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          For Jeff Mundie Lantis, a citizen of Kansas; I do not see how I could have written it without his example; and for early morning light in the cottonwoods; I could not have written it without that example, either.
            
        


         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
… he shortly found himself arrived at politics; and from politics, it was an easy step to silence.
            

          JANE AUSTEN
            
        
 
Everybody knows Tom Fool.

          BOOTH THE ELDER
            
        



  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Author’s Note
            


          It is obvious at a glance who and what this book is about. I have given my hero a fictional name because I have changed a few things here and there, though not many, and none of those political.
            
        



  
  
    

  
    
      
    Introduction

The Case of David Stacton
Might David Stacton (1923–68) be the most unjustly neglected American novelist of the post-World War II era? There is a case to be made – beginning, perhaps, with a simple inductive process.
In its issue dated 1 February 1963 Time magazine offered an article that placed Stacton amid ten writers whom the magazine rated as the best to have emerged in American fiction during the previous decade: the others being Richard Condon, Ralph Ellison, Joseph Heller, H. L. Humes, John Knowles, Bernard Malamud, Walker Percy, Philip Roth, and John Updike. It would be fair to say that, over the intervening fifty years, seven of those ten authors have remained solidly in print and in high-level critical regard. As for the other three: the case of H. L. Humes is complex, since after 1963 he never added to the pair of novels he had already published; while John Knowles, though he continued to publish steadily, was always best known for A Separate Peace (1959), which was twice adapted for the screen.
         
By this accounting, then, I believe we can survey the Time list today and conclude that the stand-out figure is David Stacton – a hugely productive, prodigiously gifted, still regrettably little-known talent and, yes, arguably more deserving of revived attention than any US novelist since 1945.
         
Across a published career of fifteen years or so Stacton put out fourteen novels (under his name, that is – plus a further raft of pseudonymous genre fiction); many short stories; several collections of poetry; and three compendious works of non-fiction. He was first ‘discovered’ in England, and had to wait several years before making it into print in his homeland. Assessing Stacton’s career at the time of what proved to be his last published novel People of the Book (1965), Dennis Powers of the Oakland Tribune ruefully concluded that Stacton’s was very much ‘the old story of literary virtue unrewarded’. Three years later Stacton was dead.
         
The rest has been a prolonged silence punctuated by occasional tributes and testaments in learned journals, by fellow writers, and around the literary blogosphere. But in 2011 New York Review Books reissued Stacton’s The Judges of the Secret Court, his eleventh novel and the second in what he saw as a trilogy on American themes. (History, and sequences of titles, were Stacton’s abiding passions.) In 2012 Faber Finds began reissuing a selection of Stacton’s novels.
         
Readers new to the Stacton oeuvre will encounter a novelist of quite phenomenal ambition. The landscapes and epochs into which he transplanted his creative imagination spanned vast distances, and yet the finely wrought Stacton prose style remained fairly distinctive throughout. His deft and delicate gifts of physical description were those of a rare aesthete, but the cumulative effect is both vivid and foursquare. He was, perhaps, less committed to strong narrative through-lines than to erecting a sense of a spiritual universe around his characters; yet he undoubtedly had the power to carry the reader with him from page to page. His protagonists are quite often haunted – if not fixated – figures, temperamentally estranged from their societies. But whether or not we may find elements of Stacton himself within said protagonists, for sure his own presence is in the books – not least by dint of his incorrigible fondness for apercus, epigrams, pontifications of all kinds.
         
 

He was born Lionel Kingsley Evans on 27 May 1923, in San Francisco. (His parents had met and married in Dublin then emigrated after the war.) Undoubtedly Northern California shaped his aesthetic sense, though in later years he would disdain the place as an ‘overbuilt sump’, lamenting what he felt had been lost in tones of wistful conservatism. (‘We had founding families, and a few traditions and habits of our own . . . Above all we had our sensuous and then unspoilt landscape, whose loss has made my generation and sort of westerner a race of restless wanderers.’) Stacton was certainly an exile, but arguably he made himself so, even before California, in his estimation, went to the dogs. In any case his fiction would range far away from his place of birth, for all that his early novels were much informed by it.
Precociously bright, the young Lionel Evans was composing poetry and short stories by his mid-teens, and entered Stanford University in 1941, his studies interrupted by the war (during which he was a conscientious objector). Tall and good-looking, elegant in person as in prose, Evans had by 1942 begun to call himself David Stacton. Stanford was also the place where, as far as we know, he acknowledged his homosexuality – to himself and, to the degree possible in that time, to his peers. He would complete his tertiary education at UC Berkeley, where he met and moved in with a man who became his long-time companion, John Mann Rucker. By 1950 his stories had begun to appear in print, and he toured Europe (what he called ‘the standard year’s travel after college’).
London (which Stacton considered ‘such a touching city’) was one of the favoured stops on his itinerary and there he made the acquaintance of Basil ‘Sholto’ Mackenzie, the second Baron Amulree, a Liberal peer and distinguished physician. In 1953 Amulree introduced Stacton to Charles Monteith, the brilliant Northern Irish-born editor and director at Faber and Faber. The impression made was clearly favourable, for in 1954 Faber published Dolores, Stacton’s first novel, which Time and Tide would describe as ‘a charming idyll, set in Hollywood, Paris and Rome’.
         
A Fox Inside followed in 1955, The Self-Enchanted in 1956: noir-inflected Californian tales about money, power and influence; and neurotic men and women locked into marriages made for many complex reasons other than love. In retrospect either novel could conceivably have been a Hollywood film in its day, directed by Nicholas Ray, say, or Douglas Sirk. Though neither book sold spectacularly, together they proved Stacton had a voice worth hearing. In their correspondence Charles Monteith urged Stacton to consider himself ‘a novelist of contemporary society’, and suggested he turn his hand to outright ‘thriller writing’. But Stacton had set upon a different course. ‘These are the last contemporary books I intend to write for several years’, he wrote to Monteith. ‘After them I shall dive into the historical . . .’
         
In 1956 Stacton made good on his intimation by delivering to Monteith a long-promised novel about Ludwig II of Bavaria, entitled Remember Me. Monteith had been excited by the prospect of the work, and he admired the ambition of the first draft, but considered it unpublishable at its initial extent. With considerable application Stacton winnowed Remember Me down to a polished form that Faber could work with. Monteith duly renewed his campaign to persuade Stacton toward present-day subject matter. There would be much talk of re-jigging and substituting one proposed book for another already-delivered manuscript, of strategies for ‘building a career’. Stacton was amenable (to a degree) at first, but in the end he made his position clear to Monteith:
         
I just flatly don’t intend to write any more contemporary books, for several reasons . . . [M]y talents are melodramatic and a mite grandiose, and this goes down better with historical sauce . . . I just can’t write about the present any more, that’s all. I haven’t the heart . . . [F]or those of conservative stamp, this age is the end of everything we have loved . . . There is nothing to do but hang up more lights. And for me the lights are all in the past.

Monteith, for all his efforts to direct Stacton’s oeuvre, could see he was dealing with an intractable talent; and in April 1957 he wrote to Stacton affirming Faber’s ‘deep and unshaken confidence in your own gift and in your future as a novelist’.
         
The two novels that followed hard upon Remember Me were highly impressive proofs of Stacton’s intent and accomplishment, which enhanced his reputation both inside Faber and in wider literary-critical circles. On a Balcony told of Akhenaten and Nefertiti in the Egypt of the Eighteenth Dynasty, and Segaki concerned a monk in fourteenth-century Japan. Stacton took the view that these two and the Ludwig novel were in fact a trilogy (‘concerned with various aspects of the religious experience’) which by 1958 he was calling ‘The Invincible Questions’.
         
And this was but the dawning of a theme: in the following years, as his body of work expanded, Stacton came to characterise it as ‘a series of novels in which history is used to explain the way we live now’ – a series with an ‘order’ and ‘pattern’, for all that each entry was ‘designed to stand independent of the others if need be’. (In 1964 he went so far as to tell Charles Monteith that his entire oeuvre was ‘really one book’.)
Readers discovering this work today might be less persuaded that the interrelation of the novels is as obviously coherent as Stacton contended. There’s an argument that Stacton’s claims say more for the way in which his brilliant mind was just temperamentally inclined toward bold patterns and designs. (A small but telling example of same: in 1954 at the very outset of his relationship with Faber Stacton sent the firm a logotype he had drawn, an artful entwining of his initials, and asked that it be included as standard in the prelims of his novels (‘Can I be humoured about my colophon as a regular practice?’). Faber did indeed oblige him.)
But perhaps Stacton’s most convincing explanation for a connective tissue in his work – given in respect of those first three historical novels but, I think, more broadly applicable – was his admission that the three lives fascinated him on account of his identification with ‘their plight’:
Fellow-feeling would be the proper phrase. Such people are comforting, simply because they have gone before us down the same endless road . . . [T]hough these people have an answer for us, it is an answer we can discover only by leading parallel lives. Anyone with a taste for history has found himself doing this from time to time . . .

Perhaps we might say that – just as the celebrated and contemporaneous American acting teacher Lee Strasberg taught students a ‘Method’ to immerse themselves in the imagined emotional and physical lives of scripted characters – Stacton was engaged in a kind of ‘Method writing’ that immersed him by turn in the lives of some of recorded history’s rarest figures.
 

Stacton was nurtured as a writer by Faber and Faber, and he was glad of the firm’s and Charles Monteith’s efforts on his behalf, though his concerns were many, perhaps even more so than the usual novelist. Stacton understood he was a special case: not the model of a ‘smart popular writer’ for as long as he lacked prominent critical support and/or decent sales. He posed Faber other challenges, too – being such a peripatetic but extraordinarily productive writer, the business of submission, acquisition and scheduling of his work was a complicated, near-perpetual issue for Monteith. Stacton had the very common writer’s self-delusion that his next project would be relatively ‘short’ and delivered to schedule, but his ambitions simply didn’t tend that way. In January 1956 Monteith mentioned to Stacton’s agent Michael Horniman about his author’s ‘tendency to over-produce’. Faber did not declare an interest in the Western novels Stacton wrote as ‘Carse Boyd’ or in the somewhat lurid stories of aggressive youth (The Power Gods, D For Delinquent, Muscle Boy) for which his nom de plume was ‘Bud Clifton’. But amazingly, even in the midst of these purely commercial undertakings, Stacton always kept one or more grand and enthralling projects on his horizon simultaneously. (In 1963 he mentioned almost off-handedly to Monteith, ‘I thought recently it would be fun to take the Popes on whole, and do a big book about their personal eccentricities . . .’)
         
In 1960 Stacton was awarded a Guggenheim fellowship, which he used to travel to Europe before resettling in the US. In 1963 the Time magazine article mentioned above much improved the attention paid to him in his homeland. The books kept coming, each dazzlingly different to what came before, whatever inter-connection Stacton claimed: A Signal Victory, A Dancer in Darkness, The Judges of the Secret Court, Tom Fool, Old Acquaintance, The World on the Last Day, Kali-Yuga, People of the Book.
         
By the mid-1960s Stacton had begun what he may well have considered his potential magnum opus: Restless Sleep, a manuscript that grew to a million words, concerned in part with Samuel Pepys but above all with the life of Charles II from restoration to death. On paper the ‘Merrie Monarch’ did seem an even better subject for Stacton than the celebrated diarist: as a shrewd and lonely man of complicated emotions holding a seat of contested authority. But this work was never to be truly completed.
         
In 1966 Stacton’s life was beset by crisis. He was in Copenhagen, Denmark, when he discovered that he had colon cancer, and was hospitalised for several months, undergoing a number of gruelling procedures. (He wrote feelingly to Charles Monteith, ‘[A]fter 48 hours of it (and six weeks of it) I am tired of watching my own intestines on closed circuit TV.’) Recuperating, he returned to the US and moved in once more with John Mann Rucker, their relations having broken down in previous years. But he and Rucker were to break again, and in 1968 Stacton returned to Denmark – to Fredensborg, a town beloved of the Danish royal family – there renting a cottage from Helle Bruhn, a magistrate’s wife whom he had befriended in 1966. It was Mrs Bruhn who, on January 20 1968, called at Stacton’s cottage after she could get no answer from him by telephone, and there found him dead in his bed. The local medical examiner signed off the opinion that Stacton died of a heart attack – unquestionably young, at forty-four, though he had been a heavy smoker, was on medication to assist sleeping, and had been much debilitated by the treatment for his cancer. His body was cremated in Denmark, and the ashes sent to his mother in California, who had them interred in Woodlawn Cemetery, Colma.
From our vantage today, just as many years have passed since Stacton’s untimely death as he enjoyed of life. It is a moment, surely, for a reappraisal that is worthy of the size, scope and attainment of his work. I asked the American novelist, poet and translator David Slavitt – an avowed admirer of Stacton’s – how he would evaluate the legacy, and he wrote to me with the following:
David Stacton is a prime candidate for prominent space in the Tomb of the Unknown Writers. His witty and accomplished novels failed to find an audience even in England, where readers are not put off by dazzle. Had he been British and had he been part of the London literary scene, he might have won some attention for himself and his work in an environment that is more centralised and more coherent than that of the US where it is even easier to fall through the cracks and where success is much more haphazard. I am delighted by these flickers of attention to the wonderful flora of his hothouse talents.

‘Tom Fool presents a problem’, wrote Charles Monteith to the libel lawyer Peter Carter-Ruck in February 1961. ‘Though it is a novel and presented as such, it is in fact an impressionistic presentation of Wendell Willkie, the defeated Republican presidential candidate in 1940.’ Monteith was concerned that Stacton, in creating ‘synthetic figures’ to stand in for Willkie (‘Tom Fool’) and other key campaign personnel (such as Willkie’s top aide Russell Davenport, who might be discerned in the book through the character of ‘Sideboard’) might have run the risk of perpetrating libel against the living (if not Willkie himself, who died of a coronary thrombosis in 1944, aged fifty-two).
         
Monteith’s concerns proved unnecessary, but were notable in the sense that Stacton, having tended to travel several centuries back in time for his historical novels, was here treating real events and individuals located well within the memory of readers. As typical with Stacton, though, his version of the ‘political novel’ was not a tale of scandal, corruption and chicanery (as are most mainstream fictional attempts to dramatise that world and its denizens). Stacton told Monteith that he considered Tom Fool ‘the saddest book I wrote yet’; and it is certainly a kind of elegy for his country and the conduct of its democracy on the national stage.
         
It is the final panel of Stacton’s ‘American triptych’ that comprises A Signal Victory and The Judges of the Secret Court. And Willkie certainly makes an interesting model for a protagonist: an ill-fated figure, a liberal conservative (formerly, indeed, a Democrat) who emerged through the middle of a four-way scrap for the Republican nomination, and stood against Roosevelt while sharing his readiness to enter the war against Hitler, though wishing to annul the President’s populist New Deal on grounds of inefficiency. These unpropitious circumstances did not put Willkie in a good position to campaign as a ‘change candidate’ with a united party at his back; and Stacton’s Tom Fool is seen accordingly as a man engaged in a Sisyphean endeavour.
         
The greater part of the novel finds Tom Fool on an epic campaign stump across America by rail, covering thirty-one states in fifty days. But his encounters with the electorate are generally dispiriting – he meets banality and indifference at best, hostility and brickbats at worst – and he is hardly more heartened by the team he has at his back, especially the husband-and-wife PR duo known as ‘the Pattersons’, who give the impression of having their eyes fixed ahead on future campaigns with better-fancied candidates.
The second half of the novel sees the defeated Fool accept an appointment from President Roosevelt as a sort of global ambassador-at-large, visiting the world’s new powers in a converted US Army bomber (travels which, in life, formed the substance of Willkie’s own 1943 book One World). Stacton’s protagonist, though, finds nothing too endearing in Russia or China, leaving him to ponder instead ‘who would get the world’ if not America.
         
The melancholy of Tom Fool arises from its titular protagonist’s unrequited love of country and sense of its spiritual fall. ‘The land is enormous, noble, settled, compact and proud’, he reflects. ‘Would that the people who live it on were.’ He finds his tour of thirty-one states ‘heartbreaking’ in that regard – there is no communion with the electorate, only his advanced suspicion of being one among a smaller number, ‘those who have been made foreigners in their own country, the people who remember the way it used to be’. Tom Fool’s conservative romance of the American landscape would seem to call for fellow Americans who feel the same near-spiritual connection to it. If you remember David Stacton’s comments quoted earlier about a ‘sensuous and then unspoilt’ American landscape, ‘whose loss has made my generation and sort of westerner a race of restless wanderers’ – then you may gauge the degree to which Stacton and his imagined Tom Fool were comrades in exile.
         
 


        Richard T. Kelly
      

        Editor, Faber Finds
      

        April 2014
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Prologue:      1942
            

All this happened twenty years ago. It is about a man called Tom Fool. At least, that’s what he called himself sometimes, others called him far worse, and it is as good a name as any.
         
He was at the airport outside Edmonton, Alberta. It is not a beauty spot, Edmonton; he was tired; and as for airports, they have the same unnerving atmosphere everywhere, the atmosphere of the cretonne and coloured etching type of private hospital down whose corridors the chronic patient is wheeled to yet one more operation, while the stewardess, or is it the nurse, walks alongside, radiating professional confidence, but ready for any emergency, before handing us over to the anaesthetist, or is it the pilot? Whoever it is, we go away for a while‚ the specialist takes over, and sometimes we even come back, slightly improved, so we are told, but with something missing. A hospital is full of waiting. So is an airport. We can’t help envying the other patients: for those who sit listening, surrounded by cut flowers and private telephones, behind the swinging half doors of their rooms, usually know more about our mortality than we do. We only know if we pull through. They know when we do not.
         
It was not a pleasant thought. There was something wheeled, he decided, and four-footed, something surgically hushed, about an airport. Too many things are moved about on dollies, and one of them is us. And he’d always been amused at the way the people in the bar were so firmly determined not to jump when the public address system came on. But then, sophistication in America is like that. Nobody wants to be caught out, everyone wants that ease to be found only in full-page colour advertisements, everybody’s waiting for the bell, and nobody wants to admit it.
         
Edmonton airport didn’t even have a bar.
“You know,” he said to himself, that tired old sheepish friend he’d hauled round with him all these fifty-one years, the best friend he’d ever had, old reliable, the guy who’s always glad to see you, even if you have changed, “I know what’s wrong with me. I just haven’t the heart to go back in.”
         
A disloyal thought.
Is that what it had come to? Must we always come to resemble the enemy we are fighting? Must we always be defeated by the enemy within? Sometimes, when he was tired these days, he thought so. He even thought he knew the name of the enemy within. It was Patterson.
         
He had not been downed by what had happened. He was not a man downed easily. But to anyone still naïve enough to believe that people still had some of their original rectitude and guts, it had been an awful experience, so awful that the only way to survive it was to regard it as a comedy, and himself perhaps the most comic member of the cast. He had always been good-humoured by nature. It was the way of tolerance. But now, he saw it was the only way to keep one’s head.
         
A poor thing, but mine own.
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Colorado  Springs
            

He must have met the Pattersons in Colorado, but he was not aware of them until much later, on the train. So much was happening, that he could not remember everything, and besides, his memory was given to sudden landslips. He forgot the names of people he had known for years. He could not remember faces. It was often held against him, chiefly by those who had no faces worth remembering, which of course was why he forgot them, and why they never forgot the injury.
         
What he did remember was hands. Thousands of hands. Hands slim, dry, wide, red, white, maculated with senescence, well-bred or thrusting, moist, sweaty, chapped, sudden, or insincere. A politician, which is what he was taken for, shakes a million hands. What the gesture reminded him of was the peculiarly blind satisfaction with which, in the old days, when the car broke down, you fitted the hand crank into the hole below the radiator and gave it five or six quick spins. The engine then sputtered to life. The constituents said a few words. But with a really early model, the sort of car his father had had when he was a boy, you had to jump aside, because the car began to shake, the brakes were unreliable, and the damn thing was apt to jerk forward at you angrily to run you down.
         
It was disturbing. In Europe, there was something called a war. The Nazis were in the Lowlands. The problem, as he had said publicly, was not so much to keep America out of the war, as to keep the war out of America. But you couldn’t make these people understand that. They had obsolete minds, minds that shook you up as they bumped over the same ruts. And yet, unlike him, they didn’t seem to remember the old cars. What they remembered was the old hostilities.
         
So he was in Colorado. After a Presidential candidate has been nominated, he is supposed to go into retreat, and that is what he had done. The term is religious, but the event is not. The event had about as much spirituality as a locker-room conference twenty minutes before the big game. It also had the same jockstrap, hard soap, sheep dip, and sweaty armpit smell. Not that he was taken in. He knew they didn’t want him, any more than he wanted them. But he thought that if he played his cards right, and did his own dealing, he could change their minds, even if he couldn’t change them.
         
So far, he had to admit it, he seemed to be wrong.
Yet he liked Colorado. He liked the way the rose and orange crags went straight up, the stars at night, the clear air, the sense of exaltation there.
         
The whole thing had begun with money, of course. Most things do. He could no longer remember when, or by what stages, he had become the Presidential candidate. But he liked the challenge. He liked to be exalted. His conjoiners here in Colorado did not. That was clear. They liked a smaller, safer altitude, and no more wind in their faces than could be provided by an expensive and well-controlled air-conditioning. Senator Taft, in particular, had the habit of blinking when he came out of doors, an Easterner’s way of sneering at the mountains apprehensively, as though to say he had better, safer things at home. And no doubt he had, but where did Taft live, anyway?
         
And yet, thought Tom, he had once seen a careful picture of Taft, that perennial candidate, goloshes on his feet and an umbrella over his head, against a spring shower, his glasses glistening with rain, bending cautiously, but with a certain austere joy, over a bed of daffodils. So you never knew. You never knew about any man. No doubt even cheese-parers derive a certain illicit joy from the private paring of the cheese.
         
But Tom was not like that. He was still exalted by the crusade, for that was what it was, a crusade, though he could no longer remember how it had begun. He did know what had made it possible. Two things are required in America if one is to lead the sort of respectable life which, come to think of it, he had never given a moment’s thought to: to be Episcopal, and to be Republican. The first had been taken care of for him at birth. The second had been explained to him by old Harvey Firestone, the rubber tycoon.
         
“Young man, I like you,” Firestone had said, “but I don’t think you will ever amount to a great deal.”
         
“Why not?” asked Tom.
“Because I understand you’re a Democrat. No Democrat can ever amount to much.”
         
It was the simple creed of a man whose only complexity was the extent of his income. And it turned out to be almost meaningless, for Tom had amounted to as much as most men ever do. He had managed to fight the government to a standstill. He had become chairman of one of the country’s larger corporations. If not rich, he was at any rate well-to-do, which was all he wanted. He had power. He had luck. He had in some manner become spokesman for those businessmen who were not too cowed to speak out, nor too reactionary to realize that in the interests of their own survival it was no longer wise for them to keep their hands under the table while the cards were dealt in the great political poker game. He had even become Republican, which was why he was now surrounded by people whose only concept of the rules of the game was that once they got their own dealer in the White House, they could euchre as before, and who refused to realize that time had doubled the pack, abstracted several cards, changed the odds, and modified the rules.
         
So Tom, whose chief recreation was history, and chief hobby the instructive misfortunes of eighteenth-century British prime ministers, was not taken in either by the Grand Old Party or by its Old Guard. That seemed reasonable. There is no reason why the younger members of even the best club have to think much of the Board of Directors. He had read Morley on Walpole: “People  assume  that  when  men  are concerned in high affairs, their motives must lie deep and their designs reach far. Few who have ever been close to public business, its hurries, chances, obscurities, egotisms, will fall in with any such belief. These very transactions drew from Swift the observation, so obvious, so useful, so constantly forgotten, what a lesson of humiliation it is to mankind to behold the habits and passions of men, otherwise highly accomplished, triumphing over interest, friendship, honour, and their own personal safety as well as that of their country.”
         
He had read it, and he had been impressed by it. His own life had taught him that it was true. What the Old Guard wanted was something like the Bourbon Restoration in Naples. They wanted to be reactionary. They wanted to punish. And though King Bomba compromised with the present sufficiently to inaugurate the first railroad in Naples, all that meant was that when the Bourbons were flung out for good, they could flee the country by steam-engine, rather than be put to the final humiliation of crossing the border in a bumpy diligence.
         
Instead of in the Old Guard, therefore, Tom put his faith in the Junior Republicans. It was they who had gotten him the nomination, or so he thought. It was they alone who would elect him, or so he believed.
         
It had been exciting, that Nominating Convention.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Philadelphia
            

He had arrived there at noon on June 22nd, a Saturday. The crowd to receive him consisted of his own supporters and some newspapermen. The professional Republicans had stayed away. The world was too much with them. They did not intend to yield an inch. It was not a happy time for them. They had been saddled with a great man once before, in the person of Lincoln, and had no desire to repeat the experience. They could remember Wilson, the First World War, and the League of Nations, and they didn’t want to go through that again, either. In fact they didn’t want any part of anything, except the next four years in Washington. They opened their newspapers at breakfast, read about the invasion of Denmark, Norway, Holland, Belgium, and France, and kept-mum. It must be admitted that the Democrats did the same thing. It was the eve of a National election, which was no time to speak one’s mind about anything, even had one been inclined to do so.
         
Tom did not keep mum.
“Ask me any damn thing in the world, and I’ll answer it,” he told the press. He liked the press.
         
They asked him where his staff was. He said he hadn’t any. They asked him where his headquarters were. He said, under his hat. They asked him if he would accept the vice-presidential nomination. No, he wouldn’t. “Politics isn’t a career with me, and if I can’t win I would just as soon go back to my old job.”
         
That was, thought his advisers, quite enough talking for the time being. Everybody clambered into an automobile and went off to the local headquarters of the Clubs named after him. By the time he left the building, there was a crowd outside, and he got an ovation. He smiled, waved, and knew exactly what to do about that. He crossed the sidewalk, took the centre of Broad Street, and marched right down it. Cheering, the crowd fell in behind, and, as he walked on, got bigger. Nothing quite like that had ever been seen in Philadelphia before, and nobody much liked the look of it. Politics was an orderly affair. First, the party bosses chose the candidate to be voted for, and then the citizens voted for him. That was democracy. Politicians did not interfere with the electorate in any other way or at any other time, and the electorate was not supposed to interfere with the choice of a candidate. That was understood. But here they were, doing it; the word rabble was not a word unknown, though this was cheerful for a rabble; and as the procession passed the windows of the Union Club, the noise eddied through those quiet rooms to such effect, that the members put their heads out to watch. Most of them had been waiting for some kind of revolution for the past eight years, but they had not expected it in Broad Street.
         
The crowd cheered. At his hotel he received another ovation. Though all cigarettes had been carefully removed from informal photographs of him by an astute retoucher, as a sop to the descendants of Frances Willard and other pious female curtain-shakers, and though even he knew better than to be photographed with a drink in his hand, as a sop to all those voters who might still be dry, Tom, who smoked three packs of Camels  a day, and who felt remarkably dry, went into the bar and said he’d take a whisky and soda. It seemed a simple, unaffected, manly thing to do, the crowd did not seem to mind, and so he had another. Then he shook hands all round. This was not part of campaign strategy. He just felt like it.
         
There was then an incident.
Mr. Taft, who was always presidential timber at nominating conventions, though always felled in the end by some other candidate, would never have been seen either with cigarette or liquor in his hand, but had sent one Walter Tooze into the lobby, to try to trick Tom with a few loaded questions.
         
“I’ve got to hand it to you, you’re not afraid to talk up and say what you think,” said Tooze, as though he were addressing a Christian martyr, at some period earlier than that of Constantine.
         
There were to be many more such incidents.
Tom had the naïveté  to ask James Watson, a former senator from Indiana, his own state, to vote for him. “I understand you are not.”
         
“No, I’m not,” said Watson.
“Well, we’re both from Indiana, I had hoped you would.”
There are differences between being naïve and being hatefully childish.
         
“I will tell you why,” said Watson. “You have been a Democrat all your life. I don’t mind the Church converting a whore, but I don’t like her to lead the choir the first night.”
         
There are some insults in this world one has to take. Yet there are certain aspects of human character one would rather not see. Tom turned away and left Watson to his intellectual toy trains. There wasn’t anything else he could do.
         
He was beginning to learn how much the professionals hated him. That left him the people. Unfortunately, as his advisers told him, it was first necessary to get to the people. He had to turn to such of the professionals as he could gather in, after all.
         
Their first move was to shift his hotel. Appearances are important. Dewey had seventy-eight rooms at the Hotel Walton, with a personal flag hung out the windows; Taft had a hundred and two rooms at the Franklin; and Vandenberg, another candidate, who had offered to flip a coin with Dewey, to see which one of them would be Presidential and which Vice-Presidential nominee, and who in consequence had been spared his presence ever since, had forty-eight rooms in various hotels, most of them at the Adelphia. Tom found himself installed in a suite in the Warwick, which annoyed his personal advisers very much, who were so eager to persuade the world he was not a well-to-do professional man, that they would have folded him up into a closet like an ironing-board, if he would have fitted into it.
         
Coming down the hall to his new rooms, Tom saw his name over the door at the end of it, like the name carved over the entrance to a family crypt. For a moment that startled him.
         
It was by then midnight of Sunday. These preliminaries concluded, the convention might safely begin. Safely, that is, for Tom. Taft, Dewey, and Vandenberg hated every minute of it.
         

        *
      
There is, perhaps fortunately, nothing quite like a Presidential Nomination Convention. There were two thousand delegates and alternates on the floor of the hall, and fifteen thousand spectators in the galleries. The spectators made everybody nervous. Nobody wanted them, and at every other Republican convention, they had not been there. Nor was there any doubt in anybody’s mind why they were there. They were there to shout for Tom. Had they been paid to come, they wouldn’t have been so bad. What made them really dangerous, was that they’d come of their own accord.
         
The convention was called to order. Everybody got up and sang America.  If you come right down to it, America  is a pretty good song, harmonically easier to follow than the National Anthem, and reassuringly peaceable, with its waving  fields  of  grain  instead of rockets’ red  glare.
         
The Reverend Dr. Albert Joseph McCartney, a Presbyterian, pronounced the invocation, and the fight began, though it did not reach a climax until the third session, whose invocation was delivered by a Catholic. His Eminence Cardinal Dougherty, who invoked Divine Guidance from the middle of a blue spotlight. This set the stage for the performance of one of the most god-awful pieces of hokum perpetrated around that time, a cantata entitled Ballad  for Americans,  words by John LaTouche, music by Earl Robinson, not to be confused with either the baseball player or the prize-fighter of that name. This self-conscious little epic dealt with the Revolution, the Growth of the Union, the Civil War, and the Machine Age, chiefly in the form of sprechstimme  for baritone and chorus. All told, it took fifteen minutes to perform and cost eight thousand dollars, money which might better have been spent buying an air cushion for Charles Ives, of whom, characteristically, no one in that hall had heard, with the possible exception of Mr. Robinson himself.
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                        	Did  they  all  believe  in  Liberty  in  those  Days? (Baritone)
                        
        
                     

        
                     
            
                        	 
            
                        	 
            
                        	Answer:       
                        
            
                        	 
            
                        	Nobody  who  was  anybody  believed  it.
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                        	Nobody,  nobody,  but  Washington,  Tom  Paine, Benjamin  Franklin,  and  Lafayette.  (Chorus)
                        
        
                     

    
                  

               


Still, it was a little better than it sounded, and perhaps because of the lighting, which was still blue, the convention members found it moving. Heard over the radio, as Tom heard it in his hotel suite, it sounded more as though somebody had taken Carl Sandberg to the cleaners.
         
Having created this spiritualized setting for a most unspiritual procedure, everyone got down to business, and Tom’s name was not mentioned at all. It was not to be mentioned until Wednesday, chiefly because nobody wanted to mention it. They were afraid of setting off the galleries. The convention was being broadcast. How would waves of cries for Tom sound over the radio? It would make them difficult to ignore.
         
Dewey, a nonentity called Gannett, and Senator Taft were nominated. Then at last a member of the Indiana delegation rose to nominate Tom. That was greeted by firm booing from the Taft and Dewey delegations. It is customary that upon nomination, the candidate’s home state raises his banners and marches around the hall. The galleries cheered for Tom, but that meant nothing to the delegates. Nobody on the Indiana delegation cared to raise a standard. Nobody likes a convinced man. Nobody likes an outsider.
         
Their immobility became embarrassed, particularly with all that public cheering going on over their heads. But though they might quail, they did not move. They would rather lose the election, than go along with anybody who wasn’t a member of the party machine.
         
Finally, the Mayor of Syracuse, from the New York delegation, stood up. Somebody had to do something. He was an enormous man, weighing 220 pounds, but as he grabbed the New York standard, five Dewey supporters grabbed him and tried to bear him down to the ground. Dewey was a man who stood for dignity and sobriety, but he was also standing for election. Marvin of Syracuse, who was in pretty good physical condition, turned out not to tackle well. Others piled into the mêlée. It made a fine sight for the galleries. Marvin broke free and started to parade the banner round the hall. A few of the New York delegation fell in, people who personally disliked Dewey mostly, or weren’t afraid of his influence, and some delegates from other states rather timidly followed. Each time Marvin came abreast of the New York delegation, the Dewey supporters tried to jump him again. But they were middle-aged men. They might not have any manners or sense of decorum, but neither did they have much wind. After thirteen circuits of the convention floor, Marvin sat down and put his banner back exactly in its socket.
         
Under the circumstances, the Chairman thought it wise to bring the session to a halt as soon as possible. The gallery was still cheering.
         
It was the beginning of a landslide.
Dewey could have stopped it, by giving his pledged votes to Taft, but he wasn’t going to do that, and neither was Taft going to give his votes to him. The gallery was chanting Tom’s name. That made no difference. Tom was known to be anti-isolationist and pro-British and goodness only knew what else besides.
         
Then there was Governor Landon of Kansas to win over. Kansas had eighteen votes. Finally, luring him into the building’s freight elevator, one of Tom’s supporters rode him up and down, up and down from the basement to the top floor. It was a bumpy elevator, with a distinctly sinking sensation on the drop. After nine or ten trips Landon agreed to cast Kansas’ eighteen votes for Tom.
         
On the sixth ballot Tom was in. The galleries went wild. Tom, who was listening from his hotel, on the radio, felt a cold shudder up his spine and along his arms. So did a lot of people, all over the country, at their radios. The time was 1.57 a.m., on Friday. It was, said the newspapers, the most revolutionary thing the Republican Party had done since the nomination of Lincoln in 1860. But then they had done nothing. They had only given in.
         
Tom went to bed and slept for eleven hours.

        *
      
Then, getting up refreshed, he made his first mistakes.
The first of these was the choice of a vice-presidential running mate. He chose Senator McNary of Oregon, in order to influence the western farm vote. McNary’s farm background consisted of having commercialized filbert-growing in Oregon  and of having developed a market for the Imperial Prune. Whatever may be said of the filbert, it is not an essential grain crop, even in Persia, and as for the prune, imperial or not, few people can forget that in childhood they were forced to eat dampened dried prunes as a diarrhoeic. It is difficult to ennoble the prune. It has none of the glamour of wheat. It tends to ribaldry. And McNary, though a good man to have around once the battle was won and there were treaties to be signed, was unconvincing as a crusader.
         
Once, when Tom was a boy, about eight or ten, camping up at his father’s cabin in the winter, some damn fool had set bear-traps in the snow on the path to the privy. Tom was groggy in the morning, even then, and though he’d danced his way out of that one, he’d been so mad he’d grabbed the idiot boy who set them and flung him through the ice of the horse trough. But he couldn’t throw reporters into a horse trough in the middle of Philadelphia, and there were bear-traps set everywhere, by both his supporters and the opposition.
         
There was, for instance, his wife. It was Tom’s theory that a man’s wife is his own damn business, and that was Edna’s theory, too. Tom was accounted a handsome man, though he’d been scrawny when young, but as a jealous friend had said at the time, Edna had married him for his brains, not his looks. And so she had. She enjoyed him. For twenty years she had watched him getting rumpled while he played with a variety of exciting and dangerous toys and set off intellectual pinwheels to his heart’s content. He enjoyed her. They had a perfectly adequate son they both enjoyed. Neither one of them had ever been exactly poor, they came of good sound families, and they knew exactly what to do with money once they had it. They went on living their own lives exactly as they had before, a little better, of course, and with security, but privately, for since they had a quite enjoyable life of their own, they had seen no point in trying to live up to somebody else’s, which is what most newly rich Americans try to do; and so they hadn’t.
         
Now she found herself thrust into the foreground, while the opposition tried to use her as a booby-trap. A picture of the Deweys at home had appeared in Life  magazine a few weeks before. Mrs. Dewey was at the piano. Mr. Dewey was at the armchair. And the piano, a long one, looked remarkably like a coffin on a trestle at an old-fashioned Irish wake. Mr. Dewey had been wearing transparent black silk socks, and it was Edna’s conviction that there was something innately sleezy about anybody who would wear black silk socks in the afternoon, but that was the sort of remark you made before going to bed at night, rather than in public, and she was quite equal to the bear-traps set for her.
         
How did she like to be surrounded by police guards?
She didn’t. “I’m much too independent to enjoy being followed everywhere.”
         
A reporter wanted to know if she thought the First Lady should hold press conferences, write a newspaper column, and generally take part in public affairs.
         
That, no doubt, was supposed to evoke a snide remark about Mrs. Roosevelt, who did all those things, and on the whole did them quite well.
         
“Yes, I do, if she is able to do them,” said Edna, which rather disappointed the Republican press. As a sop, she confessed to an admiration of Mrs. Coolidge, a non-topical reference no one could possibly object to. “I only hope I can be as gracious,” she said, having the art of the apposite rebuke.
         
The second error in strategy was a bad one. At 4.35 on Saturday afternoon, Tom and Edna went to the Convention Hall. The organ thundered. Everybody waved flags, hats, and handkerchiefs. Tom bowed left and right. It was a pity, thought Edna, that he had a slight paunch, but it was very slight, and fortunately he was tall enough to carry it well. They both mounted the platform to be presented to the delegates. Edna had seen a pond of faces many times, at practically any women’s committee, but this was her first sea of them. A sea has storms, tides, barrier reefs, and shoals. She had not realized that before. She smiled at everyone anyway, flashbulbs went off, and it was time for the acceptance speech.
         
That is what the error was. There wasn’t one. There was only a greeting.
         
That was Sideboard’s doing. Sideboard was Tom’s chief adviser, a sincere man. It seemed to Tom he was being a mighty poor strategist. He was also much given to legends, and saw Tom as a legend, perhaps even an epic. The liberal mind is impervious to reality, but Tom was not yet impervious to the slow drip of Sideboard’s idealism, and Sideboard saw Tom as a simple unspoiled child of the people, despite the evidence of his own senses. Therefore the acceptance speech must be delivered from the steps of his quaint Indiana high school. Not his equally quaint college. That would have offended those members of the electorate who had never attended college.
         
