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THE JOHN REED CENT ENARY

October 22, 1987, was the Centenary of the birth of John Reed,
author of 7en Days That Shook the World, poet and supporter of the Rus-
stan Communist revolution of November /7,1917. Reed was 3 member

of the illustrious Harvard Class of 1910 which included distinguished
figures such as TS, Eliot, Walter Lippmann and Dr. Car] Binger.
Early in 1987 a few Harvard graduates initiated a broad John Reed

Centenary Committee to arrange a suitable recognition of Reed’s

following individuals:

Daniel Aaron. Professor Emeritus of English and American Literature,
Harvard University.

James Aronson, Harvard 36, Journalist and Thomas Hunter Pro-
tessor Emeritus of Communications at Hunter College. Former
kditor of Nationa/ Guardian.

Anthony M. Daur, Teacher of History at Morristown-Beard School,
Led student delegation to Soviet Unjon in 1986.

I homas Ferrick, Humanist Chaplain, Harvard University.

Virginia Gardner, University of Missourj School of Journalism 24,

Ldward B. Hodgman, Harvard '8 7, an editor of Harvard Lampoon.

Arthur L. James, Teacher tor 25 vears at Morristown-Beard School.
Chairman Department of Fipe Arts.

Corliss Lamont, Harvard 24, Author, Educator and Editor Collected
Poems of Jokn Reed Coordinator of Reed Centenary Committee.

David Lawson, Author and Educator. Author of “John Reed as a Poet
and Cultural Figure.”

Jonathan Moses, Harvard 88, Managing Editor of Harvard Crimson.

Susan Reed, grandniece of John Reed. Journaljst and a staff reporter for
Pegple magazine.

George Seldes, Harvard '13. Author and Anthologist. At 97 author of
autobiography, Wimess 1 4 Century.

Faul Simms, Harvard '88, an cditor of Harvar, Lampoon.

Alan 1 homson, Executive Director, National Council of American-
Soviet Friendship.

bLdith Tiger, Director, National Emergency Civil Liberties Commitee,

The Centenary Committee organized two successfyl meetings to
celebrate the Reed Centenary: one at Adams House, Harvard Unjver-
sity on October 22, Reed'’s actual birthday, and the other g4t the Har-
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vard Club in New York City on October 23. Other celebrations took
place in Portland, Oregon, where Reed was born, and at Los Angffles.
Of course, appropriate observances occurred in Moscow and various
other Soviet cities.

The programs at Harvard and New York were flu_Ch the same,
although New York had a few additional speakers. This book there-
tore, 1s based primarily on the New York meeting but also includes the
addresses of David Lawson and Daniel 1. Barenblatt made only at
Harvard. o

We believe the historical record of John Reed’s far-reaching influ-
ence demands that we publish in permanent form a selection of the
speeches made at our two successful meetings.

John Reed Centenary Committee
Corliss Lamont, Coordinator




John Reed Meeting
at Harvard Club

New York City, October 23, 1987.
Corliss Lamont, Chairman

We are meeting here tonight to honor the Centenary, the 100th
birthday of John Reed, Harvard 1910, and author of Ten Days Thar
Sthook the World. That book is everywhere acknowledged as the best
cye-witness account of the Communist Revolution of 1917 in Russia.

The two meetings, one at Harvard and the other in New York, ar-
ranged by the John Reed Centenary Committee, are strictly non-
partisan. We are not supporting any political party or any special
cconomic system.

But we do believe that this 100th anniversary of Reed’s birth comes
dt an opportune ttme when tension between the United States and the
Soviet Union has much decreased. And we hope that our meetings,
centered around a man dear to both countries, will further American-
Soviet understanding.

[ncidentally, we should note that this Reed year of 1987 coincides
with the 70th anniversary of the Russian Revolution and the 200th an-
niversary of our great American Constitution.

We have a program tonight that will explore the various aspects of
John Reed's many-sided character. But | wish to remind you at the
start that Reed's book usurgent Mexico is also a volume to be remem-
bered. And there were other notable Reed writings, as well.

[ regard John Reed as one of the great Americans of the 20th cen-
tury, an uncompromising idealist and fighter for economic security,
social justice and world peace, an eloquent and honest author, a char-
acter of iron will and profound intellect, a passionate and exuberant
human being~in fact an all-around American 4erv.

John Reed'’s Centenary is being widely recognized this week in the
United States. We have Portland, Oregon, where Reed was born, cel-

ebrating through October. The city's mayor, J.E. Bud Clark, issued a

proclamation declaring October 22 "John Reed Day in Portland, in
honor of a native son who blazed across the world stage for his brief 33
years in the spirit of peace and International understanding.” Also, on
October 22, Portland author Norman Solomon laid a wreath on
Reed's grave beside the Kremlin Wall.

T'he Portland Committees are recerving a delegation of 22 Soviet

citizens to take part in an American-Soviet Symposium entitled “lohn
Reed Yesterday and Today.”
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In LLos Angeles, the Southern California Library for Social Studies
and Research will sponsor John Reed programs. ln-Utah,. Profesisor
[van Krasnov, of the Goodwill Mission from the Soviet Union to Salt
Lake City, spoke at a high school about John Reed.

The Harvard Alumni John Reed Committee of 1935 arrz}l’fg?d the
fine painting of Reed by his Classmate, prerF Hallowell. This por-
trait hangs in Adams House at Harvard University. Harvard always r{e—
mains proud to have had as a graduate su.ch a'rcmarkablc man as
Reed, but we go bevond Harvard to share him with the whole Ameri-

can community and the world at large.




SUSAN REED

Chairman Lamont: Our first speaker tonight is Susan Reed, grandniece of
John Reed, a talented journalist and ar present a reporter for People

magazine,

Miss Reed made a tour of the Soviet Union in the Jall of 1986. She laid a

@reatﬁ on John Reed’s grave beside the Kremlin wall and wrote g Jascinat-
ing article for People about her first-hand contacts with the Spvier people.

Thoughts about John Reed After a Trip Around the Soviet
Union.

I'd like to begin my remarks on this 100th anniversary of my great-
uncle’s bircth by noting a short article that appeared in the Baltimore Sun
yestc‘rday. [t reported that the Soviets had marked this occasion by
opening a special John Reed Museum in the Ukraine. I thought it was
espe(fially appropriate because Uncle Jack had a special feeling for the
Ukrame-. As Professor Robert Rosenstone wrote in his biography
Romantic Revolutionary, Uncle Jack had great plans for the Ukraine. Ir;
1918 he had talked about going there to become Commissar of Art and
Amusement. He planned to “get up great pageants. Cover the city
with flags and banners, [and] twice a month have a gorgeous all-night
fest?val with fireworks, orchestras, and plays in the squares.”

Since 'm speaking as a relative this cvening, I'd like to tell a familial
story about Uncle Jack that | heard just recently. My grandfather
Harry Reed followed his older brother Jack to the Morristown School
In Nc':w Jersey and then to Harvard. Shortly after Harry arrived at
Morrlstown he committed some infraction of the school ruies. As pun-
1shmf:tnt, his teacher assigned him one hour of detention. As he was
dre?smg him down, the teacher stared hard at Harry and said, “Say
youre not by any chance related to Jzct Reed are you?” My gran(jii
father replied that, yes, in fact he was Jack Reed’s younger brother
“Well then,” the teacher responded, “make that two hours of detention.’;

As the story shows, Uncle Jack always provoked a strong reaction
from. people, whether they were his teachers, his classmates, his fel-
low 19urnalists or the U.S. government. He rarely made a neutral im-
pression — It was either positive or negative, and it was always strong.,
His Harvard classmate, Walter Lippmann, said of him, “He is many
men at once, and those who have tried to bank on some phase of him
to regard him as a writer, a correspondent, a poet, a revolutionist, or z;
lover, lose him.” That quote in particular makes me humble about lay-

Ing any special familial claim to him, just as Lippmann suggests that he
continues to elude the claims of writers, poets, revolutionists and
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lovers who knew him.

Uncle Jack was a passionate man — about poetry, about love and

about revolution. But what captured his passion most were the goals of
the Russian Revolution and the spirit of the Russian people. He en-

thused in Ten Days That Shook the World:

Russian people seem to have a Greek feeling for the land, for
the wide, tlat plains, the deep forests, the mighty rivers, the tre-
mendous arch of sky. . .the churches incrusted with gold and
jewels. . .for the cruel hardness of the northern winter, tor the
fierce love and wild gavety, and the dreadful gloom, and the
mvths and legends which are Russia. . .Russian ideas are the
most exhilarating, Russian thought the freest, Russian art the
most exuberant; Russian food and drink are to me the best, and
the Russians themselves are, perhaps, the most interesting

human beings that exist.”

As a writer for Pegple magazine, 1 had the opportunity to spend six
weeks in the Soviet Union last year. We were working on a special
issue about the people of the Soviet Union which came out in April
1987. In reporting stories about ordinary and extraordinary people
there, we travelled 25,000 miles around the country. In the process, |
walked down streets Uncle Jack had walked down 70 years ago and
saw with my own eyes the effect he has left on the Soviet people. I'd
like to share a few of my impressions with you.

Now, you know and I know that Uncle Jack isn't terribly well known
in America, a situation Warren Beatty has done much to rectify with
his film Reds. If Americans tend to regard him as an errant nephew,
Soviets see him as an adopted son. About the second day we were in
Moscow, we were on a bus and began chatting with a teenage boy who
had never met an American before. One of the photographers in our
group pointed to me and said to the boy, “I'his woman 1s related to
John Reed. Do you know who he is?” In most places in America, that
question might have drawn a blank stare. But that boy’s face lit up and
he replied, “John Reed! But of course I know John Reed. Every child
here learns about him in kindergarten.”

Of course | was amazed, but this scene repeated itself many times
during the next month. I discovered that there was a John Reed

Museum in one of the English language preparatory schools, Moscow
School No. 4, so I went to visit it. The members of the John Reed
Club gave me a tour and invited me to visit his grave at the Kremilin
with them on October 22. I'd love to have been able to.

