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A Russian Journal

Born in Salinas, California, in 1902, John Steinbeck grew up in a
fertile agricultural valley about twenty-five miles from the Pacific
Coast - and both valley and coast would serve as settings for some
of his best fiction. In 1919 he went to Stanford University, where
he intermittently enrolled in literature and writing courses until he
left in 1925 without taking a degree. During the next five years
he supported himself as a labourer and journalist in New York
City, all the time working on his first novel, Cup of Gold (1929).
After marriage and a move to Pacific Grove, he published two
Californian fictions, The Pastures of Heaven (1932) and To a God
Unknown (1933), and worked on short stories later collected in
The Long Valley (1938). Popular success and financial security
came only with Tortilla Flat (1935), stories about Monterey’s
paisanos. A ceaseless experimenter throughout his career, Stein-
beck changed courses regularly. Three powerful novels of the late
1930s focused on the Californian labouring class: In Dubious
Battle (1936), Of Mice and Men (1937), and the book considered
by many his finest, The Grapes of Wrath (1939). Early in the 1940s,
Steinbeck became a filmmaker with The Forgotten Village (1941)
and a serious student of marine biology with Sea of Cortez (1941).
He devoted his services to the war, writing Bombs Away (1942)
and the controversial play-novelette The Moon is Down (1942).
Cannery Row (1945), The Wayward Bus (1947), The Pearl (1947),
A Russian Journal (1948), another experimental drama, Burning
Bright (1950), and The Log from the Sea of Cortez (1951) preceded
publication of the monumental East of Eden (1952), an ambitious
saga of the Salinas Valley and his own family’s history. The last
decades of his life were spent in New York City and Sag Harbor
with his third wife, with whom he travelled widely. Later books
include Sweet Thursday (1954), The Short Reign of Pippin IV: A
Fabrication (1957), Once There Was a War (1958), The Winter of
Our Discontent (1961), Travels with Charley in Search of America
(1962), America and Americans (1966), and the posthumously pub-
lished Journal of a Novel: The East of Eden Letters (1969), Viva
Zapata! (1975), The Acts of King Arthur and His Noble Knights



(1976), and Working Days: The Journals of The Grapes of Wrath
(1989). He died in 1968, having won a Nobel Prize in 1962.

Born Endre Erno Friedmann in Budapest, Hungary, on October
22,1913, the self-styled Robert Capa became one of the most cele-
brated war photojournalists of the twentieth century. He left
Hungary at seventeen and, until he died in 1954 - killed by a land-
mine in Indochina — he roamed the world photographing war.
With his beloved companion, photographer Gerda Taro (killed in
1937), he first saw action during the Spanish Civil War, where his
emphatic portraits of human anguish won him international
acclaim. In 1938 he travelled to China and witnessed the Japanese
invasion; he covered World War II, Israel in 1948, and Indochina in
1954. During his life he published five photographic texts: Death in
the Making (photographs by Robert Capa and Gerda Taro, 1938);
The Battle of Waterloo Road (text by Diana Forbes-Robertson and
photographs by Capa, 1941); Slightly Out of Focus (1947); A
Russian Journal (1948); and Report 'on Israel (text by Irving Shaw
and photographs by Capa).

Susan Shillinglaw is a professor of English and director of the
Center for Steinbeck Studies at San Jose State University. She co-
edited Steinbeck and the Environment and Jobn Steinbeck:
Contemporary Reviews. She edits the Steinbeck Newsletter and has
published articles on Steinbeck.
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INTRODUCTION

IN 1946, WINSTON CHURCHILL announced that an “Iron Curtain”
had been drawn closed across Eastern Europe. In the winter of
1947, the cold war began in earnest. The Soviet Union, fierce ally of
the United States in World War II, had become a menacing pres-
ence, a foe barely understood. “In the papers every day,” John
Steinbeck begins his text, “there were thousands of words about
Russia,” and yet, he continues, “there were some things that no-
body wrote about Russia, and these were the things that interested
us most of all.” His quest, and that of photographer Robert Capa
who accompanied him, was to discover the “great other side,” the
“private life of the Russian people.” Steinbeck and Capa’s modest
book about the lives of Russians, A Russian Journal, published in
1948, attempts only “honest reporting, to set down what we saw
and heard without editorial comment, without drawing conclusions
about things we didn’t know sufficiently.”

In many ways, that is what John Steinbeck had been doing quite
successfully for twenty years, writing books about ordinary people:
paisanos, Oklahoma migrants, enlisted men in World War II, Mex-
ican peasants. A Russian Journal does not sound the epic chords of
The Grapes of Wrath, certainly, but it has some of that book’s em-
pathy and humanity. Indeed, one explanation for the appeal of A
Russian Journal is that this book, unlike so many other accounts of
Russia published at the time, engages and informs in Steinbeck’s
most characteristic manner: expressing empathy and understanding
for working people; capturing with a journalist’s eye the telling de-
tail; seeing “nonteleologically,” recording merely what is witnessed;
and finally leavening the narrative with a wry humor absent in
many more ponderous contemporary accounts of travel through
Soviet-approved locales. If not the most erudite or wide-ranging
book about postwar Russia, Steinbeck and Capa’s is just what they
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viii INTRODUCTION

claimed for it: “It is not the Russian story, but simply « Russian
story.”

The collaboration between Capa and Steinbeck was, in fact,
serendipitous. The two had met in London in 1943, and renewed
their friendship in New York in March 1947, planning to leave for
Russia as soon as possible, until, on May 14, Steinbeck took a nasty
fall from a window of his apartment, shattered his knee, and spent a
few weeks recovering (the knee, however, would give him problems
throughout the trip). Each restless and independent, neither Capa
nor Steinbeck, in fact, particularly cared for collaborative ventures.
As early as 1936, when writer John O’Hara passed through Pacific
Grove, eager to meet and then work with John Steinbeck on a stage
adaptation of the recently published In Dubious Battle, Steinbeck
declared that he “liked him and his attitude. . . . I think we could
get along well. I do not believe in collaboration.” Yet despite
his protest to the contrary, collaboration came easily to Steinbeck;
he initiated or was drawn into several joint projects, many com-
pleted—as was his 1940 trip to the Sea of Cortez with marine
biologist Edward Ricketts (Sea of Cortez, 1941)—some aborted, as
was the one with O’Hara. In particular, Steinbeck gravitated
toward visual artists, filmmakers, and photographers. Robert
Capa, famed war photojournalist, formed with Steinbeck perhaps
the happiest of Steinbeck’s alliances with an artist in another
medium.

Capa, whose celebrated war photos had frozen individual human
torment and exuberance, shared Steinbeck’s compassion and curios-
ity. Born in Budapest, Hungary, in 1913, Capa possessed the quali-
ties of exuberance, tolerance, and a humanitarian spirit that
captivated Steinbeck. As biographer Richard Whelan notes, Capa’s
political philosophy, similar to Steinbeck’s own, was formed when
Capa was a rebellious teen: “democratic, egalitarian, pacifistic,
semi-collectivist, pro-labor, anti-authoritarian, and anti-fascist, with
a strong emphasis on the dignity of man and the rights of the indi-
vidual.” Forced to leave Budapest in 1931, he had been in exile most
of his life, wandering the world as witness to the ravages of war,
sometimes shooting photos for Time, Life, and Fortune, always fo-
cusing on the human drama, the ordinary in the extraordinary.
Capa photographed people, not events, aiming his camera, notes
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Whelan, on the “edge of things . . . studies of people under extreme
stress.”

The two artists” forty-day trip to the Soviet Union in 1947 was,
like Steinbeck’s 1940 trip to the Sea of Cortez with Edward Rick-
etts, an expedition of the curious. Like Ricketts and Steinbeck on
the earlier journey, Capa and Steinbeck also “wanted to see every-
thing our eyes would accommodate, to think what we could, and,
out of our seeing and thinking, to build some kind of structure in
modeled imitation of the observed reality.” If the structure of Sea of
Cortez melds two approaches, the “conventionally scientific” and
the experiential, this travel narrative opts for the single lens: “We
would try to do honest reporting, to set down what we saw and
heard without editorial comment, without drawing conclusions
about things we didn’t know sufficiently.” Theirs was a journal, a
photo essay. The structure they chose for their book—indeed, the
dominant metaphor of A Russian Journal—is the Soviet Union as a
framed portrait.

I

With the onset of the 1940s, the world had altered its step. “Things
are very bad in the world, aren’t they,” Steinbeck wrote to his edi-
tor Pascal Covici in 1940. “Everything seems to be going to pot,
everything as conceived before I mean. Maybe out of the fighting
and the struggle there will come some kind of new conceptions. I
don’t know.” Throughout the 1940s, John Steinbeck sought “new
conceptions” for his own work. He began the decade composing a
scientific travelog, ended it working on his most personal and ex-
perimental novel, East of Eden. A Russian Journal is part of his on-
going effort to discover fresh material, to forge new literary forms,
to rekindle in his writing, as he wrote in his journal during a dark
moment in 1946, “the glory that shadows everything else and that
makes me seem like a grey and grizzled animal now. . .. So long
since I’ve done the old kind of work—so long.”

In the late 1930s, John Steinbeck had found that glory while
writing his masterpiece, The Grapes of Wrath (1939). For a decade
prior, he had been perfecting his craft and publishing in quick suc-
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cession the works most often associated with John Steinbeck, social
historian: the short stories in The Long Valley (written in the early
1930s, collected in 1938); the comic tour de force, Tortilla Flat
(1935), and the labor trilogy, In Dubious Battle (1936), Of Mice and
Men (1937), and The Grapes of Wrath. By the end of the Depres-
sion John Steinbeck, novelist of the people, was a “household
name,” noted the promotional material for the 1940 John Ford film
The Grapes of Wrath. That name, however, became something of a
burden for the author who had fiercely declared in letters his need
for anonymity in order to write. The world’s gaze was upon him in
the 1940s, expecting high sentiments from this chronicler of the
poor. Critics and reviewers waited for the familiar voice of the pro-
letarian writer to return to the gritty themes of the 1930s. He re-
sisted. “I must make a new start,” he wrote his college roommate,
Carlton Sheffield, in November 1939. “I’ve worked the novel . .. as
far as I can take it. I never did think much of it—a clumsy vehicle at
best. And I don’t know the form of the new but I know there is a
new thing which will be adequate and shaped by the new thinking.”
At the cusp of the new decade, his initial course was scientific and
ecological, “things more lasting,” he remarked to Sheffield. John
Steinbeck, novelist, transformed himself into John Steinbeck, ma-
rine biologist, as he set out in March 1940 with friend, biologist,
and intellectual soul mate Ed Ricketts to explore the littoral of the
Sea of Cortez; the 1941 account of that trip, Sea of Cortez, is one of
Steinbeck’s neglected masterpieces, a rich brew of scientific obser-
vation, philosophical musing, and humorous anecdotes capped by
Ricketts’s catalog of specimens discovered on the trip.

As a travel narrative, collaborative project, and structural experi-
ment, Sea of Cortez is paradigmatic of Steinbeck’s work throughout
the restless 1940s, culminating with A Russian Journal at the end of
the decade. “He tried to enter the great world, so to speak,” re-
marked Arthur Miller. His search for inspiration sparked a kind of
frenetic decade of experimentation; he wrote film scripts, journal-
ism, travel diaries, plays, novellas. Indeed, travel became a kind of
panacea for Steinbeck during the 1940s. Claiming that “there’s an il-
logic there I need,” he went to Mexico several times throughout the
decade. In 1941, at the urging of documentary filmmaker Herbert
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Kline, he wrote a script about health problems in a remote Mexican
village, The Forgotten Village. After the war, he repeatedly returned
to write and then film The Pearl, and in 1948

ico to work on a film treatment of Emiliano Zapata’s life for Elia
Kazan’s great film Viva Zapata!

Steinbeck’s contributions to the United States’ involvement in
World War II also shattered his self-containment of the 1930s and
carried him far from his native California—first to Washington,
D.C., in 1941, where he was interviewed by a newly formed infor-
mation and propaganda agency, the Foreign Information Service;
then to New York City, where he settled with Gwyn Conger, the
woman who would become his second wife. There he wrote his
first contribution to the war effort, The Moon Is Down (1942), a
play-novelette about an occupied Scandinavian country that won
wide approval in Europe among underground groups resisting Nazi
oppression. In America, Steinbeck’s novel—and the play and film
of the work that followed in quick succession—received a less en-
thusiastic response, for the country was not prepared to see in-
vaders, clearly Germans, as human. Disappointed, Steinbeck went
on to other war-related projects: he wrote radio scripts for the FSI
early in 1942; later, he was asked to write a text about training air
force bombing crews, an assignment that called for Steinbeck and
photographer John Swope to visit training sites around the United
States.

Once again settled on the East Coast, he worked doggedly on
the text of Bombs Away, The Story of a Bomber Team (1942), writ-
ing to his college friend Webster Street: “I get farther and farther
away from the old realities and more and more immersed in this
dreamlike war. When it is over I’'m not going to be able to remem-
ber what it was like.” Other war-related projects followed: with
childhood friend Jack Wagner, Steinbeck wrote a “sample script”
for a film, A Medal for Benny, about a small town’s reception of
their war hero, a ne’er-do-well from the wrong side of town. Early
in 1943 he wrote a novella for Hitchcock’s famous movie about sur-
vivors from a torpedoed freighter cast adrift at sea, Lifeboat. Fi-
nally, in mid-1943, he was given the assignment that used his talents
most successfully: that summer, he was sent overseas by the New



xii INTRODUCTION

York Herald Tribune as a war correspondent to England, West
Africa, and ultimately to cover a diversionary mission off the coast
of Italy.

In many ways A Russian Journal is the final chapter of this war
journalism. When in Stalingrad, “an expanse of ruin,” Steinbeck
writes that “Our windows looked out on acres of rubble, broken
brick and concrete and pulverized plaster, and in the wreckage the
strange dark weeds that always seem to grow in destroyed places.”
In that terrain, “there was a little hummock, like the entrance to a
gopher hole. And every morning, early, out of this hole a young girl
crawled.” In this one vignette about a hounded, dazed child, Stein-
beck captutes the agony of besieged Stalingrad. Framed by a win-
dow, the verbal composition is crafted to accompany Capa’s
photos. Indeed, one of the most remarkable qualities of A Russian
Journal is the way that Steinbeck’s reporting and Capa’s photojour-
nalism intersect. Steinbeck’s method seems purely photographic, as
if the project itself—collaboration with a photographer—dictated
style and approach. As he insistently notes in the first chapter of A
Russian Journal, the writer and photographer intend to record only
what is seen, nothing more. The photograph is an apt metaphor for
visiting the Soviet Union in 1947, where visitors were shown so
very little of Stalin’s domain, always circumscribed.

II

“John was actually a missionary. He was essentially a journalist . . . I
think he could see things going on. . . . I mean journalist in the power
of observation.”—Toby Street

The role of literary journalist was not, in 1943, a new one for John
Steinbeck. His missionary zeal had found an outlet in the late 1930s,
when the heretofore apolitical writer turned his gaze to the contem-
porary scene in California. The urgent realism of In Dubious Battle
and Of Mice and Men has a journalistic thrust. The impetus behind
The Grapes of Wrath was more essentially documentary. In August
1936, Steinbeck was sent by the San Francisco News, a decidedly
liberal newspaper, to write a series on migrants in California; those
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seven articles, published as “The Harvest Gypsies,” were Stein-
beck’s first journalistic triumph, a foray into literary witness that
conveyed, through the authot’s fidelity to truth, the emotional con-
text of the migrants’ sorrow. With searing prose, he etched the
plight of migrant families: “. . . in the faces of the husband and his
wife, you begin to see an expression you will notice on every face;
not worry, but absolute terror of the starvation that crowds in
against the borders of the camp.” He described migrants clinging to
respectability: “The house is about 10 feet by 10 feet, and it is built
completely of corrugated paper. . . . With the first rain the carefully
built house will slop down into a brown, pulpy mush. . ..” Witness
to social upheaval, Steinbeck’s eye reported the conditions endured
and the dignity maintained by people on the edge.

Seven years later, sent to cover World War II, he brought the
same compassion and sharp eye for detail to the neglected aspects of
the war-helmeted men on a troop ship looking “like long rows of
mushrooms”; bomber crews dressing for combat, getting “bigger
and bigger as layer on layer of equipment is put on. They walk
stiffly, like artificial men”; the people of Dover who are “incorrigi-
bly, incorruptibly unimpressed” with German might and muscle.
And in one of the most emblematic pieces, Steinbeck writes about
London under seige:

People who try to tell you what the blitz was like in London start
with fire and explosion and then almost invariably end up with some
very tiny detail which crept in and set and became the symbol of the
whole thing for them. . . . “It’s the glass,” says one man, “the sound
in the morning of the broken glass being swept up, the vicious, flat
tinkle.”. . . An old woman was selling little miserable sprays of sweet
lavender. The city was rocking under the bombs and the light of
burning buildings made it like day. . .. And in one little hole in the
roar her voice got in—a squeaky voice. “Lavender!” she said. “Buy
Lavender for luck.”

The bombing itself grows vague and dreamlike. The little pictures
remain as sharp as they were when they were new.

Here, as in his best journalism, Steinbeck excelled at the little pic-
ture in the midst of cataclysmic events: in A Russian Journal, it is
the girl in the Stalingrad rubble; or the bookkeeper proudly show-
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ing his scrapbook saved from war’s destruction; or the photos of
the lost soldiers on walls of little Ukrainian houses. Even in fiction,
the Joads’ misery is best captured in vignettes: Ma’s colloquies with
Rose of Sharon, the rollicking dance at the government camp, Un-
cle John’s sending the dead baby down the river, images easily
translated into film. Steinbeck’s great strength as a writer was rarely
the sustained narrative thrust. Few of his novels are highly plotted.
In his best work Steinbeck’s vision is scenic, highly influenced in
the 1930s by documentary film, in the 1940s by a commitment to
accuracy and the atypical yet also starkly ordinary angle. In addi-
tion, Steinbeck brought to war reporting, noted the famed war cor-
respondent Ernie Pyle, whom Steinbeck met in North Africa,

a delicate sympathy for mortal man’s transient nobility and beastli-
ness that I believe no other writer possesses. Surely we have no other
writer so likely to catch on paper the inner things that most people
don’t know about war—the pitiableness of bravery, the vulgarity,
the grotesquely warped values, the childlike tenderness in all of us.

At its best, all of Steinbeck’s journalism captures with unflagging em-
pathy the commonplace yet telling angle or story. Throughout the
1950s and 1960s, the writer turned to journalism with greater and
greater frequency, willing to finance trips abroad by writing articles,
eager to see for himself what events absorbed the world. In the early
1950s he wrote most of his travel articles, some of the best of these on
an American in Paris in 1954, published in Le Figaro. In 1966, a
weary and unwell Steinbeck traveled to Vietnam to witness war once
again. The record of this trip is sketched in a remarkable series, “Let-
ters to Alicia.” Steinbeck, argues biographer Jackson Benson, needed
“to be on the scene, where things were going on—it was part of his
restlessness—which was similar to the compulsion, or perhaps addic-
tion, that some journalists have to rush to the eye of the storm.”

III

In 1946 and 1947, John Steinbeck experienced personal and profes-
sional anguish that mirrored the dark uncertainty of the emerging
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cold war face-off. As his newly purchased house on East Seventy-
eighth Street in New York City was being remodeled around his
“working cellar. . . gray concrete walls and cement floors and pipes
overhead,” his marriage was slowly crumbling. With bravado, he
declared himself happy in his four-year union to Gwyn Conger,
content with his status as a father to two young sons. But the truth
of his situation was far less sanguine: he had difficulties sustaining
interest in his new novel, The Wayward Bus, published in February
1947; he anxiously sought to create the perfect working space, even
toymg with the idea—as he notes in a diary he kept for the year—of
writing in a completely dark room. In nuanced phrases, he voices
his suspicions that Gwyn was having an affair. And with character-
istic force, he blasts the world outside his study:

Our leaders seem to be nuts. If ever a nation was being dragged over
the edge of folly into destruction this is it. God help us! . . . [Times
are] growing more complicated to the point which a man can’t even
see his own life let alone control it. What a time. What a time. We
will have our nice house put in to get it bombed. But so will every-
one else. So I go on writing an unimportant novel that carefully
avoids anything timely. . . .

Throughout this dark time, the novelist at odds with both wife and
world toiled sporadically on other projects, interrupting the slow
progress on “The Bus.” His writing took on an increasingly insis-
tent moral edge as he attempted to come to terms with the irra-
tionality and complexity of postwar America. On October 15,
1946, he sketched a piece called “The Witches of Salem,” a synopsis
of an idea for a motion picture “intended to be a film treatise on
public hysteria and injustice.” From that aborted project came an-
other, “The Last Joan,” a play that “has to do with witchcraft. And
that in a modern sense we better heed what the present Joan tells us
of the atom bomb, because it’s the last time that we’ll have a Joan to
tell us what to do.” Behind all of these projects and voiced dissatis-
faction with contemporary life was, undoubtedly, the urge to es-
cape—his country, his unhappy home situation. In 1945, he’d
turned down a request to cover the war trials in Europe. A trip to
the Soviet Union, sponsored by the New York Herald Tribune,
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promised relief. He’d been there once briefly in the summer of 1937
with his first wife, Carol (not 1936, as he notes in the book), and he
wanted to see how the country had been transformed by war.

But the trip promised more, the chance to experiment as a writer.
As he was completing The Wayward Bus Steinbeck wrote in his
journal: “I have finally worked out what I could do in Russia. I
could make a detailed account of a journey. A travel diary. Such a
thing has not been done. And it is one of the things people are in-
terested in. And it is the thing I could do and perhaps do well and it
might be a contribution.” At this juncture, when his novels and
play synopses were not bearing fruit—novels seemed insignificant,
outlines for plays heavily allegorical—journalism promised disci-
pline, relevance, and a guaranteed audience for the forty-five-year-
old writer. And a “journal” offered an opportunity to experiment
with prose honed to photographic integrity.

In 1947, the acclaimed war photographer Robert Capa, age
thirty-three, was also at loose ends, although “very happy to be-
come an unemployed war photographer.” Early that year he
had finished preparing for press a collection of war photographs
with personal narrative, Slightly Out of Focus. He needed a new
photographic challenge in a world ostensibly at peace, and he had
long wished to visit the Soviet Union. Ever since 1935 when the
Hungarian-born Endre Friedmann had invented himself as Robert
Capa, a rich American photographer covering Paris, the irrepress-
ible Capa had famously recorded images of several wars, participat-
ing in the Normandy invasion for Life in 1944: “. . . for a war
correspondent to miss an invasion,” he said, “is like refusing a date
with Lana Turner after completing a five-year stretch at Sing Sing.”
His reputation was made during the Spanish Civil War with a rivet-
ing shot of a soldier falling before Fascist machine-gun fire. In 1938,
mourning the death of his beloved companion, Gerda, who had
died in the battle of Brunete, he went to China to witness the Chi-
nese and Japanese conflict, finding himself at the end of that year a
celebrated international photographer. That he remained. “Far from
being an impassive voyeur who merely observed from a safe van-
tage point,” notes his boigrapher, “he cared deeply about the
outcome of the war against fascism and was always ready to risk his
life to get great photographs.” “What makes Capa a great photo-



INTRODUCTION xvii

journalist?” asks a reporter covering a 1998 retrospective of his
work. “We see his own appetite for life, his mix of urgency with
compassion . . . the artistic thrust of his photography always had
more to do with its emotional pitch, which remained genume and
deeply felt.” Or, in Capa’s own words, a great picture “is a cut out
of the whole event which will show more of the real truth of the af-
fair to some one who was not there than the whole scene.”

Dedicated to the telling pose and psychological truth, Robert
Capa was John Steinbeck’s artistic soul mate. As Steinbeck wrote in
a tribute to Capa after the photographer’s untimely death in 1954:
“He could photograph motion and gaiety and heartbreak. He could
photograph thought. He made a world and it was Capa’s world.
Note how he captures the endlessness of the Russian landscape
with one long road and one single human. See how his lens could
peer through the eyes into the mind of a man.”

The collaboration between these two restless and creative men,
notes Robert Capa, began this way:

at the beginning of a newly invented war which was named the cold
war . . . no one knew where the battlefields were. While I was figur-
ing what to do I met Mr. Steinbeck, who had his own problems. He
was struggling with a reluctant play, and the cold war gave him the
same shivers it gave me. To make it short, we became a cold-war
team. It seemed to us that behind phrases like “Iron Curtain” “cold
war” and “preventive war” people and thought and humor had fully
disappeared. We decided to make an old-fashioned Don Quixote and
Sancho Panza quest—to ride behind the “iron curtain” and pit our
lances and pens against the windmills of today.

Capa’s whimsical statement of purpose reveals, in fact, something
about why A Russian Journal is in many ways superior to more am-
bitious, even more informative contemporary accounts of postwar
Russia. Typical is an apologist for the Soviet experiment, Dr.
Hewlett Johnson, dean of Canterbury (Soviet Russia Since the War,
1947), who intones that it is “our responsibility to understand Rus-
sia,” and offers a smorgasbord of topics: “A Young Woman of
Aristocratic Birth,” “Soviet Women Lead the World,” “Childhood
in Soviet Land,” “Planned Industry.” Steinbeck and Capa’s aim
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was far more modest; and, unlike Johnson, they had no political
agenda.

Other less biased writers articulated intentions that often echo
that of Steinbeck and Capa—to understand the people of Russia—
but nets are cast far more widely. Edward Crankshaw, in Russia
and the Russians (1948), sought “to produce a picture of the Rus-
sian people, their culture, and their political ideas, against the back-
ground of the unchanging conditions of their landscape and their
climate.” Descriptions of the great Russian plain and detailed syn-
opses of Russian history absorb many pages of his tome, but the
“living image of a distant people” emerges only as a series of statis-
tics: twenty-five years ago, he reminds his readers, four-fifths of the
Russian population was composed of peasants, while in 1948 only
half are peasants. In Just tell the truth: The Uncensored Story of
How the Common People Live Behind the Russian Iron Curtain
(1947), journalist and president of the American Agricultural Edi-
tors Association John L. Strohn had a similarly ambitious agenda:
“To see and talk with people of the Soviet Union, so I can introduce
them through stories and broadcasts to the people of America. . . .
What I’m interested in are the common people.” Visiting collective
farms, he observes the damage caused by war, the absent men, and
concludes—as does Steinbeck—that “it is the women who are the
real heroes of the farm front—women who did practically all of the
farm work during the war, who are doing even now 80 per cent of
the work on collective farms today.”

But the Russian women of Steinbeck and Capa, not absorbed in
statistics and generalizations, strike more convincing poses: the vil-
lage wit at the first communal farm who shakes a cucumber at
Capa’s camera. Or Mamuchka, renowned cook, owner of a new
cow, Lubka, who hasn’t the personality of her beloved former cow,
Katushka. Capa’s photos, like Steinbeck’s prose, avoid the
panoramic in favor of the portrait. Their joint commitment to
record only what they could witness—based not on research or
speculation but on visual record—is their full story. Paradoxically,
their approach—to frame only what is seen—more accurately re-
flects Stalin’s Soviet Union, where visitors saw only scenes carefully
orchestrated by Soviet officials. Journalists traced the same path
Steinbeck and Capa did, the so-called Vodka Circuit, because West-
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erners were typically taken to Moscow, Kiev, and Tiflis, showplace
cities all.

Reading several of these midcentury accounts undoubtedly sup-
plements and enhances Steinbeck’s text. Journalist Marshall Mac-
Duffie, in The Red Carpet: 10,000 Miles Through Russia on a Visa
From Khrushchev, writes about a 1953 trip, with reflections on his
earlier experience in Russia in 1946. Puzzling on why Russians fed
visitors so lavishly, he writes about his 1946 visit:

We were members of an accredited diplomatic UN mission. Possibly
they thought they had to entertain us. Secondly, there was a shortage
of food. So, in a curious way, the giving of a formal dinner or putting
on a spread assumed a special significance, as a gesture. Third, I often
suspected that our visit was an excuse for local officials to throw one
of their rare parties on the old expense account and get a little rich
food otherwise unobtainable. Lastly, it has been long a Russian cus-
tom to entertain foreign visitors in such fashion. . . . Wherever our
mission went, we encountered these relatively elaborate meals with
the inevitable succession of numerous toasts.

Steinbeck and Capa were, of course, similarly feted, but Steinbeck
eschews generalizations and analysis, opting for humor instead—
particularly when seated at yet another dinner table: one Georgian
banquet was the “only meal or dinner we ever attended where fried
chicken was an hors d’oeuvre, and where each hors d’oeuvre was
half a chicken.” It’s this humorous eye that skewers Soviet excess,
and the quick sympathy for the generosity behind it all—vintage
Steinbeck material—that account for this book’s appeal.

A Russian Journal, the record of their forty-day trip to the Soviet
Union between July 31 and mid-September 1947, was published in
April 1948, after parts had been serialized in the New York Herald
Tribune (beginning on January 14, 1948, and running on page 3 of
the paper until January 31) and in the Ladies’ Home Journal (pub-
lished in February). Like most of Steinbeck’s work after The
Grapes of Wrath, it received decidedly mixed reviews. Writing for
the Saturday Review, Louis Fischer panned it—excepting Capa’s
“marvelous photographs.” Some felt that the text trivialized a pro-
found topic, or added little to the readers’ knowledge of Russia, or
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rehashed what had already been written. “As books about Russia
go,” wrote Orville Prescott for the New York Times, “ ‘A Russian
Journal’ is a lot better written than most, but it is more superficial
than many.” Sterling North concurred: “The question arises: how
superficial can books about Russia become. . . . It could have been
otherwise if the collaborators’ knowledge of Russia, their interest in
Russia and their attitude toward Russia had been above the level of
eating, drinking and observing pleasant surface impressions.” Stein-
beck deliberately and consciously, of course, avoids historical con-
text, political posturing, and in-depth analysis, as he reminds his
readers throughout. And Capa reported later that, in fact, “on any
occasion where questions were asked us about our feelings toward
the policy of the United States Government we always stated em-
phatically that even if we were to disagree with some of its aspects,
we would refuse to criticize it outside of the United States.” Writ-
ing one of the most thoughtful and sympathetic assessments, how-
ever, Victor Bernstein mused: “I am not at all certain that this
abnegation of the interpreter’s role is justified merely because it is
deliberate. It is an old, old fight in the theory and practice of jour-
nalism. How much of the unseen must go into a story to make it
understandable, to get at its roots, to put it into perspective? How
much of the unseen should Steinbeck put into his book to make it
truly objective and not merely superficial?”

It was superficial, of course, only in light of what a few knew and
more suspected was occurring in Stalin’s Soviet Unjon. The United
States’ views of postwar Russia were, in fact, profoundly troubled.
As Arthur Miller observed in his autobiography, Timebends, by
1947 “the Germans clearly were to be our new friends, and the
savior-Russians the enemy, an ignoble thing it seemed to me. . . .
this wrenching shift, this ripping off of Good and Evil labels from
one nation and pasting them onto another, had done something to
wither the very notion of a world even theoretically moral.” In
these liminal years, the Soviet Union was a place few compre-
hended. A 1948 response to the book by a Ukrainian professor,
then living in Munich, is entitled “Why Did You Not Want to See,
Mr. Steinbeck?” What more could Steinbeck have seen is perhaps a
better question. He knew more than he says, certainly—he’d been
in the Soviet Union before, although he never commented on his
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and Carol’s 1937 trip. But in 1947 he writes only what he sees—and
he sees with a great deal of emotion and understanding—because
those are the artistic parameters he set. And, once again, he saw
only what the Russians permitted him or any other visitors to see,
an updated version of the Potemkin village.

Other American reviewers found the book highly satistying,
“objective, impartial” and “readable because [Steinbeck] loves real
people and because he has a sense of humor that never lets him
down.” “This is one of the best books about Russia since Maurice
Baring wrote his ‘Puppet Show of Memory’ in 1922,” effused the
reviewer for the New York Sun. Steinbeck “has a most observant
eye, a deadpan humor and a command of the English language un-
surpassed by any American of our time. The Steinbeck style is one
of the marvels of the age. It is entirely unpretentious. . . .” Bern-
stein, among others, praised Capa’s lens, which “suits the prose
which surrounds it, lean and restrictive, without the furbelows of
the self-conscious artist, and yet full of sensitivity and attention to
detail.” And supportive reviewers acknowledged that Steinbeck and
Capa’s book would help the West better “understand the Russians
emotionally,” a real contribution. Again, one of the most sensitive
reviews posed a tough question: What were the political implica-
tions of such a book? Joseph Henry Jackson, writing for the San
Francisco Chronicle, notes that the text would please no political
faction—as the author himself admitted in his final paragraph. “A
good deal here,” notes Jackson, “will probably annoy the devout
Left, for the two Americans, visiting with the best will in the world,
were often irritated by the way things were done in Russia, by the
miles of red tape that had to be unwound whatever they wanted to
do. . . .” He continues, “On the other hand, the case-hardened
Right will also be irritated by the book, on the ground that no-
body’s got any right to be saying a good word on behalf of any
kind of Russian excepting a dead Russian.”

Indeed, this trip to Russia brought back for both Steinbeck and
Capa the specter of their own political agendas. The suspicion that
The Grapes of Wrath, with its magnificent endorsement of “we”
over “I,” was communist propaganda lingered in the minds of
some, certainly the FBI, who had maintained a file on Steinbeck
since 1943. The truth was that Steinbeck had long despised the
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communist agenda: In Dubious Battle, a novel about striking work-
ers in California, shows the communist organizers to be self-
serving, willing to sacrifice the people’s needs for the party’s. When
writing The Grapes of Wrath, with its emphasis on fair treatment
for the working man, Steinbeck insisted that the lyrics for the “Bat-
tle Hymn of the Republic” be printed on the endpapers so that
there would be no doubt about his patriotism. “The fascist crowd
will try to sabotage this book because it is revolutionary,” he wrote
his publisher. “They will try to give it the communist angle. How-
ever, the Battle Hymn is American and intensely so . . . if both
words and music are there the book is keyed into the American
scene from the beginning.”

In spite of his protestations, however, muted accusations that
Steinbeck was “Red” lingered into the 1950s. In 1939, as The
Grapes of Wrath was about to be published, he was convinced that
the FBI was investigating him—in Monterey a local bookstore
owner reported being questioned by Hoover’s men and in Los
Gatos his name had been turned into the local sheriff’s office. FBI
files on Steinbeck uncategorically deny that he was under investiga-
tion in the late 1930s, but they do detail a full investigation made of
the writer in 1943 “to determine his suitability to hold a commis-
sion in the US. Army,” a commission denied because of suspected
communist sympathies. “Associates and friends,” the FBI report
notes, said that although he “exercised poor discretion during his
early days of writing by associating with some elements of the
Communist Party, he was not interested in advancing the cause of
the Party but in gathering material for his writings on certain social
conditions existing in the US at that time.” In fact, evidence of com-
munist leanings is decidedly thin: in 1936 and 1938, Steinbeck pub-
lished two articles in the liberal Carmel magazine owned by Ella
Winter and Lincoln Steffens, the Pacific Weekly; in 1936, he also
lent his support to and possibly attended the Western Writers Con-
ference, later labeled a “communist front” according to the commit-
tee on Un-American Activities; in 1938, he gave his 1936 San
Francisco News accounts to the Simon Lubin Society, allegedly “a
Communist front for California agrarian penetration”; in 1938, “the
Committee to Aid Agricultural Workers was organized under
Steinbeck’s leadership”; in 1946, he was invited to a reception in
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New York for three visiting Soviet literary figures. That was it.
John Steinbeck was-no communist, but he was very curious about
communism’s effect on the average man.

Nor was Robert Capa a communist, although his passport was
confiscated in Paris in 1953 on allegations of communist sympa-
thies; the evidence in his FBI file as thin as that in Steinbeck’s. Ac-
cording to Whelan, Capa’s dossier records only trivial associations
with communism: “he had sold photographs to Regards during the
Spanish Civia War; some of his pictures had appeared in a magazine
published by Friends of the Abraham Lincoln Brigade; he had been
either a member or an honorary member of the ‘Radical anti-fascist’
Photo League; he had gone to the Soviet Union with Steinbeck; the
Daily Worker had reported his Herald Tribune Forum speech with
approval. In 1950 it was added that he had spoken out against jail-
ing the Hollywood Ten.” Both men, according to Capa, “stated
very clearly before and during our trip that we were not Com-
munists or Communist-sympathizers.” For their careful stance,
however, they were reviled by the Soviet press after the book’s
publication, described as “gangsters” and “hyenas.”

In the cold war climate of mutual distrust between the two coun-
tries, the most emblematic moment in A Russian Journal may well
be Capa’s first photographs:

Three huge double windows overlooked the street. As time went on,
Capa posted himself in the windows more and more, photographing
little incidents that happened under our windows. Across the street,
on the second floor, there was a man who ran a kind of camera repair
shop. He worked long hours on equipment. And we discovered late
in the game that while we were photographing him, he was pho-
tographing us.

Indeed, KGB files indicate that Soviet authorities scrutinized move-
ments of the pair throughout the fully orchestrated trip; instruc-
tions were precise:

Steinbeck is a man of conservative conviction and, in addition, he has
recently become more right-wing oriented. That’s why our approach
to him should be especially cautious and we should avoid showing
him something that can do us any harm.
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The KGB report from Kiev was dutiful:

The task that the UOKS set for itself was to primarily show the visi-
tors how the national economy and cultural valuables of the Ukrain-
ian SSR were destroyed during the war and the great efforts of our
people in restoration and reconstruction of the country.

The bulk of the report summarizes events and speculates on the at-
titude of Steinbeck and Capa toward what they saw:

I was with Capa when he took all of his pictures. He had an oppor-
tunity to take pictures depicting beggars, queues, German prisoners
of war, and secret sites (i.e. the construction of the gas pipe-line). He
did not take photos of this kind and approached picture-taking with-
out reporter imprudence. Of the photos which cannot be considered
favorably, I can point to only two: in the Museum of Ukranian Art,
he took a picture of an emaciated woman-visitor, and on our way to
the kolkhoz, he took a picture of a kolkhoz family wearing shabby
clothes. . ..

However, a close scrutiny of relations between Steinbeck and
Capa also forces us to stipulate that Capa is more loyally and
friendly disposed to us. Steinbeck in an underhand way gave Capa
instructions to look for vulnerable, in his opinion, aspects of our life.

Steinbeck’s frequent silences made officials uncomfortable. Capa’s
camera—he shot over four thousand photos—made them doubly
uncomfortable.

A Russian Journal is an important book in the Steinbeck canon,
much more so than has been acknowledged. Read for what it is, not
for what it fails to do, Steinbeck’s text sensitively captures a mo-
ment in Soviet history, as he intended. Steinbeck’s carefully ren-
dered vignettes, like Capa’s photos, replicate his emotional response
to a country and a people flattened by war, fed on propaganda, de-
nied free speech, and convinced of the truth of their programmed
responses. But they are people, always people.

And the trip to Russia also marks a crucial stage in John Stein-
beck’s gradual shift from his 1930s commitment to group man to
his subsequent concern with individual consciousness. In Russia,
the group had subsumed individual creativity, thought, and action.
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“Wherever we went, the questions asked us had a certain likeness,
and we gradually discovered that the questions all grew from a sin-
gle source. The intellectuals of the Ukraine based their questions,
both political and literary, on articles they had read in Pravda . . .
we knew the articles on which they were based almost by heart.”
Steinbeck’s fictional perspective was, in fact, shifting from the de-
tached scientific viewpoint to the highly personal and moral stance
given clear voice in his works after A Russian Journal. Inmediately
after his return he started thinking about his “long slow piece of
work,” the novel that would become East of Eden in five years, the
study of individual moral choice. Traveling in Russia, he’d seen
what a repressive regime could accomplish. In 1949, he wrote to
John O’Hara:

I think I believe one thing powerfully—that the only creative thing
our species has is the individual lonely mind. Two people can create
a child but I know of no other thing created by a group. The group
ungoverned by individual thinking is a horrible destructive principle.
The great change in the last 2,000 years was the Christian idea that
the individual soul was very precious.

In A Russian Journal, Steinbeck and Capa captured a few of those
individual Russian souls who endured in a system ready to smother
all creativity: “The Russians have been doing such bad things lately
with their art stultification and their silly attacks on musicians and
the decree about no Russian being allowed to speak to foreigners
that it makes me sad,” Steinbeck wrote to a friend in February 1948.
“And the small Russian people are such nice people.” That’s what
this book still reminds its readers, a goal not so far distant from his
efforts, ten long years earlier, to give human identity to the amor-
phous refugees from Oklahoma.
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CHAPTER 1

IT WILL BE NECESSARY to say first how this story and how this
trip started, and what its intention was. In late March, I, and the
pronoun is used by special arrangement with John Gunther, was
sitting in the bar of the Bedford Hotel on East Fortieth Street. A
play I had written four times had melted and run out between my
fingers. I sat on the bar stool wondering what to do next. At that
moment Robert Capa came into the bar looking a little disconso-
late. A poker game he had been nursing for several months had fi-
nally passed away. His book had gone to press and he found
himself with nothing to do. Willy, the bartender, who is always
sympathetic, suggested a Suissesse, a drink which Willy makes bet-
ter than anybody else in the world. We were depressed, not so
much by the news but by the handling of it. For news is no longer
news, at least that part of it which draws the most attention. News
has become a matter of punditry. A man sitting at a desk in Wash-
ington or New York reads the cables and rearranges them to fit his
own mental pattern and his by-line. What we often read as news
now is not news at all but the opinion of one of half a dozen pun-
dits as to what that news means.

Willy set the two pale green Suissesses in front of us and we be-
gan to discuss what there was left in the world that an honest and
liberal man could do. In the papers every day there were thousands
of words about Russia. What Stalin was thinking about, the plans of
the Russian General Staff, the disposition of troops, experiments
with atomic weapons and guided missiles, all of this by people who
had not been there, and whose sources were not above reproach.
And it occurred to us that there were some things that nobody
wrote about Russia, and they were the things that interested us
most of all. What do the people wear there? What do they serve at
dinner? Do they have parties? What food is there? How do they
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make love, and how do they die? What do they talk about? Do they
dance, and sing, and play? Do the children go to school? It seemed
to us that it might be a good thing to find out these things, to pho-
tograph them, and to write about them. Russian politics are impor-
tant just as ours are, but there must be the great other side there,
just as there is here. There must be a private life of the Russian peo-
ple, and that we could not read about because no one wrote about
it, and no one photographed it.

