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He Was a Soviet Worker

I WAS A SOVIET WORKER by Andrew Smith. E. P. Dutton Co.

NDREW Smith, who after a number of years in the

Soviet Union wrote a series of articles for the Hearst

press on his experiences, has brought together his material

in I Was A Soviet Worker.

What makes it possible for this man with a long record

in the American radical movement, charter member of the

Communist Party of the United States, active in its behalf

among Hungarian workers to be so bitter against the land

which he approached with such high hopes? As a member

of a worker's delegation to the Soviet Union, his imagination

had been fired, his faith confirmed by what he saw.

He would make Russia his permanent home, he decided.

Before he left America's shores his life savings of several

thousand dollars were donated to the American section of

the Comintern. His book, however, is bitter almost beyond

belief. He sees no progress, recognizes no improvement. Rus-

sia under the Soviets, to him, is even worse than the Empire

of the Romanoffs.

Gloom, misery and bureaucracy dominate its pages. There

is nothing of the undeniable rise in wages and general living

conditions. No allowances are made for the tremendous polit-

ical and social dislocation of the war years or for the birth

pangs of a new society emerging from the corruption of

Czarism.

His emphasis is laid mainly, however, on what he sees

as a definite development toward the creation of special

classes, a favored Communist caste rising at the expense

of the whole population. In his own position as a fairly well

paid specialist, he had little personal complaint to make

and his party membership gave him exceptional opportuni-

ties to travel through the outlying districts of the U.S.S.R.

The account of a Volga trip, into territory not generally

visited by outsiders, is particularly interesting.

Smith makes little effort to be objective, and his story

canhardly be accepted as a balanced study of the new Russia.

Grievances are often exaggerated out of all real proportion

exceptional incidents inflated. Nor does the publication of

his articles in the Hearst press, inspire any considerable re-

spect for his working class intelligence. There is nothing

decent or constructive in the attitude of that Number 1

Soviet Hater toward the U.S.S.R.

When all is said and done however, this book can hardly

be laughed off. Facts are facts and whatever the reason, no

sympathetic observer will deny that there is still plenty to

be done and much to be done better in the land of the

Soviets. Is Russia still so weak that it cannot bear to let

facts speak for themselves? Is it really necessary to hide

behind fantastic claims which cannot, in the very nature of

the case be true? Are those, who, with friendship and sincere

appreciation of the tremendous task to be done, point out

the rifts and mistakes, to be considered as its enemies ? Or

are they not, in fact, its best friends.
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An Urban Tragedy

A TIME FOR LOVE. By Ramona Herdman. Harpers. $2.00.
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AMONA Herdman's first novel deals with a type

of urban tragedy that might seem funny or merely

pathetic, and ends up by being moving because it is so

representative. Most emancipated people who earn a liv-

ing by their brains have the kind of emotions and slick patter

that ruined Paul Langdon: they may be more coarse or

less self-conscious, but their failure in meeting their environ-

ment, really identifying themselves with their general pattern

of ideas, usually leads them into a muddle. Paul Langdon

was different in degree rather than in kind: he was so afraid

of hurting anyone, so cowardly about breaking a rule or

abusing a cult of manners, that he marked out his own fate,

knowing where he was going and yet gaping rather than

moving when it was time to make a move.

Miss Herdman's title, in that respect, must seem a little

misleading. Her story is not so much about a man who had

no time for love, as it is a portrait, terrifying in its accuracy,

of a man who was afraid to dig out time, worrying along

behind a job or the routine of a fatuous marriage rather than

push ahead to happiness when it was only too easy to do so.

Paul was afraid of hurting his wife or his mistress, his

mother or his daughter, and in the end he almost succeeded

in hurting all of them. Mary had loved him devotedly for

ten years, waiting for him to marry her, and content, while

waiting, to be the object of subterfuges and being with him

as his assistant on a liberal magazine. For Paul marriage

meant keeping a house in Scarsdale, spreading his eight

thousand a year to send his daughter to Bryn Mawr as well.

His job contained rather than fulfilled him, and his relax-

ation meant a smattering of passion with Mary and feverish

tokens of affection for his mother, who had more sense than

he, and would have been only too glad to have seen him

make the jump and seize his happiness where he could.

The crisis came when Mary, unknown to Paul, was

offered his job, at a lower salary, by old Hackus, the flint-

faced owner of the magazine. More as an excuse for an

escape than because she really wanted to, Mary gave up her

own job and broke with Paul. He had promised her for

years that he would speak to his wife about them, but his

constant evasion nettled Mary, and in the end she went

away. His mother's death left Paul with money she had

intended for his own use, but he gave it to his wife and had

the wry pleasure of knowing that his daughter ran away

with an impoverished engineer.

Miss Herdman has collected and arranged her facts with

a fine, quiet proportion that makes her novel cleanly-etched

and properly simple. Her characterizations seem stolid at

times, and there is a certain singleness about her approach

which is effective but occassionaly uninviting. She has tried

something elemental and small, and patted her stones into

place with a firm, relentless touch that is highly successful.

Here is the portrait of a quality that outlives most eras and

remains something ominous and cruel : of weakness which

cannot, as people live today, remain within itself, but must

of necessity slip away, unguarded, and ruin the most un-

reflecting and complacent of human patterns.
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