded: Tom Clark, the Attorney General, went to the Supreme 
Court; another official became head of the antitrust division; one 
who might have been subjected to embarrassing questions was 
given a comfortable job abroad: and Theron Lamar Caudle, As- 
sistant Attorney General in charge of the case, was given the 
choice plum of assistant attorney general in charge of the tax 
division. But the temptations of this office proved to be too much 
for Caudle; he was later dismissed in disgrace in connection with 
a “tax fix”-it was one among many-and finally indicted and 
convicted. 

In defense of such politics as the Truman administration prac- 
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ticed in almost classic fashion, it is argued that traditional machine 
politics, in spite of its corruption, graft, and favoritism, is less 
burdensome to the taxpayer than government by ideological do- 
gooders, who usually do not steal, but saddle society with crusades 
and uplift programs which, in the long run, are far more damag- 
ing. Boss Tweed, it is argued, was less destructive than Mayor 
Lindsay. There is no doubt a large element of truth in this argu- 
ment, but Harry Truman’s Fair Deal represented a conscious 
amalgam of the two kinds of politics: it was the politics of “com- 
passion” in the service of a political organization operating on the 
principle that the primary purpose of public office is to maintain 
power for the organization or party. The Fair Deal was the final 
consummation of the merger of liberal ideology and machine pol- 
itics; the effectiveness of such a combination in maintaining politi- 
cal power and its results are graphically demonstrated by the ex- 
ample of New York City. 

In retrospect, after the Watergate experience, the response of 
the liberal press to the Abels book is most revealing. The reviewers 
for the New York Times, the New York Herald Tribune, the At- 
lanta Journal, the Saturday Ra’iew, and the Louisville Courier- 
Journal were all inclined to take a rather benign. “objective” view 
of corruption in the Truman administration. Such things did hap- 
pen, and this was unfortunate, but they must be viewed in the con- 
text of the Truman administration as a whole. A certain amount 
of political larceny is unavoidable in a democracy and has always 
been a feature of American life; one must consider the practical 
needs of a political party for campaign funds; the amounts in- 
volved were petty; and so on. Walter Millis. in a review of several 
Truman books in the Saturdq Review, gave Abels credit for 
“enormous industry” and “remarkable mastery of complicated de- 
tails” but was not convinced; Millis argued that the things Abels 
described are an inevitable consequence of modern government, 
and in any case were mostly in the “peanut category.” The Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal said that the book was “out of focus,” and the 
New York Times based its rejection of the author’s picture of the 
Truman administration on the assertion that the book was “par- 
tisan” and that there was “nothing particularly unique in these 
twice-told tales.” The Washington Post did not in those days have 
the crusading zeal against presidential abuse of power it was later 
to acquire, and gave the book only a very brief notice, which said 
little more than that Abels “bogs down in statistical dichotomy.” 
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None of these reviewers made any attempt to come to grips with, 
or even to mention, the basic issue the book raises-namely, the 
concept of government, and its long-run effects, of which such 
scandals were only the symptom. The scandals of the Truman ad- 
ministration were not isolated incidents; they permeated the entire 
structure of government and were an integral part of it. It is this 
fact and the reasons for it that are essential, not whether the 
amounts involved were large or small. 

We came through all that not entirely unscathed, but we sur- 
vived, and a few years later were able to survive the New Frontier 
and the Great Society. All of which, however, leads to the ques- 
tion: how much more of this sort of thing-in the age of atomic 
fission and intercontinental ballistic missiles, in a world grown 
smaller but not more friendly, with severely depleted natural re- 
sources and facing the problems of pollution, destruction of the 
environment, and inflation-can even a society as rich and pro- 
ductive as ours put up with? 

In the book Social Security: Fact and Fancy, which we published 
in 1956, Dillard Stokes gives a striking and depressing account of 
how what began as a financially sound program with a specific, 
limited, and reasonable objective, has been subverted into a colossal 
bureaucracy, which takes an ever-growing share of the wages of 
more than nine-tenths of American workers, makes commitments 
that cannot be kept, and is well on the way to becoming a serious 
threat to the stability of the nation. 

The first Social Security Act was passed in 1935, during the Great 
Depression, when more people drew relief than paid income taxes, 
because 10 million men were out of work. The original program 
was established to fulfill a specific, limited, andmeeded function: to 
provide supplemental income, beginning at age sixty-five, for those 
it covered. It was financed by a tax of 2% of covered wages up to 
$3,000 a year, of which one-half was paid by the employer; the rate 
was to rise to a permanent level of 6% by 1949. The only benefit 
provided was a monthly income of ten to eighty-five dollars per 
month, which began at age sixty-five. As Stokes said, under the first 
Social Security Act there was no way a worker could lose all the 
money he paid in. The act guaranteed that he or his estate would get 
it back with interest. The vital point is that the first Social Security 
Act gave a worker something definite for his money, something of 
fixed value, which he could not lose while the 193.5 act was in force. 
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The one great flaw in the original act, in Stokes’s opinion, was the 
escape clause, by which Congress retained the right to make amend- 
ments at its pleasure. “The plan,” he goes on to say, “was put on a 
sound basis. The people very nearly paid for what they got and- 
except for the escape clause-they were sure of getting what they 
paid for. Social Security was in fact a means by which people were 
to provide for themselves; it required nobody to support anybody 
else.” 

It was not long before the bureaucrats of the new Social Security 
Administration began to have visions; nor did it take Congress long 
to discover the vote-getting possibilities in a government program 
that seemed to have vast sums of money at its disposal, of which 
every family in the country was aware. Some hint of what was to 
come was indicated by the line of argument taken by the govern- 
ment attorneys in defending the constitutionality of the first Social 
Security Act before the Supreme Court. Although Social Security 
had been presented to the public as a form of insurance, and the 
payments by wage earners and employers as premiums that went 
into a reserve fund, the government attorneys held that such pay- 
ments were taxes, like any other. As for the matter of insurance, 
Stokes said that the insurance theory was solemnly disavowed, the 
savings-investment-annuity theory camouflaged, and the whole 
program put to the Supreme Court on the public-charity/general- 
welfare theory. That was the basis on which the court upheld the 
constitutionality of the act. 

The backers of Social Security, Stokes believed. with the Supreme 
Court decision of 1937, had solved their original dilemma. Congress 
and the American public would not, in 1935, have accepted the sort 
of broad welfare program the administrators of the act and its 
original backers really wanted; and the court would not have de- 
clared the act constitutional if it had in fact been an insurance sys- 
tem run by the government. The real beginning of the bureaucratic 
colossus we now know as the Department of Health, Education, 
and Welfare came with the 1939 amendments of the Social Security 
Act, which completely changed the structure of the system. Equity 
ceased to be its guiding principle, said Stokes, and adequacy be- 
came the standard. Instead of paying for what they get and getting 
what they pay for, the people pay what the government requires 
and get what the government thinks they ought to have, on condi- 
tions the government imposes. The money-back guarantee disap- 
peared, and in 1939 so did the requirement of actuarial soundness 
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written into the law of 1935. With this it became possible for a 
worker to lose everything he is forced to put into Social Security. 

In a moment of amazing candor, Stokes remarks, certain offi- 
cials of the Social Security Administration pointed out that Congress 
did not know what it was doing when it wrecked the program of 
self-sufficiency and put the whole population on public charity in 
their years of retirement. But it was Congress that passed the law 
and Congress that increased benefits in almost every election year 
since, and in so doing brought the program ever closer to bank- 
ruptcy. By 1980, under the present law, Social Security taxes will 
come to 12.26%) of the first $25,900 of salary or wages, one-half 
paid by the employer and one-half by the employee, but the tax is 
still not high enough to cover the benefits voted by Congress and 
by 1990 will come to 15.3% on a still-undetermined, but higher, 
base income. Congress has been most generous in making handsome 
payments to current beneficiaries out of Social Security taxes being 
paid by wage earners still years away from retirement, but the day 
of reckoning Stokes predicted in 1956 will soon be upon us. The 
accrued liability of the benefits voted and promised by Congress is 
estimated in the trillions of dollars. Where is money in such an 
amount to come from, and how much will it buy if and when it is 
paid out? 

One of the objectives Dr. Arthur Altmeyer, the first administrator, 
had in mind when he prepared the 1939 revision of the Social Se- 
curity law, was “redistribution of income.” He thought that those 
earning more should contribute to the support of those earning less. 
In this respect, at least, Social Security has been eminently success- 
ful. As is the case with so many government programs, the pro- 
ducers support a vast horde of consumers. There are not only the 
hundreds of thousands who receive far more from Social Security 
than they have ever paid in. at the expense of those who will receive 
far less; there is also the army of bureaucrats who administer the 
program, whose salaries are paid from the payroll deductions of all 
those compelled by law to come into the program. 

Dillard Stokes was a lawyer, a member of the bar of the District 
of Columbia, and admitted to practice before the Supreme Court. 
He had worked on special assignments for several newspapers, in- 
cluding the Washington Post, and had made it his business to be- 
come thoroughly familiar with the workings of Social Security. His 
book on the subject is carefully researched, competently put to- 
gether, and factual in every way. Published as it was during the 
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golden years of the Eisenhower administration, however, it attracted 
almost no attention. Social Security taxes exceeded current pay- 
ments, though not accrued liabilities, Congress could be generous 
with benefits, and recipients were grateful for their government 
checks. Why worry about what might happen in twenty or thirty 
years? Among the very few reviews was one in the New York Times 
by Arthur Larson, who had been under secretary of labor. Larson 
was scornful about Stokes’s predictions, and about the many in- 
stances he cited, all based on actual cases, of flagrant injustice. “All 
of his shocking examples,” Larson said, “can be classified under 
two headings-policy limitations and transitional inequities.” This 
same Arthur Larson appeared as the author of a bulletin issued by 
the government under the title “Know Your Social Security.” In this 
bulletin we are told, “The benefits belong to you as of right. You do 
not have to beg or apologize. The benefits are yours-bought and 
paid for. They are not a handout.” This is simply not true, as Larson 
must have known. The benefits are indeed paid for, in many cases 
several times over, but they do not “belong to you.” They belong to 
the United States government, and are paid out at the discretion of 
Congress. 

Nowhere has the combination of liberal ideology with vote-getting 
politics had more spectacular results than in the rise of the labor 
unions into a position of supreme power in the political and eco- 
nomic life of the country. We published four or five books on the 
subject, among them, in 1961, Jameson Campaigne’s Check-O& 
Labor Bosses and Working Men. After describing numerous cases 
of violence by labor-union officials against property and persons, 
including extortion, intimidation, and murder, he asked why present 
laws and enforcement agencies were helpless to protect the nation. 
His answer was that the American people cannot be protected from 
gangsterism, corruption, and tyranny, because too many politicians, 
from the lowest to the highest, owe their office to labor leaders. 

Another of our books on the question was Donald R. Richberg’s 
Labor Union Monopoly: A Clear and Present Danger, published in 
1957. Its objective was to show the danger to individual freedom 
and to free institutions of uncontrolled power in the hands of labor- 
union leaders. An eminent lawyer, with many years of experience 
in the field of labor relations and labor law, Richberg described how 
government brought about the rise of monopoly power in the labor 
unions, and what it must do to bring it under control. His book and 
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Campaigne’s complement each other; taken together they give a 
remarkably full picture of one of the most critical issues facing our 
country. 

It is fair to ask what all this has to do with the ideology of lib- 
eralism. Joey Glimco, who Compaigne tells us had been arrested 
thirty-six times on charges from murder to extortion. and who won 
control of the Chicago Taxi Drivers Union by the use of “muscle” 
and quite frankly operated it for his own personal benefit, was a 
racketeer and a criminal. but no liberal. The “men from Detroit” 
sent into Kohler, Wisconsin, to man the picket lines and intimidate 
those who wanted to work were not liberals, nor were Jimmy Hoffa 
and John L. Lewis. Walter Reuther was a hero of the liberals and 
had many liberal credentials; but although he was a member of 
Americans for Democratic Action, on friendly terms with Mrs. 
Roosevelt and Arthur Schlesinger, Jr., and a supporter of the 
Kennedys. he was not a typical liberal either. As Campaigne showed, 
Reuther saw the labor-union movement as a means to political 
power, and for him the sole purpose of political power was to re- 
shape the country in accordance with his image of a centrally 
planned and managed society. In his background, attitudes. and 
view of the world, Reuther was a product of German social democ- 
racy. He was self-righteous and a brilliant tactician; he knew what 
he wanted, and felt that whatever means he chose to attain his ob- 
jectives were justified by his own high purpose. He knew how to use 
typical liberals, but he was far more ruthless than they were. It was 
the liberal attitude toward labor unions. rather than any active 
liberal participation in labor-union activity, that helped the unions 
gain their present position of political and economic power. As 
Richberg put it, the picture of a labor union as a weak. idealistic 
organization of downtrodden workers struggling against an oppres- 
sive concentration of property owners has assured the unions of 
sympathy and support from liberal intellectuals, but has nothing to 
do with reality; it was this attitude that has led to favorable treat- 
ment by the news media, the administration in Washington, and the 
courts. 

When Jameson Campaigne wrote our book he was editor of the 
Indianapolis Star, where he had made a name for himself by his 
courage, outspokenness, and ability to put complex issues into clear 
and understandable language. His book was based largely on ma- 
terial gathered during the 1959 investigations by the McClellan 
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Committee of the Senate, much of which, since it was dug out by 
the Republican members of the committee, never got into the ma- 
jority report; but he had many other sources as well. His book com- 
bined scholarship of a high order with the experienced newspaper- 
man’s ability to express himself clearly and precisely. 

Donald Richberg, as the lawyer of the railway unions, was largely 
responsible for drafting and getting congressional approval of the 
Railway Labor Act of 1926, which became a milestone in the his- 
tory of labor relations. He remarks that it was labor’s first attempt 
to utilize governmental power for its own positive benefit, but al- 
though labor sought power for its own benefit, it also perforce took 
into consideration the interests of management and the public. In 
later years the unions would remember the strategy of 1926 but not 
its spirit. The Railway Labor Act, he declared, marks both the point 
at which labor’s assumption of political power began, and the point 
to which it must return if it is to use that power legitimately. 

The Clayton Act of 19 14 is usually given the credit or blame, de- 
pending on the speaker, for the monopoly power of the labor unions, 
but Richberg felt that the Clayton Act, by itself and as originally 
intended by Congress, was of relatively little influence in this regard. 
It was through the Supreme Court’s interpretation of the Clayton 
Act and of the Norris-La Guardia Act of 1932, and through a series 
of subsequent decisions, that the court extended a federal exemption 
to cover virtually any union activity of any substantial importance. 
The Clayton Act, he points out, provided only an immunity from 
antitrust prosecution for organizations “lawfully” carrying out their 
“legitimate objects.” Obviously the authors of the Clayton Act and 
the Congressmen who voted for it had no expectation that the Su- 
preme Court would hold that a union engaged in a sit-down strike 
was “lawfully” carrying out its objects, nor did they expect the court 
to hold that writing contracts to monopolize the sale of electrical 
goods in New York City was a “legitimate object” of union activity. 
As Justice Robert H. Jackson in a dissenting opinion expressed it, 
“The Court permits to employees the same arbitrary dominance over 
the economic sphere they control that labor so long, so bitterly and 
so rightly asserted should belong to no man.” 

In Richberg’s opinion the “clear and present danger” of labor- 
union monopoly is the prospect of a labor government. He quotes 
the opposing lawyer of the American Federation of Labor in a case 
argued before the Supreme Court, as asserting: “The worker be- 
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comes a member of an economic society when he takes employ- 
ment. . . . The union is the organization or government of this 
society. . . . It has in a sense the powers and responsibilities of 
government. . . . We can summarize the nature of union member- 
ship as a common condition of employment in an industrial society 
by again comparing it to citizenship in a political society. Both are 
compulsory upon individuals.” Dr. Robert Ley of the Labor Front 
of National Socialist Germany could not have made the point more 
clearly or succinctly. 

For all that, the danger may be of quite a different kind. Since 
Richberg’s book was published, the growth of union power has con- 
tinued. Teachers, firemen, postal workers, and government em- 
ployees of all kinds now belong to unions and freely use the strike 
weapon against society to gain their objectives. Union membership 
is more and more generally becoming a requirement of employment. 
In spite of all this, however, it seems to me that it is not government 
by labor that may be the greatest threat to free institutions, but the 
kind of government that the reaction to excessive demands by the 
unions will bring about. The labor unions, with their featherbedding 
and excessive wage demands, contributed substantially to the 
destruction of the railroads. Thousands of young people are unem- 
ployed because of rigid, unrealistic minimum-wage laws demanded 
by unions. The teachers’ union, with the help of the educational 
bureaucracy, is destroying the public schools. Many newspapers and 
other businesses have been forced to close because of unreasonable 
demands. The list could go on and on. The three great domestic 
problems we face are interrelated: inflation, the uncontrolled power 
of the labor unions, and bureaucracy. If, with our free institutions, 
we are unable to face and surmount these three great threats to order 
and individual freedom, some form of authoritarian government is 
inevitable, and I doubt that it will be dominated by labor. 

Richberg, from the background of his enormous experience, 
makes a number of suggestions for meeting the problem of labor- 
union monopoly, but he does not think that we need to pass a “lot 
of laws.” “ It would need very little legislation,” he points out, “to 
restore the original Clayton Act limitations. For the benefit of a 
Supreme Court majority which overrules the dictionary as well as 
itself, the word ‘lawful’ could be defined so that unlawful conduct 
would not be immunized. Careful definitions could be written in the 
law explaining what are ‘legitimate objects’ of union activity. thus 
a majority instead of a minority of the Supreme Court might be in- 

144 



New Deal, United Nations, Labor Unions: A Reconsideration 

duced to hold that violations of anti-trust laws and monopolistic con- 
tracts clearly in restraint of trade are not ‘legitimate objects’ for a 
labor union to pursue.” 

How much influence these two books had in presenting a more 
balanced picture of labor-union power is hard to say. The Cam- 
paigne book was largely ignored and if reviewed at all was deni- 
grated as antilabor and one-sided. Although it is a book of 248 
pages, carefully footnoted and provided with a detailed appendix, 
Ethics called it “sketchy and intemperate.” The Virginia Kirkus 
Book Service pronounced it “hard-nosed, slow-motioned and rather 
one-eyed,” and the Library Journal suggested that “a more accurate 
title for this book would be ‘The John Birch Society Reports on 
Walter Reuther.’ ” The Richberg book, on the other hand, was 
widely reviewed and frequently commented on in news columns, 
and went into six printings. The University of Detroit Law Journal 
and the New Republic, not surprisingly, were outraged, and the New 
York Times pronounced that “the fear-ridden Richberg of 1957 is 
a dubious guide.” Some twenty years later, he seems a much less 
dubious guide than the New York Times. 

145 



RUSSELL KIRK: 
CONSERVATISM BECOMES 

A MOVEMENT 

T HE critic of his time must accept the risk of being accused of 
negativism, but he can console himself with the knowledge that 
serious criticism has its source in a definite position with its own 
standards, values, and objectives. By the 1950’s, with the work of 
such men as Albert J. Neck, T. S. Eliot, Richard Weaver, and 
Eliseo Vivas, the criticism of liberalism had grown into a substan- 
tial literature. What was lacking was a general concept that would 
bring the movement together and give it coherence and identity. It 
was the great achievement of Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind, 
published in 1953, to provide such a unifying concept. Kirk offered 
convincing evidence not only that conservatism was an honorable 
and intellectually respectable position, but also that it was an in- 
tegral part of the American tradition. It would be too much to say 
that the postwar conservative movement began with the publication 
of Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind, but it was this book that 
gave it its name, and, more important, coherence. 

When we published The Conservative Mind, Russell Kirk was an 
instructor in history at Michigan State College. He had published 
one book, Randolph of Roanoke, and numerous essays, many of 
them in English magazines. I met him through a mutual friend, 
Sidney Gair, who after his retirement as a long-time textbook trav- 
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eler for one of the large eastern publishers had become associated 
with our firm. Gair was a delightful man, courtly in his manner and 
a good conversationalist, and, confirmed conservative that he was, 
a great admirer of Paul Elmer More and Irving Babbitt. What it all 
comes down to, he used to say, is that a conservative knows that two 
plus two always, invariably, equal four, a fact of life a liberal, on 
the other hand, is not quite willing to accept. 

Returning in the early part of 1952 from a trip to some of the 
colleges in Michigan, he told me that a young friend at Michigan 
State had written a manuscript he thought I would be interested in. 
I remember his description of Russell Kirk very clearly: “. . . the 
son of a locomotive engineer, but a formidable intelligence-a bio- 
logical accident. He doesn’t say much, about as communicative as a 
turtle, but when he gets behind a typewriter, the results are most 
impressive.” A correspondence developed, and in reply to my ex- 
pression of interest in his manuscript, Kirk told me that it was on 
offer to Knopf, but that if they declined it he would send it to me. 
“There never has been a book like it,” he remarked in this letter, 
“so far as breadth of subject is concerned, whatever its vices may 
be. The subtitle is An Account of Conservative Ideas from Burke to 
Santayana.” On July 3 1, 1952, he wrote from St. Andrews, in Scot- 
land, that Knopf would be willing to publish his manuscript only if 
he would reduce it to about one-quarter of its original length, and 
that he was sending it to me. His manuscript, he said, 

. . . is my contribution to our endeavor to conserve the spiritual and 
intellectual and political tradition of our civilization; and if we are to 
rescue the modern mind, we must do it very soon. What Matthew 
Arnold called “an epoch of concentration” is impending, in any case. 
If we are to make that approaching era a time of enlightened conserva- 
tism, rather than an era of stagnant repression, we need to move with 
decision. The struggle will be decided in the minds of the rising genera- 
tion-and within that generation, substantially by the minority who 
have the gift of reason. I do not think we need much fear the decaying 
“liberalism” of the retiring generation; as Disraeli said, “Prevailing 
opinions generally are the opinions of the generation that is passing.” 
But we need to state some certitudes for the benefit of the groping new 
masters of society. More than anyone else in America you have been 
doing just this in the books you publish. 

On August 21 I acknowledged receipt of the manuscript, which 
I was anxious to read. I read most of it at a farm we owned in those 
days in the mountains of West Virginia, where we spent many happy 
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summers with our four children. My judgment has often been faulty, 
but I knew that this was an important and perhaps a great book, and 
I was determined to publish it. 

The manuscript was in beautiful shape, and could have been sent 
out for typesetting as it came in, except for the original title, “The 
Conservative Rout,” which none of us thought would do. Sidney 
Gair suggested “The Long Retreat,” which was worse, but we kept 
trying, until someone suggested “The Conservative Mind,” which 
Kirk readily accepted. We gave great care also to the design of the 
book, which I wanted to be appropriate to the dignity of its lan- 
guage and the importance of what it had to say. The jacket con- 
fidently and, as it turned out, correctly predicted that the book 
would become a landmark in contemporary thinking. In March or 
April of 1953 we sent out review copies, and because the book 
represented a major commitment on our part, we awaited the re- 
sponse with some fear and trepidation. It was not long in coming, 
and far exceeded our most optimistic expectations. 

Kirk had two great advantages in the task of presenting con- 
servatism as a tradition relevant to our time: skill in organizing a 
vast body of knowledge with which he was thoroughly familiar, and 
a distinguished literary style. He tells us in the introductory chapter 
that the purpose of the book is to review conservative ideas, ex- 
amining their validity for this perplexed age. It was not, he ex- 
plained, a history of conservative parties, but a prolonged essay in 
definition. 

What is the essence of British and American conservatism? What 
system of ideas, common to England and the United States. has sustained 
men of conservative instincts in their resistance against radical theories 
and social transformation ever since the beginning of the French Revolu- 
tion? . . . Any informed conservative is reluctant to condense profound 
and intricate intellectual systems to a few pretentious phrases. . . . Con- 
servatism is not a fixed and immutable body of dogma, and conservatives 
inherit from Burke a talent for re-expressing their convictions to fit the 
times. As a working premise, nevertheless, one can observe here that the 
essence of social conservatism is preservation of the ancient moral tradi- 
tions of humanity. 

Kirk then listed “six canons” of conservative thought, which I pre- 
sent in somewhat condensed form: 

1. Belief that a divine intent rules society as well as conscience, forging 
an eternal chain of right and duty which links great and obscure, living 
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and dead. . . . Politics is the art of apprehending and applying the 
Justice which is above nature. 
2. Affection for the proliferating variety and mystery of traditional life, 
as distinguished from the narrowing uniformity and equalitarianism and 
utilitarian aims of most radical systems. 
3. Conviction that civilized society requires orders and classes. The 
only true equality is moral equality; all other attempts at leveling lead to 
despair, if enforced by positive legislation. Society longs for leadership, 
and if a people destroy natural distinctions among men, presently Bona- 
parte fills the vacuum. 
4. Persuasion that property and freedom are inseparably connected, and 
that economic leveling is not economic progress. Separate property from 
private possession, and liberty is erased. 
5. Faith in prescription and distrust of “sophisters and calculators.” Man 
must put a control upon his will and his appetite, for conservatives know 
man to be governed more by emotion than by reason. Tradition and 
sound prejudice provide checks upon man’s anarchic impulse. 
6. Recognition that change and reform are not identical, and that inno- 
vation is a devouring conflagration more often than it is a torch of pro- 
gress. Society must alter, for slow change is the means of conservation, 
like the human body’s perpetual renewal; but Providence is the proper 
instrument for change, and the test of a statesman is his cognizance of 
the real tendency of Providential social forces. 

For Russell Kirk, the teachings of Edmund Burke comprise the 
basic principles of conservatism. So it was quite appropriate that 
in the opening chapter of The Conservative Mind, “Burke and the 
Politics of Prescription,” Kirk sets before us the principles of con- 
servatism as Burke developed them. “Edmund Burke’s conservative 
philosophy was a reply to three separate radical schools: the ra- 
tionalism of the philosophes; the romantic sentimentalism of Rous- 
seau and his disciples; and the nascent utilitarianism of Bentham.” 
But it was a philosophy derived from a deep sense of piety and a 
profound understanding of the sources of order. “Now and again,” 
Kirk tells us, “Burke praises two great virtues, the keys to private 
contentment and public peace: they are prudence and humility, the 
first pre-eminently an attainment of classical philosophy, the second 
pre-eminently a triumph of Christian discipline. Without them, man 
must be miserable; and man destitute of piety hardly can perceive 
either of these rare and blessed qualities.” 

Kirk sees Burke’s accomplishment, taken as a whole, as the defi- 
nition of a principle of order; he summarizes Burke’s position in the 
following paragraph: 
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Revelation, reason, and an assurance beyond the senses tell us that the 
Author of our being exists, and that he is Omniscient; and man and the 
state are creations of God’s beneficence. This Christian orthodoxy is the 
kernel of Burke’s philosophy. God’s purpose among men is revealed 
through the unrolling of history. How are we to know God’s mind and 
will? Through the prejudices and traditions which millenniums of human 
experience with Divine means and judgments have implanted in the 
mind of the species. And what is our purpose in this world? Not to in- 
dulge our appetites, but to render obedience to Divine ordinance. 

Russell Kirk was in his late twenties when, still a graduate stu- 
dent at St. Andrews University, he began the book, and in his early 
thirties by the time it was finished. One senses the freshness of 
discovery, the immense pleasure of a young man, searching for his 
way in a confused and confusing age, who has discovered a view 
of life that satisfies him, gives him direction, and seems to answer 
his most pressing questions. For all its maturity and sound scholar- 
ship, Kirk is able to maintain throughout the book the quality of 
discovery that is evident in the first chapter; he writes not only 
with profound knowledge of his subject, but also with the passion 
of a man who has discovered a great truth and wishes to communi- 
cate his discovery to others. It is perhaps this quality of the freshness 
of discovery that carried the day for The Conservative Mind and 
made it one of the most influential books of the postwar period. 

Having laid down, in his chapter on Burke, the basic principles 
of conservatism, Kirk proceeded to follow the development of con- 
servative ideas and their influence through such men as John 
Adams, Alexander Hamilton, Walter Scott, John Randolph of 
Roanoke, John Calhoun, James Fenimore Cooper, Macaulay, 
Tocqueville, Disraeli, and Cardinal Newman, and so down to Paul 
Elmer More, Irving Babbitt, George Santayana, and T. S. Eliot. 
To read the book again, after almost twenty-five years, was as 
rewarding as when I read it the first time in manuscript. A chapter 
that particularly impressed me at this late date of my life is “Con- 
servatism Frustrated: America, 1865-1918,” which, it seems to 
me, brings out with particular clarity and perception the still- 
unresolved contradictions, tensions, and conflicts that the rise of 
industrial society has created. 

Kirk begins his chapter on America between the Civil War and 
World War I with an account of the moral confusion of the coun- 
try in the decades immediately following the collapse of the Con- 
federacy: the South prostrate, desperately trying “to make a 
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dismembered economy stir again,” too much concerned with the 
exigencies of life to think about anything else, and the Northern 
intellect, which, he said, “practically was the New England intel- 
lect,” ill-equipped for the task of restoring values, for “splicing the 
ragged ends.” New England conservatism had always been, in 
essence, a conservatism of negation, and its recent self-righteous 
flirtation with radicalism, political abstractions, and that kind of 
fanatic equalitarianism which Garrison represented made it even 
less able to meet the needs of the day than it might otherwise have 
been. The age of “relentless economic centralization, of dull stan- 
dardization, of an insatiable devastation of natural resources,” led 
to demands for reform, and, as the phrase went, the cure for de- 
mocracy is more democracy. “If government is corrupt-why, 
make it wholly popular: and so the last third of the nineteenth 
century experiences the successful advocacy of direct democratic 
devices. The election of judges and of executive officials, the aboli- 
tion of the last exceptions to universal manhood suffrage, the 
revision of constitutions, the direct primary, the popular election 
of United States senators, presently the popular initiative and refer- 
endum and recall-these instruments of extreme democracy are 
proposed, praised, and gradually enacted.” It was the time of the 
first great strikes, which were often violent and bloody; of great 
extremes of wealth and poverty; of mass immigration; of “manifest 
destiny” and the war against Spain; of the city “bosses,” and 
clamor that government “do something.” “Jefferson’s America,” 
Kirk remarked, “is as much eclipsed as John Adams’. . . . Amer- 
ican character, individualistic, covetous, contemptuous of restraint, 
always had been stubborn clay for the keepers of tradition to 
mould into civilization. Now it threatened to become nearly an- 
archic, to slip into a ditch of spiritual atomism. What can be done? 
Lowell speculates uneasily; Godkin scourges the age in the Nation; 
the four sons of Charles Francis Adams try to fight their way into 
the thick of practical affairs, but are repulsed, and Henry and 
Brooks Adams pry bitterly into the probabilities of social destiny.” 

In the rest of this chapter Kirk described the thought and influ- 
ence of these four “keepers of tradition,” and their attempt to 
fathom the currents of their time. 

Kirk’s presentation of the response of Brooks and, particularly, 
of the enigmatic Henry Adams to their age is a virtuoso demon- 
stration of his skill in synthesizing and ordering a complex body 
of ideas and showing their sources and influence. After quoting 
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Albert J. Neck’s judgment that Henry was the most accomplished 
of all the Adams family, Kirk observes that he “is the most irritat- 
ing person in American letters-and the most provocative writer, 
and the best historian, and possibly the most penetrating critic of 
ideas. The best cure for vexation with Henry Adams is to read 
his detractors; for against his Olympian amusement at a dying 
world and his real inner modesty, their snarls and quibbles furnish 
a relief which displays Adams’ learning and wit as no amount of 
adulation could.” 

“A case might be made that Henry Adams represents the zenith 
of American civilization. Unmistakably and almost belligerently 
American, the embodiment of four generations of exceptional rec- 
titude and intelligence, [he was] very likely the best educated man 
American society has produced. . . . But the product of these 
grand gifts was a pessimism deep and unsparing as Schopenhauer’s, 
intensified by Adams’ long examination and complete rejection of 
American aspirations.” His conservatism “is the view of a man 
who sees before him a steep and terrible declivity, from which 
there can be no returning: one may have leisure to recollect past 
nobility, now and then one may perform the duty of delaying 
mankind for a moment in this descent; but the end is not to be 
averted.” By the discoveries of modem science man had released 
a jinni from the bottle, Adams thought, a jinni who would become 
his master; and the laws of thermodynamics, which teach that al- 
though the total sum of energy remains constant its usefulness is 
constantly dissipated, only increased his pessimism. “Once man 
turned from the ideal of spiritual power, the Virgin, to the ideal of 
physical power, the Dynamo, his doom was sure. The faith and 
beauty of the thirteenth century, this descendant of the Puritans 
declared, made that age the noblest epoch of mankind; he could 
imagine only one state of society worse than the rule of capitalists 
in the nineteenth century-the coming rule of the trade unions in 
the twentieth century.” 

What had happened in the short span of three generations to 
change the robust confidence of John Adams, who risked hanging 
for freedom and was a founder of a new nation, to the despair of 
his enormously gifted great-grandson? If the law of the dissipation 
of energy is valid, it has been valid since creation. Kirk’s expla- 
nation of Henry Adams’s pessimism is worth repeating, not only 
for what it says about Adams, but also for what it says about Kirk 
and his conception of conservatism: 
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Christian orthodoxy believes in an eternity which, as it is superhuman, 
is supra-terrestrial; and the real world being a world of spirit, man’s fate 
is not dependent upon the vicissitudes of this planet, but may be trans- 
lated by Divine purpose into a realm apart from our present world of 
space and time. In this certitude, Christians escape from the problem of 
degradation of energy; but Adams, however much he might revere the 
Virgin of Chartres as incarnation of the idea and as a symbol of eternal 
beauty, could not put credence in the idea of Providence. He was de- 
termined that history must be “scientific.” . . . The phase of religion 
was far nobler, to Adams’ mind, than the phase of electricity; but he felt 
himself borne irresistibly along by the wave of progress. One might rever- 
ence the Virgin, in the Electric phase; but one could not really worship. 
The blunt non-conformist piety of John Adams gave way to the doubts 
of John Quincy Adams, the humanitarianism of Charles Francis Adams. 
the despair of Henry Adams. Belief in Providence, so enduringly rooted 
in Burke’s conservatism, was lost in the vicissitudes of New England’s 
conservative thought. 

It was, as Kirk said, a swaggering half-century, and even if con- 
servatives had been able to command any substantial body of 
public opinion, they scarcely would have known what way to lead 
the nation. “By the time the First World War had ended, true 
conservatism was nearly extinct in the United States-existing only 
in little circles of stubborn men who refused to be caught up in the 
expansive lust of their epoch, or in the vague resistance to change 
still prevalent among the rural population, or, in a muddled and 
half-hearted fashion, within certain churches and colleges. Every- 
where else, change was preferred to continuity.” 

