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MEMOIRS 1925-1950 published by
Atlantic-Little, Brown in 1967 covered
twenty-five years George F. Kennan spent
in Berlin, in Moscow, in Prague, as a
Foreign Service officer before and during
the war, and in Washington, as an archi-
tect of foreign policy after it. Awarded
both the Pulitzer Prize and a National
Book Award, that volume was proclaimed
“the single most valuable political book
written by an American in the twentieth
century” (NEW REPUBLIC).

Now George Kennan resumes the
remarkable narrative of his career,
beginning in 1950 with his temporary
retirement from public life and the com-
mencement of his stay at Princeton
University’s Institute for Advanced Study
as a scholar and public commentator.
In the background are the issues of Korea
and postwar Japan, the ever-sensitive
question of the U.S.-Soviet power bal-
ance; and despite his ever-deepening
conflicts with administration policy,
Kennan, as a Russian expert, remains
in the arena— participating in talks with
Secretary of State Acheson, the Pentagon
and the Soviet representative to the UN,
Jacob Malik. From his own notes and
his vivid, comprehensive recollections,
George Kennan re-creates his develop-
ment as a historian: his lecture series
at the University of Chicago, out of which
came the standard work, AMERICAN
DIPLOMACY, 1900-1950; his studies at
Princeton; his controversial Reith Lec-
tures, delivered over the BBC in 1957,
which sparked an extraordinary inter-
national debate over the future of Ger-
many and the role of the U. S. in Western

Europe. continued on back flap
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Preface

HE purpose of this book, like that of the companion volume

to which it 1s the successor,* is to describe the evolution of a
philosophy of public affairs in general, and foreign affairs in par-
ticular.

In the period covered by the earlier volume, the narrative was
based, of necessity, on the experiences of the Foreign Service career
which had constituted my only professional life over the quarter
of a century with which it dealt. The present volume is conceived
to include the remaining periods of governmental service: the tours
of duty as ambassador in Moscow (1952) and in Yugoslavia (1961~
1963), and the circumstances of my retirement from the carcer
service in 1953. I have chosen to carry it no further than 1963, lest
what began as memoirs should end as something quite different.
Since, however, in the years 1950 to 1963 both the stimuli to
thoughts about public problems and the expression of those thoughts
had their locus largely in my new life as a scholar and a publicist,
[ have incorporated some of the experiences of that life as well,
wherever they seemed to be of significance for the central theme.

I have made no attempt to summarize the outlook to which these
various experiences led. To do that would be to depart entirely
from the character of memoirs and to undertake a treatise on the

* Memoirs: 1925-1950. Boston: Atlantic-Little, Brown, 1967.


















Transition

HE reader who had sufficient patience to pursue to its final

pages the first volume of these memoirs may recall that in the
spring of the year 1950, while serving as Counselor of the Depare-
ment of State, I became increasingly worried over the growing evi-
dence of difference in outlook between myself and my colleagues
there, including the Secretary of State; I realized that many of the
points at issue were oncs that deserved deeper and more systematic
thought on my own part than an active Foreign Service life had
permitted them to be given; and I therefore requested, and was

”

granted, a long “leave of absence without pay,” to be spent in
Princeton, at the Insttute for Advanced Study, to which Robert
Oppenheimer had kindly invited me. The reader may also recall
that this change in status was delayed, over the summer of 1950, by
the outbreak of hostilities in Korea. Whether because the 1nitial
crisis of policy provoked by that development was now considered
to be overcome (if so, this view was decidedly in error) or whether
[ had by this time contrived to disagree with my colleagues over
Korea as extensively as over everything else, [ cannot recall; in Sep-
tember 1950, in any case, whatever lingering usefulness 1 might
have had in the face of the situation in Korea was considered to be
sufficiently exhausted, and I was released from ducy in the depart-

ment and permitted to move to Princeton. There I remained, offi-
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cially sull on the government’s books as a Foreign Service Officer,
Class 1, but not on acrive duty, untl, at the direction of President
Truman, I went to Moscow as ambassador in the spring of 1952.

The family, resembling many another academic family in its
peregrinations from one campus to another, arrived in Princeton on
September 10, 1950, in a station wagon, with the baby’s crib in-
stalled in the back. The baby was son Christopher, born the pre-
vious year in Washington. Other passengers included myself and
my wife; the two older daughters Grace and Joan, of whom the
first was about to go on to Radcliffe for her freshman year; and a
Russian émigré lady, Zhenya, who at that time lived with us and
did what she could to ease the problems of the houschold.

The Institute for Advanced Study assigned to us, temporarily, an
apartment in a small wooden building on the edge of its extensive
fields, then even more open and rural than they are today. The
installation was simple. By evening everything was unpacked; the
playpen was crected in the middle of the living room; the baby
stood in it, leaning his head idyllically on his outstretched arm (be-
lying, in this peaceful pose, I may say, the more frantic tendencies
of later years). Outside, on the meadows, the late-summer mists
were rising, and there was the soothing, dreamlike drone of the
crickets.

It seemed, at that moment, as though I had found both peace and
freedom. For just twenty-four years my time, my movements, my
decisions, had been at the beck and call of the Department of State.
Now, with this burden removed, the hours and days of liberty
seemed to stretch forward abundantly into a future too remote to
be considered finite. There would now, it seemed, be time for
everything. There was no luxury of curiosity that could not now
be indulged.

The euphoria lasted through the next day. I went over to the
University and wandered, intoxicated with the illusion of freedom,
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along its paths among the familiar buildings: a man of leisure, at
last. The mind, I fancied, could now go where its footsteps led it.
Entering the University bookstore, I selected from its ample
shelves, with regal arbitrariness, a volume of Calvin’s Institutes,
which I had never previously read, purchased it, took it outside,
seated myself on a bench, and read in it with pleasure and profit.

Needless to say, things could not long remain that way. The time
available was of course not infinite. Within a matter of hours,
rather than days, the strains of reality began to demolish the illusion.

These strains were of two kinds. The first was spiritual.

I would not say that awareness of one’s own imperfections was
any greater in the halls of academe than it had been in the govern-
ment office; but there was more time — there were more odd mo-
ments of solitude — in which to indulge it. The private diaries now
began to contain more in the way of self-reproaches, complaints of
the vanity of current preoccupations, protests about the aimlessness
of one’s existence, yearnings for a greater unity and seriousness of
purpose. The very expansion of freedom of choice, the absence of
the governmental discipline as an excuse for evading personal
decisions, compelled a greater measure of this sort of introspection.

It did no good, of course. The coveted unity and seriousness of
purpose were never found. Such positive contributions as I was able
to make had previously been forthcoming in response to govern-
mental demands. Now they flowed, insofar as they flowed at all,
only from commitments frivolously and thoughtlessly accepted, re-
flecting no system, no singleness of focus, nothing, in many in-
stances, but lack of overriding purpose and an inability to say “no.”
The life of such a person as myself incvitably had a liberal quota of
personal failures, some small, some large, and many moments of dis-
couragement and remorse — but all of this was borne by a tem-
perament too superficial, too unserious, too much the prisoner of
moods, too vulnerable to enthusiasms, too buoyant under the stress
of external stimuli, to remain for long depressed or reflective. It was
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a life controlled not by any deliberate will but by the requirements
of what one had inadvertently let oneself in for.

The second kind of strain that arose to assail the illusion of total
freedom and leisure was the problem of the organization of one’s
life — and particularly its arrangement in such a way as to leave
ume and space for prolonged concentration. This, it might well be
argued, was precisely what the Institute for Advanced Study was
there for. But it was not the Institute, God bless it, that gave rise to
my problem. It was the society in which it was imbedded, the flab-
biness of my own will, and the extent of my unpreparedness for the
experience of being a semi-public figure.

American society is both competitive and herdlike. It is herdlike
even in the objects for which it competes. It scems to be impossible
for anyone in America — for anyone, at least, whose interests en-
gage those of the mass media — to be only moderately in demand.
The problem, for anyone who would like to make a modest contri-
bution to thinking on major public questions, is similar to the classic
problem of the eligible female: ecither no one wants her or a thou-
sand people immediately do. To have one’s name not known at all is
to confront a barrier that can be broken through only with much
effort and luck. To become known, on the other hand, too widely
— to become known, in particular, as having something to offer
that a great many people want —is to step out onto the slippery
path that leads to fragmentation of cffort, hyperactivity and —
eventually — sterility. To get one’s name on American lists is al-
most certainly to be lost.

This was my position in the initial period after leaving govern-
ment. I was reputed to possess something — an expertise on Rus-
sia, based on personal experience, and an ability to talk inter-
estingly and not too controversially on problems of international

affairs generally — which was much in demand. To several hun-

dred universities, schools, clubs, discussion forums, and what not,

all now struggling to recover from the bewilderments and emo-
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tional exaggerations of the wartime period and to orient themselves
with relation to a new state of affairs in our relations with the So-
viet Union for which nothing in American experience and very
litde in our governmental statements had prepared them, this
seemed the answer to a prayer. The mass media, aware that the so-
called “X-article,” published in Foreign Affairs in 1947, had gone
the rounds, had attracted much attention, and had made money for
more than a few people, crowded in with their various offers and
importunities. Individuals, too, appeared in numbers, demanding
personal interviews: people who wanted jobs, people who wanted
me to read their manuscripts, people who wanted to say they had
talked with me, people who would have liked me to do anything
under the sun other than what I had come to Princeton to be doing.

These and similar pressures were to continue unabated, indeed at
times in greatly increased intensity, over most of the ensuing
twenty years. I never learned to cope with them very well. Ninety
percent of the appeals I learned, with time, to decline; but the total
number often ran to several hundreds per annum, and the mere de-
clining of the ninety percent was a major burden on one’s time.
And then there was the problem of the other ten percent: the
undeclinables. They were often ones that came from friends, or
relatives, or one’s children, or one’s children’s schools, or very
important people, or the executive branch of the government, or
congressional committees, or foreign governments; or — like the
honorary-degree-plus-commencement-speech approach — they mn-
volved honors embarrassing to refuse. Most difficult to cope with
were the obviously very worthy ones: ones that came from people
for whom one’s heart bled, people who needed and deserved help,
people pursuing causes about which one fele deeply. And finally,
there were the really flattering ones: the ones that did, of course,
tickle the ego but also gave one to realize that by accepting them
one would be enhancing the power of one’s own voice and with it
one’s possibilities for usefulness.
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[ was under no illusion that this was my problem alone. I recall
reading, many years ago, a most perceptive article by Stephen
Spender, the English poet, in which he pointed out that the Ameri-
can writer (and by this he had in mind the writer in the field of
belles-lettres — the poet, the novelist, the short-story writer) faced
two great and terrible dangers: the one — failure, the other — suc-
cess; because in America failure was not easily forgiven, whereas
success brought down upon the head of him who achieved it so
appalling a flood of publicity and commercial pressures that he had
only two choices: to emigrate and live abroad or never again to
write anything worthwhile at all. My own experience now taught
me that 1t was not in the field of belles-lettres alone that this di-
femma could present itself.

[ never found the satisfactory answer; and never, as [ say, even
after years of experience, did I cope very well with the resulting
strains. But for the inital impact of these pressures, in particular,
was completely unprepared. The illusion that the time at my dis-
posal had no lmits betrayed me, in those inital years outside
government, into the assumption that some way or other there
would now be time for everything. Pieased with all the attention, |
cheerfully accepted proposals right and left, with the result that
[ soon came into danger of losing all control over my own life. I
reminded myself, many times, of the victim in the game played at
the Christmas party, in the Bolshoi Theater’s mise en scéne of the
Nutcracker ballet, where the children form a large circle and the
old blindfolded dancing master is pushed, spinning and staggering,
from one side of the circle to the other, evincing new bewilderment
and helplessness at cach push, sent off on one dizzy spin before he
can regain his cquilibrium from the last one. Within a short space of
tume I had become, so recollection tells me, an alumni trustee of
Princeton University, a consultant to the Ford Foundation (which
at that time meant periodic trips to Pasadena), a cofounder and
president of an organization set up in New York to assist refugees
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from Soviet power, and a participant, together with Arthur Schle-
singer, McGeorge Bundy, Don Price and other agreeable friends, in
a study group at the Woodrow Wilson Foundation in New York.
In addition to this I had agreed, with staggering frivolity, to give
individual lectures at several places and entire lecture series at two
places (Northwestern University and the University of Chicago). I
had also undertaken to write a second “X-article” for Foreign
Affairs. Finally, I set out (and eventually gathered around me a
group of younger scholars to assist me in the process) to make a
study of the domestic background of American foreign policy: of
what was happening to the physical resources of our continent, of
what sort of society we were becoming, of what demands we would
have to place on our world environment in the coming decades.
Among the dictates of these various involvements, hitting me at
different times and from different sides, I tumbled back and forth
like the blindfolded dancing master, equally helpless, equally ri-
diculous.

There was one other sort of strain to which people were often
subjected when they came from more active pursuits to the Insti-
tute for Advanced Study. It was the sense of panic and helplessness
that could affect you when you were suddenly confronted with a
total freedom of authorship. Robert Oppenheimer warned me of it
when [ called on him, on arrival. “Never forget,” he admonished
me, “that there is nothing harder in life than to have nothing before
you but the blank page and nothing to do but your best.”

He could, in my case, have saved his words. This panic never
assailed me. The reasons therefor did me no credit. [ never found it
difficult, as some people do, to make beginnings. An irrepressible
intellectual brashness, a feeling that it didn’t really matter much just
where or how you began, and a love for a certain florid showman-
ship in prose, made it always easy to find the initial passages. What
came later was harder, and sometimes vitiated one’s purple begin-
nings. But then, one could always rewrite.
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There was another bit of advice Oppenheimer gave me that |
would have done better to heed. Instead of trying to write anything
at all, he suggested, 1 might just settle down for those first few
months and read widely and unprogrammatically, to give a broader
intellectual and cultural foundation to what was, after all, an in-
tense but narrow educational experience. No sounder advice was
ever given me. [ did not accept it, of course. I was full of schemes
for tackling this and that in the way of concrete projects for study
and writing. But I could not have followed this advice anyway un-
less 1 had had the fixity of purpose to decline all the external in-
volvements and to regard my presence at the Institute as a total
renunciation of every immediate participation, cven intellectual, in
the public life of my own time.

I would not like to give the impression that scholarship went to-
tally neglected, ecither in those early postgovernmental years or
later. As will be seen below, T did manage to do enough historical
research, even in the hectic initial months, to produce a work that
continues, twenty years later, to be used in dozens of college
courses across the country. Two or three years later, after one fur-
ther tour of duty in Moscow, I plunged more seriously into history.
Setting out to compose what I envisaged as a small historical mono-
graph of perhaps cighty to a hundred pages on the course of Soviet-
American relations from 1917 to the present, I found the source
materials just for the 1917-1918 period so abundant, so intriguing,
and so little explored, that I ended some four years later as the
author of two fat volumes, totaling some sixteen hundred pages, on
just the first nine months (November 1917 to July 1918) of the
relationship in question. After that, the lighthearted acceptance of
various invitations to write or lecture on the history of Soviet for-
eign relations drove me to further major efforts of research and
authorship. These undertakings, supplemented by various articles,
individual lectures, courses, and reviews, on these and related sub-
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jects, were enough to bind me for the rest of my days to a life never
remote, for any appreciable length of time, from archives and li-
braries.

Nor could I complain of any lack of satisfaction in this work. To
cke the living past out of the hieroglyphics of the dead page — to
feel the personalitics of a bygone age come to life, achieve plausibil-
ity, and respond to the revivifying touch of one’s own attention
and imagination — to know oneself to be involved in the discover-
ing of new and significant historical truth: all this, surely, if one has
the taste for it, is one of the truly great creative experiences of
which men are capable.

But it is lonely work. The economic or social historian may be
able, at times, to work in partnership with other people. The stu-
dent of political or cultural history is normally condemned by the
nature of his discipline to work in loneliness. Particularly 1s this true
if he feels it necessary (and he usually does) to clothe what he has
to say in literary form, in the interests of its communicability. 1
cannot say that I derived no companionship at all from those dim
figures, the historical characters with whom I concerned myself in
the course of my researches. They became part of my life, and I see
them now in retrospect as though 1 had known them in the flesh.
But they were never able to see me, or to react to my interest. |
wandered through their lifeless world like a solitary visitor through
a wax museum, observing their costumes, their figures, the frozen
expressions on their faces. Sometimes words and phrases, preserved
for posterity by the written page, stood out from their lips like the
little balloons of utterance that emerge from the characters of a
comic strip. Sometimes actions, depicted in the historical record,
could be re-created in imagination. But it was a one-sided relation-
ship. My concern for them was not matched by any reciprocal con-
cern on their part for me. For that interaction with others that man,
as a social being, requires, I had to look elsewhere. And yet, this
involvement in the past carried with it challenge, excitement, and
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satisfaction. It had, as occupations go, a certain purity and inno-
cence about it. It proceeded at the cost of no one. Yer it tapped the
highest resources of mind and imagination; and in this sense it
sufficed — or would have sufticed had I been able to devote my
entire, undivided strength to it — to make a life’s work, if not a life
itself.

I could not, finally, complain of any lack of appreciation for my
effort. Russia Leaves the War, the first of the two volumes on So-
viet-American relations, received just about every prize it could
get, including the National Book Award, the Pulitzer Prize, and the
Benjamin Franklin Award for the year’s best work of history as
literature. The 1957 Reith Lectures, delivered live in London over
the Home Service of the BBC in the course of several successive
Sunday evenings, attracted consistently wider listening audiences, |
was told, than any in the history of that series to that time, except-
ing only the initial lecture by the late Bertrand Russell, in 1948.
The lectures, similarly, that later went to make up the volumes
Realities of American Foreign Policy and Russia and the West
under Lenin and Stalin drew record student audiences at Princeton
and Harvard, and something very close to that at Oxford.

All this was naturally gratifying; and had I been able to combine
a consistent and unbroken application to historical scholarship dur-
ing the academic year with some contact with nature and the sea on
weekends and vacations, I would have felt my capacities for the
enjoyment of life as well fulfilled as they were capable of being.
Unfortunately, this was not possible. It was the outside pressures —
the contemporary ones, the demands for contributions immedi-
ately related to the current scene — that continued to make this
impossible.

Why did I not resist all these pressures? Why did I yield to
even a fraction of them? I have touched on some of the reasons. But

back of them all was the unwillingness to reconcile myself to the
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suggestion that I had no further role to play in the events of my
tme.

It was evident to me, as to every thinking person, that my world,
and that of my children, was in serious danger. Was there then
nothing [ could do about it? I had had many years of experience in
government. I was convinced, rightly or wrongly, that had my
views on Russia been heeded during the wartime period, a number
of our problems and embarrassments of the postwar period might
have been alleviated. I felt that the contribution of the Policy Plan-
ning Staff to the solution of some of these problems, during the
days of my incumbency as its director, had been a positive one. I
was still only forty-six years old. It was difhicult for me to believe
that I had nothing further to offer. The extent to which my voice
was sought after, and listened to when used, seemed to me to consti-
tute in itself an obligation. It was an asset that might or might not
be deserved, but it existed. Not everyone had it; and, once in pos-
session of it, one had no right to waste it. To these reflections was
added, finally, the influence of friends. A lasting impression was
left, in particular, when the English historian Veronica Wedgwood
— a woman for whose scholarly experience and general good sense
[ had the greatest respect — admonished me not to make the mis-
take of permitting a preoccupation with history to cut me off from
any and every involvement in the affairs of my own time.

So I struggled along, over those postgovernmental years, maneu-
vering between the past and the present, giving myself entirely to
neither: a semi-historian and a semi-commentator, at times the
writer and teacher of history, at tumes the advisor to governments
or the participant in the discussion of public problems and crises,
uncomfortable to the point of desperation under the tensions and
conflicts engendered by this double life, yet unable to give up either
aspect of it, and becoming only belatedly aware (it was the latest of
my long-suffering secretaries, Janet Smith, who drew my attention
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to it) that the two seemingly conflicting attractions were actually
interrelated and interdependent — that part of my strength as a
diplomatic historian came from the fact that I had been responsibly
involved with contemporary problems of diplomacy, whereas
whatever value I had as a commentator on contemporary affairs
was derived, in part at least, from the belief on the part of the
public that I knew something about history.

This 1s surely the place to say something about the Institute for
Advanced Study, which was the seat of most of this activity. Ex-
cept for two further episodic tours of Foreign Service duty (in
Moscow and in Belgrade) and several terms spent in Oxford some
years later, this institution was destined to be my professional home
and center of activity from 1950 down to the present day. From
1950 to 1956 1 was there, like most of the scholars who use the
Institute’s facilities, in the quality of a temporary visitor. Since 1956
I have been a member of its permanent faculty.

The Institute for Advanced Study is unique, among American
nstitutions of higher learning, for its absence of students and teach-
ing, for the general distinction of its visiting scholars and faculty,
and for its single-minded devotion to the highest standards of
scholarship. It 1s almost exclusively a place for individual research:
quiet, ascetic, devoid of distracting activities. There are no labora-
tory facilities. Until recently, higher mathematics, natural science
(primarily theoretical physics) and history were the three disci-
plines cultivated; more recently, a new program has been added, in
fields related to the social sciences.

The quality of the work performed at the Institute is assured by
the care taken in the selections for membership. Once invited and
received, the visiting scholar has complete freedom to pursue his
work as he wishes. If he wastes his time, which seldom happens, it 1s
to itself — for the unsoundness of its choice — not to him, that the
reproaches of the faculty are directed. Nothing prevents faculty
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members or visiting scholars from getting together, if they are so
moved, for lectures, discussions, and seminars; the Institute gladly
extends, in this case, the necessary facilities. But it takes no initiative
in organizing such activities. It is concerned, as Robert Oppen-
heimer once put it to me, “to deprive these people of any excuse for
not doing whatever it was that they came here to do.”

[ can find no adequate words in which to acknowledge the debr I
owe to this establishment. The Institute took me, alrcady a middle-
aged man devoid of academic credentials, substantially on faith,
gambling on the existence of scholarly capacities that remained to
be demonstrated. Not only did it give me, then, the possibility to
develop these capacities, such as they were, but it provided the ex-
amples, and in a gentle way the discipline, without which they
could never have been developed.

I stood to gain, and did gain, a great deal over the course of the
years from contacts with the many visiting scholars. But the deep-
est and most lasting enrichment came, quite naturally, from the en-
during association with some of the truly great members of the In-
stitute’s permanent faculty. Of the living ones I shall not attempr to
speak, although there arc several who would deserve inclusion
under this heading. But there are others, now no longer with us,
whom I cannot fail to mention.

It was, I suppose, the rigorous and versatile military-diplomatic
historian Edward Mead Earle who more than anyone except Op-
penheimer himself was responsible for bringing me to the Institute.
It was under his tactful but vigorous guidance that I did my first
work there. He died in June 1954, and my debt to him was one that
I never had opportunity to acknowledge to him personally.

In scholarship, as in the family, it is primarily by example, not
precept, that people influence one another. There could have been
no more wonderful example for a person in the carly stages of
scholarly development than Erwin Panofsky. One of the greatest

art historians of all time, “Pan” combined immense erudition with a



16 Memoirs: 1950—1963

rich, warm, engaging humor, endless curiosity and love of subject,
and a generosity in communication that was the mark of the born
teacher. The impression left on me, as on so many other people, was
indelible.

Panofsky was only one of several priceless gifts from Adolf Hit-
ler to American scholarship in general and to the Insutute for Ad-
vanced Study in particular. Another was the great mediaevalist
Ernst Kantorowicz — “Eka,” as he was always known to friends
and colleagues. A bachelor, an aesthete, and a man of ineffable Old
World charm, Eka, cozily installed in his little home on Alexander
Street, was an essential feature of the Princeton of the 1950s, as |
first knew it; and his passing left a gap that could never be filled.

Let me give an example of what the interest of such a person as
I-ka could, and did, mean to a younger scholar. When [ finished the
draft of Russia Leaves the War, 1 asked him if he would care to
look it over. It dealt, after all, with the period of World War 1, of
which he had vivid memories, he having at that time served in the
German army; and we had sometimes talked of the problems and
events of that day. It was my first major effort, and I was not quite
sure what it was, actually, that I had produced. He took the type-
script home and read, at least, great parts of it. Then he asked me to
dinner, alone, at his home. Being not only a gourmet but also an
accomplished cook, he prepared with his own hands a marvelous
meal for the two of us, served it with the best of wines, and then,
seating me 1n the living room over coffee and brandy, took out the
typescript and said: “Now, my friend, we will talk about what you
have done,” whercupon he proceeded to subject the piece, not from
the factual standpoint (for he did not pretend to be familiar with
the subject matter) but from the standpoint of technique and taste
in historical writing, to the most searching, useful, and unforget-
table criticism. This, I thought, was the mark not just of a great
scholar but of a great gentleman.

Another faculty colleague from whose company I profited over
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most of the years of my residence at the Institute was the former
British Foreign Ofhice historian, Oxford professor and Fellow of
All Souls, Sir Llewellyn Woodward. English as it was possible to
be, tweedy and whimsical, given to long solitary stalking walks
around the ample fields and environs of the Institute, Woodward
was not an easy man to get to know. On top of the normal English
shyness he had the gruffness, the critical skepticism, and the chari-
ness with praise characteristic of the fine workman in any field; for
a fine workman — severe, painstaking, exacting in the demands he
placed on himself — was precisely what, as a historian, he was. But
this scholarly rigor, so essential to the fashioning of the fine vol-
umes of British diplomatic documents published under his coeditor-
ship, concealed, as though by another expression of native diffi-
dence, a philosopher, an aesthete, a first-rate, greatly unappreciated
writer in the field of belles-lettres, and a very perceptive commen-
tator on the affairs of his own time.

After the death of his sweet and charming wife, to whom my
own wife and 1 were much attached, Woodward was a broken
man. His grief was unassuageable. He stopped coming to Princeton,
because — he told me — the two of them had been so happy there,
and the associations were too numerous and too harrowing to en-
dure.

Woodward was never a demonstrative man. Considering my
background and all my peripheral involvements, he must initially
have viewed my scholarly potentialitics, I am sure, with the liveliest
skepticism. My views on World War I, too, were far from his own;
and this was a subject about which he had deep feelings, having
himself served as an artillery officer on the Western Front at that
time. But he gradually came to recognize, I think, the carnestness of
my admiration for him as well as my readiness to learn from him
where I could; and in his lonely final years our relations developed
into ones of friendship and even a form of affection.

Also at the Institute during the first years of my residence there
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was, of course, Albert Einstein. He was aware of my identity and
my presence. We sometimes exchanged friendly notes. Bur we
never met. It is hard for me to explain why. I knew nothing and
understood nothing of his scientific concerns. I had nothing to see
him about, and 1 was only too well aware of the pressures con-
stantly put upon him by casual visitors, well-wishers, would-be ex-
ploiters, and curiosity-seckers of all sorts. I had no desire to add to
this burden, and I concluded that the best way of manifesting my
respect for him would be to leave him alone. I am not sure, in retro-
spect, that this was right. But there was much to be said for it. He
was old and presumably tred. He was not likely to learn much
about Russia, and I was certain to learn nothing about physics or
mathematics, from a courtesy visit.

[ must mention, finally, the remarkable and unforgettable man
who was not only a member of the Institute’s faculty but, for the
first sixteen years of my own association with the establishment, its
director and the man to whom, more than anyone else, I owed my
afhhiation with it: Robert Oppenheimer.

Could there, I wonder, be anyone harder to describe than he? In
some ways very young, in others very old; part scientist, part poet;
sometimes proud, sometimes humble; in some ways formidably
competent in practical matrers, in other ways woefully helpless: he
was a bundle of marvelous contradictions. Of his greatness there
can, in my opinion, be no question. His mind was one of wholly
exceptional power, subtlety, and speed of reaction. He was one of
the few people who could combine in one intellectual and aesthetic
personality vast scientific knowledge, impressive erudition in the
humanities, and an active, sophisticated interest in the international-
political affairs of his own time.

He was often described as arrogant, and criticized for it. Perhaps,
perhaps — though the evidences of it seemed often to me to reflect
primarily the influences of people around him rather than the natu-
ral impulses of his own personality. The shattering quickness and
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critical power of his own mind made him, no doubrt, impatient of
the ponderous, the obvious, and the platitudinous, in the discourse
of others. But underneath this edgy impatience there lay one of the
most sentimental of natures, an enormous thirst for friendship and
affection, and a touching belief — such as I never observed in any-
one else — in what he thought should be the fraternity of advanced
scholarship. He would have agreed with Bukharin, T think, that in-
tellectual friendship was the deepest and finest form of friendship
among men; and his attitude towards those whose intellectual qual-
ities he most admired — Niels Bohr, for example — was one of deep,
humble devotion and solicitude. The greatest tragedy of his life, I
often suspect, was not the ordeal to which he was subjected over
the question of his loyalty, though this — God knows — was bad
enough, but the fact that the members of the faculty of the Insti-
tute were often not able to bring to each other, as a concomitant of
the respect they entertained for each other’s scholarly attainments,
the sort of affection, and almost reverence, which he himself
thought these qualities ought naturally to command. His fondest
dream had been, I think, one of a certain rich and harmonious fel-
lowship of the mind. He had hoped to create this at the Institute for
Advanced Study; and it did come into being, to a certain extent,
within the individual disciplines. But very little of it could be cre-
ated from discipline to discipline; and the fact that this was so —
the fact that mathematicians and historians continued to seek their
own tables in the cafeteria, and that he himself remained so largely
alone in his ability to bridge in a single inner world these wholly
disparate workings of the human intellect — this was for him, I am
sure, a source of profound bewilderment and disappointment.

For the charges brought against him and the harassments to
which he was subject in the carly 1950s in connection with the
question of his loyalty, I can find no patience whatsoever. The ac-
tions on his part which served as their pretext were peccadillos —

foolish actions, as he himself soon recognized, but not ones involv-
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ing the passage of any information to any foreign government and
not ones that could have served to justify any suspicion of disloy-
alty. They were known to the United States government years be-
fore that government entrusted him with the chairmanship of the
Scientific Advisory Committee; and for the revival and the formal
levying of these charges against him in the 1950s, I can conceive of
no motive other than personal vindictiveness and shameless, heart-
less political expediency. The United States government, if it is to
realize America’s possibilities as a great power, will have to learn
that even our country is not so rich in talent that it can afford to
proceed thus brutally and recklessly with that which it has.

[ remember Oppenheimer primarily by certain episodes of our
acquaintance.

I remember him, first of all, as he was when I saw him for the
first time. It was in the fall of 1946. He had come to the National
War College to lecture. He shuffled diffidently and almost apolo-
getically out to the podium: a frail, stooped figure in a heavy
brown tweed suit with trousers that were baggy and too long, big
feer that turned outward, and a small head and face that caused
nim, at times, to look strangely like a young student. He then pro-
ceeded to speak for nearly an hour, without the use of notes — but
to speak with such startling lucidity and such scrupulous subtlety
and precision of expression that when he had finished, no one dared
ask a question — everyone was sure that somehow or other he had
answered every possible point. I say “somehow or other,” because,
curiously enough, no one could remember exactly what he had
said. The fascination exerted by his personality, the virtuosity of
the performance, and the extreme subtlety of expression had actu-
ally interfered with the receptivity of the audience to the substance
of what he was saying. This was a phenomenon that was to dog him
throughout his hfe whenever it fell to him to address any other than
a scientifically specialized audience.

I recall, again, the scene at his house one rainy Sunday morning
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when I asked him (it was during the ordeal of the public hearings
on his fitness to continue as chairman of the Scientific Advisory
Committee) why he remained in this country at all in the face of
such harassment. He was at home, I pointed out, in other parts of
the world: he had taken his doctorate in Holland; he had many
friends in the European academic world; there was not a university
anywhere across the globe that would not welcome him with open
arms.

He stood there a moment, tears streaming down his face. Then
he stammered, with a corniness of which he was as well aware as [
was but the very helplessness of which increased the forces of the
statement: ‘“‘Dammit, I happen to love this country.”

It was true. For all his discouragements with his own people, for
all the misunderstandings he met with on the part of his own gov-
ernment and sections of the American public, Oppenheimer was,
and always remained, a profoundly American figure.

I remember him, finally, as he was on November 22, 1963, when
the two of us, standing in his office at the Institute, both shattered
by the early incomplete reports of the assassination, received over
the radio the confirmation of Jack Kennedy’s death. He said noth-
ing, nor did I — there was no need. But I saw — and shared — the
quick, terrible stab of anguish and disheartenment that came over
his eyes. Neither of us knew Jack Kennedy intimately, but we were
both aware that it was more than just that one life that had been
obliterated: that the world we cared about had been grievously di-
minished, together with our own ability to be in any way useful to
it. For Oppenheimer, with his great imaginative insight, it was a
dreadful blow; and I wonder if I am wrong when I ascribe to that

moment, as | instinctively tend to do, the beginning of his own
death.

[ mention all of these deceased colleagues not just because they
taught me a great deal but because their generosity towards myself
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Korea

HERE was one involvement of those hectic first months out

of government that was not of my doing: it was, in fact, a
carry-over from recent responsibilities in government. This was the
problem of Korea.

I had approved from the start our decision to resist by force of
arms the incursion by the North Koreans into South Korea that
began on June 25, 1950. But I had done so on the assumption and
understanding that our action was only for a limited purpose:
namely, the restoration of the status quo ante on the Korean penin-
sula, and that our forces would not, even if military successes per-
mitted, advance beyond the former demarcation line along the 38th
parallel. I saw in the North Korean attack adequate reason fo. us to
undertake military operations for this limited purpose; I did not see
in 1t justification for involving ourselves in another world war.
Even in the event that a major war might develop, contrary to our
wishes, out of this limited one, it was not at all clear to me that the
Korean peninsula would be the place on which we would choose to
fight it. I was greatly concerned, therefore, to assure that a decision
to resist North Korean aggression in South Korea should not be
permitted to grow imperceptibly into something more than it was
meant to be.

['made it clear as early as July 1950, in the internal discussions of
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our government, that | was opposed to any advance beyond the
38th parallel. That this view did not fail to register was evident
from the fact that Mr. John Foster Dulles cited it (most improp-
erly, from the standpoint of governmental security) to a journalist
as evidence of a dangerous waywardness of opinion on my part. |
continued to press this view down to the time of my departure
from Washington in September. On August 8, for example, I

wrote, in a memorandum for my superiors in the department:

As Bohlen emphasized when he was here, when the tide of battle be-
gins to change, the Kremlin will not wait for us to reach the 38th par-
allel before taking action. When we begin to have military successes,
that will be the time to watch out. Anything may then happen — entry
of Soviet forces, entry of Chinese Communist forces, new strike for UN
settlement, or all three together.

Two weceks later, just before leaving the department, I reiterated
this view n an off-the-record press conference with a number of
Washington journalists. Asked about Russian reactions in the case

of a North Korean defeat, I gave it as my belief

that the Russians will not be inclined to sit by if our forces or United

Nations forces . . . of any sort push the North Koreans beyond the
38th parallel again. . . . They may . .. rcoccupy North Korea, or
they might introduce other forces which would be nominally Chinese
Communist forces . . . (goodness knows who would be really con-
trolling them). . . . Obviously, they are not going to leave the field

free for us to sweep up the peninsula and place ourselves forty or fifty
miles from Vladivostok.