Willy mixed another Suissesse, and he agreed with us that he
might be interested in such things too, and that this was the kind of
thing that he would like to read. And so we decided to try it—to do
a simple reporting job backed up with photographs. We would
work together. We would avoid politics and the larger issues. We
would stay away from the Kremlin, from military men and from
military plans. We wanted to get to the Russian people if we could.
It must be admitted that we did not know whether we could or not,
and when we spoke to friends about it they were quite sure we
couldn’t. '

We made our plans in this way: If we could do it, it would be
good, and a good story. And if we couldn’t do it, we would have a
story too, the story of not being able to do it. With this in mind we
called George Cornish at the Herald Tribune, had lunch with him,
and told him our project. He agreed that it would be a good thing
to do and offered to help us in any way.

Together we decided on several things: We should not go in with
chips on our shoulders and we should try to be neither critical nor
favorable. We would try to do honest reporting, to set down what
we saw and heard without editorial comment, without drawing
conclusions about things we didn’t know sufficiently, and without
becoming angry at the delays of bureaucracy. We knew there would
be many things we couldn’t understand, many things we wouldn’t
like, many things that would make us uncomfortable. This is always
true of a foreign country. But we determined that if there should be
criticism, it would be criticism of the thing after seeing it, not be-
fore.

In due time our application for visas went to Moscow, and
within a reasonable time mine came through. I went over to the
Russian Consulate in New York, and the Consul General said, “We
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agree that this is a good thing to do, but why do you have to take a
cameraman? We have lots of cameramen in the Soviet Union.”

And I replied, “But you have no Capas. If the thing is to be done
at all, it must be done as a whole, as a collaboration.”

There was some reluctance about letting a cameraman into the
Soviet Union, and none about letting me in, and this seemed strange
to us, for censorship can control film, but it cannot control the
mind of an observer. Here we must explain something that we
found to be true during our whole trip. The camera is one of the
most frightening of modern weapons, particularly to people who
have been in warfare, who have been bombed and shelled, for at the
back of a bombing run is invariably a photograph. In back of ruined
towns, and cities, and factories, there is aerial mapping, or spy map-
ping, usually with a camera. Therefore the camera is a feared instru-
ment, and a man with a camera is suspected and watched wherever
he goes. And if you do not believe this, try to take your Brownie-
No. 4 anywhere near Oak Ridge, or the Panama Canal, or near any
one of a hundred of our experimental areas. In the minds of most
people today the camera is the forerunner of destruction, and it is
suspected, and rightly so.

I don’t think Capa and I really ever thought that we would be
able to do the job we wanted to do. That we were able to do it is as
much a surprise to us as to anyone else. We were surprised when
our visas came through, and we held a mild celebration with Willy
behind the bar when they did. At that point I had an accident and
broke my leg and was laid up for two months. But Capa went about
assembling his equipment.

There had been no camera coverage of the Soviet Union by an
American for many years, so Capa provided the very best of photo-
graphic equipment and duplicated all of it in case some of it might
be lost. He took the Contax and Rolleiflex that he had used during
the war, of course, but he took extras also. He took so many extras,
and so much film, and so many lights, that his overweight charge on
the overseas airline was something like three hundred dollars.

The moment it became known we were going to the Soviet
Union we were bombarded with advice, with admonitions and with
warnings, it must be said, mostly from people who had never been
there.
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An elderly woman told us in accents of dread, “Why, you’ll dis-
appear, you’ll disappear as soon as you cross the border!”

And we replied, in the interest of accurate reporting, “Do you
know anyone who has disappeared?”

“No,” she said, “I don’t personally know anyone, but plenty of
people have disappeared.”

And we said, “That might very well be true, we don’t know, but
can you give us the name of anyone who has disappeared? Do you
know anyone who knows anyone who has disappeared?”

And she replied, “Thousands have disappeared.”

And a man with knowing eyebrows and a quizzical look, the
same man, in fact, who two years before had given the total battle
plans for the invasion of Normandy in the Stork Club, said to us,
“Well you must stand in pretty good with the Kremlin or they
wouldn’t let you in. They must have bought you.”

We said, “No, not as far as we know, they haven’t bought us. We
just would like to do a job of reporting.”

He raised his eyes and squinted at us. And he believes what he
believes, and the man who knew Eisenhower’s mind two years ago
knows Stalin’s mind now.

An elderly gentleman nodded his head at us and said, “They’ll
torture you, that’s what they’ll do; they’ll just take you into a black
prison and they’ll torture you. They’ll twist your arms and they’ll
starve you until you’re ready to say anything they want you
to say.”

We asked, “Why? What for? What purpose could it serve?”

“They do that to everybody,” he said. “Why I was reading a
book the other day—”

A businessman of considerable importance said to us, “Going to
Moscow, huh? Take a few bombs and drop them on the Red sons-
of-bitches.”

We were smothered in advice. We were told the food to take,
otherwise we would starve; what lines of communications to leave
open; secret methods of getting our stuff out. And the hardest thing
in the world to explain was that all we wanted to do was to report
what Russian people were like, and what they wore, and how they
acted, what the farmers talked about, and what they were doing
about rebuilding the destroyed parts of their country. This was the
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hardest thing in the world to explain. We found that thousands of

eople were suffering from acute Moscowitis—a state which per-
mits the belief of any absurdity and the shoving away of any facts.
Eventually, of course, we found that the Russians are suffering
from Washingtonitis, the same disease. We discovered that just as
we are growing horns and tails on the Russians, so the Russians are
growing horns and tails on us.

A cab driver said, “Them Russians, they bathe together, men and
women, without no clothes on.”

“Do they?”

“Sure they do,” he said. “That ain’t moral.”

It developed on questioning that he had read an account of
a Finnish steam bath. But he was pretty upset at the Russians
about it.

After listening to all this information we came to the conclusion
that the world of Sir John Mandeville has by no means disappeared,
that the world of two-headed men and flying serpents has not dis-
appeared. And, indeed, while we were away the flying saucers ap-
peared, which do nothing to overturn our thesis. And it seems to us
now the most dangerous tendency in the world is the desire to be-
lieve a rumor rather than to pin down a fact.

We went to the Soviet Union with the finest equipment of ru-
mors that has ever been assembled in one place. And in this piece
we insist on one thing: if we set down a rumor, it will be called a
rumor.

We had a final Suissesse with Willy at the Bedford bar. Willy had
become a full-time partner in our project, and meanwhile his
Suissesses got better and better. He gave us advice, some of the best
advice we had from anyone. Willy would have liked to come with
us. And it might have been a good thing if he had. He made us a su-
per Suissesse, had one himself, and we were finally ready to go.

Willy said, “Behind the bar you learn to listen a lot and not talk
very much.”

We thought about Willy and his Suissesses a lot during the next
few months.

That was the way it started. Capa came back with about four
thousand negatives, and I with several hundred pages of notes. We
have wondered how to set this trip down and, after much discus-
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sion, have decided to write it as it happened, day by day, experience
by experience, and sight by sight, without departmentalizing. We
shall write what we saw and heard. I know that this is contrary to a
large part of modern journalism, but for that very reason it might
be a relief.

This is just what happened to us. It is not the Russian story, but
simply 4 Russian story.



CHAPTER 2

FROM STOCKHOLM WE CABLED Joseph Newman, head of the
Herald Tribune bureau in Moscow, our estimated time of arrival
and settled back content that he would have a car to meet us and a
hotel room to receive us. Our route was Stockholm to Helsinki, to
Leningrad, to Moscow. We would have to pick up a Russian plane
at Helsinki, since no foreign airline enters the Soviet Union. The
Swedish airliner, polished, immaculate, and shining, took us across
the Baltic and up the Gulf of Finland to Helsinki. And a very pretty
Swedish stewardess gave us very nice little Swedish things to eat.

After a smooth and comfortable trip we landed in the new air-
port of Helsinki, the buildings recently completed and very grand.
And there, in the restaurant, we sat down to wait for the arrival of
the Russian plane. After about two hours the Russian plane came
in, an old C-47, flying very low. Her brown war paint was still on.
She hit the ground, her tail-wheel exploded, and she came leaping
like a grasshopper up the runway on a flat tail-wheel. It was the
only accident we saw during our trip, but, coming at this time, it
did little to arouse our confidence. And her scarred and scratched
brown paint, and her general appearance of unkemptness, did not
contrast well with the brightly shining planes of the Finnish and
Swedish airlines.

She bumped and bumbled up to the line, and out of her boiled a
collection of American fur-buyers recently come from the auctions
in Russia. A depressed and quiet group, who claimed the plane had
flown not over a hundred meters high all the way from Moscow.
One of the Russian crew climbed down, kicked the flat tail-wheel,
and sauntered to the airport terminal. And very soon we were told
that we would not take off that afternoon. We would have to go to
Helsinki to spend the night.

Capa marshaled his ten pieces of luggage and clucked around
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them like a mother hen. He saw them into a locked room. He
warned the airport officials again and again that they must mount
guard over them. And he was never satisfied for a moment while he
was away from them. Normally lighthearted and gay, Capa be-
comes a tyrant and a worrier where his cameras are concerned.

Helsinki seemed a sad, pleasureless city to us, not badly bombed,
but considerably shot up. Its hotels mournful, its restaurants rather
silent, and in its square a band playing not merry music. In the
streets soldiers seemed like little boys, so young, and pale, and
countrified. Our impression was of a bloodless place, and a place of
little joy. It seemed as though, after two wars and six years of fight-
ing and struggle, Helsinki just couldn’t get started again. Whether
all of this is true economically we do not know, but that is the im-
pression it gives.

Up in the town we found Atwood and Hill, the Herald Tribune
team which was making a social and economic study of the coun-
tries behind the so-called iron curtain. They lived together in a ho-
tel room surrounded by reports and pamphlets and surveys and
photographs, and they had one lone bottle of Scotch whisky which
they had been saving for some unimaginable celebration. It turned
out we were it, and the whisky didn’t last very long. Capa played a
little sad and unprofitable gin rummy, and we went to bed.

In the morning, at ten, we were at the airport again. The tail-
wheel of the Russian plane had been changed, but some work was
still being done on the number two engine.

During the next two months we flew a great deal in Russian
transport planes, and there are points of likeness in all of them, so
that this plane may as well be described as representative of all of
them. All were C-47’s, with brown war paint, remains of lend-lease
stock. There are newer transport planes on the fields, a kind of
Russian C-47 with a tricycle landing gear, but these we did not fly
in. The C-47’s are a little run down insofar as upholstery and car-
peting go, but their engines are kept up and their pilots seem to be
very fine. They carry a larger crew than our planes do, but since we
did not get up into the control room we don’t know what they do.
When the door opened, there seemed to be six or seven people in
there all the time, among them a stewardess. We don’t know what
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the stewardess does either. She seems to have no relation to the pas-
sengers. No food is carried by the plane for the passengers, but the
passengers make up for this by carrying great quantities of food for
themselves. _

The air vents in the planes we traveled in were invariably out of
order, so that no fresh breeze came in. And if the odor of food and
occasional nausea filled the plane, there was nothing to do aboutit.
We were told that these old American planes will be used until they
can be replaced by the newer Russian planes.

There are customs which seem a little strange to Americans used
to our airlines. There are no safety belts. Smoking is prohibited
while in the air, but once the plane lands, people light up cigarettes.
There is no night flying, and if your plane cannot make its port be-
fore sundown, it sits down and waits until the following morning.
Except in times of storm, the planes fly much lower than ours. And
this is comparatively safe because most of Russia is completely
level. An airplane can find a forced landing field almost anywhere.

The loading of the Russian planes also seemed peculiar to us. Af-
ter the passengers are seated, luggage is piled in the aisle.

I suppose what worried us most on this first day was the appear-
ance of the plane. She was such a scratched and disreputable-
looking old monster. But her engines were in beautiful condition
and she was flown magnificently, so we had nothing really to worry
about. And I suppose the shining metal of our planes does not re-
ally make them fly any better. I once knew a man whose wife
claimed that the car ran better whenever it had been washed, and
maybe we have that feeling about many things. The first principle
of an airplane is that it stay in the air and get where it is going. And
the Russians seem to be as good at this as anyone else.

There were not many passengers on the Moscow run. A nice Ice-
landic diplomat and his wife and child, a French Embassy courier
with his pouch, and four silent, unidentified men who never spoke.
We don’t know who they were.

Now Capa was out of his element, for Capa speaks all languages
except Russian. He speaks each language with the accent of another.
He talks Spanish with a Hungarian accent, French with a Spanish
accent, German with a French accent, English with an accent that
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has never been identified. But Russian he does not speak. After a
month he had picked up some words of Russian, with an accent
which was generally considered to be Uzbek.

At eleven o’clock we took off and flew toward Leningrad. Once
in the air, the scars of the long war were apparent on the ground—
the trenches, the cut-up earth, the shell holes, now beginning to
be overgrown with grass. And as we got nearer and nearer to
Leningrad, the scars became deeper, the trenches more frequent.
The burned farmhouses with black and standing walls littered the
landscape. Some areas where strong fights had taken place were pit-
ted and scabbed like the face of the moon. And close to Leningrad
was the greatest destruction. Trenches and strong points and
machine-gun nests were very visible.

On the way we were apprehensive about the customs we would
have to go through at Leningrad. With our thirteen pieces of lug-
gage, with our thousands of flash bulbs and hundreds of rolls of
film, with the masses of cameras and the tangle of flashlight wires,
we thought it might take several days to go through us. We thought
also that we might be heavily assessed for all this new equipment.

At last we flew over Leningrad. The outskirts were shattered, but
the inner part of the city seemed not very much hurt. The plane sat
lightly down on the grass field of the airport and drew into the line.
There were no airport buildings except maintenance buildings. Two
young soldiers with big rifles and shining bayonets came and stood
near our plane. Then the customs came aboard. The chief was a
smiling, courteous little man with a glittering smile of steel teeth.
He knew one word of English—*“yes.” And we knew one word of
Russian—“da.” So that when he said yes we countered with da, and
we were right back where we started. Our passports and our money
were checked, and then came the problem of our luggage. It had to
be opened in the aisle of the plane. It could not be taken out. The
customs man was very polite, and very kind, and extremely thor-
ough. We opened every bag, and he went through everything. But,
as he proceeded, it became clear to us that he was not looking for
anything in particular, he was just interested. He turned over our
shining equipment and fingered it lovingly. He lifted out every roll
of film, but he did nothing about it and he questioned nothing. He
just seemed to be interested in foreign things. And he also seemed
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to have almost unlimited time. At the end he thanked us, at least we
think that’s what he did.

Now a new problem arose, the stamping of our papers. From the
pocket of his tunic he took a little parcel wrapped in newspaper and
from it extracted a rubber stamp. But this was all he had, he did not
have an inking pad. Apparently, however, he had never had an ink-
ing pad, because his technique was carefully designed. From an-
other pocket of his tunic he brought out a lead pencil; then, after
licking the rubber stamp, he rubbed the lead pencil on the rubber
and tried it on our papers. Absolutely nothing happened. He tried it
again. And nothing happened. The rubber stamp did not make even
the suggestion of an imprint. To help him, we took out our leaking
fountain-pens and dipped our fingers in the ink and rubbed it on his
rubber stamp. And finally he got a beautiful impress. He wrapped
his stamp up in his newspaper and put it back in his pocket, shook
hands warmly with us, and climbed off the plane. We repacked our
luggage and piled it up on one of the seats.

Now a truck backed up to the open door of the plane, a truck
loaded with a hundred and fifty new microscopes in their boxes. A
girl stevedore came aboard—the strongest girl I have ever seen, lean
and stringy, with a broad Baltic face. She carried heavy bundles up
forward, into the pilot’s compartment. And when that was piled
full, she stacked the microscopes in the aisle. She wore canvas
sneakers and a blue coverall and a headcloth, and her arms were
bunched with muscles. And she, like the customs man, had shining
stainless steel teeth, which make the human mouth look so much
like a piece of machinery.

I think we had expected unpleasantness; all customs are unpleas-
ant anyway, a peculiar violation of privacy. And perhaps we had
halfway believed our advisers who had never been here, and
expected to be insulted or mistreated in some way. But it didn’t
happen.

Eventually the baggage-laden plane got into the air again and
started toward Moscow over the endless flat land, a land of forests
and of cut-out farmlands, of little unpainted villages and bright yel-
low straw stacks. The plane flew quite low until a cloud came down
and we had to rise above it. And the rain began to pour down on
the windows of the plane.
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Our stewardess was a big, blond, bosomy, motherly looking girl,
whose sole duty seemed to be to carry bottles of pink soda water,
over the piled-up microscopes, to the men in the pilot’s compart-
ment. Once she took a loaf of black bread up to them.

We were beginning to starve, for we had had no breakfast,
and there seemed to be no possibility of eating again. If we could
have spoken we would have begged a slice of bread from her. We
couldn’t even do that.

About four o’clock we came down through the rain cloud, and
to the left of us saw the sprawling, gigantic city of Moscow, and the
Moscow River running through it. The airport itself was very large.
Some of it paved and some of it long grass runways. There were lit-
erally hundreds of planes standing about, old C-47’s and many of
the new Russian planes with their tricycle landing gear and their
bright aluminum finish.

As we rolled up to the new large and impressive airport building,
we looked out of the window for some face which looked familiar
to us, for someone who might be waiting for us. It was raining. We
got out of the plane and assembled our baggage in the rain, and a
great loneliness fell on us. There wasn’t one person there to meet us.
There wasn’t a familiar face. We couldn’t ask a question. We didn’t
have any Russian money. We didn’t know where to go.

From Helsinki we had cabled Joe Newman that we would be
one day late. But there was no Joe Newman. There was nobody for
us. Some very husky porters carried our luggage to the front of the
airport and waited expectantly to be paid, and we couldn’t pay
them. Busses went by, and we realized we couldn’t even read their
destinations, and besides they were so crowded with people inside,
and were so hung with people on the outside, that we and our thir-
teen pieces of luggage could not possibly have got in. And the
porters, very husky porters, waited for their money. We were hun-
gry, and wet, and frightened, and we felt completely deserted.

Just then the courier for the French Embassy came out with his
pouch, and he loaned us money to pay the porters, and he put our
baggage in the car which had come to meet him. He was a very nice
man. We had been close to suicide and he saved us. And if he
should ever see this, we want to thank him again. He drove us to
the Hotel Metropole, where Joe Newman supposedly was staying.
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I don’t know why airports are so far from the cities they suppos-
edly service, but they are, and Moscow is no exception. The airport
is miles and miles from the city, and the road goes through pine
forests, through farms, and through endless potato and cabbage
patches. There were rough roads and smooth roads. The French
courier had anticipated everything. He had sent his driver out for a
little lunch, so that on the way in to Moscow we ate piroschki, and
little meat balls, and ham. And by the time we reached the Hotel
Metropole we were feeling much better.

The Hotel Metropole was a rather grand hotel, with marble
staircases and red carpets, and a great gilded elevator that ran some-
times. And there was a woman behind the desk who spoke English.
We asked for our rooms, and she had never heard of us. We had no
rooms.

At that moment Alexander Kendrick of the Chicago Sun, and his
wife, rescued us. Where, we asked, was Joe Newman?

“Oh, Joe! He hasn’t been here for a week. He’s in Leningrad, at
the fur auction.” '

He had not received our cable, nothing had been prepared, and
we had no rooms. And it was ridiculous to try to get rooms without
preparation. We had supposed that Joe would get in touch with
whatever Russian agency was responsible for it. But since he hadn’t,
and hadn’t received the cable, the Russians hadn’t known we were
coming either. But the Kendricks took us to their room, and fed us
smoked salmon and vodka, and made us welcome.

After a while we didn’t feel lonely and lost any more. We de-
cided to move into Joe Newman’s room to punish him. We used his
towels, and his soap, and his toilet paper. We drank his whisky. We
slept on his couch and his bed. We thought that was the least he
could do for us, to repay us for having been miserable. The fact that
he didn’t know we were coming, we argued, was no excuse for him,
and he had to be punished. And so we drank his two bottles of
Scotch whisky. It must be admitted that we didn’t know at that
time what a crime this was. There is considerable dishonesty and
chicanery among American newspapermen in Moscow, but it has
never reached the level to which we brought it. A man does not
drink another man’s whisky.



CHAPTER 3}

WE DIDN’T KNOW YET what our status was. In fact, we weren’t
quite sure how we had got there, who had invited us. But the
American correspondents in Moscow rallied around, and helped us,
and held our hands—Gilmore, and Stevens, and Kendrick, and the
rest, all good and sympathetic men. They took us to dinner in a
commercial restaurant at the Hotel Metropole. And we found that
there are two kinds of restaurants in Moscow: the ration restaurant,
where you use your ration tickets and the price is quite low; and the
commercial restaurant, where the price is fantastically high for
much the same food.

The commercial restaurant in the Metropole is magnificent. A
great fountain plays in the center of the room. The ceiling is about
three stories high. There is a dance floor and a raised place for a
band. Russian officers and their ladies, and civilians in the upper
brackets of income, dance around the fountain with great decorum.

The band, incidentally, played louder and worse American jazz
music than any we had ever heard. The drummer, an obvious but
distant student of Krupa, whipped himself into a furor and juggled
his sticks in the air. The clarinet player had been listening to Benny
Goodman records, so that here and there one could hear a faint re-
semblance to a Goodman trio. One of the piano players was a lover
of boogie-woogie, which he played with considerable skill and
great enthusiasm.

Dinner consisted of four hundred grams of vodka, a great bowl
of black caviar, cabbage soup, steak and fried potatoes, cheese, and
two bottles of wine. And it cost about a hundred and ten dollars for
five people, at the Embassy rate of twelve roubles to the dollar. It
also took about two hours and a half to serve, a thing that startled
us a little bit, but which we found was invariable in Russian restau-
rants. And we also found out later why it takes so long.

16
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Since everything in the Soviet Union, every transaction, is under
the state, or under monopolies granted by the state, the bookkeep-
ing system is enormous. Thus the waiter, when he takes an order,
writes it very carefully in a book. But he doesn’t go then and re-
quest the food. He goes to the bookkeeper, who makes another en-
try concerning the food which has been ordered, and issues a slip
which goes to the kitchen. There another entry is made, and certain
food is requested. When the food is finally issued, an entry of the
food issued is also made out on a slip, which is given to the waiter.
But he doesn’t bring the food back to the table. He takes his slip to
the bookkeeper, who makes another entry that such food as has
been ordered has been issued, and gives another slip to the waiter,
who then goes back to the kitchen and brings the food to the table,
making a note in his book that the food which has been ordered,
which has been entered, and which has been delivered, is now, fi-
nally, on the table. This bookkeeping takes considerable time. Far
more time, in fact, than anything to do with the food. And it does
no good to become impatient about getting your dinner, because
nothing in the world can be done about it. The process is invariable.

Meanwhile the orchestra howled out “Roll Out the Barrel” and
“In the Mood,” and a tenor came to the microphone, which he did
not need, for his voice was sufficient for the room, and he sang
“Old Man River” and some of the Sinatra favorites, like “Old Black
Magic” and “I’m in the Mood for Love,” in Russian.

While we were waiting, the Moscow correspondents coached us
on what to expect and how to conduct ourselves. And we were very
fortunate that they were there to tell us. They pointed out that it
would be desirable for us not to become accredited to the Foreign
Office. They emphasized the rules which applied to men so accred-
ited, the one of major importance to us being that then we could
not leave the Moscow area. And we didn’t want to stay in Moscow.
1\We wanted to go into the country and see how people on the farms
ved.

Since we had no intention of sending dispatches or entering ca-
bles which would come under the censorship bureau, we thought it
might be possible to avoid this Foreign Office accreditation. But we
still didn’t know who was sponsoring us. It would be either the
Weriter’s Union, we thought, or Voks, which is the cultural relations
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organization of the Soviet Union. And we liked to think of our-
selves as a cultural relation. We had determined beforehand that the
information we wanted was non-political, except insofar as the pol-
itics were local, and insofar as they directly affected the daily lives
of people.

The next morning we telephoned Intourist, which is the organi-
zation that takes care of foreigners. And we found that as far as In-
tourist was concerned, we had no status, we didn’t exist, and there
were no rooms. And so we called Voks. Voks said that they knew
we were coming, but they had no idea we had arrived. They would
try to get us rooms. That was very difficult, because all of the hotels
in Moscow are full all of the time. Then we went out and walked in
the streets.

I had been there in 1936 for a few days, and the changes since
then were tremendous. In the first place the city was much cleaner
than it had been. The streets were washed and paved, where they
had been muddy and dirty. And the building in the eleven years
was enormous. Hundreds of tall new apartment houses, new
bridges over the Moscow River, the streets widened, and statues
every place. Whole sections of the narrow, dirty districts of the old
Moscow had disappeared, and in their place were new living quar-
ters and new public buildings.

Here and there there was some evidence of bomb damage, but
not very much. Apparently the Germans did not get their planes
over Moscow with any success. Some of the correspondents who
had been there during the war told us that the anti-aircraft defense
was so effective, and the fighter planes so numerous, that after a few
trials with great losses the Germans more or less gave up aerial
bombardment of Moscow. But a few bombs came through: one
dropped on the Kremlin, and a few dropped on the outskirts. But
by that time the Luftwaffe had taken its beating over London and
was not willing to sacrifice the large number of planes necessary for
the bombardment of a heavily protected city.

We noticed also the work that was being done to the face of the
city. There were scaffoldings against all the buildings. They were
being painted, and broken places were being repaired, for within a
few weeks the city would have its eight-hundredth anniversary, and
this was to be celebrated with a great deal of ceremony and decora-
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tion. And a few months afterwards there was to be the thirtieth an-
niversary of the November Revolution.

Electricians were stringing lights on the public buildings, and on
the Kremlin, and on the bridges. And this work did not stop in the
evening—it went on with floodlights all night, this painting and
grooming of the city for its first non-war celebration in many years.

But in spite of the bustle and preparation the people in the streets
seemed tired. The women used very little or no make-up, and the
clothing was adequate but not very pretty. Great numbers of the
men in the streets were in uniform, but they were not in the Army.
They were demobilized, and their uniforms were the only clothes
they had. The uniforms were without insignia and without shoulder
boards.

Capa did not take his cameras out, for he had been told by the
other correspondents that without permission in writing this is not
a desirable thing to do, particularly for a foreigner. The first police-
man picks you up and takes you in for questioning unless your per-
missions are written and in order.

We had begun to feel lonely again. Far from being watched and
shadowed and followed, we could hardly get anyone to admit that
we were there at all. And we knew that bureaus would move slowly
in Moscow, just as they do in Washington. Now, skulking around
in other people’s rooms, surrounded by our hundreds of rolls of
film and our camera equipment, we began to get worried.

We had heard of a Russian game—we prefer to call it the Russian
gambit—which has rarely been beaten. It is played very simply. The
man in the government bureau you want to see is not there, is sick,
is in hospital, or is away on his vacation. This can go on for years.
And if you should shift your attack to another man, he also is out of
town, is in hospital, or is away on his vacation. One Hungarian
commission, with some kind of petition which, I imagine, was not
looked on with favor, had been waiting for three months, first to
see a particular man, and finally just to see anyone. But they never
did. And an American professor, with an idea for exchange stu-
dents, a brilliant, intelligent, and good man, had been sitting in ante-
rooms for weeks. And he too had never seen anyone. There is no
way to oppose this gambit. There is no defense against it, except to
relax.
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Sitting in Joe Newman’s room, we thought that this might well
happen to us. Also, from having done a bit of telephoning, we had
discovered another interesting thing about Russian offices. No one
gets to an office before noon, no one. The office is closed until
noon. But, from noon on, the office remains open, and people
work, until midnight. The mornings are not used for work. There
may be bureaus which do not follow this formula, but the ones we
had to deal with in the following two months all kept this kind of
hours. We knew that we must become neither impatient, nor angry,
since if one does one loses five points in the game. It turned out that
our fears were groundless, for the next day Voks swung into action.
They got us a room in the Savoy Hotel, around the corner, and they
invited us over to their office to discuss our plans.

The Savoy is a hotel which, like the Metropole, is assigned to
foreigners. People living at the Metropole claim that the Savoy is
the better hotel of the two, that its food and service are better. On
the other hand, the people who live at the Savoy claim that the food
and service at the Metropole are better. This mutually complimen-
tary game has been going on for years.

We were assigned a room on the second floor of the Savoy. We
walked up marble stairs lined with statuary, our favorite being a
bust of Graziella, a famous beauty who had come in with
Napoleon. She was dressed in an Empire costume, and wore a large
picture hat, and by some mistake the sculptor had chiseled her name
not as Graziella, but as Craziella, and Crazy Ella she became to us.
At the top of the stairway was an enormous stuffed Russian bear in
the position of charge. But some timid customer had removed the
claws from his front paws, so that he attacked with no fingernails.
In the semi-darkness of the upper hall he was a constant source of
mild shock to new customers of the Savoy.

Our room was large. We discovered later that it was a very desir-
able room in the eyes of people who lived in other rooms in the
Savoy. The ceiling was twenty feet high. The walls were painted a
doleful dark green. And it had an annex for the beds, with a curtain
that drew across. Its best features were a huge combination in black
oak of couch, mirror, and double closets, and a mural which ran
around the top of the wall. That mural got into our dreams as time
went on. If it can be described at all, it is thus: At the bottom and
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center of the picture is an acrobat lying on his stomach with his legs
over his back. In front of him two identical cats are gliding under
his hands. Across his back lie two green alligators, and resting on
top of the alligators’ heads is an insane monkey, with bat-wings,
who wears an imperial crown. This monkey, who has long and
sinewy arms, reaches through two portholes in his wings and grasps
the horns of two goats which have the tails of fishes. Each of these
goats wears a breastplate which terminates in a thorn on which
there are pierced two violent-looking fishes. We didn’t understand
this mural. We didn’t know what it meant, nor for what reason it
was put in our hotel room. But we began to dream about it. And
certainly it did have a quality of nightmare about it.

Three huge double windows overlooked the street. As time went
on, Capa posted himself in the windows more and more, pho-
tographing little incidents that happened under our windows.
Across the street, on the second floor, there was a man who ran a
kind of camera repair shop. He worked long hours on equipment.
And we discovered late in the game that while we were pho-
tographing him, he was photographing us.

Our bathroom, and we were the glory of Moscow for having a
private one, had certain peculiarities. The entrance was difficult, for
one could not open the door simply and go in, because the door
was interfered with by the bathtub. One stepped inside, crouched
back in the corner beside the washstand, closed the door, and then
one was free to move about. The bathtub was not evenly set on its
legs, so that once filled, if one moved suddenly, the whole thing
swayed and water slopped out on the floor.

It was an old bathtub, probably pre-revolutionary, and its
enamel had been worn off on the bottom, leaving a surface a little
like sand-paper. Capa, who is a delicate creature, found that he be-
gan to bleed after a bath, and he took to wearing shorts in the tub.

This bathroom had a peculiarity which was true of all the bath-
rooms we experienced in the Soviet Union. There may be other
kinds, but we did not find them. Whereas all the taps leaked—the
toilet, the basin, the bathtub faucets—all the drains were completely
watertight. Consequently, if you filled the basin, the water stayed
there, and when you pulled the plug out of the bathtub drain, it had
no effect at all in allowing the water to escape. And in one hotel in
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Georgia the roar of water escaping from the taps was so great that
we had to close the bathroom door to get any sleep. It was from this
that I made my great invention, which I offered to turn over to
heavy industry. It is very simple. Reverse the process: put the taps
where the drains are, and the drains where the taps are, and the
whole thing would be solved.

But our bathroom did have one very fine quality. There was al-
ways plenty of hot water in it, sometimes mostly on the floor, but it
was there when we wanted it.

It was here that I discovered an unpleasant quality in Capa’s na-
ture, and I think it only right to set it down in case some young
woman should ever listen to any suggestion of matrimony from
him. He is a bathroom hog, and a very curious one. His method is
as follows: He rises from his bed and disappears into the bathroom
and draws a tub of water. He then lies in that tub of water and reads
until he becomes sleepy, whereupon he goes to sleep. This may go
on for two or three hours in the morning, and it can be readily seen
that the bathroom is immobilized for any more serious purposes
while he is in there. I offer this information about Capa as a public
service. With two bathrooms, Capa is a charming, intelligent, good-
tempered companion. With one bathroom, he is a—

Already we had been subjected to the intricacies of Russian
money. It had several values, official and non-official. The official
rate was five roubles to one dollar. The American Embassy rate was
twelve roubles to one dollar. But you could buy roubles on the
black market for fifty roubles to one dollar, and certain South
American legations bought roubles in other countries, like Poland
or Czechoslovakia, for a hundred roubles to one dollar. The Amer-
ican Embassy, which maintained strict honesty in this matter of
twelve to one, was criticized by some of its employees for making
things very expensive. For example, if a member of our Embassy
gave a party, it was vastly expensive at twelve to one, while a mem-
ber of one of the aforementioned embassies could give a party at a
hundred to one, and the party was incredibly cheap.

When we registered at the Savoy Hotel we were. issued ration
tickets, three for each day, for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. By us-
ing these tickets in the ration restaurant in the hotel we could eat
quite reasonably. If we wanted to eat in a commercial restaurant,
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the food was very expensive, and not very much better. The beer
was sour, and very expensive. It averaged about a dollar and a half a
bottle.

In the afternoon Voks sent a car to take us to the main office for
an interview. It was our impression that there had been some battle
about who was to be responsible for us, the Writer’s Union or
Voks. And Voks had lost and got us. The Voks offices are in a beau-
tiful little palace, which was once the home of a merchant prince.
We were received by Mr. Karaganov in his office, which is oak-
paneled to the ceiling and has a stained-glass skylight—a very pleas-
ant place to work. Mr. Karaganov, a young blond, careful man, who
spoke a precise, slow English, sat behind his desk and asked us
many questions. He doodled on a pad with a pencil, one end of
which was blue and the other red. And we explained our project,
which was to avoid politics, but to try to talk to and to understand
Russian farmers, and working people, and market people, to see
how they lived, and to try to tell our people about it, so that some
kind of common understanding might be reached. He listened qui-
etly and made angular marks with his pencil.

Then he said, “There have been other people who wanted to do
this.” And he named a number of Americans who have since writ-
ten books about the Soviet Union. “They have sat in this office,” he
said, “and have spoken in one way, and then they have gone home
and have written in another way. And if we seem to have a mild dis-
trust, it is because of this.”

“You must not think that we came either favorably or unfavor-
ably,” we replied. “We came to do a job of reporting, if it is possi-
ble to do it. We intend to set down and to photograph exactly what
we see and hear, with no editorial comment. If there is some-
thing we don’t like, or don’t understand, we will set that down too.
But we came for a story. If we can do the story we came for, we will
do it. If we can’t do it, we still have a story.”

He nodded very slowly and thoughtfully. “This we could trust,”
he said. “But we are very tired of people who come here and are vi-
olently pro-Russian, and who go back to the United States and be-
come violently anti-Russian. We have had considerable experience
with that kind.

“This office, Voks,” he continued, “has not very much power,
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nor very much influence. But we will do what we can to let you do
the work that you want to do.” Then he asked us many questions
about America. He said, “Many of your newspapers are speaking of
war with the Soviet Union. Do the American people want war with
the Soviet Union?

“We don’t think so,” we answered. “We don’t think any people
want war, but we don’t know.”

He said, “Apparently the only voice speaking loudly in America
against war is that of Henry Wallace. Can you tell me what his fol-
lowing is? Has he any real backing among the people?”

We said, “We don’t know. But this we do know, that in one
speaking tour Henry Wallace collected in paid admissions an un-
precedented amount of money. We do know that this is the first
time we have ever heard of that people paid to go to political meet-
ings. And we do know that many people were turned away from
these meetings, because there was no place for them to sit or stand.
Whether this has any emphasis on the coming elections we have no
idea. We only know that we, who have seen a little bit of war, do
not favor it. And we feel that there are a great many people like us.
We feel that if war is the only answer our leaders can give us, then
we indeed live in a poverty-stricken time.” And then we asked, “Do
the Russian people, or any section of them, or any section of the
Russian government, want war?”

At that he straightened up, put down his pencil, and said, “I can
answer that categorically. Neither the Russian people, nor any sec-
tion of them, nor any section of the Russian government, wants
war. I can go further than that—the Russian people would do al-
most anything to avoid war. Of this I am certain.” And he took up
his pencil again and made round doodles on his pad.

“Let us speak of American writing,” he said. “It seems to us that
your novelists don’t believe in anything any more. Is this true?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Your own most recent work seems to us cynical,” he said.

“It is not cynical,” I answered. “I believe one job of a writer is to
set down his time as nearly as he can understand it. And that is what
I am doing.”

Then he asked questions about American writers, about Cald-
well, and Faulkner, and when would Hemingway have a new book.
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And he asked what young writers were coming up, what new peo-
ple. We explained that a few young writers were beginning to
emerge, but that it was too soon to expect them to come out. Young
men who should have been practicing their trade of writing had
spent the last four years in the service. Such an experience was
likely to shake them very deeply, and it might take some time for
them to comb out their experience and their lives, and to settle
down to writing.

He seemed a little surprised that writers in America do not get
together, do not associate with one another very much. In the So-
viet Union writers are very important people. Stalin has said that
writers are the architects of the human soul.

We explained to him that writers in America have quite a differ-
ent standing, that they are considered just below acrobats and just
above seals. And in our opinion this is a very good thing. We be-
lieve that a writer, particularly a young writer, too much appreci-
ated, is as likely to turn as heady as a motion-picture actress with
good notices in the trade journals. And we believe that the rough-
and-tumble critical life an American writer is subject to is very
healthy for him in the long run.

It seems to us that one of the deepest divisions between the Rus-
sians and the Americans or British, is in their feeling toward their
governments. The Russians are taught, and trained, and encouraged
to believe that their government is good, that every part of it is
good, and that their job is to carry it forward, to back it up in all
ways. On the other hand, the deep emotional feeling among Amer-
icans and British is that all government is somehow dangerous, that
there should be as little government as possible, that any increase in
the power of government is bad, and that existing government must
be watched constantly, watched and criticized to keep it sharp and
on its toes. And later, on the farms, when we sat at table with farm-
ing men, and they asked how our government operated, we would
try to explain that such was our fear of power invested in one man,
or in one group of men, that our government was made up of a se-
ries of checks and balances, designed to keep power from falling
into any one person’s hands. We tried to explain that the people
who made our government, and those who continue it, are so in
fear of power that they would willingly cut off a good leader rather
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than permit a precedent of leadership. I do not think we were thor-
oughly understood in this, since the training of the people of the
Soviet Union is that the leader is good and the leadership is good.
There is no successful argument here, it is just the failure of two
systems to communicate one with the other.

Mr. Karaganov’s pad was covered with red and blue symbols. He
said finally, “If you will write down a list of things you want to do
and see, and send it through to me, I will see whether it can be
arranged.”

We liked Karaganov very much. He was a man who spoke
straight and unconfusedly. Later we were to hear many flowery
speeches and many generalities. But this we never heard from
Karaganov. We never pretended to him that we were anythlng but
what we were. We had a certain outlook, an American viewpoint,
and possibly to him certain prejudices. Far from disliking us, or dis-
trusting us because of this, he seemed to trust us more. During our
stay in the Soviet Union he was of great help to us. We saw him a
number of times, and his one request of us was, “Just tell the truth,
just tell what you see. Don’t change it, put it down as it is, and we
will be very glad. For we distrust flattery.” He seemed to us an
honest and a good man.

The silent fight was still going on concerning our trip. At the
present time one can go to the Soviet Union only as a guest of some
organization, or to do some particular job. We were not sure
whether the Writers’ Union or Voks was sponsoring us, and we
were not sure that they knew either. It may be that each was trying
to move this dubious honor on to the other. One thing we were
sure of, we did not want to become accredited as regular correspon-
dents, with correspondents’ credentials, for in that case we should
have been under the sponsorship and control of the Foreign Office.
The Foreign Office rules are very strict regarding correspondents,
and if we once became their babies, we could not have left Moscow
without special permission, which is rarely granted. We could not
have traveled with any freedom, and our material would have been
subject to Foreign Office censorship. These things we did not want,
for we had already talked to the American and British correspon-
dents in Moscow, and we had found that their reporting activities
were more or less limited to the translation of Russian daily papers
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and magazines, and the transmission of their translations, and even
then censorship quite often cut large pieces out of their cables. And
some of the censorship was completely ridiculous. Once, one
American correspondent, in describing the city of Moscow, said
that the Kremlin is triangular in shape. He found this piece of infor-
mation cut out of his copy. Indeed, there were no censorship rules
on which one could depend, but the older correspondents, the ones
who had been in Moscow a long time, knew approximately what
they could and could not get through. That eternal battle between
correspondents and censor goes on.

There is a famous story of a new ground mole, and it goes like
this: A civil engineer invented a ditch-digging, or tunnel-digging,
machine called a ground mole. Pictures of it and specifications ap-
peared in a Soviet scientific magazine. This was picked up by an
American magazine and was printed. A British newspaper, seeing
the article, wired its correspondent in Moscow to get a story on the
ground mole. Whereupon the British correspondent went to the
Soviet scientific journal, dug out the material, and sent it to its pa-
per, only to find the whole story killed by censorship. This hap-
pened a number of months ago, and, as far as I know, the story is
still held up in censorship.

The correspondents were further inhibited by a fairly new de-
cree, which makes the divulgence of agricultural, industrial, or pop-
ulation figures equally treasonable with the divulgence of military
information. The result is that one can get no figures at all concern-
ing any Russian production. Everything is dealt with in percent-
ages. Without a base figure, this leaves you about where you
started. For example, you cannot be told how many units are
turned out by a certain tractor factory, but you can be told that it is,
say, ninety-five per cent of the 1939 level. If you know how many
units were turned out in 1939, your figure is likely to be accurate,
but if you have no other figure you are lost. In some cases this
whole thing is ridiculous. If, for example, one asks what the present
population of Stalingrad is, one would be told that it is eighty-seven
per cent of the pre-war figure. The process then is to look up the
population pre-war and compute the number of people now living
in Stalingrad.

A constant double talk warfare goes on between the Moscow
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correspondents and the censorship office, and we did not want to
become involved in it.

At this point Joe Newman returned from his junket to the fur
auctions in Leningrad. In addition to being a good friend, Joe is a
very effective man. He was trained in Japan and in Argentina, and
this training makes him particularly fit for the Moscow scene. He
has an easy quality from long experience in countries where direct-
ness is highly uncommon; he has grown sensitive to nuances and to
suggestions. He can read the meaning behind meanings, and besides
this he is a relaxed man. You have to be in this job, or you very
soon go crazy. We are greatly indebted to him for the information
and training he gave us.