So all Tom could do at the Convention was to deliver a few banalities which, since they had been expecting something much worse, say a word of truth or two, would have greatly reassured the delegates, had he not referred to them as “You Republicans”.
         
He meant nothing by that, one way or the other. Professionally he was a consultant lawyer, and hence an expert. He was used to being called in to straighten something out, he felt he had been called in now; as an expert, he was the eternal but necessary outsider; and so he said “You Republicans”, as he would have said, “You men in management”, or “You people in the Boardroom here”. But hearing that phrase, his auditors instantly remembered he had once been a Democrat, and they would sooner have forgiven him had he been a blood boiler, bone scraper, or mortician, than that he had once voted for the opposition party.
         
Tom went back to New York, to resign his directorship of a bank and chairmanship of a corporation. This symbolic dance of the seven veils is supposed to assure the voter that the candidate comes forward with naked purity.
         
The result was a visit from Philip, his son, whose formal manner concealed a good deal of tight-jawed perturbation. Suppose Tom should lose? What then would keep the family from starvation?
         
Tom was amused and gratified to see that his son was at least aware of his father’s responsibilities, for that seemed to indicate that in due course he would be just as aware of his own, and did his best to reassure him. The whole visit tickled his sense of humour.
         
Then he departed for Colorado Springs and the retreat.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Colorado  Springs
            

It was here that he listened to the Democratic Convention, broadcast from Chicago. He sat alone on the terrace of the Broadmoor Hotel, a pseudo-Spanish-Italianate concoction which surprisingly enough went with the landscape quite well. There was a pond, to stand in for Lake Garda, some trees, a lawn, a bridge, and behind that, the Rockies heaved up in rows towards a blue and cumulated sky. He was forty-eight and felt just fine. At his feet a white hound-dog bitch with economical brown spots, provided by the management, made an endearing composition for the photographers and kept him company. It had been ages since he had owned a dog. Perhaps in the White House.
         
As it happened, he did not much care for dogs, but having one round was part of the baby-kissing routine, and preferable to the actual kissing of a baby. His only request was that he not be forced to wear an Indian head-dress, which would have made him, as he said, feel like a nickel, and that he not be forced to go fishing, since he didn’t fish. He forgot about church, until he read a press release saying that “The candidate regretted that he could not go to church today”. Since the candidate never went to church and had long since given up regretting it, he thought this a piece of atrocious hypocrisy, though in actuality it was only a minor stroke of genius on the part of the Pattersons, but since he had to give in somewhere, he duly allowed himself to be photographed gazing somewhat apprehensively at the open doorway of an Episcopalean church. Since he found the world both interesting  and a good place to live in, God was not among his preoccupations, though it did always mildly annoy him to find that Deity so often evoked in so many causes, like those gentlemen who make quite an adequate living out of lending their admittedly impeccable names to as certainly peccant corporations.
         
Anyhow, here he was, in an interval between churches, listening to the Democratic National Convention. Senator Byrnes, a political strawboss, had just finished assuring the delegates that theirs was an unbossed convention.
         
“Byrnes,” he said to the dog, “sure has a sense of humour.” The dog ignored him and bit its rump. No doubt one of the lesser fleas that bite ’em.
         
It was not an edifying convention. The issue was the third term. Could it be gotten away with? The President was discreetly absent in Washington. Jim Farley, who did not believe in third terms, was running for President from a suite of rooms at the Stevens. Harry Hopkins, the President’s chief aide, was at the Blackstone, doing his best to make the proceedings look respectable. Mayor Kelly of Chicago, whose town it was, was doing his best to make the doing of Hopkins’s best extremely difficult. He had stationed his Director of Sewers rather appropriately in the basement of the convention hall with a microphone attached to the loudspeakers upstairs. This gentleman, whose name was Thomas D. Garry, at least seemed to know the hand and mouth gestures of hog-calling. From time to time, standing on tiptoe to reach the microphone, he would shout, “We Want Roosevelt.” This hoarse Cumean rumble from the bowels of the earth was extremely efficacious, and though no complementary lightning struck the temples of the local Stock Exchange, and no eagles perched on the coping of the Blackstone Hotel, the result was an immediate landslide. As Tom Garry said next day, “I did it all natural”. He then went back to his sewers. He was, as he explained, “Just an ordinary lug who loves the game of politics,” and there was no one to dispute him.
         
Some wit, however, had plastered Chicago with America  Needs  Roosevelt  signs in some oddly chosen shop windows, above a We  Do  Repairing  sign, and with less or more aptness, depending upon how you looked at it, in windows saying We  Buy  Everything;  Waitress  Wanted;  and, more bleakly, Lunch.  It may not have been sublime, but it was subliminal.
         
Jim Farley, who still did not believe in third terms, said, all the same, that he would back the Democratic Party, and having had enough of it, went off to manage the New York Yankees, a simpler if no less edifying task.
         
At that moment, the Cameron Highlanders were marching past the Great Pyramid, the Burma Road had just been closed, and the first of the great American super-highways, the Pittsburgh–Harrisburg Turnpike, was getting ready to open in the fall. Take  the  Time  to  be  Safe,  said a slogan just off the highway, which had been designed to make the public go a little faster. The Nazis were amusing themselves, rather gingerly, in Paris, and travel business was extremely bad. “Enjoy yourself”, said the automobile ads, “with a Plymouth”; and the isolationists, most of whom drove bigger cars than that, wished the world kept that way. No matter what happened elsewhere, Americans, they felt, should be allowed to go right on enjoying their Plymouths, on whose rock the country had been founded, and if Tom thought any otherwise, he would just have to learn to pipe down.
         
Tom switched the radio off, knowing now, as he had been sure before, that he was up against the opposition he most wished for, not that he kidded himself any: the President was a formidable man.
         
What he did not know was that he would have to fight the Pattersons as well, that they were harder to beat, and that in their own way they were equally formidable.
         
They were approaching him now, down the path, with that air of deliberate ease usually assumed by people who, though they now have money enough to buy out most of the people they meet, which is what they want, can never quite get over a certain resentment that they did not have it before.
         
There was nothing particularly noticeable about the Pattersons, a husband and wife team who had graduated from cheap journalism to work that though no more estimable, paid better. In the past eight years their pose of being simple, unassuming, down-to-earth people had marched with the times, and was now called sincerity, there being some sort of ghostly functionary who stands at the threshold of each decade to slap new labels on the same old empty trunks. They could be sincere about anything; they never espoused, as they frequently said, a cause they did not believe in, though sometimes they did not think it proper to admit to themselves that they had not believed in it before being paid to espouse it; and they never abandoned a cause until they were paid to take up another one, which since they were sincere, they did only after they stopped sincerely believing in it, which was usually shortly before they found a new one, but shortly after they said so. Sincerely.
         
They were an orderly, spritely couple, with faintly weather eyes, and much given to smiling. Celia, the wife, still wore the simple housewifely dresses she had always worn, though they were now made of foulard silk, and was short-sighted and, when the need arose, deaf. Her husband, whom she had pushed into this new occupation, was thin and looked as though he had been pushed. He was particularly good at soothing the doubts of hen-pecked clients, just as Celia excelled at soothing neglected wives, who always felt that she “understood”, though if called on it, they could not for the life of them have said what.
         
At the peak of a national campaign, or even a state campaign, if the state was rich enough, the Pattersons hired a staff of between fifty and one hundred people, and after expenses, kept a retaining fee of about 75 to 100,000 dollars between them. It was no more than they were worth. Their specialty was smear campaigns, if possible on a national scale, and they always got their retainer in advance. They were powers behind the throne, or rather the thrones, since politics was a game of musical chairs in which one was careful to sit down as soon as the trained ear detected from public pressure that the piano was about to stop, but they understood the meaning of real humility.
         
So though they thought Tom a fool, they were careful not to show the way they felt. He shook hands with them vaguely, these days he seemed to shake hands with everybody, beamed at them, and promptly forgot about them. They were, he was told, part of his publicity staff.
         
And so they were. They had been hired, without his knowledge, to see if something could not be done to keep their candidate in line and, despite him, perhaps to get him elected by siphoning the right kind of publicity out of him and directing it not to the general public, which didn’t count, but towards those minor members of the party machine who did.
         
A hint had been extended to them, that if they did their job well, whatever their job might turn out to be, there would be a better one waiting for them, four years later, with a better candidate. With the Pattersons you knew where you stood. They could be trusted. Whereas who knew what Tom might do?
         
The cheque was a little smaller than usual, but the Pattersons took it anyway, as soon as they had looked over the candidate. They hated to be out of things, though he looked as big a fool as Wilson must have been. The Pattersons didn’t know much about Wilson. They had been too young when he died. But they had seen the Palace of the League of Nations at Geneva once, a large empty building, very fine.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Elwood
            

Somewhat against his will, for he wished to pitch right into the campaign, Tom was induced to spend a futile little month-long villeggiatura  in his ancestral spot. It was Sideboard’s idea that he should return to the great bucolic heartland of America from which he had arisen. In other words, that a month on the farm would be good for the farm vote.
         
Tom, whose only pretension was that he didn’t have any, didn’t think much of that idea. He had already, in a speech, described himself as a purely conversational farmer. Hearing that, the Pattersons had shuddered from head to foot, and Sideboard himself had been deeply distressed. The Pattersons persuaded Tom to forego that line, by presenting him with speeches in which he didn’t say it. There seemed no way to make the man realize that elections were won not by the sincerity of your own convictions, but by the degree to which you truckled to those of others, and that the President, like the gods, is created in our own image, no matter what he may think of his new clothes.
         
It was not a happy month.
For the first time in eight years the President was worried about his own security of tenure. He said nothing, but his manner at press conferences became abrupt and irritable, and he was not displeased when Secretary of the Interior Ickes referred to Tom as “the barefoot boy of Wall Street”, a crack he had read in a newspaper and taken as his own, or when Senator Mead called him “The Pied Piper of the Utilities”.
         
The Pied Piper remark was forgotten, but the barefoot boy of Wall Street one, which had been evoked by the Indiana villeggiatura, stuck. It was even, thought Tom unhappily, deserved, and no more than he could expect. Not being given to vituperation himself, he had naturally always been the sort of person who provoked it, and he was prepared for it. But public life was certainly a strain.
         
One day Edna became so upset at being photographed all the time that she had gone into the bathroom, run cold water over her hair, and emerged stringy and defiant. He scarcely blamed her. This sort of life couldn’t be pleasant for her.
         
On the 15th of August the party processed to Rushville, for the simple farmer bit, arriving at Indianapolis in two chartered planes, ploughing through a crowd of fifty-five thousand people, and motoring off to Rushville in a screaming wedge of motor-cycles. It was midnight before they reached their destination, but all six thousand inhabitants were up and about. Rushville was where he had his farms. It was Edna’s home town, not his, but over the street was a large sign saying he was “A Successful Rushville County Farmer”. It was true, there weren’t many. Profits didn’t amount to more than 3 per cent a year, and those he split with his tenant farmers. Farming was big business these days. Why, then, this ludicrous pretence that it was not?
         
Elwood was fifty-five miles away, and the speech was so awful that Tom forgot it, so that it had to be rushed after him by motor-cycle escort, sirens screaming, as though its delivery were a public procession of the Torah. It arrived on time, but Elwood was a mess. For one thing, the town was too small to handle the crowds.
         
He had been photographed for a magazine that week, surrounded by an ashtray, cigarettes (the brand name carefully concealed), and wearing an awful tie. His taste in ties always had been bad. Some officious assistant had sprayed the desk in front of him with a carefully contrived array of appropriate texts which, if they did not give the show away, at least gave away the fact that somebody else was running it, not he. The books included More  Power  to  Your  Words, by Clement Wood, a graceful hint that though well educated, he had as much trouble with the language as everybody else; Your  Key  to  Sales  Opportunities,  a work of obvious appeal; Your  Career  in  Business,  no less subtle; a gem called Attack  on  America,  for chills; and tucked under his right arm, a copy of The  Nazarene,  which he may actually have been reading, but still, the apostolic hint was clear. Also displayed was a pair of blue glasses, no doubt for use in leading the blind.
         
“Neither his personality, nor the weight of his ideas could conceivably have produced a fraction of the phenomenon we are living through,” wrote a commentator, which was true enough. His own reading matter for this period, snatched up while running for a plane, consisted of Carson McCullers’s The  Heart  is  a  Lonely  Hunter  (too intellectual to be shown, an odd novel about a little girl who scrunches down in the shrubs to listen to Mozart being played in a private house); Ernest Morris’s Too  Big  (omitted as being too controversial); The  Dissenting  Opinions  of  Mr.  Justice Holmes  (he admired Holmes, but the word dissent sounded radical); Mason Wade’s Margaret  Fuller,  Whetstone  of Genius  (genius is not, in America, a wholesome term); and Carl Snyder’s Capitalism,  the  Creator  (too technical).
         
However, here he was, a simple farmer, and the crowds were huge. There were two hundred thousand people. Cars jammed everywhere, there being only four roads. Electricity, water, telephones, a public address system, and broadcasting apparatus all had to be installed. Concessions had to be leased out, and stands built for them. Rest-rooms were essential, and first aid seemed necessary. To make matters worse, a professional exhibitionist called Shipwreck Kelly had engaged to pass the meeting seated on a flagpole, to advertise a national brand of coffee, and since the park where the meeting was to be held was not large enough to accommodate the crowd, it was necessary to rent an adjacent pasture from a Democrat active in state politics who hated Tom personally, with a hatred so intense it could be damped down only by payment of 12,000 dollars. Thirty thousand seats were set up, not for people to sit in, but merely to prevent them from crushing themselves to death by crowding round the platform.
         
In addition to all this, the citizens of Elwood, his home town, were hostile to Tom. He had left twenty-three years before, and even though he had bought local property, he had bought it at Rushville, not here. Besides, the citizens of Elwood were Democrats. They refused to co-operate, though they had no objection to turning a sudden profit, and hotel rooms, as a result, shot up to ten dollars a day, payable thirty dollars in advance.
         
Small towns are the same everywhere, and the local merchants resented the fact that those who came to hear the speech knew that and so brought their own food as a defence against scalpers’ prices. They retaliated by circulating letters and postcards saying that Tom had let his mother die in poverty and that she had been buried in a potter’s field. Since his mother, a spritely woman who had worn spike heels at the age of eighty-three, had died that spring and was not there to kick them in the teeth, they got away with it. Six people threatened Tom with violence if he came to town at all. Which merely proves that small towns are nicer to drive through than to live in. The campaign song was Back Home  in  Indiana,  a tune which in the following weeks beat on the heads of everybody with all the sticky, metallic insistence of tropical rain.
         
Elwood was backward, ugly, tree-lined, bigoted, and uninspiring. It was also poor. Hollyhocks grew through the railings of its abandoned tin factory. The town had an Epworth League, a citizens’ bank, and Lou  Sullivan’s  Golden Garden, to which the patrons as often as not brought their own liquor, but purchased a mix. It was not interested in anything that happened outside its own borders, except to hate it, and since nothing happened within those borders, it really had no interests at all.
         
None the less, this is what gets called the backbone of America, which is the same ossifact as the spine, and Tom was there to make his speech.
         
It was a disastrous speech. Norman Thomas, who was also running for President that year, though on his own, private, indoor track, described it, with hauteur and, alas, some truth, as a mixture of McGuffey’s  First  Reader,  the Genealogy  of  Indiana, the Collected  Speeches  of  Tom  Girdler (a businessman Tom admired but Thomas did not), and the New  Republic  (the magazine, not the nineteenth-century political tract). It was even worse than that, for though Sideboard’s prose was somewhat like that, it did here and there contain a hard little nugget of truth.
         
“We are here today”, he said, “to represent a sacred cause—the preservation of democracy.” And then he broke the news to them gently. “I cannot ask the American people to put faith in me, without recording my conviction that some form of Selective Service is the only democratic way in which to secure the trained and competent man-power we need for National Defence.”
         
His audience did not like the sound of that. Four days later a bunch of frowsy, middle-aged American women of the sort who wear rimless glasses, teetotal, and call each other “girls”, hung an effigy of Senator Claude Pepper on the lawn of the Capitol, with a look of inane irresponsible joy on their faces, each one clutching her handbag, because he favoured conscription and what they called “other un-American activities”. They called themselves the Congress of American Mothers. It was quite useless to tell them that there was going to be a war, and that their sons, few of whom were resident at home anyway, would die all the sooner for being untrained.
         
Tom next challenged the President to debate, on the fundamental issues of the campaign. “Of course I know that all his speeches will be strictly non-political,” he said. “Mine will be political, but they will be announced as such.”
         
The President, in Washington, knowing that no campaign is ever won on fundamental issues, though it can be lost on them, chuckled and refused to be drawn. He was alarmed for the first time in his career, but he knew that if you speak into a vacuum long enough, people will eventually decide your voice sounds hollow, and that’s what he hoped the electorate would decide in Tom’s case.
         
For a month things stood at a draw. That was the month Tom was constrained to stay in Rushville, surrounded by fifty presssmen and eight secretaries, obediently pretending to be a simple farmer.
         
“It’s getting so”, Miss Sleeth, the manager of his farms, told him, “that every time a cameraman shows up, the hogs run right over and strike a pose.”
         
Tom quite agreed with her. He’d had about enough of professional politicians. What he wanted to do now was to turn to the electorate. It was them he wanted to see. Down at the railroad yard the cars of his campaign train were already being coupled, and he could scarcely wait to get aboard.
         
On September 12th, the week the heavy raids began over London, the train started out, streaming towards “the vast obscurity beyond the city”, as Fitzgerald says, “where the dark fields of the Republic roll on under the night”.
         
“I am opposed to the most ruthless gang of buccaneers in history,” said Tom.
         
The crusade was under weigh.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Train
            

“The business of the United States,” said Calvin Coolidge, with that bleak accuracy for which he was not loved, “is business.” Anything else, apparently, was inadmissible.
         
“A Presidential candidate”, said a pundit named George L. Wick, in a manual he had prepared for the use of his betters, “ought to regard himself as similar to the manager of a crew of house-to-house salesmen.”
         
When Roosevelt stumped the country, in the election of 1936, he did so in much the same spirit that Elizabeth and James I and VI took their yearly progress. They visited Kenilworth, Theobalds, and anyone sufficiently rich to put them up. Roosevelt with his troop descended upon the great Machine Bosses, Kelly, Hague, and Prendergast. But this time the old fox was not to be drawn. He kept to his earth in the White House, and affected disdain and indifference to the baying of hounds.
         
It was Tom, instead, who stumped the country this time.
Nobody in America had ever seen anything like that train. It went across thirty-one states in fifty days, while Tom made 560 speeches, 520 of them off the cuff. It started with twelve cars, grew to sixteen, and ended with fourteen. It had a lounge car fitted out for the press, a darkroom, and a private car called the Pioneer,  for Tom and his family, tacked on behind. It carried seventy-five reporters, radio and newsreel technicians, Sideboard, a staff of experts at one thing or another, an office floor of typewriters, filing cabinets, mimeograph machines, and reference libraries, and, their specialty undivulged, the Pattersons. Tom spent forty-two nights on it. The press, which began by being a little cynical, called it the Squirrel Cage. It was a bit much to take, that train, and by the end of the trip there were a good many people still aboard who never wanted to see each other again.
         
Nobody seemed to know what anybody else was doing, and as for Tom, nobody knew what he was apt to do or say, until he had said or done it. The reporters wound up liking him, but he was just about the only thing on that train they did like.
         
Part of the trouble, they agreed, was Sideboard. Sideboard, though forty-one, was still counted a boy wonder, which he was. In America it’s so hard to get ahead any more, that if you get anywhere, you qualify as a boy wonder until they start sending you burial insurance. Sideboard hailed from California, which he seldom hailed in return, and was undeniably bright. But his sense of the fitness of things was more attuned to Lady Hester Stanhope’s keeping a white horse in the stable, in case she should be called to Jerusalem to fulfil an old prophecy, than it was to the technique of properly making one. By the end of that train trip it was easier to count the number of people who would speak to Sideboard, than the number of people who wouldn’t. Tom, by then, was still speaking to Sideboard.
         
Then there was Bühl. Bühl was a professional political ghost writer, and had accepted this job with reluctance. He had heard that Tom liked to rewrite his own speeches, and no professional likes his work tampered with by an amateur. So, when Tom learned that Bühl had sent out what is called a think-piece without so much as thinking to tell him what was in it, and insisted that it therefore be recalled, there was a fight.
         
“Who the hell cares what you think?” shouted Bühl. “You’re not here to think. You’re here to win an election. Leave the thinking to someone who knows something about it.”
         
During the French Revolution, one of the leaders pointed out the window to the mob below. “You see those people,” he said. “They are my followers. I must follow them because I am their leader.” That was not Tom’s attitude. He said to get the piece back, and to get it back fast.
         
Bühl went off to complain to the Pattersons. He was a Patterson man. They attended to it. That is what they were there for. But alone in their compartment, they became thoughtful.
         

        *
      
So the train set out across the country. A journalist who later described that trip seemed, said a friend, to be taking a last lingering look at a corpse. And so he had been. So were they all. The country was on the verge of a profound change, feared the change, or pretended to ignore it. It was autumn, the season of changes. It was also autumn in the West. Much in America, much in the world, would go, perhaps almost everything lovable in it, and everything worth loving. A greater, richer, stronger America might come out of the ordeal ahead. A few believed that. Or we might forfeit our birthright, our heritage, our spirit. Few wished to believe that. At any rate, nothing would ever be quite the same again. The high wind of change was whipping off the mountains.
         
Unfortunately the wind of change, when it comes to setting a house in order, has the habits of an Irish housemaid. The dead leaves are not removed. They are swept under the rug or into the spare room.
         
It was only Tom who thought they could be removed. But then, Tom was a fool.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chicago
            

The first stop of any importance, Hog  Butcher  of  the Western  World,  as its Swedish poet had informed it, and a description of which it was proud, but also the home of the Boss Kelly political machine, the iniquities of the Cook County Jail, and the absurdities of Colonel McCormick, whose phobias embraced everything from head scarves for women, a Communist invention, even when made of silk, to Great Britain, which he seemed to confuse with a sow’s ear. And Cicero, of course (it was not inaptly named), was famous forever more as the exit (through a garage), than as the entrance (at Lake Avernus) to the underworld. Still, small boys, of whatever age, must have a hero, and the inhabitants of Chicago were not so much ashamed of their gangsters, as ashamed that they were not ashamed of them.
         
Tom spoke at the stockyards, in the full commercial stench of the meat-packers and boilers of glue. They sat on the corral fences, burly blank-faced men in bloody aprons, gobs of yellow waste fat on their shoes, and said nothing. They were sullen in their own smell. Their manner said only that they had come to see him before he went away. Somewhere, in one of the sheds, you could hear the whine of a vertical power saw, as a sow was shoved through it, neatly bisected through the spine, from snout to tail, though no such judgment of Solomon is ever perfect, and the tail usually wound up either on one half or the other. Whole steers, stripped of their skins and heavy with refrigeration, swayed on their hooks beyond an open door, like a multitude of Rembrandts.
         
It was not perhaps the place to launch a spiritual crusade. It had too much the air of the world on the last day, or of Belsen just around the corner. There was certainly something unpleasantly human about the smack of one cadaver on another, as the stevedores slung them into waiting trucks and the trucks drove away. The teamsters were a strong union, a closed shop, and their minds were closed to everything but the imminence of five more cents an hour and the dangers of Argentinian or even of Uruguayan beef.
         
Nor was this quite the reception Tom had expected, for his progress through the financial section on LaSalle Street had been a ticker-tape ovation. In the suburbs it was different. In the suburbs small children were paid quarters to throw eggs at him, which was lagniappe, as far as they were concerned. They would have done it for free. Small children love to throw things.
         
It was at the Western Electric Company plant in Cicero, though, that he made his worst mistake. The crowd was thick, he was nervous, and he wanted to make friends. Also, how was he to know? He had been driven through too many streets much too fast, Chicago had spread out like pond algae until it covered the entire banks of Lake Michigan, so taking a chance, he said he was happy to be in Chicago.
         
“Not Chicago,” somebody yelled. “Cicero.”
“All right,” he shouted back, grinning down at them. “To hell with Chicago. I’m happy to be in Cicero.”
         
He was only trying to be agreeable. His entire staff covered their faces with their hands, and then got him out of there. They could not make him understand what he had done.
         
The next day’s papers made it clear enough, even to him. Nobody must ever be happy to be in Cicero, because gangsters once came from there. Besides, he had used the word “hell’. That brought the Bible belt down on him, hard. Hell, they said, he couldn’t be worth much, if he’d use a word like hell. And the citizens of Chicago were frothing busily at being told where to go.
         
“Tom Tells Chicago To Go to Hell,” said banner headlines all over the country.
         
That was the end of Chicago. The next time he went through there, he was hit in the face with a deep frozen egg, before he got out of LaSalle Street Station.
         
How in God’s name could they make him learn?


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Illinois
            

They couldn’t stop his speaking off the cuff. He spoke every time the train stopped to take on water, and never asked for a drink himself. At Peoria he had finally been trapped into saying something about the school system. What was needed was more and better schools, a Federal programme, better wages, and more teachers. That was what one always said in these campaigns. It was harmless enough.
         
Hadn’t anyone ever read Jefferson’s advice about that? Or even printed it? What was needed was not more and better, but fewer and good. Jefferson’s system called for three schools. From grammar school you kept the top tenth, and sent it on to a high school and forgot about the other tenths. From high school you kept the top tenth, threw away the others, and enrolled your remainder in a college. That way everybody landed where he belonged, and you skimmed the crop, instead of lowering the standard. That made sense.
         
This egalitarian twaddle didn’t. All it did was leave the naturally ignorant unhappy, the mechanic ill-trained, and the brilliant half starved on a curriculum watered down to the sensitive digestive systems of the incompetent or dull.
         
But then, even he knew better than to say that publicly.
Peoria disappeared. So did several other towns. Finally he was reduced to waving his hands and saying, “Sorry, the spirit is willing but the voice is weak.”
         
He’d strained his vocal chords. All he could manage was a croak. His advisers panicked. They’d begged him to go to a voice coach, or at least to use a microphone. But no, he knew better. He despised a microphone. They tried to reason with him. It did no good. He’d already flung out one throat specialist. Something had to be done. There were millions tied up in this train trip, and what good was a candidate who couldn’t speak?
         
Somebody wired Hollywood. That’s where Roosevelt had gone. This was an age of mass communication. You couldn’t be seen as you were. All sorts of people wound up in the White House. They had to be taught how to walk, how to smile, how to look sincere, how to modulate a phrase. So naturally you went to Hollywood. When you need a specialist, you go where specialists are. In Radio City, in New York, there was a colony of ulcer specialists, for the top executives, right in the building. But the crew for actors and public figures didn’t work full time, and was mostly out west.
         
It is not surprising. Everything devoted to a hint of perpetual youth comes from the Los Angeles area, except burial insurance, and words of geriatric cheer, which seemed to be centred in the east. If you need a false breast, or an extra one removed, a false leg, a false chin, a false sun-tan, a tight girdle for a false waist, eye-shadow, or something imperceptibly to turn your hair the colour of ink, it comes from L.A. In fact if, failing to be a perpetual teenager, you decide you must make do with one, instead, you can get that there, too. They graduate from the steps of the Beverley Hills High School and go straight into the actors’ workshops or the nearest polite brothel, and many a career has risen, like Venus, all naked, from the foaming steam of the nearest Turkish bath. You can get anything you want, except dignity, which nobody wants any more, or conscience, which nobody has time for any more; but in return they will wish to erase the marks of character from your face, for character is not a youthful quality, they will give you lessons in voice culture, for all voices must sound alike, which is part of the egalitarianism which has levelled the country, and above all, sincere; and in addition and in particular they will remove all expression from your face but a vacuous public smile, for in America we have to keep smiling. Otherwise there is some danger that it might be perceived that despite the widespread educational benefits of egalitarianism, there are still a few among us capable of emotion and thought.
         
Robert Montgomery, the movie actor, was a staunch Republican. He understood these things, and phoned back to say he’d put Dr. Harold A. Barnard on the plane.
         
Dr. Barnard arrived and was taken aboard. Tom threw a catfit and refused to see him. He had his own ideas about that sort of thing. Dr. Barnard was not a successful practitioner through mere medical competence alone. He’d dealt with temperament before.
         
“Go to hell and take your tools with you,” croaked Tom.
Barnard grinned. Hollywood teaches us the power of round numbers. “Personally I don’t give a damn,” he said. “But that throat of yours right now is the only way some 20,000,000 Americans can express themselves.”
         
He’d struck just the right note. Tom grinned right back at him and then opened his mouth.
         
Half an hour later, Dr. Barnard was soothing down the staff. No, it wasn’t an infection. Just strain. He was a damn fool, but Barnard would keep him going somehow, only someone had better take away his cigarettes and put him to bed in Kansas City for a few hours, if he was going to be able to make that Coffeyville speech.
         
Coffeyville was one of the key speeches of the campaign. They bore down on Tom and put him to bed. They were enormously grateful to Dr. Barnard. Would he stay aboard?
         
Yes, he would. Three packs a day. That practically made Tom the cancer kid. Never mind. He could be treated for that when the time came.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Coffeyville
            

Coffeyville was another one of Sideboard’s ideas. Elwood hadn’t taught him a thing. He was still chasing the American dream, that bogus counterfeit invented to soothe the nerves, because the real frontier had closed up sixty years ago. In the interim they had filled in the wilderness the way a child colours a map. And once it was filled in, they crossed it out with cities, factories, and indifference, the way a child scribbles over and then tears up the map which it has coloured.
         
It seemed to the Pattersons that Sideboard, like most liberals, would rather die for a phrase than face a fact, and somewhere or other he had picked up the phrase “grass roots democracy” and found it as hard to get rid of as Bermuda grass. It was choking out the smooth growth of the whole campaign. Still, it was the biggest clambake Coffeyville had had since the Dalton boys shot up the town in ’52. It took twenty-eight trains just to get the spectators in.
         
It had been planned to give a speech denouncing the iniquities of public power and the obstructive policies of the New Deal, which were destroying American Free Enterprise. Sideboard’s doing again. At the last moment, the staff discovered   that Coffeyville not only had its own municipal electric system, but operated it to such good effect that the town government had been able to pave all the local streets out of the excess profits. So that speech went down the drain. Damn Sideboard. Tom would have to give an inspirational address instead.
         
If he should be nominated, a commentator had said in June, he would have to stop talking blunt horse sense, and repeat instead the drooling phrases of campaign ghost writers. True enough. But in Coffeyville he spoke not his thoughts, which were dangerous and not quite clear yet, but his mind, which had always been clear.
         
He remembered Coffeyville High School with some pleasure, for he had taught there for a year once, in order to finance his law degree. But that was back in the days when education was regarded as training, not a method of filling in time. It was also back in the days when you learned things in order to be well informed, and because knowledge was pleasant in itself as well as sometimes useful, rather than to be one up on your egalitarian neighbours. Though just why a skilled mechanic should resent someone else simply because he happened to be a skilled accountant, minister, statesman, or gentleman, was something he never would be able to see, unless it was because the resentful mechanic was not really skilled at all, and took no pride or pleasure in his work. That the whole culture should be forced to truckle to and descend to the level of an unleavened mob, in order to satisfy the demands of cheapjack politicians and specialists in mass marketing and advertising media, was what had brought the whole culture down. But it was futile. One man cannot stop an inevitable process. However, one man can try.
         
He had one thing on his side. A good many people found him lovable. They found him lovable because he was absurd. He was much too intent upon what he was doing to worry about appearances. Once, at the convention in Philadelphia, his braces broke while he was walking out the door. If that had happened to Dewey or Taft, there would have been a cluster of aides, at the very least. But Tom held his trousers up with his hands and went right on walking. The President’s braces, of course, never would have broken. It is that, more than anything else, which makes him seem a little chilly. And Dewey, too, was one of those people of whom it could be said that there was never a button missing, including their eyes. Taft, on the other hand, had certain attributes of the human. It was conceivable that at some time, in the distant past, he had opened an umbrella only to discover that he had forgotten to have it patched or had taken the wrong bus somewhere, though just how a New England conscience got born in Ohio was anybody’s guess.
         
So Tom gave an inspirational address. He talked about the heritage of Theodore Roosevelt, that intellectual Pierre Loti, in his pinafore, with his toy soldiers, his popgun, his integrity, his dignity, his good humour, and his common sense. He talked about the heritage of Lincoln, taught these days as a mollycoddle, but actually a shrewd and Machiavellian fighter.
         
It meant nothing to his audience. His audience was empty faced. These people were of Kansas, Bleeding Kansas, with its hatred of the outsider, and its unforgiving history. But at least they loved what they were. It was not a mongrel state. It stood where it was, and it would always be there, whatever the country was called.
         
But they were not the people he remembered. Something had gone wrong. These people were not the kids he had once taught school to, the big, shambling, gracious kids, with their silly boots, their piccaninny drawl, and their resourcefulness. Yes, that was what was gone. They weren’t self-reliant any more. How they had liked to shag up their pants, standing on the stairs of the high school, just to prove that, peg-heeled or not, they were planted square in Kansas. And now they seemed a little uncertain.
         
The uncertainty brought out their xenophobia. It was partly economic. These days you had to own at least 500 head of cattle (an investment of at least 55,000, which you sold, if it was a good year, for 162,000 up, but forcible feeding  and vitamin injections had lowered the profit), to tuck your pants into your boot-tops, whereas when he had been teaching, everybody did it. Well, Kansas wasn’t his state. But he could see how it was theirs, all right. And more power to them.
         
Of course, that looked like a big profit, but there were kick-backs all along the line, and in a bad year you just about went to the poor-house. When he had been here last, teaching, the middlemen had been fewer. Like maggots, they come out, when the body politic begins to die, and the weather is warm.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Tulsa
            

Oklahoma. The last open frontier. It had closed up on 22nd April 1889, three years before he was born. That was when the settlers poured over the border, to claim land that belonged by right to the Cherokees, the Choctaw, the Creeks, the Chickasaw, the Kiowa, Comanche, Apache, and Cherokee, and had ever since the government had driven them out into that godawful desert. Who was to know that there was oil there?
         
Tulsa still pumps night and day. There are some oil-rich Indians to prove it. Their birth-rate is going up, and who knows, some day maybe they’ll get their land back, when the rest of us are over with. But the Indians have one strike against them. They don’t believe in the spiritual significance of the puritan doctrine of work. They believe in leisure. So naturally they don’t fit.
         
They understood the land, though. You had only to watch, farther down in the south-west, the Zuñi and Navajo being patient with it, to see that. At the same time, it was startling to see, in the dusty middle of nowhere, with arroyos going straight down on every side, and not so much as a jack-rabbit to improve the view, a flesh-pink Ford station wagon drawn up beside a rammed earth hogan, a Cadillac, two scruffy hens, and six diabetic sheep. Yet at the trading post, with the tourists all safe in the Harvey Diner, the Indian wives sat as usual hieratic in velvet on the porch, by the hour, their faces bland as squash blossoms, while the husbands loitered, as always, if not even more taciturn than formerly, waiting (they were a people given to practical jokes as well as to an arcane religion) for a fat white woman in a halter bra to go wobbling by. But then, the Indians were not heard from, and except by small children, not at the moment held to be at all important or real.
         
In Tulsa Tom spoke to a fine searchlight congregation, in a crowded sportpalast  of a ball field. There were kliegs wavering behind him, a cloudy sky, nacreous at its clouds, and a moon the colour of proud flesh.
         
“For the life of me, I cannot see why any real Democrat would vote against me. Every Democrat ought to applaud me for this crusade, for upholding the two-term tradition,” he told them. “Surely no Democrat will vote against me, who believed in the 1932 Democratic programme. I believed in it then. I voted for it. I still believe in it.”
         
At that point the Pattersons were willing to throw in the sponge. The fool. Didn’t he realize that you couldn’t cut across parties that way? If he succeeded in doing so, the whole business of the Pattersons would be destroyed. Sure, there were Democrats for Tom. But it was the Republicans he had to convince, and they found it hard enough to swallow his not being born in a Republican family, let alone that he should refer to his Democratic past now. Better had he been smeared in the press as an adulterer, than that he should bring up his Democratic past. It meant that he would lose several million diehard votes. Even if they didn’t vote against him, they would at least abstain from the polls.
         
He was a fool. An utter fool. It was worse than Chicago.
That was September 16th, the day the Draft Act passed the House and was adopted as law. National Defence, it was called. That made it a little easier to swallow. But some people hadn’t been so angry since Teddy charged through the Hearst press and up San Juan hill.
         
The draft. A thing invented by Napoleon. Not all the propaganda machines in the world could make it palatable. A horrible thought. It was all very well for Tulsa to exult, and Kansas to be Bleeding Kansas, but what would happen to the Pattersons, were the two-party system to be abolished? They throve on such dissension, and Norman Thomas, they had heard, paid extremely poorly.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    The  Texas  Panhandle
            

The train passed into this at night. Tom, who could not sleep, stood alone on the platform of the Pioneer,  in the moonlight, watching. There was all this effort to prove he was just a simple son of the people. The Republicans always did that. It was only the Democrats who had the spiritual solace of proving they were better than they were. A landscape of sand, low hills, a water-hole or two. He had once worked in the oilfields of Texas, as a manual labourer, when he was young, and had a slim waist.
         
That was because of his father. It had been his father’s Spartan, but judicious, habit, every year, when the boys came back from school, to give them a week at home, and then to take them down to the railway station—as another father would fling his kids off the wharf into the water, anxiously, intently, alert to see they didn’t drown and did learn how to swim—give them a ticket anywhere and ten bucks, and say, “I’ll be delighted to see you in the fall, before you go back to school”. They had all been sent out that way, and it had taught them a lot, if only because they knew, always, that there was some place to come back to, that father was there, waiting, courageous, with his odd muscular tick along his cheek, not very outspoken, not about his emotions, but all for them, just the same. And if they came back they got a prize. What was the prize? Why, to do it all over again next year, and then come back, have a good stiff highball, and tell him all about it, for he was insatiably curious about what happened out there, in America. He was an interested man, and an interesting one. He had brought them up. Why the hell had he had to go and die anyway?
         
Tom would have so liked that laconic, ironic, enthusiastic, knowledgeable, and more than anything else, though he never said anything, just plain loving presence on this train.
         
Never mind. He had Edna. Father had liked Edna. Edna would do.
         
The train moved down to Texas.
In Amarillo it was hot and the small boys at the station jeered at him. Texas had its own ideas. No one could understand why he wanted to come here. The south-west has so few electoral votes.
         
