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Preface

THIS IS THE STORY OF A YOUNG MAN and a young woman whose paths first crossed in 1960 at the founding conference of the Young Americans for Freedom in Sharon, Connecticut. He had one idea how to reshape national policy, she another. The story is of their adventures, touching on the development of the conservative movement, post-Eisenhower, pre-Reagan.

This book is a novel in which public figures are intimately portrayed. Liberties are taken in chronology, and of course, as is to be expected in novels, thoughts and sentences are given to individuals which, however true they are to character, were not actually recorded.

But there is no misrepresentation in this novel, certainly none intended, and to the best of my knowledge, none crept in. These were the thoughts and declarations, the acts and critical sexual activities, of the protagonists, making up their private lives as well as their public lives. Not one word is attributed to any public declaration by Robert Welch or other representatives of the John Birch Society that wasn’t actually spoken or written by them. This is so also of Ayn Rand, respecting her thought and writing.

The fiction is imaginative joiner work, the knitting together of a story in which many people on the political scene from 1956 to 1966 were involved, from all of which conversation the author heard what he took to be the tuning fork of modern political conservatism.

In an appendix, the sources used in the text are cited.

—WFB, September 2002





Prologue


I HAVE NEGLECTED MY JOURNAL for several weeks. Not so long ago, Lucy would have reproached me, with her charming indirection (“Theo, have you done your journal today? Well, get to it.”). It was for many years a daily event, now more like a weekly event. The lapse this time is more than a month. Theo. Be honest with yourself! You are deceiving nobody. OK. My last entry was written the week of the Republican convention in San Francisco that nominated Dwight Eisenhower to serve another term, back in August. And now we are practically at election day. Ike is bound to be reelected.

Which suits me fine. Though not . . . well. I occasionally remind my dwindling body of students that idiomatic changes govern the meaning of language. What is said to suit me “fine” is, as often as not, less than fine. It is a compromise. “Can you come in at ten o’clock tomorrow?” Miss Ludwig asked me an hour ago. I replied that that suited me fine. It doesn’t, really, suit me fine, no more than the reelection of President Eisenhower suits me fine. I have no reasonable alternative to going to the dentist tomorrow at ten, given my toothache; I have no reasonable alternative to voting for Eisenhower on Tuesday, the alternative—a vote for Adlai Stevenson—being intolerable.

Apropos of which, Lucy would have been pleased with my deportment at the faculty meeting this morning. Yes, I said to Dean Mills in September, I would agree to continue to attend the monthly meetings of the history faculty, even though I am formally retired,  reduced to teaching one seminar. Why did I say that? Because I took subversive pleasure in denying Jonathan Mills such satisfaction as he would take from my absence from faculty meetings. I don’t ever say much at them anymore—well, only every so often. Mostly anemic contributions to administrative questions. I did defend the Bradford history text for freshmen when it was proposed to replace that text next year with the work of that imbecile Stannard. But those who knew me in my fiery days would not have thought they were now listening to the voice of Theocritus Romney, waging battle with the faculty à outrance. They’d have thought I had lost either my voice or my spirit. Or, since Lucy is not listening in, my balls.

They’d have been right on one point. At age sixty-six my voice is lusty, but my disposition to raise it, slight. There isn’t much spirit left, not even on the issue of the history text. Should Princeton continue using an introductory text which pays some deferential notice to high moments in American political history? Or replace it with the fashionable book by Professor Stannard (baptized, or rather, not baptized, as Stanoivski), who informs the freshman reader that the Revolutionary War was an act of economic opportunism, the Civil War a continuing expression of that economic aggrandizement by a wealthy and covetous northeastern alliance (you see, southern slaves were free labor, and the Yankees didn’t want to compete with free labor)? Yes, and Stannard informs the student reader that the lateness of the constitutional amendment permitting income taxation betrayed the “immaturity” of the American nation (the mature nations, while this was going on, were working up to a world war that killed fifteen million people, but that’s okay, they paid for it with income taxes).

But I will not work myself up on the subject here, and certainly didn’t do so at the faculty meeting this morning. I just smiled a little. My St. Sebastian smile, Lucy called it. St. Sebastian, arms tied behind his back, looking at the archers taking aim. Mandy calls me on it, whenever I fall into that mood, which is every time she tells  me she can’t see me next week, for some reason or other, as though her son weren’t old enough to look after himself; all I ask for is one night a week. I am contributing much more than one-seventh of the cost of her Gramercy Park apartment.

It was less easy to keep quiet when the dean asked for an informal, off-the-record show of hands: Eisenhower for a second term? Or Adlai Stevenson for president? I call just raising my hand for Eisenhower at the meeting the same thing as keeping quiet, because that is all that I did, just raise my hand when his name was given. There were twenty-one of us at the faculty meeting. Twenty recorded a vote for Adlai.