We called at the American Embassy, and it is different from any
I have ever seen. Whereas in most embassies the line of American
tourists and visitors is interminable, at the Moscow Embassy prac-
tically no one calls. There is no one to call. There are no tourists.
Very few Americans go to Moscow. And while we have a fairly
large staff in Moscow, they are limited more or less to associating
with one another and with members of other embassies. For the as-
sociation of foreigners with Russians is rather limited. There is no
question, in this period of tension, that Russians do not like to be
seen with members of the American Embassy, and this is fairly un-
derstandable. One member of our Embassy explained it to me in
this way. He said that he had been speaking with a State Depart-
ment man who had come to Moscow and who complained that he
was not able to get in touch with Russian people. The Embassy man
said, “Well, let’s suppose that in Washington you heard that one of
your secretaries was going out with somebody from the Russian
Embassy. What would you do?” And the State Department man
replied, “Why, I’d fire her, immediately.” And the Embassy man
said, “Well, you see, maybe the Russians feel the same way.”

General Smith, the American Ambassador, asked us to dinner,
and we found him an intelligent and careful man, who desperately
tried to do the best he could for the relations of the two countries.
And it must be admitted that he is working under great difficulties.
For the diplomatic sérvices of foreign countries are under the same
restrictions as the correspondents. They are not permitted to leave
Moscow, they cannot travel about the country, and their access to
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the homes of Russians is highly limited. It is not that there is any-
thing said, it is just that one is not invited. And if one invites a Rus-
sian something usually happens. He is ill, or he cannot come, or he
is not in town. This is unfortunate, but true. And it is equally un-
fortunate that in America the same thing may be, to a certain extent,
true.

It is our belief that the Russians are the worst propagandists, the
worst public relations people, in the world. Let us take the example
of the foreign correspondents. Usually a newspaperman goes to
Moscow full of good will and a desire to understand what he sees.
He promptly finds himself inhibited and not able to do the work of
a newspaperman. Gradually he begins to turn in mood, and gradu-
ally he begins to hate the system, not as a system, but simply be-
cause it keeps him from doing his work. There is no quicker way of
turning a2 man against anything. And this newspaperman usually
ends up nervous and mean, because he has not been able to accom-
plish what he was sent to do. A man who is unable to function in
his job usually detests the cause of his failure to function. The Em-
bassy people and the correspondents feel alone, feel cut off; they are
island people in the midst of Russia, and it is no wonder that they
become lonely and bitter.

This section on Foreign Office accreditation is put in in justice to
the regular Moscow correspondents. We were able to do many
things they are not permitted to do. But if it had been part of our
job to report news as they must, then we would have been taken
under the Foreign Office, and we too could not have left Moscow.

Now Voks assigned an interpreter to us, and an interpreter was
very necessary, for we could not even read a street sign. Our inter-
preter was a young, small, and quite pretty girl. Her English was
excellent. She was a graduate student at the University of Moscow,
in American history. She was quick and sharp and tough, and a
daughter of a colonel in the Soviet Army. She was of great help to
us, not only because she knew the city thoroughly and was able to
get things done with great efficiency, but also because in conversa-
tion she gave us an idea of what the young people, at least of
Moscow, were thinking and talking about. Her name was Svetlana
Litvinova. Her first name was pronounced Sweet Lana, and this
name so charmed us that we decided that it should be spread. We
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tried Sweet General Smith, and Sweet Harry Truman, and Sweet
Carrie Chapman Catt, and none of them seemed to work. Finally
we hit upon Sweet Joe Newman, and this seemed to be permanent.
He is still known as Sweet Joe.

Sweet Lana was a dynamo of energy and efficiency. She got cars
for us. She took us to see the things we wanted to see. She was a de-
termined little girl, and her opinions were as determined as she was.
She detested modern art of all kinds. The abstractionists were deca-
dent Americans; the experimenters in painting were decadent too;
Picasso nauseated her; the crazy mural in our bedroom she de-
scribed as an example of decadent American art. The only painting
she really liked was nineteenth-century representational photo-
graphlc painting. We found that this was not her own personal
view, but was general We do not think that there is any actual pres-
sure put upon a painter. But if he wants his pictures hung in the
state galleries, and that is the only kind of gallery that exists, then he
will paint photographic paintings. He will, publicly at least, not ex-
perlment with color and line, invent no new techniques, use no sub-
jective approach to his job. Sweet Lana was vehement on this
subject. And she was vehement on most subjects. It was through
her that we learned of the wave of morality that is upon the young
people of the Soviet Union. It is somewhat like the morality of an
American small town a generation ago. Nice girls are not seen in
night clubs. Nice girls do not smoke. Nice girls do not use lipstick
or nail polish. Nice girls dress very conservatively. Nice girls do not
drink. And nice girls are very circumspect with their boy friends.
Sweet Lana was so moral that she made us, who had never thought
of ourselves as being very immoral, feel rather bawdy. We like a
well made-up woman, and we have a critical eye for a well-turned
ankle. We lean toward mascara and eye-shadow. We like swing mu-
sic and scat singing, and we love the pretty legs in a chorus line.
These were all decadent things to Sweet Lana. These were the prod-
ucts of decadent capitalism. And this attitude was not limited to
Sweet Lana. It was true of most of the young people we met. And it
was interesting to us that the attitudes of our most conservative and
old-fashioned groups are found in the attitudes of the young people
of the Soviet Union.

Sweet Lana was very trim and neat, and her clothes were well
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made, simple and well fitting. And when occasionally she had to
conduct us to a theater or to a ballet, she wore a little veil on her
hat. During the time we were in the Soviet Union Sweet Lana grew
a little less apprehensive of our decadence. And when finally we
were leaving, on our last night, there was a little party, and Sweet
Lana said, “I’ve conducted many people around, but I never had
any fun before.”

Her study of American history at the University had been ex-
haustive, and in the Soviet manner scientific. She knew things about
American history that we had never heard of, but she knew it, of
course, always in terms of Marxist criticism, so that events that we
did know about had a strange and foreign sound when they came
from her. It is very highly possible that our knowledge of Russian
history would have the same sound to her ears. Slowly I think she
came to like us a little, in spite of our decadence. For one thing, we
were a little different from most tourists with whom she had come
in contact. And once in a while the deep seriousness of Soviet
young people tipped over in Sweet Lana and she had a little non-
decadent fun too.

We were anxious to know about this state of mind, and gradually
it became a little clear to us. Soviet young people are trained to feel
that there is so much work to be done, more work than they can
ever accomplish, that there is not much time for play. The competi-
tion among them is constant. One takes examinations for schools,
and the highest grade wins; the highest grade gets the scholarship.
There are always more applicants for the universities than there are
places, so that the competition is very keen. And everywhere the
honors and the emoluments go to the most effective person. There
is no such thing as reliance on past performance, or on the perfor-
mance of your father or grandfather. One’s position is entirely de-
pendent on one’s own intelligence and one’s own effort. And if this
method makes Soviet youngsters seem a little tense and humorless,
it also makes them work very hard.

Sweet Lana took us out to the Lenin Hills, and we stood on that
eminence that overlooks the whole city and saw Moscow stretching
to the horizon, a huge city. There were black piled clouds in the
sky, but the sun shone underneath and glittered on the golden
domes of the Kremlin. It is a city of great new buildings, and little
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old wooden houses with wooden lace around the windows, a
curious, moody city, full of character. There are no figures as to its
population now, but it is said to have between six and seven
millions.

We drove slowly back into town. The ditches were full of grow-
ing cabbages, and the sides of the road were planted with potatoes.
What we knew as victory gardens are continued now, and will con-
tinue. Everyone has his little plot of cabbages and potatoes, and the
protection of these plots is ferocious. While we were in Moscow
two women were sentenced to ten years of hard labor for stealing
three pounds of potatoes from a private garden.

As we drove back toward Moscow a great black cloud turned
over, and the rain began to fall on the city.

Probably the hardest thing in the world for a man is the simple
observation and acceptance of what is. Always we warp our pic-
tures with what we hoped, expected, or were afraid of. In Russia we
saw many things that did not agree with what we had expected, and
for this reason it is very good to have photographs, because a cam-
era has no preconceptions, it simply sets down what it sees.
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We had to wait about Moscow for our permits to leave the city
and to travel through the country.

We went, on invitation, to see the temporary head of the press
bureau. He was dressed in a gray uniform with the square shoulder
boards of the Foreign Office. His eyes were bright blue, like
turquoises.

Capa spoke fervently about taking pictures. So far he had not
been able to. The chief of the press bureau assured us that he would
do his best to get the permits for photography as soon as possible.
Our meeting was formal and very courteous.

Later we went to visit the Lenin Museum. Room after room of
the scraps of a man’s life. I suppose there is no more documented
life in history. Lenin must have thrown nothing away. Rooms and
cases are full of bits of his writings, bills, diaries, manifestoes, pam-
phlets; his pens and pencils, his scarves, his clothing, everything is
there. And around the walls are huge paintings of every incident of
his life, from his boyhood on. Every incident of the Revolution in
which he took part is recorded in monster paintings around the
wall. His books are sunk in white marble frames, about the walls
also, and the titles are in bronze. There are statues of Lenin in every
possible pose, and later, in the pictures of his life, Stalin enters. But
in the whole museum there is not one picture of Trotsky. Trotsky,
as far as Russian history is concerned, has ceased to exist, and in fact
never did exist. This is a kind of historical approach which we can-
not understand. This is history as we wish it might have been rather
than as it was. For there is no doubt that Trotsky exerted a great
historical effect on the Russian Revolution. There is also no doubt
that his removal and his banishment were of great historical impor-
tance. But to the young Russians he never existed. To the children
who go into the Lenin Museum and see the history of the Revolu-
tion there is no Trotsky, good or bad.

The museum was crowded. There were groups of Soviet soldiers;
there were children; there were tourists from the various republics,
and each group had its lecturer, and each lecturer had a pointer,
with which he or she indicated the various subjects under discus-
sion.

While we were there a long line of war orphans came in, little
boys and girls from about six to thirteen, scrubbed and dressed in
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their best clothes. And they too went through the museum and
gazed with wide eyes at this documented life of the dead Lenin.
They looked in wonder at his fur cap, and his fur-collared overcoat,
at his shoes, the tables he wrote on, the chairs he sat in. Everything
about this man is here, everything except humor. There is no evi-
dence that he ever, in his whole life, had a light or a humorous
thought, a moment of whole-hearted laughter, or an evening of fun..
There can be no doubt that these things existed, but perhaps histor-
ically he is not permitted to have them.

In this museum one gets the idea that Lenin himself was aware of
his place in history. Not only did he save every scrap of his thinking
and his writing, but the photographs of him are there by the hun-
dreds. He was photographed everywhere, in all conditions, and at
every age, almost as though he had anticipated that there would
someday be a museum called the Lenin Museum.

There is a hush over the place. People speak in whispers, and the
lecturers with their pointers talk in a curious melodic litany. For
this man has ceased to be a man in the Russian mind. He is no
longer of flesh, but of stone, and bronze, and marble. The bald head
and the pointed mustache are everywhere in the Soviet Union. The
intent, squinting eyes look out of canvas and peep out of plaster.

In the evening we went to a party at the American club, a place
where Embassy employees and soldiers and sailors from the Mili-
tary and Naval Attachés offices go for recreation. There was a
viperine punch, made of vodka and grapefruit juice, a fine reminder
of prohibition days. A little swing band was led by Ed Gilmore,
who is a swing aficionado. He once called his organization the
Kremlin Krows, but since this name was slightly frowned on it was
changed to the Moscow River Rats.

After the solemnity of the afternoon in the Lenin Museum the
slight violence and noise and laughter of this party were a pleasure
to us.

Among the girls at this party were a number of the now-famous
wives of Americans and Britons who are not permitted to leave the
Soviet Union. Pretty and rather sad girls. They cannot join their
husbands in England or America, and so they are employed by
their embassies until some final decision is reached.

There are many things we cannot understand about the Soviet
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Union, and this is one of them. There are not more than fifty of
these women. They are no good to the Soviet Union. They are sus-
pected. Russians do not associate with them, and yet they are not
permitted to leave. And on these fifty women, these fifty unimpor-
tant women, the Soviet Union has got itself more bad publicity than
on any other single small item. Of course this situation cannot arise
again, since by a new decree no Russian may marry a foreigner. But
here they sit in Moscow, these sad women, no longer Russians, and
they have not become British or American. And we cannot under-
stand the reasoning which keeps them here. Perhaps it is just that
the Russians do not intend to be told what to do about anything by
anyone else. It might be as simple as that. When Clement Attlee
personally requested that they be sent out of Russia, he was told, in
effect, to mind his own business. It is just one more of the interna-
tional stupidities which seem to be on the increase in the world.
Sometimes it seems that the leaders of nations are little boys with
chips on their shoulders, daring each other to knock them off.

It was a good party at the American club, a good noisy party,
and it made us feel a little homesick. All of the people there were
homesick too, for Russia is not very kind to foreigners, particularly
if they happen to be employees of foreign governments. And al-
though we had not been long in the Soviet Union, the lipstick, the
mascara, and the colored nails of the girls looked good to us.

The following afternoon we went to the air show. While there
were some civilian events, most of the show was given by the Soviet
Air Force. Different branches of the Soviet armed forces have their
days. There is Tank Day, Infantry Day, and Navy Day, and this
was the Air Force Day. Since it was semi-military, we were told
that no cameras would be permitted. This seemed a little ridiculous
to us, because every military attaché, from every embassy, would be
there, people who really know about airplanes. We didn’t know an
airplane from a hole in the ground. It was very probable that every
military attaché would be sketching and understanding what he
saw, and we wouldn’t.

A car came for us. We went out a long avenue lined with flags,
miles of them, red flags and Air Force flags. The highway was bor-
dered with large portraits of Stalin, and Marx, and Lenin. Hundreds
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of thousands of people moved toward the airfield on trains and on
busses, and other hundreds of thousands went on foot.

Our places were in the grandstand, which was a mistake. We
should have been on the great green field where literally millions of
people stood to watch the show. It was a hot day, and there was no
cover from the sun. On the flat green field were pavilions where
soft drinks were sold, and little cakes. When we were seated, a low
hum started, and it grew to a great roaring. It was all of the people
standing there greeting Stalin, who had just arrived. We couldn’t see
him, we couldn’t see his box, because we were on the wrong side of
the grandstand. The response to his arrival was not a cheer but a
buzz, like that of millions of bees.

The show started almost at once. It began with civilian pilots,
some from factories, some from flying clubs, some groups of
women. They flew formations, intricate formations, and did it su-
perbly. Long lines of planes played follow-the-leader, and made
loops, and turns, and dives, one behind the other.

Then the military ships came in, and flew tight formations,
threes, and fives, and sevens, wing to wing, activated as one plane. It
was really magnificent flying, but it wasn’t what the crowd had
come to see. They had come to see the new models, the jets and
rocket-boosted planes. And eventually these came. Some of them
climbed almost perpendicularly into the sky, at great speed, with
the rockets on their wing tips putting out a trail of white. And fi-
nally the jet ships came. And I don’t know whether it was to con-
fuse the observers or not, but they flew only about three hundred
feet above the earth, and by the time we heard them they were al-
most gone, they zipped past and were gone. There seemed to be
three or four new models. We have no idea of how they compare
with other jet planes, they seemed very fast to us. Of all the ships in
the whole show there were only two large ones which might be
considered bombers.

Next there was a mock battle in the sky. Enemy ships came in,
and defensive ships went up to meet them, while on the ground, far
in the distance, batteries of anti-aircraft flashed and roared, and the
whole field trembled with the reverberation. It was very theatrical,
for here and there a ship would spout black smoke and flame and
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would go into a spin, and then from over the edge of the hills there
would come a flash of calcium light, as though the plane had
crashed and burned. It was a very effective piece of drama.

The last item of the show was the most spectacular of all. A large
group of transport planes came over the field and suddenly each
one spat out parachutes. There were at least five hundred in the air
at once, and the parachutes were red, and green, and blue. The sun
made them look like flowers in the air. They floated down to the
field, and just before they landed each parachute sprouted a second
parachute, so that the men landed standing up, and they did not
tumble or roll.

The air show must have been practiced for many weeks, because
its timing was perfect, there were no delays. One event followed di-
rectly on the heels of the other. When it was over, the hum of the
crowd arose again, and a soft clapping from hundreds of thousands
of people. It was Stalin going away, and we still didn’t see him.

There are definite disadvantages to having the best seats in the
grandstand, and we wished we had been out on the field, where the
people sat on the grass, in comfort, and watched the show, and saw
more than we did. We never made the mistake again of going any
place V. I. P. It may be flattering to the ego, but you don’t see as
much.

The next morning our permits to photograph came through.
Capa was at last to be turned loose with his cameras, and his fingers
were itching. We wanted photographs of the rebuilding of Moscow,
and of the frantic painting and repairing of buildings in preparation
for the anniversary of the city’s founding. Sweet Lana was to go
with us as guide and interpreter.

Almost immediately we ran afoul of the general suspicion to-
ward foreign photographers. We were photographing children
playing in a pile of rubble. They were preoccupied with building,
piling stones one on top of another, and moving dirt in little wag-
ons, imitating what the adults were doing. Suddenly a policeman
appeared. He was very polite. He wanted to see the permits to pho-
tograph. He read them but was not quite willing to go out on a limb
for a little piece of paper. And so he took us to the nearest call
box, where he called some kind of headquarters. Then we waited.
We waited for half an hour until a car drove up, full of plain-
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clothes men. They read the letter of permission. Each one read it,
and then they had a little conference; we don’t know what they
said, but then they telephoned again, and finally they all came back
smiling, and they all touched their caps, and we were free to photo-
graph in that neighborhood.

Then we moved to another part of the town, for we wanted pho-
tographs of the stores, the food shops, the clothing shops, the de-
partment stores. And again a very polite policeman approached, and
read our permit, and he too went to a call box while we waited. And
again a car with plain-clothes men came up, and they each read our
permit, and they had a consultation, and they telephoned from the
call box. It was the same thing. They came back smiling, and
touched their caps, and we were free to photograph in that district.

This practice seems to be general in the Soviet Union. I suppose
itis general any place where bureaus of the government operate. No
one is willing to go out on any limb. No one is willing to say yes or
no to a proposition. He must always go to someone higher. In this
way he protects himself from criticism. Anyone who has had deal-
ings with armies, or with governments, will recognize this story.
The reaction to our cameras was invariably courteous, but very
careful, and the camera did not click until the policeman was quite
sure that everything was in order.
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The food stores in Moscow are very large, and, as with the
restaurants, there are two kinds: the ration stores, where food is
very cheap if one has the ration tickets to get it; and the free stores,
also operated by the government, where one can buy nearly any-
thing in the way of food at very high prices. The canned goods are
piled in mountains, the champagne and wine from Georgia are
pyramided. We saw here some products which might have come
from United States’ stocks. There were cans of crab with Japanese
marks still on them. There were German goods. And there were the
luxury products of the Soviet Union itself—large cans of caviar,
piles of sausages from the Ukraine, cheeses, salt fish, and even game,
wild duck and woodcock, bustard and rabbits and hares, small birds
and a white bird that looks like a ptarmigan. There were smoked
meats of all kind.

But this food is all luxury food. To the average Russian the im-
portant thing is the price of bread and its quantity, and the price of
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cabbage and potatoes. In a good year, such as this one, the prices
of bread, cabbage, and potatoes come down, and this is the index of
the success or failure of the crops.

The windows of the food stores, both ration and commercial, are
filled with wax figures of the food sold inside. There are wax hams
and bacons and sausages, wax quarters of beef, even wax cans of
caviar.

We went next to the department stores, where clothing, shoes
and stockings, suits and dresses, are sold. The quality was not very
good, and the tailoring was not very good either. It is the principle
of the Soviet Union to make utility goods as long as they are neces-
sary, and to make no luxuries until utility goods have taken up the
slack of need. There were print dresses, some woolen suits, and the
prices seemed very high to us. But here we come to the danger of
making general statements, for even during the short time we were
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in the Soviet Union prices came down and quality seemed to be im-
proving. It seems to us that a thing which is true one day is untrue
the next.

We went on to the commercial shops where secondhand goods
are sold. These are specialty shops. One handles china and lamps,
another deals in jewelry—antique jewelry since there is very little
modern jewelry made—garnets and emeralds, earrings, rings, and
bracelets. A third sells photographic supplies and cameras, mostly
German cameras that have come back from the war. A fourth car-
ries secondhand clothes and shoes. There are shops where the semi-
precious stones from the Ural mountains are sold, the beryls,
topazes, aquamarines.

Outside of these shops there is another kind of trading. If you
come out of a camera shop, two or three rather furtive men will ap-
proach you, and each one carries a package, and in the package is a
camera, a Contax, or Leica, or Rolleiflex. These men will give you a
glimpse of the camera and tell you the price. The same thing hap-
pens outside jewelry shops. There is a man with a squib of newspa-
per. He opens it quickly, shows you a diamond ring, and mentions
a price. What he is doing is probably illegal. The prices asked by
these outside salesmen are, if anything, a little higher than the prices
in the commercial shops.

There is always a great crowd in these shops, people who are not
there to buy, but to watch others buy. If you look at an article, you
are immediately overwhelmed by people who want to see, and want
to see whether you will buy. It is a kind of theater to them, we
think.

We went back to our green bedroom with its insane mural, and
we were conscious of being depressed. We couldn’t figure out ex-
actly why, and then it came to us: there is very little laughter in the
streets, and rarely any smiles. People walk, or rather scuttle along,
with their heads down, and they don’t smile. Perhaps it is that they
work too hard, that they have to walk too far to get to the work
they do. There seems to be a great seriousness in the streets, and
perhaps this was always so, we don’t know.

We had dinner with Sweet Joe Newman, and with John Walker
of Time, and we asked them if they had noticed the lack of laughter.
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And they said they had. And they said that after a while the lack of
Jaughter gets under your skin and you become serious yourself.
They showed us a copy of the Soviet humorous magazine, called
Krokodil, and translated some of the jokes. But they were not
Jaughing jokes, they were sharp jokes, critical jokes. They were not
for laughter, there was no gaiety in them. Sweet Joe said he had
heard that outside of Moscow it was different, and this we subse-
quently discovered to be true. There is laughter in the country, in
the Ukraine, and on the steppes, and in Georgia, but Moscow is a
yery serious city.

One of the correspondents was having trouble with his car and
his chauffeur. He needed a car, and it is well for a foreigner in
Moscow to have a Russian chauffeur. And it did not do him any
good to change chauffeurs. His problem was this: his chauffeur
drove him very well, but when he was not driving him, he was driv-
ing anyone else who was willing to pay a hundred roubles for a
short trip. His chauffeur was getting very rich, and the car was tak-
ing a beating. There was nothing to do about it, for if he com-
plained his chauffeur was likely to sulk a little bit, and when his
chauffeur sulked, something went wrong with his car, and when
something went wrong with his car, it was laid up in a garage for
two or three weeks. It was better to keep his chauffeur happy if he
wanted to be driven in his own car at all. He had tried getting other
chauffeurs, but always the same thing happened.

In some cases the chauffeur problem becomes a little ridiculous.
Ed Gilmore’s chauffeur has a chauffeur of his own who drives him
to work.

We wondered if these stories could be entirely true, and we were
only finally convinced one day when a man rented us a whole bus.
We had to get in from the airport quickly, and we had no choice but
a bus. The trip cost us four hundred roubles. It was rather grand
riding in from the airport, the two of us, in a bus made to seat thirty
people.

It is possible that the chauffeurs of Moscow are very rich and
happy people, but they are necessary, since it is difficult for a for-
eigner to get a driver’s license. One correspondent took his exami-
nation for a license, but he failed on the question, “What does not
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belong on an automobile?” He could think of many things that did
not belong on an automobile and finally picked one, but he was
wrong. The proper answer was “mud.”

That evening we saw the American picture Rbapsody in Blue at
the Embassy. We had seen it before, but this version of it was much
more amusing, because the reels got mixed up, and the picture
opened with everybody dead; gradually they came to life, until at
the end of the picture George Gershwin was a little boy. We liked it
much better this way.

Capa constantly used the window of our hotel as a place from
which to photograph people in the street. And he lurked behind the
curtains with a long lens on his camera, taking portraits of people
walking through the rain, and of people shopping at the little place
across the street. And he and the man in the repair shop across the
street continued their duel of snapping at each other with their cam-
eras.

Neither of us had heard from home for a long time. Letters did
not come through, and we decided we would try to telephone New
York. This was very difficult, and we finally gave it up. One can
telephone New York only if money is deposited to the Russian ac-
count in New York, in dollars. This would require that we tele-
graph someone in New York, say exactly the time we wanted to
telephone, and exactly how long we wanted to talk. The cost of this
would be computed and the dollars deposited in New York, at
which time our telephone call could be put in from Moscow. But
since this would take about a week or ten days to accomplish, we
decided the simplest thing was just to continue to write letters, and
to hope eventually to receive some.

When letters finally did begin to arrive, we found that airmail
from New York to Moscow takes from ten days to three weeks. We
do not know why it takes so long, for New York to Stockholm is
two days, and the rest of the time is from Stockholm to Moscow.
This delay of delivery adds to the foreigner’s sense of being cut off,
of being all alone.

We had begun to brood a little bit, for we had been a week in
Moscow and our permits to leave the city had not come through.
We thought we might spend the summer waiting for them when
suddenly they materialized, and our plan was under way.
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Sweet Joe Newman gave us a cocktail party that lasted far
into the night. Our plan was to leave at dawn for Kiev. The cock-
tail party picked up our spirits, and the spirits of about fifty other
people.

We found that there was one difficulty about traveling in the
Soviet Union. You cannot go from Kiev to Stalingrad, or from Stal-
ingrad to Stalino. You must come back to Moscow every time and
go out again, for the transportation system operates out of Moscow
like the spokes of a wheel; and the roads are so torn up by the war
that to travel laterally is nearly impossible, besides taking more time
than we thought we had. Another difficulty is that since the planes
fly only in the daytime, and there is no night flying, they leave very
early in the morning. And after Sweet Joe’s cocktail party, it seemed
very early to us indeed.



CHAPTER 4

SWEET LANA COULD NOT go to Kiev with us. Instead, Mr.
Chmarsky went as interpreter and guide. A nice little man, and a
student of American literature. His knowledge of English was
highly academic. Capa, as usual, took liberties with his name and
played tricks with it.

Chmarsky again and again would correct him, saying, “Mr.
Capa, it is Chmarsky, not Chumarsky.”

Whereupon Capa would say, “All right, Mr. Chomarsky.”

“No, Mr. Capa, Chmarsky, not Chumarsky, not Chomarsky!”

That went on and on, and Capa joyfully found new pronuncia-
tions of his name everyday. Chmarsky was always a little worried
by our speech, the curious kind of American double talk that we
used. For a while he tried to track it down, and eventually just gave
up and did not listen. On certain occasions his plans for us did not
materialize—cars ordered did not meet us, planes we met did not
fly. And we came to call him the Kremlin gremlin.

“What are gremlins?” he asked.

We explained in detail the origin of gremlins, how they started in
the R.A.F., and what their habits were. How they stopped engines
in mid-air, iced wings, fouled gas lines.

He listened with great intent, and at the end he held up one fin-
ger and said, “In the Soviet Union we do not believe in ghosts.”
Perhaps we played too hard with him. We hope we did not hurt his
feelings.

There is one thing that you can never tell, and that is what time a
plane is going to fly. It is impossible to know in advance. But one
thing you can know is that it will leave some time early in the
morning. Another thing you can be sure of is that you must be at
the airfield long before it does fly. Any time you are to take a trip,
you must arrive at the airfield in the chilly dark before the dawn,

46
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and sit and drink tea for several hours before the plane leaves. At
three o’clock in the morning the bell in our room rang, and we were
not happy about getting up, for we had been to Sweet Joe’s cocktail
partys and what we needed was about twelve hours’ sleep, and we
had had about one hour. We piled the equipment into the back of
the car and drove through the deserted streets of Moscow into the
country.

We now observed something that was to happen again and again.
Drivers in the Soviet Union speed their cars, and then take them out
of gear and let them coast. They take advantage of all hills to disen-
gage their gears and coast. We were told that this saved gasoline,
and that it is a part of the training of every driver. He is assigned
gasoline which is computed to cover a certain distance, and he must
make it cover that distance. Consequently he uses every possible
trick he can to make his gasoline last. It is just another part of the
huge bookkeeping system which is the Soviet Union. It compares
with the bookkeeping in the restaurants. The wear and tear on
clutch and gear is not taken into consideration, and the saving of
gasoline must be very small indeed. To us the practice was rather
nerve-racking. The car speeds up to about sixty miles an hour, and
then suddenly the clutch is disengaged, and it coasts until it is mov-
ing at a crawl. Then it jumps up to sixty miles an hour and coasts
again.

In the pre-dawn the Moscow airport was crowded with people,
for since all planes leave early in the morning, the passengers begin
to collect at the airport shortly after midnight. And they are dressed
in all kinds of costumes. Some wear the furs which will protect
them from the arctic climate of the White Sea or of northern
Siberia; others are in the light clothing which is sufficient for the
subtropical regions around the Black Sea. Six hours by air from
Moscow you can find almost any climate available in the world.

Being the guests of Voks, we walked through the public waiting-
room and into a side room where there was a dining table, some
couches, and comfortable chairs. And there, under the stern eye of a
painted Stalin, we drank strong tea until our plane was called.

In the large oil portrait of Stalin on the wall, he was dressed in
military uniform and wearing all his decorations, and they are very
many. At his throat the Gold Star, which is the highest decoration
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of Soviet Socialist Labor. On his left breast, highest up, the most
coveted award of all, the Gold Star of a Hero of the Soviet Union,
which corresponds to our Congressional Medal of Honor. Below
that, a row of campaign medals, which indicate what actions he has
been in. And on his right breast, a number of gold and red enamel
stars. Instead of theater ribbons such as our troops wear, a medal is
issued for each great engagement of the Soviet Army: Stalingrad,
Moscow, Rostov, and so forth, and Stalin wears them all. As mar-
shal of the Soviet armies he directed them all.

Here we may as well discuss something which bothers most
Americans. Nothing in the Soviet Union goes on outside the vision
of the plaster, bronze, painted, or embroidered eye of Stalin. His
portrait hangs not only in every museum, but in every room of
every museum. His statue marches in front of all public buildings.
His bust is in front of all airports, railroad stations, bus stations.
His bust is also in all schoolrooms, and his portrait is often directly
behind his bust. In parks he sits on a plaster bench, discussing prob-
lems with Lenin. His picture in needlework is undertaken by the
students of schools. The stores sell millions and millions of his face,
and every house has at least one picture of him. Surely the painting
and modeling, the casting, the forging, and the embroidering of
Stalin must be one of the great industries of the Soviet Union. He is
everywhere, he sees everything.
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To Americans, with their fear and hatred of power invested in
one man, and of perpetuation of power, this is a frightening thing
and a distasteful one. At public celebrations the pictures of Stalin
outgrow every bound of reason. They may be eight stories high and
fifty feet wide. Every public building carries monster portraits

We spoke of this to a number of Russians and had several an-
swers. One was that the Russian people had been used to pictures
of the czar and the czar’s family, and when the czar was removed
they needed something to substitute for him. Another was that the
icon is a Russian habit of mind, and this was a kind of an icon. A
third, that the Russians love Stalin so much that they want him ever
present. A fourth, that Stalin himself does not like this and has
asked that it be discontinued. But it seemed to us that Stalin’s dis-
like for anything else causes its removal, but this is on the increase.
Whatever the reason is, one spends no moment except under the
smiling, or pensive, or stern eye of Stalin. It is one of those things an
American is incapable of understanding emotionally. There are
other pictures and other statues too. And one can tell approxi-
mately what the succession is by the size of the photographs and
portraits of other leaders in relation to Stalin. Thus in 1936, the sec-
ond largest picture to Stalin’s was of Voroshilov, and now the sec-
ond largest picture is invariably Molotov.

After four glasses of strong tea our plane was called, and we
moved our pile of luggage up to it. Again it was an old brown C-47.
People moved their bundles into the plane and piled them in the
aisles. Everyone had brought food, loaves of black bread, and ap-
ples, and sausage and cheese, and smoked bacon. They always carry
food, and we discovered that this was a very good idea. With a loaf
of black rye bread in your bag you will not be hungry for two days
if anything goes wrong. As usual, the air system did not work, and
as soon as the doors were closed the plane became stuffy. There was
a puzzling yeasty odor in the plane which I could not identify for a
long time. But finally I discovered what it was. It is the odor of
black rye bread on people’s breaths. And after a while, when you
eat the bread yourself, you grow used to it, and do not smell it
at all.

Capa had provided books for the trip, and at that time I did not
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know how he got them. But it came out later that Capa is a thief of
books. He calls it borrowing. Casually he puts books in his pocket,
and if he is caught at it, he says, “I will return it, I am just borrow-
ing it, I just want to read it.” The book rarely gets returned.

He reached his high point with Ed Gilmore. Among the
Moscow correspondents books are very precious, and the arrival of
a shipment of detective stories or modern novels is an occasion for
rejoicing and a time of happiness. It happened that Ed Gilmore had
just received a new Ellery Queen. He was five chapters into it when
we visited him, and naturally he laid his book aside to talk to us.
When we had left he looked for his book and it was gone—Capa
had borrowed it. If Capa had borrowed or stolen Ed’s lovely wife,
Tamara, Ed might have been more deeply shocked, but he could
not have been angrier. And to this day I do not think he knows how
the Ellery Queen came out. For some time Capa, who had heard
rumors of the Gilmore wrath, showed a certain reluctance about
seeing him again. Among Moscow correspondents, particularly in
the winter, a code of honor has grown up, rather like the code
which developed in the West concerning horses, and it is nearly a
matter for lynching to steal a man’s book. But Capa never learned
and he never reformed. Right to the end of his Russian stay he stole
books. He also steals women and cigarettes, but this can be more
easily forgiven.

We tried to read a little on the plane, and promptly went to sleep.
And when we were awakened, we were over the flat grainlands of
the Ukraine, as flat as our Middle West, and almost as fruitful. The
huge bread basket of Europe, the coveted land for centuries, the
endless fields lay below us, yellow with wheat and rye, some of it
already harvested, and some of it being harvested. There was no
hill, no eminence of any kind. The flat stretched away to a round
unbroken horizon. And streams and rivers snaked and twisted
across the plain.

Near the villages there were the zigzags of trenches, and the
scoops of shell holes where the fighting had taken place. There were
roofless houses, and the black patches of burned buildings.

We seemed to fly endlessly over this flat plain. But at last we
came to the Dnieper, and saw Kiev, on its cliff above the river, the
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only eminence for many miles around. We flew over the broken
city and landed on the outskirts.

Everyone had told us it would be different once we got outside
of Moscow, that the sternness and the tenseness would not exist.
And this was true. On the airfield we were met by a number of
Ukrainians from the local Voks. They were laughing people. They
were more gay and more relaxed than the men we had met in
Moscow. There was an openness and a heartiness about them. They
were big men, nearly all blond, with gray eyes. They had a car ready
to drive us into Kiev.

It must at one time have been a beautiful city. It is much older
than Moscow. It is the mother of Russian cities. Seated on its hill
beside the Dnieper, it spreads down into the plain. Its monasteries
and fortresses and churches date from the eleventh century. It was
once a favorite resort of the czars, and they had their vacation
palaces here. Its public buildings were known all over Russia. It was
a center of religion. And now it is a semi-ruin. Here the Germans
showed what they could do. Every public building, every library,
every theater, even the permanent circus, destroyed, not with gun-
fire, not through fighting, but with fire and dynamite. Its university
is burned and tumbled, its schools in ruins. This was not fighting,
this was the crazy destruction of every cultural facility the city had,
and nearly every beautiful building that had been put up during a
thousand years. Here German culture did its work. And one of the
few justices in the world is that German prisoners are helping to
clean up the mess they made.

Our Ukrainian guide was Alexis Poltarazki, a large man, who
limped a little from a wound received at Stalingrad. He is a Ukrain-
ian writer, with a fine command of English, and a great sense of hu-
mor, a man of warmth and friendliness.

On the way to our hotel we noticed, as everyone does, that the
Ukrainian girls are very pretty, mostly blond, with fine womanly
figures. They have flair, they walk with a swinging stride, and they
smile easily. While they were not better dressed than the women of
Moscow, they seemed to carry their clothes better.

Although Kiev is greatly destroyed while Moscow is not, the
people in Kiev did not seem to have the dead weariness of the
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Moscow people. They did not slouch when they walked, their
shoulders were back, and they laughed in the streets. Of course this
might be local, for the Ukrainians are not like the Russian; they are
a separate species of Slav. And while most Ukrainians can speak and
read Russian, their own language is a language apart and separate,
nearer to the Southern Slavic languages than to Russian. Many
Ukrainian words, particularly farm words, are the same as in Hun-
garian, and many of their words are duplicated in Czech rather than
in Russian.

At the Intourist Hotel our Ukrainian hosts gave us a magnificent
lunch. There were fresh ripe tomatoes and cucumbers, there were
little pickled fishes, there were bowls of caviar, and there was
vodka. We had small fried fishes from the Dnieper, and beefsteaks,
beautifully cooked with Ukrainian herbs. There was wine from
Georgia, and Ukrainian sausages which are delicious.

There was a fine feeling of friendship in these men. During
lunch, they told us, with a great deal of amusement, about an Amer-
ican who had been in Kiev with an international committee. This
man, they said, went home to America and wrote a series of articles
and a book about the Ukraine. But the thing that amused them was
that he did not know much about the Ukraine. They told us: he had
rarely been out of his hotel room, he hadn’t seen anything, he might
as well have written his book without having left America. These
Ukrainians said that this book was full of inaccuracies, and they had
a letter from his chief agreeing that this was so. They were mostly
worried that this man, who was known now as an authority on the
Ukraine, might be believed in America. And they told with laughter
how one night, near the hotel where he was eating, a car back-
fired in the street and he leaped back, crying, “The Bolsheviks are
shooting prisoners!” And, said the Ukrainians, he probably still be-
lieves it.

In the afternoon we walked through the beautiful park which
edges the cliff above the Dnieper. There were huge trees here, and
already the music shells burned by the Germans had been replaced
and a new stadium put up. And among the trees were the graves of
the defenders of the city, green mounds with red flowers planted on
the tops of them. There were little theaters, and many benches to
sit on.
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Far below, the river winds beside the cliff, and across the river is
asandy beach, where people lie in the sun and swim in the river. Far
off there is the flat land with the ruins of the town which was com-
pletely destroyed in the fighting for the city, wreckage and black-
ness, and bits of standing wall. Here is the place where the Red
Army came back to the city and relieved it from its German occu-
pation.

There was an orchestra playing in the park, and many children
sat on the benches and listened. There were sailboats on the river,
and little steamboats, and people were swimming.

We walked over a footbridge that goes over a road, and below
there was a bus stop. And in front of a bus was the finest woman
fight we have seen in a long time. The Russian rules for queueing
are inexorable. Everyone must stand in line to get into a streetcar or
a bus. There are exceptions to this rule: pregnant women, women
with children, the very old, and the crippled do not have to stand in
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line. They go in first. But everyone else must queue up. It seems
that below us a man had gone ahead in the queue, and an angry
woman was tearing at him to get him back where he belonged. With
a certain obstinacy he stayed in his place and got into the bus,
whereupon she dived in after him, pulled him out, and forced him
back to his place in the queue. She was furious, and the other mem-
bers of the queue cheered her as she pulled the man out and stood
him back in his place. It was one of the few examples of violence we
saw during our whole trip. Mostly the people have incredible pa-
tience with one another.

We were very tired at dinner that night for we had had very little
sleep, and our passion for vodka had been waning until it disap-
peared entirely.

Our hosts had many questions they wanted to ask us. They
wanted to know about America, about its size, about its crops,
about its politics. And we began to realize that America is a very
difficult country to explain. There are many things about it we
don’t understand ourselves. We explained our theory of govern-
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ment, where every part has another part to check it. We tried to ex-

lain our fear of dictatorship, our fear of leaders with too much
power, SO that our government i§ designe.d to keep anyone from
getting too much power or, having got it, from keeping it. We
agreed that this makes our country function more slowly, but that
it certainly makes it function more surely.

They asked about wages, and standards of living, and the kind of
life a workingman lives, and did the average man have an automo-
bile, and what kind of house does he live in, and did his children go
to school, and what kind of school.

And then they spoke of the atom bomb, and they said they were
not afraid of it. Stalin has said that it would never be used in war-
fare, and they trust that statement implicitly. One man said that
even if it were used it could only destroy towns. “Our towns are
destroyed already,” he said. “What more can it do? And if we were
invaded we would defend ourselves, just as we did with the Ger-
mans. We will defend ourselves in the snow, and in the forests, and
in the fields.”

They spoke anxiously about war, they have had so much of it.
They asked, “Will the United States attack us? Will we have to de-
fend our country again in one lifetime?”

We said, “No, we do not think the United States will attack. We
don’t know, no one tells us these things, but we do not think that
our people want to attack anyone.” And we asked them where they
got the idea that we might attack Russia.

Well, they said, they get it from our newspapers. Certain of our
newspapers speak constantly of attacking Russia. And some of
them speak of what they call preventive war. And, they said, that as
far as they are concerned, preventive war is just like any other war.
We told them that we do not believe that those newspapers they
mention, and those columnists who speak only of war, are true rep-
resentatives of the American people. We do not believe the Ameri-
can people want to go to war with anyone.

The old, old thing came up, that always comes up: “Then why
does your government not control these newspapers and these
men who talk war?” And we had to explain again, as we had many
times before, that we do not believe in controlling our press, that
we think the truth usually wins, and that control simply drives bad
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things underground. In our country we prefer that these people talk
themselves to death in public, and write themselves to death, rather
than bottle them up to slip their poison secretly through the dark.

They have a great deal of misinformation about America, for
they have their yellow journalists too. They have their correspon-
dents who write with little knowledge, and they have their fiery
typewriter soldiers.

Our eyes were heavy and we were dying on the vine, and at last
we had to excuse ourselves and go to bed. I had been walking a
great deal, and my recently broken knee was giving me hell. The
muscles at the back were as tight as ropes. I could barely stand on it.
As much as I hated to, I had to lie down for a while.

We talked for a while before we went to sleep. If a war should
break out between Russia and the United States, these people
would believe that we are the villains. Whether it is through propa-
ganda, or fear, or for whatever reason, they would blame us if there
is a war. They speak only in terms of invasion of their country, and
they are afraid of it, because they have had it. Again and again they
ask, “Will the United States invade us? Will you send your bombers
to destroy us more?” And never do they say, “We will send our
bombers,” or “We will invade.”

I awakened early and got up to complete my notes. My leg was
so stiff that I could barely walk on it at all. I sat down at our desk,
which overlooked the street, and watched the people going by. And
there was a girl policeman directing traffic in the street, and she
wore boots, and a blue skirt and a white tunic with a military belt,
and a cocky little beret on her head. Her nightstick was painted
black and white, and she directed traffic with a military snap. She
was very pretty.

