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CHAPTER ONE

Long Bright Days

..:gI Igg
I
Back to Moscow

W HEN I had left Moscow early in 1943, near the end of a tense
and anxious winter, it was still a place of hunger and suffering
eneath its hard determination, and behind the dark ice-coated
buildings which lined its shabby streets. People had little to
cheer them then except the fresh triumph at Stalingrad, the
lope of a western front in Europe, and the warm urge of spring
in the air. The front was not far off and Moscow lay under threat
of siege and what would prove to be the last great German offen-
sive, coming out of Orel. A year had gone by and it was already
difficult to believe these were the same Muscovites. They
scemed to wear new faces full of hope and confidence, and the
¢ity was radiant with light in contrast to the memory I had car-
ried around the world with me.

Summer accounted for some of the changed aspect, of course.
All around for a thousand miles or more I saw, flying up from
Astrakhan, an endless expanse of vivid green, as lush and smil-
ing with crops as in winter it was forbidding and deathlike in its
still mask of white, charred by the deep gloomy forests of birch.
Now everything in Moscow seemed newly washed, even the air,
and this was not just summer illusion. The drapery of painted
trees and factories and apartment buildings had been scrubbed
from the Kremlin buildings and walls, so that now they have di-
mensions again, and form and color. The Bolshoi Theater had
taken off its scaffoldings and its fine columns sparkled in the

3
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blessed sun. Now you could see that the University and Chai-
kovsky Hall and a dozen other buildings were really very good,
something you never noticed when tricks of camouflage con-
fused the eye, and the stinging wind kept your face buried low
in a fur collar.

So Russia really had color, and not only in daylight. After the
long dusk there was almost always a salute for new victories.
Throngs of lightly clad women and a scattering of soldiers gath-
ered on the twilit streets, in Red Square, on the bridge across
the Moscow River below the Kremlin towers, on Comintern
Square and in Revolutionary Plaza before the Metropole. All over
Moscow people waited for the fireworks. Now it was all reverse
traffic for Hitler. His armies were being ground to pieces under
triumphant offensives in the Ukraine, in White Russia, in the
Baltic States. Nothing could save him now, and Moscow knew
it. Guns thundered every night, and red, yellow and green
rockets wove bright patterns against the northern stars. Radio
loudspeakers blared forth the new Soviet anthem on the streets,
and the names of heroes of the day were read to the listening
nation. The Voice of Moscow that broadcast them was no calmer,
no more nor less hurried, than when it had been obliged to an-
nounce “Citizens, Moscow is under attack.”

Among the watchers before the Metropole stood Jack Mar-
golis, the dark little British-born manager of the hotel, who mar-
ried a Russian girl a decade ago and gave up his British passport
to become a Soviet citizen. Now he was glad again that he had
done so. “Look at it,” he exclaimed, and a grin effaced his old
sadness. “It’s just like before the war. Look at the crowds—it’s
peace again! Oh, it’s great to be a Russian these days!”

Behind him, the Metropole had become the scene of bitter
competition for rooms. Correspondents were no longer the small
tight band of a year ago and the male monopoly had been broken
by the arrival of indefatigables like Anna Louise Strong and Ella
Winter. Rivalry for space was further intensified by the overflow
from the swollen embassies as new diplomats came in, demand-

——————
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ing priorities, and representatives appeared from half-forgotten
countries preparing for rebirth. Nobody yet knew what it was
going to mean when Russia became the only great power in
Ilurope, but every Government now realized the need to have
more and more men here to study what Churchill had called “a
riddle wrapped in an enigma.” And soon Winston himself would
come to join the seekers after answers.

The British Ministry of Information had lodged a large staff
in the Metropole; various military and diplomatic missions had
scaled off blocks of rooms for their own use; and on top of that
American engineers and fur buyers were back demanding ac-
commodations. What was happening here was going on at every
other hotel and all over the city. It was almost impossible to get
a bed anywhere. This city had had four million inhabitants be-
fore the war; during the evacuation it had dropped to half that;
and now it was back with more Muscovites than ever.

Houses and apartment buildings were disintegrating more
rapidly than the Metropole. Pravda took time out from telling
the Allies what was wrong on the western front, to issue warn-
ings to bewildered citizens to get on with the apparently impos-
sible. “There are no special insurmountable circumstances,”
Pravda pundits complacently asserted, “standing in the way.
And if in some cities things are in bad shape, if roofs leak, if plas-
ter falls down, if repairing is done badly, it’s the fault of local
governmental and party bodies.”

Paint, materials, transportation, the labor question—those
weren't problems for Pravda to solve. It was “up to the party
hodies.”

Everywhere now people were more concerned with hum-
drum domestic and household needs than in the leaner days of
war. There was more grumbling; the city was no longer holding
ils breath. Any country is far more dramatic in time of defeat
and mounting disaster than it is in days of victory, and if Mos-
cow at first seemed a happier place, it was a less exciting one.
'The Government would have to invoke more than patriotism to
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impart to the prosaic tasks that lay ahead the heroic stamp that
had called forth the best in every Russian during the crisis of his
nation’s existence.

9 e
II
Prices—and Prices

ONE of the most puzzling things about Russia, however, is
that while its bureaucrats bungle a hundred simple tasks, or
neglect an easily remedied nuisance till it becomes a serious
menace, just when you decide that nothing can be going right,
where such glaring inefficiency prevails, you are astonished by
revelation of some major accomplishment requiring a high de-
gree of organization and foresight. This paradox is what made
people speak of “miracles” being achieved during the war. In
matters that really counted, not only on the fast-moving front but
in the growing pace of production and in rehabilitation work in
the devastated areas, things were still happening in that big, un-
expected, deceptive Russian way.

The years triumphs at the front, for example, were well
matched in the rear by the truly magnificent success of the
women and children of the reoccupied Ukraine and White Rus-
sia in bringing in a bountiful harvest. On those black plains,
which before the war alone produced almost a third of the
nation’s wheat crop, obstacles as serious as German defense
works confronted the Soviets. Seed grain was largely gone; thou-
sands of combines and harvesters had been wrecked or carried
away; few cattle remained; and literally millions of men had
perished or been driven west.

Long Bright Days 7

Yet somehow the land was cultivated and planted and the
crop reaped, while villages and towns still lay in ashes. “I don’t
know how they’ve done it,” a Frenchman just back from a trip
through the Ukraine told me, “but it’s a fact that everywhere 1
went the fields were covered with glorious crops. From the best
estimates I could get it will be a rich yield—eighty to ninety per-
cent of a normal year.” Later on I had an opportunity to find out,
on the spot, how the effort had been organized—a story of the
“bitter strength” of Russia told elsewhere in this book.

Optimism over the Ukrainian harvest had apparently influ-
enced the food commissariats, and people were getting a little
more to eat. Norms of rationed food had not increased, but
slores more often were able to supply the minimum guaranteed.
All over Russia well-stocked “commercial” food stores were
opening. Mostorg, the capital’s big department store, had re-
opened with shelves bulging with goods, and a number of
variety shops were offering articles to the general public for the
lirst time since 1941.

The so-called commercial stores were, of course, state-owned
and operated. Unlike establishments which provided goods only
lor ration coupons and at controlled, pre-war prices, the former
sold everything at inflated prices, in competition with the black
market. Commercial stores were thus an interesting demonstra-
tion of how state control of trade could be manipulated for mul-
tiple purposes. In this case they were a morale builder, for they
hinted of a return to normality. Also, they were an anti-inflation
measure; they neatly extracted inflation rubles from the over-
stuffed pockets of speculators and peasants. They gradually
forced the black market down, until it would ultimately dis-
.-nppear.

Butter and sugar already cost less than half the 1943 prices
and potatoes were down more than sixty percent. In general,
consumers’ goods prices were being reduced about ten percent
cvery month. But they were still fantastically high compared to
pre-war and rationed prices. In 1944 a pound of white bread in
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the commercial stores still cost $10, figured at the official ex-
change rate of five rubles to the dollar. Sugar cost 350 rubles a
pound, or $70, and butter about the same. But in the “limited” or
rationed-goods shops sugar was only three rubles a pound, and
butter only fourteen rubles, and as foreigners got a special diplo-
matic rate of twelve rubles to the dollar, such prices were not
exorbitant—for us.

Correspondents were allowed the same food norms as diplo-
mats and it was very generous—far more than one person could
eat. You had the choice of three meals a day at the Metropole,
and a small additional ration at the diplomatic store, or of eating
one, two or no meals at the hotel, and buying the balance in
unprepared foods. Like most correspondents I took the store
rations for the equivalent of breakfast and supper, and ate only
the midday meal, which the Russians call dinner, at the Metro-
pole. This gave me, monthly, thirty-six pounds of bread, six
pounds of sugar, six pounds of meat and six of fish, nearly six
pounds of butter and cheese, thirty pounds of potatoes, four
cakes of soap (which on the open market cost 100 rubles a bar),
and a long list of odds and ends, including four litres of vodka
and wine. One Metropole dinner alone was more than the aver-
age Russian got in a couple of days, so that all that extra bounty
enabled the correspondent to play good Samaritan or host to
such Russians as could be enticed into acquaintance with a
foreigner.

It was a reasonable arrangement, however, because when you
bought anything outside the hotel or the special stores, you were
robbed. My first night at the Bolshoi Theater I saw Prince Igor,
a magnificent opera, and under the spell of this lavish produc-
tion I took a friend into the restaurant, hetween acts, and
ordered tea and eclairs. The check was the equivalent of $48.
Outside the theater, columns of civilians waited for a chance to
buy Russian Eskimo pies, considered a bargain at $6 a pie.

In some of the new commercial cafés and restaurants there
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was music, and in the fashionable Moscow Hotel there was
dancing with Svassman’s American-style swing band. I was
going to invite a party of four people to supper there one night
to celebrate a certain occasion, but took the precaution of ask-
ing, in advance, the cost of a four-course meal, with two bottles
ot champagne. The maitre d’hétel figured it out at 8,105 rubles,
sans tip, or about $600, at five to one. I settled for a home-cooked
meal in the Metropole instead.

Still, the Moscow Hotel was always crowded with officers and
officials and a certain number of demi-mondes who seemed at-
tached to the place. Red Army officers and privileged bureau-
crats, distinguished intellectual and war and labor heroes were
given special books entitling them to discounts of from ten to
sixty percent at all state stores, as well as in theaters and hotels.
Officers on leave after months at the front came in like the old
miners to Dawson, their pockets bulging with cash and loaded
for b’ar. But even for the citizen with no surplus rubles all the
gay windows filled with foods and wine, the shops reopened,
and cafés flourishing, meant at least that peace was slowly ebb-
ing back.

Life was growing a little easier in other respects. In the fac-
tories a few elderly people were getting vacations with pay
again, and the new law promised mothers a longer maternity
lcave. More skilled workers, teachers, engineers and other spe-
cialists were being released by the Army. Now it was possible to
travel as far as 140 kilometers outside the capital, without mili-
tary permits; suburban trains were frequent, and surprisingly
punctual. Every factory and every institution seemed to have its
dacha, or summer cabin, and thousands flocked to the country
every week-end, half bent on serious work and half on holiday.
Amateur gardeners had contributed enormously to declining
prices and most people were able to lay in some stock of vege-
tables for the winter ahead.

What astonished me was how few signs of malnutrition you
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saw on the streets: an occasional bandy-legged boy, some ema-
ciated old people. But they were lost in the impression you got
from the rugged youth everywhere, especially the bare hard-
muscled legs of Russian women. How they managed to keep so
much flesh on their bodies, on a diet of cabbage soup and black
bread, continued to baffle me. There was an All-Union Sports
Parade at the Moscow Dynamo, and hardly a seat was vacant in
the huge stadium, which holds 60,000. It was an unusual kind of
meet because all the competitors were members of athletic clubs
attached to factories and Soviet institutions—muscular but over-
age or exempt men and women ranging from girls in their teens
to middle-aged mothers. Their skirtless blue-and-white sports
tights clung to them like postage stamps. It was a frank display
of healthy vigorous bodies and left you with the impression of a
nation still holding back boundless reserves of power, un-
touched by the war.