Ten time zones from Moscow in the Yakutian Autonomous Repub-
lic, we met a sable trapper named Nikolai Marfsalov. Nikolai rides his
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remdeer into the taiga each fall to hunt. A more sensitive, intelligent
al}d exceptional man I have never met. One night he was showing us
slides of wildlife scenes he had painted, and Uncle Jack’s name came
up. “l admire him very much,” he told us. “I have read nearly every-
thing he has written.”

Several days later we toured the scientific library in Irkutsk, in south-
castern Siberia. One of the librarians, hearing about my relationship to
Ur{cle Jzilck, rushed up to me with an old copy of 7e# Days and asked me
to Inscribe 1t for them. Feeling a bit embarrassed, I wrote that it was a
pity Uncle Jack had never laid eyes on such a beautiful part of Russia
“I'hank you,” the librarian exclaimed. “We will now remove this cop .
from the stacks and place it in the rare book collection.” '

I tl?ink ['ve given you an inkling about the depth of teeling ordinary
Rusm.ans have for Uncle Jack. That, of course, made a profound im-
pression on me and brought him to life for me in a way I had never ex-
penienced in my own — and his — country.

Of course, being a fun-loving prankster, Uncle Jack would never
have war}ted people to take him 0 seriously, and he might have had
some‘pomted words for us here tonight if he could see us sitting here
extolling his memory. So in ending, I'd like to tell another story about
how he lives on in the Soviet Union that I think he would have ve
much enjoyed. K

Uncle Jack hated bureaucracy, and as you know, that’s something
that’s been raised t6 a fine art in the Soviet Union. During our trip
there last year, we wanted to change our itinerary and return to Lenin-
gradion the Red Arrow train from Moscow for a few extra days. Im-
possible, we were told. We pleaded. We begged. F inally, we went to
see the director of Intourist with Mr. Felix Rosenthal, a f{ussian who
wm:ks for ??me Magazine in Moscow. After explaining our situation
Felix mentioned to the director that one of the journalistic party wa;
the grand-niece of John Reed.

“John Reed?” he asked incredul “
oo incredulously “Of 7en Days That Shook the

“Yes, the very same one,” Felix replied.

“We.ll then,” the Intourist official responded, “I think that the 11th
day will shake Intourist.” We left for Leningrad that evening.

Chai-rman Lamont: We are happy 1o have with us here ronight other
relatrves of John Reed. So [ ask them to take a bow - Grandniece Diana Reed

Grandniece Katharine Reed, Grandnephew Francis Reed, Grandnéphew
Henry Reed, Nephew John Reed. Thank you.
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PROFESSOR JAMES ARONSON

Chairman Lamont: Our next speaker is James Aronson, journalist and
Thomas Hunter Professor Emeritus of Communications ar Hunter College,
New York City. He is the former co-editor of the National Guardian, now the
Guardian. Aronson’s important book, The Press and the Cold War, wi//
be re-published in paperback early in 1988 by Hastings House.

[ must add that students of Mr. Aronson’s at Hunter have joined the Reed
celebrations by staging a movie, “Resurgent Mexico” based on Reed's book. It
will be shown twice on Wednesday, October 28 ar Hunter.

Mr. Aronson.

Two things [ would like to talk about: one is Harvard —and what it
did to John Reed, (You will note that I said 7 and not for). The other 1s
the committed journalist. Reed surely was that. I believe there 1s a
connection between the two subjects, and since | have been involved
in both — Harvard and journalistic commitment — [ may be a bit per-
sonal at times. Reed’s experiences, in retrospect as I studied them,
were evocative for me.

Reed came to Harvard from Oregon. He wasn't exactly wearing a
coonskin hat and a deerskin jacket — he had after all been somewhat
easternized by two years at the Morristown School —but he was con-
sidered by the established aristocratic coterie 1n Cambridge to be an
outsider. Gregarious as he was, it hurt him and he was, as he wrote, for
a time “desperately lonely.” He tried to “belong,” to make the ex-
clusive clubs, to make the sports teams, but those who did belong let
him know that he did not.

High-spirited and nonconformist, he went after things that were
open to the non-belongers: the publications and the open organiza-
tions. He even became a cheerleader at the football games, a rousing
good one. He never lost his love for high jinks, and in a deliberate way
he emphasized that, bringing to himself the attention he obviously
needed. Yet his hurt was never assuaged. He said: “The more | met
the college aristocrats, the more their cold, cruel stupidity offended
me. | began to pity them for their lack of imagination, and the narrow-

ness of their glittering lives — clubs, athletics, society.”

There were contradictions in him, of course. I wonder what would
have happened to him if he £ad been accepted and made to feel that
he belonged. I doubt that he would long have belonged. He was too
curious for that narrow life, too excited by the world outside, and he

would soon have un-belonged himself.
[ did not know much about John Reed in the Depression 30s, when




[ was at Harvard, but I felt a great kinship as [ looked back on my own
innocent years and my own efforts to belong. | didn’t come cross
country to Harvard, just across the river, from Dorchester by way of
my natal Roxbury. As part of the belonging process, | remember going
to Filene’s basement and buying, for $8, a great Abercrombie & Fitch
herringbone tweed jacket which did me for my four vears. It had
knickerbockers (for golf, I guess), which I discarded.

[ went out for baseball in my freshman vyear, and made the Fresh-
man Seconds —the second team composed of some great players who
were on academic probation and therefore could not play on the first
tecam, and those whose athletic skills, quite frankly, were not as good
as their academic ones. | was in the second category. I recall the cama-

What a scenario! Where are the filmmakers with imagination? Where
j eatty?
C F;E::esﬁrg thatY Reed would have gravitated down.to 17 Murrz}y St.,
near City Hall, when we began publishing the National Guardian ex-
actly 39 years ago in 1948 with, | must say, the warm encouragement
of our chairman Corliss Lamont. And speaking of the Harvard con-
nection, I recall one evening in the summer of 19148, after. a pre-pub-
lication planning meeting, getting a ride homct wnt:] Corliss and two
other planners, and looking around the car, saying: You know, we are
2l Harvard — all four of us!” Perhaps, in retrospc?ct, I shouid pot be so
tough on Alma Mater. We all must have been inculcated with some-

thing in the Yard.

raderie at practice on Soldier’s Field, and in the locker room after a
game. And then, the next day in the Yard, some of mv teammates
passed me by without a nod.

"T'here were other things —non-invitations to tea at the home of a dis-
tinguished snob of an English professor (I was an English major
because Harvard did not recognize journalism as an acceptable en-
deavor), the barriers at the Crimson. It was the Reed treatment, and it
was perhaps my first lesson — I was quite unpolitical at the time — in
caste and class. So, I imagine, it was for Reed. When I said earlier that
I would talk about what Harvard did # Reed, I am quite willing to
replace it with for: It was an educating experience that helped propel
me into the ranks of political and social dissenters. [ am sure it did the
same for Reed.

How tragic that his life and career were cut off Just before he was to
turn 33. I have often wondered where he would have gone in the
1930s, with the turmoil of America in the Depression. Would I have
listened to him speaking from the steps of Widener Library about the
jobless and the homeless? What about the 40s and the represstve 50s?
How would he have reacted to events in the Soviet Union in the inter-
vening years?

Joe McCarthy would have found Reed fair game —and Reed would
have found Joe quite gamey. In my mind’s eye, [ can see Reed in the
dock in the old Senate caucus room, with McCarthy glowering at him
from the center of the inquisition table, nasty little Roy Cohn at his
elbow, and McCarthy asking: “Did you have a hand in Instigating the
Bolshevik Revolution?” And Reed, graying in his mid-60s, but vital as
ever, disdaining all amendments, beginning an eloquent extemporane-
ous statement about the wretched of the earth. The gavel coming down

to silence the witness, and Reed rising from his chair to stalk out of the
room, denouncing McCarthy as he went.
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Yes. Reed would have pitched right in with Cedric Belfrage, John

McManus and the rest of us, and he would soon be oft to Africa or Asia

to send his impassioned dispatches, in much the same way that Wilfred
Burchett — another committed journalist — did for us from Korea and
Vietnam and just about every other place in the worlq.

There would have been other committed journalists who were
Americans but whose byline was the world. In China, today, there 1s a
Three S Society, of which I am proud to be an honorary mempcr. It
commemorates the lives and works and provides an opp(:)rtumty for
research about three courageous journalists — Anna LO}JISC Strong,
Agnes Smedley and Edgar Snow, all of whom helpcd_ bl’l.l’lg the truth
about China to the world — and to the people of Chmailtself. Edgar
Snow’s Red Star Over China was a seminal book in reporting about the
conditions in China which led to the revolution and about the men and
women who founded the People’s Republic in 1949.

Anna Louise Strong and Agnes Smedley both wrote fqr the
Guardian. When she died in Beijing in 1970, Anna Louise was given a
heroine’s funeral. Agnes died in poverty In Englar'ld, houn*ded from her
own country by the witch-hunting committees 1n Washington m“l:,he
1950s. Snow is buried in an honored place on the grounds of Beyjing
Uri:ijli)lg:-ow, John Reed is buried alongside the Kremlin Wall. He will
never be forgotten there. His classic 7en Days 1hat Shook the World was

as seminal as Snow’s Red Star Over China. | |
What magnificent journalists they were. Tht?y poure_d their souls into
their work because they had faith in the ultlmat.e trlumph 9f reasm:
and sanity. Where are the memorials to them in their native land:
They do not exist. If you ask a Russian student abo.ut Re'ed, his face
lights up. If you do the same about Agnes Smedley :n China, the stu-
dent smiles and says, “Ah, Sme-de-lee. Yes, | know.” When [ have put
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the names to my own university students in New York, there is no rec-
ognition. It is not their fault. It is a piercing comment on the teaching
of history and journalism.

For those of us who have lived our lives in journalism or the
academy, or both, and especially for those of us who have veered from
the accustomed path, there is an important risk. It is to see that the
teaching and learning of history, as it happened, is restored to an
honorable place in our society. Then the life and work of John Reed

will be affirmed, as will his glorious and far-sighted vision, and his
passion.
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HAMILTON FISH

Chairman Lamont: Now we have a real surprise: Mr. Hamilton Fish,
Senior, LL.D. Harvard Class of 1910 and a classmate of John Reed, whom
he knew well. He appointed Reed cheerleader of the Harvard foorball team
when he, Fish, was captain.