He had wanted to see it. He had wanted to have his heart broken, so it could be put together again.
         
For America is heartbreaking. It is particularly heartbreaking for those who love the land, and can remember what it used to look like, and who take it about with them wherever they go. Such people are the new exiles on the earth, those who have been made foreigners in their own country, the people who remember the way it used to be. Westerners and Easteners, the hard, tight-packed, blue and green and black island seascapes of Maine, the ripple of surf, the exalted abstract mountains of the West, the white shake fence, the empty pasture, a few trees at the water-hole, cottonwoods maybe, the view of the Sierra that stretches, unshattered, for a hundred miles, aspens in the autumn, the green and private open plain.
         
But we can’t have it any more, because our fellow citizens have thrown it away. They have built over it. They don’t care what it means. Never mind. When all the horrid huts they have built over it, the television, the radio, and the fear are safely underground, it will still be there. It will always be there. We shall not, but at least we knew it once, as it used to be.
         
A pony comes down at evening, to water among the cotton woods, and whinnies once, and the moon comes up, and illuminates the scrub oaks and the hills. That is all it means. But that means everything.
         
And that is where the heartbreak is.
The trouble was, he loved this country. The land is enormous, noble, settled, compact, and proud. Would that the people who live on it were. That was what had made him retreat from New York City, at least once a month, to the farms at Rushville. He was not one of those who live with it. That was not his talent. His talents lay in other fields. But he went back to it when he could, he was not, like so many people he knew, ashamed of it, and he never forgot that he came from it.
         
Yes, it was a noble country. It had everything to teach. Day after day, the train passed over the land; in the country it broke free and got back to what the country really meant; in the cities, clogged in the slums, and diving indoors at the stations, the train seemed less triumphant and the vision got lost. He had met people in New York City who thought it smart to condemn everything west of the Hudson River, including the Jersey Shore. Mountains gave them acrophobia; fields under a middle western blue sky, vertigo; and the only trout stream they had ever seen was the artificial one that divided the Sawmill Turnpike.
         
He could only tell such people that theirs was not the only country in the world, and that it behoved them to act accordingly. But that is never a popular message. Xenophobia saw to that, xenophobia is an act of ignorant pride, and pride, after all, goeth before a whole man.
         
And after him, mourning.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Albuquerque,  New  Mexico
            

Named after the great colonist, the great explorer, the great man, pulled down like Cortes, by underlings, and by his own ambitions, which is to say, his own limitations, but no fool. They had known how to live in those days. Golden Goa. Kept ladies and elephants. St. Francis Xavier, so holy that Isobel de Carom bit off his big toe and carried it away in her mouth, as a relic. Well, America these days could use a saint. A saint was perhaps all that could save it—from itself.
         
They were all a little solemn when they got to Albuquerque, even Tom. New Mexico is a solemn land. One sits straight in the saddle there, though elsewhere one may slouch, and indeed, elsewhere these days one drove a car, with one’s fat, if one was fat, folded annoyingly over one’s lap, as one sat too low and steered anyway, determined if only one could live otherwise to get rid of all that flabby tissue.
         
New Mexico, with its dissimilar twin, Arizona, is one of our later possessions, one of the peaceful ones, bought, if he remembered correctly, about 1845. Outside of Florida, though, it had the oldest towns. Santa Fé, for example, eighty miles north, was still bilingual. That 1845 date was wrong. He must remember either to have it looked up or else not mention it.
         
They really made a spread for him out there. It was a sight those on the train didn’t like much, even Sideboard. Those who are well-bred, and have forgotten why and how, never do like enthusiasm. But soon the West would take over the whole country. It was inevitable. The population was shifting out there.
         
Albuquerque (it’s a mile up, and hence presumably, like Denver and William Blake, closer to heaven), had a grey lowering sky and a lost and lonely look. But there were signs everywhere saying, “Viva, Tom,” and he had a grand time. They yipped and whooped, and treated him like a rodeo clown. But that suited him. After all, as far as the National election went, that is what he was. All he needed was to be confronted with Mark Twain’s Captain Billy’s Whizzbang, to make the impression complete.
         
Then the plane to Phoenix, Arizona, just on the other side of Superstition Mountain, which even from the air, was scary and bleak enough to explain its name. So many men had died there, searching for gold that was not to be gotten. The Lost Dutchman mine.
         
Phoenix was not then, what it is now, a middle-western American overpriced slum, with funeral parlours and stock-brokers’ rooms instead of the county fair, and so many churches, you needed Clark’s The  Small  Sects  in  America  to find your way past the pulpit to the nearest supermarket. There was Scottsdale, of course, a suburb behind Camelback Mountain. Scottsdale, someone said, is where the New York Garment District goes in the winter. And Sedonia, where they make Westerns.
         
But at Phoenix they stacked the airport with bales of cotton, mounds of grapefruit, and pyramids of oranges, sides of beef, and jeroboams of honey. It was all, they thought, that they had to be proud of. In the northern or extreme southern parts of the state, it would have been different. That’s where the ranchers and the timbermen hung out. But still, in Phoenix they gave him a siren trip into town, and it was impressive.
         
He was wasting his time, said the professionals, counting the electoral votes.
         
Somehow he did not think so. But he had scarcely time to think at all. Soon enough, they were on to California, by plane. The train would catch up with them there.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    San  Diego
            

Southern California is unnerving. There is something mauve and primitive about it, as though it were the shore of an archaic sea. You enter the state through an empty blast furnace. Except for an occasional date grove, there is nothing in the desert but death. But on the hills behind San Diego there is a sub-alpine pine forest, cool and murmurous, and San Diego itself is a spotless town divided in half by a large bluff planted to forest and cluttered with outsize Churrigueresque   buildings. It is also a sailor town, for there is a large naval depot there. San Diego treated the sailors as a profitable crop, and therefore hated them, just as they hated the place where they were so often reaped. The police had a thousand booby-traps, but an invariable procedure. Arrest them, and then let them bribe their way out, rather than be turned over to the naval authorities for discipline. The bluff divided this aspect of the town from its more benign one, and the nearest polite suburb was La Jolla, which looks like Portofino but behaves like Nassau.
         
Tom spoke to an audience of thirty thousand there. As he was waiting to speak, a single voice soared out of the crowd. “We want Roosevelt.”
         
It did not bother Tom. “There you are, one in a hundred thousand, and they are growing fewer every day,” he said, peering over his glasses owlishly. They loved him for that. In fact, in those days, the South-west, California, the North-west, were the last parts of the country which still admired the spectacle of a rampant individualist in high gear. Character had not yet become a crime against the polity out there, and so he got a good reception.
         
It was the third most populous state in the Union, and with Texas, the most chauvinistic. There was nothing to be done with Texas. Texas had once been a sovereign state, and like Palmyra, that other wealthy desert, was apt to send its citizens abroad like ambassadors, to temporize with Rome, but not to yield an inch. It was also a masculine state, not at all flighty, and therefore, though it would listen politely to what you had to say, it wasn’t going to pay you any mind, unless it had a notion to. And the notion of Texas was that it was Texas, which was quite true, and that given a little patience, in time the rest of the country would see the error of its ways, which seemed unlikely.
         
Sam Houston was a great man, Lincoln was somebody you had to put up with, Tom was okay, they guessed, though a mite giddy, but the President, whatever you thought of him, was a horse trader, and since politics was nothing but horse trading, they thought they’d string along with him.
         
But California, which had never had a hero or a dream, outside of Hollywood, took to Tom very well.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Long  Beach
            

A drive through Lotus Land. Tom, who could never believe, being an amateur in politics, that it was possible for people to be cautious, non-committal, cover their bets, and fox the dealer, and so thought everyone was either for him or against him, tried to exhort the natives. They didn’t exhort.
         
Standing there, in that wretched outhouse of Los Angeles, in the stench of oil derricks, surrounded by ugly people in even uglier cheap play clothes, he said, “This isn’t a campaign, it’s a crusade. I call upon each and all of you to join it. I want each one of you to be a soldier in the fight to keep our liberties.”
         
It was so hot, you could see their natural complexions underneath their sun-tan oil, and the mascara on the women’s eyelids granulated there until it looked like the grape seeds on a slice of grappa cheese, or a cluster of frog’s eggs, in an Indiana pond, in the early spring, when the trees still look like autumn.
         
Well, it was a crusade. But for him, all at once, it had become a Passion, with all the cities of the world for stations of the cross; and for that matter, what else were the cities of the world? Every journey is a pilgrimage. Every faith has its passion. Every pilgrimage has the same incidents. They are all part of the parable called Man, through which we stumble like Mr. Goodman, Mr. Badman, or Christian himself. And no doubt they sell hamburgers and hot dogs at the booths of Vanity Fair, which, as St. Bartholomew’s Fair used to be, is held only when hell, or the river, freezes over.
         
But then, in California it is never cold. True, you may need ear muffs, winter woollies, and an old mackinaw, while the whole family is choking over smudge pots in the orange groves, trying to save the crop, but all the same, it is never cold. If the heating system fails, you can blow on your hands.
         
He’d never seen so many people from Iowa in his life. The local inhabitants, an almost forgotten race, lived obscurely out back, where the neon tubing peters out, and nobody ever goes, and, to tell the truth of it, is not wanted. If somebody had just put up a No Trespassing sign before the migrations westward started, the place might still have some integrity and pull through, but as it was, it had been snowed under by several million spiritually displaced white-collar Okies following the holy vision of a ten-foot swimming pool and a portable barbecue pit (a proud device, if a bore) across the deserts and the mountain passes.
         
That’s luxury. But what could you do to wake them up? Soldiers of liberty are not best recruited on bargain day in the world’s department store. Nor were the Roman legionaries bribed with sweets, until things had gone so far, that the Praetorian Guard could seize the government and auction it off to any booby from Didius Julianus to Julius Nepos foolish enough, or vain enough, to want the empty ownership. The only thing certain in this world is that Rome fell in 467 (but not formally until Romulus Augustulus was packed off to Baiae in 474), and the only question was: how long had one to wait?
         
Poor California. He had worked here one college summer, as a vegetable picker, near Fresno. He could remember the hovering air, the vast silences, the yellow hills, the scrub oak like an immovable army stationed on the heights, leisurely fences across the fields, and something spacious and easy that was gone now. It was gone all over America. The crags still dropped sheer into the Pacific; the golden condor floated higher and higher into the sky; the fog rolled over the ocean uplands; but we were up to Boethius and Ausonius at least.
         
Nevertheless, he found California exhilarating. They seemed to like him there. From Long Beach the party drove through endless suburbs to Los Angeles, except that Los Angeles is nothing but an endless suburb, which results, somehow, in one’s not being able to find anything. It was there that he was hit by his first tomato of the campaign. But then, out here tomatoes were cheaper than eggs, which mostly came from the northern part of the state, so he understood, whereas a tomato could be scooped up anywhere.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Los  Angeles
            

The place believes in staging things. Therefore Tom found himself seated in an open Lincoln convertible, in a dark tunnel, with Edna beside him, and the Coliseum beyond. Loudspeakers announced him as the Next President of the United States, the chauffeur put the car in gear, and they bumped over the turf in the light of half a dozen blinding spotlights. Somewhere in the darkness beyond the glare, 70,000 people stood up and began to chant his name, accompanied by a band beating out California,  Here  I  come  (a cry from the heart), and Back  Home  in  Indiana  (a cry from Pasadena). California was going through a period of being The State that Knows How, but the light was blinding. Tom clambered out of it and mounted the platform, to the strains of Hail,  Hail,  The  Gang’s  All  Here.
         
It certainly was, and it was in no mood for serious words. Indeed, the only appropriate gesture would have been a soft shoe dance, but he was there to discuss business and taxes, so that is what he discussed. The crowd, which had hoped for something more in the line of a good master of ceremonies, like, say, Bob Hope, with well-timed gags and perhaps some heart-warming oratory, began to sneak away. It wasn’t like an Academy Award dinner at all. And that’s what a President was for, wasn’t it? A master of ceremonies. Someone had to preside over Congress as though it were an old-fashioned minstrel show.
         
Tom began to get the hang of it. They were children. One had only to give them things, and they behaved quite well. The big problem in California in those days was that the elderly moved out there to die and then didn’t, which completely  threw off the balance of the voting age. They were feeble but numerous, and a Dr. Townsend had made quite a good thing out of promising them things. Characteristically, since most of them had come from the Middle West, his improvisation had been dignified by the appellation, “Ham and Eggs Plan”, which at least was somewhat more nourishing, and much easier to run up, if you were living alone and couldn’t cook well, than President Hoover’s “Chicken in every pot”.
         
So he promised them an increase in old-age pensions. As soon as he did that the audiences got better, and stayed longer. It was the Roosevelt technique.
         
He was depressed. Living in a fool’s paradise is perhaps excusable. Deliberately to misuse quite good materials for the construction of one is not. Did they really believe all this bankrupt hokum?
         
“You are paying money into social security as into a bankrupt insurance company,” he told them. It is a wonder they didn’t throw stones, but it happened to be true. If they had known of the existence of Lord Keynes, they would have known that. But they had never heard of him, so it would have taken several hours to explain to them why, given even that they could have followed the figures.
         
He could not have upset his advisers more if he had deliberately kicked one of Sideboard’s sacred cows. Indeed, he had kicked a sacred cow, or at any rate, a milch aphid.
         
“I can’t get my ideas across if I go into all the ramifications of what I mean,” he said. They would much rather he had gone into them, for then the ideas would have been lost on his audience, and so have done no damage. Social security was the new religion. Didn’t he know that? Had he never realized the absolute necessity of the bread and circuses principle?
         
No he hadn’t. He had not the guile. But then, good intentions, unaccompanied by guile, will destroy the world. Even Wilson had found that out, the hard way, by miserably dying campaigning, or trying to, on a train much like this, with a shawl across his knees.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Claremont
            

One conversation impressed him forcibly.
         
He had been dragged off to Claremont, he forgot why, a small college town, but a California small college town, and the California small college was unique, not framed so much after the Athenian Academy, as after the Baths of Diocletian. The excitement was as physical, the steam enervating, and the actual culture applied no more than the same kind of chit-chat. In Los Angeles they learn just enough surface sophistication to be able not to look blank when somebody from the outside world comes through, and that’s all. Still, you could sometimes pay a little attention to the curriculum, while being rubbed down after some form of healthy exercise like, say, petting. In those days, in Claremont, you had Redlands, Pomona, Scripps-Howard, and Whittier, that mother of vice-Presidents, to choose from. It was an interesting form of philanthropy. Every time the widow of some tin manufacturer found herself at a loose end, with her looks gone, and too old to remarry, she founded another college. It kept life from getting dull. Those few widowers left in the United States usually collected art instead. At the very best, culture in such places attained to the dignity of breast feeding, but even so, the breast pump was coming into vogue, for whatever happens, the most important thing is to keep one’s figure.
         
It was a small party. They were talking about the Civil War and its ambiguities, or rather, he was. It was not an edifying conversation. The Civil War, it appeared, came to them with all the immediacy of tomorrow morning’s headline. Without the UP, the AP, and Dorothy Thompson, they would never have heard of it.
         
Someone asked who had actually been guilty, among those hanged at the Booth trial, for conspiring to murder Lincoln.
         
The Civil War was one of his hobbies. “It wasn’t a matter of guilt,” he said. “It was a matter of conscience. At least, as far as they were concerned.”
         
“Oh, don’t be silly,” said one young woman there, the wife of an English instructor with a tradition of diehard Republicanism stretching back to 1832, which is when his family first managed to acquire a little property. She was a red-haired woman with the face of a mummified fox, very perky, very modern, very brave, and quite ruthless, by the looks of her. “Who has time for conscience any more?”
         
It stuck in his head. The reason why it stuck in his head, was that it had been said in such a tone of impatience, the tone used to rebuke an old-fashioned child, or a daughter who wouldn’t have her teeth straightened, and would be hard to marry off as a result. Why ruin your whole life with this nonsense? That was the sort of remark it was.
         
He remembered it often, during that trip across America. It was the cry of those who had so little time, who had a dinner to go to, a movie to attend, a new sport to take up, a TV programme to watch, anything, anything at all, just so they need never be left alone in a room with themselves for more than five minutes.
         
How could one wake such people up? When they heard the planes roar overhead, they took another sleeping pill, or switched on the clock radio at the head of the bed, and that was all they did. They wanted to be taken care of, and they didn’t care by whom. They wanted to get ahead, and they didn’t care over whom. They wanted something out of life, and they didn’t care what.
         
Rootless. War to them would mean only that it would be harder to get their favourite brand of coffee, though they would get it; that their husbands would become liaison officers in Saigon or Washington, D.C., with a really serious concern about the world situation and the difficulty of getting a hotel reservation; and that a great deal of strategy would have to be expended on keeping the wrong people out of the car pool. Nothing more. These things were taken care of by other people, not by us. We have our own lives to lead.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Fresno
            

On September 21st, the train began to move up the centre of the state, towards San Francisco. There was a stop at San Bernardino, to see that shrewd old reactionary, Senator Hiram Johnson, a man Tom took to at once, because at least he had guts. Then the train went on to Fresno, a capital of the farming district, with a pile of twenty-story skyscrapers set down in the middle of nothing, to prove it. He spoke there in the park, from the bandstand. The temperature was 104 in the shade, and there wasn’t any shade. He couldn’t help noticing the itinerant workers, shabby and scrawny, sprawled out under the willows, in the middle distance, too tired to know he was there talking to them, rather than to the crowd in front of him. The crowd didn’t notice them, either. They were just itinerant workers, Mexican mostly. They didn’t count.
         
Was there, then, a class in America in economic and political and social exile?
         
He was coming to believe it likely, to believe that there were probably dozens. He belonged, through wealth and position, to one himself. The whole damn country was in exile, for and from something.
         
In Fresno he spoke about aid to Britain and China, which did him no good. To these people, except of course for the Yellow Peril, China was a brand of poultry, and Britain a name they preferred not to hear.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    San  Francisco
            

San Francisco, on the other hand, was cool. In those days, before its own folk patterns were swamped by white-collar immigration and fugitives from the Fire Island shore, San Francisco usually was. A compact little city, withering, but one of two or three in America with any real claim to be called cities at all, and very proud of the fact, in its own spritely, fog-bound, provincial, French culture and cosmopolitan way. It had character, it had a history, and so Tom felt at home at once. It was a welcome relief. But enjoy it now. It wouldn’t last long. Twenty years, and it would be a commercial slum, like the rest of America’s cities, a row of shops and nothing more. And though Rome in the old days was just as materialistic, still, the buildings you noticed first in any Roman city were the Forum and the Temples, not the Drive-in and the Supermart.
         
Unless business could be constrained to give at least some value for money, unless the mark up could be limited to at the most 100 per cent, unless the merit of the product is at least detectable under the demerits of the advertising, unless the cost estimate includes a qualitative x factor which cannot be computed in dollars and cents, the culture will collapse with the economy. But you cannot make anyone realize that. So all you can do is to try to stave off the collapse.
         
Well, he was trying. But no matter what the statisticians have to say, no matter what the weight of sheer numbers, it is only the exceptional man who can pull a culture through. It cannot pull itself through. Inertia has not that value. It never has had. It never will. That was the real danger here, not the conservatism of wisdom, which does well enough, but the conservatism of ignorance, which means ruin. It was the fault of the matriarchy. Women are incapable of quick decisions and some quick decisions do have to be made in this world. You cannot run a state on the profitable eccentricities of a Hetty Green. That’s why we call conservatives, old women.
         
A vision of Taft, in one of Colonel McCormick’s hated head scarves (the Russian word was babushka,  which is what McCormick hated, that, and that they were an eyesore), snapped before his eyes. He found it amusing.
         
Individuality and quality are to society pineal glands. Remove them, and the body dies, though nobody quite knows why. It was all very well for the President to give his fireside chats, but he was not a great man, he only wished to be taken for one by posterity. When it came to fame, and his own hunger for it, the President had a boarding-house reach and always wanted a second helping. And besides, it was a dummy fireplace.
         
The whole damn country was turning into an imitation of itself, like an invalid pretending to be well. Except in the backwoods. Except in the refractory areas. Except out on the land. Which is why he had wanted to go out there.
         
The wave of the future was only a slight oily swell of mediocrity, but it would be enough to engulf places like San Francisco, which had petty demagogues and realtors in plenty, to break the dikes and let the water in, in order to force each other out of business: a word whose derivation it would do the world well to remember. The Devil makes work for idle hands. How true. He keeps them busy. It was what decorators called a room they had not themselves been commissioned to tat up.
         
And the tragedy of it was, it was almost all made work. Surely, at least, businessmen would realize the dangers of too much overhead?
         
In Rushville, earlier that month, he had said: “Whether you or others like it or not, I never, during the course of the campaign, will state anything in which I do not believe, I will not talk in quibbling language, I will talk in simple, direct, Indiana speech.”
         
So he did. The President, in particular, had ridiculed in private, which in his case meant in public, his use of the Indiana “r”. The President, who had summoned voice coaches and radio specialists to the White House almost as soon as he first took office, spoke an American equivalent of Stage English, with just a hint of the padroon squire, the tackroom, and Groton. Tom preferred his own voice. He was not, and had no wish to be, an actor.
         
But he agreed, it was true, he was being too outspoken. The Gallup poll, in those days not yet doubted as the statistical farce polls sometimes are, recorded a slump in the number of his supporters. The Pattersons were upset.
         
So was Sideboard.
So was he. But he attributed the result more to the guff they wrote out for him and forced him to speak, than to his own voiced opinions. He did no more than speak the truth, once the Pattersons had been laid. And if he could just get the truth to enough and the right people, everything would be okay.
         
Yes, he was naïve.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Portland
            

At one in the morning, with an extra engine attached to the train, they passed the round house at Dunsmuir, on the California–Oregon border. Oregon was McNary’s territory. It was mostly a forest, as extensive as the Hercynian, and much the same, Tom thought, but with a wild, careless, giant’s toy box of a coast, cold, invigorating, sometimes damp, but with all its people well dug in and relatively content. That’s because they’d come out there only because it was where they wanted to be.
         
An odd man, McNary, the wrong man in this race, but still a man of parts and somebody to be reckoned with. Not a senatorial carpetbagger, anyhow. Given to fishing, which is not a habit indulged in by fools, and very fond of his family and a mongrel dog he’d picked up somewhere, didn’t see often, but liked to hear about, who was in turn, though it didn’t worry about it much, fond of him.
         
You can tell a lot about people from their animals, particularly if they have any. If they don’t, you can sometimes tell more. There are people, after all, whom a dog avoids. There’s usually something to be said for any place a stray mongrel settles down, though you may not light on what it is at once. They are, of course, inaesthetic, but they are also forgiving, they don’t have any time for the irrelevant, unless it’s important, and they are past masters at evoking virtue.
         
That granted, Tom was upset by the Gallup poll returns, so in Portland he began to promise things with both hands. Portland’s a narrow city, built up backward from the Columbia River, along a draw whose upper floor is a town park, rather an elegant, leafy, attractive, northern sort of park, like something in Sweden.
         
There he told his audience he promised to expand social security, combine soil conservation and commodity loans, extend farm credit and crop insurance, and give them all the public power they could use, since that’s what they wanted. The lower Columbia, as Rogers and Clark discovered in Jefferson’s day, is one of the loveliest rivers in the world, it beats the Hudson, which it’s very like, and they could scarcely wait to dam it up.
         
They listened. They were polite. But they weren’t impressed. The Pattersons told him what was wrong.
         
“You’re using the Santa Claus principle,” they said learnedly. “You can’t do that. You can’t out-Santa Santa, and Roosevelt’s been at the toy box now for eight years.”
         
The trouble was, he was really coming to believe in all those social benefits. For in the extension of social benefits lay the fulcrum of social control, and something had to be done to control the country.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Seattle
            

If they were cool to him in Portland, in Tacoma and Seattle they were downright hostile. Seattle has a maritime economy. So the sociologists and statisticians aboard the train informed him, anyhow. Unfortunately, despite our modern Lagado sciences, people are not ciphers, and no amount of hiding behind statistics, like a terrified Calvinistic puppetmaster, will make them behave as though they are. Promised a good audience, he got the worst he had encountered since Chicago.
         
Seattle and Vancouver are magnificently sited cities, if only the weather would clear, so you could see them. There is something about the climate up there, along the Juan de Fuca and down Puget Sound, facing the sub-alpine north, with the Olympics glittering on one side and the Rockies on the other, that wakes people up. The forests are full of watching. They are also rain forests which drip with damp.
         
Still, in late September, the weather was not bad.
He wasn’t there to admire the beauties of nature, he was there to speak to the Unions; and in America these days, whatever their past legitimate grievances, and they are many, if you want to speak to the unions, you walk softly and usually get stuck.
         
It started off well enough. Girls with cold knees, like majorettes from a frisky high school, met him at the station, carrying torches for him, long ones, with burning kerosene in a concealed reservoir. Then they booed him.
         
“Boos don’t hurt me. I can take a million boos and be just as happy as I am now,” he told them. It was a Sunday. He had a big crowd. As one of the analysts on the train said, a candidate touring on a Sunday always gets a bigger crowd than a candidate touring on a Monday. It is a simple natural law.
         
He went down to the docks and promised them that he stood for every one of the social gains that labour had made. That lost him quite a few Republican votes. He even said such gains should be extended. That lost him quite a few more. The Pattersons didn’t care by now. He was out there cooking himself, and there wasn’t a thing they didn’t know about the cooking of a candidate. They had other fish to fry.
         
They might believe him on his stand on labour in Seattle, he seemed a sincere guy, but Roosevelt came on the radio about then, to cite the voting record of the GOP in Congress, which was squarely against every improvement, every social security, and every attempt to end a ruinous isolation, and so in direct contradiction, ballot for ballot, to everything Tom was trying to make voters believe he would give them after the election in November.
         
The President was a conjuror. You had to keep up a patter, while you prepared your rabbits and your hats. “I repeat again,” said Mr. Roosevelt, while Tom was pointing out just what the hazards of the immediate future were, to an audience still living in the past, “that I stand on the platform of our party: We will not participate in foreign wars and will not send our Army, Naval, or Air Forces to fight in foreign lands outside of the Americas except in case of attack.”
         
Which was both his out, and was to make Pearl Harbour necessary, but nobody noticed that then.
         
That was the day, September 23rd, when the Japanese entered French Indo-China, which upset the French badly enough, but really did for the Chinese merchants, who had had a strangle-hold on trade in that part of the world since the Khmer Empire fell, and who, since they buried their money, could only watch a tank crash through the garden compound wall to obliterate every sign to show where the cash was hid, before they turned and ran.
         
In Tacoma, Tom spoke to an indifferent audience, stony cold in a local millyard, and then got the hell out of there. Something was failing. The public barometer was going down. He was losing ground. He almost wanted to throw the whole thing away.
         
He got back on the train and the party headed east.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Montana
            

He went out on the observation platform, alone. It was dawn. The train pulled him away from what he was looking at, which made him feel like a toy at the end of a piece of string. He was in the Rockies, he didn’t know exactly where, passing a small lake. The sky was blue. The water was blue. The trees were a rusty shade of green, which is to say, blue that has gotten mixed up. His favourite colour was blue. Something was happening to him. He didn’t know what. But he was damned if he was going along with it. He’d started out believing in certain things. Now he knew he was ranting and lying. But that didn’t seem to change the things he believed in. If anything, it made them clearer.
         
That was what would save him, he supposed: that somehow the ranting, instead of clouding him up, made him firmer and clearer inside. But he saw very well how demogogues were made, against their own will, sometimes. All this certainly brought out the monster in you, unless you were careful, and unless, he supposed, you weren’t a monster. For a while there he’d almost lost his grip. But he thought it would be all right now.
         
The wind blew his hair over his face. It compressed the flesh against his bones. And very seriously, he watched the blue-green lake until it vanished, and the only thing left to look at was the sky.
         
It didn’t matter about the election really. He’d come through. He wished Edna would wear blue more often. It was agreeable to be alone, before the world was up, and to have a little chat with your conscience.
         
It didn’t even occur to him that it was the serene vulnerability of that little lake which had reassured him, but he was sorry it was gone, and not at all eager to go back inside and close the vestibule door on all that dawn magnificence.
         
It was the trees perhaps. A shade of blue that has gotten mixed up. And then suddenly you saw a Norway spruce, blue in the bough, that towered above all that, cast off green, and showed its natural colours against the sky.
         
The moments a gregarious man spends alone are, after all, the best ones, the most informative ones. The wind flapped his robe. He had been eighteen once. And was not sorry now to be a little older.
         
He went back inside.
But somewhere out there, as the dawn of every night, lay all the cities and villages of America, in those days still diverse and separate, the fragments of a dream, the dream of the last frontier. For it was only a dream. Does a plague of locusts have a frontier? What we mean by the frontier, is the men who moved ahead of it because they couldn’t stand it, the mavericks, the mountain men.
         
America was not one country. It was at least five, despite all that mass communications could do to level it. Sometimes his advisers forgot that.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Missoula
            

Montana rears up under you and over you like an imperturbable chunk of eternity, surfacing in the universal sea. The mountains sit like judges in their curule chairs, say nothing, but watch. The air is so thin, so bracing, and so clear, that it makes you realize while you breathe it that reality at sea-level is only a damp and overcast illusion, even on the clearest day. One is on the Zauberberg,  in Montana, all day. Your breath is palpable before your mouth, to prove you are alive. The halation gives everything and everyone an aura.
         
Sideboard was standing on the station platform. A young woman came up to him. She had a penetrating, clear, scornful voice, she knew exactly who she was and where she was, and Sideboard had his campaign button on his coat lapel.
         
“You can go on wearing that if you want to,” she said, “but it isn’t going to do you any good.”
         
She gave him a bleak smile, stepped around him, and went into the waiting-room, to buy a ticket to wherever she was going.
         
Tom didn’t even hear about it. He liked this place, where he had harvested wheat, one summer, due south, when he was a boy. That was almost thirty years ago.
         
But there were anomalies. The outside world didn’t mean a thing here. You had only to look at the local newspapers to realize that.
         
“In my judgment a man who thinks that the results in Europe will be of no consequence to him is a blind, foolish, and silly man,” he said.
         
They didn’t listen. The President had promised them isolation. They were shrewd, but they were also childlike, and they had forgotten to watch the conjuror’s hands.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    North  Dakota
            

North Dakota was at its best in the autumn, which was the pheasant-shooting season. The Dakotas were famous for their pheasant. Nothing is more American, if you can afford it, than to go pheasant shooting in North Dakota. If you could not afford it, you could always watch it in the liquor ads, instead.
         
Unfortunately the pheasants themselves had been imported from Mongolia about fifty years before.
         
So much for isolationism.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Madison,      Wisconsin
            

They were heading back into America’s heartland, as it’s called, or at any rate, for this was Minnesota passing into Wisconsin, the old North-west territories.
         
Back in Elwood, as a boy, he’d known an old man who’d been born in the old North-west Territories, and always had to explain that meant Minnesota, not Washington and Oregon. It must have been a lonely life in those days. It had been a cavalry post, in Indian territory. Once a week the old man’s mother, a girl then, had rowed across the lake at Fort Francis, with a basket of game and some jellies, to visit a small colony of Catholic nuns on the Canadian shore, the only women, even if they weren’t Presbyterians, for a hundred miles. It was just after the Civil War, when the cavalry wore those slick blue britches with the yellow stripes, the sort of thing you only saw in movies now, dressed up. Back then they called them yellow-legs.
         
On the trip back, as like as not, she’d bring home a covered pie, or plain, coarse, painstakingly, beautifully sewn cambric small clothes for the child.
         
A long time ago.
At Madison he was to speak at the University. He wasn’t worried about that. He’d always been better with the young, who weren’t hiding their grudges yet, than with the defensive animosities of men of his own age.
         
There was almost a riot, but it didn’t mean anything. It had no real harm in it. So when the students started to heckle him it didn’t faze him a bit. He felt right at home.
         
“The Democratic Party,” he told them, “has said that I split my infinitives and that Katherine Hepburn is against me.” A grave charge. “Well, I plead guilty to the charge of splitting infinitives. I have also had occasional trouble with the accusative case. As for the charge that Miss Hepburn is against me, I can only say that Mary Pickford, Robert Montgomery, Walter O’Keefe, Harold Lloyd, Joan Blondell, Bing Crosby, Walt Disney, Hedda Hopper, Lionel Barrymore (but not, so far as he knew, John or Edith), Adolph Menjou, Ann Sheridan, and Gary Cooper are for me.” As though it mattered.
         
After that, he got a big cheer, and they were on his side all the way. They had only wanted to see if he was a stuffed shirt, and he wasn’t.
         
On the other hand, the liberal press, as soon as it found out that he had some ideas of his own, had turned against him. The liberal press lives off lost causes, and cannot afford to be smirched with the taint of possible success. Then, too, it has its own absurdities. It is all part of apache culture, the attitude of the liberal press. Its members long to be savaged by a truck-driver, and this leads them into some odd mimicry of simplicities. A group of mildly leftist (they are, after all, the worst reactionaries of all) writers had taken a full-page ad to explain that he wasn’t really intellectual, and why they were for him, winding up with the statement, “and furthermore, he can add and subtract”.
         
Alas, he could also multiply and divide, and though he kept it under his hat, was no slouch at finding a square root either. He wasn’t taken in by that kind of delusory nonsense. It was too much like the faint post-mortem slush and slop of the Ballad  for  Americans,  at the Convention.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Later  the  Same  Afternoon
            

He gave a mid-Western audience a brief historical summary: Cleveland did not believe in a centralized state, and had refused to run for a third term. So had Jefferson and Jackson. Woodrow Wilson held that the function of the state was to assure that men did not prey upon each other any more than was necessary.
         
This was east of what had once been called the Middle Border country. Hamlin Garland had once written a book about it, not too readable these days, called A  Son  of  the Middle  Border,  before taking himself off (he was in the forefront of a trend) to California, that Iowan version of Paradise, to spend his mornings going to a kidney specialist and his evenings to a spiritualist in North Hollywood. Ed Howe, who wrote the American classic about the state two states over, The  Story  of  a  Country  Town,  which is just as readable as it ever was, spent his old age better, writing enthusiastically grumpy books about the world tours his wife dragged him away from home on. He’d seen a lot of the world, had Ed Howe, and what impressed him most, apart from a healthy hatred of shuffle-board and all those who say we must play it, was the extraordinarily high incidence of false teeth in Australia. A good man to have around, Mr. Howe, and always amiable, even when safely aboard his favourite hobby-horse.
         
These people weren’t.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Omaha
            

The 26th found him in Nebraska, a state that has been underpopulated ever since Willa Cather left; and in those days one which was taking dramatic ads in all the national magazines, to advertise itself as America’s White Spot, the home, or at least the foster-home, of Henry George’s single tax. There was some truth in those ads. There wasn’t anything wrong with Nebraska that a little sense of reality wouldn’t cure.
         
It was all pretty sad really. The Industrial Revolution didn’t suit them. They bought a lot of their farm equipment and refrigeration machinery from Allis-Chalmers. So the publicity department of Allis-Chalmers ran full-page colour ads of a cowboy riding a sixteen cylinder tractor engine, as though it had been a bucking bronc. Which, in a way, it was. But only out here. Not back East, where those engines were financed and really made, and where the things these people needed but didn’t really want all came from.
         
It was the end of his Western tour, the end of the exhilarating part of the campaign. In Rushville, at the beginning of it, he had told them he was a purely conversational farmer, but he had worked on farms elsewhere, in his youth. At whistle stops he had been greeted by men who claimed to have known him during those long lost summers. He had never lost touch with the land, he said, even if he did live twenty floors above it, in a New York apartment house. But being in touch with the farm is not the same thing as being in touch with the farmers. In Nebraska they didn’t cotton to him much. The economy might contract, but the more it did, the higher their subsidies, and they were not prepared to be reasonable. They remembered the Depression better than they feared war or dictatorship; the Republicans had a bad name when it came to a handout; and it didn’t matter how he sounded, he was on a Republican ticket, wasn’t he?
         
Besides, Roosevelt had just said that more people were working than ever before. So what was Tom talking about? What did he mean the country was going to be wrecked, if industrial recovery was to be based on armaments? There was new money floating round. The price of grain stocks was going up. That is what counted. Who cared whether the country had to fight a war of containment every ten years, to keep the economy afloat, or not? There wasn’t going to be any war.
         
The next day, September 27th, Japan joined the Axis, Dr. Rosenberg explaining that, whatever appearances might show to the contrary, the Japanese were all right, they were the Aryans of the East. The really big news was that the Cincinnati Reds had beaten the Philadelphia Phillies, and so clinched the National League Championship. Our last World Series in peacetime, but alas, the world is not a series.
         
As one of the reporters said, Tom seemed to be speaking in a moment of pause between two worlds, a moment of deliberate hesitation between one world and another. But he was sorry to leave the West. He had seen the light of spiritual hunger, he said, in the thousands of faces turned up to him, as he spoke from the rear platform of the train. And so he had, but it was spiritual hunger produced by malnutrition, not deprivation or exertion; and back East, when he took the plane to make a speech in Yonkers on the 28th, it was just plain hunger, or perhaps greed, and nothing spiritual about it.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Yonkers
            

He was allowed to speak at the Empire Race-track, there not being any horse races just then. He felt discouraged. It was like trying to tell the people in the valley that the dam had broken and the flood was coming. The roar was already in his ears. Why couldn’t they hear it?
         
“After having seen millions of Americans, I want to say to you that if we do not prevail this fall, this way of life will pass,” he said.
         
The welfare state would see to that. People were worried that he had been chairman of a large holding company. Didn’t they realize that the welfare state was nothing but one vast holding company, pyramided through a thousand government agencies, with no more sense of responsibility than it took to squeeze your partners out and seize power for yourself, as Chairman of the Board? Half the people in it didn’t even know what the company made. They didn’t care. All they wanted was their salaries and hand-outs. Nobody seemed to realize that one day the hand-out was going to dribble away and change into something as limp and pathetic as the groundsel you feed a caged canary, the kind you took down into the mines from which there was little chance you would ever come up again.
         
He was losing. Those on his own Republican National Committee had taken to watching him the way big cats watch a failing trainer. Well, he wasn’t going to lose. He’d rally.
         
It was the machine. The machine was too much for him. He had been tactless. Telling these men the truth was like pouring sugar into the fuel tank, and it was their machine he was sitting in. He couldn’t win without it. He was beginning to realize that now.
         
They were not to be lured. Very well. It was his duty then to fight harder than ever. Perhaps by one of those soaring somersaults which his mind managed to turn at unexpected moments, being its own trampolin, he could win out over them yet.
         