In the last three chapters of his book, Kirk considers the sit- 
uation of conservatism in the twentieth century. The last chapter, 
in the first edition, was called “The Recrudescence of Conserva- 
tism”; in the most recent edition, of 1972, this has become “Con- 
servatives’ Promise.” He treats Irving Babbitt and Paul Elmer 
More, in whom “the dismayed aloofness of Henry Adams was suc- 
ceeded by a dogged endeavor to achieve conservative moral re- 
form,” with particular understanding and sympathy. In Babbitt, 
Kirk says, “American conservatism attains maturity.” With his 
emphasis on self-discipline, on the need of the active will to rise 
above the lethargy of the senses, and in his rejection of humani- 
tarianism, Babbitt arrived at a conception of work that showed 
how great the gap was between him and his time: “It is in fact 
the quality of a man’s work that should determine his place in the 
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hierarchy that every civilized society requires.” For Babbitt, ac- 
cording to Kirk, “the only true freedom is the freedom to work.” 
Babbitt and More had much in common, but with More there is a 
different emphasis. Through all his work, Kirk believed, “runs a 
stem continuity: the insistence that for our salvation in this world 
and the other, we must look to the things of the spirit, accept the 
duality of human nature, remind ourselves that the present mo- 
ment is of small consequence in the mysterious system of being.” 
For More, Kirk said, “sin and redemption, justice and grace, were 
realities which the naturalists can ignore only at the cost of brutal- 
izing society: and after half a century of controversy, the tide ap- 
pears to be turning sharply in More’s favor.” Kirk concludes this 
discussion with the observation, “With Babbitt and More, Ameri- 
can conservative ideas experienced a reinvigoration attesting the 
coquetry of History and the mystery of Providence.” 

Kirk, thoroughgoing realist that he is, had no illusions about the 
destructive forces at work in our time and country, but. believing 
that a divine intent rules society, he did not despair. He was well 
aware that conservatives had been routed, as he put it, but equally 
so that they had not been conquered. Although much had been 
lost, much was still left, and the enemies of conservatism, whether 
they called themselves liberals, socialists, fascists. or communists, 
stand discredited by history. Kirk pointed out that the federal Con- 
stitution had endured as the most sagacious conservative document 
in political history. “Despite the disruptive forces of mass-commu- 
nication, rapid transportation, industrial standardization, a cheap 
press and other mass media . . . despite the radical effects of vul- 
garized scientific speculation and weakened private morality, de- 
spite the decay of family economy and family bonds, most men 
and women in the twentieth century still feel veneration for what 
their ancestors affirmed and built, and they express a pathetic 
eagerness to find stability in a time of flux.” Kirk ends his book 
with “Cupid’s curse against the hubris of the ruthless innovator”: 

They that do change old love for new, 
Pray gods they change for worse. 

Although I had accepted The Conservative Mind with as much 
confidence in its quality as in any book I ever published, I was not 
at all sanguine about its possible commercial success. I had been 
disappointed too many times by books I was sure had something 
important to say to be overly optimistic about The Conservative 
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Mind, and decided to limit the first printing to 3.000 copies. We 
did, however, prepare the way carefully for it, and saw that it got 
into the hands of people who might be helpful, and this time we 
were confirmed in our judgment of the book’s quality. 

The first indication that the response to it might be favorable 
was an advance notice from the somewhat unpredictable Kirkus 
Book Review Service, which was all we could have asked for and 
certainly more than I had expected: “A fine study of conservative 
thought in politics. religion, philosophy and literature from 1790 
to 1952.” This was followed by a recommendation in the Libra0 
Journal, and on the day before publication the Nenl York Times 
Book Re\lien, raised our hopes and spirits immeasurably with an 
excellent half-page review in a prominent position by Gordon Chal- 
mers. What really put it into the center of discussion, however. 
was a long, intelligent review in the July 4 issue of Time (dated 
July 6). George Washington was on the cover, and the whole 
book-review section was devoted to The Conservative Mind, which 
was mentioned as well in the news pages. The theme of the issue, 
then, seemed to be the continuity of the American conservative 
tradition. The review was not only favorable, it was the kind that 
stimulates the interest and curiosity of the reader, which is not true 
of every review? favorable or not. Sales increased immediately, 
from about one hundred copies a week to four hundred, and the 
first printing was sold out before the end of July. A second printing 
of 5,000 was delivered in August and a third before the end of 
the year. Russell Kirk, from having been a rather obscure instructor 
at what he was later to call “Behemoth U,” had become a national 
figure. 

The impact of The Conservative Mind when it first appeared in 
1953 is hard to imagine now. After the long domination of liberal- 
ism, with its adulation of the “common man,” its faith in mechanis- 
tic political solutions to all human problems, and its rejection of 
the tragic and heroic aspects of life, such phrases as “the unbought 
grace of life” and the “eternal chain of right and duty which links 
great and obscure, living and dead,” and a view of politics as “the 
art of apprehending and applying the Justice which is above na- 
ture” came like rain after a long drought. August Heckscher began 
his review in the New York Herald Tribune: “To be a conservative 
in the United States has for so long been considered identical with 
being backward. and even faintly alien, that Mr. Kirk’s proud 
justification of the term is tc be welcomed.” Harrison Smith, in a 
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syndicated review that appeared in many papers, including the 
Washington Post, welcomed the book with the words, “Thoughtful 
Americans concerned with the rapidity with which totalitarian 
theories and revolutions are spreading over a large part of the 
world should read Russell Kirk’s landmark in contemporary think- 
ing.” There was a most favorable and effective review in Fortune, 
and Partisan Review discussed the book at length in two separate 
issues. A long essay about The Conservative Mind by John Crowe 
Ransom appeared in the Kenyon Review and was later reprinted 
in a collection of his essays, and another, in part a reply to Ran- 
some, by Brainard Cheney in the Sewanee Review. It was reviewed 
in the Times Literary Supplement, and both Go10 Mann and Wil- 
helm Roepke wrote extended essays about it in German publica- 
tions. The post-World War II conservative movement had attained 
intellectual respectability and an identity, and was on its way. 

For the review in Time we are indebted to Whittaker Chambers. 
I had first met Chambers in 1952, when he was given an honorary 
degree by Mount Mary College in Milwaukee. Hearing that he was 
in Milwaukee, I called to ask if I might see him. I did this, I must 
say, with some hesitation, since I was reluctant to intrude on his 
privacy, and was therefore all the more pleased when he told me 
that he would be delighted to see me, and to come along at once. 
He was with his wife, Esther, who had made her own contribution 
to his achievement and firmness under fire, and who for all her 
gentleness and charm of manner had character and resolution of 
steel. The admiration I had felt for him ever since reading Witness 
quickly developed into warm friendship. I have the most pleasant 
memory of visits to the Chamberses at their Maryland farm, and 
corresponded with him to the end of his life. I had spoken to him 
about The Conservative Mind soon after having read it, and sent 
him a set of proofs as soon as they became available. His response 
was the following letter, dated June 26, 1953: 

I wrote Roy Alexander, the editor of Time, recently, to say I thought 
that Russell Kirk’s book was one of the most important that was likely 
to appear in some time, and to suggest that Time might well &vote its 
entire Books section to a review of it. Since you can never count on 
journalists being able to count above two, I also told Time why 1 thought 
the Conservative Mind important, what it was and did. 

Yesterday, Roy telephoned to say that Time agreed and that its whole 
forthcoming Books section will be devoted to Kirk’s book. It will be 
the July 4 issue with G. Washington on the cover. So I am able at last 
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to do something in a small way, for you who have done so much for us- 
and to do something for Kirk’s book, which you and I both would agree 
is the big thing. Incidentally, this shows that simply by picking up a pen, 
things can be done if we have the will to overcome inertia. 

I can make no claim that I ever did anything for Whittaker 
Chambers beyond offering him my friendship; I felt more than 
repaid by the return of his. He was one of the great men of our 
time, and by assuming the terrible burden of being, as he expressed 
it, an involuntary witness to God’s grace and to the fortifying 
power of faith, he put all of us immeasurably in his debt. 

The sense of exultation we felt when the advance copies of the 
Time review came in is still very clear in my memory. Sidney Gair 
was in a state bordering on ecstasy. “Just look,” he said, “pictures 
of Paul Elmer More and Irving Babbitt in Time magazine, and all 
because you decided to go into the publishing business! If you had 
gone into oil instead, and had struck five gushers in a row, it 
wouldn’t have given you a fraction of the satisfaction you feel 
now.” I readily admitted that this was true, but mentally observed 
that the proceeds from only one oil well would have been most 
welcome at the moment to pay some bills, which. as always, were 
rather pressing-a circumstance that helped to keep my pride and 
sense of achievement within bounds. 

Not all the reviews were favorable, of course, and neither Har- 
per’s nor the Atlantic could find space to review the book at all. 
Peter Gay, of Columbia University, ended his review in the Polit- 
ical Science Quarterly with the observation: “In trying to confute 
Lionel Trilling’s position (that American conservatives have no 
philosophy and express themselves only in action or irritable men- 
tal gestures) Kirk has only confirmed it.” Stuart Garry Brown 
reviewed the book in Ethics, a quarterly published by the Univer- 
sity of Chicago and was not at all impressed. He reviewed Scott 
Buchanan’s Essays in Politics at the same time, and called it much 
the better book. (He quotes with apparent approval a remark of 
Buchanan’s to the effect that the Soviet Union is a “province of 
the democratic empire.“) Norman Thomas, in the United Nations 
World (August, 1953), concluded a long and wordy review with 
the remark, “What he has given us is an eloquent bit of special 
pleading which is, in part, a false, and, in sum total, a dangerously 
inadequate, philosophy for our time.” 

On the other hand, Clinton Rossiter, in the American Political 
Science Review, asserted that Kirk’s “scholarship is manifestly of 
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the highest order,” and concluded: “Certainly the so-called ‘new 
conservatism’ of the postwar period takes on new substance and 
meaning with the publication of this splendid book.” L. P. Curtis 
reviewed The Conservative Mind together with Richard Pares’s 
King George II and the Politicians in the Yale Review, and de- 
clared, “This eloquent and confident book should hearten present 
conservatives and open the eyes of many of them to the splendor 
of their moral heritage . . . in spite of shortcomings Kirk fulfills 
one of the higher aims of the historian: he teaches us a way of 
life, and one, moreover, that is tried in experience and sprung from 
our condition.” 

The acceptance of “conservatism” as the description of the grow- 
ing movement of opposition to the rule of liberalism was not auto- 
matic or without strenuous opposition. Both Frank S. Meyer, who 
eventually became one of the acknowledged leaders of the con- 
servative movement, and F. A. Hayek, who did as much as any 
other single person to give direction and a sound footing to the 
movement in opposition to the planned economy, wrote vigorously 
against conservatism as a description of their position. Hayek pre- 
fers to be known as an “Old Whig,” a label requiring a prolonged 
explanation that probably convinces everyone who reads it except 
Hayek himself that he really is, at heart, a conservative. 

Frank Meyer’s attack on the “New Conservatism,” as he called 
it, appeared in the July, 1955, issue of the Freeman and had the 
ominous title “Collectivism Rebaptized.” He began by acknowl- 
edging that the emergence of the New Conservatism could be 
accurately correlated with, and was indeed precipitated by, The 
Conservative Mind. But he argued with his usual vehemence and 
confidence that Kirk’s position, and that of the new conservatives 
in general, was rhetorical and without clear and distinct principle. 
Because Kirk “presents himself and his belief always rhetorically, 
never on a reasoned basis, he can succeed in establishing the im- 
pression that he has a strong and coherent outlook without ever 
taking a systematic and consistent position.” 

Meyer was particularly sharp in his criticism of Kirk’s rejection 
of individualism. For Meyer, all value resides in the individual; all 
social institutions derive their value and their very being from 
individuals and are justified only to the extent that they serve the 
need of individuals. Although he did eventually call himself a con- 
servative, Meyer always differentiated his position from the New 
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Conservatism, primarily on the basis of his conception of the indi- 
vidual and what he took Kirk’s position in this respect to be. 

Hayek’s rejection of conservatism was first given in the form of 
a paper at a meeting of the Mont PC&in Society, an international 
organization of economists who may be called liberal in the tradi- 
tional sense, and others who share their concern for the free 
society. The first meeting of the society took place in Switzerland 
in April, 1947; ever since, its annual meetings, which are usually 
held in September, have provided an opportunity for the consider- 
ation on the highest level of contemporary problems and issues. 
Hayek is the founder of the society, and was still its president when 
he gave his paper “Why I Am Not a Conservative,” at the 1957 
meeting. Although neither The Conservative Mind nor Russell 
Kirk was specifically mentioned in the paper, it was obviously in- 
spired by the success of Kirk’s book and the influential position 
the ideas it set forth had attained. This is attested to by the fact 
that Kirk was invited to defend his position immediately afterward, 
which he did extemporaneously, without notes of any kind, and 
with great brilliance and effect. The encounter in an elegant Swiss 
hotel before a distinguished international audience between one of 
the most respected economists of his time, who had been honored 
by professorships at the universities of Vienna, London, and Chi- 
cago, and the young writer from Mecosta. Michigan, was a dra- 
matic and memorable occasion. As a rather biased witness. I would 
not be prepared to say that the young man from Mecosta came out 
second best. 

Hayek’s rejection of conservatism, as a noun rather than a con- 
cept, may well have been unconsciously influenced by the fact that 
in the Austria in which he reached maturity, conservatism was 
identified with the House of Habsburg and clerical Catholicism. In 
his explanation of why he is not a conservative, however, Hayek 
undertook to base his argument on strictly rational grounds: but 
it was an argument carried through without the coherence or un- 
remitting logic one associates with him. Conservatism, he argued, 
is reactionary; it may be against what all of us are against- 
collectivism or socialism-but by its very nature it cannot offer 
an alternative. Guided as they are, he said, by the belief that the 
truth must lie somewhere between extremes, conservatives have 
shifted their position every time a more extreme position appears 
on either wing. In consequence, the conservative lacks principle, 
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and is essentially an opportunist. In saying that the conservative 
lacks principle, Hayek meant that he has no political principles 
that enable him to work with people whose moral values differ 
from his own for a political order in which both can obey their 
convictions. From this assertion Hayek goes on to says that “to the 
liberal neither moral nor religious ideals are proper objects of 
coercion, whereas both conservatives and socialists recognize no 
such limits.” Finally, he tells us that one of the fundamental traits 
of the conservative attitude is a fear of change, a timid distrust of 
the new as such, but that the liberal position is based on courage 
and confidence, on a preparedness to let change run its course 
even if we cannot predict where it will lead. 

Conservatism, as Kirk has repeatedly pointed out, is not an 
ideology or a fixed body of dogma; it can much better be described 
as an attitude, as a way of viewing the world that includes a will- 
ingness to come to terms with the realities of the human condition 
and to accept and to pass on the order of being as it has come 
down to us. It begins, as Kirk put it, with the premise that we 
must be obedient to a transcendent order. As for the assertion that 
conservatives lack principle, one need only point to some of the 
great representative conservatives, such as John Adams and the 
others who framed the Constitution. Hayek took conservatives to 
task for their fear of change, but if we have learned nothing else 
from the history of the last one hundred years, we should have 
learned that a skeptical view of change is highly desirable. As 
Kirk said, “innovation is a devouring conflagration more often 
than it is a torch of progress.” As ironical as it may sound, it is 
quite possible that Hayek’s resistance to conservatism was nothing 
more than resistance to change. The conservatism described by 
Kirk came to Hayek, with the heritage of the Austro-Hungarian 
monarchy behind him, as a new concept, and conservative at heart 
that he really is, he is not willing to accept it without a struggle. 

He argued that by its very nature conservatism cannot offer an 
alternative to socialism. But why should it? Why should an Amer- 
ican conservative, with the free and incredibly successful society 
behind him made possible by the American tradition and the U.S. 
Constitution, feel any compulsion to offer an alternative to social- 
ism, a concept of government and society not only completely 
contrary to human nature, but also utterly discredited by expel+- 
ence? As for the criticism that conservatism fails to recognize that 
moral and religious ideas are not proper objects of coercion, has 
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not the present age of licentiousness taught us the contrary? A 
society has the right to protect itself from those who would destroy 
the moral principles on which it rests, as well as from those who 
would destroy it physically. 

By his tireless, unselfish, and effective devotion to the cause of 
the free society, Frank Meyer earned the right to nourish an aber- 
ration or two, one of which was his infatuation with individualism. 
In a sense so broad as to become meaningless, it is true that all 
social institutions derive their value from individuals, but which 
individuals? A society is more than the individuals who momen- 
tarily make it up; its character and quality are also determined by 
its history, its traditions, its symbols, its myths, and all the other 
things composing that “eternal chain of right and duty which links 
great and obscure, living and dead.” The South is different from 
the North not so much because those now living in the South are 
different, as because it has had a different experience, just as Ger- 
man or Austrian society is different from French or English society. 
To say these things is to view reality as it is, and its consequences 
as they must be. 

We published five further books by Russell Kirk, one, Randolph 
of Roanoke, a revised edition of a book first published in 1951 by 
the University of Chicago Press, and another, Beyond the Dreams 
of Avarice, a collection of essays, most of which, in somewhat dif- 
ferent form, had appeared in various English and American peri- 
odicals. The other three were original works, and to some extent 
at least were written with encouragement and stimulation from 
our firm, an act of secondary creativity that is one of the proper 
functions of a publisher. 

The reader of Beyond the Dreams of Avarice will soon discover 
that Kirk is a master of the essay form. Whether he writes on 
censorship. social boredom, liberalism, the island of Eigg in the 
Hebrides, or Wyndham Lewis, Kirk’s sense of history, his skill in 
illuminating a contemporary subject from the perspective of the 
past, and his spacious style give his essays a quality all their own. 
A most appreciative review in the Net+> Yorker ended with the com- 
ment, “As a critical tool in the hands of a writer as adept as 
Russell Kirk, conservatism has a sharp cutting edge indeed.” 

The three that were entirely original with us were A Program 
for Conservatives, Academic Freedom, and The American Cause, 
the first two published in 1955, and the last in 1957. 
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A Program for Conservatives was in a way a continuation of 
The Conservative Mind, In it Kirk undertook to apply to the con- 
temporary situation the principles he had described in his earlier 
book. The critical response was almost as extensive as that brought 
forth by The Conservative Mind, but more varied. James Burnham, 
in the Annals of the American Academy, concluded a most favor- 
able review: “He is not only reviving the conservative tradition, but 
he is rescuing it: both from sterile reactionaries who have degraded 
it, and from verbalists who . . . are trying to hitch a ride on the 
shifting Zeitgeist.” Though not wholly uncritical, Raymond English, 
in the New York Times, called this book necessary and most wel- 
come. Perhaps the most remarkable review was that in the socialist 
New Leader, by James Rorty, who ended a two-page. serious dis- 
cussion of the issues Kirk raised by asserting that what he had done 
was to give us the most systematic, eloquent, and persuasive general 
statement of the conservative position that had appeared in print. 

There were also voices of dissent. The review in Partisan Review 
was headed “The Conservatism of Despair,” the Progressive pre- 
dictably felt that the book represented the worst aspects of the “con- 
servative recrudescence,” and Commonweal called it sterile. A long 
review in Harper’s was headed “Backward, Turn Backward,” and 
accused Kirk of “utopianism,” but granted that he raised the gravest 
questions, had real moral fervor, and was far better educated and 
more literate than most contemporary writers on politics and so- 
ciety. From all this it is evident that, having started the discussion, 
Kirk was well able to keep it going, and on his own terms. 

Of these three books, the one that represented the most original 
contribution to thoughtful opinion and had the greatest influence 
was probably Academic Freedom. This was written in response to 
what the author felt was a widespread misuse and misunderstanding 
of a concept he considered vital to the well-being of the university 
and therefore of society as a whole. The somewhat flamboyant 
rhetoric of the late senator from Wisconsin, Joseph McCarthy, and 
even more a sense of guilt and inadequacy on the part of certain 
members of the academic community, had led to a state of mind 
bordering on hysteria. We were solemnly assured that a professor 
who would dare to drive a foreign car or assign a work of Thomas 
Jefferson to his classes was in danger of instant dismissal. When 
McCarthy recommended that certain books critical of American 
institutions in the libraries maintained in foreign countries by the 
U.S. government be removed, the cry of “book burning” was heard 
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throughout the land, and the American Library Association, with 
great fanfare, responded with a manifesto. “The Freedom to Read.” 
The words “academic freedom” were invoked like an incantation. 

In all this welter of claim and counterclaim, Kirk felt that the real 
meaning of academic freedom was in danger of being lost. In his 
view academic freedom “belongs to that category of rights called 
‘natural rights,’ and is expressed in custom, not in statute,” which 
makes its proper understanding, particularly by those who claim its 
privilege. all the more necessary. Academic freedom does not mean 
“complete autonomy for teachers, or the licentious toleration of a 
bewildering congeries of private fancies,” nor is it “freedom simply 
for the masters of educational institutions to enforce their opinions 
upon the teachers.” It is a special kind of freedom. which arose from 
the realization that the protection it afforded was necessary if the 
university was to fulfill its high moral and intellectual purpose, and 
will survive only so long as the university remains true to such 
purpose. 

Since, for Kirk, academic freedom derives its sanction from the 
purpose of the university, what does he consider that purpose to be? 
His book ends with the following paragraph, which deserves a 
place among the classic expressions of the aims of education: 

To what truths, then, ought the Academy to be dedicated? To the 
proposition that the end of education is the elevation of the reason of 
the human person, for the human person’s own sake. To the proposition 
that the higher imagination is better than the sensate triumph. To the 
proposition that the fear of God, and not the mastery over man and 
nature, is the object of learning. To the proposition that quality is worth 
more than quantity. To the proposition that justice takes precedence 
over power. To the proposition that order is more lovable than ego- 
ism. To the proposition that to believe all things. if the choice must be 
made, is nobler than to doubt all things. To the proposition that honor 
outweighs success. To the proposition that tolerance is wiser than ide- 
ology. To the proposition, Socratic and Christian, that the unexamined 
life is not worth living. If the Academy holds by these propositions, not 
all the forces of Caesar can break down its walls; but if the Academy is 
bent upon sneering at everything in heaven and earth. or upon reform- 
ing itself after the model of the market-place, not all the eloquence of 
the prophets can save it. 

The critical response to Academic Freedom was extensive, and 
mostly of the kind one hopes for but does not often experience in 
the case of a serious work on an important subject. The book was 
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reviewed at considerable length, and although not without some 
difference of opinion, most positively in the New York Times, by 
Roswell G. Ham, who called it a “brilliant and exciting study,” 
whereas William F. Buckley, Jr., found himself joining hands with 
the Nation in completely rejecting it. Buckley’s review, in the Free- 
man, was headed “Essay in Confusion,” and asserted “Dr. Kirk’s 
book on academic freedom has something in it for everybody. . . . 
But no one could conceivably refer to this book as a reasoned state- 
ment of a coherent position on academic freedom.” 

One of the most useful, conscientious, and thoughtful reviews was 
that by Paul Pickrel in Commentary. Pickrel said that although he 
was finally unconvinced by Kirk’s historical account of academic 
freedom, and regarded his philosophical position as too narrow and 
doctrinaire, he believed it made a major contribution to the discus- 
sion of academic freedom in this country. 

The last book we published by Russell Kirk, The American 
Cause, was written following the disclosure of the dismal perfor- 
mance of many Americans while prisoners of the Communists in 
North Korea. The lack of any sense of loyalty, of awareness of 
what their country stands for, of its traditions, history, and achieve- 
ment, even of the will to survive, came as a great shock and dem- 
onstrated that something was seriously wrong with a system of ed- 
ucation which had produced such people. To correct this situation, 
to whatever extent one small book can, was the purpose of The 
American Cause. That it served its purpose is suggested by the fact 
that it has been widely read, and, after twenty years, is still in print. 
Reviewing it in Commonweal Thomas Molnar remarked that it 
combined the great qualities of the philosopher’s grasp of ideas and 
the pamphleteer’s singleness of purpose. 

As I mentioned earlier, Russell Kirk was an instructor of history 
at Michigan State College when we published The Conservative 
Mind. What is now Michigan State University is one of those vast 
educational conglomerates that have developed in consequence of 
the widely held belief that if a college education is useful and helpful 
to some, justice and the principles of democracy demand that it be 
made available to all. Courses are offered, as Kirk often remarked, 
in everything from medieval philosophy to elementary and advanced 
fly casting, and its chief function, in his opinion, is to deprive the 
young people who pour through its gates of whatever prejudices and 
moral principles they bring with them, and send them out into the 
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world again having given them nothing in return in the way of prin- 
ciples or understanding to help them come to terms with the realities 
of life. 

Not long after the publication of The Conservative Mind Kirk 
resigned his position at Michigan State, using the occasion to get 
off a great blast at President John Hanna as well as the whole con- 
cept of such an institution as Michigan State. When he told me 
of his intention to do this, I urged him to reconsider, pointing out 
the advantages of a relatively secure academic position, with its 
monthly check. as opposed to the uncertainties of living as a writer 
and lecturer, to say nothing of the retributions there might be from 
the academic establishment. To this he replied in his characteristic 
fashion in a letter dated October 12, 1953: 

Poverty never bothered me; I can live on four hundred dollars cash per 
annum, if I must; time to think, and freedom of action, are much more 
important to me at present than any possible economic advantage. I 
have always had to make my own way, opposed rather than aided by 
the times and the men who run matters for us; and I don’t mind con- 
tinuing to do so. 

Make his own way he did: we can truthfully say that Russell 
Kirk has become one of the most influential figures of our time. We 
listen to him because he speaks with the inner authority of a man 
who has thought deeply about what he says, means it, and is willing 
to put himself on the line for it. 

He has chosen to live in Mecosta, the small town in northern 
Michigan where he spent many happy summers as a boy, in a region 
of small lakes, sand hills, and the stumps of the great pines that once 
covered the area. The house of his great-grandfather, where he 
lived as a bachelor, burned to the ground, ghosts and all, on Ash 
Wednesday, 1975; but the large, solid, square brick house, sur- 
mounted by a cupola rescued from a demolished public building, 
which was nearly finished at the time of the fire, provides ample 
room for his charming, down-to-earth, energetic wife and their four 
daughters, and for numerous visitors. Appropriately, as the home 
of its most prominent citizen, it dominates the village. A former 
woodworking shop about a quarter of a mile away has been con- 
verted into a study, and there, surrounded by the books accumu- 
lated during thirty years of disciplined study, he does his work. A 
student or protCgC is usually in residence, and groups of students 
arrive during holidays for study and discussion. The rather remote, 
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obscure village of Mecosta has become an important intellectual 
center, and doubtless has more positive influence in the world of 
ideas than the huge university Kirk abandoned in its favor. 

One of the most remarkable aspects of Kirk’s career has been its 
uninterrupted consistency. In a disorderly age he has tirelessly and 
eloquently made clear the necessity and sources of order. Against 
the false prophets who proclaim that all values are relative and de- 
rive from will and desire, he shows their immutability. And to those 
who believe that man is capable of all things, he teaches humility, 
and that the beginning of wisdom is respect for creation and the 
order of being. 
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PATRICK, FELIX MORLEY, JAMES BURNHAM, 

FRANK S. MEYER, AMONG OTHERS 

A LTHOUGH the success of Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind 
had given the growing revolt against liberalism a name and a de- 
gree of focus, it did not yet deserve to be called a movement. No one 
had greater influence on this development than William F. Buckley, 
Jr. Through his books, articles, and public appearances, his news- 
paper column and his magazine National Review, but perhaps most 
of all by his manner and personality, he came to symbolize the con- 
servative movement. It is worth remarking, however, that in God 
and Man at Yale the word conservative is hardly used: Buckley 
then described his position as “individualist.” Now it would be 
difficult to conceive of the conservative movement without Bill 
Buckley. He has not only served ever since as an inspiration and a 
rallying point, particularly to student generations; he has given it a 
style and rhetoric of its own, and has done more than anyone else 
to reconcile potentially conflicting viewpoints into a coherent in- 
tellectual force. 

It was Frank Hanighen who told me that a recent Yale graduate 
was working on a manuscript I should by all means have a look at, 
and it was at the suggestion of Frank Chodorov that I asked Buckley 
if we might consider his manuscript for publication. That first letter 
was dated April 26, 195 1. On May 7 he wrote to’say the manuscript 
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was on its way. No long time was needed to make up our minds that 
this was a book we very much wanted to publish, as I wrote to 
Buckley on May 14. The only problem in working out the contract 
was timing: Buckley was most insistent that the book be published 
the following fall, which meant having page proofs no later than 
July, then only two months away. The reason for his urgency was 
compelling: the following fall, with great pomp and ceremony, Yale 
would be celebrating the 250th anniversary of its founding. The 
book was published October 15, and, as soon became apparent, the 
timing was perfect. 

The thesis of God and Man at Yule is clear, unequivocal, and 
easily stated. Buckley argues that Yale represents itself as a great 
educational institution dedicated to upholding and handing on the 
basic values and traditions of American society, essentially Christian 
and individualist as opposed to collectivist, and that it derives its 
support on that basis. Instead, in its teaching and by its example, 
Yale was inculcating values that were contrary to the teachings of 
Christianity, and in the areas of public policy were essentially col- 
lectivist. As for academic freedom, it had become nothing more 
than a “handy slogan that is constantly used to bludgeon into im- 
potence numberless citizens who waste away with frustration as 
they view in their children and their children’s children the results 
of laissez-faire education.” 

Buckley supports his argument with examples of the attitudes 
of influential teachers and the contents of textbooks and courses and 
by describing the impact of a Yale education, as experienced by a 
recent graduate, with strong convictions of his own, who was well 
aware of what went on about him. He ends his book with a plea to 
the alumni to assert themselves, to demand as the price of their sup- 
port that Yale represent the spiritual and moral values for which it 
claims to stand and in which the alumni themselves--or so Buckley 
thought-believed. Such a book was a great challenge both to Yale 
and to the reigning orthodoxy of liberalism. For a young man to 
throw such a challenge at one of the most strongly entrenched, self- 
satisfied, and influential groups in the country required courage and 
conviction. The fact that he survived is evidence not only of his 
strength of character, but also of the essential correctness of his 
position. 

The response of the academic community to the book was in- 
stantaneous, and violent to the point of irrationality. The first great 
blast came from McGeorge Bundy, a Yale graduate who at the time 
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was associate professor of government at Harvard. His review in 
the Atlantic Monthly can be said to have established the tone of the 
“official” response to the book. Bundy found it “dishonest in its use 
of facts, false in its theory, and a discredit to its author.” A re- 
joinder from Buckley appeared in the December, 1951, issue of 
the Atlantic, along with a reply from Bundy, which began: “When 
I sat down to review Mr. Buckley’s book, I was somewhat con- 
cerned lest my readers refuse to believe that so violent, unbalanced, 
and twisted a young man really existed.” Theodore M. Greene, 
Professor of Philosophy at Yale, from whom one might have ex- 
pected something better, began a long critique of the book in the 
Yule News with the observation: “Mr. Buckley has done Yale a 
great service, and he may do the cause of liberal education an even 
greater service, by stating the fascist alternative to liberalism so 
clearly that we can all see it for what it is.” In the same issue of the 
Yule News, John Perry Miller, Professor of Economics, was only 
slightly more temperate than Greene. “The crux of Buckley’s tract,” 
his comments began, “is an authoritarian theory of university educa- 
tion which denies all the basic concepts of the university in a free 
society. Incidental to this theory, he presents a picture of religious 
and economic education at Yale which is warped and distorted be- 
yond recognition and scurrilous and boorish in its reference to 
individuals.” 

In fairness to Yale and the academic profession, it must be said 
that not all academics became so hysterical as Professors Bundy and 
Greene. William K. Wimsatt, Jr., of the Yale English department, 
observed : “The section on religion I do not find startling. The 
voices of militant scepticism at Yale have always sounded to me far 
louder than those of evangelism. Despite the genuine religious and 
moral outlook of many individual members of the faculty, the pre- 
vailing secularism of the university is palpable. I agree with Mr. 
Buckley that a good deal of superstition currently attaches to the 
term ‘academic freedom.’ The freedom of a citizen never has been 
and never can be complete- unless in a society about to dissolve. 
And the scholar-teacher does not escape being a citizen. . . . A 
professor’s political freedom can surely be no wider than anybody 
else’s, and his responsibility is surely somewhat heavier than that 
of many others.” Felix Morley, in a long review in Burron’s, com- 
mented, “. . . his well-reasoned and well-supported argument must 
be taken seriously. . . . Mr. Buckley makes a case against current 
college instruction that cannot go unanswered.” And Peter Viereck, 
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in a not uncritical review in the New York Times, wrote: “As gadfly 
against the smug Comrade Blimps of the left, this important, symp- 
tomatic, and widely hailed book is a necessary counterbalance.” 

No book in the past generation has aroused more discussion and 
controversy, been more passionately condemned or more widely 
reviewed and commented on, than God and Man at Yule. It was an 
instant success, appeared on best-seller lists for weeks, and went 
through many printings. We had planned an extensive advertising 
and promotional campaign, and to help get the book noticed in 
New York had hired a bright and efficient lady, amusingly enough 
from the socialist New Leader. But all that was unnecessary-the 
vehemence of the response of the liberal establishment assured the 
book’s success, and in William F. Buckley, Jr., we had an author 
whose talents for debate and for provoking his antagonists were of 
inestimable value. 

We have come a long way since McGeorge Bundy characterized 
William F. Buckley, Jr., as being “violent, unbalanced, and twisted” 
for having pointed out a situation that subsequent events have made 
obvious. In spite of the storm it aroused, the immediate impact of 
Buckley’s book, at least on Yale, was probably slight. As Bundy 
confidently predicted they would, Yale alumni contributed more 
to their university the year after publication than they ever had be- 
fore. The great question the Buckley book raised, however, still 
remains unanswered, and asking it may well have been its greatest 
service. If those entrusted with interpreting and handing on what 
Eliseo Vivas has called the sustaining intellectual and moral struc- 
tures of civilization instead disparage and subvert them, where are 
we to turn? 

To have been the publisher of such a book was deeply satisfying. 
Not only was God and Man at Yule a great success; it made a con- 
structive contribution to the intellectual ferment of the time, and I 
felt that I had played a small part in launching the career of a man 
who has since attained a position of great influence. But the book 
had one unforeseen consequence, and to explain what happened I 
must turn back briefly to the early days of the Henry Begnery 
Company. 