Mr. Fish has been a conservative Republican and was a member of the
House of Representatrves for 25 years, from 1920 to 1945. He will be 99 in
November. We are very glad to have hum with us ronight.

Mr. Fish:

Mr. Chairman and fellow Americans, I'm very happy and proud to
be here tonight to help you to celebrate the hundredth anniversary of a
classmate of mine whom 1 appointed, when I was captain of the Har-
vard football team, as cheerleader for the team. | appointed him be-
cause | knew him personally and liked him and knew he was a man of
ability and could do the job. And the job was very difficult because the
Harvard team didn’t lose a game that year. So that was the start of my
real acquaintance with him.

I think he was at heart a Socialist, but I don’t think that he belonged to
the Socialist Club at Harvard at that time. We did have a very strong
Socialist Club in my class headed by Walter Lippmann, who made his
fame on the Herald Tribune here in New York. But 'm so happy about
John Reed, the man who went out there to Russia and wrote this famous
book that aroused the whole world, and properly so. Most of us back
home in America hoped that the change would result in a new American
form of government in Russia, and of course it didn't turn out that way,
and even John Reed had some difficulties with the Communists.

They were very proud of him because of the book. . .and a good
book. . .and they made a Communist out of him and gave him a posi-
tion, but I think they were a little jealous of him. Some of the old
timers. . .those that were powerful...dishked him and I'm
afraid. . .as far as | can find out. . . that they persuaded him against his
wishes to go down to some southern part of Russia to some celebra-
tion to make some speeches there; and he was disinclined to go but
they forced him to go, and when he came back he was a sick man.
And that 1s the tragedy of tragedies, because he went to a hospital and
he evidently was dving. 'I'he only information I have on that is the fact
that some very prominent German woman who was a Socialist saw
him in the hospital and he complained “I have been tricked! I have
heen tricked!” I can't vouch for that but it came from a very well

known woman at the ume, and he was without money and he wanted
to go back to America. And he died therein that hospital. And I think

13




1920, to investigate Com '
they were al Americans.
cans, and as Chairman | Inve

stigated a man who ran f '
' or Pr
he ran for President of the U “lent. -

nited States twice. He w

we are against the Constitution. w

:e[zju;]ned \l;m d0w1.‘1 on the flag, he tried to dodge and said we're for the
ag. well, I said, that’s nonsense. . . that's three hundred vears old

.h. .everi revolution took the red flag. . . . But anvhow | am one of

those who believes ¢ has y
oday that every Amer: |

b : | JVHY American has the right o

om of Speech, and it doesp’t make any difference to me what

party they belong to, whether they belong to the Republicans or the

Demo , ) '
o dcr.«.}i]ts gr even the Commumst party, if thcy want to, It s the Jaw
ad the nonor of debatmg with Norman 1 homas W '
b

. ho was
the most attractive men ['ve e e of

on a tramp
steamer. The accommodations
nd yet they had to £0 on this
harbor this friend of mine who
team with me couldn't stand it and he
and swam ashore. And then Reed, of
¥ Harvard friend left hjs pocketbook. . .

WEre rotten, the food was terrible g
stcamer. Before they got out of the
Played on the Harvard footha]|
jumped overboard at night
course, was still on board. M
he had quite a lot of money;

munist activities in the Unjted States, and
. . the people we investigated were Ameri-

PROFESSOR ROBERT A. ROSENSTONE

Chairman Lamont: Because of health problems, Robert Rosenstone could
not make the long trip from Caltfornia to be with us here tonight. So Susan
Reed will read his speech instead.

Rosenstone 1s Professor History ar Caltfornia Institute of Technology. Born
in Montreal, he graduated from UCLA in 1957 and obtained a Ph.D. in
history from that institution in 1965.

He served on the staffs of the L.os Angeles Examiner and Los Angeles
Times. He 15 author of Crusade on the Left: The Lincoln Battalion in
the Spanish Civil War and Romantic Revolutionary: A Biography of
John Reed.

Miss Reed for Mr. Rosenstone:

Today [Oct. 22] he would be a century old, this man born to privi-
lege who loved to break bread with Wobblies, Villistas and Red Guards:
this one-time cheerleader who went from being a highly paid foreign
correspondent to someone with no journalistic outlets because he re-
fused to endorse American entry into the First World War; this poet
who appeared before a congressional committee investigating radicals
and stood trial for sedition more than once; this founding member of
the Provincetown Players who also helped to found the Communist
Labor Party; this lover of Mabel Dodge and Louise Bryant and Edna
St. Vincent Millay, who became a member of the executive commit-
tee of the Third International; this Playboy of Revolution (in Upton
Sinclair’s phrase) whose remains have for six decades lain in a grave
before the Kremlin Wall.

To most of us in this room, he is no doubt a familiar and interesting
figure. But 20 years ago, when 1 first toyed with the idea of writing his
biography, few Americans other than old leftists and people with an in-
terest in the Russian Revolution seemed to have heard of John Reed.
For three months in the spring of 1970, I sat at a desk in the Houghton
Library reading his papers. During that time, demonstrations against
the Vietnam War, or the corporate state, or in favor of Black liberation
seemed to be daily occurences. | remember the day that Jerry Rubin,

a leading Yippie, invaded first the Yard and then some philosophy
classes to rail against the oppression of academia and to inform Harvard
undergrads that they should leave the classroom for the streets. Yet in
this same period, the young radicals around me (and with my beard and
long hair I felt at one with them) would yawn at my tales of their illustri-

ous forebear, Reed, clearly thinking his life irrelevant to their own.
Even after my book appeared in the mid-70s, I found myself at far
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too many parties having to explain why one should care about this poet,
bohemian, journalist and radical. 'Then in 1982, through the magic
door of Hollywood, Jack Reed suddenly entered the American panthe-
on. This has made the task of 2 Reed biographer considerably easier.
At least since “Reds,” fewer people scratch their heads in wonder at
why you would want to write a book about a Communist. Now, mil-
lions know him as a sweet, temperamental, and somehow very Ameri-

can guy, who loves women, puppies and workers, gets
heated about politics, dislikes Soviet bureaucrats who spe

English, and refuses to let anyonc— capitalist or communis
he writes.

This film portrait of Reed is not so much wrong as dreadfully limited.
But then, so is the traditional notion of him as no more than chronicler,
friend and supporter of the Bolsheviks. Reed was, In truth, a protean
tigure. His breadth and passion, if not his later seriousness, was hu-

morously portrayed in 1914 by his good friend Walter Lippmann in
one of the earliest issues of the Neg Republic:

“T'hough he is only in his middle 20s and but five years out of Har-

pired song and cheer leader that the
tootball crowd had had for many days. . .

“Even as an undergraduate he betrayed w

hat many people believe
to be the central passion of his

life, an inordinate desire to be arrested.
He spent a brief vacation in Europe and experimented with the jails of

kngland, France, and Spain. . . The next incident took place during
the Paterson strike. Reed was in town less than twenty-four hours
before the police had him in custody. He capped his arrest by staging
the Paterson strike pageant in Madison Square Garden, and then left
for Europe to live in a Florentine villa . :

“By temperament he is not a protessional writer or reporter. He is a
person who enjoys himself. Revolution, literature, poetry,
only things which hold him at times, incidents merely of h
Now and then he finds adventure by imagining it, oftener

forms his own experience. He is one of those people wh
serious possibilities such

rescuing women, hunting
acroplane. . .

“I can’t think of a form of disaster which John
enjoyed. .

they are
15 living.
he trans-

O treat as
stock fantasies as shipping before the mast,

lions, or trying to fly around the world in an

Reed hasn’t tried and
..He is many men at once, and those who have tried to

bank on some phase of him, to regard him as a writer, a correspon-
dent, a poet, a revolutionist, or a lover, lose him. There 1s no line be-
tween the play of his fancy and his responsibility to fact; he is for the
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rather over-
ak accented
t—edit what

' he imagines himself to be. . .
ime the person |
t With his grandiose dreams (at one point he wanted to be a poet z:mlfj
millionaire) and enormous appetite for life, Reed can seem quin
a _ ._
ssentially American, a kind of Paul Bunyon of the Left. But It Sls 1£n
e
ortant to remember that he does not belong to the Umted tates
plone There is a Mexican John Reed, the first young foreigner to sym
alone. | -
athetically publicize to the world the seriousness of that great‘st;ugd
ple for land and justice. There is the Soviet John Reed, the fa;—sng teid
imerican who not only could recognize the future', bl:lt who co:u_d
number its ten great days and describe its birth agonies in pros; \lf:w
| r
enough to fix the image of revolution for decades to come. Afl there
are. no doubt, other Reeds as well, Reeds we cannot fully 1mag71126;
Reéds that exist in the minds of those who have rez_:ld len Da;_lys hd
Shook the World in one of the two dozen languagcj:s Into Wl}lC It 138
been translated; or Reeds that exist in the Spanish Speakn‘{g WOL :
where Mexico Insurgente, the translation of his first masterpiece, has
Int
rarely been out of print. | 0
Many of the themes of Reed’s life as he moved from New York ¢
Mexico to Europe to Russia can seem so contemporary thztdone (;1:2;
| eca
' ld has changed since the secon _
wonder at how little the wor o the see cade of
' | nwich Vi
Harvard in 1910, he lived in Gree
the century. After leaving | re '
lage at the center of perhaps the most creative and exciting counte f
me one o
I ' roduced. Indeed, he soon beca
culture that this nation has p o ne of
' on and em
’ hich means that he touched up
that subculture’s heroes, w ! . and e
bodied all of its splendid and contradictory 1mpuls§s. Moderplsn; ot
' T0)4) 1Cail varieties,
' onism, radicalism of a dozen
and poetry, industrial uni : arienes, e
| intsm — all these were topic
love, psychoanalysis and femi -all | vere
familiar to him. More than simply taking stands on such 1ssuei.3 hel o
them too. Reed wrestled with the problems of sexual equality l.auf;1 :
. | to control thel
1age; orted the right of women
two-career marriage; he supp n to y
own bodies (then via birth control rather than abortion); he cxp(;si:)
(at Paterson and Ludlow) the distortion of labor news afs reporte 5;
' | overnmen
' ; nly contradicted the lies ot g
the daily press; and he ope | .
officials about American attempts to combat revolution and supp

nterrevolution abroad. | | |
COZS a correspondent in Mexico, during that revolut:ion rtlo E,Vhl::h
ds. one can see Reed at his best—
“Reds” could devote only ten seconds, see Reed ac his bes' -
' The young poet in him love |
both romantic and shrewd.
a? the country, the passion of the people, the bravado of_ lea(li]ers hkz
(l;’ ho Villa, the drama of the desert landscape of- Chihuahua ar;d
- O Bu; he also understood what few in the U}'llted States C.O.u l
Il)1urarcll%3(;em' Mexico was undergoing two revolutions, one politica
then . |
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and the other economic, and in terms of ultimate change, the former
was less important than the latter. He understood, too, that one of the
dangers of this revolution was possible U.S. intervention to protect
American business interests. When an American army headed by
General Pershing invaded Mexico looking for Pancho Villa, Reed
torcefully opposed the venture,