I watched the women walking in the street, and they moved like
dancers. They are light on their feet and they have a beautiful car-
riage. And many of them are very handsome. Much of the destruc-
tion that has been brought on this people is because their land is
rich and productive and many conquerors have coveted it. If the
United States were completely destroyed from New York to
Kansas, we would have about the area of destruction the Ukraine
has. If six million people were killed, not counting soldiers, fifteen



A RUSSIAN JOURNAL 57

per cent of the population, you would have an idea of the casualties
of the Ukraine. Counting soldiers, there would be many more, but
six million out of forty-five million civilians have been killed. There
are mines which will never be opened because the Germans threw
thousands of bodies down into the shafts. Every piece of machinery
in the Ukraine has been destroyed or removed, so that now, until
more can be made, everything must be done by hand. Every stone
and brick of the ruined city must be lifted and carried with the
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hands, for there are no bulldozers. And while they are rebuilding,
the Ukrainians must produce food, for theirs is the great granary of
the nation.

They say that in harvest time there are no holidays, and now it
is harvest time. On the farms there are no Sundays, there are no
days off.

The work ahead of them is overwhelming. The buildings to be
replaced must be torn down first. An amount of labor that the bull-
dozer could do in a few days takes weeks by hand, but they have no
bulldozers yet. Everything must be replaced. And it must be done
quickly.

We went through the blasted and destroyed center of the city,
past the corner where the German sadists were hanged after the
war. At the museum were the plans of the new city. More and more
we were realizing how much the Russian people live on hope, hope
that tomorrow will be better than today. Here in white plaster was
a model of the new city. A grandiose, a fabulous city to be built of
white marble, the lines classical, the buildings huge, columns, and
domes, and arches, and giant memorials, all in white marble. The
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plaster model of the city-to-be covered a large section of one room.
And the director of the museum pointed out the various buildings.
This was to be the Palace of the Soviets, this the museum—always
the museum.

Capa says that the museum is the church of the Russians. They
seem to want great buildings and ornate structures. They like lav-
ishness. In Moscow, where there is no reason for skyscrapers be-
cause the space is almost unlimited and the land level, they are
nevertheless planning skyscrapers, almost in the New York manner,
without the New York need. With a slow, antlike energy, they will
build these cities. But now the people come through the wreckage,
through the destroyed and tumbled buildings, people, men, women,
and even children, they come to the museum to look at the plaster
cities of the future. In Russia it is always the future that is thought
of. It is the crops next year, it is the comfort that will come in ten
years, it is the clothes that will be made very soon. If ever a people
took its energy from hope, it is the Russian people.

We went from this little plaster city, so new that it has not even
been built yet, to the ancient monastery on the cliff. Once it had
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been the center of the Russian Church, and one of the oldest reli-
gious structures in Russia. It had been magnificent, its buildings and
its paintings dating from the twelfth century. But then the Germans
came, and this monastery had been the repository of many of the
treasures of the world. And when the Germans had stolen most of
the treasures, they destroyed the buildings with shell fire to concea]
their theft when they left the city. And now it is a great pile of fallen
stones and tumbled domes, with little bits of wall paintings showing
through. And it will not be rebuilt, it couldn’t be. It took centuries
to build, and now it is gone. The weeds that follow destruction have
sprung up in the courtyards. In a half-ruined chapel, in front of the
destroyed altar, we saw a ragged figure of a woman lying prostrate
on the ground. And through an open gate, where once only the czar
or his family could pass, a wild-eyed, half-crazed woman walked,
crossing herself monotonously and mumbling.

One part of the monastery still stands, a chapel where for cen-
turies only the czar and the nobles were permitted to worship. It is
heavily painted, a dark and gloomy place. And each worshiper had
his little carven stall, for this was the place of a very select religion,
and it was easy to see in one’s mind the old nobility, sitting in
gloomy concentration on a noble future and on a noble heaven, a
heaven which was probably as gloomy as this church, with its in-
cense-blackened ceiling and its glimmering gold leaf. And Capa
said, “All good churches are gloomy. That’s what makes them
good.”

There is an older church in Kiev, one of the oldest in the world,
that was built by Jaroslav the Wise in 1034, and it is still standing,
probably because there was nothing of value to steal in it, and so the
Germans let it alone. But it, again, is a high, gloomy place.

In a little side chapel, in a small houselike sarcophagus of marble,
is the body of Jaroslav the Wise. It is the tradition that Jaroslav had
an accident in battle and broke his leg. And his body lay for over a
thousand years in the little houselike sarcophagus, and recently the
casket was opened, and it was found that the skeleton in the casket
had indeed had a broken leg, and everyone was happy, for this was
really Jaroslav the Wise. The gloom of the churches threw a gloom
upon us.

At luncheon Mr. Poltarazki spoke of the acts of the Germans in
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the war, of the thousands of people killed. War is no new thing to
Kiev. Starting with the raids of the savages from Tartary, it has been
a place of war for thousands of years. But no savage tribe, no in-
vader, ever was responsible for the stupid, calculated cruelties of the
Germans. They raged through the country like frantic, cruel chil-
dren. And now the lines of prisoners in their German army uni-
forms march through the streets, to work at cleaning up the
destruction they caused. And the Ukrainian people do not look at
them. They turn away when the columns march through the streets.
They look through these prisoners and over them and do not see
them. And perhaps this is the worst punishment that could possibly
be inflicted on them.

In the evening we went to the theater to see the play Storm, a
nineteenth-century drama enacted in the nineteenth-century man-
ner. The scenery was quaint and old-fashioned, and the acting was
old-fashioned too. It is odd that it should be played, but it is a
Ukrainian play, and they love their own. The leading lady was very
beautiful. She looked a little like Katharine Cornell, and she had
great authority on the stage. The story was of a young wife, under
the thumb of a powerful Russian mother-in-law, who fell in love
with a poet. She went into the garden to meet him while she was
still married to another man. All we could see that she did in the
garden was to talk a great deal, and once to let the poet kiss the tips
of her fingers, but it was crime enough, so that finally she confessed
her sin in a church and threw herself into the Volga and was
drowned. It seemed to us almost too much punishment for having
the tips of her fingers kissed. The play had its secondary plot too.
The chambermaid comically paralleled her mistress’s tragedy. Her
lover, instead of being a poet, was a country bumpkin. It was a tra-
ditional play all right, and the audience loved it. It took half an hour
to change the sets, so that it was well after midnight when the lead-
ing lady finally dropped herself into the river. It seemed odd to us
that the people in the audience, who had known real tragedy,
tragedy of invasion, and death, and desolation, could be so moved
over the fate of the lady who got her fingers kissed in the garden.

The next morning it rained, and Capa feels that rain is a persecu-
tion of himself by the sky, for when it rains he cannot take pictures.
He denounced the weather in dialect and in four or five languages.
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Capa is a worrier about films. There is not enough light, or there is
too much light. The developing is wrong, the printing is wrong, the
cameras are broken. He worries all the time. But when it rains, that
is a personal insult addressed to him by the deity. He paced the
room until I wanted to kill him, and finally went to have his hair
cut, a real Ukrainian pot haircut.

That evening we went to the circus. Every Russian town of any
size has its permanent circus in a permanent building. But, of
course, the Germans had burned the Kiev circus, so that so far it is
under canvas, but still it is one of the most popular places in the
city. We had good seats, and Capa had permission to photograph,
so he was comparatively happy. It was not unlike our circuses, a
single ring and tiers of seats.

It started with acrobats. We noticed that when the acrobats
worked on high trapezes there was a hook and line in their belts, so
that if they fell they would not be killed or injured, for, as our
Russian host said, it would be ridiculous to hurt a man just to give
the audience a thrill.

The pretty ladies and the gallant men did their spins and turns on
the high wires and on the trapezes. Then there were dog acts and
tumblers, and trained tigers, panthers, and leopards performed in a
steel cage that was let down over the ring. The audience loved it,
and all the while a circus band played away at the universal circus
music which does not change.

Best of all were the clowns. When they first came in, we noticed
that the audience was looking at us, and we soon found out why.
Their clowns are invariably Americans now. One is a rich Chicago
woman, and the Russian idea of what a rich Chicago woman looks
like is wonderful. The audience was waiting to see whether we
would be annoyed at this satire, but it was really very funny. And
just as some of our clowns wear long black beards, and carry
bombs, and are labeled Russians, so the Russian clowns labeled
themselves Americans. The audience laughed with delight. The rich
woman from Chicago wore red silk stockings and high-heeled
shoes covered with rhinestones, a ridiculous turban-like hat, and an
evening dress covered with bangles, which looked like a long, mis-
shapen nightgown, and she teetered across the ring, her artificial
stomach wobbling, while her husband postured and danced about,
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for he was a rich Chicago millionaire. The jokes must have been
very funny, although we couldn’t understand them, for the audi-
ence howled with laughter. And they seemed to be greatly relieved
that we did not resent the clowns. The clowns finished off rich
Chicago Americans and then went into a violent and very funny
version of the death of Desdemona, where Desdemona was not
strangled, but was almost beaten to death with a rubber knife.

It was a good circus. The children, sitting in the front seats, were
lost in circus dreams the way children are. The company is perma-
nent, it does not move about, and the circus goes on all year long,
with the exception of a little while in the summer.

The rain had stopped, so after the circus we went to a Kiev night
club, called the Riviera. It is on the cliff above the river, with an
open-air dance floor surrounded by tables, and the whole overlook-
ing the river, which flows away across the plain. The food was ex-
cellent. Good shashlik, and the inevitable caviar, and wines from
Georgia. And to our great relief the orchestra played Russian, and
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Ukrainian, and Georgtan music rather than bad American jazz. And
they played very well.

At our table we were joined by Alexander Korneichuk, the rank-
ing Ukrainian playwright, a man of great charm and humor. He and
Poltarazki began to tell old Ukrainian sayings, and the Ukrainians
are famous for them. Almost our favorite is “The best bird is the
sausage.” And then Korneichuk told a saying which I had always
believed was native to California. It is the description by a heavy
eater concerning the nature of the turkey, in which he says, “The
turkey is a very unsatisfactory bird, it is a little too much for one,
and not quite enough for two.” Apparently the Ukrainians have
been saying it for hundreds of years, and I thought it was invented
in my home town.

They taught us a toast in Ukrainian which we like: “Let us drink
to make people at home happy.” And they toasted again to peace,
always to peace. Both of these men had been soldiers, and both of
them had been wounded, and they drank to peace.
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Then Korneichuk, who had been to America once, said rather
sadly that he had been to Hyde Park, and there he had seen pictures
of Roosevelt and Churchill, of Roosevelt and De Gaulle, but there
he had seen no picture of Roosevelt and Stalin. And he said they
had been together, and they had worked together, and why in Hyde
Park had they removed the photographs of them?

The music grew faster and faster, and more and more people
came to dance, and colored lights were thrown on the floor, and far
below the river reflected the lights of the city.

Two Russian soldiers danced a wild dance together, a dance of
stamping boots and swinging hands, a dance of the war fronts.
Their heads were shaven, and their boots were highly polished.
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They danced madly, and red and green and blue lights flashed over
the dance floor.

The orchestra played a wild Georgian melody, and from one of
the tables a girl got up and danced all by herself. And she danced
peautifully, and no one else was on the floor while she was dancing.
Gradually a few people began clapping in rhythm to the music, and
then more, until there was a soft beat of clapping hands to her danc-
ing. And when the music stopped she went back to her table, and
there was no applause. There had been no exhibitionism in it, she
had simply wanted to dance.

With the soft music, the lights, and the peaceful river below, our
friends again began to speak of the war, as though it were a haunt-
ing thing they could never get very far from. They spoke of the
dreadful cold, before Stalingrad, where they had lain in the snow
and had not known how it would come out. They spoke of horrible
things they could not forget. Of how a man had warmed his hands
in the blood of a newly dead friend, so that he could pull the trigger
of his gun.

A poet came to our table, and he said, “I have a mother-in-law,
and when the war came to Rostov she would not leave because she
had an oriental rug that she treasured.” And he said, “We retreated,
and we fought the whole war, and we came back to Rostov. I went
to her place, and she was still there, and so was the oriental rug.”

“You know,” he said, “when an army moves into a city there are
many accidents, and many people are killed by mistake. And when
I went to my mother-in-law’s, and she came to the door, the
thought flashed through my mind, why shouldn’t she have an acci-
dent now? Why shouldn’t my gun go off by mistake?” And he fin-
ished, “It didn’t happen. And I have wondered why ever since.”

Capa had set up his cameras on the roof of the little pavilion; he
was photographing the dancers and he was happy. The orchestra
played a sad song from one of Korneichuk’s plays. It is the song of
the sailors of the Baltic. When they had to retreat, they sank their
ships, and this is a song of sadness and a requiem to their sunken
ships.
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CHAPTER §

IN THE MORNING WE looked up the date, and it was August 9. We
had been just nine days in the Soviet Union. But so many had been
our impressions and sights that it seemed like much more to us.

Capa awakens in the morning slowly and delicately, as a butter-
fly comes out of its chrysalis. For an hour after he awakens, he sits
in stunned and experimental silence, neither awake nor asleep. My
problem was to keep him from taking a book or a newspaper into
the bathroom, for then he would be there for at least an hour. I be-
gan to prepare three intellectual questions for him every morning,
questions in sociology, in history, in philosophy, in biology, ques-
tions designed to shock his mind into awareness that the day was
come.

On the first day of my experiment I asked him the following
questions: What Greek tragedian took part in the battle of Salamis?
How many legs has an insect? And, finally, what was the name of
the pope who sponsored and collected the Gregorian chants? Capa
sprang from his bed with a look of pain on his face, sat staring at the
window for a moment, and then rushed to the bathroom with a
copy of a Russian newspaper which he could not read. And he was
gone for an hour and a half.

Every morning, for two or three weeks, I prepared the questions
for him, and he never answered one of them, but he got to mutter-
ing to himself most of the day, and he complained bitterly that he
could not sleep in anticipation of the questions in the morning.
However, there was no evidence, except his word, that he could not
sleep. He claimed that the horror created in his mind by my ques-
tions had set him back intellectually forty years, or, roughly, to mi-
nus ten years.

Capa had stolen books in Moscow to bring along, three detective
stories, the Notebooks of Maxim Gorki, Vanity Fair, and a report of
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the United States Department of Agriculture for 1927. All these
books were returned to someone before we left Russia, but I am
quite sure they were not returned to their owners.

On this day, August 9, we went to the farm village called
Shevchenko. We called it in the future Shevchenko I, since another
farm village we subsequently visited was also called Shevchenko,
named after a much beloved Ukrainian national poet.

For a few miles our road was paved, and then we turned to the
right and went along a dirt road, cut and torn to pieces. We went
through pine forests and over a plain where vicious fighting had
taken place. Everywhere there was evidence of it. The pine trees
were ripped and ragged from machine-gun fire. There were
trenches and machine-gun placements, and even the roads were cut
and jagged by the tracks of tanks and pitted by shell fire. Here and
there lay rusting bits of military equipment, burned-out tanks, and
wrecked trucks. This country had been defended and lost, and the
counterattack had fought slowly over every inch of territory.

Shevchenko I has never been one of the best farms because its
land is not of the first quality, but before the war it was a fairly
prosperous village, a village of three hundred and sixty-two houses,
in other words, of three hundred and sixty-two families. It was a
going concern.

After the Germans passed over it, there were eight houses left,
and even those had the roofs burned off them. The people were
scattered and many of them killed, and the men were in the forest,
fighting as partisans, and God knows how the children took care of
themselves.

But after the war the people came back to their village. New
houses were springing up, and since it was harvest time, the houses
were built before and after work, and even at night, by the light of
lanterns. Men and women worked together to build their little
houses. The method was invariable: they built one room and they
lived in it until they could build another room. Since it is very cold
in the Ukraine in the winter, the houses are built like this: The walls
are of squared logs, mortised at the corners. To these logs heavy
laths are nailed, and then a thick plaster is applied inside and out to
turn the cold away.

There is a hall, which is a combination storeroom and entrance.
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From there one goes into the kitchen, a white plaster room, with a
brick oven and hearth for the cooking. That fireplace and oven is
raised about four feet above the floor, and in this the bread is baked,
the flat brown cakes of Ukrainian bread, which are very good.

Next to this is the communal room, with its dining table and its
decorations on the wall. This is the parlor, and it has the paper
flowers, the holy pictures, and the photographs of the dead. And on
the walls are the decorations of the soldiers who have come from
this family. The walls are white, and there are shutters on the win-
dows to be closed against the winter cold.

Opening off this room are one or two bedrooms, depending on
the size of the family. And since these people lost everything, the
bedding is whatever they can get now. Pieces of rug, and sheepskin,
anything to keep them warm. The Ukrainians are a clean people,
and their houses are immaculate.

Part of our misinformation had been that on the collective farms
the people lived in barracks. This was not true. Each family had its
house and a garden and an orchard where there were flowers, and
where there were large vegetable patches and beehives. And most of
these gardens were about an acre in extent. Since the Germans had
destroyed all the fruit trees, new trees were being planted, apple,
and pear, and cherry.

We went first to the new town council house, where we were
greeted by the manager, who had lost an arm in the fighting, and his
bookkeeper, who had just been demobilized from the Army and
was still in his uniform, and three elderly men of the farm council.
We told them that we knew how busy they were during the harvest,
but that we wanted to see part of the harvest ourselves.

They told us how it had been before, and how it was now. When
the Germans came, this farm had had seven hundred horned cattle,
and now there were only two hundred animals of all kinds. They
had had two large gasoline engines, two trucks, three tractors, and
two threshing machines. And now they had one small gasoline en-
gine and one small threshing machine. They had no local tractor. In
the plowing they drew one from the tractor station near by. They
had had forty horses, and now they had four.

The town had lost fifty men of fighting age and fifty others, of all
ages, and there were great numbers of crippled and maimed. Some
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of the children were legless and some had lost eyes. But the town,
which needed labor so dreadfully, tried to give every man work to
do that he could do. All the cripples who could work at all were put
to work, and it gave them a sense of importance and a place in the
life of the farm, so that there were few neurotics among the hurt
people.

They were not sad people. They were full of laughter, and jokes,
and songs.

The farm raised some wheat, and some millet, and some corn.
But it was a light, sandy land, and its main crops were cucumbers
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and potatoes, tomatoes and honey and sunflowers. A great deal of
sunflower-seed oil is used.

We went first to the fields where the women and the children
were harvesting cucumbers. They were divided into battalions and
were in competition with one another, each group trying to pick
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the most cucumbers. The lines of women were stretched across the
field, laughing and singing and shouting at one another. They were
dressed in long skirts and blouses and headcloths, and no one wore
shoes, for shoes are still too precious to use in the fields. The chil-
dren were dressed only in trousers, and their little bodies were
turning brown under the summer sun. Along the edges of the field
there were piles of picked cucumbers waiting for the trucks.

A little boy named Grischa, who wore an ornamental hat made
of marsh grass, ran up to his mother and cried with wonder, “But
these Americans are people just like us!”

Capa’s cameras caused a sensation. The women shouted at him,
and then fixed their kerchiefs, and settled their blouses, the way
women do all over the world before they are photographed.

There was one woman, with an engaging face and a great laugh,
whom Capa picked out for a portrait. She was the village wit. She
said, “I am not only a great worker, I am twice widowed, and many
men are afraid of me now.” And she shook a cucumber in the lens
of Capa’s camera.
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And Capa said, “Perhaps you’d like to marry me now?”

She rolled back her head and howled with laughter. “Now you,
look!” she said. “If God had consulted the cucumber before he
made man, there would be less unhappy women in the world.” The
whole field roared with laughter at Capa.

They were lively, friendly people, and they made us taste the cu-
cumbers and the tomatoes for quality. The cucumber is a very im-
portant vegetable. It is salted, and the resulting pickles are used all
winter. And green tomatoes are salted too, and these are the salads
for the people when the cold and the snow come. These, together
with cabbages and turnips, are the winter vegetables. And although
the women laughed and talked, and called to us, they did not stop
working, for this is a good harvest, seventy per cent better than last
year, the first really good harvest since 1941, and they have great
hopes from it.

We moved on to a flowered meadow where there were hundreds
of beehives, and a little tent where the beekeeper lived. The air was
filled with the soft roar of bees working in the clover of the
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meadow. And the old bearded beekeeper came walking rapidly to-
ward us, with nets to put over our faces. We put them on and
shoved our hands in our pockets. The bees buzzed angrily about us,

The old beckeeper opened his hives and showed us the honey.
He had been a beekeeper for thirty years, he said, and he was very
proud. For many years he had kept bees without knowing much
about bees. But now he was reading and studying. And he had 3
great treasure, he had six new queens. He said they came from
California. And I judged from his description that they were some
California variant of the Italian black. He said he was very happy
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with his new bees. He said that they would be more frost resistant,
and that they would work earlier and later in the season.

Then he took us into his little tent and closed the flaps, and he
cut great slices of the good black sour rye bread of the Ukraine, and
put honey on it, and gave it to us to eat. The deep hum of the bees
came from outside. And later he opened the hives again and
brought out handfuls of bees without fear, as most beekeepers do.
But he warned us not to uncover ourselves, for the bees do not like
strangers.

From there we went to a field where they were threshing wheat.
The equipment was pitifully inadequate. There was an old one-
cylinder gas engine running an ancient threshing machine, and their
blower they turned by hand. And here again we noticed the short-
age of men. There were so many more women than men, and of the
men who were there so many were crippled. The engineer who op-
erated the gas engine had all the fingers on one hand gone.

Since the land was not very good, the yield in wheat was not
high. The grain came pouring out of the threshing machine on to a
large canvas. Children were stationed at the edge of the canvas so
that any grains which happened to jump off and fall into the dirt
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could be put back, for every grain was precious. The clouds had
been piling up all morning, and now a sprinkle of rain started. The
people rushed up with cloths to cover the pile of wheat.

An argument was going on among several of the men, and
Poltarazki translated to us softly. It seemed that they were arguing
as to who was to invite us to lunch. One man had the larger table,
and the wife of another had baked that morning. One man claimed
that his house was just finished, and it was new, and he should be
the man to be the host. And so they agreed. But this man had very
little to eat from. The rest should contribute glasses, and plates, and
wooden spoons. And when it was decided that his house would be
used, the women of his house hiked up their skirts and trotted for
the village.

Since we have come back from Russia, probably the remark we
have heard most is “I guess they put on a show for you; I guess they
really fixed it up for you. They didn’tshow you the real thing.” The
people in this village did put on a show for us. They put on the
same kind of show a Kansas farmer would put on for a guest. They
did the same thing that our people do, so that Europeans say “The
Americans live on chicken.”

They really put on a show for us. They came dirty from the
fields, and they bathed and put on their best clothes, and the
women got out from the trunks headcloths that were clean and
fresh. They washed their feet and put on boots, and they put on
freshly laundered skirts and blouses. Little girls collected flowers
and arranged them in bottles and brought them into the clean par-
lor. And delegations of children from other houses came in with
water glasses, and plates, and spoons. One woman brought a jar of
her special pickles, and the vodka bottles from all over the village
were contributed. And a man brought a bottle of Georgian cham-
pagne, saved for heaven knows what great occasion.

In the kitchen the women put on a show too. The fire roared in
the new white oven, and the flat cakes of good rye bread were bak-
ing, and the eggs were frying, and the borscht bubbling. Outside
the rain poured down, so we didn’t feel bad, for we were not inter-
fering with their work in harvest time, they couldn’t have been
working with the grain anyway.

In one corner of the parlor, which is the communal room, there
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was an icon, a Mary and Jesus, framed and gilded, under a canopy
of hand-made lace. They must have buried these things when the
Germans came, for the icon was old. There was an enlarged tinted
photograph of the great-grandparents. This family had lost two
sons in the Army, and their pictures were on another wall, in their
uniforms, looking very young, and very stern, and very countrified.

A number of men came into the parlor, and they were neatly
dressed, and cleaned, and washed, and they had shaved and they
had on their boots. In the fields they didn’t wear boots.

Little girls came running through the rain, carrying aprons full of
small apples and little pears.

The host was about fifty, with high cheekbones, and blond hair,
and wide-set blue eyes. His face was weather-beaten. And he wore
the tunic and broad leather belt of the partisan fighter. His face was
drawn as though somewhere he had received a terrible wound.
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At last the meal was ready. Ukrainian borscht, which is a meal in
jtself, and hard fried eggs with bacon, fresh tomatoes and fresh cu-
cumbers and sliced onions, and the hot flat cakes of sweet rye, and
honey, and fruit, and sausages, were all put on the table at once.
And then the host filled the glasses with pepper vodka, a vodka in
which pepper grains have been soaked so that it has an aromatic
taste. And then he called his wife and his two grown daughters-in-
law, the widows of his dead sons, to the table. And he handed each
of them a glass of vodka.

The mother of the family made the first toast. She said, “May
God bring you every good.” And we all drank to her. We ate
hugely, and it was very good.

Our host proposed a toast that we were beginning to know very
well—the toast to peace among the peoples of the world. It is odd
that there was rarely a little personal toast. The toasts were usually
to larger things than individual futures. We proposed the health of
the family and the prosperity of the farm. And a large man at the
end of the table stood up and drank to the memory of Franklin D.
Roosevelt.

We were beginning to understand the quality of Roosevelt’s
memory in the world, and the great sense of tragedy at his death.
And I remembered a story that I had heard one time. Within a week
of the death of Lincoln, the news of his death had penetrated even
to the middle of Africa, sometimes on the drums, and sometimes
carried by runners. The news traveled that a world tragedy had
taken place. And it seems to us that it does not matter what the
Roosevelt-haters think or say, it doesn’t even matter, actually, what
Roosevelt was in the flesh. What does matter is that his name is
throughout the world a symbol of wisdom, and kindness, and un-
derstanding. In the minds of little people all over the world he has
ceased to be a man and has become a principle. And those men who
attack him now, and attack his memory, do not hurt his name at all,
but simply define themselves as the mean, the greedy, the selfish,
and the stupid. Roosevelt’s name is far beyond the reach of small
minds and dirty hands.

When the meal was over, there came the time we were beginning
to expect. The time of questions. But this time it was more interest-
ing to us, because they were the questions of farmers about farmers
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and about farms. Again it was clear to us that peoples have a curious
composite idea of one another. The question “How does a farmer
live in America?” is impossible to answer. What kind of farm? And
where? And it is difficult for our people to imagine Russia, with
every possible climate from arctic to tropic, with many different
races and languages.

These farmers did not even speak Russian, they spoke Ukrainian,
“How does a farmer live in America?” they asked. And we tried to
explain that there are many different kinds of farms in America, as
there are in Russia. There are little five-acre farms, with one mule to
work them, and there are great co-operative farms that operate like
the state farms of Russia, except that the state does not own them.
There are farm communities rather like this village, where the social
life is somewhat the same, except that the land is not owned com-
munally. One hundred acres of good bottom land in America is
worth a thousand acres of poor land. And this they understood
very well, because they are farmers themselves. They had just never
thought of America that way.

They wanted to hear about American farm machinery, for that is
what they need the most. They asked about combines and seed
drills, about cotton-pickers and fertilizer spreaders; about the de-
velopment of new crops, of cold-resistant grains and rust-resistant
wheat; about tractors and how much they cost. Could a man run-
ning a small farm afford to buy one?

The farmer at the end of the table told us with pride how the So-
viet government lends money to farms, and lends money at very
low interest to people who want to build houses on their farms. He
told how farm information is available under the Soviet govern-
ment.

We said that the same thing is true in America, and this they had
never heard of. They had never heard of the farm loans or of the im-
portant work that is done by our Department of Agriculture. It was
all news to them. As a matter of fact, they seemed to think that they
had invented the system themselves.

Across the road a man and woman were working in the rain,
raising the timbers for their roof-tree to the top of newly built
walls. And on the road the children were driving the cows in from
pasturage to the barns.
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The women in their clean headcloths leaned through the kitchen
door and listened to the conversation. And the conversation turned
1o foreign policies. The questions were sharp.

One farmer asked, “What would the American government do if
the Soviet government loaned money and military aid to Mexico,
with the avowed purpose of preventing the spread of democracy?”

And we thought for a while and we said, “Well, we imagine we
would declare war.”

And he said, “But you have loaned money to Turkey, which is
on our border, with the purpose of preventing the spread of our
system. And we have not declared war.”

And our host said, “It seems to us that the American people are
democratic people. Can you explain to us why the American gov-
ernment has as its friends reactionary governments, the govern-
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ments of Franco and Trujillo, the military dictatorship of Turkey,
and the corrupt monarchy of Greece?”

We could not answer their questions because we didn’t know
enough, and because we are not in the confidence of our makers of
foreign policy. We told them instead what was being asked in
America: the questions about the domination of the Balkans by
Communist parties; the questions about, and the denunciations of,
the use of the veto by the Russians in the United Nations; the ques-
tions about the denunciation of America by the Russian press.

These things seemed to balance each other—they knew no more
about their foreign policy than we knew about ours. There was no
animosity in their questions, only wonder. Finally our host stood
up, and he raised his glass, and he said, “Somewhere in all of this
there must be an answer, and there must be an answer quickly. Let
us drink to the hope that the answer may be found, for the world
needs peace, needs peace very badly.” And he pointed to the two
who were struggling with the heavy beams to build a roof, and he
said, “This winter those two will have a house for the first time
since 1941. They must have peace, they want their house. They have
three small children who have never had a house to live in. There
cannot be in the world anyone so wicked as to want to put them
back in holes under the ground. But that is where they have been
living.”

The host opened the champagne and poured a little of the pre-
cious fluid into each of our glasses. The table had become very
quiet. We raised our glasses, and no one made a toast. We drank the
champagne without speaking. After a while we thanked our hosts
and drove away through the war-scarred country. And we won-
dered whether our host was right, whether there really were people
in the world who wanted to destroy the new little houses again, and
put the children in caves under the ground.

We slept long the next morning, and when we awakened we dis-
cussed the day on the farm, and Capa got his exposed films put
away. We were invited to lunch at the house of Alexander Kornei-
chuk and his wife, Wanda Wasilewska, a Polish poetess who is
known in America. They live in a pleasant house with a large gar-
den behind it. Luncheon was served on the porch, under a great
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vine that shaded it. Behind the porch was a square of flowers, roses
and flowering trees, and behind that a very large vegetable garden.

Wanda Wasilewska had prepared the luncheon. It was delicious,
and there was a great deal of it. There was a vegetable caviar made
of eggplant, a fish from the Dnieper cooked in a tomato sauce,
strange-tasting stuffed eggs, and with this an aged vodka, yellow
and very fine. Then came strong, clear chicken soup, and little fried
chickens, rather like our Southern-fried chicken, except that they
were dipped in bread crumbs first. Then there was cake, and coffee,
and liqueur, and last Korneichuk brought out Upmann cigars in
aluminum cases.

It was a beautiful lunch. The sun was warm, and the garden was
lovely. And as we sat with the cigars and liqueur, the talk turned to
relations with the United States. Korneichuk had been part of a cul-
tural delegation to the United States. On their arrival in New York
he and his delegation had been fingerprinted and made to register as
agents of a foreign power. The fingerprinting had outraged them,
and so they had returned home without carrying out the visit. For,
as Korneichuk said, “With us, fingerprinting is only for criminals.
We did not fingerprint you. You have not been photographed or
forced to register.”

We tried to explain then that according to our rule the people of
a communist or a socialist state are all employees of the govern-
ment, and that all employees of foreign governments are required to
register.

And he answered, “England has a socialist government, and you
don’t make every Englishman register, nor do you fingerprint
them.”

Since both Korneichuk and Poltarazki had been soldiers, we
- asked them about the fighting which had gone on in the area. And
Poltarazki told a story which is very hard to forget. He told of be-
ing with a Russian patrol which was sent to attack a German out-
post. And he said that they had been so long getting there, and the
snow had been so deep, and the cold so severe, that when they fi-
nally made their attack, their hands and their arms and their legs
were stiff.

“We had nothing to fight with, except one thing,” he said. “That
was our teeth. I dreamed about that afterward. It was so horrible.”
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After luncheon we went to the river, and hired a little motor-
boat, and cruised about under the cliff of Kiev and across to the flat
sandy beach where hundreds of people were bathing and lying in
the sun. Whole families in colored bathing suits were turning
brown on the white sand. And there were many little sailboats on
the river, tacking back and forth. There were excursion boats too,
loaded with people.

We took off our clothes, and jumped over the side of the boat,
and swam around in our shorts. The water was warm and pleasant.
It was Sunday and very gay. In the gardens on the cliffs, and in the
town, people swarmed. Music was playing in the orchestra shells on
top of the cliff. And many young couples walked arm in arm along
the river.

In the evening we went back to the Riviera, the dancing place on
the cliff, and we watched the night come down over the huge level
Ukraine with the silver river twisting away.

There were many more dancers this evening because it was Sun-
day. And some of them danced almost professionally well. The or-
chestra played its usual gypsy, and Georgian, and Russian, and
Jewish, and Ukrainian songs. In our honor they did a version of “In
the Mood,” which was a shattering affair. It was two-thirds over
before we recognized it at all. But it was played with great vigor.

The open-air dancing platform was surrounded by a rich hedge
of some flowering plant. And in a little cave in this hedge a small
boy hid—a little beggar. He would creep out of his cave of flowers
and come to the table and beg a little money to go to the movies.

The manager came over and said, “He is our steadiest customer,
and he is very rich.”

He drove the little boy away gently, but the moment the man-
ager had moved away, he came back and got his money for the
movies.

More and more people came to the club, and it was quite
crowded. At about ten o’clock a fight started, a rushing, striking,
running fight, among a number of young men. But it was not about
a girl. It was about soccer, which is a very serious business for the
Ukrainians. The men of Kiev feel as strongly about their soccer
team as do the Brooklynites about their baseball. The fight raged
over the platform for a moment, and then it settled down, and
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everyone went to a table and had a drink and settled the problem,

We walked back through the parkway. Hundreds of people were
still sitting and listening to the music of the orchestras. Capa begged
me not to ask him any questions in the morning.

There is an institution here which would be good for us. In the
hotels and restaurants, well displayed, there is a complaint book
with a pencil on it, and you can write any complaint that you wan
against the service, or the management, or the arrangements, and
you needn’t sign it. At intervals an inspector comes around to look
over the restaurants, and all public services, and if there are enough
complaints against any one man, or against the manager, or against
the service, there is a reorganization. One complaint is not taken
very seriously, but if the same complaint is repeated a number of
times, 1t 1s.

And there is another book in the Soviet Union, which we were
coming to view with a certain amount of terror. It is the impression
book. Whether you have visited a factory, a museum, an art gallery,
a bakery, or even a building project, there is invariably an impres-
sions book in which you must set down what you think about what
you have seen. And usually, by the time you come to the book, you
don’t know what you have seen. Itis a book obviously intended for
compliments. The shock would be great if the remarks and the im-
pressions were not complimentary. Impressions, with me at least,
require a little time to cook up. They are not full grown immedi-
ately.

We had asked to go to another farm, one on richer land than the
one we had seen, and one that had not been as badly destroyed by
the Germans. And the next morning we started for it, in another di-
rection from Kiev than the first farm we had visited. Our car was a
pre-war Ziss. And as we had driven in it, it had grown progressively
more decrepit. Its springs no longer sprang very much, its gears
groaned and clattered, its rear end howled like a dying wolf.

We had become interested in the drivers we got. Being a chauf-
feur is not a servant’s job in the Soviet Union at all, but a well-paid
and dignified position. The men are mechanics, and nearly all of
them have been soldiers—either tank-drivers or pilots. Our driver
in Kiev was a serious man who was nursing his dying automobile
like a child. None of the new cars had come in from Moscow yet,
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and no one knew when they would arrive. Every piece of rolling
stock had to be kept going long after it should have been sent to the
junk heap.

As a car, our vehicle in Kiev didn’t amount to much, but as a wa-
ter heater it was magnificent. We stopped every three miles and
glled the radiator from ditches, from little streams, from water
holes, and the car promptly turned it into steam. Our driver finally
left his water bucket on the front bumper, ready for use.

We went about twenty kilometers on a mildly paved road, and
then turned left into gently rolling country. The road was no road
at all, but a series of wheel tracks, and since it had rained, the trick
was to find the wheel tracks least recently used. In the depressions
between the rolls of land there were small ponds, with white herons
and storks strolling around their edges. We nursed our boiling car
between the ponds, and at each one stopped and let it steam a while,
and filled it with fresh water.

Our driver said he had been a pilot during the war as well as a
tank-driver. He had one very great gift, he could sleep at any time,
and for any length of time. If we stopped the car for five minutes,
he went to sleep, and immediately awakened when he was called,
wide awake and ready to go. He could sleep for twelve hours and
awaken the same way. I remembered the gunners in our bombers
who had developed the same gift by sleeping on the way to their
targets and on their way home.

We arrived at the farm and village about noon. And this farm
was also named Shevchenko. We had to call it Shevchenko II. It was
very different from the first farm we had seen, for the land was rich
and versatile, and the town had not been destroyed. The Germans
had been surrounded here. They had killed all the animals, but had
not had time to destroy the village. This farm had raised a great
many horses, and when the Germans were finally captured, all the
horses and cows, chicken and geese and ducks, were dead. It is hard
to imagine these Germans. Hard to imagine what went on in their
heads, what their thinking process was, these sad, destructive, hor-
rible children.

The manager of Shevchenko II had been a partisan fighter of
note, and he still wore his brown tunic and belt. He was blue-eyed
and had iron lines along his jaws.
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This was a farm of over twelve hundred people, and a great many
of its men were killed. The manager told us, “We can rebuild what
houses we lost, and we can raise more animals, but we cannot get
our men back, and we cannot give new arms and new legs to our
maimed people.”

We saw very few artificial limbs in the Soviet Union where so
many are needed. Perhaps this industry has not been developed as
yet, but it is surely one of the most necessary ones, for many thou-
sands of people have lost arms and legs.

Shevchenko II is a thriving farm. The land is rich and rolling,
The crops are wheat and rye and corn. There was a late freeze last
spring, and part of the winter wheat was frozen. The people rushed
to the earth and prepared it for corn, so that the land would not be
lost for the year. And it is good corn land. The stalks stand eight or
nine feet high, and the ears are big and full-bodied.

We went out to a threshing machine in the fields where the bat-
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talions of people were working with wheat. It was a very large farm,
and all over in the distance we could see the people working with
scythes, for there were only one small reaper and one small tractor
on this farm. Most of the grain was being cut by hand and bound by
hand. The people were working furiously. They laughed and talked,
but they never paused in their work. And not only were they in
competition, but this has been their biggest year for a long time, and
they wanted to get the grain in, for their prosperity depends en-
tirely on this.

We went to see the granary where the produce is stored, the bins
of sesame for oil, the rye and the wheat. The grain was being dis-
tributed: so much for the state, so much put aside for the new plant-
ing, and the rest distributed to the people of the community.

The village itself is laid out around the village pond, where peo-
ple swim, wash their clothes, and water the horses. Little naked
boys were riding horses into the pond and swimming them about to
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get them cleaned. The public buildings are grouped around the
pond: the club, which has a small stage and a dancing space and
seats; the mill where the local grain is ground; and the office where
accounts are kept and letters received. In this office there is a radio-
receiver, with a loud-speaker on the roof. The loud-speakers in all
the houses in the village are wired to this master set. This is an elec-
trified village, it has lights and it has motors.

The houses of the people with their gardens and orchards
climbed up over the small round hills. It was a very pretty little vil-
lage. The houses were white with new plaster, and the gardens were
green and rich, the tomatoes red on the vines, and the corn very
high around the houses.

The house where we were to be guests was on the top of the rise,
so that we could overlook the rolling country, the fields, and the or-
chards. It was a house like all the rest, like most of the Ukrainian
farmhouses—an entranceway, a kitchen, two bedrooms, and a par-
lor. It was newly plastered. Even the floors were clean new plas-
tered. The house had a sweet smell of new clay.

Our host was a strong, smiling man of about fifty-five or sixty.
His wife, Mamuchka, was just what her name implied. She was the
hardest-working woman I have ever seen.

They welcomed us to the house and gave us the parlor for our
own. The walls were plastered in pale blue, and on the table there
were bottles covered with pink paper, in which were paper flowers
of all colors.

There was obviously more prosperity in this village than in
Shevchenko I. The icon was larger and it was covered with lace of
pale blue to match the walls. This had not been a large family. There
had been only one son, and his picture was very large on the parlor
wall, a tinted photograph, and they only mentioned him once.

The mother said, “Graduated in bio-chemistry in 1940, mobi-
lized in 1941, killed in 1941.”

Mamuchka’s face was very bleak when she said it, and it was the
only time she mentioned him, and he was her only son.

Near one wall was an old Singer sewing-machine, covered with a
piece of cheesecloth, and against another wall, a narrow bed with a
rug for blanket. In the center of the room stood a long table, with
benches on either side. It was very hot in the house. The windows
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would not open. We decided that if we could, without seeming to
be discourteous, we would sleep in the barn. For the nights were
cool and delightful outside; inside the house we would smother.

We went into the yard and washed ourselves, and then dinner
was ready.

Mamuchka is a very famous cook in the village, and a very good
one. Her meals were unbelievable. Supper that night began with
water glasses of vodka, with pickles and home-baked black bread,
and Ukrainian shashlik which Mamuchka made very well. There
was a great bowl of tomatoes, and onions and cucumbers; there
were little fried cakes, full of sour cherries, on which honey was
poured, a national dish and delicious. There was fresh milk, and tea,
and then more vodka. We ate far too much. We ate the little cherry
cakes and honey until our eyes popped.

It was beginning to get dark, and we thought this was the last
meal of the day.

In the evening we walked down through the village to the club
house. As we passed the pond a boat came across it, and there was
music in the boat, a curious music. The instruments were a bal-
alaika, a little drum with a small cymbal, and a concertina, and this
was the dance music of the village. The players moved across the lit-
tle lake in the boat and landed in front of the club house.

It was quite a large building, the club. It had a small stage, and in
front of the stage were tables with chess boards and checker boards,
and then a dancing space, and then rows and rows of benches for
spectators.

There were very few people in the club when we went in, only a
few chess players. We learned that the young people come back
from the fields, and have their supper, and then rest for an hour,
even sleep for an hour, before they come to the club.

The stage was set up for a little play that night. There were big
pots of flowers on a table, and two chairs, and, upstage, a large por-
trait of the President of the Ukrainian Republic. The little three-
piece orchestra came in, and set up its instruments, and began to
play. The young people drifted in, strong girls, their faces washed
and shiny. Only a few young men came.

The girls danced together. They wore bright print dresses, and
head-cloths of colored silk and wool, and their feet were almost in-
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variably bare. And they danced with fury. The music had a rapid
beat, accentuated by drum and cymbal. The bare feet beat the floor,
The boys stood around and watched.