Not long after its incorporation, while I still had my office above 
a drugstore in Hinsdale, I had a call from someone connected with 
the Great Books Foundation who asked if I would be interested 
in publishing the books used in the program. In those years before 
the “paperback revolution” it was difficult to find appropriate edi- 
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tions of most of the books participants in this adult-education 
project were expected to read, and then discuss at meetings directed 
by a “leader.” The Foundation had itself prepared paperback edi- 
tions of the eighteen works used in the first year, and had attempted 
to produce offset editions of some of the books used later that were 
particularly hard to find. But it did not have the capital, staff, or 
facilities to produce, store, and ship its own books; and it came to 
me with its problems after having first approached the University 
of Chicago Press. with discouraging consequences. 

I myself had confidence in the idea and the people behind it, and 
saw an opportunity to acquire virtually overnight a solid list of 
books for which there would be a continuing demand-the nucleus 
of a “backlist,” which is the basis of continuing success for any pub- 
lishing house. After much discussion the Henry Regnery Company 
entered into an agreement in June, 1949, to publish the seventy-two 
books used in the first four years of the Great Books program. In 
1951 we arranged to add the books used in the fifth year of the 
program. Although we lost money on the venture for the first two 
years, I was optimistic about it, and felt that it would become a 
substantial part of our business. The number of those participating 
in the program was growing, and we were developing a considerable 
sale of individual copies. particularly in the college bookstores. Our 
relations with the Foundation were also satisfactory. Its president 
during the early part of the association-Wilbur C. Munnecke, who 
had been a vice-president of the University of Chicago-was an 
excellent administrator and was always fair and open in his dealings 
with us. But his successor, though well meaning, was in my view 
incompetent and arrogant. And with the publication of God and 
Man at Yule we ran into serious troubles with the Foundation. 

A few weeks after Buckley’s book appeared, a friend of mine 
from another city came to my office late one afternoon directly 
from a meeting of the directors of the Foundation, of whom he was 
one. He told me that another of the directors, who was particularly 
influential, had been deeply angered by Buckley’s book and insisted 
that the association between the Foundation and the Henry Regnery 
Company be terminated forthwith. Furthermore, he was now in a 
position to dispense with our services: Robert M. Hutchins had re- 
cently become head of the Ford Foundation, and support could be 
expected from it or from one of its subsidiaries. 

Within a day or two Charles F. Strubbe, a lawyer by training who 
was now president of the Great Books Foundation, came to my 
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office and bluntly told me that the Foundation could indeed dis- 
pense with our services, and wished to break off the relationship. 
When I protested that we had a contract, he replied that any con- 
tract can be broken, that litigation would be protracted and costly, 
and that we would be much better off in the long run to let them 
buy us out and be done with it. When I pressed for reasons for this 
abrupt change in attitude, he remarked that our books were one- 
sided and that this was causing the Foundation embarrassment. He 
did not mention the Buckley book and of course I did not indicate 
that I was aware of what had gone on in the recent directors’ meet- 
ing. When I pressed for a more specific description of what he 
meant by one-sided, he was evasive, reiterating only that our books 
were causing the Foundation embarrassment, that some of the di- 
rectors were afraid this would hurt the program, and that our rela- 
tionship would have to end. 

The prospect was a serious matter for us. We had invested a sub- 
stantial part of our capital and our corporate efforts in the project, 
and by now almost one-half of our total sales was accounted for by 
the paper-bound books we had published for the Foundation. On 
December 10, following numerous discussions with Strubbe and 
others connected with the Foundation, I wrote a long letter pro- 
posing an arrangement that would remove our name from the books 
used in the program, and eliminate the privilege of our selling sets 
of the books in bookstores, but still leave us with something. Under 
the terms of the contract, I pointed out, we had paid the Foundation 
more than $40,000 in royalties: in addition, the Foundation had 
enjoyed a substantial profit from the sale of the sets we had supplied 
to them, at no risk whatever to them and without the investment of 
a penny on their part. 

Concerning any embarrassment caused to the Foundation by 
some of the books on our list, I remarked that although I had pub- 
lished a number that were undeniably controversial, I had published 
none that any reasonable person could consider detrimental to pub- 
lic morals, or that was in bad taste or dishonest. I said I felt sure 
our list compared favorably with that of any publisher in the United 
States. 

All this was to no avail. The director who determined the policy 
of the Foundation wanted nothing to do with a publisher who would 
bring out such a book as God and Man at Yale, and with the re- 
sources of the Ford Foundation behind him he had no hesitation 
in breaking their contract with us. It was finally agreed that they 
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would pay us $50,411 for our plates, which had cost us more than 
$65,000 (allowing nothing for proofreading or overhead), and the 
regular price, less an allowance for shipping and selling expenses, 
for our inventory of books packed in sets. We recovered our original 
cash investment, but were paid nothing for the value of the business 
we had built up, for the risk we had taken. or for the services we had 
performed for the Great Books Foundation. 

It was a costly experience, but besides being educational, it 
showed me that there was a substantial market for good paperback 
editions of the classics, especially in college bookstores, and for a 
number of other titles in steady demand. As a result, we started 
our own series of quality paperbacks, Gateway Editions. Ironically 
enough, considering our reputation at that time, one of the best 
sellers in the series for years was the Communist Manifesto, which 
we would probably never have published at all if it had not been on 
the list of Great Books. In due course, Gateway Editions became 
a mainstay of the firm. 

As for the association with Bill Buckley, it has been greatly 
rewarding, Our friendship has had its ups and downs, as seems 
often the case in the rather difficult relationship between author 
and publisher, but we published with great success another of his 
books, McCarthy and His Enemies, which he wrote with Brent 
Bozell. And we are still on good terms. Buckley was probably 
more sensitive to criticism in those days than he has since become, 
and was quick to fire off letters in reply to his critics, some of 
which I tried, without success, to induce him to tone down. When 
I sent a copy of God and Man at Yule to T. S. Eliot, I was dis- 
appointed that he did not think that it was suitable for publication 
in England by Faber & Faber, but was gratified to have him say, 
in his letter of reply, “Thank you . . . for sending me Mr. Buck- 
ley’s book, which interested me very much. While I thought that 
he made one or two serious mistakes of strategy, I am glad to hear 
that it has attracted so much attention.” Buckley, however, was 
incensed, and in a letter to me commented, “I am astounded and 
disappointed by the superficiality of T. S. Eliot’s remarks about 
my book.” I had expected him to be pleased that Eliot had read 
the book at all and taken the time to say something about it, but 
Buckley was a young man then, and his first book was, quite prop- 
erly, a matter of the utmost seriousness. 

We published McCarthy and His Enemies in 1954. It was as 
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perfectly timed as God and Man at Yule. The McCarthy episode, 
one of those overblown American phenomena that the communi- 
cations apparatus periodically produces, had reached its climax. 
The liberal press would have had us believe, and would have us 
believe still, that the country was in the grip of a wave of terror, 
the universities in a state of panic, the foreign service paralyzed, 
books publicly burned, the press itself about to be stifledLal1 be- 
cause of a single United States senator, acting virtually alone. 
College and university presidents, foreign-service officers, founda- 
tion executives, we are still solemnly told, lived in terror, all of 
them, haunted by the question where will he strike next? The lib- 
eral intellectual establishment gloried in the persecution to which 
it imagined it was being subjected, and in its own heroism, which 
it still recalls with the utmost self-gratification. The fact that it was 
far more dangerous for a professor to defend McCarthy than to 
attack him bothers the liberals not at all; nor, in its posture of the 
persecuted, does the liberal establishment consider the relative po- 
sition of the antagonists-a single senator against the most power- 
ful and influential group in the country, which, after it had recov- 
ered from the shock of his first attack and its own sense of guilt 
-McCarthy’s accusations were by no means without foundation- 
proceeded to mobilize its forces and relentlessly to destroy him. 

The attempt on the part of two young men to counter all this 
with a reasonable, carefully documented presentation of the facts 
and issues was probably naive, at least insofar as reaching the in- 
tellectuals was concerned. But they made an honest try, and their 
book still stands as the authoritative account of the McCarthy 
episode. 

The issue was clear and unequivocal: How does the government 
of the United States protect itself from subversion? The problem 
of treason in the world of modern technology and of Communism 
in the service of an enormously powerful state, is on an entirely 
different level from what it was, say. during the reign of Queen 
Victoria or President Cleveland. McCarthy’s approach to the prob- 
lem may have been drastic, but was far closer to the realities of 
the world as it is than that of the high government official Buckley 
and Bozell quote as having said, “A man in the employ of the 
government has just as much right to be a member of the Com- 
munist Party as he has to be a member of the Democratic or Re- 
publican Party.” It was not, of course, so much a matter of party 
membership as of influence, but the attitude of this government 
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official, as the careers of such men as Alger Hiss, Lauchlin Currie, 
Harry Dexter White, and Owen Lattimore demonstrate, was by 
no means unusual, and this, as Buckley and Bozell put it, “was the 
overriding problem when Senator McCarthy made his entrance 
on the national stage: having acknowledged the nature and imme- 
diacy of the peril, how might we get by our disintegrated ruling 
elite, which had no stomach for battle, and get down to the busi- 
ness of fighting the enemy in our midst?” 

William F. Buckley. Jr., was a most satisfactory author, and the 
seasons of God and Man at Yule and McCarthy and His Enemies 
among the most memorable of my publishing career. We made 
several trips together to promote one book or the other, and 
Buckley often stayed with us-on at least one occasion with 
his striking and delightful wife, who in no way except perhaps 
skiing needs to take second place to Bill. He was a great fa- 
vorite with our four children, who were quite small then. He 
brought them presents, played games, and told them stories. Most 
memorable of all for them was his performance on our piano of 
“Variations on the Theme Three Blind Mice.” It began quietly and 
demurely, became more and more flamboyant, and ended in a per- 
fect torrent of pyrotechnics, at which point the children. whom 
we had carefully brought up on Bach and Mozart, having watched 
absolutely spellbound, would say in one voice. “Do it again!” 

We published many books related in one way or another to 
conservatism. and taken together they doubtless contributed to 
what became the title and substance of an imposing book. The 
Conservative Intellectual Movement in the United States since 
194.5, written by George H. Nash. It was not with a movement in 
mind, however, that they were published; each book was accepted 
on its merits as it came along, and if, as a group, they make a 
remarkably coherent whole, this is more a reflection of the intel- 
lectual ferment of the time and my own estimation of what was 
worth publishing than any conscious intention on my part to 
launch a movement. 

There were three books on the structure of American govern- 
ment: James Jackson Kilpatrick’s The Sovereign States, Felix 
Morley’s Freedom and Federalism, and James Burnham’s Con- 
gress and the American Tradition. These three books, published 
within a period of less than two years, complement one another in 
a remarkable fashion, and taken together constitute an eloquent 
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defense of constitutional government as it evolved, at least until 
1933, in the United States. 

When he wrote The Sovereign Srates, Kilpatrick was editor of 
the Richmond News-Leader. This book, which was published in 
1957, may properly be considered, I think, the southern reply to 
Brown vs. Board of Education, the Supreme Court decision of 
May 17, 1954, which undertook to put an end to racial separation 
in the public schools. Although the school decision was the imme- 
diate stimulus to the writing of the book, its concern is with the 
much larger issue of the usurpation by Washington of the authority 
of the states. 

Kilpatrick is a fine stylist, and he developed his thesis with the 
eloquence of the great Virginia orators he so much admires. Our 
government, Kilpatrick argues, was constitutionally intended to be 
a federation of sovereign states jointly controlling their mutual 
agent, the federal government. It is true that the sovereign states 
jointly had delegated some of their powers, but they did not be- 
come less sovereign thereafter. They remained separate, respective 
states. Although the Fourteenth Amendment has greatly weakened 
the power of the individual states, as has the income-tax amend- 
ment, the states still have the means to protect themselves if they 
would use it. This was the “right of interposition,” as developed by 
James Madison in his report of 1799 to the Virginia House of 
Delegates during the great controversy that resulted from the Alien 
and Sedition Acts. Kilpatrick quotes the following sentence from 
Madison’s report : 

That, in case of deliberate, palpable, and dangerous exercise of other 
powers, not granted by the said compact, the States, who are parties 
thereto, have the right and are in duty bound, to interpose for arresting 
the progress of evil, and for maintaining within their respective limits, 
the authorities, rights, and liberties appertaining to them. 

“This,” Kilpatrick adds, “is the heart and soul of the ‘right to 
interpose.’ The language was to be re-affirmed, substantially ver- 
batim, by the Hartford Convention in 1814; by the Wisconsin 
Legislature in 1859; and by the Virginia Assembly in 1956. When 
men talk of the ‘Doctrine of ‘98,’ this is the paragraph they are 
talking of.” 

Kilpatrick gives many examples of the use of interposition by 
individual states, which are of the greatest interest in themselves, 
and clearly show how much we have lost of the independence 
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Americans once regarded as their most treasured and characteristic 
possession. When the Supreme Court, in the Chisholm case brought 
against the state of Georgia in 1793, commanded the state to ap- 
pear in court or suffer judgment in default, the sovereign state of 
Georgia responded in no uncertain terms. “The Georgia House of 
Representatives passed a bill providing that any Federal marshal 
who attempted to levy upon the property of Georgia in executing 
the court’s order ‘shall be . . . guilty of felony, and shall suffer 
death, without the benefit of clergy, by being hanged.’ ” There 
were the Kentucky and Virginia Resolutions, in the preparation 
of which both Jefferson and Madison had a leading part, in an- 
swer to the Alien and Sedition Acts of 1798; the Olmstead case, 
in which the governor of Pennsylvania ordered out the state militia 
to prevent a United States marshal from serving a writ against 
two ladies who had inherited a sum of money in a disputed prize 
case; and, of course. the revolt of the New England states against 
the Embargo Acts of 1807 and 1809. He describes all this in fas- 
cinating detail and in great style, which makes the supine accep- 
tance by present-day Americans of any order emanating from a 
federal court or agency, no matter how outrageous, all the more 
depressing. The threat by some bureaucrat to withhold “federal” 
money-it comes, after all, from the taxpayers-is sufficient to 
bring any recalcitrant state, city, school board, or, for that matter, 
university promptly into line. 

Although I am not at all sure that Felix Morley would care to 
be called a conservative-he prefers to be known as an old-fash- 
ioned liberal-his book made its own contribution to conservatism 
by clearly defining the nature of freedom and federalism and the 
distinction between a democracy and the federal system of the 
United States Constitution. It is the purpose of Freedom and 
Federalism, which was published in 1959, to define the principles 
and circumstances that had made the American form of govem- 
ment eminently successful-to determine why it was that the polit- 
ical system of this representative republic has done more for its 
people as a whole than any other ever devised. In addition, Morley 
undertakes to describe the influences that currently endanger the 
continuance of the American form of government as it has devel- 
oped since the Philadelphia Convention. Like Kilpatrick, Morley 
lays great stress on the federal structure of the American system. 
The immediate issue that motivated him to begin his book was the 
threat to the independence of the Supreme Court implied in Pres- 
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ident Roosevelt’s attempt to reorganize it through the “court pack- 
ing bill of February 5, 1937.” It was the President’s Fireside Chat 
on the following March 9, in which he undertook to allay the 
mounting criticism of the bill, by, among other things, asserting 
that his only purpose was to make democracy succeed, which, Mor- 
ley said, “for the first time brought home to me . . . the de- 
monstrable fact that uncritical praise and practice of political 
democracy can readily be the highway to dictatorship, even in the 
United States. The collection of material for this book was begun 
that evening.” 

Morley is willing to grant that American society is democratic, 
but society must be distinguished from government. The demo- 
cratic nature of American society, in his opinion, is based on a 
religious conception, that “all are brothers under the Fatherhood 
of God.” From this, he says, derives the idea of equality that under- 
lies American society and makes it democratic-the idea that all 
men are subject to the same natural laws and therefore should be 
treated equally by man-made laws. The American structure of 
government, however, is not democratic and was never intended 
to be. Morley puts great emphasis on the destructive influence of 
Rousseau, particularly his specious but superficially appealing 
conception of the “general will. ” “A single, unified popular will,” 
Morley points out, “implies a single, unified governmental direc- 
tion to make the will effective.” Hitler and Stalin both doubtless 
considered themselves to be the embodiment of the “national will,” 
which was the basis of the claim that their systems were demo- 
cratic. That Franklin D. Roosevelt thought of himself in a some- 
what similar fashion is not so farfetched as it may sound. In his 
State of the Union message of January 6, 1941, in which he out- 
lined what he called the “four essential freedoms,” Roosevelt pro- 
claimed that a free nation has the right to expect full co-operation 
from all groups. This, Morley argues, is exactly what Rousseau 
meant in stating that “whosoever refuses to obey the general will 
must in that instance be restrained by the body politic, which actu- 
ally means that he is forced to be free.” 

Morley is well aware of the continuing vitality of the Amer- 
ican system and tradition of government; he is equally aware of 
the forces behind the growing tendency to concentrate political 
power in Washington, to change what he termed the “Federal Re- 
public” into a centralized democracy. Two amendments to the 
Constitution, in his opinion, had “operated subtly to undermine 
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the federal structure of the United States as originally planned. The 
Fourteenth Amendment in effect reversed the emphasis of the first 
eight Amendments, all designed to limit the powers of the central 
government, so as to make these limitations applicable by the cen- 
tral government to the States. The Sixteenth Amendment supple- 
mented this revolutionary change by giving the central government 
virtually unlimited power to tax the people without regard to State 
needs or boundaries.” It was the Sixteenth Amendment, of course. 
that provided the means to implement the “service state,” which 
gradually becomes the bureaucratic state. 

James Jackson Kilpatrick and Felix Morley are both journalists 
in the best tradition of that much maligned profession. Both are 
serious students of American history and government, but the par- 
ticular strength of their approach to the problem of government is 
their intimate. firsthand knowledge of how it actually works, and 
their unblinking realism. 

James Burnham can best be described as a political philosopher 
in a tradition that goes back to Plato, but when I first met him he 
was associated with the magazine Natinrzal Re\,ie,t*, and could 
therefore also be described as a journalist. He has thought deeply 
about government: how it comes into being, the basis of its legit- 
imacy and its right to power, its purpose, its limitations, and the 
basis on which a particular government is to be judged. When I 
first talked to him about a book, I suggested that he write a study 
of the congressional investigating committee. In the aftermath of 
the McCarthy episode, and particularly in view of the liberal in- 
tellectuals’ irrational response to it, I believed there was a danger 
that the importance and unique function of the congressional com- 
mittee could be overlooked. I felt a need for a serious. solidly based 
book showing how the congressional investigating committee has 
developed and the enormously important role it has played, one 
that was all the more necessary as a counterweight to the constantly 
growing power of the executive department of government. Out 
of this suggestion came a much more inclusive study, not just of 
the place of the congressional committee in our system. but of 
Congress as a whole. Reading it again makes me all the more con- 
vinced that Congress and the American Tradition will, with time. 
be recognized as one of the classic books on American government. 

Political philosopher that he is, Burnham quite properly begins 
with a discussion of the sources of government. By what right does 
one man rule another? There is, he says, no rational answer to the 
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question: “. . . the problem of government is, strictly speaking, 
insoluble; and yet it is solved.” The ancients sought the answer in 
myth: “In ancient times, before the illusions of science had cor- 
rupted traditional wisdom, the founders of Cities were known to 
be gods or demigods.” Contemporary explanations of the sources 
of government use a less picturesque language, but they tell us 
little more. “Without acceptance by habit, tradition or faith of a 
principle which completes the justification for government,” Bum- 
ham asserts, “government dissolves, or falls back wholly on force 
-which is itself, of course, non-rational.” 

The principle that Americans have traditionally accepted as the 
justification of government, of rule by another, is embodied in the 
“We, the People” of the Preamble to the Constitution. This, of 
course, is also a myth. The Constitution was not ordained or estab- 
lished by the people of the United States; it was drafted by the 
members of the Philadelphia Convention and ratified by the indi- 
vidual states. As with all myths, its acceptance makes it true, and 
it will remain true only so long as it lives as a part of the American 
tradition. 

No one, I feel confident. has expressed the tradition of American 
government more eloquently or beautifully than James Burnham: 

Surely it must have been their faith in tradition as a living and con- 
tinuous force that reconciled the Fathers to a document that, as the 
lawyers that many of them were, they would never have accepted as a 
valid contract: internally contradictory, with its assertions of dual and 
divided sovereignty; ambiguous as well as unfinished in its definition and 
assignment of rights, duties and power. Pure reason could not guarantee 
a good government, strong, just and free. But reasonable men, drawing 
on the wisdom of the past shaped into institutions as well as principles, 
and relying on the future interplay between individuals and their in- 
heritance of tradition, might devise an orienting directive which would 
itself become an essential, even critical, part of the living tradition. 

So, of course, has the Constitution become, so that it seems the precis, 
the distillation of the entire American political tradition. Our govern- 
mental structure, whether good or not as conceived rational system, 
becomes, is made, good and even the best through time and history. The 
Constitution is like a man’s wife who, though to tell the truth that would 
be revealed by an objective scale, she is not the most beautiful and 
talented creature in the world, nevertheless through twenty or thirty or 
fifty years of successful marriage becomes, as a living and historical 
being a good and indeed the best of all possible wives. . . . 

. . . I accept it as right that Congress, the President and the courts 
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shall govern me because they have been chosen by prescribed forms 
(however strange in themselves, and very strange they are) that have 
been honored by observance and prior acceptance. 

Having described the place of Congress in the American system 
of government as it was intended by the Founders and as it de- 
veloped during the nineteenth century-the “Golden Age” of par- 
liamentary government, as he called it-Bumham goes on to 
consider the current position of Congress. Article I of the Consti- 
tution granted “all legislative powers” to “a Congress of the United 
States.” In addition, Congress was to exert a strong influence over 
those other two attributes of government, the sword and the purse. 
“The size, temper and target of the sword are to be decided by 
Congress, just as Congress is to determine the amount, source and 
purpose of the monies,” says Burnham. “The President wields the 
sword, as he opens the purse, only as attorney, steward, agent for 
Congress, and only through Congress for the nation and the 
people.” The Congress, of course, still goes through the formality 
of passing laws, levying taxes, and appropriating money, of exer- 
cising its legislative prerogative, but more often than not the initia- 
tive for legislation comes not from Congress itself but from the 
executive department. In actual practice and in many ways the 
judiciary and the bureaucracy exert a far greater legislative 
power than Congress; in both legislation and fiscal control, Con- 
gress is in danger of becoming little more than a formality. As 
for the war-making power, once thought to be vested solely in 
Congress, here too the President has assumed the decisive voice. 
“Not only do the presidential acts, as in the case of Franklin 
Roosevelt’s moves from 1939 to 1941, make a war inevitable, so 
that the Pearl Harbor occasion of its open start is, like the con- 
gressional declaration, a secondary incident; President Truman 
further demonstrated in Korea how one of the biggest wars of our 
history, in terms of casualties and cost, can now be entered and 
conducted without any legal authority from the legislature, simply 
by not calling it a ‘war.’ ” In a process that began during the early 
days of the New Deal, Congress has more and more become ac- 
customed to delegating its powers to the executive and the various 
agencies it had established. But, as Burnham points out, “To 
‘delegate’ such powers as control over money, war and foreign 
affairs is, in reality, to renounce them, to abdicate.” 

It was not always so. Bumham tells us that through most of our 
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history there has been congressional predominance within the cen- 
tral government. To illustrate his point, he quotes John Quincy 
Adams, who wrote in his diary after his first election to Congress 
in 1830: “My election as President of the United States was not 
half so gratifying to my innermost soul. No election or appointment 
conferred upon me ever gave me so much pleasure.” Can one 
imagine a former President making such an observation in our day, 
or even giving a moment’s consideration to the possibility of be- 
coming a member of Congress ? “To understand what is happening 
to the political structure of American society,” Burnham continues. 
“we need to keep both facts in mind: that the legislature was, tra- 
ditionally, predominant in theory and practice, and that it is no 
longer so.” In the modern, computerized, highly bureaucratic state, 
in which every citizen must have his Social Security number and 
his every transaction is carefully monitored by the Internal Revenue 
Service, has Congress-with its debates, its committees, and its 
formalized procedures-become an anachronism. a picturesque 
but wholly unnecessary vestige of the eighteenth century? Burn- 
ham most emphatically believes not, and he bases his justification 
of Congress on a rigorous discussion of government and the threat 
to liberty inherent in its nature. 

He distinguishes between two possible forms of government in 
the modern world: one based on the “general will,” on “the theory 
that the will of the people is the ultimate sovereign,” and the other 
on a “structure of government in which there obtains, or is thought 
to obtain, a ‘rule of law,’ certain ‘rights’ that are in some sense 
basic and inalienable, and a ‘juridical defense’ that protects the 
citizen through forms of ‘due process’ backed by the underlying 
rule of law.” The first he calls the “democratic formula,” which 
became the “democratist ideology,” and the second the “constitu- 
tional principle.” Between the two, he asserted, there “is no logical 
relation whatever.” 

The democratic formula necessarily ends in dictatorship, because 
only Caesar, whether his name be Bonaparte, Hitler, Stalin, Musso- 
lini, or Per&, can embody the people’s will. “Caesar is the symbolic 
solution --and the only possible solution-for the problem of realiz- 
ing the general will, that is, for the central problem of democratist 
ideology.” 

Although there is no necessary connection between representa- 
tive assemblies and liberty, the survival of constitutional government 
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and liberty under the power relationship now existing between the 
citizen and the state depends on the survival of Congress. It is what 
Burnham calls the intermediary institutions that diffuse the power 
of the state and thereby protect the liberty of the individual citizen. 
Chief among these, with the reduced influence of the individual 
states and the subservience of local government and the judiciary 
to the executive and the bureaucracy, is Congress. If it ceases to be 
an actively functioning political institution, then political liberty 
in the United States will soon come to an end, Burnham asserts. 
If Congress continues to exercise a political function, then there 
will be at least a measure of political liberty. No one, he says, can 
deny the accuracy and cogency of many of the adverse criticisms 
that have been made of Congress as an institution and of many 
individual congressmen. But the hard relation remains: if liberty, 
then Congress; if no Congress, no liberty. “For Congress to survive 
politically,” he goes on to say, “means that it shall be prepared 
to say Yes or No, on its own finding and responsibility, in answer to 
the questions of major policy; and this it cannot do unless the in- 
dividual members of Congress have the courage to speak, to say 
No even against the tidal pressures from the executive, the bureauc- 
racy, and the opinion-molders so often allied in our day with execu- 
tive and bureaucracy, even against the threat that the semi-Caesarian 
executive will rouse his masses for reprisal at the polls-or in the 
streets.” 

During the course of his discussion of the American system of 
government, Burnham develops a most illuminating syndrome, 
as he calls it, to illustrate the contrasting characteristics of the 
liberal and conservative positions. This includes such attitudes 
toward man as belief on the part of the conservative that human 
nature is limited and corrupt and on the part of the liberal in its 
unlimited potentiality. In the area of government, Burnham finds 
a presumption on the part of the conservative in favor of Congress 
as against the executive. He believes that the liberal is inclined 
to view with favor the concentration and centralization of govern- 
ment power in the interest of social progress, whereas the conserva- 
tive is suspicious of government power in any form, and there- 
fore inclines toward states’ rights and the diffusion of power. 

In this connection, it is interesting to observe that the response 
of liberal reviewers to the Morley, Kilpatrick, and Burnham books 
accurately reflected the attitudes Burnham described. 
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C. L. Black, in the Yale Review, dismissed the Kilpatrick book 
as without serious merit, and went on to say that it “strikingly 
exemplifies the South’s intellectual desperation in the present crisis 
of its caste system.” Cecil Johnson, in the Annuls of the American 
Academy, wrote that Kilpatrick, “if he applied himself with the 
same energy and enthusiasm and selected his materials as care- 
fully . . . might produce comparable treatises in defense of 
slavery or in condemnation of democracy.” William S. White, in 
the New York Times, was more generous. He did not agree with 
the book, but found it “an extraordinary essay by a gifted, if per- 
haps very wrong-headed man. A polemical tract, it nevertheless 
has grace and skill.” 

Two such distinguished scholars as Roscoe Pound, the former 
dean of Harvard Law School, and Edith Hamilton praised the 
Morley book in the highest terms. Cecil Miller, on the other hand, 
expressed the opinion in Ethics that Morley “is essentially apolo- 
getic with respect to the question of states’ rights,” and concluded, 
“If such tongue-in-cheek philosophizing serves a useful purpose, 
this reviewer fails to discern what it is.” He also, I am sure, failed 
to read the book. 

The response to the Bumham book provides an even more 
striking example of the refusal or inability of the liberal intellectuals 
to confront the serious issues these three books raise. In the Amer- 
ican Political Science Review, R. H. Salisbury expressed the 
opinion, which he made no effort to substantiate, that “some dif- 
ficult factual and theoretical contradictions are glided over sim- 
plistically.” In the Annals of the American Academy, A. N. Hol- 
combe criticized Burnham for not troubling himself “to consider 
the impact of the unplanned party system on the constitutional 
scheme of government” -a “strange neglect, which may explain 
his failure to put together a more persuasive case for his pessimistic 
conclusions.” In the Christian Century, Paul Simon conceded that 
the book was well written and made some valid points, but con- 
cluded that it was “an effective presentation of a weak case.” In 
the New York Herald Tribune, R. K. Cat-r found that the book 
was “rooted in more than one factual error,” without specifying 
what they were, and that this was “fatal to the central thesis.” It 
remained, however, for Lindsay Rogers, of Columbia University, 
to demonstrate the greatest skill in the art of evading the issue: he 
pontificated in the New York Times, “Occasionally in his book 
Mr. Bumham discloses that if he is not an amateur in the matters 
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he considers, he is plowing fields that have only recently become 
familiar to him.” 

There were two other books by men who, like James Burnham, 
were closely associated with National Review: Frank S. Meyer’s 
In Defense of Freedom, published in 1962, and Willmoore Ken- 
dall’s The Conservative Afirmation, in 1963. 

Willmoore Kendall was an enormously gifted and also an enorm- 
ously complicated man. It must be said that he was also something 
of a trial for his publisher, but dealing with such people is one of 
the challenging and attractive aspects of the publisher’s profession. 
Kendall was born in a small town in Oklahoma, the son of a 
southern Methodist minister. His father was blind, in consequence 
of which Kendall became accustomed from an early age to reading 
aloud to him and discussing what he had read. He graduated from 
high school at thirteen, entered Northwestern University the same 
year, and at the age of eighteen graduated from the University of 
Oklahoma. After graduate work at the University of Illinois he 
spent several years at Oxford as a Rhodes scholar, an experience 
that had a lasting influence on him. An incipient trend to the left 
was brought to an end, apparently, by a period he spent in Spain, 
shortly before the outbreak of the Spanish Civil War, as a cor- 
respondent for United Press. This made him into a lifelong, un- 
compromising anti-Communist. He could tolerate the Communists 
blowing up the plants of opposition newspapers, he is reported to 
have said, but deliberately killing opposition newsboys was too 
much. 

Kendall was an original thinker, an inspiring teacher, a superb 
lecturer and debater when in the mood, and the master of an 
English style that, for all its twists and turns, is wonderfully ex- 
pressive and ingratiating. He was unduly contentious, but he could 
also be a warm and generous friend. He was never one to accept 
anything at face value; he arrived at his conclusions on the basis 
of rigorous thought, and was without doubt one of the truly orig- 
inal and creative figures in the field of political science of his time. 
Difficult as he was as a person, we would be much poorer without 
his legacy. 

I first met Kendall fairly early in my publishing career. He made 
numerous suggestions for additions to our paperback Gateway 
series, and gave us an accurate, scholarly translation for our edi- 
tion of Rousseau’s The Social Contract. There arrived from him 
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one day the following letter, dated Northford, Connecticut, Feb- 
ruary 8, 1962. As was his habit at the time, he had written it in 
bright-green ink: 

I propose to have ready to go (I’m using the sections for my lectures 
here at Georgetown) about two months from now an Intelligent Under- 
graduate’s Guide to Contemporary American Conservatism, all by way 
of answer to the omnipresent question, What Is Conservatism Anyhow? 
There’ll be chapters on The Old Sage of Mecosta, The Pseudo-Sage of 
Ithaca, the Rubbed Sage of Woodstock, the Young Sage of Stamford, 
the Muscleminded Sage of Kent, and the Nascent Sage of Indianapolis- 
and nut all from the standpoint of the Worried Sage of Northford, but 
rather from that of the “movement” as he sees it to be shaping up. . . . 
How interested might you be in such a book, and what might you under- 
take to do for me in re getting it out fastish? 

I answered this letter on February 12, in a manner, as his reply 
soon made apparent, that was much too brusque and presumptuous: 

I was glad to have your letter of February 8. Your proposed book 
sounds most interesting, and I would like to see it. The only problem 
I can see is that I have already committed myself to two other books 
which might compete with yours, but I can tell better after I have seen it. 
Send along the manuscript. I look forward to reading it with pleasure. 

Rather than the manuscript I expected to “read with pleasure,” 
I received a long, violent letter, written on a typewriter, probably 
for greater emphasis. I will quote only enough to give its flavor: 

Apparently I state myself badly in my recent letter-or, failing that, you 
misread it. In either case, you seem to have got the impression that I 
was courting the honor of having my book published by your company. 
Now: that is very far from being the case: I’d much rather, other things 
being equal, have my book published by a regular publisher on the East 
Coast . . . any book you publish starts with a couple of strikes against 
it because (see my recent letter) of your lack of discrimination, at the 
margin, about whom you publish . . . as you indicate in your letter, 
your problem is to keep such books as my own from getting in each 
other’s way-which I would not dream of letting mine do, on your list, 
to any of the other things you have coming up. 
. . . I’d Zike to do business with you. But it seems to me that you make 
it impossible for one to do so, and that is to say that henceforth, failing 
some long overdue gestures on your part, I am not even trying to do so. 
Let me add, in case you might feel this letter is imprudent: My files con- 
tain many interesting things, but no unpublished manuscripts by 

Yours sincerely 
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The letter was signed “Willmoore,” in green ink, with an elegant 
flourish beneath-the flourish made me feel that it was not to be 
taken too tragically. I replied on March 5 that if he had no con- 
fidence in our competence as publishers it would be better if he 
went to someone else, and added that in view of this I was surprised 
that he had ever suggested the book to me at all. I ended my letter 
with the comment: 

I respect your work and what you have done, and I think that I have 
made it clear at various times that I would like to have a book from you. 
For fear of causing more misunderstanding, perhaps I had better leave 
it at that. 

It all worked out amicably, as I think was often the case with 
Willmoore’s battles. The “regular publisher on the East Coast,” 
not surprisingly, was not interested, and the manuscript came to 
us. It was not, fortunately, the “sages” manuscript announced in 
his first letter, but the book we published the following year as 
The Conservative Affirmation. 

