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Friend and disciple of Henri Barbusse, trusted by
Stalin, trained by Mao Tse-tung, Senor Ravines
was until recently the Comintern's white hope for
Latin America. His success in applying the "Popular
Front" strategy in Chile was phenomenal, an
inspiring example to his Chinese instructors, who
called it the "Yenan W a y " and were, ultimately,
even more phenomenally successful. In this personal story, he reveals intimately and at first hand
the strangely persuasive nature of our enemy.
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The Yenan Way
from a prison hospital
by daring comrades outside,
M
early in 1934, was one of the most
Y RESCUE

spectacular prison breaks in the history of Peru. When I reached Moscow toward the end of the year as a
Latin American delegate to a Communist International gathering, I
was therefore received as something
of a hero. In the Hotel Lux in Moscow, they had prepared for me one
of the new apartments on the top
floor. Manuilsky had commanded it,
with the result that the hotel manager himself ran to open the car
door when I arrived from the station. Never had the translators and
stenographers been so cordial. Comrade Manuilsky received me with
open arms. "You are one of those
we must greet with a hug," he exclaimed and clasped me warmly.
It was my second pilgrimage to
the Soviet Mecca. I had joined the
Communists in Paris in 1927,
largely under the influence of the
great French novelist, Henri Barbusse, and two years later was given
the privilege of visiting Soviet
Russia. The pervasive misery and
police terror there had shaken my

faith; but back in Paris the eloquence of Barbusse and my own
overwhelming will to believe had
repaired the damage. I returned to
Peru to organize its first Communist
Party and a few years later found
myself in the infamous subterranean
cisterns of King Philip's Castle
prison. There I languished, reduced
almost to a skeleton, until transferred to the hospital from which I
was rescued.
Among the Communist leaders
from all over the world arriving in
Moscow in late 1934 was also my
revered friend Barbusse. He was
brimming over with enthusiasm.
Several times he referred to cordial
conversations with Stalin. One afternoon Barbusse called me aside and
in a low voice said, "I think you
are about to have a great opportunity. Within a few days comrade
Stalin will accord a friendly interview to a small group, not more
than fourteen foreign people. I have
included your name." I was deeply
touched and thanked Barbusse for
this new kindness, whereupon he
smiled with his usual sweetness.
"I was sure it would please you.
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Bring me your Comintern documents and two photographs for
identification. If you wish to ask
any questions, bring them to me,
typed. You may ask two questions
if you like, but under no circumstances more than three."
Two days later I received a visit
from a tall man with an enormous
round face, pink and fleshy, and a
shorn head. He gave me a questionnaire in Russian to fill out and asked
endless additional questions about
my background and activities.
"All right. Now, comrade, may I
come to the interview?"
"I cannot tell. It is not up to me.
They will let you know. And — as
Barbusse will have told you—whether you come to the interview
or not, absolute discretion. Not a
word to anyone; absolutely not a
word."
That night two other agents
came, more cordial than the moonfaced man. They asked me in particular, again and again, whether I
had ever had a nervous disease. Two
days later I had a call from Barbusse
saying that I should not leave my
room during the next official day of
rest. It was forty-eight hours away.
Very early that day the moon-faced
man appeared in my room, this
time very respectful. Not content
to call me simply comrade, he said
"dear comrade," "esteemed comrade." I was to go first to the
Metropole Hotel to meet Barbusse
and the others. We would enter
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through the Moskva gate, by the
bridge along the flank of the big
old house of the Comintern. My
heart beat violently, as it had the
first time I went up in an airplane.
within is like one of
JL those World's Fairs at which
many countries and industrial firms
build pavilions. Gardens, courtyards, houses of various styles,
churches, large and small. We were
taken to a vast hall, soberly furnished with antique pieces. There
we waited for a long time. Barbusse
was admitted to an inner room.
A young man, gaunt and austere
of face, called me by name and said
my questions would not be taken
up, either because other people had
already formulated them or because
they touched too closely on the international policies of the present
day. I must therefore limit myself
to listening. This I promised to do.
We were then admitted to the next
room, where Barbusse was talking
with several individuals to whom
we were introduced. One of them
was Mao Tse-tung, leader of the
Chinese Communist Party. A man,
whose gestures and speech were
serious to the point of stereotype,
indicated the places each of us
should occupy. Barbusse was to be
at Stalin's right and Mao at his left.
Then came the translators and
secretaries. A few minutes before
eleven, one of the functionaries
announced in a low voice the arrival
>TIHE KREMLIN
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of comrade Stalin. We were all
standing.
CAME IN through a little
door at the side. He wore a
white cotton blouse, khaki breeches,
and dark brown boots. With his
right hand he supported the pipe
in his mouth, exhaling a bluish
smoke. He smiled pleasantly, although the smile seemed to give his
face an expression of mockery. He
shook hands cordially with Barbusse
and Mao, and after that we approached, one by one, to clasp the
hand that he held out to us across
the table.
Stalin is not a tall man. Indeed, I
was struck by the difference between the living man and the many
statues and portraits that form the
iconography of modern Russia. His
face is pale, yellowish, and pockmarked. He has a very large belly
which seems to annoy him; his
effort to hide it under the folds of
the wide blouse was obvious. When
he laughs his sardonic laughter, he
shows two rows of pointed teeth,
with evidence of decay. His hair
and moustache are gray and bushy,
and he has many fine lines from the
eyes to the temples. He stood
throughout the interview, on legs
that seemed too short for his trunk.
His glance was astute rather than
intelligent. Mistrust and suspicion
showed in it more than sharpness
and perspicacity. I sensed that his
affability did not flow spontaneously

