The Legacy
of
Che Guevara

HE WORD THAT FIRST came to mind on meeting Che
Guevara was simplicity. I had been waiting for some
time to see him, late at night in the Cuban National
Bank building in Havana. It was in 1960, during my
first visit to Castro's Cuba. Che was then economics minister, a
heady post for a wandering Latin American revolutionary.
Waiting with me in the anteroom of his office on the top floor
of the building were several members of the old oligarchysuave, plump and cynical.
Guevara greeted me with a warmth I found puzzling until
I learned that, a few years earlier, the U.S. Embassy in Mexico
had accidentally touted me to him and his fellow revolutionaries. Che told me the Embassy had bought up every copy
it could find of my Hidden History of the Korean War when
it appeared in Spanish translation. The remaining copies were
all the more widely read and appreciated, perhaps too highly.
Che greeted me as a fellow rebel against "Yanqui Imperialism."
He was the first man I had ever met whom I thought not just
handsome but beautiful. With his curly, reddish beard, he
looked like a cross between a faun and a Sunday School print
of Jesus. Mischief, zest, compassion and a sense of mission
all flashed across his features during our interview. What struck
me most of all was that he seemed in no way corrupted or
intoxicated by the power which had suddenly fallen into
his hands.
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I met his lovely, dark-eyed Cuban wife for a moment before
we sat down with an interpreter to a midnight supper. Che
spoke with that utter sobriety which sometimes masks immense
apocalyptic visions. His were beginning to be nothing less than
a hemispheric showdown with the "Colossus of the North,"
and its final overthrow. He was already pictured in the U.S.
press as the foremost communist in Castro's entourage. Talking with him, I soon began to see this as another reflection of
our simplistic North American political universe. There were no
communist cliches in Che's conversation. What might have
been taken for them by an American reporter was his deep
distrust of the U.S., which had multiple roots. He was an
Argentine, a citizen of that Latin country which regards itself
as our chief rival in the hemisphere. He had seen at first hand
how crudely and brutally we had dealt with Latin aspirations
in Guatemala, after the long night of a dictatorship whose
horrors we had regarded with equanimity so long as no hand
was laid on the United Fruit Company; in Guatemala, as in
Cuba, land reform had set the alarm bells ringing in Washington.
Men become revolutionaries for diverse, often surprising
and sometimes unworthy motives—rancor, dislike of themselves, greed for power or hatred of stupidity—which easily
becomes contempt for humanity itself, since stupidity is its
most salient characteristic. In Che, one felt a desire to heal
and pity for suffering. As a doctor in self-imposed exile from
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Peronist Argentina, he had practiced medicine among the
Indians in Bolivia and knew the misery of the continent at
first hand. It was out of love, like the perfect knight of medieval
romance, that he had set out to do combat with the powers
of the world.
The focus of his political concern was not Moscow but his
America—from the Mexican sierra to the Argentine pampas—
the America we forget when we ethnocentrically use the word
ill the U.S. Of our talk on that first visit, I remember the
vivid felic of a fragile hope soon dissipated. "We are going to
be the Tito of the Caribbean," Che said of the Castro regime.
"You get along with Tito and you will gradually reconcile
yourself to getting along with us." But accommodation with
a rebel from the Russian empire was quite different from accommodation with a rebel from the American empire. American policy soon demonstrated that Castro would have to be
Khrushchev's protege if he were to survive our animosity.
On my second visit some weeks before the Bay of Pigs there
was no more talk of Titoism. Che spoke with enthusiasm
of what he had seen in his grand tour of the Soviet bloc. What
impressed him most was the reconstruction of North Korea
and the quality of its industrial output—here was a tiny country resurrected from the ashes of American bombardment and
invasion. Perhaps he saw this as a preview of Cuba's fate.
I was not surprised when the news broke that Che had
suddenly disappeared and it was said that he had set out on a
wider mission. He was not made for a desk. He was a permanent revolutionary. Even Cuba may have become too
sedate for his taste. In the early years of the Castro regime,
when heretical communist and anti-communist works could
still be seen in Havana's bookstores and there was still some
faint hope of a peaceful settlement with the U.S., Latin exiles
who had come to Cuba for support already began to complain
that there was a palpable cooling off of revolutionary ardor.
Like the Polish Jacobins fruitlessly having come for aid to
revolutionary Paris, they began to feel that the interests of the