My anxieties on this whole subject were heightened by the difh-
culty we in the State Department experienced in getting any satis-
factory explanations from the Pentagon about our bombings of the
port of Rashin on the eastern coast of North Korea. This had
caused me to doubt that General MacArthur was under any very
cffective control by anybody in Washington, or that anyone really

knew precisely what he was doing. It seemed to me that official
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Washington had in effect, for domestic-political reasons, consigned
the fortunes of our country and of world peace to an agency,
namely General MacArthur’s headquarters, over which it had no
effective authority. “By permitting General MacArthur,” I wrote
on August 21 to Secretary Acheson (to whom it would scarcely
have been a revelation),

to retain the wide and relatively uncontrolled latitude he has enjoyed
in determining our policy in the north Asian and western Pacific areas,
we are tolerating a state of affairs in which we do not really have full
control over the statements that are being made — and the actions taken
— in our name.

It will be understood, against this background, that it was with
something more than a lack of confidence or enthusiasm that I
watched, after removal to Princeton in early September, the fur-
ther course of the Korean War: the crossing of the parallel by our
forces in the first days of October; the growing evidences in Octo-
ber and November of preparations for Chinese intervention; the
arrival of American forces at the Manchurian border on November
21; General MacArthur’s inauguration on November 24 of a “win
the war” offensive; the sudden entry of the Chinese in force the
following day; and finally —on November 26-28 — the over-
whelming of American units along the Yalu by superior Chinese
forces, and the beginning of the American retreat. Living away
from Washington, 1 naturally did not know that my misgivings
about an advance towards the Manchurian border had now come to
be shared by a number of highly placed people in Washington, and
to some extent even by the Joint Chiefs of Staff themselves; nor did
[ know that General MacArthur had twice given assurances, once
personally to the President at Wake Island and again in reply to a
direct query from Washington in the first days of November, that
a Russian or Chinese intervention was nothing to be feared.* 1 was

* Harry S. Truman, Memoirs, Volume 11, Years of Trial and Hope, 1946-1952,
chap. 24. Garden City: Doubleday, 1956.
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also unaware that the Chinese Communists had told the Indian am-
bassador in Peking, Mr. K. M. Panikkar, on October 3, 1950, that
China would enter the war if American forces advanced beyond
the parallel, and that the United States government had knowledge
of this.* Had I known these things, I would have been even more
disturbed. But what was in the press was enough to cause my heart
to sink.

The final days of November, in particular, were dark ones. The
papers were full of the disaster that had befallen us. On December
1, I received a long-distance call from Charles E. Bohlen, then serv-
ing as minister at our embassy in Paris. He was greatly disturbed, he
said, not just over the news from Korea, but, precisely in conjunc-
tion with it, over the impression he had gained that there was at that
moment no one among the senior advisors of our government
present in Washington who had any great experience in Russian
affairs or any deep knowledge of Soviet policy and psychology. “I
am calling to implore you,” he said, “to go down to Washington
and insist on seeing General Marshall, who I know has high regard
for your views, and also the Secretary of State, and to try to im-
press upon them the real considerations which undoubtedly under-
lie the Russian and Chinese reactions and on which you and [ have
been consistently in agreement.”

In response to this question I offered to the department—
through the intermediation of friends in Washington — whatever
help I could give. Word came back the following day that my pres-
ence would be welcome, and the result was that at ten on Sunday
morning, December 3, I reported once more to the office of the
Secretary of State.

Alarming news had just come in that morning from MacArthur.
He now saw no chances for further success, and even — over the
long run — little chance for effective defense “unless ground rein-

* Dean Acheson, Present at the Creation: My Years in the State Department, p.
452. New York: Norton, 1969.
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forcements of the greatest magnitude are promptly supplied.” *
Washington had no such forces available, had no desire to nvolve
itself in a major war, and could not have carried out any escalation
of the conflict on this scale without incurring a complete break with
its UN allies. The situation was therefore dark in the extreme.

The Secretary himself was absent at the time of my arrival, con-
ferring with the military leaders and with the President on the situ-
ation in the light of MacArthur’s telegram. I first sat in on the mili-
tary briefings for the Under Secretary of State, Mr. James Webb,
and then talked with the latter personally. The picture that
emerged from these discussions was confused but alarming. Mr.
Webb, my diary records, was

obviously in a state of considerable agitation. He said that the military
leaders felt that a complete withdrawal from Korea was the only alter-
native to the loss of what was practically our entire ground establish-
ment. They thought that we had perhaps 36 hours for a decision as to
an orderly withdrawal. If that decision was not made, the result might
be complete disaster and effective loss of the entire force. He said dis-
cussions were in progress concerning the attitude we should adopt in
the United Nations and in the conversations with Attlee [the British
premier |, who was expected to arrive the following morning. No course
would be decided on until we had talked with the British. One of the
variants that would be discussed with the British would be a direct ap-
proach to the Russians with a view to bringing about a cease-fire in
Korea. What they wanted from me, he said, was a view as to the pros-
pects of negotiation with the Russians on this problem at this time.

The Secretary, returning to his oflice after lunch, confirmed this
assignment. What was wanted from me was an opinion as to the
prospects for direct negotiations with the Russians, as a possible es-
cape from our military embarrassment. I accordingly withdrew and
set about, with the help of John Paton Davies and the late G. Fred-
erick Reinhardt (also an old Moscow hand, later to serve long and

* Truman, Memoirs, vol. 1, p. 392.
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with distinction as our ambassador in Rome) to write such an opin-
on.

What we produced, in that memorandum of December 3, 1950,
were four pages, single-spaced, of the bleakest and most uncomfort-
ing prose that the department’s files can ever have accommodated.
We could do no other.

There were, it was clear, only two conceivable frameworks in
which diplomatic discussions could be conducted with the Russians
about the Korean situation: either we talked about it as an isolated
problem, declining to bring it into connection with the broader
problems of the Far East as a region; or we took it up as part of the
whole range of Far Eastern problems, including such delicate ones
as the question of a Japanese peace treaty and our policy towards
Communist China.

For this last, plainly, we were wholly unprepared. This was at
the height of the McCarthyist hysteria. The China lobby, in partic-
ular, was in full cry. There were violent differences in Congress
over Far Eastern policy. No attempt could be made to give any
final definition to that policy, and especially to discuss it with the
Russians, without blowing the domestic political situation sky-high.
So delicate was the situation that we could not even discuss it intel-
ligently with our allies.

But the alternative — an attempt to discuss the Korean situation
with the Russians as an isolated problem, without relation to the
many wider questions it obviously affected — was still worse. “Any
approach to the Russians,” we wrote,

. simply asking for an immediate cease-fire in Korea and not con-
nected with any political agreements about the future of Korea or other
Far Eastern problems would probably be taken by the Kremlin leaders
as a bid for peace by us on whatever terms we can get.

They would regard this as confirmation that we were faced with the
alternative of capitulation, on the one hand, or complete rout and mili-
tary disaster on the other. In such a situation their main concern would
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be to see that the maximum advantage, in terms of damage to our pres-
tige and to non-Communist unity, should be extracted from our plight.
This being the case, they would see no reason to spare us any of the
humiliation of military disaster. They would not be interested in pro-
moting a cease-fire unless it were on terms at least as damaging to our
prestige as a continuation of military operations might be expected to
be. . . .

The present moment is probably the poorest one we have known at
any time in the history of our relations with the Soviet Union for ne-
gotiations with its leaders. . . . The prerequisite to any satisfactory
negotiation about the local situation in Korea is the demonstration that
we have the capability to stabilize the front somewhere in the peninsula
and to engage a large number of Communist forces for a long time, If
we are unable to do this, I see not the faintest reason why the Russians
should wish to aid us in our predicament. . . . Any approach we make
to them without some solid cards in our hand, in the form of some
means of pressure on them to arrive at an agreement in their own inter-
est, may simply be exploited by them for purposes of spotlighting our
weakness and improving their own position in the eyes of other
peoples. . . .

The prerequisite to any successful negotiation on political subjects
would be a posture of unity, confidence and collected strength on our
side.

When I took this paper into Secretary Acheson’s office it was
already seven o’clock in the evening. He, for whom in those times
there were no weekends or days of leisure, was obviously tired, and
was just leaving for home. I did not have the heart to prolong his
exhausting Sunday with so wretchedly unhelpful a paper, and for-
bore to hand it to him until the following morning. He, however,
kindly asked me to come home and have family supper with Mrs.
Acheson and himself, and this [ gratefully did.*

* These pages, and all other references in this book to the late Dean Acheson,
were written before his death. I regret that they could not have been subjected, as
[ supposed they would be when writing them, to the test of his inimitable, critical
reaction. I can only give them as written and ask the reader to bear in mind that

Mr. Acheson’s memory might well have been different from mine, as his views
were certain to have been.
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I have no memory and no record of what, specifically, was dis-
cussed that evening. I remember, in addition to Mrs. Acheson’s
great charm, only the Secretary’s characteristic spirit and wit,
which no crisis and no weariness seemed ever to extinguish; and |
recall a feeling of sympathy and solicitude for him which not even
the public disagreements of later years were able to dim. Here he
was: a gentleman, the soul of honor, attempting to serve the inter-
ests of the country against the background of a Washington seeth-
ing with anger, confusion and misunderstanding, bearing the great-
est possible burden of responsibility for a dreadful situation he had
not created, yet having daily to endure the most vicious and unjust
of personal attacks from the very men — the congressional claque
and other admirers of General MacArthur — who, by their insist-
ence on this adventurous and ill-advised march to the Yalu, had
created it. I had often disagreed with him — our minds had never
really worked the same way; but never for a moment could I deny
him my admiration for the manner in which he bore this ordeal.
And I was aware that this particular evening — with our Korean
forces in full retreat, with many of our military leaders in near-
panic, and with the British Prime Minister arriving tomorrow to de-
mand an accounting from us in the name of our UN allies — must
have been for him one of the blackest moments of a career not poor
in trials and discouragements.

[ tried, as I recall it, to spare him further talk about the problem
of decision to which his day had been devoted; but we must, I
think, have spoken about the obvious erraticism in General Mac-
Arthur’s judgments and conduct and the jittery reactions and wild
counsels that were now popping up all over Washington, particu-
larly in military and congressional circles. I took my leave that
night, in any case, depressed at the thought that my host was sure
to find himself surrounded, the following day, by people who seem-
ingly had no idea how to take a defeat with dignity and good grace.
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In the early morning, therefore, in the hope of strengthening his
hand as he faced the trials of the coming day, I sat down and wrote
him a longhand note of the following tenor (he himself included it
in his Present at the Creation, but I reproduce it here again, because
it is part of the story):

There is one thing I should like to say in continuation of our discus-
sion of yesterday evening.

In international, as in private, life what counts most is not really what
happens to someone but how he bears what happens to him. For this
reason almost everything depends from here on out on the manner in
which we Americans bear what is unquestionably a major failure and
disaster to our national fortunes. If we accept it with candor, with dig-
nity, with a resolve to absorb its lessons and to make it good by re-
doubled and determined effort — starting all over again, if necessary,
along the pattern of Pearl Harbor — we need lose neither our self-
confidence nor our allies nor our power for bargaining, eventually,
with the Russians. But if we try to conceal from our own people or
from our allies the full measure of our misfortune, or permit ourselves
to seck relief in any reactions of bluster or petulance or hysteria, we can
easily find this crisis resolving itself into an irreparable deterioration of
our world position — and of our confidence in ourselves.

This I handed to him, when we met in the morning, together with
the official paper Davies and Reinhardt and I had written the day
before. Both documents were then discussed at the Secretary’s reg-
ular morning meeting with his chief advisors. There was no dissent
to the tenor of the official paper. It was generally accepted that no
useful purpose could be served by any attempt to negotiate with
the Russians about Korea, as an isolated problem, at that moment.*

But there still remained the question of military policy. I was un-
able to conceive that a total and abrupt military withdrawal from

* Mr. Acheson said to the British Prime Minister, Mr. Attlee, the following day,
that the moment seemed to him to be “the worst one for negotiation with .he Rus-
sians since 1917.” The Russians, he added, “saw themselves holding the cards and
would concede nothing” (Acheson, Present at the Creation, p. 482).
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the peninsula was the only answer; and Dean Rusk,* among others,
shared this opinion. He, my notes record,

introduced the question as to whether we were really obliged to aban-
don Korea altogether and whether it might not be a good thing for us
to attempt to hold some sort of a beachhead, particularly in the light of
what I had said about negotiations with the Russians. I took occasion to
reinforce the point he had raised. T was afraid, 1 said, that perhaps our
military leaders were not sufficiently aware how similar our position had
become to that occupied by the British for a long period in the past and
how necessary it was for us, on occasion, to hold stubbornly, on the
basis of sheer political instinct, to positions which by military logic
might appear to be usecless. One could never know about these things. |
recalled the battles in North Africa during the recent war and the
drastic and repeated changes in military fortune which carried the front
hundreds of miles back and forth along the North African littoral. Had
the British not stubbornly clung to a position just short of Cairo, in the
face of discouraging odds, they would never have won their final vic-
tory. If we could prove, I said, that we could hold some sort of line or
beachhead in central or southern Korea, which would pin down a large
number of enemy forces, I was not surc that the prospect of continuing
such a contest in the face of air attacks on their lines of communications
would prove attractive to the enemy.

I cannot recall that there was any disagreement with this view at
the morning meeting. Our problem, obviously, was not there, in
the State Department; it was on the other side of the river. Rusk,
Matthewst and I therefore left directly from this meeting, at the
Secretary’s request, and drove over to the Pentagon to see General
George Marshall, who had just recently taken over as Secretary of
Defense. Here we found, as we were sure we would, a calm, wise
and steady ally. The General expressed, my notes record,

his complete agreement with us in principle. It was impossible, he said,
to determine at the present moment whether any line or beachhead
* Dean Rusk, future Sccretary of State, was then Assistant Secretary of State for

Far Eastern Affairs.
I'H. Freeman Matthews, then Deputy Under Secretary of State.
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could be held. What was essential was the security of the Command,
which must not be jeopardized. We had first to see whether the forces
on the east coast could be evacuated, and in what condition and with
what equipment. Then we had to determine what was the situation in
the Seoul-Inchon area. At present the situation was obscured by the fog
of battle, and we had no adequate information.

Referring to the point of principle we had raised, the General re-
called his experiences in the past in the case of Bataan and Corregidor,
and cited this as an example of the virtue of hanging on doggedly for
reasons of prestige and morale.

Before we completed our talk with General Marshall, we were
joined by Mr. Robert A. Lovett, then serving as Deputy Secretary
of Defense, who had just come from Capitol Hill, where he had
been briefing the members of the House Armed Services Commit-
tee and discussing the situation with them. The prevailing feeling
there, he reported, was that our entire entry into Korea had been a
mistake and that we ought to pull out as rapidly as possible. I re-
ceived this news with consternation; but the General took it in his
stride. This sort of fluctuation in congressional opinion was not, he
said, a new thing. The present mood might not last for very long.*

By midday, the matter was settled. On returning to the Depart-
ment of State, we lunched with Secretary Acheson. He had just
been talking with President Truman. The President’s decision was,
as always in the great crises, clear, firm and unhesitating. He had no
patience, Mr. Acheson told us, with the suggestions that we aban-
don Korea. We would stay and fight as long as possible.

The British Prime Minister, Mr. Clement Attlee, arrived that
afternoon; and the discussions between him and our governmental
leaders began the following morning. With relation to these discus-
sions my own advice was not needed. 1 was in agreement with the

* This summary of General Marshall’s reaction, while almost identical with that

which appeared in Mr. Acheson’s memoirs (Present at the Creation, p. 477), comes
from my own personal notes, written at the time.
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President and the Secretary, I believe, in feeling that the British
should be satisfied with our assurance that we proposed neither to
abandon South Korea nor to push the conflict there to the point of
a new world war, and that there was no necessity for going beyond
that and attempting to reconcile our respective views at that time
on the thorny subject of China. And so, indeed, the matter was
allowed to rest. After remaining in Washington, therefore, only
long enough for an effort (apparently successful) to stop some of
the department’s senior UN enthusiasts from attempting to drive
through another UN resolution, this time condemning the Chinese
Communists as aggressors (an undertaking that would have forced
the issue of our differences with the British and others over China),
I took my leave and returned to Princeton. The greatest danger —
that of a panicky abandonment of the entire effort in Korea — had,
through the stoutness of the President and the good sense of his
secretaries for State and Defense, been momentarily overcome. But
the general situation was such that it was with a sense of near
despair that I boarded the train for Princeton that afternoon. Wash-
ington, it scemed, was in the greatest and most disgraceful disarray.
“You were right,” I wrote to Bohlen, that day,

in your anguished conviction about the need for another outlook in
Washington. But it is much too late today to do anything but pick up
the pieces. We are the victims mainly of an absolutely unbelievable and
stupendous military blunder; but even this could not have placed us in
dilemmas as bitter as those that are rending us today if the basis of our
political policy in the past weeks and months had been a realistic, rather
than a legalistic, one. You may blame me for not having done more to
correct this situation; but remember that there is a real ceiling on the
usefulness of any one of us, and that is the point at which he becomes
so importunate with his views that they cease to be listened to with any
respect at all. My absence in recent weeks has prevented me from pass-
ing into that area, but I am sure that I would have ended up there had 1
continued in the department in my former capacity. 1 would end up
there very soon right now if I continued to drift around too long in the
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capacity you once magnificently described as that of a “floating kid-

”

ney.

The stabilization of a front along the middle of the peninsula
proved, of course, to be an entirely feasible undertaking. The Chi-
nese, by the time they arrived at that point, began to feel the length
of their supply lines; and a reasonable balance of forces was soon
restored. With this, the groundwork was laid for the sort of nego-
tiations for an armistice which I had opposed in the unfavorable
situation of December 1950. A political basis was now also pro-
vided for these negotiations, not only by the readiness of our gov-
ernment to recognize at long last that it was unwise for us to at-
tempt to liberate all of North Korea by force of arms, but also by
President Truman’s courage in relieving General MacArthur of his
command and thus bringing our policy in Korea for the first time
under Washington’s control. The question now posed itself, how-
‘ever, in the late spring of 1951: How could we, without inviting or
risking humiliating rebuffs, ascertain whether the Russians were
disposed to go along with such negotiations and to give them their
support? A public initiative on our part that produced only an in-
sulting North Korean rebuff could be much worse than no initia-
tive at all.

On May 6, 1951, Mr. Stewart Alsop, writing in the New York
Herald Tribune on the consequences of an advance beyond the
parallel, compared favorably my own known views on the dangers
of such an advance with certain public statements recently made by
General MacArthur. General MacArthur had said, according to
Mr. Alsop: “I do not believe that anything that happens in Korea,
or Asia for that matter, would affect the basic decision [of the
Kremlin| whether to intervene openly in the Korean War.” This
was, of course, directly contrary to my own view that the Russians
were extremely sensitive to the security of their own border in the
Far East and of the Manchurian border as well, and would cer-
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tainly react militarilly before permitting us to establish ourselves
mihitarily in that region.

“Kennan believes,” Alsop then added, “that a real political vic-
tory in Korea may soon be possible, if we do not again make the
fatal mistake of demanding ‘unconditional surrender.” If not, war
may come anyway. But Kennan is reported to believe that before
edging into a world war by the back door, we should make a final
cffort, by the secret processes of diplomacy, to reach at least some
temporary settlement with the real masters of the situation, the
men in the Kremlin.”

This report was not inaccurate nor, apparently, was it without
effect. Twelve days later, I was called to Washington and was
asked whether I would make an effort to get into touch privately
with the Soviet representative on the United Nations Security
Council, Mr. Jacob Malik, with a view to explaining to him our
government’s position and inclinations and learning something, if
possible, about the position and inclinations of his own. I was to
make it clear that our discussions would be purely informal and
exploratory, that neither government would consider itself com-
mitted by their results, and that nothing would be made known
publicly of either the fact of our meeting or the tenor of our discus-
sions. I was, perhaps, fitted for this task in a way that most others
would not have been, insofar as, knowing the Russian language, 1
was able to speak with Mr. Malik téte-a-téte, without the presence
of interpreters, which avoided the necessity of numerous protocols
and simplified problems of security.

Dean Acheson described well and accurately in his memoirs
the background of these talks, as well as the degree of success
that they may be said to have had.* They took place on June 1 and
June 5, 1951. They were successful insofar as they provided the
background, unknown to the public at the time, for Malik’s state-
ment on June 23, made on a UN radio program, to the effect that

* Present at the Creation, pp. 532-533.
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the Soviet government believed the Korean conflict could be set-
tled; that the first step would be discussions among the belligerents
(of whom the Soviet government, formally, was not one); and that
there was a possibility for the success of such a step “if both sides
really wished to stop the fighting.”

Stimulated by this Soviet initiative, formal talks were, as every-
one knows, soon inaugurated. They were long, wearisome, and —
from the American and United Nations standpoint — exasperating
almost beyond belief. It must have been hard for the American ne-
gotiators, at times, to believe that their Korean opposite numbers
were animated by any motive other than to drive them from the
negotiating table and reopen hostilities. There was, as Mr. Acheson
observed, a possibility that things might have gone better had we,
for our part, been content to talk in terms of a line of division lying
once again along the 38th parallel, instead of one somewhat to the
north of it. But here again, for better or for worse, military consid-
erations were allowed to prevail over political ones. Whether for
this reason or for others, the talks were sticky and often, from our
standpoint, infuriating. Some of our negotiators, had they known
of my part in making them possible, would have cursed me for the
effort, and I could scarcely have blamed them.

The fact is, however, that the talks did take place. Fighting, for
the most part, stopped. Eventually, a new line was established —
more favorable, actually, to the South Koreans than the one that
had existed before the Korean War began. And while the subse-
quent maintenance of this line was never for anyone on the non-
Communist side a pleasant or easy task, the heavy and largely use-
less bloodshed that marked the unhappy years 1950-1951 has not
yet, mercifully, been renewed.

My own role in all this was, as has been seen, relatively minor.
What it amounted to was simply that it fell to me, after unsuccess-
fully opposing the advance of MacArthur’s forces beyond the 38th
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parallel in 1950, to take a small but not negligible part in steadying
down the military when this folly had produced its predictable
consequences, and then, once the results of this reverse had been ab-
sorbed and the situation stabilized, to take a similar part in easing
the transition from open hostilities to a tense and uneasy, but gener-
ally workable, armistice. 'This armistice has endured, with painful
strains and stresses, to the present day. It seems to me to have been,
despite all the attendant difliculties, preferable to the alternative
with which we were then confronted: to press on with hostilities
on the Korean peninsula in the pursuit of military and political ob-
jectives which, to the extent their realization was approached,
would almost certainly have brought the Russians in against us and
would probably have assured the outbreak, then and there, of
World War I11.

If this tale has its morals, they are two. The first is merely the
further emphasizing of a lesson that flows from all the other litera-
ture surrounding this particular episode in our national history;
namely, the terrible danger of letting national policy be determined
by military considerations alone. Had the military been given their
head (and this goes for the entire combination of MacArthur and
the Joint Chiefs of Staff in Washington) — had they not been
restrained by the wise discipline exercised, in the face of unprece-
dentedly savage political opposition, by President Truman, Secre-
tary of State Acheson, and General Marshall — disaster would
almost certainly have ensued.

The second moral, illustrated in this case only by Mr. Acheson’s
memoirs and my own, is the great and sometimes crucial value — so
seldom heeded, so difficult perhaps to heed, in American statesman-
ship — of wholly secret, informal and exploratory contacts even
between political and military adversaries, as adjuncts to the overt
and formal processes of international diplomacy.



5

The Far East

EFORE one leaves the subject of the Korean War there is one
more aspect of it that deserves mention, particularly because
it serves to illustrate the connection between that conflict and the
wider problems of American policy in the Far East, as they pre-
sented themselves at that time. It is a question not of what hap-
pened, or what we should have been doing, during the course of the
hostilities in Korea, but rather of the motives and calculations
which may have led the Soviet leaders to sanction and support the
North Korean attack in the first place.

In the first volume of these memoirs, I included among the var-
ious considerations that might have impelled Stalin to authorize this
action “our recent decision to proceed at once with the negotia-
tion of a separate peace treaty settlement with Japan, to which the
Russians would not be a party, and to accompany that settlement
with the indefinite retention of American garrisons and military fa-
cilities on Japanese soil.” *

In evaluating this statement, it i1s necessary to recall that in urg-
ing, as I had done in 1948 (sec pages 393-394 of the first volume of
these memoirs), “that no decision be made at that time regarding
the possible stationing of American forces in Japan in the period
following conclusion of a treaty of peace,” 1 was acting on the

* Memoirs, i925-1950, p. 498. Boston: Atlantic-Little, Brown, 1967.



40 Memoirs: 1950-1963

hope “that we would eventually be able to arrive at some general
understanding with the Russians, relating to the security of the
northwestern Pacific area, which would make this unnecessary.”
Once internal conditions in Japan had been stabilized, and once the
country had been provided with forces adequate to protect against
subversion and assure internal security, we might be able to afford,
it seemed to me, “to offer to the Russians in effect the withdrawal
of our armed forces from the Japanese archipelago (about
Okinawa [ was not so sure) in return for some settlement that
would give us assurance against the communization of all Korea.” *
Wich this in mind, I had hoped that we would not press the ques-
tion of a Japanese peace settlement, and particularly a separate one
that would ivolve the indefinite retention of American bases there,
before exploring with the Russians the possibilities for some ar-
rangement to which they could give their assent.

These, as I say, were the hopes I had entertained in 1948, when
General Marshall was at the State Department. It would be mislead-
ing to say that Dean Acheson, when he became Secretary of State,
disagreed with them: he had, I am sure, never heard of them, and I
very much doubt that any of the gentlemen in the department’s Far
Fastern Division was moved to bring them to his attention. I ex-
pressed, in the earlier volume of memoirs, my doubt that thoughts
so unusual as these ever entered the mind of anyone in the depart-
ment but myself in those busy months of 1949 and 1950 when the
Korean War was in the making;t and to this, Dean (with a twinkle,
I am sure, in his eye) cordially assented when he wrote his own
reminiscences. }

It was, then, in consultation with his advisors from the Far East-
ern Division and with the British, certainly not with me, thar Mr.
Acheson came to the conclusion in the autumn of 1949 that 1t was

*1bid., p. 394.

F1bid., p. 395.

t Dean Acheson, Present at the Creation: My Years in the State Department, pp.
329-430. New York: Norton, 1969.
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both desirable and urgent to press for the early conclusion of a
treaty of peace with Japan regardless of the objections of the Rus-
sians and, if necessary, without their consent and participation. The
fact that it took nearly a year to bring the Joint Chiefs of Staff to
the acceptance of this undertaking changes nothing in the fact that
it was the desire and policy of the State Department, in the last
months of 1949 and the first months of 1950, to move in this direc-
tion.

Dean Acheson took me severely to task in his memoirs (pp. 429—
430) for those of my views that I have just described, and particu-
larly for the suggestion that our decision “to proceed with a peace
treaty designed to win Japan as an ally” might have had anything to
do with the Soviet disposition to unleash their North Korean
protégés. The final decision to proceed to such a treaty was not
taken in Washington, he pointed out, until three months after the
outbreak of hostilities in Korea. How, in these circumstances, could
the Russians have anticipated it? And why, he further asked, should
anyone have supposed that Soviet policy could be influenced by
such “unilateral concessions” as I, implicitly, had advocated?

Each of these points calls out, it seems to me, for an answer. [
regret that these answers could not have been given while Dean
Acheson was alive, so that they could have had to meet the test of
his sharp, skeptical eye and his telling pen. I must give them, never-
theless, asking the reader to bear in mind that this was a test to
which they could not be submitted.

I find it hard to accept the suggestion that the Russians should
have waited for the final denouement of the State Department’s
differences with the Pentagon over the timing of our renewed ap-
proach for a Japanese peace treaty before drawing their own con-
clusions as to what was cooking in Washington. I would submit
that by the niddle of February 1950, at the latest (I stress here the
clement of time), it was clear to all responsible people in Moscow
(1) that the treaty for which the State Department was angling
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was to be a separate one (unless the Russians wished to adhere to
something they had never approved and to which they had not been
invited to adhere); (2) that this treary was to mark, or be accompa-
nied by, an arrangement that would turn Japan into a permanent
military ally of the United States; (3) that the arrangement would
provide for the continued use of the Japanese archipelago by the
American armed forces for an indefinite period to come; and (4)
that the remaining differences of opinion within the official Ameri-
can establishment in this matter were ones that might at best delay,
but would not prevent, the ultimate realization of such a program.
The Japanese press was replete in the first months of 1950, as the
columns of just the Nippon Times will show, with stories that
made all this evident. And in his own speech before the National
Press Club (January 12, 1950), Mr. Acheson had said that

the defeat and the disarmament of Japan has placed upon the United
States the necessity of assuming the military defense of Japan so long as
that is required, both in the interest of our security and in the interests
of the security of the entire Pacific area, and, in all honor, in the interest
of Japanesc security. . . . I can assure you that there is no intention of
any sort of abandoning or weakening the defenses of Japan and that
whatever arrangements are to be made cither through permanent settle-
mient or otherwise, that defense must and shall be maintained *

This language left nothing to be desired in clarity; and there is no
recason to doubt that the Russians got the message. “Translated into
concrete terms,” Pravda asserted on January 24, 1950, these words
of Mr. Acheson meant “that the American imperialists have settled
down in Japan and have no desire to leave it.”

A day or so after this Pravda statement, the American Joint
Chiefs of Staff set out in a body on a tour of American military
installations and bases in Japan. That this visit stood in connection
with the intention to place many of these facilities on a permanent
basis was widely noted in the press, and not ignored in Moscow. In

* Iralics added by GFK.
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Stalin’s day, foreign news stories did not appear in the Soviet press
unless there was a specific purpose to be served thereby. It was not
by accident, therefore, that the Soviet papers carried, on February
4, a Tokyo story on the visit of the Joint Chiefs, specifically citing,
as an example of the significance of that visit, the statement of Ad-
miral Decker, commander of the Yokosuka base, to the effect that
the US Navy would require that base permanently.

In mid-February 1950, U.S. News & World Report carried a
two-page spread on the subject of American bases in Japan. The
American Chiefs of Staff, it was said here at the outset, had “just
left Tokyo with plans for permanent U.S. bases in Japan. At least
three air bases, a naval base and an Army headquarters are wanted.”
The bases in question were then described in detail, and their loca-
tion was illustrated on a large map which, incidentally, showed
South Korea (understandably, in the light of statements made re-
peatedly by American governmental leaders, of whom Mr. Ache-
son happened to be one) as lying outside the American defense
perimeter. The Yoshida government, it was further stated, was
“prepared to cede bases to the U.S. in exchange for a permanent
American-Japanese military agreement.” In this, to be sure,
Yoshida would be faced with heavy internal opposition; but, it was
pointed out, the question of “what to expect in Japan” was one that
depended, after all, “on decisions made in Washington, not in
Tokyo.” *

Once again, the Russians were not slow to get the point. The
appearance of this article coincided closely in time with the conclu-
sion in Moscow, on February 14, of the Sino-Soviet treaty: the first
basic and formal agreement between Soviet Russia and the new rev-
olutionary China, and the fruit of Mao’s two-month negotiating so-
journ in the Soviet Union. There is good reason to believe that the
wording of Article [ of that treaty, binding the parties to take
measures “for the purpose of preventing aggressive action on the

* US. News & World Report, February 17, 1950, pp. 26-27.
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part of Japan or any other State which should unite with Japan, di-
rectly or indirectly, in acts of aggression,” * was drawn up precisely
with a view to the prospect that the status of the United States with
relation to Japan was soon to change from that of an occupying
power to that of an ally. However that may be, when Pravda, two
days later, laid down the official Soviet line of interpretation of the
Sino-Soviet treaty in a major front-page editorial, it printed signifi-
cantly in its news columns for the same day a detailed report on the
U.S. News & World Report story just mentioned, and it included
in the editorial comment on the treaty a passage for which the news
item was clearly intended to serve as the illustrative basis. Reiterat-
ing the charge that the United States was rurning Japan into a plat-
form for its own military purposes, the editorial went on to say:
“Precisely with this in mind, ruling circles in the USA are delaying
the conclusion of a peace treaty with Japan while they search for
means of concluding with Japan a separate treaty of such a nature
as to give them the possibility of continuing the occupation for an
indefinite period and keeping their armed forces there for a longer
time.” T The very fact of the inclusion of this reference in an edito-
rial of so solemn and important a tenor is adequate proof, for any-
one familiar with the practices of the Soviet press, that the question
of a Japanese peace treaty was not without relation to the provi-
sions of the Sino-Soviet treaty under discussion. And we may be
sure, in turn, that the provisions of that treaty were not without
their relevance to the behavior of both of the contracting parties in
their policies towards Korea during the decisive months that ensued.

In the weeks that intervened between the conclusion of the Sino-
Soviet pact and the outbreak of war in Korea, the Soviet reader was

* lralics added by GFK. Note that the word used was “preventing,” not “repell-
ing.” This should not be lost sight of in judging the motivation of the North
Korean attack.

tIn talking about the US government’s “delaying” conclusion of a treaty, the
paper meant, of course, delaying the conclusion, in the Council of Foreign Minis-
ters where the Soviet government was insisting that negotiation of a peace treaty
ought to take place, of a general treaty, to which the Soviet government would be a
party.
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not allowed to forget that the United States was moving towards a
military alliance with Japan. On March 19, commenting on Mr.
Acheson’s reference to the Japanese peace treaty question in his re-
cent Berkeley speech (March 16), and particularly on his charge
that it was the Soviet Union that was blocking progress toward
such a treaty, Pravda pointed out that “it would not be difficult for
Mr. Acheson, presumably, to recall his recent statement to the ef-
fect that independently of whether there would or would not be
signed a treaty of peace with Japan, the USA would not leave Ja-
pan in any case.”

How it can be suggested, in the light of such statements, that the
Russians had to wait until September 1950 to become aware that
the United States government was going to make Japan a perma-
nent feature of its own military deployment, is indeed difficult to
understand.

[t would also be hard for me to agree that what I had in mind, 1n
suggesting the exploration with the Russians of the possibilities of
agreement with them on the security problems of the northwestern
Pacific region, could properly be defined as “unilateral conces-
sions.” I put my views on this point to Mr. Acheson in a memoran-
dum (he referred to it in his book*) of August 21, 1950, three
weeks before the President was finally brought to approve the
peace settlement that was ulumately concluded. “Our best bet,” I
wrote,

would be to establish real diplomatic contact with the Russians (this
means contact along the lines of the Malik-Jessup talks of last year)
aiming at the achievement of something like the following state of af-
fairs: we would consent to the neutralization and demilitarization of
Japan (except for strong internal police forces) whereas the Russians
would agree to a termination of the Korean war involving withdrawal
of the North Korean forces and of our forces and a period of effective
United Nations control over Korea for at least a year or two, the UN

* Present at the Creation, pp. 445-446.
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utilizing for this purpose the nationals and forces only of other Asian
countries.

It will be seen that what was being demanded of the Russians
under this concepr, as a quid pro quo for our own consent to Ja-
pan’s neutralization and demilitarization, was nothing less than the
realization of our maximum objectives in the Korean War. That
this might have been regarded as an insufficient quid pro quo, 1
could understand; but that it could be viewed as of such total irsig-
nificance that any concessions made by us to achieve it could be
properly classifiable as “unilateral,” * is difficult for me to accept.