His reports from Mexico in 1914 made him a famous and highly-
paid correspondent, and for a time allowed him to pick his own assign-
ments. Less and less a poet and short story writer, he often covered
the struggles of labor to organize unions. After the outbreak of the
World War, he journeyed to both Western and Eastern frons and
found nothing but a meaningless conflict in which Western civilization
was destroying its noblest valyes. Even before those Jaunts, Reed was
calling the conflict “a trader’s war” and strongly opposing American in-
volvement. As long as the United States was neutral, such a position

economic health. By late that summer, the famous John Reed could
not place an article in the commercial press, and he had to borrow
funds for a trip to Russia for a look at the revolution that had begun
there in F ebruary.

Usually when one thinks of Reed, what comes to mind js the great
October days in Petrograd. Of these it may simply be said that he

to tell the truth as he saw it, and tell that truth no matter what the per-
sonal, social, political, legal or economic consequences. But now the
stakes for truth-telling were even higher. Back in the Unijted States,
support for Bolshevism meant that he was criticized by his family,

eople’s of the East; the frail Reed who caught typhus amzi tl:lCI‘l
th?f;ed a deadly stroke; the Reed martyred at the age of 33 —this final
Sl;;ced is not the only Reed we should remember. | N -
One must never forget the man’s humor and passion an ovcd(? 1 ?
and his desire to change the world through_ art. Reed wrote and ;rect
ed the Paterson Silk Strike Pageant in Madison Square Gal‘delil a? fw.iw.ras
one of the founders of the Provincetown Plas‘zers,. A'mer'lca s first
modern theater group. Dramatic impulsefs were still allve_ In hm;{ d(Lin:mg
the grimmest moments of rcvolutioin. With ‘the Bolsheviks loc Td ml E
bitter struggle for control of Russia In the winter of 1918, hc.c?li ta
of going to the Ukraine, a blasted, dying land ?vhere local ofﬁ;l; S wzl:
fighting the new regime, to become Commissar of Art an _ mu'th
ment. His desire was “to get up great pageants. Cover the '01ttly le |
flags and banners, (and) twice a month haye a gorgeous .’iﬂ night festi-
val with fireworks, orchestras, and plays in the squares. 1
IFor anyone interested in social change, he may be a 'hero, bl;t surehy
it 1s important to keep from picturing Re?d as a 'samt..At t:mst e
would not have recognized any such portrait. This is not just ecausel,c
he was a man who loved the pleasures of the flesh, but alsq becaL{se od
his growing self-awareness that sometimes he hurt and dlsappkc;m;eof
people, even good friends. Life was not easy f(?r Reed, but 4 (;l-ven
daily struggle in the realm that lies between desire and (.:Iespalr. Gr
an enormous natural talent with words, he used them with conviction,
dedication, and clarity of sight. Possibilities for money, fame, or govxfer
never deterred him from a personal visioq of truth, but a trutl; that Ii;l(;
creasingly voiced the truths of the exploited and the powerless. p
could be stubborn and unbending, but he could _not be: corfuplte .
Along with his two great literary accounts of revolution, this trait alone

should make us wish to keep his memory alive.
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JONATHAN MOSES
Chairman Lamont: We kad hoped to have Harvard undergraduates in-

volved in the celebration of the Reed Centenary. And so we are glad that
Jonathan Moses, Harvard 1988, can be with us tonight. Mr. Moses is

Managing Editor of The Harvard Crimson, one of the country’s great news-

papers. 1 know this is true because back in the 19205 | myself was an Assistant

Managing Editor of the Crimson.
Mr. Moses:

John Reed wanted to enjoy his time at Harvard. There’s no fault in
that, I do too. And there’s no fault in the fact that while in Russia he

lived comfortably. A close reading of the classic 7en Days That Shook the
World will reveal that Reed was well aware of the practices of the Rus-

sians who speculated during the Revolution, hoarding food and brib-

ing officials. These people had plenty of bread and sugar and Reed
would dine at their table. Reed took tea with merchants who voted ten
to one 1n favor of Kaiser Wilhelm over the Bolsheviks. And he even

managed to catch some theater and dance in between all those
political meetings he was attending,

Indeed, Reed seems to have experienced all the human tailings to

which everyone is prey. And now that ['ve successfully debunked the
paper myth, you may be saying to yourself, “What the hell am I doing

here? Let me show you by reading some passages from the chapter on
Moscow in 7en Days That Shook The World-

“Already through the Iberian Gate a human river was flowing,
and the vast Red Square was spotted with people, thousands of
them. . ..

‘Through all the streets to the Red Square the torrents of peo-
ple poured, thousands upon thousands of them, all with the look
of the poor and the toiling. A military band came marching up,
playing the Internationale, and spontaneously the song caught and
spread like wind-ripples on a sea, slow and solemn. F rom the top
of the Kremlin wall gigantic banners unrolled to the ground; red,
with great letters in gold and in white, saying, “Martyrs of the
Beginning of World Social Revolution,” and “Long Live the
Brotherhood of Workers of the World.”

“Bitter wind swept the Square, Ifting the banners. Now from
the far quarters of the city the workers of the different factories
were arrving, with their dead. They could be seen coming
through the Gate, the blare of their banners, the dull red - like
blood~of the coffins they carried. These were rude boxes, made
of unplaned wood and daubed with crimson, borne high on the
shoulders of rough men who marched with tears streaming down
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their faces, and followed by women who sobbed and screamc?d,
or walked stiffly, with white, dead faces. Some of the coffins
were open, the lid carried behind them; others WEI:C covered
with gilded or silvered cloth, or had a Soldier’§ .h?t nailed on the
top. There were many wreaths of hideous artificial ﬂow?rs. -

“Between the factory-workers came companies of soldiers with
their coffins, too, and squadrons of cavalry, riding at salute, and
artillery batteries, the cannon wound with red and black—fore_:vcr
it seemed. Their banners said, ‘Long Live the Third Internation-

“All the long day the funeral procession passed, coming in by
the Iberian Gate and leaving the Square by way of the
Nikolskaya, a river of red banners, bearing words of hope and
brotherhood and stupendous prophecies, against a background
of fifty thousand people, under the eyes of the world’'s workers

and their descendants forever. . . . |
“I suddenly realised that the devout Russian people no longer
needed priests to pray them into heaven. On earth they were

building a kingdom more bright than any heaven had to offer,
and for which it was a glory to die. . ..”

That is incredible journalism. The description, the subject matter,
the force behind the writing create a story that captures the {'eader.
Reed writes because he was excited by his subject. He transmits tk}at
excitement to the reader with the result that we, too, adml.re the rise
of the Russian people, their demands for change and Fhelr success.
There’s much here to inspire the young journalist, especially when the
immediate future for most of us means covering stories about the
Everglades for the Miam:i Herald. o

But there’s something else that pervades Reed’s work, which s, I
think, the unique talent of journalists. Reed overcomes the' gap be-
tween the writer and his subject. The people of Russia, th_elr simple
demands for peace and land, control Reed’s words. H‘e writes, “The
only reason for Bolshevik success lay in their accomphshmg- the vast
and simple desires of the most profound strata of people, calling thexp
to the work of tearing down and destroying the old and afterward, 1n
the smoke of falling ruins, cooperating with them to erect tl?e f-rame-
work of the new.” The reason for Reed’s success as a journalist 1s that
he too delights and desires to write of the struggle by the vast strata of
pe;[;leec;l is enamored most by the resistance of thf: Russians to the
status quo — of their desire for change. Pretty amazing for. a guy who
spent four years hailing the stuffy splendor of the nation’s oldest
university. There’s hope for all of us.
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ARTHUR L. JAMES

(*hairman Lamont: Now we have Aﬁ/zz.zr L. James, a reacher for 25 years
J 10 Morristown-Beard School and chairman of the Fine Arts Dep.arfmeﬂf.
o Reed attended the Morristown School for oo years. Ldfffr 1" m.erged
ﬁﬁ; f/zé ﬁmrd School to become Morristown-Beard. Mr. James is working on

1 history of the school.
Mr. James:

Reed’s experience at Harvard is basically all of ours. No matter what
we do here, we graduate with a leg up. The tendency is to preserve
the szatus quo, to protect our privilege. But I think deep down we all
abhor stagnation as did Reed. He did more than most of us ever will,
He lived for revolution. Even in the Reagan Age where the stazus quo is
said to reign supreme, I think there’s a desire for movement in society.
Monday, I talked to some friends now working on Wall Street, the
very symbol of Reagan Era attitudes. They were having as much fun
in the crash as they had in the boom. It was excitement. The down
side of a roller-coaster is a blast.