In my own mind those athletic workers formed a contrast
with the 60,000 gray, grizzled, beaten Germans who were led
next day between rows of millions of onlookers lining the streets.
Tt was a strangely quiet, well-behaved crowd that watched them.
As in Leninsk, where I had been when German prisoners taken
at Stalingrad were marched through, the Muscovites made no
demonstration, did not shout, hiss nor spit curses at them. In-
stead, now and then you heard an old woman say, “Look at that
young one there; the fellow has no shoes,” or remark quietly,
“Take a good look at Moscow, Fritz—after all, you got here at
last, though not quite the way Hitler promised you.” Now and
then the German soldiers—led off by a dozen Prussian generals
still haughty and wearing their decorations—stole furtive glances
up the canyon of big solid buildings on Gorky Street, looking for
signs of that “obliterated” Moscow which Goebbels boasted the
Luftwaffe had achieved many months earlier.

Before their march through town some of the prisoners had
been quartered at the big Moscow race track. The town fathers
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hastened to fumigate it when their guests had departed. Not
long afterward the papers advertised that the usual annual trot-
ting races were to be held. I went out with Alex Werth, of the
Times (London), and Marjorie Shaw of the Mirror, and the en-
chanting Mrs. Colombo, just to make sure it wasn't a gag. The
races came off, all right, attended by Moscow’s equivalent of the
international smart set, wearing linen hats and dusters, and
cquipped with field-glasses and tips on the favorites. All the
Best People were there, looking unpressed and seedy, but as
absorbed in the races as a crowd of Kentucky colonels.

It was a memorable day for two reasons, besides the company.
Alex and I made a bet and cleared fifty rubles after paying the
state tax. The other reason was that a band marched in, mounted
a stand set in the middle of the field, and played the Interna-
tional. Tt was the only time I heard the former Soviet national
anthem, which was abandoned after the dissolution of the Com-
intern, all the time I was in Russia. Nor had anyone else I ques-
tioned later heard it played in public since the ban. I never
could see the connection with the trotting races, myself. Per-
haps the horses are being encouraged to unite, they had noth-
ing to lose . . .

Not many people realize how the Soviet Government found
its new anthem. A nation-wide contest was held, and virtually
every composer contributed an offering. After many weeks the
judges narrowed down the favorites to a few, which were finally
played for Stalin and the Politburo. After hearing them all, the
party chieftains were undecided. In the end no composer’s entry
was chosen. The big shots solved the matter by adopting the old
party song as the new anthem—and taking over the old Interna-
tional as the new party song. Dinned into the citizen’s ears from
loudspeakers every day, the new hymn won speedy acceptance.
It has dignity, power and grandeur. Like “bourgeois™ anthems,
Loo, it is quite impossible to sing.
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War and Art

“FroMm now on life can only become better,” a Russian opti-
mist explained to me. “We have known the worst; so there’s
nothing but good lying ahead. A few more pounds of potatoes a
month, an extra kilo of sugar, our own vegetables from our own
gardens—these things are marks of real progress for us. For Ger-
many the cost of the war is just beginning. For us—the price has
about been paid.”

That wasn’t strictly correct, of course. Casualties of the sum-
mer offensive hadn’t yet been announced and the Red Army’s
swift advances were not cheaply made. What it would mean to
Russia to get along with ten to fifteen million fewer able-bodied
men had yet to be fully realized. I thought of that often when
from my window in the hotel, overlooking Sverdlovsk Plaza
and the Bolshoi, I saw on the streets increasing numbers of crip-
ples mingling with the crowds. Every day at a certain hour two
tow-headed children led across the busy traffic a blind young
man back from the war. He was still paying the price for Rus-
sia’s victory and would go on paying, with millions of others, for
the rest of his life.

The long bright summer days are so few in Moscow that the
end of every one of them carries the regret of a farewell. One of
the days when I dropped everything for that sun that wouldn’t
keep I went out to Gorky Park of Culture and Rest and walked
miles along the Moscow River, exploring the hills and ravines.

In one corner of the park there was a big exhibit of captured
12

l.ong Bright Days 13

cnemy war trophies: tanks and guns and planes from every
arsenal of Europe—German stuff, and Czech, Italian, Austrian,
I'rench, Belgian, Polish, even Spanish. It gave you the feeling,
as it was probably intended to do, that Hitler had really struck
Russia with all Europe mobilized behind him and serving his
purpose. In a way more eloquent than words it told you why the
Red Army, when it entered Berlin, would insist on a Europe in
which that couldn’t happen again.

Walking or hopping or stumping in between the rows of tanks,
or somehow scrambling up and down the little hills, were groups
of white-clad, crippled veterans. There was the clear exchange
before you, an arm or a leg or a piece of skull missing from each
of these men, as the cost of the trophies taken from the enemy;
and for every three cripples, one dead comrade. All these wrecks
came from near-by hospitals and this was now their playground;
you wondered what Russia would look like when they were all
turned back onto the country. It was a thing to remember, these
armless and legless youths with old faces who had hardly looked
on life, lining the river bank, silently watching the shouting
young boys and girls gaily swimming or boating below them.
Sometimes they hung together and sang their songs of battle
and their confidence seemed to flow back and they gazed at the
civilians with proud contempt.

This army would bind up but not forget its wounds, you
knew, when it returned. The finest manhood and some of the
ablest leadership were still in uniform, still inarticulate in so-
ciety, as in our own country. When you remembered that Soviet
organizations had fulfilled all the tasks assigned them despite
that handicap, you had to conclude that the performance would
improve when the surviving males came back to their jobs. For
a long time their influence would be felt as apart from those who
did not fight in the trenches—yet no one knew quite how they
would assert themselves.

What was happening below the surface in the Army, and
what was fermenting in the civilian mind? How many of the
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wartime improvisations would be permanently incorporated
into the Soviet system and into the post-war reading of Marxism?
The answers weren't readily available, but it was fascinating to
speculate about the phenomena you could see around you.

Take the Soviet theater. Virtually all the plays of the past sea-
son, and those coming, had little to do with Communism as an
ideology. Many were based on literary classics produced in
“bourgeois” or feudal societies. The most popular play of the
season was The Road to New York, adapted from the American
movie hit It Happened One Night. Among productions an-
nounced for autumn none seemed to deal with living contro-
versial political questions—which could or could not be a reflec-
tion of the noncommittal state of the Soviet mind.

Hamlet and Othello were featured. Several classics by Os-
trovski, who died sixty years ago, and Goncharov, who was born
the year Kutuzov met Napoleon at Borodino, were being re-
vived. Both authors were aristocrats. Where were the plays of
poets and playwrights the Government had been financing all
during the war? If Soviet industry had been no more produc-
tive, where would the Red Army be?

There was a return to all classics in literature, too. On the for-
tieth anniversary of the death of Anton Chekhov, whom some
Russian Communists once ridiculed as a bourgeois artist, me-
morial meetings were held everywhere, streets were renamed
for him, new monuments were ordered erected. Most papers
devoted fully half their scant space to eulogizing Chekhov. So
the glorification of nineteenth-century Russian art and litera-
ture, stimulated for patriotic reasons during the war, seemed
likely to increase in the after-war.

For the first time in Soviet history the theater was offering
Oscar Wilde to the public. The Ideal Husband had been chosen
for reasons not easily discernible in the newspaper white-space
between the lines, where some people claimed to do their most
assiduous reading. One night I asked a party of Russian intel-
lectuals why the ultra-bourgeois Wilde should be unearthed at
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this particular moment and in such a piece of apparently irrele-
vant dilettantism.

“Because it’s droll,” a poet answered, “and at the end of war in
any country people want a certain amount of distraction. With
ns Russians our tragedy is never far away from comedy and the
ridiculous—and vice versa. You have escapist art in America,
too, haven’t you?”

Another writer suggested that The Ideal Husband was being
done because it portrayed the behavior of some well-bred Eng-
lish people and fully vindicated the stability of the home. One
evening when I talked to Sofia Andreyevna Tolstoy, Count
l.co’s granddaughter, who now runs all the Tolstoy museums in
Russia, she spoke of a tremendous interest among all young
people in practically every Russian classical writer of the past
two centuries. She told also of the avid search for all kinds of
Fnglish literature in Moscow. In the many second-hand book-
shops it was almost impossible to buy an English book, and Eng-
lish dictionaries or grammars were scarcer than silk hose.

The hunger for knowledge of English and American culture
was far greater than at any time in Russian history. Now that the
western front had been opened, the Russians could frankly ex-
press their interest and I seldom met one who knew English
who didn’t plead for something to read. Before the war the Rus-
sians had always had a certain respect for German culture, but
little of that was surviving now except a reverence for German
music, and for Goethe. Seen from Moscow, England and France
were all that was left of continental culture, the only sources
{rom which Russian intellectuals felt they could draw new in-
spiration. They deeply sensed the need for enriching their own
litcrature by opening new doors to England.

Young Russians were taking an extraordinary interest in good
manners and other matters involving what was formerly dis-
missed by the party as “petty personal relationships.” One of my
Russian friends had recently translated an old English book on
cliquette, which instructed readers not to make noises when
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eating, not to cough and spit on the floor, not to knock ladies
down to get through a door first, and not to fight in public. It
was selling like peanuts. Soon you won't be able to tell a man’s
ideology at all by whether he drinks his tea with a spoon in his
glass.

Another thing that obviously would not go out with the war
was the new attitude toward religion. More people were going to
services now than at any time since the revolution. Plans were
being made for extensive repair and reconstruction of churches.
I learned that even some Komsomols, who used to spend lots of
time denouncing priests, now insisted that a church wedding
was the only fitting way to solemnize what, under new laws, be-
comes virtually an indissoluble pact. But I shall have more to
say about the new place of religion in Russia in a later chapter.

9 [e
v
Marriage and Motherhood

You could hear almost as many opinions on the new maternity
and divorce laws, decreed in July, as you heard elsewhere on the
Polish-border question, and colored by just as many arguments,
pro and con. And to the Soviet citizen the future of his married
life seemed more important than the future of Lvov—even
though he could pronounce “Lvov” a lot easier than we can.

No one objected to the generous additional state provisions
for mothers and their children, but the same ukase which prom-
ised them to Russians was linked with stringent new regulations
concerning the dissolution of wedlock. Thousands of divorces
formerly were given to dissatisfied spouses when they merely
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signed post cards making the request to the marriage bureau,
hut the new law drastically changed all that. According to its
own preamble, the edict of July, 1944, was a further step toward
“consolidation of the Soviet family.” The Moscow Ppress even re-
ferred to it as the “charter of the Soviet family.” It was asserted
lo be the logical consequence of experiment and experience
over a period of twenty-five years. Yet some foreign critics main-
lnined that the whole thing was simply “another reversion to
capitalist practice” and “another move toward social conser-
vatism.” What was the truth?

On the face of it, the new statute did seem to resemble our
own more closely than before. The law provided for increased
solemnity in the ceremony itself, and the church is a good place
lor that. Other aspects of the law must have been noted with
[avor in the Vatican. But there were also innovations which
shocked the clergy more than ever, and made the Red family
like no other.

The basic thing is the key relationship adopted by the state
loward the mother and her offspring. The Soviet Government
now assumes such broad responsibilities, quite independent of
the male in the case, that fatherhood’s age-old duties of bread-
winner and protector of the brood seem largely usurped. At first
rlance, too, the male appears to be liberated. He can no longer
he named in court as the father of a child of an unmarried
mother. He can no longer be sued for :alimony.

“But it only looks easy to us,” a Russian of the presumably
cmancipated sex assured me. “If you examine the law closely
you see that a man’s apparent freedom of action in one respect is
more than counterbalanced by strict responsibility for his oath
of matrimony.” The male may enjoy his extra-marital fling, but
o legal change of spouses is another matter. The No. 1 wife can
now feel very secure indeed, especially if she is a mother.