Taken as isolated phenomena, these differences of opinion would
have little importance today, and would scarcely deserve mention
in this account. But they were indicative of matters far more impor-
tant than the views of any two individuals; and this, I believe, will
readily be seen if one proceeds to an examination of the larger issues
of American Far Eastern policy with which they were connected.

My own appreciations about the history of American policy in
the Far East were actually to be considerably deepened after I left
government by the reading done for the lectures at Chicago, and
particularly by study of the admirable work of the late president of
Yale University, Professor A. Whitney Griswold: The Far East-
ern Policy of the United States. But even before leaving govern-
ment, | had given a bit of attention to the history of international
relationships in the Manchurian-Korean region and had formed
certain views that were destined to be refined, but not essentially
changed, in future years.

In the nineteenth century, down to the 1880s, the international
position, and indeed the very integrity, of Korea had rested on a
very fine and delicate balance of power between the Chinese and
the Japanese, which found its expression in both the effective neu-

tralization and isolation of the country. It was an American, Com-

* See above, p. 41.
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mander Robert W. Schufeldt, who, with the complacent tolerance,
if not the blessing, of the United States government, took a major
part in shattering this fragile equilibrium by forcing the “opening
up” (as the phrase went) of the country to American trade. In do-
ing so, he opened it up in no smaller measure to foreign political
penetration and intrigue. Such was the delicacy of the arrangement
he helped to destroy that the total number of Chinese officials in
Korea, in the period before his action, was exactly one, and of Japa-
nese — none at all. Within a few years after his exploit, the coun-
try, being now a political vacuum, aroused both the ambitions and
the anxieties of surrounding powers, and became overrun with for-
eign political agents of one sort or another. Of these, initially, the
most numerous were the Japanese. But by the end of the century,
the Russians had also emerged as a strong power in the Far Last, the
Chinese-Eastern Railway was being built across Manchuria to Vla-
divostok, and Russians now edged out the Chinese in the role of
prime competitors to the Japanese for control of Korea.

For some decades to come, this Russian-Japanese struggle would
continue, marked by a progressive weakening of the Russian posi-
tion. This was a consequence of the unfavorable outcome of the
Russo-Japanese War, the effects of World War 1, and the Russian
Revolution. By the 1930s, Japan was supreme and the Russians
were in effect expelled as competitors. But as a consequence of
China’s weakness, the alternative to Japanese power in this region
was never — down to World War Il — Chinese power, it was Rus-
sian power. American statesmen refused to see this. They were le-
galists; and China was legally the proprictor of Manchuria, even if
her power there was a fiction. They were sentimentalists; and
China, pictured as poor, noble, grateful for American patronage
and admiring of American virtucs, was their darling. For forty
years, therefore, they exerted themselves to dig the Japanese out of
their positions on the mainland, stubbornly convinced that the ab-
sence of the Japanese would mean the installation of the Chinese as
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masters of the situation, believing that this would facilitate an ex-
pansion of American opportunities for economic penetration and
trade, never consenting to recognize that to get the Japanese out
was to let the Russians in.

In the years prior to the Second World War, these efforts related
primarily to Japanese positions in Manchuria and China proper.
The martial fervor of the war in the Pacific, however — that
strange weakness of understanding that causes Americans, once at
war, to 1dealize their associates, to make inhuman demons of their
opponents, and to become wholly oblivious to the long-term re-
quirements of any balance of power — impelled us to exploit our
victory as a means of removing the Japanese from Korea as well,
thus leaving that unfortunate country, insofar as we would not
protect it ourselves, at the mercy of the Russians and — within
three or four years — of the Russians and Communist Chinese to-
gether. Having self-rightcously expelled the Japanese from their
positions in Korea, we now found ourselves, in the postwar period,
faced with the necessity of shouldering the burden they had long
borne of containing rival mainland power — once Russian, now
Russian and Chinese-Communist combined — on that peninsula.

It was ironic and revealing, I often reflected, that the line which 1
wished us to try to hold — the 38th parallel — was precisely the
line that had been proposed to the Russians by the Japanese special
representative at the coronation of the last Tsar, Nicholas II, in
1896, as a demarcation of the Russian and Japanese spheres of influ-
ence on the peninsula. Challenged in a military way by Communist
puppets in 1950, we had accepted, and borne, the burden of keep-
ing South Korea out of Communist hands. As the Korean War
progressed, it became evident that we would be successful, if pre-
cariously and uncomfortably so, in holding some line across the
center of the peninsula, for at least the time being. But what of the
future? Could we, and should we, remain there forever? 1 did not

think so. It was, for us, an unnatural effort, and one that — as the
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events of 1950 had shown — was not without danger. What, then,
could we do?

The first nostalgic thought, of course, was to reintroduce the
Japanese. But this was now no longer possible. Japan was demilitar-
ized. The Japanese had been asked, and required, by no one more
insistently than by ourselves, to repent of all their previous positions
of domination over other peoples. The feeling against them in Korea
was so violent as to make their return, even in the role of an ally,
unthinkable. And the Korean people deserved, if it could possibly
be arranged for them, control over their own affairs.

The ideal, of course, would have been some sort of neutralization
of the territory, both political and military. A complete political
neutralization, however, was unlikely. For this the Korean Com-
munists were too strong and too well organized as a political fac-
tion. They could be driven out of North Korea only by the device
General MacArthur, against the warnings of Bohlen and myself,
had attempted: i.e., conquest and occupation of the entire country,
right up to the Yalu, by American forces. But this, as had now been
demonstrated, was bound to affect the vital interests of both Rus-
sians and Chinese and bring them both in as military opponents.

One was left, therefore, with the possibility of a military neutra-
lization — a state of affairs, that is, in which political forces might
be left to find their own level, even if this had to be by armed strife,
but all outside parties, ourselves included, would agree not to oc-
cupy portions of the territory or to make use of any of it for their
own military purposes. If this could be achieved, even the existence
of a Communist regime within the country might not — as the Yu-
goslav example had shown — be wholly disastrous.

But this, obviously, was something that stood a chance of being
considered by the Russians only in the event that we ourselves were
not to remain in occupation of Japan. It was idle to expect the Rus-
sians not to make whatever military use they could of Korea if we
insisted on retaining Japan indefinitely as an extension of our own
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military deployment. Any understanding on the military neutrali-
zation of Korea would have to include a similar neutralization of
Japan.

Was this unthinkable? It was, ostensibly, what had been Ameri-
can policy. It was what General MacArthur had always previously
asked for. It was not necessary for us, he had told me in 1948, to
have bases in Japan, provided we could be sure that the Japanese
islands would continue to be demilitarized and not armed against us.
And if so: well, was there not the possibility of a deal here — at
least between ourselves and the Russians? That they were sincere, if
misguidedly and unnecessarily so, in regarding the presence of our
forces in Japan as a threat to themselves, could not be doubted.
Surely they would be willing to pay some price to assure our mili-
tary departure from those islands. Should we not at least explore
with them, then, the question as to whether the price they were
willing to pay was large enough to include, or to consist of, the
agreed demilitarization of Korea as well as Japan?

Dean Acheson would have said, surely: How could you trust the
Russians? Their “breaches of inter-allied agreements” had already,
as he has observed in his book, begun. How could you be sure that
they would not someday come storming back and suddenly reoc-
cupy Korea, and perhaps Japan as well?

These questions, raising as they did issues of a most fundamental
nature, were ones destined soon to throw me into conflict not just
with Mr. Acheson but with the entire United States government
and most of the NATO governments as well, and not just over
Pacific problems but even more importantly, over European ones.
This is not the place to undertake an exhaustive discussion of these
issues. But I might just say this much by way of explanation as to
why these counterarguments never commended themselves to me.
The reasons were three:

(1) For the Russians, and for Stalin in particular, there were
agreements and agreements, just as there were negotiations and ne-
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gotiations. Highly specific agreements, relating to military disposi-
tions and control over territory, were more likely to be respected
by them than vague subscriptions to high moral principles. Agree-
ments founded in an obvious and concrete Soviet interest of a polit-
ical and military nature were more likely to be respected than ones
based on an appeal to international legal norms or to the decisions
of multilateral international bodies. Agreements negotiated quietly
and privately, representing realistic political understandings rather
than public contractual obligations, were more apt to be respected
by Moscow, so long as the other party also respected them, than
were agreements arrived at in negotiations conducted in the public
eye (the Russians called these demionstrativnye negotiations) where
the aim was, or appeared to be, to put the other party in a bad light
before world public opinion.

(2) Isaw no evidence at that time, and have seen none since, of
any Soviet desire to assume the burdens of occupation over any
extensive territories beyond those that came under their occupation
or control as part of the outcome of World War Il. Particularly
was this true in the Far East. Sanction of the use of puppet forces
was another thing, particularly if and when their operation could
take place within the framework of a civil rather than an interna-
tional, conflict. The Russians, after all, were careful to keep their
own forces out of the Korean War. This was not by accident. One
could not understand Soviet policy there or anywhere else unless
one was ready to recognize and to respect the distinction, as they
saw 1t, between the armed forces of the Soviet Union itself and
those of other Communist countries, and the distinction between
the use of Soviet forces in an international conflict and of puppet
forces in a civil conflict. I had never supposed, or claimed, that the
Soviet leaders would be rcluctant to permit or encourage the latter,
if they thought their political interests could be thereby advanced,
and what they did in Korea was not, in principle, surprising to me.
Bur this was precisely what was not involved in the specter of a
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sudden Sovier armed attack on Japan. The likelihood of anything
of that sort seemed to me then, and has secemed to me ever since, to
be very smail indeed.

(3) The sanction against any Soviet military return to Korea
could and should have consisted in the possibility of our replying to
such a move by the immediate return of our own forces to Japan.
Was this militarily impossible? 1 think not, unless we wished to re-
gard 1t as so. [ had pleaded as early as 1947 for “the maintenance of
small, compact, alert forces, capable of delivering at short notice
effective blows on limited theaters of operation far from our own
shores.” * It might someday be necessary, I had pointed out, “on
very short notice to seize and hold other . . . outlying island bases
or peninsular bases on other continents, if only for the purpose of
denying them to others during the period required for further mili-
tary preparations.” t

The American military very much disliked this idea. They ab-
horred the concept of limited warfare and were addicted to doing
things only n the most massive, ponderous and unwieldy manner.
Had we followed this suggestion, however, we would have been far
better situated than we actually were to meet the challenge in Ko-
rea when i1t came; and such a force would have had its uses, simi-
larly, as a guaranty of the inviolability of any agreement on the
demilitarization and ncutralization of Japan.

Another reason why I was opposed to the indefinite retention of
our bases and forces in Japan was the strain I thought it would
eventually 1impose on American-Japanese relations. I have repeat-
edly expressed the distaste with which I viewed large American mil-
itary establishments in other countries. This distaste was no doubt
exaggerated, but the anxiety over the long-term effects of maintain-
ing such establishments abroad was not wholly unfounded. I ex-
pressed this anxiety again, in 1950, in connection with the problem

* Memoirs, 1925-1950, pp. 311-312.
t 1 reiterated this recommendation in my memorandum of August 21, 1950, to the
Secretary of State.
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of the future of Japan. We could not indefinitely, I wrote in the
memorandum of August 21,

continue successfully to keep Japan resistant to Soviet pressures by us-
ing our own strength as the main instrument in this effort. The only
adequate “main instrument” for this, in the long run,* will be the en-
lightened self-interest of the Japanese people, as translated into action
by a Japanese government. If we insist on keeping troops in Japan, their
presence there will inevitably be a bone of political contention, and the
Communists will vigorously make capital of it.

As I look at this statement in the light of what has happened over
the intervening twenty-one years, I see that it was exaggerated. We
have, just barely, contrived to squeeze through, in the sense of
keeping American forces there and preserving the military alliance
with Japan without wholly or decisively disrupting the equilibrium
of Japanese political life. But the strain has been great. Our military
presence has played a major part in polarizing opinion in Japan, and
particularly in alienating Japanese youth in the most serious way
from moderate and democratic political institutions. One has only
to think of the repeated fearful street disorders, and the forced can-
cellation of the Eisenhower visit, to realize what a strain this has
placed on Japanese democracy during this early trial period of its
existence. What the consequences will be of this alienation of the
youth, in the further development of Japanese political life, is diffi-
cult to say; they could scarcely be good ones.

[ have dwelt at length on Korea and Japan. This was the complex
of problems that was, in those years of the Korean War, most
prominently on my own mind, at any rate, and was the cause of
most of the agony of official decision. But views held on Korea and
Japan were of course only part of a wider pattern of views on
American relations with the Far East generally, and a word 1s due

* Iralics added later by GFK.
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about the subjects, even then hotly debated, of China and Southeast
Asia.

The triumph of the Chinese Communists on the mainland of
China was then only two to three years old, and we were still strug-
gling with the problems of policy this development posed for us
and the international community. I have described in the first vol-
ume of these memoirs the reasons why, though devoid of enthusi-
asm for the entry of the Chinese Communists into the United Na-
tions, I thought it unwise on the part of our government to oppose
their admission. I also shared with my friend John Paton Davies the
feeling that it was a great mistake on our part to permit the Chiang
regime to establish itself on Formosa. My views were summed up in
a memorandum which I drafted (and never used) in September
1951, attempting to define my differences with the Department of
State over matters of policy. “As for China,” I wrote,

I have no use for cither of the two regimes, one of which [that of
Chiang| has intrigued in this country in a manner scarcely less disgrace-
ful to it than to ourselves, while the other has committed itself to a pro-
gram of hostility to us as savage and arrogant as anything we have ever
faced. The tie to the Chiang regime I hold to be both fateful and dis-
creditable, and feel it should be severed at once, at the cost, if need be,
of a real domestic-political showdown. After that, the less we Ameri-
cans have to do with China the better. We need neither covet the favor,
nor fear the enmity, of any Chinese regime. China is 7ot the great power
of the Orient; and we Americans have certain subjective weaknesses that
make us ill-equipped to deal with the Chinese. . . . 1 could never see
any justification for returning Formosa to China in the first place,
nor, once China had been plunged into civil war, any further obligation
on our part to do so; and I recommended in 1949 that we reassert the
authority of SCAP (i.c., MacArthur’s headquarters) over the island and
hold it until more satisfactory arrangements could be made.

These views rested on certain impressions about China which
need, perhaps, elucidation.
[ did not, in the first place, see China as a great and strong power.
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Her industrial strength was minimal compared with that of any of
the real great powers. Her military strength was formidable only in
the immediate vicinity of her own frontiers: she had no amphibious
capability. Her ability to accumulate capital was small. Her prob-
lem of overpopulation was appalling. Her vast numbers were a
source of weakness, not of strength. Time and again I pleaded with
my colleagues to believe that, faced with the choice of having as an
ally and associate cither Japan or China, the Soviet leaders would
instantly have chosen Japan: the only place in the Orient where
modern weaponry of the most sophisticated sort could be produced
in massive quantities, and the only country that had great quantities
of industrially trained and highly educated manpower.

Secondly, I looked for no good to come of any closer relation-
ship between the United States and China, even if the existing polit-
ical antagonism could be overcome. This was why I had no more
enthusiasm for the development of our relations with Chiang than I
did in the case of the Chinese Communists.

This view reflected no disrespect for the Chinese. On the con-
trary, I regarded them, and still do, as probably the most intelligent,
man for man, of the world’s peoples. What inclined me to this out-
look was what I had been able to learn of Chinese nationalism and
the Chinese tradition of statesmanship from reading in the history
of China’s international relations.

Three things seemed to me to be reasonably clear. One was that
the Chinese were, as a people, intensely xenophobic and arrogant.
Their attitude towards the foreigner and his world, based as it was
on the concept of China as the “Middle Kingdom” and the view of
the foreigner as a barbarian, was essentially offensive to other
peoples and did not provide a basis for satisfactory international
relations, other than ones of the most distant sort.

Secondly, it was clear that the Chinese, despite the highly civi-
lized nature of their normal outward behavior, were capable of
great ruthlessness when they considered themselves to be crossed.
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Admirable as were many of their qualities — their industriousness,
their business honesty, their practical astuteness, and their political
acumen — they seemed to me to be lacking in two attributes of the
Western-Christian mentality: the capacity for pity and the sense of
sin. I was quite prepared to concede that both of these qualities
represented weaknesses rather than sources of strength in the West-
ern character. The Chinese, presumably, were all the more formid-
able for the lack of them. This was a reason to hold them in a
healthy, if wary, respect. It was not a reason to idealize them or to
look for any sort of intimacy with them.

Thirdly (and this 1s in a sense a return to the question of the
Chinese view of the outside world) I observed, or thoughe I did,
that while the Chinese were often ready to make practical arrange-
ments of an unwritten nature, and usually ones that could be re-
versed at will if this suited their purposes, they were never prepared
to yield on matters of principle. They would occasionally consent,
under pressure, to let you do certain things in practice, but only
provided they were permitted to insist that you had no real right to
do them at all. They, accordingly, were always theoretically in the
right, and you in the wrong. This, too, scemed to me a form of
arrogance that augured badly for really good relations with any
outside power.

Finally, I was dismayed to note both the skill and the success
with which the Chinese had, over the decades, succeeded in cor-
rupting a large proportion of the Americans who had anything to
do with them — and particularly those who had resided for longer
periods in China. [ do not mean to imply that this corruption was
always, or even usually, financial. It was far more insidious than
that. The Chinese were infinitely adept at turning foreign visitors
and residents, even foreign diplomats, into hostages and then, with a
superb combination of delicacy and ruthlessness, extracting the
maximum in the way of blackmail for giving them the privilege

cither of leaving the country or remaining there, whichever it was
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that they most wished to do. In their exploitation of the situation of
the American missionaries and merchants of the prerevolutionary
period, not to mention the success of the Chiang regime in building
up a violent political claque in this country, the Chinese had made
fools of us all — a thousand times. We, in our sentimentalities, our
bumbling goodwill, our thirst for trade or converts, our political
naiveté, and the ease with which we could be both flattered and
misled by the obsequiousness of talented servants who hated our
guts behind their serving-screens, were simply not up to them.
Reading the history of our relations with China in the last century
and in the first half of this one, I found myself welcoming the Chi-
nese Revolution for the effect it had in bringing about the expulsion
of Western foreigners from China. For the first time in more than a
century, I thought to myself with satisfaction, the Chinese now had
no American hostages. They could now neither make fools of us
through the corruption, nor put pressure on us by the mistreat-
ment, of Americans who had rashly placed themselves in their
power.

For this reason, opposed as 1 was to obstructing Communist
China’s entrance into the United Nations if others wanted it there, 1
never favored the conclusion of formal bilateral diplomatic relations
between the United States and China. I could never see the assurance
that American diplomats would be treated in Peking with the re-
spect necessary to make their missions successful. I saw nothing to
be gained by putting people into the power of the Chinese leaders if
we had no assurance that they would not be humiliated and made
sport of for the gratification of the insatiable Chinese thirst for
“face” and prestige. To understand these thoughts one has only to
imagine what would have happened during the so-called Cultural
Revolution —at the time, that is, when the British chargé
d’affaires was being made to stand up in the midst of a screaming
street mob and have his head yanked down by the hair in a forced
gesture of obeisance before the little red book of Comrade Mao —
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what would have happened in such a time to an American repre-
sentative in Peking, had there been one. Yet at no time did I have
any desire to sec us “ignore” the existence of Communist China. I
was well aware that there would be times and occasions when we
would have to deal with its leaders. Warsaw, in later years, would
strike me as an admirable place for doing just that.

[ recognized that the admission of Communist China to the
United Nations would create a problem for the Chinese regime on
Formosa. 1 favored the use of our fleet to protect that island (not
the regime) from attack by the mainland Chinese. But I never fa-
vored our adherence to the view that the Chiang regime was the
rightful government of China. My position, even in those early
days, was that we should express our readiness to abide by the re-
sults of a properly conducted plebiscite offering to the people of
the 1sland a choice between submission to the regime on the main-
land, return to Japan, or independence — provided only that we
could be assured that the island would remain demilitarized, that 1t
would not be armed as a platform for amphibious power in the
Pacific, and that, whatever solution was arrived at, those who were
opposed to it would be granted an amnesty and an opportunity to
emigrate if they so wished. This, in essence, has been my position
ever since.

There remains the question of Southeast Asia. This, too, was on
our minds, even in 1950 and 1951, though primarily in connection
with the question as to the amount of support, if any, that we
should give to the French, who were then fighting much the same
sort of fight, and against much the same adversary that we, in the
years following 1964, found ourselves fighting.

Here, at least, I agreed wholly and unreservedly with Walter
Lippmann. We had, I felt, no business trying to play a role in the
affairs of the mainland of Southeast Asia. The same went for the
French. They had no prospects. They had better get out.
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“In Indo-China,” I complained to the Sccretary of State in the
memo of August 21, 1950,

we are getting ourselves into the position of guarantecing the French in
an undertaking which neither they nor we, nor both of us together, can
win. . . . We should let Schuman [Robert Schuman, French Foreign
Minister | know . . . that the closer view we have had of the problems
of this area, in the course of our efforts of the past few months to sup-
port the French position there, has convinced us that that position is
basically hopeless. We should say that we will do everything in our
power to avoid embarrassing the French in their problems and to sup-
port them in any reasonable course they would like to adopt looking to
its liquidation; but that we cannot honestly agree with them that there
is any real hope of their remaining successfully in Indo-China, and we
feel that rather than have their weakness demonstrated by a continued
costly and unsuccessful effort to assert their will by force of arms, it
would be preferable to permit the turbulent political currents of that
country to find their own level, unimpeded by foreign troops or pres-
sures, even at the probable cost of an eventual deal between Viet-Nam
and Viet-Minh, and the spreading over the whole country of Viet-Minh
authority, possibly in a somewhat modified form. We might suggest
that the most promising line of withdrawal, from the standpoint of their
prestige, would be to make the problem one of some Asian regional re-
sponsibility, in which the French exodus could be conveniently ob-
scured.

This judgment with regard to the folly of a possible intervention
in Vietnam rested, incidentally, not just on the specific aspects of
that situation as we faced it in 1950, but on considerations of prin-
ciple, as well. In a lecture delivered earlier that year (May 5) in
Milwaukee, 1 had said — this time with reference to the pleas for
American intervention in China:

I wonder how many of you realize what that really means. I can con-
ceive of no more ghastly and fateful mistake, and nothing more calcu-
lated to confuse the issues in this world today than for us to go into
another great country and try to uphold by force of our own blood and






e

Re-encounter with America

IN the midst of such preoccupations with places and problems on
the other side of the globe, I was enjoying, in these initial months
and years of release from government, the unaccustomed experi-
ence of life and travel in parts of the United States other than the
District of Columbia. Except for a Wisconsin boyhood, the under-
graduate years at Princeton, and the daily peregrinations between
home and office in Washington, I had seen little of this country at
any time, and had been absent from it over most of the past quarter
of a century. The impressions, therefore, were vivid; and imping-
ing, as they did, on the characteristic longing of the expatriate to
find something with which he could identify himself, they struck
deep. But I find it difficult to generalize about them or to compress
them into any analytical system. Dates, scenes and events become
chronologically indistinct and swim in memory. The thoughts and
reflections then aroused tended in the ensuing years to flow, like
tributaries of a river, into that broad stream of curiosity, wonder-
ment and concern about the state of one’s own country that has
dominated the consciousness of every thoughtful American in re-
cent years; and I find it impossible, except where some record of the
moment has survived, to distinguish between what I then thought
and what I think today.
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I can do no more, therefore, than to recall certain disconnected
episodes that remain in memory with special vividness — either be-
cause of their novelty or because some record of them has survived,
and leave it to the reader to distill from them, if he can, an idea of
what it was like to rediscover bits and pieces of one’s own country
in circumstances of this nature.

Before mentioning these episodes, I should, I suppose, say some-
thing about the places where, after the retirement from govern-
ment, we lived. During the years of official service the family had
inhabited only a succession of temporary quarters, sometimes pro-
vided by the government, sometimes rented by oursclves. Now, for
the first time, it fell to us to live in places that we owned; and these
places came to play, like long-term friends, an enduring role in our
lives. There were two of them: a house in Princeton and a farm in
Pennsylvania, and since both stll exist and continue to play a part
in our lives, I must speak of them in the present tense.

The Princeton house is a sturdy, spacious turn-of-the-century
structure standing, amid ample grounds, on one of those shady,
sycamore-lined streets, once quiet and still beaunful, that are pecul-
iar to Princeton. Battered and neglected when we boughe it, this
house has responded gratefully to the attentions of the years, and
has afforded us a comfortable, reliable and pleasant shelter. Having
evidently experienced, over the seventy years of its existence, only
the normal vicissitudes of family life, it is devoid of ghosts and sinis-
ter corners. To us, personally, it 1s friendly and receptive in a re-
laxed way, but slightly detached, like a hostess to a casual guest —
as though it did not expect us to stay forever.

The place in Pennsylvania is a large, rich niver-valley farm in
what was, when we first came there, unspoiled farming country, a
hundred and fifty miles from Princeton, west of the Susquehanna.
It forms, almost to the mile, a part of the western border of the
magnificent Pennsylvania Dutch farming country that stretches, to
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the east of it, nearly to Philadelphia. Just west of it begin the foot-
hills of the Appalachians, orchard country, not so fertile as that
which lies to the east, and no longer populated by Germans —
these latter knew too well where the good land lay. Standing on
the higher rises of our fields, on a fine summer day, onc can sec in
the distance the shadowy outlines of the mountains: the northern
outrunners of the Blue Ridge, reaching up from Virginia and
Maryland.

The place was, and still precariously remains, a proper farm. To
reach it, you take a turn south off a secondary hard road and drive
straight on for nearly a mile along a gravel lane, between tilled
fields, but with hills and patches of woods in the distance. Finally,
there is a lictle stone bridge beyond which the road turns left and
runs, now lined with willows on one side and sycamores of my own
planting on the other, for a hundred yards or so along the side of a
small stream, dry in summer. Then it turns right again and pro-
ceeds, up a slight rise between two houses, to a large circle, rimmed
with farm buildings. The house on the right is a standard two-story
wooden farmhouse of twentieth-century vintage. There the farmer
and his family live. The structure on the left is something quite
different: a three-story edifice, studded with balconies and sleeping
porches, looking, particularly from that angle, like nothing more
than a summer hotel.

It is indeed a house like none other, not exacty ugly, but large
for that region with its eighteen rooms and cighty-odd windows,
and enigmatically, engagingly, almost apologetically, absurd. Once,
long ago in the dusk of a winter evening, a local inhabitant, who
had given me a lift on the road, kindly undertook to drive me all the
way home. Startled to see this structure suddenly looming up in the
shadows, he practically stopped the car in his astonishment and, be-
ing unaware of where we were, turned to me in wonderment and
said: “Now tell me, who in the name of hell would want a house
like that?”
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Well, we did, and stll do. Turning its backside to the circle
where everyone arrives, decorated with portico and columns on the
side where nobody normally ever goes in and out, entered custom-
arily by a wholly unembellished side door which leads — for no
reason at all — directly into the dining room, the house is indeed an
absurdity. Yet imbedded in all these incongruities is still the corpus
of a hundred-and-sixty-year-old farmhouse; and its interior, once
one gets there, is of a coziness, a harmony, and a natural sociability
that is the mark of a real, well-worn, intimate home. Never, I think,
has any of us, arriving there from anyplace else, entered the house
without pleasure. And never, even on the grayest, darkest, sloppiest
days of winter, have I had occasion to say to myself, while there:
“Oh, what a dreary place.”

Across the circle from the house lies the great barn, built in the
traditional Pennsylvania Dutch style, a hundred and ten feet by
forty, with the usual overhang (the “foreshot,” to the natives) cov-
ering a brick walk along the southern side, by the barnyard. In the
dim recesses of the ground floor of this building, divided into a
number of aisles and stalls, there resides — in amicable harmony for
the most part — a dense population of animal and wild life: cows,
steers, young stock, the bull (referred to by the farmer’s family, in
a marvelous bit of country understatement, as “cross”), cats, kit-
tens, mice and rats, often a dog or two, sometimes a horse or pony
(the place once harbored sixteen mules), and occasionally a huge,
parturiating sow, not to mention the barn swallows that swoop in
and out when the doors of the milking stable are left open. The
barn envelops all these beings in its strong and sheltering arms; and
the deep cushion of fresh straw that covers all its floors accommo-
dates agreeably and without offensiveness, by the very power of its
bacterial balance, the manifold functions and products of their
daily lives. Above all this is, of course, what is called the “barn
floor”: a vast, lofty chamber, entered by the banked driveway.
Here, too, it is dark; but when your eyes get used to the dim light
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you sce that stacks of baled straw and hay reach mountainously
upward, to the roof; and in the spaces between them slivers of sun-
light, striking down from cracks in the wall or the roof, give to the
dusty air the quality of the interior of a cathedral. There is the
pungent, life-giving smell of hay and manure; and it is cozy and re-
assuring to hear the rustling and stomping and munching of the
cattle, in their pens below.

Around this cluster of buildings stretch, of course, the fields,
heavy in summer with their crops of grain and grass, wet, fallow,
often partly snow-covered, in the winter months. On summer nights
there is a thick pageant of fireflies over the meadow, the steady,
soothing and faintly mysterious ringing of the crickets, a croaking
of bullfrogs from the nearby pond and stream, and occasionally the
harsh cry of a startled pheasant. In winter, when snow is in the air,
crows — thousands and thousands of them —move in seemingly
endless procession from northeast to southwest, their flapping fig-
ures silhouetted against leaden skies.

These, then, were the points of departure and return for many
journeys to other places in the country; and it was from these jour-
neys that the most vivid impressions were gained.

In the late winter of 1950 I made a journey to Latin America. It
was an official journey; but departure from government was immi-
nent; inwardly, I already had a foot out of Washington. I began the
journey by traveling from Washington to Mexico City by train.
(A few of us, in those days, still did that sort of thing.) I have notes
of that leg of the journey, written at the time. Let the reader pic-
ture the author of these notes, if he will, as a middle-aged man, a bit
weary from three hectic years in the Washington bureaucracy,
somewhat dépaysé and sensitive to the impressions of his native
land as only such a person can be, longing for familiarity and reas-
surance, gulping down every drop of it, in fact, as a thirst-struck
wanderer in the desert might gulp down water suddenly encoun-
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tered, but wincing, as though struck by a blow, under every small
discouragement.

Saturday, February 18, 1950

The train pulled out of the Union Station into the early darkness of
the February evening, carrying a traveler who felt slightly silly to be
embarking, at his age, on so long and spectacular a voyage —to be
abandoning the solemn legitimacy of the routine of the department —
to be leaving his family for so long — to be imagining that he could sec
anything or learn anything in the course of such a tour which others
had not seen or learned before him.

A couple of hours later, the train was passing through York, Pennsyl-
vania. The traveler’s farm home, he reflected, was only sixteen miles
away, off there to the west, across the winter darkness. It would be
quiet there, now. Annie and Merle would have finished the evening
chores, and had supper. It being Saturday evening they would probably
have gone to town. No lights would be on about the place. The night
would be cold, for the sky was clear. No domestic animals would be
out. Even the cats would have crept into the barn for comfort. Only-
the old drake would be standing, motionless, on the concrete water
trough in the barnyard, his white silhouette gleaming ghostlike in the
darkness, a tragic, statuesque figure, contemptuous of the cold, of the
men who neglected him, of the other birds and beasts who basked in
the warmth of human favor — contemptuous even of the possibility for
happiness in general, human or animal. He would be standing there
through the hours of darkness; and the crisp silence of winter night
would be about the place; and there would be only the crunching and
stomping of animals in the barn behind him, the rustling of some wild
thing down in the meadow, the drone of a distant truck, and perhaps
the sudden and thunderous rumbling occasioned by my neighbor B’s
car, as it rattled — homebound — over the loose planks of the little
bridge in the valley below.

Well, the train was moving on, now — increasing with every minute
the distance between us, soon destined to become so great. Might God
help us all, I thought. . . .

Sunday, February 19
I woke up carly, raised the curtain in the berth, and looked out. We
were crossing a river. [t was just the beginning of a Sabbath dawn. The
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half-light reflected itself in the oily scum of the water, left in kindly
obscurity a desolation of factories and cinder-yards and railroad tracks
along the shore, but caught and held, in its baleful gleam, the cold
mute slabs of skyscrapers overhead. It was the business district of some
industrial city: what city I did not know, nor did it matter.

And it occurred to me that for cities there is something sinister and
pitiless about the dawn. The farm, secure in its humility and its submis-
sion, can take it. It can even welcome it, joyously, like the return of an
old friend. But the city, still sleeping, cowers restlessly under it, par-
ticularly under the Sabbath dawn. In this chill, calm light, the city is
helpless and, in a sense, naked. Its dreams are disturbed, its pretense, its
ugliness, its impermanence exposed, its failure documented, its verdict
written. The darkness, with its neon signs, its eroticism, and its intoxica-
tion, was protective and forgiving — tolerant of dreams and of delu-
sions. The dawn is judgment: merciless and impassive.

The train was moving through the approaches to St. Louis, just east
of the Mississippi: a grim waste of crisscrossing railroads, embankments,
viaducts, junk lots, storage lots, piles of refuse, and the most abject
specimens of human habitation.

A tall and youthful individual, nattily dressed, with a thin neck, big
ears, and an obvious freedom from inhibition, calmly inspected the
labels on my suitcases and launched on an interrogation beginning:
“Say, are you the fellow who . . . ?” To that beginning, he tacked on
a series of confused associations, too close to reality to be wholly denied,
too far from it to be flatly admitted. Having finally extracted from me
enough to satisfy his surmises, he started in with questions about foreign
affairs — China in particular.

I took refuge in counter-questions, and discovered that he was a poli-
tician: a member of the Missouri State Legislature. He had just been to
Washington for the Jefferson-Jackson Day dinner. He was a veteran,
and had been encouraged by friends to enter politics when he returned
from war service. I tried to get at his views and interests, but failed to
find that he stood for anything in particular except himself, or that he
held any particular convictions about how life ought to be lived, as dis-
tinct from the way it is lived now, in the State of Missouri. One had the
impression of a certain bewildered complacency, and of a restless, vacu-
ous curiosity about people who got their names in the papers.
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[ tried to find out what he knew about regional planning. He had
heard of the Missouri Valley Authority project, as a political issue; but
when I asked him where the Missouri entered the Mississippi, he was
stumped, and thought, in fact, that it was the Missouri we were about
to cross. With difficulty, I explained to him why it would not be pos-
sible for us to cross the Missouri before we had crossed the Mississippi,
and he thought he understood.

In the Fred Harvey restaurant of the St. Louis station there were nos-
talgic murals of old river scenes. Canned music (The Rustic Wedding)
mingled with the clatter of dishes, the shrill cries of waitresses, and the
murmur of a cross-section of that rich stream of oral exchange which
cmbellishes and characterizes the life of the Midwest: “Yessir, the Presi-
dent of our company is only forty-four. . . . We got five o’ the best
girls in the business. . . . They put him in the hub-nut division, an’ he
warn’t there more’n a month before the others went to the old man and
said if he stayed there they’d all quit. . . . I'm goin’ to ecat kinda light,
today. . . . Eleanor’ll run for President, surc as you know. . . . The
Hub Ice Fuel Company is a big company; you move at a fast pace over
there. . . . First time I ever seen a woman walkin’ along towin’ a cat;
the cat ain’t used to it, don’t know what to make of it. . . . Now what
on earth d’ya suppose he’s goin’ to do with that nightgown? ”

Outside the station, a pale winter sunshine — Sunday afternoon sun-
shine — fell on the blank fronts of the station-district joints: Pop’s Pool
Hall; Hotel Rooms $1.50 and up; Danny’s Tavern; Pressing and Clean-
ing While-U-Wait; Julio’s Place.