but arose as if for the occasion.
From the first instant he showed
special cordiality for Barbusse as
well as for Mao. Barbusse seemed a
bit tired. Mao was hard-faced, deliberately severe and, at the same
time, obsequious to the point of
devotion. When Stalin said something, Mao nodded insistently, and
once or twice when Stalin said that
a question someone asked had already been answered, Mao adopted
an attitude of reproof and displeasure.
The first question dealt with
racial discrimination, which gave
Stalin the opening to exalt the great
fraternity that existed among the
races in the Soviet Union. He spoke
with emphasis, taking his pipe out
of his mouth.
After a number of other questions
Stalin took his leave of each of us,
calling us by our names and speaking
a few pleasant personal words to
each. We left by the long series of
corridors, galleries, and courtyards
by which we had come.
I tried not to confess it to myself,
but there was no doubt that the
interview and the man had disappointed me. Stalin was far from
the superior type I had imagined;
he seemed to me heavy, cold, contemptuous, suspicious. There came
to me an idea — Stalin is not a
European. He seemed to me totally
a stranger to occidental thought. I
expressed this idea to Barbusse.
Loyal friend of Stalin that he was,
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he did not reply. Instead he asked,
"What else drew your attention in
the interview?"
"The submissiveness with which
Mao Tse-tung behaved toward Stalin. As a human phenomenon it
surprised me."
"And the more so," Barbusse
agreed, "if you remember that
Asiatics do not as a rule show their
emotions."
AT THAT Seventh Congress
ItheTofWAS
the Comintern in 1934 that
policy of the Popular Front,
conceived of originally by Barbusse,
was adopted. Chile was designated
a field of experimentation for the
new policy, and George Dimitrov
personally requested that I should
direct it. Barbusse was very enthusiastic.
"It is the right road, my son."
He put his hand on my shoulder,
as he did when he was pleased. I took
advantage of this mood to tell him
all my doubts and worries — the
wretched condition of the Russian
people, the scarcity and the poor
quality of everything, the dumb
discontent, the terrorism, the persistent rumors of great concentration camps of forced labor for political prisoners, the suggestion that
great public works like the Canal
from the White Sea to the Baltic
were being carried out by forced
labor, slave labor.
Barbusse listened in silence to my
outpourings but without surprise.
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"This is not new to me," he said.
"I have heard worse things from
well-informed Russian sources. But
all this is merely a phase, the result
of the heritage of the past. It is
terrible. Yes, I know: Gorky and 1
have often lamented it with poor
Krupskaya, Lenin's widow, tormented by the police vigilance of
which she feels herself the victim.
But I assure you, it will end. Do
not worry, my son. There will be
tangible and convincing justice."
The conversation turned again
to the Popular Front, and he emphasized anew the importance of
my mission.
"We need your success in South
America. For this reason I have
even asked Stalin for his opinion on
the concrete case of Chile."
"And what does he think?"
Barbusse smiled, paced the floor
for awhile and then, very serious,
he spoke: "Comrade Stalin, two
days after I put the question to
him, answered me that in his
opinion the method that must be
used in South America was the
'Yenan Way.' "
"The Chinese way?" I asked,
surprised.
"Yes, the Chinese way — the
tactics at present followed by Mao
Tse-tung, Chu Teh, and Li LiSiang."
"Then," I exclaimed, "I cannot
leave without talking with the
Chinese comrades about the Yenan
Way!"
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Barbusse laughed a little and said:
"Stalin is of the same opinion. He
thinks you must talk to Mao and
the other Chinese. He thinks it will
do you a lot of good. Of course, you
must not copy but create. . . .
Wait quietly in your hotel. If not
tomorrow, then the day after tomorrow someone will call to take
you to the country house where
they are lodged."
Two days later I found myself in
the big country house, surrounded
with parks and hedges and fenced in
with barbed wire, where about
seventy Chinese Communist leaders
were iodged. They were all absorbed in a bitter ideological dispute
between Mao Tse-tung and Li
Li-Siang.
Li spoke French fluently. He had
been educated in Europe, an Asiatic
with occidental ways of thinking.
Vehement, clear-headed, with a
good sense of humor, he was intellectually superior to both Mao
and Chu Teh.
Mao Tse-tung was tall, robust,
clumsy in his walk and manners.
His large hands and feet bespoke his
peasant origin. His idea of arguing
was to say "Yes! Yes! Yes!" or "No!
No! No!" He was dogmatic and
poor at dialectic but could think
clearly about what he wanted, or
what lie knew. Mao was devoted to
Stalin, He named him at every
moment. Every two sentences, he
would say that this expression, that

suggestion, was not the child of the
brain of the humble Mao. No, he
had merely the talent to borrow
them from comrade Stalin. He had
an astonishing gift for remembering
Stalin's phrases with literal exactitude, and with a precise memory of
the moment Stalin said them.
The differences of opinion between Mao and Li had nothing to
do with the "Ycnan Way"; they
were more abstract. When they
argued, the large rough Chu Teh
tended to go along with Mao rather
than with Li, whom he often contemptuously called "intellectual."
quiet country
IBothhouseMaoforandthreeLithatseemed
days and nights.
delighted
STAVED IN