Again, the woman who wants children without being encum-
hered by a male dropping cigarette ashes around and entertain-
ing undesirable friends, can legally have them, and the state
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accords her honors and upkeep. She has more freedom than be-
fore because she has more security. Theoretically, the institu-
tion of old maids might go out with the same broom that sweeps
away divorce. Yet unmarried motherhood holds no more attrac-
tion for Russians than it does for any other women.

Then why the law? The answer has to be sought elsewhere, in
the state’s primary concern for the Soviet child of whatever ori-
gin. Profound interest in the birthright and welfare of Ivan, Jr.,
was in fact held to justify the entire ukase.

Formerly Soviet law supported the view that “marriage and
divorce are private and personal affairs,” although whenever
children were involved the state had a right to intervene. In
now establishing all marriages as “matters of public interest and
concern,” the new law greatly emphasizes Soviet paternalism
toward the child. The Government which promulgated the
edict begins to look rather like the benevolent patriarch who,
doting on progeny, leaves his sons and daughters a bounty
which they can inherit only after producing a certain number of
grandchildren, and offers them additional inducements provid-
ing the fullest opportunity for a healthy and equally privileged
childhood for all his descendants, however numerous.

Childbearing was subsidized in the Soviet Union even before
the war. The state granted a sum of nine dollars® for the baby’s
layette and a food allowance of from one to two dollars a month
during the infant’s first year. With an average birth rate of some
6,000,000 a year, those items alone were estimated to cost the
state more than $160,000,000. In addition, the mother of more
than six children was entitled to a bonus of $400 annually for
five years, and to a further bonus of $1000 for each subsequent
birth. Hundreds of thousands of Soviet families collected pay-
ment on such claims.

The old law also guaranteed working women nine weeks of
prenatal leave with pay. This cost the Soviet bursars somewhere
in the vicinity of a billion dollars annually. If such earlier com-

* Figured at official exchange rate, Rs.5 =$1.
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|rensations were intended to reconcile women to the law which
lorbids abortion (except for medical reasons), then the present
improved version of benefits may help somewhat to win ap-
proval for the tightening-up against divorce. Anyway, it was
interesting to see in this instance, as in others, a highly practical
demonstration of the Soviet theory that law is an instrument for
achievement of constructive social ends, and can be effective
ouly when its purely repressive aspects are counter-pointed by
positive inducements to compliance.

Marriage in Russia isn’t merely an institution; it is now a part-
nership that pays dividends that increase with the progeny.
Monetary awards for motherhood begin today with the birth of
the third child, when the state makes a gift of eighty dollars in
cash. This is in addition to the layette fee, raised to twenty-four
«dollars. With the birth of a fourth child, by a mother of three liv-
ing children, the state makes a down payment of $260, and be-
pinning with the second year of the baby’s life, the mother
receives a monthly subsidy of sixteen dollars—for four years.
I'rom then on the gains mount on the following scale:

. With the arrival of the fifth child, cash payment $340, monthly
allowance $24; sixth child, payment $400, monthly allowance
$28; seventh child, payment $500, allowance $40; eighth, pay-
ment $500, allowance $40; ninth, payment $700, allowance $50;
tenth, payment $700, allowance $50. Thereafter $1000 for each
future president, and $60 monthly allowance.

The triumph of ten births is further accorded prestige by the
Iestowal on the author of the Order of Mother Heroine, with an
appropriate decoration. The Glory of Motherhood medal, in
several classes, is given for lesser attainments. And a number of
ndditional economic and social advantages are guaranteed to
prospective mothers which, while the war lasted, meant more
than the actual cash benefits.

Pregnancy leave with pay is extended to seventy-seven days,
and expectant mothers are excused from overtime work four
months after childbirth. Food rations are doubled during preg-
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nancy, and additional food and clothing become available. New
rest homes and milk kitchens and medical and child centers
were opened. It became compulsory for all factories and institu-
tions employing women to maintain nurseries, kindergartens
and mother-and-child rooms.

Unmarried mothers seem to be somewhat better compensated
than married ones, for obvious reasons. State aid for them begins
with the first child, at twenty dollars monthly, rises to thirty
dollars for two children, and forty dollars for three children.
Thereafter, unmarried mothers also receive the full bonuses, al-
lowances and honors accorded to the wedded. The unmarried
mother is entitled to state aid until her child is twelve, whereas
in the case of married mothers state aid stops when the child is
five. The state also maintains “homes for little children,” where
unmarried mothers may install their infants for any period up to
twelve years, free of charge.

Tsarist law denied legal status to both unmarried mothers and
their offspring, but under Soviet law all children have always
been regarded as legitimate. The July edict did not change that,
and the unmarried mother can still give her child any surname
she chooses. In the early days, Communists often were quite
casual about marriage. Frequently mothers kept their own
names and sometimes they bestowed them on their children.
But after July, tens of thousands of Russian couples who never
bothered to register as man and wife hastened to solemnize and
legalize both marriage and offspring—sometimes with a church
ceremony. The new law gives common-law mothers no right to
claim husbands’ estates and other benefits.

There are many cases in which the Soviet father may be mar-
ried to a woman other than the mother of his children. Formerly,
no social odium was inferred for the position of such unmarried
mothers, as their children were considered legitimate. Their
status now becomes somewhat ambiguous, but the new law
gives them the promise of state support, as to an unmarried
woman with a child. Obviously, that measure is to some extent
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dictated by war problems created in areas formerly occupied by
the Germans, where there are thousands of fatherless children.

As in Britain, and to some extent in America, many births
have resulted from “war romances” where there was no mar-
riage. In some cases, the fathers of such children have been
killed; in others, the fathers were already married to somebody
clse. The fact that new homes to receive infants of unmarried
mothers were opened as far away as Novosibirsk suggested that
this problem was not confined to war areas in Russia.

In a country where state planning and “socialist emulation” are
accepted features of society, in a country where labor is com-
pensated on a piece-work basis with what are claimed to be sat-
isfactory results, the new system of honors and rewards for
motherhood seemed destined to bring about the desired “con-
solidation of the family.”

The divorce law is in itself part of the new plan to inspire
motherhood. Here, as elsewhere, a certain percentage of
couples had entered matrimony with a somewhat tentative atti-
lude, avoiding children in order to be free to disentangle them-
welves if the marriage failed. Now unsure spouses find them-
welves with narrowed opportunities for second thoughts. The
new law may make marriage for better or for worse, but anyway
It seems to make it virtually for keeps.

Until July, 1944, you could legally “write yourself out” of
marriage about as easily as you could “write yourself in.” In
practice, however, divorce had for some time been severely
deprecated among party members and Komsomols. It was al-
most as much a black mark on a party record as was sexual
promiscuity. The revolutionary period of loose living in Russia
was actually very brief, and Lenin himself led those who de-
nounced “free love.” During the past decade Communists as-
wimed what some consider a puritanical attitude toward sex
relations, and the new law directly reflects it.

No one can now regain his freedom except after airing his
marital troubles in public. The steps are many, difficult and ex-
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pensive. First, a petition to the People’s Court, accompanied by
Rs.200. At the same time, an advertisement in the papers. Not
till the advertisement has been printed—and so far each paper
has limited its columns to two announcements per week—can
the Court act. Then the answering of summonses to explain the
case, the rounding up of witnesses, and attempts by the Court to
dissuade the couple. In the event of failure to reconcile, the case
may be referred to a higher Court. And if, finally, the divorce is
granted, the plaintiff has to pay a fee of from $100 to $2,000.
Very few would-be divorcees are persistent enough to go
through such a rigmarole.

“The worst feature of all,” according to an acquaintance of
mine who was contemplating divorce before the law changed,
“is the advertisement in the press. In Russian eyes, it seems a
form of public disgrace. It is like a political self-denunciation.
People will put up with almost anything rather than do that.”

Do the Soviet fathers really think they can abolish divorce?
Probably not. Yet a few years ago, when there were 52,000 legal
abortions in Moscow in one year alone, it was considered pre-
posterous that abortion could be prohibited. Nevertheless,
against much more vocal opposition than one heard against the
“anti-divorce” law, the prohibition of abortion was enforced and
today the exceptions are few. It remains to be seen whether
people can be talked out of divorce to the same extent. One
thing is certain: if the law doesn’t accomplish its purpose the
Soviet rulers will not hesitate to throw it away and try some-
thing else. Russia wants the biggest birth-rate in the world to
fill up all those empty places left by the war.

i
A
Marxism Vindicated?

I'tw onlookers in Moscow were yet willing to predict just
what kind of society would emerge from the poundings of the
war, and most Russians sensed that many unknown adjustments
lny ahead. Trying to know what was going on and what would
happen after the war was like listening in on a telephone when
the operator leaves the switch open at a central exchange. We
can hear many voices, but they are all just outside our focus of
sound.

This much was certain, even to a newly returned correspond-
cnt. Nothing had been done or said which suggested any inten-
tion of abandoning the main body of Marxist-Leninist teachings
a5 the foundation of the state. Much had recently happened to
mdicate that the study of historical materialism would be em-
phasized in future training, even more than in the past.

While a large percentage of party members were fighting in
the Army there had been some relaxation in the strict regime of
Marxist study, in favor of the practical art of warfare. Discus-
wions were in many instances reduced to the party secretary lec-
luring members in the form of “highly one-sided reports,” the
press announced. Now it was stressed by such party organs as
\yitator, Propagandist, and Bolshevik that the “forgotten” party
~latute instructing secretaries to arrange political debates and
conferences, as well as to promote self-study and self-education
m Marxism among the workers, must be strictly enforced.
“Upon the thorough Marxist education of party members and
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the entire Soviet intelligentsia depends not only the successful
outcome of the war but likewise the solution of all subsequent
roblems.”

0dd conclusions were drawn by some writers in America,
after a dissertation published in Under the Banner of Marxism,
which was a commentary on the new official Short History of the
Soviet Union issued last year. I carefully read the 10,000-word
document in Moscow. Clearly it was written to establish the
fact that the law of value still operates under Soviet socialism, as
distinct from the former rather vague theory of an idyllic com-
munism in which that law might lose its meaning. Put in lay-
man’s terms, the whole essay was in effect merely a long-winded
justification of the piece-work system of payment and differen-
tiation in wage scales as practiced in the USSR—which were
already clearly provided for in the Constitution of 1936.

Yet some American critics had decided that the article
amounted to an admission that the laws of capitalist economy
were now admitted to apply in Russia. They simply ignored the
main argument of Under the Banner of Marxism. They ignored
also its reaffirmations of superiorities of Marxist-Leninist-Stalin-
ist teachings and practices over those of all capitalist economists,
and its reiterations of some fundamental irreconcilabilities. They
ignored statements like this: “Socialism is the highest stage of de-
velopment of society compared to all preceding systems of pro-
duction.” And, “Socialism assures tempos of development
greater than in principal capitalist countries.”

No, this country does not intend to let go of its system. New
histories will interpret Russian victory as the complete vindica-
tion of all past socialist study and planning, and will identify it
spiritually and organically with Communist Party leadership.
At the same time Soviet leaders were fully aware of the great
role in salvation of the Soviet Union played by the help of cap-
italist countries, especially the United States, in supplying vital
equipment and food which the Soviet system was unable to pro-
duce. They likewise realized that further help would be needed
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for a long time in overcoming obstacles lying ahead. Despite her
cnormous military prestige, Russia would not promote prole-
tarian revolutions in Europe where it meant ]'eopardizing con-
tinued co-operation with the United States.

The Russian people are tired of war and they do not want a
policy likely to cause serious conflict with nations whose friend-
ship they need while convalescent. They want peace and a
chance to build up their own country, whose grandeur they
rialize more fully than ever before. War has taught them that
anything is possible for this country, if they work for it.

“I sometimes think it was almost worth going through all this,”
one man said to me, “just for us to learn how to work. We have
millions of skilled people now who knew nothing about ma-
chinery before and would probably never have learned except
lor the war. We know how to use machines more efficiently now
and our leaders have learned how to organize industry to get
the most out of it. Of course we are still far from your American
«landards—but we’ve got the rhythm of it at last, we have hit our
slride, we’ve discovered what we can really do. We have the
people in the factories in the East we needed there so long—
.nd-we have some of them working there willingly for the first
time. The working man now believes in his ability to master his
joh and any machine you can make. We've learned how to work
at last.”