I caught a bus in the direction of the river. Infected by the customs
of the nation’s capital, it also sported canned music (Rose Marie).

The last two or three blocks had to be covered on foot. There were
solid rows of saloons and rooming houses, and seedy-looking men
slouching in front of the windows of the closed stores, leaning against
the walls, in the sunshine, waiting. (What are they waiting for? What
are they looking for? What is it they expect will happen in this died-out
strect in downtown St. Louis on a Sunday afternoon in winter? That a
girl will pass? or that there will be a fight? or that some drunken bum
will get arrested? Could be, could be . . )

Here was the Court House — mid-XIX Century style: heavy stone,
tall blank windows. In it, the placard said, the Dred Scott case was
tried. Beyond the Court House — parking lots, and the great cobbled
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incline toward the river. The lower part of it, near the water, was cov-
ered with mud which looked dry but was really slimy; and there was an
occasional stick of driftwood.

On this particular afternoon, the riverbank was inhabited by six stray
dogs, a bum who sat on a piece of driftwood and held one of the dogs in
his lap, two small colored children with a bag of popcorn, and a stranger
from Washington who sat on another piece of driftwood and sketched
a cluster of four abandoned craft tied up by the shore: to wit, one scow
with gasoline drums, one dredge, one dirty motorboat, and one genuine
old showboat, still in use but slightly self-conscious. The colored chil-
dren hovered over my shoulder, chattering pleasantly and dropping
popcorn down my neck as they watched the progress of the drawing.
The faint sunshine slanted in upon us, across the rooftops. Railroad
trains clattered along both sides of the river and across the high bridge
upstream. A gull came ashore to dabble in the slime between the cob-
blestones. And the river moved lazily past: a great slab of dirty-gray
water, gleaming here and there in the sunshine, curling and eddying
and whispering quietly to itself as it went along.

I walked back through the old business district: a district of narrow,
dark streets, of sooty, fortress-like bank buildings, and hotels which
once were elegant. (‘The trouble with American cities is that they have
grown and changed too fast. The new is there before the old is gone.
What in one era is functional and elegant and fashionable survives into
the following era as grotesque decay. These cities have never had time
to clean up after themselves. They have never had time to bury their
dead. They are strewn with indecent skeletons, in the form of the
blighted areas, the abandoned mansions of the Gay Nincties, the old
railroad and water-front vicinities, the “houses by the railroad tracks.”)

On the train from St. Louis to Texas the lounge car had canned music
(Ave Maria) emerging from somewhere in the roof. We used to say:
“The customer is always right.” But what of the man, today, who
doesn’t like The Rustic Wedding or Rose Marie or Ave Maria, or who
has heard them too often, or who doesn’t like music at all through loud-
speakers, or who doesn’t like music? I raised this question in my mind,
as I fled back to the sleeping car; and the wheels of the train, which used
to clatter in so friendly and reassuring a way on the railroad voyages of
my boyhood, seemed to be clicking off the words: “That-to-you; that-
to-you; that-to-you.”
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Monday, February 20

On the sleeping car from San Antonio to Mexico City, I was scated
across from a gentleman from Indiana, with spouse. Feeling deeply dis-
loyal to my own Midwestern origin, 1 found that I could take no pleas-
ure in any of my neighbor’s characteristics. Neither the penetrating
voice which boomed relentlessly through the cars in the service of an
unquenchable loquaciousness, nor the toothpick which never left his
mouth except at mealtimes (I'm sure he slept with it), nor his breezy
curiosity about the rest of us (“What-cha carryin’ that ink around fur?”),
nor the incessant talk with fellow Indianians about things back home
(“Yeah, I remember him; he used to run the bank at New Cambridge;
and his uncle had a real estate business over at Red City”), nor the elab-
orate jokes with said fellow countrymen about marriage (“Now T'll tell
you what you want to do: you and your wife git in that there berth
with your clothes on, and then when she kicks you out, you ain’t in such
a fix, he, he, he.”) — none of these characteristics excited my local pride.
Why, I found myself muttering, did he come to Mexico if all he wanted
to talk about was Indiana? And why, in general, do people have to act
like caricatures of their own kind?

About one year after this visit to Latin America it fell to me to
deliver a series of lectures in Chicago. It was, as I recall it, at just the
tume of General Douglas MacArthur’s recall and dismissal —an
event which fell with special traumatic effect on the Chicago of
that day, with its congenital 1solationism, its anti-Europeanism, and
its strong immersion in the anti-Communist hysteria of the time. All
of this heightened, for me, the poignancy of the experience.

To explain how I came to give these lectures, I have to return for
a moment to the ideological problems of American foreign policy.

I had been struck, in my work as head of the Planning Staff, by
the chaos that prevailed in ofticial Washington circles when it came
to such things as concept and principle in the formulation of for-
cign policy. No two people had the same idea of what it was that
we were trying to achieve, and such assumptions as the various in-
dividuals entertained on the subject tended to be superficial, emo-
tionally colored, and mnspired by a desire to sound impressive to
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other American ecars rather than by any scrious attention to the
long-term needs of our own country and the world community. In
such casual reading on American diplomatic history as I had had
occasion to do while in government, I had been struck by the con-
trast between the lucid and realistic thinking of carly American
statesmen of the Federalist period and the cloudy bombast of
their successors of later decades. I wanted now to leaf through the
annals of American diplomacy and to try to ascertain on what con-
cepts of national interest and national obligation, as related to for-
eign affairs, the various American statesmen had operated.

Pursuing this quest at Princeton, I was surprised to discover how
much of our stock equipment, in the way of the rationale and rhet-
oric of foreign policy, was what we had inherited from the states-
men of the period from the Civil War to World War II, and how
much of this equipment was utopian in its expectations, legalistic in
its concept of methodology, moralistic in the demands it seemed to
place on others, and self-righteous in the degree of high-mindedness
and rectitude it imputed to ourselves. I set out, then, to spell all this
out in a series of essays addressed to the various undertakings and
mitiatives in which these tendencies had manifested themselves: no-
tably, the inordinate preoccupation with arbitration treaties, the
efforts towards world disarmament, the attempt to outlaw war by
the simple verbiage of the Kellogg Pact, and illusions about the pos-
sibilities of achieving a peaceful world through international
organization and multilateral diplomacy, as illustrated in the hopes
addressed to the League of Nations and the United Nations. I en-
deavored to show how successive statesmen had sought, in these
ostensibly idealistic and pretentious undertakings, a concealment for
our failure to have a genuine foreign policy addressed to the real
problems of international relations in a changing world — how all
these vainglorious and pretentious assertions of purpose, in other
words, had served as unconscious pretexts for the failure, in fact the
inability, to deal with the real substance of international affairs.
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Rough drafts of these essays were completed during the year and
a half that I spent in Princeton immediately after leaving govern-
ment — they repose in my files today in a thick black binder
marked, with exaggerated modesty: “Notes for Essays.” But many
of the ideas evolved in this way did eventually find expression of a
sort, as a rule by the acceprance of lecture engagements for which
one had to find, at the last moment, something to say. It was in this
way that 1 was launched on the prolonged, and to this day unfin-
ished, polemic about the role of morality in foreign policy.

Before leaving government, and in fact nearly a year in advance
of the event, I had been asked by the University of Chicago to
deliver, in the spring of 1951, the series of lectures given annually
there under the sponsorship of the Charles B. Walgreen Founda-
tion. It was the first time 1 had been thus approached with such a
suggestion, and knowing that by the spring of 1951 I would be on
leave of absence from government, I lightheartedly accepted and
put the matter, for many months, quite out of my mind.

When the time approached for the journey to Chicago and I was
compelled to reflect on what I should talk about, I decided I would
base the lectures on the subject of my incompleted essays about
American diplomacy and discuss a few episodes in the annals of our
diplomatic history that would illustrate some of the conclusions at
which I had arrived. I therefore sat down and batted out some
thoughts on the Spanish-American War, as an example of superfici-
ality in concept as well as of the power of chauvinistic rhetoric and
war hysteria; on the Open Door episode, as an example of the gap
between public understanding of our statesmanship and the reality
of its achievements; and on our Far Eastern policy of the first half
of the present century generally, as an example of the application of
legalistic and moralistic concepts in the judgment of other peoples’
affairs; I also set down some preliminary notes on American diplo-
macy in the First World War, as an example of the lack of consist-
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ent principles and objectives in foreign policy, and of the extraordi-
nary effect that wartime emotionalism could have on our concepts
of purpose. This last I showed to my colleague at the Institute, the
late Ed Earle. He was a bit shaken, I suspect, both by the boldness
of the approach and by the far-reaching implications of the conclu-
sions — all of it coming, or intended to come, from the lips of one
not greatly erudite in the subject matter; and the result was that he
did me a great favor by bringing together a small group of highly
qualified diplomatic historians, including Arthur Link and Richard
Leopold, to take the draft under critical scrutiny. This they did,
gently but unsparingly; and while none of them, I am sure, would
have agreed entirely with the final conclusions, they made of the
lecture a much better one than it would otherwise have been.

Armed, then, with three lectures and notes for a fourth (the re-
maining ones of the intended six I thought I could work up on the
spot), I departed for Chicago, little suspecting how deeply, and for
how many years to come, I was about to commit myself.

[ find in my notes a record of the arrival in Chicago, again by
train, on a Sunday afternoon in early April 1951.

The train got in at 1:00 P.M. I had had some discomfort on the train,
and had eaten no lunch.

There was a milky sunshine here, but it was still pre-spring, in con-
trast to the East.

The taxi, battered and dirty, pounding south on the Outer Drive in
the broad stream of Sunday afternoon traffic, brought me to a huge
hotel on the drive, in the South Side. Viewed more closely from the
pedestrian’s angle, the hotel was a great brick box, trimmed with some
stone casing and metal ornamentation on the ground floor, for elegance’
sake. It gave an impression of shaggy, besooted ornateness, springing
like 2 mushroom out of a sea of cinder lots, traffic, filling stations, and
long streets of onc-floor brick saloons.

Late in the afternoon I went for a walk. I went first over to a point
on the lakefront. It was a little park, with lawns, a stone administration
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house and public toilet, and an embankment braced by tiers of great
concrete blocks against the attacks of the lake. At the stone building
two soldiers were picking up a couple of sloppy little teen-agers in blue
jeans and ﬂowing shirt-tails. The girls, hardly more than thirteen, leaned
against the wall, chewed gum, and spewed profanity at their admirers.
A boy on the top of the embankment busily hurled fist-sized rocks at
another boy below him. Had they hit him, they could have split his
skull. T was moved to stop the operation but, recalling the family’s em-
barrassment over any such public interventions on my part, refrained,
reminding myself that it is no doubt the privilege of the younger gen-
eration to kill each other in public places, particularly in Chicago. . . .
On the south side of the point, students were ensconced on the steps of
the embankment, sunning themselves and reading. One was reading the
New Yorker. Above them, on the lawn, a young man and his girl friend
were trying to take pictures of each other and she was staggering
around, so you couldn’t tell whether she was hilarious or just drunk.

I left the lake and went inland. The streets were dirty. Only the
saloons and drugstores and the flashiest motorcar sales agencies were
open. You met men with no hats, blue overcoats, no ties, hair un-
combed, shoestrings dragging. They all looked as though they had
hangovers. On a street corner, three older men stood silent and motion-
less, staring up a side street. [ looked, too, but could not see what they
were staring at.

Having had no lunch, I went into a drugstore, thinking I ought to get
something to eat. The soda fountain counter was wet and dirty. There
was no one serving. A man was pushing litter off the floor with a wide
push-broom. I waited until his little heap of paper cups, cellophane
wrappers and cigarette butts had passed under my feet. Then I gave up
and went back to the hotel. On the way, I thought of the things I had
seen, and of the Chicago Tribune 1 had been reading in my room. It
had had, among other things, an article on communism at Harvard. I re-
membered that my grandfather and my mother had come from this
town. I heard some boys on bicycles screaming at each other across the
street, and I realized that even the language was unfamiliar to me.

So I shuffled back to the hotel, in the depression born of hunger plus
an overpowering sense of lack of confidence in my surroundings; and a
small inward voice said, gleefully and melodramatically: “You have
despaired of yourself; now despair of your country!”
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I feel apologetic in reproducing these depressing images of first
encounters with my native Middle West. They were, I must point
out, impressions only of the fagade of its life — the external shell
which the stranger sees. They were balanced, of course, by more
positive ones, particularly when things were viewed from within
and not from without. As will be seen presently, the Chicago lec-
tures themselves afforded me no grounds for feeling myself re-
pelled — at least not by the youth of that time. The very despair of
these reactions to the impact of Midwestern life was a reflection of
the fact that I knew myself to be back in the only part of the world
to which I truly belonged — a part of the world which, in memory,
I loved as one can love only the place in which one grew up. I
believed then deeply in the Middle West, and still do — in its essen-
tial decency, its moral earnestness, its latent emotional freshness. I
viewed it, and view it now, as the heart of the moral strength of the
United States. This was precisely why I was so sensitive to its
imperfections. Increasingly, under the impressions of this and other
visits in midcentury, I came to see this native region as a great slat-
ternly mother, sterile when left to herself, yet immensely fruicful
and creative when touched by anything outside herself. But was
this not, I often asked myself, the character and function of all
these regions, everywhere across the world, that would respond to
the French meaning of the term “province”? How much of artistic
creativity had to be laid, after all, in all times and places, to the
superimposition of the excitement of the jaded metropolis onto the
bored receptivity of the “province”?

The lectures at the University of Chicago began in a large,
square room, a sort of student lounge, lacking, as I recall it, even a
proper dais. Respectable even at the start, attendance grew most
unexpectedly. With the third lecture, students were already sitting
in droves on the floor and in the aisles and spilling out into the
corridors. The proceedings were then moved, unavoidably, to a
large auditorium capable of holding many hundreds of people. This
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largely ruined the oral effectiveness of the lectures. In the smaller
room, I had been able to talk to the students directly and person-
ally, almost as though we were in conversation. In the auditorium I
was separated from them by a great distance and could make myself
apparent to them only as a remote silhouette and a canned, electri-
fied voice. Attendance, however, held up; and I was surprised, de-
lighted, and yet in a sense sobered, by the success of the underrak-
ing. For the first time in my life, I experienced the excitement and
satisfaction of teaching and could understand why, for many
people, this could be reward enough to make a life.

Seriously unprepared — because 1 had taken the whole thing far
too casually — I managed by frantic effort to keep up with the
writing and editing of the lectures until it came to the very last one.
This, as of the dawn of the day of delivery, [ had not yet written at
all. The publishers (the University of Chicago Press), discovering
this and fearful lest I get out of town without delivering a text, now
claimed their own. Ignominiously, in the course of the morning, I
was summoned to the offices of the Press and there, in a great office
room clattering with a dozen typewriters, and with my letter of
acceptance lying reproachfully before me, I was pur to work to
produce some sort of publishable document.

Only one who has faced many lecture audiences knows, 1 sus-
pect, that peculiar sense of tension and desperation that can over-
come the unprepared lecturer as the hour for the lecture inexorably
draws nearer and his mind is whipped by the realization that within
so and so many minutes he must get up there and say something,
but does not yet know what he wants to say. So deeply has this
state of panic scared my consciousness that I continue even now,
when lecturing 1s a matter of the past, to relive it as a recurrent
nightmare. Never did 1 experience it more keenly than on that
morning in Chicago. But I should have been even more shaken had
[ known that certain of the prose I was producing amid the cacoph-
ony of this unusual setting would continue to pursue me, and
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compel me to live with it, through decades to come. For the little
volume that emerged from this exercise, appearing in the autumn of
1951 under the title of American Diplomacy 1900-1950, was des-
tined, as it happened, to have a sale more enduring than anything I
was ever to write. Over the course of at least twenty years into the
future, edition after edition of it, in hardcover and paperback,
would come off the presses. Royalties, never overwhelming but sel-
dom unsubstantial, would continue year by year to roll in, to the
gratification, but almost to the embarrassment, of the startled
author. Most of this may be attributed, I suppose, to the fact that
the volume, precisely because of the casualness with which it was
conceived, met the needs of several thousand teachers of American
history, anxious to find for their students some easy collateral read-
ing on foreign policy in the present century. It was, in any case, the
real beginning of an academic career.

At some point, in the years in question, I had what was for me
the unusual experience of being asked to run for public office, and
nearly doing so. One night in late winter (I had, as it happened, just
returned from Washington), the doorbell rang at the Princeton
house. It was a young farmer and his wife from our section of
Pennsylvania. They had driven all the one hundred and fifty miles,
on the chance of seeing me, and were planning to return that same
evening. They and some of their neighbors, they told me, were un-
happy about the candidates who were probably going to be nomi-
nated in the primary for election to the federal House of Repre-
sentatives. Would I consider running?

[ had never had anything to do with either political party. I was
in fact incapable of recognizing any very significant difference be-
tween them. I was obliged to ask him which party they had in
mind. It turned out to be the Democrats. It would have made no
difference to me had it been the other one.

[ was much moved by the spontaneity and sincerity of the ap-
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proach, and said I would consider it. I phoned, when my guests had
left, to a friend who was a prominent attorney in the county seat of
Getrysburg, and told him what had happened. He listened with
astonishment and said he would call me back. He did so, the same
evening. Was I, he asked, seriously interested? Time was short.

Somewhat taken aback, but fecling it practically a civic duty to
serve when one was asked in such a way to do so, I said I was inter-
ested. “All right,” was the response. “Be in my office, here in
Gettysburg, at three o’clock on Sunday afternoon.”

On Sunday afternoon, I presented myself as requested. Some
twenty or thirty gentlemen had assembled —all the Democratic
leaders of that congressional district, I was told, except those of the
city machine in York, who had their own ideas. I spoke briefly
about the origins of the suggestion of my candidacy, and about
how I would view my campaign, if nominated. There then ensued,
in my presence, with myself sitting silently by, a discussion of my
suitability for this venture — a discussion which, for its total and
not unfriendly frankness, positively delighted my heart. It ranged
all the way from skeptical and strongly negative sentiments
(“Why, he ain’t even registered as a Democrat.” “Yeah, but his
wife 1s.””) to enthusiastically positive ones (“Why hell, we could
run him for the Senate.”)

In the end, the positive voices prevailed, and 1 was given the
blessing of those present to proceed with registration as a candidate.
[ drove to Harrisburg, for this purpose, a day or so later, with the
county chairman, and received from him much good advice, includ-
ing one admonition which, I thought, had wider application than
just to candidates for the House of Representatives. We were driv-
ing back to my home after the registration. I was doing the driving,
and when stopping dutifully at a stop sign, I said to him something
to the effect that since 1 was now a candidate I supposed 1 would
have to be very careful how I drove. He turned and put his hand on
my knee. “Listen,” he said, in dead seriousness, “I want to tell you



Re-encounter with America 79

something. If you're a drinkin’ man, keep on drinkin’. If youre
chasin’ women, keep on chasin’ women. They’re goin’ to know it
anyway.”

Even before registering, 1 had worried about the costs of cam-
paigning. I read the laws, state and federal, on campaign expendi-
tures, and was somewhat uneasy as a consequence. But I thought
that perhaps I could swing it out of my own pocket. On return to
Princeton, however, I was horrified to learn that neither of the two
organizations which had been financing my life and work in Prince-
ton, the Institute for Advanced Study and the Rockefeller Founda-
tion, was prepared to continue to do so if I remained a candidate for
public office. Both were afraid of beng accused of financing politi-
cal activity, and thus losing their tax exemption. Although both had
been advised of my intention before I went out to register, neither
had been able to arrive at a final decision until after the registration
was completed.

All this was only around the end of March. Even if clected, 1
would not begin to receive salary as a congressman before the fol-
lowing January. I had almost no income aside from these two insti-
tutions. I did have one child in college and another in a private
school. It was impossible to see where, in this nine-month interval,
the money for this, and for our own lives, not to mention the cam-
paign, would come from. Consultation with knowledgeable people
out in the congressional district elicited only the suggestion that in
circumstances such as this, one would normally turn to some of the
big dairy owners or other local tycoons who happened to be Dem-
ocrats and solicit their support for the campaign. This I was decid-
edly disinclined to do. Obviously, acceptance of support from these
quarters would deprive my status as an independent of all meaning.

Reluctantly, therefore, and feeling an awful fool for it, T with-
drew my candidacy. But the lesson was a severe one. I have since
believed that the best solution would be to arrange matters in such a
way that a man without independent means could run for office
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withour losing his normal sources of income and without having to
dive into his own pocket. But so long as this i1s not possible, one
must be grateful to have men of private means holding public office.
They are at least above the temprations of petty corruption, and can
exercise whatever office they hold without having to give heed to
the problem of how they are going to live when they have com-
pleted it. I had often thought, in the years of foreign service, that
no one should be in the Foreign Service who was not in a position,
financially or otherwise, to tell the government to go to hell if the
demands made upon his conscience exceeded the point of no return.
E-ven more must this be true, I now thought, in the field of politics.

Service as a part-time consultant to the Ford Foundation necessi-
tated, in those yecars, occasional trips to Southern California. I had
never been in California before, with the exception of one brief
speaking tour in 1946. The first impressions, once again, were vivid
and disconcerting.

Pasadena, Nov. 4, 1951

I have today that most rare of luxuries: a day of complete leisure,
with no obligations, away from home where not even family or house
or neglected grounds can lay claim to attention. I am out here for three
days on business and am the guest of a friend whose home, swaddled in
gardens, looks down from the hill on the roof-tops and foliage of Pasa-
dena. It is strange, and somewhat enervating, after watching the death
of the year in the growing austerity of the east-coast autumn, to SIt NOW
in a garden, to listen to the chirping of birds and the tinkling of a foun-
tain, to watch the foliage of the cucalyptus trees stirring in a summer
breeze, and to feel the warm sunshine on the back of one’s neck.

It is Sunday, and I am apparently being left to my own devices —
than which nothing could please me more.

I have learned that whenever pressure is suddenly removed from me,
it does not leave me serenc and contcmplntivc. On the contrary, the
fragments of thought surge back and forth in my mind aimlessly and
futilely. There is a feeling of empty agitation, and the attention flits
distractedly around the chambers of experience and impression, like a
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restless person in a house, touching objects here and there for no reason
at all. Peace of mind and serenity, like most other human attributes, are
apparently matters of habir.

My thoughts are full of this Southern California world 1 sec below
me and about me. It is easy to ridicule it, as Aldous Huxley and so many
other intellectuals have done —but it is silly, and a form of self-
condemnation to do so. These are ordinary human beings: several mil-
lion of them. The things that brought them here, and hold them here,

are deeply human phenomena —as are the stirrings of anxiety that
cause them to be so boastful and defensive about it. Being human phe-
nomena, they are part of ourselves; and when we purport to laugh at
them, as though we stood fully outside of them, it is we who are the
ridiculous ones.

I feel great anxiety for these people, because I do not think they
know what they are in for. In its mortal dependence on two liquids —
oil and water — which no individual can easily produce by his own
energy, even together with family and friends, the life of this area only
shares the fragile quality of all life in the great urban concentrations of
the motor age. But here the lifelines of supply seem to me particularly
tenuous and vital. That is especially true of water, which they now
have to bring from hundreds of miles —and will soon have to bring
from thousands of miles —away. But equally disturbing, to me, is
the utter dependence on the costly uneconomical gadget called the
automobile for practically every process of life from birth and edu-
cation, through shopping, work and recreation, even courtship, to the
final function of burial. In this community, where the revolutionary
force of motorization has made a clean sweep of all the patterns of liv-
ing and has overcome all competition, man has acquired a new form of
legs. And what disturbs me is not only that these mechanical legs have a
deleterious effect on man himself, drugging him into a sort of paralysis
of the faculty of reflection and distorting his emotional makeup while
they are in use — these things are not too serious, and perhaps there are
even ways of combating them. What disturbs me most is his abject de-
pendence on this means of transportation and on the complicated proc-
esses that make it possible. It is as though his natural legs had really
become shriveled by disuse. One has the feeling that if his artificial ones
were taken away from him, he would be crawling miserably and help-
lessly around, like a crippled insect, no longer capable of conducting
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the battle for existence, doomed to carly starvation, thirst, and extinc-
tion.

One must not exaggerate this sort of thing. All modern urban society
is artificial in the physical sense: dependent on gadgets, fragile and vul-
nerable. This is simply the apotheosis. Here the helplessness is greatest,
but also the thoughtlessness. And the thoughtlessness is part of the help-
lessness.

But alongside the fecling of anxiety I have at the sight of these people,
there is a questioning as to the effect they are going to have, and the
contribution they are going to make, to American society as a whole.
Again, this is not conceived in terms of reproach or criticism. There is
really a subtle, but profound, difference between people here and what
Americans used to be, and still partly are, in other parts of the country.
I am at a loss to define this difference, and am sure that I understand it
very imperfectly.

Let me try to get at it by overstating it. Here, it is casy to see that
when man is given (as he can be given only for relatively brief periods
and in exceptional circumstances) freedom both from political restraint
and from want, the effect is to render him childlike in many respects:
fun-loving, quick to laughter and enthusiasm, unanalytical, unintellec-
tual, outwardly expansive, prcoccupied with physical beauty and
prowess, given to sudden and unthinking seizures of aggressiveness,
driven constantly to protect his status in the group by an cager con-
formism — yet not unhappy. In this sense, Southern California, together
with all that tendency of American life which it typifies, is childhood
without the promise of maturity — with the promise only of a contin-
ual widening and growing impressiveness of the childhood world. And
when the day of reckoning and hardship comes, as I think it must, it
will be — as everywhere among children — the cruelest and most ruth-
less natures who will seck to protect their interests by enslaving the
others; and the others, being only children, will be casily enslaved. In
this way, values will suddenly prove to have been lost that were forged
slowly and laboriously in the more rugged experience of Western po-
litical development clsewhere. It is not meant as an offense to the great
achievements of the Latin cultural world if 1 say that there will take
place something like a “latinization” of political life. Southern Cali-
fornia will become politically, as it already is climatically, a Latin Amer-
ican country. And if any democracy survives it will be, as in Latin
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America, a romantic-Garibaldian type of democracy, founded on the
interaction of an emotional populace and a stirring, heroic type of popu-
lar leader. Where, as in many Latin countries, this sort of political sys-
tem can operate within the framework of a great ecclesiastical and civil
tradition, it is still compatible with a respectable civilization; but what
will be the effect where it starts from the wrong end and represents the
disintegration of liberty rather than, as in Rome, the raising of a struc-
ture of law and custom from the chaos of primeval despotism? Will it
not operate to subvert our basic political tradition? And if so, what will
then happen to our whole urbanized, industrialized society, so vulnera-
ble to regimentation and centralized control?

These observations about California sound more critical, I am
sure, than they were meant to sound. They convey only an inade-
quate portion of the view of that great state that took shape in my
mind in the course of a succession of visits. Not only did I soon
realize the danger of generalizing about an area so varied in both its
natural and its human composition, but I was always conscious of
the impossibility, for any American, of distancing himself from it
entirely. California, it soon occurred to me, was only the rest of
America, but sooner and more so. To look at it was, for someone
from another part of the country, to see his own habitat — but fif-
teen years later. And if, as it sometimes scemed to me, there lay at
the origins of every family resident there someone who was an es-
capist, in the sensc of having shaken off the problems of the place
where he was born in the hopes of finding what promised to be an
easier life, was this any the less true of the United States as a whole?
Was there not a similar escapist at the origins of every white Amer-
ican family, someone who had escaped from the strictures and re-
sponsibilities of a European life to seek the greater freedom of a new
world? This, surely, was why Americans had never really come to
terms, in their national philosophy, with the deeper dilemmas in the
predicament of man as a member of a crowded and inescapable po-
litical community. California was only an extreme example of this;
and none of us, in judging it, had the right to forget the little Cali-
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fornian always present in himself. California was simply America-in-
emergence. If not all of it was to my liking, this was because 1 did
not like what America as a whole was becoming. And of this, the
American future, California, more than any other part of the coun-
try (except perhaps Texas, which I did not know), seemed to me to
be the most striking and expressive symbol.

I summed up some of the impressions of this re-encounter with
the United States in a letter written, in January 1952, to a man who
asked me what I meant when I said that the most important factor
in determining the ultimate outcome of the cold war was the qual-
ity (the “spiritual distinction,” as I had unfortunately described 1t)
of our own civilization. “It seems to me,” I wrote,

that our country bristles with imperfections — and some of them very
serious ones — of which we are almost universally aware, but lack the
resolution and civic vigor to correct. What is at stake here is our duty
to ourselves and our own national ideals. When individual citizens no
longer find themselves unhappy in our country merely by virtue of
their race or color; when our cities no longer reek with graft and cor-
ruption; when criminal elements are no longer close to the source of
local power in many of our larger urban communities; when we have
cleared away slums and filth and blighted areas; when we have taken in
hand the question of juvenile delinquency and have found the courage
to penalize the parents who are the main culprits in it; when we have
revived the meaning of community and citizenship for the urban dweller
in general; when we have overcome inflation; when we have had the
courage to recognize the educational cffect of our mass media as a pub-
lic responsibility and to find for them the place they should properly
have in a healthy and progressive society; when we have taken effective
measures to keep our soil from sliding away, our water tables from fall-
ing and our forests from deteriorating — when we have taken real
measures, in other words, to protect the beauty and healthfulness of the
land God gave us to live on and to restore in general a harmonious and
stable relationship between the American man and his incomparable
natural environment — when we have done such things, then, in my
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opinion, we shall have achieved spiritual distinction (for without it we
would not have found the strength to do these things) and the world
will be well aware of that achievement.

Like many other Americans, I never ceased to ponder, in these
first years of renewed confrontation with the American scene, the
phenomena which the diary notes cited above so depressingly re-
flect: the obvious deterioration in the quality both of American life
itself and of the natural environment in which it had its being,
under the impact of a headlong overpopulation, industrialization,
commercialization and urbanization of society. And I came up, in-
variably, before the dilemma which these tendencies presented. Al-
lowed to proceed unchecked, they spelled — it was plain — only
failure and disaster. But what of the conceivable correctives? If
these were to have any chance of being effective, would they not
have to be so drastic, so unusual, so far-reaching in the demands
they placed on governmental authority and society, that they
would greatly exceed both the intellectual horizons of the Ameri-
can electorate and the existing constitutional and traditional powers
of government in the United States? Would they not involve hard-
ships and sacrifices most unlikely to be acceptable to any demo-
cratic electorate? Would they not come into the sharpest sort of
conflict with commercial interests? Would their implementation
not require governmental powers which, as of the middle of the
twentieth century, simply did not exist, and which no one as yet —
least of all either of the two great political parties — had the faintest
intention of creating?

Dilemmas produce agony; and the agony of this one came in the
form of the first reluctant and horrifying pangs of doubt as to
whether America’s problems were really soluble at all by operation
of the liberal-democratic and free-enterprise institutions traditional
to our country. But if such doubts were justified, to what conclu-
sions did they lead? The traditions, institutions, and assumptions
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which made it seemingly impossible for us to face up to these evils
of the modern age and to tackle them with any prospect of success
were ones the Communist countries did not share. Their leaders
might not have risen yet to a recognition of these evils as evils —
they mighe still be prisoners of the common fetishes of industriali-
zation, automobilization, bigness, and military strength; but when
those leaders did come, as they surely someday would, to these ap-
preciations, then they at least, in contrast to us, would have the
political authority and the economic controls necessary to enable
them to take the practical consequences of their insights.

What did this mean? Did it mean that they, fundamentally, were
right and we — wrong? That modern man in the mass had to be
thought of as a lost and blinded child who could be led out of his
dangers and bewilderments only by bold, ruthless, self-confident
minorities, armed with insights higher than any of which the masses
were to be presumed capable — perceiving, or fancying themselves
to perceive, interests of the man in the street of which the latter was
not, and could not be, himself aware — knowing, or professing to
know, more about what was good for pcople than people knew
themselves?

This, obviously, was only the old dilemma of Dostoyevsky’s
Grand Inquisitor, brought home to us in a new form. Bur it came to
us, now, in the age of overpopulation and environmental deteriora-
tion, with an urgency and a cruelty such as the people of Dostoyev-
sky’s generation had never known.

It was the Soviet example, rather than the question in itself, that
frightened. The possibility that a democratic, free-enterprise sys-
tem such as ours might have to be fundamentally altered to meet
the challenges now looming before us was of course disturbing, be-
cause our people had little ralent for constitutional reform: vested
interests and assumptions would stand in the way, and the path of
transition would obviously not be easy. But this was still not a cause
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for despair. American democracy was not the only way one could
live. There had been many other social and political systems in the
course of the world’s history and not all of them bad or intolerable.

But this was another age. Was there something in the modern air
that meant once you had cut loose from the traditional liberal prin-
ciples of post-Jacksonian American democracy, you could now find
no stopping point until you had accepted the whole forbidding
baggage of Soviet outlook and practice? Was it necessary, in order
to achieve a sufficient concentration of governmental authority to
meet the demands of the modern age, to entrust the monopoly of
power to a self-appointed minority? And was it then necessary for
this minority to insist on its own infallibility, to profess that it had
never made a mistake, to lic systematically to the public, to create
fictitious enemies where none existed and cite this as a reason for
maintaining a virtual state of siege, to silence all contrary opinion,
to send such people as Daniel and Sinyavski to prison camps, to
suppress the works of a Solzhenitsyn?

I never saw the necessity of accepting this conclusion. But if one
did not accept it, one had then to find something else: some middle
ground between the permissive excesses of American democracy
and the umidities, the hypocrisies and the cruelties of Soviet com-
munism. The problem was to find a method of governing people
that would not demean or deceive them, would permit them to ex-
press freely their feelings and opinions, and would take decent ac-
count of the feelings and opinions thus expressed, and yet would
assure a sufficient concentration of governmental authority, suffi-
cient stability in its exercise, and sufficient selectivity in the recruit-
ment of those privileged to exert it, to permit the formulation and
implementation of hopeful long-term programs of social and envi-
ronmental change.

This was of course not our problem alone. In its broader aspects,
it was the problem of all modern socicties. In other parts of the
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world people were much more aware of it than we were; and the
search for a solution constituted a point at which Western social-
ists, nationalistic leaders of underdeveloped countries, and dissident
Marxian Communists found themselves at least looking in the same
direction. It was clear that the solution would have to be a some-
what different one in each country, geared specifically to its habits,
geographical peculiarities, and traditions. No country had more ur-
gent need to think about it than did our own. Yet very little
thought was given to it by Americans, it seemed to me, in those
years of the Fifties (and not even more recently). Liberal opinion,
which dominated the universities and much of the press, was preoc-
cupied with the achievement of a greater social justice within an
existing system rather than with the adjustment of that system to
meet the wider needs, environmental and otherwise, of the modern
age. “Conservative” opinion was committed to the resistance of
these liberal impulses in the name of an outraged patriotism and a
compulsive, undiscriminate, anti-Communist fixation. In neither
camp did I feel at home. Neither seemed to me to be focusing in the
right direction. And the result was the beginning, insofar as Ameri-
can domestic affairs were concerned, of a growing intellectual lone-
liness on my part and a feeling of inability to contribute usefully to
current discussion. Attempts to communicate orally, even with
friends, about what was on my mind led to indulgent smiles and
kindly observations to the effect that I didn’t really know anything
about the United States and had better stick to my real métier,
which was foreign affairs.