Yet, Reed’s attempt goes beyond most of us. Whether it’s fear and
tun on Wall Street or the life of journalists, with its confrontational and
experiential nature, we know how to get our kicks. But the problem is
that we truly can live as rebels without a cause. Reed had a cause—pro-
gressive change. There was purpose to his exciting life. He recognized
that he could not be objective in his reporting and advocated the suc-
cess of the Revolution. And why shouldn’t he support the Russian
Revolution?

There was danger, people taking control of their lives, wiping the
ancient rust of a monarchy from the cogs of their society. Every
assumption was questioned, every idea considered. There have been
times in the United States when this has happened as well. This is not
one of them, neither was Reed’s time. And [ think the desire for this
way of living is what attracted Reed to the Russian Revolution. It may
also be why the so-called “Glasnost” that we hear and read about in the _
Soviet Union catches our attention. Their society may have miles to ties. sometimes to the detriment of his studies. He sang in. the ChOﬁll‘,
80 before it reaches our enlightened state, but at least there is change, | star,red in football, and became vice president of the Athletic Assom'a-
an excitement in the air that reminds people they can control their | rion. He revived the Rooster, the satirical underground .paper and edllz-
ves. ed the Morristonian, the newspaper and the Sa/magundi, the yearbook.

| He also served on the “Committee of Seven,” the student government

board and won the Scribner History Prize. | | N
A quotation from one of John's poems, “Diodotus’ Speech” in

Morristonian proved prophetic:

It is a pleasure to take part in the centenmial of John Sllashlf{e;'(:!l.lfoi
any years | have been fascinated by the many face'ts C.tf is brilhan
N d provocative career. And | am grateful for the publications of Chair-
fj‘r[:aanJam(mt and Professor Rosenstone as well as to YVarrcn Beatty for

rekindling interest in Reed through the _film “Reds. -
You may wonder why John's parents In 1904 packed him o r&m
Portland to the Morristown-Beard School in northern New Jefseys li
father, though not a college man, was concernfad abouf John ; eluhcad
tion. Maybe his father was impressed that this fledgling school ha

been founded by three Harvard graduates: |
e%hi% nevertheless, proved to be a wise choice. Although John

possessed an enthusiasm for literature and a ﬂair’ jfor ?X’I:l?ll’;g ]:nd
dramatics, he had been a somewhat insef:ure and ofttimes sr1(:..<fyk oy;f
But at Morristown he seemed to find himself and to §h0w' ws:mr sro
fortitude and leadership which later were to characterize his (I:lz?ree' g

John’s vibrant imagination as an inveterate storyteller‘won ! im -m._
stant recognition at school. He vigorously pursued a variety of activi

b | O men of Athens, listen to my words,
] I cannot speak as noble Cleon spoke

Pouring forth a flood of mellow words, o
But time has come to sink the thoughts of “can,

Within the thoughts of “‘must,” and so at last
Humanity and reason stern have made

An orator of me.

T _.1'-.- o o il
L A '_r::__*_-;_:i-'r.'.‘ .
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| Probably for leading a midnight dorm party down the drain pipe and
Into town, John was not invited to one of the school dances. He retal-
1atec.:l, howe'ver, by removing the helmet of the school mascot, Oscar
(an impressive suit of armour) and replacing it with a chamber pot. Hé
was subsequently disciplined for embarrassing the ladies.

John graduated in 1906 and went on to Harvard, but he remaijns one
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Chairman Lamont: We have rwo songs about John Reed sung by soprano
Helen Williams with Leonard Lehrman at the piano.

Ms. Williams was a finalist in the 1984 Internarional Artists Recital Com-
petition and has been active on television, stage, film, and in opera and mu-
sical theater as both singer and actress. She has just returned from a tour of
New York Stare playing Emma Goldman in E.G.: A Musical Portrait of
[imma Goldman by Leonard Lefirman. Miss Goldman was a good friend of
John Reed.

Leonard Letirman, Harvard Class of °71, studied with Nadia Boulanger
on a Fulbright Scholarship, received his docrorate from Cornell Universiry
and then served as Assistant Conductor at the Metropolitan Opera. His first
opera won the 1978 Off-Broadway Opera Award for “most important event
of the season.” His fifth opera, based on a story by Mikhail Sholokov, was
presented at the Moscow Youth Festrval in 1985 and will be staged in October
1988 in Dresden.

[ he first song is a rendering into music by Leonard Lehrman of Reed's last
poem “A Letter to Louise,” Reed's wife:

A Letter to Louise:

Rainy rush of bird-song
Apple-blossom smoke

‘Thin bells water-falling sound
Wind-rust on the silver pond
Furry starring willow-wand
Wan new grasses waking round
Blue bird in the oak. . .

Woven in my word-song

White and slim my lover
Birch-tree in the shade
Mountain pools her fearless eyes
Innocent all-answering

Were | blinded to the Spring
Happy thrill would in me rise
Smiling half afraid

At the nearness of her
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All my weak endeavor
Lay [ at her feet

Like a moth from oversea
Let me longing lightly rest
On her flower petal breast

l'ill the red dawn set me free
lI'o be with my sweet
Ever and forever. . .

1he second song is titled simply “John Reed.”

and music by Else Stegmeister. with words by Lewis Allan

John Reed

John Reed was an honest
His heart was with the
He saw the homes of
In Paterson he saw th

man, knew right from wrong.
people, said, “That’s where 1 belong.”

working men. He heard thejr children cry
“m starve, 1in Ludlow saw them die.

John Reed saw troubje in the making

John Reed saw tyranny’s face, |
John Reed knew a storm was breaking

and he said to himself, “There’s my place!”
And he said to himself, “There’s my place'!”

lf?{e saw a fight for freedom, just like our F reedom. War
or ten long days that shook the world while .

_ SOMe were writj '
He wrote with honest hand and heart what h e e

¢ saw with honest eyes.

John Reed saw freedom in the making
John Reed saw tyranny fall, |

John Reed saw a new day breaking
and he wrote what he saw, That was all.
And he wrote what he saw, That was all.

John Reed loved hijs fellow man, John Reed.
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AMBASSADOR VICTOR ZVEZDIN

Chairman Lamont: Of course, the Reed Centenary is being widely
celebrated in the Soviet Union, both in Moscow and in other cities. Three
volumes devoted to Reed have already been published in the U.S.S.R. We
are fortunate in having a representative of that great country at our meeting
1his evening.

And [ am happy ro present Ambassador Victor Zvexdin, Deputy Perma-
nent Representative of the U.S.S.R. to the Unired Nations.

Ambassador Zoexdin:

Dear Friends,

[ couldn’t but tell how happy and honored I am to be at this meeting
to give tribute to the man who is a legendary person in my country. I'm
particularly glad to celebrate the centennial anniversary of John Reed
together with you because I'm sure that his deeds, talent, books
belong not only to Americans, but to the Soviet and all other peoples
of the world.

'T'oday a lot of people in many countries speak about the vital neces-
sity of a new political thinking that will guide mankind to a mutually
beneficial solution of existing political, economic and humanitarian
problems, to peace and prosperity in all parts of the world. It seems to
me that John Reed gave all of us many years ago a good example of
such political thinking. I believe this 1s among the main reasons why
his books are still popular in the world, why his thoughts and ideas are
carefully examined and shared by many people.

The rather short life-of John Reed, his magnificent books about the
Mexican and Russian revolutions still teach us that it is not the best
thing to reject new ideas and approaches, as well as hopes and aspira-
tions of other nations even if they are different from one’s own and dif-
ficult to understand at first. John Reed was brought up in Americain a
capitalist socio-economic system. Being a well-educated and pro-
gressive minded man, he knew all the benefits and problems of that
system. For the first time he came to Russia in August 1917, and 1t
took him just several months to understand Russia and the problems,
hopes and aspirations of the Russian people. That 1s why he managed
to understand the goals of the Great October Socialist Revolution
which he sincerely welcomed with all his heart. John Reed did not
separate his thoughts from his deeds. He was strong enough not only
to welcome the Russian revolution but to tell the truth about this
revolution to his people and all other nations in his splendid book 7en

Days Thatr Shook the World.

L
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'This book helped many people in America and in other countries to
better understand what was really going on in Russia; and at that time
It was very important to say the truth about the revolution, especially
because some countries, including the USA, had tried to strangle it by
military and economic measures.

Today’s world, with all its nuclear stockpiles, is far more dangerous
than the world of the 1920s; it is even more important to understand
cach other, to know each other better, to get rid of stereotypes in
order to end the confrontation and cooperate peacefully for the benefit
of our two nations. I believe that the agreement in principle to con-
clude a treaty on eliminating two classes of nuclear weapons, arrived at
recently by the USA and USSR, is a very important step 1n that direc-
tion that reinforces hopes of our peoples and all people of the Earth for
building a safe world. And I am sure that if John Reed were among us
today, he would welcome such an important development in Soviet-
American relations like any other step towards peace, friendship and
cooperation between our countries.

Dear friends, soon on November 7 my people will celebrate the
70th anniversary of the Great October Socialist Revolution.

There is a direct link between the new political thinking which we
propose embedding in international relations and the ideas of October.
In carrying out the reorganization within our country, which is aimed,
in the words of Mikhail Gorbachev, “to ensure more socialism and
more democracy,” to resolve the accumulated domestic problems and
to consolidate glasnost and democracy, we proceed from the premise
that renewal is also necessary in the sphere of international relations.

The paramount task is to bring those relations in conformity with
the realities of the nuclear and space age, which means acknowledging
that the security of all and of everyone is the only formula for survival.
A comprehensive system of international security, to establish which
was proposed by the Soviet Union and other socialjst countries, has its
origins in Lenin’s concept of a just and democratic world. The forma-
tion of such a system that would remove the immoral nuclear deter-
rence and deliver the peoples from the fear of annihilation would mean
democratization, humanization and demilitarization of international
relations.