One day I walked back from Spasso House, after dining with
our Ambassador, Averell Harriman, with Anatole Litvak, the
Iollywood director who made The Battle for Russia and was
now a lieutenant colonel in the American Army Signal Corps.
I.itvak was back in Moscow, where his mother still lived, for the
lirst time in twenty years. I asked him what changes he noticed.

“The city is still recognizable,” he replied, “but I wouldn’t
hive known the people. They aren’t the same Russians. They
.wre sad, but proud and confident and full of hope—even my old
mother. The Russia I remember was humble and pessimistic
and defeated before it began. I have talked to many Russians
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now. They say something like this, Tve lost my son,” or T've
lost my brother,” or Tve lost my husband.” “The roof leaks and I
have paper soles in my shoes.” Then they look at the rockets
celebrating victory and they say, ‘But the worst is over. Tomor-
row’s another day.””

But what would that tomorrow bring for Europe, which Hit-
ler’s approaching collapse and Russian victory were confronting
with a choice unprecedented in history? Some of the answers
will, I hope, be found all through the latter chapters of this book
—and toward the end I shall attempt to summarize the meaning
of the many new features that Soviet society has taken on during
the war. And here a good beginning toward understanding Rus-
sia’s role in a world freed of Hitlerism can be made in Rumania,
the first Axis satellite to fall to the banners of Marshal Stalin’s
Red Army.

9
CHAPTER TWO

Stalin Enters the Balkans
9 |

I

Peace—But Not Communism

IN THE early summer some of us flew down to Bessarabia, by
then re-incorporated into the Soviet Union, and went by car
across the Prut River into Rumania, where for the first time the
lied Army broke onto the native soil of an Axis enemy. Here in
the historic corridor leading down to the mouth of the Danube
. to the soft sparkle of the Black Sea the crude outline of a new
pattern of life was beginning to form, a pattern that would even-
tnally spill across the frontiers of all the Danubian countries.
Soon the Red Army would cross into Transylvania and join
lunds with the fighting partisans of Marshal Tito. Soon it would
cnter the mountain passes that gird Bulgaria, to cut off the road
lo Greece and reach into Belgrade, to block the Nazis™ retreat
from Siberia. Soon it would storm the gates of Budapest, and
linally descend upon Hitler’s native Austria.

What use would the Soviet Government make of its victory
i the first of these Balkan lands to fall to the Red banner—the
liomeland of King Carol, who had led his people into catastrophe
and the ruling class itself toward suicide? Was Russia interested
m rewards beyond seeing its Rumanian enemies crushed and
made to pay heavy reparations? How would Stalin exact retribu-
tion for crimes which included the murder of some 200,000
Soviet citizens in Odessa alone—according to official Soviet
claims? Would the Kremlin control the political, social and cul-
tural life of Rumania? If not, what kind of state would emerge

27
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to succeed the doomed dictatorship of General Ion Antonescu,
to whom Carol had surrendered the fate of the nation?

We knew that Russia had subscribed to the terms of the Atlan-
tic Charter and to the phrases of the Moscow and Teheran dec-
larations, which promise the future security of all nations, in-
cluding sovereign life even to Axis satellites. We knew that
Premier Molotov had made a specific announcement, when the
Red Army entered Rumania, guaranteeing to respect its terri-
torial frontiers and not to interfere with Rumanian institutions.
How well was the Red Army observing these self-imposed obli-
gations? How would it behave in the future?

The truth is that those questions, which mean so much not
simply to the Balkans but to all members of that “world family
of democratic nations” discussed at the Teheran conference,
cannot be answered fully for perhaps a decade. But I can tell
you something about what it was like when the Red Army con-
quered Rumania and from this you may be able to piece to gether
the pattern of a destiny soon to unfold throughout the Balkans.

In Dorohoi and Botosani, two prefectures in Rumanian Mol-
davia which had been held by the Russians since April, 1944, 1
talked to mayors and to village officials, to trade unionists and
to farms, to Jewish refugees from Antonescu’s concentration
camps and to a Rumanian chief of police, to representatives of
several large American business organizations and to a mother
superior in a Rumanian convent.

All these people, some with satisfaction and others with re-
gret, agreed on one thing: they said the Russians had not insti-
gated any revolutionary movements. They said the Red Army
had observed the Molotov declaration with disciplined correct-
ness—and we saw the declaration posted wherever the hammer
and sickle flew.

There appeared to be no open effort by the Red Army to pro-
pagandize the masses in favor of communism or socialism. Pic-
tures of the King and Queen and of the late Dowager Queen
Marie still hung on the walls of official buildings, while Stalin’s
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portrait was strangely absent, except in offices of the Red Army.
On the surface of things, nothing suggested that the inhabitants
dicl not enjoy a degree of liberty which, considering that Ru-
mania was still a country at war against Russia, was astonishing.
In fact, many of the Rumanians apparently wanted to fight on
the winning side now. The handsome young Russian comman-
ant of Dorohoi told me that peasants were coming to him every
ly, asking to enlist in the Red Army.

“The loyalty of the population is remarkable,” said he. “Men
wish to become soldiers and women wish to join up as nurses.
We have to refuse as politely as we can.”

Elsewhere, I was told by Vian Bogsan, a former chief of po-
lice who had resigned his commission in the Rumanian Army
hefore the Reds arrived, that he could easily recruit a pro-Allied
army. He said he would gladly offer his services if the Allies
would furnish arms. But while the Russians used the local popu-
lation for labor when necessary, they evidently considered the
peasants unsuitable for a volunteer army.

Meanwhile, no drastic changes had as yet been effected in
Rumanian laws, customs or institutions. The Antonescu ban on
political parties had not been officially lifted; property laws re-
mained unchanged; private trade continued as before. The same
forms of government, and even some of the same personnel,
still prevailed.

All in all, the Prisoner of Zenda still seemed a credible story
i the atmosphere preserved here. The peasants had not yet put
on shoes, nor forgotten to take off their caps before gentlemen—
and judging from demonstrations a gentleman meant everybody
who wore shoes and wasn’t a Jew. And if you asked the Rumani-
ims whom they wanted to govern them after the war, and
whether they wanted the monarchy or a republic, likely as not
they would answer, “Why, King Carol, of course! This fellow
Antonescu has stirred up too much trouble for us, and King
Michael is too young to handle him.”

Communism? The peasants said they didn’t know what it was.
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The king and dynasty—they were something everybody under-
stood. But they all knew one thing: they wanted peace. “If we
could have peace”—an old peasant woman broke in when her
husband was explaining to me why he was a “liberal,” and for
King Carol—"if we could have peace, we would even put up
with a republic.”

9

II

Improbable Appearances

Anp yet the external wounds of war hereabouts seemed re-
markably few compared with any combat area I had seen in
Russia, and it was hard to believe the Red Army would, indefi-
nitely, refuse to help itself to booty to recoup Soviet losses. The
whole region of Botosani was taken without fighting, in the Rus-
sian grand encirclement. I heard details about this from Evelyn
May Tormry, a white-haired Irish lady from Dublin who had
lived in Botosani for thirty years, but still had a brogue that
would span the Danube.

“We just woke up one morning and there, without a sound,
were the Russians,” she told me. “They had come in during the
night and not one person was killed.”

But nothing seemed quite real in this country—including Mrs.
Tormry. It was tragic, pathetic, comic, and you had to keep rub-
bing your eyes to believe in its opera-bouffe effect. The warm
welcome these people gave you, their nominal foe; the brazen
or stupid contempt with which Rumanian officials spoke of their
peasantry before listening Red Army officers who were them-
selves the sons of peasants; the rough but richly embroidered
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D of the country folk, who stood gaping at you across picket
lences over which spilled roses and grapes; the romantic beauty
ol the purple hills carpeted with tawny wheat fields bordered
with wild flowers; the quaint cobbled streets of the towns and
the broken-down carriages drawn between lines of undersized
houses; the nuns chanting prayers in rooms heavy with incense,
while Red Army officers stood with lowered heads and tongues
in cheeks: it all added up to a fantasy conceived in Hollywood
ind lacking only usherettes and bingo to complete the illusion.

This state of improbability was further heightened by inci-
dents like these. You were entertained by local talent in Boto-
wuni, where a Jewish member of the “Jaszboy Band” sang for you

in an English version translated from the Rumanian—“My
flcart Belongs to Daddy.” Only, instead of daddy, he sang of a
heart that belonged “to my very nice girl.” You went to a ban-
«(net and even the local rum and brandy seemed bogus. You
were honored by another local orchestra playing favorite airs
of the Red Army, but when it stood up to render “the American
national anthem,” it turned out to be Yankee Doodle.

Things did not seem to clarify much more when you investi-
rated more closely. Why was the Irish lady, Evelyn Tormry,who
had never acknowledged the Free State of Eire and who still
lield an English passport, never interned by the Rumanians?
Why? Because the Rumanians had really loved the British all
ilong. So they told us. At a tea given in our honor the beavered
nayor of Dorohoi devoted ninety percent of his speech to fondly
recalling the historic ties of friendship between his country in
rreneral, and himself in particular, for dear old Britannia.

“Rumanian freedom,” he declaimed, “was born in England.
I'or 400 years English blood has been shed for Rumanian free-
om! You have given us Queen Marie! Every Rumanian reveres
(Qucen Marie as a second mother. She had English blood, but the
soul of a Rumanian!” Choking voice, tear-dimmed eyes; it was
wonderful,

Surely Rumania’s ancient friends, the English, could under-
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stand Mayor Lovenescu’s feelings? Surely the Americans, “who
are fighting for the freedom of small nations” (against the Bol-
sheviks, like us, he seemed to hint), would also understand that
the dynasty really meant no harm to its old allies? Surely a way
would be found to save Rumania from the consequences of the
mistakes of her rulers, the slight error of shooting a few hundred
thousand Russians? Red Army officers listened to all this with
bulging eyes and shut lips.

“They’ve been well trained, these Red Army men,” remarked
a colleague. “Did you ever see such discipline?”

But we had few doubts about the political future of M.
Lovenescu.

One thing was clear. The Soviet Government, if it had any
plan for this country, was in no haste to reveal it. The evidence
suggested that the Russians expected Rumania’s internal ques-
tions would solve themselves, in the later stages of the war itself.
Already, without direct intervention of the Red Army to bring
about specific reforms, the basis of the old order was collapsing
under the weight of the miscalculations of its own leaders. The
occupation simply created the conditions in which a new kind
of Rumanian leadership could find birth.

i F
11
Decay and Vitality

Tue former rulers, the fascists and their sympathizers, were
already in flight and some had reached Bulgaria and Turkey.
Their evacuation from Dorohoi and Botosani had been arranged
by the Government and paid for in advance of the arrival of the
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Russians. Only a handful of landlords and capitalists, those few
who had retired from political life after the advent of Antonescu,
had dared stay behind. Since many of the former officials and
army officers were closely identified with large property owners,
their disappearance naturally meant new adjustments in owner-
+hip and management. For the present their shops and factories
had been taken over by the prefectural government, which had
rented them, in some cases, to committees of workmen.

'Trade unions had sprung back into life. Ninety percent of the
workers of Botosani were members of one of the seven unions
that had quickly reasserted themselves. The bakers™ union had
compelled employers to abolish night work, to increase wages
by fifty percent, and to provide a daily bread ration of 600 grams
[or each worker. What was perhaps more interesting, they had
msisted that, in order to reduce costs, and so to make bread
available for all, only one standard brand should be baked. They
had won their point—with the Red Army backing them.

Here the unions had their own football teams, their choirs,
and an orchestra and library. There had been labor unions in
the past, of course, but Antonescu had suppressed them in to-
talitarian manner, and interned their leaders. Union committee-
men said that many of their former leaders were taken from
prison and burned to death by the Germans in the notorious
Rebiatsu camp.