to have me as a guest, and thus to
please Barbusse and the illustrious
comrade Stalin. We talked at length
of the Yenan tactics,
"The fundamental key to the
Yenan Way," said Li, "lies in
the fact that our work does not
consist in taking into account only
the working class. We think in
much wider terms, which touch on
other social sectors and include other
classes. In view of the menace of
fascism, millions of people are disposed to fight on our side. We must
make this count for us.
"But it is not only fear of the loss
of liberty that clears a way before
us. We can play on the ambitions
of thousands of politicians, who
have come from the petite bourgeoisie.
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both urban and rural — men who
are unable to reach high positions,
not so much suited to their abilities
as in accord with their ambitions.
If we, the Communists, with the
large or small forces at our disposal,
offer our support to these politicians,
they will come to our camp — not
as registered members of our party,
which would not suit them or us,
but as servants. Servants of expediency. It will be to their advantage to serve us. We will repay
them always far better than their
own parties would.
"We have won in this way hundreds of officers of Chiang Kaishek's army. The Chinese soldier is
ambitious, hungry for power and
thirsty for riches, comforts, and
luxury. The talent of the Communist is in knowing how to take
advantage of them."
AO AROSE and called for drinks
and glasses. He then spoke
M
calmly, looking at me out of slanting
eyes in a sun-tanned face.
"The greatest talent in this work,
comrade, is never to be associated
with failure. Never to defend the
weak, even when he is right."
I tried to speak but he stopped
me with a gesture.
"Our experience, the experience
of the Yenan Way, is this: People like doctors, generals, dentists,
town mayors, poor lawyers, do not
love power for itself, much less for
the good they can do with it. They
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want it for the wealth it can bring.
They achieve power, and then they
begin to call out like Napoleon for
money, money, and again money.
Get this through your head, comrade! If we help these people, if
we are a ladder for them because it
suits us, well then it would be
absurd for us to stay their hands,
sew up their pockets or check their
greed. That happened with Chiang
in 1927 — we tried to play the
moralist and he hurled all his power
against us."
Li interrupted at this point and
for an hour the two quarreled in
Chinese. Then Mao served fresh
drinks and proceeded:
"Let them get rich today. Very
soon we can expropriate everything.
The more help they get from us in
their pillage, the more positions
they will let us take and occupy."
Mao smiled again, that enigmatic
Chinese smile. I never knew whether
he was laughing at the theory he
preached, at the knaves he did
business with, or at my astonishment and perplexity.
"I understand," I said, "the basis
of your system. It is a matter of
winning certain sections of the middle class over to your side to open
a path for yourselves."
"No, no. You have not understood at all," said Mao. "It is not a
matter of deceiving anyone about
our position or ideology."
Li Li-Siang interrupted: "Do
you believe, for example, that we
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deceive anyone if we contribute to
the victory of a radical politician of
the lowest rank — one who has been
passed over a hundred times by his
own party perhaps because of his
incompetence, but who has ambitions, is manageable, and may be
elected deputy precisely where we
Communists could never elect one
of our own people? That isn't deception. It is putting your cards on the
table, a quid pro quo, a giving and
receiving.
"We give this radical socialist
what he can never achieve by himself, receiving in turn what is our
due. The radical is elected deputy,
but he will be effectively compromised to the degree that he must
support one of our comrades for
selectman or at least registrar."
Mao took up the explanation at
this point: "This Communist who,
thanks to our arrangement, is chosen
selectman, will find the way easier
when the party wants to elect a
deputy or capture the mayoralty.
The public won't elect the radical,
but the Communist. The end remains the same; the means change
according to our power. This method
seems slower, but it is actually
quicker and surer.
"Another point: any person who
receives our support and docs not
fulfill his part of the bargain must
become the target for a frontal
attack of pitiless ferocity. He must
be destroyed, be left a wretched
tatter at the end."

And then, as if he sensed my
distaste, he added: "Either we must
lay aside a few principles or we
leave the way open to fascism. These
are not the ideas of Mao. These are
weak echoes of the clairvoyance of
our great comrade Stalin."
alone with my
j tormenting thoughts, I saw that
Iwherever
they led me, T came at
ATER IN MY ROOM,

