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people which thinks that it is a nation.”
There is no question that millions of
people in the U.S.8.R. think of them-
selves as a nation, and that milliong of
people in the U.S.A. think of them-
selves as a nation; and there is no
question that the destinies of the two
groups are kept distinct and regarded as
separate, and to a large degree  anti-
thetical. But then there comes the as-
surance, from a visitor to Russia, that
the Russians are “admirable.’ And the
newspaper drops to our lap and we
close our eyes, wondering whether there
is not perhaps a hole somewhers, at
the base of the wall, through' which the
admirable peoples could pags hack and
forth—the genuine, the hard-working,
the very real people.

What “Pravda”
Said

“Pravda’s” attack on Btooks Atkin-
son was reported by “T'ims”’ as follows:

JPRAVDA’s No. 1 hatchet man, David

Zaslaysky, came oput swinging
savagely. He tried to pin on Atkinsan
the practice (Pravda’s own practics, in-
cidentally) of recklesy and seurrilous
fiction-mongering. He pertrayed him as
a “commercia] traveller” for a i

or distortion, the sort of news his bosses
wanted to print.

Other Boviet-style billingsgate: “Foul-
est of words . . . ancient and hackneyed
gossip . . . phantasmageria of phrases
. . . delirium of an impudeat persen . . .
mercenary from head to hesls . . . this
savage . . . bandit . . .depraved soculs
. . . product of the Stosk Exechange and
black market . . . seum . . . How can
you influence him? Such persons are
not even begten, so as not to etain
one’s hands.” - :

Dog of a Dog

And now, to get the picture complete,
a line or two about the reaction of the
reporter himsslf to the “Pravda” gftack.
Again we quote “The New Yorker”:
WE went over to the Times office

' to have a talk with Brooks Atkin-

. 1son after Pravda recommended him for

the Order of the Highest Putrefaction,
Foufth Class, and called him en un-
talented calumniator, a bandit not fit
to be whipped, a liar, scum, a black-
mailer, and so on, We discoversd the
bandit in a cubicle adjoining the
“morgue.” He is a lean, wiry, profes-
sorial, pipe-smoking type, and he was
talking over the tdlephone to his
mothsr. “Now, na need to get excited,.
Mother,” he was saying, “I'm not ex-
cited. Mr. Bulzberger’s not excited. They
meant nothing personal. It's just the
way thoge fellaws carry on.” Mr, Atkin-
son. campleted his call, lighted his pipe,
and turned’ to us. “It did startls me
slightly, théugh,” hLe eaid. *To ess ell
those terms snd my name right in front
of them. After all, 'm a quist fellow—
ong-time Eaglish tescher at Dartmouth,
dramatic - critic, writer of booky on birds
and Thoreau and the White Mountains.
But after ten months in Russia, I know
those attacks ere almost mechanical
reactions’ to articles in the capitalist
press. But ‘untalented calumniator’ is
a2 new ons. Sort of distinguished me, I
think LR ] '"‘

Atkinson and his wife were in Mos-
cow from last July until May of this
year, living in & single rooms ot the
Hotel Metrgpole with a fine view of
the outside of the Kremlin, Every morn-
ing, he polluted himself by listening to
BBC news braoadcssts, after which he
read translations of Russian newspapers,
During the early part of his stay, he
devoted mget of his afternpons te writs
ing letters to the ‘Goverpment, #None
of this casual telephoning for sppoint.
ments,” he said. “Everything mus be
in writing, But you never get spy writ-
ing beek. You ean’t say they've refused
you, byt they sure as pell haven't
agreed to anything . . . .

Atkinson once met Devid Zaslavsky,
the author of the Pravda attack, in the
lobby of a Moscow concert hq['l. They
were very polite to each other. “The
word, I think, Is ceremenious,” Atkin-
son said, Zaslavsky is about sixty-five,
Atkinson told us, and is a hack writer
specialising in  the . vilification of
foreigners (fourth class) .. . .

Atkinson stil] conplders himeslf g

j f-tharrond libergl and no Red-

" bajter. He Jiked the Russian peopls—

what he saw of them:-and he theught
the Government wgs sincarely warking
for what it belisyed to be their welfare,
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