So stick to foreign affairs I did, by and large, when it came to
books, articles and other public statements on contemporary prob-
lems. But the exercise seemed increasingly, with the years, an empty
one; for what use was there, I had to ask, in attempting to protect in
its relations to others a society that was clearly failing in its relation
to itself? It was under the pressure of this relentless question that [
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Russia and the Cold War

OVER all these months of 1950 and 1951 when I was only a
Foreign Service officer on long-term leave without pay at
Princeton, the focal point of my interest in foreign affairs remained,
as it had so long been, Russia; and it was, in the first instance, for ex-
pertise about that country and our relations with it that I was looked
to by others.

Two years earlier, in 1948, I had had the impression that Ameri-
can opinion, official and otherwise, recovering from the pro-Soviet
cuphoria of the period around the end of World War II, had been
restored to a relatively even keel. True: it was hard to get the Pen-
ragon to desist from secing in Stalin another Hitler and fighting the
last war all over again in 1ts plans for the next one. True: we still
had a vigorous right-wing faction which called for war with
Russia — usually over China. But by and large, the moderate Mar-
shall Plan approach — an approach aimed at creating strength in

the West rather than destroying strength in Russia — seemed to
have prevailed; and I, like those others who went by the name of
“Russian experts,” felt that our view of the Russian problem —a
view that accepted Russian-Communist attitudes and policies as
a danger at the political level, but did not see either a likelihood

or a necessity of war and did not regard the military plane as the
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one on which our response ought to be concentrated — seemed to
have found general acceptance.

Two years later, all this was rapidly changing. A number of dis-
turbing trends were now detectable, as a result of which T found
myself increasingly concerned over the course of American opinion
and policy precisely in the area where I was thought to have, and
fancied myself to have, the greatest influence.

Some of the anxiceties deserve notice before we proceed further
with this account.

There was, in the first place, the situation produced by the Ko-
rean War. It was my belief at the time that the Soviet reasons for
authorizing and supporting the North Korean atrack were ones re-
lating strictly to the North Asian region and had no wider connota-
tions. These reasons have been touched on in Chapter 2, above. It
seemed impossible, however, to get credence for this view in Wash-
ington. I am not sure that even the Secretary of State fully accepted
it. The German-Nazi syndrome stll dominated people’s minds.
The attack in Korea, even though Soviet troops were not involved,
was viewed as another “Austria” — as the first move in a supposed
“grand design” of world conquest. And by virtue of this mis-
impression on our part, more, actually, than by the North Korean
attack itself, the peace of the world now seemed to me to be in real,
and needless, danger.

This was not because I supposed that the Soviet leaders wanted
such a war or would intentionally provoke it. It was because I
thought that we ourselves might inadvertently convince them that
it could not be avoided. I could not forget that even prior to the
Korean War our military — and to some extent our political —
planners had adopted for military planning purposes, against my
anguished objections, the year 1952 as the probable “peak” of dan-
ger which our preparations should be designed to meet. They did
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not themselves intend to start a war at that time, but they assumed
there would be a real danger of the Russians doing so as soon as
their current program of military preparations was completed —
and for this, 1952, apparently, seemed to them the most likely date.
They could not free themselves from the image of Hitler and his
timetables. They viewed the Soviet leaders as absorbed with the
pursuit of somthing called a “grand design” —a design for the
carly destruction of American power and for world conquest. In
vain I pleaded with people to recognize that this was a chimera:
thar the Russians were not hke that; that they were weaker than we
supposed; that they had many internal problems of their own; that
they had no “grand design” and did not intend, in particular, to
pursue their competition with us by means of a general war. What
we were confronted with from the Soviet side was, [ insisted, a long-
term cffort of rivalry and pressure by means short of general war.
We should make our plans for steady, consistent effort over a long
period of time, and not for any imaginary “peak” of danger. It was,
in fact, dangerous for us to think in terms of such a “peak”; for
military plans had a way of giving reality to the very contingencies
agaimnst which they purported to prepare.

These, as I say, were arguments conducted even before the Ko-
rean War began. Korea now greatly heightened the danger. One
has only to recall the frivolous and dangerous bombing by our air
forces of the port of Rashin on the cast coast of Korea, so close to
the great Russian port of Vladivostok. Now, in late autumn of
1950, the reverses suffered by our forces in North Korea had led to
the common allegation from the military side, eagerly seconded by
Republican congressional circles, that the President’s injunction
against bombing objectives in Manchuria meant that our Commu-
nist adversaries had a “privileged sanctuary” there, the implication
being that if only we had been able to bomb targets on Chinese
territory, our defeat along the Yalu would have been avoided. The
voices demanding that our air force be permitted to conduct such
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bombing did not become weaker as the autumn progressed, quite
the contrary.* There was never the slightest doubt in my mind, and
I fail to see how anyone could have entertained any, that the de-
mand for permission to bomb beyond the Yalu was equivalent to a
demand for expansion of the Korean War into a full-fledged war
with both the Soviet Union and China. The fact that this demand
was being voiced by important figures in our national life, includ-
ing our commander in Korea, with strong support in Congress and
the press, could easily cause the Russians to conclude that there was
a real possibility, and even probability, of the outbreak of general
war in the near future. If they came to such a conclusion, then,
plainly, they might begin to shape their own behavior accordingly,
not just in the Korean-Manchurian area but in others as well. This,
once more, could easily appear to us as aggressive intent. In this
way there could be set in motion, as on the eve of the First World
War, a train of events which no one, soon, would be able to halt.

[ had voiced these anxicties in my official papers before leaving
government. On August 8, 1950, I had advised my superiors that
while the Soviet leaders still hoped to avoid general hostilities, they
were probably less sanguine about the possibility of doing so than
they had been some months back. A week later, after the press reve-
lations about the bombing of Rashin, I was obliged to revise this
estimate in a pessimistic direction. That action, I wrote in a memo-
randum of August 14, could only appear to the Soviet authorities as
evidence of a deliberate decision on our part to exploit the hostilities
in Korea for the purpose of reducing Soviet strategic capabilities in

* Military men have traditionally never been slow to find others to blame for
their reverses; but I can think of no claim of this nature more preposterous than the
suggestion that our adversary in Korea enjoyed some sort of unfair advantage
through our inability to bomb in Manchuria and that had he not enjoyed it, our
problems would have been solved. We had, after the stabilization of the front at
the middle of the peninsula in late 1950, complete control of the air for nearly two
hundred miles beyond our own lines, had the enemy confined to a narrow corridor
of operation and communication, and could bomb at will in that area. There was
no attack whatsoever against our own rear bases. If anyone enjoyed a privileged
sancruary, it was ourselves.
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that area. This being so, we had to be prepared for extreme reac-
tions on their part at any tme.

We cannot exclude the possibility that this evidence . . . will . . . af-
fect their estimate of the possibility of avoiding major hostilities, of the
likely timing of such hostilities, and of the relative advantages of a Soviet
initiation of such hostilities, as opposed to a waiting policy based on the
continued hope of avoiding them altogether.

This was of course only a hunch; but it was, as later evidence
would show, not wide of the mark. We know today, from docu-
ments published in early 1970 in connection with the seventieth
birthday of the Italian Communist leader Luigi Longo,* that Stalin,
by the end of 1950, had himself come to feel that the situation was
one of great gravity and that an carly outbreak of hostilities had to
be reckoned with as a serious possibility.

The thought of a war with Russia was sickening enough just
from the standpoint of the slaughter and destruction it would in-
volve, even if nuclear weapons, as one scarcely dared hope, should
not be used. But it was particularly alarming and abhorrent to me
because of my acute awareness (both the year at the War College
and the later study of diplomatic history had brought this home to
me) that in a war of this nature the American side would have no
realistic, limited aims. Falling back on the patterns of the past, and
seized by wartime emotionalism, we would assuredly attempt once
again to achieve the familiar goals of total enemy defeat, total
destruction of the enemy’s armed forces, his unconditional sur-

* These documents, appearing at various times and in various publications, were
discussed, and in part reproduced in German translation, in the German magazine
Osteuropa, No. 10, October 1970. They dealt with the crisis of January 1951 in rela-
tions between the leaders of the Soviet and Italian Communist parties, occasioned
by Stalin’s effort to persuade Toghiatti to accept leadership of the Cominform and,
for this purpose, to move his residence to the area of Russian-Communist control.
In justification of this demand, Stalin cited the extreme seriousness of the interna-
tional situation and made it clear to the Italian comrades that he considered the dan-
ger of general war to be great and imminent.
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render, the complete occupation of his territory, the removal
of the existing government and its replacement by a regime that
would respond to our concepts of “democratization.” The concept
of hmited warfare — of warfare conducted for limited objectives
and ending with the achievement of those objectives by com-
promise with the existing enemy regime — was not only foreign
but was deeply repugnant to the American military and political
mind. One had already had a clear illustraton of this in Korea.
(It was to be illustrated again fifteen to twenty years later in Viet-
nam.) It was perfectly clear that if something were not done to
change prevailing thinking on this subject, our people, in the event
of war with the Soviet Union, would swing right back mnto this
familiar pattern.

There were two reasons why such a possibility filled me with
horror. The first was that this approach had not worked very well
even in the two previous world wars. The commitment to total
defeat of the enemy, followed by unconditional surrender, had
served for us as an excuse for not giving serious thought to political
objecuives while the war was on. The things said publicly by our
leaders on the subject of war aims had tended to be vague, self-
righteous, emotional, and — to the extent they had any real content
at all — wildly punitive. The result was that we had ended these
contests with very little in the way of realistic ideas as to where we
wanted to go — what political objectives we wished to pursue with
relation to our ex-enemy, once his capitulation had been obtained.

Even more persuasive as evidence of the unreality of such expec-
tations was the fact, of which I was well aware and which I had
tried to bring home to my War College students, that in a war be-
tween the United States and the Soviet Union, there could be no
complete military victory. Neither country was occupiable by the
forces of the other. Both were simply too large, too different — lin-
guistically, culturally, and in every other way. Nor was it in the
tradition or the psychology of the Soviet leaders to surrender to an
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adversary who had occupied any sizable portion of their territory.
They would retreat, if necessary (actually, it would probably be
far from necessary) to the most remote Siberian village; but in
whatever territory remained to them they would maintain their
power.* Not only this, but in the rest of vast Russia— in the part
the US and its allies might conceive themselves to have occupied —
the Soviet leaders, ruthless, experienced, and operating on familiar
ground, would mount a resistance movement that would make any-
thing known since World War II look tiny. Eventually, therefore,
one would have to come to some sort of terms with them, if the war
was to end; and these terms would have to be based on a compro-
mise of conflicting interests. But for this, one would have to formu-
late at some point limited objectives — objectives short, that is, of
unconditional surrender. For this, however, if we followed the pat-
tern of earlier wars, we would be wholly unprepared.

Many Americans may have conceived that having occupied a
portion of Russian territory, we would install in power there, again
on the World War II pattern, a nice pro-American government
made up of “democratic elements” among the Russian population;
that this regime would be popular with a liberated people to whom
the American “message” had got through; and that it would there-
fore have wide electoral support and would put the Communists in
their right political place.

Everything T had learned about Russia taught me that if there
was ever a fatuous daydream, it was this. There were no significant
“democratic elements” in Russia. Thirty years of Communist terror
had seen to that. There had been such elements — a few — before
the Revolution; but almost without exception they had died off
from natural causes, been killed, or emigrated. Our experience with
Soviet defectors had shown us that however such people might hate

* For anyone who doubts the reality of this picture of Soviet behavior in the
yielding of territory to a hostile force I would recommend the reading of Harrison

Salisbury’s Nine Hundred Days, a magnificent work on the fate of Leningrad and
northwestern Russia in the last war.
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their Soviet masters, their ideas about democracy were primitive
and curious in the extreme, consisting often only of the expectation
that they would be permitted and encouraged by us to line their
recent political adversaries up against the wall with a ruthlessness
no smaller than that to which they professed to be reacting, after
which they would continue to rule, with our help, by their own
brand of dictatorship. For this, too, there was a precedent, if any-
one wished to consult it: the experience of the allied expeditionary
forces in Russia with their Russian allies during the various inter-
ventions of 1918-1920.

This, then — the total unpreparedness of the mass of our people
for any war of this nature — the complete absence of any realistic
thinking about the possible objectives of such a contest — was one
of the reasons why I viewed with such profound misgivings, in
those dark days of the Korean War, the very thought of a war with
Russia.

But there was another consideration which gave a special edge to
these misgivings. It was the existence in our country of one vocal
and not uninfluential element that not only wanted a war with Rus-
sia but had a very clear idea of the purposes for which, in its own
view, such a war should be fought. I have in mind the escapees and
immigrants, mostly recent ones, from the non-Russian portions of
the postwar Soviet Union, as well as from some of the Eastern Eu-
ropean satellite states. Their idea, to which they were passionately
and sometimes ruthlessly attached, was simply that the United
States should, for their benefit, fight a war against the Russian
people to achieve the final breakup of the traditional Russian state
and the establishment of themselves as the regimes of various “liber-
ated” territories.

Prominent among these elements were the Ukrainians, and par-
ticularly a number of Galicians and Ruthenians who, having now
no other theater of possible political activity, had appropriated to
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themselves, on the basis of a slender but not wholly fictional lin-
guistic afhinity, the Ukrainian name. In many instances, these people
had religious as well as political reasons for their hatred of Russia.
(For this reason, they also had strong support from the anti-Tito
Croats in this country.)

To speak these bitter facts is not to deny that many of these
people had been, indeed, victims of shocking persecution at the
hands of the Soviet Communists, nor is it to suggest that they failed
to include within their number many fine, sincere individuals. But
three things must be recognized with relation to them if one is to
understand the trend of their influence in American political life.
First, the majority of them strongly wanted a Soviet-American
war, and were at pains to push our government in that direction.
Secondly, this was to be, as they wished it, a war not against the
Soviet Union, as such, but against the Russian pcoplé, who were to
constitute the principal targets of it. Thirdly, it was not, in many
instances, American interests that these people had in mind. To
their view, our country appeared as an instrument for the achieve-
ment of ulterior political aims, not as the prime object of political
affection. That they rationalized their interest in the political future
of Poland or the Ukraine or the other areas from which they came,
and persuaded themselves that this interest was not incompatible
with a boisterous American chauvinism, [ had no doubt. But [ was
never persuaded that their motives were related primarily to the
interests of this country.

These recent refugees were by no means without political influ-
ence in Washington. Connected as they were with the compact vot-
ing blocs situated in the big cities, they were able to bring direct
influence to bear on individual congressional figures. They ap-
pealed successfully at times to religious feeling, and even more im-
portantly, to the prevailing anti-Communist hysteria. An idea of
the political power they possessed can be had from the fact that

some years later (1959) they were able to recommend to Congress,
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through their friends there, the text of a resolution — the so-called
Captive Nations Resolution — every word of which was written
(on his own published admission*) by their spokesman, Dr. Lev L.
Dobriansky, then associate professor at Georgetown University,
and to get this document solemnly adopted by the Congress as a
statement of American policy. This resolution committed the
United States, insofar as Congress had the power to do so, to the
“liberation” of twenty-two “nations,” two of which had never had
any real existence, and the name of one of which appears to have
been invented in the Nazi propaganda ministry during the recent
war.t This, the writing of a congressional statement of policy on
Russia and Eastern Europe, was more than I, with many years of
official service in that part of the world, could ever have hoped to
achieve.

I could think of nothing worse than what these people wanted us
to do. To commit ourselves politically and militarily not only
against the Soviet regime but also against the strongest and most
numerous ethnic element in the traditional Russian land, and to do
this on behalf of national extremists among whom there could
never conceivably be any unity and who would never be able to
maintain themselves, in most instances, against Russian revanchist
pressures except by the indefinite reliance on American bayonets:
this would have been a folly of such stupendous dimensions that
even the later venture in Vietnam now pales to insignificance beside
the thought of it. 1 was not without sympathy for the subject
peoples, as they languished under the strictures of Stalinist power;
but I was not without sympathy for the Russian people either, who
were languishing, after all, under the same yoke. I also had some
awareness of the limits of our own power, and I knew that what
was being asked and expected of us here far exceeded these limits.

The pressures in question were doubly dangerous because of

* Sce the Ukrainian Quarterly, Vol. XV, No. 3, September 1951, p. 207.
I"The two nonexistent nations were something called “Cossackia™ and something

else called “Udel-Ural.”
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their close connection with certain outlooks of primarily native
American provenance which also seemed to me to contain the seeds
of disaster. I have in mind the views of those people (and they in-
cluded many influential ones) who did not advocate a war with
Russia, or even admit to accepting its necessity, but scoffed at the
thesis that there might be any gradual mellowing of Soviet power
and urged that American policy should be one of purely political
attack on the various Communist regimes, aimed at their overthrow
by a combination of American propaganda and the action of
local anti-Communist groups, the outcome being conceived as
the “liberation” of the Soviet peoples generally, including the
Russian people. The theory was that this, given proper zeal and
persistence on our part, could be accomplished without war. This
concept commended itself greatly to certain conservative Republi-
can figures, for it enabled them at one and the same time to deny
that they were advocating war and yet to play up to the extreme
anti-Communist right wing of American opinion of which they
were all, for some reason, in the politcal sense, mortally afrad,
and which none of them was prepared to take on in an open argu-
ment. Had ralk of this nature come only from the extremists, I
might not have viewed it with such alarm; but it had, by this time,
made deep inroads on the opinions of people who could not be rele-
gated to that category. Mr. James Burnham’s Containinent and Lib-
eration, a well-written and persuasive book aimed largely against
myself and the doctrine of containment, was still a year in the
offing, but the atmosphere that it reflected was already palpable on
every hand. The Time-Life concern, in parucular, leaned strongly
in this direction; and a large portion of the daily press followed
cagerly in its train.*

* An entire issue of Collier’s magazine was devoted to imagined accounts of our
future war with Russia. I can recall glancing with horror, at the time, at the cover
of that issue; and I heard from others, with even greater horror, that it contained a
suggestion of our celebrating our victory over the Soviet Union by staging Guys
and Dolls in the Bolshoi Theater in Moscow. | had visions, of course, of a Collier’s
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It was not easy to explain, for one who was himself a strong pub-
lic critic of Communist power, why he opposed this “liberationist”
thesis. I had three reasons, in particular, for doing so. I thought, for
one thing, that it had small chances for success. We were, as politi-
cal conspirators, not that good. Beyond that I felt, and often argued
with others, that if one was going to take the responsibility for en-
deavoring to destroy political regimes in other countries, one ought
to have some realistic idea as to what should be put in their place.
But all this, even in the minds of the leading liberationists, was
wholly un-thought-through. The fact was that we did not have in
our pockets any nice democratic regimes to put in the place of
those we were so anxious to overthrow. Some of the individuals
who recommended themselves to us for this role struck me, in fact,
as not likely to be improvements, from the standpoint of humanity
or democratic feeling, on the Communists they would be replacing.

But the main reason why I was leary of the “liberationists” was
that the pursuit of this sort of policy, even if it did not lead to war
(as it probably would have done), would almost certainly be ex-
ploited by the Soviet leaders as an excuse, internally, for not agree-
ing to any sort of liberalization or any modification of the intensity
of the cold war. It was bad enough for the Soviet leaders to be
committed, as they had been, particularly in the Lenin period, to
the overthrow of our government. For us to be committed to the
overthrow of theirs would be to justify all that had ever been said
in Moscow about the evil designs of the capitalist powers against

editor conceiving this to be the acme of America’s triumph: showing the benighted
Russians what such a great operatic and ballet stage ought really to be used for.

Research succeeded in unearthing from the depths of a warehouse library-
depository a copy of the Collier’s issue in question, which I confess 1 had never
previously read — I could not bring myself to do so at the time. To my consterna-
tion, it became apparent that the idea of Guys and Dolls at the Bolshoi came not
from a Collier’s editor but from the eminent British playwright and novelist J. B.
Priestley, and the entire issue turned out to have been an attempt to meet my de-
mand that we think ahead and try to picture realistically what a war with Russia
might mean. This issuc of the now-defunct magazine, despite the fact that a
number of worthy people contributed to it, was a fantastic gaucheric. I continue
to regard it with embarrassed distaste.
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the peoples of the Soviet Union. And since, as [ firmly believed, the
best discernible possibility for the evolution of Russian society in
the direction we desired lay precisely in just such a liberalization and
moderation of Soviet power, and since this, in turn, could hardly be
expected to take place if the Soviet leaders became convinced that
the United States was committed against them come what may and
had lost confidence in any outcome other than their overthrow and
total destruction, then to permit them to gain that impression might
mean, in the end, to forfeir the last and only chance of avoiding a
world catastrophe.

These were the trends and the forces which, as it seemed to me,
were threatening in those months of 1950 and 1951 not just the
soundness of American policy towards Russia but the peace of
the world and the entire future of Western civilization. Free, for
the first time, to speak out as an individual, I made clear my opposi-
tion to them in a whole series of speeches and articles. Of these, the
most important, and the one addressed most centrally to the prob-
lems just discussed, was an article entitled “America and the Russian
Future,” which appeared in Foreign A ffairs in April 1951 and which
I myself conceived as a sort of second “X-article” (although this
one was signed). Here, I addressed myself to all the problems in
question; but the central thrust of the article was on the uselessness
and folly of war — not just war with Russia but any war. I urged
my readers, among whom I hoped some of the cold war hotheads

would be included, to remember

that war — a matter of destruction, brutalization and sacrifice, of separa-
tions, domestic disintegration, and the weakening of the deeper fabrics
is a process which of itself can achieve no positive aims:
that even military victory is only the prerequisite for some further and

of society

more positive achievement which it makes possible but by no means as-
sures. We can have the moral courage, this time, to remind ourselves
that major international violence is, in terms of the values of our civili-
zation, a form of bankruptcy for us all — even for those who are con-
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fident that they are right; that all of us, victors and vanquished alike,
must emerge from it poorer than we began it and farther from the goals
we had in mind; and that, since victory or defeat can signify only rela-
tive degrees of misfortune, even the most glorious military victory
would give us no right to face the future in any spirit other than one of
sorrow and humbleness for what has happened and of realization that
the road is long and hard — longer and harder, in fact, than it would
have been had it been possible to avoid a military cataclysm altogether.

But whoever said “no war” was obliged to suggest how the seem-
ingly insoluble conflicts of outlook and aspiration that divided the
United States and the Soviet Union were ever to find a tolerable
issue. And to this my answer was: change — gradual, peaceful
change — the sort of change to which no man and no government
was immune — plus a positive example. If only the necessary alter-
natives could be kept before the Russian people, I wrote,

in the form of the existence elsewhere on this planet of a civilization
which is decent, hopeful and purposeful, the day must come — soon or
late, and whether by gradual process or otherwise — when that terrible
system of power which has set a great people’s progress back for dec-
ades and has lain like a shadow over the aspirations of all civilization
will be distinguishable no longer as a living reality, but only as some-
thing surviving partly in recorded history and partly in that sediment
of constructive, organic change which every great human upheaval,
however unhappy its other manifestations, manages to deposit on the
shelf of time.

We could not be sure that the changes we wished to sec come
about in Russia could be brought about without some violent break
in the continuity of power there; but we could also not be sure that
they couldn’t and wouldn’t. What was important was that our pol-
icy not be such as to discourage or impede a gradual development in
this direction.

If it should turn out to be the will of fate that freedom should come to
Russia by erosion from despotism rather than by the violent upthrust






6

The Moscow Ambassadorship

T some point in the late autumn of 1951 I seem to recall receiv-
ing from the Secretary of State, Mr. Dean Acheson, word to
the effect that Admiral Alan Kirk, our ambassador at Moscow, was
about to retire from that position and that the President wished to
appoint me as Kirk’s successor. The suggestion was in some ways
personally agreeable to me, in other ways not. I had just gathered
around me at the Institute a group of younger scholars with whose
collaboration I had hoped to do a study of the effect of existing
internal trends of development in our country on the requirements
we would be obliged to make in future on our world environment.
I felt that I had incurred an obligation to these men in bringing
them to Princeton for the year; and I was reluctant to leave them in
the lurch. Beyond that, I still had freshly in mind the disagreements
I had had with official policy in the period just prior to my depar-
ture on leave of absence, and had misgivings about undertaking to
represent, in a capital as important and sensitive as Moscow, a pol-
icy I neither fully understood nor believed in.
On the other hand, I was still a career official of the government,
[ did not feel it proper to decline any assignment given to me, and
particularly any in which the President was directly involved. And
it was especially hard for me to turn down an assignment as ambas-
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sador to the Soviet Union — a task for which my whole carcer had
prepared me, if it had prepared me for anything at all.

I therefore told Mr. Acheson that while I was of course at the
government’s disposal and would go anywhere they wanted me to
go, I wished to suggest that the President look around and see if he
could not find someone personally closer to him and more conver-
sant with his own thoughts and policies, to rake over this job. The
reply, a few days later, was negative: the President still wished me
to do it.

I therefore accepted. The appointment was announced on De-
cember 27, 1951. It was agreed, however, that I would not have to
proceed to my post before May. While it was clear that the public
effect of the announcement of the appointment, plus the necessity
of many sorts of preparation for departure, would interfere seri-
ously with the completion of the scholarly program at Princeton,
this delay would at least give me a chance to be, throughout most of
the remainder of the academic year, with the younger men whom 1
had brought there, and to take some interest in their work.

The appointment went before the Senate, for confirmation, in
the middle of February and was considered by the Foreign Rela-
tions Committee in the middle of March. (This marked in effect the
end of that initial period of my activity at Princeton. From that
time on the preparations for assumption of the new duties went into
high gear.) The appointment was unanimously approved in the
Senate, although one West Coast senator subsequently said publicly
that had he known what was going on he would have been present
to vote against it — his reason being that three years before, 1n a
secret session of the House Foreign Affairs Committee, I had said
something to the effect that we did not need to be in panic about
the advent to power of the Chinese Communists; they would not
overcome in a day the backwardness of China; they would need
trade with the industrialized West; we would still have strong bar-



The Moscow Amibassadorship 107

gaining power with them. This, the senator intimated, suggested a
willingness to give aid to Communist China.

On April 1, being now duly confirmed, I went to Washington to
pay my ofhcial calls. The first was on President Truman. He had
just announced his intention not to run for the presidency again,
and he was, as my diary notes of the ume record,

in a relaxed and genial frame of mind. He indicated that he shared my
views as to the motives and principles of behavior of the Soviet leaders,
and had never believed that they wanted another great war. . . . Be-
yond this, he gave me no instructions of any kind.

For the remainder of the preparations for departure, I shall let
the diary, less endangered than are my present recollections by the
tricks of memory, carry the burden.

The following day I was sworn in, and lunched privately with Secre-
tary Acheson. He, too, was cordial but very reserved; and he said noth-
ing that could give me any clue to the basic line of policy I was to fol-
low in my new capacity.

The next day, April 3, I went to the Soviet embassy, accompanied by
Dick Davis (who now has the Soviet desk in the department) and
lunched with Ambassador Panyushkin, and his counselor, whose name
was something like Karavaev. They were cordial and pleasant and we
had a reasonably amiable talk, keeping off the more painful issues of the
day, concerning which ncither of us had any instructions to say any-
thing authoritative on the part of his government

Some days later (April 14) 1 made a similar call on Mr. Malik in New
York. I found him much more bitter and sour, mouthing the same things
he had said to me when I had occasion to talk with him nearly a year
before. He professed to believe that American business circles wanted
war. As proof of this he cited the frequent statements in the press that
an abrupt backtracking on the rearmament effort would produce an-
other major depression. He, too, asked why there was no reply to
Stalin’s statements. I told him that we did not wish to mislead people by
making vague general statements. At the end of our talk he spoke of the
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Soviet Union being threatened. “Are you sure,” I asked, “that your
government does not prefer to be threatened?” “Positively,”
answer.

was his

Reflecting, back in Princeton, on this visit to Washington, as well as
on the various evidences of Soviet willingness to enter on some new
phase of discussion and negotiations with the Western powers, I became
concerned to realize that I had had absolutely no real instructions of any
sort either from the Secretary of State or from the President, or even
any proper guidance as to their attitude with respect to the acute prob-
lems of the moment, such as Germany, the Korean armistice talks, the
disarmament discussions in the United Nations, etc. | therefore tele-
phoned Chip Bohlen and arranged for a meeting with the Secretary and
his top advisors on April 18. The mecting took place immediately after
lunch, and lasted only an hour — the Secretary having an appointment
at the White House in midafternoon. I was disappointed to find that it
was left entirely to me to set the trend of the discussion. The official at-
titude, so far as I could see, was: “You have asked to see us; we are
obliging and have come together at your request; now what is it you
want of us?”

I pointed out that in view of the sensitivity of my position in
Moscow, every word I said there would be taken by the Soviet
government as indicative of American policy, and since I had been
away from the Department of State for a year and a half, T thought
I ought to be thoroughly briefed on the rationale and objectives of
our various policy positions.

[ mentioned first the question of Germany. From the ensuing dis-
cussion, I could only gather, the diary records,

that our government did not want any agreement with the Soviet gov-
ernment about Germany at this time and wished if possible to avoid any
discussion that would carry us along that path; we were staking every-
thing at the moment on the attempt to get the new contractual arrange-
ments with the West German government and the agreement on the
European defense force both signed and “in the bag” before any discus-
sions with the Russians could complicate matters. I said that this posi-
tion worried me very much: I thought it likely that the Russians would
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press us mercilessly along the lines of their recent notes and would say
in cffect, “If you don’t like our proposals then tell us and the world
what your own ideas are for the unification of Germany.” I thought we
ought to state clearly the terms on which we could consent to unifica-
tion but say that we would not hold up progress on the West German
arrangements for a day in favor of negotiations on the four-power level.

The reply given to me was that unless we could achieve the sig-
nature of the new West German arrangements and the European
Defense Community within the next few wecks, our whole Euro-
pean policy would suffer a grievous setback. Nothing should be
said, therefore, which could possibly distract attention from these
two projects. What this amounted to was, of course, that we now
had no interest in discussing the German problem with the Soviet
government in any manner whatsoever.

Turning to the Far East, I asked whether it was desirable to
induce the Soviet government to join us as a guarantor of any
settlement we might arrive at in the Korean armistice talks, or
whether we wished it to remain formally detached. To this query, I
could get no clear answer and could only conclude that this was a
matter of indifference to official Washington.

Turning to the question of disarmament negotiations then being
pursued from time to time at Geneva, and asking particularly about
their relation to our political objectives, I was depressed to hear the
Secretary say that it was our idea to get some real measure of dis-
armament first, hoping this would permit solution of the political
problems. “If there is any one lesson,” I noted in the diary,

to be plainly derived from the experiences we have had with disarma-
ment in the past half-century, it is that armaments are a function and not
a cause of political tensions and that no limitation of armaments on a
multilateral scale can be effected as long as the political problems are not
tackled and regulated in some rfealistic way. So far as I was concerned,
therefore, I felt that our government could not be more on the wrong
tack.
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My diary also contains my own record of the remarks with
which I concluded this discussion. “I had come to Washington,” 1
said,

not to make suggestions about policy but to find out what I should
know about it. Nevertheless I could not conceal my concern at the gen-
eral pattern that seemed to me to flow from what I had been told. So far
as I could see, we were expecting to be able to gain our objectives both
in the East and the West without making any concessions whatsoever to
the views and interests of our adversaries. Our position seemed to me to
be comparable to the policy of unconditional surrender in the recent
war. This position, I thought, would be fine if we were really all-power-
ful, and could hope to get away with it. 1 very much doubted that this
was the case, and I thought we ought to reflect very carefully on these
matters and see whether we were sure that it would not be better to
attempt to solve at least some of these problems by accommodation with
our adversaries rather than by complete defiance of them.

The discouraging impressions left by this meeting were deepened
by conversations I had later in the day with friends in the depart-
ment, concerning our policy in the development of nuclear weap-
ons. Considering such weapons to be suicidal in their ulimate impli-
cations, destructive in a degree which no purely national objectives
could ever justify, and wholly unsuitable as instruments of national
policy, I had always opposed the basing of our defense posture
upon them, and particularly the adoption of the principle of their
“first use” in any major military encounter. I had pleaded in vain,
only two years before, against the decision to proceed to the devel-
opment of the hydrogen bomb before at least renouncing the prin-
ciple of “first use” and then having another try at international ne-
gotiations looking to the outlawing of these and all other weapons
of indiscriminate mass destruction. I had drawn attention to the di-
lemmas that would eventually present themselves for our policy-

makers if there should be a competition of indefinite duration and



The Moscow Ambassadorship 111

extent in the development of weapons of this nature. Now, on the
eve of my departure for Russia, I found even some of my closest
friends captivated, as it seemed to me, by “the flat and inflexible
thinking of the Pentagon, in which the false mathematics of relative
effectiveness [in these weapons| was given a sort of absolute value
and all other possible factors dismissed from the equation as of no
demonstrable importance.” The philosophic difference between
this view and my own was, as I observed at the time, profound —
so profound as to preclude any further intellectual intimacy even
with people who in the past had generally shared my own views on
world affairs and American policy generally.

The diary describes the upshot of this visit:

I returned to Princeton feeling extremely lonely. There was, it seemed
to me, no one left in Washington with whom I could discuss matters
fully, frankly and hopefully against the background of a common out-
look and understanding. There would surely be no one of this sort in
Moscow, for the doubts I had cut much too deep to be revealed in any
way to junior members of the mission, for whom they would only be
discouraging and demoralizing. It seemed to me that I was being sent
on a mission to play a game at which [ could not possibly win and that
part of my obligation consisted of assiduously concealing from the
world the fact that T could not win at all and taking upon myself the
onus of whatever overt failures were involved. I imagined that T was not
the first person who had labored under such handicaps in the strange
profession of diplomacy, but it was with a very heavy heart that I set
forth, thus empty-handed, uninstructed, and uncertain, to what is surely
the most important and delicate of the world’s diplomatic tasks at this
particular juncture.

These words were all written, I may say, on April 22 and 23,
1952, hard on the heels of the events they describe, and naturally
with no foreknowledge of the disaster that was eventually to over-
come the mission on which I was embarking. Such, however, is the
power of premonition.
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I timed the arrival in Moscow for May s, just after the May 1
celebrations. The family, or such of it as was accompanying me —
in this case, my wife and the two-year-old Christopher — had to
be left behind in Bonn, because the new baby was due any day. It
made its appearance only five days after my departure for Mos-
cow: a girl, born in a hospital at Bad Godesberg, situated on a hill
called, somewhat disturbingly, the Mount of Venus. She was
named Wendy Antonia. It was, in view of her appearance, some
weeks before the others could join me.

The arrival in Moscow was a time of very mixed feelings. I was
overwhelmed, on the drive in from the airport, by the familiar odor
of the Moscow streets — a mixture, I always thought, of makborka
(Russian tobacco) and cheap perfume. I found it, having been for
so many years an underling in Moscow, difficult to adjust to the
reserve and deference of the ofhicers who met me. Spaso House, the
ambassadorial residence, into which I had once, in 1934, carried
personally the first items of American governmental furniture,
seemed now, despite the fact that a number of the rooms had been
freshly painted, barnlike, empty, and a little sad. I was puzzled, at
that first moment, by the fact that certain of the servants, sull on
duty in the residence, whom I had known and with whem I had
had pleasant relations in carlier years, failed to greet me or, in some
instances, even to put in an appearance, when I arrived. Nor did any
of these who were present make a move to carry the luggage up-
stairs to the bedroom. When told to do so, they did so willingly
enough; but they would not do it of their own initiative.