Just like in the days of October 1917, we stand for renewing not only
the fundamental approaches but also the techniques, methods and
forms of dealing with the questions of war and peace. We propose
bridging the gap between the words and the deeds, between politics
and propaganda. Following the traditions of Lenin’s Decree of Peace,
the Soviet Union comes out in favor of conducting affairs on the basis
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of openness and glasnost, moving over from C-()nfidence-buildi_ng mea-
sures to a large-scale policy of confidence-whfch Would constitute the
centerpiece of the system of security which is t?elng shaped. 'Today,
just like in the days of October, we are addressing our proposals not
only to the governments but also to the people. We proceed from our
belief that politics is not a privilege of the selected few, but a concern
of each and everyone. |
That is why we attach great importance to the work of dlffere:nt
public movements and organizations which stand for peace, security
and friendship among the nations. Of course, every nation has a sover-
eign right to choose its own social and political system and no one has
a privilege to force others not to do so. But today only along with the
concept of peaceful coexistence of difterent S0CI0-€CONOMIC Systems
can we find a way to a secure world, to friendshlP and cooperation
among all people. There is a vital importance in thl? regard to get nd
of prejudice, wrong stereotypes and misunderstgndmg.bemeenieach
other. And I believe that the Soviet-American Frlendshq? Council a'nd
the John Reed Centenary Committee are doing a very important job
in that direction; a job that brings new life to the aspirations of John
Reed who was one of the pioneers of Soviet—Ameri‘can frlend§h1p.
In my country, John Reed is now a legend. But bxs legend llVf?S to-
gether with us. We use the example of his life to bring up our chlldrejn
in the spirit of internationalism. We come to his grave at the Kremlin
Wall not only to pay our respects to this great American but to 'lealfn
once again how peoples must try to understand each other and live 1n

friendship for the benefit of all.
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PAUL SWEEZY ANTHONY M. DAUR

Chairman Lamont: Anthony M. Daur is on the faculty of the Morristown-
Beard School

economist in the United States.
Here is his Message:

should celebrate the centenary of his birth at

capitalist system against which he so valiantl
WOrst crisis in more than haif a century.

Harry Magdoff and [ are iIn Yugoslavia today to take part in the
twelfth annual Caveat Conference on “Socialism in the World.” We

hope to have the opportunity to remind this distinguished gathering of
socialists from all over the world that the author of the unforgettable
len Days Thar Shook the World, a veritable landmark in the history of
our movement, was born just 10( years ago.

Chairman Lamont: Here is 4 Message for the John Reed meerngs from jour-
nalist George Selde, Harvard 13,

Who Frew Reed personally. Ar 97 years of

age, Mr. Selde has juss published a vest-selling anthology, The Great
Thoughts.

Russia, called 7z Days Thar
Shook the World. This great piece of journalism has been Judged by

radicals, by liberals, by conservatives, by pro-Communists and anti-

Communists as the best eye-witness account cver published of the
Communist October Revolution of 1917,

Jack Reed was abje to see both
the world apart and to report so tr
by either side. Nor did he hesitate

sides of questions that were tearing
uthfully that he was never attacked
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John Reed, It is altogether fitting that we

a time when the global
y struggled is facing ics

He led a student delegation from there to the Sovier U{zzbﬂ in the summer of
/98 6z a.’m'/ latd flowers on Reeds grave. He reaches history and an honors
ourse in Russian and Soviet studies. | |
( ng IO('fo/)e’r 22, 1987, there was a school assembly at the Mamsmfwz
Beard School of faculty and students to celebrate the Centenary of John Reed.

Mr. Daur:

Now | know how the speaker who followed Marif) Cuomo at the
[Democratic convention felt. The eloquence here tomght has beenl-far
beyond my capabilities to match. As [ look aroun_d this room | rfea Ee
that | am just a Johnny-come-lately as far as the iconography of Jo l’dl
Reed is concerned. I've been at Morristown-Bee-lrd for three.years, an
[ am currently teaching Russian and Soviet studies there. Wlth respeict
to the name of the school — Beard is not pronounced. as n barber. In
fact, one time the head football coach and | were coming home from 3
convention when we stopped at a gas station. In upstate Ne:v Ygrk lanI
were asked by the attendant, “What's a Morrlstown Beird.: ]okmgl (}7,’
responded, “Oh it’s a school for barbers in New Jersey.” I just couldn’t

L |
resl\lzl; reason for being here tonight is a new set of Reed archfnvc;s.
When 1 first came to Morristown-Beard | had no awareness of t (T
school’s relationship with John Reed. But thattwas to soon cl:i;inge.
One day when | was eating lunch in the cafeteria, Pem?y Merri I, }?ué
assistant director of development, said that she l:lad noticed tl?at a
a background in Russian History and wondered if I would be m(l;erest(;
ed 1n seeing some papers of a certain John Rt.eed who had graduate
from the school in 1906. Naturally I was exsrlted, and over the next
year Penny and | formulated the idea of making a present of these ar-
chives to the Soviet people. It seemed Inappropriate 'for the§e papirs
to be lying dormant in the bottom of a filing cabinet in a trallEr at t <f:-
school. This was not the deference and honor that | would avehac
corded them, and now, fortunately, because of subsequent events t cy

' h better treatment! |
ar{?]“izttiiini I;cl:fninated that we might be able to use this asdafvehlcle EZ
achieve some long range goals that I,had_for th? school aI'ff or p(ﬁ::‘:)pn"t
in general. We're all romantics. I don't t|:1mk we'd be her;a 1h we w: %V k
at least partially romantics. I think that’s the essence of the man.
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can talk about his politics. We can talk about the political spectrum,
but I think that what John Reed can mean to us today, at least this is
the way I'm seeing it, is as a symbol of the romantic vision. The man
of action who follows his dream, sees the dream. | see Reed as Don
Quixote! I'm not sure that too many literary analogies have been
drawn, but I think that he fought his windmills as wel| as Quixote and
Cervantes did theirs.

Out of the initial conversations the idea came forth that maybe we
could make these archives a presentation to the people of the Soviet
Unton; to use them as a bridge. My ulterior goal was that | envisioned
at Morristown a center for secondary school education in the areg of
Russian and Soviet studies. I feel that we have a unique situation, as
we are the only prep school that has a graduate buried beside the Krem-
lin Wall. And living in the metropolitan area with Princeton just down
the road, we figured that we are in an ideal location to draw on the ex-
pertise of the Russian and Soviet experts in the area. And I think that
this is a dream that one day will be accomplished. At the same time, |
saw that if we were successful in our presentation to the Soviet people,
that the possibility of an exchange program at a secondary school leve]
might be open to us. We are a small school, but I felt that our program
and our capabilities allowed us to move in that direction.

T'o make a long story short, I had the opportunity this summer to
visit the Soviet Union to present to the people of the Soviet Union on
behalf of our school and the people of the United States, a copy of our
school's Reed archives. I have here 1 duplicate copy, and when we're
done here anybody who's interested in looking at it may do so. You'l]
be able to find out that on John Reed’s Harvard entrance exam he got
all I)’s and E’s which probably meant that he had some friends in
powerful places or some powertul friends in high places, whatever the
case might be.

I'd like to tell you a story. While [ was there, I met a man whom |
consider extraordinary. We had g very formal presentation with the
Assistant Director of the Lenin State Library, Yevgeny Fenelonov. I
was a very nice affair, but during the process of the day [ got to meet a
man, Ivan Krasnov, with whom YOou may or may not be familiar. He is
a member of the Academy of Sciences and an historian in the Soviet
Union. I consider him a man of extraordinary warmch and somebody
who has had a great impact on me. He changed me, I think, from
someone who was just trying to utilize John Reed in a peace process
and the development of the school, to somebody who then came home

and spent a lot of time looking into the man himself. Ivan Krasnov was

present at our presentation on the 28th of June at the Lenin State -
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b rd I"}r,

sentation alon
and | was fortunate in that 1 was part of the presentation o

Wit ).

' * .. .there was
man struck me. There was something about Krasnov here was
> . N a * ) r e | .
thti isma. ..amagnetism. .. [ justcouldnt take my eyes o
4 charisma. . .

When David handed over the copy of the arcbnrf:fs, Mgviraj,gﬁ;
ept. Here was 2 man who had spent 35 years of hlS life S‘tu:i 5 oh
“CE?L- He is the foremost biographer of John Reed in the Soviet I’(ljl(:) .
E{Zthz;s wriLten 1 number of books, or}e o‘f which he %a‘wi: tt(scr:lff; {;1:11] hium

raphed. That was very nice, and I've Just receive :ah e fer from b
to{% veek. and he’s sending more material to our schoo : > b
- use h to send us some material that he has in his archnfcs S0
gfzamfk?;e:;oat'lvgbecome a part of our school archives. The tears in his
that they may

, 1
eves said more than any words could!

| | SUS: oint-

The point I'm trying to make is, and | know that busan*Reel(]J’ pfro

- ‘ L] . , lS

ler, | otion. I'm just saying t m

: at the man evokes em IS S2 ro
ed out earlier, 1s th | chis from
the heart right now, because I'm sure that everyone in this r(;l md,,oeS "

' “ who
ever our politics are, appreciates the stature of someone

* ' fight!
out, does pursue the windmill, and does not give up the fig
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LEMENT HARRIS

Chairman Lamont: Lement Harris, Haroard
National Council of American-Spvier Friendsk
most stimulating autobiography,
International Publishers.

Harris first visited the Soviet Union m 1929 and has paid countless VISIS
since then, the last one being in Au

gust, 1987, to see how Gorbachey’s reforms
were affecting agriculture. Harris himself spent several years working on
Soviet farms.

ecan Russia, mainly observing the reaction _Of tbe peasantry to
e throw of the landlord class. In one charming instance, he c.ie-
thC. OVC‘: ne of his books the fate of a landlord named Medem Wl.tl',l’
SCflbed_ mfl Idings. This man was decent in his relations with “h-15
s, U(;likcgo.thers, he did not run away when the Biolshewks
pessan™ And “his” peasants protected him, even calling him “Com-
o0 Po“c’icr- ” He continued to rattle around in his mansion ‘though
radefM(; Z?\:;mts A time came when he was told that his mansion v?fas
Ezzi;:l) er a hon;e for orphans and was offered a small house, which

20, represents tonight the
1p. He is the author of a recent
My Tale of Two Worlds, published by

Here he 15,

Admirers of John Reed:
At the time of the October da

years old and full of enthusiasm. [ beljeve that he had a premonition
that the events he was witnessing and recording were indeed the most
significant of the 20th Century! But he was not the only American.
There were others who ljke Reed responded to what those events
meant to all of humanity.
One such man was Albert Rhys Williams, who, too, was in Petro-
grad at the time of the uprising. He was befriended by Lenin, who,
unbelievably in spite of the pressure of events, actually offered to help
him learn how to speak Russian. Williams related that during one of
the sessions in the Smolny Institute when the new Soviet Govern-
ment was being formed, Lenin from the tloor saw Williams in the
crowded balcony reserved for the press. You can imagine the envy of
the working press when Lenin beckoned to Williams to come down to

the floor. Surely Williams would scoop them all with a personal inter-
view with Lenin.