He almost did, had he not made that disastrous deal with John L. Lewis, the leader of the miners. But then, that was not entirely his own fault, that deal. There was backstage work there, about which he was not told. He did not know that support from Lewis, on any terms, would mean the opposition of everybody else.
         
And he had not been told the terms.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Michigan
            

There was a motorcade through Pontiac, Kalamazoo, and Grand Rapids, with the train sent on ahead. These were all heavily industrialized towns, towns where the workers, though better paid than the office staffs above them, were sullen with class hatred. He had never seen class hatred before. Contempt, yes; hatred, no. It was something new in America, it had grown up during the Depression. Workers leaned out of factory windows to boo their defiance at him, as he was driven by. There were reasons for that attitude, of course, sound reasons, but it did no good to tell them that he wanted to change all that. As a matter of fact, even if he did, his party didn’t, and everyone knew that by now.
         
These were not agreeable towns. Even their trees seemed to be rusted, they were ugly and soot-smeared, and given to the worst Gothic manifestations of nineteenth-century factory brick.
         
In Pontiac they heard him out, but when he had finished and was turning to leave, a rotten egg hit him in the face. It had happened before. He was used to it. But getting into the car, as he held the door open for Edna, he saw one bloom all over the front of her dress. That was going too far. He turned to swing on the crowd, while the reporters tried to close around Edna, to fend off the expected attack.
         
There was nearly a riot.
“I went around this country twelve years ago,” said Alfred E. Smith, who had been defeated in one of the dirtiest political campaigns of the century. “The Lord knows I met an awful lot of people that hated me, but outside of burning some crosses along the line of the railroad tracks, they treated me courteously. Tell me what has happened in this country, that a lovely American lady like this can’t accompany  her husband in a crusade to save this country without being spattered with eggs?”
         
He was vulgar, but it didn’t matter. He was also a gentleman. He meant well.
         
So did Edna. She was carrying a large bouquet of American Beauty roses. She took one look at her husband’s face, and then began to hand them out, one by one, to the crowd of small boys that was always hovering round the car in these do-nothing towns. That got them over that moment. They got out of there.
         
Edna drew a deep breath.
But it wasn’t just eggs. It was everything they could think to throw, plus a good deal of stuff they were paid to heave at him, in Chicago, Inglewood, Dorchester (Dorchester was genteel: in Dorchester it was nothing worse than an ice-cream stick), Portland, New York, Hammond, Boston, Cleveland, and Detroit.
         
Congress passed a resolution condemning such rowdyism and the President himself denounced it as reprehensible. Besides every egg and every stone flung at Tom meant a few more thousand votes for the Republicans.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Detroit
            

He was there, among other things, to speak to the National Federation of Women’s Republican Clubs, a restful group made up of the sort of women he was used to, brittle-ankled elderly ladies in smart black frocks (they still thought of them as frocks even though they called them dresses), who knew what to say to their brokers, and a sprinkling of the busybody, self-consciously alert kind. He liked such women, they liked him, one had only to be boyish and feed them pap, and so he gave an excellent if porous address, since women are unamenable to ideas.
         
“Gather your children together on one of our great national holidays,” he said. “Read them the Declaration of Independence or the Gettysburg Address. Say with your children and think and mean it while you say it and live every word of this declaration of American faith:
         
“I  pledge  allegiance  to  my  flag
                  
And  to  the  Republic  for  which  it  stands,
                  
One  nation,  indivisible,
                  
With  liberty,  and  justice  for  all.”
                  



Sideboard again, by the sound of it, but it was restful to talk about nothing for a change, and it was just what they had come for (actually they had come to see whether he was attractive or not, and though they were dying to know about Edna, they were too well-bred to ask. What was it like, they wondered, to be married to a man like that, and would she make mistakes in the White House? She was middle-class, after all. One of the real things they had against Mrs. Roosevelt was that she quite clearly wasn’t, and was therefore difficult to patronize properly. To judge by his taste in ties, they wouldn’t have that trouble with Edna).
         
He was a little late getting back to the hotel, so he quickened his pace as he started into the Book-Cadillac. A woman pushing behind him suddenly half stumbled, and her head and hair began to blossom with torn bits of business paper and rivulets of blood. A waste-paper basket bounced on the street. The woman did not even moan, but put her hands up before her, shaking with shock. The plain-clothes men got Tom inside and the woman was taken off to hospital. Short of plastic surgery, she was probably disfigured for life.
         
The morning papers carried a picture of the woman who had thrown the waste-paper basket, sitting pertly in a swivel chair, her eyes sparkling, and a broad smile on her face. She was one Doris LaRue, age thirty-one, an RFC stenographer. She had meant the waste-paper basket for Tom, but as she explained, she had only thrown it in a spirit of fun.
         
That was what life was for, wasn’t it, fun?


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
On  the  Train
            

Governor Herbert H. Lehman of New York, a man who on every count of background and common sense should have known better, undoubtedly did, but didn’t seem to care, got up before the Democratic State Convention on September 30th, and said that nothing could give greater satisfaction to Hitler, Mussolini, Stalin, and the Japanese militarists, than the defeat of Roosevelt by Tom.
         
He was only seconding Dorothy Thompson, a female columnist whose oracular manner, to some people, suggested that the Cumean Sybil in some unaccountable way had wound up as housemother in a reform school, who, while admitting that Tom was probably as patriotic as any other American, and not pro-Hitler, pro-Mussolini, pro-Stalin, or pro the Japanese militarists, said you could be sure that in the coming election Hitler, Mussolini, Stalin, and the Japanese militarists were solidly Republican. This was too much even for her home-base New York newspaper, which refused to print the column and suggested she get another syndicate, which she did, and continued as before.
         
As Sinclair Lewis, one of her previous husbands, had once said about Miss Thompson, she’d disappeared into a revolving door ten years ago, and he hadn’t seen her since.
         
It might, come to think of it, be a weather clock, not a revolving door.
         
Henry Wallace, the Democratic vice-Presidential candidate, a gentleman who consulted an Indian chief spirit control, so Washington gossip said, made it plainer than that. “The Nazi support of the Republican candidate”, he said, “is part of Adolf Hitler’s plan to weaken and eventually conquer the United States. A Republican victory in November is a necessity for the dictator’s plans to overthrow our peace and our liberties.”
         
Wallace’s real specialty was the cross-breeding of corn, something he really knew about, and to which he returned eventually, after leaving politics, a not uncognate subject.
         
Mr. Lehman made neither an apology nor a retraction. The Democratic Committee Chairman released a statement saying that “Every Nazi and Fascist organization in the United States is for a Republican Presidential candidate”, and Miss Thompson, happily settled in her new syndicate, said over the Columbia Broadcasting System that a vote for Tom “was a vote for Fascism”.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Michigan
            

It was dinner-time when they went through Grand Rapids. One of the reporters was in the dining-car, cutting a slice of Virginia baked ham, when he heard something shatter, felt something warm, looked down at his hand, and saw that trickles of blood were spreading beneath his fingers. He looked at his hand unbelievingly for a minute, held it up before him, swore, and took out his handkerchief.
         
Across the aisle a man reached down, picked up the rock, and put it on the table in front of him, with the same absent-minded surprise, but nobody said anything.
         
Rather hastily the conductor came through the car and pulled down the shades.
         
Yes, it was a crusade. But just what was it the people out there feared and hated so much? Not surely the candidate. He was a decent man.
         
Or was that it?
Or was it just that he was beginning to sum up everything every reactionary coward in this country was afraid of, which chiefly meant themselves, the world outside, and the world inside, that great gulf of yawning spiritual starvation which lay beneath the instalment buying which alone gave meaning to their lives?
         
Suppose the country were  invaded. Is this what they would do, throw rocks at each other, instead of doing a damn thing to defend themselves?
         
It seemed to the reporter, probably so. It would be the roads out of Paris, all over again. Already there were signs along the roads, on the West Coast, saying, “evacuation route”, though the roads didn’t lead anywhere.
         
The reporter had not exactly led a sheltered life, but just the same, he looked down at his hand with wonder and surprise.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Near  Pittsburgh
            

The Pattersons felt that they had fought a good campaign, despite the candidate.
         
They had spent 14,941,142 dollars, or at least, a good part of it, through such organizations as The National Committee to Defend Life Insurance and Savings, the War Veterans for Tom, and the National Committee to Uphold Constitutional Government; 30,000,000 campaign buttons had been distributed, at three dollars a thousand. There was a corps of Tomettes, girls in striped blouses and pancake berets, who hustled citizens in the streets to vote for Tom. In bad neighbourhoods they travelled in pairs, and one of them had even been spanked by an enraged Democrat, on the lower East Side of New York City. It was possible to buy Tom gum, Tom kites, Tom matches, Tom compacts, and for men, Tom neckties. The Pattersons had co-ordinated the efforts of the Committee of Unemployed Friends, the Businessmen’s Committee for Honest Elections, and the Non-Partisan Women Drawn Together by Fear of the Dangers of a Third Term, Inc., most of them devices for getting around the Hatch Act, which endeavoured to limit campaign expenditure. They had organized sky-writing, bingo parties, garden parties, motorcades and puppet shows. All of which was quite routine. But they kept a finger in the wind, and though the reliable Republican families, the Pews and the DuPonts, paid up handsomely, they paid up less than they had given for Landon or Hoover. The Pattersons knew what that meant, this was just one Presidential election, and they did not want to be lost with it by offending the party machine. Their eyes began to get a wistful, far-away look.
         
It is difficult to describe the Pattersons, for like most of their kind, they had traits, but no character. Indeed, they were not people at all, only a bank account and that odd, vacant look in the eyes.
         
They were getting ready to abandon ship. Who had the best chance of winning next time, who would control the most capital contributions to the campaign fund, Dewey or Taft?
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Cleveland
            

His defeat could not entirely be blamed on his refusal to deal with his own party’s politicians, or with the splenetic reactionary policies of certain Republican Congressmen and wealthy party whips. It could also be blamed upon the narrow-minded hatreds of the very people he was trying to rouse.
         
On the way to Cleveland the train stopped at Sylvania, a manufacturing suburb outside Toledo, and he left it to drive through the slums. It was not an edifying journey He had wanted to speak to the workers, but the workers did not want to be spoken to. They were not amenable to reason. That was one reason they were workers. They shook their fists at him, and called him a shit, a warmonger, a Wall Street jackal, and all the other phrases they had inherited from their own union leaders and from the more emotional propaganda of the Democratic Party itself. They waved crude signs saying Roosevelt  Forever  and To  Hell  with  Tom. There was nothing for Tom to do but sit there, with a stiff smile on his face, as the car went slowly through the crowds.
         
They were not interested in freedom, the dangers of a police state, or of an irresponsible government. By and large, they had no principles of any kind. They were consumers. They were interested only in things, in deep freezers, washing machines, detergents, wider, roomier cars, smooth, easy cigarettes, bigger, better radios; and that they would spend the rest of their lives captive to an exorbitant interest rate upon instalment-buying, under the contrived tyranny of planned obsolescence, getting less and less quality for more and more interest, did not occur to them. Nor did it occur to them that they were as much prisoners of the industries they supported as a southern tenant sharecropper was of the fantastic prices of the local company store. That their own frequently racketeering union leaders were almost as bad as the employers who had preceded them scarcely fazed them at all. They wanted shorter hours and more retirement benefits, even though that meant a bigger kick-back in union dues; they wanted a closed shop and more money to spend, even if the first was immoral, and the second worth only a third of what it had been worth before.
         
Nor could you blame them. For a hundred years they had been tricked, lied to, cheated, suppressed, roughed up, killed, squeezed out, and underpaid. No wonder they hated the sons of the men who had done that, and for that matter, sometimes the men who were still trying to do it. But they had been underprivileged for so long that they no longer knew what a privilege was; sapped by an educational system designed in no way to ruffle their mediocrity, they did not even know they were mediocre; and knowing nothing else worth having in this life, they knew they wanted things.
         
And so they would get things. But that was all they would get. And who was to say, even so, whether they were wrong, in preferring to be cheated by their own kind, rather than by outsiders?
         
“Please listen to me on the radio; please listen to me before you decide,” said Tom. “If we go down this New Deal road, democracy will disappear. Please listen to me. Don’t let them lead you like cattle to the shambles. Boos don’t hurt me. All I ask is a square shake.”
         
He talked faster and faster. He slurred his words. Sometimes what he said was unintelligible. But he meant what he said.
         
“Labour is prior to and independent of capital,” he told them, quoting Lincoln. “Capital is only the fruit of labour, could never have existed if labour had not existed. Labour is, therefore, the superior of capital and deserves much higher consideration.”
         
They knew that. That was why they would not listen.
“I stand with Abraham Lincoln,” he said. “I have earned my bread by the sweat of my brow and I know, as well as any man, the strong bond that unites those who labour.”
         
And so he had. But he had made a success of his labour, and so labour hated him. It could imagine no labour not physical. So, to it, he seemed to do, and to be doing, nothing. It was only empty words.
         
“Property is the fruit of labour,” said Lincoln. “Property is desirable; it is a positive good in the world. Let not him who is houseless pull down the house of another, but let him work diligently and build one for himself, thus by example, assuring that his own will be safe when built.”
         
But Lincoln in his day had paid only 6,000 for his house in Springfield, and there was nothing in his day to equal the vast, relentless sheds of Willow Run. In Lincoln’s day a man could still lay his own bricks, without having to pay a union stand-in for the privilege of doing so, or, for that matter, management sixty-five cents per brick.
         
Also, Lincoln wrote good prose and knew what to do about a bad man when he saw one. He had not had to finish his education in public, as Tom did, by the trial and error method.
         
And in Pittsburgh Tom made an error so serious as partially to sink him for good.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Pittsburgh
            

It was because he was old-fashioned and had always lived among men, in a man’s world. If the world of business was run so, then surely labour must indeed be masculine, and so have the prejudices of a male world. But, alas, it is not the men who run America any more, but their wives. So he committed a sin against the matriarchy. If he had attacked the Holy Ghost the effects could not have been worse.
         
He lit into Secretary of Labour Perkins, a woman not without talents, but whose character and nature were best summed-up in her name. She was a Perkins. From head to foot. The type is not without a certain perky humour, but it can be deadly in the clinches.
         
This was his speech to pay for the speech Lewis would make in his defence later. It went well until the wind-up.
         
“I will appoint a Secretary of Labour directly from the ranks of organized labour, and it will not be a woman, either,” he said, and was puzzled by the lack of applause.
         
There had been a confetti motorcade through Pittsburgh and cheering crowds along the way. That was in the financial district. Why did they not cheer now?
         
He was always chivalrous with women himself. But their place was not in government. They were dangerous as policymakers, for they have such an irrational hatred of everything they do not understand and cannot control, such an immunity to ideas and beliefs and theory, which they regard as meaningless, that not only can they not be reasoned with, but they cannot be shown the suicidal ultimate results of their own attitude. Since, by the laws set forth in insurance tables, they control most of the wealth and property of the United States, as relicts, the country grinds to a standstill. For they will not face new situations or make new decisions. And sometimes decisions do have to be made.
         
Frances Perkins seldom made them.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Hyde  Park
            

An odd man, the President, a very odd man. Not a great man: a great man is the catalyst of an idea, and he had no ideas. But great in his ambition, great in his moment, great in his enormous political skill. Without him the country would have collapsed. With him, it had an excuse not to pull itself together. He was an opportunist. It was one of his weaknesses to set people against each other, and enjoy what opportunities the resultant controversy produced. And though great men have often, and indeed of necessity, been opportunists, they have been great only because the opportunity matched their own predilections. And the President had none.
         
He enjoyed being President, that was all. He was one of those who feel justified by office, not one of those who feel they have to justify it. Personal integrity he had, among his family. But not in office, for he wished to keep in office, at any price. He had none of the agility of Jefferson, the Puritanical, purblind righteousness of Wilson, the ameliorated realism of Jackson, or the contumacious grace of Monroe. He had not been regenerated by office, as had Johnson and Truman. He did not even have the inspired idiocy of Teddy, his cousin, that Mark Twain among Presidents, which is perhaps why Mark Twain had despised the old Bull Moose so; nor the impersonal but amiable corruption of Cleveland. He was instead an odd mixture of Talleyrand, the Vicar of Bray, and the Man without Qualities. For he did not have qualities. He was hand coloured. He was a megalomaniac, of course, but there were three hundred years of breeding behind that ambition, and so, on the whole, he did quite well. He could do a foolish thing. He could do a bad one. He was amoral. But breeding saw to it, that he never did a wicked one.
         
Not, anyway, outside of the politics of office.
Though he made nothing of the matter publicly, being wise, and though he kept the fact out of sight, he was, after all, in part a padroon,  and the padroons  were people who took themselves seriously. One has only to sail up the Hudson River to understand the Roosevelts of this world. It is a haunted river, a majestic river, a diverse river, an overweening river, but a real river, despite these attributes. A river older and wilier than American history. The President was a one-man dynasty. That gave him the dignity, and alas the pathos, of a starfish taken off the north side of a rock, at low tide.
         
At the moment he was soothing Miss Perkins, not always an easy thing to do. An admirer of T. S. Eliot, with a talent for widow’s weeds, a High Church Episcopal, who would have been an Anglo-Catholic except for an accident of birth, she had once, to settle a strike, written Mr. Sloan, the President of General Motors, a homiletic upon the Golden Rule, decided not to send it, but had read it, all the same, to the press. She was the essence of New England. If virtue had been a sports mistress at a good finishing school, she would have been a good Secretary of Labour. As it was, the President sometimes found it necessary to work around her.
         
She was in a fury. She had had five hundred letters and telegrams about that Pittsburgh speech, half of them from Republican women.
         
The President was delighted.
“He was going good when he said all that guff about labours’ ranks,” said the President. “That was legitimate political talk. But why did he have to insult every woman in the United States? It will make them mad. It will lose him votes.” Which was as good a statement of the President’s political morality as any. He was very happy. “He’s sure to make other boners as time goes on. If we don’t do anything to break the spell, I’m pretty sure he will talk himself out of enough votes to carry me without much effort.” He seemed to see the third term rising before him like dawn, over the same continuous familiar scene that, for a few moments, because the moon was so bright, he had thought never to see again.
         
The next day, in the political columns, he was pleased to note that Mr. Raymond Clapper, a weathercock well worth watching, said that “if this campaign is symptomatic of Tom’s genius at administration, God help America if he is elected”.
         
Well, God helps those who help themselves. Which is decent of Him, but then God moves with the times. He has realized that what is really needed is a God with enough sense to know when to keep his mouth shut.
         
How delightful, says Rochefoucauld, are the misfortunes of our friends. “I shall call him,” thought the President, “when I meet him, by his first name. Only. That will be friendly.”
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Coatesville,  Pa.
            

A pleasant enough town. As the motorcade passed through, a crowd of children lined up along the road and began to boo. A month ago that would have bothered Tom. Now he just wondered who had paid for it.
         
This was October 4th, the day Hitler and Mussolini met at the Brenner Pass. Still, things could have been worse. It had been possible to get enough people into the National Cathedral in Washington to pray for Great Britain so that the place didn’t look too empty, even if nobody would do anything else.
         
The campaign had exactly a month to run.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chicago  Again
            

The President could not be drawn. He had made one of his famous non-political speeches on September 2nd, at the dedication of the Chickamauga Dam, which was part of the TVA Development which Tom, as a private businessman, had devoted the past eight years to fighting to a draw. It was a delicate reminder that the Republican candidate was against those works which the Democratic Incumbent had designed for the people’s good, though unemployment had not been licked until recently, now that war defence plant spending was draining off the labour pool.
         
It did Tom no good once more to point out that an economy  based upon war-time spending was no economy at all.
         
On October 5th, in the course of dedicating a WPA high school near Hyde Park, the President defended himself against the uselessness of interim measures such as the WPA, by allowing himself to be photographed before the school, a solid brick building which would not have been there otherwise. Naturally he was smiling. Public benefactors always smile, and why not, for who would kill a golden goose?
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Somewhere
            

Tom went right on speaking. But sometimes he got disheartened.
         
Looking out at a typical sea of grasping, avaricious, greedy, diappointed, shrewd, but utterly ignorant faces, how could anybody believe in the dignity of the universal franchise? Well, you put back the veil of sentiment. You saw them as a yearning, perhaps slightly uninformed, but still, well-intentioned army of voters. The trouble was, that as the tour went on the veil kept slipping at the oddest times. Democracy, so called, was nothing but Pitcairn Island on a large scale, and it doesn’t work on a large scale. How big was the Assembly at Athens? Not more than 2,500 at the most; and it even managed to ostracize all its best and ablest men.
         
But at least the Athenians, like the English, had some sense of interest in what went on in the government. These people, for the most part (the part whose votes counted), weren’t interested in anything unless they could buy it. And even then, it was the advertisements they bought, not the product.
         
Of course the problem was to sell him. For that he would have to be repackaged and given an attractive wrapper. He shut his eyes. The thing to remember was that these people were Yahoos. No, the thing to remember was that they were not Yahoos, they were thinly disguised Houyhnhnms. It must be true. Anybody who had ever tried to sell them anything had always said so.
         
And the whole principle of that was quite sound. Since they were totally irresponsible, short-sighted, conservative, and bigoted, and since they did have the vote, the only thing to do with them was to manipulate them for their own good. The President was a master of that. And whatever his shortcomings, the President had acted in the common good as much of the time as anybody could humanly expect. The venality lay not with the manipulation, which was obligatory, and hence amoral, but with the manipulator, who if he wasn’t corrupt, was messianic, which was just as bad.
         
Swift was right: they were Yahoos.
Swift was also wrong: they were Houyhnhnms. They had once believed in something, even if now all those beliefs were turned inside out, to show the terror in the lining. There were still a few people left, utterly disenfranchised and scorned, who lived as close to the landscape and the tradition as they could. Some day they might be able to save it. Certainly they loved it, no matter what happened, which was more than you could say for most of the population, which was damned because it didn’t love anything. If next year’s model is going to be better, and if you’re going to move every year, what’s the point of love?
         
You couldn’t blame them. It was just that they camped out in life, as though it were hostile territory, until they died. It was part of the cult of youth. Never sink down roots, or you may grow, and if you grow at all, then you are doomed to grow old. They couldn’t have that.
         
But neither should they be allowed to tyrannize and invalidate the responsible vote. The Founding Fathers made no provision for a vote. They specified only a choice of electors. Perhaps that was because they thought of life in terms of choice, rather than in terms of bribery. Until 1824, when Jackson ran against Adams, got more votes, and the House of Representatives chose in Adams’s favour, America had had no popular vote. Perhaps the Founding Fathers foresaw  the corruption it would lead to. Jackson got in next time, and the House of Representatives was never bothered with such a decision again. Jackson served his two terms and went back to the Hermitage, that noble and spacious house on whose steps, a hundred years later, F. Scott Fitzgerald was to sit at dawn, his fortunes at low ebb, to meditate upon suicide and the death of the republic. The house had seemed a little lonely and vacated still, after a hundred years. Fitzgerald was not, in the 1930’s, credited with brains or a social conscience, but he did have eyes in his head. As he said, at each end of his life, a man needed nourishment, a breast or a shrine, something to lay himself beside, any old how, when he wasn’t wanted any more, and it was time to put a bullet through his head.
         
If only one could have done so, but that takes a kind of courage only cowards have. Besides, for the rest of us, it is not quite necessary yet, though to be sure, death by spiritual inanition is no more merciful, and just as pathetic and contemptible.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Upstate  New  York
            

Dorothy Thompson was at it again. She might not have been a power in the land, but she was a considerable force in the suburbs. The women’s magazines sometimes printed her at the front of their monthly issues, among the female hygiene and deodorant ads, before settling down to the serious work of saccharine fiction to follow. She was on the radio now, yelling like the Sybil of the North. The Nazis were getting closer. We must not abandon our leader. We must not change horses in midstream, otherwise we’ll find a nightmare sitting at the foot of the bed. It has big saucer eyes, like Elsa Maxwell, jack-boots, it resembles something we saw behind the barn when we were five, or in a vacant lot anyhow, and unless we are careful, the Republicans will let it in.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Moving  into  Massachusetts
            

On October 8th the staff had to fling one of the women reporters off the train, it having been discovered that she had been planted on it by a Democratic Committee and was sending out those quotes from Tom’s future speeches which had begun to turn up in Democratic speeches made the day before. She went quietly. If this had been a war, she would have been shot as a spy. As it was, she had had a lot of fun.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Providence,  Rhode  Island
            

Tom was worn out. He cancelled an appointment made by one of the local politicians, a man named Farley, and then, driving himself a little harder, said to set it up again. Farley went aboard the train and found the train too much to take. There were too many people on it, and most of them seemed the wrong people. It was a one-man show all right, but the puppets had tugged lose from the strings and were running around like devil dolls.
         
“What goes on round here, anyway?” he asked.
Bühl, who was tired, told him. He’d had a month to think out his definition, so he had his phrasing ready.
         
“This place is like a whorehouse on Saturday night,” he said, “when the madam is out, and all the girls are running around dropping nickels in the juke-boxes.”
         
It relieved his feelings some. He’d been having trouble with Sideboard. He’d also been having trouble, as usual, with Tom. Trying to give Tom advice was just about as effective as trying to give castor oil to the Sphinx. In the first place, you couldn’t get it in. In the second, if you did, there was a rumble in the bowels somewhere, and you were practically carried away in the wave of what came out.
         
October 11th was a nice day. That was the day the Germans goose-stepped, radiant but stiff-lipped with conquest, into the Roumanian oilfields.
         
The more thoughtful and refined of the German commandants, however, were looking forward to a lovely time in Greece, mostly to scooping up small bronzes from the Athens Museum and shipping them back home under armed guard. Once the crash comes a museum is about as inviolable as a bank vault the day after a run on the tellers upstairs. And just about as empty.
         
In Indiana, Tom’s home state, the Democratic State chairman, a former circus owner, put on a programme of singers, a contortionist, and a boy soprano, all Democrats, so the entertainment cost nothing. Poor lad, he would never be the politician Farinelli was, but singing Carrie Jacobs Bond, he was not bad.
         
The Republican rebuttal was a diverse little charade in Philadelphia, while the liberty bell tolled 164 times, like the Berlioz Dies  Irae  from the Fantastic Symphony, once for each year of the Union, and a group of people disguised as Washington, Jefferson, and Andrew Jackson, denounced the iniquities of a third term. The gentleman who introduced this crew was not disguised as anybody, except possibly himself, and looked like a pickled stoat. Of course, not everybody can be good-looking, as Elinor Glyn once pointed out, in her advice to plain girls, but there’s no reason to look like a pickled stoat, either, though that seems to be the ideal professional look for men over forty, these days. Perhaps because so many of the less professional among them are pickled stoats.
         
Though a few, mostly Irish, still clung to the immigrant policeman or palace eunuch look produced by Tammany Hall and immortalized by Thomas Nast, back in the Civil War days.
         
Responsible public opinion was mixed. Kathleen Norris, the authoress of Foolish  Virgin,  Wife  for  Sale,  Beauty’s Daughter,  and other thoughtful works, was for Tom. She told mothers to vote for him on the Keep-out-of-War issue. What non-mothers did was no concern of hers: she knew her audience. In Hollywood, Mary Pickford emitted three hundred words, at a Win with Tom garden party. “They say we must not change horses in midstream,” she said. “But how did we get in midstream?” It would have been a brilliant remark, had it meant anything.
         
Cordell Hull, the Secretary of State, was a reasonable man. His voice did not carry very well. Gloria Swanson was for Tom because, as she said, she didn’t care for Roosevelt’s charm. Daniel J. Tobin, of the AFL Teamsters Brotherhood, said Lewis, who was for Tom, was merely being pettish. Which was true enough. Clare Booth Luce, authoress of Kiss the  Boys  Goodbye,  told her public that the Democratic Party was the party of fear; a columnist, that the Republican was a holy terror. Irvin S. Cobb, a humorist of the period, said he’d rather risk despotism from without than within, but since he was a humorist, that didn’t count. Helen Gahagan Douglas, who had once played the Eternal Woman in a movie version of H. Rider Haggard’s She, the locale shifted, for some reason, to Greenland, said that an army of nearly 48,000,000 women had benefited directly under the New Deal, and she liked it that way. Later, she ran for Congress, got elected, and appeared on the House floor with a wicker market basket filled with groceries, to protest the forces of inflation, though her own shopping was usually done by phone, and nobody used market baskets any more anyhow. They used bags. Alfred E. Smith, the Happy Warrior, was for Tom on the dictatorship and class hatred issues, but was a Catholic, on which grounds he had been defeated in a Presidential campaign himself, so that didn’t count for much either. And Martha Taft, the then wife of the Senator, and a nice enough woman who should either have had fewer dental fillings, or else kept her mouth closed more often, a rather hectic woman, but still, she meant no harm, said Tom knew the difference between a plane on order and a plane in the air, a sybillic remark, somewhat akin to that of the liberal writers who had said he could add and subtract.
         
Mrs. Deborah Delano, ninety-three, the President’s third  cousin, told an interviewer that she did not intend to vote for the incumbent. “Franklin does not need the money he makes as President, and now it is time to give a poor man the job.” She was an aristocrat. Anyone who lived on earned income, even if Tom did have 500,000 stashed away, was a poor man, in her opinion. Her mind boggled at the thought of anyone conceivably being poorer. And Franklin had really been rather naughty.
         
Ah well, it was a confused period. Governor Ralph L. Carr of Colorado, for instance, who was running for re-election himself about then, accidentally campaigned in Nebraska, thirty miles across the state border, or at any rate his sound truck did, and feeling a little futile, had had to drive back where he had come from. Amusing enough.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Train
            

On the 13th the polls said he was rallying. He pushed himself all the harder. On the 14th, his Detroit Federated Women’s Clubs speech came out in a national magazine, which found it soul-warming and innocuous enough, the perfect combination, to be given a place of honour in those pages. Everybody on the train had a copy.
         
Tom went into the washroom in the reporters’ car. The men’s washroom was decorated with a reproduction, elephant folio size, of Audubon’s Blue Heron. No doubt it was there because it was a manly picture. The only other artist popular that year was Renoir, and you couldn’t very well put a Renoir in the men’s John. He was fond of that picture. It reminded him of the President, perhaps because of the way the bird held its beak.
         
In Audubon’s day the great forest had covered all Ohio, and when the birds passed over, the sky was black with them, the sun blotted out. A good many of them were extinct since then. They had been profitable to shoot. The  woods were gone, too. They had been profitable to cut down.
         
One of the reporters was standing in front of the mirror, with a glass in his hand, and the magazine open to that damn Women’s Club address.
         
“I pledge allegiance to the flag
                  
Of the United States of America,” he chanted,
                  
“And to the advertiser for which it stands,
                  
One product, indispensable,
                  
With easy instalments for all.”
                  



Tom burst out laughing. That stuff in the glass looked remarkably like whisky, and he could use a drink about then. He sat down and asked for one.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Train
            

Bühl, the ghost writer, came into the drawing-room of the Pioneer  looking tired.
         
“What’s got you so beat?” asked Tom, who didn’t much care for Bühl, had had trouble with him before, but was trying to be agreeable.
         
“I had to get off your article to the Nation, and the deadline’s tomorrow.”
         
“What article of mine?”
“Just an article. They asked for one, so I ran one up. You’ll have to read it some day. It’s a pretty good article.”
         
The Nation  was one of America’s White Cows. Like the New  Statesman  and  Nation,  it had discredited itself, some thought, by devoting too much space to the fulminations and irresponsible maggots and King Charles’s Heads of the rabid liberal left, to the point of being no more than a toy box for intellectuals, but it still had its original reputation, just the same.
         
“Why wasn’t I told about that?”
“Hell, you were busy. What difference does it make?” 
         
It made a lot of difference, but you couldn’t explain that to Bühl. It was a matter of integrity, a thing for which those on this train didn’t seem to care two pins.
         
That which an artist, or for that matter anyone who makes something, takes for granted, is as often as not just what makes him seem unique to others, since he is so accustomed to the tools of his own trade, that he never thinks about them. The tools of a man’s trade are his own propensities and traits, so it never occurred to Tom that he was anything out of the ordinary, until one of his friends told him he was a thinker—after all, he had always thought—and that he read too much, for he had always read; when one was at a loose end, taking a train, or couldn’t sleep, naturally one pulled a book out. His hobby was history. People seemed to find it strange that a business man should read history rather than economics, but history was economics, economics was a part of history, and since he was insatiably curious, like the Elephant Child, about people and how they got that way, the reading of history seemed natural enough. Without the past there could be no present, as Santayana said, and unless we know the past, we can’t know much about the present. But to Americans history was a forbidden subject. It suggested age and death, it destroyed the eternal moment, which alone made eternal youth possible, and they were terrified of anything that cast doubts upon a daily immortality.
         
Nor had Tom much patience with this modern habit of teasing out the constituent neutral ganglia of the body politic, mounting and staining the isolated system, and calling the result a social science, and not only that, but the one all-important science, as though the ganglia, or economics, meant anything at all, without the bones, the muscles, the innards, and the blood. It was as though the sciences had returned to the old days when everything was separate, anatomy was taught from a corpse, physiology was unheard of, and so nobody could tell what was wrong or right with anything, until the body politic was dead enough to dissect.
         
It was the same with poetry. He could recite yards of  poetry, and why not? It had been his father’s amiable habit when they lived at home, to wake the family in the morning by coming to the foot of the stairs and shouting up a quotation, usually some such half-humorous thing as “Arise, ye prisoners of starvation” (a graceful allusion to the presence of crisp bacon), or it might be anything, say a quotation from Randolph Bourne he had just read in the paper, or a dash of Shakespeare, or a counterblast from Oliver Wendell Holmes. Oliver Wendell Holmes might not have been an earth-shattering poet, but it had to be admitted that he shouted up the stairs well.
         
God, sometimes he missed his father. All the brothers did. That’s why they’d put on his tombstone, “He lived for his children.” He had lived for his children. And he’d been no slouch either. Once, when Tom was arguing a case in Akron and made a mistake in procedure, the judge had asked him if he was old Tom’s son, and when Tom said yes, the judge had said, “Your father would never have made that mistake. You may proceed.”
         
And that, when you came right down to it, was what Father had done for the whole lot of them. Having someone like that to live up to, made it easier to live. He had made it possible for them to proceed.
         
Tom did the best he could in his turn, but he was afraid he wasn’t the father to Philip, Father had been to him. But Philip would be okay. He was just young, that was all.
         
Meanwhile, here was Bühl. Tom knew he was no writer at all. But that didn’t mean he didn’t go to great pains to write carefully, exactly, and as plainly as possible, which was the best a man without talent could do, since it was all a man with talent did, and indeed a duty to the language and his auditors, if nothing else. What’s more, when he had something to say, he wanted to say it himself, and he was damned if he was going to put his name to something he hadn’t even seen. He’d had this trouble with Bühl before. Of course, he couldn’t churn out speeches day and night. There wasn’t time. But he could revise them, and if he had something to add, add it.
         
“You get that article back, and you get it back right now,” Tom told Bühl.
         

        *
      
Bühl shrugged and went away. But he didn’t look happy. Ghost writers, like interior decorators, hate any sign of individual preference on the part of their clients, almost as much as decorators hate real pictures in a room. Real pictures don’t go with good décor.
         
The Pattersons were furious. They didn’t have any traditions, or any parents either, they’d acknowledge. Pattersons seldom have. Having nothing to live up to, they have much to live down, and no doubt that is why their rise is so rapid, for having much to get away from, they kick like a frog, to get out of the pool before the water-snake gets them. And then, once safe, they go right on kicking, out of terror, even if only in their sleep.
         
It made them feel like fools, that retraction. From now on, it was either Tom or themselves. They weren’t responsible to him. They were responsible to the Party Committee. They decided not even to bother to tell him about it, the next time something like that came up. Bühl should have realized what he was up against by now, in the first place.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    A  Radio  Station
            

He spoke over the Blue Network, on the dangers of centralized power. He explained what any economist knew, that laissez-faire  capitalism was dead; that the corporation had replaced the individual as the basic unit of enterprise. He did not perhaps yet fully understand that the individual had also been replaced in the body politic by a timid creature afraid of all initiative, particularly initiative on the part of anybody else.
         
The commentators were disappointed in the speech. They felt he had talked around his subject. Of course he had. How  else, except by an astute perambulation, could one expect to see all of it?
         
The speech was effective in some quarters, though. Ex-President Hoover wrote to Chief Justice Hughes, asking that Hughes resign, as a protest against the iniquities of the Democratic Party and its Present Incumbent. Unless the country could be shamed into behaving better by some such dramatic gesture, all was over, he said. Please do it.
         
It is possible that ex-President Hoover was being more cautious than clear-headed. Tom had had to see him in Colorado, though he had not wanted to. It is a name forever associated in the American mind, by an eponymous accident, with the old-fashioned bag of an old-fashioned vacuum cleaner, and with a tower at Stanford University, in California, irreverently known to the student body as Hoover’s Last Erection, a library within whose submarine depths librarians move as sedately as goldfish, in an atmosphere like that of a small family bank, too inconspicuous to be robbed, but rich enough to worry about it.
         
Indeed, there is something anomalous about the recent tendency on the part of American Presidents to leave well-guarded libraries behind them. One cannot help but feel that Cheops managed these matters better.
         
The Supreme Court was another matter. As a lawyer, Tom had seen a good deal of the Supreme Court. No doubt, as a constituted body, they were impressive beyond their appearance. The setting was certainly impressive. In fact, it was too impressive. It was out of scale, so that sitting up there on their rostrum, the judges looked more like a row of Queen Anne cherries than remote and unassailable jurists. One could not forget, whatever they were now, that one of them had spent his salad days waltzing round in a bed sheet in an effort to demonstrate the existence of White supremacy, and that though it was undoubtedly true that they embodied the law, their squeamishness in time of crisis about actually coming out and saying firmly what the law was, though proof of their cunning, did little to enhance their reputation for probity.
         
Their chamber had the atmosphere of a bank vault close to closing time, and stood, he was afraid, for much the same values. The trouble with living in a totally secular society, is that we are denied an ultimate court of appeal. As for Chief Justice Hughes, one had to admire him. What he thought of Hoover’s letter, the Lord alone knows. But what he did about it showed excellent sense. He did nothing about it.
      

  
  
    

  
    
      
    Springfield,  Illinois
            

Lincoln’s home town. Where he walks at midnight, according to Vachel Lindsay. Well, if he does, he must have difficulty in finding his way about. Why is it, that almost without exception, the City Halls and Capitols of American states are surrounded by cheap bars, cheap hotels, loan parlours, and other slum manifestations? Is it because we have put our ward-heelers and rake-off artists in a setting which shows them off at their best? Perhaps there is something to be said for the zeitgeist,  after all.
         