last to that alternative Mao had
described. And before me arose the
spectre of Nazi cruelty, Nazi sadism,
bestiality unleashed over humanity.
No, it was unbearable. Something
must be done. Mao and Li went too
far perhaps. There intght be a gentler
way of using their principles. Perhaps — perhaps — And so the human spirit is led, little by little, to
the downward slope of moral concessions. It bargains today, to yield
ground tomorrow, to end at last in
the inevitable retreat, the unconditional surrender. Next day we renewed our conversations.
"We must capture the petite bourgeoisie,'1'' said Mao, "as the Nazis
have done. We must work on politicians who have been passed over,
on doctors mired in mediocrity,
lawyers sunk in poverty."
"A very useful tool is the lord
who has lost his holdings," interrupted Li, "the aristocratic lady or
gentleman from the highest social
sphere who has come down in the
world. If we offer him ever so little,
he will serve us gladly. He will do
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what he is asked and give what is
almost impossible for us to get. Of
course, within the party you must
always treat him as a great lord.
"When we Communists offer such
power as we have in any country,
we are really using the prestige that
the Communist International and
the Soviet Union have come to
have in the world. Whether we use
the ambition of the ambitious or the
disinterestedness of the romantic, or
the hope of the liberals left over
from the nineteenth century, you
would be surprised from how many
sectors (except the very successful)
we can get people to join with us
and carry out our plans. And all the
time remember that these progressive radical bourgeois and their leftist
cliques pass, while the party remains.
We are the eternal, they are ephemeral. Thrones totter, but the Church
remains."
Then it was my turn to speak.
"Touch only on the practical
aspects," Mao advised me. "In life
there are no ethical victories. Morals
are just so much dessert."
"The Yenan Way," I said, "envisages a completely new kind of
politics for us. If I understand
you, it goes beyond the limits of
the working-class and poor peasants
and the poorest part of the middle
class. W7e must go daringly into
other fields, keep our eyes on the
positions we want to win, and forget
everything else; at any price, win
friends, sympathizers, and servants."
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"That, especially that — servants," screamed Mao. "People who
serve us, through greed, fear, inferiority, vengeance, what have you,
but who serve us, serve the party,
serve the designs of the Comintern,
the cause of the revolution. Congratulations, my boy, you have
caught the very essence of the Yenan
Way. Now apply it."
"Yes, I think I understand. Now
to take up individual points. In
Latin America the dictatorial type
of regime is too frequent. In dealing
with people who impose themselves
by force yet prate of democracy,
how should we act? Can we Communists, the leaders of the workingclass appear as friends or allies to
such persons? The people will distrust us. We shall be helping the
very men who snatch the people's
liberties."
"Oh, dear friend," said Mao, taking his head in his hands, "how
deluded you are about the political
thinking of common people. You
have a romantic idea of the revolution and its politics. You think the
workers and peasants and middle
class are full of noble intentions.
What a mistake! The immense mass
of our friends and enemies is made
up of opportunists. You must get
that through your head — complete
opportunitists.
"There are countries which have
real party politics, a democratic life,
real civil liberties. In such places
one adopts the Popular Front, to
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attract the left-wingers and leftist
groups, good or bad, sincere or not.
Tempt them, each through his particular weakness. Help them to get
what they want; put pressure, first
with offers, later with threats. Compromise them if you can, so they
can't get away. So much for places
where a Popular Front is possible.
"Now as to your dictators. They
interest me particularly. It is this
sort of thing that has been my
specialty. In countries where politics
has not developed far, where elections are a farce, where the military
leaders and bosses do as they please
— where do you expect to get with
your political romanticism?"
"All right," I retorted, "then we
shall have to fight."
"Fight," Mao sighed, "fight and
lose. The blow of the dictator will
always land on your head. His police
will crack your skull. And what's
in it for you? You will be alone, for
no one cares to share blows. No
human ambition is nourished on
misfortune, no greed satisfied by
bad luck. You are asking for heroes,
not converts. And heroes are the
divine exception!
"Your thinking is antiquated,
comrade. Now that the Soviet regime is established in a sixth of the
world, we must use other methods,
other tactics. If you give tacit support to the dictator, he will give
you political jobs in exchange. He
may launch terrible diatribes against
Communism, or even outlaw the
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party. But if you have been his
friend, he will not touch a hair of
your head. You can work away
quietly. He will use you against his
enemies; he may even get you to
pull a strike somewhere to hurt his
enemies. And if you are thus useful
to him, he will give new positions
to the party. What else matters?
"One thing more — the business
of the workers. What will they and
the peasants say of all these maneuvers? What will the intellectuals
and the white-collar workers who
respect the party think? Ah, my
friend, all of them, in your country
and mine, are human. The workers
will be with you if you get something for them. They will abandon
you if you do not, however lofty
your principles. Get the dictator to
give them advantages at your request and they will love you."
In all this explanation, so devoid
of principle or morals, in this shameless exposure, I felt a disheartening
basis of realism. The Chinese were
not very different from Latin Americans, although Mao maintained we
lived in two worlds.
with the Chinese
Y
took a long time," said George
Dimitrov, president of the CominOUR INTERVIEW

tern, when I came to see him, at his
request, upon my return to Moscow.
"Yes, it was long," I answered,
"and very interesting. But there
were moments when the zigzags of
the Yenan Way were like a bitter
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draught, trago amargo" I put the
phrase in Spanish.
"Trago amargo," Dimitrov repeated slowly. "It seems they spoke
to you very frankly, and they were
authorized to speak as they did.
What about this trago amargo ? You
may be right to some extent, but
remember that at this time we
cannot have political ethics or ethical politics. Which do you prefer —
a certain amount of immorality, or
the triumph of Nazi tyranny?"
" W e l l — " I hesitated.
"No, no, there are not many
paths or even detours which we can
freely choose. This is a crossroad in
history and we can go in only one of
two directions — fascism, or a fight
against it with every weapon at
hand. You are free to choose, but
there is no middle road. The tactics
of Yenan are essential although they
have, for palates like yours — and
mine too, I assure you — a flavor of
trago amargo."
But among those with whom we
work, I pleaded, we should at any
rate choose the least faulty.
"Oh, comrade! You are going
back to the cave from which I've
tried to draw you! More faulty, less
faulty? Free from defects? No, that
is not the essential thing. You must
judge coldly who serves the party
and who fails to serve it. This must
be your only criterion. Remember
that all our concessions are only
temporary. When the revolution
triumphs, the steel columns of Com-
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munism will march over the bodies
of those same people who now hasten
to offer us their protection. It cannot be helped. It is inescapable!"
He paced the floor with long, slowstrides. "Our goal is to make ourselves strong, to acquire skill in
mass action, to win positions and
become capable of striking blows."
We parted after he had wished me
luck and embraced me. I had embarked officially on the Yenan Way.