[ was soon to learn that this last bit of behavior was only one
small expression of a drastic deterioration that had taken place,
since my last service in Moscow, in the entire atmosphere by which
the diplomatic corps, and particularly our own mission, was sur-
rounded. The elaborate guarding and observation of foreign repre-
sentatives, their studied isolation from the population, their treat-

ment generally as though they were dangerous enemies, there for
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no good purpose: these had been standard features of Soviet prac-
tice in the past, as they had of the practice of the Grand Duchy of
Muscovy, three hundred years earlier. But it was clear that since
1946 they had been much intensified — ominously so. The outer
walls of the Spaso property (the house and garden were sur-
rounded by high brick walls on three sides and a high iron fence on
the fourth) were now floodlit, like those of a prison, and patrolled
day and night by armed guards. At the entrance gate, where one
drove in and out, were stationed, night and day, not only one or
more armed militiamen but also seven other husky individuals in
plain clothes (picked officers, actually, of the police armed forces
— the Border and Internal Guards) who constituted, at any given
moment or hour, my personal bodyguard. Five of these accompa-
nied me every time I left the premises. If my departure was by car,
they swung into line behind me with a car of their own (“Daddy’s
other car,” as my little boy referred to it). If I left by foot, three of
them paced along at my heels, and their own car, with the others,
followed at a pedestrian pace. If I went swimming, as I did two or
three times during the course of the ensuing summer, one of them
was in the water, swimming amiably alongside, wherever my
strokes took me. If I went to the theater, five unfortunate ticket-
holders in the row just behind us were relentlessly displaced, and
the “angels” (as they were ironically called in the diplomatic
corps) shared my enjoyment of the performance.

Eagle-eyed and taciturn, these men were correct in their behav-
ior, and not unfriendly.* Their function, never explained to me or

* Only on three occasions, over the course of the months, do I recall having any
verbal communication with these companions.

Once, when driving in the countryside and encountering a railway barrier which
appeared to be permanently lowered, one of them suggested a suitable detour.

On another occasion, walking from the office to my home, I heard a low, almost
whispering, voice saying repeatedly, in Russian: “Mr. Ambassador, Mr. Ambas-
sador.” 1 first thought it was some misguided Soviet citizen who, not recognizing
the bodyguard for what they were, was trying to get into communication with
me: an undertaking which could casily have landed him in a concentration camp. |
therefore ignored it. It persisted, however, and when I finally turned around, 1
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to anyone else by the Foreign Othce, was obviously a multiple one:
partly to protect me from any form of harassment (unless it was
one staged by the regime), partly to observe my comings and go-
ings, partly to assure that no Soviet citizen came nto contact with
me without the knowledge of the regime. I was aware that they had
been told they were to view me as the representative not just of an
unfriendly bourgeois power but indeed of the most dangerous and
most hated one, and thus, in a sense, as Public Enemy No. 1 within
the walls of the Soviet citadel. But I felt they recognized, as the
magnificently disciplined men they were, that I was doing my duty
as they were doing theirs; and I sensed that they viewed me with
respect and without personal dislike.

This guarding was, actually, the least unpleasant feature of the
attentions given by the police to the Western diplomatic represent-
ative — but particularly, at that time, to the American ambassador.
There were others that were harder to take. It very soon became
apparent that the Soviet servants in the residence were wholly ter-
rorized. None, it appeared, would sleep there; none, in fact, wanted
to be in the house alone with myself or any other of the Americans;
they might, after all, be accused of having in some way conspired
with us. None would accept any authority over any of the others
— 1t was hard even to get any of them to pass an order along; they
might, after all, be accused of constituting themselves the agents

found it was one of my guards, trying to advise me that my shoestring had come
untied.

On the last of these occasions, 1 was taking a long walk alonc but with my
guardians faithfully behind me, late at night. We passed a bookstore window in
which I observed a reproduction of a painting, the original of which I had scen in
the Tretyakov Gallery in Moscow. Dating from the 188os, it depicted a muddy
little village street-crossing, with a church in the background. I knew that this was
actually the representation of the little square in front of Spaso House, where my
guardians spent most of their days and nights on lonely vigil, awaiting my sorties.
I therefore turned to them, and, violating all the rules and traditions, asked them:
“Do you know what that scene is?” Their faces reflected shock and consternation.
They looked at each other, none wishing to be the first to speak. Finally one of
them, the superior no doubt, nodded his head and replied, with a slight smile: “We
know, we know.” They were pleased, I suspect, that their knowledge of Russian
art was equal to mine.
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(or the “running-dogs,” as the Communist phrase went) of the im-
perialists. None would rake any initiative; every service had to be
specifically ordered; otherwise it might look as though one were
leaping to ingratiate onesclf with the capitalistic masters. (Hence
the initial unwillingness, on my first arrival, to take the bags up-
stairs.) They would not report their presence on arrival in the
morning;

end of day. They simply silently and mysteriously disappeared.

nor would they tell you when they were leaving at the

Some of them one never saw at all, in fact, unless one summoned
them.

A slight exception to this rule was provided (at some risk to
themselves, no doubt) by two clderly Chinese who had been at the
embassy in earlier years, knew me from these carlier times, and
could not free themselves from a concept of their calling somewhat
higher than that by which the Russians were animated. They were
the only ones who exhibited a limited measure of individual con-
cern over the way things were going in the houschold. During the
first weeks, when I was living there alone, one of them — to my
lasting gratitude — would remain after everyone else had left,
bring my supper up to my study on a tray — trembling, I always
suspected, for the risk he was running in being thus alone, if only
for a moment, with someone so dangerous as myself. The supper
eaten and the tray removed, he too would vanish precipitately.
I would then be left wholly alone in the great empty mansion
through the long twilight of the northern summer evening. Look-
ing out the window, I could see the Soviet citizens piously crossing
the street to avoid walking in the dangerous proximity of our fence.
I could hear, night after night, the testing of jet engines somewhere
off across the Moscow River. Sometimes 1 would wander around
the building without tuming the lights on, go down mto the great,
dimly lit white ballroom that rose from ground floor to ceiling, and
play the grand piano, or, having no one with whom to speak Rus-
sian, establish myself in one of the gilded chairs of the several living
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rooms and read Russian aloud to myself just to indulge my love of
the language. This state of solitude in the great nocturnal spaces of
the building gave me no sense of anxiety. No Russian criminal
would have been caught dead trying to enter the place: such an
action would, after all, probably have been interpreted as an at-
tempt to get into touch with 7ze, and that, in official Soviet eyes,
was a crime worse, and more severely punishable, than mere mur-
der or robbery. So I wandered securely about in my gilded prison,
comforting myself with the reflection that if this venerable build-
ing, with its unhappy history, had a ghost, the ghost was unques-
tionably I.

On a few occasions, chafing under my isolation, I went for eve-
ning walks in the great “Park of Culture and Rest,” along the south
side of the Moscow River. Here, the paths would be crowded with
tens of thousands of Muscovites, strolling, taking the summer air,
visiting the movie houses and other recreational institutions. Never
did I long more for the privilege of being, if only for a time, a part
of these people, of talking with them, of sharing their life. For more
than two decades, now, Russia had been in my blood. There was
some mysterious affinity which I could not explain even to myself;
and nothing could have given me deeper satisfaction than to in-
dulge it. .

But this was not to be. My guards strode relentlessly at my heels.
Even if they had not done so, I knew myself to be the bearer of a
species of plague. I dared not touch anyone, for fear of bringing to
him infection and perdition.

Our appearance — that of my guards and myself — on the paths
of the park attracted no attention. The guards looked like any
other Russians. I was casually dressed. We merged inconspicuously
with the crowds. I could feel the very physical proximity of these
inhabitants of a forbidden land — hear snatches of their speech, ob-

serve their faces and their behavior, detect the familiar and pecul-
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iarly Russian odor of their clothing. Yet I was separated from them
by an invisible and insuperable barrier: so near, and yet so far.

I came gradually to think of myself as a species of disembodied
spirit — capable, like the invisible character of the fairy tales, of
seeing others and of moving among them but not of being seen, or
at least not of being identified by them. Thus, I thought to myself,
might life appear to someone from another age, or another planet,
permitted to come to this scene and to observe the comings and
goings of a life in which he had no part.

Particularly galling, in those first weeks of renewed residence in
Russia, was the realization that while the embassy residence was
ostensibly at our disposal, and specifically at my own, as ambassa-
dor — while it was, in fact, officially my home — it was really run
by unseen hands, before whose authority I and all the rest of us
were substantially helpless. Servants could be obtained only
through the agency of a Soviet office, known as the Burobin,
which, although nominally a section of the Foreign Office, was in
reality a branch of the secret police. They, not we, decided who
could and who could not work in the American embassy; and their
decision was essentially final, because it was only through them that
we could get anyone at all. If it did not suit their purpose to supply
a “servant” or to comply with some other sort of request (they
were the only agency authorized to supply servicing facilities of
any sort to the foreign diplomatic missions), months could go by
without even the courtesy of a reply. They had a monopoly. We
had no alternative. The houschold personnel, who had of course to
report to these unseen masters at regular intervals, were well aware
of the situation; and we were made to feel it.

It was May when I arrived in Moscow. A few days after my
arrival I noticed that although the growing season was now upon
us, not a hand had been laid on the lawn and garden, all of which
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lay there in a state of rotal neglect. Inquiry of the embassy’s admin-
istrative oflice elicited the information that there were three men on
the residence payroll, very highly paid by Russian standards, whose
title was that of yardman, and whose duty it was to keep lawn and
garden in order. Having never seen them, and having no one to
help me, I went on the search for them one morning, before leaving
for the office. I found the three of them sitting on a bench in the
mild spring sunshine, in the untouched garden. They neither re-
sponded to my greeting nor did they rise at my approach. I asked
why nothing had been done about the grounds. The answer was
curt and rude. “There are no tools. We don’t know where the tools
are.” [ simply walked away. I was helpless, and they knew it. If |
fired them, I would get no replacement at all.

Finding that there was a man on the payroll as night watchman
who was rarely there, even at night, and when there was incapable
of doing any useful work, I fired him and filed with Burobin the
usual request for a replacement. Months went by with no response.
My family, in the meantime, arrived. One night in late summer my
wife and [ were wakened by hearing a slight noise on the gallery of
the ballroom, just outside our bedroom. I arose and went out to see
what it was. There, in the dim light of the gallery (we kept a single
lamp burning in the ballroom, below), 1 suddenly found myself
face to face with an apparition which T was able to identify as the
figure of a large woman, taller than myself — or so it seemed. 1
said: “Who are you?” The answer came back: “I'm the new mght
watchman.” Characteristically, Burobin (for which read: the secret
police) had not even done us the courtesy of telling us she had been
hired, nor had she made her presence in the house known. The idea
of consulting us as to whether we wanted her had obviously never
even entered the minds of our police mentors.

Things got better after the family arrived. My wife brought
with her an excellent Danish cook and butler and later a capable

Danish nurse for the child. These collaborators, being non-Soviet
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citizens, were relatively immune to police pressures. With their
help and with my wife’s presence and attention, things finally got
moving, and even the Russian staff began to take an interest.

But irritations were never absent. The ones described above sound
petty from the distance of nearly two decades. But the atmosphere
of Moscow was, for “bourgeois” diplomats, a tense one anyway.
One was constantly conscious of the suspicion and hostility with
which one 1s viewed, of the elaborate secretiveness of the authori-
ties, of the proximity of unseen but sinister cyes, cars, and hands
— observing, cavesdropping, manipulating one’s life from the
shadows. For sensitive people this could, over the long run, tell on
the nerves.

It was on the fourteenth of May, 1952, that I presented creden-
uials. Nikolai Shvernik,* in his protocolaire capacity as Chairman of
the Presidium of the Supreme Soviet, did the honors from the So-
viet side. The ceremony was in the usual ballroom of the Kremlin
palace. My mind naturally went back to the occasion, some cight-
cen years earlier, when I had accompanied our first ambassador to
the Soviet Union, Bill Bullitt, on a similar errand to this same room.
It was in the first euphoric days after our arrival in Moscow, in
December 1933. I had received word, the evening before, that my
beloved and respected father, from whom I had taken final leave
only a fortnight earlier, was dead. Not wishing to burden the other
members of our delegation with my own sadness at such a moment,
I had kept the news to myself; but I had not slept at night, there
had been no time for breakfast, and when I stood there in my cut-
away behind Bullitt at the ceremony, in the middle of the vast, pol-
ished parquet floor, with nothing to lean against or hold on to for
thirty feet in any direction, the whole room had begun to SWim,

* Nikolai Mikhailovich Shvernik (1888-1970), old Bolshevik and prominent
Soviet official, at that time Chairman of the Presidium of the Supreme Soviet of the

USSR, in which capacity he functioned as titular head of state and reccived the
credentials of foreign ambassadors.
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and I had had to spread my feet and speak sternly to myself to keep
from fainting. Bullite, I recalled, had come with high hopes and
enormous enthusiasm. I came, now, only with misgivings and pre-
monitions. So much had we learned in two decades of contact with
the Soviet government.

[n my instructionless state, I had had to draft my own letter of
presentation. | was damned if I was going to mouth any of the
stock phrases, customary in such communications, about my zeal to
maintain and to further “the good relations which so happily exist
between our two governments.” The armistice talks were still drag-
ging on in Korea. The tone of the Soviet press was wildly hostile to
us. Why pretend? The purpose of my government, I said, was “the
peaceful adjustment of all those specific questions the solution of
which requires agreement between the two governments.” We also
wished, I added, “to see the removal of the conditions which up to
this time have impeded normal associations between the citizens of
our countries.” To these aims my activity would be devoted. 1
hoped it would meet with understanding and collaboration on their
side.

After the formal ceremony, there was the usual private chat with
Shvernik. Here, | expanded on my letter. Yes, I said, we did wish to
see the early and peaceful adjustment of outstanding questions. But
this did not mean “agreement at the cost of our own vital interests,
or of the independence and security of third countries, or of the
stability of entire areas of the world that lie between our two coun-
tries.” Nor was it the view of my government, | went on, that an
improvement could be achieved just by paper agreements alone.
“For such agreements to be really effective they would,” 1 ob-
served,

have to be accompanied by changes in the attitudes and behavior of
states as well as in their obligations and formal statements. The initia-
tives for such changes cannot be entirely one-sided; but I can assure
you that my government will not be found lacking in readiness to show
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goodwill and to improve conditions for the conduct of our relations, if
it sees any similar readiness on the other side.

Generalissimo Stalin has indicated that he believes in the possibility of
coexistence between the system of government prevailing here and that
which prevails in our country; and certain of your representatives seem
to feel it necessary that we should assert publicly our own belief in this
possibility. We find this suggestion a strange one. Of course we believe
in this possibility. Had we not believed in it we would never have estab-
lished relations with the Soviet government in 1933 nor continued to
conduct those relations over a period of nineteen years under conditions
which have generally been unfavorable and discouraging in the extreme.
The question is not whether the two systems can coexist. They have al-
ready coexisted for thirty-five vears; and we see no reason why they
should not continue to coexist for thirty-five more, or three hundred
and fifty more, for that matter. The real question is “how” — whether,
that is, they are to continue in a state of tension and mutual suspicion
bound to keep the world in uncertainty and anxiety, or whether they
are to achieve a normal relationship based on mutual tolerance and re-
spect and compatible with a constructive development of world society
as a whole.

This was, so far as I can recall, the only statement of a political
nature that I ever made to the Soviet government during the period
of my incumbency as ambassador. Even this represented nothing
but my own views, and I am not at all sure, in retrospect, that it was
accurate. There were, I am afraid, a number of people in our own
government, particularly on the military side, who had no belief at
all in the possibility of an indefinite period of peaceful coexistence
with the Soviet Union; and I cannot, on reflection, think of any
major problem in which we were prepared to make any significant
concessions in order to reach agreement with the Russians — cer-
tainly not with relation to Germany, or nuclear weaponry, or
Japan. But I cannot reproach myself too severely. When one is
without instructions, one has to say sormething.

I did not ask for an appointment with Stalin. The main reason
was simply that, being effectively without instructions, I had noth-
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ing to say to him. Why, I thought, take up the tume of a busy man
for no good purpose at all and only invite embarrassment in case he
opened up any serious question? Beyond that, my British colleague,
Sir Alvary Douglas Frederick Gascoigne, had at that time been
waiting several months in vain for a reply to his own request for
such an interview, and I saw no reason to put myself in this posi-
tion. But the failure to do so may have been a mistake. God knows
what impression was produced by it on the aging and semi-mad
dictator.

[ seldom had occasion to visit the Soviet Foreign Office. When [
did, the various officials there were correct, if reserved. We were
accustomed to this. Their offices were obviously “bugged.” They
had to account to unseen superiors for every incautious or overly
friendly word. One did not normally attempt to discuss political
questions with them; and when one did, one got nothing but the
familiar party line.

We were ieft, therefore, to derive our impressions of Soviet atti-
tudes from the press and other public media of ofhicial expression.
And here, the impression was shattering. For my arrival in Moscow
coincided with a chorus of vituperation, directed against the United
States, which for sheer viciousness and intensity has no parallel, so
far as I know, in the history of international relations. The wartime
anti-Allied propaganda of Joseph Goebbels paled, as I can testify,
beside it.

Anti-American propaganda was of course nothing new at the
scat of the Soviet government. To a considerable extent, it had al-
ways been present. In 1951, a little over a year before my arrival, 1t
had taken on new and extreme proportions. After the issuance n
February 1952 of the report of a committee of the House of Repre-
sentatives, in Washington, on the Katyn Massacre,* a report which

* This refers to the deliberate exccution of several thousand Polish officers whose
bodies, interred in mass graves, were discovered by the Germans, and the deed re-
vealed to the world public, in February 1943.
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threw the blame for this incredible act of cruelty squarely on the
Soviet police authorities, where it belonged, the anti-American
propaganda was further stepped up. A high point of sorts had been
reached in April, the main theme being already the charge that we
were conducting bacteriological warfare in Korea. Now, immedi-
ately after my arrival in Moscow, a new crescendo was reached;
and it continued through the summer. To the theme of bacteriolog-
ical warfare there were added blood-curdling accusations of the
mistreatment of prisoners in Korea. These, as I say, were the main
themes; but it is difficult to think of any atrocity, even down to the
bayoneting of the bellies of the pregnant women, of which we were
not accused.

The impact of this campaign hit us from all sides. Not only was
the press full of it — agitators beat the drums in the parks; it found
its reflection in the theaters and movies; placards portraying hid-
cous spiderlike characters in American military uniform, armed
with spray guns and injection needles for bacteriological warfare,
stared down at us from every fence throughout the city.

My friends in the government in Washington were not exposed
to this barrage. To the extent they heard of it, they took it, accus-
tomed as they all were to the general fact of anticapitalist Soviet
propaganda, with a blasé indifference. But to me, as ambassador on
the spot, it was a different thing. I spent much of my rtime, over
those unhappy months, attempting to analyze the reasons for it. In
a letter written to a friend in the department on June 6, when I had
been for one month in Moscow, 1 tried to identify the conceivable
hypotheses. I found four of them, which I adduce here in the lan-
guage of the letter.

(1) That the Kremlin considers that the general state of popular
morale throughout the Communist-controlled area, as marked by such
things as the attitudes of the Communist war prisoners in Korea, the
continued defections of individuals in the satellite area, the difliculty of
raising reliable military forces in Eastern Germany, and the general



124 Menioirs: 1950—1963

apathy of the Soviet population itself toward international problems, is
simply not adequate for the strains of the situation in which Soviet pol-
icy is now proceeding, and has concluded that something drastic must
be done to stir people up to a greater enthusiasm for the severe tensions
which this policy involves.

(2) That the Kremlin foresees some more severe test of political
morale in the Soviet and satellite areas looming up in the near furure,
and is setting about to steel the population for these anticipated eventu-
alities, whatever they may be.

(3) That there has been some internal disagreement in influential cir-
cles here over problems of policy towards the United States and that the
violence of this present campaign represents the characteristically crude
and ruthless expression of the victory of one group over another; and

(4) Thart the campaign stands in some connection with my appoint-
ment and arrival here, and with the possibility that a time might be ap-
proaching when confidential discussions between our two governments
on what would be considered here the “real” plane, as opposed to the
plane of propaganda exchanges aimed at the grandstand, would be in
order, or would at least be suggested by our side.

None of these hypotheses fully satisfied me at the time. None
satisfies me completely today. From what we now know of the fail-
ure of the senior party bodies to meet in the period preceding my
arrival, I think one may be fairly sure that the impulse to the cam-
paign came directly from Stalin. It had begun at a time when, as we
also know (see above, Chapter 5), Stalin had thought that war with
the United States might well be imminent. Possibly he continued,
through the summer of 1952, to hold to that view, although the
papers he permirtted to be published over his name in the magazine
Bolshevik, in October 1952, do not suggest it. (If he did hold to i,
the anti-American campaign may have been conceived as an effort
to overcome the irrepressible pro-American tendencies in Russian
mass opinion.) Stalin may also have mistaken publication of the
House committee’s report on Katyn for the beginning of a cam-
paign on our part to discredit the Soviet Union in the Communist

orbit, and particularly in Poland; and this may have been his way of
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replying. (He would not, in this connection, have been influenced
by the fact that the charges about Katyn were true. In the Soviet
view, the publication of anything discreditable to the Soviet lead-
ers, even if it happens to be true and historically important, consti-
tutes an unfriendly act.) However that may be, continued exposure
to the violence and ubiquity of this propaganda, particularly for
one who, in this case, represented in his person the President of the
United States and the commander in chief of the American armed
forces, added very materially to the harrowing impressions of those
few short months in Moscow.

[ would not like to give the impression that life in Moscow at that
time consisted only of unalleviated strain and unpleasantness. Russia
was still Russia; there were still occasional fleeting points of con-
tact, or near-contact, with Russian life — not nearly as many as
there had been during previous tours of duty in Moscow, but some;
and for me these brushes were always fascinating, tantalizing, and
enjoyable.

The Associated Press correspondent in Moscow at that time was
Tom (Thomas P.) Whitney, formerly, during the war and just
after, an attach¢ on the embassy staff. Obliged to leave the embassy
because he had married a Russian girl, he had remained in Moscow
as a journalist. He and his wife — the latter a musician and chan-
teuse of talent — had a cottage in one of the regular dacha communi-
ties, some miles out of Moscow. I drove out and visited them there
on several occasions, usually on weekends.

The suburban community in question was a thoroughly Russian
one. There were few, if any, other foreigners. It consisted, like
other such communities, of small cottages, many of them log
cabins, generously spaced among the pine trees along the long
straight avenues of sand and grass, scarred here and there with
wagon tracks and footpaths, that served as streets. My angels, ap-
parently understanding (and, I suspect, even sympathizing with)
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my desire for a little privacy, would park their car at a discreet
distance, so that I did not have the feeling that my presence was
painfully conspicuous. Harrison Salisbury, then stationed in Mos-
cow as correspondent for the New YVork Times, would also usually
be present. We would sit in the garden under the birches, drink tea,
and someumes read aloud; and then there would ensue one of those
glorious unhurried discussions, philosophical and political, which
seem to be a part of the very air of Russia.

Here, once more, as on my various journeys around Russia in the
1930s and during the war, I could have the sense of Russia all
about me, and could give myself, momentarily, the illusion that I
was part of it. It was summer — the marvelous summer of central
Russia, with its deep blue skies, its ficlds and ravines, its evergreens
and birches and poplars, its straggling villages and onion-domed
churches, its far horizons with always the dark dim line of distant
forests. The common people, beginning now to recover to some
extent from the horrors and privations of the war, and animated, in
these final months of the Stalin era, by a fear of all political involve-
ment and a revulsion to all thought and talk of internal politics,
were digging in again, so to speak, with their characteristic patient,
irrespressible vitality — creating a life for themselves, such as they
could, within the rigid limits prescribed by the system. The collec-
tive farmers were permitted now to sell, at open outdoor markets,
such surplus produce as they could grow on their own small private
plots. The city suburbanites had likewise their kitchen gardens and
sometimes even an animal or two. These various private activities
tended to merge; and in this way there was growing up, particu-
larly on the outskirts of Moscow, what might be called a form of
petty free enterprise — a free enterprise strictly limited in the scope
and forms it could take but active, busy and, in its way, hopeful.

There was, therefore, something old-Russian about these subur-
ban communities in that last year of Stalin’s life — an atmosphere

of health and simplicity and subdued hope which I drank in, on
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my brief visits there, as one drinks in fresh air after long detention
in a stuffy room. I tried to convey something of this atmosphere,
and of the economic realities that made it possible, in a private
letter, of July 15, 1952, to H. Freeman Matthews, then Deputy
Under Secretary of State. Little garden plots existed around Mos-
cow, [ wrote,

by the hundreds of thousands, some leased out for the summer by the
suburban municipalities from public lands (roadside strips, stream-
bottoms, etc.) but without accompanying buildings, others leased out as
the grounds of summer dachas, others belonging to what are, in effect,
private suburban properties. These areas on the edge of the city virtu-
ally hum with activity, and the activity is one having little or nothing to
do with the “socialized sector” of economy. Houses are built with fam-
ily labor (log houses still, but stout and warm and not bad housing);
gardens and orchards are laid out; poultry and livestock (individual
cows and goats) are traded and cultivated in great number, though all
trading must be done in individual animals, or at the most, pairs, not in
herds.

I estimated the number of people engaged in these activities, just
near Moscow alone, in the millions. And around their activities, |
pointed out, there had grown up

a sort of commercial servicing establishment: pcople who make their
living by growing seeds and hothouse plants, breeding animals, ctc. All
these people have to keep their operations to a small scale. They must
be careful not to employ labor, or to be found owning anything so
magnificent as a truck. Everything must be masked as individual, rather
than highly organized commercial, activity. But there are ways and
means of solving all those problems.

And the result of all this was, 1 wrote, a world of “miniature
private interest” in which people devoted themselves to, and
thought about, “everything under the sun except the success of
communism,” and appeared to be quite happy doing so. I knew, in
fact,
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of no human environment more warmly and agreeably pulsating with
acuvity, contentment and sociability than a contemporary  Moscow
suburban “dacha™ area on a nice spring morning, after the long, trying
winter. Everything takes place in a genial intimacy and informality:
hammers ring; roosters crow, goats tug at their tethers, barefoot women
hoe vigorously at the potato patches, small boys play excitedly in the
little streams and ponds, family parties sit at crude wooden tables in the
gardens under the young fruit trees. The great good earth of Mother
Russia, long ignored in favor of childish industrial fetishes of the earlier
Communist period, seems once more to exude her benevolent and ma-
ternal warmth over man and beast and growing things together; and
only, perhaps, an American ambassador, stalking through the country-
side with his company of guardians to the amazement of the children
and the terror of the adults, is effectively isolated, as though by an in-
visible barrier, from participation in the general beneficence of nature
and human sociability.

Well — the Whitney dacha was as close as I ever came to break-
ing, in that strange summer, the barrier to which this letter re-
ferred; and the hours there glow in memory. But I realize, as I look
back on it today, that the magic of this atmosphere was derived not
just from the fact that this was Russia but also from the fact that it
was a preindustrial life that I was privileged here to observe: a life
in which people were doing things with their hands, with animals
and with Nature, a life little touched by any form of moderniza-
tion, a pre-World War I and prerevolutionary life, agrecable pre-
cisely because it was not a part of, little connected with, in fact
disliked and only reluctantly tolerated by, the political establish-
ment of the country in which it existed. How much richer and
more satisfying was human existence, after all, when there was not
too much of the machine!

Nor was this the only pleasant experience of that summer. I ar-
ranged at one time to pay a visit, in company with my wife and
our oldest daughter, Grrace, to the Tolstoi estate, in the country near
Tula, some hundred and twenty miles south of Moscow. I had been
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there once many years before; but that had been in midwinter, in a
blizzard, and there had been limitations on what one could see. The
journey was made, this time, by car. We had, for some reason, two
vehicles following us, instead of the usual one; and we picked up
more at the border of the Tula Oblast, where the provincial police
authorities became involved. We arrived, therefore, as in a veritable
cortege.

Nevertheless, I enjoyed the day greatly. The old house, despite
the vicissitudes of the four decades that had elapsed since Tolstoi’s
death and despite the museumlike quality that now, unavoidably,
hung over it, felt and smelled like any old American country house
— musty and with a sense of apples under the porch floor — felt
and smelled, I thought, as it must have done when my cousin, the
elder George Kennan (1845-1923) visited the great writer there,
many, many years ago. But what gave me greatest pleasure was that
there was produced, to guide me, none other than the man who had
been Tolstor’s private secretary in the final year of the great man’s
life: Valentin Fedorovich Bulgakov. Bulgakov had been there —
not in the house but nearby — when the aged Tolstoi got up and
fled secretly, in the night, from home and family, to embark on the
short journey from which he was never to return. It was he, to-
gether with the youngest daughter, Aleksandra Lvovna, to whom it
had fallen to frustrate the attempts by Tolstoi’s frantic wife, Sofya
Andreevna, to commit suicide, when she discovered what had oc-
curred.

Of all this, and of many other subjects of common interest in
nineteenth-century Russian literature, we talked with Bulgakov as
we walked that day through the paths of the “park™ at Yasnaya
Polyana. He, I suppose, does not remember it; but I do. Our guard-
ians walked behind us, but they did not interfere with our conver-
sation. And it was as though I had entered, for that hour, into a
different world, familiar from old times, yet long unseen. Not only

was | charmed to encounter once again that peculiar combination
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of modesty and knowledge which Bulgakov shared with so many
others of the prerevolutionary cultural intelligentsia, but 1 recall
the pleasure I derived from hearing once again (I had heard it in
some of my first Russian teachers, many years before) the authen-
tic accent — rich, polished, elegant and musical — of the educated
circles of those carlier times. So, I thought to myself, must Tolstoi
himself have spoken.

Whether the assignment of Mr. Bulgakov to this task was a rou-
tine practice, or whether those in whose hands the arrangements lay
on that particular day consented to recognize for this brief hour the
existence of a sincere and serious interest on my part in Russian
literature and culture, I shall never know. But here, once again, 1
was permitted to feel close to a world to which, I always thought,
I could really have belonged, had circumstances permitted —
beionged much more naturally and wholeheartedly than to the
world of politics and diplomacy into which Fate had thrust me; and
if the brief leniency of that day reflected an understanding of this
fact somewhere in the tangled reaches of Soviet bureaucracy, my
thanks go out with these words to whoever it was who authorized
it. For so little could one, in the Russia of 1952, be grateful.

Finally, if T am to describe the pleasures of that generally un-
happy summer of 1952, I must mention the Moscow theater — no
greater a pleasure then, to be sure, than at any other time, and in
some ways even less so, but a pleasure still. Here, in premises where
we could not talk to them at all and they could talk to us only
through the mouths of dramatic characters, we nevertheless came
close, physically, to the members of that remarkable and talented
group of Soviet people, the theatrical community; and in their act-
ing, in the interpretations they gave to the parts they played, we
were able to gain some idea of what they, and with them the gener-
ation to which they belonged, were like.

Did they know this?> Were they aware of our presence, of our
scrutiny, of our effort to understand them through the aruficiality
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of what they were doing? We never knew. I attended one evening,
in company with my friend Robert Tucker, now a professor at
Princeton, a performance of Tolstor’s Resurrection at the Moscow
Art Theater. We had seats in the second or third row, my angels
arrayed in solid phalanx behind us. In the middle of the second or
third act (I was sunk in one of those reveries one sometimes
falls into even at the best of plays), I suddenly seemed to hear the
leading man, who had advanced to the footlights and appeared to
be looking right down on me, say, in the course of a long mono-
logue, something to the effect that “there is an American by the
name of George, and with him we are all in agreement.” T was elec-
trified. T could not believe my ears. Was this a message of sympa-
thy? Was it some sort of disguised demonstration? I looked at
Tucker. He had caught it, too, and looked equally startled. To-
gether, when the play was over, we rushed back to the embassy,
got out a copy of the novel from which the play was taken, and
traced down the origin of the scene. To our great disappointment,
there it was, indeed: a reference to Henry George, the advocate of
the single tax. The line, then, was legitimate. But was the actor
aware of the play on words? And did he enjoy it as much as we
did? We shall never know. It was in just such faint signals, or fan-
cied signals, that we foreigners, like astronomers listening for
sounds from space that would betray life on another planet, were
forced to try to gain our feeling for the Russian cultural world
whose presence and vitality we felt all around us.

They were strange months: those summer months of 1952. We
know more today than we did then about what was proceeding
behind the scenes. But those of us who knew Russia were aware of
the fact that all was not right. In Moscow, as in no other place of
my acquaintance, political atmosphere can be sensed without being
discussed. A curious deadness, caution, and feeling of uncertainty
hung over the Russian capital that summer. Although Stalin’s
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health was, to all outward appearances, good enough for a man of
his age, things seemed to have come to, or to be approaching, some
sort of end. There was no five-year plan, no great undertaking of
the regime around which to whip up the semblance of popular en-
thusiasm. Stalin, contrary to his usual custom, appeared to have re-
mained in Moscow; but even about this there was no certainty. The
Stalin who was supposed to appear at the opening of the Volga-
Don Canal, in midsummer, and for whose appearance tremendous
fanfares of preparation had been undertaken and carried forward
to the morning of the event, failed unaccountably to show up.
Some time later, our armed services attachés, surveying the tribune
at the Air Force Day parade (I myself declined to atrend the occa-
sion because the event was announced to the populace in advance
by placards showing American planes being shot down over Hun-
gary), had the distinct impression that the Stalin who appeared
there was a dummy: the other members of the Politburo, in any
case, seemed to pay no attention to him and talked unceremoni-
ously past his face.

As compared with the years of my earlier service in Russia, two
changes struck me sharply. One was the growing inner detachment
of the people from the ostensible purposes of a revolutionary re-
gime — their curious lack of interest in the professed ideological
inspiration of those who commanded their obedience. The second
was the growing extent and rigidity of stratification, both social
and bureaucratic, in Soviet society. In the years prior to World
War II Stalin had kept all of Russian society, but particularly the
educated and politically active sectors of it, in a constant state of
change and turmoil — with his programs of collectivization and in-
dustrialization and his sweeping, terrible purges. There had been no
opportunity for internal relationships within Russian society to
congeal: for friendships and loyalties to form in bureaucratic
bodies, for vested interests to be created, for the advantages of the
father to become the assets of the son. But since the war, there had
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been no further purges of general significance.* And the result was
that these processes were now beginning to take place.

Both of these phenomena, I pointed out in the conclusion of the
letter to Matthews mentioned above, were reflections of the life and
works of a single man — Stalin.

The first is the reflection of his infinite jealousy and avidity for politi-
cal power — qualities that carried him to his absurd pretensions to an
earthly divinity and actually killed the ideological sense and function of
the political movement of which he is the head. The second is the re-
flection of his increasing age and approaching death. No great country
can be identified as closely as is this one with the life and fortunes of a
single man — so bent and attuned to his personality, his whims and his
neuroses — without sharing to a degree his weaknesses and his very
mortality. The party has tried to rule out change; but the party is
hoisted here on the petard of its own lack of genuine democracy, of the
loss of organic connection with the emotional forces of the people
themselves — of its dependence on, and beholdenness to, the life cycle
of a single individual.