Here Tom spoke on long-term issues only. A practical political education has unexpected results, and he seemed to be shifting from a political candidate into something resembling a statesman. The process was involuntary, but he had the habit of following his mind where it led him.
         
That visit to Senator Hiram Johnson, in San Bernardino, a month before, had also produced some unexpected results. He came on the air that night. He was seventy-four, but there was nothing infirm about his manner.
         
“This is a greater crisis and perhaps is more far-reaching than any other, for it may mean the preservation of the earth’s last fortress of Democracy,” he said. “Power is a heady wine. Few human brains can resist it…. Some love it so much that power is never voluntarily surrendered…. It is this sort of sweet music that is the curse of kings.
         
“If your imagination will permit you, go back to the first beginnings of this country. Can you see Washington and  Jefferson and Madison and Monroe and Jackson and all the remaining galaxy of the great safeguarding our precious liberties? We’re the last country on earth to possess them. Shall one of our own jeopardize them, or shall one of our own be permitted to violate the sacred tradition built up by these great men of the past for the preservation and for the perpetuity of our institutions?”
         
Then he said he was for Tom.
“Thrice armed is he whose cause is just,” he said. “Fear not. Fight on. Truth will prevail.”
         
It was a noble speech, one of the few noble speeches of the campaign. It was like a funeral oration by Demosthenes. Strangely enough, Johnson had spoken from Washington.
         
But then, Johnson’s, as the commentators were quick to point out, was a voice from the past. It might as well have been that of Daniel Webster, Henry Clay, or John C. Calhoun.
         
It might better have been.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Bull  Run,  Virginia
            

The third-term issue was the best one to fight on. Unfortunately, though even the President was worried about its weight at the polls, it turned out that nobody cared much. However, at Bull Run, where some of the nastiest fighting of the Civil War had taken place, in a large open meadow, fringed with mixed trees, a group of the local gentry stood on the bank, while a young woman, a man in an Uncle Sam hat sitting behind her, disposed of Mary Pickford, Dorothy Thompson, and others, to her own satisfaction, by sitting on a white plough horse in midstream and changing over to a bay on her right side. The plough horse held its head down, but the bay had that sheepish, at-a-loss look in its eyes bays get sometimes. It was watching the photographer.
         
The cars parked in the background were the usual abused muddle owned by the indigenous Virginia gentry, not at all up to the sleek massive machines favoured by Texas or Kansas. But the horse-trailer in which the horses had been brought was, as is also usual among such people, everywhere, of the best, latest, and most comfortable design.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Train
            

Yes, by God, he was getting them back again. But not fast enough. He had to hurry. And it was not himself he had them back to. Somehow this train had produced an image that was unlike him, and it was to that they were returning. He found the process eerie. In the act of becoming a public figure, one loses one’s own. Well, he’d have to put the two halves together again, somehow, for schizophrenia is only another form of hypocrisy, and he wouldn’t have that.
         
The occasion for that thought, was a profile of him Miss Janet Flanner had just published in The  New  Yorker.  She was only trying to make him acceptable to her peers, but he did not thank her for that. Still, it was a most skilful job.
         
She said his mind was virile. That reassured everybody. So many minds are not. She pointed out that it was extensive rather than intensive, which was also a big relief to everybody, though commentators pointed out that profundity was not necessarily an asset in a President, a thesis which, if reasonable, was not, for want of the necessary test controls, susceptible of proof. Whereas most people meditate, his staff said, he thought. Since IBM machines also think, as their founder assures us, and none of them has ever been known to meditate, this was also reassuring. But perhaps Miss Flanner’s greatest service to the cause, was to assure her readers that their candidate was not a wit. He wasn’t. Americans do not care for wit, which requires skill and effort and is therefore presumably un-democratic. He was a josher, she said, with a razor-sharp, rather than rapier mind. Nothing wrong there. A razor-sharp mind is useful in business, so they say, though again, the thesis cannot be proved for want of sufficient evidence.
         
His memory, she said, was something like a boy’s pocket, stored not only with what he prizes, but also with choice oddments that come in handy. That adequately described it, all right, but a boy stuffs in his pocket only what happens to interest him or what he thinks he may have a use for later. Those on the train were often embarrassed that he forgot the names of minor precinct bosses, ward-heelers, emancipated presidents of women’s clubs, and indistinguishable towns.
         
His reading, she added comfortingly, was perhaps more a form of physical outlet for an over-active mind than a form of culture. We must not be suspected of an interest in culture, at any cost.
         
Then came the homely details. His wife said he drank too much water and had shrunk two inches since their marriage. Still, that left him six feet. Six feet is a lot better than five feet four, which is what Bühl was.
         
Miss Flanner went on to say that the reason why he never locked his New York apartment was that his father had never locked his, so that the children might have no excuse for not coming home at night. That wasn’t true. It was just that people who live in small towns and the country, having nothing to fear, habitually leave their houses unlocked, whereas people in cities, where the criminal record is higher and paranoia soars up like sunflowers in a vacant lot, don’t dare to ever.
         
Tom and Edna’s apartment was old-fashioned. It had, in particular, a démodé (the word was hers) fringed lampshade, Miss Flanner reported endearingly, and—again it came out—there were fifteen hundred books in the hall, including, a saving touch of vulgarity, Dr. Eliot’s Five  Foot Shelf,  a work which forms the ballast of many an old library, if one inherited any books at all. Also, he had four grey suits, eight blue ones, and 500,000 in the bank. And he loved puns. For instance, he owned a pig named Waterman, which was his pen name. That sort of thing.
         
Then it came up still again, at the end, where she concluded by saying that more than anything else, he was just a big earthy executive who read history. It was amazing how that habit of reading stuck in everybody’s craw. They couldn’t leave it alone. And with cause. If there is one thing the American voter views with suspicion, and the American precinct politician with dread, it is any sign of being well-informed in those it has voted into office. Appointees, of course, are another matter. Appointees are specialists, a specialist is a hired hand, and you expect hired hands to be peculiar; but the public official who strays far away from the detective story is apt to find himself in agitated waters.
         
Tom, who was reading a detective story at the moment, as a relief from Carson McCullers and The  Nazarene  and Lord David Cecil, too, for that matter, found himself slightly embarrassed. It was a good job. Janet Flanner always turned in a good job. It was also a clever one. Short of her coming right out and reassuring her readers that he was an empty-headed vulgarian, it was difficult to see how she could have made him more acceptable to her audience, considering the material she had had to work with. But it was a curious picture she drew. Indeed, all such biographies were odd documents, including Lord David Cecil’s preliminary descant on Melbourne, for they seemed to assume, particularly the American ones, that everybody supervised his life like a floor manager, a floor walker, a window dresser, or an efficiency expert, rather than just living it like a sensible human being, and seeing what turned up next.
         
This was the age when young people, instead of choosing a career, went to an occupational guidance centre, took an expensive series of tests, and did whatever the form analyst told them they were suited for. He hadn’t done that, and he had a hunch that anyone who ever got anywhere wouldn’t or didn’t do it either. Couldn’t indeed, pass the test, in all probability. He had, for instance, met an advertising executive a year ago who had taken an advertising test for the fun of it, under an assumed name, only to learn that his aptitude for and use of words unsuited him for the profession, since it was so great as to cast severe doubts upon his sincerity. The man, who had been quite successfully insincere for years, had been quite indignant about that, not having realized, before he read his report, that sincerity was a limited and limiting quality, suited only to the maimed, and disqualifying the able.
         
Take Margaret Fuller, for instance, in that Mason book. An absolute fool of a woman, but famous in her day, and certainly alive. Now what would her aptitude test have shown? What her Rorschach, her Stanford-Binet, and her Societal Co-Efficiency Adjustment Rating, for that matter? What aptitudes did politics require? And how did one test for them?
         
It was not a line of thought he wished to pursue, for it was beginning to pursue him. Alas, he thought he knew.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chicago
            

Politics brings some strange people out of the woodwork, their mouths still mealy from burrowing from within. He had to meet them sometimes. Politics, like the heavy layer, or plankton when it descends at night, is a paradise for meddlers, so securely hidden beneath their feeding beds, that there is no sonar to detect their dangerous manœuvres, until out they come, when they have scuttled their betters above them.
         
His own predators were closer to the surface than that, though he could not help but detect something wild-eyed about their enthusiasm. They were all Jellabies in one way or another, wiping their inky hands on the nearest tow-head, and avid for distant causes while they sat in chaos at home. They didn’t care about the local bond issue, but no cocktail party was complete without at least one uncomfortable Negro “friend” (each of these people had in his or her acquaintance at least one each Negro, Jew, Gentile, or Catholic, though Greek orphans were popular just then, and a refugee central European author on his way to Brazil with his wife, particularly if the wife dressed badly, was not to be despised. Your seldom saw these people between cocktail parties, though). The trend was particularly noticeable among young couples who were sexually imbalanced and so more concerned with leading little children than having them. Their husbands were given to Christ-like moments alone in the bathroom, and the wives tended to prefer twin beds, which they said were more civilized, though just why civilization should be confused with frigidity is not altogether clear. They seldom attended church, except at Easter, but were often officials of the nearest Co-op, which did just as well, and had somewhat the same atmosphere, except that instead of a collection plate you got a yearly rebate.
         
So in Winnetka Tom found himself introduced to the Goodmans. They were ardent supporters, so it seemed. The wife, a left-over Liberal of the Harold Laski school, whose mother had been a Henry George single-taxer, and whose father had protested the Tom Mooney dynamite case while he lived in Massachusetts, and the Sacco and Vanzetti case after he moved to Illinois, had rung doobells for Roosevelt in ’36, hadn’t been asked back, and now thought that Tom would be a tactful way of trying again. She took after her parents, and had never quite forgiven Mussolini for pouring castor oil down the throat of Lauro de Bosis, though she was not quite sure who Lauro de Bosis was and had never been in Italy at all. The husband was a simpler case. Thin, aggrieved, and whey-faced, he seemed to have no facial expressions more revealing than a sneer. It was clear his had been a painful birth and that he knew it. Tom always suspected people like that of having lint in their navels. You could tell from the way they were so determined not to squirm.
         
They didn’t give him a chance to ask about the local political set-up. What they wanted to know was where he stood on China.
         
Unaware that he had been standing on China, he looked down at the rug and moved aside.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Leaving  Winnetka
            

The president of the local Republican Women’s Club fell off the train, just as it was starting. Tom pulled the emergency cord and they got her back aboard. Hectic days. She was, after all, a voter.
         
These days he was denouncing Roosevelt as a war-monger, which made him just as bad as anybody else, he guessed, but once he got in, it would be different. “Your boys are already almost on the transports,” he told his audience.
         
Goaded into hitting back, Roosevelt rubbed it in. He hung the Republican record in Congress, isolationist, short-sighted, and vicious, round Tom’s neck and left it there.
         
After that, it didn’t do Tom much good to tell the New York Tribune Forum that “once we have submitted to the domination of our economic life by an all-powerful central government, individual liberty is gone”.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Train
            

Of course there are responsible and intelligent people in the country, but they are not voters, they are not the people who listen at railroad sidings or go to free beefsteak dinners. That’s why the Founding Fathers wished to limit the popular vote as much as possible. But the machinery was there, it was easy to seize, for one’s own purposes, and the Irish immigrant politicians knew that. So the world of Hamilton, Jefferson, Hay, Marshall, Monroe, Madison, and Adams became soon enough the world of Mayor Kelly, Boss Hague, Mr. Crump of Memphis, after whom the famous blues was named, and Prendergast, immortal names, if only for a day, and yet they sank the probity of the vote for good.
         
In this lurid light, even Tom’s hero, Wilson, didn’t look so good. Humes says that “great works are the work of even greater men”. But in Wilson’s case that was not true. Wilson was a small man with a great idea. The idea pulled and hauled him, but it did not haul him into the right shape to be an efficient bogy to the Prendergasts of this world.
         
Besides, there was a smack of the Messiah about Wilson which, admire him though he did, Tom had learned too much to have much use for. Wilson was America come to save the world, and so all he produced was an allegory. Not for nothing does the Palace of the League of Nations at Geneva contain those ridiculous Sert murals, and not for nothing is it called a Palace. Tom’s message was a different one. There were between eighty-four and ninety countries in the world, and they would have to learn to live together or sink separately. Since they would not learn to live together, therefore they would sink, until one of them grew strong enough to haul the others up, drain the water out of their ears, arrange the limbs, weigh them down with a political headstone, and call them provinces.
         
It was October 24th. Ten more days until the election.
On October 24th, Hitler made a visit to France, which he had always wanted to see, though the art was decadent and he never drank wine. Every German always wants to see France, though he could not perhaps say why.
         
It was amazing the shutters of how many windows were closed. Whereas in Germany we like light, we like air. Also we like kinder.  They are cheaper to produce than matériel, and excellent for the army. A country whose birth-rate has fallen cannot be expected to amount to much.
         
Nor had it.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Train
            

By that time, even Tom felt a little worn. It had always been his habit, when tired out, to climb aboard the nearest three-cushion sofa, like a bear into a tree, with an adequate supply of books, pillows, newspapers, horn-rimmed glasses, Camels,  and water, to hibernate for a while. This evening, as the train connected two towns, he no longer knew what towns, he had a collection of magazines, Time, Newsweek,  Life,  House  Beautiful,  McCall’s,  Vogue,  The Atlantic  Monthly,  Harper’s,  Harper’s  Bazaar,  and other journals of informed opinion, no matter whose. Theoretically he was resting. Actually, in his new, bitter mood, he was making a list of his favourite words, mostly from the advertisements, words either no longer used in ordinary speech, or else used with a changed meaning, changed, that is, along with everything else, mostly by undue advertising.
         
For instance:
Chaste:  Either no handles, or no bows.
            
Prudence:  The mood in which one bought life insurance and real estate.
            
Dignity:  Family monuments in Vermont marble; silver-plated tableware.
            
Serene:  “A serene little blue dress.”
            
Well-conducted:  Used only of music.
            
Handsome:  Never used of women, though Edna was a handsome woman.
            
Austere:  Reducing diets only.
            
Clean:  Never used of morals, only of bathrooms or kitchens.
            
Honesty:  The best policy, but watch the small print.
            
Upright:  Pianos only, and those old-fashioned.
            
Stoicism:  Never mentioned, but understood to be dental.
            
Impertinence:  An undemocratic term. Since nobody understood what it was, there was no point in pointing it out.
            
Grief:  Come to, only. A kitchen accident.
            
Nobility:  A technical term used in the antique business. “An armoire  of great nobility.”
            
Integrity:  Applied to fabric designs. “A stylized leaf pattern of cunning integrity.”
            
Hauteur:  Not used since Don Alfonso was chased out of Spain the last time. Vaguely reminiscent of Theda Bara and Vilma Banky, two old-fashioned movie stars.
            
Simplicity:  “A yoked sleeve of artful simplicity.” Also applied to the loser in any sales deal. “Mr. Cunningham, a man of great simplicity, was deceived into…” What the extremely rich are said to live with the utmost of.
            
Order:  Never used as an abstract noun, only as a request for goods.
            
Character:  “You seldom find a piece of Georgian stump work of this character.” Antiques again. Apart from that, the term was out of date. You didn’t have character any more, and if you had, you were one. The thing to have was personality. Personality didn’t require character, and not having any, was a lot easier to take: a desirable quality. Personalities made money.
            
Standing:  Only men over fifty-five have it, usually in a community. If they do have it, what they are standing on is called a bank.
            
Sincere:  Ties and the Pattersons, alas.
            
Benign:  Obsolete.
            
Bony:  No longer a term of moral praise.
            
Solitude:  A picturesque adjective used in travel posters to describe overcrowded places, such as the more popular National Parks. Nature’s, not ours. Every-man no longer needs it. Seems, indeed, scared stiff of it. A portable radio is a good defence against it.
            
Majestic:  A boat that sank, years ago.
            
Balderdash:  He hadn’t heard the word since about 1903, when he was nine, which was odd, because though you might not hear the word, you sure as hell heard a lot of balderdash these days. You were even forced to dish out some of it yourself.
            
Noble:  A few critics still applied it to the more popular pieces by Bach. Otherwise obsolete. “A noble cantilena.”
            
Absolute:  Only as an adjective. Never worshipped.
            
Indifference:  A psychiatric symptom, merely.
            
Worldly:  Used only in cosmetic ads, and there rarely. It wasn’t a popular look, these days.
            
Withdrawal:  Only as a symptom, though armies sometimes underwent it.
            
Calm:  What a housewife needs a moment of, in the midst of the season’s gadgets, which alone will give it to her. Nothing else.
            
Insouciance:  Not used since 1918, perhaps with cause.
            
Demure:  “A demure little Cape Cod House.” Why did they all have these wee adjectives in front of them? Though elephantiasis was not unknown as an adjunct, either.
            
Patrician:  Obsolete, except to describe Virginia plantation houses owned by New Yorkers, and only the woodwork detail of those.
            
Traditional:  Similar usage, but of cheaper houses. Place servings, or their design, which usually wasn’t. Furniture by McCobb. “The heirlooms of the future are what you buy today.” On the whole, it seemed unlikely.
            
Awe:  Used only in compounds, such as awe-inspiring, the compounds used only within the confines of Glacier Park.
            
Agrarian:  A dirty word. Jefferson was an agrarian. Jefferson was also amiable, affable, self-contained, austere, and tough as nails.

And
            
Order  again:  Oh, hell, what in God’s name had happened to order?
            

He decided not to play that game any more, and picked up Lord David Cecil’s The  Young  Melbourne  instead, though it was difficult to believe that Melbourne had ever been young, though no longer, as he thought about it, difficult to see what had aged him.
         
Not for the first time on this trip, Tom wondered where he was, but almost for the first time, had no desire to go and see.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Over  the  Radio
            

While Tom was compiling his list, the Lewis speech came out. That was October 25th. It was a typical Lewis speech, chiefly devoted to lambasting Roosevelt, though he called Tom a gallant American and not an aristocrat at all. But the speech boomeranged. Lewis controlled the mine-workers, but the other union leaders hated him. He had become a dangerous joke. They wanted to do him in. And that meant doing Tom in.
         
“After tonight”, said Green of the AFL, “I can do nothing to help your boy.”
         
Nor could he.
“I told you we only had to wait for him to blunder,” said the President happily. “I told you so.”
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    A  Speech from  the  Platform of  the  Pioneer
            

It never occurred to him, but he was deeply moving. The Pattersons failed there. No matter what he was persuaded to say, the sincerity, the honesty, and the integrity shone through. He did things Americans had forgotten and no longer dared to do. Very simple things, but indicative of a lost freedom. For one thing, instead of sidling through the world, city style, he used his whole body, throwing it around as though there was still all the space in the world to move in. He wore a vest, like any business man, but he wasn’t happy unless he had one foot up on the edge of the bandstand, unless he could fling his arms wide, bow his head, jerk it up, laugh, run his hand through his hair, shove his hands in his pockets, lie down or sit with his feet up on the nearest chair. He had no respect for furniture. In a world of things he still lived in a world of people. To him a piece of furniture was something to sit on, not a status symbol. He came into the room like a talent scout, and when he saw somebody promising, his eyes lit up, and he headed for the nearest piece of conversational furnishing, desk, table, sofa, or chair, it was all the same to him. He never carried a watch. His life was too well-timed to need that portable metronome. Instead he’d squint at the sky, consult his stomach, and decide it was two-fifteen. He got a lot of criticism for that, for those are the habits of an autocrat, who knows perfectly well who he is, doesn’t have to time himself like a three-minute egg, lives in harmony with the world, and needs no props, being quite content to stand on his own. Thousands and millions were caught up into that emancipated procession. But they were not enough. For every man who wants a place where he can stand by himself, there are a thousand who are happier in a back seat, so that they can be told when to applaud or jeer, but mostly so that if the going gets rough, they can get out early.
         
The campaign was almost over now. So were some other things. On the 27th Mussolini had invaded Greece. Ultimately he perhaps meant no harm, but he had been outfoxed. Yet whether he meant harm or not, he had certainly done some, and that his son Bruno had admired the flowers produced by bombs bursting on Abyssinia, and that the son of an Italian chargé d’affaires in Ethiopia had most enjoyed to hunt down the natives from his motor-cycle, with a machine-gun mounted between the handlebars, did him no good in the world press.
         
Of course there were Americans who derived a similar joy from strafing harmless Venezuelan Indians from the air, as a pastime, when life got dull, on the week-ends, working for an oil company, and the same men would get the same kick out of banging away at Austrian civilians during the war to come. There are always such men everywhere. But we were a democracy. That made all the difference.
         
And besides, there was still the memory of Haile Selassie, addressing that ghostly, echoing, set of ciphers at the League of Nations, that dead turbine of a building, futile, with his dignity, his cloak, his small still voice, and his genealogy.
         
The power has failed. The lights go out. We grope in the dark.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Iowa
            

Tom saw there the rich, black earth, the rolling hills, the corn shocks like a vision by Samuel Palmer, and what had Samuel Palmer to say about his visions?
         
Methinks  the  ling’ring,  dying  ray
                  
Of  twilight  time,  doth  seem  more  fair,
                  
And  lights  the  soul  up  more  than  day  …
                  
For  thou,  dear  God,  hast  forméd  all;
                  
Thou  deckest  every  little  flower,
                  
Thou  girdest  every  planet  ball,
                  
And  mark’st  when  sparrows  fall.
                  



Not very good, but then poetry was not Palmer’s forte. The fall of a sparrow perhaps was.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    The  Mohawk    Valley
            

One of our magical valleys. It has history in it. It has the Mohawks, an offshoot of those cruel people, the Iroquois, given to over-eating, bravery, barbarism, who put missionaries to the torch, let them burn slowly, loved their children, shaved their heads, wore a crest resembling the helmet of a Greek warrior, and chopped off their little finger bones as a sign of grief.
         
Let us not think of the Mohawks. Let us not think of the works of Fennimore Cooper, either, in whose novels they slip through the forest leaves with greased thighs. Cooper lived at Cooperstown, where baseball was supposedly invented. Remember instead that.
         
Tom moved down that valley in a screen of motor-cycle sirens, those booted and thigh-striped furies, with their insect goggles, who are assigned to us, but do not greatly care what happens to us, once we are delivered and their work is done. Part of one of America’s sub-cultures, the bhakti  of the machine. Now they wedged him deeper and more painfully into a slit of night.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Headed for  New  York
            

Somebody had handed him a copy of the National  Geographic.  His father had subscribed to it. It was a magazine you were used to, but never subscribed to, unless you had a sad far-away look in your eyes or an interest in birds. He had thumbed through it years ago, at the hospital, waiting for Philip to be born.
         
There was an article in this issue by and (the man was not a megalomaniac exactly, but he had to write about something) about Admiral Byrd. In his teens Philip had been much taken with a book for children of that age, called A Boy  Scout  with  Byrd,  so Tom had registered the name and kept up the interest, long after Philip had forgotten it.
         
Antarctica. The Last Frontier.
No doubt it was. The Byrd family were a curious lot. They had a private tradition of public responsibility, and they all looked like ostriches which had just suavely swallowed their own eggs. Plantation owners. Land. Goodness only knew what these days. The illustrious progenitor, the Governor, had kept a diary, dull but quirky and full of thinly veiled surprises. Virginia bred. It was probably nice to come from Virginia, during the eighteenth century. The Senator was an isolationist. But his uncle, his brother, his cousin, Tom wasn’t sure which, the Admiral, had gone off to Antarctica instead. In both cases the motive was probably the same. The personality that wants to be alone, wants vastness, wants solitude, wants to be judged, since it knows it is good, wants to be patted on the head, undergo the ordeal Christian underwent. Before the Civil War, Southerners had been people of the book, not like the Arabs, of the Koran, but of the Waverley novels, the Bible, and Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s  Progress.  They came by such impulses honourably. So Admiral Byrd was a man of integrity, like his relative, the Senator, but one who would rather fight a glacier than contend with the infinite small grindings of the Senate. The Senate grinds exceedingly fine, but there is paydirt in that dust. Log-rolling: the backbone of democracy.
         
Still, here was Antarctica. Looking at it, on the printed page, he found he had some understanding and sympathy for the Admiral, turkey profile fine drawn or not. It was so clear. The younger sons went off, in the eighteenth century, to the frontier, to find solitude, respect, and perhaps to found a family besides. Now, it was Antarctica.
         
Moving, very moving, if only you understood. You could hear the meaning of the ice storms, when they purr. The meaning of silence, when it purrs.
         
This man, who wanted no audience, no applause, except when he came home, no special pleader, had taken his conscience off to the secret judges. We are not here to discuss my guilt, he said. We are here to discuss the nature of the guilty, and that means everyone, for it is a matter of conscience, not legal wick-trimming, that we are here to decide. We are here to prove that guilt is not a moral matter, but a spiritual fact. We are here to prove that guilt is innocence, and that innocence will destroy us as is its right, so that every man of probity may be a phoenix, to build its nest of snow and ice, for under him lies the world egg. He dies. It glows. And then, though he is not there to do so in person, still, he has made the necessary arrangements, he hands it on. It hatches. It becomes another egg,  to warm and to be warmed by someone else. The world egg is that universal truth which alone makes the particular endurable. It can be found glowing  in its nest anywhere. The nest varies. But it is always the same egg. We find it best in nature. For Byrd, the answer was snow and ice. For Tom, it had been a little lake he could not stop at, glimpsed from the platform of the Pioneer, in Montana.
         
Oh, yes, they sit up there, the eternal judges, beyond God, in the snow, beyond the timber-line, much worse, because they assist at nothing, than the Fates. There they are, in the watches of the night. They deliver no verdict, but they know. And condemned, innocent or guilty, to know they know, we do not care. What we do care is what they really think of us, and did we measure up, either to sin, or to virtue, to appearance or reality, to failure or contentment, to realization, or to the revolting and inescapable pathos of a stone.
         
Oh, yes, he was interested in Antarctica, all right. The election was important. He would like to win. But what really mattered was, would Philip marry, have children, be happy or unhappy, aware or unaware, but still, would Philip measure up, too?
         
For you know, it made him solemn, it was not something to say, but he rather thought, thought Tom, that given half a chance, that he himself just might. And that was what counted really.
         
Meanwhile, in the National  Geographic,  the ice fell endlessly from the glacier, and the glacier fell away.
         
We cannot have what is not there. Life is not warm. Instead our salvation waits alone, in the ice and snow.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    New  York
            

It was almost over now, this part of it, anyhow. He had spoken to them.
         
He had delivered his words. He had delivered Sideboard’s words. He had compromised. What difference did that make? Hobbes, though not, he seemed to remember, in Leviathan,  said that “Words are wise men’s counters—they do but reckon by them; but they are the money of fools.” He had taken that advice. He had spent freely. Such was his answer to the Pattersons, who though they might never have heard of Hobbes, had also taken it, but in a different sense.
         
At least he would not have to see them again.
Oh, yes, he knew a lot about reality now. “Is this not reality?” asked Hofuku. “Yes,” said Chokei, who was stuck with him. “It is, but it’s a pity to say so.”
         
Now where in God’s name had he read that? Not in the sort of Oriental Wisdom dished up in American national magazines, that was for sure.
         
On November 4th, the eve of the election, he spoke at Madison Square Garden, not a good speech, for it was Sideboard’s Parthian shot, and Sideboard was still filtering Carl Sandburg through an old copy of The  Wall  Street  Journal. But the audience was for him, so it did not greatly matter.
         
It did not even matter that at the beginning of the rally the police had arrested a man prowling down the aisle with a loaded revolver. It was a crusade. One had come to expect that sort of thing. Tom spoke Sideboard’s immortal prose, and would so much rather have spoken his own, but he was tired. He got an ovation, all the same. He was going to win.
         
Next morning he voted at a local high school and then retreated to his suite on the fourteenth floor of the Commodore Hotel (he could have gone to his apartment, but there is some news one would rather not hear at home), with two ticker-tapes in the bedroom, a radio, and his brother Edward for company, to scan the returns alone.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    All  Over  the  Country
            

It was a memorable election. It meant so much. It meant everything. It was our last chance. Half the country sat up all night, straining at the radio, hoping that for once it had pulled itself together in sufficient numbers to beat the other half and so establish some kind of decency again. But the decent half of any country is unfortunately less than half of it, is foolish at politics, and much given to hanging separately, out of its own pride to avoid a common grave. So it did not work. It almost did, but not quite.
         
Still, his supporters hunched round their radios, remembering everything the country had once stood for. One felt a right to be. That is what he gave us back for a little while: the right to be. He understood. He understood wandering down the draw. He understood just being. He might make a hash of it. Nobody knew. But at least he was there, a big man who would do nothing on a small scale. And that was the America they had almost lost. The grand country. The foolish country. The open country.
         
That is what they were here for. Cities will pass. States will pass. Countries will pass. We will pass. But the land won’t. Man is a symbiotic beast. Take him off the land and he shrivels up and something in him dies. They cocked their stetsons. They got oil-rich. They clipped their coupons and went to Paris. They bought hideous sculpture for a house in Tulsa, for purposes of adornment merely. But still. It was their land. Of course it was their land in Vermont, too, though mostly there they stayed home, in a mental climate of perpetual winter, with pippins rotting in the cellar, maple sugar to draw off, and spring never ahead, but a mite behind.
         
But that did not help. They had moved into the culture of cities. And so, since the culture of cities is merciless, and rather squeamish about the land that feeds it, there wasn’t any mercy in American life any more, and not much kindness. In time of trouble, some turn to God, but Americans alone had turned to mediocrity, as to a mother, as the only thing to save them from the responsibilities of value. They have to be sure of the future. They have to be sure of today, and the future has to be just like today. So the whole culture is one vast charge account, in which nobody ever pays off the bill, for then what would they do? Wouldn’t it be awful if there wasn’t anything left to buy? That would mean taking a good squint at what we’ve got. So instead they turn the unpaid model in for a new one, heave a familiar sigh of relief, and go on with the payments. That way they’re sure. What made it so deadly, was that it was a spiritual and moral charge account as well. Maybe the whole world had gone that way. Who could say for sure? But one thing was for sure, it made the old despised Puritan system of ethical banking a paradise by comparison.
         
It don’t do no good to talk about. There’s nothing to be done. Not about the awful, heartbroken sadness of the thing we carry around with us, wherever we land, the awful sadness of America, a sadness of disappointed hopes, shrunk to the dimension of a TV screen, of heroes so shrunk from moral dimension, that only in the endless walk-down of a western is any heroism either approved or figured forth.
         
And whatever life in the present world may be, it is not a walk-down, for virtue has no exemplar now, and vice no courage. The great continuous woods are gone. The passenger pigeon is extinct. That little grey thing, the mourning dove, it’s gone too, it’s something nobody saw. The wilderness is a National Park. There is no frontier. There is nowhere to hide out. There is nowhere to rest. There is no peace, no enjoyment, and no pleasure. There is only an omnivorous diversion. The great ranches are going. The farms have gone. The highways lead nowhere; and the suburbs are worse and worse built; they cost more and more, and everybody drives.
         
Take Monticello. Jefferson was a gentleman, and could build his own house. Now, when the new rich take a step up in the world, they hire a decorator. They don’t dare do it themselves. So the day of the decorator was at hand. And there weren’t hardly no one with the guts to care.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    At  His  Own  Place
            

A man who thinks clearly is not apt to be downed by his own or anybody else’s defeats, nor by his victories, either. He has the great strength of standing outside himself, poking fun at the poor pompous pitiable creature, and of knowing that the solution to the moral dilemmas of the age is something so childishly simple that few have the wits to employ it, thinking that life’s disasters are so complex, that they demand complex answers. Well, they don’t. All one has to do is face up to them, accept them, and go on from there. That’s all there is to it. But it takes a lot of stamina to be unflinching, there is always the danger one may be taken in by one’s own reactions, or by one’s self, so maybe that’s quite a lot to it, after all. Then, too, seeing through people is more soothing to the self than seeing them plain, so cynicism has to be guarded against. Otherwise, it’s easy. One must be like bamboo, bend to the wind, but never break, and when the wind passes, straighten up again. If one has kept one’s integrity, if one hasn’t broken faith with one’s self, one can straighten up. There’s nothing to it. One gets up from one’s chair and sends the necessary telegram.
         
Not so easy, until one’s really up. It took him a while.
It was so quiet in the apartment you couldn’t hardly move. Quiet as the amphitheatre during a serious operation. You asked for a scalpel. You asked for ticker-tape.
         
There was a small shift from the rural to the urban areas. Had it been bigger, he could have won. But the President understood cities. All Tom understood was the country. So the President took the cities, except for Cincinnati.
         
“Don’t be afraid, and never quit,” someone had said to him once. But way back. When he was twenty-two or three, probably.
         
At one in the morning he wandered down to the ballroom at the Commodore, where his campaign workers had been. They weren’t there now, and the Pattersons had cleared out long ago. He went back to the living-room of his own apartment, that apartment Janet Flanner had summed up for her readers a few weeks ago as containing a demodé  fringed lampshade. He found himself glowering at the lampshade, and at the equally demodé  straw hat, which should have been in storage for next summer, but was sitting on a chair. Edna had been cleaning out the closets, he supposed. It was quite true: the lampshade was ugly. But if we are to be judged by what we never got round to removing from our environment, instead of by what we added to it, we would never get far, and it happened that that particular lampshade gave just exactly the right light for reading. That American habit of the newly arrived of performing a bowel section on their own past, as though it had been a cancer, scooping their insides and houses out like a melon, and filling in the hole with gin and the minor works of William Pahlmann seemed to him futile. He was not a hoarder. He never kept anything he didn’t want. But it just happened that he wanted his own past right there with him, where he could see it, five-foot shelf, fringed lampshade, and all. The fringed lampshade had belonged to his father. Besides, it gave a good light.
         
Also, he liked straw hats.
The whole goddam thing wrong with this country was that it didn’t have an attic any more, and an attic, apart from being a good place to spend a rainy afternoon, is the memory of the house. In any self-respecting household you could go up to the playroom, that hadn’t been used in years, stand there for a while, take a look at Philip’s old toys, remember, and come back down refreshed. Here, in New York, if you wanted to do that you had to find the key, go down to the basement, yack with the janitor, unlock the storage bin, and rifle umpteen boxes. It wasn’t any help that way. You don’t store your past. You leave it lying around where you can find it when you need it. For without memory there is no tradition, and so nothing to work with. We can only improvise. And it was the same way with their goddam minds.
         
The vote seemed to stand at 449 to 82 electoral votes. But there was still possibility of a statistical victory. He clung to that. Not that he’d suffer any. There were many jobs waiting for a defeated candidate. He’d have lots to do.
         
“It’s a good thing for your son to learn now that there’s nothing unethical in being adequately compensated for leading a cause in which you deeply believe,” Clarence Darrow told his father once, but asked too much, so his father had wound up with the case instead.
         
Pay for a defeated candidate came high.
         
The hours dripped by. He felt horrible. He practically wanted to die. He was a man with a habit of winning. And the only anodyne, the only thing in the world that is really dignified, is to be dead and buried. That was a Dane called Jensen.
         
Rats.
He remembered something he’d shoved into his memory out of Edward LeComte, for use later. “Sometimes, when one is at the centre of misfortunate, one looks out with surprise at the emotions it has engendered in others.” He thought about it. It helped.
         
He was not licked yet. He had other fish to fry. Getting up, he ambled over to the phone and sent the mandatory telegram of congratulation to the President. It was easy. But it had taken six days to make it so. He hadn’t been able to get that telegram off until the 11th.
         
The President was relieved. It was his first real battle in eight years, but he had won it, as usual, and therefore he could afford to be gracious.
         
“If you had known as much about politics as I do,” he told Tom afterwards, “you could have won.” And thought that was the end of it.
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A  Short  Wait  Between  Planes
            

It wasn’t the end of it. Not by a long shot.
         
Tom went off to the theatre. It was what he usually did when he felt fed up. He liked musicals. He liked them best by Rodgers and Hart. In the dark there, while you looked at the bright lights, they made the world seem warm. Their cynicism was endearing, their pathos like the brandy at the bottom of the glass, at which one looks ruefully before swallowing it and setting the glass down. Of course the world has always insisted that great and solemn events be set to music. But the musical underscores the nicer dream world of the trivial. Its being useless to be a grown-up in an awkward age, it’s pleasant to sneak off that way, once in a while.
         
Hart was dead now, though. So instead of Pal  Joey  or On your  Toes  or Babes  in  Arms,  what you got was Oklahoma. That was all right. It was a good show, and the music was by Rodgers anyhow. The trouble was, though Hart may not have been exactly the best man in the world, somehow, now he was dead, some of the excitement seemed to have gone out of Rodgers’s music. It still had bounce, but the old sparkle had gone. It used to be touching and wistful. Now, somehow, it was wistful and sad. Not that Hammerstein wasn’t good in his own way.
         
Coming down the aisle with his family, and then again on leaving, Tom got a standing ovation. It was such a surprise, he couldn’t do anything except stand there, blink, and smile. Nobody could figure that one out. Dewey was in the audience that night, but as he got in and out of the theatre, nobody even seemed to notice him.
         
The Republicans couldn’t understand it. Neither could the Democrats. The President had received 27 and a half million votes, Tom 22 and a half million. But for some reason, even though the election was over, he still seemed to have them. “Once, by accident, and not because the leaders of the party wished it, a real leader appeared,” said the columnists. Maybe that was it.
         
The GOP hated that. But Tom had found his footing again. When we allow our own misfortunes to colour our judgment, we are doomed. It takes guts not to allow that to happen, but his judgment was not only unimpaired, it was better than ever. He had learned a lot. He knew perfectly well that they hated him. He even knew why.
         
“Once I saw a Devil in a flame of fire,” said Blake, “who arose before an Angel that sat on a cloud, and the Devil utter’d these words:
         
“‘The worship of God is: Honouring His gifts in other men, each according to his genius, and loving the greatest men best: those who envy or calumniate great men hate God; for there is no other God.’
         
“The Angel, hearing this became almost blue; but mastering himself he grew yellow, and at last white, pink, and smiling.”
         
Tom had not read Blake, did not regard himself as a great man, but he did know the colour yellow when he saw it. It looked bruised.
         
He stayed in New York; not that there are not native New Yorkers, but still, it is above all the home town of people who don’t have one, don’t want one, are ashamed of their own, who have outgrown it, or can’t get back. An unhappy breed, to be found in any international city. That’s why Tom had those farms at Rushville. But New York made a handy centre of operations.
         
He had been outfoxed, but that didn’t matter. There were more important things going on in the world than his own defeat. He had something to fight for now. In the past two months he had seen the whole country, and that is what he had to fight for.
         
He had grown up.
         