“Even before Antonescu came to power, the merchants and
lactory owners were always able to bribe the police to suppress
us,” according to Jacob Tippol, the Rumanian chairman of the
(rade unions association. “Now they can no longer do so. In the
old days, the authorities took no interest in us, and the Army was
always on the side of employers against labor.”

Nothing was accomplished in Antonescu’s Rumania without
bribery, it seemed, and it was customary to pay the police to
wrrest your personal enemy. But you had to be sure your bribe
was bigger than the other fellow’s; otherwise he would outbid
vou and you would find yourself in jail. One man told of a case
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when thirty police officers were sent out to arrest thirty crim-
inals, all known to be in town. Nineteen came back without their
men, but presumably not empty-handed. A second batch was
sent out and seven came back alone. It took four trips and four
sets of policemen to bring in all the culprits.

Under the Red Army labor was no longer persecuted by the
police, and local leaders asserted that the Russians did not inter-
fere in employer-employee disputes, “except that the Red Army
is not used against labor.” (A very big exception!) Union men
disclaimed membership in the Communist Party. I asked
whether there were Communist sympathizers among them and
their spokesman finally replied, “Remember, we are workers!”

Surreptitiously, when we were in public places here and there,
at luncheons or teas, or meeting the Chamber of Commerce,
local people came up to tell us what was, or what they thought
was, going on behind the scenes. Everybody seemed to speak
English. One local merchant, who had been to America, told
me the Russians had already organized two anti-Hitler Ruma-
nian divisions, from among war prisoners. He also pointed out
the leader of the local Communist Party, which he said was
actively organizing labor, with the consent of the Russians.

Another time a rather pretty Jewish girl introduced herself,
speaking excellent English, to ask whether I had any recent
copies of Time or the Saturday Evening Post, which she used
to read regularly. All she wanted was to get out of Rumania—
and she wanted me to get her a visa. “We are not poor, we are
rich,” she emphasized. I had to explain that the State Depart-
ment couldn’t be bribed.

The prefectural governments also had the responsibility now
for controlling the estates of absentee or émigré landlords, and
this situation was handled like the problem presented by aban-
doned factories. Such estates were expropriated, in much the
same manner as the guerrillas in North China utilized land be-
longing to owners who had sought shelter in Japanese-held
cities. One nettling problem was what to do with Jewish pro-
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prictors who came back after the arrival of the Russians, to re-
claim the lands which Antonescu had taken from them.

“About 150 estates in this prefecture were formerly owned by
Jews,” explained Col. Vladimir Chernizhev, the twenty-five-year-
old commandant at Botosani. “Many of the landlords were un-
popular with the peasants. It was decided not to return these
estates to their former owners, since the law of the country pro-
hibits it, anyway. The Red Army can’t change the law; it will
have to wait till there’s a new government in Bucharest. In the
meantime the land is being tilled by the peasants as a commune,
and they pay the state half of their crop as rent.”

Another surprise for the peasants was an astounding reduction
in taxes. In Brauscauti village, near Dorohoi, the village chief,
Alexei Georgi, told me that whereas farmers with ten hectares
used to pay annual taxes of 1,000 Rumanian lei, or about ten
American dollars, they now paid only 200 lei.

“There was a lot of surtaxes, which have also been abol-
ished,” said Georgi. “Things are better now, you see; we pay
less taxes.”

War taxes had been abolished for city dwellers too. But in
both the city and village the prefectural government, not the
Russians, was given credit for this phenomenon.

“You are too poor to pay now,” Georgi reported that the pre-
lcet had explained to him, “but after the war, your taxes will
increase again.” So Georgi was keeping his fingers crossed.

I talked with many Rumanian Jews. You couldn’t have avoided
talking to them, if you had wanted to; they followed you down
the streets with their fears, complaints and addresses of relatives
in America. All of them seemed to be building their own hopes
lor the future on Anglo-American understanding of their prob-
lems. They were surprised and disappointed when told that
there was no likelihood of American troops occupying Rumania.
They admitted that they were no longer persecuted; they no
longer liver in terror; they breathed as free men and women;
they were not starving. But still—“When will the Allies occupy
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Rumania and make it possible for Jews to emigrate to Britain
and America?”

Russians said they could not understand it. Why should these
people want to leave their native land? Their land? Even the
anti-Jewish laws still remained on the statute books, though in
practice they were no longer completely observed. No wonder
Jews were anxious about the future! How could they ever feel
secure in Rumania again?

There was something inexpressibly sad about the Rumanians
here and you felt the poignance of it especially when you saw
them in the mass, measured against the big, proud peasants of
the Red Army. On the streets of the towns traflic was directed
by tough, melon-breasted imported Russian girls—perhaps spe-
cially selected to impress the undersized Rumanians and Jews,
who regarded them with awe and astonishment. These women
seemed to symbolize for the local inhabitants all that propa-
ganda had taught them was most awesome and fearful about
Slavic Bolshevism.

Iremember how it was at a joint concert put on for our benefit,
where pathetic dancing and singing by the local Jews, and es-
pecially their attempts to sing Rumanian folk songs (of a culture
which had denied them any role ), strangely contrasted with the
storm of exuberant power, perfect co-ordination and magnifi-
cent voices of the Red Army performers and chorus on the same
stage. On the one hand, a melancholy, leaderless, benighted peo-
ple, whether Jews or Rumanians; on the other, bright-eyed, edu-
cated, emancipated Red peasants, sure of themselves and full of
eager confidence for the future.

Our mothers are our cannon,

Our sisters are our swords,

Our wives are our well-loaded rifles,
Our grandfathers are our victories!

It was an old Russian battle song composed by men of Kutu-
zov’s army when they met Napoleon at Borodino, and now it was

.

Stalin Enters the Balkans 37

hack in favor again, along with Kutuzov and Suvorov. Rich young
voices lifted it to the roof and the audience of local people
scemed filled at once with admiration and trepidation before
such vitality. At that moment you could not but feel that, how-
ever it may have been in the past, every Russian would in the
future worship Stalin as the man who led Russia to the greatest
military glory in its history.

9 |
IV

Rumanian Destiny

At FIrsT you wondered how it was that so many Jews were left
alive, but inquiry soon revealed that bribery and corruption and
the deviousness of administration had extended even to the en-
[orcement of Antonescu’s anti-Semitic laws. The Jews paid mil-
lions of dollars in ransom money. In Botosani alone, in 1941,
Antonescu’s agents extracted $600,000 from them for the Ru-
manian war chest and for their own pockets. The “contribution”
was forthcoming after a trainload of Jews in neighboring Doro-
hoi, who had refused to fork over, were shipped to a concentra-
tion camp where half of them subsequently died of starvation. In
1942, the Jews of Botosani paid again—four times the 1941 fig-
ure. In 1943, Antonescu squeezed $40,000,000 from the Jews of
all Rumania.

How was it that so many Jews here still owned their shops and
louses, after the anti-Semitic decrees? The Antonescu Govern-
ment had confiscated all Jewish property and offered it for sale
to non-Jewish Rumanians. But in practice many of the Rumanian
purchasers borrowed their money from the original Jewish own-
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ers, who continued to maintain occupation while paying “divi-
dends” to their phony Rumanian partners. So if you were a Jew
with money, you kept your freedom and even your property.
But when you became a Jew without money, you went to a con-
centration camp or into a labor battalion. But not into the army.

“We Jews were not allowed to become soldiers,” complained
one ragged subject, recently demobilized from a labor battalion.
“The Rumanians said we wouldn't fight.”

The hands-off policy of the Red Army extended to all re-
ligious groups. At a Rumanian convent I noticed that the sisters
had not thought it necessary even to remove from their walls a
curious religious map, which showed the sphere of influence of
the Rumanian church and state extending far into Russia as well
as throughout the Balkans. Priests of the Old Believers, an ortho-
dox sect of the former Russian state religion, told me they were
fully satisfied with the treatment they were getting. They were
even planning to send an investigating commission to Russia to
see whether conditions were favorable for their return to the
homeland. These Old Believers had left Russia two centuries
ago, after a dispute with the church authorities of that period.
At the invitation of Tsar Nicholas I, the sect once sent a mission
to Russia before the last war. But they hadn’t liked the looks
of things and so had stayed on here in Northern Rumania.

Summing up, it seemed that life was no worse in Rumania for
those who had stayed behind to greet the Russians, and that
there were definite improvements for most people. The con-
servative peasant still had his land and kept more of the product
of his labor. There were still plenty of cattle about. The worker
had freedom and a sense of new power. The Jew was out of the
concentration camps. ITe had equal rights and a chance to live.
All had religious freedom; churches and their institutions were
not being molested.

There were plenty of indications, however, that the Russians
would not tolerate a recrudescence of that kind of leadership
which had driven Rumania into an alliance with Hitler. Ele-
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ments in the population who supported Antonescu’s short-lived
Rumanian rhapsody, the dream of greater empire built upon a
‘I''ansnistria carved out of Russia, would also disappear from
the political map of the Balkans.

I ended a dispatch to the Saturday Evening Post about Red
occupation of Rumania with the following paragraphs:

“What, then, will be left to organize a new Rumanian society?
Obviously the backbone of the old state will remain the back-
bone of the new: the hat-in-hand, meekly bowing peasantry.
But now it may stiffen with a long-delayed realization that it has
vertebrate possibilities of its own. After the fall of Bucharest the
workers also will emerge, as in Botosani, from the recesses into
which fascism has driven them, emerge timidly at first, and then
with rising consciousness of power.

“From the concentration camps will come some survivors of
pre-fascism, the intellectuals, the anti-Hitler political leaders.
'They, and the suppressed Peasant, Liberal and Communist
Parties, may together furnish a leadership that can make free
and upright men from this dark serf-like material spread across
these troubled mountains.

“Whatever it is called, that new regime, like all regimes to
come in this part of the world, inevitably will have to lean heav-
ily on the friendship and understanding of the giant to the east.
I'irst of all because it is to Russia that they will be most heavily
indebted for reparations, and the way those payments are ex-
acted can determine the fate of any future order in the Danubian
countries. Secondly, and more fundamentally, because the So-
viet Union, with its boundless energy and vitality, can no longer
be excluded as a formative influence in the entire Balkan world.”

The Soviet censor passed all of it, rather to my surprise. If T
could have written perfectly frankly I would have altered noth-
ing except the word “formative,” in the last sentence. “Major
external influence” would have been a more exact description.

And a few weeks later, when I met the Rumanian Communist
Party chieftain, Lucretiu Patrascanu, in Moscow, where he was
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sent by King Michael to negotiate an armistice for a new Ru-
manian regime, after the success of the Soviet offensive in Mol-
davia, everything he said seemed to me to confirm that earlier
judgment.

AL

v
Patrascanu & Co.

Lucreriu PaTrAscANU made a good impression on all of us who
saw him after he came above ground in Moscow. He was a dark
and rather handsome Rumanian lawyer, forty-two years old,
who had served six terms in jail. He had, in fact, been in a con-
centration camp when the Russians invaded Rumania. King
Michael secretly secured his release, and had him brought to the
palace. There he conferred with leaders of the Labor and Liberal
Parties, to advise the King and his Regent what course was left
open for the country. Patrascanu was authorized to contact the
Russians, in the King’s name.

At that time, or perhaps even earlier, Moscow told the Ru-
manians that a speedy withdrawal from the war, and some help
in throwing the Germans out of the Danube valley, would be re-
warded by Soviet support for Rumania’s ancient claims to Tran-
sylvania, against Hungary. Apparently other Rumanian dele-
gates, who were secretly meeting Allied diplomats in Cairo,
were given the same assurances. Anyway it was largely that
promise which decided the King to cast his lot with the Red
Army and get rid of an unwelcome alliance with Hitler. In May
he recognized the National Democratic Bloc, which was secretly
formed among the Communists, Social Democrats, Peasant
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Party and Patriotic Union, to prepare for a coup d’Etat against
Antonescu’s Government.