T

HE EXPERTS of the Communist

brigade which was to work in
Chile arrived in Santiago one by
one; the Czech professor Frederick
Glaufbauf; a German, son of a
Nazi professor at Bonn, who passed
as Manuel Cazon; the Russian
Kazanov, who had Chilean papers,
under the name of Casanova; Ricardo Martinez, a Venezuelan; the
Italian youth leader Marcucci; and
myself, a Peruvian. Marcucci was
the ablest of the group and with
his help I opened offices which had
every appearance of an innocent
business in order to screen the presence of the foreigners.
Once established, without any of
the Chilean Communists as yet
aware of us, we proceeded to contact
their principal leaders. The President of Chile, Arturo Alessandri,
had declared that the Communist
Party would never carry its red
banner in the Alameda de las Delicias
while he was in office. The outlawed
party was engaged in petty and
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sterile activity. My first meeting
with the few local leaders got us
nowhere.
"You think we can come out in
the open?" said Barra Silva. "You
don't know this government and
this police!"
"Before the year is up," I said,
"we shall be marching down the
streets of Santiago."
"You think you are in France!"
mocked Chacon.
If the Chilean leaders understood
one thing well, it was passive resistance. They proposed nothing,
they opposed nothing, they did
nothing. Finally I lost my temper.
"We are going to carry out our
program with you, without you, or
against you," I declared. "From
now on every man will do his job
in a responsible fashion. The juggling
is over."
The application of the "Yenan
Way" tactics in Chile demanded
special attention to groups susceptible of approach, and the establishment of a quid pro quo. Finding
these people was easier than I would
have thought. They were men of
good will, romantic, sensitive to
human grief, ready to collaborate
with us as long as it remained a
secret. We worked with individuals
in some cases, with very small groups
in others.
The most numerous were those
who wished to learn the fundamentals of our doctrine. Men and women
of real culture and good social posi-
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tion began to join the restricted
"circles" in which courses and lectures were given. These circles multiplied, even in the most fashionable
parts of Santiago. No week went by
without our conquest of new and
firmer "positions."
"These positions will increase," I
told my group, "and will be used at
the first opportunity to start a legal
newspaper."
"A newspaper!" exclaimed Glaufbauf. "Let's not start dreaming!
But what is your plan?"
"First, a party conference, keeping the directing team we now have.
Next, bringing the Radicals into
our sphere by holding out the hope
that the next President of Chile
may be one of their members. Third,
with the financial support of our
sympathizers, we organize a press
and a daily paper. Utilize more and
more of the young Radicals we
have won. Sink a wedge between
the component parts of the so-called
Left Block, which is now united
against us, and win positions there."
"How?"
"Why, by feeding the ambitions
of a few, opening new horizons for
them so that they can get ahead."
In the bosom of the Radical Party
was a latent schism. Although the
Radicals had supported Alessandri,
the conservatives and liberals were
given all the plums. And so there
was a dumb discontent in a large
sector of the party. Our job was to
turn this into a break between the
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Radicals and the parties they had
been collaborating with.
"The Radicals have a right to
more rewards! The next President
of Chile must be a Radical."
This suggestion, slipped across
quietly in small district gatherings
by our people, had a surprising effect. Immediately the idea was sponsored by larger Radical groups. Imperceptibly, a subtle alliance grew
up between the Radicals and the
Communists.
Soon after, a rapprochement between our leaders and some active
Radicals, who felt overlooked in
their party, became possible. There
were friendly dinners and lunches,
washed down with good Chilean
wine, at which hints were dropped
about future senators, deputies and
directors of businesses dependent on
the government. It was surprising
with what eagerness these "innocent" suggestions were caught up —
and even more surprising how, a few
years later, they had been converted
into fact.
"And you Communists then,"
they would say, "what do you
want?"
"Nothing, absolutely nothing! We
are working against fascism, for a
government that will legalize the
Communist Party, nothing more."
"If only you don't attack us it
will be sufficient," said one young
Radical leader. "We would be grateful and leave you in peace. An
attacking Communist is like a bug

in your ear. It would be a good
thing to have you for our friends."
In our work with non-Communists I saw lawyers who spent
the day defending corporations and
the night anathematizing capitalism.
These men helped the party financially, authorized credit from the
banks, and aided the organization
of counter-espionage within the police. The same thing happened with
doctors, civil servants, and even
some businessmen. It was clear, too,
that the Chilean Communist Party
had recovered faith in itself. We
now had to restrain the aggressiveness of our new contingents.
r p H E GREAT opportunity arrived
J- with the death of Pedro Leon
Ugalde, a leftist Radical senator
beloved by the people. I proposed
that the Communist Party attend
the burial and unfurl its banners in
the cemetery. In the past we had
attacked Ugalde, called him awful
names. The people would say that
we were publicly admitting our
error and would admire our
courage.
Tens of thousands of persons
walked behind the bier. Cordons of
policemen armed with clubs escorted
the procession which grew in volume
and showed itself hostile to the
government. The crowd was enormous. All Santiago was there.
There was tension, because handbills and manifestoes had announced
the presence of the Communist