I did not see in this situation, I explained, any early revolt in the
Soviet Union.

I see no likely dramatic or abrupt ending to the phenomenon of Bol-
shevism. Least of all do I see in the minds of the people any new or
revolutionary alternative to the present system. I cannot rule these
things out, but they are not in the cards as they appear to me today. I
do sec that the party has not succeeded in ruling out change. I see that
there are great forces operating here which are not really under the
control of the regime, because they are part of the regime’s own failings
and its own mortality.

I warned against drawing any “primitive and oversimplified con-
clusions” from these observations; but I did see in them reinforce-

* 1 think now that I somewhat underestimated the extent and importance of the
purge of the Leningrad party apparatus that began with Zhdanov’s death in the
summer of 1948 and continued throughout 1949 and 1950; but even this was prima-
rily a local operation and did not affect the population as a whole.
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ment for my skepticism of the reality of George Orwell’s night-
mare of 1984. It was simply not true, I thought,

that the Soviet leaders have somehow found some mysterious secret of
infallibility in the exercise of power and that it is no problem for them
to hang on indefinitely and to mold Soviet society to their hearts’ desire.

Although I had not been able to detect in official Washington
any particular desire for my own views on American policy, my
position as ambassador left me no choice bur to worry about it.
Trying to distinguish what might be the kernel of sincerity in that
great shell of exaggeration and distortion in which Soviet state-
ments were normally included, I began to ask myself whether, even
accepting the disingenuousness of most of the Soviet propaganda
about the aggressive aims of the United States and NATO, we had
not contributed, and were not continuing to contribute — by the
overmilitarization of our policies and statements —to a belief in
Moscow that it was war we were after, that we had settled for its
inevitability, that it was only a matter of time before we would un-
leash it.

The Soviet press of that day was replete (as I suppose it has been
ever since) with stories of American or NATO military activities
which, if true, would indeed have suggested commitment on the
Western side to the inevitability of war. Americans, it was re-
ported, were taking over various Yugoslav airports; the size of the
American military mission in Turkey had risen to the number of
twelve hundred; a strategic road of some seven hundred miles in
length was being built from the Turkish port of Iskanderun to the
Soviet-Turkish frontier (an undertaking which, if it was really
proceeding, would have clearly suggested offensive rather than de-
fensive intent); American agents, one of them identified by name,
were intriguing with nationalist, anti-Soviet elements in Finland;

the United States was pressing Denmark for air bases; in Western
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Germany and in Austria, vast tracts of land were being requisi-
tioned by the American authorities for military use.

Some of these reports were obviously false or overdrawn. But
were all of them so? I had no means of knowing. Our government
never — but literally never — took the trouble to refute them. The
Department of State itself probably did not know, in most cases,
whether they were true or false. The Pentagon, if asked, would
probably not have told. Military security would have been cited as
the reason for this reticence. And besides, nobody at the Washing-
ton end cared. The Russian reports, they would have said, were
“just propaganda.”

[ never agreed with this reaction. If the tales were false, I thought
it dangerous to let them go without denial. If they were true, and if
the actions in question were indeed creating the impression — and
not just on the Russians — that we were pursuing a highly milita-
rized policy, disbelieving in the possibilities for peace and con-
cerned only with the shaping of our posture for a war regarded as
inevitable, then, I thought, we should review these actions and see
whether, judged from the standpoint of our overall interests, politi-
cal and military, they were really worth pursuing.

It was not just from the columns of the Soviet press that this
problem impinged itself on me. I was not long in discovering, after
arrival in Moscow, that the facilities of the embassy were being
abused, and the very usefulness of the mission jeopardized, by the
service attachés (the military, naval and air attachés sent out by
the Pentagon) for the purpose of gathering military intelligence.
The Russians had always regarded military attachés, and indeed all
diplomats, as spies; now ours were acting like them.

This led to ridiculous and undesirable situations. Our people, for
example, mounted a sort of telescopic camera on the roof of our
embassy chancery to photograph the Sovict planes as they flew
over the city on the days of the major Red Square parades. The
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Russians stood on the roof of the Hotel National, next door, and
photographed our people in the process. We then, in turn, photo-
graphed the Russians photographing us. It had all become a silly
and discreditable game, merely fortifying the Russians in their cyn-
icism about the purpose of our embassy in Moscow and about the
inspiration of our policies generally.

[ strongly disapproved of all this. We were, for all our differ-
ences with the Soviet government, guests in the Soviet capital. We
owed it not only to them but to our own standards of behavior to
observe the rules of propriety and good rtaste, not to mention the
laws of the host country. But beyond that, we were abusing the
real diplomatic potential of the mission, and in some respects endan-
gering its existence. And nobody in Washington, apparently, cared
about this. The State Department was either too indifferent or too
timid to make an issue of it. But I could not disregard it.

I gave orders that these abuses were to stop — that such activities
were to remain within the limits normally permissible in interna-
tional intercourse. During the brief period of my stay there, I be-
lieve there was a considerable improvement. But the situation con-
tinued to worry me. How was I to account for, or to explain, the
overriding priority that Washington appeared to give to the gather-
ing of military intelligence over whatever other usefulness, and par-
ticularly whatever usefulness in the task of preventing a war, the
embassy might have had?

A particularly violent jolt was received one day when one of the
service attachés showed me a message he had received from Wash-
ington concerning a certain step of a military nature that the Penta-
gon proposed to take for the purpose of strengthening our military
posture in a region not far from the Soviet frontiers. I paled when 1
read it. It was at once apparent to me that had I been a Soviet
leader, and had I learned (as the Soviet government would have
been certain to learn) that such a step was being taken, I would

have concluded that the Americans were shaping their preparations
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towards a target of war within six months. Since it had been freely
bruited around Washington, in the 1949-1950 period, that our mili-
tary preparations were being oriented towards a “peak of danger”
supposed to arrive in 1952, it would have been all the easier for
Soviet leaders to jump, here, to the most alarming of conclusions,
with the result that their preparations, too, would have gone into
high gear, and the situation would soon be out of control.

I was able, by dint of vigorous remonstrances, to spike this par-
ticular initiative; but I could not get over my concern at the reck-
lessness — the willingness to subordinate everything to military
considerations — that appeared to inspire official Washington. I
knew that my government had no aggressive intent — that even
such suggestions as the one I had just opposed were basically defen-
sive in nature. But it was also apparent to me that the Pentagon now
had the bit in its teeth, and that there was simply insufficient vigor,
and insufficient understanding of the situation, on the political side
of the Potomac to bring about a proper balance in American policy
between military and political considerations. The coordination of
these two categories of considerations has always been the weak
point of our system of government; and never did this weakness
seem more conspicuous, and more dangerous, than it did to me at
that time.

[t was these reactions that led me to undertake, in late August,
the composition of a basic dispatch on the subject of the Soviet
reaction to NATO. This document, drafted in Moscow many
years before the “revisionist” challenges of the late 1960s to the
propriety and integrity of American statesmanship in the postwar
period were advanced,* constitutes unquestionably the strongest
statement I ever made of my views on this general subject of our

* The reference is to a number of works on the origins of the “cold w ar” by
American scholars (including Messrs. Gar Alperovitz, Walter Carl Clemens, Dav id
Horowitz, Gabriel Kolko, and Carl Oglesby) which have tended to assign to the
United States government the major blame for the provoking or initiating of the
various conflicts and complications that have marked Soviet-American relations in
the postwar period.
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responsibility for the deterioration of relations between Russia and
the West in the late 1940s. I append, therefore, in the Annex, the
main portion of the report (omitting only a section about Korea
which would duplicate what has been said above in this present vol-
ume).

The document being available to the reader, I shall not summa-
rize it in detail. The essence of what I had to say was that the Rus-
sians, many disagreeable and disturbing aspects of their behavior
notwithstanding, had had no intention of attacking Western
Europe in those postwar years, and thought we must have known
it. For this reason, the manner in which NATO was formed and
presented to the Western public, i.e., as a response to the “Soviet
threat” and as a “deterrent” to Soviet aggression, mystified them
and caused them to search for some sinister hidden motive in our
policy.* This effect had been reinforced by our steps toward the
rearmament of Germany and Japan, by the manner in which we
ourselves had interpreted and presented our action in Korea, and by
Leninist doctrine, which told them that as the social foundation of
the capitalist order disintegrated in the West, the leaders of the ex-
ploiting class (i.c., the Western governments) would “go from one
form of attack to other, sharper forms of attack.”

[ was careful to point out that of course not all Soviet professions
of suspicion of ourselves were sincere. The evidence merely seemed
to me to indicate

* The following item, which appeared in the news bulletin of the British em-
bassy in Moscow on May 12, 1952, one week after my arrival there as ambassador,
will serve as an example of the manner in which Soviet intentions were at that time
generally depicted in the atmosphere of official Washington:

“In Washington the Foreign Affairs Committee of the House of Representatives
has said there has been no lessening of the danger of Soviet aggression to justify the
United States relaxing her defence cfforts. This statement is made by the Commit-
tee in a report on the Foreign Aid Bill. It says that American military leaders and
diplomats consider that Russia has not set a date for an attack on the West. It is
quite likely, the report says, that the Kremlin has not yet decided that an all-out war
with the Free World is inevitable. Nevertheless, vast Soviet forces, full\ mobllllcd
are ready in Eastern Germany and other places to attack at a moment’s notice.
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that if one were able to strip away all the overgrowth of propagandistic
distortion and maligning of foreign intentions which is the normal en-
cumbrance of Soviet utterances and attitudes, one would find that there
remained in recent years a certain hard core of genuine belief in the
sinisterness of Western intentions and that this belief was in consider-
able part, though not entirely, the result of a misinterpretation on their
part of Western policies in the years from 1948 to the present.

How far had this misinterpretation affected their policies? It had
not yet brought them to consider war as entirely inevitable. For
that, they were too much aware of the role of the unexpected and
unforeseen 1n international affairs. But it had probably caused them
to intensify their military preparations. It had also brought on in
Russia an accentuation of the habitual preoccupation with questions
of internal security, and a tightening up of the regime of control and
observation applied to foreigners. It had, in this way, weakened
what little usefulness might otherwise have been present in the insti-
tution of diplomatic relations between Russia and the West. It had,
in other words, further impaired that cushion of safety that nor-
mally existed in the ability of governments to talk with one another
over the diplomatic channel. Beyond this, the Soviet leaders had
seen the advantages offered to them, by this American overempha-
sis on military preparations, for posing as the partisans of peace in
contradistinction to the imperialist warmongers of Washington;
and the rash of “peace congresses” now being organized by their
agents in various parts of the world represented merely the effort to
take best advantage of this opportunity.

For these reasons it scemed to me undesirable for us to let the
misinterpretation go unchallenged and unresolved.

What, then, should we do to challenge it?

First, we should try to portray our military preparations as pru-
dent minimal responses to the political threat posed by the power
and attitudes of the Soviet leaders — not as responses to an alleged
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or implied Soviet intention to attack the West, and not as reflec-
tions of a conclusion on our part that the only possible outcome of
our political differences with the Russians was a major war.

But secondly — and this was all-important — we should attempt
to establish a proper balance in our policy between political and
military considerations and should not let the prospects for the pre-
servation of peace be diminished by pursuit of the ideal military
posture in an imaginary and not inevitable war. I felt all the more
strongly about this last, because I regarded any war between the
NATO powers and Russia as a certain, final, and irremediable ca-
tastrophe. Our only hope — everyone’s only hope — rested in the
possibility of restricting the so-called East-West conflict to the po-
linical field. If it spilled over to the military field, we were all lost.
To permit the chances for the successful pursuit of our interests by
means short of war to be in the slightest degree damaged by the
fatuous search for the best posture in a war that was not inevitable
and from which no one could conceivably gain: this seemed to me
the greatest and most terrible of follies.

I was aware, of course, that many of the military measures on our
part that disturbed me were viewed by their authors as defensive in
inspiration. But any given pattern of military preparations was al-
ways bound, I pointed out, to appear to others as the reflection of a
given pattern of calculations and intentions. The building of the
NATO structure ought to be shaped in such a way as to appear to
others, I wrote, not as

the feverish preparations of people who regard war as inevitable and are
working against a limit of time, but [as] the calm and judicious measures
of people simply building a fence, not in the belief that someone else is
likely to try to knock it down, but rather in the normal and prudent
desire to have clarity on all sides.

Obviously, such a view would have disadvantages from the stand-
point of the earliest possible achievement of the ideal military pos-
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ture. But there was an incurable conflict between the ideal military
posture and the goal of winning the political war — “a war which
is still in progress and which we have no choice but to continue to

fight.”

The requirements of cither of these approaches, the military or the
political, would — if carried to extremes — be quite destructive of the
requirements of the other. . . . Neither could be successful if the other
were fully destroyed. If problems were to be faced only from the po-
litical standpoint, the degree of actual military preparation that would
ensue would be quite inadequate. . . . On the other hand, if the pro-
fessional military planner were to be given all that he desired . . . the
results would be quite disruptive of the political resistance of the West-
ern peoples.

What was needed, then, was “a reasonable and sensible compro-
mise between these two requirements.” And this should be a com-
promise that took full account of Soviet sensibilities. This applied
particularly to activities by outside powers in areas adjacent to the
Soviet borders, both land and maritime. The Soviet leaders were
“quite naturally sensitive about being surrounded by a ring of air
bases plainly grouped with a view to penetration of their own terri-
tory.”

In this respect, too, I reiterated, I was not arguing for the aban-
donment by ourselves of all means of defense. Obviously, we had
to cultivate a stronger military capacity.

But here again le mieux est 'ennemi du bien. Surely as one moves one’s
bases and military facilities towards the Soviet frontiers there comes a
point where they tend to create the very thing they were designed to
avoid. It is not for us to assume that there are no limits to Soviet patience
in the face of encirclement by American bases. Quite aside from politi-
cal considerations, no great country, peaceful or aggressive, rational or
irrational, could sit by and witness with indifference the progressive
studding of its own frontiers with the military installations of a great-
power competitor. Here again, a compromise must be struck, and one
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which will inevitably fall somewhat short of the military ideal. This
compromise must be struck with a view to the peculiarities of the Rus-
sian mentality and tradition. We must remember that almost the only
language in which we can now communicate with the Soviet leaders is
the language of overt military and political moves. If we still hope to
have the ultimate decision confined to the political field and to win on
that field, let us be sure the words we speak in this peculiar language do
not operate to reduce the Soviet leaders to a state of mind in which for
them . . . the only question is not “whether” but “when.”

For me, as an individual inner-governmental advisor on problems
of relations with Russia and the cold war, this dispatch was my
swan song. It was the last thing I would ever have to say formally
and in writing to my government, as one of its responsible profes-
sional servants, on this subject to which I had now given just
twenty-five years of my life. The subject matter of which it treated
went to the heart of the problems involved in the further develop-
ment of our relations with the Soviet Union. Aside from minor ques-
tions of style, I would have nothing to change in it today; and if, in
the light of the recent controversies about the relative guilt of the
two sides for the orgins and deepening of the cold war, I had to let
public understanding of my views rest on any single document, it
would probably be this dispatch, written even prior to such great
intervening events as the acceptance of Western Germany into
NATO and the arrival of the missile age.

As against those facts, gratifying so far as they go, I have to re-
cord that the document was utterly without effect — that it mighe,
nsofar as its influence on American or NATO policy was con-
cerned, just as well never have been written. Instead of moving
along the lines here urged, the United States government would
move, for at least nineteen years into the future, along largely
contrary ones. Far from attempting to avoid depicting its own and
NATO’s military preparations as responses to an alleged Soviet
desire to attack the West, it would teach itself and its NATO as-
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sociates never to refer to the most menacing element of our own
military potential otherwise than as “the nuclear deterrent” — the
unmistakable implication being that the Russians, longing for the
inauguration of World War III, would at once attack, if not de-
terred by this agency of retribution. Year after year, nothing
would be omitted to move American air bases and missile sites as
close as possible to Soviet frontiers. Year after year, American naval
vessels would be sent on useless demonstrative expeditions into the
Black Sea — thus, by implication, imputing to the Russians a degree
of patience which our own public and congressional opinion would
have been most unlikely to muster had the shoe been on the other
foot. Time after time, as in Pakistan or Okinawa, the maintenance
and development of military or air bases would be stubbornly pur-
sued with no evidence of any cffort to balance this against the obvi-
ous political costs. Political interests would continue similarly to be
sacrificed or placed in jeopardy by the avid and greedy pursuit of
military intelligence; and when our failure to exercise any adequate
restraint on such activities led, as it did through the U-2 episode, to
the shattering of the political career of the only Soviet statesman of
the post-Stalin period with whom we might conceivably have
worked out a firmer sort of coexistence and to the replacement of
his dominant influence by that of a coterie of military and police
officials far more reactionary and militaristic in temper, there was
only momentary embarrassment in Washington, no one was held to
blame, and no one thought to conduct any serious investigation into
the causes of so grievous an error of American national policy.

Whatever intellectual merit the dispatch in question had, it was a
failure from the standpoint of its real purpose; and while this is a
fatc which it has shared with a great many other recommendations
by a great many other American ambassadors, I have been moved at
times to reflect on the possible causes, and to wonder to what extent
my own failings may have contributed to them.

There were specific reasons why no dispatch of this nature
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would probably have been read with any interest by anyone in a
policy-making position in Washington at that time. Its impact
would in any event have been blunted by the excitement attending
my expulsion from Russia, soon thereafter. This was, furthermore,
the end of a political epoch in Washington. The clectoral campaign
of 1952 was getting into high gear. However it came out, the days
of the Truman administration were now strictly numbered. Neither
the President nor the Secretary of State would have been in a mood
to undertake the struggle with the Pentagon that would have been
necessary 1f such a change in spirit and orientation of military pol-
icy as [ was suggesting was really to be effected.

But even in normal times, it would have been most unusual had a
dispatch from an ambassador on a subject as broad as this carried
any particular weight with the two senior architects of American
policy. Coming from an influential senator or a congressional com-
mittee chairman or from the AFL-CIO or from some other factor
in domestic affairs, and particularly from a number of such people,
views of this tenor would have been given serious consideration.
But an ambassador represented, in the eyes of his own government,
no onc but himself. And his opinions, while sometimes engaging or
amusing, had little value in the scales of Washington life. What was
wrong with this effort to influence government policy was not the
nature of the recommendation, or the way it was phrased, but
the limitations of the platform from which it was put forward. The
realization of this fact diminished my enthusiasm, in the ensuing
months, for remaining in a profession where passivity, inscrutabil-
ity and tactical ingenuity were valued so highly, and serious analyt-
ical effort — so little.



Persona Non Grata

HAVE already mentioned the elaborate measures taken by the

Soviet authorities to keep foreign representatives under observa-
tion and to isolate them from the population. While more extreme
in 1952 than at certain other times, such measures were a standard
feature of Stalin’s practice.

There was one small episode, connected with this situation,
which occurred in the early summer of 1952, and which should
have been more of a warning to me than it was. To explain it, I
must first say a word about its background.

During my previous tours of duty in Moscow, in the 1930s and
during the war, there had always been two or three Soviet citizens,
usually presentable and cultivated people from among the cultural
intelligentsia, who were obviously cleared by party and police for
normal social contact with members of the diplomatic corps, and
with the senior personnel of our embassy in particular. These indi-
viduals would accept invitations to social functions and would asso-
ciate in a normal way with those officers of the embassy who en-
joyed their company and paid them normal social attention. It was
obvious that they stood in some sort of special relationship to the
police; otherwise they would not have been permitted to cultivate
such associations. We always assumed that they were expected to
report, and did report, to their police contacts whatever informa-
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tion of interest to the Soviet authorities these associations might
yield.

But we did not discourage the arrangement — at least not when
we felt that the American officials in question were sensible and
experienced persons. It held advantages for us as well as for the
Soviet authorities. For one thing, these Russians who were per-
mitted to associate with us were for the most part intelligent and
sometimes even charming people, whose company afforded both
pleasure and profit. But beyond that, they provided a useful, if one-
way, channel of communication to the higher Soviet authorities;
and this was nothing to be sneezed at in a situation where communi-
cation generally was in such short supply. It was possible to say to
these people, in the course of casual conversation, things one would
not have wished to say to Soviet officials on the official level, where
they would be made a matter of formal record; yet one could be
reasonably sure that things said in this informal manner would, in
the course of time, reach the cars of responsible Soviet officialdom.
This enabled us to explain things which, if unexplained, could easily
have led to misinterpretation and misunderstanding.

On arriving in Moscow, then, as ambassador, in 1952, I was dis-
turbed to learn that this whole institution — the existence, that is,
of a group of “tame Russians” (as we called them) with whom we
could have normal contacts — had become a victim of the deterio-
ration of Soviet-Western relations that set in during the late 1940s,
and had thus ceased to exist. There was now no one of this charac-
ter, indeed there was no Soviet citizen of any sort, with whom I
could occasionally come together and talk in a normal social way
and through whom I could at least convey something of the back-
ground and rationale of American policy. This troubled me partic-
ularly because of the tensions arising from the Korean War and the
realization that unnecessary misunderstandings could, in these cir-
cumstances, casily lead to war.

[ was anxious, therefore, to let the Soviet Foreign Office know of



Persona Non Grata 147

my regret over this situation. 1 could not do 1t formally, because
this was, precisely, one of those matters of which cognizance could
not be taken at the official level. The only occasions on which we
met Soviet officials at all, other than at the official level, were the
occasional diplomatic receptions. Even there, it was not easy to find
anyonc with whom my relations were such that I could mention a
matter of such delicacy. It occurred to me that Boris Fedorovich
Podserob, who was at that time Secretary General of the Foreign
Office but whom Ambassador Harriman and I had known during
the war when he was head of Molotov’s personal chancery and
with whom we had then had pleasant, if strictly formal, relations,
might be such a person. Since he, unlike a number of other Foreign
Office officials, spoke good French, and since I could not be sure
that I would have opportunity to talk with him myself on any par-
ticular occasion, I told the counselor of embassy, Mr. Hugh Cum-
mings, that if he, too, should chance to find himself talking with
Podserob at one of these receptions, he might mention to him casu-
ally the fact that I regretted that there was not one Soviet citizen,
and preferably one in good standing with the party, with whom I
could occasionally meet in a normal social manner and take a cup of
tea.

At the end of June, while I was briefly away from Moscow,
Cummings, as it happened, did so encounter Podserob and commu-
nicated to him his understanding of what 1 had wanted him to say.

Not long after my return to Moscow, in the middle of a busy
Saturday morning at the office, Cummings came to me and reported
that there was a young man, a Russian, at the reception desk, who
refused to give his name but had flashed a Communist Party identifi-
cation card, and demanded to sec me. The appearance of such a
person in the embassy chancery was, of course, almost unprece-
dented. All visitors to the embassy were closely observed by the
police guards stationed before the building; and it was clear that
any Soviet citizen who attempted to enter without permission from
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the Soviet authorities would be sternly and grimly held to account
when his visit was over.

[ first said that if the young man would not give his name I would
not receive him. When Cummings told me, however, that he was
sure he had seen this person on some previous occasion in the Soviet
Foreign Office, I concluded he must have some sort of official status
and agreed to speak with him, albeit only in Cammings’s presence.

The man was therefore admitted: a nondescript person, on the
young side, pale and obviously very nervous. His tale was substan-
tially this: He was the son of the Minister of State Security who,
as he assumed I knew (actually I did not know), had recenty
been purged. The family had shared in, and suffered from, the fa-
ther’s disgrace. He, the young man, now found himself without
prospects, and in a desperate situation. He had several young
friends who were similarly situated. Together, they were in a posi-
tion, through former connections, to know the comings and goings
of the Soviet leaders. They needed only money and arms. It was
implied — I cannot recall that he said so specifically — that they, if
provided with these things, would be able to do away with the
existing Soviet leadership.

[ was naturally staggered by this weird approach. That it repre-
sented a provocation could not be doubted. That anyone could se-
riously have supposed that I would fail to recognize it as such could
not be believed. T was at a loss for words to respond. I said, rather
feebly, that I had no interest whatsoever in any such suggestions; I
had not come to Russia to violate Soviet laws or to interfere in So-
viet internal politics; I could not help him; I was obliged to ask him
to leave the premises at once. Putting up a show of great disap-
pointment and terror, my visitor asked how he was to leave the
building without attracting the attention of the police. I asked him
how he had come in. He said he had just darted in past the police
guard. How, I asked him, had he expected to get out? He had
hoped, he said, that I would place at his disposal an embassy car in
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which he could conceal himself and make his getaway. I told him
there could be no question of anything of that sort: he was respon-
sible for his coming there; the consequences of his departure were
his own affair. He therefore left again, on foot, and we were able to
observe from the windows how he was picked up by the plain-
clothesmen and followed as he disappeared up the street.

That, on the face of it, was the episode. It had an equally bizarre
epilogue. Some days later Cummings, who had been in touch with
our British colleagues, brought me a photograph, unearthed in the
British embassy, which had been taken at the presentation of cre-
dentials, a year or so before, by my British colleague, Sir Alvary
Gascoigne. The photograph was one of the entire group of officials,
British and Soviet, who were in attendance at that event. And there,
in the background, just behind and between the heads of the two
leading figures, Shvernik and Gascoigne, there loomed up dimly, as
a sort of plasma apparition, the face of the young man who had
paid me the strange visit. To this day, I do not know who he was or
what his face could have been doing in this position.

Pondering this curious episode, 1 thought I knew what was
meant by it. It was typical Stalin. I had said I wished there was at
least one Soviet citizen with whom I could occasionally meet and
talk. The visit T had received was Stalin’s reply. What he was say-
ing by it was this: “I know, you miserable capitalist scoundrel, for
what purpose you wish to meet with Soviet citizens: subversion,
terror, and the overthrow of the Stalin regime. All right —1 am
sending you the proper sort of fellow. Let us see what you do with
him.”

To understand the plausibility of this explanation, one must re-
call that in the public purge trials of the 1930s any opposition to
Stalin’s leadership was equated by the prosecutor with the intention
to overthrow it; but since, as the prosecutor pointed out, the regime
was not prepared to submit peacefully to its overthrow just to
please the opposition, this meant the intention to overthrow it by
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force, and this, in effect, was “terrorism.” Well, the United States
government included people who ralked about “liberation.” What
did this mean if not the overthrow of the Soviet regime? And what
was the endeavor to accomplish this overthrow, if not the use of
terrorism? He would, therefore, send me the right man.

Aside, however, from this rationale, the connotations of the epi-
sode were distinctly disturbing. It suggested exceptional personal
hostility towards me in high quarters. And not only hostlity but
also deep suspicion. The visitor, it will be recalled, had claimed to
be the son of the Minister of State Security “who had recently been
purged.” The last Minister of State Security of whom we then had
knowledge was Beria’s creature, Abakumov.* He had indeed, as we
were soon to learn, recently been purged — probably in the last
weeks of 1951. His fall from grace appears to have been one of the
first developments in that intensive round of inner-party intrigue,
unleashed by the visible signs of advancing age and declining
powers in Stalin, which was destined to gather momentum in the
coming months and to find its early culmination in the announce-
ment of the “Doctors’ Plot” and the ensuing death of Stalin. I, at
the time, knew little of all this, though I sensed that something un-
usual was going on; but the young man’s statement made it clear
that some highly placed person in Moscow thought I knew more
than I did. There may, I think, have been some suspicion that my
approach to Podserob was an attempt to get into touch with oppo-
sition clements, involved in the intrigues against Stalin or at least
attempting to sew up for themselves the preeminent places in the
succession.

Did Sralin have other reasons for personal bitterness agaimnst me?
It is impossible to know. It was impossible to make any judgment at
the ume. How could any foreign representative in that city know
what tales and falsehoods about himself were being dished up to

* Viktor S. Abakumov, Minister of State Security from 1946 to 1951. Executed in
1954.
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Stalin by his secret police? The foreigner residing in Moscow was
utterly helpless to defend himself from malice from that quarter;
for he could at any time be made the victim of slander and false
denunciations of which he had no knowledge at all.

[ was then the senior diplomatic representative in Moscow in
point of length of service in Russia and knowledge of the Soviet
scene. My views were often consulted by other diplomats. Tt was a
sultry, uneasy summer. A new party congress was in course of
preparation. Changes were in the air; and changes, in terms of So-
viet politics, always meant some degree of danger. If people exag-
gerated, as they appear to have done, my knowledge of what was
taking place behind the scenes, was it impossible that some of them
should have come to the conclusion that it was undesirable to have
me around?

There was one other possible, even probable, reason for resent-
ment against me, particularly, I suspect, on Stalin’s part. In the ear-
lier volume of these memoirs I have recounted the circumstances
that caused me, on Victory Day, 1945, to stand on the pedestal of a
column in front of our embassy chancery, and to say a few friendly
words to a cheering and enthusiastic Soviet crowd. How intensely
this rankled in the higher reaches of the Soviet regime was evident
from the fact that there had been published in Moscow, in the late
1940s, an entire anti-American propaganda book based primarily
on a distorted version of this episode. Even in 1952 it had not, as
will be seen shortly, been forgotten. Stalin was not accustomed to
sharing with anyone, least of all with a bourgeois diplomat, the de-
monstrative enthusiasm of Soviet crowds on which he had some-
thing resembling a political monopoly.*

* It may be worth noting in this connection that the only other bourgeois diplo-
mat who had, so far as I know, had the experiecnce of being the center of the
friendly enthusiasm of a Soviet crowd was Mrs. Golda Meir, in 1948, when she was
serving as Isracl’s first ambassador to the Soviet Union. I have been told that on
the occasion of a visit to the Moscow synagogue, she found herself surrounded
suddenly by great crowds of Russian Jews who had learned of her identity
and gave her a great and moving ovation, many of them kneeling before her,
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However that may be: the summer ran its course and began to
draw to an end. On August 20 it was made known that a new party
congress, now a decade overdue, would take place at the beginning
of October. It was clear that Stalin had long opposed the calling of
such a congress. There were signs that this had been, for some time,
a delicate and painful issue n the senior ranks of the regime. The
fact thar Stalin had now been brought to assent to the election and
convening of such a body was already a sign that things were com-
ing into motion in the internal affairs of the party.

IYight days later Pravda published a set of “theses” for a report to
be delivered at the forthcoming congress on a proposed revision of
the party statutes. The changes proposed included ones of the
greatest magnitude and sensitivity, including the abolition of the
Politburo and 1ts replacement by a body to be called the Presidium
of the Central Committee. Partcularly bewildering was the fact
that these theses bore the signature of none other than Nikita
Sergeyevich Khrushchev. The latter had gencrally been consid-
ered, up to that point, the least influental member of the Politburo
and the Secretariat. Why should it have been his signature, and
none other, over which this remarkable document saw the light of
day? Plainly, strange things were now taking place in the bosom of
the party.

Just before the new party congress was scheduled to convene, it
fell to me to make a journey to Western Europe. In connection
with my dispatch about the impact of NATO on the Soviet leader-

weeping, and kissing her clothing. I have often wondered whether there was any
connection between the fact of my expulsion in late 1952 and the expulsion of the
entire Isracli embassy (Mrs. Meir was no longer there) some wecks later, in early
1953. Stalin was, of course, wildly anti-Semitic in the final months of his life (to a
certain extent, even sooner); and the cxpulsi()n may perhaps be attributable simply
to that. But the similarity of the two episodes is striking.

That the incident of the Victory Day demonstration was by no means forgotten
at the time of my appointment as ambassador is clear from the fact that it was
brought up, in the usual distorted propaganda version (sec pp. 244-245 of the first
volume of these memoirs), by one of the controlled Soviet orators at a “peace”
mecting in Moscow, only three or four days before I presented my credentials.
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ship I had expressed to the department the hope that I might have
opportunity, at some point, to discuss with those of our people who
were concerned with NATO the questions I had treated in that
dispatch. Whether in response to that suggestion or otherwise, the
department arranged that there should take place in London, from
September 24 to 27, a conference of certain of our chiefs of mission
in Europe, to which I was also invited. I left Moscow, primarily for
this purpose, on September 19.

On the eve of my departure, however, there occurred another
incident which may well have heightened whatever ill will existed
in higher Soviet circles, and particularly police circles, against my
person. I had been somewhat shocked, when I arrived in Moscow in
May, to learn that the interior of Spaso House had been redeco-
rated just before my arrival, in the interval between ambassadors,
and that the work of redecorating had been donc under Soviet
supervision by Soviet painters provided by Burobin, without the
presence of any American supervisory personnel. In the old days,
when those of us who knew something about Russia also looked
after matters of this sort, I doubt that we would have permitted
this. Now, however, things in our Foreign Service had become
bureaucratized: we now had a professional administrative service,
divorced from the substantive branches of Foreign Service work.
The administrative section of the embassy lacked Russian-speaking
personnel to supervise work of this sort, but had gone ahead and
had it done anyway. And this, of course, had left the field entirely
clear for the Soviet police authorities to take advantage of the re-
decorating in order to perfect their wiring of the house for other,
less aesthetic and more political, purposes.

The “bugging” of foreign embassies and other official premises
had of course been for many yecars, even back into the 1930s, a
standard practice of the Soviet government, and not of that gov-
ernment alone. We had long since taught ourselves to assume that in
Moscow most walls — at least in rooms that diplomats were apt to
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frequent — had ears. Sull, we had supposed in earlier days that one
did not want to make it easier for curious people than it needed to
be made. Yet this was precisely what, in the redecorating of the
building, we had now contrived to do.

In the first months after my arrival in Moscow, nothing unto-
ward was noted. The ordinary, standard devices for the detection
of clectronic eavesdropping revealed nothing at all. The air of inno-
cence presented by the walls of the old building was so bland and
bright as to suggest cither that there had been a complete change of
practice on the part of our Soviet hosts (of which in other respects
there was decidedly no evidence) or that our methods of detection
were out of date.

In recognition of this last possibility there arrived from Washing-
ton, just before my scheduled departure for London in September,
two technicians detailed by our government to give Spaso House a
more searching and technically competent going-over. After one or
two days of fruitless cffort, these gentlemen suggested to me that
their efforts might be more successful if I would arrange, on a given
evening, to go through the motions of performing some sort of ofhi-
cial work in the premises of the residence, instead of at the office. |
saw no reason not to do this; and on the evening in question I sum-
moned a secretary to the residence (it was the loyal and devoted
Dorothy Hessman, who had already been with me in Washington
and was destined to remain with me off and on, in government or
outside it, for more than a decade into the future) and proceeded to
dictate to her, in the large upstairs living room-study, a body of
prose which was intended to sound like a diplomatic dispatch in the
making, and must indeed have sounded that way for all but a histor-
ically schooled ear, because it was drawn word for word from just
such a dispatch sent from Moscow in earlier years and now included
in one of the published volumes of American diplomatic cor-
respondence.
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This worked. And what followed was an ecrie experience. The
family, for some reason, was away that evening — my wife was, in
any case. | have the impression that the great building was again
substantially empty, except for the technicians, Miss Hessman, and
myself. I droned on with the dictation, the technicians circulated
around through other parts of the building. Suddenly, one of them
appeared in the doorway of the study and implored me, by signs
and whispers, to “keep on, keep on.” He then disappeared again,
but soon returned, accompanied by his colleague, and began to
move about the room in which we were working. Centering his
attention finally on a corner of the room where there was a radio
set on a table, just below a round wooden Great Seal of the United
States that hung on the wall, he removed the seal, took up a mason’s
hammer, and began, to my bewilderment and consternation, to
hack to picces the brick wall where the seal had been. When this
failed to satisfy him, he turned these destructive attentions on the
seal itself.