new state in the international order had begun to blur revolutionary fraternity.
For the Revolution, as for the Church, the world is full of
snares and pitfalls; the unavoidable minimum of intercourse
with things-as-they-are, the need for trade to earn one's bread,
the necessity for some diplomatic relations, the lure of friendly
hands in ideologically repugnant places (like Franco's to
Castro), and the logic of statecraft which demands weapons,
technology, compromise and duplicity. With the assumption
of temporal power, the Revolution, like the Church, enters
into a state of sin. One can easily imagine how this slow erosion
of pristine virtue must have troubled Che. He was not a
Cuban and could not be satisfied with building freedom from
Yanqui Imperialism in one Latin country only. He thought
in continental terms. In a sense he was, like some early saint,
taking refuge in the desert. Only there could the purity of the
faith be safeguarded from the unregenerate revisionism of
human nature.
HE WILL LIVE WITH BoHvar and Juarez among the
heroes of the Latin American hemisphere. His little
book on guerrilla war has become not only a bible
of revolutionaries, but the anti-bible of the Green
Berets of Fort Bragg where John F. Kennedy initiated the
training of Special Forces as the Janissaries of the counter-
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revolution. But few in my own country pay much attention to
those sober reflections with which Che begins his practical
and unrhetorical little handbook. He says that where there is
some hope of peaceful change, even if only the simulacrum of
democracy, the conditions are not yet ripe for successful
guerrilla action. This is in accord with the ideology of 1776, but
everywhere, out of politically mindless military logic or anticommunist panic, we ourselves—as most recently in G r e e c e lay down the welcome mat for our adversaries.
I have always felt there was something anachronistic in
Castro's Cuba and in Che's mission to build a new and bigger
Sierra Maestra in the Andes. The musical accompaniment of
the Castro Revolution was Chopin and the spirit of Garibaldi
hung over it. It had all the naive hopefulness and humanitarian
faith of the 19th century. It had not heard of Hiroshima or of
IBM's new Sinai, the computer. The hard realities of the
hemisphere are very different from the revolutionary cliches
of Castroism. How do you create new managerial and scientific
cadres to replace the old oligarchies and American aid? How
do you inspire and organize for hard work over many hungry
years an illiterate mass quite different in its conditioning and
past from, let us say, the immemorially productive people of
China? For after the music of the Revolution dies down, everybody still has to go to work.
There are riches at hand easy to seize, but how do you cash
in the swag? If you expropriate U.S. oil in Venezuela, how do
you sell it in a world where the cartel controls the tankers and
the outlets, and the Soviet bloc has surpluses of its own to
sell? If you expropriate U.S. copper in Chile, how do you refine
and sell it under U.S. blockade or attack? How many Cllbas
can Moscow support in a style to which they would otherwise
never hope to become accustomed? How do you persuade to
the revolutionary course men of good will appalled by the
harvest of hatred in our time—the crematoriums, the liquidation of the kulaks, Hiroshima and Nagasaki? These mass
murders were committed under the influence of a vision that
this was the way to the earthly paradise. How convince us that
a New World can only be built after another outburst of
bloodshed?
I recognize the Shelleyan purity of Che's intentions. I mourn
the prospect that he may be dead. I welcome the fact that new
Ches will spring up to carry on his work—for without the fear
of revolutionary challenges neither the Latin oligarchy nor
Washington will make peaceful change possible. But I believe
their success would be out of all proportion to the terrible
cost, and I believe this romantic handful underestimates the
power, fiexibility and intelligence of the American colossus.
Yet when I see the follies my beloved country commits in
Vietnam and elsewhere, the billions we spend on "defense"
while hate, misery and despair build up to volcanic proportions
in our black slums, I wonder whether Che's long-range estimates may not prove more realistic than mine. Lyndon Johnson may precipitate what Che Guevara alone could never
accomplish.
/. F. Stone has recently been vacationing in Europe while recuperating from an operation. The only article he wrote during
his long tour was this assessment of Che Guevara, which originally
appeared in the New Statesman of London.
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THE COLD WAR
AS HISTORY
" A n important, useful and
timely book, written from the
point of view of an American
— a former m e m b e r of the
State Department — most directly concerned with the national interests of his country
but giving the common human
interest in survival its proper
place among these. It bears
t h e m a r k of a m i n d b o t h
shrewd and humane."