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

100

The ^America?i Mercury

Patty. Most people expected the
Communists to be aggressive and
virulent. When Chamudez, one of
our members, stepped forward to
speak, he was greeted with hostile
cries.
"OutsideI Make him get down!
Wretch! Communist, outside!" In
the growling mass someone tried to
pull Chamudez back. The Communists surrounded him, unfolded
their flags.
' L e t him speak," cried someone,
and there was silence.
The words fell solemn and clear,
ringing with emotion, from the
mouth of Chamudez.
"Chileans!" The silence deepened.
It was the first time any Communist
had opened a speech without saying
'"coairades." "In the name of the
Communist Party I come to lower
our banners before the tomb of a
man who fought bravely for the
freedom of his people —"
A thundering ovation rose to the
sky. "Long live Pedro Leon Ugalde,
battler for liberty!"
The wall of hate and of resistance
had been broken; popular sentiment
and the sincere grief of the people
lud been exploited; the psychologically favorable moment had been
utilized.
The director of the daily La
Opinion, Juan Luis Mery, was the
next speaker. He was at that time
under police persecution for attacking a government deal. The warmth
v/irh which he was received showed

him to be at the height of his
popularity.
And from this incident came the
idea: Juan Luis Mery must be the
successor of Ugalde in the Senate.
The Yenan WTay was open at last.
to fill Ugalde's seat
C
sprang up like mushrooms after
a rain. The Socialist Oscar Schnacke
ANDIDATES

was a candidate. He was a stubborn
adversary. Knowing that the actual
Communist vote in Santiago did
not reach a thousand, he would
make no concessions. Of the Radicals the Chilean Communists favored Lafertte. Mery had just been
exiled to Argentina and the Left
Block announced that it would escort him, in honor, to the border.
At our next meeting I argued
to support Lafertte would only
reveal how few votes we controlled,
whereas to support Mery against
Schnacke would be to drive a strong
wedge in the Left Block, of which
the}' were both members. Accordingly Mery received the news that
the Communist Party would support him with the slogan, "It is not
a matter of accompanying Mery to
the frontier but of preventing his
exile." Influence was brought to
bear on the Radicals, with the suggestion that Mery's candidacy might
be a step towards the presidency.
The daily La Opinion shifted towards its new allies; the Left Block
was successfully split, and the Socialists isolated. A Socialist leader
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sympathetic to us was persuaded
to restrain Schnacke.
Thus the Left Block, to avoid a
split, was forced to unity around
Mery; after which the government
decreed his amnesty to enable him
to campaign freely. In the big parade
for Mery the Communists marched
last in line behind the Radicals, the
Socialists, and democrats, in that
order. It was really the best place,
since the crowd always joins the tail
of a parade and made our members
appear double. Thus the red banner
was carried down the Alameda de las
Delicias, giving the lie to President
Alessandri.
Although Mery was defeated, it
was natural that from that time on
the politicians should take the Communist Party into consideration.
Every embryo politico who wanted
a hand up became our friend and to
some extent our agent. The revolutionary movement of yesterday had
become a bargain counter, which
had nothing to do with the hard
conditions of the masses. After the
election we had long conferences
with the more leftist Radical leaders,
who agreed to launch and foster the
idea of a Popular Front. In the
bosom of this assembly, the idea
had already been accepted that the
next president should be a Radical.
And so it was easy to insinuate the
Popular Front as a political force
able to achieve that goal. The Radical leaders put the thing over brilliantly. But the Communists were
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behind them, acting by remote control.
ANOTHER local senatorial election arose, in a district where
the Communists had at most seven
votes of our own. We backed the
Radical Dr. Saenz, one of the biggest
landholders in Chile — a bitter dose
for some of the comrades. So the
rich landholder marched to battle
supported by the party of world
proletarian revolution. The Popular
Front won its first great victory in
his election. Our party came out of
hiding, practically on the shoulders
of the Radicals.
Politicians of every shade of opinion who felt or knew themselves
to have been overlooked now drew
close to us, just as Mao Tse-tung
had predicted. And the "middleclass servants" came in avalanches.
There was the generous type, moved
by compassion for human misery;
to these, very gently, we played
sentimental tunes about democracy
and peace. This emotional appeal
brought a tremendous response, especially among the youth.
The "Yenan Way" went into
the field of labor unions, with the
prestige of its political victories. It
was no longer our policy to impose
Communist officials on the unions.
On the contrary, we tried to attract
to our camp the leaders already
chosen by the unions to corrupt
and bend them to our will. Each
case was studied individually. Those
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who resisted met with difficulties —
their friends were drawn away; they
were isolated; a relentless campaign
was waged to persuade the workers
that they had secret understandings
with the bosses. Making a strike
fail was a good tactic. Then the
independent union leader would be
blamed, and we appeared as the real
defenders of the workers. Or we
sometimes stepped up the violence
of a peaceful strike, so that the
leader would be compromised and
arrested or fined by his employer.
UT THE method that worked best
was to get the favor of the
B
officials in the government labor
offices. Ministers as a class have no
desire to complicate their lives, and
even less to lose their jobs, their
salaries, their fine cars. In Latin
America, a Minister of Labor is
always a lover of compromise and
"fixing." And these Ministers know
that Communists are expert troublemakers. So, when a Communist
leader comes, suave and humble, to
their offices, bringing with him the
formula for a nice arrangement, the
Ministers of Labor are very glad to
see him and to be his friends and
aliies. Full success is assured when
the Minister or Director is convinced that the party can favor the
candidacies of a senator, a deputy, a
mayor or an alderman. "What we
must achieve," we agents of the
Comintern said, hammering the
table at the cell meetings of each

