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spirit of man and has, perhaps for that
reason, not only survived but come to be
constantly embattled amid the brutal
pagan forces of a world unspiritualized
and unredeemed.

I have left myself no space to make the
ordinary observations that belong in a re-
view. But it must be evident by now that
in the commoner and more accepted sense,
too, Thomas Mann is a very great artist.
After the prelude the book is purely epic.
Mann understands the noble and almost
lost art of narrative—narrative in the sense
of both Homer and Fielding—in which
sharp characterization and dramatic con-
flict are arrived at without interrupting
that narrative flow and mood which is the
eternal mood of the stories told by men
to each other from myth and legend to
romance and novel. Read from this point
of view “The Story of Dinah” for in-
stance. It is, quite literally, Homeric and
yet fed at every moment by the subtlety
and awareness of a modern mind of the
first order. And that is indeed the mark
that ultimately distinguishes Thomas
Mann from practically every other living
writer: the union in him of the highest
creative and the highest intellectual
power. Therefore he is not always imme-
diately accessible to readers enfeebled by
the works of men with more talent than
brains, Therefore, by the same token, “Jo-
seph and His Brothers,” like Mann’s previ-
ous works will, finding first its few fit
readers, come soon to belong to the neces-
sary cultural landscape of the human
mind. LUDWIG LEWISOHN

Morris Hillquit
LOOSE LEAVES FROM A BUSY LIFE,
by Morris Hillquit. $2.50. 5% x 8%; 357
pp- New York: The Macmillan Company.
“A Baserrr of Babbitts is Hillquit, the

ideal Socialist leader of successful den-
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tists,” Thus Trotsky dismissed the late
mentor of American socialism. The invi-
dious touch was justified, but the char-
acterization was not very happy. To be
sure, the contemptuous reference to Hill-
quit’s smug and vulgar petty bourgeois
following was sound enough. Only an
American Flaubert could adequately con-
vey the spiritual halitosis of these Socialist
“dentists,” be they pants-pressers or liberal
parsons. But to call Hillquit himself a
Babbitt is to miss the key to his long and
tragic leadership. .
If Hillquit had been Babbitt he woul
have been perfectly happy in striving to-
wards a Socialist-good government Tam-
many, such as Victor Berger, a typical
immigrant Scheidemann, built in Milwau-
kee. Or he might have accepted with good
grace the Y. M. C. A. Socialism of Nor-
man Thomas. Though these purely lib-
eral forces finally defeated him, as they
are now defeating themselves for the
simple reason that the New Deal is going
them one better, Hillquit never aban-
doned, at least in theory, his early Marx-
ism. Finally, his Marxism became conserva-
tive, even reactionary. But this reaction
was not achieved by the Rotarian intel-
lectualism of the progressive mind. It was
the refuge of his disappointments. His =
Socialism became tired and sectarian; and
he no doubt knew it. He came to feel
that the American atmosphere, for all
sorts of historic reasons, was fatal to the
social revolution, at least for a long time
to come. Yet his lucid mind could not
abandon the clarity of Socialist doctrine.
This gap between his social logic and
his “realism” took away his spiritual
wind. Tt dwarfed his social stature. He
died a very clever, cynical, scornful and
embittered man; and essentially a small,
though honest, man. But he never became
Babbitt, For that he was intellectually too
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civilized. Indeed, the only thing he saved
from the wreckage of his youthful revolu-
tionary outlook was a supreme contempt
for the liberal “Socialist” Babbittry about
him. Probably the most ironic thing to
himself about his own career was his suc-
cess in a system he honestly despised. As
a lawyer he was not merely the equal of
the Elihu Roots and the John W. Davises,
but by far their superior. And so he al-
* ways had a sufficiently large labor practice
to keep his quite un-Socialist fortune
from rolling into the millions; and also
to keep his merited distinction as the
greatest labor lawyer in American history.
Compared to him Darrow is not a law-
yer but an actor.

As the years went by this split in his
personality widened. He became the in-
carnate contradiction of the “Socialist”
leader, an intellectual snob who could not
break through to the masses. He dealt
only with a close and insignificant oli-
garchy of personal cronies, whom he
didn’t even trouble to control; and he be-
came involved in innumerable ways with
the various “progressive” forces. He de-
spised the personalities of all these liberal,
pseudo-Socialist tendencies. He laughed at
the complex emptiness and the opportu-
nist pragmatism of a John Dewey, who
started out to “revolutionize” our educa-
tion and wound up as the patron saint of
all the Teachers Colleges.