Continued from page 19
to rubble. Then the tanks moved to Dan's
home which suffered the same fate.
Dan, trailed everywhere by Nhu's
police, came in desperation to my office
at 23 Gia Long, just off Freedom Street
(Tu Do). He knew as well as I in what
regard he was held in Embassy circles
and that he was persona non grata in the
Vietnam of American make-believe.
"I don't worry about being arrested
again," he said. "I know that is coming.
But I want to hear from your ambassador, in his own words, that he does not
stand for a two-party system in Vietnam
and the building of a democracy."
Inanely, I felt like laughing, but
couldn't, at the intensity of his request.
"You know as well as I what he'll say."
His eyes blazed. "I want to hear it
from him. Please, there may not be
hlhchtime."
I called Durbrow, flagging the message to his secretary as urgent. In a few
seconds I had him. "Mr. Ambassador,
I have Dan in my office. He's terribly
upset about his presses and his home
being smashed. He'd like to talk to you."

"Who?"
"Dan."
"Dan Who?"
"Phan Quang Dan."
There was a short pause. "Fuck him."
Dan was put away in 1960, trussed
and thrown into a dark cell of a secret
jail under the Saigon Botanical Gardens.
While the slime dripped and his body
was a carpet for rats, he saw no light
except when a disembodied arm threw
him food and, monthly, when a torch
blazed him to near-blindness and Ngo
Dinh Nhu appeared in a ghastly Torquemada reenactment pleading with him to
recant, give Up, join the holy crusade.
Each time he refused, Dan was kicked
in the teeth by the guard. Today he refuses to have them fixed, as a reminder
to himself and those he meets in the
National Assembly of what sacrifices
have gone into the making of Vietnam.
It was while Dan was being tortured
that the November 11, 1960 military
coup against Diem, led by Colonel Thi,
failed.
The reaction of the State Department
was expected; expressing satisfaction
that the regime of the Ngos had survived,
the statement asked for "rapid implementation of radical reforms and energetic action against corruption-suspected
elements." Even the New York Times,
its view toward Vietnam unexplainably
shrouded, expressed editorial happiness
"that President Ngo Dinh Diem has
survived this major test of his power."
But the Ngos were not about to implement radical reforms or energetic action
against themselves, or to heed Article 11
of the much-praised and discarded Constitution which banned torture—"inhuman or degrading punishment or
treatment"—or Article 10 which provided protection from arbitrary arrest.
The repressions intensified and arrests
for suspected activity against the state
became tantamount to death sentences.
Uncle Sam flashed his teeth, doffed his
top hat, and went into a buck-and-wing
to divert attention from the fact that his
tails were hiding the smut of Vietnam.
He got away with it.
A little over a month later, on December 20, 1960, the National Liberation
Front of Vietnam was founded.

— CONOR CRUISE O ' B R I E N ,

The Guardian. "The most important commentary on the
Cold War in recent years."
- ADOLF F . BERLE.
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=[See Card Opposite}^

Ramparts' Christmas Gift Package:
OR THOSE of you With friends of
more than passing interest, may we
suggest that you begin your gift
shopping here. You may be sure
that Ramparts will take special pains to make
the following months (or years if you choose)
a wild time for whomever you honor with a
gift subscription this Christmas.
To begin with, the poster of your choice
(shown below) will be sent as our way of
letting your friends know that you care, and
that they should look forward to twelve (or

more) explosive issues of America's most
talked about magazine.
May we also suggest that you spring for a
sub or renewal for yourself, thereby entitling
you to take advantage of our reduced holiday
rates (a saving of $2.00 for a year's worth, or
$3.00 for two years on all subscriptions after
the first one), and of course, whichever poster
you wish.
All this just by shopping via the card opposite. We will, of course, be delighted to send
more cards if needed. Merry Christmas!