We asked a girl why she did not dance with the boys. She said,
“They are good for marrying, but there are so few of them since the
war that a girl only gets into trouble if she dances with them. Be-
sides, they are very bashful.” And then she laughed and went back
to her dancing.

There were so few of them, young men of marriageable age.
There were very young boys, but the men who should have
been there dancing with the girls were dead.

The energy of these girls was unbelievable. All day they had been
working in the fields, since daylight in fact, and yet after one hour
of sleep they were prepared to dance all night. The men at the chess
tables played on, unmoved and unbothered by the noise that went
on around them.

Meanwhile the company which was to play was preparing the
stage, and Capa was setting up his lights to photograph the play. It
seemed to us that the girls were a little impatient when the music
stopped. They did not want to stop dancing for the play.

It was a little propaganda play, and it was naive and charming.
The story was as follows: There is a girl on a farm, but she is a lazy
girl, and she does not want to work. She wants to go to a town, and
paint her nails, and use lipstick, and be decadent and degraded. As
the play opens, she is engaged in an argument with a good girl, a girl
who is a brigade-leader, a girl who is honored for her great work in
the fields. The girl who wants to paint her nails slouches around the
stage and is obviously no good, whereas the other, the brigade-
leader, stands very straight, with her hands at her sides, and
declaims her lines. The third member of the cast is a heroic tractor-
driver, and the interesting thing is that he really is a tractor-driver,
and the play had been held up an hour and a half while he fixed the
tractor he had been working with all day. The heroic tractor-driver
had one dramatic trick, and only one—he delivered his lines pacing
back and forth across the stage, smoking cigarettes.

Now the tractor-driver is in love with the girl who wants to
paint her nails. He is really in love with her, and he is in grave dan-
ger of losing his soul to her. In fact, as the play progresses, it is ob-
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vious that he is almost ready to throw up his job driving a tractor
and helping the economy of the people, to move into a city and get
an apartment and live softly with the nail-painting girl. But the
brigade-leader, standing very straight, delivers a lecture to him.

It does no good. He is obviously distraught, and he is very much
in love with the slovenly, no-good girl. He does not know what to
do. Shall he give up the girl he loves, or shall he follow her to town
and become a bum?

Now the decadent girl goes off stage, leaving the brigade-leader
with the tractor-driver. And the brigade-leader, with feminine wile,
tells the tractor-driver that this girl does not really love him. She
only wants to marry him because he is such an eminent tractor-
driver, and she would soon be sick of him. The tractor-driver does
not believe this, and so the brigade-leader says with a flash of inspi-
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ration, “I have it. You pretend to make love to me, and when she
sees us you will find how much she loves you.”

This new idea is accepted. The nail-painter makes an entrance to
find the tractor-driver holding the brigade-leader in his arms, and,
lo and behold, not what you would expect happens, for the slovenly
girl decides that she will become a worker in socialist economy. She
will stay on the farm. She turns her fury on the brigade-leader. She
says, “I will form my own brigade, not only you can be so eminent
and decorated. I myself will become a brigade-leader and wear dec-
orations.”

This solves the tractor-driver’s problems both amorous and eco-
nomic, and the play closes with everybody feeling pretty good
about the whole thing.
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This is the story of the play, but this is not how it really came
off. The tractor-driver had only made four or five paces across the
stage, and the story had only opened, when Capa discharged his
flash bulbs to take his first picture. This broke the play wide open.
The nail-painting girl retired behind a bunch of ferns and didn’t
come out for the rest of the scene. The tractor-driver forgot his
lines. The brigade-leader stumbled and tried to pick up the play,
and failed. The rest of the play was done like an echo. The actors re-
peated the lines given by the prompter, so that one had a double
version. Every time they nearly got their lines again, Capa set off
new flash bulbs and threw them.

The audience was delighted. It applauded wildly every time the
flash bulbs went off.

The decadent girl’s light nature was indicated both with red nail
polish and with strings of glass beads and shiny jewelry. The flash
bulbs made her so nervous that she broke her beads and spilled
them all over the stage. The play fell apart completely.

We wouldn’t have known what it was about, except that the
prompter, who was also a teacher, explained it to us later. And
the curtain was finally drawn with tumultuous applause. We had
the feeling that the audience preferred this version to any they had
seen of this play. When it was over, they sang two Ukrainian songs.

The girls wanted to dance. They were restless, and soon the or-
chestra took up its position again and the whirling dances went on.
They were only persuaded by the manager that they should go to
bed. It was already a quarter of two, and they had to get up at five-
thirty in the morning to work in the fields. But they were reluctant
to leave, and they would have danced all night if they had been per-
mitted to.

By the time we had climbed the hill it was two-thirty, and we
were ready to go to bed. But this was not Mamuchka’s plan. She
must have started cooking the moment we left, after having finished
what we thought was supper. The long table was laid, and the food
was piled upon it. And at two-thirty in the morning we had the fol-
lowing meal: glasses of vodka, and pickles and cucumbers again,
and fried fish which had been caught in the village pond, and little
fried cakes and honey again, and a beautiful potato soup.

We were dying of overeating and lack of sleep. The house was
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very hot, and the room uncomfortable. Also we had found out tha;
the narrow bed Capa and I were supposed to occupy was Ma-
muchka’s bed, so we asked permission to sleep in the barn.

They spread new hay for us and put a rug over it, and we lay
down to sleep. We left the door open, and it was silently closed.
Apparently the fear of night air is here, as it is in most of Europe.
We waited a while before we got up and opened the door, but again
it was closed very softly. They were not going to let us hurt our-
selves by exposure to night air.

The hay in the little barn was sweet. Rabbits in a cage against the
wall rustled and nibbled in the dark. On the other side of the mud
wall a few pigs grunted comfortably, and Lubka, the cow, stirred in
her sleep.

Lubka is the new cow, and not as well liked by Mamuchka as the
old cow was. She says she doesn’t know why she sold her old cow.
That was Katushka, an affectionate form of Katharina. She loved
Katushka very much, and she does not know why she sold her.
Lubka is a nice cow, but she hasn’t the personality, nor does she
give quite as much milk as Katushka did. Every morning the village
children come by to take the cows to pasture for the day, and
Lubka goes out to join the herd, and there is Katushka in the herd.
And every evening, when the cows come back, each one turning of
its own accord into its own yard, Katushka tries to come into this
yard, she still wants to come to her old home, and Mamuchka
speaks to her for a little while, then drives her out of the yard.

And she says, “I must have been crazy to sell Katushka. Of
course, Lubka is a younger cow, and she will probably live longer,
but she i is not as nice a cow, she is not as generous a cow as Katha-
rina was.”

The night was so short as to be practically nonexistent. We
closed our eyes, turned once, and it was gone. And there were peo-
ple walking about in the yard beside the barn, the cows were being
led out, the pigs were squealing and grumbling in anticipation of
breakfast. I don’t know when Mamuchka slept. She could hardly
have slept at all, for she had been up for hours cooking breakfast.

Capa gave trouble about getting up. He didn’t want to do it. But
he was finally lifted out of the hay. He sat on a log and stared into
space for a long time.
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The breakfast must be set down in detail because there has never
been anything like it in the world. First came a water glass of vodka,
then, for each person, four fried eggs, two huge fried fish, and three
glasses of milk; then a dish of pickles, and a glass of homemade
cherry wine, and black bread and butter; and then a full cup of
honey, and two more glasses of milk, and we finished with another
glass of vodka. It sounds incredible that we ate all that for breakfast,
but we did, and it was all good, but we felt heavy and a little sick af-
terward.

We thought we were up early, but the village had been in the
fields since the first dawn. We went to the fields where they were
reaping the rye. The men with long scythes walking in a line, cut-
ting a great swath. Behind them came the women who bound the
grain into bundles with ropes of twisted straw, and after them the
children who gleaned the grain, who picked up every straw and
every head, so that none was wasted. They worked doggedly, for
this is their busiest time. Capa moved about taking pictures, and
they looked up and smiled and went back to work. There was no
pause. This people worked this way for thousands of years, and
then for a little while they were mechanized, and now they have
had to go back to hand labor until they can build new machinery.

We visited the mill where they grind the grain for their bread,
and went to the office where the records of the farm are kept.

On the edge of the village they were building a brickworks, for it
is their idea to have every house of brick, and every roof of tile, for
the fire hazard of the thatch has impressed them very deeply. They
are glad that they have peat and clay to make the bricks on the
grounds. And when their village is rebuilt, they said, they would
sell bricks to the neighboring farms. The brickworks will be done
before the winter, and when they cannot work on the land they will
make bricks. Piles of peat are under roof now for burning.

At noon we stopped in to see a family at lunch: mother, and fa-
ther, and two children. They had a great bowl of vegetable and meat
soup in the middle of the table, and each member of the family had
a wooden spoon which he dipped into the central bowl. And they
had a large bowl of sliced tomatoes, and a big flat loaf of bread, and
a pitcher of milk. These people seemed to be eating very well, and
we could tell what the process of good eating was by looking at the
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leather belts around the tunics of the men, for the lines of other

ears were on the belts, and now the belts were extended and the
old lines were back two, three, and four inches, where the buckle
had made its mark in the past.

Mamuchka must have cleared away the breakfast dishes and
started immediately to cook again. By four-thirty in the afternoon
she had prepared a banquet. This was her little state dinner. She was
very proud of her ability, and the village was very proud of her,
which is probably one of the reasons she was our hostess. At this
dinner the leaders of the village were her guests. There were present
at the table the president of the farm, the agricultural expert, called
agronome, and his wife, a pretty woman, who was the teacher and
dramatic coach, the manager of the farm, the male schoolteacher,
the father and mother of course, and us. And if we had thought the
other meals were huge, this one outdid them all. There was a great
carafe of vodka on the table, and we were very tired of vodka, and
our stomachs were very weak. We began with black bread, pickles,
tomatoes, and vodka, and then there was Ukrainian borscht with
sour cream, and a huge stew of meat, cooked in some way so that
the spices had gone into the potatoes themselves. And there were
little cakes, and honey, and milk. When a plate became only half
empty, Mamuchka filled it up again. She nearly fed us to death.

Then the president of the farm made a little speech of welcome,
and we made a little speech of thanks. And then they asked if we
would mind answering a few questions, because we were the first
Americans who had ever come to that farm, and they had a great
curiosity about our country. They would like to know some things
about it. We told them that America was a huge country, and we
knew only a little of it, and possibly many of the questions we
wouldn’t know the answers to, but we would try. Then the agricul-
tural expert asked us about farming. What crops are grown, and
where are they grown? And whether there are experiments with
seeds, and do we have stations where experiments are carried on?
And are there agricultural schools? He said that every collective
farm in the Soviet Union has fields set aside for experiments with
soils and seeds, and did we have things like that? And he asked
whether the government helped farmers with money and with ad-
vice. This question had been asked before, and it was always a little
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surprising to them when we told of the work our government doeg
with agriculture, not only our federal government, but our state
governments. Then the farm manager asked how much land it took
to support a family in America, and what its income was in relation
to food, and medicine, and clothing; and what equipment there
would be likely to be on an American farm, what machinery, and
what stock. And he asked what care is being taken of our veterans,

Then the schoolteacher asked us about our government. He
wanted to know about the Supreme Court, and how the President
is elected, and how the Congress is elected. He asked whether the
President has the power to lead the country into war, and what
power has the State Department, and how close is the government
to the people.

We answered that we did not think the President has very great
power, but he may have an oblique power, we didn’t know. And
they wanted to know what kind of a man Truman is, and we didn’t
know that. And our host spoke of Roosevelt. He said he was
greatly loved by the people of Russia, and trusted, and he said that
his death was like the death of a father.

And he asked, “Did you know him? Did you ever meet him?”

And I said, “Yes.”

And he said, “Tell about it, how did he speak, and what was his
manner? Could you tell some little stories about him that we can
understand?”

Then the agronome asked about atomic power, not as a bomb,
but if anything constructive would be done with nuclear fission in
America.

And we said, “We don’t know. We think so. We think already
many things are being done and many experiments are being made
for the use of this power, and also for the use of by-products of fis-
sion for medical research. We know that this new thing could
change the world if it were properly used, and also it could change
the world if it were improperly used.”

Then the people around the table spoke of the future of their
farm. In a year or two it would be electrified and mechanized. They
are very proud of this farm. Soon, they said, the new tractors would
begin to come in, and before very long the people of the village
would be well fed and well housed, and then the people would not
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have to work so dreadfully hard. “Come back in a year,” they said,
“and see how we have progressed. We will be starting to build brick
houses, and our club will be of brick, and our roofs will be of tile,
and life will not be so hard.”

Our driver had been sleeping almost solidly ever since we had
arrived. He was a wonderful man with sleep. Now we awakened
him, and he got his car running on about four cylinders out of
el ht.

g\We said our good-bys. The manager of the farm and the
agronome rode with us to the crossroads to see us off. The manager
asked us to send some of the pictures we had taken of the farm, for
they would like to put them up in the club, and this we will do.

On the way in to Kiev we went to sleep in the back of the car,
from a combination of weariness and overeating. And we do not
know how many times the driver stopped for water, or how many
times his car broke down. We rolled out of the car and into bed in
Kiev, and slept for about twelve hours.

The next morning we went to the river to see the barges bringing
produce from the north and south for the markets at Kiev. There
were barges of firewood, and little boats piled high with hay. Great
loads of tomatoes, and cucumbers, and cabbages moved on the river
and landed at the feet of the city. These were the products of the
collective farms, brought in to be sold in the open market. We fol-
lowed the produce up the cliff to the marketplace, where the sellers
sat in long lines with their produce in front of them, old people and
children, for the young people were working in the harvest fields.

From the market we went to a gigantic bakery, where the black
bread is baked for the whole city. The manager put white coats on
us before we could enter. Part of the bakery is in ruins and is being
rebuilt and enlarged. The manager told us that while the city was
under siege the bakery had continued to work, and even while
bombs were falling on the buildings the ovens had turned out
bread.

There were mountains of bread. It was a completely mechanized
bakery, with mixers, kneaders, baking ovens all automatic. The
great chains of black bread come through the oven and drop off and
are piled on the carts to go out to the city.

The people were very proud of this bakery, and the manager
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asked us whether in America we had any such wonderful things.
And here we found again something that we had found so often,
that Russian people truly believe they invented these things. They
love automatic machinery, and it is their dream to be completely
mechanized in practically all their techniques. To them mechaniza-
tion means ease and comfort, and plenty of food, and a general rich-
ness. They love machines as much as Americans do, and a new
automobile will draw a crowd to stand around and gaze at it almost
with reverence.

In the afternoon I was interviewed for a Ukrainian literary mag-
azine. It was a very long and painful experience. The editor, a
sharp-faced alert little man, asked questions that were two para-
graphs long. They were translated, and by the time I understood the
last part I had forgotten the first part. I answered them as well as I
could. This would be translated to the editor, and then the whole
thing written down. The questions were highly complicated and
highly literary. And when I answered a question, I wasn’t at all sure
that the translation was getting over. There were two problems.
One was my complete difference of background from the inter-
viewer, and the second was my English, probably quite colloquial,
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which did not register very clearly with the translator who had been
trained in academic English. To make sure that I was not misquoted
by accident, I asked to have the translation of the Russian back into
English. I was right, the answers I was supposed to have given did
not very closely approximate what I had said. This was not done on
purpose; it was not even the difficulty of trying to communicate
from one language to another. It was more than language. It was
translation from one kind of thinking to another. They were very
pleasant and honest people, but we just could not communicate
closely. And this was my last interview; I never tried it again. And
when in Moscow I was asked for an interview, I suggested that the
questions be given to me in writing, that I be given a chance to
think them over, to answer them in English, and to check on the
translation. And since this was not done, I was not interviewed
again.

Wherever we went, the questions asked us had a certain likeness,
and we gradually discovered that the questions all grew from a sin-
gle source. The intellectuals of the Ukraine based their questions,
both political and literary, on articles they had read in Pravda. And
after a while we began to anticipate the questions before they were
asked, for we knew the articles on which they were based almost by
heart.

There was one literary question which came up on all occasions.
We even knew when to expect it, for our questioner’s eyes sharp-
ened, and he leaned forward in his chair and inspected us closely.
We knew we were going to be asked how we liked Simonov’s play
The Russian Question.

Simonov is probably the most popular writer in the Soviet
Union at the present time. Recently he came to America for a while,
and on his return to Russia he wrote this play. It is probably the
most performed drama of the time. It opened simultaneously in
over three hundred theaters in the Soviet Union. Mr. Simonov’s
play is about American journalism, and it is necessary to set down a
short synopsis of it. It is cast partly in New York, and partly in a
place that resembles Long Island. In New York its set is approxi-
mately Bleeck’s restaurant, near the Herald Tribune building. And
the play is roughly this:

An American correspondent who, years before, had been to
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Russia and had written a favorable book about Russia, is employeq
by a newspaper tycoon, a capitalist, a hard, crude, overpowering
overbearing newspaper baron, a man of no principles and ng
virtues. The tycoon, for purposes of winning an election, wants ¢,
prove through his newspapers that the Russians are going to fight
the Americans. He employs the correspondent to go to Russia, and
to come back and report that the Russians want to go to war with
America. The tycoon offers him an immense amount of money,
thirty thousand dollars to be exact, and complete security for the
future if the correspondent will do this. Now this newspaperman,
who is broke, wants to marry a certain girl and wants to have a [it-
tle country place in Long Island. He undertakes the job. He goes to
Russia, and he finds that the Russians do not want to go to war with
the Americans. He comes back and secretly writes his book, and
writes it exactly opposite from what the tycoon wants.

Meanwhile, on his advance of money, he has bought the house
on Long Island in the country, he has married the girl, and some lit-
tle security is on the way. When his book is turned in, the tycoon
not only kills the book, but makes it impossible for the correspon-
dent to publish it anyplace else. And such is the power of this news-
paper baron that the correspondent cannot ever get a job again, and
can’t have his book or his future writing published. He loses his
house in the country; his wife, who has wanted security, leaves him.
At this time his best friend, for a reason which is not dramatically
exposed, is killed in an altitude flight in a defective airplane. Our
correspondent is left broke and unhappy, but with the sense that he
has told the truth, and that that is the best thing to do.

This roughly is the play The Russian Question about which we
were asked so often. And we usually answered in this way: 1) It is
not a good play, in any language; 2) The actors do not talk like
Americans, and within our knowledge do not act like Americans;
3) While there are some bad publishers in America, they have
nowhere near the power that is indicated in this play; 4) No book
publisher in America takes orders from anyone, the proof being
that Mr. Simonov’s own books are printed in America; and last, we
wish-a good play could be written about American journalism, but
this is not it. This play, far from adding to Russian understanding of
America and Americans, will probably have an opposite effect.
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We were asked about the play so often that after a while we
wrote a synopsis of a play which we called “The American Ques-
tion.” We began reading it to our questioners. In our play, Mr. Si-
monov is commissioned by Pravda to come to America and to
write a series of articles proving that America is a Western degener-
ate democracy. Mr. Simonov comes to America, and he finds that
America is not only not degenerate, but is not even Western, unless
the viewing point is Moscow. Simonov goes back to Russia and se-
cretly writes his conviction that America is not a decadent democ-
racy. He submits his manuscript to Pravda. He is promptly
removed from the Writers’ Union. He loses his country house. His
wife, 2 good Communist girl, deserts him, and he starves to death,
just the same as the American must in his play.

At the end of this synopsis, there were usually some chuckles
among our questioners. We would say, “If you find this ridiculous,
it is no more ridiculous than Mr. Simonov’s play The Russian
Question is about America. Both plays are equally bad, for the same
reasons.”

While once or twice our synopsis precipitated a violent argu-
ment, in most cases it caused only laughter and a change of subject.

In Kiev there is a place called the Cocktail Bar. It is spelled in
Russian letters so we couldn’t read it, but that is the way it is pro-
nounced, Cocktail Bar. And it is like an American cocktail bar.
There is a round bar with stools, and little tables, and some of the
young people of Kiev go there in the evening. They have tall drinks
which are called cocktails, and they are wonderful drinks. There is
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the Kiev cocktail, and the Moscow cocktail, and the Tiflis cocktail,
and oddly enough they are always pink in color and they always
taste strongly of grenadine.

The Russians, when they make cocketails, seem to believe that the
more ingredients, the better the cocktail. There was one that we
tasted which had twelve different liquors in it. We forgot what it
was called. We didn’t want to remember. We were a little surprised
to find cocktail bars in Russia, since the cocktail is a very decadent
drink. And surely the Kiev cocktail and the Moscow cocktail are
the most decadent of cocktails that we have ever tasted.

Our time in Kiev was up, and we prepared to fly back to
Moscow. The people here had been most hospitable, and most kind
and generous, and besides that we had liked them very much. They
were intelligent, laughing people, people with a sense of humor, and
people with energy. In the ruins of their country they had set out
doggedly to build new houses, new factories, new machinery, and a
new life. And they said to us again and again, “Come back in a few
years and see what we will have accomplished.”



CHAPTER 6

Back IN Moscow we indulged a hunger for our own language and
our own people, for, kind and generous as the Ukrainians had been
to us, we were foreigners. We felt good about talking to people who
knew who Superman was, and Louis Armstrong. We went out to
Ed Gilmore’s pleasant house and listened to his swing records. Pee
Wee Russell, the clarinetist, sends them to him. Ed says he does not
know how he could spend the winter without Pee Wee’s contribu-
tion of hot records.

Sweet Joe Newman got some Russian girls, and we went dancing
in Moscow night clubs. Sweet Joe is a wonderful dancer, but Capa
uses long rabbit leaps, amusing but dangerous.

The Embassy people were very kind to us. General Macon, the
Military Attaché, contributed D.D.T. bombs to protect us from the
flies when we left Moscow, for in some of the bombed and de-
stroyed areas the flies are troublesome. And in one or two of the
places where we had slept, there were other troublesome little visi-
tors. Some of the people in the Embassy had not been home for a
long time, and they wanted to know about simple little things like
baseball prospects, and how the football season was likely to go,
and elections in various parts in the country.

On Sunday we went to the war trophy display, near Gorki Park,
along the edge of the river. There were German airplanes of all
kinds, German tanks, German artillery, machine guns, weapon-
carriers, tank-destroyers, specimens of the German equipment
taken by the Soviet Army. And walking among the weapons were
soldiers with their children and their wives, explaining these things
professionally. The children looked with wonder at the equipment
their fathers had helped to capture.

There were boat races on the river, little water-scooters with
outboard motors, and we noticed that many of the motors were
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Evinrudes and various other American makes. The races were
among clubs and workers’ groups. Some of the boats were raced by
girls. We bet on one particularly beautiful blond girl, simply be-
cause she was beautiful, but she didn’t win. If anything, the girls
were tougher and more competitive racers than the men. They took
more hazardous turns, and they handled their boats with a fine
recklessness. Sweet Lana was with us, and she was dressed in a navy
blue suit, and a hat with a little veil, and she wore a silver star in her
lapel buttonhole.

Later we went to Red Square, where a queue of people at least a
quarter of a mile long stood waiting to go through Lenin’s tomb. In
front of the door of the tomb two young soldiers stood like wax
figures. We could not even see that they blinked their eyes. All af-
ternoon, and nearly every afternoon, a slow thread of people
marches through the tomb to look at the dead face of Lenin in his
glass casket; thousands of people, and they move past the glass cas-
ket and look for a moment on the domed forehead and the sharp
nose and the pointed chin of Lenin. It is like a religious thing, al-
though they would not call it religious.

At the other end of Red Square there is a round marble platform,
where the czars used to execute people, and now it supports gigan-
tic bouquets of paper flowers and a little colony of red flags.

We had only come in to Moscow for the purpose of getting
transportation to Stalingrad. Capa made a contact for developing
his films. He would have preferred to bring the films home unde-
veloped, for facilities and controls in the United States are better.
But he had a sixth sense about it, and his hunch turned out to be a
very good idea in the end.

As usual we left Moscow not under the best circumstances, for
again there had been a late party and we had had very little sleep.
Again we sat in the V.I.P. room under the portrait of Stalin, and
drank tea for an hour and a half before our plane was ready to leave.
And we got the same kind of plane we had had before. The ventila-
tion did not work on this plane either. The baggage was piled about
in the aisles, and we took off.

Mr. Chmarsky’s gremlin was very active on this trip. Almost
everything he laid out or planned did not come off. There was no
chapter or committee of Voks in Stalingrad, consequently, when we
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arrived at the little wind-blown airport building, there was no one
there to meet us, and Mr. Chmarsky had to get on the phone to call
Stalingrad for a car. Meanwhile we went outside, and we saw a line
of women selling watermelons and cantaloupes, and very good
ones. We dripped watermelon juice down our shirt fronts for an
hour and a half, until a car arrived, and since we used it quite a bit,
and it had a certain individuality, we must describe this car. It was
not a car but a bus. It was a bus designed to hold about twenty peo-
ple, and it was a Model A Ford. When the Ford Company aban-
doned the Model A, the Russian government bought the machinery
with which it had been made. Model A Fords were manufactured in
the Soviet Union, both for light automobiles and for light trucks
and busses, and this was one of them. It had springs, I suppose, but
it couldn’t have had many or they would have been broken. There
was no physical evidence of any springs at all. The driver who was
assigned was a fine co-operative man, with an almost holy attitude
toward automobiles. Later, when we sat alone with him in the bus,
he would simply go over the list of cars that he loved.

“Buick,” he would say, “Cadillac, Lincoln, Pontiac, Stude-
baker,” and he would sigh deeply. These were the only English
words he knew.

The road to Stalingrad was the roughest area in the whole coun-
try. It was miles to the city from the airport, and if we could have
gone off the road it would have been comparatively easy and
smooth riding. This so-called road was a series of chucks and holes
and great deep gushes. It was unpaved, and the recent rains had
translated part of the road into ponds. On the open steppe, which
stretched away as far as you could see, there were herds of goats
and cows grazing. The railroad track paralleled the road, and along
the track we saw lines of burned-out gondolas and freight cars
which had been fired and destroyed during the war. The whole area
for miles, on all sides of Stalingrad, was littered with the debris of
war: burned-out tanks, and half-tracks, and troop carriers, and rust-
ing pieces of broken artillery. The salvage crews went about the
country to draw in this wreckage and cut it up to be used as scrap in
the tractor factory at Stalingrad.

We had to hold on with both hands while our bus bumped and
leaped over the country. We seemed to go on endlessly across the
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steppe, until at last, over a little rise, we saw Stalingrad below us and
the Volga behind it.

On the edges of the city there were hundreds of new little houses
growing up, but once in the city itself there was little except de-
struction. Stalingrad is a long strip of a city along the bank of the
Volga, nearly twenty miles long, and only about two miles wide in
its widest part. We had seen ruined cities before, but most of them
had been ruined by bombing. This was quite different. In a bombed
city a few walls stand upright; this city was destroyed by rocket and
by shell fire. It was fought over for months, attacked and retaken,
and attacked again, and most of the walls were flattened. What few
walls stand up are pitted and rotted with machine-gun fire. We had
read, of course, about the incredible defense of Stalingrad, and one
thing occurred to us in looking over this broken city, that when a
city is attacked and its buildings knocked down, the fallen buildings
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offer fine shelter to the defending army—shelter, and holes, and
nests out of which it is almost impossible to drive a determined
force. Here, in this raving ruin, was one of the great turning points
of the war. When, after months of siege, of attack and counterat-
tack, the Germans were finally surrounded and captured, even their
stupidest military men must have felt somewhere in their souls that
the war had been lost.

In the central square were the remains of what had been a large
department store, and here the Germans had made their last stand
when they were surrounded. This is where Von-Paulus was cap-
tured and where the whole siege crumbled.

Across the street was the repaired Intourist Hotel where we were
to stay. We were given two large rooms. Our windows looked out
on acres of rubble, broken brick and concrete and pulverized plas-
ter, and in the wreckage the strange dark weeds that always seem to
grow in destroyed places. During the time we were in Stalingrad we
grew more and more fascinated with this expanse of ruin, for it was
not deserted. Underneath the rubble were cellars and holes, and in
these holes many people lived. Stalingrad was a large city, and it had
had apartment houses and many flats, and now has none except the
new ones on the outskirts, and its population has to live some place.
It lives in the cellars of the buildings where the apartments once
were. We would watch out of the windows of our room, and from
behind a slightly larger pile of rubble would suddenly appear a girl,
going to work in the morning, putting the last little touches to her
hair with a comb. She would be dressed neatly, in clean clothes, and
she would swing out through the weeds on her way to work. How
they could do it we have no idea. How they could live underground
and still keep clean, and proud, and feminine. Housewives came out
of other holes and went away to market, their heads covered with
white headcloths, and market baskets on their arms. It was a strange
and heroic travesty on modern living.

There was one rather terrifying exception. Directly behind the
hotel, and in a place overlooked by our windows, there was a little
garbage pile, where melon rinds, bones, potato peels, and such
things were thrown out. And a few yards farther on, there was a lit-
tle hummock, like the entrance to a gopher hole. And every morn-
ing, early, out of this hole a young girl crawled. She had long legs
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and bare feet, and her arms were thin and stringy, and her hair was
matted and filthy. She was covered with years of dirt, so that she
looked very brown. And when she raised her face, it was one of the
most beautiful faces we have ever seen. Her eyes were crafty, like
the eyes of a fox, but they were not human. The face was well de-
veloped and not moronic. Somewhere in the terror of the fighting
in the city, something had snapped, and she had retired to some
comfort of forgetfulness. She squatted on her hams and ate water-
melon rinds and sucked the bones of other people’s soup. She usu-
ally stayed there for about two hours before she got her stomach
full. And then she went out in the weeds, and lay down, and went
to sleep in the sun. Her face was of a chiseled loveliness, and on her
long legs she moved with the grace of a wild animal. The other peo-
ple who lived in the cellars of the lot rarely spoke to her. But one
morning I saw a woman come out of another hole and give her half
a loaf of bread. And the girl clutched at it almost snarlingly and held
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it against her chest. She looked like a half-wild dog at the woman
who had given her the bread, and watched her suspiciously until
she had gone back into her own cellar, and then she turned and
buried her face in the slab of black bread, and like an animal she
looked over the bread, her eyes twitching back and forth. And as
she gnawed at the bread, one side of her ragged filthy shawl slipped
away from her dirty young breast, and her hand automatically
brought the shawl back and covered her breast, and patted it in
place with a heart-breaking feminine gesture.

We wondered how many there might be like this, minds that
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could not tolerate living in the twentieth century any more, that
had retired not to the hills, but into the ancient hills of the human
past, into the old wilderness of pleasure, and pain, and self-
preservation. It was a face to dream about for a long time.

Late in the afternoon Colonel Denchenko called on us and asked
if we would like to see the area of the fighting for Stalingrad. He
was a fine-looking man, with a shaved head, a man of about fifty.
He wore a white tunic and belt, and his breast was well decorated.
He took us around the city and showed us where the Twenty-First
Army had held, and where the Sixty-Second Army had supported
it. He had brought the battle maps. He took us to the exact place
where the Germans were stopped, and beyond which they had been
unable to move. And on the edge of this line is Pavlov’s house,
which is a national shrine and will probably continue to be one.

Pavlov’s house was an apartment building, and Pavlov was a
sergeant. Pavlov with nine men held the apartment house for fifty-
two days against everything the Germans could bring against it.



A RUSSIAN JOURNAL 119

And the Germans never took Pavlov’s house, and they never took
Pavlov. And this was the farthest point of their conquest.

Colonel Denchenko took us to the edge of the river and showed
us where the Russians had stood and could not be dislodged under
the steep banks. And all about were the rusting ruins of the
weapons the Germans had brought to bear. The colonel was a Kiev
man, and he had the light blue eyes of the Ukrainians. He was fifty,
and his son had been killed at Leningrad.

He showed us the hill from which the greatest German drive had
come, and there was activity on the hill, and tanks were deployed
on the side hill. At the bottom were several rows of artillery. A doc-
umentary film company from Moscow was making a history of the
siege of Stalingrad before the city is rebuilt. And in the river a barge
was anchored. The picture company had come down from Moscow
on the river, and they lived on the barge.

And now Chmarsky’s gremlin got to work again. We said we
would like to take photographs of this motion picture while they
were making it.

And Chmarsky said, “Very well, tonight I will call them and find
out if we can get permission.”

So we went back to our hotel, and as soon as we got there we
heard the artillery firing. In the morning when he telephoned that
phase of the shooting was all over and we had missed it. Day after
day we tried to take pictures of this refilming of the siege of Stalin-
grad, and every day we missed it through one accident or another.
Chmarsky’s gremlin was working all the time.

In the afternoon we walked across the square to a little park near
the river, and there under a large obelisk of stone, was a garden of
red flowers, and under the flowers were buried a great number of
the defenders of Stalingrad. Few people were in the park, but one
woman sat on a bench, and a little boy about five or six stood
against the fence, looking in at the flowers. He stood so long that
we asked Chmarsky to speak to him.

Chmarsky asked him in Russian, “What are you doing here?”

And the little boy, without sentimentality, in a matter-of-fact
voice said, “I am visiting my father. I come to see him every night.”

It was not pathos, it was not sentimentality. It was simply a
statement of fact, and the woman on the bench looked up, and nod-
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ded to us, and smiled. And after a while she and the little boy
walked away through the park, back to the ruined city.

In the morning, when breakfast came to our room, we thought
some major insanity had taken place. Breakfast consisted of tomato
salad, pickles, watermelon, and cream soda. But it was not an insan-
ity, it was just a normal Stalingrad breakfast. We did manage to get
the cream soda changed to tea. And after a while we even grew to
like tomato salad for breakfast. After all, what is it but solid tomato
juice? But we never quite got used to the cream soda.

The square in front of our hotel was very broad, and it was sur-
rounded with wrecked buildings. On one standing wall there was a
loud-speaker which played from early in the morning until late at
night. It broadcast speeches, and news reports, and there was a great
deal of singing. And it played so loudly that we could hear it with
the covers over our heads. It played so loudly that it nearly burst its
own diaphragm, and often we wished it would.
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W e wanted to see and photograph the famous Stalingrad tractor
factory. For it was in this factory that the men had continued to
build tanks when the Germans were firing on them. And when the
Germans got too close, they put down their tools, and went out and
defended the factory, and then went back and continued working.
Mr. Chmarsky, wrestling manfully with his gremlins, said he would
try to arrange it for us. And in the morning, sure enough, we were
told that we could go to see it.

The factory is on the edge of the town, and we could see its tall
smokestacks as we drove out toward it. And the ground around it
was torn and shot to pieces, and the tractor factory buildings were
half in ruin. We arrived at the gate, and two guards came out,
looked at the camera equipment Capa had in our bus, went back,
telephoned, and immediately a number of other guards came out.
They looked at the cameras and did more telephoning. The ruling
was inflexible. We were not even allowed to take the cameras out of



122 JOHN STEINBECK

the bus. The factory manager was with us now, and the chief en-
gineer, and half a dozen other officials. And once the ruling was
accepted by us they were extremely friendly. We could see every-
thing, but we could not photograph anything. We were very sad
about this, because in its way this tractor factory was as positive a
thing as the little farms in the Ukraine. Here in the factory, which
had been defended by its own workers, and where those same
workers were still building tractors, could be found the spirit of the
Russian defense. And here, in its highest and most overwhelming
aspect, we found the terror of the camera.

Inside the big gates the factory was a remarkable place, for while
one group worked on the assembly line, the forges, the stamping
machines, another crew was rebuilding the ruins. All buildings had
been hit, most of them deroofed, and some of them completely de-
stroyed. And the restoration went on while the tractors came off
the line. We saw the furnaces where the metal is poured, and big
pieces of German tanks and guns being thrown in for scrap. And
we saw the metal come out through the rollers. We saw the mold-
ing, and the stamping, and the finishing, and the grinding of parts.
And at the end of the line the new tractors, painted and polished,
rolled out and stood in a parking lot waiting for the trains to take
them out to the fields. And among the half-ruined buildings, the
builders, the workers with metal and brick and glass, rebuilt the fac-
tory. There had been no time to wait until the factory was ready be-
fore starting production again.

We do not understand why we were not permitted to photo-
graph this factory, because as we walked through we found that
practically all the machinery was made in America, and we were
told that the assembly line and the assembly method had been laid
out by American engineers and technicians. And it is reasonable to
believe that these technicians knew what they were doing and
would remember, so that if there were any malice in America to-
ward this plant in the way of bombing, the information must be
available. And yet to photograph the plant was taboo. Actually we
did not want photographs of the plant. What we wanted were pho-
tographs of the men and the women at work. Much of the work in
the Stalingrad tractor factory is done by women. But there was no
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hole in the taboo. We could not take a picture. The fear of the cam-
era is deep and blind.

Also we could not find out the number of units per day that
were turned out, for this would be contrary to the new law, which
makes the divulgence of industrial information treason equal to the
telling of military information. However, we could find out per-
centages. We were told that the factory was only two per cent be-
low pre-war production, and if we had wanted to, I suppose, we
could have found out what pre-war production was, and thus esti-
mated the number of tractors that were coming off the line. The fin-
ished machines are standard, and only one type is made. They are
heavy-duty machines, not very large, but capable of doing any ordi-
nary farm work. They are not stream-lined or prettified, and there
are no extras. We were told that they are very good tractors, but
they are not made for looks, for there is no competition. One man-
ufacturer does not compete with another by the use of eye-pleasing
forms. And it was in this place that the workers built tanks while
the shells tore through the buildings and destroyed the factory bit
by bit. There was a kind of terrible allegory in this factory, for here,
side by side, were the results of the two great human potentials:
production and destruction.

When Capa cannot take pictures he mourns, and here very par-
ticularly he mourned, because everywhere his eyes saw contrasts,
and angles, and pictures that had meaning beyond their meaning.
He said bitterly, “Here, with two pictures, I could have shown
more than many thousands of words could say.”

Capa was bitter and sad until luncheon, and then felt better. And
he felt still better in the afternoon when we took a little riverboat
and went for an excursion on the Volga. It is a lovely, wide, placid
river at this time of year, and in this place, and it is the road for
much of the transportation of the area. Little tugs, barges loaded
with grain and ore, lumber and oil, ferries and excursion boats,
cruised about. From the river one could see as a whole the destruc-
tion of the city.

On the river there were huge rafts with little towns built on
them, sometimes five or six houses, and little corrals with cows, and
goats, and chickens. These rafts had come from the far northern
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tributaries of the Volga, where the logs had been cut, and they
moved slowly down the river, stopping at cities and towns that
have been destroyed. The local authorities requisition the logs that
are needed. In every place where they stopped, the requisitioned
logs were cut loose and floated ashore, so that as the rafts moved
down the river, they diminished gradually in size. But the process
takes so long that the crews who live on the rafts have set up tiny
townships on their rafts.

The life on the river was very rich, and it reminded us of Mark
Twain’s account of the Mississippi of his day. Little side-wheelers
rushed up and down the river, and a few heavy, clumsy boats even
moved under sail.

We went close to one of the big log rafts, and we saw one woman
milking a cow in a little corral, and another hanging out washed
clothes behind her house, while the men were cutting loose the logs
which would be floated ashore to help in the rebuilding of Stalin-
grad.

Mr. Chmarsky’s gremlin really worked overtime in Stalingrad.
First it had been the motion-picture company, and then the factory,
and even with the little boat excursion his gremlin was busy. We
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had wanted a small light boat, in which we could move rapidly up
and down, and what we got instead was a large cruiser-like boat of
the Russian Navy. And we had it all to ourselves, except for its
crew. We had wanted a boat with shallow draught, so that we could
move close to the shore, and instead we had a boat which had to
stand offshore, because it drew too much water. We had to maneu-
ver among small canoe-like boats, in which whole families brought
their produce to the markets of Stalingrad, their tomatoes and their
piles of melons, their cucumbers and their inevitable cabbages.

In one market at Stalingrad there was a photographer with an old
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bellows camera. He was taking a picture of a stern young army re-
cruit, who sat stiffly on a box. The photographer looked around
and saw Capa photographing him and the soldier. He gave Capa a
fine professional smile and waved his hat. The young soldier did
not move. He gazed fixedly ahead.

We were taken to the office of the architect who was directing
the plans for the new city of Stalingrad. The suggestion had been
put forward that the city be moved up or down the river, and no at-
tempt be made to rebuild it, because the removal of the debris
would be so much work. It would have been cheaper and easier to
start fresh. Two arguments had been advanced against this: first,
that much of the sewage system and the underground electrical sys-
tem was probably still intact; and second, there was the dogged de-
termination that the city of Stalingrad should, for sentimental
reasons, be restored exactly where it had been. And this was proba-
bly the most important reason. The extra work of clearing the de-
bris could not stand up against this feeling.

There were about five architectural plans for restoring the city,
and no plaster model had been made yet because none of the plans
had been approved. They had two things in common: one was that
the whole center of Stalingrad was to be made into public buildings,
as grandiosé as those projected at Kiev—gigantic monuments and
huge marble embankments with steps which would go down to the
Volga, parks and colonnades, pyramids and obelisks, and gigantic
statues of Stalin and Lenin. These were painted, and in projection,
and in blueprints. And it reminded us again that in two things the
Americans and Russians are very much alike. Both peoples love ma-
chinery, and both peoples love huge structures. Probably the two
things that the Russians admire most in America are the Ford plant
and the Empire State Building.

While a little army of architects works on the great plans for re-
building Stalingrad, it also works on little things, on schools and the
restoration of villages, and on the design of tiny houses. For the city
is being rebuilt on its edges, and thousands of small houses are go-
ing up, and many apartment houses are being built on the outskirts
of the city. But the center is being left for the time when the plans
for the public city can materialize.

We spoke to the chief architect about the people we had seen liv-
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ing underground, and living in bits of ruins, and we asked why they
were not on the edge of the city, building houses for themselves.

He smiled very understandingly and he said, “Well, you see
these people are in the cellars of the buildings they once lived in,
and there are two reasons why they do not want to move, and why
they insist that they will not move. One is because they like it there,
because they have always lived there, and people hate to move from
the things they are used to, even when they are destroyed. And the
second reason has to do with transportation. We have not enough
busses, we have no streetcars, and if they move they will have to
walk a great distance to get to work and to get back, and it seems
just too much trouble.”

And we asked, “But what are you going to do with them?”

He said, “When we have houses for them to move into, we will
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have to move them. We hope by that time to have the busses, the
streetcars, and the methods to get them to and from their work
without a great deal of effort.”