The President was fit to be tied. He’d beaten the man, and yet the man was still there, bigger than ever somehow. 1940 became 1941. Given time, Tom might have widened into an elder statesman, a harmless enough figure, such as Bernard Baruch. But there wasn’t time to give. So the President packed him off to England on a Goodwill Mission, which solved that problem for the time being. Since he was still a power in the land, it would do no harm to get him out of it for a while. By the time he got back, perhaps things would have cooled down.
         
The Republican Party felt the same way. “If he had revealed his position before the Republican Convention, he would never have been nominated,” said Landon, who had been and had lost. Tom told them to pull themselves together, behave themselves, try to shape themselves into a Loyal Opposition for a change, instead of just sitting out in back on the fence to throw rocks, and took himself off to England, where he had a marvellous time.
         
“He is neither a visiting cowboy nor a movie star,” warned the English Daily  Telegraph.  “He is a powerful man and the representative of a powerful State. It behooves us to treat him accordingly.”
         
So they did.
They had only to look at him, to see he was an absurd person, but it was the endearing absurdity of nobility, of selflessness, of something like greatness. They liked that. He went everywhere. He saw everything. It was a matter of shaking hands and taking planes again. All sorts of hands. All sorts of planes.
         
The air raids did not bother him. He looked at the ruins. So this is what the isolationists were afraid of. It was not so terrible, though it was bad enough. The sound of an air-raid siren is not agreeable. Neither is the sight of a burning city. But the blackouts did not impede his judgment or his nerves. After all, in order to see clearly, we must walk in the dark, with both eyes shut, so we are told, and he was beginning to see very clearly indeed.
         
It was history the Germans were bombing, not a city. Somehow the ruins only made those buildings which still stood seem firmer. It was like that iceberg he dreamed about sometimes, righting itself after a fall into the sea. It melts. Everything melts. But the bigger part of it is under the surface, and that does not melt quite so fast or quite so easily, not, at least, until it is well on its way south, towards the equator of time, where all things melt, so there is no disgrace in that.
         
The sight of London made all those signs on the coasts of America saying, Evacuation  Route,  look a little temporary and a little silly. The best evacuation route is to stay where one is. It is usually even safer, on the whole.
         
He met everyone. Mr. Churchill beamed at him like a sceptical cherub. Tom smiled back like a well-bred boy of nine. That was a difference in cultures, merely. Their emotions may have stopped at those ages, but in different ways their minds and their abilities had marched right on. “I go right on until I am stopped,” said Shelley, “and I never am stopped.” A good remark. It was worth yards of his poetry.
         
Meeting Mr. Bevan, Tom’s head cocked sideways, in a gesture habitual with him, but which reminded the English of somebody congratulating the dahlia winner at a garden show, somebody whose sincere hatred of dahlias, say, was matched only by a puckish enthusiasm for larkspur, but still, we must have fair play. The dahlia breeder was a Mrs. Hepworth, whose husband had been something, though not very much, in the Colonies. Dead now. She lived in that rather fine little house at the turn of the lane, opposite the church which, despite a Norman slate font, was, as is usual with churches which have a Norman slate font, infested by the death-watch beetle. Well, we all dream.
         
None the less, they could see at once that he was a man who would have subscribed at once to the death-watch beetle fund, if he had known what death-watch beetles were, and had he chanced to be English. Since he was American, it was probably to something else.
         
Yes, it was. His hobby was putting young people through college. He had shoved fifty through, so far, and had not been the least grateful to Miss Flanner for mentioning the matter in her article. It was nobody’s business but his own.
         
Throwing darts in a pub, and losing, he said of his opponent: “He was a nice fellow, but he was too hot for me—and he knew the rules.”
         
A graceful allusion. He may have lost the election, but in the process, somehow, he had both won back himself and won the country.
         
On the way home he stopped off in Eire to try to persuade Mr. de Valera to agree to Lend-Lease bases. But whatever it happened to be called these days, Ireland was Ireland, Mr. de Valera was Mr. de Valera, and despite the fact that the country was largely financed by Boston and the ward-heelers of many an American town (the Potato Famine of the ’40’s is one of the chief sources of corruption in American politics), Mr. de Valera was not to be convinced. He would rather drown than help the British. And so he was quite content to remain neutral and do neither.
         
There was also a battle at home about Lend-Lease. On Lincoln’s birthday Tom had asked the GOP members of Congress to abandon isolationism. So they knew what to expect, and when he appeared before the Senate Committee on Lend-Lease the senators were mad as hornets and all ready for him.
         
He did not lose his temper. He no longer had a temper to lose. One cannot be angry with one’s own time, without damage to one’s self.
         
“You would be more helpful”, an examining Senator had once told him, “if you were less partisan.” No doubt. But he was partisan. How could anybody in this present world not be?
         
He was quite accustomed to the vituperative methods of American Congressional Committees. The chairman of this committee was Martin Dies. A simple case, Martin Dies. It seemed to Tom he had built his career on a sentence from Bolingbroke he had assuredly never read. It was a sentence about the House of Commons, not Congress, but it applied as well to one as to the other.
         
“Men there grow like hounds, fond of the man who shows them game, and by whose halloo they are used to be encouraged,” said Bolingbroke. As far as Tom was concerned, that explained Dies. But it was not the war they were frightened of. It was something much worse than that. They were afraid of the world. They were afraid of the grown-ups.
         
Lend-Lease went through, though by the narrowest of margins, with all the isolationist Senators abstaining, as usual: 17 to 10 in the Senate; 143–21 in the House. “We are present”, said Senator Vandenburg to Speaker Martin, “at the suicide of the Republic.”
         
“Look, if we go back, it will be so far back that neither you nor I, nor anyone in this room can be a part to it,” said Tom. “It will be way back. We can never let that happen.”
         
The war was getting closer. It was almost in their present. And the present is what such men as Martin Dies fear. They snipe at it from the past in which they live, in individual pill-boxes of their own contrivance. A mushroom breed. Flyblown. All of a summer’s day. Alas, the world was long past summer. The Nazis had almost reached Moscow, Selective Service had passed the House, a close vote, 203 to 202. The U.S. Greer,  the U.S. Kearny,  and the U.S. Reuben  James  had all been attacked, the last two sunk, with 166 killed.
         
All of which made no difference on the plans of Representative Martin Dies. That good man had discovered certain indications that Hollywood was a subversive force, dedicated to catapulting America into world conflict, for heinous reasons of its own. He was determined to investigate. As it turned out, not even the House UnAmerican Activities Committee would back that little waltz, but he had managed to corner the Senate Committee on Interstate Commerce to oblige him.
         
Hollywood was terrified. They offered Tom 100,000 to represent them, and he accepted. He had been wanting to slap Dies down for ages. Besides, as someone had said, the difference between Tom and those Republicans who applauded whenever he mentioned the Bill of Rights, was that he had read it.
         
The hearings began on 9th September 1941. They were a three months’ wonder. Such Committees did not scare Tom. He had been through them before.
         
“We are living once more in a period that is psychologically susceptible to witch-hanging and mob-baiting,” he had said, as long ago as the late ’30’s, “when everyone displays a tendency to find the cause of his own failures in some conspiracy of evil. The human mind requires contrary expressions against which to test itself.”
         
The Hollywood executives proved timid and Tom did not blame them. There was a time when men of honour served their country out of duty. Those times were gone. When such positions of trust were offered to the responsible nowadays, they hesitated, and if they could, became evasive, for to take office now meant a smear campaign afterwards against which there was no defence and for which there was no redress. So they abstained.
         
Tom had been through all that in 1939, when he was defending himself and his business against the Government, and had had to sweat it out in Washington, day after day. He knew the procedure at these Congressional Committees.
         
“Men can be put upon the witness-stand”, he had said then, and it was worse now, “without the protection of counsel and without any adequate opportunity to answer. There is no more cruel way of destroying the reputation of a man than by publicity through inference and innuendo. It has been done to hundreds of business men and public figures heretofore, and I can speak of it now because it is not my kind that is being investigated, and for the moment—once in six years—I have no investigator in my office.
         
“There is no quicker method to destroy the rights of the individual, because my property is worth nothing to me, it is obvious, without my reputation; and reputation is so rapidly destroyed by the process of putting a man on the witness-stand and examining him very pleasantly until the eleven o’clock newspaper deadline for the afternoon newspapers, and then making a speech to him, and when he starts to answer, saying, ‘Well, I will take the rest of that up with you later.’ Screaming across the headlines of the country, his reputation is gone.”
         
It was a technique which had started to spread over the country in 1935, with the first Federal Sedition law to be passed in time of peace since 1798. It did not finally become law until 1939, but fears of foreign attack as justification for it were not even mentioned. It was just anything, so that initiative should have a bit and bridle and integrity go hobbled. Everyone was so afraid of being outdistanced by the nightmare.
         
“A nation which had successfully passed through six wars unprotected by teachers’ oaths and the compulsory flag salutes of schoolchildren, now found both sweeping state after state, like an epidemic, at least two years before anybody ever heard of a fifth column.”
         
“If it is my baby that’s hurt now,” he’d said then, “it may be your baby later. From personal experience I know very well what happens to those individuals who defend their causes against government attack. You may, for example, have your income tax examined several times with a magnifying glass. You may be called an economic royalist. You may be chastised in official speeches. You may be called down to Washington to be questioned as to your personal affairs. You may have your name dragged into political investigations by legislative committees of this or that state. You may suffer by having your reputation smeared with the mud of false insinuation. All of that may happen to you, and I can assure you it is not pleasant.”
         
Nor was it. Nor is it now.
The man in the street, they say, is as quick to resent excesses on the part of the Government, as he is abuses in private enterprise. But that was before the welfare state.
         
“It is not big business we have to fear,” Tom had said during the campaign, “but big government.”
         
Was there any reason why one could not fear both?
As for the Sedition Act, it was very much a matter of the Emperor’s new clothes. Nobody quite dared to laugh at them, except for the odd child, and Mr. Dies wore them well and had no truck with children.
         
Not, at any rate, until he chose the movie industry as a good safe target for his own particular slings and arrows of self-advertisement. The movie industry is full of children, but tough-minded children, who have enough sense to send for a grown-up when the going gets rough. Hence Tom.
         
A day or two before the hearings got under weigh, Colonel Lindbergh had spoken to a large audience in New York. “The three most important groups who have been pushing this country toward war are the British, the Jewish, and the Roosevelt administration,” he said. He seemed to see Jews everywhere, the way other people see pink elephants. “Their greatest danger to this country lies in their large ownership and influence in our motion pictures, our press, our radio, and our government.”
         
That was the beginning of Colonel Lindbergh’s quiet removal from public life. It seemed a long time since he had flown the Atlantic alone with a small kitten, to be received with an ovation at Le Bourget. However, his speech made an excellent opening for Senator Nye, who began the proceedings by reading a long list of Hollywood executives with non-Anglo-Saxon names.
         
Tom, who could have pointed out that the proceedings were illegal anyway, since the Senate had not authorized the investigation, decided, instead, to treat the whole affair as a joke. The country must still have some sense of humour left, even if Nye and Dies did not.
         
These self-advertising smear campaigns in Congress have two legal weapons on their side which make them immune from correction let alone reproof. Anything a Senator or Representative says on the floor of the Upper or Lower House or in Committee sessions is immune from legal action, even if quoted in the lay press. Witnesses so bullied, and their counsel, can be denied the right to cross-examine both members of the Committee and those witnesses the Committee may call. It is another of those in  pace  in which we brick up our democratic way of life.
         
Tom did not care. If he was not to be allowed rebuttal in the committee-room, he had the press, as usual, on his side, and nobody likes to be laughed at in the press, not even Senator Nye or Representative Dies.
         
Indeed both these members of Congress must have felt the footage devoted to the hearings to be disappointing. They were crowded out, it seemed, by other, more trivial news. The big news was that Congress, now that the Greer,  Kearney,  and Reuben  James  had been sunk, had repealed the Neutrality Act, though by the narrow margin of 212 to 194, 137 Republicans and 22 Democrats baulking at the last moment, against such an affront to their principles. Now the election was over, the Republicans had little interest either in constituting a loyal opposition or in pretending to be contemporary at all.
         
The President had asked Tom to dedicate Mount Rushmore, near Rapid City, in South Dakota, where Guzman Borglum, for reasons intelligible only to himself, but perhaps he liked mountain air, had disfigured a perfectly adequate mountain with four perfectly inadequate busts of Washington, Jefferson, Lincoln, and Theodore Roosevelt. A landslide had carried away part of Washington’s nose, which had had to be shored up, but the work was now ready to be unveiled, though just how you unveil something as painfully plain as the nose on your face was hard to see.
         
“I would be ingenuous”, the President told Tom, “if I did not also mention that, geographically, this region is sadly in need of the kind of speeches you have been making.”
         
Tom did not go. The need of the movie colony was greater. The thing it needed most was some starch. The millionaires refused to stand up and be counted. The smaller men didn’t think they could stand up at all. They were all terrified. They had thought that the Catholic League of Decency and the Hays Office would protect them from anything like this, and they never read scripts anyway. What had they done?
         
In Detroit, that first week of the hearings, Viscount Halifax who had read his Surtees on the subject of the dangers of the hustings, but had not expected to face them himself, had been pelted with eggs and tomatoes. A representative of the warmongers.
         
Senator Nye went on reading his list of Jewish names.
Senator Clark, chairman of the Committee, made a suggestion worthy of Solomon. This was a political matter, wasn’t it? he asked. Then give it a political solution, like on the radio, at election time. Present both sides. Give them each the same amount of air.
         
“I presume this means that since Chaplin made a laughable caricature of Hitler, the industry should be forced to employ Charles Laughton to do the same on Winston Churchill,” said Tom. It was a farce. Why not show it up for one?
         
Darryl F. Zanuck, one of Hollywood’s more thoughtful and far-seeing studio heads, a good Democrat, and therefore a man with a clean conscience, or perhaps he was a Republican, put on his spectacles, balanced his voice for maximum projection, and made a typical Hollywood defence. He was a man of integrity. Out of 1,100 features made recently, he reported, less than fifty, and he looked round him triumphantly, less than fifty had contained any ideas whatsoever of any kind. At any rate, only fifty had anything to do with the issues involved in the war or with ideological beliefs. The inference was clear. Hollywood was 95.45 per cent free of intellectual taint, a record rivalled only by the unsinkable soap people (Ivory: it floats).
         
Nye and Dies were not to be defeated so easily. We lived in perilous times. And here was a group of men who threatened the security, the life’s blood, of their adopted country. Something had to be done.
         

         *
      
Something was done. On Sunday, 7th December 1941, came the news that Pearl Harbour had been bombed, the fleet scuttled, and all peace gone.
         
Across the country, a good many people who had believed in Tom and lost, or voted for Roosevelt and won, stared blankly at their dinner, a meal they ate in the afternoon, a habit retained from their warmongering British ancestors. Even the President, who was not perhaps altogether surprised to hear of this convenient incident, went pale, when he discovered that apart from several battleships sunk, America’s best planes had been destroyed, together with some 3,000 men.
         
There was something very like panic. Only Congress kept its head and knew what to do. Monday, Congress commandeered as much of the army as it could procure for its own defence, and the day was spent mounting anti-aircraft guns on the roof of the Capitol, presumably as a defence against planes roaring up the Potomac from carriers stationed somewhere off the Maryland or Delaware shore. The isolationist senators about-faced at once, many in mid-sentence, and felt (despite the racket attendant upon getting the anti-aircraft guns in place on the roof) that unless the President hurried up, they might well be forced to declare war in his absence. The number of military guards with fixed bayonets called up to defend the stairs, halls, corridors, and lavatories of the Capitol was so excessive, that a minor Senator from New York had considerable difficulty in proving his right to enter the men’s washroom, and once there, to get out again. Security cards had not yet been issued, but indubitably, he did not have one.
         
There was also the matter of Miss Rankin, which unnerved everybody, including herself.
         
Miss Ranken, a Representative from Montana, was the only member of Congress whose principles remained unshaken by crisis, and she proposed to end her career in 1941, as she had begun it in 1917, by casting her vote against the declaration of war. She was a pacifist, she did not believe that conviction hinged upon occasions, she had consulted her conscience, not her constituency, and she had had little or no sleep for twenty-four hours. She was not a cowardly woman, but the spectacle of middle-aged men begging her to change her vote, on the assumption that if she did not they would promptly be bombed in their beds, shook her more, perhaps, than her own inexorable conscience had done. She entered the House and sat there, on the verge of tears, quite patently ostracized by people who two days before had found her isolationist sentiments conveniently chiming to their own, determined that she was not going to cry.
         
The President, whom expediency had for once left with no expedient, when he entered looked almost as shattered as Miss Ranken, and his habit of blinking frequently was more pronounced than usual. War was declared unanimously and in haste, only Miss Ranken persisting to differ.
         
One has to admire her, in a way.
Tuesday, the mounting of anti-aircraft and machine-guns on top of the Senate and House office buildings continued. It was a bad day. The District of Columbia has the highest rate of liquor consumption in America. Even in Nevada, the heaviest drinking state, they only swill down half as much. Consumption now went up, and several thoughtful and provident families, foreseeing shortages, phoned their dealers and got in a year’s supply. There was even one woman who went to the length of buying a small house and lining it with whisky. Whatever happened, she meant to have her Cutty  Sark.
         
The President, in a speech to Congress and the nation, minimized the disaster. That was considerate of him, but by the end of the week the first newsreels were in the movie-houses, so that all over the country people could watch foreign planes over an American city for the first time ever, though only in black and white, for that was several years before colour came into general use, with its superior advantages of realism and trueness to life. However, the audiences, few of whom had seen any of those fifty films Dies and Nye complained of, but most of whom had lapped up the other 1,050, found that buildings burst, men died, children ran screaming, and ships keeled over just as well in black and white, hadn’t the faintest idea what to do about it, and some of them even left before the main feature came on.
         
It was a war. The garment district lobbies were already in Washington. It is the early worm that gets the uniform. There would be contracts for everyone. Rationing was announced. Canny housewives began to line the cellar shelves with coffee, sugar, flour, tinned food, and jams. Women whose only chance so far to wear a uniform had been in the British War Relief, slipped into that of the Red Cross, and their daughters surged into such military auxiliaries as the Waves, which had had a uniform designed by Mainbocher, against such an emergency as this, with quite a natty hat, and into the Waacs, which hadn’t. The movie industry, for of course the investigation had collapsed at once, was so grateful to Tom that he was asked to speak at the next Academy Award dinner, and turned to the making of simple heart-warming soldier comedies, epics of Nazi brutality, and to their own research departments, to discover just which of their male stars could be retained for reasons of health (usually a morals charge, so you never knew, sometimes all those years of studio kickbacks to the Los Angeles police paid off in a big way), and which, considering their box-office rating, it would be better to allow to be drafted.
         
It wasn’t all like that, of course. But a hell of a lot cf it was. California was terrified of invasion. People from Los Angeles were fleeing into Nevada, some of them begging on their knees to be sold a safe retreat in the mountains by a local farmer. Gas-masks were given out. All the Nisei were driven into concentration camps, for no reason except that California demanded it. All that accomplished was to ruin the local truck garden industry, so that you couldn’t get a decent lettuce for years afterwards, and never did get a lettuce as good as the Nisei had grown. So people whose families had lived in those peaceful valleys for a hundred years were carted off in army trucks to sit behind barbed wire. Since they had to sell their property at once, there was a neat profit in that transaction somewhere.
         
Miss Perkins, whose view of the Mall had been obstructed by some temporary buildings built over it in Wilson’s time, which she had tried for eight years to have torn down, was put to the inconvenience of seeing more being put up. There was a scandal about the Office of Civilian Defence. It was necessary to reorganize it and to get rid of the co-ordinators of mubble peg and table tennis, though they had put in hard work and had no desire to go.
         
But war has its casualties. They went.
American production, of course, would win the war. There was no doubt of that. Of course we would win. But at the moment it did really look very much as though we were losing.
         
A group of reporters in Kuibyshev, with the Russian Government there, had the idea of asking Tom abroad to see the war for himself and then report back to the President. Such a trip would prove that the Free World still controlled at least the air. It would also get rid of him for a while.
         
Tom, though he meant well, was a nuisance. Recently, in a debate over Wartime Expenditure, he had suggested that instead of mortgaging the future with debts, it would be possible to pay for at least most of the war, by cutting down on the standard of living.
         
That would never do. It would cause endless trouble, and the President was having trouble enough with Congress as it was. That was touching something sacred. War or no war, win or lose, no American was going to agree to having his standard of living lowered, and that was that.
         
He was delighted to arrange a passport. He even saw Tom in his office. Get him out of the country.
         
So on 26th August 1942, Tom took off from Mitchell Field, on that trip which was later to be called One  World, in a converted U.S. Army C-87 bomber, which would look puny now, but was then our grandest and a majestic ship. Perhaps by accident, perhaps by some top secret confabulation so serious that no word of it was ever to leak out, the plane was called The  Gulliver.  He, too, had been a Pioneer.
         
The plane rose, circled the field, turned south, and Tom had left Brobdingnag (attached like a polyp to North America. Swift was so prescient), headed towards Lilliput, Blefuscu, Laputa, Lagado, Maldonada, Balnibarbi, Glubbdubdribb,  Luggnagg, and that obscure island inhabited by the Yahoos and the Houyhnhnms, to see if there were any Struldbrugs left.
         
Or any Houyhnhnms.
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Puerto  Rico
            

Of the two journeys, he liked this one the better. It was a handy gazeteer to all countries. It was a quick view. In America, he had seen the names on the land. Here, around the world, he saw only so much of the land as he was allowed to see. Yet it was better than nothing. It showed him where he was. Snapshots in themselves mean nothing, but when we look at them they bring back the trip. They evoke the world we saw. And so he liked this one better.
         
On the campaign train, he had had his own parlour car and a staff so big he never even met most of it. Here he had the crew, two newspaper friends, and representatives of the Army and Navy. That was enough.
         
The plane flew down the coast of the Carolinas and over Florida, our oldest settled place, where the fountain of youth was once thought to be, and might still be, to judge by the way things looked when they stopped to refuel at Palm Beach. It was where people went in the summers to get away from where they went in the winters. Like migratory birds, outstripped and late, the well-to-do spent most of their time in flight, and changed nothing at either end but their plumage. Is that what Edna and I have become?
         
Then a lift over the cays and Cuba, across the Antilles, and down on San Juan, where he had the chance to see Philip, who had joined the Navy and, as a lieutenant, junior grade, looked trim and crisp, as though the life agreed with him.
         
No doubt it did. It was the excitement of their lives, this war. Unless they had some life of their own to live, it was this life they would always look back upon, this highest life they had ever known. In 1917, no doubt, he had felt much the same way. But he did not feel so now. So it did Philip no good to look so trim in his white dress uniform.
         
That bond between the generations snaps like a stalk of celery, so crisp, so young, you only wonder why it cannot be whole again. No, this wasn’t Philip. He was speaking to a stranger, excited by something he could no longer understand.
         
He does not need me any more. We will not be together again until I am old, and he is getting on. If then. And yet I love him. I do not like him very much this way, but yes, I do love him. I suppose that’s why I feel so sad. I wanted a message before I went on. And it isn’t there.
         
Still, when he had to leave, Tom felt at a loss. It had never ocurred to him before—for there will always be killing, it is an essential act, so it seems, like bowel movements, and can be faced, Yahoos can’t get along without it—what cannot be faced is that men die. Some of them before their time. Some of them our sons, when it is too late and we are too old to build another one. When that happens, it can be lived with, but it cannot be lived down, for then we, too, begin to die.
         
That was nonsense. Philip would be all right.
But it was nonsense which suddenly made the war much more real than even he had until that moment thought it. They said good-bye to each other on the dock. When he turned around Philip had already crossed the gangplank and gone into his cabin, and the deck, so hot, so white, was a shimmering, overexposed, empty granulated emulsion. Tom blinked. It was the glare no doubt. The water slapped at the hull. There were green trees beyond. It looked peaceful. But then so had Hawaii.
         
Write.  Please  write.  Your  mother  worries  about  you,  you know.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Brazil
            

A stop-over to refuel at Belem, a tired place.
         
“We are the last bastion of democracy left in the world,” said America. What would Brazil say to that, which had been a democracy for sixty years, and before that, had been just as democratic as an empire, under Dom Pedro II. But then, Brazil had had four hundred years in which to grow accustomed to the naïve ostentations of the North, and could contemplate that uniqueness with considerable equanimity. “Our great cousins to the North,” they said. But you know what cousins are.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Natal
            

An ancient place, so they said. There was a demonstration there. Brazil, for reasons best known to itself, but not unallied to euchring its bets, was eager to enter the war on the Allied side. There had been all those ore shipments to Germany, for instance, illegal, but they had been made. There were a lot of Germans in Argentina, Brazil did not care for Argentina, which wanted part of Chile, and so on the whole it would be better if the Germans lost. Far better, anyway, than to have them in Paraguay, which was just next door, or Montevideo. Besides, Tom was a famous man, so they said, and not many such came to Natal.
         
A demonstration did no harm. On the contrary, it channelled energies which otherwise might have done much, had they not been diverted so harmlessly from their course. Save the country and send him on his way.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Ascension
            

A lonely little island in the Atlantic, half-way between St. Helena and the Romanche Gap, where the water went 21,450 feet down. There was something disquieting about so small a rock, in the midst of so large and so empty an ocean. Thirty-four square miles. It was a secret stop-over, for the Americans had a military outpost there.
         
The enlisted men knew who he was, of course. They remembered him from the last election. But they weren’t particularly interested in where he was going or why. They crowded round him, to ask about the latest baseball scores. How did he think the Redsox were doing? What had happened to the Dodgers? And why couldn’t they have more and fresher movies.
         
One could not blame them. Ascension was a lonely place and British. There wasn’t much for an American to do there. It had nothing to recommend it except, perhaps, a certain severe beauty, and a heavy surf that would still beat against it as it did now, long after they were gone, and would long after we were all gone.
         
Earth abides.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Accra
            

That part of Africa where Europe went shopping from the fifteenth century until the Abolitionists had their way, which made shopping harder, was divided into the Grain Coast, which accounted for Liberia, which no longer grew any; the Ivory Coast; the Gold Coast (but not of very good quality any more); and the Slave Coast (excellent). The best slaves had come down from the interior. Now they came down to the shore and demanded their freedom, though what they would do with it, the good God alone knew.
         
Accra was out of things. Tom enjoyed the place. It was a welcome rest, after all those hours of watching the plane’s shadow dart like a water scooter on the discoloured surface of the Atlantic pond below. Accra was a rest from the world, which is what we all need, when we can get it, though who knows when the world will rest from us?
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Kano
            

Inland, and not restful.
         
They heard here that they might not get to Cairo at all, for it seemed likely that Rommel might get his Afrika Korps there first. Tom had been warned of that in America and was eager to press on. He liked races.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Khartoum
            

A hundred miles south of Meroë, capital of the old trading Empire of Kush, whose royalty, more astute than most, when the empire was defeated, had taken themselves off into the interior of Africa to tyrannize over the first people who could be intimidated into putting up with them.
         
A dreary city, all the same. There they learned that Cairo was in a flap. Everybody was packing up to flee south. Parachutists had descended on the Nile valley, Nazis, so it was said, twirling sedately in the air. The British Army was getting ready to retire to Palestine and Kenya.
         
No doubt. No doubt. But why not go and see for one’s self? Hence north.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Cairo
            

If you come right down to it, the only thing Swift left out of Gulliver’s  Travels  was the Banderlog, and Kipling took care of that. There were a lot of Banderlog at Cairo.
         
A landing at Heliopolis. It had once been one of Egypt’s sacred cities, but now it was an airport. Appropriate enough. Every age needs its deus  ex  machina.  Cairo sat between Heliopolis and the Sphinx, which was sandbagged up to its chin, an impressive work: the largest garden gnome in history.
         
And then a call on Ambassador Kirk.
Ambassador Kirk had a mania for the colour grey, by which he was always surrounded and in which he always dressed, and travelled with a slightly larger than life-size oil portrait of his mother, which had place of honour in any embassy in which he found himself, where it was banked with flowers, hydrangeas for choice. She had belonged to the period of Boldini. Kirk talked lightly, he was pessimistic, he was faintly mocking, but he was no fool, he knew everything that was going on, and behind the scenes he attached wires to puppets at strategic places, so that when they suddenly jerked up, you could not quite tell how it was done. He was not, among those who hired him, particularly popular.
         
But Tom, with his foolish habit of thinking the world still run by people, rather than by the offices they temporarily occupied, set some store by Kirk. The man knew his job, which meant, as it always does in such cases, that he knew everybody else’s, too, otherwise he could not have kept his own. It was a pleasure to talk to him. The world was never the worse for a little guile.
         
Kirk was less concerned about the German advance, though he had arranged for the usual ritual burning of papers in the embassy garden, than about the problem of getting his mother’s portrait out of Cairo. Tom understood that, too. The best way to survive any crisis is to worry about one thing in terms of another. Dolley Madison, when the British were coming in 1812, to sack Washington, lost her head, got on a step-ladder, cut her portrait out of its frame, wrapped it in the Constitution, felt much better, got into her carriage, and sedately left Washington behind her, driving at a brisk trot. There is a Brady daguerreotype of her, taken in old age, with a turban on her head, looking like a benevolent dumpling. It was not courage exactly, but it was determination and the right kind of vanity, and as a result, her portrait is back in the White House and the Constitution is at least still there to amend, as impossible a document as Magna Carta, really, but none the less, there.
         
What on earth would anyone think to save, when Washington was sacked next time? The art of portraiture had decayed, and the Library of Congress, where the Constitution was now, was so hard to get in to.
         
Between them, Dolley Madison and Kirk, though, might just pull us through. It was an inviting picture, Kirk and the portrait, wedged in a tilbury, proceeding at a brisk trot towards the Second Cataract.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    El  Alamein
            

Later to be the scene of the battle of.
         
General Montgomery, a human jerboa, with a jerboa’s jump, a jerboa’s quickness, much more than a jerboa’s intelligence, and a desert rat. Well, in America, that is a term of grudging praise, that’s what we call jerboas, as they hop with a sudden enormous extension of their range. They eat or else they die.
         
Montgomery proposed to eat Rommel.
Headquarters consisted of four American automobile trailers. Montgomery slept in one. Tom in another. The maps were in a third. In the morning Montgomery and Tom swam in the marvellous, blue-green sea, the only marvellous thing thereabouts.
         
“Who’s Maxwell?” Montgomery wanted to know.
“The American Commander.”
The battle, Montgomery said, was already won. Looking out over that trackless waste, it was hard to see how. Things were easier in the eighteenth century, when you watched in comfort from a hill, and war was a branch of choreography. Though come to think of it, at the first Battle of Bull Run, which we lost, during the Civil War, those who had come out to watch it from a hill, had had to gallop straight back to Washington to save their lives. Had that been the beginning of modern times?
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    El  Alamein
            

Dinner with Air Marshal Sir Arthur Tedder, a quiet man who painted water-colours (Sargent and the English school), and knew what he was up to, exactly. Which, no doubt, was why he persisted in painting water-colours. It is agreeable, sometimes, to do something properly one knows one cannot do really well.
         
After dinner Montgomery and Tom walked back to the trailers. There they sat on the stoop and watched the small breakers whiten, for the Mediterranean is a shallow sea, like a partially fried egg on the frying-pan of the beach. Montgomery talked for a while and then got up to go.
         
“I always read a bit before I turn in,” he said, and confessed sadly that he had few books with him. His library had been bombed out, at Dover.
         
Even here, the German bombers came close. One day Tom had to hug the ground. He didn’t mind that, but when he got up the cap on one of his incisors was gone. That was the cap he had had inserted when he first came to New York, and Cobb, who had gotten him there, had told him he couldn’t be chairman of Commonwealth and Southern Corporation with a gold filling in a front tooth. If you earned more than 10,000 a year, you didn’t have gold fillings. “And what’s more I’m going to send a boy round every ten days, to see you get a haircut,” said Cobb. That was back in ’28. A nice old duck, shrewd as hell, and dead now. But such are the prices of competence and position. You have to keep up appearances.
         
Was there an acceptable dentist in Cairo?


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
In  the  Desert
            

Tom had changed from a suit into an army issue shirt and slacks too small for him. He looked sheepish, felt sheepish, but the conversation was interesting. They were talking about Rommel.
         
A good professional man admires other good men in the same profession, no matter whose side they are on, and so it did not do to slight Rommel. It was a case of Hannibal and the Romans. Ergo he was a gentleman. He was. And a great commander. He was. And had to be defeated. He was. But to give them credit, even had he won, they would have said the same thing. That is why they respected him, why he committed suicide when given the choice, and why we have always given him his due.
         
An interesting study could be done upon the war’s suicides both professional and personal, their real causes, and their effects, from Rommel, Bedeaux, Zweig and Forrestal, to the poor devils on Okinawa. But Americans do not commit suicide for such reasons, generally speaking. It is because they are not, like the rest of the world, any longer taught ethics in grammar school, or, where the subject really belongs, at home.
         
At the moment, Rommel had no time for such personal trifles. He was still striding about, in polished boots and somewhat exotic costumes of his own contrivance, such as generals always manage to acquire, being intensely practical, and just as intensely elegant, like the magician in one of Mr. Bergman’s black comedies, which was, if you came right down to it, how the world had forced him to regard himself. It had been so long since it had been possible to take all that out during the standard German vacation at Capri or Taormina.
         
Here was the Libyan desert. It was not sand. It was like the deeps of the Ocean Sea, a landscape scattered with rocks, the detritus of some unsurfaced world above the sky, with its own benthes, radiant with heat, a sky of different colours, like the layers of the sea in reverse, the nadir pale and shimmering, the zenith dark. The rocks tumbled a bit, but some had not moved since the wind first put them there. The Coelocanth, which everyone thought extinct, burst into flame and boiled its crew, as a shell hit it and the tractor treads sprang off. In this lethal aquarium there was a sufficiency of barbed wire, with which we once fenced our ranges, and behind which the opponent rangers were now fenced in. Out there the Italians died for want of water, and every day there took place the battle of the conger eel and the manta ray, over which should have the right, on this empty bottom, to be the sole predator.
         
Still, the Medical Corps learned a lot. There is on the one hand the Hippocratic oath. On the other, the need for experiment. Here both could be satisfied.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    El  Alamein
            

That North African shore can be depressing. There are no contrasts. The low land slides wearily under the water, and the water as listlessly fingers the shore. It was hot, and there was an air-fight going on. It was not an air-fight we were winning. The planes came down like geese full of buckshot and hit the ground with a flaming smack. There was no one to retrieve them.
         
As Tom watched, out of nothing in that porcelain sky, parachutes snapped into place like moonflowers unfurling on an invisible vine. Like those Leonardian devices children make out of handkerchiefs, string at the four corners, and a bolt at the bottom to weigh them, the parachutes wobbled and moved rapidly out to sea. One of the bolts was low enough, so Tom could see the doll at the end of it (not a bolt, after all) tugging frantically at the strings, trying to prevent that seaward drift,
         
… and then swept rapidly away, into that muddy perimeter, the colour of bilge here, which was the Nile pushing up dry land between itself and the open sea.
         
But that frightened gesture of a tiny arm, raised helplessly in the sky, as the current caught it, lodged in his mind all day.
         
Later, at the base, he asked about it.
“It’s surprising how many of them drift back. Some fall behind enemy lines and some far into the desert. But their ingenuity and self-reliance bring an amazing number of them back to headquarters.”
         
Like seeds, or spores, but infertile. Like tufts of dandelion.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    In  the  Tank  Garage
            

Somewhere in the desert. Our boys were in there, tinkering. It is the American passion, though we have outgrown the period when it made us a unique queue at the Patent Office. Now it was the Russians who felt that apostolic thrill. Now that the Word had been promulgated and handed down, the Americans serviced the God in the Machine instead. With enthusiasm, with interest, with ingenuity, but still, the machine itself was the thing given, the Logos,  the true faith. The Machine would pull us through.
         
Anyone on whom the entire apparatus of western culture has been thrown away, can at least modify a car. You lower the blocks. You lower the front axle for a quick get-away, or the back, for style. You install a radio. You redesign the radiator. You repaint with dull puce body colour. Then off you go. For the fifteen seconds it lasts, a drag race solves all problems. If you crash, it does better than that. You gun for the chase. You take off. You go. The only thing that’s missing is anything remotely resembling a rabbit, to give the chase a beast in view.
         
The tank repair station was in a large, moulded concrete building. And there, if you came right down to it, was where the first few Americans sent to North Africa were least at sea. It made no difference to them that Leptis Magna was not far away. They had not heard of Leptis Magna and did not know what those ruins meant. But repairing a tractor, even so far from Mainstreet, they were almost happy. And so, if you came right down to it, though he did know where Leptis Magna was, and what those ruins meant, and very little about tractors, was Tom. But again and again came that question, what are the Cincinnati Cardinals doing? What are the Dodgers? And that didn’t please him so much. It seemed a poor thing to die for, even in a ruthless and unidealistic war, the Dodgers. Or was it? It was only cricket, after all, speeded up, and without a country house to go back to, afterwards.
         
Decent kids, on the whole, without a thought or a scruple in their heads, except to get back where they came from, where there wasn’t a thought or a scruple either to confuse them, and where they would be less decent, as life went on. As for his vision of a unified world, they thought that was a lot of malarky, and who could blame them, for they knew it to be impossible, out of simple common sense. Beulah Land would come some day, but not now. They could have told him that. But he seemed okay otherwise. He really seemed to be interested in just what a good soldering job could do.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    A  Dinner  in  Alexandria
            

On the starched side. British mostly. If you overlook Scandinavia, the British are the most civilized people in the western world, but they are a little ostentatious about being so, at times. However, when challenged, they grow quite modest. But firm. That is part of being civilized, too. The captive French fleet could be seen in the harbour.
         
Unfortunately Tom had just announced that after the war all colonies must go, which displeased the English very much, though it absolutely delighted the Americans.
         
America, strictly speaking, doesn’t have any, except for Cuba and the Phillipines, which were spheres of influence; the Panama Canal, which is a business; Puerto Rico, Alaska, and Hawaii, which are territories; Samoa, which was only a mandate; a part of Antarctica, which was uninhabitable, though there had been quite a gallop to uninhabit it; and the Virgin Islands, Swan, Saipan, Palau, the Marshalls, Howland, Johnston, Palmyra, Phoenix, and perhaps a few more, which were only islands, though cannily chosen, so no one would expect us to give up those. Nor had we ever meddled in the internal affairs of, or sent troops into, any countries but Nicaragua, Mexico, Columbia, Costa Rica, Tripolitania, Spain, the Phillipines, Cuba, Haiti, Puerto Rico, Morocco, Canada, China and Japan, so on the whole we felt quite virtuous. So let these nations who had meddled when we had not, see the error of their ways.
         