union, "is that ail the advantages
the workers gain shall come through
the Communist Party." And so all
resistance disappeared. The workers
grouped themselves with the winners, and the independents were left
with only one course — to knuckle
under to our demands and yield to
the pressure we put upon them.
Thus the Yenan Way was succeeding in Chile. Moscow, impressed,
sent special agents to pick up the
most complete information on our
experience, the results, and the extent of our movement. The Chilean
Communist Party won a seat of
honor at the seventh Congress of
the Communist International.
The hour had now come for our
numerous sympathizers to give concrete proof of their devotion. We
decided to found a press of our own,
which among other things would
publish a paper to be called not The
Scarlet Banner but Popular Front.
Some of our friends were to give
one lump sum; others were to pledge
a quarterly amount by accepting
discountable notes; yet others put
their credit behind short-term loans.
In this way the journalistic venture
of the Chilean Communist Party
was born. Its founders were all nonCommunists who, without joining
our ranks, made possible the most
powerful enterprise the party ever
possessed in Latin America. We
could never have done it with the
pennies of our members.
The appearance of a paper known
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to be controlled by the Communist
Party produced a public sensation.
None of the parties of the left had
its own paper; our press was tangible
proof of our political power. The
afternoon the first copy of Frente
Popular came off the press in September, 1936, the building was invaded by thousands of happy people. "It's true," the Communists
laughed. "It's a miracle," said the
beautiful women, the distinguished
lawyers, the thirsty candidates. The
biggest Chilean banks authorized
large loans to the journalistic organization that fought them hardest.
Importers and exporters fought for
the political support of a paper that
had the support of the Chilean
section of the Communist International!
Sure enough, the next parliamentary election showed the incontestable strength of the Popular Front,
through which the CommunistParty
won the Senate and the Chamber of
Deputies. The results were far beyond our most optimistic hopes of
two years before.
Meanwhile news came of the revolution that had broken out in Spain.
A message from Moscow said, "The
Spanish civil war needs the help of
all who are able to go there." Drawn
by the heroic vision of Madrid, the
importance of the struggle, we —
my bride, a girl as dedicated to the
cause as to our happy love, and I
— decided to go. In a March fog we
flew over the majestic mountain
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ranges on our way to Buenos Aires
and Spain, the last refuge of all our
hopes as Communists.
was the turning point in my
life. It was there that the festerSingPAIN
doubts I had voiced to Barbusse
came to a head. I saw how the
Kremlin, in its determination to
capture Spain or wreck it, used
everything from intrigue to coldblooded murder even against devoted Communists to gain its ends.
I saw brave and sincere fighters
"liquidated" by being sent to hopeless positions in the front lines and
also by the firing squad. I was
present when my disillusioned friend
Marcucci, the Italian Communist
who worked with me in Chile,
committed suicide in a fit of despair.
From Spain I was summoned to
Moscow for a third time, in the
winter of 1938, only to find the
capital of my hopes and dreams in
the grip of blood purges, its people
more wretched than ever. Though
I begged to be sent back to work in
my native Peru, Dimitrov insisted
that I must return to Chile. "War
threatens," he explained, "and our
first consideration must be the defense of the Soviet Union. We must
consolidate the positions from which
this defense can be carried out. Chile
is a magnificent position in South
America. We can't lose it and therefore we need you there."
I agreed, sadly.
At a subsequent Latin American
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conference, he was more specific:
"We must use everyone who comes
near us," he emphasized, "and the
number grows every day. Particularly we must use ambitious politicians who need support; men who
want to rise and lack a ladder."
"We'll provide the ladder today
and take it away from them the
moment it suits us," said Manuilsky.
"There are thousands of people,
there will be millions later," said
Dimitrov, "whom we can attract
and domesticate. There are so many
embittered persons, full of protest
against something, and a prey to
broken hopes. They long for something without knowing what, but
something new and emotional and
hopeful."
"The time has come, comrades,"
Manuilsky went on, "when we must
cultivate carefully all outstanding
personalities — soldiers, painters
with a reputation, writers and union
leaders, musicians and sculptors,
sports heroes, and actors of stage
and screen. In Mexico, we have
Lombardo Toledano and his friends;
they are not party members, but
more valuable for that very reason.
In Hollywood we have people who
work admirably for the Soviet
Union. Browder knows that. Moreover, our attitude must be implacable against any newspaperman, intellectual, poet, or writer who censures the Soviet Union or attacks
us. He must be made an object of
derision, his defects skillfully pointed

out, his competitors or literary
enemies built up at his expense. He
must be attacked until he is discouraged or brought over to our
side."
In Spain, among the bloody
corpses, I had felt my Communist
faith wearing thin. In Moscow, after
the trials and these Comintern meetings, I felt only a cold calm emptiness. There was now neither faith
nor convictions nor ideals; there
was nothing except a tense anguish
like a pain in my vitals. The whole
Russian atmosphere had begun to
weigh on me so that I had an almost
mad desire simply to get out and
away, never to return, never, never
any more. How painful it is to have
come to hate so fiercely what one
has once loved and trusted!
I was free to choose
B
the path that suited me best.
I was free to abjure Stalin and the
ACK IN CHILE