This seemed confirmed when re
talking with Williams, but out of t

Lenin: “Albert, how are you co

Williams: “Not very well. I am one more American who has little
ability to learn a foreign language.”

Lenin: “Maybe you should try my system. When [ study a foreign

language, I start by learning maybe 200 verbs. That’s enough for 2
start. Nouns, you need about 500. Then come adjectives and adverbs,

maybe 50. Prepositions and conjunctions present little difficuley.
Then start using all these!”

I might add that this theory of language study has not become one of
Lenin’s most frequently quoted opinions.

With Lenin’s approval, Williams traveled far and wide throughout

porters could see ILenin animatedly
heir hearing. This was the SCoop:

ming with your Russian studies?”
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ys in Petrograd, John Reed was just 30

ccepted. | |
he[;ecages later, when Williams was a guest in my home, I lined up

children and told them to shake hands with Williams. th_:n tﬁez
hmai; done so, I told them that they had just shaken the hand which ha
n the hand of Lenin. | o
Sh%(fher Americans heard humanity’s call: Jessica Sguth joined Fhe
American Friends’ Service of Quakers who helped reilev;a thhc fammef
' ' Volga region as a result of the wars o
which developed in the lower regiol ooy ° wars of
| ' ticipating with the Qua
intervention and drought. Also par s was
| bor Research Inc. Beula
. for decades the director of La arch Inc.
El?lt:'lgzu: l’flarm woman from New Hope, Pennsylvania, still living, also
cip ' | ’ Relief in Russia.
rticipated with the Friends’ Re . |
pazﬁklsopin those early days, the man whom Jesmc? S;mthlwa'sg it{(:er:ra;ly&
Il. He was an agricultural en
Harold Ware, also heard the call. ' e
| ' famines could best be comba
was convinced that this and future ' ombattec o
' ' thods directly on Russia
introducing modern power farming me .
l\;il;; the aiproval of Lenin, he put together persogncl ;il'ld §qu1lir;1€e£t
' h Dakota where farming -
the purpose. First he went to Nort ' t
{)(;;S thfi o? the Russian steppes. He convmcefi a group of you_xzﬁ,rli)i:;
experienced pioneer farmers, to drop everything and comef ::c o
to revolutionary Russia. Then he gained the agreem;nt é)ompanymg
donate 40 tractors and ac ‘
Farm Implement Company to ' . .
tiﬁage m:chincry and harvesting machinery for tl;:s4 gemo:gsgzl::;l .
' in the Urals along with 40 you
Land was assigned to Ware in t . th ¢ -
whoie previous experience with machinery was limited to th; wst:aens
of a cart. But in a week’s time, Ware reported, these young Ru
competent tractor drivers. | |
be%?l?;i,ucccfs of Ware’s demonstration was apprec1aFed by L-,ehmsn(;vlglei
sent a special message to the American Society of'Fnends w1; '
Russia and asked that it be published in the American press: It rea

art: | |
i [ have just verified. . . .the extremely favorable information

that was published in our newspapers about the work of your
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Society, headed by Harold Ware . .

culties. . . .In spite of immense diffi-

cuties: - .t. youd!lave achieved successes that must be regarded
- youtstanding. . . . No form of assistance is as timely and as
portant for us as that which you are rendering

Lenin, Chairman of Council of

People’s Commissars
October 24, 1922

hose seminal d
| . ays, the
society has witnessed both heartening and dis-

]fjut who can doubt that the October
nd exciting epoch in humanity’ '
_ y's evolvi
. I' leave you with the thought: If the United States and

nion can be good allies in time of war
friends in time of peace? |

heartening events.

ushered in a new a evolution

ng history.
the Soviet
why can they not be good

DAVID LAWSON

Chairman Lamont: We turn now to the Reed meeting at Adams House,
Harvard University on October 22, which was efficiently arranged by 1hom-
a5 Ferrick, Harvards Humanist Chaplain.

We are adding rwo excellent addresses made only at that meeting. 1he first
is by David Lawson, author and poet, about the poetic and cultural aspects
of Jokn Reed's character.

[ think it appropriate to quote, initially, from an article by John
Reed’s grandniece, Susan Reed, which appeared in Pegple magazine
last April: “John Reed doesn’t exactly tower over America’s historic or
literary horizons, and generally his name stirs only vague recognition.”
Furthermore, some words of caution have been supplied by Walter
Lippmann, who said, in 1914, “He is many men at once, and those
who have tried to bank on some phase of him, to regard him as a
writer, a correspondent, a poet, a revolutionist, or a lover, lose him.” It
occurs to me that [ may still be justified in looking at him as a poet
since | am not, after all, trying o bank on fim as such. In any event, as
Max Eastman was to say in 1936, “Poetry to Reed was not only a mat-
ter of writing words but of living life.” In this sense, Reed the poet and
Reed the revolutionary were one and the same person.

The quotation from Max Eastman which I have just read continues
with a related thought: “We had a certain scorn of books. Jack Reed
did especially. His comradeship with Louise Bryant was based on a
determination to smash through the hulls of custom and tradition and
all polite and proper forms of behavior, and touch at all times and all
over the earth the raw current of life. . . .” In this respect, Reed as a
poet belongs to an unbookish, Whitmanesque tradition, and it 1s a
paradox that poets with a biophilic scorn for books may wind up add-
ing to the shelves of the world’s supply of such books. While mention-
ing Whitman, the influence of Rudyard Kipling, especially on earlier
poems, also seems evident.

In spite of a thought, already here expressed, that Reed the poet
and Reed the revolutionary were one and the same person, it is also
the case that John Reed was known to have said of himself that as the
revolutionary phase of his life developed, his career as a poet declined.
It may not be without significance that Richard Hofstadter saw fit to
quote words of Reed’s to this effect in his Anti-Intellectualism In
American Life. Fundamentally, however, I see him as an “invincible

romantic” (to borrow an expression describing him from Louis Unter-
meyer.) Such romanticism spanned the word-loving world of the poet
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and the action-loving world of the revolutionary. This romanticism
was originally directed towards the past in such a way as to produce
youthful poems celebrating ancient Greek and medieval European
legends — King Arthur, for example. During his Greenwich Village
days, Reed seems to have liberated himself from the claims of the past
and took great joy in rendering the present. Then his production of
poems began to taper off, and this development went along with what
was, after all, a future-oriented revolutionary politics. In this sense,
alternating poetical and political claims mught be understood as a fune-
tion of a “past-to-future” temporal movement. In this development, 2
mythical past gave Way to an objective and concrete future. Even so
such a future - like poetry itself — went hand in hand with visIon.

It will be useful to consider, first, the youthful poetry of bygone

romantic myth. This was made al| the more possible by an early ex-
posure to fictional romance — storjes of knights in battle as well as, for

example, the Arabian Nights and, as noted, Greek myths. A poem
from his prep school days to Tennyson is as tollows:

Singer of the Kingly Arthur,
- Deathless song which cannot die.
To thy truth I'd fall 4 martyr,
Truth from lips that wil] not lie.

Give to me thine Inspiration,

Let thy soul my soul immerse
Till through sweetest meditation

I can sing my soul in verse.

As I stand upon the mountain
Gazing down into the shadows
Of the grave of Leonidas,

Once again the sej js beating
Restlessly against the boulders;
Once again the mighty army

Of the Persians, rolling onward,
Scourged to battle by its masters,
With a roaring like the ocean
Breaks upon the iron Spartans. . .

Again drawing upon the Greek myths, Reed wrote a poem, “The
Tempest,” which begins with an equally romantic scene:
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As Pallas sprang from the head. of Zeus,
Divine in her splendid mail, |

[ leapt full-armed from the Sun-god’s brow
And rode in the roarning gale. . ..

Equally important were the Arthurian legends, and here the poet

onstrated his ability to compose a technically correct sonne.t (on

m . . ' . :

dtf Miltonian and Petrarchian model) which I shall read in its entirety
the

King Arthur passed away into the night.

' long,
Borne upon his sombre barge a |
While through the dark there thrilled a wondrous song

To Bedivere gazing with tear—dimr?led sight.
Straight to the east into the ashy-f light
Of dawn, the strange ship held its lonely way,

And like a sunbeam, in the eye of day |
The king's helm flashed far out upon the bight.

The old, true days are gone; the flftl,ll'e lies
As dark and cheerless as the mOorning grey.
The dreary countryside before his eyes
Wakes a dull pain, as on his weary way |
The knight returns. A brooding vulture flies

Toward the fateful field of yesterday.

As Corliss Lamont has indicated 1n th? table of Cti)lntentst(t)i cl:f;c; ;
Collected Poems, which he edited, the poet s.outpu;:1 fo oxzse?l three-way
division, the first ending with the complf:tlon of 1S iu;] e o
Harvard, the second corresponding to h.ls Greer_lwnc village perloc

d the last commencing with his Mexu:_an assignme 4 and
an:z:l' a vear before his deacth. While the first group of poems cot "
z?uéﬁgm(ie in the way of romantic imagery from the 533:;;1}132?5 1;2(“_

Ing i ' rts compan
(t:"::lj erlmrecfzf' af:f :S;prllgfei:rg S“ETT]}:(élhgige of thlz-: Political Brigade,”
1on. ,

with lines such as follows:

Twenty votes, thirty votes,
Forty votes onward

Into the voting booth

Strode the three hundred. . . .

