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Two Men 
Two men were being swept along last 

week by an onrush of events which were 
now well beyond their control—or the 
control of any other individual. They were 
two men of more than ordinary intelli­
gence—well educated, quiet men caught 
in what one of them described as a "trage­
dy of history." Their paths first crossed 
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CHAMBERS 
A simple answer . . . 

13 years ago; but their separate stories 
began much earlier: one in a commercial 
artist's household in Philadelphia, the 
other in a dry-goods merchant's respecta­
ble home in Baltimore. 

The Profanist. Whittaker Chambers 
was born in 1901 in Philadelphia, the elder 
of two sons of Jay Chambers, who made a 
precarious living as a commercial artist. 
The family stock was a mixture of Dutch, 
German, French and English. When young 
Whittaker was three, his family moved to 
Lynbrook, -L.I., where Mrs. Chambers 
raised chickens and vegetables to piece out 
the family income. As a child, Chambers 
slaughtered fowl and peddled vegetables. 
He was a boy of insatiable curiosity who 
read Dostoevsky's Crime and Punishment 
at eleven, and wandered on solitary walks 
through the woods, which he loved. 

He went to South Side High School in 

Rockville Centre, and then, rather than 
go to college, which his mother wanted 
him to do, went south to look for a job. 
He got one in Washington working on the 
street railway tracks. From there he went 
to New Orleans, found no job at all. 

Broke and hungry, he returned home, 
listened to his mother's advice and set 
out for Williams College. Already a cyni­
cal, worldly young man, he took one look 
at what he recalled later as "those young 
collegiate faces," stayed one night and de­
cided to try Columbia University in New 
York. He was there two years. He wrote 
poetry, edited the literary Morningside, 
and shocked the campus by bringing out 
a blasphemous, so-called "Profanist" issue 
in which he wrote a story dealing "objec­
tionably" with the Resurrection. A student 
committee invited the editor to resign. He 
left college and went off to Europe. 

"Grease the Guillotine." He found 
Germany bankrupt, its economy collaps­
ing. One night in Berlin he heard a Com­
munist mob marching under his window 
singing: "Grease the guillotine with the 
fat of tyrants . . . Blood must flow." It 
seemed to him that Western civilization 
was dying. 

The U.S. to which he returned was 
celebrating the Jazz Age; and drinking 
bootleg gin. Chambers' brother Richard, 
to whom he was deeply attached, com­
mitted suicide. He visited Richard's grave 
one winter day and found it covered with 
ice. He wrote: "The cold earth holds him 
round, a sheet of ice is over his face. My 
brother has no more the cold rain to face." 

Intellectually and morally frustrated, 
looking for a creed, he read the entire 
Socialist writings of Sidney & Beatrice 
Webb, discarded them as unpractical. One 
of his young Columbia friends put a copy 
of the Communist Manifesto in his hands. 
To Chambers, it was an awakening. 

"The Evil Thing." He was to explain 
later to the House Un-American Activities 
Committee how Marxism could appeal not 
only to the bitter young intellectual but 
to more or less sheltered middle-class per-

. sons as well. They were attracted, he said, 
"by the very vigor of the project." They 
felt "a great intellectual concern—an al­
most. Christian concern—for the under­
privileged, for economic crises, for the 
problem of war. They say: 'What shall I 
do?' At that crossroad the evil thing, 
Communism, lies in wait with a simple 
answer." 

Chambers read Georges Sorel's Reflec­
tions on Violence and wras converted to an 
acceptance of the evil thing as a worthy 

means to a clear and simple end. In 1924, 
he joined the Communist Party in New 
York. For the next 14 years, as he ad­
mitted later, he lived a lie—a disloyal 
citizen plotting against his country.* 

He was a find for the party—a taciturn, 
even secretive man, an awkward, fiery writ­
er, a self-taught linguist who read and 
spoke German, French, Spanish and Ital­
ian. He wrote for the Daily Worker, be­
came its foreign news editor, finally (while 
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. . . at a crossroad. 

Cartoonist Robert Minor was listed at 
the top of the masthead) became its 
editor in fact. On the side he did transla­
tions. Two of his translations (from the 
German) were Franz Werfel's Class Re-
union and Felix Salten's Bambi, In 1929, 
disturbed by reports of Stalin's heavy-
handed tactics and stories of the first party 
purges, he quit the Worker and in defiance 

* AH through the 1930s the majority of Ameri­
cans thought of American Communists as being 
critical of the U.S. but not actively hostile to it. 
The U.S. had recognized Russia, had not yet 
recognized that all Communists' allegiance is to 
Moscow, that they are therefore disloyal citizens 
of every non-Communist country. No major U.S. 
political leader, from F.D.R. to any of his politi­
cal opponents, ever suggested that the Com­
munist Party be outlawed. It was a legal party 
then—and still' is today (although some states 
bar it from the ballot) . 