However, the Red Army was unable to renew its major drive
in the Balkans till late in the summer, at the conclusion of the
Soviet offensive in the Baltic states and Eastern Poland. When
Marshal Malinovsky’s Ukrainian troops began to drive down
the Danube again, the Germans still had 660,000 troops in Ru-
mania, but most of them were at the front. Patrascanu asked the
King to increase his forces in the capital and August 26th was
lixed as the date for an uprising. Antonescu got wind of it and
three days in advance went to see the King to demand sweeping
new powers. Michael acted very decisively, however; instead of
submitting he ordered the Palace Guards to arrest Antonescu
and members of his Cabinet,

Raging, the German commandant paid a visit to the King at
(wo A.M., to demand a renewal of the pledge of alliance with
Ilitler. The King declined. Two hours later fighting began in the
streets of Bucharest—and four days later, to everybody’s aston-
ishment including the Rumanians’, the Germans withdrew in
dcfeat. Whatever you could say about the poor performance of
Rumanian troops up to that moment, it had to be admitted that
the behavior of the insurrectionists in Bucharest—in which thou-
sands of half-trained workers took part—was brilliantly success-
ful. It saved many Russian lives. A masterpiece of planning, it
was the result of full liaison which anti-Hitlerite Rumanians es-
lablished four months in advance with the Red Army. It offered
2 glaring contrast with the disastrous uprising in Warsaw led by
the anti-Soviet General Bor, who had no previous understanding
with the Red Army whatsoever. From the time of the Bucharest
coup onward the whole German position in the Balkans was
doomed. Before the year was out the doughty little Ukrainian
Marshal, Rodion Malinovsky, who had been chasing the Nazis
ever since Stalingrad, would enter Belgrade and shake hands
with Marshal Tito.

Patrascanu accepted the armistice in the name of the King,
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and under the circumstances the terms seemed surprisingly
moderate. Rumania had to pay an indemnity of 300 million dol-
lars, no more than that imposed on Finland. She lost no territory
and earned a chance, by joining in an alliance with Russia, of
getting back her pre-war control of Transylvania, which Hitler
had handed over to Hungary’s Admiral Horthy. Patrascanu
seemed to think he had made a fair bargain.

One afternoon a group of us had tea with Patrascanu’s chic,
vivacious and smartly dressed French-speaking wife, who didn’t
look any more like the highly sophisticated Communist (which
she was) than Gloria Vanderbilt, ex Cicco.

“How long will King Michael last in the new Rumania?”
someone asked her.

“Perhaps two years,” she suggested.

“And how long will it be before the Communists—Rumanians,
of course—are running the country?”

“T'wo years,” she said very sweetly.

o e
CHAPTER THREE

Polish Interlude
A Je

I

Preface for Skeptics

ORDINARILY, a writer ought to eschew subjects already fully
reported in the daily press. But once in a while you run across
i story so sublime in its witness to the divinity of man, or so
loathsome as to make the meanest beast seem clean and whole-
some by comparison, that it renews itself through the continued
interest or incredulity of the public, and through the subjective
experience of the reporter.

Maidanek was such a story, in the second category. For Poland
and Russia, at least, Maidanek and the ghosts that throng around
it would be a living presence at the peace tables to harden man’s
heart to the inevitable dismemberment of Germany. Quite apart
from its scientific interest, it is important for Americans to re-
member it, and in all conscience I cannot shirk my part in con-
tributing to the record of it. Russians will never forget it. To
them it is one of the gravest of many scores to settle.

When the history of this war is written, Maidanek may best
cpitomize the inner nature of Nazi philosophy and mark its most
brilliant success in perverting the very virtues of a once-great
people into the service of a machinery of crime almost too mon-
strous for the human mind to accept. Even after seeing the abun-
dant evidence, hearing the statements of eye-witnesses and lis-
tening to the confessions of a few of the murderers themselves,
there is a voice in man taught to revere human life as sacred
that continues to say all this could not happen. Yet when I look
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at my notes, taken at Lublin, during a trip to liberated Poland,
when I review the accumulation of testimony, intelligence in-
forms me, as it does every other observer I know who has had this
unenviable opportunity, that the main story of this death fac-
tory, to which the Nazis themselves unofficially referred as the
Camp for Extermination, has been truthfully reported.

How many people were destroyed at Maidanek? I have no
way of knowing precisely. Two Germans who worked in the
camp told us that on a single day, November 3rd of 1943, be-
tween 17,000 and 20,000 men, women and children were ob-
literated there. They agreed also that “hundreds” at a time had
been taken out of the gas chambers on various days. Dr. Sienga-
Iwicz, a Polish toxicologist and professor of forensic medicine of
Lublin University, told me that they had identified, by chemi-
cal analysis, a total of 1,034 meters of human ashes recovered
from graves and from near-by fields, which he estimated to rep-
resent the remains of perhaps 1,000,000 corpses.

The Soviet-Polish Commission of scientists and laymen, of
which Dr. Siengalwicz was a member, was headed by Andrejez
Vitos, then vice-president of the Polish Committee of National
Liberation. It spent thousands of hours investigating the moun-
tains of evidence, and its final report, covering every aspect of
the camp, will doubtless be studied by pathologists, psycholo-
gists, criminologists and other scientists for years to come. Many
of them, too, will probably refuse to believe it.

But not I, and not anyone who saw Maidanek and all the evi-
dence of its horror. For us, nothing could erase the negative
which re-created the whole picture in most convincing manner.
This crowning achievement of Nazi totalitarianism, executed
with German efficiency, was in a way far more frightening in its
ultimate implications for mankind than the record of any rival
killers in history.

The whole abattoir was still there when I went to Lublin at the
end of August. The vast camp, enclosed by electrically charged
barbed wire, the 200-odd barracks and buildings which were
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pens where transient human' cattle were herded for slaughter,
the chamber where they were gassed—they were open to public
serutiny now. Russians and Poles led their soldiers and recruits
through the maze to indoctrinate them for battle. The open-air
Irick ovens fitted with electric blowers where corpses were cre-
mated, the disinterred bodies of earlier victims—men, women
and children killed by other means—and finally the tons of
human ashes scattered about the fields in which the Nazis grew
choice cabbages for their table. I saw all that.

I knew of course that faked evidence could sometimes appear
very convincing, but years of experience with partisan propa-
gandists had enabled me to smell out a “planted” scene as a
mouse smells out a piece of cheese. Even when confronted with
an obviously genuine atrocity, however, I often refrained from
reporting it, simply because I'had learned that there were always
liindreds of people in America who would never believe man
capable of such depravity and would start long correspondence
with your editor, trying to prove that you were a fool or a liar.

One of history’s most completely documented cases of rapine,
torture and murder occurred at Nanking, in 1937, when the
Japanese slew thousands of Chinese after taking the capital. The
report on that atrocity was prepared by an international com-
mittee of highly respected American and European eye-wit-
nesses, including doctors, professors and clergymen, and it was
signed by the chairman, who happened to be a German Nazi
whose Fiihrer was allied with the Japanese. Nevertheless, hun-
dreds of Americans obviously did not believe it. When I came
home from China in 1941 many people referred to my quota-
tions from that document and said, “That wasn’t really true, was
it?” Skepticism is a healthy thing, up to a point, but this was
simply stupidity. It all seemed to go back somehow to the post-
war debunking of reports about German baby-killers in Bel-
vium. Since then many a misguided American has thought he
was being sophisticated by refusing to believe the most irre-
[utable evidence of Nazi degeneracy.
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But Maidanek was something different in my experience and
it was something every decent person had to know about, be-
cause there was a point here of new and clinical interest. It was
the diabolical system and efficiency of it, the comprehensive,
centrally directed planning, that for the first time made a totali-
tarian modern industry out of the reduction of the human being
from an upright ambulatory animal to a kilogram of gray ashes.
No slaughterhouse was ever better organized for its purpose.
All by-products were utilized. Nothing was wasted.

Everywhere in the chain of operations lay the characteristic
hand of the German master of order, efficiency and economy,
his complete absorption in the mechanics of the tasks before
him, his rigid adherence to the principle of thoroughness in all
things. It happened that two of my own great-grandparents were
Germans, and from that side of my family I heard in my youth a
great deal about those German virtues. Indeed, no one can say
that American society has not benefited from them, either. But
here at Lublin you got a complete perversion of the historic
genius of a race, with method and means becoming everything,
action completely dominating imagination, and the end itself
losing all significance for the automatons bringing it about.

That was the phenomenon that fascinated me about Mai-
danek: the fact that it is perfectly possible to co-ordinate the
utmost scientific order and means with the utmost barbarism of
ends. Here human conscience was absolved of all guilt by the
magic words “Orders from Berlin.” “Kill! Killl Killl” screamed
Goebbels for the record of all time. “Not you shall answer for
this, but I.” And the blockheads who listened to him spat on
their hands and obeyed.
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Nazi Death Plant

MamaNek was neatly laid out for killing, an impressive col-
lection of buildings in a spacious setting. It had its own shops,
its many miles of motor roads winding between high watch
towers; it even had its own fire department. No one must burn
hefore his time. In front of the residence of the commandant
was a garden. Outside the camp offices was another garden. In
the middle of it stood a ten-foot-high replica of a medieval castle
which served as a fountain. It was built by Jewish prisoners,
under the lash of Gestapo gangsters, from Jewish gravestones.
In places you could still see the engraved Hebrew characters.

Prisoners sent to Lublin from all parts of Europe were in-
structed to bring everything they owned. They were to begin
a new life in a “new settlement,” some were told. Trustingly,
they shipped their trunks of belongings, or relatives sent them, as
instructed. Apparently none of these trunks ever saw the camp
at all, but were unloaded in a Lublin warehouse—of which more
later. In this way Hitler pried loose the last personal wealth of
his victims.

Many had already been worked and starved into emaciation
before reaching Maidanek and little labor power was lost
through their segregation here. Even after they reached the
camp, however, the still relatively able-bodied were held aside
for more work. They helped to erect new buildings, which were

constantly being added after August, 1941, until by 1943 the
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camp had a capacity of 40,000. When the sick and the lame fell
exhausted at their labor, they were beaten and marked for
speedy extermination.

Witnesses testified that various means were adopted to liqui-
date prisoners. The gas chambers could kill from 150 to 200
people in five minutes and were the main execution cells. Some-
times prisoners were clubbed or hanged. Sometimes SS men
casually kicked or beat the life out of selected victims. German
political prisoners were always shot, I was told by captured
Nazis, while gas chambers were generally used for the others.

But Jews, Germans and other Europeans were all robbed in
common and were all fed to the same ovens. The principle cre-
matorium consisted of ten large ovens, with a capacity of some
1,400 bodies daily. Near the ovens still lay piles of tin urns. These
were formerly used to receive ashes from the fires, which were
then sold to people foolish enough to believe that they were
buying the remains of their loved ones. Such filled urns netted
the Nazis 5,000 Polish zlotys each. Nothing was wasted.

Not far from the Maidanek camp I visited some of the mass
graves, where the victims of the Nazis had been buried in days
before more efficient methods were adopted by the Gestapo. In
the now opened pits lay hundreds of partly decomposed bodies
of men, women, children and babies, many still wearing their
rotting Polish and Russian native dresses. Some of the corpses
had smashed skulls and were horribly mutilated and disfigured;
others had been stabbed to death; some had bullet holes in them.
It was an incredibly hideous sight and the stench was beyond
description. From other graves, already emptied, the Nazis had
removed corpses for cremation in the ovens of Maidanek, when
the advance of the Red Army had threatened to expose the
handiwork of the death factory. Their activity had been inter-
rupted and never completed. A few minutes of it was all I could
stand, but for days afterward the stink seemed part of my
clothes.

At Maidanek, the bulk of the ashes was strewn upon the Nazis’
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vegetable fields and the commandant’s flower gardens. Gold
fillin gs were removed from the teeth of the corpses, and some-
times from live prisoners. Serviceable clothing was sent to the
large warehouse, converted from an unfinished theater owned
I:\_!Llhe Catholic Church. Even rags were fumigated and pre-
served, for buttons and bits of cloth. And not far from the ovens
| saw the most sickening display of all, in this evidence of mass
murder.