theories with which he cloaked his
dictatorship, or remain in his ranks,
the victim of psychic inertia, pretending to a faith that was actually
a decaying corpse. I could leave the
party or remain in it. Which should
I do? The easiest thing was to wait
for time to ripen my resolution as it
ripens a vegetable; to let routine
govern me, rather than my will.
Then too I had still the duty to
fight fascism. At that moment, to
denounce Stalin and to expose his
hoax would be to carry grist to the
Nazi mill. I had also to consider
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what I owed the men who had put
their faith in me as a leader. If it is
cruel and painful to trample on
one's own illusions, it is worse to
destroy those of others, to show
them by one's conduct that their
trust has been misplaced.
Perhaps too, in a shameful fashion
and without even admitting it to
myself, I was motivated by fear of
Communist reprisal — the furious
and persistent attacks, the insults
and calumny that would result. And
at the bottom of everything, as in
Pandora's box, there was still hope.
Perhaps there would be a change —
a new movement by the Russians
to throw off police tyranny, and a
renewing current in the West which
would destroy Nazism and bring a
new life for all. By this sort of
thinking, by these delusions, I resigned myself to continuing without
faith, hope, or ardor, in the ranks of
the party.
So I let the days pass, rescuing
from disaster the Communist paper
I had founded, and devoting myself
to cementing good relations between the Communists and Radicals. With our aid, more and more
"friendly" candidates took office,
more and more Communists and
fellow-travelers dug themselves into
every branch of Chilean life.
The powerful forces on the right,
notwithstanding the talent and sagacity of their leaders, strengthened
the popular support for the left by
their fascist parades, their defense of
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Franco, and the raising of millions
of pesos with which to buy the
election. Chile got a radical President. The Comintern Directive
had been carried out, and from that
moment Communist power increased
so much as to astonish its own
leaders.
Y TRANCELIKE MOOD was broken

by the shock of the news, in
M
August 1939, that Stalin and Hitler

had made their pact of mutual
friendship. In spite of everything,
until now I had rationalized my
support of the party by the excuse
that a united front must be maintained against Nazism, Yet here
went the two, hand in hand. Hitler
and Stalin! I felt my own vacillations
and hesitations fall from me like dead
leaves from the trees in autumn. I
announced my break with the movement to which I had devoted eighteen years of my life, and steeled
myself for the systematic abuse that
is the fate of every "renegade" from
Communism.
On leaving the Communist ranks
I turned to journalism. Fortunately
for me, Mery's paper, La Opinion,
was moving farther and farther out
of the Communist orbit, and I was
made one of its editors. When the
attack on Pearl Harbor came, I
offered my services to the United
States Embassy. For four years I
worked with Harrison Biddle and
others who headed the United States
press campaign in Latin America.
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In spite of all the efforts of my
former comrades to have me eliminated, I worked in the cause of
the United Nations till the fall of
Berlin. That same day, at last, I
returned to my native Peru.
I had sown
throve after my departure. In
B
1946, eleven years after I had
UT THE EVIL SEEDS

launched Chile on the Yenan Way,
the Popular Front had its crowning
victory — the pro-Communist Radical leader, Gabriel Gonzales Videla,
was elected President and named
three Communist ministers, the first
Communist Cabinet members in the
Western hemisphere. But subsequently he became convinced that
the Communists were not acting in
accordance with Chilean interests
but with those of Soviet Russia. He
broke with them, outlawed the
party, and bore down on the leaders
and organizers of Communism.

As for me, I remained for a longer
time "still hypnotized," as one of
my colleagues frankly told me. I had
left the ranks of the Communist
International, I was opposed to the
party and its policies, but I still
thought it feasible to combine a
condemnation of the hypocrisy and
the vileness of the Yenan Way with
the good that the Soviet Union
might yet bring to the cause of
the world's unfortunate. The events
in Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia
destroyed these illusions. I saw that
Stalin's dictatorship was becoming
more cynical, more pitiless, an
avalanche threatening the entire
world. Thus I was left with only
one road open to me, that of denouncing the danger, attacking the
menace, and exposing in all its
rottenness the Yenan Way, in all
its horror the Soviet preparation
for unleashing on humanity a Third
World War.
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Wrong.

P
Columbia University is one of
the few sociologists in the country
ROFESSOR C. WRIGHT MILLS

of

who still pursues the classic goal of
social science: the attempt to formulate a broad view of society as a
whole and to plot the direction in
which it is moving in the muddy
river of history. In the tradition of
Karl Marx, Max Weber, and Veblen,
he strives to combine a total vision
with detailed evidence, an objective
account of social facts with an aware-

ness of their relevance to human
values. Mills has previously written
a book on labor leaders and articles
on small businessmen, public relations fixers and intellectuals, locating each of these groups within the
historical trend of American society
as he sees it. In this book he focuses
on the white-collar occupations, the
"new middle class" as they have
been labeled. Once again, he is interested in more than merely amassing information about them. As his
opening sentence — "The whitecollar people slipped quietly into
modern society" — suggests, his
aim is to see them in relation to
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