“Forward, O Democrats!
Down with black Darby hats!”
How could the Party know
Someone had blundered?. . .



Yet oft they reac
Imagination fajj

The knights ar
The sad

h a point where the
¢ dUS[, their

good swords ry
- . St
¢yed poet sings:;

Yer, How ould they weqr such

uch heayy things?

And ear < heavy clothes

Luckily, there is a welcoming heaven for Sangar, though this is not
my point. My point is rather that Sangar’s own declared position is in-
consistent: having appealed to the pacifist claims of Christus, he has
then gone on to describe him as one who “loved the Least,” thereby
placing peace and love in contradiction and alienating both the priest
and the warriors. | suggest there may be something autobiographical
in the poet’'s own character here, insofar as Reed himself was to be-
come persona non grata both with the United States government and
with members of the Russian revolutionary Comintern. In the words
of Emerson, quite simply, “To be great is to be misunderstood.”

The discipline required to be a communist revolutionary was, of
course, at odds with the undisciplined ways of bohemia. There was a
further conflict for Reed, one between the claims of a success-oriented
individualism according to the American success-mystique (he was a
highly-paid journalist) and his idealistic bent to merge himself with the
socialist cause. I think it is worthwhile to entertain a comparison here
as between the poetry of John Reed and that of the young Englishman
Christopher Caudwell, the semi-centennial of whose death in the
Spanish Civil War occurred at the beginning of this year. Caudwell’s
poems demonstrate wit and a mastery of traditional forms and of tech-
nique, at the same time adding up to a poetic voice which never had
an opportunity to find itself.

Both John Reed and Christopher Caudwell came from privileged
tamily backgrounds. Reed might have found something to admire in
the more bookish Caudwell, who with his widely-ranging interests, ap-
proached the ideal of the Renaissance Man. Another comparison 1s
justified—one with Stephen Crane, likewise both a poet and a war cor-
respondent. As gifted correspondents, Crane and Reed were equals. I
think it must be said that, as poets, Crane may have the edge on Reed
for being experimentally far ahead of his time, for anticipating, in fact,
the movement in poetry known as Imagism. Both poets, in differing
ways, echo Walt Whitman.

During the course of this year, a centenary tribute I wrote for John
Reed appeared in a magazine called Humanist in Canada as well as in
the American Humanist. My purpose — aside from wishing to memori-
alize him —was to show ways in which he should be regarded as a Hu-
manist, one living, however, before a time when there was a formal
Humanist association. In this respect, the first Humanist Manifesto
was not 1ssued untif a dozen or so years after his death.

If we accept the fact that two major concerns of the Humanist poSsI-
tion have always been, first, a critical vigil in the face of holier-than-
thou attitudes stemming from religious supernaturalism, and, second,
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a defense of human resources

then, with regard to the firs
“Revolt,” which describes wha

in the face of advancing mechanization,
t, I quoted one section of his poem
t he calls a “Church of the N cgative Vir-

kv 1s a
in Ten Days That Shook The World, whe;e Leoirtl Ejlti) eyborn
Alsol’figure he quotes him as saying, A new humanity
centrd ’

b

tues,” which has in turn what
service. Now I shall quote other lines tfrom this poem:

Lovers anaemic and spotless;
Passion deplored as a vice;

and also:

No harm in Thought is you think what you’re taught—
Yes, a magnificent race.

This poem concludes:

And you, who are holy, have made it—
Have ticketed men and thejr ways -

Have taken the zest from all that was best
In these contemptible days!

Regarding a second Humanist concern | have described, which
deplores mechanization, | quoted in

my centennial tribute a section
from the poem “Hospital Notes,” wit

h its sickening contrast between
human and mechanical details. N ow I shall quote from another sectjon

where a morbid cynicism masquerades as science:

The doctor said,

“A most interesting case. . . .
“An acute cystitis, long neglected,
“Infected bladder, ureters, kidneys—|

The entire superpubic—you wouldn’t understand . . . |

“It is extraordinarily virulent. I've never seen
“Such rapid progress . . . kil him? Ha, ha.

“Well no, really. It’s our duty, you know,

“To preserve life as long as possible—and besides,
“T'he last stages are particularly interesting. . . .”

A vision of new splendor in the human scheme
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might be called a “laundered” Sunday

' If John Reed’s full range of activit-ies S tflken into ?C“C(:]J:(Ei
of this ¥ ledged that he was a poet, journalist and politic 1
it must be ac!mow ﬁsrgn was in a sense raised to the. level of an a}‘t .aQn
tivist WhO?e. JO;J lTl::liw.z’is,lll was a direct extension of his poetry. This 1s 1t
whose€ poh.uca ac ent by Max Eastman, quoted here at the outslf: ;
keeping with iStat:j'mwas not only a matter of writing \ivords but of lLiv-
that .for F ced ] Oeenzs evident that a Humanist commitment 3nfdtll) ere
e 11ff3- &ltfl:oferarching consideration, in forming all three of thes
spective 1S
aCtIVILIES. o ored words of Susan Reed, who's ?i d that hef rela-
At‘the ou,tset gu tower over America’s historic or llterar-y horlzo?-i:
tion doesnl; C;?C nzme stirs only vague recogniti.on,” and lt.se:isms ii)_
e gene:,irr}l] to1 Sthof::m in conclusion. I have been mterestjcgel:l t}(::fihe
ting to re ' s | have a poet, an ‘
rE himhfl'S cmuijtflkrla?ssfgr(illﬁf:zfgs li: i:f?ejl as his significance as a poet lies
to his | _
]i[{rf 3;1'15 ability to fuse his words with actlllqn.  unwsual. It is simply
That in itself, it seems to me, matkes 1m e was obvious-
to attempt to jusify him as a poct, s ets. His
e an hereby hardly in competition with .oth'er po o
ly unique ond e cul{ural figure is nowhere better md'lc-ated than z
ibiding S1atus 2 12'l rary journal Partisan Review was orlglpally an ;:_uh
the fact that the lllte RrZed clubs. That in itself is a Pamwl"fﬂ_y 'S
gr_owth of the 10 Smes a special importance in the arts ?vhe_n It 1S S‘?zi
[Ebuﬁ?’ i)f:)‘izf’s aaslfd his journalistic work form, in combination, an I
tnat nis

pressive kind of cultural acavism.
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ared hammer and sickle seg] which was donated by the Soviet govern-
ment in memory of Reed. And his burial in the Kremlin shows the glit-
tering destiny to which all Lampoon members aspire. One little known
fact is that Khrushchev's infamous U.N. address, in which he banged his
shoe on a table and proclaimed “We will bury you,” was directed not
toward the entire U.S., but specifically to the Lampoon. Of course, the
remark was intended as 3 friendly gesture. In the prevailing Cold War
chill, however, it was sadly misinterpreted.

In his elected office of Ibis (that is, vice-president) of the Lampoon,

political than, say, his pseudo-medieval ballad on the amorous exploits
of a knight named the Robber-baron Schnizelbank. And the future
author of 7z Days That Shook The World and Bolshevik propaganda
speeches began his career by editing a decidedly apolitical Lampoon
issue entitled “TI'hrough All My Days I'll Sing the Praise of Brown Oc-
tober Ale.” And the smug humor and elitjst glamour of the magazine
Was quite representative of the Superior posturing of anistocratic Har-
vard College in the years 1907-1910. However, as former Lampoon
president John Updike ‘54 has noted, the organization is “clearly ap
establishment flower, but it is Just as surely a twisted one.” The Lam-

' ' atri-
d itution seriously, and jabs at the college, 1ts stodgy p

" an

| t cold-blooded Cliffies or peren.ia_lly goofy Ya!le.s. .Thg

dard SHP® d Reed because it accepted his jokes, and this in 1tse
Lampoon 350 d a liberating experience. As an undergraduate, Reed
must haye Sel?mlfut out of many prestigious clubs b.ecause he lackzd
found IS n autobiographical essay reprinted in TﬁeNm Repu 1—
socia) cacher l‘l-a“ln two open contests, the trial for editor ot the col-
e Retf:d wmte'(the Crimson) and that for assistant manager of the vari
o8¢ fallllil?f?gj ;asily for election; but the aristocl:lrats blaCkbzll:ng;ir
AR imagination and the narrown

bﬁgﬂﬂ_;og [l)iiz;h(f:tlsifg; lt?lcel?; 1i:sn:fllaegsame class of people, dull and sated
glitterl ’

and blind.”
II. Sir Brian de Bois Gilbert, 1n
His iron B.V.D.s,

Reclines in his ancestral board,

Breakfasting at his ease. )
A haunch of ventson, two steaks,

d half a dozen qualil,
?‘r}llen' He tops it off with buckwheat cakes

And thirteen mugs of ale.

[1I. Mon dieu, youd thinﬁk that after that

This gastronomic kmgh't

Would be unwell for quite a spell,
Or leastways /4ors de figl?t,

But with an energy undimmed

He grinds his trusty blade-

And disdainful of dyspepsia,

He starts a small crusade.

illustrator Gluyas
That piece carried illustrations by famed New Yorker 1llus

Williams.

've gotten an E
The surprise is a sad one.
[ really don’t see
- Why it wasn’t a B,
And this one makes three,
And the Dean is a bad one,

['ve gotten an E, |
The surprise is a sad one!
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No, actually that one wasn’t written by Vice President John Reed.
But I just felt I had to share it with all of you. That ope was written by

the president.
EornoE, 3 reading of Reed’s college works reveals that at Harvard,

he had begun to establish his own alternative, defiant, elitism. He was
an organization man who reveled in the perverse power of Organiza-
tions, like the Lampoon, to oppose the class of the “dull, sated, and
blind” with creative energy and subversive Imagination.

Chairman Lamont: 74 speeches by David [awson gn.d Daniel [. Baren-
blatt conclude our celebration of the John Reed Centenary of October 1987
Complimentary copies may be obtained on request from Mrs. Fdirh 1iger;
Darector, National Emergency Civil [ibertios Committee, 175 Fifth Avenye,
New York, NY 10070,
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