Doubtless you have read about the building, some fifty feet
wide by one hundred feet long, which was devoted solely to old
shoes. Hundreds of thousands of pairs of them lay there, closely
packed down, footwear of every description, and each pair a
tragic history of a vanished owner. There were babies’ tiny shoes
and children’s boots, hundreds of them. There were little red
slippers, gold evening shoes, the high laced boots of an elderly
woman, the worn sandals of peasants, the frayed valenki of
Russians and Poles, rubbers from Akron—footwear from Paris,
Berlin, Vienna, Warsaw, Prague, Antwerp, Rotterdam, Madrid
and Moscow. Here mute testimony corroborated the evidence
of Nazi guards, the passports and other records I saw, that peo-
ple from infants to octogenarians were wiped out. Most of all T
remember the shoe of a crippled woman, with a built-up sole
six inches high. Near by were a truss and a knee-length brace. All
these items had been kept for the shoemakers’ old leather. Noth-
ing was wasted.
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Nothing Was Wasted

Downtown, in Lublin, a warehouse of four floors was filled
with the worn but fumigated intimate belongings of thousands
of people. Everything was carefully inventoried. There was a
section devoted to women’s underclothing of all kinds, silk pan-
ties and brassiéres in one room, overcoats in another; corsets in
one department, stockings in another. One room was crowded
with children’s garments, from swaddling clothes to woolen
knickerbocker suits. There was a corner piled high with babies’
cracked and chipped chamber pots.

I examined two trunks crammed with arch supporters, and
there were even wooden arms, legs, crutches and canes in vari-
ous stages of wear. In one department I saw assorted medicines,
partly used tubes of toothpaste, old combs and vanity cases, nail
files and scissors. One whole shelf was devoted to children’s
books and toys, smudged by small, loving hands.

“One day I saw 157 Polish children gassed to death,” Hans
Stalp, a German prisoner who had been a guard at Maidanek,
told me. On another day, Nazi Officer Anton Thermos admitted
to us he had seen about 500 women and children gassed to death.
On a second occasion, he saw the bodies of 300 children taken
from the gas chambers.

Ledgers and stacks of inventory sheets were found in offices
of the warehouse. Down to the last spool of it, the Nazis knew
how much used thread they had on a given day. “Mention a date

and I'll tell you what was here,” said the bespectacled Polish
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theological student who rummaged through these files. “Well?
I.ct us take March 31, 1944. Eighty thousand women’s blouses;
160,089 pieces of assorted cloth; 316,000 pieces of ladies’ under-
wear.” And so on.

The file of Nazi correspondence produced interesting docu-
mentation from Berlin, the real pay-off in this novel factory-to-
consumer industry. There were various orders for equipment for
(erman settlers in the new empire conquered in Poland and the
Ukraine. I saw a soiled letter from headquarters requesting gar-
ments for several thousand young supermen. The books were
cxpertly kept, with German thoroughness. At the end of any day
the commandant could advise Hitler just how many worn romp-
crs and ladies’ chemises were in stock, and how many had been
shipped out. Who would have thought that supermen would
stoop to rag-picking? But the motto was “nothing to be wasted.”

Everything was taken care of here, everything but the last
act. Incredibly, these industrialists of death, so systematic about
everything else, neglected the one thing most important of all.
At the last moment, they fled without completely destroying the
cvidence, and thus nullified all their previous elaborate efforts.
Camp Commandant Thuman suddenly disappeared, and the re-
inaining SS murder technicians were left sans Fiihrer. Some kind
of order must have finally come through from Berlin. Herr Moos-
veld, the crematorium Fiihrer, managed to set fire to some of the
abattoir buildings and to his own house, in which stood the bed
where he had slept peacefully not ten feet from the incineration
ovens. Winters are cold in Lublin, but Moosveld’s quarters were
very snug. He took his bath in water heated by the fires that
burned his victims.

Yet it was a disorderly retreat. Enough evidence—far more
than T can describe here—was left behind to incriminate every-
one from Hitler to the dark little Obersturmfiihrer, Theodore
Scholen, a Nazi Party member and an SS man, whom the Rus-
sians inconveniently interrupted outside Lublin, on his way to
Berlin. This fellow Scholen, to whom I talked, told of having fre-
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quently seen bodies carried through the camp. He recalled
that from 18,000 to 20,000 people were killed on November 8,
1943—Belgians, Greeks, Italians and many others, besides a vast
number of Jews, Poles and Russians. But it was only now, as he
looked back on it all, that Herr Scholen realized that the whole
thing was actually an extermination camp.

As for himself, Scholen stoutly maintained he had never taken
part in the actual killings. He was kind to the prisoners. The
most he admitted doing was the occasional removal of gold fll-
ings from live prisoners” teeth, in search of hidden diamonds.
But his extractions, he said, were always painlessly performed.

“Then who was actually responsible, Obersturmfiihrer Scho-
len?” I asked him.

“Berlin,” he answered, without batting an eye. Not the camp
commandant, not Scholen, and none of the nineteen young
idealists who once thought they were riding on the “wave of the
future,” and who worked under Scholen.

“We always acted on orders from Berlin,” Scholen compla-
cently explained. Didn’t that make it all clear?

“Has it occurred to you that you yourself will be tried for your
share in these crimes?” I asked him.

Ferret-like eyes blinked in astonishment. “That’s absurd! I
only carried out orders. As for a trial, 've done nothing. I'm ab-
solutely blameless,” concluded Scholen.

A year earlier I had been staying in a billet over in Scotland
one night, listening to a young American flier just back from
Italy, where he had been bombing the German lines. I heard
him talk for some time with an RAF man who lay near us, in this
vein: that he didn’t believe all that “propaganda” about Nazi
brutality; it was probably all lies.

“Why, I met some of their fliers we had captured, and they
were fellows just about like us. Under other circumstances, you
wouldn’t mind introducing them to your girl. They say they are
fighting for an ideal and they are ready to die for it, and that’s
just what we're doing. It’s too bad to have to kill them.”
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We have toughened up a lot since then. Probably that young
captain has, too, and I hope he read about Maidanek; it’s tough
on a man to have to kill fellow idealists and that might make it
casier for him to sleep at night. But just as I expected, my editor
got plenty of “it-couldn’t-happen” letters from skeptical Ameri-
can amateur criminologists. From where they sat they knew it
was all a Russo-Polish plot. The back of my hand to them. Six-
lcen quite hard-boiled American correspondents went to Mai-
danek and not one of us came away unconvinced. Not one of us
shed a tear for Herr Scholen and his accomplices, either, when
the Polish courts tried them some weeks later and hung them
nntil dead.

Here is a macabre thing, though, that belongs in the unclassi-
licd paradoxes department. Weeks afterward, when I was in
Moscow, the Lublin Poles sent a committee to visit the British
and American ambassadors, presenting a list of Poland’s relief
nceds. Most of the items were obvious necessities, but one re-
((uest dumbfounded our diplomats. It read: 12 skeletons, for the
Lublin University’s medical laboratories. The Poles explained
that the Germans had destroyed or carried off all their pre-war
skeletons.

9 Je
IV

The Poles Apart

In Lublin, then headquarters of the Polish Liberation Com-
mittee and the Polish administrative committee which the Red
Army had recognized as the sole authority on liberated Polish
lerritory, I met Edward Boleslaw Osubka-Morawski for the first
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time. He later became vice-chairman of the new Polish Govern-
ment which Moscow recognized soon after Warsaw was reoc-
cupied. Here also I met General Boni Rola-Zimerski, head of
the new Polish Army.

Rola-Zimerski gave a long detailed account of Red Army op-
erations in which he had taken part, leading up to the capture
of Praga, a suburb of Warsaw on the east bank of the wide Vis-
tula River. He stated categorically that the Warsaw uprising,
which was launched on the joint responsibility of the London
Poles of the regime-in-exile, and General Bor, head of the under-
ground Polish Home Army, was begun without prior consulta-
tion or liaison of any kind with the Red Army. He then explained
that from what he, as leader of the Polish People’s Army (a rival
of the anti-Soviet Home Army ), knew of Red Army plans, they
had never included a frontal attack on Warsaw. He indicated
that the Red Army would eventually take the Polish capital in
an encirclement movement, and that the forces under General
Bor, then fighting in Warsaw, were doomed to ultimate exter-
mination by the Germans.

Later information, and real events, supported Rola-Zimerski’s
appraisal of the tragedy of Warsaw. The Germans had built up
an extremely powerful defense system around the city; at one
point as many as eighty separate lines of pillboxes and trenches
were prepared. A near-crossing of the Vistula by the Russians,
who had already paid a very heavy price to occupy Praga, could
have been attempted only by a commander prodigal with the
lives of his men; and even then that suicidal attempt might have
failed. Wisely, the Red Army did not mount a further offensive
till the following January, when the river had frozen hard and
the marshes and swamps north and south of the capital gave a
firm track for tanks and heavy-weapon carriers. Whether by
chance or by design, this final move to complete the Red Army’s
liberation of Poland came also at 2 moment hi ghly favorable for
us, as it brought strategic aid to our beleaguered forces in West-
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ern Europe at the height of von Rundstedt’s fierce counter-
olfensive into Belgium.

As Rola-Zimerski had predicted, Warsaw itself was by-passed
and outflanked by the main Russian forces and its garrison even-
tually capitulated when it was entirely surrounded. But mean-
while the city had been leveled to the ground, the Polish Home
Army had been destroyed, and several hundred thousand citi-
zens had lost their lives in a hopeless and futile insurrection.
Looking back now on the London Poles’ fierce outcry that the
Russians had “betrayed” them by not storming Warsaw and
bringing salvation to General Bor, who had given the signal for
a rising without even consulting our own chiefs-of-staff liaison
in Britain, it seems clear that their own ineptitude of leadership
and their fatally misguided sense of diplomacy were chiefly to
blame.

In Poland itself the prestige of the exiled government rapidly
disintegrated after the Warsaw fiasco. Hundreds of Bor’s former
officers began to join the new Polish People’s Army. In Lublin
we met two of the earliest of these disillusioned patriots to come
over. One of them, Colonel Tarnova, had been commander of
all Bor's Home Army security troops. He reported that even
before the uprising he and many of his 2,500 officers had openly
disagreed with Bor’s plans for two sound military reasons: 1)
their means were insufficient to the task; and 2) they had no
understanding with the Red Army. Tarnova had, in fact, re-
signed his command and fled from Warsaw with the intention of
reaching liberated Poland, where he had intended to communi-
cate with (then) Premier Mikolajczyk of the regime-in-exile, to
request him to postpone the uprising until liaison could be estab-
lished with the Allies. It was, however, already too late to inter-
fere when he reached Lublin. Now he agreed completely when
General Rola-Zimerski declared:

“We are deeply convinced that Bor’s order was given purely
for political reasons. . . . The plan of the Home Army all along
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has been to appear suddenly in cities being occupied by the Red
Army and only at the last moment, in order to assume power.
Their mistake was that they thought they could operate in War-
saw independent of the will of the Red Army.”

The Home Army’s policy was thus the military reflection of
the London Polish Government’s political strategy, which con-
tinued to the last to refuse to recognize one basic and inescapable
fact about the nation’s destiny. It was simply that Poland could
be restored to greatness only as a result of Red Army victory
and heavy sacrifice of Russian blood. Therefore, only a govern-
ment prepared to purge itself of all its anti-Soviet elements, and
to co-operate fully with new pro-Soviet groupings bound to arise
on the spot, in the wake of Russian victory, would be able to
take power in the new Poland. Instead the London Poles stead-
fastly clung to a dozen myths and hopes rooted in their deep
anti-Soviet prejudices and wish-fancies of the past, until at last
Mikolajezyk left them and they lost the support of his Peasant
Party, their most important political asset. From then on it was
only a matter of time till Moscow—and after a decent face-saving
interval, Britain and America—would recognize the new pro-
visional Polish regime headed by Beirut and Osubka-Morawski,
which later entered the ruins of Warsaw.