He was amused by the humble-preten-
tious humanitarianism of a Jane Addams,
who professed pacifism while advocating
meatless days during the war. Privately,
he lumped together the Rabbi Wises and
Harry Emerson Fosdicks and Norman
Thomases; to him they were all merely
left publicity seekers. La Follettism he
considered a mere return to the trust bust-
ing 18g0’s. He was fully aware that the
“lovable” Debs was not the first native
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Marxian but the last and most befuddled
Jacksonian. He intensely disliked the
heavy, echt Deutsch, beer garden, Ebert
variety of Socialism of Milwaukee. He
knew the abject mental and moral bank-
ruptcy of even the so-called progressives
in the A. F. of L. He was a thoroughly
disillusioned man.

And yet, he believed that nationally
American Socialism could not keep from
becoming a sort of vague synthesis of all
these forces; and he stayed on as the
philosopher and somewhat contemptuous
guide of the movement. Where else was
he to go? That, he came to feel, is “Amer-
ica.” He always remained deeply conscious
of the immigrant nature of American So-
cialism. His mind was far too orderly to
welcome the Populist laborism of Debs,
the Christian Socialism of Thomas, the
goo-goo flirtations of the Deweyites. But
he respected tremendously their nativity.

In his heart he really admired the Trot-
skys of history, who despised him. But
then, Russia was not part of Western in-
dustrial society, especially not America.
His conception of Western Socialism be-
came a sort of nebular hypothesis: in time
all these soft, pink movements will harden
into a red revolutionary star. And with a
wry pen he defended even the Eberts and
MacDonalds, until that became impossi-
ble; and he spoke of American progres-
sives as “fine” characters. But his private
mellowness he reserved for the radical op-
positions which had abused him all his life.
The Wobblies and the Communists, who
called him every pame under the sun, he
considered more or less insane. Still, they
were crazy on the left, and he cursed them
almost affectionately.

“Loose Leaves From A Busy Life” is
a very shrewd book of memoirs. Above
all, Hillquit wished to leave a picture of
himself as a trueblue Marxian. Above



124

all, he did not wish to be remembered as
a wishy-washy liberal. And so he dwells
lovingly on his early years, almost half
a century ago, when as a Socialist agita-
tor he was the leading figure in organiz-
ing Jewish American labor. He makes a
good deal of his defence of ultra-radical
cases, of Johann Most the anarchist, of
the Communistically inclined editors of
the old Masses, of the victims of the red
baiters during and after the war. He is
proud of the fact that it was he who
forced the Socialist party into a clear anti-
war stand. And one cannot help but ad-
mire his real courage in the memorable
New York mayoralty campaign of 1917,
when in the midst of all the war hysteria
he stuck by all his guns. It was Hillquit
who was mainly instrumental in taking
the American Socialist party out of the
Second International; and he even wist-
fully regrets that the Third International
made it impossible for the party to join
it. He clearly comes out against the revolu-
tionary cowardice of the German Social-
ists and states his belief that Soviet Rus-
sia is on the way to Socialist construction.

And yet he does not succeed in estab-
lishing his revolutionary character. He
can’t. He has to contradict himself. In one
place he indicts and elsewhere he white-
washes the Eberts and MacDonalds. His
pen sketches of the American progressives
and labor leaders are invariably flat. He
tries to praise them. But he obviously does
not care for them. In the most literal sense
these memoirs are an apologiz pro vita
mea. Still, it may well be that the historians
of the future will agree with Hillquit's un-
conscious justification of himself, legible
between all the lines, that the last half

century of American life was probably

the worst possible environment for the
development of a revolutionary radical.
BENJAMIN STOLBERG
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Homes are as Barren as Box-Cars

BOY AND GIRL TRAMPS OF AMER-
ICA, by Thomas Minehan. $2.50. 5% x
8145 246 pp. New York: Farrar & Rinchart.

Turs judicious and absorbing account of
vagrant children is written by a sociolo-
gist of the University of Minnesota, who,
having previously made a study of older
male transients, has now pushed his re-
searches still further by taking to the road -
with a younger army of hoboes, and was
evidently young enough himself to ob-
serve them at close range without detec-
tion. He dressed in old clothes, caught
rides and camped out with them in all
weathers, slept where they did in cars and
on the floors of missions and jails, and
with his camera and note-book made the
same kind of record of his travels as if
he had penetrated the tropical instead of
the hobo jungle. Although the book has
an appendix of numerical tables for those
who prefer their information in this form,
Mr. Minehan has deliberately chosen the
method of the reporter, and set himself to
answer the kind of questions that any
reader would naturally ask about an un-
known tribe of children. His chapter
headings read; Why did they leave home?
How they travel; How they get food;
How they get clothing; How they sleep:
Their education, sex life, philosophy, and
conversation.

He found, for instance, that 387 out
of 466 gave hard times as their reason
for leaving home; 28 the fact that they
liked to travel; and 23 their dislike of
school. Whether or not these were the ac-
tual reasons, apparently the children
thought they were, which is all that the
author pretends to record. Of the 577
tramps he interviewed, 295 were less than
17, and 454 less than 19. Of this number,
about 1 in 20 were girls, and the girls ran