Superficially The Conservative Affirmation would appear to be 
a random collection of seven essays having such titles as “What Is 
Conservatism?,” “ The Two Majorities in American Politics,” “Mc- 
Carthyism, the Pons Asinorum of Contemporary Conservatism,” 
“Freedom of Speech in America, ” “Conservatism and the ‘Open 
Society.’ ” To these a preface had been added, and at the end a 
group of book reviews. Heterogeneous as the book might appear 
to be, however, it is held together and given purpose by a clearly 
stated and very important idea, which was basic to Kendall’s con- 
ception of government and society. He sets it down thus in the 
essay on McCarthyism: 

All political societies, all peoples, but especially I like to think our 
political society, this “people of the United States,” is founded upon 
what political philosophers call a consensus; that is, a hard core of 
shared beliefs. Those beliefs that the people share are what defines its 
character as a political society, what embodies its meaning as a political 
society, what, above all, perhaps, expresses its understanding of itself 
as a political society, of its role and responsibility in history. of its 
very destiny. . . . “We,” cries the American people at the very 
moment of its birth . . , “hold these truths.” That is, “we” believe 
that there is such a thing as Truth, believe that the particular Truths 
of which Truth is made up are discoverable by man’s reason and thus 
by our reason, recognize these truths as those to which our reason 
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and that of our forebears have led us, and agree with one another to 
hold these truths-that is, to cherish them as ours, to hand them down 
in their integrity to our descendants, to defend them against being 
crushed out of existence by enemies from without or corrupted out of 
existence by the acids of skepticism and disbelief working from within. 

He goes on to say that American society could therefore pro- 
scribe certain doctrines and beliefs, and it must unhesitatingly 
proscribe those of the Communists, preferably long before they 
had an opportunity to become a clear and present danger. It was 
on the basis of this conviction that Kendall argues his case against 
John Stuart Mill’s conception of freedom of speech and against 
Karl Popper’s theory of the “open society”; it was on the basis of 
this idea, furthermore, that he defines conservatism. Conservatives, 
he says, are those who are defending an established order against 
those who seek to undermine or transform it. Conservatism “dis- 
tinguishes between ‘change’ directed at the development and per- 
fection of our heritage as that which it is, and ‘change’ calculated 
to transform that heritage into that which it is not; and far from 
opposing the former, stands forth as its champion.” It was his 
deeply held conviction that the conservative’s “highest political 
loyalty . . . is to the institutions and way of life bequeathed to 
us by the Philadelphia Convention.” 

Whereas conservatives, in Kendall’s view, seek to defend an 
established social order, liberalism involves a principle that looks 
to the overthrow of that order and is therefore revolutionary. 

Kendall’s book was only moderately successful. We printed 
6,000 copies and sold during the first year or two about 3,800, 
But in spite of that, we remained friends-which, all things con- 
sidered, I felt was no mean achievement. Kendall was an excellent 
and prolific letter writer; I received dozens of letters from him, 
some pages long, all as interesting as they were unpredictable, and 
all bearing the unmistakable stamp of his unique personality. The 
most frequent subject, not surprisingly, was some book project or 
other, a translation, an addition to our Gateway series. or a book 
of his own, which was usually to be a collection of previously 
published articles. When I protested that such books are always 
particularly difficult to sell and urged him to sit down and write 
a “real book,” he explained his position at great length, concluding, 
in one letter, “I have a mind which is capable of seizing upon parts 
of a problem that I can sense rather than define, and feel, as of any 
given moment, capable merely of dealing with one by one and even 
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that, often, only under pressure I invite, as with the Prayer Decision 
piece, by agreeing to lecture on it. . . .” 

The last four years of his life were relatively tranquil. In 1963 
he accepted a professorship at the University of Dallas, where he 
was appreciated, and after two unsuccessful marriages found hap- 
piness in a third. He died in 1967 at the age of fifty-eight. For all 
the perversity of his nature, Willmoore Kendall was a man of un- 
compromising intellectual integrity. Those who knew him, or who 
come to know him through his work, will not soon forget him. 

In the previous chapter I spoke of Frank Meyer’s criticism of 
Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind. In a compact, closely 
argued book, In Defense of Freedom: A Conservative Credo, 
which we published in 1962, Meyer further elaborated his criticism 
of what he called “the New Conservatism” and undertook to set 
forth his own position, which he had been developing in articles 
in the National Review, the Freeman, Modern Age, and similar 
journals. He felt that Kirk and those of similar views, with their 
emphasis on order and tradition, were inclined to subordinate the 
individual to society. For him the central and primary end of 
political society is to vindicate the freedom of the person, and the 
proper end of the individual is to use his freedom for the attain- 
ment of virtue. He emphatically denied, however, that freedom 
itself is subordinate to moral and spiritual ends. He made freedom 
an absolute, unrelated to purpose: “Freedom that is not used to 
achieve high ends does not become something else; it does not 
change into another entity, ‘license.’ It is simply freedom that is 
not used to achieve high ends, freedom badly used; but it is still 
freedom.” 

Meyer’s deep commitment to individual freedom was doubtless 
a reaction to his earlier commitment to Communism. As a young 
man he had been an active member of the Communist Party, and 
while a student at the London School of Economics he managed 
to get himself expelled from England for his Communist activities. 
Although his book presented the extreme libertarian position of 
conservatism, it was also his intention to reconcile the various 
aspects of conservatism. As it worked out, the categorical, rigidly 
logical manner of his presentation did have this effect because of 
the discussion it brought forth. In a long, carefully reasoned article 
in National Review, L. Brent Bozell took strong exception to 
Meyer’s view of freedom: “The urge to freedom for its own sake 
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is, in the last analysis, a rebellion against nature; it is the urge to 
be free from God.” For Bozell, “true sanctity is achieved only 
when man loses his freedom-when he is freed of the temptation 
to displease God. ” In a review headed “An Ideologue of Liberty” 
in the Sewanee Review, Russell Kirk concluded: “Disdainful of 
duty and ‘the contract of eternal society,’ Mr. Meyer . . . can ap- 
peal to little but the arrogant ego. ” Many others joined the battle- 
Richard Weaver, Felix Morley, Stanley Perry, John Hallowell, and 
Stephen Tonsor-to Meyer’s intense pleasure. Meyer enjoyed a 
fight as much as Willmoore Kendall, and was equally skillful in 
defending his position and seeking out weak points in that of his 
adversary. But he could also be most persuasive, as is evidenced 
by the fact that only two years after the battle engendered by the 
publication of In Defense of Freedom he succeeded in inducing 
nearly all of his critics to contribute to a collection of essays pub- 
lished under the title What Is Conservatism? In Defense of Free- 
dom is a book of only 172 pages. but, perhaps more because of 
the exchange of views it stimulated than because of the position 
it represented, it became one of the landmark books in the develop- 
ment of the conservative movement. 

Richard Weaver’s Ideas Have Consequence? published by the 
University of Chicago Press in 1948, deserves to be considered 
one of the books from which the postwar conservative movement 
took its start. We published two books by him: The Ethics of 
Rhetoric in 1953 and Life Without Prejudice in 1965, after his 
death. 

For most of his active life, Weaver was an effective and most 
respected teacher of English in the College of the University of 
Chicago. It was doubtless devotion to his subject and an affinity for 
the classics that explain his serious interest in rhetoric. The first 
of his books we published, which he once told me was his best, 
was the result of many years of careful study; it is a jewel of the 
mind, and I am sure will take its place among the classic books on 
the subject. He begins with a beautifully presented discussion of 
Plato’s Phaedrus: “If we will bring to the reading of it even a por- 
tion of that imagination which Plato habitually exercised, we 
should perceive surely enough that it is consistently, and from 
beginning to end, about one thing, which is the nature of rhetoric.” 
He concludes that rhetoric consists of truth plus its artful presenta- 
tion, and goes on to say that at its truest it “seeks to perfect men 
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by showing them better versions of themselves, links in that chain 
extending upward toward the ideal, which only the intellect can 
apprehend and only the soul have affection for.” 

It is in a chapter on Lincoln’s rhetoric that Weaver’s often 
quoted definition of conservatism appears: “The true conservative 
is one who sees the universe as a paradigm of essences, of which the 
phenomenology of the world is a sort of continuing approximation. 
Or, to put this another way, he sees it as a set of definitions which 
are struggling to get themselves defined in the real world.” Char- 
acteristically, Weaver uses a quotation from Lincoln, whom he 
regarded as a true conservative, to illustrate his point, namely Lin- 
coln’s observation concerning the Framers of the Declaration of 
Independence: “They meant to set up a standard maxim for a free 
society, which should be familiar to all, and revered by all; con- 
stantly looked to, constantly labored for, and even though never 
perfectly attained, constantly approximated, and thereby constantly 
spreading and deepening its influence and augmenting the happi- 
ness and value of life to all people of all colors everywhere.” 

Life Without Prejudice is a collection of essays put together by 
Harvey Plotnick, a friend and former student of Weaver’s, who 
carefully went through everything he had left and selected these 
as the best. In his introduction, a beautifully written tribute to an 
old friend, Eliseo Vivas points out that despite appearances the 
book is not a heterogeneous collection, because the essays are uni- 
fied by a central concern-the plight of modern man. “In his 
urbane manner, in his courteous voice,” said Vivas, “Weaver is 
making a devastating expose of our plight. And he is telling us that 
that plight was of our own making and that it is not too late to 
do something about it. . . . Weaver always writes with a per- 
suasiveness that is a result of the tensile strength and economy of 
his prose and thought. . . . He was a writer of distinguished prose, 
elegant, lucid, yet unobtrusive.” 

Richard Weaver was born and grew up in Weaverville, North 
Carolina, a small place near Asheville. During all the years he 
taught at the University of Chicago he went back to Weaverville 
every summer, always by train-he refused to fly. “You have to 
draw the line somewhere,” he would say. His mother would have 
his garden ready for him to plant on his arrival; he always insisted 
it be plowed by a horse rather than a tractor, which became rather 
difficult to arrange for in his later years. He was unmarried, lived 
in an untidy room near the university, was rather shy and un- 
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obtrusive but very definite and decided in his opinions. He always 
felt himself, I think, to be somewhat of an outsider at the Univer- 
sity of Chicago, however much he may have enjoyed his teaching 
and the stimulation of his students and colleagues. For all his 
scholarship and love of learning, Weaver was a down-to-earth sort 
of man who, as Albert J. Neck would put it, saw the world as it is; 
in the rather rarefied, overly intellectual atmosphere of the Uni- 
versity of Chicago, which is inclined to view the world as if from 
a considerable distance and without commitment, Weaver felt him- 
self, I think, to be a stranger. Shortly before he died, in 1963 at 
the age of fifty-three, Weaver had accepted a visiting professorship 
at Vanderbilt University, which he hoped might become a perma- 
nent appointment. He was much admired and respected by those 
who knew him; his loss, as Eliseo Vivas said, is irreparable. 

We published a number of other books that contributed vari- 
ously to the intellectual substance of the conservative movement, 
but perhaps the two that had the greatest and most lasting influence 
were by the German economist Wilhelm Roepke, both originally 
published in German by Eugen Rentsch in Zurich. Roepke. when 
I knew him, was teaching in the Graduate School of International 
Studies in Geneva. A few weeks after Hitler came to power he 
forfeited his professorship at the University of Marburg by his 
uncompromising, open opposition to National Socialism. Had he 
been willing to adapt himself to the times in the manner of many 
academics, and not only German academics, he would doubtless 
have had a great career in National Socialist Germany. Blond and 
blue-eyed, he was a brilliant lecturer and a prolific and skillful 
writer, and he had an outstanding war record. Instead he chose 
exile and managed to support his family, before receiving the ap- 
pointment in Geneva, by teaching in Istanbul. 

He was a principled and eloquent supporter of the free market, 
of whose limitations, however, he was well aware. He never lost 
sight of the primacy of the spiritual and ethical aspects of life, and 
this, perhaps, plus his moral courage, was the basis for his great 
influence. Characteristic of Roepke is the following: “Self-disci- 
pline, a sense of justice, honesty. fairness, chivalry, moderation, 
public spirit, respect for human dignity, firm ethical norms-all of 
these are things which people must possess before they go to market 
and compete with each other.” But the Roepke quotation I like 
best of all is this: “The highest interests of the community and the 
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indispensable things of life have no exchange value and are ne- 
glected if supply and demand are allowed to dominate the field.” 

The modern conservative movement cannot be properly de- 
scribed with such words as boring, uniform, sterile, nor do its lead- 
ers give the impression of having been cast from the same mold. 
The variety, vigorous discussion, and occasional rather violent 
differences of opinion that have characterized the conservative 
movement have added to its vitality and interest, but have probably 
lessened its popular influence. Popular influence, however, has not 
been the overriding passion of such men as I have been describing. 
Although they would not scorn or eschew it if it came their way, 
their predominant interest was in ideas, and in reaching the people 
for whom ideas are important; and in this they may, in the long 
run, have been correct. It is, in the end, ideas-not newspapers, 
television personalities, bureaucrats, or politicians-that rule the 
world. How many students Plato had in his academy I have no 
idea, certainly not more than a few hundred, of whom one was 
Aristotle. But Plato is still, after more than 2,000 years, one of the 
great teachers of mankind. We know the names of Herod and 
Pontius Pilate only because they happened to be living at the time 
of Christ, just as Brezhnev, according to a current bit of Russian 
folk wisdom, will be remembered only as a politician of the time 
of Solzhenitsyn. 

The conservative movement is not the side of the big battalions, 
but it is a carrier of the traditions and values that have sustained 
and given substance to Western civilization, and those within it 
can feel that they have assumed an honorable task and are in dis- 
tinguished company. 
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ROY CAMPBELL, 
WYNDHAM LEWIS, 

T S. ELIOT, EZRA POUND 

W HEN I began to publish, shortly after World War II, I hoped 
that our firm would be swept along by such a tide of creativity as 
had followed the first war. There was no such tide, as we all know, 
but I did meet four of the great figures of that earlier period- 
T. S. Eliot, Wyndham Lewis, Ezra Pound, and Roy Campbell- 
and I published books by three of them. Roy Campbell, who was 
the only one of the four I came to know well, for all his great vital- 
ity and poetic gifts, never gained the influence or reputation of the 
other three. He was allied with Wyndham Lewis in several skir- 
mishes with the denizens of Bloomsbury, and he knew and greatly 
admired T. S. Eliot, who arranged for the publication of some of 
his poetry, but he never met Ezra Pound. The association of Eliot, 
Lewis, and Pound began when the two issues of Blast were pub- 
lished, in 1914 and 1915, and continued to the end of their lives. 

In their creative achievement these four men were very much a 
part of their time and among its chief ornaments. But in another 
way they lived outside their time, since they strongly rejected the 
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positions of those who were popularly regarded, and who regarded 
themselves, as its intellectual leaders and spokesmen. They were 
classicists: their commitment, as Lewis put it, was to the life of 
reason, to what is harmonious and beautifully ordered. For the 
intellectual fads that captivated their contemporaries-Marxism, 
psychoanalysis, relativism, egalitarianism, positivism, scientism- 
they had no patience whatever. 

I first met Roy Campbell in the spring of 1953, when he came 
to Chicago to give a lecture as part of a series by contemporary 
poets arranged by the University of Chicago. Having published 
his autobiographical work Light on a Dark Horse, I was asked to 
meet him at the station on his arrival from St. Louis and escort 
him to a reception in the former Borden mansion on Lake Shore 
Drive, which Ellen Borden Stevenson had made available as an art 
center and for the editorial office of Poetry magazine. 

I met the train but could see no one who fitted my conception 
of Roy Campbell, until finally a lone, large man wearing a cloak 
and a broad, flat hat came staggering up the platform. I approached 
this formidable figure with some apprehension, and when I intro- 
duced myself at first got no response whatever. After it finally 
dawned on him who the rather diffident person was who had ac- 
costed him, he enveloped me in a huge embrace. He was terribly 
drunk. I finally got him into the station and was looking for a taxi 
when two men came rushing up saying, “One more drink. We will 
never have a chance to meet such a man again as long as we live. 
Just one more drink!” I protested that no more drinks were neces- 
sary, but Roy was more than willing, and off to the bar we went. 

Our new friends had spent the entire time from St. Louis with 
Campbell in the bar car. They were both steel salesmen, they said, 
but had started out as professional football players. The conversa- 
tion of these inebriated, aggressively masculine types soon got 
around to boasts about their strength. When one of the football 
players remarked that his legs were not what they used to be but 
that his arm was still “pretty good,” Campbell challenged him to 
the trial of strength involving elbows on the table. The steel sales- 
man went crashing to the floor, to the amusement of the other and 
to Campbell’s intense satisfaction. When I finally managed to get 
Campbell to a hotel room, he passed out almost instantly. The tea 
given by the Chicago poets had to get along without the guest of 
honor. 

Roy Campbell wrote two accounts of his life, Broken Record, 
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published in England in 1934, and Light on a Dark Horse, which 
was published first in England in 195 1 and appeared under our 
imprint a year later. Light on u Dark Horse is a very uneven book; 
it was obviously hurriedly written and carelessly edited. We took 
over the text of the English edition as it was, but reset it, added a 
number of Campbell’s drawings and, as a frontispiece, a reproduc- 
tion of the beautiful portrait by Augustus John of 1924.* In spite 
of its uneven quality and some obvious padding, consisting mostly 
of accounts of various brawls and physical exploits, the book is 
well worth reading and a pleasure to go back to from time to time, 

if for no other reason than the vitality and love of life the author 
imparts to it. As the book makes clear, Roy Campbell loved life 
in all its forms; he exulted in the gift of life, and never lost his 
wonder at its variety and mystery, or his gratitude to his Maker 
for permitting him to partake of it. 

He was born in Durban, in the Cape Province of South Africa, 
in 1901, the son of a prominent and extremely energetic doctor 
and an equally energetic Scottish Highland mother. His account of 
his boyhood as part of a large, congenial family, and of long vaca- 
tions in the bush country, is told with infectious enthusiasm, and 
includes descriptions of the African countryside and its people, 
animals, and birds that must be among the most beautiful ever 
written. 

There is a particularly interesting account of the trip from Dur- 
ban to Rhodesia, which Campbell made several times as a boy to 
visit relatives. The journey took four days by train and several 
more by ox-wagon-“ a leisurely method of travel,” he said, which 
is “surely the best in the world. It leaves the traveller free to make 
expeditions into the adjoining country, to follow honey-guides and 
take hives, or to make a hunting detour, yet never get left behind 
by his bed and kitchen. He treks during the cool of the morning 
and afternoon, outspanning during the heat of the day to let the 
oxen graze and drink, and to pass a pleasant siesta under some 
great shady fig, mahogany, or marula tree. About twenty miles a 
day is the average trek. The ox-wagon is the traveller’s house, or 
his ship, with bunks and table complete.” 

The following description, from one of these treks, is typical of 
Roy Campbell : 

Immediately after this scare, completely out in the open, I saw four 

* This portrait hangs in the Carnegie Art Gallery in Pittsburgh. 
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majestic koodoo bulls on the edge of a wood of brilliant golden mimosa 
trees. Their beautiful shaggy silver beards, manes, and tails flashed 
electrically in the pure morning sunlight; and so did the dazzling white 
stripes that harness their red-golden bodies. They were pretending to 
fence and foil with their huge horns that rolled over their backs in 
magnificent spirals to a length of four or five feet. I have seldom seen 
an Arab or English horse, or a Spanish bull, that could equal them in 
their graceful and aristocratic carriage. They played and bounded in the 
sunlight as if they had just sprung from the hand of the Maker on the 
fifth day of Creation. When they caught sight of us, with their noble 
heads flung back, their horns undulating level with their backs, their 
great white bushy tails erected, their manes and beards streaming out, 
and their bodies bounding and scattering dew and pollen, they galloped 
off barking loudly into the labyrinths of flowers that closed behind them, 
firing off clouds of golden smoke in their wake. 

As a young man, Campbell was a great horseman, tall, lithe, 
and, as the Augustus John portrait shows, strikingly handsome. 
When I knew him he was quite heavy, and badly crippled and un- 
gainly from a war injury-he had served in World War II as a 
sergeant-major in the King’s African Rifles, a fact of which he was 
very proud. For all his heaviness and his unconventional manner 
of dressing, he had a quality that set him apart, which made almost 
anybody who came even fleetingly within the field of his personal- 
ity realize that this was no ordinary man. When I took him into a 
department store to get him some decent clothes for a lecture at 
Princeton, the clerk who had waited on him asked as we left if 
he might have his autograph. The clerk, of course, had no idea 
who Roy Campbell was, but he somehow realized that the man he 
had served, who might easily have been mistaken for a bum when 
he came in, was an extraordinary person. When Campbell left the 
hotel after four or five days to come to stay with us, at least a 
dozen employees- busboys, waiters, maids, barmen-came to see 
him off, with expressions of great esteem and affection. He had 
even struck up a friendship with the policeman on the beat. 

He stayed at my house during each of his visits to Chicago, both 
times for several days. These visits were memorable occasions, not 
only for my family but also for the whole neighborhood. He told 
wonderful stories to the children, about his boyhood in South 
Africa, and about bareback riding, bullfighting, and whaling, 
which he would illustrate as he went along. He drew well, partic- 
ularly African animals. One prized drawing was of animals fleeing 
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from a bush fire: every possible animal is represented, each franti- 
cally running in its characteristic fashion, and each beautifully 
drawn. He would sing sea chanties and Scottish ballads in his pe- 
culiarly nasal but appealing voice, and although he had no under- 
standing whatever of classical music, he was blessed with a good 
ear and true pitch. His own poetry took on a new dimension when 
he recited it, and he knew by heart a great deal of English poetry, 
particularly from the Elizabethan period. 

Campbell had hoped, on his two visits to America, to lecture at 
various universities, read his poetry, and make a little money for 
his family, but, from a financial standpoint, both tours were un- 
successful. He was unpredictable, for one thing, as his would-be 
hosts at Poerq discovered, and did not fit the usual college English 
department’s conception of a poet. His college visits worked out 
best when he could meet informally with students, and best of all 
with the football team. One visit, at Kenyon College, was partic- 
ularly successful. Roberta Chalmers. the wife of the president and 
a good poet in her own right, knew Campbell’s poetry, and arranged 
for him to meet with students in circumstances that made it possible 
for them to enjoy his unique qualities. A lecture at a downtown 
college in Chicago, on a hot, humid evening, was also most suc- 
cessful. The first poet on the program was Robert Lowell, who 
apologized for preceding such a heroic figure as Roy Campbell, 
and then went on to read what seemed to me to be rather dreadful 
poetry about incest and similar subjects. When Campbell’s turn 
came it was as though a fresh breeze had swept into the room: 
he brought the audience immediately back to life with the imagery 
and vigor of his poetry, and ended the occasion by singing “John 
Brown’s Body” in Swahili. Even if Campbell had made money 
from his American tours it would not have been of much use, be- 
cause money meant nothing to him; if he had any in his pocket, 
he was as likely as not to give it to the first person he saw who 
seemed to need it more than he. 

An unforgettable experience was a visit I made to the Camp- 
bells, together with my wife and older daughter, in the early fall 
of 1955. Roy and his striking, wonderfully loyal, strong-willed 
wife, Mary -she of the black hair and flashing eyes who appears 
in many of his poems-were living in Portugal, in an old, pretty 
house on a winding road above Sintra. It was painted a rosy pink, 
and had a lovely view of the-valley below, and a rather overgrown 
walled garden in the back. Water for the garden flowed along the 
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top of the wall from the mountain above, a trick, Roy remarked, 
the Moors had brought to the Iberian peninsula. Every morning a 
boy arrived with a large bottle of harsh red country wine on a 
little wagon, which Roy drank mixed with water-to purify the 
water, he explained. The Campbells went to great trouble to show 
us the countryside, with its villages and stone windmills, the castle 
in Sintra, with its enormous kitchen and chimney, and the coast, 
where great rollers from the Atlantic crash against the rocks-“the 
westmost point of Europe,” as he wrote in “November Nights,” 
“where it blows with might and main.” Such trips were interspersed 
with frequent stops at small inns and cafes and constantly enlivened 
by Roy’s stories. 

After four or five days in Portugal we went on to Madrid, where 
the Campbells joined us. The immediate purpose of my stay was to 
arrange an interview with General Franc0 in the hope of inducing 
him to write his memoirs. I had made careful advance prepara- 
tions, which included enlisting the support of the Spanish am- 
bassador in Washington. Roy agreed to go with me. A time for the 
interview was finally set, and we rented the proper attire, striped 
trousers and all the rest. But at the last moment, the interview was 
canceled, and nothing came of it all. A Spanish aristocrat who was 
much experienced in the ways of the world told me at the time 
that although my idea was good, Franc0 would never write his 
memoirs. “Franc0 has the instincts of a Spanish peasant,” he said, 
“and will never write a book. A book is too final.” 

I did meet several Spanish writers and publishers, arranged for a 
Spanish edition of Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind, and 
agreed to publish an English translation of a small, imaginative 
book, Picasso and the Bull, by the gifted writer and editor Vicente 
Marrero-Suarez. Marrero’s purpose in writing the book was to 
remind us that Picasso was first of all an artist who had grown out 
of the Spanish tradition. The circumstance of his being a Com- 
munist, which so delighted the liberals, was only incidental; had 
he been a monarchist, his politics would have been ignored. 

It was amusing how our status in the elegant Madrid hotel rose 
after the Campbells arrived. Roy was a well-known and much 
admired figure in Spain in those days, and as his friends we were 
treated with a degree of deference to which we were not ac- 
customed. The most memorable of various excursions was to 
Toledo, where Roy and Mary and their two children had lived 
during the years immediately preceding the Civil War, when Roy 
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supported himself, or so he said, as a trader and trainer of horses. 
It was at this time, just when the war had started, that the Camp 
bells joined the Catholic Church, by no means a safe thing to do 
in a city politically dominated by the “Reds,” as Roy always called 
them. 

It was a great experience to be shown that wonderful old city, 
with its layers of history, by such guides as the Campbells. As we 
were walking along a narrow, crooked street a man would rush 
out of a doorway calling “Roy.” There would be a great embrace, 
followed by much talk and laughter. We had tea in the afternoon 
in the Campbells’ former house, which, when we were there, had 
become a state-run hotel. Once the residence of a cardinal, it stands 
below the high wall of an ancient Carmelite cloister. One of Roy’s 
contributions to civilization was to rescue, at great risk to himself, 
the priceless library of the cloister from destruction by the Com- 
munists. While we were sitting at a table in the pleasant garden, 
Mary Campbell, pointing to a well, remarked that Roy, coming 
home after a hard day and having had more to drink than was 
probably necessary, had fallen in. Roy laughed, and suggested that 
we take their picture sitting on the spot from which he had made 
his unexpected descent-he loved to be photographed. 

Roy took us not only to El Greco’s house, but also to the hill 
from which the composition of “The View of Toledo” was in part 
worked out. A nearby cafe had been the scene one year of the an- 
nual spring congress of poets, in which Roy had participated. The 
hill was covered with thyme, so he proposed that the poets con- 
clude their recitations by rolling in the blossoms, which they did 
with great pleasure. Where else but in Spain, Roy asked, would 
people indulge themselves in such innocent pleasures as reciting 
their own poetry and rolling in thyme? But where else but in 
Spain would people burn churches and murder priests and nuns, 
and then ask forgiveness a few days later at confession’? 

In Light on a Dark Horse Roy spoke lovingly of the Spanish 
method of drinking from a wineskin. “This way of drinking,” he 
wrote, “brings out the flavor and perfume, both of the wine and 
water, and once one has mastered the art without choking, drink- 
ing wine or water from a glass seems flat and insipid compared to 
it. The longer, thinner, and more forcible the jet, the more it 
aerates the bouquet of the wine or water. From two and a half 
feet away you can say: ‘This water tastes of marble, of violets, of 
thyme, of iron, or of quartz; or of the shade of mulberry, white 
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poplar trees, or cloves.’ ” There were many such leather wine 
bottles, or betas, in the store windows that day, and Roy could not 
resist buying one, which he had filled with red wine at the first 
opportunity. When we stopped for gas on the way back to Madrid 
he got out of the car and demonstrated his proficiency to several 
admiring bystanders, and then passed the beta around, for each to 
have a try. 

This reminded him of his miracle. At the beginning of the 
Spanish Civil War he had made a firm vow to the Virgin not to 
drink a drop of wine until the Reds were defeated. Sometime later 
he was riding through the country and carrying such a skin of 
wine. Why, in view of his vow, he was carrying the wine he did not 
explain. In any case, the day was hot, he was thirsty, he became 
more and more tempted, and finally succumbed. Sitting under the 
shade of a tree, he opened his mouth and raised the wineskin. and 
what should come out but ice-cold pure water! The Virgin had 
saved him from breaking his vow, and he assured us that he never 
succumbed again. He was in Rome when the news came that 
Franc0 had entered Madrid. “I drank a whole bottle of wine in 
one swallow-” which he was perfectly capable of doing-“and do 
you know what it felt like? Like angels going down my throat in 
velvet slippers.” 

Roy Campbell was a serious poet: however much he may have 
enjoyed representing himself as a man of violent action, poetry was 
his life. After he had finished attending a good school in South 
Africa his father sent him to Oxford, where he met and became a 
close friend of William Walton and immersed himself in English 
poetry, particularly of the Elizabethan period. Walton, Campbell 
tells us in Light on a Dark Horse. was unable to arouse in him the 
least feeling for classical music, but he did give him a sense of 
vocation, “how a man can live for his art.” Through Walton, 
Campbell met the people who influenced and helped him most in 
his literary career: the Sitwells. T. S. Eliot, Wyndham Lewis, 
Thomas Earp, Philip Heseltine, Cecil Grey, among others. He 
stayed at Oxford only one year; to exploit what he called his minor 
talent he felt he needed the sort of knowledge that is to be acquired 
only from travel, adventure, and rubbing shoulders with all sorts 
of people. Much of his life was spent in the active pursuit of such 
knowledge: as a friend of bullfighters and circus performers, and 
of the folk in isolated fishing villages in Wales and southern France, 
or as a soldier in World War II, a poet and man of letters in Lon- 
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don, a horse trader and correspondent in Spain. Wherever it was 
or whatever he did, it was with all the intensity and commitment of 
which his strong personality was capable. Only a man of enormous 
energy could in addition have produced the considerable body of 
poetry he has left to us. 

Campbell was unpretentious, warmhearted, and capable of the 
greatest generosity and gentleness; his love of life and his under- 
standing and appreciation of nature derived from an innate sense 
of piety. On the other hand, if we are to believe his own accounts, 
as a young man he loved fighting and brawling, and was capable 
of attacking his enemies or supposed enemies with the fury of an 
enraged bull. The collection of poems related to his experience in 
the Spanish Civil War and World War II brought together under 
the title Talking Bronco, which Faber & Faber published in Eng- 
land in 1946, and we in a much revised edition in 1956, strikingly 
illustrates two sides of Roy Campbell. His mastery of poetic form, 
his sensitivity, and his innate humility are clearly apparent in his 
beautiful translation of Vna Noche Oscura of St. John of the Cross, 
which begins 

Upon a gloomy night 
With all my cares to loving ardours flushed, 
(Oh venture of delight!) 
With nobody in sight 
I went abroad when all the house was hushed. 

On another page we meet the enraged, irrational bull attacking 
his ideological enemies, in this case the “leftwing” poets who sup- 
ported the other side in the Spanish Civil War, to whom Campbell 
gave the collective name MacSpaunday. The following from the 
twelve rather dreary pages of the poem which gives its name to 
the whole collection is an example of the less appealing side of 
Roy Campbell : 

While joint MacSpaunday shuns the very strife 
He barked for loudest, when mere words were rife, 
When to proclaim his proletarian loyalties 
Paid well, was safe, raked in the heavy royalties, 
And made the Mealy Mouth and Bulging Purse 
The hallmark of contemporary verse. 

His strong feelings, however detrimental they may have been to 
his acceptance as a poet, were understandable. Although Campbell 
was over-age at the time of World War II, he volunteered for active 
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service in the British army and was badly injured, whereas those 
who coined “the catchwords and phrases for which to be slaugh- 
tered” joined the “knife and fork brigade” in the rear. To add to 
Campbell’s bitterness, he was called a fascist for taking what he 
considered to be the side of Christian Europe in the Spanish Civil 
War against those who would destroy it. However justified his 
bitterness may have been, one wishes that he had not wasted his 
talents on unproductive quarrels and on satirical couplets that are 
by now largely meaningless. W. H. Auden, one of the objects of 
Campbell’s barbs, remarked long afterward that he regretted his 
political poetry from the Spanish Civil War days-the only one 
who benefited, he added, was he. The duty of the poet, Auden went 
on to say, is “to defend one’s language from corruption.” This 
Campbell also did, as his mastery of poetic forms and his beautiful 
lyric poetry amply testify; but he was willing, in addition, to put 
not only his pen but also his life and his reputation on the line for 
a cause he believed in. 

He won his first recognition as a poet with the publication in 
1924 of his long. epic poem The Flaming Terrapin, which caused 
a sensation, but by the time we published the first of three volumes 
of his collected poetry, in 1955, the ideological lines had hardened, 
in consequence of which the critics were inclined to view his writ- 
ing not as poetry but as the work of a man whose politics they 
scorned. John Ciardi, writing in the Nation, for example, almost 
lost control of himself: “No poet writing in English has equalled 
Campbell’s violence. None has presented a mind-to me at least- 
more despicable. a mind compounded of storm-trooper arrogance, 
Sieg Heil piety, and a kind of Nietzschean rant sometimes mixed 
with a ponderously uncomical sense of satire. The center of that 
mind-and its poetic style-is all sledgehammers.” But then, 
almost in spite of himself, it would seem, Ciardi concluded, “It 
would be comforting to one’s sense of liberalism to report that the 
result is merely thud-thud. What must be reported instead is that 
the sledgehammers are sometimes magnificent.” 

There was one particularly amusing incident in connection with 
the publication of this first volume of collected poetry. Dame Edith 
Sitwell, whom I had met through Campbell, told me that she would 
like to review the book. I immediately gave this information to 
Francis Brown, who was then editor of the New York Times Book 
Review and who, I must say, had treated me with great fairness 
over the years, as trying as some of my books must have been to 
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him. In spite of very different views on the subject of politics, we 
became rather good friends, and shared an admiration for Wynd- 
ham Lewis. Brown told me that he could not ask Dame Edith to 
review the book because we had quoted her on the jacket, and sent 
it instead to Randall Jarrell, who wrote the sort of review that I 
suppose was expected of him: “It is a very bad-tempered Byron 
who writes these poems. . . . If the damned, blown willy-nilly 
round the windy circle of Hell, enjoyed it and were proud of being 
there, they would sound very much as he sounds. It’s bad temper 
and reading Byron and Shelley that have produced his poetry; so 
it is only when we hate everybody, or feel we should sell our souls 
for a new ‘Manfred’ that his poems are much of a joy to us.” Dame 
Edith was incensed, and sent off a stern letter of protest to the 
New York Times and a copy to me, written in her firm, definite 
hand. She concludes, after referring to Jarrell’s scornful associa- 
tion of Campbell with Byron and Shelley, “Dr. Campbell may well 
dread sharing their oblivion.” 