All this was already implicit in the conditions which existed
when 1 first visited Poland. It was obvious also that the Polish
Liberation Committee was, in reality, carrying out a political
renovation so sweeping in character that it could only have been
accomplished as a result of heavy revolutionary civil war had it
not been done under the wings of the Red Army. Some aspects
of civil war were present, anyway. Rola-Zimerski told us that his
troops were disarming all members of the Home Army. Other
Poles, attached to the Liberation Committee, admitted quite
frankly that hundreds of their countrymen, who had refused to
recognize the Committee’s authority and still insisted on obeying
only the radioed orders of the London government—which called
for non-co-operation—were being interned as “enemies of the
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people.” Remnants of the Home Army, hiding in the forests and
villages, carried on a war of sabotage and assassination against
Ihoth the Russians and their Polish allies.

The Polish Liberation Committee was then still weak and the
lour parties which had joined still needed the help of Miko-
lajezyk’s Peasant Party in order to command a mass following.
But it was clear that their land-reform program would soon win
2 substantial base among the peasantry while their direct appeal
to the urban workers would soon give them organized control
of labor. No exiled government, depending on Anglo-American
intervention, could long compete with such a regime on Polish
soil. With the support which they knew would follow when Stalin
actually turned over East Prussian and Silesian territory to Polish
sovereignty, the political leaders of this first pro-Soviet regime
in history had good reason to expect an early stabilization of the
New Order whose foundations they were now busily laying in
the tracks of the Red Army.

With liberated Poland and Rumania thus maturing as political
prototypes, and the armistice terms imposed on other defeated
Axis satellites available for study, it was already possible, by the
autumn of 1944, to trace in broad outline the shape of things to
come across the face of Eastern Europe—including, eventually,
Germany. Let us examine this pattern that followed wherever
the Red Army conquered.
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Red Star over Eastern Europe
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I
120,000,000 New Friends

FROM the beginning of its struggle with the Axis the Kremlin
called this “the Patriotic War of the Soviet Union.” Russia was
driven to war. She did not take the initiative for the purpose of
bringing about ideological changes in the world, but she fought
against men who wished to impose their ideology on her.

Nevertheless, Red victory inevitably alters the face of Europe.
In the process of destroying her enemies, Russia has undoubt-
edly won millions of friends, or admirers, or at any rate a pro-
found new respect, among peoples living near at hand. If before
the war the peoples of Middle and Eastern Europe were led by
regimes hostile to the Soviet Union, that was to a great extent
made possible because of widespread underestimation of the
real strength of the world’s only socialist power. And if now
Russia finds new friends in the very same places, the transforma-
tion is certainly born primarily out of experience with the
prowess of Soviet arms.

The countries liberated by the Red Army together make up a
large slice of Europe. They form a gigantic chain of territory
averaging about 300 miles in width, with a frontier nearly 3,000
miles long as the much-traveled crow flies. They have an area,
if we include Austria, East Prussia and Eastern Germany, of over
a half million square miles. They had a pre-war population of
over 120 million or some two-thirds as large as the Soviet Union.

What kind of future awaits these states? Upon what terms
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nre their new relationships with Russia being consolidated? Will
the patriotic war merge into an ideological war for the advance-
ment of socialism? Will Russia put her dearly won understand-
ings with Britain and America in jeopardy by attempting to es-
tablish paramountcy of Communism? I was speculating about
this one day with an elderly Communist, and this is what he said:
"Il any one had told me a few years ago that there would be no
revolution in Eastern Europe after this war, I would have called
that man crazy. But that’s the way it is now. Russia above all
wants stability in this part of the world and where the Red
Army goes there will be no revolution.”

It seemed true enough, if you applied traditional Marxist
definitions of a working-class revolution. In the liberated lands
beyond Soviet borders one saw no proletarian uprisings of the
conventional pattern. There were no open exhortations to work-
ers to overthrow the bourgeoisie; no demands for a “workers and
peasants dictatorship”; no open denunciations of capitalism; no
extravagant prophecies of an early Communist or socialist Eu-
rope. The familiar terminology of class warfare seemed almost
to have disappeared from the lexicon of Europe’s Leftists. If the
Kremlin was fostering revolution it was doing so with a hand
heavily gloved in velvet, and it was pointing rather than pushing.

“All the same,” I said to this loyal Stalinist, “certain very in-
teresting things are coming to pass. By whatever name you
choose to give them, they mark a sharp revolutionary break with
the past. Eastern Europe will never be the same again.”

“But no one can say that the Comintern or the Soviet Govern-
ment is bolshevizing these countries,” he rejoined. “It is true the
lRed Army’s victories have made many changes possible. But I
say it is the people of those countries themselves who are getting
vid of fascism and turning to the only possible form of govern-
ment left to them.”

It is a wide and fairly uniform pattern of adjustment—this
“only possible form of government,” which is becoming manifest
from Finland and the Baltic states in the north, to the Adriatic
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Sea on the southwest and to the frontiers of Turkey on the south-
east. Eventually the pattern may reach into Greece. The end of
the war finds Finland, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Yugoslavia, Ru-
mania, Bulgaria, Hungary, Austria and Eastern Germany occu-
pied by the Red Army—in most places in alliance with native
anti-fascist forces. The amount of Europe under Russian occu-
pation is thus far greater than at any time in history.

The way it looked from Moscow, all those nations and the
many peoples within their changing boundaries were, without
the violence and internal bloodshed of class war, going to realize
a number of revolutionary reforms in common, more than they
ever shared before. They would do so in a quiet, orderly man-
ner, with excellent and stable police power, under the occupy-
ing forces, backing up the decrees of their own governments.
There would be little barricade fighting to win this reformed
new world. The fighting was done on the Volga and on the Don,
the Dnieper, the Danube, the Vistula, the Oder and the Bug.

First on the list of reforms would be a fundamental reorienta-
tion in foreign policy. In this war all Russia’s neighbors were
mobilized or exploited by Germany to help her. It is the logic of
Red Army triumph that any chance of a repetition of that experi-
ence will be effectively eliminated. Henceforth the Eastern
European peoples will operate on the principle that warm
friendship and collaboration with the Soviet fatherland are not
only the best policy, but the “only possible” policy.

Observe further that Soviet frontier security will be en-
hanced not only by elimination of hostile land and air bases but
by Russia’s emergence as a first-class naval power. Henceforth
the Red fleet will be the only sea power of consequence in the
Baltic on the north and the Black Sea on the south. Russia will
accept nothing less than equality in the Mediterranean also. It
is hardly in keeping with her new commitments for the security
of Europe that she should remain in any way dependent on
Turkey, a power which showed little friendship for her in this
war, for access to the Mediterranean. A showdown is coming for
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control of the Dardanelles. Stalin can wait because in this he
cannot lose.

In Moscow I heard Polish, Rumanian, Czech and Finnish en-
voys of peace and the future unequivocally acknowledge the
new era in the foregoing terms. And nowhere was the changed
relationship of forces more frankly stated than in this manifesto
issued by the Polish Liberation Committee, when it assumed
administrative power in Poland: “History and the experience of
the present war,” said that model document, “show that only
the building up of a great Slav dam,* founded on Polish-Soviet-
Czechoslovakian accord, can serve as a safeguard against the
pressure of German imperialism. For 400 years constant conflicts
hetween Poles and Ukrainians, Poles and Belorussians, Poles and
Russians, have been the rule, to the detriment of both sides. Now
2 historic change has taken place in these relations. Conflicts are
giving way to friendship and co-operation dictated by the mu-
lual vital interests of these peoples. The friendship and fighting
co-operation inaugurated by the brotherhood of arms of the
Polish Army and the Red Army must be converted into a lasting
alliance and neighborly co-operation after the war. . . . An endur-
ing alliance with our immediate neighbors—the Soviet Union
and Czechoslovakia—will be the fundamental principle of Polish
foreign policy.”®

In hardly less decisive language Monsieur Patrascanu, the
Communist head of the Rumanian Armistice Delegation, told
me that it was “only through the closest collaboration and al-
liance with the Soviet Union that the Rumanian nation can
arise again and that its independence and liberty can be guar-
anteed.”

And beyond that feature, the basic feature of alliance between
llastern Europe and Russia? Again Poland and Czechoslovakia
provide us with a guide to the future.

* Author’s italics.
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II

Economics of Reform

The second point nobody could mistake was that all fascists,
fascist sympathizers, and all collaborationists, would be swept
from these countries in a thorough and decisive manner. How
would that work out in practice? “It will simply mean anybody,”
one foreign diplomat expressed it to me, “who doesn’t agree with
the pro-Soviet policy of the new governments.” Was he right?
Not entirely right because not inclusive enough.

Although the term “traitor to the people” had not been pre-
cisely defined, it would in most cases include all elements which
stood in the way of realizing important internal, as well as exter-
nal; reforms in policy. “Not a single German war criminal, not a
single traitor to the Polish people, must escape punishment,”
said the Polish Committee’s manifesto. “The frontiers of Poland
will be closed to Hitler’s agents and to those who betrayed Po-
land in September, 1939. . . . We will brush aside all mischief-
makers and agents of reaction who, by trying to split national
unity and foment internecine warfare among the Poles, are
playing into the hands of Hitlerism.”

Such “mischief-makers,” inside and outside Poland, would not
enjoy democratic liberties, nor even rights of citizenship prom-
ised to other Poles. Nor would they enjoy rights of property
ownership. Similarly, the Czech Government planned to punish
traitors and collaborationists by depriving them of their property
as well as by other means, I was told by F. Memec, Minister
Plenipotentiary and head of the Czechoslovakian Administrative
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Delegation which assumed power in the liberated Czech ter-
ritory.

We have seen how in Rumania the new administration like-
wise began by retaining control of industry used to support the
I litlerite war. Yugoslavia and Bulgaria adopted similar plans. In
several countries the liquidation of the Germans and the con-
liscation of German property would in itself automatically es-
tablish state ownership over the largest industrial enterprises.
Nearly all the heavy industry in Poland and Czechoslovakia, for
instance, was already under German control before the attack
on Russia. And after the Nazi occupation virtually all important
smaller capitalists either were robbed outright of their enter-
prises or, if they collaborated, were compelled to take in Nazi
partners. Those who were forced to “sell out” to the Germans
would never fully re-establish their rights of ownership. As for
those who fell in line with German war aims: they would now
be regarded as “traitors to the people.” Their property, if not
their lives, would be forfeited.

Methods adopted for utilizing confiscated industrial plants in
the liberated countries would vary. In Rumania I had found that
ibsentee-owned factories were provisionally operated by com-
mittees of workmen, while ownership and control remained with
the state. In Poland Osubka-Morawski told me that expropri-
ated industrial plants were being operated by state boards
which included representatives of labor.

“Some factories taken over in this way,” Osubka-Morawski
said, “may be returned to their previous owners, and property of
traitors may be sold to other private persons, if there is a market
for them. But all industry of national importance will be owned
by the state.* We are in favor of placing all industry under gov-
crnment control. We also want to encourage private enterprise
wherever possible, but there will be government regulation of
all production and distribution.”

It ought to be remembered that in all the Baltic states, in

* Author’s italics.
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Czechoslovakia, Rumania and other Balkan countries, but above
all in Poland, a vast amount of enterprise and land no longer had
legitimate claimants. The former owners were murdered by the
Nazis. Two to three million Jews, some of them extremely
wealthy people, as well as many non-Jewish capitalists, were
obliterated or driven from Europe. Debt problems were also
somewhat simplified, owing in part to the liquidaton of thou-
sands of money-lenders and pawnbrokers. Inflation will wipe
out the rest,

Osubka-Morawski predicted that some of the shops and small
enterprises taken back from the Germans would be made into
co-operatives. Employees would be assisted by the state to be-
come owner-operators. And this seemed likely to happen in
other formerly Nazi-occupied countries.

Athird point about Eastern Fu rope was that national minority
questions would be settled by direct negotiation between neigh-
boring states, including constituent republics of the USSR,
rather than by plebescites or international arbitration. German
minorities would likely be given no choice except a return to
what remained of the Fatherland, or to hard labor in the coun-
tries they despoiled. The precedent was set by the September
agreement between the Polish Liberation Comm