While we were in the architect’s office an official came in and
asked whether we would like to see the gifts to the city of Stalin-
grad from the people of the rest of the world. And we, although we
were museum-happy, thought we had to see them. We went back to
our hotel to rest a little, and we had no sooner got there when there
was a knock on the door. We opened it, and a line of men came in
carrying boxes, and cases, and portfolios, and they laid them down.
These were the gifts to the people of Stalingrad. There was a red
velvet shield, covered with a lace of gold filigree from the King of
Ethiopia. There was a parchment scroll of high-blown words from
the United States government, signed by Franklin D. Roosevelt.
There was a metal plaque from Charles de Gaulle, and the sword of
Stalingrad, sent by the English King to the city of Stalingrad. There
was a tablecloth with the embroidered names of fifteen hundred
women in a small British town. The men brought the things to our
room because there is no museum yet in Stalingrad. We had to look
at the giant portfolios, wherein were written in the windiest of lan-
guage greetings to the citizens of Stalingrad from governments, and
prime ministers, and presidents.

A feeling of sadness came over us, for these were the offerings of
the heads of governments, a copy of a medieval sword, a copy of an
ancient shield, some parchment phrases, and many high-sounding
sentiments, and when we were asked to write in the book we hadn’t
anything to say. The book was full of words like “heroes of the
world,” “defenders of civilization.” The writing and the presents
were like the gigantic, muscular, ugly, and stupid statuary that is
usually put up to celebrate a very simple thing. All we could think
of were the iron faces of the open-hearth men in the tractor works,
and the girls who came up from holes under the ground, fixing their
hair, and of the little boy who every evening went to visit his father
in the common grave. And these were not silly, allegorical figures.
They were little people who had been attacked and who had de-
fended themselves successfully.

The medieval sword and the golden shield were a little absurd in
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the poverty of their imagination. The world had pinned a fake
medal on Stalingrad when what it needed was half a dozen bull-
dozers.

We went to visit the apartment houses, both rebuilt and new, for
the workers in the factories of Stalingrad. We were interested in
wages and rent and food.

The apartments are small and fairly comfortable. There is a
kitchen, one or two bedrooms, and a living-room. Black workers,
that is unskilled laborers, get five hundred roubles a month now.
Semi-skilled workers one thousand roubles, and skilled workers
two thousand roubles, a month. This does not mean anything ex-
cept in terms of food and rent, and rent all over the Soviet Union,
when you can get an apartment at all, is incredibly cheap. Rent in
these apartments, with gas, light, and water included, is twenty rou-
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bles a month, two per cent of the monthly income of a skilled
worker, and four per cent of a semi-skilled worker’s pay. Food in
the ration shops is very cheap. For the common foods, bread and
cabbages, meat and fish, which are the standard worker’s food, very
little money is necessary. But luxuries, tinned foods, imported
foods, are very expensive, and such things as chocolate are almost
beyond the reach of anyone. But, again, there is the Russian hope
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that when there is more food the prices will come down. When
there are more luxuries they will become available. For example, the
new little Russian car, more or less on the model of the German
Volkswagen, when it is in full production and can be distributed,
will cost about ten thousand roubles. This price will be fixed, and
the cars will be distributed as they are made. When you consider
that at the present time a cow costs seven to nine thousand roubles,
some idea of the comparable prices can be understood.

There were many German prisoners in Stalingrad, and, as at
Kiev, the people did not look at them. They were still in German’
uniform, rather ragged now. Columns of them trudged through the
streets, going to and from their work, usually guarded by one sol-
dier.

We had wanted to go out with the fishermen who catch the big
Volga sturgeon from which the caviar comes, but we had no time
for that since they fish all night. But we did go to see them bring in
the fish in the morning. They were gigantic. There were sturgeon of
two varieties, one huge whiskery catfish-looking type, and another
with a long shovel nose. There were no real giants that day. The
largest one that had been brought in weighed only six hundred
pounds. We were told that sometimes they run as high as twelve
hundred pounds, and a great mass of caviar comes from them. The
caviar is taken out and iced the moment the fish are caught. The
fishing is done with very large nets of great strength. The moment
the boats touch the shore, the iced caviar is rushed away and dis-
tributed by airplane to the large cities of the Soviet Union. Some of
the fish are sold locally, but many are smoked and put away, and
sold later, and they bring a very high price.

Capa was brooding again; he had wanted to take industrial pic-
tures, and he had not been able to. He felt that not only was this
trip a failure, but that everything was a failure, that he was a failure,
that I was a failure. He brooded very deeply.

‘We were growing irritable. Chmarsky’s gremlin had been work-
ing so much overtime that he was nervous too, and we snapped at
him a little, I am afraid. And so he gave us a curious lesson in Marx-
ism, and it ended up in a schoolboy shouting argument. And Capa
renamed him Chmarsky the Chmarxist, which did not bring out the
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best in Chmarsky. It was just that we were irritated at not being
able to photograph the tractor factory. If we had been truthful with
one another we would have arrived at that conclusion.

And here was the test of the association of Capa and me, for
when we got angry we never got angry at each other, we joined
forces and got angry at somebody else. During our whole trip we
never had a serious argument, and I think this is probably some
kind of a record. During our argument Chmarsky said that we were
relativists, and we, not much knowing what relativists are, banded
together and attacked him from the point of view of relativism
fairly successfully. Not that we convinced him, but at least we held
our own and were not convinced, and we shouted louder.

We were to leave for Moscow the next day, and Capa did not
sleep that night. He brooded and worried about his failure to get
the pictures he wanted. And all the good pictures he had got turned
sour and foul. Capa was definitely not happy. And since neither of
us could sleep very much, we wrote the synopses for two motion
pictures.

The next morning we got into our Ford bus and went out to the
airport very early. And the gremlin had been at work, for while our
plane flew, a mistake had been made, and we had not been booked
for it. But there was a later plane from Astrakhan, and we could go
on it.

The plane from Astrakhan did not arrive. We drank tea, and ate
big biscuits, and were miserable at the hot airport. At three o’clock
word came that the plane would not arrive, or, if it did arrive,
would not go on to Moscow, since it was too late to get there by
daylight. We climbed into our bus to go back to Stalingrad.

We had gone about four miles when an automobile from the air-
port rushed up on us madly and headed us off. It seemed that the
captain of the plane had changed his mind. He would start for
Moscow that afternoon. We turned around and went back to the
airport, and arrived just in time for a new decision. The captain had
decided that the plane would not go. So we put our luggage back in
our bus and took the horrible road to Stalingrad again. We were
sore in very particular areas from the bouncing on the hard seats of
our little bus.
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Atdinner we were mean to Chmarsky. We blew up, we told him
unpleasant things, only part of which were true. We told him he
should control his gremlin, that he was being pushed around by his
gremlin. We criticized his attitude, and his suits, and his choice of
neckties. We were bitterly cruel to him, and it was only because we
were feeling miserable from having sat at the hot airport all day.

Mr. Chmarsky was upset. He had done his best, I am sure, but
he had no way of defending himself against our raging fury, and
also against the two of us, for we fought him as a team, and when
one stopped talking, the other took it up. And after he had gone to
bed, we felt very sorry about what we had done, because we knew
why we had done it. We went to bed with the angelic intention of
apologizing in the morning.

In the morning we started very early, for there were some pic-
tures we wanted to take on the outskirts of Stalingrad, pictures of
people building their new little houses of boards and plaster, and
there were some new schools and kindergartens we wanted to see
and photograph. We stopped at a tiny house that a bookkeeper in a
factory was building. He was putting up the timbers himself, and he
was mixing his own mud for plaster, and his two children played in
the garden near him. He was very agreeable. He went on building
his house while we photographed him. And then he went and got
his scrapbook to show that he had not always been ragged, that he
had once had an apartment in Stalingrad. And his scrapbook was

like all the scrapbooks in the world. The photographs showed him
as a baby, and as a young man, and there were pictures of him in his
first uniform when he entered the Army, and pictures of him when
he came back from the Army. There were pictures of his marriage,
of his wife in a long white wedding gown. And then there were pic-
tures of his vacations at the Black Sea, of himself and his wife swim-
ming, and of his children as they were growing. And there were
picture postcards that had been sent to him. It was the whole his-
tory of his life, and all the good things that had happened to him.
He had lost everything else in the war.

We asked, “How does it happen that you saved your scrap-
book?”

He closed the cover, and his hand caressed this record of his
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whole life, and he said, “We took very good care of this. This is
very precious.”

We got back in our bus and again took the road to the Stalingrad
airport. We were beginning to know it very well. At the airport the
passengers for Moscow had, beside their luggage, string bags in
which there were two or three watermelons, for watermelons are
hard to come by in Moscow, and there are plenty of very good ones
in Stalingrad. We joined them and got a string bag, and each of us
bought two watermelons to take with us to the boys at the Metro-
pole Hotel.
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The commandant of the airport was extremely apologetic about
the mistake of yesterday. He wanted to make us very happy. He
saw that we had tea, and he even told a little ib to make us feel
happy. He said that we were going on a plane in which there were
no other passengers and that it would soon be in from the Black
Sea. It developed that when we attacked Chmarsky, Chmarsky had
attacked him. Everybody’s temper was thin, and the air was full of
injustice. But it was hot at the airport, and a hot dry wind laden
with particles of dust blew over the steppe. That made people ner-
vous, and so they were mean to each other, and we were just as
mean as anyone else.

Our plane finally came in, and it was a bucket-seat plane. And
instead of our being the only passengers, it was an overloaded
plane. The passengers were mostly Georgians going up to Moscow
for the celebration of the eight-hundredth anniversary of the city’s
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founding. They had laid their belongings down the center of the
plane, and nearly every seat was taken. They had come prepared in
the way of food. They had suitcases full of it.

When we got in, and the doors were shut, the plane became sti-
fling, for, like most bucket-seat airplanes, there was no insulation,
and the sun beating on the metal walls heated the inside. The smel]
was frightful, of people, of tired people. We sat in the metal bucket-
seats, which looked like, and were not much more comfortable than
cafeteria trays.

At last the plane took off, and as it did, a man sitting next to me
opened his suitcase, cut off half a pound of raw bacon which was
melting in the heat, and sat chewing it, the grease running down his
chin. He was a nice man, with merry eyes, and he offered me a
piece, but I didn’t feel like it at that moment.

The plane had been hot, but as soon as we made a little altitude
the reverse was true. The beads of perspiration on the metal turned
to ice and frost. We became freezing cold in the plane. We spent a
miserable trip to Moscow, for we had nothing but light clothing,
and the poor Georgians in the plane huddled together, for they
were from the tropics, and this cold was something they were not
used to.

Chmarsky bundled into his corner. We thought he was begin-
ning to hate us, and that he wanted only one thing, to get us into
Moscow and to get rid of us. We spent a bad four hours freezing
before we landed in Moscow. And Chmarsky’s gremlin followed
him to the end. The telegrams he had sent for a car to meet us had
been misread and there was no car. It would be a matter of two
hours’ waiting for a car to come for us. But a Greek showed up. In
times of stress a Greek always shows up, anywhere in the world.
This Greek could make an arrangement for a car, and he did, for a
very high price, and we drove in to the Savoy Hotel.

We spoke of how the leaders of a communist or socialist regime
must get very tired of the long-living quality of capitalism. Just
when you have stamped it out in one place, it comes to life in an-
other. It is like those sandworms which if cut in two go on living,
each a separate individual. In Moscow the little clots and colonies of
capitalism squirm to life everywhere: the black-market people, the
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chauffeurs who rent their employers’ cars, and the inevitable Greek
who shows up with something to rent or sell. Wherever there is a
Greek, there is going to be capitalism. Three hundred roubles it cost
us to get into Moscow. Our Greek had a fine sense of how much
the traffic could stand. I have no doubt that he made a quick esti-
mate of our weariness, our irritation, and our finances, and he set an
inexorable price of three hundred roubles, and we paid it.

We had a violent lust for cleanliness, for there had been no
bathing in Stalingrad, except with a washcloth, and we yearned for
the hot tub, the soak, the shampoo. The statue of Crazy Ella was an
old friend to us, and we practically embraced the stuffed bear on the
second floor. He didn’t look fierce at all to us any more. And our
bathtub which rocked on three legs was the most beautiful and
luxurious article we had ever seen. In our new-found passion for
cleanliness we washed off two or three layers of skin, and Capa
shampooed his hair over and over again. He has nice hair, very
thick and very black, and because I was still feeling a little mean,
when he came out after his third shampoo I remarked that it was
rather sad that he was getting a little bald in back. He leaped in the
air, and whirled on me, and denied it vehemently. And I took his
finger, and placed it down among the hair next to the scalp, and he
seemed to feel that there was a bald spot. It was a cruel thing to do,
because I had put his finger in a place where he could not possibly
see it in the mirror. He went about for a long time secretly feeling
the back of his head with his finger. I only did it because I felt
mean.

Later Sweet Joe came over and we had a light dinner, and hit the
bed, and died. The air of Moscow was strong and cool and made for
sleeping, and we didn’t get up for many hours.

Mail had come in at last; we had been in Russia only twenty-five
days, and it seemed that we had been cut off for years. We read our
letters avidly. And although we thought we had been away for so
long, people at home who had written didn’t think we had been
away a long time at all. It was a kind of a shock. We got our equip-
ment together, and our dirty clothes off to be washed, and Capa put
his films in order and sent them out to be developed.

He looked at the negatives that had been returned and began to
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complain bitterly. I might have known it. They were not right,
Nothing was right. There was too much grain, this had been left in
the developer too long, and this roll had been left in too little. He
was furious. And because I had been cruel to him, I tried to reassure
him that they were the most wonderful pictures in the world, but
he only sneered at me. And because I had been cruel to him, I fixed
all of his non-camera equipment: filled his lighter, sharpened his
pencils, filled his fountain-pen.

Capa has one curious-quality. He will buy a lighter, but as soon
as it runs out of fluid he puts it aside and never uses it again. The
same is true of fountain-pens. When they run out of ink, he never
fills them. A pencil he will use until the point breaks, and then it too
is laid aside, and he will buy another pencil, but he will never
sharpen a pencil. I flinted and filled his lighters, sharpened all his
pencils, filled his pen, and got him generally ready to face the world
again.

Before we had gone to Russia, we had not known what kind of
equipment would be available, so in France we had bought a won-
derful pocketknife, a pocketknife that had a blade to take care of
nearly all physical situations in the world, and some spiritual ones.
It was equipped with blades that were scissors, with blades that
were files, awls, saws, can-openers, beer-openers, corkscrews, tools
for removing stones from a horse’s foot, a blade for eating and a
blade for murder, a screw driver and a chisel. You could mend a
watch with it, or repair the Panama Canal. It was the most wonder-
ful pocketknife anyone has ever seen, and we had it nearly two
months, and the only thing that we ever did with it was to cut
sausage. But it must be admitted that the knife cut sausages very
well.

We went to the Herald Tribune bureau and hungrily read the
news reports and the cables for the last two weeks. We read the
Embassy hand-outs, and the news reports from the British Infor-
mation Service. We even read speeches. Capa sniffed through the
rooms of the foreign correspondents in the Metropole Hotel and
stole books right and left.

We even went to a cocktail party, given by the press division of
the British Embassy, and to which an invitation had been only re-
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luctantly issued to us. We conducted ourselves badly. We begged,
and borrowed, and whined for cigarettes from everybody we knew,
and made outrageous promises about the numbers of cartons we
would send once we got home again. Each of us took three baths
every day, and we used up all of our soap, and had to beg soap from
the other correspondents.



A LEGITIMATE COMPLAINT

By Robert Capa

I AM NOT HAPPY at all. Ten years ago when I began to make my
living by taking pictures of people being bombed by airplanes with
little swastikas on them, I saw a few small planes with little red stars
shooting down the swastika ones. This was in Madrid during the
Civil War, and this made me very happy. I decided then that I
wanted to go and see the place where the snub-nose planes and pi-
lots came from. I wanted to visit and take pictures in the Soviet
Union. I made my first application then. During these last ten years
my Russian friends were often irritating and impossible, but when
the shooting became serious they somehow ended up on the side
where I was plugging, and I made a great many other applications.
The apphcanons were never answered.

Last spring the Russians succeeded in becoming spectacularly
unpopular with my side, and considerable plugging was going on to
make us shoot this time at each other. Flying saucers and atomic
bombs are very unphotogenic, so I decided to make one more ap-
plication, before it was too late. This time I found a certain support
in a man of wide reputation, considerable thirst, and gentle under-
standmg for the gay underdog His name is John Steinbeck, and his
preparatlons for our trip were very original. First he told the Rus-
sians that it was a great mistake to regard him as a pillar of the
world proletariat, indeed he could rather be described as a represen-
tative of Western decadence, indeed as far west as the lowest dives
in California. Also he committed himself to write only the truth,
and when he was asked politely what truth was, he answered, “This
I do not know.” After this promising beginning he jumped out of a
window and broke his knee.
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That was months ago. Now it is very late at night, and I am sit-
ting in the middle of an extremely gloomy hotel room, surrounded
with a hundred and ninety million Russians, four cameras, a few
dozen exposed and many more unexposed films, and one sleeping
Steinbeck, and I am not happy at all. The hundred and ninety mil-
lion Russians are against me. They are not holding wild meetings on
street corners, do not practice spectacular free love, do not have any
kind of new look, they are very righteous, moral, hard-working
people, for a photographer as dull as apple pie. Also they seem to
like the Russian way of living, and dislike being photographed. My
four cameras, used to wars and revolutions, are disgusted, and every
time I click them something goes wrong. Also I have three Stein-
becks instead of one.

My days are long, and I begin with the morning Steinbeck.
When I wake up, I open my eyes carefully, and I see him sitting be-
fore the desk. His big notebook is open, and he is imitating work.
In reality he is just waiting and watching for my first move. He is
terribly hungry. But the morning Steinbeck is a very shy man, ab-
solutely unable to pick up the telephone and make the smallest at-
tempt toward articulate conversation with Russian waitresses. So I
give up and get up, pick up the phone, and order breakfast in En-
glish, French, and Russian. This revives his spirits and makes him
rather cocky. He puts an expression of an overpaid village philoso-
pher on his face and says, “I have a few questions for you this
morning.” He has obviously spent his three hours of hunger figur-
ing out the damn things, which range from the old Greek table
habits to the sex life of the fishes. I behave like a good American,
and although I could answer these questions simply and clearly, I
stand on my civil rights, refuse to answer, and let the thing go to the
Supreme Court. He doesn’t give up easily, keeps on bragging about
his universal knowledge, tries to provoke me with help and educa-
tion, and I have to go into exile. I take refuge in the bathroom,
which place I simply detest, and I force myself to stay in the sand-
paper-lined bathtub filled with cold water till breakfast arrives. This
sometimes takes considerable time. After breakfast I get help.
Chmarsky arrives. There are no morning and evening phases in
Chmarsky’s character, he is pretty bad all the time.

During our day, I have to fight with the hundred and ninety mil-
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lions who don’t want their pictures taken, with Mr. Chmarsky who
snobs photography, and with the morning Steinbeck who is so
goddam innocent that all questions posed by the curious and
hero-worshiping Russian population are answered by a friendly
grunt, “This I do not know.” After this momentous statement he
is exhausted, shuts up like a clam, and big drops of perspiration
break out on his fair-sized Cyrano face. Instead of taking pictures,
I have to translate Mr. Steinbeck’s strange silence into intelligent
and evasive sentences, and somehow we finish the day, get rid of
Chmarsky, and get home again.

After a short mental strip-tease the evening Steinbeck begins.
This new character is perfectly able to pick up the telephone and
pronounce words like vodka or beer, understandable to the dumb-
est waiter. After a certain amount of fluid, he is articulate, fluent,
and has many and definite opinions about everything. This goes on
till we find a few Americans who have acceptable wives, cigarettes,
and native drinks, and still don’t refuse to see us. By now he could
be described as a rather gay character. If there is any pretty girl in a
party, he is definitely ready to protect me and chooses his place
right between the girl and me. Around this time he is already able to
talk to other people, and if I try to save the innocent girl by inviting
her to dance, no broken leg will stop him from cutting in almost
immediately.

After midnight his innocence gets coupled with strength. This he
demonstrates with one finger. He asks innocent husbands if they
know anything about the finger game. The two gentlemen sit down,
facing each other across a table, put their elbows firmly on the
tablecloth, and clinch their middle fingers. After a certain amount
of twisting, Mr. Steinbeck usually gets the husband’s fingers down
on the table-cloth, and excuses himself volubly. Sometimes, late at
night, he tries the game on anybody. Once even on a Russian gent
who looked obviously like a general to everybody else but him.

After a certain amount of gentle coaxing, and a long dissertation
about dignity, we get home. Now it is past three in the morning.
The evening Steinbeck is metamorphosed into his late night version.
He is on his bed, holding firmly a thick volume of poetry from two
thousand years ago, called The Knight in the Tiger Skin. His face 1s
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fully relaxed, his mouth is open, and the man with the quiet low
voice snores without restraint or inhibitions.

I fortunately borrowed a mystery story from Ed Gilmore, just
because I knew that I would be unable to sleep, and would have to
read till the morning.

I leave you, gentle American readers, and have to assure your
Russian counterparts that everything that Mr. Chmarsky will write
about us in Pravda is absolutely true.

END OF COMPLAINT



CHAPTER 7

WHEREVER WE HAD BEEN in Russia, in Moscow, in the Ukraine,
in Stalingrad, the magical name of Georgia came up constantly.
People who had never been there, and who possibly never could go
there, spoke of Georgia with a kind of longing and a great admira-
tion. They spoke of Georgians as supermen, as great drinkers, great
dancers, great musicians, great workers and lovers. And they spoke
of the country in the Caucasus and around the Black Sea as a kind
of second heaven. Indeed, we began to believe that most Russians
hope that if they live very good and virtuous lives, they will go not
to heaven, but to Georgia, when they die. It is a country favored in
climate, very rich in soil, and it has its own little ocean. Great ser-
vice to the state is rewarded by a trip to Georgia. It is a place of re-
cuperation for people who have been long ill. And even during the
war it was a favored place, for the Germans never got there, neither
with planes nor with troops. It is one of the places that was not hurt
atall.

Inevitably we went in the early morning to the Moscow airport
and sat an hour and a half in the V.L.P. room, under the portrait of
Stalin, drinking tea. As usual there had been a party the night be-
fore, and we had had practically no sleep. We got on our plane and
slept until we landed at Rostov. This airfield had been badly broken
up, and a great number of prisoners were rebuilding the facilities. In
the distance we could see the shattered city which had taken such a
pounding during the war.

Then we flew on over the unending plain until at last, in the dis-
tance we saw mountains, and it-had been very long since we had
seen any mountains at all. These were terrific mountains. We picked
up altitude and flew very high over the Caucasus. There were high
peaks and sharp ridges, and in between there were streams where
we could see ancient villages. Some of the peaks were snow-capped
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even in summer. After so much flat land there was a fine feeling of
friendliness about mountains again.

We climbed very high, and in the distance we saw the Black Sea.
And our plane came down to it and flew along the edge of the land.
It is a beautiful land. The hills come down to the edge of the sea,
and on the sides of the slopes there are lovely trees, black cypresses,
and a great deal of foliage. And among the hills are villages, and big
houses, and hospitals. It might have been the coast of California,
except that the Black Sea is not turbulent and violent like the Pa-
cific, and the coast is not rocky. The sea is very blue, and very tran-
quil, and the beaches are very white.

Our plane flew for a long time along the coast. At last it landed
at Sukhum, a strip of level grass along the edge of the sea. The grass
was very green, and the airport was lined with eucalyptus trees, the
first we saw in Russia. The architecture was oriental, and every-
where were flowers and flowering trees. In front of the little airport
was a line of women selling fruits: grapes, and melons, and figs, and
fine-colored peaches, and watermelons. We bought some grapes
and some peaches and figs. The people on the plane charged at the
fruit, for they were people of the north who have never really had
enough fruit. They overate, and many of them were bound to be
sick later, for their stomachs and their systems were not used to
fruit, and an overindulgence can be a rather serious thing, and was.

We were supposed to leave for Tiflis in twenty minutes, but the
crew of the plane thought otherwise. They took a car and left to go
swimming in the ocean, and they were gone for two hours, while
we strolled through the gardens of the airport. We would have liked
to go swimming too, but this we could not do, for we did not know
that the plane was not going to leave in twenty minutes. The air was
warm and moist and salty, and the vegetation was heavy and green
and lush. It was really a tropical garden.

These Georgians are different-looking people. They are dark, al-
most gypsy-looking, with shining teeth, and long well-formed
noses, and black curly hair. Nearly all the men wear mustaches, and
they are handsomer than the women. They are lean and energetic,
and their eyes are black and sparkling. We had read and had been
told that this is an ancient Semitic people, a people which had come
originally from the Euphrates Valley, at a time before Babylon was
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a city; that they are Sumerians, and that their strain is one of the
oldest remaining in the world. They are fiery, proud, fierce, and
gay, and the other people of Russia have great admiration for them.
They speak always of their strength and vitality, and of their abili-
ties—great cavalry men and good fighters, they say. And the men
are triumphant with the women of Russia. They are a people of po-
etry, of music and dancing, and, according to the tradition, great
lovers. And surely they live in a country favored by nature, and just
as surely they have had to fight for it for two thousand years.

Just before two o’clock our crew came back, their hair still wet
from their swim in the Black Sea. And we wished we had been with
them, for we were covered with sweat. It was very hot, and some of
our passengers were beginning to feel the effect of an overindul-
gence in fresh fruit. A few children had been sick already.

We took off again and flew low over the sea, and then began to
take on altitude, and climbed very high, and flew over mountains
that were gaunt and brown, like the mountains of California. And
deep in the creases there were little streams, and we could see the
vegetation and the towns along the streams. The mountains were
bleak here and forbidding, and they cast the light back blindingly.
Then we flew through a pass, the mountaintops level with us, and
came over the valley of Tiflis.

It is a huge and dry valley which looks like New Mexico. And
when we landed the air was hot and dry, because it is far from the
sea, but it was pleasant heat, there was no discomfort in it. And this
great level valley, surrounded by the high mountains, seemed al-
most barren from the air.

We landed at a large airfield. There were many planes—Russian
fighter planes. Two of them would take off as two came in, and
they buzzed around the field constantly. Perhaps they were pa-
trolling the Turkish border, which is not very far away.

On the high ridge to the west of us there was an ancient fortress,
battlemented and huge, and black against the sky.

Mr. Chmarsky was with us again. We had declared a truce: we
were nicer to him, and he was nicer to us, than we had been in Sta-
lingrad. He had never been to Georgia either.

We were met by a delegation of the Tiflis section of Voks, and
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they had a fine big car, and they were nice people. We drove across
the flat dry plain to a pass in the mountains. And in the pass lay Tif-
lis, a beautiful city which has been on the main route of travel from
the south to the north for many centuries. The ranges on either side
are lined with ancient fortifications, and even the city is dominated
by a castle on the ridge. There is a fortress on the other side of the
valley too, for through this narrow pass has come every movement
and migration of people—Persians, Iranians, Iraqi from the south,
and Tartars and other marauders from the north. And in this nar-
row pass the battles occurred and the fortifications were put up.

Part of the city is very old, and a river runs through the pass,
with high cliffs on one side. And on the high cliffs are clustered an-
cient houses. It is truly an ancient city, for whereas Moscow cele-
brates this year its eight-hundredth anniversary, Tiflis next year will
celebrate its fifteen-hundredth. And this is the new capital, the old
capital is thirty kilometers farther along the river.

The streets of Tiflis are wide and tree-shaded, and many of its
buildings are modern. The streets climb the hills on either side. And
at the very top of the hill, to the west, there is a playground and
park, with a funicular railroad that goes straight up the cliff. It is a
giant park, with a large restaurant, and it overlooks the valley for
many miles. And on the ridge, in the very center of the city, the
huge round towers and high battlemented walls of the city fortress
stand, ruinous and forbidding.

In the city and on the ridges there are old churches, for Chris-
tianity came to the Georgians in the fourth century, and churches
which are still in use were built then. It is a city of many ancient
stories, and probably many ancient ghosts. There is the story of the
Moslem Iranian king who, massing his troops, forced the captive
people of Tiflis to the bridge over the river, set up a picture of the
Virgin, and allowed every one to go free who would spit on the pic-
ture. Every one who refused had his head chopped off, and the
story is that thousands of heads bumped in the river that day.

The people of Tiflis were better dressed, better looking, and
more full of spirit than any we saw in Russia. There was gaiety and
color in the streets. The clothing was handsome, and the women
wore colored kerchiefs on their heads.
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This city is incredibly clean. It is the first clean oriental city I
have ever seen. In the river that cuts through the center of the city
hundreds of little boys swim. And here there is no destruction, ex-
cept that which time does to the ancient buildings.

Voks has a very large and efficient organization in Tiflis. For this
is a tourist city, and Voks operates not only with foreigners, but
with visitors from the other republics of the Soviet Union. They in-
vited us to their building, which is extremely impressive, and even
though it was late at night, they served us wonderful cakes and fine
Georgian wine, and they wanted to talk and drink with us. But we
were awfully tired. We promised that we would talk as much as
they wanted later, but we had to go to bed.

During our stay in Georgia Mr. Chmarsky’s gremlin hardly op-
erated at all, and that made us feel better toward him, and made him
feel better toward us.

We had two large rooms in the Intourist Hotel. They overlooked
the street, and there were windows on three sides, so that any mov-
ing breeze came through. It was very pleasant. There was only one
difficulty: we could not get breakfast. During the whole time we
were there we tried to get breakfast early, and we never succeeded.
It came when they were ready.

In the morning we got up very early, for the city fascinated us,
and we wanted to see a great deal of it. Our driver was, as usual,
wonderful, an ex-cavalry man, and he had, of all things, a jeep. The
jeep does not bring out the best in anyone, and in a cavalry man it
brings out the cowboy. He loved it because it would climb almost
straight uphill, because he could whip it around corners, and jump
it over culverts. It plunged into streams, and splashed water, and
came out on the other side. He drove like a mad man, he was afraid
of no one. Again and again, in traffic, outraged drivers forced him
to the curb, and there would be an exchange of violent Georgian
language, and our man would smile and drive off. He won all en-
gagements. We loved him. He was the first man we met in Russia
who had the same feeling about policemen that we have. His black
curly hair blew wildly about his head when he drove. He never
wanted to stop.

He roared the jeep up the hill, into the most ancient part of the
city, where the old Georgian wooden houses are preserved. They
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have a strange architecture, usually two to three stories high, with
large open balconies. And the carving and the painting on the walls
are exotic.

We climbed the ridge to the old fortification, which has round
towers and high thick walls; it might have been impregnable forever
if it had not been for artillery, for there was no way to attack it
without artillery.

We walked through the tropical garden of the city, beautiful
with flowering trees and rare plants, many of which we had never
seen before. It was cool there, and a stream flowed beside it.

We did not feel strange in Tiflis, for Tiflis receives many visitors,
and it is used to foreigners, and so we did not stand out as much as
we had in Kiev, and we felt quite at home.

There are many churches in Tiflis, and it must have been, as it is
now, a city of religious toleration, for there are ancient synagogues
and Moslem temples, and none of them has ever been destroyed.

High upon the hill, overlooking the city, is David’s Church,
built, I believe, in the seventh century, simple and beautiful. Our
driver rode his jeep as far as he could, and we climbed the rest of the
way. And there were many people climbing the twisting trail up to
the church, many people going to worship there.

This ancient church is much beloved by the Georgian people,
and the graves of the great Georgian writers and composers of mu-
sic are in the churchyard. Stalin’s mother is buried there under a
very simple stone. Sitting on the edge of one composer’s grave were
three elderly women and an old man, and they were singing litanies
in an ancient mode, soft weird music.

Inside the old church a service was going on, and there was more
singing. The line of people came up, and as they came off the trail
and into the churchyard, each one kneeled and kissed a corner of
the church.

It was a remote and peaceful place, and the city with its tile roofs
was far below. We could see the botanical gardens, which were laid
out by Queen Tamara, the fabulous twelfth-century queen, who
has left a heroic shadow over the city. Queen Tamara was beautiful,
and kind, and fierce. She knew statecraft and building. She built
fortresses and encouraged poets and caused musicians to gather to-
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gether—one of the fairy queens of the world, like Elizabeth, and
Catherine of Aragon, and Eleanor of Aquitaine.

When we came down from David’s Church the bells of the
cathedral were ringing violently, and we went in. The church was
rich and oriental, and its paintings were very black with incense and
age. It was crowded with people. The service was being performed
by an old man, with white hair and a golden crown, so beautiful
that he looked unreal. The old man is called the Catholicus, he is
the head of the Church of Georgia, and his robe is of gold thread.
There was great majesty in the service, and the music of the large
choir was incomparable. Incense rose to the high ceiling of the
church, and the sun shone through and lighted it.

Capa took many pictures. It was amazing to see how he could
move about silently and photograph without being noticed. And
later he went into the choir loft and took more pictures.
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By now, in this account, I am beginning to eliminate museums,
but we saw them, we saw them every place. As Capa has said, the
museum is the church of modern Russia, and to refuse to look at
a museum is a little like refusing to visit a church. And they are
all more or less alike. There is one section which deals with the
past of Russia before the Revolution, from the beginning of his-
tory to 1918, and at least half the museum has to do with Russia
since the Revolution, with all of the gains made, and the people in-
volved, and the giant pictures of the heroes and of the scenes of the
Revolution.

In Tiflis there were two museums. One was the museum of the
city, on the ridge over the town, which had very fine miniatures of
the ancient houses and plans of the old city. But what was most in-
teresting in this museum was its curator, a man who must have been
an actor, for he shouted and postured, he made speeches, he was
dramatic, he wept, he laughed loudly. His most successful gesture
was a large outward fling of the right hand while he shouted, always
in the Georgian language of course, about the glories of the ancient
city. He spoke so rapidly that no translation was possible, and it
couldn’t have been possible anyway, for Mr. Chmarsky did not
speak Georgian. We came out of this museum deafened but happy.

On the road along the ridge to this museum is probably the
largest and most spectacular picture of Stalin in the Soviet Union. It
is a giant thing which seems to be hundreds of feet high, and it is
outlined in neon, which, although it is broken now, is said, when
working, to be visible for twenty-eight miles.

There were so many things to see, and so little time to see them,
that we seemed to rush during the whole visit.

In the afternoon we went to a soccer game between the teams
representing Tiflis and Kiev. They played fine, fast, and furious soc-
cer in the great stadium. At least forty thousand people were there,
and the crowd was emotional, for these intersectional games are ex-
tremely popular. And although the game was rough and fast, and
although the competition was very violent, there were practically
no flares of temper. Only one little argument happened during the
whole afternoon. The score ended two to two, and as the game fin-
ished two pigeons were released. In the old days in Georgia, in con-
tests of all kinds, even in fights, a white pigeon was released for
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victory and a black one for defeat. And these pigeons carried the
news to the other cities of the country of Georgia. And this day,
since the score was a tie, both black and white were released, and
they flew away over the stadium.

Soccer is the most popular sport in the Soviet Union, and the in-
tersectional soccer games carry more excitement and more emotion
than any other sports event. The only really heated arguments we
heard during our stay in Russia concerned soccer.

We toured the department stores of Tiflis, and they were choked
with people. The shelves were fairly well stocked, but prices, partic-
ularly of clothing, were very high: cotton shirts, sixty-five roubles;
rubber galoshes, three hundred roubles; a portable typewriter, three
thousand roubles.

We spent a whole day going about the city to the public swim-
ming pools and to the parks. And in the workers’ park we saw a
children’s train that was charming. It was a real little train, perfect
in every detail, and the engineer, the switchman, the station master,
the fireman, all were children. They had got their positions in a
competition in efficiency, and they ran the train for children or
adults. We took a ride on it with a delegation of children from
Uzbek, who had come on the invitation of the children of Tiflis,
and they were riding the train for the afternoon. The little boy who
was engineer was very proud. The station had all the equipment for
running a railroad, only on a small scale. And the children were
very formal in carrying out their tasks. To be an official on the chil-
dren’s railway is a great honor to a child in Tiflis, and he works
hard for the position.

Georgian food is famous all over the Soviet Union, but our hotel
had not heard much about it. We were a little tired of its menu,
which consisted almost entirely of shashlik and sliced tomatoes.
That night Chmarsky and Capa and I decided to experiment with
another restaurant. We went to the Tiflis Hotel, where the dining-
room is as large as the nave of a cathedral. There were marble
columns supporting the roof, there was a very bad loud orchestra,
and no food at all. Instead of shashlik we got little bits of fried
meat—and sliced tomatoes.

And while we were eating, the waiter came and said, “A lady
would like to dance with either one of you gentlemen.”
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Chmarsky translated for us, and he did not look approvingly at
the waiter. He said, “It is undoubtedly a public woman.”

And we said, “But what’s wrong with a public woman? Is she
pretty?”

Chmarsky screwed up his face. He was the only one at the table
who could see her. “No,” he said, “she is very ugly.”

We said, “We think she should be abolished. We think she is a
social evil. We think that an ugly public woman is a threat to the
whole structure of society, a threat to the home, and security, and
mother love, and all things like that.”

And Chmarsky nodded his head gloomily and agreed with us. It
was practically the first time we had agreed on anything.

And we said, “If, on the other hand, she were pretty, there might
be extenuating circumstances. There might be some social injustice
involved. If she were pretty, we would advocate investigating her
background, to find out what social difficulty has caused her to be a
public woman, and to try, perhaps, to induce her to return to pri-
vate enterprise.”

Chmarsky began to regard us with a suspicious, inquisitive eye.
He did not trust us very much.

Our backs were to the public woman, but eventually we stole a
look, and he was right, she was not pretty, and we don’t know
whether they abolished her or not.

The summer nights were wonderful in Tiflis; the air soft, and
light, and dry. Young men and girls walked aimlessly in the streets,
enjoying themselves. And the costumes of the young men were
rather nice: tunics, sometimes of heavy white silk, belted at the
waist, and long narrow trousers, and soft black boots. They are a
very handsome breed, the Georgian men.

From the high balconies of the old houses we could hear in the
night soft singing of strange music, accompanied by a picked instru-
ment that sounded like a mandolin, and occasionally a flute played
in a dark street.

The people of Georgia seemed to us more relaxed than any we
had seen so far, relaxed, and fierce, and full of joy. And perhaps this
is why the Russians admire them so. Perhaps this is the way they
would like to be.

There was a huge moon over the western mountains, and it made
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the city seem even more mysterious and old, and the great black
castle on the ridge stood out in front of the moon. And if there are
ghosts anyplace in the world, they must be here, and if there is a
ghost of Queen Tamara, she must have been walking the ridge in
the moonlight that night.



CHAPTER 8§

THE TIFLIS WRITERS’ UNION had asked us to come to a little re-
ception. And it must be admitted that we were frightened, for these
meetings have a habit of becoming extremely literary, and we are
not very literary people. Besides, we knew by now that the Geor-
gians take their literature very seriously: poetry and music are their
great contributions to world culture, and their poetry is very an-
cient. Their poetry is not read by a few people; it is read by every-
one. In their burial places on the hill we had seen that their poets
were buried on an equal footing with their kings, and in many cases
a poet has been remembered where a king has been forgotten. And
one ancient poet, Rust’hveli, who wrote a long epic poem called
The Knight in the Tiger Skin, is honored almost as a national hero
in Georgia, and his verses are read and are memorized even by chil-
dren, and his picture is everywhere.

We were afraid that the meeting of the writers might be a little
rugged for us, but we went. About twenty men and three women
received us. And we sat in chairs around a large room and regarded
one another. There was a speech of welcome to us, and without
transition our welcomer said, “And now Mr. So-and-so will read a
short summary of Georgian literature.”

A man on my right opened a sheaf of papers, and I could see that
it was typewritten and single-spaced. He began to read, and I
waited for the translation. A paragraph later I suddenly realized
that he was reading in English. I became fascinated, because I could
only understand about one word in ten. His pronunciation was so
curious that although the words were English all right, they did not
sound remotely like English when he said them. And he read
twenty typewritten pages.

I got the manuscript later and read it, and it was a concise, com-
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pact history of literature in Georgia, from earliest times to the
present.

Since most of the people in the room did not speak English at all,
they sat and smiled benignly, for to them he was reading in perfect
English. When he had finished, the man who had first spoken said,
“Have you any questions now?”

And since I had understood very little of what had gone on, I
had to admit that I had no questions.

It was quite hot in the room, and both Capa and I had developed
a little trouble in the stomach, so that we were not comfortable.

Now a lady stood up, and she too had a sheaf of papers, and she
said, “I will now read some translations into English of Georgian
poetry.”

Her English was good, but because I had a bad cramp in the
stomach, I had to protest. I told her, which is true, that I much pre-
fer to read poetry to myself, that I get more out of it that way, and
I begged her to let me have the poetry to read when I was alone, so
that I could appreciate it more. I think it hurt her feelings, but I
hope not. It was true and I was miserable. She was a trifle curt. She
said that this was the only copy in existence, that she did not dare
let it out of her hands.

Again, as before, there came the questions about American writ-
ing. And, as usual, we felt terribly unprepared. If we had known we
were going to be asked questions like this before we left America,
we might have studied a little bit. We were asked about new writers
emerging, and we mumbled a little about John Hersey, and John
Horne Burns, who wrote The Gallery, and Bill Mauldin, who
draws like a novelist. We were dreadfully inadequate at this sort of
thing, but the truth of the matter is we had not read very much of
modern fiction lately. Then one of the men asked us what Geor-
gians were well known in America. And the only ones we could re-
member, outside of the choreographer George Balanchine, were the
three brothers who collectively had married many million dollars’
worth of American women. The name Mdvani did not seem
to bring out great enthusiasm among the present-day Georgian
writers.

They are very stern and devoted, these Georgian writers, and it is
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very hard to tell them that although Stalin may say that the writer is
the architect of the soul, in America the writer is not considered the
architect of anything, and is only barely tolerated at all after he is
dead and carefully put away for about twenty-five years.

In nothing is the difference between the Americans and the Sovi-
ets so marked as in the attitude, not only toward writers, but of
writers toward their system. For in the Soviet Union the writer’s
job is to encourage, to celebrate, to explain, and in every way to
carry forward the Soviet system. Whereas in America, and in En-
gland, a good writer is the watch-dog of society. His job is to sati-
rize its silliness, to attack its injustices, to stigmatize its faults. And
this is the reason that in America neither society nor government is
very fond of writers. The two are completely opposite approaches
toward literature. And it must be said that in the time of the great
Russian writers, of Tolstoy, of Dostoevski, of Turgenev, of Che-
khov, and of the early Gorki, the same was true of the Russians.
And only time can tell whether the architect of the soul approach to
writing can produce as great a literature as the watch-dog of society
approach. So far, it must be admitted, the architect school has not
produced a great piece of writing.

The room was very hot by the time our meeting with the writers
was over, and we shook hands all around, wiping our palms on our
trousers between handshakes, for we were perspiring very freely.

There had been one question they had asked that we wanted to
think about further. It had been, “Do Americans like poetry?”

And we had had to reply that the only check we have on the lik-
ing or disliking of any form of literature in America is whether the
people buy it, and certainly the people do not buy very much po-
etry. So we had been forced to say that perhaps Americans do not
like poetry.