Besides the three volumes of collected poetry, originally pub- 
lished in England by the Bodley Head, and Talking Bronco, in 
1968 we published a one-volume collection, Selected Poetry, 
which was edited and supplied with an introduction and explan- 
atory notes by Joseph M. Lalley. This included “Flaming Terrapin” 
and the first publication of Campbell’s translation of Horace’s Ars 
Poetica. Campbell’s introduction to the Horace, which has never 
been published, ends with this characteristic paragraph: 

At no other time was it ever more thrilling and enjoyable to be a poet, 
and to be alive, than it is today, when the life of the whole planet is 
triggered by a hair, when every moment is as precious as bread and wine, 
and when the rumble and roar of chaos is challenging us for every atom 
of faith, hope, and courage, in a measure which our Maker has never 
before done us the honour of expecting from His creatures. 

Roy Campbell was a heroic figure and I think felt isolated in 
the modern world, which, with its noise and traffic-he hated the 
automobile, and predicted that he would be killed in one, as in fact 
he was-its great cities, its exploitation of nature, its longing for 
comfort and security, was hardly a place for a man like him. His 
preference for fishermen, bullfighters, circus performers, or horse 
traders over poets and intellectuals derived more from his feeling 
of isolation than from his desire for the sort of knowledge that is 
only to be had from rubbing shoulders with all sorts of people. 
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This is expressed, perhaps, in the following lines from one of his 
most beautiful poems, “To a Pet Cobra”: 

There is no sea so wide, nor waste so steril 
But holds a rapture for the sons of strife: 
There shines upon the topmost peak of peril 
A throne for spirits that abound in life: 
There is no joy like theirs who fight alone, 
Whom lust or gluttony have never tied, 
Who in their purity have built a throne, 
And in their solitude a tower of pride. 

Roy Campbell abounded in life and relished every moment of 
it, which made the news of his death in an automobile accident in 
Portugal in May, 1957, all the greater shock, but he had lived to 
the full, suffered great pain and discomfort from his war injuries, 
and was probably ready to go. 

Our firm published four books by Wyndham Lewis, but I met 
him only twice, and then after he had become completely blind. 
By this time the old volcano had somewhat settled down; he had 
reached the point, or so he said, at which he was willing to let the 
modern world go its own self-destructive way. “People should be 
allowed to drop to pieces in any way they choose” is how he put it. 
He was not, however, prepared to give up the fight altogether: he 
wrote one of his last and in many ways most scathing books, Self 
Condemned, when he was unable to read a word of what he had 
written, composing it line by line, using a finger to mark the begin- 
ning of a line before going on to the next. He was a man not only 
of prodigous energy, but also of many talents. He was an important 
painter, and a creative influence on the art of his time. One of his 
books, Time and Western Man, will stand as a major contribution 
to philosophy. His novels can be read as literature of a high order 
and as profound social criticism, and few others have described the 
destructive forces loose in our time with the lucidity and penetra- 
tion that are to be found in such books as The Writer and the 
Absolute and The Art of Being Ruled. 

Lewis was not an easy man to get along with. His friend Ezra 
Pound once said of him, “You cannot be as intelligent, in that sort 
of way, without being a prey to the furies.” In his relations with 
other people he could be unreasonable, irascible, unkind, and 
worse, but in his work he was utterly uncompromising. Although 
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he may at times have been mistaken in his judgments, he never 
betrayed his convictions by adapting his position to the demands 
of his time. 

Of the three works of fiction by him that we published-Rotting 
Hill, Self Condemned, and Revenge for Love-the last is the best 
known, and perhaps his greatest novel. He wrote it in the middle 
thirties, at the time he was painting those great portraits of T. S. 
Eliot, Stephen Spender, Ezra Pound, and Edith Sitwell, among 
others. It was first published in England in 1937; our edition, the 
first in the United States, appeared in 1952. If one asks why a major 
novel by one of the greatest writers of this century had to wait 
fifteen years to find an American publisher, the answer is quite 
simple: it ran counter to the prevailing orthodoxy of liberalism. 

Revenge for Love begins shortly before the outbreak of the 
Spanish Civil War, in a Spanish prison, where we meet Percy 
Hardcaster, a stocky, red-faced, self-confident specimen of the 
English working class and a professional Communist, who has 
been caught smuggling arms. He attempts a clumsily executed 
escape, is shot, and loses a leg. The story then moves to London, 
where we meet various other characters: Jack Cruze. a tax ac- 
countant, the son of a country constable, coarse and full of animal 
life; Tristram Phipps, an artist, and his beautiful wife, Gillian, 
both Communists, consciously upper class, who “out of swank” 
live in a miserable basement; and Victor Stamp, an Australian, 
also an artist, but modeled on Roy Campbell, strong, handsome. 
cheerful, and penniless; and his wife, Margot. The whole cast of 
characters come together at a party in honor of Percy Hardcaster, 
who has returned from Spain a hero. It is largely through Margot 
Stamp’s eyes that we view the proceedings. She is a simple, un- 
assuming, completely honest Englishwoman, and is deeply in love 
with Victor. Gillian, aggressively Communist, in speaking to Mar- 
got, we are told, uses “the patronizing drawl with which those of 
the drawing room class address those of kitchen status.” Margot 
“dreaded and disliked all these false politics of the sham underdogs 
(as she felt them to be), politics which made such lavish use of the 
poor and unfortunate, of the ‘proletariat’-as they called her class 
-to advertise injustice to the profit of a predatory Party, of sham 
underdogs athirst for power: whose doctrine was a universal Sicil- 
ian Vespers, and which yet treated the real poor, when they were 
encountered, with such overweening contempt, and even deri- 
sion. . . .” 
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Gillian Phipps is much taken by Percy Hardcaster; she gives him 
to understand that he would be welcome if he should come to her. 
There is some kissing, but Hardcaster’s debilitated physical condi- 
tion soon cools Gillian’s ardor. She discovers that rather than being 
the romantic hero she had imagined he is nothing more than “a 
stupid fat little man of the working-class (treacherous and full of 
self pity, as the working-class always were-ready to turn around 
and bite the hand that feeds them!)” A rather sharp confrontation 
ensues in which Hardcaster, the professional Communist, explains 
the realities of revolution to Gillian. Gillian is furious; such an en- 
counter with the real world was not at all what she had wanted 
when she invited Percy to come to see her. 

She later leaves her husband and goes off with Jack Cruze, for 
whom women are a far more consuming interest than ideology. 
The coarse. obscenely sensual Jack, whose amorous adventures 
began at the age of fourteen in country hedgerows but who has 
never experienced an upper-class woman, is much taken by Gillian. 
It is quite apparent that Lewis has far more respect for Percy Hard- 
caster than for any of his “salon Reds,” whatever their background 
or education: Hardcaster believed in something, was committed to 
it, and was a man. 

The book ends as it began, with Percy Hardcaster in a Spanish 
prison. He has risked his life to go into Spain, this time to save 
Victor and Margot Stamp from certain arrest, those two innocents 
having been lured into an arms-smuggling scheme to earn a little 
money. It is Hardcaster’s realization that Margot loves Victor that 
impels him, the hardened. professional revolutionary, to undertake 
such a dangerous and futile gamble. Margot had thought that their 
poverty and bad luck were the price fate exacted for their love, 
were “the revenge for love,” but it is her love for Victor that re- 
deems Hardcaster; and that such redemption is possible is the 
theme of the book. His prospects in a Spanish prison are not 
bright, but by his act, and through his realization of the meaning 
of the love of one person for another, he has redeemed himself 
as a man. On one level, Revenge for Love is a brilliant satire; but 
the novel has further dimensions, which make it, as Hugh Ken- 
ner said, a twentieth-century classic. 

Rotting Hill and Self Condemned were both written in the dis- 
mal aftermath of World War II, which Lewis had predicted, 
dreaded, and done everything in his power to warn his countrymen 
to avoid. In books such as Time and Western Man, The Writer 
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and the Absolute, and The Art of Being Ruled Lewis had fought 
with all the considerable resources at his command against the 
direction the modern world had taken. But in the two works of 
fiction written after World War II, when he was old, poor, and 
going blind, he seemed more inclined to accept it all as inevitable. 

Rotting Hill (Lewis lived in London at Notting Hill Gate) is a 
collection of nine unconnected episodes, each illustrative of some 
aspect of life in socialist, postwar England. “If we exist, shabby, 
ill-fed, loaded with debt (taxed more than any men at any time 
have ever been), let us recognize that the sole explanation of this 
is our collective stupidity. . . . War is what is immediately re- 
sponsible for the chaos which afflicts us at the present time.” Two 
episodes involve village priests; in one, “The Bishop’s Fool,” 
Lewis’s protagonist is an enthusiastic socialist who glories in the 
poverty and Spartan existence that are the lot of the country cleric 
under socialism. Lewis rather likes Rymer, as he calls him, whom 
he has met by chance in the reading room of the British Museum: 
he visits him and his attractive wife in their run-down country 
parsonage, but finds it difficult to make much sense of him. The 
story ends tragically, with Rymer losing his living and being bru- 
tally beaten by a local farmer, crude and modern, who has replaced 
the Squire as the man of power and influence in the countryside. 

Lewis’s other village priest is quite different from the cheerful, 
bumbling, left-wing Rymer: a young, esthetic, strong-willed man 
who believed that it was “an evil impulse on the part of the Govern- 
ment to break up the villages and to turn all of England into a 
factory.” Having read of his fight to save the village school, which 
the educational authorities had decided to close, Lewis pays him 
a visit. The school is considered to be uneconomical, and, like the 
village of which it is a part, an anachronism in the modem world. 
The authorities, moreover, feel that the children would be better 
served if they were shipped off to what we would call a consolidated 
school. The villagers finally lose heart, as a result of which the 
young Vicar must give up the fight, or at least this round of it. But 
the episode gives Lewis an opportunity to describe one conse- 
quence of the “terrible colossus of Socialism,” and a village priest 
who “belonged to the type of Englishman of which the most perfect 
specimens were Edmund Burke, Henry Maine, and a half dozen 
others. Those who experience the violent ‘rebound of a powerful 
mind from . . . philosophical radicalism,’ to use Maine’s words.” 

The book ends with an “envoi,” “The Rot Camp,” the last para- 
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graph of which makes clear that although Lewis may have given up 
the fight, he had lost none of his ability to satirize what is going on: 

Lastly, standing by one of the gate-posts, was Britannia. She wore 
what Yankees call a ‘liberty cap’ (hired from Moss Bros). Once so 
robust, she was terribly shrunken: some wasting disease, doubtless 
malignant. The trident now employed as a crutch, she held out a mug for 
alms. I saw in the mug what looked like a phoney dollar bill, and dropped 
myself a lucky threepenny bit. I would give my last threepenny bit to 
poor old silly Britannia. In a cracked wheeze she sang “Land of Hope 
and Glory.” I must confess that this last apparition, and its vulgar little 
song, rather depressed me. 

When he delivered the manuscript of Self Condemned, he told 
his English publisher, J. Alien White, a close and loyal friend, that 
it was the best thing he had ever done. Whether it is or not, there can 
be no doubt that it is a powerful and moving book with much to say 
about the situation of modem man. It is also, as the story of two 
decent people destroyed by war, a heartbreaking book. The time is 
1939, just before the outbreak of World War II. The central figure, 
Rent Harding, a professor of history in London and at the beginning 
of what promises to be a distinguished academic career, resigns his 
professorship and announces his intention to go to Canada, where 
he has no connections and no particular prospects. His reason for 
this drastic step, which stuns his family and leads to endless mis- 
understandings, is his conviction that he cannot teach history as the 
times and circumstances demand and remain an honest man. 

The war begins while Harding and his wife, Hester, are in the 
middle of the Atlantic, on their way to Canada. Hester is pretty 
and sensual, but although she has no comprehension whatever of the 
reasons for her husband’s decision, she loyally goes along. For three 
and one half years they lead a miserable existence in a single room 
in a cheap hotel in a city to which Lewis gives the name Momaco. 
The faculty of the nearby university regard the presence of an inter- 
nationally known scholar almost in their midst as a threat, and com- 
pletely ignore him. Applications for employment lead to nothing, 
so that Harding finds it necessary to sell his books, one by one, to 
supplement whatever he can earn from the sale of an occasional 
article or review. One dreary day follows another, with the single 
sustaining hope the prospect of a return to England following the 
War. 

Lewis went through a somewhat similar experience himself dur- 
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ing the war, and in his account of the experiences of the Hardings 
he expresses his own strong distaste for Canada and the run-of-the- 
mill Canadian. 

Finally the hotel burns down, late at night, with the temperature 
at thirty below zero. The fire leaves some twenty people dead and 
the hotel “an amazing iceberg. . . . It was now an enormous cave, 
full of mighty icicles as much as thirty feet long, and as thick as a 
tree, suspended from the skeleton of the roof. Below, one looked 
down into an icy labyrinth: here and there vistas leading the eye 
on to other caverns: and tunnels ending in mirrors, it seemed.” 

Great as the shock of the fire has been, it leads to a rather abrupt 
change for the better in the fortunes of the Hardings. RenC is of- 
fered the opportunity to write a column for the local paper on the 
war and foreign political developments, and it becomes quite suc- 
cessful; through the intervention of an Anglican priest he is invited 
to give a series of lectures at the university; and he begins to work 
on a new book. 

The change in their fortunes enables the Hardings to move into an 
attractive apartment, to live comfortably, even to travel, and soon 
Harding is offered a professorship at the university, which he ac- 
cepts. All this, however, is greeted by Hester with growing appre- 
hension, not to say despair. As long as they lived in the single room 
in the hotel they sustained each other, and could look forward to 
an eventual return to London. But Rene’s book is accepted and 
does well, and his success makes it apparent that they will never 
return. RenC says it would be impossible anyway: there would be 
nothing to return to. 

Hester develops a pathological hatred for Canada, and with 
her hopes of return fading, ends her own life by throwing herself 
under a truck. The shock of her suicide and the realization of his 
own responsibility for it almost destroy RenC; he recovers super- 
ficially and is even able to resume his work, but has become a shell 
of a man. 

Why, one is almost compelled to ask, was Lewis’s character RenC 
Harding destroyed, whereas Lewis himself came out of a not dis- 
similar experience intact? He spent almost six years in exile in the 
United States and Canada, desperately trying to support his wife and 
himself by portrait painting, lecturing, or whatever turned up; poor, 
not really ostracized, but not warmly welcomed either. Then came 
the final blow of blindness-for an artist the greatest blow of all. 
But he never became a shell of a man: it was no empty shell that 
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wrote Self Condemned. Lewis possessed resources which his char- 
acter Harding did not have, and perhaps, unconsciously, Lewis is 
telling us that he who wishes to take a stand against the trend of the 
times, defy the Gods, as he put it, had better be fully prepared. be 
sure of sufficient ballast to weather the inevitable storm. 

Lewis was not accepted by the New York literary establishment, 
and no large American or Canadian university, when he really 
needed it, was willing to offer him anything more substantial than 
an occasional lecture. Nevertheless, he was able to feel himself part 
of an intellectual community, of people who shared his values and 
many of his convictions. as his correspondence during those diffi- 
cult years with such people as Augustus John, T. S. Eliot, Naomi 
Mitchison. Sir Nicholas Waterhouse, and many others, plainly 
shows. Furthermore, we have every reason to believe that in spite 
of his rather checkered career as a young man. his marriage was 
successful. Finally, his opposition to the Zeirgeist, as he liked to 
call it, derived from a strongly held philosophical position. which 
had become a part of his personality and which he was prepared to 
defend against all comers. 

In The Demon of Progress in the Arts, which we published in 
1955, Lewis considered the situation of art in the modern world 
from his vantage point as painter, critic. and writer. A compact. 
closely argued little book of only ninety-six pages, it was greeted 
by some as a profound and important contribution, and by others 
as the work of an old grouch who had seen better days and had 
nothing more of significance to say. It is not so much a polemical 
book as the expression of concern for the future of art by a 
man for whom art was an utterly serious matter, and who wrote 
about it not as an outsider, but as a practicing artist. 

He believed that art, ever since the French Revolution. had been 
going through a gradual process of disintegration. and was now ap- 
proaching a limit beyond which there was, simply, nothing. This he 
ascribed to such influences as the emergence of conflicting schools, 
beginning with the romanticism and classicism of the early nine- 
teenth century; to the fact that art had become almost totally dis- 
connected from society, without any direct function in life, and was 
able to exist only as the plaything of the intellect; to the perpetual 
craving for something new, the feeling, which came with industrial- 
ism, that the old must be constantly superseded; and, finally, to the 
influence of the dealers and critics. The consequence of all this is 
extremism, which he said was symptomatic of a vacuum, and it is 
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extremism that has brought art close to the precipice beyond which 
there is nothing. 

“If,” Lewis remarks to illustrate his point, “in the windows of 
the art dealers, all that were to be seen were a few white empty 
canvases . . . and if, in answer to the enquiries of the newspapers’ 
representatives, the dealer were curtly to reply that ‘thisis the latest 
kind of “movement”,’ all this should evoke no surprise.” And it did, 
in fact, evoke no particular surprise when one of the major Ameri- 
can art museums gave a prize for a picture, which the museum 
bought, which is exactly what Lewis described, a white, empty 
canvas. 

He often complained that his books were ignored by the critics, 
that because the ideas he espoused were not fashionable he was 
subjected to a form of boycott. This may have been true at one 
point in his career, but it must be said that the four books we pub- 
lished were widely and carefully reviewed. The reviewers did not 
always agree with Lewis, but he was treated with considerable 
respect and accorded a degree of recognition that could make one 
feel the “Republic of Letters” is not entirely a creation of the 
imagination. There was, for example, a long, carefully written essay 
on Lewis by George Woodcock in the New Yorker, following the 
publication of Self Condemned, which considered his entire career 
and included the following tribute: “Lewis has probably been the 
most resolute intellectual of our age; he has converted an incapacity 
for intense emotionalism into a critical weapon against all the de- 
partures from intellectual consistency, all the manifestations of 
counterfeit philosophy, that, in his view, have governed con- 
temporary art and literature.” A reviewer for Time remarked, “A 
new generation is discovering Wyndham Lewis, and his publishers 
are reissuing his works amid applause from those who believe that 
he is Britain’s foremost writer.” In the Suturduy Review, Ben Ray 
Redman said of SeZf Condemned, “. . . it is essentially a novel of 
ideas, and one of Mr. Lewis’s greatest gifts is his ability to make 
ideas vital and potent in fiction. As for the range of his powers, that 
may be measured by the distance which separates this novel’s 
comedy from its tragedy, its fun from its savage bitterness.” 

There were also, of course, voices of dissent. Irving Howe, in the 
New Republic, was particularly caustic: “That Wyndham Lewis 
should be revived in England and published in America is another 
dreary sign of the times. Lewis may figure in 20th century literary 
history, but the notion that he is important as a novelist or . . . as 
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‘a prophet’ must be put down to the recent turn to reaction by some 
rattled intellectuals.” The Virginia Kirkus Service called Revenge 
for Love “a pretty lugubrious structure on which Mr. Lewis rests 
the same slender and bad-tempered opinions he recently voiced in 
the first person in Rotting Hill.” In contrast to a rather negative re- 
view of Revenge for Love by James Kelly in the New York Times, 
however, Ruthven Todd’s review of Self Condemned in that news- 
paper was all any author or publisher could wish for. He began: 
“Wyndham Lewis has stood as one of the gigantic, but isolated, 
figures of modern letters,” and ends: “In a world of the ready-made 
and mass produced, it is almost intoxicating to find a novel by a 
master, and one which only he could have conceived and executed.” 

A paragraph from The Writer and the Absolute, which, as con- 
cisely as anything of his I know, expresses his credo as painter and 
writer. forms an appropriate ending to this remembrance of 
Wyndham Lewis: 

What holds the true apart from the false is a great force. This can be 
illustrated in the work of famous writers, but it is in the great masters of 
painting that this instinct occurs with all the publicity of the visible, 
within sight of all of us, and so it is there that it may be studied to the 
best advantage. Chardin, with a bland intensity, fastens his eye, impacts 
his gaze forever upon some object of daily use. Van Eyck, with the 
same intense animal absorption and austere tenacity, upon Arnolfini 
and his wife. The true image must be put down. 

T. S. Eliot’s kindness to young writers has often been mentioned. 
I would like to attest to his kindness to an inexperienced publisher. 
I saw him for the first time when, as a student, I heard the series of 
lectures he gave at Harvard, which must have been the winter of 
193 l-32. Having been brought up in the Middle West, I found his 
Oxford English somewhat hard to follow, and was surprised to 
learn that he had grown up in the Middle West also. I can now re- 
member little of what he said -a remark that either Shelley or 
Keats, I don’t know which, might have become a good poet if he had 
lived longer, and his telling us that “Beauty is truth, truth beauty” 
is not all we know on earth, or all we need to know. 

In 1949, as I have related, we published a Festschrift for Eliot’s 
sixty-fifth birthday. When he came to Chicago early in 195 1 to de- 
liver four lectures at the University of Chicago, it served as our in- 
troduction to each other. He invited me to lunch several times at the 
rather ornate hotel near the university where he had been installed. 
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On one of these occasions, looking around the dining room at the 
overfed, overdressed, middle-aged ladies who occupied most of the 
tables, and who later solemnly played cards, he asked if there might 
not be another place in Chicago we could go for lunch. I suggested 
the Red Star, a wonderful old German place on the North Side, no 
longer in existence, which proved to be a great success. As we 
walked in he remarked, “This smells like beer,” but unfortunately 
it was Election Day and no beer was served. I was too overwhelmed 
by the presence of the great man to get as much out of these occa- 
sions as I should have, but they were pleasant, and he was most 
encouraging about my efforts to found a new publishing firm. I later 
visited him several times in his office at Faber & Faber, which was 
then in two or three rather dilapidated Victorian houses on Russell 
Square. On one of these visits, when he asked me how I was getting 
on, I told him that we had just become the publisher of Eddie Guest, 
having recently bought out the original publisher. He smiled in his 
quizzical, knowing way, and said, “Don’t be ashamed of that. There 
isn’t a publisher in the business who wouldn’t be delighted to have 
Eddie Guest on his list, and, furthermore, he was an honest man, 
which is more than one can say of many people who write poetry 
these days.” 

Eliot approved of my decision to publish Wyndham Lewis, and 
offered to write a brief preface to .Self Condemned. “To me,” he 
said, “this is the best of Wyndham Lewis’s novels.” As for Rotting 
Hill, it was a good book-“perhaps too good to be relished by the 
English reviewer.” I was somewhat perplexed by Lewis’s very last 
novel. The Red Priest, which had been offered to us for publication. 
In reply to my letter about it Eliot wrote, “I am afraid that I also am 
disappointed by The Red Priest. In fact. I have not yet been able to 
get very far with it. The characters seem very unreal to me-at any 
rate, they correspond to nothing in my own experience.” This per- 
suaded me to decline the book, which probably saved me several 
thousand dollars. 

I do not wish to give the impression that Eliot approved of every- 
thing we published. He could be sharply critical, and for such 
criticism I was as grateful as for his encouragement. When I sent 
him a copy of an inconsequential book we had published called 
Chicago’s Left Bank, which included the conventional comments 
about Ezra Pound, I received the following, as a P.S. on the bottom 
of a longer letter: “I was not so happy with Chicago’s Left Bank 
as I am with many of your books. I dare say that the book should do 
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well locally, but I was incidentally annoyed by what seemed to me 
unnecessary attacks on Ezra Pound.” To this the following is added, 
in longhand: “The book is trivial, inaccurate, uncritical, cheap & 
spiteful.” 

He particularly admired Russell Kirk’s The Conservative Mind 
and was instrumental, as I have reported, in Faber’s bringing out a 
British edition. He and Kirk later met, and out of this meeting there 
developed a warm friendship, a consequence of which is probably 
the best book we have on Eliot’s work. Russell Kirk’s Eliot and His 
Age, published by Random House in 1972. Although I received in 
all not more than two dozen or so letters from Eliot. and met with 
him only six or eight times. he left an indelible impression on me. 
But it is the way of great men, and a mark of their greatness. that 
they should make an indelible impression. 

When in 1959 I received a letter from Noel Stock, with the return 
address Schloss Brunnenburg. Merano, asking if we would be inter- 
ested in publishing a collection of essays by Ezra Pound he was put- 
ting together, I was somewhat taken aback. because I had never read 
a line of Ezra Pound. I knew something about the circumstances 
of his arrest by the American authorities in Italy. and that he had 
been confined in a mental hospital in Washington. but that was about 
all. Montgomery Belgion’s Victor’s Justice, one of the first books we 
had published, described in some detail the brutal way Pound had 
been treated when he was first arrested; a manuscript on Pound. 
which we had rejected. described the circumstances of his confine- 
ment in St. Elizabeth’s in Washington; and at T. S. Eliot’s suggestion 
we had published a short book about the Cantos, which I had read. 
but not the Cantos themselves. As a writer he had never come into 
my field of interest, but I was inclined to view him with favor be- 
cause of the treatment he had received and the enemies he had made. 
So I replied to Stock that we would be interested in the manuscript 
he was preparing. Because I planned to be in Europe that fall, he 
suggested that I come to Schloss Brunnenburg and discuss the proj- 
ect at first hand. And after further correspondence, I also arranged 
to go on to Rapallo to meet Pound himself. 

I mentioned the proposed trip to Eugene Davidson, a former 
editor of Yale University Press, who was then working in the his- 
torical archives in Munich. He offered to drive me, and so it was 
arranged, with his wife. Louise-an alert, attractive lady who was 
very good company-as the third member of the party. Schloss 
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Brunnenburg proved to be a medieval castle, which had been re- 
stored in the nineteenth century and bought for a small sum, after 
World War II, in a semiruined condition, by Pound’s daughter Mary 
and her husband, Prince de Rachewiltz. 

We were admitted by a little girl of about eight, who we later 
learned was Pound’s granddaughter. She led us up a spiral stair- 
way, across a handsome old court, through an archway, and up 
another stairway to the floor where Stock and his wife were living, 
and where he occupied himself sorting and arranging Pound’s 
papers. He took us up a further stairway to a large room with 
windows and window seats on three sides, which afforded a fine 
view of the valley and countryside, and there we were presented to 
Pound’s daughter, Mary de Rachewiltz. She was in her early thir- 
ties, dignified, reserved, and very courteous; she had the presence 
and beautiful manners of a well-brought-up European. She sug- 
gested that I spend an hour or so with Stock, and that we all come 
back to the room where we were sitting for lunch. When I re- 
turned to Stock’s apartment it was obvious from some of the things 
he showed me-an essay on the Jefferson-Adams correspondence, 
one called “Reorganize Your Dead Universities,” letters to the 
American Academy and the Guggenheim Foundation, for example 
-that there would be no difficulty finding sufficient material for 
a provocative and interesting book; and so it was agreed. 

Prince de Rachewiltz, who grew up in Rome and is an Egyptol- 
ogist, joined us for lunch. The meal was simple, excellently pre- 
pared, and properly served. It became immediately apparent that 
Mary de Rachewiltz was devoted to her father, and had suffered 
greatly because of all that had happened to him. After his arrest 
and confinement by the American army, the family had heard 
nothing whatever, for more than six months, about where he was 
or what had happened to him. She spoke rather bitterly of the fact 
that so few responsible people had gone to see him during the 
twelve years he had been confined in St. Elizabeth’s, that he had 
been criticized because certain strange characters had more or less 
surrounded him, but that the “good” people had stayed away. She 
made the long trip to Washington to visit him, and had tried to get 
a job so that she could be of help to him, but had been unable to 
find anything. In her book of memoirs, Discretions, she remarks 
that when, during this visit to him in St. Elizabeth’s, she asked what 
she could do, he replied, “All you can do is plant a little decency 
in Bnmnenburg.” Her father had been in excellent health and 
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spirits for several months following his return to Italy, she said, 
but had since become somewhat depressed. 

We reached Rapallo the next afternoon, after spending the night 
near Sermione, on Lake Garda, which must be one of the most 
beautiful spots in the world. Pound had reserved rooms for us in a 
small, attractive hotel on the Mediterranean, where he and his 
wife, Dorothy, joined us for dinner. He asked me to come to their 
apartment alone the next morning, and when we had dinner with 
them once again, we were joined by an old friend of his. Pound 
seemed quite energetic, was quick in his movements, but it was 
difficult for him to stand or sit for any length of time because of 
a problem with his neck, which had developed during his confine- 
ment in Pisa. Davidson asked about the circumstances of his arrest 
and imprisonment. He told us that toward the end of the war he and 
his family had gone back into the hills to escape the air raids, 
and when he heard on the radio that a price had been put on his 
head and that the American army had entered Rapallo. he went 
down to give himself up. The first soldier of the victorious Amer- 
ican army he encountered was a large black, who had no interest 
whatever in Pound’s situation, but instead tried to sell him, for 
fifteen dollars, a bicycle he had “liberated” from some hapless 
Italian. Pound seemed to find it difficult to recall the details of his 
first imprisonment, but he did mention that most of the other pris- 
oners were blacks who had been arrested for rape, murder, and 
other crimes, and that the first commandant of the camp was later 
murdered in Genoa, apparently by an American soldier. He soon 
remarked that such reminiscences were a waste of time: “At least 
ten million people were treated far worse than I was, so why talk 
about it?” 

The next day I went to see him in his apartment, which was 
bright, airy, and situated somewhat higher than the hotel. Mrs. 
Pound was a gracious, dignified woman, but she plainly bore the 
marks of all she had gone through in the years following her hus- 
band’s arrest. When I told her how much I had enjoyed meeting 
her daughter, I sensed at once that I had said the wrong thing. 
Mary de Rachewiltz, I learned later, is the daughter of the violinist 
Olga Rudge. 

We sat in Pound’s study. Much of the furniture, which was 
simple, sturdy, and practical, had been made by him from his own 
design. I happened to notice on his desk a check for a thousand 
dollars, encased in lucite; it was made out to Ezra Pound and 
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signed by Ernest Hemingway. When Pound observed that I had 
looked at it, he simply remarked, “Hem should have come to see 
me.” He lay down much of the time, and rambled from one subject 
to another, always coming back to what was obviously his favorite 
theme, his theories of money. His study of the subject, he said, 
stemmed entirely from his desire to get at the causes of war. He 
was interested also in the history of the thought that tried to pre- 
vent World War II, and why it was unsuccessful. He recommended 
a book by Clark Emory called Ideas into Action, and spoke of a 
series he had started in 1924 with Hemingway, Ford Madox 
Ford, and William Carlos Williams, called “The Inquest Series,” 
whose purpose was to revive normal prose after the appearance of 
Ulysses. He spoke of Ford and Alfred H. Orage as two men of the 
period who were “getting more important,” and said that one of 
his regrets was his neglect of Arnold Bennett, to whom friends had 
called his attention about 19 10; but he had been too immersed at 
the time studying Debussy’s music to pay any attention to Bennett. 
He talked about William Woodward and his American history, 
which he thought well of, and remarked that Robert Lowell “was 
improving.” Suddenly, in the midst of all this, he stood up, and 
with the greatest care and precision made the following observa- 
tion, which I have recalled as accurately as possible: “One must 
find a way to admit one’s mistakes without throwing away the glim- 
mering of truth one has managed to acquire in making them.” 

He seemed tired and rather depressed at dinner that evening, 
and left early, but before doing so remarked that “they” had de- 
cided in advance to release him only when he was so broken that 
he would be able to do nothing that would bother anyone when he 
got out; and added that “they” had calculated correctly. The old 
Italian friend of the Pounds who joined us for dinner stayed after 
they had left, and proved to be a most interesting man. He was an 
old-time socialist, and had attended an international socialist meet- 
ing in Chicago in 1909. He was very likable and had a good sense 
of humor, and seemed to be in every way a robust and honest man. 
He had had something to do with Italian radio during the war, 
which is how his friendship with Pound had started. The Italians, 
he said, had tried to convince Pound that he should not make his 
wartime broadcasts; they knew that doing so would serve no pur- 
pose, and only make trouble for Pound later. 

As is well known from portraits and photographs, Ezra Pound 
had been a striking-looking man. He still was when I met him, 
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despite his twelve years in a mental hospital; furthermore, he had 
the manner and air of the poet, of the man to whom it is given to 
see and sense more than the rest of us. Whatever mistakes he may 
have made, Ezra Pound was one of the great creative influences of 
this century. 

We published Noel Stock’s collection of Pound essays in 1960, 
under the title Impact: Essays on Ignorance and the Decline of 
American Citzilization. When he put the collection together, Stock 
was a devoted follower of Ezra Pound-he has since had second 
thoughts-and an admirer of his monetary and economic theories 
as much as of his poetry. The collection was therefore rather heav- 
ily weighted with material on economics, and there was more 
repetition than one would wish for. But there were flashes of great 
insight that makes the reading of the whole rewarding, and from 
beginning to end the reader is aware of the presence of a man 
who had a profound understanding of the basis and nature of civ- 
ilization, and a passionate concern for its future. Pound may at 
times have played the fool, but he was not a fool, and was capable 
of insights which we ignore at our peril. 

A frequently recurring theme of Impact is the role of an elite 
in civilization. Although Pound said emphatically that he “never 
cared a damn about snobbisms or for writing ultimately for the 
few,” he went on to remark: “Serious art is unpopular at birth. But 
it ultimately forms the mass culture. . . . Mass culture insists on 
the fundamental virtues which are common to Edgar Wallace and 
Homer.” In another chapter he spoke of the senseless destruction 
of the great English houses by taxation. “The farm hand does not 
eat more because the paintings by Raeburn and Constable are 
taken out of the Manor House and put in the dealer’s cellar under 
a black and iniquitous inheritance tax. The obscuring of the sense 
of the nature of money has destroyed all these fine things uselessly. 
The dismantled Manor House, that could be and ought to show 
a model of how to live, is made a skeleton for no purpose.” 

In “National Culture” and “The Jefferson-Adams Letters” he 
developed more fully the idea of an elite, not as a privileged class 
leading an isolated and protected existence, but as a creative, re- 
sponsible, and active group who by their standards of quality and 
behavior raise the level of society as a whole. He suggested that if 
a few hundred men who prefer good writing to bad would corre- 
spond with each other on a regular basis, maintain a periodical 
that correlated American thought with what is going on in other 

219 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

countries, insist on clear definitions of terms, and at least protest 
against the worst malpractices of the press and book trade and the 
more violent inaccuracies of the so-called books of reference, much 
could be accomplished in the way of raising standards. “One can 
not create by fiat a phalanx of great writers, or men of genius,” 
he said. “One could however establish a certain degree of mental 
integrity, and an utter and blistering intolerance of certain present 
habits of sloppiness and bad faith.” 