“We mean to hold our own. I did not become His Majesty’s first minister in order to preside over the liquidation of the British Empire,” said Churchill.
         
No doubt. But when it had to be done, he was there to see it, all the same.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    A  Prisoner  of  War  Camp
            

In Paris, about then, the Germans were holding, at the Madeleine, a military funeral for a Captain Scheben, who had been garrotted in an alley by partisans. Later, if he had been young enough, good-looking enough, and anonymous enough, there would be a little booklet. There was a whole series of those little booklets, about the size and format of a Piper-Bücherei art souvenir, bound in heavy brick-coloured cloth, with a gold swastika on the cover. The format was invariable. There was a frontispiece, usually taken from a smudged snapshot, of the deceased, very conscious of his uniform, and looking either angry or stern and wistful, those being the two standard German military expressions, apart from fatigue, being, indeed, perhaps the two standard military expressions. There followed a description of the deceased’s sports, family, and devotion to the Fatherland, and if he had not given his life nobly for the Cause, at least he had been struck down in a dastardly manner. Then about sixty pages of black-letter text, with quotations from letters home, or a piece of verse in which the word Blumen  almost invariably occurred. These booklets were supposed to boost morale, and perhaps they did. If you died in a proper manner you were memorialized in a little book. But they make sad reading now, like those American high school albums in which one finds what one once was, staring up defiantly from the pages and the mists of time, in soft focus, like a spirit photograph, with a list of attributes below, with one’s aspirations, one’s ambitions, one’s dreams, but never one’s fears, and not one of them one’s own.
         
The square in which the Madeleine sits is not one of Paris’s triumphs. There is something wrong with the trees, and you expect a little Le Nôtre parc  with children and nursemaids, not that unexpected temple of Jupiter, which does not seem at all like a church.
         
The Germans had taken it over. And it must be said that, perhaps because they had the same sort of thing in Berlin, or because they were by nature an hieratic if unruly people, they suited it a lot better. There was something towering and terrible and childish about them which went well with the scale. It was their religion to be military. They had the sadomasochistic streak of a child or a Christian mystic. That gave them an exalted, spiritual look which is what one is supposed to find in a church, and seldom saw on the faces of those who sat in one while planning the menu for dinner. Alas, it is also the look you expect on the face of the executioner in the cellar.
         
The coffin was brought down the stairs. Two booted young soldiers hauled it up on to the gun-carriage, looking like two small boys bending over a toybox. The gun-carriage had a pall embroidered, for some reason, with silver snowflakes. Unfortunately the tunics of those uniforms, that moral tarnhelm  they could not do without, were badly cut. On younger men it did not matter, but it made older men stick out with the pompous absurd waggle of the rump of a self-centred atrabilious white duck. They are a people made to be seen from the front only. They do not exist in the round. The best you get is a decadent high relief, like that Pergamon altar they keep in their capital.
         
Here in the desert, when captured, they had the look of dreamers slapped awake, who want to go back to sleep again, lost, disoriented, drugged with fatigue, with a curious, absent-minded, exhausted smile, very sorry for what they had done, and yet not sorry at all.
         
God sees everything but waits.
It was time to move on and leave the Sphinx behind, sitting there. But when you come right down to it, there isn’t one. That’s why we refer to Him so much. There’s something else, too real to know about, the facts of our existence, and we need Him between ourselves and that. God is so much smaller and so much easier than that. A thought appropriate only to the clarity of a desert night, and of these stars, but not to be forgotten all the same. It was out in these deserts, somewhere, that that God had been factured. A curious thought. Even a disturbing one.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Plane
            

He had never been out of America so far before, and found the experience instructive. Of course he didn’t kid himself that he could master world history in fifty days, but five minutes in any town tells you more about the place than any amount of reading up on it, if you know how to use your eyes, and that is what he was there for.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Beirut
            

Here, in Syria, there was a little comedy. It occurred where comedies, at their request, are assigned in our day, among the French.
         
There was another dinner-party. He absolutely abominated dinner-parties. One spoke to the left. One spoke to the right. And all that occurred was, that one got seasick from the constant motion, went home, and took a dramamine.
         
The comedy came with the walks around the garden afterwards, three of them, each time with a different partner. Separately they were comical, but put together, they were sad.
         
Walk number one was with Charles de Gaulle, the leader of the Free French. General de Gaulle was given to busts of Napoleon, pictures of Napoleon, statues of Napoleon, books about Napoleon, and vast quantities of spinach on his epaulettes and hat.
         
“I cannot sacrifice or compromise my principles,” he said, without really bothering to go into them.
         
“Like Joan of Arc,” said his aide. But said that way, it sounded more like a confession of spiritual limitations, than the blunt statement of an irremediable virtue.
         
No, not quite like Joan of Arc. It appeared, on further conversation, that he could not sacrifice Lebanon and Syria either, now or at any time. Perhaps someone else would do it for him. Say, the Lebanese.
         
Napoleon was all very well, but at the moment General de Gaulle was more on the order of a French Homer Lea, only more absurd, and with more dignity. It was not his fault that he looked like an Angevin and behaved like a Bourbon.
         
He had several complaints.
Walk number two, around that incongruously formal garden set smack in the midst of Syria, produced no fewer. This was with General Georges Catroux, the military ruler of Syria and Lebanon. In Alexandria, where Tom had had his Kipling chat, the French fleet, or what was left of it, was bottled up, waiting for orders from Pétain that could neither be received nor carried out. Here it was Catroux himself who was bottled up.
         
Walk number three was with General E. L. Spears, head of the British Mission, who did not care for de Gaulle in the least, and could say so unhampered by an interpreter. While they all took their turns, music welled around the shrubbery and trailed off into the night air, above the town below, where they had no use for any of these good gentlemen.
         
Nor did these good gentlemen have much use for Tom, when they discovered he had been down into the town to talk among the natives. That was not done.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Jerusalem
            

Palestine was no better. That unattractive land between the mountains and the sea was shaped like a wishbone, which contending parties could snap and had whenever they felt the wish to do so. Why did the Jews have to found a country there, whose emblem should have been a sitting duck, when they could sensibly have gone off to part of Argentina or South Brazil instead, as originally they planned?
         
“Jerusalem the golden.” There was nothing golden about it. Architecturally it looked like a pocket that had been turned inside out, as it had been, many times, to reveal nothing more valuable inside than lint in the lining. It was not beautiful. It was not dignified. It was not well. One could never overlook the fact that the celebrated wailing wall was in a cul-de-sac, that it was a dead end.
         
Protocol demanded that Tom stay with the British Resident High Commissioner. The British High Commissioner said there was no trouble of any kind, and peeled a peach. The British preferred the Arabs, as who wouldn’t, Glubb Pasha, and that rather puzzling person, Lawrence, who was dead now, thank God, and a great man. Arabs were ascetic, hedonist, and moved in the right tall way. The British were not anti-Semitic, except possibly in Bermondsey and a few really good clubs, but they were rational, and Jewish history was a nightmare. Couscous was one thing. Stuffed cabbage leaves were quite another. There is something innately vulgar to the British mind about cabbage, even when steamed. It suggests murky hallways. The Jews suggested Edward VII and his friends, and though those friends were admirable enough, their names suggested too much rouge and Captain Nemo’s Nautilus,  rather than Queen Victoria and Cowes. And a submarine is a disturbing object. It moves at the wrong pace. It may surface at any moment from the subconscious of the sea.
         
So in Jerusalem there was nothing wrong. Besides, under the circumstances, this was scarcely the moment to disturb the easy flow of oil through Arab territory, an essential to the smooth accumulation of matériel.
         
Tom borrowed the American Consul’s house for the day. It had a double staircase which converged on a landing. The Jews came up the left side of the stairs, looking at the Arabs, who came up the right, and preferred to look either straight ahead or at the wall. The Arabs drank too much coffee. It makes them irritable at times. The overlapping grievances of the two peoples interleaved with each other like a two-thumb shuffle of a poker deck, and as for who got the joker, that was anybody’s guess.
         
It was disturbing. It had nitro-glycerine in it. Some day someone’s elbow would be joggled, everyone would vanish, and there wouldn’t be anything there but bare ground.
         
The British preferred the Arabs, out of affinity. The Americans, the Jews, because they were industrious and business-like, and because they believed in improving things. There is something about the Arabs, to the Americans, which suggests the exasperations of trying to get an Indian to put in a full day’s work. No one will ever make an American understand that an Indian won’t put in a full day’s work, not because he is lazy, but because he doesn’t need to and sees no merit in it. He’d rather sit and meditate. As in New Mexico. Or as the Arab, even the town Arab, in a coffee-house.
         
Besides, the number of really large Arab banks in Detroit, Chicago, Boston, and New York is remarkably small. The Arab, when he feels like that, puts his money in a Swiss bank, which is what everybody else does, too, for that matter. If you’re going to fight, you want the prize-money waiting for you in a good safe place.
         
Nor could you blame the Arabs: 2,000 years is an awful long time to be away for the summer, and then come piling in with an eviction notice, a bad temper, and several million people quarrelling among themselves for use of the spare room.
         
Well, it wasn’t going to work. Tom could see that. The Judgment of Solomon is all very well, but people forget that he didn’t actually cut the baby in half, because one of the mothers welshed at the last minute; neither side was going to welsh this time; and no mother in her right mind is going to be satisfied with half a baby, which would be too much like those sides of pork coming out of the saw in the stockyards, at Chicago. Even if you try to be fair, and use the best modern machinery, one side or the other’s going to get the tail, which may be useless, but that makes the side that doesn’t get it mad, apart from a natural disappointment all round at not getting the whole pig.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    What  He  Hankered  For
            

He would have liked to go to India, which was the home of everything. But it was one of those rare moments when both Gandhi and Nehru were out of jail at the same time, and three men of independent mind loose on the same sub-continent would have been two too many, as Roosevelt said firmly, and the British no doubt agreed. Tom’s geopolitical  pipe dreams might play a good tune, but it was not the tune the world had any desire to dance to. Let him expound them to China and Russia, where there was nobody to liberate, and leave the Imperium alone.
         
Tom was sorry. He would have liked to see India very much, particularly the Himalaya. Now the Altai would have to do instead.
         
It was a war of liberation, of course. It was fought for the cause of democracy. That was admitted. It was also being fought for something called the Four Freedoms, conceived in mid-Atlantic, as a mandala, or perhaps merely a charm against dragons. And if they rang somewhat hollow, when spun on a marble counter, nobody was going to notice that, because business was brisk, and nobody was going to fuss about small change. The Four Freedoms were America’s answer to the Occupation Mark, and gave about the same value, leading a Chinese existence of their own, like the Nine Principles of Longevity, the Thirteen Immortals, and the Treaty Ports. The  Saturday  Evening  Post  even commissioned a series of paintings depicting them. Freedom  from Want  showed an Indiana family sitting down to a turkey dinner; and Freedom  of  Worship  (not from  Worship), some women sitting in a pew in pretty hats. The series was almost as successful as the old Anhauser-Busch beer ad chromolithograph of Custer’s  Last  Stand.  It was better than kitsch: it was poshlust,  a word and a state of mind to be found only in Russia, where Tom would go soon, but best summed-up in the American term, smarmy.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Turkey
            

A quick trip to Ankara, which he thought resembled a middle western American town. It did. The war there had an operetta feeling. Nothing much happened, but a great deal seemed to be going on.
         
The American Ambassador was balding and mixed a good martini. The German Ambassador wore cotton-wool in his ears. The night-club girls were English or Hungarian, and about what night-club girls always are. Turkey was, of course, neutral. German refugees crossed the country from south to north, fleeing from occupied Iran, which their husbands had occupied until the Russians and the British moved in. Greek refugees crossed the country from north to south, bound for Syria, since the Germans had taken over the Greek islands. On the newspaper kiosks you could buy Das  Reich, Tempo,  Printemps  de  Paris,  Good  Housekeeping,  and a Turkish magazine entitled You’re  Bringing  Up  Your  Child  Wrong.
         
No doubt. No doubt.
But the weather was good and the best place to sit in the afternoons was the terrace of the Ankara Tennis Club.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Saratoga  Springs
            

A spa in New York State where people used to go to bet on the horses, sit on the veranda, and conserve their health. The biggest veranda in those days was that of the Ulysses S. Grant Hotel. The Republicans were there to nominate a candidate for Governor.
         
They’d been a little leery, in case Tom should turn up, his absence made them feel better, so after watching a fifteen-minute film extolling the virtues of Thomas Dewey they nominated him unanimously, left it to the backstage boys to put together the rest of the ticket, and went back to play, which in their case meant chiefly girlie shows and poker. It was a real good convention, and as far as they were concerned, made up for the nightmare Philadelphia had been in ’40. Yet Tom still bothered them. Do what they could to bury him, he kept getting up like Lazarus, and he still had all those votes. They didn’t like it.
         
“I think it is a great mistake for the National Committee to have expressed any policy at all on post-war action,” said Taft. As for Tom, Representative Dewey Short of Missouri expressed the general Republican feeling about him on the floor of the House. “May God forgive me for ever having supported such an impostor, this fifth columnist (Norway was in the news just then), this Trojan horse who is seeking to split the Republican Party wide open.”
         
The isolationists had gotten their second wind.
So had Tom. If a Houyhnhnm with an axe was what they wanted, that was what they would get. “The Party that pussyfoots, opposes, and obstructs during a national emergency writes its own death warrant; but the party that cooperates and encourages national unity survives with colours flying high. The choice stands clearly before the Republican Party today,” he announced.
         
Well, they made it.
So did he, which is why they hated him so. It takes the well-balanced and therefore the amiable man to be at ease with something bigger than himself. There is the large hand and the small. He with the large has a different grip on life than we do. For serious work what you need is a broad hand, stubby fingers, an octave and a half reach at the least, and the musculature of a bull whip. One has to know when to crack it, too. Which was perhaps why Mussolini, whom nobody minded really, wound up hanging in mid-air, by a rope, in a landscape like that shocking painting by Botticelli, of the woman weeping seated beside an enormous wall.
         
They preferred Dewey. With Dewey you knew where you stood. If he behaved himself in Albany, they might even let him run for President in ’48. It was a matter of character. And so it was. Dewey, said a wit, was the first man ever to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory. Which made him a man of the times, like all those others who were trying to digest what little and that stale meat they had been able to snatch out of the war.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Bagdad
            

Iraq was enjoying what a military theocracy likes best, the minority of its titular ruler, a well-bred little boy of seven who had an English nanny and had just been photographed by Cecil Beaton, as well-bred little boys often are. He had enormous eyes and looked fragile. Also he knew too much. From time to time his guardian, the Regent, took him for walks, hand in hand, through the palace rose garden.
         
In Baghdad members of the government told Tom their suspicions of the British, and indeed of all, government, behind a high screen conveniently set round a bar, so they might have a drink without being seen to break one of the sterner pronouncements of Mohammed, the founding teetotaller. It was hot. They were thirsty. They were also avid.
         
In America, at Atlantic City, Miss Jo-Carroll Dennison sang Deep  in  the  Heart  of  Texas  rather badly, but with that feeling which dislodges art, and so became Miss America of 1942, to the great distress of Miss Chicago, who burst into tears right on the stage. Fully aware of the crisis across the seas, Miss Dennison said she had taken a vow not to marry for the duration. It got a big hand.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Tehran
            

Lunch with the Shah, Mohammed Riza Pahlevi, in the garden, beside the swimming pool. He was a terrifyingly handsome young man, elegant, compact, and only twenty-two. After lunch the Shah was taken for his first plane ride, and so had the privilege of looking down to see how neatly his country was divided between the occupying Russian and British forces.
         
One thing one notices in these countries, is the complete absence of a middle class, except for Turkey, where you notice the complete absence of an upper one. That made for an explosive brew, said Aristotle. It is an absence which makes most Americans profoundly uneasy, for it suggests that the struggle for survival has little or nothing to do with the maintenance. of the status  quo, a terrifying thought, though Tom was doing his best to make them realize that it was not so much a thought, as an essential fact, and that the steady flow of more (and therefore automatically better) consumer goods is not the only, or even an adequate, answer to man’s essential needs, something Americans dimly suspected already, which was still another reason why they felt compelled to buy more and more.
         
One of the troubles Washington was running into, was the reluctance of manufacturers to curtail their civilian lines, for how could they or the country survive, amid the horrors of war, without a new car, a new refrigerator, a new spectator sport, and maybe even new teeth, to protect them from growing any older?
         
But the Shah was delightful. Tom watched the Shah.
He had been asked: “Did America intend to support a system by which our politics are controlled by foreigners, however politely, our lives dominated by foreigners, however indirectly, because we happen to be in the way of where you want to send and receive your goods?”
         
It was a difficult question to answer honestly. Being honest, all he could say was that he hoped not. But while he said he hoped not, he could not help but notice that everywhere in the East everyone stood on a handsome carpet, as on a chess square. It was impossible to remove the carpets, of which there were sixty-four. But the pieces standing on them hopped about until they were swept away.
         
Not, however, the Shah.
He was something worth meditating upon, that young man.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
In  the  Plane
            

After a world war, a recent phenomenon, but we have had two so far, and no doubt there will be others, the victors suddenly swell to enormous Alice. Everyone  is  guilty,  and all  must  have  prizes;  everyone  has  been  to  her  and  mentioned me  to  him;  nobody can swim; and  if  I  should  push  the  matter on,  what  would  become  of  you?  They are all just a pack of cards anyhow, and after they have swept through the air, Alice is lucky if when she wakes up she has a chair to sit in, let alone Dinah. The basic principle, however, remains sound:
         
Don’t  let  him  know  she  liked  them  best;
                  
   For  this  must  ever  be
                  
A  secret,  kept  from  all  the  rest,
                  
   Between  yourself  and  me.
                  



That must not happen, would happen, and yet he had somehow to prevent it. There remains Dinah. She would not perhaps miss Alice very much, but still she needs a lap to sit in, so no matter what happens to Alice, that must be taken care of. Also a dish of cream.
         
He did not like to say these things, but he had no choice in the matter. There is a movement abroad in the world, he said. Particularly in Asia and the Far East. After the war there must be no colonies, nor will there be.
         
As for the resultant new states, they would soon find out that to run one’s own corner of the world is neither so pleasant nor so profitable as it looks. Even Nehru, the best of these new functionaries, who had gone to jail quite regularly in order to prove his independence, written a history of the world there, like Bunyan, and like Bunyan, found it turning into the parable of Mr. Goodman and Mr. Badman, upon emerging from confinement found it difficult not to keep the key. Perhaps it is just as well he did. The presence of gaol matrons placed at strategic points, however, was irksome, and there were still riots in the prison yard. Pakistan set up its own jail. Thus must it ever be.
         
Not, any longer, that Tom felt that America was any better. He began to revise his opinion of Wilson, and would have liked to say in Congress, what Lord Lyndhurst had once said in the Upper House: “My Lords, self-reliance is the best road to distinction in private life: it is equally essential to the character and grandeur of a nation.” Nor was self-reliance to be confused with self-interest, which destroyed it, supplanted it, aped it, but in no way equalled it as a survival factor.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Russia
            

To get there one had to switch to a Russian plane. The Gulliver,  converted or not, was a bomber, it was a foreign, and therefore a dangerous particle, but the excuse was that Russia knew the charts and we did not.
         
Russia was the one major country in the world which behaved worse than we did, but her tanks were better, a fact which the Americans were the first to admit, since we were allies, and the last to remember, later, when our relations became somewhat different.
         
But the Russians were fighting on their own ground. That gave what they were doing both a meaning and a dignity which they were later to lose, but they had it then. It also gave them strength.
         
On the whole, Russia took a little thinking about.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Hyde  Park
            

The war gave the President full scope for one of his favourite hobbies, his addiction to exiled royalty. They were asked to Hyde Park, where life was very pleasant, except for his habit of addressing them by their first names, whereas they called him “Mr. President”. However, they were older and wiser than he, and though they found that habit of his galling, they also found it rather touching and funny. There was nothing to do but accept it, laugh at it, and remember he was what he said he was, a one-man dynasty, who had founded his kingdom and seemed to know how to keep it, so after all, why not?
         
Besides, it was agreeable at Hyde Park. If there was nothing kind about him, and little humane, he was usually gracious, and also, the faucets in the bathrooms worked. Wilhelmina, in particular, who had spent long hours in Buckingham Palace, sitting or standing in cold and empty rooms, huddled like a sparrow, with little to say, found herself more at ease here, for Holland, too, has a country house culture, and she, too, was a country squire. Like the Pastons, she saw nothing unusual in the habit of ruling the county in the intervals of putting up one’s own jellies.
         
None the less, the war was a serious matter. Lieutenants junior grade in Washington and Caserta might be having the best time of their lives, but it aged those who really had to run it. Roosevelt, in particular, aged very rapidly.
         
There was even rationing and civilian shortages. That brought the war home all right. It was now clear what we were fighting for. We were fighting a war to get coffee back again, to get more chrome on the front bumper and the grille, and to be able to dump all the cheap Central American rum back into the sea it tasted as though it had come from.
         
And people died. Some of them bravely.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Washington
            

The Pattersons had moved on. They had at last found a  proper use for those smear campaigns which were their specialty; never had sincerity flourished in a better culture, in the scientific sense of that term; and feeling, quite sincerely, that they had done all they could to help, they transferred  their efforts to the beer industry, which paid better. The beer industry had done so well, that it was able to pour money into advertising as though funnelling sugar into a bin.
         
There was an election coming up in ’44, and Tom, they admitted it now, had been a definite mistake. Apart from that they never mentioned him, and never thought of him. He was two years back, in the clipping books. Next time it would be either Taft or Dewey, of that they were sure, and they were fairly sure it would be Dewey. Tom was not even to be asked to preside on the platform at the convention, as was customary.
         
“Have one of the State Committees offer him a gallery ticket,” said Celia. That would be the crowning indignity, and she wanted to see Tom paper-hatted like a fool in some cartoon by Goya. He had almost made them lose their footing. He should be made to pay for that.
         
“But suppose he accepts?”
They were still afraid of him.
“He won’t,” said Celia. “He has too much pride and he knows when he’s licked.” Then she sent her husband up to Albany. It always pays to keep up with old friends, though it was a pity this one, unless photographed exactly right, so much resembled a cartoon seal barking, shifting its flippers eagerly, and waiting for fresh fish.
         
She made a note of that: talk to him about the photographers.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Russia
            

Tom did not feel in the least licked.
         
He had flown up the Caspian Sea from the Persian shore, where the port of Pahlavi was, the Shah’s family town. About that land mass from the Caucasus through the Tibetan Chinese backland to Siberia, he knew nothing. And that they were being flown by foreigners, in a plane not their own, over alien land, made them all uneasy. Perhaps it was designed to. The Russians have an Oriental talent for that kind of opening ploy. On Tom’s left rose the Caucasus. The Greeks had set some of their tragedies there, and Goethe, the Germans’ best one. To the right lay the tablelands of the Turkmen Soviet Socialist Republic. Below them convoys steamed up the water, as they passed on to the Volga, past Stalingrad somewhere slightly to the left, and on to Kuibyshev.
         
Now he sat on a bench above the Volga, in Kuibyshev, to think things over. Russia was too big and too diverse to deal with. What he needed was the fulcrum of a fact.
         
It was agreeable to sit there, bundled up against the cold, and watch. Behind him was the Red Army rest-home in which he was billeted. It had previously belonged to a filthy bourgeois reactionary shipbuilder, long since liquidated, and was quite comfortable. The cold had not yet leeched the leaves from the deciduous trees. Along the river was a row of pines. Beyond the pines, lower down, the fields of wheat stretched towards Stalingrad. Among the pines stood unpainted dachas.  A shepherd led a flock of sheep along the shore. Rumpy animals. To look at them, you would never have guessed that they had once been lambs. The air was still. Below, on the bank, a boat had finished unloading a cargo of birch logs. There isn’t anything in this world quite so naked as the freshly-axed end of a felled birch. A soldier walked behind the sheep, kicking pebbles into the river with his boot. He was very young. When he took off his hat he looked even younger. Tom could see the flash of the badge on the hat as he did so. The badge indicated that he belonged to the NKVD, the secret police. It seemed unlikely that he was idling down there by accident.
         
Well, what was Russia anyway?
Their culture they had taken over whole from New Rome, whose continuators they therefore were. The Dukes and Grand Dukes of Kiev, Nijny-Novgorod and Moscow, had been quite willing to become Byzantine. Another metamorphosis of ancient Rome, which was always pupating into curious and surprising new shapes. The country was still Byzantine in its love of intrigue, its bureaucratic heavy handedness, its suspicion, and its tenacity. North-west, beyond what was now the Kuibyshev reservoir, lay Kazan, where Ivan the Terrible had won an empire.
         
But the nature of that empire had changed. At Kuibyshev, named after the inventor of the first five-year plan, as elsewhere, the country had liquidated almost its entire upper and professional classes. So what you were dealing with now were peasants and ex-serfs, educated, trained, but still peasants, stolid, suspicious, xenophobiac, and diligent. The Revolution may not have given them a new religion, but it had given them a new faith. The faith that they were better off. The belief that nothing was wrong. And yet something was missing, in almost every face. They had no private splendours: only public ones. That made life drab.
         
Everything in the country seemed to have been done while the masters were away. The upper and professional classes were gone, but somehow you still expected to hear them ring the bell. They were all waiting for the sound of a bell, even though they were dead tired. It would take another two generations to produce new masters. There was something blind about it, blind, suspicious, and downright rude and somehow limited, like poor white trash in the Carolina hills, except that it had power, it had force, it was well organized and quite inexorable.
         
What it did not have was lightness, spiritual grace, suppleness, ease, and all those little arts of the secure which alone make life worth while, those self-imposed restraints we call freedom, and which are not freedom when imposed by somebody else, those restraints which alone make freedom possible.
         
Russia was not going to eat us or seduce us. Not, that is, unless we became sluggish and edible. Or was it that, actually, that we were so scared of?
         
He got up and dusted off his knees, and catching his eye, the NKVD young man smiled uncertainly, but made no effort to come any closer. He looked a little sorry that he had doffed his hat. No doubt sometimes such actions were seen and misunderstood.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Kuibyshev
            

A film showing the defence of Moscow.
         
It was a winter land. Outsiders forgot that. The ground froze. There was not enough sunlight for you ever to feel free and easy. There was a great deal of night.
         
In the winter, when they were beating back the Germans from Moscow, they wore white uniforms, to blend with the snow, not quite so sumptuous as the white fur-lined sheep-herding coats affected by American officers about then in the Aleutians, but when they died, the blood was much the same colour, and the death was just as final.
         
America, of course, will never be occupied. But when the bombs hit it, and there is a mass exodus down the roads, there will be fighting in the streets, and what will that be like?
         
He did not think he wished to know.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    At  the  Opera
            

He warmed to them, the way he did to everybody who wasn’t downright mean. But with his own people, at the embassy, there was, as usual, trouble.
         
“Protocol, protocol,” they said, the way a wretched underpaid bank clerk who will never be anything but a bank clerk says, “We  must protect the bank”. He wasn’t there to talk to diplomats, and he’d had quite enough vodka already. He was there to talk to anybody he could buttonhole on the streets. The staff, who didn’t care to buttonhole anybody, and liked diplomatic parties, at least the underlings did, because it meant more caviar than they ever saw at home, even in the movies, never forgave him. He did consent to attend one such function. It was boring. He stayed half an hour and then left.
         
Then there was that regrettable incident at the Opera House.
         
It was not exactly a top-notch performance. As usual, the Russians had too many people on the stage, so they looked more like demented Rockettes from the Radio City Music Hall than something Diagheleff would have been proud of, but the prima  ballerina  looked cold, her arms were too thin, and he decided to present her with some flowers.
         
That wasn’t done, said an embassy aide, and besides, all the flower shops were closed at this hour, an out and out lie, since Kuibyshev didn’t have any.
         
It just so happened this particular aide was pimply all the way through. Tom was annoyed. “They grow, you know,” he said. “They come on stems. All you have to do is snap the stem, and there, you’ve got a flower.”
         
The aide was aware that some flowers grew. Flowers one gave to a ballerina, however, were of a more formal sort, and came in green tin vases. He looked shocked, left the box, but came back before the end of the performance with a wilted nosegay. It must be confessed it looked shabby. But then, its condition was not exactly the point.
         
Tom clambered over the railing, tripped, righted himself, balancing the nosegay like an aerialist, and thumped down on the stage.
         
There was a shocked silence. Several NKVD men moved forward nervously. A possible assassin? Some kind of outburst?
         
No, only Tom. He presented his flowers. The ballerina took them, and gave him a funny, sidewise smile, almost as though she wanted to laugh, but didn’t quite dare. He smiled right back.
         
It was almost an incident, said the embassy staff. You have no right to do such things. Always consult us first. If we had not saved the situation by explaining it was a strange American custom, there would have been a riot. That it was also a strange Swedish, Finnish, Italian, French, German, English, South American, Spanish, Portuguese, and for that matter, universal custom, did not seem to occur to them. That did not matter. It did not even matter that the ballerina had seem pleased. One must get permission first.
         
Several of the minor aides never had any use for him after that. He did not know the rules. The country had been disgraced. They had been such shabby flowers.
         
On the other hand the ballerina was even shabbier, at least forty, obviously overworked, and hadn’t danced in Moscow for ten years. Perhaps she pressed one of them in a book. Who knows?
         
Flowers are so few and far between. And once they are over, they are over. Except for the legend of the stone flower. In that they bloom again. It is a Russian legend, from past time.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Volga
            

There were other incidents. It is only natural. If you have a diplomatic staff, naturally you have incidents. That is what they are there for.
         
He had insisted upon going over a collective farm. That was never done. The Russians pretended to give in, so he thought he had got his way. The staff was most amused at that. It was not a collective farm, but a State-run farm. He had been duped. A collective farm is a farm run by a group of farmers on government land. Whereas a State farm is a farm run by a group of farmers on different government land. Everybody knows that. Besides, it had been a mode State farm.
         
So were the five farms at Rushville.
Then there had been that business on the Volga, when he had almost wrecked the steamer, by taking the wheel for a while. That was not dignified. No Ambassador from the United States had ever taken the wheel of a Volga steamer. There was no precedent.
         
For five minutes there he had felt like Tom Sawyer, blissfully gathered up into the endless dreams of Life  Along  the Mississippi,  Samuel Clemens, leaning over to starboard to yell: “Mark Twain!” He wished he had a cigar to munch, or a captain’s cap to wear. Then the captain took back the wheel: dangerous shoals. It was what the captain had been waiting for. He had almost wrecked the steamer, had Tom, but he didn’t wreck it, nor would he have been allowed to do so. But the captain, who had two small sons at home and had once been a child himself, was heartily amused.
         
Where do these whey-faced clerks spend their childhood anyhow? Or is it, like their adulthood, spent for them, as they seem to prefer?
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Rzhev
            

Close to the front. To get there was a fourteen-hour trip by jeep, up and beyond the Leningrad highway out of Moscow. Fourteen hours in a jeep is too long.
         
The Germans had really taken a beating at Rzhev. Nobody had cleared away the corpses yet, and in a trench Tom saw an unopened tin can, marked Luncheon  Ham  in English. Now on what global front had the Germans picked that up, and then not been able to eat it?
         
His guide was Lieutenant-General Lelyushenko, a small man with bowed legs, a Cossack by birth. He looked healthy. The German prisoners didn’t. Some were forty. Some seventeen. All were a depressed lot. The fun of the war had gone out of it for them. So had all sense of the heroic. In the eighteenth century, before Bismarck caught them up into the national totentanz,  and one princeling’s army had been the rough equivalent of another princeling’s opera company, no doubt this vanity for violence had been amusing enough. In the sixteenth century, when Landsknechte were shooting popguns over the shoulders of camp prostitutes and blowing their hat-feathers out of their eyes, it had probably been entrancing. But not now. This time they had done something inexcusable. Tacitus had always known they would. This time they had gone too far. And would do it again, when they were able, not that the Russians were exactly angels by comparison. Desperate men seldom are.
         
Tom looked at the dead, twisted and frozen in the muddy snow. Yes, there would be dead. So many dead.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    In  the  Kremlin
            

A visit with Stalin, one of two. The Kremlin was too big. One felt lost there. Through an open door could be glimpsed a ten-foot globe of the world. It brought back memories of Chaplin’s performance in The  Great  Dictator, a film discussed at the Un-American Activities hearings. It was quite true. The Great Globe Itself was an Un-American Activity. The sooner we got used to that the better. It whirls in space out there, totally unaware that we alone give it grace and dignity. That we alone are essential to its twirling.
         
Stalin, rather unexpectedly, had a taste for pastel shirts in shades of pistachio and pale pink. His Georgian heritage, no doubt. Still, when you are in a position to strip the world naked, you do not have to be circumspect about what you wear.
         
The American press claimed that Tom was rather taken in by Stalin. Perhaps. “A hard man, a cruel man, but an able man. He has few illusions,” said Tom.
         
“Tom’s despatches are not worth reading,” said Roosevelt.
         
And went to Yalta.
“I grew up a Georgian peasant. I am unschooled in pretty talk. All I can say is I like you very much,” said Stalin, ushering Tom out of his office, on the whole, very prettily. Perhaps he did. But Tom was right. He was an able man with few illusions, and very little time. He said later he was very glad Tom held no elective office. Roosevelt was easier to deal with. For though Tom did still have a good many illusions, he also had a disconcerting habit of dropping them where he stood, like a wet bath towel.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Moscow
            

A meeting with the press, at which he suggested sending shostakovich to America, for propaganda purposes. He had just heard the 7th Symphony in Tchaikovsky Hall, and though it was a bit beyond him, he had found the first movement impressive. Shostakovich had once publicly announced that melody was bourgeois, but despite that, was himself a melodist. But then Russia is the only country left in the world in which the music our great-grandfathers enjoyed is still being written, and they had to justify that somehow. Tom was not astute at the arts. But Shostakovich must come.
         
The journalists said no.
“To suggest to us that we send a musician to the United States, which is also involved in this war and where human lives also hang in the balance, to persuade you with music of something that is plain as the nose on your face, is in a funny way insulting to us. Please don’t misunderstand us.”
         
Tom didn’t think he did.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    At  the  Stormovic  Factory
            

It was an aeroplane, quite efficient, with wings of pressed plywood. By American standards, some of the factory operations were wasteful and slipshod, but you could not deny that the planes came out at the other end in a quite satisfactory manner.
         
There were too many workers, chiefly because of a shortage of skilled hands, but every fourth or fifth place in the production line had a sign over it, to state that it belonged to a Stakhanovite worker, paid at a progressively increasing rate on a speed-up which worked like an accelerated Bedeaux system.
         
It is not a name now often heard, that of Mr. Bedeaux, a man who made himself an international millionaire by the manipulation of his own invention, the erg unit. The erg unit was the minimal amount of time and space in which a muscular action could be performed in a constantly maintained series to maximum effect at minimal cost (or fuel). It was to protect ourselves against such systems that we had labour unions. But Mr. Bedeaux was a scientist, and we have no one to protect ourselves against scientists who, since their subject matter is not concerned with human emotion, or with particular instances of any kind, have no morals set to govern, as doctors have, their work.
         
Mr. Bedeaux later shot himself in a Florida motel, after learning that he was about to be questioned as to the exact way in which he had managed to apply the erg unit in Fascist countries and with what profit to himself.
         
The concentration camps and slave labour, both German and Russian, worked on the erg unit principle. When the human machine was used up, you threw it away. At least that is what happened to the millions of Russians the Germans shipped back home, and to goodness only knew how many the Russians put to work in Siberia. To combat the fuel cost overhead, a system of planned obsolescence was applied to the workers.
         
Unions may sometimes go to extremes, but at least they don’t allow that sort of thing. If a statue is ever erected to Mr. Bedeaux, it will be interesting to know where.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Kuibyshev
            

There were spies everywhere. Even where they were not. Even in America, where it was thrilling to imagine them. That always happened in a war. In the war of 1812 a young man had been arrested as a spy because “he carried a long whip and wore an unusual number of buttons on his pantaloons”.
         
Must we always come to resemble what we fear?
         
Tom was glad to leave.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Yakutsk
            

It was supposed to be a stop-over, but the plane was weatherbound. Tom did not mind, but he was eager to get on to China.
         
Yakutsk was twice the size of Alaska and six times the size of France, but the reception committee was small, and consisted chiefly of Muratov, who was President of the Council of People’s Commissars of the Yakutsk Autonomous Soviet Socialist Republic. No Bourbon title could have been longer. It must take hours just for these people to introduce themselves to one another. Muratov said they could not possibly go on. He would be liquidated if he allowed that. It was a standard Russian word. It explained what had happened to everybody and everything. But it made for a moist-eyed world, and was about as cheerful to hear as somebody yelling firedamp up the seam.
         
However, up there on the tundra, beyond the taiga, Muratov was having himself a fine time, and seemed in no danger of liquidation just yet. In the old days the place had been famous for syphilis, tuberculosis, and furs. Now it had pulp wood, gold, and essential minerals to play with as well; a capital of 50,000 souls, as Gogol would say; and an Opera House. They were to go to the Opera House that night.
         
“When does the performance start?” asked Tom.
“It starts when I get there,” said Muratov firmly. And so it did.
         
After gold, furs were the most valuable export. Sables, fox, bear, Arctic hare, and white squirrels. If their skins were not to be ruined, said Muratov solemnly, white squirrels must be shot exactly through the eye.
         
“Surely the economic possibilities are limited, if you have to shoot exactly through the eye?”
         
Not at all, said Muratov. Yakutsk hunters were such good marksmen, that when drafted into the Red Army, they were classified as snipers automatically.
         
Well, well. All the same, it was impossible not to warm to Muratov. He was a competent scoundrel. He would have done well anywhere.
         
And so on, down the Ili, towards Urumchi and China, the last important stop. But it was hard to make anything of, except that after the war, when the smoke cleared, Russia would be there, we would be there, and we would be wise to take cognizance of that situation now. What in God’s name was happening to the world? And did it matter?
         
Perhaps in India they knew.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Tashkent
            

Terminal of the old silk route across the back country and the Gobi, down which China had siphoned off the gold of the ancient world, and for that matter, down which the Romans, despite the perturbations and edicts of Augustus, had been only too eager to pour it.
         
Whatever happens, we must have silk.
They did not land there, but the irrigated valley around Tashkent looked rather like southern California.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the Plane
            

Since the President had forbidden him India and the Himalaya, Tom found himself looking down and so up, to the Altai range instead, thick with mist and glister on top, but with the lower flanks shorn like sheep. Great Judges down there whom no one had ever seen, or heard of, or visited, or climbed; imperturbable, their faces obscured by clouds, with not so much as a village on their knees. The weather was windy. A ripple of ice particles swept across their laps. A tiny trickle ran down, occasionally, from the upper heights each spring.
         