[By acting now, the gift posters (and a handsome card announcing your gift)
will reach your friend(s) before Christmas.]
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22" X 26"

Bertrand
Russell
in Life!

John
Lennon
in Death!

A portrait of the twentieth century's leading iconoclast, painted by the twentieth century's leading iconmaker-NormanRockwell-especially for Ramparts.

A blowup of the death of a Beatle, from John
Lennon's newest and most shocking film, "How
I Won the War."
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The Military:
ORDERING
INFERNAL MACHINES
by Donald

Duncan

yTjf* THIS YEAR NORMAN MAILER wrote

M II Why Are We in Vietnam? intro^ ' ^ ducing a new form for the novel.
Preceding Mailer's latest endeavor, however, another radical literary style had
already been developed, but to the best
of our knowledge this is the first time it
has been reviewed. Due no doubt to an
inefficient distribution and promotion
department, the reading public has not
yet had an opportunity to examine examples of this novel art form. In keeping
with the new style, the title of the work
gives little clue as to its content. For
example, Bomb, Fragmentation, BLU261B or BLU-36IB, Metal Parts For is
the title of the U.S. military's booklet on
anti-personnel bomblets, or as the recipients (the Vietnamese people) call
them, "guava bombs."
The booklet is an appeal from the U.S.
Air Force to private businesses to provide the Armed Forces with anti-personnel bombs for delivery starting April
1968 (not to be confused with past and
existing contracts for millions of the
same type bombs). To aid the businesses,
the Air Force provides 13 pages of
specifications and three blueprints (one
blueprint shows how to make a steel ball
.220 inches in diameter). Aside from
having available facilities for mass production, requirements are quite simple:
the contractor must be an equal opportunity employer (for contracts in excess
of $1,000,000) and must agree to comply
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with a "Buy America" clause. Those
worried about "big business takeover"
will be relieved to know that one-half of
the bombs will be made by small businesses employing no more than 500
people: "This action is based on a determination by the contracting officer that
it is in the interest of maintaining or
mobilizing the Nation's full productive
capacity, in the interest of war or national defense programs.. . . "
^Tf*
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Figure 2

will

€11 amaze the reader with the almost
^ ^ endless detail necessary to produce what, after all, is a relatively simple
product. The guava, or BLU, is a flanged
ball barely 2-1/2 inches in diameter.
The small steel pellet, for example, has
its own blueprints and detailed specifications, i.e., the ball will be .2204 inches
in diameter, give or take .0027 of an
inch; 300 balls cannot weigh more than
213.2 grams, but can weigh 6.0 grams
less than that. Instructions are furnished
on painting procedures, how to pack
and ship, how to label, clean, test, etc.
The blueprints or plans are miniaturized and put on coded IBM cards (an
indication of the scope of our weapons
arsenal). Given the documents and the
patience to wade through them, the actual construction of the bomblets is
simplicity itself—eight steps from start
to finish:
1) Develop and enlarge blueprints on
IBM cards (Figs. No. 1, 2, 3).
2) For each bomblet, manufacture or
procure 308 steel balls as per Fig. No. 2.
Valuable tip for speculators—get in on
steel ball stock. This contract alone calls
for 14.784 billion of them.

Figure 3
3) From aluminum alloy (for additional information contact the Kaiser Defense Marketing Office nearest you) cast
a ffanged base hemisphere so as to incorporate 154 steel balls within the walls
(Fig. No. 3).
4) Cast similar top hemisphere incorporating same number of steel balls.
5) Pack cavities with high explosive
Cyclotol-3A (approximately 2 oz.) in
such a manner as to leave a seat for
detonator (Figs. No. 4, 5). The detonator
is a relatively simple device. The flanges
cause the bomb to spin; hammers are
cocked and held in place by centrifugal
force. On contact the bomb stops spinning, releasing the hammers to strike the
detonator primer.
6) Join two halves and place guavas
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