For Pound, “nothing surpasses the evidence that CIVILIZATION 

WAS in America, than the series of letters exchanged between Jef- 
ferson and John Adams. during the decade of reconciliation after 
their disagreement.” And for Pound, writing in 1938, nothing was 
more infuriating, or gave clearer evidence of what was wrong, than 
the fact that whereas Marx and Lenin were reprinted at ten cents 
and twenty-five cents in editions of 100,000, Adams’s and Jeffer- 
son’s thought was kept out of the plain man’s reach. He said that 
what Jefferson and Adams still had that has since been lost “was 
the HABIT of thinking of things in general as set in an orderly 
universe.” 

To read Impact requires patience, as is true of almost anything 
Pound wrote, but he can be most rewarding. I cannot resist quot- 
ing one particularly striking sentence, which is probably a more 
exact summary of our situation than even Pound realized: 

The drear horror of American life can be traced to two damnable roots, 
or perhaps it is only one root: 1. The loss of all distinction between 
public and private affairs. 2. The tendency to mess into other peoples’ 
affairs before establishing order in one’s own affairs, and in one’s 
thoughts. 
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0 NE of the first books published by our firm, as I have mentioned, 
was Great Saints by the Swiss Protestant pastor and professor of 
theology Walter Nigg. Although it was not the great success I had 
hoped for, it was by no means a failure, and helped to establish 
our new firm as a publisher of serious books. Shortly thereafter 
G. Ernest Wright and Floyd W. Filson, of McCormick Theological 
Seminary, came to us with a new series, “Studies in Biblical Theol- 
ogy,” which we agreed to publish jointly with the Student Christian 
Movement Press of London. The series included works by a num- 
ber of distinguished men and sold reasonably well, but I finally 
came to the conclusion that it was not what we were looking for. 
Several factors led us into the publication of Catholic books, and 
by the time I gave up control of the firm we had become one of 
the larger publishers of serious Catholic books and had a distin- 
guished and highly respected list. 

For a number of reasons, I have never felt able to -make a final 
commitment to Catholicism, but for a long time I have been 
strongly attracted to the Catholic Church, because of my father’s 
upbringing and also because of the two years I spent as a student 
in Europe, which made me more aware than I might otherwise 
have been of the great debt we owe the Roman Church as the 
bearer of the religious and cultural tradition of our civilization. 
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A religious tradition, it seems clear to me, demonstrates its truth 
by the depth of the faith and the level of the creative achievement 
it inspires. 

All this reminds me of a conversation with the gifted but un- 
predictable German writer Luise Rinser, two of whose books we 
had published. She had grown up in the strong Catholic. tradition 
of Bavaria, however lightly the demands of the Church may have 
rested upon her. At the time I met her she was married to the com- 
poser Carl Orff, and she invited me to have lunch with them in 
their new, handsome house near Diessen-am-Ammersee. After 
lunch we walked to the nearby village and looked into the church, 
which was a fine specimen of the highly decorated, light, airy 
baroque style which seems particularly appropriate to the Bavarian 
character and countryside. As we were standing in front of the 
beautifully made iron grill that separates the choir from the rest 
of the church, I remarked that such a church had a particular 
appeal to me, and made me feel deprived of something because 
I was an outsider to it. 

She said in response that to those who grow up in it, the Church 
is like an old, old house one’s family has always lived in. The floors 
are creaky, uneven, and on many levels; it was built over many 
centuries and in a completely haphazard fashion. “But we love it,” 
she said. “It is a part of us, and we wouldn’t think of living any- 
where else.” On the other hand, she confessed, she couldn’t imag- 
ine moving into it if she had not grown up in it. Many people, 
needless to say, have found refuge in that old house, but however 
much I may at times have wished otherwise, I remain an outsider. 

Another factor that helped to get us into Catholic publishing 
was the circumstance that two of my first associates in the firm, 
Philip N. Starbuck and William F. Strube, were former sem- 
inarians. The first Catholic book we published, The Paschal Mys- 
tery, by the French theologian Louis Bouyer, which had been 
strongly recommended by Starbuck, was on the Easter liturgy. The 
most ambitious project we undertook was the publication of three 
major works by Thomas Aquinas. all in new translations, which 
were prepared in various Jesuit Houses of Study: On Truth, in 
three large volumes, and the Commentary on the Metaphysics and 
the Commentaq on the Nichomachean Ethics of Aristotle, each 
in two large volumes. Many years after these books appeared, my 
wife and I visited the Vatican Library to see the impressive exhibit 
arranged to commemorate the seven-hundredth anniversary of the 
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death of Thomas Aquinas, which included original manuscripts, 
medieval manuscript copies, and printed editions going back to 
the fifteenth century of the works of the “Angelic Doctor.” The 
pleasure and satisfaction it gave me to see displayed in those sur- 
roundings, entirely unexpectedly, our well-produced edition of On 
Truth was ample compensation for the financial burden the three 
works had placed on our struggling firm. 

Our list included books by Paul Claudel, Jean Danielou, Ger- 
trud von le Fort, Eugene Portalie, Benedict Bauer, Edith Stein, 
and Louis Colin, but probably our greatest contribution to con- 
temporary religious thought was the publication of eight books by 
Roman0 Guardini, among them his major work, The Lord. Guar- 
dini, who as a Catholic priest was for sixteen years a professor 
at the University of Berlin, and after World War II at the Univer- 
sity of Tubingen, and finally at the University of Munich, was one 
of the towering figures of our time. He was born in 1885 in Verona. 
His father for professional reasons took his family to Germany, 
and as a young man Guardini made the difficult decision to become 
a German. But he never gave up his attachment to the traditions 
of his birthplace, and felt himself to be, above all, a European. 

In the early twenties, following the completion of his studies in 
systematic theology at the University of Bonn, and having qualified 
himself to teach in a university, Guardini received a call from the 
University of Berlin to assume a newly established professorship, 
which was described as “Philosophy of Religion and Christian 
Weltanschauung.” In a speech delivered at the celebration of his 
seventieth birthday, at the University of Munich, he described the 
dilemma this offer had presented to him. His own lack of experi- 
ence, and the rather vague way in which his proposed professorship 
was described, made it difficult for him to accept. It was the dis- 
tinguished philosopher Max Scheler who was most helpful to him. 
“Examine, for example, the novels of Dostoyevski,” Scheler told 
him, “and consider them from your Christian position, in order, 
on the one hand. to illuminate the work itself, and, on the other. 
your own starting point.” This he did for sixteen years, he said, in 
the sharp air of Berlin, and in the process it became clear to him 
what the concept of a Christian view of the world expresses: “the 
constant, one can say methodical, encounter between faith and the 
world.” From this professorship developed such books as those on 
Plato, Dante, Pascal, Holderlin, Morike, and Rilke, which were in- 
tended to be neither literary studies nor theology, but encounters. 
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Through his lectures at the University of Berlin, his books, and 
his work in the Catholic Youth Movement, Guardini had achieved 
considerable prominence by the 1930’s, but it was in the period 
immediately following World War II that he became one of the 
most influential men in Germany. During those years of hunger 
and despair, of moral confusion and political uncertainty, he of- 
fered the example and counsel of a man wise in the classical philos- 
ophy of Europe and serene in the Christian faith. His university 
lectures, which were held in the largest available auditorium, and 
were always filled to the doors, as were his sermons, became the 
centers of university life, But his influence extended beyond stu- 
dents and young people of every class and faith to labor-union 
leaders and to men prominent in government and business. The 
contribution of this modest, unassuming professor-priest to the 
restoration of traditional values in the situation that followed 
twelve years of Adolf Hitler is difficult to overstate, and a witness 
to the power of the human personality acting on its highest level. 

A book that gives some idea of Guardini’s method, of the way 
in which he met a current issue on the basis of the Christian faith, 
is his study Power and Responsibility, which was first published in 
Munich in 195 1, and in our edition just ten years later. He begins, 
quite logically, with a definition of power, which, in the sense he 
used it, is essentially a human phenomenon. “We may speak of 
power,” he tells us, “in the true sense of the word only when two 
elements are present: real energies capable of changing the reality 
of things . . . and the will to establish specific goals and to launch 
and direct energies toward those goals.” Such a natural phenom- 
enon as lightning or a hurricane is not evidence of power but of 
force, as is the strength of a lion: the exercise of power requires 
will, and will implies freedom of choice and therefore responsibil- 
ity. Having then carefully established what he means by power. 
Guardini begins the development of his thesis at the very beginning, 
with Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden. 

The Book of Genesis, Guardini reminds us, tells us not only 
that God created man, and in his own image, but also that he 
ordered man “to increase and multiply and fill the earth, and to 
make it yours; take command of the fishes of the sea, and all that 
flies through the air, and all the living things that move on the 
earth.” Elaborating on this text, Guardini goes on to say, “Man 
cannot be human and, as a kind of addition to his humanity, exer- 
cise or fail to exercise power; the exercise of power is essential to 
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his humanity. To this end the author of his existence determined 
him.” Man’s power, however, is to be exercised “with respect to 
the truth of things,” as Guardini puts it. The sovereignty over the 
earth God has given him “is not meant to establish an independent 
world of man, but to complete the world of God as a free, human 
world in accordance with God’s will.” The essential nature of 
man’s “first disobedience” then was his refusal to accept his role 
as a part of creation, his succumbing to the temptation “to be like 
gods.” And ever since this event, which disrupted “man’s relation 
to his creator,” Guardini says, “history takes its course in a world 
that is marked by disorder.” 

Characteristic of the era following the Middle Ages, which 
Guardini called “the Modem World” and which, in his opinion. 
reached its apogee between the two world wars, is the supposition 
that “every increase in intellectual-technical power [is] an unques- 
tionable gain,” the fervent belief that all such increase is “progress, 
progress in the direction of a decisive fulfillment of the supreme 
meaning and value of existence.” The Middle Ages, Guardini 
pointed out, regarded scientific knowledge as a means to confirm 
the will and purpose of God. The Modern World, on the other 
hand, regards science as a means to win greater power over na- 
ture, and to this latter attitude we owe, of course, not only modern 
medicine, but also the material comforts and security modern sci- 
ence and technology have given us. With this increase in power 
over nature, however, has come also a corresponding increase in 
the power one man, or group of men, can exercise over others; and 
this has come about not only because of the apparatus of control 
modem technology has made available to the state, but also be- 
cause of the willingness of modem man to place himself at the 
mercy of power. “One being affects another,” Guardini tells us, 
“as much as that other allows himself to be affected, indeed co- 
operates in the process. In the long run, domination requires not 
only the passive consent, but also the will to be dominated, a will 
eager to drop personal responsibility and personal effort . . . the 
inner barriers of self-respect and self-defense must fall before power 
can really violate.” 

Guardini was well aware that there is no turning back. As a re- 
sult of the power over nature man has acquired, most conspicu- 
ously in the form of atomic fission, “to the end of time, there will 
be no human experience that lives without peril.” Nor is a solution 
to be found by renouncing power: man cannot renounce power 
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and remain human, since the exercise of power is part of his na- 
ture. Believing, however, that there is a divine plan in the unrolling 
of history, Guardini expressed the hope that the new era he saw 
superseding the Modern World, which he believed had already 
begun, would bring forth a new kind of man, who “will have power 
not only over nature, but also over his own powers. In other words, 
he will understand how to subordinate power to the true meaning 
of life and works.” 

We were the original publishers of eight books by Roman0 
Guardini, in English translation, and, in addition, reissued in 
paperback editions five that had been originally published by other 
houses. By far the most successful was The Lord, which was the 
fruit of a life devoted to the study, contemplation, and interpreta- 
tion of the Christian revelation. I entered into a contract for Eng- 
lish-language rights with the original German publisher knowing 
nothing about the book beyond its reputation, and largely on the 
basis of the recommendation of Arnold Bergstraesser, who was 
then a professor at the University of Chicago. The overwhelming 
problem of putting this complex, highly sophisticated book into 
English solved itself almost miraculously, it seemed at the time. 
by the appearance in our office, entirely unannounced, of a lady 
who was not only willing to undertake the arduous task, but almost 
uniquely equipped to do it. Elinor Castendyk Briefs was the wife 
of the distinguished Georgetown University professor Goetz Briefs; 
she was well trained in theology and completely fluent in both Ger- 
man and English, and she had studied with Professor Guardini in 
Tiibingen. 

Ernest Strauss, the exceptionally competent man in charge of 
production at that time, saw to it that the manuscript was carefully 
edited and the book suitably produced; and an aggressive, imag- 
inative man, Howard Clark, who was in charge of sales, made it 
his business to see that the book was promoted and sold as it de- 
served to be. It was probably Clark who suggested that we use 
the Rouault painting “Christ Mocked by Soldiers” for the jacket. 
With its vivid colors and strong presentation of the subject it was 
exactly what was needed, and the Museum of Modern Art in New 
York very generously lent us the necessary plates. Our publication 
of The Lord in 1954 was one of those all too infrequent ventures 
in which everything seems to go as one would wish, and it became 
the most successful book in our firm’s history. 

The author tells us in his preface that it was no scholarly docu- 
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mentation of history or theology. “Its chapters are the spiritual 
commentaries of some four years of Sunday services undertaken with 
the sole purpose of obeying as well as possible the Lord’s command 
to proclaim him, his message and works.” In a chapter entitled 
“Justice and That Which Surpasses It” the author took as his text 
the Parable of the Prodigal Son: that which surpasses justice is 
mercy. The chapter “Christian Marriage and Virginity” is not 
only beautiful in its presentation of a difficult subject, but also, in 
its observations about the deeper meaning of the relationship be- 
tween man and woman, it has much to say to our licentious age. 
In the chapter that follows, on property and poverty, Guardini 
took as his text the story of the rich man who asks Jesus, “What 
shall I do to gain eternal life?,” to which Jesus replies, “Go, sell 
whatever thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have 
treasure in heaven; and come, follow me.” In this brief story, 
Guardini says, are revealed two Christian attitudes toward prop- 
erty. One, based on the commandments, is to own property. be 
grateful for it, manage it well, and achieve something with it, avoid 
dishonesty and injustice, be decent to others and help dispel need. 
The other, on a higher level, is what he calls the special order of 
things that leads those few who are able to serve God “not only in 
justice, but in the absolute freedom of the heart that has stripped 
itself of everything that is not he. . . . From this blend of vocation 
and freedom, of obligation and magnanimity springs the order of 
perfection, that state of more than ordinary Christian freedom which 
is the privilege of certain chosen individuals.” After referring to St. 
Francis of Assisi as an example of what he is talking about, he 
adds, “. . . the realization of the order of perfection operates as 
a living example in human society. It proves the possibility of free- 
dom from property, reminding those who possess it that there is 
freedom to be had also among possessions. He who has entirely 
freed himself from things helps him who retains his belongings to 
use them properly.” 

On the occasion of the eightieth birthday of Father Guardini, the 
University of Munich and the Catholic Academy of Bavaria ar- 
ranged a great academic celebration. Following addresses by the 
Rector of the University, the Dean of the Faculty of Philosophy, 
and the Jesuit theologian Karl Rahner, Father Guardini expressed 
his gratitude in a brief reply, which he called “Truth and Irony.” He 
spoke of the vehemence with which Plato fought against the destruc- 
tion by the Sophists of all real values and norms, and especially 
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against their assault on truth by their raising of material success to 
be the highest goal of life. He then remarked, “Plato must have had 
an overwhelming experience of truth, of truth not merely as the 
determination of the correctness of things, but the inner realization 
of truth with all the splendour and fullness of meaning the unspoiled 
word expresses. . . . Truth is something absolute. It is a directing 
force from which the person is not only able to live a worthwhile 
life, but to face death with equanimity.” Then, after speaking of 
Socrates’s devotion to wisdom and to the discovery of truth and his 
firm refusal, in consequence of his conviction of his own inade- 
quacy, to permit himself to be regarded by his followers as teacher 
or exemplar, Guardini added, “Plato experienced the directing 
power of truth in a way that combined the perception of the absolute 
validity of the idea with the experience of human inadequacy. And 
the irony of this perception lies in the fact that the thinking person 
perceives what of this perception lies beyond his capacity to bring 
to realization.” 

Guardini ended what must have been one of his last public ad- 
dresses with the admonition: 

I do not know whether I have made clear what I wanted to bring before 
you in these few words: the awareness of truth and at the same time 
awareness of the smallness of one’s own strength in relation to it; recogni- 
tion of one’s own inadequacy, from which comes not scepticism, but 
conviction on the highest level. It would be, I think, good Platonic doc- 
trine to say that the person who understands himself on the basis of what 
lies beneath him betrays his own nobility. Rather, he will live right only 
when he makes his life in accordance with what is above him-even if 
he is not able to understand it, and must at times appear strange to him- 
self, mala geloios, as the young Glaucon puts it in the Politeia. 

Other Guardini books we published included Rilke’s Duirzo Es- 
says, The Church of the Lord, The World and the Person, The Vir- 
tues, and The Word of God: Three Essays on Faith, Hope and 
Charity. All did well, but none so well as The Lord, which went 
through nine large printings. 

In our pride in our wealth and apparent control of our natural 
surroundings it is easy to forget the debt we owe to such men as 
Roman0 Guardini; we feel we have no need of those who teach us 
humility, and to see ourselves as a part of creation, not as its ul- 
timate purpose. In a conversation several years ago with the socialist 
mayor of Berlin, I remarked that there now seemed to be no one in 
Germany who spoke with authority. When he asked what I meant, 
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I gave Guardini’s influence as an example of the kind of authority 
I had in mind. The mayor replied, with what struck me as a rather 
deprecating smile, “Das war Modesache” (“That was a fad”). But 
it was not a fad. Young people listened to Guardini in the confusion 
and uncertainty of the postwar period because he was able to offer 
them the wisdom and sense of order and direction they needed and 
longed for. The time may not be far off when we shall again turn 
to such men as Roman0 Guardini. 

Over the years we built up not only a substantial and distinguished 
list of Catholic works, but of philosophical studies as well. An early 
book of ours was Helmut Kuhn’s Encounter with Nothingness, on 
existentialism, a subject much talked of in those days and probably 
little understood. This was followed in 1949 by the first work of 
Martin Heidegger to be published in English. We called it Existence 
and Being, and it consisted of four essays-“Remembrance of the 
Poet,” “ Hoelderlin and the Essence of Poetry,” “On the Essence of 
Truth,” and “What Is Metaphysics?“-plus a long essay on Hei- 
degger’s chief philosophical work, Being and Time, then still un- 
translated, and a second one on the Heidegger essays included in 
the book. These had been written at Heidegger’s request by his 
former assistant, Werner Brock, who was then teaching at Cam- 
bridge. Brock tells us that the purpose of these introductory essays, 
which make up more than half the book, is interpretative, on the 
assumption that he himself understands the text of the essays. This 
book, which is still in print after thirty years, has become an integral 
part of the literature of modem philosophy. 

Gateway Editions, our paperback series, was strongly oriented 
toward philosophy. We began it with works of such standard authors 
as Plato, Aristotle, Thomas Aquinas, Hobbes, Hume, Locke, Rous- 
seau, and Marx, all included in the Great Books list, then soon 
added authors we had published originally in hard-back editions, 
including Gabriel Marcel, Max Picard, Helmut Kuhn, James 
Collins, and Heidegger. We arranged for fresh translations of such 
standard works as Nietzsche’s Beyond Good and Evil and Thus 
Spake Zarathustra, and Rousseau’s Social Contract, as well as for 
two less available works of Nietzsche, Philosophy in the Tragic Age 
of the Greeks and Schopenhauer as Educator. We also published 
a number of books directly in the Gateway series, including Hei- 
degger’s What Is a Thing?, Eric Voegelin’s Science, Politics, Gnosti- 
cism, two shorter works by Karl Jaspers, three stories by Unamuno, 
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St. Augustine’s Enchiridion on Faith, Hope and Love, and Paul 
Ricoeur’s Fallible Man. With the addition of several books first 
published by others which had been allowed to go out of print- 
Eliseo Vivas’s The Moral Life and the Ethical Life, and two books 
of F. A. Hayek, for example-our Gateway paperbacks developed 
into a distinguished and useful list. 

In connection with the search for additions to our list, I twice 
visited Karl Jaspers. When I met him he was living in Basel, on a 
quiet street in a rather modest house, one of a tight row, which was 
probably typical of the house of a German professor of a generation 
or two ago-walls lined with books, heavy furniture, thick curtains 
on the windows, and very comfortable. In contrast to his con- 
temporary Martin Heidegger, who would spend months in com- 
plete isolation in a small hut in a remote part of the Black Forest, 
thinking and writing, Jaspers preferred to be in the center of things. 
He wrote for the newspaper on contemporary politics, made public 
speeches, and had strong opinions on current issues, not all of them, 
I thought, well founded. 

The first time I went to see him was in October, 1962. We talked 
at first about several of his books that he thought we might wish to 
consider for publication, particularly his large work on Nietzsche. 
(In the event, this was first published by the University of Arizona 
Press, and later by us in paperback.) He then went on to say that he 
was an old man, and in his life had experienced the two great catas- 
trophes of this century -World War I and the coming to power of 
Adolf Hitler-and that he now had the same feeling he did in 19 14 
and 1933, that events had taken over and man was powerless to 
change their course. I did not agree; history, I said, is made by man, 
not events, but we let it go at that. He then talked at some length 
about the Shirer book on the Third Reich, which he had just read, 
obviously with great care. The facts, he said, were probably nine- 
tenths correct, although he did mention two alleged meetings, one 
on the pocket battleship Deutschland and the other on Hinden- 
burg’s estate, which Shirer made much of but which Jaspers was 
sure had never taken place, and then went on to say that what Shirer 
wrote about philosophy and Geistesgeschichte (history of ideas) was 
incredibly primitive and wrong. “How could a man live in a country 
so long,” he said, “and understand so little about it? He simply 
doesn’t know us.” He then spoke of the disastrous effect such a book 
could have on American foreign policy, an effect that involved not 
only Germany, but the West as a whole. 
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He wanted to know about Chicago, which someone had told him 
was not a city at all, but a large village. I told him that it was a col- 
lection of villages. He asked particularly about the newspapers, and 
whether they had anything serious to say about foreign policy; if it 
was true, as someone had told him, that the average citizen of Chi- 
cago hardly knew where Berlin was, much less had any idea of its 
significance. He went on to say that one of the great dangers to the 
West was the enormous influence of the American masses and their 
complete lack of understanding of how serious the world situation 
was. I did not entirely agree with this either, and told him that the 
masses largely reflect the views of those in a position to mold public 
opinion, and that it is the latter who constitute the danger. 

As I prepared to leave, I found his wife waiting for me near the 
front door. She asked if I would sit down with her for a few minutes. 
She was quite small, with very bright eyes and a warm smile, and, 
as I soon learned, was altogether a pleasant lady, and much easier 
to talk to than her husband. She told me that she was Jewish, but 
that she was not so anti-German as her relatives and friends and 
that she had been well treated in Heidelberg all during the war, in 
spite of the official position toward Jews. She was not given a ration 
card because she was Jewish, she said, but others shared their food 
with them, so that they always had enough to eat. She spoke about 
her husband, how they did everything together, and of her distress 
when he lost his Heidelberg professorship because of her. When this 
happened, she said, they went to his father’s house in Oldenburg. 
She spoke of her apprehension as they approached the house. Her 
father-in-law was a banker, and a tall, rather severe North German, 
which made her feel very uncertain about how she might be received 
as the person responsible for the loss of his son’s position. She was 
intensely relieved, therefore, when the door opened and her father- 
in-law greeted her warmly and, turning to her husband, said, “My 
son, we don’t belong in that crowd.” This was another side of Ger- 
many during the Hitler period, and one that she thought, I am sure, 
should not be forgotten. 

I visited Professor Jaspers once more, almost exactly a year later. 
His wife met me at the door; I thought she had aged considerably 
since I had chatted with her the year before, but he seemed about 
the same, only a little more pontifical. He complimented me on the 
appearance of the book of his we had published in the meantime, 
World and Philosophy. He spoke of President Kennedy in the high- 
est terms; he obviously idolized him, as many Germans did after the 
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“Ich bin ein Berliner” speech-they thought he meant what he said. 
Jaspers was particularly impressed by Kennedy’s efforts to settle 
the race issue, as he said, “with justice and in spite of the political 
consequences,” and remarked that this was one ray of hope on the 
Western side. He went on to say, as I wrote down immediately after- 
ward, “Political freedom is one of the great achievements of Western 
Europe. If the Negro issue in America can be settled in the spirit of 
political freedom, it will change the whole world situation, and may 
prevent the race war of which Hitler’s murder of the Jews was only 
the beginning.” 

Jaspers intensely disliked Konrad Adenauer, partly perhaps be- 
cause Adenauer was Catholic. He said that the true statesman edu- 
cates his people to his ideals and aims, whereas Adenauer only used 
the people as pawns to keep himself in power. I did not agree with 
this, and asked if he did not think that the reconciliation with France 
was a great achievement. Jaspers admitted that it was, but refused 
to give Adenauer credit for it; it would have come about in any 
case, he said. 

Jaspers had just passed his eightieth birthday when I met him the 
second time. He was tall and striking-looking, blond, blue-eyed, hair 
brushed back from a high forehead, impressive in manner, very sure 
of his own opinions, and a man who left his mark on the thought 
of his time. My friend Max Picard made an interesting remark about 
those two contemporary German philosophers Heidegger and 
Jaspers: “I don’t agree with Heidegger in the slightest, but he has 
the head of the true philosopher, and one must respect him. As for 
Jaspers, he is a Schulphilosoph.” 

William Ernest Hocking, who was most helpful to me and whom 
I visited several times in his house on a New Hampshire mountain- 
visits I remember with great pleasure---once wrote that my publica- 
tion list reflected my own philosophical concerns. He was most 
generous to say this, but in doing so gave me more credit than I 
deserved. Although I enjoy reading certain works of philosophy, I 
must confess that I have no particular philosophical position, and 
no talent whatever for the sort of speculation the specialists engage 
in. Life has probably treated me too well for me to develop a 
philosophy of my own. To read such a book as Unamuno’s The 
Tragic Sense of Life is for me a stimulating and enjoyable experi- 
ence, but the problem he wrestled with with such intensity and pas- 
sion, immortality, worries me not at all. We had no choice, so far 
as we can know, about the circumstances surrounding our coming 
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into the world, and no matter how hard we may think about it can 
know nothing about what happens to us when we leave it. Our 
Maker has entrusted us with the gift of fre: will, and with the free- 
dom to make choices and to decide for ou;selves comes responsi- 
bility for our acts and decisions. We are given life to lead as best we 
can and in accordance with the gifts and circumstances allotted to 
us, and those who lead a good life can face death with the com- 
posure and confidence of old Bach, who, on his deathbed, asked 
those around him to sing his last chorale, “Before Thy Throne With 
This I Come,” composed only a few days before, doubtless in prepa- 
ration for this event. That our Maker feels kindly toward us, his 
creatures, the music of Bach and Mozart would be for me sufficient 
evidence, if there were not much more. 

The fact that we published so many Catholic and philosophical 
books although I was neither a Catholic nor a philosopher often 
gave me the rather guilty feeling that I was sailing under false colors, 
that in a certain way I was misrepresenting myself. But the books, on 
the whole, were good and of high quality, and I think may have 
contributed something to understanding and orderly thinking, which 
would sufficiently justify their publication. 
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GOOD AND BAD 

MI E published many more books than I have described in the 
foregoing account, and some of them can justifiably be described 
as good. But more than I like to think about were of no distinction 
whatever, and although we enjoyed a number of successes, there 
were many failures. We took on some of the less distinguished 
works-the White Sox Year Book, for example-in the hope that 
they might make money for the firm and help to pay for better 
books. Others were the result of poor advice or poor judgment. 

One of the final books published by the firm when it was still 
under my direction was the first volume of Konrad Adenauer’s 
Memoirs. We had contracted to bring out the entire work, which 
was to consist of two or, at the most, three volumes, the first cover- 
ing the period before World War II and the rest the postwar period. 
When the work developed into four volumes, all covering the post- 
war period, we found it necessary to withdraw. The one volume 
we did publish, however, is of great interest and an important con- 
tribution to modem history. It begins with Allied troops reaching 
the Rhine and the final capitulation in 1945, and goes on to de- 
scribe Adenauer’s appointment by the British as mayor of Cologne, 
the catastrophic condition of postwar Germany, the beginnings of 
political activity, relations with the military government, the for- 
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mulation of the Basic Law, and Adenauer’s election as the first 
chancellor of the German Federal Republic. 

We published it in collaboration with Weidenfeld and Nicholson 
of London, sharing translation and composition costs, and ar- 
ranged to have the translation made in New York by Beate Ruhm 
von Oppen, who was a well-trained historian and scrupulously 
accurate-she detected several errors, in fact, in the original. One 
amusing incident in connection with the translation involved the 
letter informing Adenauer of his dismissal by the British as mayor 
of Cologne, for incompetence. Adenauer had been ordered to have 
the trees in the extensive Cologne parks, which he had had planted 
in the twenties during his previous administration as mayor, cut 
down for fuel. He refused, on the grounds that there was plenty 
of coal in the Ruhr, and was promptly fired. In the German edi- 
tion the letter was reproduced in translation. Rather than translate 
it back into English we tried to find a copy of the original, at first 
without success, and finally wrote direct to General Barraclough, 
whose only claim to fame is the fact that he was the man who fired 
Adenauer. He obviously would have preferred to forget the whole 
episode, and replied that he had no copy, and no idea where one 
could be found. We were finally able to get it, however, from 
archives in London. 

We published the book in May, 1966, on a day I will remember 
as the birthday of my first grandchild. The Adenauer memoir was 
well reviewed in the New York Times, Time, and almost every 
other publication in which books were reviewed, but the sale, 
though by no means insignificant, was disappointing to me. I had 
incorrectly assumed that the Memoirs of Konrad Adenauer-who 
was, after all, one of the great personalities and statesmen of this 
century, and who played a major role in its history-would be of 
as much interest to almost every literate person as they were to me, 
a mistake of a kind I have made many times. 

Disappointment over the sale of the book was at least partially 
compensated for by the opportunity to meet Dr. Adenauer. The 
first time was in April, 1964, in a handsome villa high above Lake 
Como, at a reception for the foreign publishers of his book- 
French, British, Italian, Dutch, Swedish, and American. The house 
was built on two sides of a large, attractive garden, which had a 
huge beech tree in the center and afforded a fine view of the lake 
and surrounding hills. It was a bright, sunny day, warm enough 
for us to stand outside, and the atmosphere was relaxed and 
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friendly. Adenauer instantly recognized that my name came from 
the Mosel, not far from where his family had originated, and this, 
together with the fact that I had spent two years in Bonn as a 
student and was quite familiar with the Cologne area, opened the 
door to further conversation. 

It was not long before the name of General de Gaulle was men- 
tioned. Adenauer spoke of his great admiration for De Gaulle, 
without whose initiative German-French reconciliation, at least on 
the broad basis on which it came about, would have been impos- 
sible. Adenauer’s first efforts in that direction, he told us, had be- 
gun after World War I, when he was closely associated with Chan- 
cellor Wilhelm Cuno. Reconciliation with France, he thought 
then, was the only solution to the isolation of Germany, but there 
was too much bitterness on both sides, and for his efforts Ade- 
nauer was accused of being a traitor and a “separatist,” accusations 
the Nazis revived when he was dismissed, for the first time, as 
mayor of Cologne. 

De Gaulle’s first approach to Adenauer came shortly after his 
return to power, through two emissaries who invited Adenauer to 
meet with him in Paris. Adenauer replied that it was not fitting 
that the representative of a defeated nation should go to the capital 
of France, and suggested that it ought to be done in a different 
way. De Gaulle sent a second message: John Foster Dulles had 
come to Paris, and if he had come the German chancellor could 
come also. To this Adenauer replied that Dulles did not come as 
the representative of a defeated nation, whereupon De Gaulle ar- 
ranged the meeting in his private residence in Colombey-les-deux- 
Eglises, and it was here that this historic development began. 

Adenauer invited George Weidenfeld and Lady Pamela Barry, 
the wife of the head of the London Sunday Telegraph, to sit with 
him at a small table, and very kindly asked me to join them. The 
conversation soon got around to British foreign policy, De Gaulle, 
and the Common Market, doubtless because it had not been long 
before that De Gaulle had startled the world by suddenly announc- 
ing his opposition to British entry into the Common Market. Ade- 
nauer began by remarking that he found it difficult to understand 
British foreign policy since World War II; it seemed to lack direc- 
tion, and particularly a firm line toward Soviet Russia. When Lady 
Barry asked how he felt about the possibility of a Labour victory 
in the fall, he answered that such a prospect was of great concern 
to him because he was afraid that a Labour government would be 
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even more indecisive toward Soviet Russia than the present Con- 
servative government. To relieve whatever tenseness these remarks 
may have caused, Adenauer then told an amusing story. During an 
official visit to London, he noticed that his hotel was being picketed 
by a group who objected to the rearmament of Germany. It was a 
cold, wet, miserable day, which prompted him to invite the pick- 
eters in for tea. They solemnly stacked their placards in the hall- 
way, he said, and joined in a pleasant conversation-nothing was 
said about armament-following which the refreshed protesters 
went back to their picketing. 

On the subject of the Common Market, Britain, and De Gaulle, 
Adenauer said that he had never believed that Prime Minister 
Harold Macmillan was really serious about coming in, adding em- 
phatically that De Gaulle did not object in principle to Britain’s 
entering the Common Market. but to its doing so on a special 
basis. He took the position that Britain should accept the same 
responsibilities as all the nations involved. Another factor that had 
played a part in De Gaulle’s sudden about-face was Macmillan’s 
meeting with Kennedy in Bermuda. De Gaulle had told Adenauer 
that shortly before the Bermuda Conference, Macmillan had in- 
formed him that Britain could not afford to develop its atomic 
weapons any further. De Gaulle thereupon suggested that the 
British turn their knowledge and resources over to a European 
project. Macmillan refused to commit himself, but a few days later 
went to Bermuda and worked out the arrangement with Kennedy 
that would permit the Europeans to have the Polaris missile. De 
Gaulle first learned of the agreement from the newspapers, and 
quite rightly regarded this as an affront not only to France and to 
him, but also to all of Western Europe. It was in response to this 
and to the British demand for special status that he took the stand 
he did. 