What did you say? How did the Romans feel, followers of Mithra, who left inscriptions as high as they could in the Caucasus, no doubt for the same reasons the Nazis had slipped over the glacis, in unsuitable boots, to reach the top of Mount Elborus, a week or two ago, only to find them cut in the rock there?
         
Mountains, like icebergs, or chairs under dust covers when the star family is away, and mountains were icebergs of the earth, four-fifths of them underground, sat there like judges. And Tom, being a lawyer, looked out the plane window and would rather plead a sound cause before them, than before any jury in the world. Juries are only useful when a jury must be swayed.
         
Was that what he was trying to do?
Yes, it was. In a good cause, of course, but none the less, he was trying to influence the jury. Being a lawyer, he would have been happier alone with a judge and the facts of the case.
         
The wind blew. You could hear it through the cabin wall. It was like the wind in Dante’s hell. It was full of the voices of the passionately lost. The judges, who are above the senses, did not hear. They were not there to hear. They were not there to do anything. They were there only because they were there.
         
We climbed it because it was there, said Mallory, but that was not quite the truth. The truth was one climbed it because it was not there, and because only once on top of it could you see that, and therefore the Blick  In  die  Ferne  beyond, the lining of the colour blue, the stars invisible behind the visible, the shabby cloak of faith turned inside out, instead of just the collar, which is all that happened with a new religion, or with any religion, and the whole shrieking invisible vertiginous gulf of hope below you, in an air that cut your lungs before you had a chance to learn how to breathe it, just as you at last saw the invisible peak of the invisible range, which was higher than this one, but had no up or down.
         
It was a pity, alas, one had to come down. But why couldn’t an ordinary man, like the mystic, at least remember that, no matter how grounded his life, at least, for one moment, somewhere, somehow, at sometime, he had once been up?
         
That was all it came to. All anything can come to: Blick in  die  Ferne.  Because the plane goes on. Because our life goes on. Because in the foothills they are quarreling about the water rights, even though there isn’t any water. But the immutable judges, they know that stream as snow, which, like darkness, falls from the air on Christmas morning.
         
“I do not regret this journey.” That was Scott, dying in Ultima Thule, on the way back from the Pole, like Byrd in his hut to the south, alone, but to a different purpose, and knowing he would die.
         
Oh, the judges. If they would only move their hands. If they would only show they know we are there. But they do not. They just sit there, and Siva, the highest we have got to them, is only a tick, in an ice cave, under their armpit, above Kashmir, in the Hindu-Kush.
         
And on Ascension, where roses grow well, surrounded by a gardened landscape as sculptured as Devon, they had only wanted to hear about the baseball scores.
         
Why do mountains always seem to have their feet in the sea? Why does one always hear among them, that sound of surf, endlessly pounding on the reef, as when the earth began, and as, though then with a lighter, but no less relentless sound, when the sun fades, we have long gone, and the world is over?
         
Will there be even a soft-shell crab then, to scuttle across that orange shore? What will the last syllable of recorded time be?
         
A wry chuckle of the spheres, and, very likely, OM.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Urumchi
            

He would always be glad, he said, that he had entered China by the back door, for those westerners who had employed the front, had done so only to burglarize, which had left the Chinese with an understandable and rather Dutch superstition about anyone who used the main one. Even Ulysses S. Grant, their last visitor of presidential calibre, had not impressed them much. Grant had done better in Japan.
         
It was an impressive entry. They left the Altai and Tien Shan mountains and flowed smoothly over the carnelian lights of the desert, their shadow skimming below them like a swift. A deceptive place the desert, empty, but full of caravan trails and constant movement. The Nestorians, Moslems, and Manichees had entered China that way, which was also the route by which they left. There were ruins down there that had been cities before Christ was born, and long after Alexander was dead. As the plane lost altitude, they could see Russian tanks, automobiles, and trucks on the ground below, moving themselves and their matériel  towards the Chinese border, while the Chinese poured goods the other way, to Russia, but more slowly, by wooden cart and oxen.
         
There was little attractive about Urumchi. It was a mongrel town. The street signs were in Russian, the government was Chinese, and the population Turki, but the melons were good, Sinkiang melons are famous, at least on Chinese tables, and so were the small seedless grapes, the best Tom had ever eaten.
         
There was a state dinner, given by the Governor, the first one of many. Chinese rice wine was beginning to edge out the vodka, the supply of caviar had ceased. However, of the world’s cuisines, whatever else you may say for them, the Chinese and French are unique in being always digestible, which is more than you can say for a good many. It is considered, perhaps for that reason, polite to belch.
         
Next morning, a military review and greetings from the Generalissimo. Welcome to China. This country was like the American West, but the American West as it must have been when Tom’s father had been a boy. It was just starting. It hadn’t had time to get sad yet. The people here seemed taller and more independent than they did in eastern China. They also seemed more enterprising. Then on to Lanchow, within the Great Wall. At Lanchow, a public reception, in a Chinese version of the American style, with children waving badly stamped rice paper American flags, which was both pathetic, lost, and endearing. Then on to Chengtu.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    In  the  Plane
            

Who would get the world, anyway, he thought, flying over the red hills. Not us. Not Britain, which had already had its turn, and no matter what it said now, after the war would move quite gracefully into the dower house and leave the management of the estate to its descendants. And almost certainly not Russia. Russia might take it, but would never have it. At least, let’s hope not. Asia, perhaps. That would be only fitting, for that was where most of the best and therefore the spiritual things in the world had originally come from. Now, given a slight increment of science as an inducement, perhaps Asia could be persuaded to take them back.
         
It might be a blessing, at that. And certainly, looking down at that vast land which was just beginning to feel its strength again, it seemed altogether likely.
         
Wait for Chiang and see.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chengtu
            

The home of eight universities in exile. He talked to the Presidents, and when he could, to the students, of all of them. They were open almost twenty-four hours a day. He found that stimulating. In America the only thing open twenty-four hours a day was the drugstore. In fact, he felt more at home in China than he had anywhere on the trip so far. His whole party did. Who wouldn’t? There’s a difference between having a civilization, like Russia, and actually being one, war or no war. The difference was ease.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chungking
            

The landing-field was too small for their plane, so they had to transfer to a Chinese plane to get there. Another demonstration with paper flags. Chungking is not only the hilliest city in the world, it has virtually no level ground in it at all. His arrival was therefore somewhat bumpy.
         
The flags were all the same size. No doubt the Mayor, on orders from the Government, had been efficient. There were a good many fire-crackers. The Chinese adore fire-crackers, and if they had been told to make a good impression, they might just as well enjoy themselves in their own way while they did so. More power to them. It was obvious that many of these people, most of whom were in rags, had no idea who he was. But all the same, it was moving. It had an enthusiasm and a vitality behind it that for some time now he had missed at home.
         
Again there was a tussle with the embassy. The Ambassador, who had only one bedroom, had made the bed up for Tom and planned to sleep any old where. Tom wouldn’t have that. In the first place he wasn’t flying round the world to sit inside a variety of American embassies. He was flying round the world to see it. In the second place, the Chinese had already fitted up a guest-house for him across the river, so he moved in there, and let the Ambassador sleep in his own bed.
         
It was another ruckus. For one thing, the guest-house had the best procurable silk sheets, which impressed the embassy staff, which had to make do with coarse ones, as being offensive. For another: protocol.
         
That was just too bad. If they wanted to spend their life bowing and swooping at each other, that was what they were there for. He wasn’t. He was there to follow his nose, in his case not the biggest feature on his face, but it had served him well so far and would have to do until something better came along, which wasn’t likely.
         
To Orientals the nose is a virile member, and in Russia, Gogol, who couldn’t exactly be described as a pure Caucasian, had once written a story about a wretched clerk who had lost his and spent an anguished day without it.
         
Now what did that mean?
Not only was the reception fabulous, but Tom took to the Chiangs at once. They were the sort of people he was used to, people of the managerial class, who ran China as though it had been a limited holding company, which, after all, in those days it was, so who could blame them for that? He liked all the Soongs, even the in-law Kung, who knew a lot about finance, even if he had helped to produce the worst inflationary spiral Tom had ever seen, and nothing attempted to correct it.
         
Mme Chiang wore Chinese dresses, but Chinese dresses designed with one eye on Vogue.  She was a charming and probably quite ruthless woman, and therefore undoubtedly quite sentimental about something, if only you could find out what. But you never would find out what, and that, too, Tom admired. All told, he talked to them steadily for six days, which again made the embassy furious, for at the embassy they were seldom given a chance to talk to them at all.
         
In fact, Mme Chiang impressed him so much, that he suggested she come back with him, as a goodwill emissary to the United States. Her presence, he said, would do a great deal of good. And so it did, when eventually she went, for her, once she had addressed Congress, like an undefeated Zenobia before the Roman Senate, and after she had told the President rather sharply that God helps those who help themselves, a protestant lesson the Chiangs had learned at their missionaries’ knees, and did not propose to forget.
         
But to what? To what?


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Unsolicited  Letter  From  a Chinese  Schoolboy
            

The sort of letter, said Tom, written in English of the kind that only a student can use who has enormous confidence both in his dictionary and in himself. A photograph had been enclosed. It was a determined face.
         
“… and we firmly believe that a bright future is waiting us ahead, and that God will give us the victory that we ache to get at.”
         
Now was that faulty English, or just being precise? That’s what all the colonies, all the allies ached to get at. All the subject peoples. Victory and autonomy. And didn’t these people realize just how awful and anarchic a world that so-called freedom they ached to get at would produce? Never mind, at least the horror would be autonomous. The thing that ennobles the autocrat, is that he prefers to do his own suffering, rather than have it done for him.
         
The boy included his draft of a plan to establish peace after the war. He advocated a scheme “to increase affection among human beings”.
         
Well, why not? Affection may not survive first sight, but without first sight, it wouldn’t exist at all. Why not set up a One  World  fund, to send somebody round the world every year or two, as he was going, to see for himself and report accordingly?
         
It was a grand idea.
So it was. It was even set up, that fund. But the only person able to take advantage of it was a writer of radio plays of the Sideboard simple folk poetry sort, and by the time those had been produced, the borders were closed again, and there was no longer one world left to fly around. So much for foresight.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Chungking
            

It was after his fourth talk with Chiang Kai-shek that he publicly announced that the war must mean the end of empire of nations over other nations. “No foot of Chinese soil should be or can be ruled from now on, except by the people who live on it.”
         
This infuriated the British, and made Chiang feel no better, for it was a reference to Hong Kong.
         
“Possibly no other country on our side in this war is so dominated by the personality of one man as is China,” said Tom. That man was Chiang, although he was universally referred to in China as “The Generalissimo,” sometimes affectionately shortened to “’Gissimo”.
         
And sometimes not.
There was no point in rocking the boat. Hong Kong, like Switzerland and Uruguay, was an excellent place to deposit money in case of emergencies, take political asylum when necessary, and circumvent laws which, though necessary, of necessity have, from time to time, to be circumvented, simply because they are so. Leave Hong Kong alone. Also Macao across the river mouth, which was useful for the smuggling of gold. Tom’s views were too controversial. He would have to be shut up.
         
“There is nothing controversial about them,” said the President. “I will sing it if you like.”
         
Allied unity at home, they said, was threatened by what he said abroad. He didn’t believe it. You cannot very well threaten what isn’t there.
         
The fall of Singapore, and the attack on Pearl Harbour, had proved to the East, said Chiang, that its manumission was not far off.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
The  National  Military  Council
            

Dinner with the Generalissimo (and everybody else) at the Council. Chinese music and old-fashioned vanilla ice-cream, which was wonderful. Why hadn’t they seen it before?
         
It had been forbidden because of the cholera epidemic. Cholera was spread in milk. Therefore, a municipal ordinance had been promulgated, making the manufacture of ice-cream a criminal offence.
         
“But yesterday”, said the Mayor of Chungking, “I decided that ice-cream is such a delicacy, and we were so honoured by your visit, that I repealed the ordinance for one day, so we might enjoy ice-cream tonight.”
         
It was possible to go on eating and to express delight at the pleasant surprise. But it was also possible to sit up half the night, meditating upon the exactitude of the term “Mysterious East”. However, several days went by, and it proved nothing worse than a comical story, which was a relief.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chungking
            

It had been necessary to allow General Chou-en-Lai, a representative Communist, to appear at a reception for Tom, in order to prove China’s essential unity. Worse than that, Tom, who had a certain respect for competence, wherever he found it, had talked to Chou-en-Lai entirely too long. It was quite late before everybody got to bed.
         
Somewhere in the depths of the night could be heard the sudden, insistent sound of smashed crockery.
         
It was, to Joe Stilwell, who couldn’t stand Chiang, but was forced to be near him, as an American adviser, one of the nicest and most heart-warming sounds to be heard in Chungking these days, and sometimes, when he thought it was coming, he stayed up late just to listen.
         
That was what Chiang Kai-shek always did: whenever he was frustrated, he smashed crockery, sometimes in large amounts. To give him credit, he was a civilized man, and never touched Yüan or Sung, and tried to avoid Ch’ien Lung as much as possible. His favourite period was Ming. Not only did he dislike Ming intensely, but pots of that period smashed with the best and most soul-satisfying scream.
         
It seemed to Vinegar Joe that this was one of the Ming nights, followed, if he was not mistaken, by a series of swift, repetitious little crashes which sounded remarkably like Haviland China.
         
The dinner service off which they had just had a late supper, perhaps?
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chungking
            

A conversation with Chiang, about India, sitting at dusk on the veranda, high above Chungking. Chiang had just been there, to consult with Nehru. India was a great power, he said. Once it had exchrysalated from the British Raj, it would flap enormous wings. It had resources. It had people. But you had only to look at his face to see that it also had something else. Chiang was devout. He read his Bible every day, so they said. He was a product of the best Methodist (or was it Baptist?) training. But his face did not glisten that way at mention of Jerusalem, the latest word from the Missouri Synod, or the thought of a pilgrimage to Geneva.
         
In our day you have to ask not what religion a man espouses, but what religion he found inadequate, before he became an agnostic. Agnostic or not, once Moslems are still Moslems, drinking Haig  and  Haig  behind a screen though they may be; Buddhists are Buddhists, even when clutching their Bibles; and Christians are whatever they were before they got tired of it, Manichee, pantheist, transcendental sado-masochists, Catholics, or what have you.
         
So, too, with Chiang and India. The man might be a carpetbagger of the first class. But India had been the homeland, no matter what it was now, of almost everything essential to Asia. India had the Himalaya, which are less mountains than a system of metaphysics. Chiang talked on and on, about supplies, equipment, projects for a new power dam, how the Occidental must go, how the British would go, totally unaware that on his wilful, childish, stern, and power-hungry face there was still some last remaining reflection of the Alpenglow.
         
Which explained much.
At ten o’clock Mme Chiang came to say that it was late, she was hungry, and could they not drive down into town for dinner? As he rose, Tom glanced involuntarily at the hills beyond the house.
         
That was where the Himalaya were, out there, in back, invisible and enormous, to the west somewhere.
         
Less than ever was he grateful to the President for having forbidden him to go there.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Near  Chengtu
            

They climbed through a small wood and came at last to a pavilion, well guarded, and beyond that, to a cave, protected by a padlocked fence, but not protected from damp, bad winters, and the elements. A scholarly gentleman came out to meet them.
         
In the pavilion and in the cave, stacked in crates, in tubes, or lying in their wrappings, lay the Imperial Palace collections, the oldest art collection, what was left of it, in the world, part of which dated back to the days of the Southern Sung. It was never shown, nor did Chiang ever look at it. To be shown even part of it now, was a great honour. Wherever Chiang went, he took the collections with him, from Pekin to redoubts farther inland, to Chengtu, and next, perhaps, to Formosa. On each remove they were damaged a little more. But at least he had them. That they were mildewed, chipped, and torn made no difference. They were invaluable.
         
The scholar, who had a small pronged beard which made him look like a Chinese Fafnir, seemed distressed. The stench of mildew was heavy, and had the smell of that brewers’ yeast we were all fed as children. But here they were, the national treasures (so they would have been called in Japan, where such things are better taken care of), which nobody had looked at at leisure, and few people at all, since European troops had looted the Summer Palace and the Empress Dowager had fled to the interior, disguised as a peasant, which is what she had been to begin with.
         
The point was not to look at them, or learn from them, it appeared, the point was not even to have them, but to make sure that nobody else did.
         
Tom remembered chiefly, apart from the disorder and the gloom, a landscape, green, gold, and white, of spotted deer stripping the bark off some trees, in winter snow, a work of the late tenth century, according to some scholars, of the early eleventh, according to others. It was the matter of date, was it not, that was important? On that their reputations might well depend. In the shadows there, a thousand years old, flaking, but crisp as tomorrow, it was not something he would soon forget.
         
With a little sigh, the scholar rolled it up and returned it to its tube. The silk on which it was mounted was very old, a little frayed, and also beautiful.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chungking
            

They were furious at the embassy, that he should prefer a Chinese interpreter to someone assigned by the Ambassador. He couldn’t see that it made any difference. He would rather have Chinese translated well, than worry about himself being translated badly. Nor did he quite understand why the Ambassador, who had been in China for ten years, did not speak Chinese at all. In a profession as suspicious as diplomacy, all that ignorance must produce was more protocol and more paranoia.
         
Protocol gave Tom the fantods. He was sick to death of hearing about it. It was double-talk. He preferred dialect, though he’d moved around so much in this world, he’d lost his own, and had to piece it out as he came to it. There’s one thing about dialect, it comes direct, it says what it means, or as much of what it means as it is able to say, which means it knows more than it can say, and being full of horse sense, doesn’t exactly cotton to the idea of saying more.
         
And that’s what’s wrong with Americans, really. They start out real fine, and then they go and make what’s called a statement, or create music, or some damn fool thing like that, instead of just getting round to what they have to say, which is what you call art, or anyhow, being on the shrewd side. The other’s genteel, but it doesn’t get you far. It’s got from back East. It doesn’t add up. Store-boughten goods never got anybody anywhere. And that’s a big shame.
         
There was a time, you know, when we knew better than that, a time when we might be there, talkin’ to you, but we had transparent eyes, and those eyes were always right there, on the horizon where they belonged, instead of down here, right in front of you, with a feared lost look in them. Sorta wistful, but they knew what to do all right, when trouble came. They weren’t afraid of anything, at least they didn’t admit it, which is the important thing. They suspicioned, which is a sounder attitude and didn’t make them quake a bit.
         
I am afraid of, I am afraid that, I don’t care to, I am afraid I don’t care to, in my opinion one cannot, were nothing but weasel words, without a word of truth in them, compared to the fine old phrase, I  don’t  exactly  cotton  to  that.  And it  is greatly  to  be  doubted,  didn’t have a thing to it, beside the fine archaic moral smack of, “You  know,  I  suspicioned  he  was lyin’.”  Lyin’ had a fine high-handed, half-humorous twist to it that simple modern lying never had had and never would.
         
Chiang Kai-shek could not possibly be accused of downright  lying. But as a liah, he was accomplished. He was also a polecat. And with a real certified 100 per cent polecat you can do much. With a mere wily politician, nothing. There’s an awful lot to be said in this world for us liahs. We get a lot done.
         
Chiang Kai-shek was a booby. Madame was the power there, and what red-blooded American is going to call a fine upstanding lady like that a liah?
         
In short, he liked them. He knew how to handle them. So he didn’t in the least mind, and wasn’t in the least afraid of being handled right back, on the same principle that no real creative artist minds having something stolen from him, because there’s always plenty more where that came from, and if they need an idea that bad, they aren’t anything much to worry about as far as competition goes.
         
Yes, ruthless people are the best fighters in a good cause, and worry about why they’re doing it afterwards. If you can’t lick them then, chances are, you couldn’t have licked them to begin with, either. So relax and enjoy them.
         
But you had to be up to the Chiangs, because they were real smart. Which, no doubt, is why we still support Formosa, like a small boy puffing out his cheeks and blowing into a paper bag. Still, the explosion, when it comes, should be nice. Madame got her way. Americans are small boys, but very sturdy, and it is this which gives them their irresistible attraction to lost causes. All you have to do is lose in the right way and you’ve got America right there in the palm of your hand, like a sweaty aggie. Except that these days, American aggies look a little sweaty, too.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Near  Chungking
            

The most popular American in China, just then, despite  General Stilwell, was Brigadier-General Chennault, who headed up the Flying Tigers. Tom tried repeatedly to meet him, but somehow the meeting never took place. Stilwell said it was impossible to arrange.
         
Tom thought that over for a while, waited until Stilwell was busy somewhere else, got into a plane, and had himself flown to Chennault’s headquarters, where there turned out to be no trouble about meeting him at all.
         
Chennault was a lean, weather-bitten man from Louisiana, who moved in a cloud of Texan aides who were absolutely frightening until you got used to their general altitude and manner. The Burma Road had been cut by the Japanese; Chungking was defended by exactly four Nationalist planes, that being all that could still get in the air and stay up once there; and the rest was done by Chennault, with inadequate forces.
         
Why hadn’t he asked for more American planes and matériel?
         
He had, but his requests had been pigeon-holed. They always would be. The regular army didn’t care for him much, It was one of those self-destructive little jealousies to house which we built the Pentagon, and as a result of which General Marshall, our Chief of Staff, could be publicly denounced as a traitor for his trouble, during the 1952 Presidential campaign, by a couple of irresponsible diehard senators with a career to make.
         
Chennault was tall, swarthy, and rangy. He had a natural animal grace, and the weedy do not care for animals. He was doing well enough sticking China together with bits of old string, but he could use help.
         
“Could Chennault make a direct report to the President or his representative?” asked Tom.
         
“Yes. If I could get to him.”
“Well then, report to me, I’m the President’s representative,” said Tom.
         
Chennault grinned. He liked a man with his own taste for shouldering his way through cobwebs. He got to work on the report. A week later, when they were on the last leg of the trip across Siberia and so home, the report was duly delivered to the plane. And just as duly delivered by Tom, during a stormy session at the White House.
         
Chennault got his matériel.  None the less, wrote Tom, he had a sense of bafflement at the failure of officials at home to see what to him was so clear. If China fell, our influence in the East fell with it.
         
But then, officials don’t look.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Plane
            

Tom asked to see the front. The Chinese did not care for that, it meant they had to set one up, but once that was done, they gave in. It was a reasonable enough request.
         
He had decided to write a book about his trip. He already had the introduction in his mind: “Today, because of military and of other censorships, America is like a besieged city that lives within walls through which passes only an occasional messenger to tell us what is happening outside. I have been outside, and nothing I have found outside is exactly what it seems to those within. Our outlook in the future must be world-wide.”
         
So it must, but it wasn’t going to be. America’s good intentions suffered that shrinkage attendant upon being taken to the cleaners, which is how it suited the Americans to regard their own part in the war.
         
“We have a great reservoir of goodwill in the world,” wrote Tom. Maybe we had. But it sure evaporated fast in the bright light of subsequent events, and we did nothing to replenish it, except to meddle incompetently with that common watershed, the world, to which we had no title, and of which we merely upset the ecology by confusing it with our own disparate climate.
         
So the reservoir went. There was no one left to praise us. And we did so want to be told, what we longed to hear, that human relations were nothing but those of business‚ and must be conducted as such, with a health plan and retirement benefits for all. We did not want a prophet. It was as though Emerson had rewritten Gracian.
         
“In short, be a saint,” says Gracian, though only after you have mastered all the devilry of the world, control of which alone permits one at last to be good. Whereas Emerson would take the keystone for the arch.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Sian
            

It was supposed to be the front. Tom’s party arrived there by plane, at dusk. Sian was on the Yellow River, and proved confusing, since the Chinese are masters of the anomalous. The English lower their heads, paw the ground, and call it muddling through. The Chinese, more circumspect and even more devious, giggle and go sideways. Like the English, never having doubted themselves, they can still laugh heartily at their own vices and absurdities, which makes them easier to deal with, and much, much, harder to defeat. In order to defeat a people you must first occupy the capital. To the reply that the Japanese held Pekin, the Chinese said that wasn’t the capital, the capital was at Lo-yang; and if the Japanese turned up at Lo-yang, the answer was that, dear, dear, that is only the winter capital, the summer  capital is at Chungking; or Taipeh, or Winchester, or Edinburgh, or the Falkland Islands, or what have you. And to the final remark, that of course you’re defeated, we’re standing right before you, the answer is, I doubt that, for I don’t see you, you have not gone through the proper forms, and besides, quite clearly you are not Chinese. Or British. Or Scots. Or what have you.
         
To the charge of corruption, or dishonesty, the answer is silence. One feels so embarrassed for anyone crass or ill-bred enough to state such a thing in so crude a manner. What can one say? If it is said by a friend, on the other hand, one unbends a bit, and quite agrees. Of course we are.
         
General Stilwell was, more or less, a friend, he must have some good in him, for from his letters (which the censors read) he seemed fond of gardening, and from his diary (which the spies had taken a look at, for the Kuomintang swam in a sea of spies, they were its natural element, and so much taken for granted that they no longer bothered to conceal  themselves while spying) he did not seem unduly fond of the Generalissimo, which displeased no one, for the Generalissimo, like the Sea Green Incorruptible (though not quite so bad and much better connected) was given to obstructing the calm and even flow of smuggling, currency manipulation, and other petty dishonesties which he must realize were essential to well-being, since his own people practised them.
         
When the trip to Sian was discussed at a military banquet, Stilwell told Tom he would see there one of the greatest trading operations of modern China, with Nationalist troops bargaining mightily with the Japanese across the river. General Ho, who spoke English, listened blandly, and did not deny it.
         
The trip from Sian to the front was absurd. It commenced in a luxurious private railway coach. Crowds waited patiently in the rain, to honour the honourable guest. They had been waiting three hours, but did not seem to mind. That is what they had been told to do, and not much happens in Sian anyhow. It is always amusing to see a foreigner.
         
There was a short parade. The next few miles were traversed by hand-operated rail car, until one of the military experts, who had been thinking things over, after a certain amount of fidgeting, suggested that outlined against the sky that way they made an excellent target, like tin ducks at a shooting gallery (the motion was even the same, jerky but regular), and wouldn’t they be wiser to walk? So they left the rail car and walked.
         
The front turned out to be a village on the river. There was no fighting at the moment, though Tom was told that there had been some that morning, and would be some more later, at about six. Looking through binoculars, he could see the gun-sights and trading goods of the Japanese on the opposite bank. The scene was domestic, peaceful, and armed to the teeth.
         
The soldiers looked threadbare enough. If they could turn a little money by harmless trading, why not? If we had sent the Japanese nine million tons of scrap iron before Pearl Harbour, he saw no reason why a poor Chinese soldier should not be allowed to do the best he could haggling over a stolen pig.
         
Later, back in the private coach, Captain Chiang, the Generalissimo’s son by a previous marriage, came down the aisle with his arms full of cavalry swords and bottles of wine, souvenirs captured from the enemy, as gifts for the party. Trade goods, by the look of them. But perhaps not. Tom accepted a sword, but it was a little warm in the car for wine.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chengtu  Again
            

It was time to leave. Why did one not want to leave?
         
Was it because one liked this country so much, or because one did not altogether care for the idea of going home—that going back home gave one the feeling of being poured, against one’s will, through a funnel, out of the bigger bottle into the small?
         
Yes, our reservoir of goodwill was drying up. There were leaks, too, everywhere. As soon as the fact that we would not help them liberate themselves came out into the light of day, it would evaporate completely. Then they would hate us, because we were meddlesome, and at the same time, shirked the world even while we could not let it be.
         
The favourite song in America at the moment, so he was told, was something called Praise  the  Lord  and  Pass  the Ammunition.  Between lip service to the one, and a certain sloth about the other, goodness only knew where it would all end. The lesser of two evils, though always preferable, is not, alas, to be confused with something good.
         
The plane took off, and for a long, long time he sat huddled at a window behind the wing, looking down, and even twisting round to catch a last glimpse, as the mountains fell behind, the fields fell behind, the Great Wall fell behind, the world fell away, and they were over the Gobi again.
         
Why he did that, he didn’t quite know.
What have they got, that we haven’t got?
Only a culture they don’t much care for any more.
         
Then why do they seem so different?
I don’t know.
Well, Edna would be glad to see him, anyhow.
And he would be very glad to see her.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Chita
            

I don’t think I’ll get off the plane at Chita.
         
A town in the Soviet Republic of Mongolia.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Seimchan
            

Not much of a town, but Chennault’s report caught up with him there. That was one thing he could do, at any rate. And the Department of State, goaded into action, had agreed publicly to waive America’s extra-territorial rights in China. They weren’t worth much any more, anyhow. We had last agreed to do that in 1934, but this time, apparently, it was actually to be done.
         
The last stop in Asia. Is there any agony in the world like that of going home? One starts to get anxious even before the first familiar landmarks appear. And once, all alone, at dawn, on the boat-deck, to the baying of a foghorn, he had felt himself crying, at nothing more than a flotsam of orange peel and lettuce crates, floating out of the fog near the Ambrose Light, just because he couldn’t help it, and they would be docking in an hour or so.
         
Despite the season, to one side of the landing strip a clump of blood-red Siberian poppies swayed and tugged in the wind, as though that grey-green tough little plant had blood and the flowers were the drops of it. Fascinated, he watched them. Such stubborn plants. They looked so lonely there, and so firmly rooted—like floods of poppies on a California hill, before the people came, the silence went, and then you did not see them there any more.
         
It is something, at least: whatever we do to it, the world will still be there. It was time to leave. The motors were tuning up. And looking at those poppies, suddenly he trotted over, picked one, and put it in his lapel, as he walked back to the plane, took a last look round, and then went aboard.
         
Such clean air.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    On  the  Plane
            

One of the magazines aboard had colour reproductions in it of Goya’s dining-room, now in the Prado. Yes, it would be like that. The world would explode that way, all around us, while we sat there eating, in a dim light, so as not to see the murals too clearly. Behind the host’s chair, Uranus, like the tall shambling monster we are afraid will come up the stairs at night, when we are overtired and cannot sleep, is eating his children, holding them in both hands, the way a dog holds a bone in its paws. We may have ortolans when we please, which are eaten bones and all. Behind us, our own bones crunch. Along both long walls the world roars like a tempest in the pine crowns, high above our heads. The landscape itself is perfunctory, and Michelangeloesque, as after the flood. On one long wall, behind the polite diners, a cyclone of human hornets, leering, avaricious, and horrible; whirls out of the Manicheaen dusk, filthy and screaming. The polite diners affect not to hear. On the other long wall, behind no less polite diners, who bend their backs in rhythm over Coquilles  St.  Jacques,  a ragtag humanity has taken refuge on the limb of a blasted tree, careful to keep its bundles about it, even there, and peers out at the highest standard of living in the world with the weak, predatory, red-rimmed eyes of an owlet, and then scornfully moves over to make room.
         
At the far end of the table, opposite the host’s chair, so he can see it, if he peers over the flower arrangements, the bon-bon dishes, the Duke of Wellington’s Portuguese service, or his own glasses, there is a burnt rise of ground, over which the master has vanished to some delusory and fraudulent Compostella festooned with seawrack in hell, and there a dog looks out at you from cover, with a reluctant and curiously reproachful look.
         
It is the last living creature in the world.
Meanwhile, the Coquilles  St.  Jacques  are finished, the covers have been removed, and the diners are eating an old-fashioned Tammy beefsteak and kidney dinner, hamburgers, TV plates, beef teriyaki (we did at least beat Japan), creamed chicken left over from the last Jackson Day dinner, melon-balls with sour cream (the Russians didn’t exactly win, either), and crow.
         
That would have amused Goya, no doubt, but Goya never uses the dining-room any more. He is a very old man. He’s lost his appetite. Goya is at Bordeaux, finishing up the Disasters  of  War.  There is so very little time left, in which to get the new set ready.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    Fairbanks
            

Nothing is fair about it. But the mountains were there again, on every side, the customary judges. It is such a little way, up there, between America and Asia. But then so few people ever go up there.
         
At Fairbanks he learned that he was not to be allowed to deliver at Minneapolis, as he had planned, a public address on his trip. Security reasons, said the President, who had to bottle him some way, and perhaps in this instance was not altogether wrong, but was getting tired of the way in which, no matter how he was defeated, the man came bouncing back. Report to Washington first.
         
There was also an offer to speak over the radio on October 26th. Well, thought Tom, that would take care of the bottling operation, if he had his way.
         
Unfortunately the world, like the mouse’s tale in Alice, had a tendency to dwindle away to nothing, when you got back to America, except that in this case it was no mouse, but a lion they had by the tail. Didn’t they realize that?
         
He glanced at the mountains, whose snows were gold with sunset. Who was it, somewhere during his travels, a wit, so perhaps it had been in Turkey, where Noumen Bey, the Foreign Minister, had seemed, like his mind, a little sad, a little cynical, very strong, and very subtle, had referred to life in America as “Life behind the Gold Curtain”?
         
He could not remember, but he remembered the remark.
There were forces abroad (the war had let them out, as ghosts come out in a thunderstorm), out there, across the seas, which would have to be reckoned with, and which, if they were ignored, would disturb the whole world.
         
The trip had taken forty-nine days. That was almost exactly the length of that other trip he had taken, during the election campaign. That had not occurred to him before, but now he saw that they were the same trip, or at any rate, one on one side of the mirror, and the other through it; the one through a world that preferred to dream, the other through a world that was the nightmare America feared. It is true: the dream of reason produces monsters. But in this case it was an irrational dream. In this case it was the monsters who had reason on their side.
         
America is fenced with mirrors. They are our spiritual defence against the truth. And since we refuse to shatter them, there was nothing to be done now, but wait until they had been shattered from the other side, which would happen soon enough; though what would the world find on the inside, then, but broken glass? The creature was shrivelling away from sheer mirror vanity. It was too late.
         
It had no dignity. Therefore it was a comedy, but only because one forced one’s self to smile. For it was also a tragedy, which broke for good the hearts of those who still loved the place, no matter how ashamed they might be of what their government had done. There are a good many of those, and always will be, for the land means everything, even when those who rule it mean little or nothing at all. So it is sometimes nobler to be Tom Fool. Nobler, and of better use.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
In  the  Plane
            

Flying south-south-east. So this is what the world sounds like, when it falls about your ears. It makes no sound at all. Or, at any rate, no more than when the moon lies fair upon the straits, in this case the Rockies, swept with confused alarums of struggle and of flight, where ignorant armies clash by night. The darkling plain would no doubt turn out to be Edmonton. For the world, which seems to lie before us like a land of dreams, so various, so beautiful, so new, hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain.
         
At least, he had been true to Edna. After his fashion. He wanted to see Edna now.
         
As for the sea of faith, which was once, too, at the full, that is what was wrong: it had dried up. It had shrunk away from its natural shores. Like that reservoir of goodwill, it was draining away, while all over the world, people were impatiently waiting to pull the plug out, so they could draw their own bath in the same cracked tub.
         
Since no one would repair it, their bath would be a quick one.
         
Yes, that was what was wrong. That was what one missed in America: the shimmer of the sea of faith, that had once been there, which was there no longer, but which he had glimpsed in Asia.
         
As for the salinity of that sea over there, that was another matter. He had his doubts about the buoyancy of that. But that could be worried about later. What bothered him now, was the curiously matt surface of what had once been ours. That was what brought the eternal note of sadness in.
         
No. It was no use. What was the use of having a constructive solution, when nobody wanted it, and nobody would implement it? It was too late. We had sucked our own insides out, the way you suck an egg, because it was the appearance  we wanted, just the shell; we didn’t have the guts to hatch out of it. So now there was nothing inside it.
         
The world will pass us by, have a good laugh, and collect us the way rich Americans used to collect Fabergé Easter eggs, ghastly, meaningless, made of the best materials, a souvenir of the way things used to be, of what we could have been.
         
Oh God.
It was dreadful. There were no words for it. And the really dreadful thing about it was that we were so sapped, we had forgotten what shame was. Like that young woman in California, who had said nobody had time for conscience any more.
         
In that case, there would not be much time for anything else. That made the world Manichee. We live on a credit that steadily diminishes and we do not sleep well.
         
“I have never taken a sleeping pill in my life. I would almost like one now.”
         
It began to be dawn. The Rockies were behind them, curiously lit, splendid and remote as judges who say nothing, who just sit there. The Altai. The Himalaya. The Tien Shan. In a moment he would not even see them any more.
         
He had always seen them so clearly. They had kept him going. They had kept him in order. Now nobody saw them, they climbed among them only for recreation, seldom did even that, but preferred to stay indoors at Banff and get up a really good game of cards.
         
The intercom came on.
“Edmonton ahead. We will be setting down in about ten minutes.”
         
It was not time enough.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Epilogue:  1942
            

So there he was, waiting out there, on the strip, at Edmonton, smiling and shaking hands affably enough, but a rather tired and shabby figure, looking and feeling like an old sheepdog or a partially decayed owl. Or perhaps like someone in a parable. Wasn’t every life a parable? Wasn’t his own? He would have liked to be able to say not. For Mr. Goodman and Mr. Badman, and Christian, and even Mr. Zeal-of-the-land-Busy, were not only a little too elementary for our day, they were also a good deal better than anything he had been through.
         
A ridiculous man. The model for that kind of appearance was a lot of things everybody had forgotten, men like Heywood Broun and Irvin S. Cobb, but his own fat was firm, and his policies conservative, in the truest sense, which is perhaps why some people found them so shocking. He didn’t drink much. He had put on that fat just living and working, the way a bullock builds its hump.
         
Just for a moment there, he felt afraid. It was a question of the soul. Nobody talks about the soul any more. It isn’t supposed to be sophisticated. Yet, whether talked about or not, people do have them, usually in bad repair, crippled or starving, but there, and his was feeling afraid.
         
No. Not afraid exactly. Fear was something he had never felt in his life. But cold, and somehow like a foreigner or an immigrant. It was understandable enough. If you’re an old-style American these days, even if you never leave home, you’re living among foreigners. The breed has changed. Like the wire-haired terrier, it’s almost bred out. It’s lost its sense of humour.
         
There remains the iceberg. Somewhere, in some unknown place, it has already fallen from the barrier. It will right itself in time.
         
“Departure in five minutes, sir. You’d better go aboard.”
“You know,” he said to himself, that tired old sheepish friend he’d hauled round with him all these fifty-one years, old reliable, the best friend he had, the guy who’s always glad to see you, even if you have changed, “I haven’t the heart to go back in.” It was too much like saying goodbye.
         
But being a man of character, and a citizen of Rushville, as well as of the world, which is to say, an American, he climbed aboard the plane and went back in. After all, it was his country.
         
 
“And so we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past.”
         
 
Saddlebag-Berlin

1960–1
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