And then they had asked, “Is it that American poets are not very
close to the people?”

And this was not true either, because American poets are just as
close to the people as American novelists are. Walt Whitman and
Carl Sandburg are certainly not very far from the people, but the
people just do not read very much poetry. We do not think it makes
very much difference whether Americans like poetry or not. But to
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the Georgians, whose love for poetry is traditional, the lack of love
for poetry is almost a crime.

Old as Tiflis is, it is the new capital. Fifteen hundred years ago
the seat of power was about thirty kilometers to the north, and in
the afternoon we got in the jeep and our cavalry driver drove us out
there. It was a good macadam road, and it was crowded with little
wagons pulled by donkeys, and by army trucks, and by soldiers on
German motorcycles with side-cars. On the hills on either side
were castles and ancient churches, almost inaccessible of approach.
And the feeling of ancientness was in these passes which had been
guarded against invasions for three thousand years. The road fol-
lowed the river, and there were two hydroelectric dams, but when
Capa wanted to photograph them, the refusal was instant. And just
above the dams we came to a bridge that was built by Pompey
when the Romans came through this pass, and one of the central
supports is still standing in the river.

The name of the ancient capital is Mtskhet, and I cannot pro-
nounce it yet. There is a fifth-century church high up on the peak
above the city, half ruinous and very impressive. And to get to it
you must climb a goat trail. In the town itself there was a beautiful
church, inside high walls. And the walls were castellated and built
for defense.

The huge courtyard inside the walls was grass-grown and the
walls themselves were stepped, so that in the old days the fighting
men could guard the church. The door of the church was of iron,
and it was locked with a gigantic padlock. And inside the porch
there were many little candles, stuck against the stone of the wall.
The method seems to be to light the wrong end of the candle, and
when it is burning to press it against the stone so that it sticks, and
then to light the other end, so that the burning candle adheres to the
stone of the church itself.

A dry hot wind howled through the pass in which the old town
stands, and cried against the corners of the church. Off in one cor-
ner of the churchyard there was a curious parody. A long, lean,
stringy man, dressed in rags, was dancing about. He was of the
breed we used to call “touched.” In his bony right hand he held a
big feather, and with it he gestured while he made a loud speech to
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three goats who stood watching him and chewing rapidly. He
waved his feather, stopped in his speech, and charged at the goats,
and they disdainfully stepped aside, like boxers, and then stood and
watched again while he spoke to them.

Eventually the caretaker of the church arrived—a dark woman,
with a strong aquiline face. She was dressed in a black costume,
with a black headcloth that wrapped around her throat, so that only
her face showed. Her eyes were dark and brooding. She seemed to
be some kind of secular nun. She carried a big key for the padlock.
She opened the church, and we went inside the dusky ancient place.

The wall paintings were stiff, and old, and primitive, and their
colors were faded. The more recent icons were dark in their gold
frames and under their gold filigree. The stern woman began to tell
us about the origin of the church.

Now there developed what we were later to call the Tinker to
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Evers to Chmarsky translation. Chmarsky did not understand the
Georgian language. The words had to be spoken to a Georgian,
who translated into Russian, and Chmarsky translated the Russian
to us. This took a lot longer than normal conversation.

The dark woman told us that this church had been finished in the
fifth century, but it had been started long before. And she told us a
curious story about its founding, one of the incredible eastern sto-
ries one hears so often.

There were two brothers and a sister. And they had heard from
the sky, or from the winds, that Jesus Christ had been born and had
grown to manhood. There were portents and dreams that told them
about him. Finally the two brothers started for Jerusalem, leaving
their sister at home in this place. And they arrived on the day of the
crucifixion, so they only saw him dead. And these two brothers
from this pass in the Georgian mountains were heartbroken, and
they begged a piece of the body-cloth of Jesus, and they brought it
home to their sister. She was grief-stricken by the crucifixion, and
she clutched the cloth, and fell sick and died of sorrow, and her
dead hand held the cloth against her heart. Then the brothers tried
to release the cloth, but her hand held firm and they could not get it
away from her. And so she was buried with the cloth still held in
her hand. She was buried right in this place where the church now
stands. And almost immediately a plant grew out of the grave and
became a giant tree. After a number of years it was desired to build
a church in this place to commemorate the event. And woodsmen
came and tried to cut the tree, but their axes flew to pieces against
its trunk. Everyone tried to cut the tree, and they couldn’t make a
dent in it. Finally two angels came and cut the tree, and the church
was built over the spot. The dark woman pointed to a curious tent-
like structure of clay inside the church, and this is where the grave
was, she said, and this is where the tree stood. And under the clay
tent undoubtedly was the body of the holy woman, still clutching
the piece of the cloth that had been worn by Jesus.

She told other stories in her austere dry voice, but this was the
best story, this was the origin of the church.

The wind whined in through the creaking iron door while she
talked. And she said that although the place was deserted now, at
various times of the year many thousands of people gather at this
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church and the courtyard is so crowded that one cannot even sit
down or move about. There are people who even climb up on the
walls. And during these feasts the service is celebrated in the ancient
church. And people come from many, many miles on pilgrimages
for these ceremonies, and the church is surrounded by little candles
stuck against the walls and burning in the night.

We left the church and saw the iron door locked, and in the cor-
ner of the courtyard the “touched” man still waved his feather and
addressed his hoarse speeches to the goats.

We went to a monastery on the edge of the town where a colony
of monks still live. They have their own chapels and their own com-
munal houses.

These were Christian places when France, and Germany, and
England were still pagan. And the Christian stories told here have
an Eastern flavor.

This long pass north of Tiflis is an archeologist’s heaven, for
there are remnants of civilizations for thousands of years. High on
the cliffs are the square holes of burial places of remote antiquity.
The Soviet government’s diggers work all the time at their excava-
tions. Only recently they found a gigantic oil jar filled with golden
money—the army pay of an ancient king who had been attacked
and had buried his treasure in this place. And everyday the diggers
find artifacts that carry the history of Georgia back and back to un-
suspected civilizations. In the light of this age, a pier of Pompey’s
bridge is a comparatively new structure, and the hydroelectric dam
is a real newcomer against this background of antiquity.

Capa lined up four objects that he wanted to get on one camera
plate: the hydroelectric dam, a statue of Lenin, a fifth-century
church, and the square hole of a Sumerian grave. But they wouldn’t
let him photograph it, because most important of all was the hydro-
electric dam, and a photograph of it was considered out of bounds.

We were wind-burned and weary in the evening, and the stom-
achs of Capa, and Chmarsky, and me were badly upset. We had
been drinking a mineral water called Borjoom, which had a pleasant
alkaline taste, and we only discovered after it had done its work that
it was a mild purgative, and in the quantities we were drinking it, it
was much more than a mild purgative. We were quite weak before
we found out the cause of our difficulty.
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In America there are many hundreds of houses where George
Washington slept, and in Russia there are many places where
Joseph Stalin worked. The railroad shops in Tiflis have against their
outer wall a bank of flowers and a giant plaque proclaiming that in
this shop Joseph Stalin once had a job. Stalin is a Georgian by birth,
and his birthplace, Gori, about seventy kilometers from Tiflis, has
already become a national shrine. We were going to visit it.

It seemed a long way in the jeep, for a jeep seems to go faster
than it does. We went again through the windy pass, and out into
farther valleys, and through other passes, until at last we came to
the town of Gori. It is a town set among the mountains. It is domi-
nated by what we would call a mesa, a tall lone, round mountain, in
the middle of the town, and topped by a great castle, which once
defended the town and was its place of refuge. The castle is now in
ruins. This is the town where Stalin was born, and where he spent
his early youth.

The birthplace of Stalin has been left as it was, and the whole
thing covered by an enormous canopy to protect it from the
weather. The top of the canopy is of stained glass. The birthplace is
a tiny one-story house, built of plaster and rubble, a house of two
rooms with a little porch that runs along the front. And even so, the
family of Stalin were so poor that they only lived in half of the
house, in one room. There is a rope across the door, but one can
look inside at the bed, the shallow clothes closet, a little table, a
samovar, and a crooked lamp. And in this room the family lived,
and cooked, and slept. Square golden marble columns support the
canopy of stained glass. And this structure is set in a large rose gar-
den. On the edge of the rose garden there is the museum of Stalin,
in which is preserved every article that could be gathered that is as-
sociated with his childhood and early manhood—early pho-
tographs and paintings of everything that he did, and his police
photograph when he was arrested. He was a very handsome young
man at that time, with fierce wild eyes. On the wall there is a big
map of his travels, and the prisons where he was incarcerated, and
the towns in Siberia where he was held. His books and papers are
here, and the editorials he wrote for small papers. His life has been
consistent, and from the very beginning he started the line that has
continued to the present day.
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In all history we could not think of anyone so honored in his
lifetime. We can only think of Augustus Caesar in this respect, and
we doubt whether even Augustus Caesar had during his lifetime the
prestige, the veneration, and the god-like hold on his people that
Stalin has. What Stalin says is true to them, even if it seems to be
contrary to natural law. His birthplace has already become a place
of pilgrimage. People visiting it while we were there spoke in whis-
pers and tiptoed about. A very pretty young girl was in charge of
the museum on the day we visited this place, and after her lecture to
the group of us, she went into the garden and cut roses and gave
everyone a blossom. And the roses were carefully put away to be
saved and treasured as a remembrance of a kind of holy place. No,
in all history we do not know anything quite comparable to this.

If Stalin can have this amount of power during his lifetime, what
will he become when he is dead? In many speeches in Russia we
have heard the speaker suddenly quote a line from a speech of
Stalin’s that has the stopping quality of the ipse dixit of the medieval
scholar who put his argument in the lap of Aristotle. In Russia there
is no appeal from the word of Stalin, and there is no argument
against anything he says. And however this has been accomplished,
by propaganda, by training, by constant reference, by the iconogra-
phy which is ever present, it is nevertheless true. And you can only
get the sense of this force when you hear, as we did many times, the
remark, “Stalin has never been wrong. In his whole life he has not
been wrong once.” And the man who says it does not offer it as an
argument, it is not refutable, he says it as a matter completely true
and beyond argument.

We got into the jeep again, and our cavalry man drove us into
one of the side valleys, for we wanted to see the vineyards where
the Georgian wine comes from. We went into a narrow valley, and
again on all the slopes were fortifications. And there were little
farms in the valley and on the mountains on both sides. The vine-
yards climbed up the mountains. The grapes were just coming to
ripeness. And there were orchards too, orchards in which there
were orange trees, and apples, and plums, and cherries. The road
was narrow and rough, and in places streams cut across it. Our
driver whooped with joy, for this he loved. He drove at breakneck
speed over the narrow roads, and he watched us narrowly to see if
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we were frightened—and we were. We had to hold on with both
hands to keep from being flung out of the jeep. He struck the
streams so hard that water cascaded over the whole of the car and
drenched us. We went up through a series of little farming valleys
with mountain passes between. On every pass there was a fortifica-
tion where in old times the people of the farms went for protection
when an invasion came through.

We stopped at last at a collection of houses in a mountain vine-
yard, where we had planned to have lunch. About a hundred people
were collected, dressed in their best clothes, standing quietly about.
And pretty soon four men went into one of the houses, and they
emerged carrying a casket. The whole group started up the moun-
tain, weaving back and forth, carrying the dead to be buried high up
on the slope. We could see them for a long time, getting smaller and
smaller as they zigzagged up the mountain trail to the high ceme-
tery.

We went out into the vineyard and ate a monster lunch which we
had brought with us—caviar and sausage, roast saddle of lamb,
fresh tomatoes, wine, and black bread. We picked the grapes that
were just ready to eat and stuffed ourselves with them. And all of
this, incidentally, did not do our weakened stomachs any good. The
little valley was green and lush and the air was delightfully warm.
There was a good smell of green things all over. And after a while
we got back in the jeep and went kayoodling down the road again
to Gorl.

A visitor to a town in America is taken to see the Chamber of
Commerce, the airfield, the new courthouse, the swimming pool,
and the armory. And a visitor in Russia is taken to see the museum
and the park of culture and rest. In every town there is a park of
culture and rest, and we were becoming used to them—the benches,
the long plots of flowers, the statues of Stalin and of Lenin, the
commemorations in stone of the fighting that was done in this town
at the time of the Revolution. To refuse to see the local park of cul-
ture and rest would be as bad manners as to refuse to go to see a
new real estate development in an American town. Tired as we were
from being shaken to death in the jeep, sunburned as we were, for
we had no hats, we had to go to the park of culture and rest in Gori.

We walked along the gravel paths and looked at the flowers, and
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suddenly we became aware of a curious music that was being
played at the back of the park. It was almost like bagpipe music,
with a background of drums. We walked toward the sound, and
saw three men, two playing flutes and one playing a little drum. We
soon saw why the music sounded like that of bagpipes, for the flute
players puffed their cheeks, and when they drew breath, their filled
cheeks kept the music going, so that there was no interval. The mu-
sic was savage and wild. The two flutists and the drummer stood at
the entrance of a high board fence, and the trees around the fence
were clustered with children who were looking into the enclosure.

We were glad we had come to the park, for this was the national
competition of Georgian wrestling, and it was the day of the finals.
For three days the competition had gone on, and today the champi-
ons of the republic would be chosen.

Inside the circular board fence was an arena-like place with seats
on all sides. The wrestling circle itself was about thirty-five feet in
diameter, and the surface was of deep sawdust. At one side was the
table of judges, and behind them a little lean-to where the contes-
tants took off their clothes.
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The people were very hospitable to us; they made a place for us
on a bench, and they cleared the pathway so that Capa could take
photographs of the competition.

The two flute players and the drummer sat down in the front
row, and the contestants were called. They were dressed in an odd
costume—short canvas jackets without sleeves, and canvas belts,
and short trunks. They were barefooted.

Each pair of contestants came to the judges’ table and was for-
mally recognized. Then they took their places, one on either side of
the circle. And at that moment the music started playing its savage
melody, with the heavy drumbeat underneath it. The contestants
approached each other and joined battle.

It is curious wrestling. Its nearest relative is, I suppose, jujitsu.
The contestants are not permitted to grasp any part of the body.
The only holds permitted are on the jackets and on the belts. Once
the holds are established, it is a matter of tripping, of throwing of
weight, of forcing your opponent off balance, until you have
thrown him to the ground and pinned him down. During the whole
attack and defense, the savage music plays, and only when one
fighter has lost does the music stop.
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The contests were not long, usually one minute was enough for
one or the other of the fighters to be thrown. And in the instant that
one contest was over, another pair approached the judges’ table and
was recognized. It is a sport which requires incredible speed, and
strength, and technique. Indeed, some of the throws were so violent
and fast that 2 man would go sailing through the air at the end of
the attack and land on his back.

The audience grew more and more excited as the competition
continued and more and more contestants were eliminated. But we
had to go. We were to take an evening train for the Black Sea, and
before that we had been invited to the opening of the Tiflis Opera.
Furthermore, our jeep had developed saddle sores and was giving
trouble, and we had seventy kilometers to go before we could even
attempt to go to the opera. It was gasoline-line trouble, and we
limped back, stopping every little while to blow out the gasoline
line.

We were very tired when we got back to Tiflis, so tired that we
refused to go to the opening of the opera. My broken knee had
taken a dreadful beating in the mad jeep. I was barely able to walk
at all. I wanted an hour in boiling hot water to loosen up the painful
kneecap.

The station, when we finally got to it, was hot and crowded. We
walked along a very crowded train and came at last to our carriage,
a 1912 first-class wagon-lit of happy memory. Its green velvet was
as green as we had remembered. Its dark wood polished and oiled,
shining metal and musty smell we well remembered. We wondered
where it could have been all these years. The Belgians who built
these carriages so many years ago built them for the ages. It was the
finest railroad carriage in the world forty years ago, and it is still
comfortable, and it is still in good shape. The dark wood grows
darker year by year, and the green velvet grows greener. It is a
hangover from days of grandeur and royalty.

It was very hot in the train, and we opened the window in our
compartment. Immediately a guard came and closed it, scowling at
us. As soon as he was gone, we opened the window again, but he
seemed to sense that we would rebel. He was back instantly, closing
the window and lecturing us in Russian, and shaking his finger in
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our faces. He was so fierce about this window that we did not dare
open it again, although we were smothering in the hot train. His
message translated was that on the trip that night we would be go-
ing through many tunnels. If the window were open the smoke of
the engine would come into the car and get the green upholstery
dirty. We begged him to let us open the window, saying we would
even help to clean the upholstery, but he only shook his finger
more sternly at us and lectured us again. When a Russian rule is es-
tablished, there are no deviations.

That reminded us of a story that was told us by an American
military man in Moscow. He said that during the war when the
American plane on which he was traveling landed at Moscow, a
sentry was sent with orders to let no one on the plane. And when
the time came for the party to board the plane, the sentry let no one
on. Our man said that he was nearly shot for trying to, in spite of
his orders, and his passes, and his identifications. Finally the sentry
was changed, not the orders. The commanding officer explained
that orders were fixed and that it was much easier to change sentries
than to change orders. Sentry number two had orders “Let people
on the plane,” while sentry number one had orders “Do not let
anyone on the plane.” Two sets of orders, or changed orders, might
confuse a man. It was much simpler to change sentries. And also it
was probably much better for discipline. The man who enforces
one order can do it much more faithfully than one who has to make
a decision between two.

There was not any doubt about it, the guard on our train did not
intend to let us get the window open. We could have smothered,
and it wouldn’t have made any difference at all. We did not know
what the penalty would be for traveling with an open window in
our car, but we judged by the seriousness of the guard’s attitude
that it must be about ten years’ imprisonment.

Our train started at last, and we settled in our little sweat box for
the night. But the train had no sooner started than it stopped. And
all night it stopped about every two miles. We finally fell into a
sweaty sleep and dreamed of being caught in a coal mine.

We awakened very early in the morning to find ourselves in a
new kind of country, a completely changed country. We had come
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into a tropical area where the forests stretched down to the tracks,
and where we could see bananas growing, and where the air was
moist. The land around Tiflis, and the air, had been dry.

The little houses beside the track were swaddled in flowers, and
the foliage was dense. Hibiscus in bloom climbed up the hills, and
there were orange trees everywhere. It was a most rich and beauti-
ful country. In little patches along the track the corn stood as high
as it does in Kansas, twice the height of a man in some places, and
there were fields of melons. In the early morning the people came
to the entrances of their open and airy houses and watched the train
go by. And the women were dressed in brilliant clothing, as tropical
people always are. Their head-cloths were red and blue and yellow,
and their skirts were bright, figured cloth. We went through forests
of bamboo and giant ferns, and through fields of tall tobacco. And
now the houses were on stilts, with high ladders to get to the first
floor. And under the houses children and dogs played in the early
morning light.

The hills were densely wooded with great trees, and every visible
thing was covered with lush growth.

And then we came to the area of the tea gardens, probably the
most beautiful crop in the world. Low hedges of tea spread away
for miles and climbed up over the brows of the hills. Even in the
early morning lines of women were picking the new leaves from the
tops of the tea plants, their fingers fluttering among the bushes like
little birds.

We had awakened very hungry, but it didn’t do us any good.
There was nothing to eat on the train. In fact, in all the time we
were in Russia we did not find anything to eat on any conveyance.
You either take your lunch or you go hungry. This accounts for the
bundles the travelers take with them: one-tenth clothing and bag-
gage, and nine-tenths food. We tried again to get a window open,
but there were tunnels ahead, and we were forbidden again to open
them. In the distance, and far below us, we could see the blue of
the sea.

Our train came down to the shore of the Black Sea and paralleled
it. The whole of this coast is one gigantic summer resort. Every lit-
tle distance is a great sanatorium or a hotel, and the beaches even in
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the morning are thronged with bathers, for this is the rest place and
this is the vacation place of nearly all of the Soviet Union.

Now our train seemed to stop every few feet. And at every stop
groups of people got off, groups who were assigned to one rest
house or another. This is the vacation that nearly all Russian work-
ers look forward to. It is the reward for long hard work, and it is
the recuperation place for the wounded and the sick. Seeing this
country, with its calm sea and its warm air, we realized why people
all over Russia said to us again and again, “Just wait until you see
Georgia!”

Batum is a very pleasant little tropical city, a city of beaches and
hotels, and an important shipping point on the Black Sea. It is a city
of parks and tree-shaded streets, and the breeze from the sea keeps
it from being too hot.

The Intourist Hotel here was the finest and most luxurious in the
Soviet Union. The rooms were pleasant and newly decorated, and
each one had a balcony with chairs. The full-length windows made
it possible to open whole rooms to the outside. After the night in an
old museum-piece of a coach, we looked longingly at the beds, but
they were not for us. We barely gotaway with a bath. Our time was
running short, and we had to see a great deal in a very short time.

In the afternoon we visited several of the rest houses. They are
large palaces set in magnificent gardens, and nearly all of them look
out to the sea. It would be dangerous to be experts in these things.
Nearly everyone who has ever traveled in Russia has become an ex-
pert, and nearly every expert cancels out every other expert. We
must be very careful in what we say about these rest houses. We
must repeat only what we were told in the ones we saw, and even
then we’ll bet we get an argument from somebody.

The first one we visited looked like a very luxurious hotel. It was
at the head of a long set of steps that led up from the beach, and it
was surrounded by great trees, and in front of it was an enormous
porch overlooking the water. This one was owned by a Moscow
branch of the electricians’ union, and the people who stayed in it
were electricians. We asked how they got to come, and we were
told that in every factory, in every workshop, there is a committee
which includes not only representatives of the factory workers, but
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a company doctor. A number of factors are taken into considera-
tion by the committee which designates the people who are to come
on vacation. There is length of service, there is physical condition,
there is quality of tiredness, and there is reward for service beyond
that which is required. And if a worker has been sick and needs a
long rest, the medical section of his factory committee designates
him for a trip to a rest house.

One part of this rest house was set aside for single men, another
for single women, and a third part for whole families, who had
apartments for their vacations. There was a restaurant where every-
one ate, and there were game rooms, and reading-rooms, and music
rooms. In one game room people were playing chess and checkers;
in another a fast ping-pong game was going on. The tennis courts
were crowded with players and spectators, and the stairs were lined
with people climbing up from the beach or going down to swim.
The hotel had its own boats and fishing equipment. Many of the
people simply sat in chairs and looked off toward the sea. There
were recuperating illnesses here, and there were the results of indus-
trial accidents, sent down to get well in the warm air of the Black
Sea. The average vacation was twenty-eight days, but in cases of ill-
ness the stay might be protracted for as long as the factory commit-
tee wished.

We were told that very many of the unions maintain rest houses
on the sea for their members. This rest house could take about three
hundred people at a time.

We drove a few miles down the coast to a sanatorium, a place
that again looked like a giant hotel. And this was a state sanatorium
for tuberculars and people troubled with other pulmonary difficul-
ties. It was part hospital and part rest house. It was a very pleasant
sunny place. The bed-ridden patients had their beds pulled out on
balconies overlooking the gardens and the sea, and the ambulatory
cases wandered about, listening to music and playing the inevitable
chess, which is a game second only to soccer in importance.

The patients in this house were designated by the medical boards
of their districts. This was a place of rest. When we came to it it
seemed to be almost deserted, for all of the patients were in their
beds. But while we were there a bell rang, and gradually they
emerged to stroll about.
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We were told that there were many hundreds of such sanatori-
ums on the edges of the sea, and driving along the coast road we
could see a great many of them among the trees on the hillside
slopes.

While we were driving, a heavy tropical rain began, and we went
back to our hotel and finally got a couple of hours sleep. We were
awakened by an unusual kind of music. There would be a passage
of clarinet marmalade, played in unmistakable Benny Goodman
style. Then the passage would stop, and a second clarinet would
take up the same passage, but not in unmistakable Benny Goodman
style. In a half doze it took us some time to realize what was hap-
pening in one of the rooms near us. Someone was listening to a pas-
sage of a Benny Goodman record, and then trying to imitate it, with
only a modest amount of success. It went on and on, one passage
repeated again and again and again. It is only when one sees the
mess that is made of American swing music by most Europeans that
one is able to realize how definite, how expert, and how unique
American music is. Perhaps our musicians would have the same dif-
ficulty with the intricate rhythms and melodies of Georgian music.
Certainly the Russians have plenty of trouble with ours, but they
bring great enthusiasm to bear. We had not heard much American
swing music in Tiflis, but in Batum there was a good deal. The ho-
tels were filled with it, for many of the visitors had come down
from Moscow where it is played more often.

In the evening we were invited to a concert on the seashore by
what was called the Tiflis jazz orchestra. In a little band shell beside
the beach, the orchestra took its place, and it played its version of
American jazz—"“Shine,” and “China Boy,” and “In the Mood”—
always “In the Mood.” When Capa and I came in to the concert, we
were given huge bunches of flowers to hold, and we felt a little silly.
Neither of us is quite the type to listen to a concert peering over the
edge of fifteen pounds of gladioli. They were big bouquets, and
there was nothing we could do with them. We couldn’t put them
down, we had to peer through the spikes of flowers at the orchestra
on the platform.

We realized why they could not play American music well. Our
swing music is invented and improvised. The musician puts himself
and his imagination into his playing, whereas this Russian orchestra
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slavishly imitated records that it heard, and such records are not im-
itatable. If they wanted to play swing music, they should have taken
perhaps the theme of “Dinah” and improvised on it, in which case
they would have had music. It wouldn’t have been American swing
music, but it might have been Georgian swing music.

It was with relief that the orchestra turned to its own music and
played the wild dances of the Georgian hills. And we were relieved
too, because they were at home, and it was music. And after it was
over, the leader and several of the players came back to the hotel
with us to have dinner. The leader was a wiry, enthusiastic man, and
with our Tinker to Evers to Chmarsky translation we tried to tell
him about the background of American swing, how it had devel-
oped and what it was. He was fascinated with its theory, and he and
his players would break into explosive explanations in Georgian.
The idea that around a simple melody the musicians became cre-
ators of music, not to be written down, not to be preserved, but
simply to be played, was new to him. And as he and his players lis-
tened, they grew more and more excited about the idea. We told
them there was no reason why an American theme should be used.
A Georgian theme with the same improvisation would be just as
good, and probably an idea that they could better carry out. After a
while they jumped up, and said good-by, and left us. And we imag-
ine that somewhere in the night, on the shore of the Black Sea, there
was some wild experimenting with improvisation in the American
manner.

We never seemed to get enough sleep, but it was not entirely that
which wearied us. We were on the go all the time, we were never
able to settle back and think about things. Capa’s cameras had been
snapping like firecrackers, and he was getting a lot of exposed film.
Maybe it was something like this. We were seeing things all the
time, we were having to see things all the time. For us, in a normal
inefficient kind of an existence, we’d only see things a little part of
the time, and the rest of the time we would just relax and not look
at anything. But with our limited time on this trip, we had to see
something every minute, and we were getting extremely tired. And
there was one other thing too. We were living a life which for virtue
has only been equaled once or twice in the history of the world.
Part of this was intentional because we had too much to do, and
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part of it was because vice wasn’t very available. And we are fairly
normal specimens. We love a well-turned ankle, or even a few
inches above the ankle, clad, if possible, in a well-fitting nylon
stocking. We are fond of all the tricks, and lies, and falsities that
women use to fool and snare innocent and stupid men. We like
these things very much—nice hair-dos, and perfume, and beautiful
clothes, and nail polish, and lipstick, and eye-shadow, and false eye-
lashes. We had a definite hunger to be tricked and fooled. We like
intricate French sauces, and vintage wines, and Perrier-Jouet cham-
pagne, approximately 1934. We like sweet-smelling bath soap, and
soft white shirts. We like gypsy music played by a whole bloody
battalion of violins. We like the crazy skirl of Louis Armstrong’s
trumpet, and the hysterical laughter of Pee Wee Russell’s clarinet.
And we were leading a life of limpid virtue. We were consciously
circumspect. The most common attacks on foreigners in the Soviet
press are on the basis of drunkenness and lechery. And while we are
only reasonably alcoholic, and no more lecherous than most peo-
ple, although this is a variable thing, we were determined to live the
lives of saints. And this we succeeded in doing, not entirely to our
satisfaction.

There might have been one other thing that made us tired, and
that was our conversation, which had been consistently kept on a
high intellectual level. We do not mean to state categorically that
Russians are stuffy, non-alcoholic, non-lecherous people. In their
more private moments we don’t know if they are or not, but it is
just possible that we were all showing off for each other a little bit,
like housewives putting on a puff at a party. At any rate, at this time
we were not only extremely tired, but we felt the squirm of deca-
dence working under our skins.

In the morning it was raining very hard, a warm soft rain. We
turned over and went back to sleep. At about ten o’clock the sun
broke through, and our committee came to take us to a state tea
farm.

We drove along the seashore, and then up through a cleft in the
green mountains into a back valley, where the lines of dark green
tea bushes stretched for miles, and here and there were groves of or-
ange trees. It was a lovely piece of country, and it was the first state
farm we had visited.
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Here again we cannot make generalities, we can only tell what
we saw and what we were told. The state farm was run like an
American corporation. It had its manager, and its board of direc-
tors, and its employees. The farm workers lived in apartment
houses, new, and clean, and pleasant. Each family had its own
apartment, and if the women worked in the fields, there were
créches for their children to stay in. And they had the same status as
people who worked in factories.

It was a very large farm, with its own schools and its own or-
chestras. The manager was a businesslike man, who might easily
have been a manager of a branch factory of an American company.
It was very different from the collective farms, for in the latter each
farmer has a share in the profits of the collective. This was simply a
factory for growing tea.

The men worked with the conditioning of the land. Tea-picking
was done mostly by the women, for their fingers were clever. The
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women moved across the field in long lines, and they sang and
talked as they worked, and they were very pictorial. Capa took a
great many pictures of them. And here, as everywhere, there were
decorations for proficiency. There was one girl who had won a
medal for her speed in picking tea, and her hands worked like light-
ning over the tea bushes, picking the fresh light green leaves and
putting them in the basket she carried. The dark green of the tea
bushes and the color of the women’s clothes made a very pretty
scene on the hillside. At the bottom of the hill there was a truck to
receive the fresh picked tea and take it to the processing plant.

We followed the truck to the tea factory, which is worked en-
tirely by automatic machinery. Macerators bruise the tea and let it
oxidize, and endless belts go through the drying ovens. The factory
is operated almost entirely by women. The director is a woman, and
the tasters. Women work the machines where the tea is macerated
and oxidized, and women tend the big ovens where the tea is dried.
Women grade and pack it. The only men are those who move the
crates of packaged tea.

The director of the plant, a handsome woman of about forty-
five, is a graduate of an agricultural school in her specialty. And her
factory puts out many grades of tea, from the finest small top leaves
to the bricks of tea which are sent out to Siberia. And since tea is
the most important beverage of the Russian people, the tea gardens
and the tea factories are considered one of the most important in-
dustries of the region.

When we left, the director gave each of us a large package of the
finest product of the region, and it was excellent tea. We had long
since given up coffee, because what coffee there was, was not good.
We had taken to drinking tea, and from now on we made our own
tea for breakfast, and ours was much better than any we could have
bought.

We stopped at a little créche where fifty or sixty tiny children
were dancing on the green grass—the children of the women who
were working in the tea fields. And Capa found a beautiful little
girl, with long curls and huge eyes, and he wanted to photograph
her, but she became embarrassed, and cried, and would not be com-
forted. He photographed a little boy, who cried too. Capa is the
children’s friend. The teacher said that the girl was hard to comfort
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because she was not a Georgian child, she was a Ukrainian orphan
who had been adopted by a Georgian family, and she felt strange
because she could not speak the language yet. And many of the
Georgian families have adopted children from the destroyed areas,
for this rich country was not touched, and the people feel a respon-
sibility toward the rest of the nation. Here and there we stopped at
little houses to visit. And they had their gardens and their orchards
around them. And in every place we ate a handful of hazelnuts or
some country cheese and fresh black bread; a pear just picked from
the tree over the house, or a bunch of grapes. We seemed to be eat-
ing constantly, and we could not refuse. And we tasted Georgian
vodka, which we do not recommend to anyone, for it has a fuse in
its tail. It is a veritable rocket of a drink, and our stomachs just
couldn’t take it. Actually it is not vodka at all, but what we used to
call grappa, that is distilled wine. It was much too violent for us.

When our stomachs were beginning to bulge with food, the
manager of the farm caught up with us. He was a tall, straight, spare
man, in a partisan uniform and a stiff cap. He asked us to stop by at
his house for a bite to eat, God help us! We explained, through
Chmarsky and another interpreter, that about one more bite to eat
and we would explode. It was returned to us that it was only a to-
ken bite, and that he would take it as a great courtesy if we would
visit his house and have a glass of wine with him.

We had just about begun to believe that Russia’s secret weapon,
toward guests at least, is food. But we surely could not refuse to
have a bite to eat and a glass of wine. And so we went with him to
his house, a neat little house on a hill.

And we should have known. There were more people standing
about on the neat clipped grass of his yard than were justified by a
simple bite to eat and a glass of wine. Two handsome girls came out
of the house with jugs of water. They poured it over our hands, we
washed our faces and hands. The girls held out white towels em-
broidered in red for us to dry ourselves.

And then we were invited to step into the house. Through a hall-
way we went, and into a large room. The room was hung with wo-
ven materials in brilliant colors; some of the designs reminded us of
Indian blanketry. The floor was covered with a kind of matting,
rather like Mexican petate. It was the vision of the table that nearly
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killed us. It was about fourteen feet long, and it was loaded with
food, and there were about twenty guests. I think it is the only meal
or dinner we ever attended where fried chicken was an hors
d’oeuvre, and where each hors d’oeuvre was half a chicken. It went
from there to a cold boiled chicken over which was poured a cold
green sauce, delicious with spices and sour cream. And then there
were cheese sticks and tomato salads and Georgian pickles. And
then there was a savory stew of lamb, with a thick sauce. And then
there was a kind of fried country cheese. There were loaves of flat
Georgian rye bread piled up like poker chips, and the center of the
table was loaded with fruit, with grapes, and pears, and apples. And
the frightful thing about it was that everything was delicious. The
flavors were all new, and we wanted to taste all of them. And we
were nearly dying of overeating. Capa, who prides himself on a
thirty-two-inch waist, and who will not let out his belt, no matter
what happens, was getting a puffed look under the chin, and his
eyes were slightly popped and bloodshot. And I felt that if I could
just go two or three days without eating anything, I might return to
normal.

I remembered and finally understood a story that had been told
me by an Englishman. He was sent to America during the war on
some kind of purchasing job, and he had headed toward the Middle
West. And every place he went he was stuffed. He ate three and
four dinners a day. His luncheons sank him, and between meals
people slipped things into his mouth. They were sorry for him be-
cause there was so little food in England. They wanted to feed him
up so that he could last a while just on his accumulated fat. At the
end of three days he was ill, but he had to keep going. At the end of
a week he was in desperate condition. His stomach, which was used
to the austere food of England, was in complete revolt, and as he
got sick the people got sorrier and sorrier for his hunger, and fed
him more and more. At first, being an honest man, he tried to ex-
plain that so much food was killing him, but that was just disbe-
lieved. And then he lied a little bit, and said he didn’t feel right
about eating so much food when his people at home did not have
such good things. And they laughed at him for that, and he had to
go on eating. He said that at his approach to a farm the massacre of
chickens was pitiful, and that he himself had found feathers on his
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razor when he shaved in the morning. At the end of a two weeks’
visit, he collapsed and was taken to a hospital where they pumped
him out. And the doctor warned him that in his condition, even
though he felt terribly hungry, he shouldn’t eat too much. And he
laughed crazily, and turned over, and buried his head in the pillow.
At the time I had thought this story was an overstatement, but
more and more I was beginning to believe that it was an exact story.

We were introduced to the twenty guests, and we sat down. And
here our problem began. If we did not eat, we were urged to eat,
and if we did eat, our plates were replenished instantly. And mean-
while the decanters of local wine were passed, and it was a delicious
wine, light and full of flavor, and it probably saved our lives. After
a few glasses of wine our host stood up, and his wife came from the
kitchen and stood beside him, a handsome black-eyed woman with
a strong face. The manager drank our health, and drank the health
of the United States. And then he appointed his best friend table-
master, and this, we were told, is an old Georgian country custom,
that the host appoints his friend the master of speeches. And from
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then on no toast may be made by anyone at the table. If someone
wishes to propose a toast, he must pass the word to the table-
master, who is usually chosen because of his ability to make
speeches. Then the toast is made by the table-master. This saves the
guests a great deal of speaking.

The new table-master made quite a long speech. And it must be
remembered that even a short speech was long the way it had to be
here, for every sentence had to be translated from Georgian to
Russian, and from Russian to English. And God knows what ideas
were lost or confused on the way, particularly as this dinner pro-
gressed. The table-master was a local farm economist, and after the
usual courteous remarks in his first speech he got into his own
hobby. He deplored the accidents and the misunderstandings that
were forcing the Americans and the Russians apart, and he had, he
said, an answer to this, and his answer was trade. He said that a
trade treaty should be established between Russia and America, for
Russia needed desperately the things that America could manufac-
ture—the farm machinery, the tractors, the trucks, the locomotives.
And he suggested that the United States might need some of the
things that Russia produced, and he mentioned precious stones, and
gold, and wood pulp, and chrome, and tungsten. He had apparently
been thinking and brooding on this problem for a long time. It is
very probable that he did not know many of the difficulties which
stood in the way of such an understanding, and we must admit that
we did not know them either.

Since we were foreigners and could not pass a written note to the
table-master, we were permitted to answer his toast. And we pro-
posed a toast to the abolishment of curtains of all kinds—of iron
curtains, and nylon curtains, and political curtains, and curtains of
falsehood, and curtains of superstition. We suggested that curtains
were a prelude to war, and that if war should come it could be for
only one of two reasons—either through stupidity, or through in-
tent, and if it was through intent on the part of any leaders, then
those leaders should be removed, and if it was through stupidity,
then the causes should be more closely inspected. And we proposed
that since no one, not even the most stupid and belligerent of men,
could imagine that a modern war could be won by anyone, then
any leader on any side who seriously proposed war should be
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hunted down as an insane criminal and taken out of circulation.
Capa has seen a great deal of war, and I have seen a little, and both
of us feel very strongly on the subject.

At the end of our toast the wine fairly leaped from the decanters,
and everyone at the table stood up, and everyone insisted on touch-
ing his glass to the glass of everyone else at the table. And there was
the intimate Georgian toast. Each man holding a glass links his arm
with his neighbor’s arm and drinks from his own glass. The women
leaned in from the kitchen, and around the entranceway the neigh-
bors had gathered, and the wine decanters were passed out to them.

The Georgians we met are like the Welsh. In any group of, say,
ten men, there would be at least seven fine voices. And at this table
now the singing broke out, magnificent choral singing. They sang
the songs of the Georgian shepherds of the mountains, and the old
fighting songs. And the voices were so good, and the chorus was so
good, that they seemed to be almost a professional group, and they
were not. And then the tempo quickened, and two men took chairs,
and turned them over their knees, and used them for drums, and the
dancing started. The women came out of the kitchen and danced,
and the men leaped up from the table and danced. And the music
was the chorus of male voices, and the patted chair bottoms, and the
clapping of hands.

It was magnificent dance music. Sometimes a man would dance
alone, and sometimes a woman alone, and sometimes they danced
together, in formal quick steps, traditional dances of Georgia. And
this is how it was when we stopped for just a bite to eat and a glass
of wine in a Georgian farmhouse. We had to tear ourselves away.

As our car dashed down the hills back to Batum, it began to rain
again.

We were taking the train to Tiflis that night, and we were sup-
posed to go to the theater before train time. And so heavy were we
with fatigue, and food, and wine, and impressions, that the theater
left not very much mark on us. It was Oedipus Rex played in Geor-
gian, and our eyes were barely open enough to see that Oedipus
was a handsome man with a flashing gold tooth, and that his red
wig was magnificently red. He played on a staircase, up and down
and up and down. He declaimed his lines with force and beauty.
And when Oedipus beat his own eyes out, and tore his bloody
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shirt, our eyes were almost closed, and we propped them open. The
audience spent half its time turning and looking at us, the visiting
Americans. We were only a little less rare than visiting Martians
here, and we couldn’t have appeared to advantage, for we were half
asleep. Our host led us out of the theater, and pushed us into a car,
and got us up the stairs of the train, and we were like sleepwalkers.
We didn’t have any quarrel with the guard that night about open
windows. We fell into our berths and went to sleep almost immedi-
ately.

In these terrific Georgians we had met more than our match.
They could out-eat us, out-drink us, out-dance us, out-sing us.
They had the fierce gaiety of the Italians, and the physical energy of
the Burgundians. Everything they did was done with flair. They
were quite different from the Russians we had met, and it is easy to
see why they are so admired by the citizens of the other Soviet re-
publics. Their energy not only survives but fattens on a tropical cli-
mate. And nothing can break their individuality or their spirit. That
has been tried for many centuries by invaders, by czarist armies, by
despots, by the little local nobility. Everything has struck at their
spirit and nothing has succeeded in making a dent in it.

Our train got into Tiflis about eleven o’clock, and we slept until
just a little before that time, and struggled into our clothes, and
went to our hotel, and slept some more. And we did not eat, not
even a cup of tea did we have, for there was one more thing we had
to do before we flew back to Moscow the next morning. That night
we were to be given a party by the intellectuals and the artists of Tif-
lis. And if this seems to be turning into a record of eating, that is ac-
curate. It was not that we seemed to be eating practically all of the
time—we were.

Just as the body can become flooded, and inattentive to rich food
and wines, so that the perception of spices and vintages disappears,
so can a mind become drowned with impressions, overwhelmed
with scenes, imperceptive of colors and movements. And we were
suffering both from overeating, overdrinking, and overseeing. It is
said that in a foreign country impressions are sharp and accurate for
a month, and then they become blurred, and the reactions are not
accurate again for five years, so that one should stay either one
month or five years in a country.
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We had the feeling that we were not seeing things sharply any
more. And we had a certain terror of the dinner of the intellectuals
of Georgia that night. We were so tired, and we did not want to
hear speeches, particularly intellectual speeches We did not want to
think about art, or politics, or economics, or international relations,
and particularly we did not want to eat or drink. We wanted mainly
just to go to bed and sleep until plane time. But the Georgians had
been so kind to us, and so pleasant, that we knew that we had to go
to this dinner. It was the one formal thing they had asked us to do.
And we should have trusted the Georgians and their national genius
more, because the dinner did not turn out at all like what we had
suspected it might.

Our clothes were in outrageous condition. We hadn’t brought
very many, you can’t when you fly, and our trousers hadn’t been
pressed since we had entered the Soviet Union. And little accidents
of food were upon our coats. Our shirts were clean but badly
ironed. We were far from beautiful examples of overdressed Amer-
ica. But Capa washed his hair, and that had to do for both of us. We
sponged the more removable spots from our clothes, and put on
clean shirts, and we were ready.