There was some discussion of De Gaulle’s decision to take 
French troops away from NATO, which one of those present 
thought had weakened NATO. Adenauer defended the decision as 
the correct one at the time, because the opposition of the officer 
corps to the withdrawal from Algeria had made the French army 
a very uncertain quantity, for which reason it was better to keep 
it under De Gaulle than under NATO. Weidenfeld asked Ade- 
nauer if he thought that such a man as Khrushchev could, in any 
circumstances, be trusted. Adenauer said in substance that he 
would answer the question indirectly. No one who had never lived 
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under a modem dictatorship could understand the moral degrada- 
tion, the deceit, the distrust of all others that this situation brings 
about. It was bad enough under fascism, but was doubtless far 
worse under Communism. Furthermore, Russia had been involved 
in more wars than any other nation, Russia was the expansionist, 
imperialist power, above all others, and the present leadership of 
Russia considered only one circumstance in making a decision- 
the effect it would have on the expansionist aims of the Russian 
nation and world Communism. 

Before the party broke up I again had a few minutes alone with 
Adenauer. He remarked that Americans should understand that 
Russia would never voluntarily let go of East Berlin and the Rus- 
sian zone of Germany, now the German Democratic Republic. 
These areas are not only useful in themselves to the Russians, but, 
more important, are regarded as the bait with which to lure the 
West Germans into the Russian orbit. He did not think that the 
West Germans would fall into the trap, but he most emphatically 
asserted that if this should ever happen, West Germany would be- 
come part of the Soviet realm, as would all the rest of Europe, 
and clearly this would make an enormous difference to the situa- 
tion of the United States. 

The last time I saw Adenauer was in September, 1966, a few 
months before he died. This meeting also took place in a villa near 
Como, where he had gone to rest. He invited me to come to tea, 
and to bring my younger daughter, who was traveling with me. 
One of his daughters was with him, he was in excellent spirits, and 
we had a most pleasant time. He was then ninety years old, but he 
showed us the garden, talked about the different varieties of plants, 
and in no way seemed like an old man. After tea he remarked, 
“Since you come from the Mosel, we must have a bottle of wine.” 
He sent for a list of the Mosel wines that had been sent down for 
the household, and selected a bottle of Eiswein, the very rare wine 
that is made on those occasions when especially sweet grapes are 
caught by an early freeze. We chatted about various things, and 
I told him that my relatives on the Mosel, who were wine growers, 
had told me that the canalization of the Mosel, for which he was 
responsible, would spoil the wine. He was amused by this and said 
it was merely peasant superstition. In fact, the canalization would 
improve the wine, because by keeping the water level more con- 
stant it would result in more uniform moisture for the grapes. 

For some reason or other he asked me if I knew that there had 
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been an election in our country at the time of the American Revo- 
lution to determine whether English or German should be the 
national language, and that German had lost by only one vote. 
I replied, not very diplomatically, that I had heard the story from 
many Germans, but had never believed it. He became slightly 
annoyed at this, but his daughter smoothed things over by remark- 
ing that there might well have been such an election in Lancaster, 
Pennsylvania. 

Konrad Adenauer was a shrewd, farsighted man. One of his 
great assets was his implacable realism. He indulged in no false 
heroics, made no empty promises; built up no hopes that could 
not be realized. He accepted the situation of his country as it was 
after twelve years of Hitler and total defeat-divided, every square 
mile of it occupied by its former enemies, its economic life at a 
standstill, its cities in ruins, millions homeless and on the verge of 
starvation-and went on from there, slowly and patiently using 
every opportunity that offered itself. At the end of his fourteen 
years as chancellor, the German Federal Republic had taken its 
place as a sovereign nation, had made an almost miraculous eco- 
nomic recovery, and had won international respect. The war lead- 
ers, great and small, had had their time on the world stage. It was 
such men as Konrad Adenauer in Germany, Robert Schuman in 
France, and Alcide de Gasperi in Italy who had the far less spec- 
tacular but more rewarding task of putting things back together 
and making it possible for people to live again in peace. 

Some books I published I am glad to forget, but there are others 
I have not yet mentioned that it is pleasant to recall: for example a 
collection of essays by John DOS Passos, Occasions and Protests, 
which we published in 1964. When I first met DOS Passos I do not 
now remember, but I do remember a particularly agreeable en- 
counter with him at an international meeting of conservatives in 
Rome in October, 1963. It was a delightful affair. There were some 
quite brilliant papers, and several rather passionate speeches by 
Italians, which even the interpreters seemed unable to follow. I 
remember one sentence from one of these, “I am a Catholic of the 
middle ages: I reject any compromise with the modern world.” A 
great dinner on a narrow street was followed by dancing, in which 
DOS Passos took part, and there was much lively conversation. 

The thoughtful, carefully worked-out paper DOS Passos deliv- 
ered in the small Roman theater near Trajan’s Column, where we 
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met, which appears in our collection of essays, expresses many of 
the concerns about the situation of our country and its future that 
occupied him in his later years. He talked about truth, how diffi- 
cult it is to discover and then to convey: “Ever since man began, 
the pursuit of truth has been an activity beset by many occupa- 
tional hazards. The institutions through which, in almost any so- 
ciety, the boss-type men impose their will on the workers and the 
producers and the builders are invariably founded on lies.” After 
developing and illustrating what he was talking about, he went on 
to say, “In modern bureaucratic societies intellectuals are becom- 
ing a dominant class through their furnishing the bossmen with 
the slogans and delusions by which they control the general pub- 
lic. The twentieth century may well end by being known as the 
century of the intellectual. As they become giddy with power the 
usefulness of the intellectuals as a class to the cause of civilization 
becomes more and more doubtful.” 

DOS Passes was concerned all his adult life with the problem of 
what he called the “bossmen.” Once when he was at our house for 
dinner my wife asked him if he had changed his basic position, as 
was often said, from left to right, from flaming liberal to arch 
conservative. He replied that he did not think he had changed his 
position at all; he had always been opposed to one group of men 
taking advantage of other men, bossing them around, as he put it. 
In his younger days it was the factory owners who were the boss- 
men, but later it became the men who control the labor unions: 
he had not changed, he said, only the identity of the bosses had 
changed. 

In such essays as “The Use of the Past,” “A Question of Elbow 
Room,” and “The Workman and His Tools,” DOS Passes uses his 
broad knowledge of his country and its history, his enormous skill 
with words, and his sharp “camera eye” to illustrate the essential 
nature of American society, and how it evolved. And without in 
any way overlooking the corrupting influences that sometimes seem 
in danger of overwhelming it, he never loses his faith in its essen- 
tial strength. The latter is particularly emphasized in the first essay 
of the book, “The American Cause,” which was originally written 
as a letter to a group of German students who asked him to ex- 
plain, in three hundred words, why they should admire the United 
States. The following lines come from this essay: 

I told them they should admire the United States not for what we were 
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but for what we might become. . . . I told them to admire us for our 
unstratified society, where every man still has a chance, if he has the will 
and the wit, to invent his own thoughts and to make his own way. I 
told them to admire us for the hope we still have that there is enough 
goodness in man to use the omnipotence science has given him to en- 
noble his life on earth instead of degrading it. Self government, through 
dangers and distortions and failures, is the American cause. Faith in 
self government, when all is said and done, is faith in the triumph in 
man of good over evil. 

Occasions and Protests presented the liberal reviewers with a 
serious tactical problem. DOS Passos was too big a name to ignore, 
but what were they do do with a man they once praised as one of 
theirs who without hesitation or apology could now say such out- 
rageous things? The fact that they were true made it all the worse. 
His assertion that intellectuals furnish the bossmen with the slogans 
and delusions by which they control the general public was a par- 
ticularly flagrant example. And in speaking of one of their heavy- 
weight thinkers he had the temerity to say, “In a hundred newspapers 
readers seeking the balm of certainty will find in Walter Lippmann’s 
column the roughage of daily events reduced to marketable opinions 
easily assimilated and stamped with the stamp of authority.” The 
New York Times solved the problem by giving the book a slashing 
review on the front page of the Sunday book section-the only book 
of ours to have received that distinction. The reviewer, John Braine, 
a young English novelist, began with the summary judgment “a sad, 
drab book. Nothing is left of the DOS Passos style but his habit of 
omitting hyphens.” Having thus suggested that the entire book is 
without merit. he goes on to say, “Only perhaps in ‘Satire as a Way 
of Seeing’ is the real DOS Passos evident; here, looking at the draw- 
ings of George Grosz, he is not only penetratingly acute about his 
subject-but has something to say about the change in the visual 
habits of Americans.” What Braine is really saying, of course, is 
that the essay on George Grosz was the only one he agreed with. 
The review infuriated me, but DOS Passos, wiser and more experi- 
enced in such matters, did not even bother to read it. 

So many of our books were involved with problems-foreign 
policy, education, the place of man in the world-that it is pleasant 
to recall three that were concerned with beauty, with the evidence 
of the divine spark in man that raises him above his physical sur- 
roundings and makes him human: The Diary and Letters of Kaethe 
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Kollwitz, published in 1955; The Church Incarnate, a book on 
church architecture by Rudolph Schwarz, published in 1958; and 
The Quiet Eye: A Way of Looking at Pictures, by the Chicago sculp- 
tress Sylvia Shaw Judson, published in 1954. They were very differ- 
ent in their subject matter, in the personalities of their authors, and 
in the manner of their approach, but each reflects the triumph of 
the human spirit over the vicissitudes of life. 

Kaethe Kollwitz was born in 1867 in Konigsberg, the very Prus- 
sian city of Immanuel Kant and the categorical imperative, and 
died in 1945 in the castle of Moritzburg, having been offered refuge 
by the Prince of Saxony after the destruction in an air raid of her 
Berlin house, where she had spent most of her life, where her chil- 
dren were born, and where much of her work was done. As the 
wife of a physician who chose to conduct a clinic in one of the 
poorest sections of Berlin, she had known what the grinding poverty 
and misery of a great modern city can mean. She lost a son in 
World War I, and in the second many of her friends and the material 
accumulation of her life. But her work, from the kneeling figures of 
grieving parents she made for the soldier’s grave of her son to the 
drawing of a mother, one hand protecting her two small children 
and the other offered to death, displays the serenity, the self-disci- 
pline, and the sense of order only a great person, who was able to 
transcend whatever demands life may have placed upon her, could 
have achieved. 

For Rudolph Schwarz the building of a church was a serious 
matter: he saw his task as the architect, the Baumeister: 

To build churches out of that reality which we experience and verify 
every day, to take this our own reality so seriously and to recognize it to 
be so holy that it may be able to enter in before God. To renew the old 
teachings concerning sacred work by trying to recognize the body, even 
as it is real to us today, as creature and as revelation, and by trying to 
render it so; to reinstitute the body in its dignity and to do our work so 
well that this body may prove to be “sacred body.” And beyond all this 
to guard ourselves against repeating the old words when for us no living 
content is connected with them. 

On the one occasion I met Schwarz in his studio in Frankfurt, he 
spoke about the cathedral of nearby Mainz, that great, massive 
Romanesque structure of the High Middle Ages, which, like the 
cathedrals in Worms and Speyer, has a double apse. This, Schwarz 
said, expresses a typically medieval idea: the one apse houses the 
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altar of Christ, the other the throne of the emperor, so that the whole 
structure represents the unity of church and state under the Father- 
hood of God. I asked him why, in rebuilding the Cathedral of Co- 
logne after the war, he had put the Shrine of the Three Kings, one 
of the great treasures of the Middle Ages, high above the pews in 
the choir. He replied, “So the art historians can’t get at it.” He 
meant, of course, that he wanted the shrine to be not a museum 
piece but a part of the cathedral as a place of worship. 

In his brief preface, Mies van der Rohe speaks of The Church 
Incarnate as not only a great book on architecture, but also one 
of the truly great books that have the power to transform our 
thinking. It was Cynthia Harris. who later became a physician, who 
was responsible for our edition of The Church Incarnate. She knew 
Schwarz and admired his work, and undertook the arduous task of 
putting the book into English: without her moral and material sup- 
port it would never have seen the light of day. 

In her introduction to The Quiet EJY: A Way of Looking at 
Pictures, Sylvia Judson. who was herself an imaginative and skill- 
ful artist. tells us that one of her purposes is to help us to see works 
of art, in Plato’s words. not as images of beauty but as realities. 
The pictures she chose for the book, she tells us, communicate a 
sense of affirmation, of wonder, of trust. The Quiet Eye is com- 
pletely unpretentious, but no less beautiful for that, and it has 
given pleasure and I think solace to many people. 

It is no secret that novels are especially risky, and that first 
novels almost invariably lose money, but the manuscript of a well- 
constructed novel that seems to have something to say is an almost 
irresistible temptation. We succumbed a number of times, and, 
true to form, most of the fiction we published lost money. There 
was a novel by Holmes Alexander. a successful Washington col- 
umnist and a most likable man, with a quick wit and the manners 
of a true southern gentleman. He was also a fluent writer, but his 
book did not sell, perhaps because he would not take the time to 
bring off his rather involved story of intrigue in an old Washington 
newspaper family. There were two novels by the German writer 
Luise Rinser, one of which was Rings of Glass ( 1955). a beauti- 
fully written story of a young girl brought up, during World War I, 
by an aunt who was herself the niece and housekeeper of the abbot 
of one of the great Bavarian monasteries. By way of complete con- 
trast there was Trumbull Park ( 1959)) by a gifted Chicago black, 

243 



MEMOIRS OF A DISSIDENT PUBLISHER 

Frank London Brown. Two of the best novels we published were 
moderately successful. One, Chains of Fear ( 1958), by N. Naro- 
kov, a Russian living in this country, was serialized by the Saturday 
Evening Post, and acclaimed by discerning critics as being in the 
great tradition of the Russian novel. Manifest Destiny ( 1963 ), by 
Russell Laman, was a novel running to more than five hundred 
pages and revolving about a Kansas homesteading family. It was 
recommended to me by Mari Sandoz, who will be remembered as 
the author of Old Jules. Manifest Desriny begins with a young man 
from the East taking a homestead in Kansas in the 1870’s, and 
gives the reader the sense of complete authenticity that can be 
achieved only by a writer who, as Mark Twain put it, was there. 
It was no best seller, but we sold out the fairly large first printing. 
It was my hope that we might discover and develop a significant 
novelist, and in Frank Brown and Russell Laman had reason to 
think that there was such a possibility. But Frank Brown, after 
being appointed to the faculty of the University of Chicago, died 
before writing another book; and Russell Laman apparently wrote 
himself out with his one novel, which will stand, however, as a 
significant achievement. 

Publishing books such as I have described in the foregoing chap- 
ters has its rewards, as I hope I have made clear, but in my case 
they were not, unfortunately, financial. We were constantly faced 
with the problem of trying to find a way to make income meet 
expenses, and needed some of those books every publisher longs 
for-cookbooks, schoolbooks, bibles, and so on-that have a con- 
tinuing, steady, assured sale. One of our attempted solutions was 
to buy the old Chicago firm of Reilly & Lee, which had been 
founded as the Madison Book Company in 1902. Although it was 
on its last legs when we bought it, it still had a strong list of pop- 
ular books. Its founder, Frank E. Reilly, had been the sales man- 
ager for the firm that first brought out Frank Baum’s The Wizard 
of Oz. When it failed, he set up his own house, taking over as 
Baum’s publisher. By 1919 the firm name had become Reilly & 
Lee, and it enjoyed great success for a time by publishing the un- 
pretentious, wholesome books that appealed to the American taste 
before the advent of radio and TV, Penthouse and Playboy. Reilly 
& Lee published some of the enormously popular books of Harold 
Bell Wright, all those of the much beloved Edgar A. Guest, and 
many books for children, including all thirty-one of the Oz books, 
fourteen by Frank Baum, the rest written after his death by others. 
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We reissued a great many of these, including the complete Oz 
series, various other juveniles, the Collected Verse of Edgar A. 
Guest, and popular classics such as IO1 Fumous Poems. 

We tried to keep the tradition of Reilly & Lee alive by adding 
new books for children, but all of them except The Golden Jour- 
ney, an anthology of poetry put together by Louise Bogan and 
William J. Smith, were unsuccessful and also uninspired. They 
lacked the elusive spark of imagination that Frank Baum had to 
a high degree, whatever one may think of the literary quality of his 
books. Those books of ours were neither worse nor better than 
the routine books for children produced in quantity every year, but 
I would prefer to forget our contribution to this flood of mediocrity. 

An author who became a good and loyal friend is Frederick 
Ayer, Jr. How I became acquainted with him makes a fairly in- 
volved story. In the dining car of the Broadway Limited. on the 
way to New York, early in 1952, I got into conversation with the 
man sitting across the table from me. We talked about the usual 
things, mutual acquaintances, the state of the world, politics. and 
finally who might be the Republican candidate in the upcoming 
presidential election. I was strongly in favor of Senator Robert 
Taft, which prompted my acquaintance to ask if I would be inter- 
ested in publishing the diary of General George S. Patton. I had 
heard rumors about the diary, that it had things to say about the 
conduct of the war that were not at all flattering to those who made 
the decisions, and replied that I would indeed be most interested. 
He told me that a man he knew in New York had a copy of the 
diary as well as Mrs. Patton’s authorization to arrange for its pub- 
lication. The next day, as promised, this man came to see me, 
the Patton diary in hand; he also showed me a letter from Mrs. 
Patton, which though perfectly friendly, certainly did not authorize 
him to arrange for its publication. When I asked how the diary 
had come into his possession, he told me that it had been given 
to him by Patton’s army secretary, a technical sergeant, who had 
typed it each day from the General’s dictation and had kept a copy. 
This man, for some reason, had never returned to the United States 
following the war. My visitor, who was of Hungarian birth and had 
been in naval intelligence during the war, had induced the former 
technical sergeant to place in his hands what really belonged to 
General Patton or his heirs. 

He let me have his copy, which I took back with me to Chicago. 
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After reading it I was most anxious to become its publisher, but 
fully realized that permission would have to be obtained from the 
Patton family. I had tried to call Mrs. Patton from New York, 
shortly after my encounter with the mysterious Hungarian, but was 
told that she was out of the country. After she returned. she agreed 
to let me come to see her at her house in Beverly, Massachusetts. 
To vouch for my authenticity, so to speak, I asked my friend 
Colonel Truman Smith, who had known the Pattons in the army, 
to go with me. Mrs. Patton was most cordial and kind, invited us 
to stay for lunch, told us many interesting stories about her hus- 
band. and was in every way a gracious hostess. But she made it 
emphatically clear that she had no intention of permitting the diary 
to be published. 

My interest, it must be said, did not derive entirely from the his- 
torical importance of the diary, great as it undoubtedly was. I 
thought of it primarily as a means to help Taft win the Republican 
nomination for the presidency, the choice having narrowed down 
to him or Eisenhower. Mrs. Patton, if possible, was even more 
strongly in favor of Taft than I was, or at any rate more strongly 
opposed to General Eisenhower as a presidential candidate; but she 
was not, as she put it, going to permit her dead husband to become 
involved in a political campaign. I returned to Chicago empty- 
handed. 

After Mrs. Patton’s death a year or two later, her brother, Fred- 
erick Ayer, called me to tell me that if I was still interested in the 
diary he could arrange for me to meet with the Patton children, who 
would all be in their father’s house the following week. I stayed with 
the Ayers on this visit, which, insofar as the publication of the diary 
was concerned, proved to be as fruitless as the first. I did, however, 
come away with a manuscript by Frederick Ayer, Jr., which we 
eventually published under the title Yankee G-Man, for which I 
must confess we were responsible. Fred, Jr., having been rejected 
by the army for poor eyesight, had gone into the F.B.I., and after 
customary stringent training and some rather routine service in this 
country was assigned to a special European intelligence unit. Fol- 
lowing the war he served in Greece as the chief intelligence officer. 
His book is an account of all this, and though written in the light- 
hearted manner Fred liked to assume, it is a serious work and has 
much that is important and revealing to say about the influences that 
guided our intelligence operations during and after the war. In the 
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Eisenhower administration Fred had a high policy-making position 
in Air Force Intelligence. 

We published three more books of his, and all did well. Two were 
spy stories, Where No Flags Fly and The Man in rhe Mirror, which 
later appeared as a mass-market paperback; and both. because 
Fred knew from his own experience how such things are done in 
real life, had the unmistakable smell of authenticity about them. 
The third was an amusing account of the Ayers’ amiable basset 
hound. Fred Ayer was a rare person: coming from a well-situated 
New England family, he was in a position to do what he pleased, 
but he was always ready to serve his country in whatever capacity 
was required, which he did on a number of occasions, always in 
his unassuming, completely competent way. He was a generous 
friend, and I remember him with gratitude. 

One incident involving Fred Ayer sticks in my memory and may 
be worth repeating. Following dinner one evening at the Metro- 
politan Club in Washington, Fred suggested that we go to the lounge 
to hear what President Eisenhower would have to say on TV-it 
had been announced that he was to make an important statement 
on foreign policy. As it happened, it had to do with Berlin, and in 
the large, almost empty lounge we watched the President, who was 
in the White House, only a few blocks away, explain with map and 
pointer why Berlin was of vital importance to the West. I then told 
Fred a story I had heard from General Hobart R. Gay, when he was 
in command of the Vth Army in Chicago. During the war, Gay had 
been Patton’s chief of staff, and he told me that he had been with 
Patton when the latter asked Eisenhower’s permission to let his 
army take Berlin. Eisenhower refused, for several reasons, which 
Patton rather sharply refuted; whereupon Eisenhower, somewhat 
exasperated, asked, “Patton. of what use is Berlin anyhow?” To this 
Patton replied, “Eisenhower, history will answer that question for 
you.” 

Looking back at all those books and all that went into them, the 
reading and winnowing of manuscripts, the travel and correspond- 
ence, the editing and proofreading and planning, the buttering-up of 
reviewers-to say nothing of what the poor authors went through 
in writing their manuscripts, waiting for the publisher’s decision, 
and finally for the verdict of reviewers and book buyers-one cannot 
help asking what it was all for and if I accomplished anything. Inso- 
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far as making money is concerned, I would have been far better 
off to have avoided book publishing like the plague. Insofar as 
discernible results are concerned, what can one say? After all those 
books on the public schools, And Madly Teach, The Diminished 
Mind, The Public Schools in Crisis, The Right to Learn, the test 
scores are lower than ever; in spite of those carefully reasoned books 
on economics and monetary theory by Jacques Rueff, Wilhelm 
Roepke, Melchoir Palyi, W. H. Hutt, the politicians go on happily 
spending money and deploring the inflation that is the inevitable 
consequence of their actions. And however convincingly all those 
books demonstrated the consequences of a foreign policy based on 
ideology and emotion instead of reason and common sense, we 
pursue one illusion after another, and as critical as some of our 
authors were of Dean Acheson, one can hardly argue that the ap- 
pointment of Andrew Young represented an improvement. What- 
ever the immediate effect of these books, the men who wrote them 
did so because they had a compulsion to tell the truth as they saw 
it; and whatever their immediate effect, to the extent that they did 
impart truth, I am convinced that they were worth publishing. 

Armour Institute of Technology convinced me that I would never 
become an engineer, M.I.T. that I would never become a mathe- 
matician, Harvard Graduate School that I would never become a 
scholar, my father’s business that I would never become a business- 
man. Because of my good fortune in being the son of a successful 
and wise father, I did become a publisher. Although I like to think 
that a publisher will be judged by the quality of his books rather 
than by his financial success, he must operate at a profit to stay in 
business, and this I was never able to do, which is the reason that 
my old firm is now known as Contemporary Books, and publishes 
auto-repair manuals and sports books rather than Russell Kirk and 
Thomas Aquinas. For all the disappointments and failures, and 
there were many, those years in publishing were immensely reward- 
ing, and I am grateful that I was given the opportunity to spend 
them in that fashion, grateful to my father for his encouragement 
and for making it possible, grateful to my family for standing by 
me, and above all to my wife, who never wavered in her support, 
and who was always ready to take in any author or would-be author 
who happened by. I regret only that I was not granted the tough- 
mindedness and the sense of realism that might have made the ven- 
ture financially successful. 

The true writer has a compulsion to write; he can hardly help 
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himself. In the same way, the person once attracted by the lure of 
publishing has a compulsion to publish: to be confronted by a 
manuscript that says something a publisher thinks needs to be said 
presents him with an almost irresistible challenge. A striking ex- 
ample of such a publisher was Elkin Mathews, who in the early part 
of this century presided over a bookshop and published poetry at 
6B Vigo Street in London. “If you had Mathews’ imprint on your 
book of poems,” Frank Morley once wrote to me, “you were in.” 
Soon after his arrival in London in 1908. therefore, Ezra Pound 
went to 6B Vigo Street with a collection of his poetry and asked for 
Mr. Mathews. When the poet came back a few days later to inquire 
what his decision might be, Mathews asked, no doubt with some 
embarrassment-publishers hate to be put into such a position, but 
publishing poetry was not much more remunerative then than it is 
now-“ Would you, now, be prepared to assist in the publication?” 
Pound replied that he had a shilling in his pocket, if that would 
help, to which Mathews responded, true publisher that he was, 
“Oh well, I want to publish ‘em anyhow.” 

The publisher’s role is often misunderstood. Authors find pub- 
lishers grasping, obsessed by financial considerations, and unaware 
of the finer things of life, and most other people have no idea what 
they do. If the publisher makes money, he is accused of lowering 
standards; if he loses money, of being improvident and incompetent. 
The line he must walk between maintaining standards, on the one 
hand, and protecting his solvency, on the other, is a narrow and 
difficult one, but let us not forget that the quality of literature and 
the level of thought of any period will be decisively influenced by 
the standards or lack of standards of its publishers. 

The publisher of Milton’s Paradise Lost, we are told, paid its 
author five pounds, and is remembered, if at all, for the miserliness 
of his payment in comparison to the magnificence of the work he 
bought. But it should not be forgotten that he probably lost money 
on the venture, and that his participation in it, although of a quite 
different order from the author’s, was also necessary. 

249 



INDEX 

Abels, Jules, 132-38 
Academic Freedom (Kirk), 161, 162-64 
Acheson, Dean, 129, 131, 248 
Adams, Brooks, 151 
Adams, Henry, 151, 15’2-53 
Adams, John, 151, 152, 153, 160 
Adams, John Quincy, 182 
Adenauer, Konrad, 65, 232. 234-39 
Admiral Kimmel’s Sroo (Kimmel), 91- 

93 
Alexander, Holmes, 98, 243 
Alexander, Roy, 156 
Allen & Unwin, 75 
Altmeyer, Arthur, 140 
America First Committee. 28. 30, 78 
America Goes 10 War (Tansill), 87-88, 

100 
American Cause. The (Kirk), 161, 164 
American Foreign Policy in Ihe Mak- 

ing, 1932-I 940 (Beard ), 82 
American Friends Service Committee, 

6, 19, 20, 21, 22. 24 
American Historical Association, 78 
American Historical Review, 44 
American Library Association, 163 
American Political Science Review>, 44, 

184 
America’s Second Crusade (Chamber- 

Iin), 84-87 
Amherst College, 6 
Anderson, Per-Orlow. 123 
And Madly Teach (Smith), 45, 51, 248 
Anisimov. Oleg, 106 
Annals of the American Academy, 44, 

48, 162, 184 
Aquinas, Thomas, 222, 223, 229, 248 

Arabs, 119-24 
Arab World, The (Iueddin), 119 
Aristotle, 229 
Armour Institute of Technology. 6-7. 

248 
Arnold, Thurman, 76 
Aron, Raymond, 33, 34, 64-65 
Ars Poefica (Horace), 204 
Arthurdale, West Virginia, 18 
Art of Being Ruled, The (Lewis), 205, 

208 
Arr of Ihe Fugue, 11 
Atkinson, James, 106 
Atlanta Journal, 137 
Atlantic Charter, 27-28 
Atlantic Monrhly, 80, 83, 87-88, 157, 

169 
Auden, W. H., 45, 202 
Austria, 6 
Avtorkhanov, Abdurakhman, 106 
Ayer, Frederick, Jr., 245, 246-47 

Babbitt. Irving, 147, 153-54. 157 
Bach. Johann Sebastian, 11, 12 
Back Door lo War (Tansill), 88-90, 91 
Baltimore Sun, 29 
Barnes, Harry Elmer, 84, 98, 99-101 
Barraclough, John A., 235 
Barron’s. 169 
Barry. Pamela, 236 
Barth, Karl, 12 
Bauer, Benedict, 223 
Baum, Frank, 244, 245 
Beale, Howard K., 83 
Beard, Charles A., 78, 79, 80, 82-84, 

85, 87, 89, 100 

251 



Becker, Helmut, 76 
Becker, Howard, 48 
Beethoven, Ludwig van, 10, 11 
Belgion, Montgomery, 33, 46, 47. -48, 

85, 215 
Bell, Bernard Iddings, 51 
Bell. Clive. 45 
Bemis, Samuel Flagg, 81-82 
Bennett, Arnold, 218 
Berger, Elmer, 120 
Bergstraesser, Arnold, 45, 58, 226 
Berie, A. A., 84 
Berliner TaPeblart. 59. 60-6 1 
Beston, Henry, 30 
Beyond Good and Evil (Nietzsche), 229 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice (Kirk), 

161 
Black, C. L., 184 
Black, John D., 16 
Blast, 194 
Blueprint for World Conquest, 34 
Boeker, Alexander, 30 
Bogart, Louise, 245 
Bohlen. Charles, 84 
Bohm-Bawerk, Eugen, 14, 15 
Bonn, Germany, 8. 10, 11. 74 
Bonn University, 10, 12-13 
Boorstin, Daniel J., 56, 57 
Borgese, G. A., 58-59 
Boston Herald, 98 
Bouyer. Louis. 222 
Boveri, Margaret, 6 1 
Boyle, William M., Jr., 134 
Bozell, L. Brent, 189-90 
Braine, John, 241 
Brandt, Karl, 32 
Brandt, Willy, 63, 73 
Breunine. Eleanore von. 10 
Briefs, &nor Castendyk, 226 
Brock, Werner, 229 
Broken Record (Campbell), 195-96 
Brown, Constantine, 30 
Brown, Francis, 203-204 
Brown. Frank London. 243-44 
Brown; Stuart Carry, 157 
Buchanan, Scott, 157 
Buck:esyj-yliam F., Jr., 36, 164, 

Budenz, Louis, 106, 107-108 
Bullitt. William. 84 
Bundy: McGeorge, 168-69, 170 
Burckhardt. Carl. 57 
Burke, Edmund, 149-50, 153 
Burnham, James, 162, 175, 179-83, 

184-85 
Butterworth, Walton, 114 
Bymes, Asher, 44 

Cadogan, Alexander, 28 
Caldwell, John C., 113-17 
Campaigne, Jameson, 141, 14243, 145 
CamobeII. Mary, 198. 199, 200 
Campbell; Roy; 90, 194-205 
Canham, Erwin D., 122 

Index 

Cantos (Pound), 2 15 
Carnaval. 7 
Carr? R. ‘K., 184 
Casstdy, Claudia, 127 
Cassirer, Ernst, 66 
Catholic World, 44 
Caudle, Theron Lamar, 136 
Caxton Press. 100 
Century of Conflict. A (Possony), 106 
Chains of Fear (Narokov), 244 
Challenge to Isolation (Langer and 

Gleason), 89-90 
Chalmers. Gordon. 155 
Chalmers. Roberta. 198 
Chamberlin. William Henry, 29, 30. 34, 

84-87, 99, 125 
Chambers. Whittaker. 107. 108. 109. , 

156-57 
Check-Off: Labor Bosses and Working 

Men (Campaigne), 141, 142-43, 
145 

Chenev. Brainard. 156 
Chiang Kai-shek, 97, 110 
Chicago Council on Foreign Relations, 

31-32 
Chicago’s Left Bank, 214-15 
Chicago Sun, 48 
Chicago Tribune, 28. 80, 81, 86, 93, 98, 

125-28. 130, 132 
Child of the Revolution (Leonhard), 

107 
China, 109-14, 116. 117 
China Srov, The (Utley), 109-13, 

116-17 
Chodorov, Frank, 35-36, 167 
Christian Century, 51, 100, 184 
Christian Science Monitor, 44, 84, 117, 

11-i 
ILL 

Church, Thomas, 11 
Churchill, Winston, 27, 28, 40-41, 57, 

94-95, 96, 120, 130 
Church Incarnate. The (Schwarz). 242, 

243 
Church of the Lord, The (Guardini), 

228 
Ciardi, John, 203 
Clark, DeIbert, 51 
Clark, Howard, 226 
Clark, Mark, 131 
Clark, Tom, 136 
Claude], Paul, 223 
Colin, Louis, 223 
Collected Verse of Edgar A. Guest, 245 
Collins. James. 58. 229 
Cologne, Germany, 11, 74, 234, 235, 

236 
Columbia Dispatch, 93 
Commager, Henry Steele, 88 
Commentary, 164 
Commentan, on the Metaphysics 

(Aristotle), 222 - - 
Commentary on the Nichomachean 

Ethics <Aristotle), 222 
Committee on Social Thought, 55-56, 

57 

252 



Index 

Committee to Frame a World 
Constitution, 58 

Commonweal, 162, 164 
Communist Manifesto, The, 107 
Communist Party Apparatus, The 

(Avtorkhanov), 106 
Conference of Genoa, 1922, 62-63 
Congress and the American Tradition 

(Bumham), 175, 179-83, 184-85 
Connelly, Matthew J., 133 
Conservative Afirmation, The 

(Kendall), 185-88 
Conservative Intellectual Movement in 

the United States since 1945 
(Nash), I75 

Conservative Mind, The (Kirk), 146-6 I, 
164, 165, 167, 189, 199, 215 

Contemporary Books, 248 
Council on Foreign Relations, 79 
Craig, Gordon A., 80 
Criterion, 56 
Cracker. Georne N.. 93-99 
Crouch,‘Paul, 708 
Cry Is Peace, The (Budenz), 106, 107, 

108 
Cuno, Wilhelm, 236 
Currie, Lauchlin, 175 
Curtis, L. P., 158 
Curtius, Ernst Robert, 12-13 
Custine, Marquis de, 107 

Daily Worker, 107 
Dallin, David, 33, 103-104, 107 
Danielou, Jean, 223 
Davidson, Eugene, 103, 104, 215 
Davidson, Louise, 2 15 
Davies, John Paton, 110, I1 1 
Davis, Forrest, 49, 98 
Dawson, Donald S., 133 
de Gasperi, Alcide, 239 
De Gaulle, Charles, 65, 236, 237 
Demon of Progress in the Arts. The 

(Lewis). 211-12 
Dempf, Alois, 13 
Desipn for War (Sanborn). 100 
De&-Adair Company, 80; 100 
Diary and Letters of Kaethe Kollwitz, 

The (Kollwitz), 24 l-42 
Dickens, Charles, 5 
Dillon, Paul L., 134 
Dilthey, Wilhelm, 66 
Diminished Mind. The, 248 
Discretions (de Rachewiltz), 216 
Diwakar, R. R., 45 
Doenecke, Justus D., 99 
Donovan, William J.. 84, 106 
Don Giovanni, 11-12 
DOS Passos, John, 239-41 
Duffus, R. L., 130 
Dulles, Allen, 84 
Dulles, John Foster, 122, 236 

Earlv. Steuben. 91 
Ear$,‘Thdmas: 201 
Economics of Slave Labor, The, 104 

Editions Montaigne, 66 
Ehrenburg, IIya, 107 
Eisenhower, Dwight D., 
Eleven Years in Soviet 

(Lipper), 104-106 
Eliot, T. S., 45, 56, 57, 

122, 246, 247 
Prison Camps 

146, 173, 194- 
95. 201. 206. 211. 213-15 

Eliot and His Age (Kirk), 2 15 
Ellis, Howard, 112-13 
Emorv. Clark. 218 
Enchiridion dn Faith, Hope and Love 

(St. Augustine), 230 
Encounter with Nothingness (Kuhn), 

45, 58, 229 
English, Raymond, 162 
Epstein, Israel, 111 
Erhardt, Ludwig, 73 
Essays in Politics (Buchanan), 157 
Ethics, 145, 157, 184 
Ethics of Rhetoric, The (Weaver), 

190-91 
Existence and Being (Heidegger ), 229 
Existentialist+ The (Collins), 58 
Eyre & Spotttswood, 75 

Faber & Faber, 75, 173, 202, 214, 215 
Failure of Technology, The (Juenger), 

45, 46-47 
Faith and Force (Lalley), 33 
Fallible Man (Ricoeur), 230 
Fawcett, Eugenia, 44 
Fay, Sidney B., 100 
Fayette County, Pennsylvania, 20-2 1, 

23-24 
Fey, Harold E., 33 
Fiparo. 10. 11 
F&on,’ Floyd W., 22 1 
Final Secret of Pearl Harbor, The 

(Theobald), 100 
Flaming Terrapin, The, 203 
Flighr from God. The (Picard), 68 
Flynn, John T., 30 
Fogg Museum, Boston, 7, 8 
Forced Labor in the Soviet Union 

(Dallin and Nicolaevsky), 103-104 
Ford, Ford Madox, 218 
Ford Foundation, 171. 172 
Foreign Affairs, 60 
Foreign Policy Association, 60 
Forrestal, James, 12 1 
Fort, Gertrude von le. 223 
Fortune. 156 
Foundation for Foreign Affairs, 104 
Four Years in a Red Hell (Rinnev). - _. 