I, continuing to mumble my dispatch, remained a fascinated but
passive spectator of this extraordinary procedure. In a few mo-
ments, however, all was over. Quivering with excitement, the tech-
nician extracted from the shattered depths of the seal a small device,
not much larger than a pencil, which, he assured me, housed both a
receiving and a sending sct, capable of being activated by some sort
of electronic ray from outside the building. When not activated, it
was almost impossible to detect. When activated, as it was on that
evening, it picked up any sounds in the room and relayed them to
an outside monitor, who presumably had his stance in one of the
surrounding buildings.

It is difficult to make plausible the weirdness of the atmosphere in
that room, while this strange scene was in progress. The air of Rus-
sia is psychically impregnated, anyway, as ours is not. At this par-
ticular moment, one was acutely conscious of the unseen presence
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in the room of a third person: our attentive monitor. It seemed that
one could almost hear his breathing. All were aware that a strange
and sinister drama was in progress.*

The device in question was of course packed off to Washington a
day or so later. It left, if my memory is correct, on the same Ameri-
can Air Force plane that carried me out to Western Europe for the
conference at London. It represented, for that day, a fantastically
advanced bit of applied clectronics. 1 have the impression that with
its discovery the whole art of intergovernmental eavesdropping was
raised to a new technological level.

The following morning the atmosphere of Spaso House was
heavy with tension. I had thought it best to close and lock, tempo-
rarily, the room where the device had been found. The Soviet
servants, their highly trained antennae positively humming with vi-
brations, sensed serious trouble, and cast terrified glances in the di-
rection of the Jocked door, as they passed along the corridor, as
though they suspected the place to contain a murdered corpse. The
faces of the guards at the gate were frozen into a new grimness. So
dense was the atmosphere of anger and hosulity that one could
have cut it with a knife.

Had I been right, I wondered, to lend my person to this decep-
ton? Was it proper for an ambassador to involve himself in this

* This cpisode was not without its amusing side. Earlier in the summer, before
the arrival of my family, when I was living in the building alone, I had wanted to
keep up my Russian, and particularly my fluency of vocabulary and pronunciation.
Since there were no Russians with whom I could talk, 1 hit on the idea of reading
a certain amount of Russian aloud to myself each evening. For purposes of vocabu-
lary 1 wanted particularly to read material which had relation to current interna-
tional problems, so that I would be fully conversant with the manner in which
events and institutions were referred to in current Russian usage. Looking around
for material of this sort, my eye fell on the scripts of Voice of America broadcasts
to Russia, which were sent to me regularly for my information. On several occa-
stons, therefore, 1 took the foreign-political commentaries from these scripts, vigor-
ous and cloquent polemics against Soviet policies, and read them aloud to myself
precisely in that upstairs study where the listening device was placed. I have often
wondered what was the effect on my unseen monitors, and on those who read their
tapes, when they heard these perfectly phrased anti-Soviet diatribes issuing in pur-
est Russian from what was unquestionably my mouth, in my own study, in the
depths of the night. Who, I wonder, did they think was with me? Or did they con-
clude I was trying to make fun of them?
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sort of comedy? Or would I have been remiss, in the eyes of my
own government, if I had refused to do so?

I am not sure, even today, of the answers to these questions. The
political sky, in any case, as I left Russia for the conference in Lon-
don, was dark and menacing.

There is one other small incident, occurring on the eve of my
departure, that must also be mentioned.

It occurred on a Sunday, as I recall it, one or two days before 1
left. For some reason I was alone at home, that afternoon, with my
two-year-old boy. It was a pleasant latc summer day —so far as
Nature, at any rate, was concerned. The little boy and I spent part
of the afternoon in the front “garden,” as it was called (jolly few
flowers grew in it), between the house and the high iron-spike
fence that separated the garden from the sidewalk and street. The
child was playing in a little sand pile we had provided for him there.
I was reading a book.

Tiring of the sand pile, the boy wandered down to the iron
fence, gripped two of the spikes with his pudgy little fists, and
stood staring out into the wide, semi-forbidden world beyond. He
was, even if I embarrass him by saying so today, an endearing little
fellow. No one could resist his charm. Some Soviet children came
along the sidewalk on the other side of the fence, saw him, smiled at
him, and gave him a friendly poke through the bars. He squealed
with pleasure and poked back. Soon, to much mutual pleasure, a
game was in progress. But at this point my guardians at the main
gate, becoming awarc of what was going on, rushed up and shooed
the Soviet children sternly away. Their orders were, after all, that
there was to be no contact — no fraternization.

It was a small episode, but it came at the end of a diflicult and
nerve-wracking summer. And something gave way, at that point,
with the patience [ was able to observe in the face of this entire
vicious, timid, mediaeval regime of isolation to which the official
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foreigner in Moscow was sull subjected. Had I been the perfect
ambassador it would not, I suppose, have given way. But give way
it did; and 1t could not soon be restored.

[ left Moscow, as I say, on the morning of September 19 — in the
official plane which the United States government then placed at
the disposal of the ambassador in Moscow for the purpose of his
travel into and out of Russia. (The plane was not permitted by the
Soviet authorities to come there for any other purpose or to remain
there in the intervals between such journeys.)

How ironic can be, on occasions, the workings of Fate! As the
plane approached the Tempelhof airport in Berlin — its first stop in
what was in reality “the West” — I reflected that there would cer-
tainly be reporters at the airport who would wish to interview me;
and I said to myself: “Why don’t you, you boob, for once in your
life prepare yourself for this sort of ordeal? Why don’t you try to
anticipate their questions, and have your answers all prepared?”

No sooner thought than done. I took out a pocket notebook,
dreamed up several of the questions I thought they might ask me,
and jotted down the proposed answers: nice, cagey, diplomatic an-
swers that would give them something to write, and yet get no one
in trouble. I sull have the little book somewhere, with this pathetic
record of the failures of human foresight.

[t was as I had foreseen. The reporters were indeed there, at the
airport. They asked the expected questions. I reeled off the pre-
pared answers. But then one young reporter — from the Paris Her-
ald Tribune, if my memory is correct — asked me whether we in
our embassy had many social contacts with Russians in Moscow.
The question itself annoyed me. Had the man been born yester-
day? The regime of isolation applied to Western diplomats in Mos-
cow had been in existence for at least two decades. How could a
reporter not know that? Why, I thought to myself, must editors

send people of such ignorance to interview ambassadors at airports?
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“Don’t you know,” I asked, “how foreign diplomats live in Mos-
cow?”’

“No,” he replied. “How do they?”

I should of course have let it go at that. But there welled up in
me, at that point, the whole dismal experience of the past four
months, ending with the experience of seeing my little boy’s play-
mates chased away from him, lest they be contaminated by his
proximity. Being again in Germany, I was reminded at that moment
of the five months I had spent in internment as a prisoner of the
Germans, in 1941—-1942. There, too, the building had been sur-
rounded by guards. There, too, fraternization had been forbidden.
There, too, people had got into trouble for having anything to do
with us. There, too, the local servicing personnel had functioned
only under the watchful and suspicious eye of the police guard.
There, too, we had been, officially, “the enemy.”

“Well,” I said, “I was interned here in Germany for scveral
months during the last war. The treatment we receive in Moscow 1s
just about like the treatment we internees received then, except that
in Moscow we are at liberty to go out and walk the streets under
guard.”

A faint but wholly unrehiable recollection suggests to me that
before making that statement I had tried to indicate that what I was
about to say would be off the record. But I am not sure. There was
a lot of airplane noise; and obviously, if I said it at all, I did not say
it loudly enough. I have never, in any case, tried to make this an
excuse. [ took then, and must take today, full responsibility for the
statement., Correct or incorrect, accurate or inaccurate, 1t was an
extremely foolish thing for me to have said.

I have no record of what I said to my colleagues at the London
mecting. | have drafts of things I intended to say. How much of it [
actually said I do not know, and it is not important. The proposed
statements were of course mostly along the lines of my recent dis-
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patches from Moscow. I did intend, however, to add a word about
our manner of dealing with the Soviet government. We had not
made up our minds, I thought, as to what we were trying to achieve
in our relations with that country. On the one hand, we maintained
diplomatic relations and claimed to be pursuing the quest for an
ordered, peaceful, constructive relationship. On the other hand, we
were not talking with the Soviet leaders. We were

treating them at arm’s length and never closing with them on the con-
stantly recurring instances where their propaganda and statements give
us just cause for complaint. If we really mean business about diplomatic
relations with them, then I should be down there in the Soviet Foreign
Office at least three or four times a week complaining violently, loudly
and publicly about things they say, proving these things are false, get-
ting publicity for my complaints and proofs, keeping after them inces-
santly and saying to them, in effect: “You simply cannot do things and
say things like this.” I am not sure that this would not have some effect.
They are stubborn and pigheaded people. To influence them you have
to scold them and keep after them like recalcitrant children. Perhaps
with sufficient self-assurance and resolution and persistence, and with a
determination to keep our own skirts clean, so that we could approach
them from a higher plane, we might have some chance of influencing
them, or at least of embarrassing them to a point where their behavior
would be modified.

But if we have given up all hope of taming the shrew, and if we are
really going to center our cffort on the subversion and destruction of
Soviet power, then I believe we would be more effective, and happier
in our own minds, and our hands would be freer, if we were to give up
in large measure the farce of maintaining normal diplomatic relations
with the Soviet government. I am not saying that we should break
diplomatic relations entirely or have no mission at all in Moscow; but |
am saying that in this case, if we appoint an ambassador to Moscow at
all, T do not think he should normally reside there.

These passages, drafted on the eve of the meeting, will give some
idea of my frame of mind as this conference began, just before the
falling of the major blow that now awaited me.
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I listened, of course, with intense interest, to what was said by the
others there present, whose number included one of the senior
American officers connected with NATO. What they said came to
me, as I recorded in my private notes at the end of the second day’s
sessions, “as a great shock.” I realized, 1 wrote, that my dispatch

about NATO

had fallen on stony soil; that there was, and would be, no understanding
here for the sort of things I had written about; that the NATO people,
as well as our own military authorities, were completely captivated and
lost in the compulsive logic of the military equation. From now on,
logic would press them continually to do those things which would
make war more likely and to refrain from doing those things that would
tend to stave it off. For this, they were not really to blame. The fault
lay with the failure of the political authorities to provide a firm line of
guidance. . . .

Secondly, I was extremely disturbed by the statements . . . about
our policy with respect to Germany. I had hoped that . . . we might
be approaching a time when we would be prepared to contemplate
negotiations for a unified Germany based on the possibility of an even-
tual withdrawal of United States forces. I had been urging since 1948
that we state this as our objective and make clear to others the terms on
which we would be prepared to consider such a solution. These terms
did not need to be ones which would deliver Germany up to the Soviet
Union. . . . This linc of thought had always been rejected in the de-
partment. I thought our position might now have softened. But what |
learned at the meeting showed that this was anything but the case. Our
people . . . were basing their entire hopes on the ratification of the
German contractuals and the European Defense Community, and they
were unwilling to contemplate at any time within the foreseeable future,
under any conceivable agreement with the Russians, the withdrawal of
United States forces from Germany.

Our stand meant in effect no agreement with Russia at all and the in-
definite continuance of the split of Germany and Europe. . . . But the
split was bound to become increasingly dangerous and onerous both to
ourselves and to our allies; and to put ourselves in this awkward and
difficult situation, with the only hope for overcoming it lying in a pos-
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sible collapse of Soviet power in Fastern Europe, would be to embark
upon a path the logic of which would eventually bring us squarely to
the view of John Foster Dulles: that the accent of our policy should
lic on an attempt to subvert and overthrow Communist power. . . . I
could see no end to such a policy but failure or war.

[ left the meeting, that second day, profoundly depressed. For
the first time, after years of resistance, my diary notes recorded, it
seemed to me that war had to be accepted as

inevitable, or very nearly so — that the only alternative to it lay in the
collapse of our political position in Furope. . . . And to think that I
would have to return to Moscow and live through further weeks and
months of exposure to foul, malicious, and insulting propaganda and yet
realize that there was just enough in it (because we were actually fol-
lowing . . . the false logic that would lead to war in one way or an-
other) — this reflection seemed to me as bitter a one as a representative
of our country could ever have had.

Fate, however, as it turned out, was about to decide things in a
different, 1if scarcely less unpleasant, manner. On the following
morning, September 26, came the news of a sharp editorial attack
on me by the Moscow Pravda. The editorial took off from the
interview given at the Tempelhof airport. 1 was a slanderer, the
paper said. I had “lied ecstatically.” I was an enemy of the Soviet
Union. The editorial ended, significantly, with a recounting of the
distorted version of the incident of the demonstration before our
embassy on V-E Day, 1945.

The news of this attack completed my misery. I had few illusions
about its portents. “What the United States government started
one day,” 1 recorded bitterly in my diary, “the Soviet government
finished on the next.” Between the two of them I felt hopelessly
caught, rotally helpless. [ was afflicted, I wrote, by a

loneliness greater than I had ever conceived. . . . Nowhere would I be
likely to find full understanding for what I had done, or full support;
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there would never be any tribunal before which I could justify myself;
there would be few friends whom I could expect ever wholly to under-
stand my explanations. By being tossed into this impossible position be-
tween the two worlds, I had entered an area into which none could be
expected to follow in his thoughts or his imagination. From now on I
had nothing to look to but my own conscience. The realization, while
hard, was not intolerable; but I think that with that moment [ lost the
last shred of any desire to be associated with public life for any moment
longer than was absolutely essential.

In the light of this attack, I could scarcely conceive of myself
returning to Moscow, nor did I wish to. Actually, as I wrote to my
friend Bohlen the following day, I did not favor our keeping an
ambassador there at all; and if there had to be one, I did not favor
its being me. This problem, however, was soon resolved by the So-
viet government itself. On Saturday, October 3, the second in com-
mand at our embassy in Moscow, Mr. John M. McSweeney,
serving in my absence as chargé d’affaires, was summoned to the
Soviet Foreign Office and presented with a third-person note of the
following tenor:

As is known, the Ambassador of the United States of America in the
USSR, Mr. Kennan, on September 19 at Tempelhof airport in Berlin
made a statement before representatives of the West Berlin press and
American correspondents in which he made slanderous attacks hostile
to the Soviet Union in a rude violation of generally recognized norms
of international law. In this statement, published in a number of West
German papers, Mr. Kennan allowed himself to compare the situation
of Americans in Moscow with that which he allegedly experienced
when in 1941-1942 he was interned by Nazis in Germany, and stated
that “if the Nazis had permitted us to walk along the streets without the
right to converse with any kind of German, that would have been ex-
actly the same situation in which we must live today in Moscow.”

This statement of Mr. Kennan is completely false and hostile to the
Soviet Union.

In view of the foregoing, the Soviet government considers it neces-



164 Memoirs: 1950-1963

sary to state that it considers Mr. Kennan as persona non grata and in-
sists on Mr. Kennan’s immediate recall from the post of Ambassador of
the United States of America in the Soviet Union.

McSweeney asked whether I might be permitted to return to
Moscow to fetch my family. The answer was “no.” He then, with
much presence of mind, asked whether the official American plane
might be permitted to return to take out Mrs. Kennan and the fam-
ily, and this request was granted.

[ was, ar the time, in Geneva, visiting my daughter Joan Elisa-
beth, who was in school there. The news of my expulsion was
relayed to me by our government that same Saturday, even before
it had been made public, through the agency of the American con-
sulate at Geneva. | was not authorized to reveal it to outsiders, but I
was warned that an official announcement would be made in Mos-
cow almost immediately. Realizing that the moment the announce-
ment was made I would at once have the whole world press about
my ecars, and anxious to have a few moments to compose myself
before this happened, 1 walked out of my hotel and, not knowing
what else to do, went to a movie. There, sitting in the darkness and
trying to come to grips with the measure of the catastrophe, I
found myself, to my disgust, becoming absorbed in the damned
film, and can recall the struggle I was obliged to conduct with my-
self to get my eyes off the silly picture and to make myself compre-
hend the whole incredible reality of what had occurred.

The first victim, and the only hero, of this episode was my wife.
Stll in Moscow, she was of course informed at once, that same Sat-
urday morning, of what had happened, but she, too, was not at
liberty to reveal it before the official announcement was made.
Aware that she had only a martter of hours, or one or two days at
best, in which to liquidate an entre houschold of some twenty-two
servants, get cvcryrhing packcd up, say her g()()dl)ycs, and vacate
both the building and the country, she proceeded, without a sign of
discomposure, to entertain at an ofhicial luncheon that noon, and
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then to attend, as guest, a diplomatic dinner that evening, all with-
out betraying by word or glance the sickening knowledge of which
she was the possessor. Then, when the news was released, she went
through the ordeal of hasty déménagement with a dignity and
composure that was the admiration of everyone in the embassy and
the diplomatic colony. When she left from the Moscow airport, on
October 7, the attachés of our armed services, God bless them,
were all in attendance in full uniform; and if the feelings toward
myself and the reasons for my banishment were mixed ones,
affected by the knowledge that [ had done a very foolish thing, the
tears that were shed for my wife, as she boarded the plane with the
children and the Danish staff, were unfeigned and unreserved in
their admiration. Whether or not I had been up to my job, she had
been up to hers.

There remained for me the task of coming to terms with this
disaster. Reactions were initially, of course, somewhat defensive.
What I had said, after all, was not wholly inaccurate. I could see no
reason why I was under obligation to conceal from the American
public the conditions under which American diplomats in Moscow
were obliged to work and to live. And surely, I tried to convince
myself, the airport incident was only a pretext. The real reasons for
my expulsion were deeper, and much more creditable to me. The
demand for my recall had been made on the day before the opening
of the party congress. They had been afraid, I suggested to myself,
to have me in town. They had thought that I knew too much.
They had feared my influence on the other diplomats in the inter-
pretation of the events of the congress. They had feared that my
presence would give encouragement to moderate elements within
the regime.

It was with such thoughts, and others like them, that I tried, initi-
ally, to salve the wounded ego. But this was all, of course, bravado.
At heart, [ was deeply shamed and shaken by what had occurred.
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And I have had to ask myself many times, over the course of the
years: was I really fir for the task to which I had been assigned?

The answer, I suppose, is both yes and no. I was a good reporting
officer. I think (what chief ever really knows?) that I gave good
leadership to the staff of the embassy — that they respected me,
enjoyed working under me, and learned something from it. Despite
Mr. Acheson’s reference, many years later, to my being instructed,
after the event, to observe “such taciturnity as he could muster,”
gaffes of this sort were not a common occurrence in my life. I had
served in a number of other positions, and was later to serve as am-
bassador to Yugoslavia, without any comparable breaking of the
crockery.

A part of my trouble, too, came from a failure on my part to
understand exactly what was wanted of me by my own govern-
ment. | should, no doubt, have understood, when I was sent to
Moscow, that what was wanted of me by the President and the
Secretary of State was only that I should keep the seat warm in the
bricf remaining interval before the next election, for which purpose
I should put up stoically with all the insults and embarrassments of
my position and not worry my head over problems of policy. A
little more clarity on this point might have saved me from asking
too many questions and helped me to accept more philosophically
the irritations of the situation into which I had been placed.

But even had such instructions been given me, I was probably
too highly strung emotionally, too imaginative, too sensitive, and
too impressed with the importance of my own opinions, to sit qui-
ctly on that particular seat. For this, one needed a certain phlegm, a
certain contentment with the trivia of diplomatic life, a readiness to
go along uncomplainingly with the conventional thinking of Wash-
ington, and a willingness to refrain from asking unnecessary ques-
tions — none of which I possessed in adequate degree.

All this being so, I think it probably fair to say that I was not

wholly fitted for the task I had been given. The manner in which
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secretly pleased to be absolved of further service in Moscow. I en-
joyed being back in Germany, where [ had spent so many carlier
years of my life. I took long walks along the towpath of the Rhine,
and derived an enduring comfort from the spectacle of the immense
flow of waterborne traffic which that great stream carried. There
was something reassuring in the powerful, never-failing rhythm
both of the stream and of the uses men were making of it.

Having plenty of leisure, I devoted my spare time to the prepara-
tion of a careful analysis of what was generally called “Stalin’s
paper on economics.” This was a series of papers which had ap-
peared, over Stalin’s signature, in the Moscow magazine Bolshevik,
on the eve of the party congress, just as I was leaving Russia. I did
not believe that Stalin actually wrote this monograph (there is
mounting evidence, today, that he did not); but I tried to put my-
self into the mind and mood of a political leader who was prepared,
as he had shown himself to be, to take responsibility for it. My
study (it was a long one) makes interesting reading today, in the
light of our present knowledge that Stalin had, at that time, only
some four months to live. I came to the conclusion that the theses
put forward in this document reflected a certain senility of outlook
— the mentality of a rapidly aging man who had lost the ability
cither to learn or forget. The regime in Moscow was, as I wrote on
the basis of this analysis,

an old man’s government, ruthless and terrible to be sure, but insensitive
to the deeper experiences of its own subject peoples, living in its own
past, and determined to give validity and fruition to its past concepts,
even if this means flying in the face of the logic of change and defying
the evolution of human society by destroying the very society in which
the evolution could take place.

[ was pleased, some months later, when a team of German physi-
cians, studying the medical reports on Stalin’s last illness, came up
with an analysis of the probable state of his mind in the final months

of his life that read almost word for word like this one.
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A few days after the election, my presence in the United States
being finally acceprable to a Democratic party which was now be-
yvond embarrassment, the family journeyed, on the High Commis-

sioner’s private train, to Bremerhaven, and embarked on the old S.S.
Republic for New York.

I had at that ime, of course, the status of a Foreign Service Offi-
cer on active duty, reporting to Washington for reassignment. We
had, however, no home in Washington; and it was clear that there
was not likely to be any reassignment at the hands of the outgoing
Truman administration, now wearily living out its last dragging
weeks. We took up residence, therefore — my wife, the two small
children, the Danish nurse, and myself — at our farm in southern
Pennsylvania, some cighty-five miles north of Washington, and set-
tled down there to await the government’s decision as to what it
wanted to do with me. [ went, of course, to Washington, soon after
our arrival, and paid courtesy calls on the outgoing President and
Secretary of State. Both were courteous and cordial; but it was
plain that neither had any particular interest in what was now to
become of me, or even in what I might have to tell about Russia.
Both had in their eyes the faraway look of men who know that
they are about to be relieved of heavy responsibilities and who de-
rive a malicious pleasure in reserving their most bitter problems for
those who are about to displace them. The question of my future
was not even mentioned; it was tacitly understood that this would
be one for the new administration.

[ was reasonably well acquainted with both the President-clect,
General Fisenhower, and with his Secretary of State-designate:
Mr. John Foster Dulles. I rather expected that one or the other of
them would get into touch with me prior to their assumption of
office and that we would have opportunity to discuss the problems

of the Moscow ambassadorship and my own future. But the wecks
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passed; nothing was heard from them; and I, over-proud and over-
shy as usual, was reluctant to make the first move.

So I continued to live on the farm. Christmas came and went. My
paychecks, happily, continued to arrive. But not a word from
Washington either about my present status or my future. No one
there showed any interest in discussing with me the background
and implications of what had befallen me in Russia. Whenever I
appeared in the Department of State the subject of my expulsion
was in fact studiously and significantly evaded by friends and col-
leagues. I found myself treated with the claborate politeness and
forbearance one reserves for somecone who has committed a social
gaffe too appalling for discussion. Nor did anyone undertake at any
tume to discuss with me the subject of conditions in Russia

a
country I had just left and about which I was supposed to know
something. It was as though my objective judgment had been
somehow discredited together with my discretion.

[ had received, meanwhile, an invitation to address on January
16 —i.c., four days before the new administration was to take
office — the annual meeting, at Scranton, of the Pennsylvania Bar
Association. I saw no reason why I should not accept this, and did. I
drafted a speech for the occasion. Bearing in mind my recent serv-
ice in Moscow and the fact that this was to be the only public
statement I would make on the subject of our relations with the
Soviet Union while stll officially ambassador to that country, I nat-
urally attached a certain importance to it, and meant it to be a con-
structive treatment of the problems of this relationship. Simce 1 was
still a Foreign Service Officer on active duty, I submitted the speech
to the Department of State in the usual manner for clearance. The
department cleared it without a murmur; and on January 16 I duly
appeared at Scranton and delivered it.

I began, that evening at Scranton, by attempting to identify the
deeper sources of our conflict with Soviet power. 1 found them
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primarily in the ideological preconceptions of the Soviet leaders
and particularly in the image of an incradicable hostility between
the “bourgeois” and “socialist” worlds which they had built up in
their own minds. I then turned to the various views as to what we
could and should do about it. I explained why the policy of ignor-
ing the Soviet Union, which had been followed for twelve years
under the last Republican administrations (1921-1933), was no
longer feasible. I pointed out what was wrong with the idea, held
by many people during the past war, that things could be set to
right if only we would exhibit goodwill, show “trust” in the Soviet
leaders, and hope that they would reciprocate one-sided conces-
sions and favors on our part. I explained why I also felt we must
reject every thought of war as a solution to this problem.

I then turned to the suggestions that we should try to solve the
problem by promoting the overthrow of the various Communist
regimes, and [ said the following:

Finally, there arc those who point to what they believe to be the un-
happiness of the various peoples under Soviet rule, and advocate a policy
which, placing our hopes on the possibility of internal disintegration of
Soviet power, would make it the purpose of governmental action to
promote such disintegration.

Gentlemen, it is right that individual Americans should stand for
their beliefs and do what they can to make them understood and re-
spected elsewhere. 1 do not underrate the competitive power of free-
dom in the struggle of political ideas. I hope it will always be on our
side. I think time and circumstances will tend to prove its strength. 1
think the arts of totalitarian despotism will prove in the end to be self-
destructive.

But I would be extremely careful of doing anything at the govern-
mental level that purports to affect directly the governmental system in
another country, no matter what the provocation may seem. It is not
consistent with our international obligations. It is not consistent with a
common membership with other countries in the United Nations. It is
not consistent with the maintenance of formal diplomatic relations with
another country. It is replete with possibilities for misunderstanding
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and bitterness. To the extent it might be successful, it would involve us
in heavy responsibilities. Finally, the prospects for success would be
very small indeed; since the problem of civil obedience is not a great
problem to the modern police dictatorship.

Let us by all means take pride in our institutions and our political
ideas. Let us do all we can to commend them by their successful appli-
cation in our own country. Let us certainly not make of ourselves the
allies and guarantors of despotism anywhere. But beyond that, let us not
commit ourselves.

I ended this argument with the now well-known passage from
one of John Quincy Adams’s speeches (I had myself unearthed it,
from his published but forgotten papers, some years back) about
America being the well-wisher to the freedom and independence of
all, but the champion and vindicator only of her own.

The remainder of the speech was devoted largely to the need for
unity here at home, particularly in the face of the then rampant anti-
Communist hysteria. To that I shall have to return shortly.

The New York Timnes, already committed to a policy (destined
to be pursued long into the future) of publishing anything trivial
that I might have to say and ignoring everything of importance, did
not mention the Scranton speech at all — at least not in the edition I
saw. The Washington Post, however, took a different view of it.
That paper came out the following day, to my great surprise and
consternation, with a front-page story from the pen of my good
friend Ferdinand Kuhn headlined: “Dulles Policy ‘Dangerous,’
Kennan Says.” (The word “dangerous,” incidentally, had not oc-
curred anywhere in the pertinent passage of the speech, nor had
Mr. Dulles been mentioned.) “George Kennan, probably the fore-

most government expert on Russia,” wrote Mr. Kuhn,

sounded a warning last night against the John Foster Dulles policy of
encouraging the liberation of captive peoples in Europe and Asia.

In a speech to the Pennsylvania State Bar Association . . . the former
ambassador to Moscow showed that he was out of sympathy with the
attitude of Dulles, the incoming Secretary of State.
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Dulles had told the Senate Foreign Relations Committee on Thursday
that the government must use “moral pressure and the weight of prop-
aganda” to weaken the Soviet hold on satellite peoples.

Kennan, on the other hand, argued that such a course would be dan-
gerous.

The story went on to quote from the passages of my speech cited

above and then continued:

But his blast against one of Dulles’ favorite policies raised new ques-
tions about Kennan'’s future under Dulles at the State Department.

A similar story, from the pen of John M. Hightower, appeared
the following day in the Washington Star. Here, the alleged
difference was declared to be “an open break over policy toward
Russia and its satellite countries between the Secretary of State—des-
ignate . . . and the State Department’s top expert on foreign rela-
tions.”

To say that I was shocked and surprised by this press reaction
would be to put it mildly. I had not conceived, actually, that there
was any great difference between Mr. Dulles’s views and my own
on this particular subject, and had not had him in mind when I
made these statements. I felt very badly about it. We were now
within three days of his taking office. The last thing I had meant to
do was to embarrass him by public criticism on the eve of his as-
sumption of his new duties.

As usual, I overreacted. Full of horror, I tore down to Washing-
ton to sce what could be done to mend the situation. Mr. Dulles was
not there. No one could tell me where he was. I therefore addressed
a note to my friend H. Freeman Matthews, then serving as Deputy
Under Sccretary of State, and asked him to show it to Mr. Dulles
when the latter arrived. I pointed out, in this letter, that

(1) the speech had been intended as “the first, last, and only
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major statement by myself on Soviet-American relations
during the period of my incumbency as Ambassador to the
USSR”;

(2) the speech had been written and distributed to the press be-
fore I knew anything of Mr. Dulles’s statement before the
Foreign Relations Committee;

(3) that I had seen no important difference between our respec-
tive views and did not have him in mind in what I said —
“rather certain editors, legislators, professional propagandists
for minority groups,” etc. — and

(4) T'had deliberately chosen a time prior to the inauguration to
make a public statement on this subject “in order that there
could be no question of any responsibility of the new ad-
ministration for the views expressed.”

Appalled, furthermore, at the thought that I had inadvertently
put the new Secretary on the spot, I included in the letter what was
meant as an offer to resign, if this was what was needed to make
things right. Unfortunately, whether out of false pride or what I do
not know, I obscured the motives of the offer. I said that it was my
desire to retire to private life when I reached the youngest possible
retirement age, which would be about a year hence. Mcanwhile, I
would be glad to take any job suitable to my rank in the service. [
also offered to make a public statement to the effect that T had not
thought there was any important difference between Mr. Dulles’s
views and mine on the subject in question.

There was no response to this communication. I remained, in
fact, for many weeks under the impression that Mr. Dulles had not
seen it at all. He did, however, call me in, together with his press
secretary, Mr. Carl McCardle, on the third day after his assumption
of office. I made my explanations. He listened noncommirttally. The
result was that the official spokesman of the State Department, Mr.
Michael J. McDermott, made a statement to the press that afternoon
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to the effect that the Scranton speech had been “prepared by Mr.
Kennan, cleared in the normal fashion in the Department of State,
and distributed to the press before Mr. Dulles’s appearance before
the Senate Foreign Relations Committee and had no relation to Mr.
Dulles’s remarks.” He added that I had conferred with the Secre-
tary and that the latter wished it to be known “that he considered
the episode closed.”

This disposed, formally at least, of the matter of the speech. But
nothing had been said about my future. Once again, weeks went by
with no word from Washington. February passed. The wild doves
returned to the farm — as always, the first optimistic harbingers of
spring. The baleful month of March (regularly, I have discovered,
a low point in my fortunes) made its appearance. It was now five
months since I had been regularly occupied; and still no word from
anyone in the government about my future. I must, as I realize to-
day, have been quite a problem for people. The press had repeat-
edly published speculation on the subject. The New York Times
had me appointed, at various times, as chief of mission to Cairo, to
Switzerland, and to Yugoslavia. I read these stories with interest,
but knew of no confirmation of them. Finally, on March 13, the
New York Times came out with a story “from high administration
sources” that I was to be retired in the near future; but of this, too,
I had no direct word from Washington.

This last event, apparently, forced Mr. Dulles’s hand. He sum-
moned me to Washington the same day, called me into his office
and took up, finally, the question of my future. Without ceremony
or preliminary he said, quite simply, that he knew of “no niche” for
me, in department or Foreign Service. He feared difficulties with
regard to my confirmation if I should be appointed to a position
requiring senatorial approval. He thought it was not worth risking
such difficulties for an appointment to a minor post. It was clear, by
implication, that he had no intention of appointing me to a major
one.
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Too stunned to prolong the discussion, I agreed to retire, only
warning him (in the words of a memo written by me on the heels
of the event) that “I would not be able to conceal from my friends
or the public the fact that no position had been offered to me.”

The Secretary having made this decision, I supposed that it was
up to him to find some way of announcing it. I had, after all, not
declined to serve. I sat back, therefore, and waited for the an-
nouncement to appear. But he had other ideas. Further weeks
passed — still no announcement. I continued my life at the farm.
But the uncertainty was wearing. I found it increasingly embarrass-
mng to respond to the inquiries of friends and members of the
press. I learned, again from the newspapers, during the month of
March, of the appointment, confirmation, and finally the swear-
ing-in, of my successor at the Moscow post, Charles Bohlen. This
meant that I was no longer ambassador to Moscow. But what was I?

Finally, at the beginning of April, I went to Washington to seek
clarification. I was received by Mr. Dulles on the morning of the
seventh. Once again, I explained to him that if there was any way
that I could be of service to the government in any significant ca-
pacity, I would not decline it, even though it might involve a cer-
tain personal sacrifice; but I did not want to be given an assignment
“just to be taken care of.” He said he hoped I would continue to
serve the government, but in some other way than as an official of
the Department of State. He hoped particularly that I would accept
the position his brother Allen had long and very kindly been hold-
ing out to me, as an ofhicial of the Central Intelligence Agency. But
this, I had already decided, I did not want to do. 1 fele that if T was
not wanted where I had grown up and belonged, 1.e., in the State
Department, I would rather not be anywhere; and I told him so.

With this, the matter was settled. On the following afternoon
Mr. Carl W. McCardle, the new official spokesman, read out, at the
department’s regular press conference, a communication of the fol-

lowing tenor:



178 Memoirs: 1950-1963

Mr. Kennan expects to retire from the Foreign Service in the near
future and to return to private activity in the academic field. He hopes
to be able to make arrangements which will permit him to function, fol-
lowing his retirement, as a regular consultant to the government.

These plans are the result of discussions between him and the Secre-
tary and are agrecable to both.

[t should be added that under the legislation then governing the
adnmunistration of the Foreign Service, anyone with the rank of am-
bassador who, upon leaving one ambassadorial post, was not reap-
pointed within a period of three months, would be retired auto-
matically. This clause, inserted with the evident intent of making it
possible for successive Presidents and Secretaries of State to disem-
barrass themselves painlessly of incompetent or otherwise undesir-
able ambassadors, had — so far as I am aware — never before been
mvoked. It was clear, however, that 1t would, 1n the circumstances,
be operable in my case.

As I look back today on this confused contest of wills between
Mr. Dulles and myself, he determined to get me to resign voluntar-
ily or to pawn me off on his brother, I equally determined that he
should take public responsibility for not offering me a post, it seems
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