They took us in the funicular railway straight up the cliff to the
great restaurant at the top which overlooks the whole of the valley.
It was evening when we went up, and the city was lighted below us.
And the evening sky was golden behind the black Caucasus peaks.

It was a big party. The table seemed about a mile long. It was set
for about eighty people, for the dancers of Georgia were there, and
the singers, and the composers, and the makers of motion pictures,
and the poets and novelists. The table was covered with flowers and
beautifully decorated and set, and the city was like strings of dia-
monds below the cliff. There were many handsome women singers
and dancers.

The dinner started, as all such dinners do, with a few stuffy
speeches, but the Georgian nature, and the Georgian genius,
couldn’t tolerate it, and it went to pieces almost immediately. They
just are not stuffy people, and they could not contrive to be for very
long. Singing broke out, individual singing and group singing. And
dancing broke out. And the wine passed. And Capa did his famous
kazatzki, which is not graceful, but it is remarkable that he can do it
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atall. Perhaps the sleep we had got gave us new life, and perhaps the
wine helped a little, for the party went on very late into the night. I
recall a Georgian composer who raised his glass, and laughed, and
said, “To hell with politics!” I recall trying to do a Georgian dance
with a handsome woman who turned out to be the greatest Geor-
gian dancer in the world. I recall group singing in the street finally,
and that the militia came to see what the singing was about, and
joined the chorus. Mr. Chmarsky was a little gay. He was as strange
to Georgia as we were. Language barriers went down, national
boundaries went down, and there was no need of translators any
more.

We had a wonderful time, and this dinner which we had looked
forward to with horror and reluctance turned out to be a magnifi-
cent party.

In the dawn we dragged ourselves back to our hotel. There was
no purpose in going to bed, for our plane would leave in a very few
hours. We were half*dead packing our bags, but some way we got
to the airport, we will never know how.

It was the old routine of getting to the airport in the dark before
the dawn. And our hosts came down in a big car to take us there.
They looked a little green around the gills, and we felt that way.
The all-night party had not given us a great deal of energy at the
end. We came to the airport with our baggage, and our cameras, and
our films, just in the pre-dawn, and as usual went to the restaurant
and had tea and big biscuits. On the starting line at the other end of
the field the Russian military fighter craft took off in pairs and went
out on patrol duty.

Mr. Chmarsky was tired and a little inattentive. On our side of
the field a big transport plane, again a C-47, warmed up and people
got into it, and we asked if it was our plane, and we were told thatit
was not. And it took off. In an hour we inquired again about our
plane. Now it seemed it was our plane that had taken off. The
Kremlin gremlin was at work again. We complained a little bitterly.
No one had told us we were to go on that plane. Even Chmarsky
became indignant, and he had a long and explosive conversation
with the commandant of the airport, a conversation that had a great
many hand gestures, and the use of those Russian words that have
consonants we cannot pronounce. It sounds like a series of fire-
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crackers. Mr. Chmarsky threatened to report the whole incident to
whatever place you report such incidents, and the commandant was
sad. And then his face lighted up and he said, “You will go in a spe-
cial plane. It is being readied now.”

And we were properly impressed and very happy about it, be-
cause we’d never gone anyplace in a special plane in our lives, and
we rather imagined we could stretch out on the floor and go to
sleep. The plane was to leave in one hour. It would take that long to
be made ready. Back to the restaurant we went, and had more tea,
and more big biscuits.

At the end of an hour we made another inquiry. And it seemed
that an engine needed a little work, and it might just possibly be
thirty-five minutes more before we took off in our “special plane.”

Our hosts meanwhile were wilting and dying on the vine. We
tried to get them to go back to Tiflis and go to bed, but they were
very courteous and they would not. They would see us off to
Moscow. Two more glasses of tea, and forty-five minutes, and we
inquired again. It seemed, said the commandant, that a delegation of
Turks, representing the Turkish government, were on their way to
Moscow to take part in the celebration of the eight-hundredth an-
niversary of that city. And they were going to go on the plane with
us, if we did not mind; they were to share our special plane, if we
would permit it. Now we have no great liking for the Turkish gov-
ernment, but when it was put to us that way, we couldn’t refuse a
whole sovereign nation’s representatives the right to go on our little
special plane to Moscow. We were very big about it, we granted the
permission.

“Let them board the plane, and they can go with us,” we said.

There was just one bit of trouble, they were not here yet. They
were still in Tiflis, they would be out in half an hour.

Back to the restaurant we went, and had two more glasses of tea,
and more big biscuits. The sun rose, and the air became hot, and the
Russian patrol craft took off and came in. We had that sandy feeling
under the eyes that comes from complete and overwhelming fa-
tigue. And at the end of an hour we went back to the commandant,
and even Mr. Chmarsky was getting quite excited by now. Where
were the Turks?

Well, it seemed that their train had not reached Tiflis yet. It had
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been delayed somewhere along the line, and since they had been
promised permission to go on our plane, the commandant did not
think that he could very well leave the Turkish delegation stranded
here, and would we mind waiting perhaps another half hour.

The level of the tea in our bodies had reached the thorax. And we
went back to the restaurant, and drank another glass, and it bubbled
out of our mouths. Chmarsky put his head down in his hands, and
I reminded him of our definition of gremlins, and of his answer that
in the Soviet Union they do not believe in ghosts.

I said, “Mr. Chmarsky, do you believe in ghosts now?”

And he raised weary eyes, and then banged his fists on the table,
and ran out to the commandant, shouting.

Our hosts from Tiflis were now squatting on the ground under a
tree in the garden of the airport, sound asleep. But we couldn’t go
to sleep, because our plane was to leave in thirty-five minutes.

Two and a half hours later the Turks’ baggage arrived—twenty
fat suitcases in a truck—but no Turks. And it developed that after
an all-night trip on the train the Turks had felt a little sandy, a little
grainy, and they had gone to a hotel to take a bath, and have some
breakfast, and rest up a little bit. The commandant was very sorry,
it was an international matter, and if we wouldn’t mind letting the
Turks on our plane, we would make him the happiest man in the
world, and incidentally probably save his job and his reputation.

Again we were magnanimous. And we had discovered one scien-
tific truth: we knew exactly how much the human system can hold,
and we had reached that point.

At twelve-thirty the Turks arrived. They were fat Turks—four
men and two women. We didn’t know what they were going to do
with twenty great suitcases for a stay of at the most two weeks. We
thought perhaps they had brought folding harems with them. They
swaggered through the airport, and got in the plane, and the door
was about to close when we besieged the plane ourselves. There was
a little altercation at the door, but the Turks finally let us in. It
turned out that it was not our plane at all, it was the Turks’ plane.
And we were not letting them ride with us, they were letting us ride
with them, and they didn’t like it a bit. We didn’t want to remind
them that we, as American taxpayers, were providing dollars to pre-
serve the democracy of their great state. All we wanted to do was to
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get on that plane and get the hell out of Tiflis. Mr. Chmarsky was
crying a little bit by now, and shaking his fist at everything that
moved. He had a plan to write letters to all of the Moscow papers
concerning the incident.

We finally were permitted in the plane, and the Turks—they
were well-rounded, well-upholstered Turks—settled in their seats
with grunts of distaste at our presence. They glanced suspiciously at
our luggage. We must say that they were the nicest-smelling Turks
we have ever encountered. Everyone of them smelled like a two-
dollar haircut. And I have a feeling that while we waited at the hot
airport they had been bathing in attar of roses.

We waved heavily to our hosts of Tiflis. They had been very
kind and hospitable to us, and we had been of considerable nui-
sance to them. And our friend the cavalryman-driver waved vio-
lently. Nothing tired him out.

It was close in the plane, for the air-conditioning system, as
usual, was out of order, and the smell of attar of roses was over-
whelming. Our plane lumbered into the air and began to climb
rapidly to get through the Caucasus. On the ridges we could see the
castles and fortifications of antiquity.

It is a magical place, Georgia, and it becomes dream-like the mo-
ment you have left it. And the people are magic people. It is true
that they have one of the richest and most beautiful countries in the
world, and they live up to it. And we understood thoroughly now
why Russians had always said to us, “Until you have seen Georgia,
you have seen nothing.”

We flew over the Black Sea, and stopped again at Sukhum, and
this time our crew did not go swimming. The line of women was
still there selling fruit, and we bought a great box of peaches to take
to the correspondents in Moscow. We purposely got them firm, so
that they would not all ripen at once. The sad thing was that they
did not ripen at all. They simply rotted in the condition in which
we got them.

We flew over the secondary range of the Caucasus and came
down into the interminable flat lands. We did not land at Rostov,
but flew directly on to Moscow. And it was cold in Moscow, for
the winter was approaching very fast.

Mr. Chmarsky was a very nervous man. This time we had nearly
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finished him off. And even Chmarsky’s gremlin was tired. There
were no difficulties at the airport. We were met. The car was wait-
ing, and we got into Moscow without any difficulty at all. We were
very happy to see our room in the Savoy, with the crazy monkey,
the insane goats, and the impaled fish. The bust of Crazy Ella
winked and nodded to us as we walked up the stairs to our room,
and the stuffed bear on the second floor drew himself up and
saluted us.

Capa got into the bathtub with an old British financial report,
and I went to sleep while he was still there. For all I know he spent
the night in the tub.



CHAPTER 9

Moscow was IN A STATE of feverish activity. Great gangs of men
were covering the buildings with gigantic posters and portraits of
the national heroes, acres in extent. The bridges were strung with
electric light globes. The walls of the Kremlin and its towers, and
even its battlements, were outlined in electric lights. Every public
building was floodlighted. In every public square dance stands had
been put up, and in some of the squares little booths, made to look
like Russian fairy-tale houses, had been erected for the sale of
sweets, and ice-cream, and souvenirs. A special little dangling metal
buttonhole ornament was official, and everyone wore one of them.

Delegations from many countries were arriving almost hourly.
The busses and trains were loaded. The roads were full of people
coming into the city, carrying not only their clothes, but food for
several days. They have been hungry so often that they take no
chances when they move, and everyone carries a few loaves of
bread. Bunting and flags and paper flowers were on every building.
The individual commissariats had their signs on the buildings hous-
ing their offices. The subway trust put up a huge map of the sub-
ways of Moscow, and at the bottom a little subway train that ran
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back and forth. This attracted crowds, who stared at it all day and
late into the night. Wagons and trucks loaded with foodstuffs, with
cabbages, with melons, with tomatoes, with cucumbers, rolled into
the city—the gifts of the collective farms to the city on its eight-
hundredth anniversary.

Everyone in the street wore some medal, or ribbon, or decora-
tion reminiscent of the war. The city boiled with activity.

I went over to the Herald Tribune office and found a note from
Sweet Joe Newman. He was held up in Stockholm, and he asked me
to cover the party for the Herald Tribune, since he couldn’t get
back to do it.

Capa was working feverishly over his films, criticizing his work
himself, the quality of the developing, everything. He had an enor-
mous number of negatives by now, and he spent hours in front of
the window, looking through the negatives, and bltchmg badly.
Nothing was correct, nothing was right.

We called Mr. Karaganov at the Voks office and asked him to
find out exactly what we had to do to get the films out of Russia.
We thought there might be some censorship, and we wanted to
know what it was enough in advance so that we could make prepa-
rations for it. He assured us that he would go to work on it imme-
diately and would let us know.

On the night before the celebration we were invited to the Bol-
shoi Theater, but we weren’t told what it would be. By some fortu-
nate accident we were unable to go. We heard later that it was six
hours of speeches, and no one could leave, for there were members
of the government in the government box. It was one of the happi-
est accidents that ever happened to us.

The restaurants and cabarets were packed with people, and many
of them were set aside for the delegates who had come from the
other republics of the Soviet Union and from other countries, so
that we couldn’t get in at all. As a matter of fact it was very difficult
to get dinner that night. The city was simply mobbed with people,
and they walked slowly about the streets, stopping in one square to
listen for a while to the music, and then trudging on to another
square. They looked, and trudged, and looked. The country people
were wide-eyed. Some of them had never seen the city before, and
no one had ever seen the city so lighted up. There was some dancing
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in the squares, but not a great deal. Mostly the people trudged and
stared, and trudged on and stared at something else. The museums
were so packed that you couldn’t get in at all. The theaters were
mobbed. There was no building on which there was not at least one
huge picture of Stalin, and the picture second in size was that of
Molotov. Then there were huge portraits of the presidents of the
different republics, and of the other heroes of the Soviet Union,
their size graduated down.

Late in the evening we went to a little party at the house of an
American Moscow correspondent who has been in Russia for many
years. He speaks and reads Russian easily, and he told us a great
many stories about some of the difficulties of running a house in
present-day Russia. And just as with hotel serving, most of the dif-
ficulties came from the inefficiency of a bureaucratic system—so
many records and so much bookkeeping made it almost impossible
to get any repairs done.

After dinner he took a book from his shelves. “I want you to lis-
ten to this,” he said, and began reading slowly, translating from
Russian. And he read something like this—this is not an exact tran-
scription, but it is close enough.
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“The Russians of Moscow are highly suspicious of foreigners,
who are watched constantly by the secret police. Every move is no-
ticed and sent into central headquarters. A guard is placed on all
foreigners. Furthermore, Russians do not receive foreigners in their
houses, and they seem to be afraid even to talk to them very much.
A message sent to a member of the government usually remains
unanswered, and a further message is also unanswered. If one is im-
portunate, one is told that this official has left the city or is sick.
Foreigners are permitted to travel in Russia only after great diffi-
culty, and during their travels they are very closely watched. Be-
cause of this general coldness and suspicion, foreigners visiting in
Moscow are forced to associate with each other exclusively.”

There was a good deal more in this vein, and at the end our
friend looked up and said, “What do you think of it?”

And we said, “We don’t think you can get it past the censor.”

He laughed. “But this was written in 1634. It is from a book
called Voyages in Muscovy, Tartary and Persia, by a man named
Adam Olearius.” And he said, “Would you like to hear an account
of the Moscow conference?”

And he read from another book something like this: “Diplomat-
ically the Russians are very difficult to get along with. If one sub-
mits a plan, they counter it with another plan. Their diplomats are
not trained in the large world, but are mostly people who have
never left Russia. Indeed, a Russian who has lived in France is con-
sidered a Frenchman; one who has lived in Germany is considered a
German, and these are not trusted at home.

“The Russians cannot go diplomatically in a straight line. They
never get to the point, they argue in circles. Words are picked up,
and bandied, and tossed, until in the end a general confusion is the
result of any conference.”

After a pause he said, “And that was written in 1661 by a French
diplomat, Augustin, Baron de Mayerburg. These things make one
much less restless under the present setup. I don’t think Russia has
changed very much in some respects. Ambassadors and diplomats
from foreign countries have been going crazy here for six hundred
years.”

Quite late in the night our host tried to drive us home, but
halfway there his car ran out of gasoline. He got out and stopped
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the first motorist who came by. There was a quick exchange of
Russian. He gave the man a hundred roubles, and we got in and
were driven home by this stranger. And we found that this can
nearly always be done. Almost any car becomes a taxi late at night,
for a very high price. This is very fortunate, for there are practically
no regular taxis on run. The taxis usually cover a route and take the
car full. You must say where you are going, and the taxi driver will
tell you whether he is going in that direction. They operate a little
like streetcars.

In addition to all the decoration a great deal of new equipment
was coming out in celebration of the anniversary. Big new electric
streetcars, trackless streetcars, were put on the streets for this cele-
bration. The Ziss automobile plant released many beautiful new
cars, which were almost exclusively put to the use of the big delega-
tions from foreign countries.

Although it was only September 6, it was becoming very cold in
Moscow. Our room was freezing, and the heat would not be turned
on for a month. We wore our overcoats when we were not in bed.
The other correspondents in the Metropole Hotel were unpacking
their electric heaters which had been put away for the summer.

Almost at dawn on the day of the celebration Capa was out rag-
ing through the streets with his cameras. He had a Russian camera-
man with him now to facilitate his movements about the city and to
explain to policemen that he was all right. And in Red Square he
had a militia man assigned to him to make things easy and to stop
any unpleasantness. He photographed buildings, and displays, and
crowds, and faces, and groups of trudging people, and he was as
happy as it is possible for him to be when he is working.

In many streets little sidewalk restaurants were set up—one di-
rectly across from our hotel—two little tables, with white cloths on
them, and vases of flowers, and a big samovar, and a glassed-in dis-
play counter for little sandwiches (open-face sandwiches with
sausage and cheese), jars of pickles, and small pears and apples, all
for sale.

It was a brilliant cold day. The elephants from the circus paraded
through the streets, preceded by clowns. There was not to be any
military parade on this day, but there was a big show scheduled for
the stadium, and to that we went in the afternoon.
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It was a show of mass formations of factory workers in brilliant
costumes. They did group calisthenics and marches. They made
figures on the field. There were races, some for women and some
for men, competitions in shot-putting and in volley ball. There was
a showing of dancing horses, beautifully trained horses, which
waltzed, and polkaed, and bowed, and pirouetted.
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Someone important in the government was there, but we
couldn’t see him, whoever he was, for the state box was on our side
of the stadium. In fact we have almost a record. In the whole time
we were in Russia we didn’t see one single important person. Stalin
had not come up to the celebration from his place on the Black Sea.

The show in the stadium went on all afternoon. There were pa-
rades of bicycles, and races of motorcycles, and finally there was a
last show that required a great deal of preparation. A line of motor-
cycles rode around the track. In the seat was the motorcycle driver,
and standing on each motorcycle was a girl in tights, and each girl
held a great red flag, so that when the motorcycles went at full
speed, the huge flag flapped behind. This parade circled the track
twice, and that was the end of the show.

We started back from the Dynamo Stadium because I had to do
my Tribune piece for Joe Newman, and Capa had to get back into
the crowds to keep his camera clicking. And halfway back we blew
a tire, and we had to walk the rest of the way. Capa got caught in
the crowd, and I didn’t see him until much later. I finally made it to
the Tribune office, did my piece, and sent it over to the censor.

We had dinner that night with Mr. and Mrs. Louis Aragon, who
were at the National Hotel. They had a room with a balcony that
overlooked the huge square in back of the Kremlin. From there we
could see the fireworks which went off almost constantly, and we
could hear the salutes of artillery that continued at intervals all
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evening. The square in front of us was one packed mass of people.
There must have been millions of them, milling slowly and eddying
back and forth across the square. In the middle of the square there
was a bandstand where speeches were made, and music played, and
there were singers and dancers. The only place we have ever
seen people so closely packed together is in Times Square on New
Year’s Eve.

It was very late at night before we could even force our way
through the people back to our hotel. And many hundreds of thou-
sands of peoples still trudged through the streets, back and forth,
looking at the lights and watching the electrical displays.
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I went to bed, but Capa put his hundreds of rolls of film away,
and got out his negatives, and when I went to sleep he was still star-
ing at the light through his negatives, complaining bitterly that
nothing had gone well. He had discovered that one of the cameras
he had been using all day had developed a light leak, and he thought
that all of his films were probably ruined. This did not make him a
very happy man, and I was so sorry for him that I determined not
to ask him a single intellectual question the next morning,

Our time was getting very short, and we still had many things
that we wanted to do. We wanted to see the Russian writers who
when we had first arrived had all been out of town, on the Black
Sea, or in Leningrad, or in the country. And we wanted to see the-
ater and ballet and ballet schools. Capa had many pick-up shots to
make. And every day or two we called Voks and asked whether our
pictures had been cleared, because this was becoming a worry to us.
We couldn’t get any information about what we had to do about
the pictures, and we knew that some kind of request was bound to
be made. And no information came back, except that they were
working on it. Meanwhile the drawers in our room were crowded
with rolls and strips of developed film.

The deep fall had arrived, and the winter was fast approaching.
In the country around Moscow a blue mist hung close to the fields,
and everywhere the people were digging potatoes and storing cab-
bages.

A kind of coldness was creeping up between Capa and me, for an
odor had come into our room, and it seemed to each of us that it
was the odor of not quite clean clothing. We thought we were clean,
we bathed a great deal, we sent our laundry out regularly, and yet
this smell increased. We began looking at each other with narrowed
eyes, and making slightly disparaging remarks about each other.
The smell got worse and worse. We had to keep a window open. It
was only after the third day that we discovered what it was. General
Macon had given us some D.D.T. bombs, and one of these bombs
had not been quite tightly screwed down, so that a tiny vapor of it
was impregnating the room with its odor. And because we did not
expect an odor, each of us thought it was the other. The smell of
Aerosol, if you know what it is, is a rather pleasant clean smell, but
if you don’t know what it is, it is rather disgusting. We were very
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glad when we discovered the source of the evil and closed it off, and
the room soon regained its beauty.

On the night after the celebration Ed Gilmore, who with time
had forgiven Capa for stealing his Ellery Queen, invited us to din-
ner. And his wife is not only beautiful, she is also a beautiful cook.
We spent an evening of happy, well-fed, mildly alcoholic deca-
dence, for Ed Gilmore had a number of newly arrived swing
records from America. We drank Martinis and ate crisp little
piroschki, and late in the night we danced a little. It was a good
evening, and we honor Ed Gilmore for his ability to forgive Capa’s
crime against him. The next day Sweet Joe Newman got back from
Stockholm with very delicate gifts. He brought a fountain-pen, and
some cigarette lighters, and cigarettes, and canned delicacies, and a
few bottles of Scotch whisky, and a suitcase full of toilet paper. It
was very good to have him back.

Moscow was settling into its winter stride. The theaters were
opening, the ballet would begin, the shops were beginning to sell
the thick cotton quilted clothing and the felt boots that people wear
in winter. Children appeared in the streets in caps with earflaps, and
with fur-lined collars on their thick coats. At the American Em-
bassy technical sergeants who were experts in electricity were
busily rewiring the whole building. Last winter the wiring burned
out, and without the electric heaters they were used to, the Em-
bassy staff had to work in overcoats.

We went to dinner at a house where five young American offi-
cers of the Military Attaché’s staff lived. It was a very good dinner,
but they do not live very happy lives, for they even more than the
others are restricted in their movements, and they must live the
most circumspect of lives. I presume that the Russian Military At-
taché in America is rather carefully watched too. In front of their
house stands a permanent militia man in uniform, and every time
they leave their house they are accompanied by invisible followers.

Inside the pleasant house we sat at dinner with the American of-
ficers, and we had American food—a leg of lamb, and green peas,
and a good soup, and salad, and little cookies, and black coffee. And
we thought how four hundred years ago, perhaps in a house like
this, British and French officers, young men in gold and red uni-
forms, had sat over their port, while outside in front of the gate the
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Russian guard in a helmet carried a pike and watched over them.
These things do not seem to have changed very much.

Like all tourists, we made the trip to the little town of Klin, sev-
enty kilometers from Moscow, to visit the home of Tchaikovsky. It
is a pretty house, set in a large garden. The lower floors are now
used as library, as storehouse for music manuscripts, and as a mu-
seum. But the upper floor where the composer lived has been left
just as it was. His bedroom is as he left it—a big dressing gown
hanging beside the narrow iron cot, a small writing table under a
window. The ornate dressing table and mirror with the drape of
heavy paisley presented to him by a feminine admirer stands in a
corner, with his hair tonic still on it. And his living-room with the
grand piano, the only one he ever owned, has not been changed.
Even his desk has his little cigars in a bowl, and his pipes, and stubs
of pencil. The pictures of his family are on the walls, and out on a
little glass porch where he took his tea there is a clean sheet of mu-
sic manuscript paper. His nephew is the curator—a handsome old
man now.

He said, “We want to make Tchaikovsky’s house seem as though
he has just stepped out for a walk and would soon return.”

This old man lives mostly in the past. He spoke of the musi-
cal giants as though they were still alive—of Moussorgsky, and
Rimski-Korsakov, and Tchaikovsky, and the rest of the great
group. And the house was indeed full of the presence of the com-
poser. The piano is tuned and played once a year. It is played by the
best pianist available, and the music is recorded. Mr. Tchaikovsky,
the nephew, played for us for a while, and the piano was mellow
and a little out of tune.

We looked at the manuscripts in the library. The notes are
stabbed on the paper, cutting into the staffs with a terrible haste,
and whole sections are crossed out. And on some pages only eight
bars remain, and the rest are viciously eliminated with a destroying
pencil. And then we looked at the manuscripts of other composers,
neatly inked, no note crossed out. But Tchaikovsky wrote as
though every day might be his last, and every note. He was frantic
to get his music down.

The old man sat with us in the garden later, and we spoke of the
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composers of the present day, and he said a little sadly, “Competent
men, yes; good craftsmen, yes; honest and intelligent men, yes; but
not genuises, not genuises.” He looked down the long garden
where Tchaikovsky had walked every day, winter or summer, after
he had finished his daily work.

The Germans had comé to this pleasant house, and they had
made a motor pool of it, and tanks were in the garden. But the
nephew had moved the precious manuscripts in the library, and the
pictures, even the piano, safely away before the Germans came.
And now it is all back—a strange, haunted place. From the window
of the caretaker’s cottage came the notes of someone practicing on a
piano, the exercises of a child, hesitant and stumbling, and the
strange and passionate loneliness of the frantic little man who lived
exclusively for music filled the garden.

Our time was growing very short. Our lives had become jerky.
We rushed from one thing to another, trying to see everything in
our last few days. We visited the University of Moscow, and the
undergraduates did not look unlike ours. They congregated in the
halls, and laughed, and rushed from class to class. They paired off,
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boy and girl, just as ours do. The university was bombed during the
war, and the students rebuilt it while the war went on, so that it was
never closed.

The ballet had opened, and we went nearly every night—the
loveliest ballet we have ever seen. It started at seven-thirty and did
not finish until after eleven. The casts were huge. A commercial the-
ater could not support such ballet. Such performance, and training,
and sets, and music, must be subsidized or they cannot exist. There
is no way to make the sale of tickets pay for this kind of produc-
tion.

We also went to the Moscow Art Theater, and saw Simonov’s
play The Russian Question. And perhaps we made a mistake in see-
ing this play, or perhaps this production was not of the best. We
found it, for our taste, overacted, overemphasized, unreal, and styl-
ized—in a word, hammy. The character of the American publisher
would have reduced an American audience to helpless laughter, and
the Russian idea of American newspapermen was only slightly less
fantastic than Ben Hecht’s. But this play has been unbelievably suc-
cessful. And its picture of American journalism is taken as absolute
truth by nearly all of its audiences. We wish we could have seen
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other plays, and other casts, to see whether overempbhasis is general,
but there was no time. We can only say that by New York stan-
dards The Russian Question is not good.

Mr. Simonov is without question the most popular writer in the
Soviet Union today. His poems are known and recited by the
whole population. His war reporting was as generally read as Ernie
Pyle’s was in America. And he himself is a very charming man. He
invited us to his country house. It is a simple, comfortable little
house, set in a large garden. There he and his wife live quietly. His
house is not luxurious, it is very easy. We had an excellent lunch.
He loves fine cars, and he has a Cadillac and a jeep. His vegetable
garden, orchard, and poultry-yard furnish his table. He seems to
live a good, simple, comfortable life. He has his enemies of course,
of the kind drawn against him by his popularity. He is the darling
of the government, and has been decorated many times, and he is
generally beloved by the Russian people.

He and his wife were charming and kind. We liked them very
much. And as with all professionals, our criticism of his play had no
personal emphasis. We played darts later on, and danced, and sang.
And we went back to Moscow very late at night.
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Moscow was still in a flurry of activity, for all of the great por-
traits, and the flags, and the buntings had to come down quickly,
before rain should set in, or the color would run. They had to be
used again for the celebration of the thirtieth anniversary of the
November Revolution. This is a big year for celebration in Mos-
cow. The lights on the buildings, and on the Kremlin, and on the
bridges were left up, because the rain could not hurt them, and they
too would be needed again on the seventh of November.

We had wanted to see the inside of the Kremlin, everyone does,
and we had even wanted to photograph it, and finally our permis-
sion came through, but the permission to photograph could not be
arranged. No pictures could be taken, no cameras could be carried
inside. We did not get the special tour, but only the usual tourists’
route. However, that was what we wanted. Mr. Chmarsky was our
guide again, and oddly enough Mr. Chmarsky had never been in-
side the Kremlin either. It is not a permission readily granted.

We approached the long, heavily guarded causeway. There were
soldiers at the entrance. Our names were taken, and our permis-
sions scrutinized, and then a bell rang and a military escort went
with us through the gate. We didn’t go to the side where the gov-
ernment offices are. We walked inside the huge place, past the old
cathedrals which have been there for so long, and we went through
the museums in the giant palace which was used by so many czars,
from Ivan the Terrible on. We went into the tiny bedroom that Ivan
used, and into the little withdrawing rooms, and the private chapels.
And they are very beautiful, and strange, and ancient, and they are
kept just as they were. And we saw the museum where the armor,
the plate, the weapons, the china services, the costumes, and the
royal gifts for five hundred years are stored. There were huge
crowns covered with diamonds and emeralds, there was the big
sledge of Catherine the Great. We saw the fur garments and the fan-
tastic armor of the old boyars. There were the gifts sent by other
royal houses to the czars—a great silver dog sent by Queen Eliza-
beth, presents of German silver and china from Frederick the Great
to Catherine, the swords of honor, the incredible claptrap of
monarchy.

It became apparent, after looking at a royal museum, that bad



A RUSSTIAN JOURNAL 205

taste, far from being undesirable in royalty, is an absolute ne-
cessity.

We saw the painted hall of the warriors of Ivan where no woman
was permitted to enter. We climbed miles of royal staircases, and
looked into the great halls of mirrors. And we saw the suite where
the last czar and his family had lived, uncomfortably amidst too
much furniture, too much decoration, and too much dark polished
wood. For a child to have to grow up and live with all of this mon-
strous collection of nonsense must have made a certain kind of
adult out of him, and one can understand more readily the character
of princes after seeing the kind of life they must have lived in the
midst of all this mess. When the little czarevitch wanted a gun,
could he have a twenty-two rifle? No, he had a little blunderbuss
handmade of silver, with pieces of ivory driven into it, with jew-
els for sights—an anachronism in the twentieth century. And he
couldn’t go out and hunt rabbits, he sat on the lawn and swans were
driven by for him to shoot at.

Just two hours in this royal place so depressed us that we
couldn’tshake it all day. What must a lifetime in it have done! Any-
way, we saw it, and I suppose we are glad, but horses couldn’t drag
either of us back. It is the most gloomy place in the world. And it
was easy to imagine while walking through these halls and these
staircases how murder could rise so easily, how father could kill son
and son father, and how any real external life could become so re-
mote as to be nonexistent. From the windows of the palace we
could look over the walls of the Kremlin, out to the city, and we
could imagine how these imprisoned monarchs must have felt to-
ward the city. Directly below us in Red Square was the great marble
stand where they used to cut off the heads of their subjects, proba-
bly out of their own terror. We walked down a long ramp and out
of the heavily guarded gate with a sense of relief.

We ran away from that place and back to the Metropole Hotel,
to the Herald Tribune offices, and we grabbed Sweet Joe Newman,
and went down to the cabaret, and ordered four hundred grams of
vodka and a huge lunch. But it took a long time to get over the feel-
ing the Kremlin had put upon us.

We never did see the government offices which are on the other
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side. That is a place where tourists are never taken, and we don’t
even know what it looked like, except for the tops of the buildings
which could be seen over the wall. But we were told that a whole
community lives in there. Some of the high government officials
have apartments there, and their servants; and the caretakers, the
maintenance crews, and the guards, all live inside the walls. Stalin,
however, we were told, does not live in the Kremlin, but has an
apartment somewhere, and no one seems to know where it is, and
no one seems to pay much attention to where it is. Mostly now
though, it is said, he lives on the Black Sea, in a climate of perpetual
summer.

One of the American correspondents told us that he had seen
Stalin driven through the street one day, and he said he was sitting
in the jump seat, and he was leaning back at a curious angle, and he
looked very stiff. “I wondered at the time,” he said, “whether it was
Stalin or whether it was a figure. He did not look natural.”

Capa brooded over his films every morning, and nearly every
day we called Voks and asked what the procedure was going to be
to get our films out, and every day we were told that they were
working on it and we were not to worry. But we did worry, for we
had heard all of the stories of how films are confiscated, and how
none is ever allowed out. We had heard them, and I suppose uncon-
sciously we believed them. On the other hand, Mr. Karaganov of
Voks had not let us down once, and had not told us an untruth
once. And so we depended upon him.

And now the Moscow Writers’ Union asked us to a dinner, and
this worried us, for here would be all the intellectuals, all the writ-
ers whom Stalin has called “the architects of the Russian soul.” It
was a terrifying prospect.

Our trip was almost done now, and we were a little frantic. We
didn’t know whether we had got all the things we came for. There is
only so much that one can do and see. Language difficulties were
maddening. We had made contacts with many Russian people, but
were the questions we had wanted answered actually answered? I
had made notes of conversations, and of details, even of weather re-
ports, for later sorting out. But we were too close to it. We didn’t
know what we had. We knew nothing about the things American
papers were howling about—Russian military preparations, atomic
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research, slave labor, the political skulduggery of the Kremlin—we
had no information about these things. True, we had seen a great
many German prisoners at work, cleaning up the wreckage their
Army had created, and this did not seem too unjust to us. And the
prisoners did not seem to us either overworked or underfed. But we
have no data, of course. If there were large military preparations, we
didn’t see them. There certainly were lots of soldiers. On the other
hand, we had not come as spies.

At the last we tried to see everything in Moscow. We ran to
schools, we spoke to businesswomen, actresses, students. We went
to stores where the queues formed to buy everything. An issue of
phonograph records would be announced and a line would form,
and in a few hours the records would be sold out. The same thing
happened when a new book went on sale. It seemed to us that
clothing improved even in the two months we had been there, and
at the same time the Moscow papers announced the lowering of
prices on bread, vegetables, potatoes, and some textiles. There was
always a rush on the stores, to buy almost anything that was of-
fered. The Russian economy which had been turned almost exclu-
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sively to war production was slowly clanking into peacetime pro-
duction, and a people which had been deprived of consumer goods,
both needed and luxurious, crowded the stores to buy. When ice-
cream got to a store, a line formed many blocks long. A man with a
box of ice-cream would be rushed, and his goods sold so quickly
that he could hardly take the money fast enough. The Russians love
ice-cream, and there never was enough of it to go around.

Every day Capa inquired about his pictures. He had nearly four
thousand negatives by now, and he was worrying himself sick. And
every day we were told that it would be all right, that the rule was
in process of being arrived at.

The dinner given us by the Moscow writers was held at a Geor-
gian restaurant. There were about thirty writers and officials of the
Union there, among them Simonov and Ilya Ehrenburg. By this
time I had reached a point where I could not drink vodka at all. My
system revolted against it. But the dry Georgian wines were deli-
cious. The kinds of wines had numbers. Thus one got to know that
number sixty would be a heavy red wine, number thirty a thin
white wine. These numbers are not correct, but we found that num-
ber forty-five, a dry, light, fine-tasting red wine was good for us,
and we always ordered it. There was a comparatively dry cham-
pagne that was good too. The restaurant had a Georgian orchestra
and some dancers, and the food was the same as in Georgia—for
our taste, the best in Russia.

We were all dressed up in our best clothes, and ours were pretty
beat up and sloppy. In fact we were a disgrace, and Sweet Lana was
getting to be a little ashamed of us. There were no dinner clothes. In
fact, in the circles we traveled in we never saw dinner clothes. Per-
haps the diplomats have them, we don’t know.

The speeches at this dinner were long and complicated. Most of
the people at the table had some language beside Russian, either
English, or French, or German. They hoped we had enjoyed our
stay in their country. They hoped we had got the information we
came to get. They drank our health again and again. We answered
that we had not come to inspect the political system, but to see or-
dinary Russian people; that we had seen many of them, and we
hoped we could tell the objective truth about what we had seen.
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Ehrenburg got up and said that if we could do that they would be
more than happy. A man at the end of the table then got up and said
that there were several kinds of truth, and that we must tell a truth
which would further good relations between the Russian and the
American people.

And that started the fight. Ehrenburg leaped up and made a sav-
age speech. He said that to tell a writer what to write was an insult.
He said that if a writer had a reputation for being truthful, then no
suggestion should be offered. He shook his finger in his colleague’s
face and told him in effect that his manners were bad. Simonov in-
stantly backed Ehrenburg, and denounced the first speaker, who
defended himself feebly. Mr. Chmarsky tried to make a speech, but
the argument went on and drowned him out. We had always heard
that the party line was so strict among writers that no argument was
permitted. The spirit at this dinner did not make this seem at all
true. Mr. Karaganov made a conciliatory speech, and the dinner set-
tled down.

My abandoning of vodka in the toasts and the substitution of
wine made me much happier in the stomach, although I probably
was regarded as a weakling, but I was a healthier weakling. Vodka
just didn’t agree with me. The dinner concluded about eleven
o’clock in good feeling. No one else ventured to tell us what to
write.

Our passage was booked now. We were to leave in three days,
and still there was no clearance of our pictures. Capa was a brood-
ing mass of unhappiness. The people at the American Embassy and
the correspondents had been so kind to us that we felt we ought to
give a cocktail party. Poor Stevens of the Christian Science Monitor
had one of the few houses in Moscow. The rest lived in hotels. So
Stevens got chosen to give the party. There was not much he could
do about it, even if he had wanted to. We made a guest list and
found that at least a hundred people had to be invited, and Stevens’s
living-room could comfortably hold about twenty. But there was
no help for that. We thought perhaps some wouldn’t come, but we
were wrong. A hundred and fifty came. Parties are very desirable
things in Moscow. It was a gay party too, but there wasn’t much
drinking. The room was so crowded that you could hardly get your
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arm up to your mouth, and once you did you couldn’t get it down
again. Stevens never got to see much of his party; quite early he got
trapped in a corner, and he never escaped from it.

Our profound thanks are due to the Embassy staff and the corre-
spondents. They gave us every possible help and encouragement.
And we think they are doing a very good job under trying and dif-
ficult conditions. For one thing, they are not losing their heads as so
many people are in the world. It is probably the touchiest political
scene in the world today, and far from the most pleasant. Our com-
pliments go to the whole group, from the Ambassador to the T/5
who was rewiring the Embassy.

We were to leave on Sunday morning. On Friday night we went
to the ballet at the Bolshoi Theater. When we came out there was a
rush telephone call for us. It was Mr. Karaganov of Voks. He had
finally got word from the Foreign Office. Our films had to be de-
veloped and inspected, every single one of them, before they could
leave the country. He would put a crew to work developing the pic-
tures—three thousand pictures. We wondered how it could have
been done if we had had to do it at this last moment. They did not
know that all the pictures had already been developed. Capa packed
up all his negatives, and early in the morning a messenger came for
them. He spent a day of agony. He paced about, clucking like a
mother hen who has lost her babies. He made plans, he would not
leave the country without his films. He would cancel his reserva-
tion. He would not agree to have the films sent after him. He
grunted and paced the room. He washed his hair two or three times
and forgot to take a bath at all. He could have had a baby with
half the trouble and pain. My notes were not even requested. It
wouldn’t have made much difference if they had been, no one could
have read them. I have trouble reading them myself.

We spent the day visiting and promising to send various scarce
articles to various people. Sweet Joe was a little sad to see us leave,
we think. We had robbed him of cigarettes and books, had used his
clothes and his soap and his toilet paper, had outraged his slender
stock of whisky, had violated his hospitality in every possible way,
and still we think he was sorry to see us go.

Half the time Capa plotted counterrevolution if anything hap-
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pened to his films, and half the time he considered simple suicide.
He wondered if he could cut off his own head on the execution
block in Red Square. We had a sad little party in the Grand Hotel
that night. The music was louder than ever, and the bar girl we had
named Miss Sichass (Miss Hurry-up) was slower than ever.

We got up in the dark to go to the airport for the last time. We
sat for the last time under the portrait of Stalin, and it seemed to us
that he was smiling satirically over his medals. We drank the usual
tea, and Capa by now had the jerks. And then a messenger arrived
and put a box in his hands. It was a tough cardboard box, and the
lid was sewed on with string, and over the knots were little leaden
seals. He was not to touch the seals until we had cleared the airfield
at Kiev, the last stop before Prague.

Mr. Karaganov, Mr. Chmarsky, Sweet Lana, and Sweet Joe
Newman saw us off. Our baggage was much lighter than it had
been, for we had given away everything we could spare—suits, and
jackets, some cameras, all the extra flash bulbs, and the unexposed
film. We climbed into the plane and took our seats. It was four
hours to Kiev. Capa held the cardboard box in his hand, and he was
not allowed to open it. If the seals were broken it would not pass.
He weighed it in his hand. “It is light,” he said miserably. “It is only
half heavy enough.”

I said, “Maybe they put rocks in it, maybe there aren’t any films
in there at all.”

He shook the box. “It sounds like films,” he said.

“It could be old newspapers,” I said.

“You son-of-a-bitch,” he remarked. And he argued with himself.
“What would they want to take out?” he asked. “It wasn’t anything
that could hurt.”

“Maybe they just don’t like Capa pictures,” I suggested.

The plane flew over the great flat lands with their forests and
fields, and the silver river winding and twisting. It was a beautiful
day, and the thin blue mist of autumn hung close to the ground.
The hostess took pink soda to the crew, and came back and opened
a bottle for herself.

At noon we coasted into the field at Kiev. The customs man gave
our baggage a cursory inspection, but the box of film was instantly
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picked up. They had a message concerning it. An official cut the
strings while Capa looked on like a stricken sheep. And then the of-
ficials all smiled, and shook hands, and went out, and the door
closed, and the engines turned over. Capa’s hands shook as he
opened his box. The films seemed to be all there. He smiled and put
back his head, and he was asleep before the ship could get into the
air. Some negatives had been taken, but not many. They had re-
moved films that showed too much topography, and the telephoto
picture of the mad girl of Stalingrad was gone, and the pictures
which showed prisoners, but nothing that mattered from our point
of view was withheld. The farms and the faces, the pictures of the
Russian people, were intact, and those were what we had gone for
in the first place.

The airplane crossed the border, and early in the afternoon we
landed in Prague, and I had to awaken Capa.

Well, there it is. It’s about what we went for. We found, as we
had suspected, that the Russian people are people, and, as with
other people, that they are very nice. The ones we met had a hatred
of war, they wanted the same things all people want—good lives,
increased comfort, security, and peace.

We know that this journal will not be satisfactory either to the
ecclesiastical Left, nor the lumpen Right. The first will say it is anti-
Russian, and the second that it is pro-Russian. Surely it is superfi-
cial, and how could it be otherwise? We have no conclusions to
draw, except that Russian people are like all other people in the
world. Some bad ones there are surely, but by far the greater num-
ber are very good.
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