117-18 
France. 64. 65, 72, 85, 232, 236, 237, 

239 
France and Eurooe. 64 
France, Francisco, .199, 201 
Frankfurter, Felix, 62, 127 
Freedom and Federalism (Morley ) , 

175, 177-79, 184 
Freeman. 30. 158. 164, 189 
Freischfiiz, 11 

253 



From Purge to Co-existence (Dallin), 
107 

From Solomon’s Yoke to the Income 
Tax, 36 

From Versailles to Potsdum (Muralt). 
43-44 

Fulbright, J. William, 135 

Gair, Sidney, 146-47, 148, 157 
Gandhi, Mahatma, 45 
Gay, Hobart R., 247 
Gay, Peter, 157 
General Theory of Employment, 

Interest, and Money (Keynes), 
15-16 

Genesis of the World War, The 
(Barnes), 99, 100 

Georg, Friedrich, 69 
Georee. Henrv. 35 
Georghiu, Virgil, 64, 65 
German Opposition to Hitler, The 

(Rothfels), 42-43, 44, 58 
German Talks Back, A (Hauser), 39 
Germany, 6. 8-14. 26-27, 28, 31, 32, 33. 

37. 38. 40-41, 42-43, 46-48, 50, 60- 
63. 69-75, 230, 236-39; see also 
Nuremberg trials; World War II. 
revisionism 

Germany Is Our Problem (Brandt), 32 
Germany Is Our Problem 

(Mbrgenthau), 32 
Gerow. Leonard T., 92 
Gibson, Hugh, 30 
Gide, Andre, 68 
Gideonse. Harry D., 83, 86 
Gleason. S. E.. 90 
Glimco,‘joey,‘142 
God and Man at Yale (Bucklev). 167- 

73, 174, 175 
Goebbels, Joseph, 60 
Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von, 7 
Goethe’s Image of Man and Society 

(Bergstraesser), 45, 58 
Golden Journey, The, 245 
Gollancz, Victor, 37-38, 39, 40-41, 

75-76 
Good News of Damnation. The, 31 
Gotthelf, Jeremias, 67 
Graham, Wallace, 134 
Grattan, C. H., 100 
Great Books Foundation, 55, 58, 170-73 
Great Britain, 27, 64, 73, 75-76, 95, 

120, 236-37 
Great Saints (Nigg), 46, 221 
Greenburg, Pennsylvania, 18 
Greene, Theodore M., 169 
Grene, David, 56 
Grew, Joseph C., 84 
Grey, Cecil, 201 
Griffin, Charles, 90 
Grosz, George, 241 
Guardini, Romano, 58, 223-29 
Guest, Edgar A., 214, 244, 245 

Hagelstange, Rudolph, 69 

Index 

Hallowell. John. 190 
Ham! Roswell G., 164 
Hamtlton. Edith, 49. 184 
Hammer, Victor, 47 
Han&hen. Frank C., 28-30, 31. 34-35, 

36, 49. 64. 167 
Hankev. Lord. 75 
Hanna: ‘John, 164 
Hannegan, Robert E.. 134. 135 
Harari. Manva. 66 
Hardy, Thomas. 5 
Harper’s, 80, 157. 162 
Harris, Cynthia. 243 
Harvard University, 14-17. 19. 28, 29, 

248 
Harvill Press, 66 
Hauser. Heinrich, 39 
Haverford College, 29, 30 
Havdn. Joseuh. 10 
Hayek; F. A:, 14. 158. 159-60, 230 
Heckscher, August, 155 
Heidegger. Martin, 66, 229. 232 
Heller, Andor. 106 
Hemingway, Ernest, 2 18 
Henderson. Lov. 49-50 
Henry Regnery ‘Company: 

established, 39. 42 
first two years, 42-54 
Gateway Editions, 173, 185, 188, 

229. 230 
Great Books Foundation and, 170-73, 

779 --_ 
“Studies in Biblical Theology,” 221 
See also Regnery, Henry 

Hermann (friend of Regnery), 7-10. 11, 
12. 38. 74 

Heseltine, Philip, 201 
Heusinger. Adolph. 69, 71 
High Cost of Vengeance, The (Utley), 

46, 47, 49-51 
Hightstown. New Jersey, 17-18 
Hinsdale. Illinois. 3. 4-5. 6. 44 
Hiss, Alger, 108, 169, 127, 175 
Historv of the Russian Revolution 

(Chamberlin), 84 
Hitler, Adolf, 8, 10, 11, 13-14. 26, 32, 

38, 52. 60, 61, 66, 70. 71-72. 81, 
230. 232 

Hitler in Our Selves (Picard), 38-39, 41 
Hobbes, Thomas, 229 
Hocking, William Ernest, 119, 232 
Hodge, John R., 114 
Hoffa. James R.. 142 

65 

Holcombe, A. N., 184 
Holt, Vyvyan, 116 
Homo Viator (Marcel). 
Hook, Sidney, 106 
Hoover, Herbert, 84 
Honkins. Hart-v. 89. 94 
Hoiace, 204 .’ 
Houghton MiWin, 100 
Howe, Irving, 212-13 
Hughes, Charles Evans, 129 
Hull, Cordell, 79, 92, 96 
Human Affairs Associates, 45 

254 



Zndex 

Human Evenrs, 28, 29-30, 32, 34, 35, Kirk, Russell, 146-66, 167, 189, 190, 
36, 44, 120 199, 215, 248 

Human Events Associates, 37, 39 Kirkus Book Review Service, 145, 155, 
Hume, David, 229 213 
Husserl, Edmund, 66 Klostermann, Vittorio, 66 
Hutchins, Robert M., 31, 32, 39-40, 55, Knopf, Alfred A., Inc., 65, 85, 99, 100, 

56, 57, 58, 86, 171 147 
Hutchinson, Paul, 5 1 Koblenz, Germany, 8-9 
Hutt, W. H., 248 Kollwitz, Kaethe, 242 

Korea, 112. 113-17, 131, 181 

Ideas Have Consequence (Weaver), 190 Korea Story, The (Caldwell), 113-17 
Ideas inro Action (Emory), 2 18 Krutch. Joseph Wood, 7 
I Dreamt Revolution (Reswick), 107 Kuhn Helmut, 45, 58, 62, 229 
Illinois Institute of Technoloev. 7 Ku&i, W. W., 107 
Impact: Essays on Ignorance and the 

Decline of American Civilization 
(Pound). 219-20 

In Darkest Germany (Gollancz), 37, 
38, 39-40 

In Defense of Freedom: A Conservative 
Credo (Meyer), 185, 189-90 

lndestructihle Marriage (Picard), 68 
India. 98 
“Inquest Series, The,” 218 
Invasion 1944 (Speidel), 70 
Israel, 119-23 
Izzeddin, Nejla. 119 

Labor Union Monopoly: A Clear and 
Present Danger (Richberg), 
141-42, 143-45 

Lallev. Joseoh M.. 33. 204 
Lam& R&sell, 244 
Landon. Alfred M.. 14 
Lane, Arthur Bliss, 49 
Langer, William L., 79, 89-90 
Larson, Arthur, 141 
Lasr Chance in China (Utley). 109, 1 
Lattimore, Owen, 105, 106, 111-12, 

113, 129, 175 
Leahv. William. 79 ~,. 

Jackson, Robert H.. 143 
Leipzig, Germany. 11 

Jacoby, Annalee, 111 
Lenin, Nicolai. 107 
Leonhard. Wolfgang, 107 

Japan, 26. 28. 31, 129; see also World Lerner, Max, 83 
War II. revisionism Levin, Peter, 83 

Japan’s Feei of Clay (Utley), 109 
Jarrell. Randall. 204 
Jaspers. Karl, 229. 230-32 
Jaspers, Mrs. Karl, 231 
Jochum. Eugen, 11 
John, Augustus, 196, 197, 2 11 
Johnson, Cecil, 184 
Jones, Rufus, 20, 39 
Journal of Forgotten Days, 1934-35 

(Neck), 45, 52 
Journal of Modern History, 81 
Jouvenel, Bertrand de, 64 
Judson, Sylvia Shaw, 242, 243 
Juenger, Ernst, 43, 69 
Juenger, F. G., 33, 45, 46-47, 66, 69 

Kapital. Das, 107 
Kean, Robert W.. 134 
Kelly, James, 213 
Kempner, Robert, 76 
Kendall, Willmoore, 185-89, 190 
Kennan, George, 84 
Kennedy, John F., 23 l-32, 237 
Kenner, Hugh, 207 
Kenyon Review, 156 
Keynes, John Maynard, 15-16 
Khrushchev, Nikita, 237 
Kilpatrick, James Jackson, 175, 

176-77, 179, 183 
Kimmel, Husband, 81, 91-93 
King George II and the Politicians 

(Pare), 158 

12 

Lewis, John L., 142 
Lewis, Wyndham. 45, 68. 75. 194-95, 

201, 204. 205-13, 214 
Ley, Robert, 144 
Library Journal, 89, 145, 1.55 
Life Without Prejudice (Weaver), 190. 

191 
Lighr on a Dark Horse (Campbell), 

195, 196, 200-201 
Lilienthal. Alfred, 109, 119-22 
Lindbergh, Charles A.. 78 
Lipper, Eleanor, 104-106 
Little, Brown & Co., 84, 87, 100 
Lloyd George. David, 63 
Locke, John, 229 
London, England, 75-76 
London Daily Mail, 37 
London Times Literary Supplement, 57 
Lord, The (Guardini), 58, 223, 226-28 
Los Angeles Times, 112 
Los/ Illusion (Utley), 107 
Louisville Courier-Journal, 137 
Lowell, Robert, 218 
Lute, Glare Boothe, 33 

Maasdijk, I. G. van, 61 
MacArthur, Douglas, 112, 116, 117, 

131-32 
McCarthy, Joseph R., 49, 117, 162, 

173-75 
McCarrhp and His Enemies (Buckley 

and Bozell), 173-75 

255 



McCarthvism. 187-88 
McCorm&k, Robert W., 125-28 
McGrath, J. Howard, 135-36 
MacLeish, Archibald, 129 
Macmillan, Harold, 237 
Macmillan Co., 84, 100 
Maaic Flufe. 11 
Ma& Mountain (Mann), 7 
Mahatma and the Missionary, The, 45 
Malik. Charles H.. 124 
Man Against Mass Society (Marcel), 66 
Man and Language (Picard), 68 
Manifest Desiiny- (Laman), 244 
Man in the Mirror, The (Ayer), 247 
Manly, Chesly, 126, 128-32 
Man: Mutable and Immutable 

(Riezler), 58 
Mann, Golo, 156 
Mann. Thomas. 7. 8 
Mannin, Ethel,.’ 123 
Manshardt, Cltfford, 33, 45 
Maragon, John, 133 
Marcel, Gabriel, 65-66, 229 
Marrero-Suarez, Vicente, 199 
Marshall, George C., 92, 114, 131 
Marx, Karl, 229 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology 

(MIT), 7, 8,248 
Mathews, Elkin, 249 
Mayer, Milton, 33, 48 
Measure, 55, 56-57 
Memoirs (Adenauer), 234-35 
Memoirs of a Superfluous Man (Neck), 

52 
Men&, Karl, 14 
Merchants of Death (Enaelbrecht and 

Hanighdn), 29 - 
Messersmith. Georae. 62 
Meraphysicai lo&$, A (Marcel), 66 
Meyer, Eugene, 29 
Mever. Frank S.. 108, 158, 159, 185, 

- lir9.90 
Middle East, 119-24 
Middleton. Drew, 70 
Mies van der Rohe, Ludwig, 243 
Miller, Cecil, 184 
Miller, John Perry, 169 
Miller, Percy, 83 
Millis, Walter, 81, 100, 102, 137 
Mills, John Stuart, 188 
Mind of Kierkegaard, The (Collins), 58 
Minifie, I. M., 86 
Mises. Ludwig von, 14 
Mitch&on, Naomi, 2 11 
Modern Age, 98, 189 
Modern Temper (Krutch), 7 
Mohler, Armin, 69 
Molnar, Thomas, 164 
Moral Life and the Ethical Life, The 

(Vivas), 230 
More, Paul Elmer, 147, 153, 157 
Morgan, Arthur E., 33 
Morgenstem, George, 79-82, 84, 89, 

100, 125, 126 
Morgenthau, Hans, 39 

Index 

Morgenthau, Henry, 32, 96 
Morgenthau Plan, 26-27, 37, 96 
Morison, Samuel Eliot, 83 
Morley, Felix, 29, 30, 32, 33, 34-35, 

36, 169, 175, 177-79, 183, 184, 
190, 249 

Morris, Newbold, 135 
Moslev. Philio. 84 
Mozart; Wolfgang Amadeus, 10 
Mruk, Joseph, 95-96 
Muccio. John. 115. 116 
Murphy, Raymond, 34 
Mulligan, Maurice, 136 
Munich, Germany, 11, 72 
Munnecke, Wilbur C., 171 
Muralt,. Leonard von, 43-44 
Mussohni, Benito, 52 
Myth of the Post Ofice, The, 36 

Narokov. R.. 244 
Nash. George H., 175, 176 
Nation, 51, 106, 164, 203 
National Geoeranhic. 105 
National JewLh Monthly, 122 
Nafional Review. 98, 167, 179, 185, 

189-90 
Nazi Party, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 85 
Nef, John U., 33, 55, 56. 57 
New Chronicle, 109 
New Leader, 85, 86, 87, 162, 170 
“New Realism, The.” 31 
New Republic, 145, 212-13 
New Yorker, 80, 161. 212 
New York Herald Tribune, 80-81, 117, 

137, 155, 184 
New York Post, 86-87 
New York Times, 70. 80, 89, 93, 98. 

111, 112, 127, 130, 137, 141, 145, 
162, 164, 170, 184-85, 213. 235 

New York Times Book Review, 51, 70, 
82-83, 155, 203-204, 241 

New York Times Magazine, 70 
Ney, Elly, 11 
Nicolaevskv. Boris. 103 
Niebuhr, Reinhold; 51 
Nietzsche, Friedrich Wilhelm, 229, 230 
Nigg, Walter, 46, 221 
Noble, Harold, 115 
Noche Oscura, Ursa, 202 
Neck, Albert J., 30, 35, 45, 51-53, 

146, 152, 192 
No More Comrades (Heller), 106 
Norton, Florence, 112 
Not Merely Gossip, 30 
Nunan, Joseph D., 134 
Nuremberg trials, 4748, 76 

Occasions and Protests (DOS Passos), 
239, 240-41 

Old Jules (Sandoz) , 244 
101 Famous Poems, 245 
On Truth (Aquinas), 222, 223 
Oppen, Beate Ruhm von, 235 
Orage, Alfred H., 218 

256 



Orff, Carl, 222 
Origins of the World War, The (Fay), 

100 
Orton. William A.. 33 
Our ,i,“ryy4;d Values (Gollancz), 37, 

Our ViLhy ‘Gamble (Langer ), 79 

Pacific Historical Review, 83 
Paine, Thomas, 5, 3 1 
Palyi, Melchoir, 248 
Pare, Richard, 158 
Partisan Review. 156. 162 
Paschal Mysteri, The (Bouyer), 222 
Parhfinder magazine, 30 
Patton, George S., 70, 71, 24546, 247 
Patton. Mrs. George S., 245, 246 
Pauck, Wilhelm, 58 
Peace. The (Juenner). 43. 69 
Peaceful Co:erist&cb’ (Kulski ), 107 
Pearl Harbor (Morgenstern), 100 
Pearl Harbor: The Storv of the Secret 

War (Morgenstern), 79-82 
Peirce, Charles, 66 
Pendergast. James M., 136 
Penn-Craft project, 19-25 
Peoule Vote, The, 114-15 
Perkins, Dexter, 89 
Perpetual War for Perpetual Peace 

(Barnes), 100 
Perrv. Stanlev. 190 
Pet&e, George, 64 
Philosophy in the Tragic Age of the 

Greeks (Nietzsche), 229 
Picard, Max, 38-39, 41. 66, 67-69, 

229, 232 
Picas;G9and the Bull ( Marrero-Suarez), 

Pickett. Clarence. 19. 20, 22 
Pickrel: Paul, 164 
Planck, Max, 61 
Plato. 227. 228. 229 
Plotnick, Harvey, 191 
Poetry magazine, 195, 198 
Poland, 95-96 
Political Science Quarterly, 5 1, 157 
Politics of Struggle, The (Atkinson). 

106 
Politics. Trials and Errors (Hankev). 75 
Popper: Karl, 188 . 
Portalie, Eugene, 223 
Possony. Stefan, 106 
Pound, Dorothy, 217 
Pound, Ezra, 194-95, 205, 206, 214, 

215-20. 249 
Pound, Roscoe, 184 
Power and Resuonsibilitv (Guardini), 

224-26 . . 
President Roosevelt and the Coming oj 

the War. 1941 (Beard). 82-84 
Prog;og;r f;;Con&atives,’ A (Kirk), 

Progressive, 162 
Public Schools in Crisis, The, 248 

Index 

Quebec Conference, 26. 96 
Quiet Eye: A Way of Looking at 

Pictures, The (Judson), 242, 243 
Quigley, H. S., 44 

Rachewiltz, Mary, 216-17 
Rachewiltz, Prince, 2 16 
Rachmaninoff, Sergei, 7 
Rahner, Karl, 227 
Randolph of Roanoke (Kirk), 146, 161 
Random House, 2 15 
Ransom, John Crowe, 156 
Reader’s Digest, 106, 112, 119, 120 
Redfield. Robert. 56 
Redman, Ben Ray, 212 
Red Priest, The (Lewis), 214 
Regnery, Eleanor Scattergood (wife), 

6, 19-20. 22-23 
Regnery, Henry: 

birth, 3 
brothers of. 5, 6 
Roy Campbell and, 194-205 
CoJ;ms;st works published by, 

conservative authors and, 146-93 
education. 4. 5. 6-7. 10. 14-16. 18. 

19,2j.i4k' ’ ’ 
T. S. Eliot and. see Eliot, T. S. 
father of, 34. 5-6, 32, 33, 248 
first books published by, 34, 37-41 
first two years of Henry Regnery 

Company, 39, 42-54 
foreign policy works published by, 

109-24 
in Germany, 8-14, 69-75 
labor unions, works on, published 

by. 14145 
Wyndham Lewis, and, see Lewis, 

Wyndham 
marriage, 6, 19-20 
mother of, 4, 5 
as pamphlet publisher, 30-38, 55-57, 

104 
Penn-Craft project and, 19-25 
philosophical works published by, 

229-j3 
Ezra Pound and. see Pound, Ezra 
religious works published by, 221-29, 

233 
Roosevelt. Truman and Eisenhower 

administrations, works on, see 
Eisenhower. Dwight D.; Roosevelt, 
Franklin D.; Truman, Harry 

some people of influence on, 55-77 
World War II revisionist authors 

and, 78-102 
Reilly, Frank E., 244 
Reilly & Lee, 244, 245 
Rentsch, Eugen. 38, 66-67, 192 
Rentsch, Lenore, 66-67 
Resettlement Administration, 17-18. 19. 

24 
Reswock, William, 107 
Reuther, Walter, 142 

257 



Revenge for Love (Lewis), 206-207, 
213 

Rhee, Syngman, 131 
Rheinstein, Max, 58 
Richberg, Donald R., 141-42, 143-45 
Ricoeur, Paul, 230 
Ride to Panmunjom, A (Thorin), 118 
Riezler. Kurt. 58. 62 
Righr to Lea& ihe, 248 
Riernev. Harold W.. 117-18 
Riike _ Rainer Maria, 68 
Rilke’s Duino Essays (Guardini), 228 
Rings of Glass (Rinser), 243 
Rinser, Luise. 222, 243 
Rood lo Beersheeba (Mannin), 123 
Road 20 War (Millis), 100, 102 
Roberts, Owen J., 91 
Roberts Commission Report, 91, 92, 93 
Robinson, Joan, 15 
Rockefeller Foundation, 78-79, 90 
Roepke, Wilhelm, 73, 156, 192-93, 248 
Rogers. Lindsav. 184-85 
Rogers: Robert*&., 7 
Rommel, Erwin, 70 
Roosevelt, Eleanor, 17, 18, 142 
Roosevelt, Elliott, 94 
Roosevelt, Franklin D.. 13, 14, 16, 26, 

30. 52. 62. 79. 128. 130. 181 
Atlantic ‘Ch&er’ and: 27-i8 
revisionists and, 80- 102 passim 
Suoreme Court and. 128-29. 177-78 

Roos’eveb and Hopkins -(Sherwood), 95 
Roosevelt’s Road to Russia (Cracker). 

93-99 
Rorty, James, 162 
Rosenblum, William A.. 122 
Rosenkovaiier. 11 
Rossiter, Cl&ion, 157-58 
Rothfels, Hans, 42-43, 44, 58, 62 
Rotting Hill (Lewis), 75, 206, 208-209 

213, 214 
Rouault. Georges. 226 
Rousseab, Jean Jacques, 185, 229 
Rudge, Olga, 217 
Rueff. Jacoues. 248 
Russ&, B&t&d, 49 
Russia, 28, 48, 59-60, 62-63, 70, 71, 85, 

94-98. 113-14. 129-3 1. 236. 237-38 
Communism in,‘books dn, 163-109 

Sachs. Irvine. 133 
Saint Augus&e, 230 
St. John of the Cross, 202 
Salisbury, R. H., 184 
Sanborn, F. R., 100 
San Diego Union, 93 
Sandoz. Mari. 244 
San Francisco Chronicle, 48 
Saturday Evening Post, 5, 78, 87, 244 
Saturdav Review of Literature. 44. 80. 

86,‘122, 130, i37, 212 ’ ’ 
Satyngrahn (Diwakar ) , 45 
Scattergood, Alfred G., 6 
Scheffer, Paul, 59-63, 71, 76 
Scheler, Max, 223 

Zndex 

Schlamm. William S.. 120 
Schlesinger. Arthur, jr., 82-83, 142 
Schopenhauer as Educator (Nietzsche), 

229 
Schubert, Franz, 11 
Schuman, Robert, 239 
Schumpeter. Joseuh. 14-1.5. 16 
Schiitz; He&rich,* li 
Schwarz, Rudolph, 242-43 
Science. Politics. Gnosticism 

(Voegelin); 229 
Science Review,, 157 
Scribner’s Sons. Charles. 84 
Selecl Bibliography of devisionist 

Books, A. 99 
Selected Poerrv (Campbell ). 204 
Self Condemned (Lewis), 205, 206, 

209-11, 212, 213, 214 
Seoul. Korea. 115 
Service, John Stewart, 110. 111 
Sewanee Review, 156, 190 
Sherwood. Robert. 95 
Shirer, William, 230 
Short, Walter C., 81, 91, 92 
Shuster. George N.. 51 
Silesia, ‘Germany, 1’1 
Simon, Paul, 184 
Simson, Otto von. 56-57, 59 
Sitwell, Edith, 45, 201, 203, 204, 206 
Smedley, Agnes, 111 
Smith. Harrison. 155-56 
Smith: Mortime;. 45. 51 
Smith, Truman, 70 
Smith, William J., 245 
Snow, Edgar, 111, 112 
Social Contract, The (Rousseau), 185, 

229 
Social Security: Fact and Fiction 

(Stokes). 138-41 
Socrates. 228 
Solovief; Vladimir, 66 
Solution in China (Lattimore), 112 
Solzhenitsyn, Alexander, 104 
Sovereign States, The (Kilpatrick), 175, 

176-77 
Soviet Asia Mission. 105 
Sowerby, Henry, 44’ 
Space and Spirit (Whittaker), 43 
Sneidel. Hans. 69-7 1 
Sbende;, Stephen, 206 
Spiethoff, Arthur, 13 
Stalin, Joseph, 59, 60, 94, 96, 97, 98, 

103, 130 
Starbuck. Philin. 44. 222 
Stark, H&old k., 9i 
Steere, Douglas, 33 
Stein, Edith, 223 
Stein, Gunther, 111, 112 
Stevenson, Adlai, 135 
Stevenson. Ellen Borden. 195 
Stevenson; Robert Louis; 5 
Stimson, Henry L., 80, 89, 96, 131 
Stock, Noel, 215, 216, 219 
Stokes, Dillard, 138-41 
Strauss, Ernest, 226 

258 



Strauss, Richard, 12 
Strubbe, Charles F., 171-72 
Strube, William, 44, 222 
Struggle Against the Historical 

Blackout, The. 99 
Stuart, Robert D., 78 

Taft, Robert A., 49 
Talkinp Bronco fCamnbel1). 202. 204 
Tansil[ Charles C., 87191, 99, lob 
Taxation Is Robbery, 35-36 
Techniques of Communism, The 

(Budenz), 107 
Teheran Conference, 26, 27, 71, 94-98, 

101 
Thaup. The (Ehrenbure). 107 
Theobald, R. A.. 100 - 
Theory of Education in the United 

States (No&). 45, 52-53 
They Are Human Too (Anderson), 123 
Thomas, Norman, 30, 80, 157 
Thorin, Duane, 118- 19 
Thus Spake Zarathustra (Nietzsche), 

229 
Time and Western Man (Lewis), 205, 

207 -208 
Time magazine, 27, 40, 51, 93, 112. 

115 15.5 156. 212, 235 
Times Litera& Supplement, 156 
Time Was: Death bi a Junker (Hauser ). 

39 
“To a Pet Cobra” (Campbell), 205 
Todd. Ruthven, 213 
Tonio Krtiger (Mann), 8 
Tonsor, Stephen, 190 
Toynbee. Arnold. 123 
Tragic Sense of Life, The (Unamuno). 

232 
Trier, Germany, 9, 10 
Tristan und Isolde, 8 
Trotsky, Leon, 59, 60 
Trott, Adam von, 61-62 
Truman, Harry. 103. 112, 113. 116, 

121. 131-38, 181 
Truman Scandals, The (Abel ) , 132-3 8 
Trumbull Park (Brown). 243-44 
Tugwell, Rexford Guy. 17, 18 
Twain, Mark, 5 
Twventy-fifth Hour, The (Georghiu), 

64, 65 
Twenty-Year Revolution: From 

Roosevelt to Eisenhower, The 
(Manly ), 128-30 

VItimate Weapon, The (Anisimov), 106 
Unamuno, Miguel de, 229, 232 
Unfinished Revolution in China 

(Epstein), 111 
Union for Europe. 64 
Uniontbwn. Pennsylvania, 23 
United Nations, 28, 121, 130-32 

Charter of. 32, 33. 130 
V.N. Record (Manly), 130-32 
United Nations World, 157 

Index 

United Press. 113-14 
U.S. Department of Agriculture, 16, 18 
C’.S. New’s & World Report, 92-93 
University of Arizona Press, 230 
University of Chicago, 31, 39, 42, 55, 

57-58. 161, 191, 192, 195, 226 
University of Chicago Press, 171, 190 
University of Detroit Law Journal, 145 
University of Virginia, 52 
Utley. Freda, 46, 47, 49-51. 62, 85, 

107. 108, 109-13, 116, 122-23 

Vaneuard Press. 100 
Vaughan, Harry, 133 
Versailles Treaty, 6, 43, 88 
Victor’s Justice (Belgion), 46, 47-48, 

215 
Viereck. Peter, 169-70 
Villard. Oswald Garrison, 30, 33 
I’irtues, The (Guardini), 228 
Vivas, Eliseo. 170. 191. 192. 230 
Voegelin, Eric. 229 

Wallace, Henry A., 105, 106 
Wall Street Journal. 85, 93 
Walton, William. 201 
Washington Post, 29, 33. 122, 137. 156 
Washineton Star. 122 
Waterhouse. Nicholas. 2 11 
Wear, Samuel M., 136 
Weaver. Richard. 127-28. 146. 190-92 
Wedemeyer, Albert, 49, L31 
Weidenfeld, George, 236. 237 
Weidenfeld and Nicholson. 235 
Weizsacker, Ernst von, 76-77 
Welles. Sumner. 28 
West Germanv. 72-73. 238 
Wetmore, Alexander, 28 
What Is a Thinp? (Heidegger). 229 
What Is Conservatism: In-fiefeAse of 

Freedom, 190 
What Price Israel (Lilienthal), 109, 

119-22 
Where No Flags Fly (Ayer), 247 
White. Harry Dexter. 175 
White. J. Alien. 209 
White, Theodore, 111 
White, William S.. 184 
White Sox Year Book. The, 234 
W/tither Germany (Zbinden), 43 
Whittaker, Edmund, 43 
Why We Fought (Grattan). 100 
Wiechert. Ernst, 43 
Wieck, Fred, 128 
Wiener. Norbert. 7 
Wilhelm Meister (Goethe), 7 
Williams, William Carlos, 218 
Will the Middle East Go West? 

(Utley), 122-23 
Wilson, Lyle, 98 
Wilson. Woodrow. 3. 6. 81 
Wimsatt, William K.‘, Jr., 169 
Wisconsin Maaazine of Histon!. 99 
Witness (Chambers). JO7. 156. 
Wizard of Oz. The series, 244-45 

259 



Index 

Wood, Robert E., 78 
Woodcock, George, 212 
Woodward, William, 2 18 
Word of God: Three Essays on Faith, 

Hope and Charity, The 
(Guardini), 228 

World and Philosophy (Jaspers), 231 
World and the Person, The (Guardini), 

228 
World of Silence, The (Picard), 68 
World War I, 6 
World War II, 23, 26-27, 28, 31, 40-41, 

45-46, 52, 129 
revisionism, 78- 102 

Wright, G. Ernest, 221 
Wright, Harold Bell, 244 

Wright, Quincy, 83 
Writer and the Absolute, The (Lewis), 

205, 207-208, 213 

Yale News, 169 
Yale Review, 88, 90, 158, 184 
Yale University, 167. 168, 169, 170 
Yale University Press, 82, 100, 103, 

104, 215 
Yalta Conference, 96-97, 101, 114, 

130, 131 
Yankee G-Man (Ayer). 246 
Young, Andrew, 248 
Young, E. Merle, 133 

Zbinden, Hans, 43, 44 

260 



From Memoits of a Lhk.Ment publisher 
- 

The first poet on the program was Robert Lowell who apologized for preceding 
such a heroic figure as Roy Campbell, and then went on to read what seemed to 
me to be rather dreadful poetry about incest and similar subjects. When 
Campbell’s turn came it was as though a fresh breeze had swept into the room; 
he brought the audience immediately back to life with the imagery and vigor of 
his poetry, and ended the occasion by singing “John Brown’s Body” in Swahili. 

- 
Victor Gollancz was a successful and distinguished publisher, of Jewish back- 
ground, and a convinced and prominent socialist-he was the founder of the 
enormously infhtential Left Book Club. By no stretch of the imagination could 
he be accused of harboring sympathy for National Socialism; his concern for the 
hideous situation then existing in Germany derived solely from humanitarian 
considerations. He was also well known in New York. But no New York 
publisher would consider the two books I have described. . . . They were 
offered to me, and I made up my mind to publish them. 

- 
President Truman . . did everything in his power to block investigations and 
to protect those involved. One of the worst scandals concerned the Recon- 
struction Finance Corporation, which had been a relatively efficient and effec- 
tive government agency; under the Truman administration it was literally 
destroyed and finally disbanded. For his thorough, careful, and expertly con- 
ducted investigation of the RF.C., Senator J. William Fulbright was rewarded 
with the epithet “an overeducated s.o.b.” by the President, and his report was 
labeled “asinine.” Truman, it appeared, was far more incensed by those who 
exposed corruption than by those who were responsible for it. 

By the early 1950's the fatuous, utterly uncritical attitude toward Communist 
Russia represented by President Truman’s characterization of Stalin as “good 
old Uncle Joe” had been swept away by the harsh reality of events, but there was 
still a large store of illusion that needed only a slight hint of warmth from the 
direction of Moscow to reassert itself, and again to influence attitudes, deci- 
sions, and policies. Revelations of slave-labor camps, mass arrests, and the brutal 
suppression of the least evidence of independence might dampen, for a time, 
the longing of certain intellectuals to see Communism as the hope of the future, 
but they were soon forgotten. Illusions, especially of ideological origin, die 
hard. 
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