I don’t blame them, in a way. In my book on the development of the West, I stressed the acuteness of the challenge to the American pioneer. It was that edge that fired their spirit, the raw cold, the hot sun, the daunting scarcity of meat and grain, the lurking Indian warrior, the unattended mother when the baby came, the need to save pennies to build schools and churches. That spirit is emaciated, and the Republican Party, which should be preserving it—should be carrying it forward—is lost in ambiguity. The radio reports this very day that in Hungary there is a credible popular movement to throw off the Soviet tyrant. The fight for liberty is coming to a head there. But its proponents will depend, finally, on . . . the United States. On President Eisenhower. On the leader of the Republican Party. What will we do? What pride does the party of Dwight Eisenhower—which repudiated Robert Taft, its organic leader, at the convention in 1952—generate? Not enough to get more than a single vote of the Princeton history faculty.

This is the Eisenhower who thinks that we cope best with the Communist leadership by international exchanges. The only time I did raise my voice at a faculty meeting was when President Eisenhower confessed at a press conference that when Marshal Zhukov told him that the Communist system appealed to the idealistic, Eisenhower said that—I’ll never forget his words—“I had a very  tough time trying to defend our position.” Soviet idealism! The Russians are building missiles and exploding nuclear bombs. Our own secretary of defense admits that the Soviets’ bomber capacity will exceed our own.

Ike’s answer to all that?


More state welfare, more deficits, more guarantees to the farmers and to labor union leaders—never mind the enslaved people of Eastern Europe.

I may have one more book left in me. A short book. Maybe a long essay. My good Mormons in Salt Lake would be glad to publish it. It would address the conservative movement in America. Mostly Republicans, but a lot of Democrats, and I’d speak out about the listlessness of America, the same continental entity that subdued nature, the Indians, the French, the British, the Spanish, and the Nazis but can’t come up with a foreign policy that smashes its fist down on Communist presumptions. On Moscow’s challenges to our freedom and independence.

But we would need to define what that freedom is. What are the roots of it, and how can we nourish them while giving in to statist depredations, year after year?

Maybe it’s a good thing that I am doing my journal more irregularly. Maybe I’ll put it in a capsule to be read, oh, fifty years from now, 2006. To document that what we used to think of as America the land of the brave was, well, with us yet. Not just with me. But not much more than me in the company of scholars at Princeton University, which nurtured James Madison. What would he have done today for the equivalent—in Hungary—of the generation that gave us our independence? That was a haunting sentence Whittaker Chambers wrote to Buckley. I thanked him for sending me a copy. That’s what I call despair. Chambers wrote him, “It is idle to talk about preventing the wreck of Western civilization. It is already a wreck from within. That is why we can hope to do little more now than snatch a fingernail of a saint from the rack or a handful of ashes  from the faggots, and bury them secretly in a flowerpot against the day, ages hence, when a few men begin again to dare to believe that there was once something else, that something else is thinkable, and need some evidence of what it was, and the fortifying knowledge that there were those who, at the great nightfall, took loving thought to preserve the tokens of hope and truth.”

I’ll get back to my painting. I told the story of the Rocky Mountains with some success in my book, they tell me. I wish I could do them justice with my paintbrush.





BOOK ONE
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THE MISSIONARY TRAINING PERIOD began right there in Salt Lake City, immediately after Woodroe Raynor graduated from high school, nearing his nineteenth birthday in 1956. The training hadn’t been extensive. The Mormon missionary outpost in Vienna was in a hurry, eager for stateside help. The missionaries in the field would superintend further training in the country in which Woodroe would be serving, doing his duty by his church.

The Vienna Mormon station, in July 1956, had a cadre of three Americans and four Austrians, rapidly put together after the May 15, 1955, State Treaty. This covenant with Moscow formally detached Austria from the military competitiveness of the Cold War. The new treaty had been denounced by a few conservatives in the U.S. Senate, notably William Jenner of Indiana. In his dissenting speech, Jenner made the point that to commit the Austrian state to neutrality forfeited the liberationist potential it might someday have exerted on Czechoslovakia to the north and Hungary to the east. Under the terms of the treaty, Austria could make no military covenants with East or West.

In the days before the treaty was concluded, there had been heated pro-Communist coverage in what professionals in the United States Information Agency handily called the “satellite press.” “When Moscow decrees the correct line,” Woodroe had been instructed in Salt Lake, “newspapers and radios in the satellite states serve dutifully as echo chambers.” The Communist line, in the winter of 1955,  had declaimed that Austria could not safely be permitted at any time in the foreseeable future to be free of military supervision by Moscow—given the enthusiasm the Austrian people had shown for Hitler when, in March of 1938, promulgating the Anschluss, he had declared that Germany and Austria were now a single state. In suddenly endorsing the hands-free treaty, Soviet leadership, under Stalin’s successor, Nikita Khrushchev, was making a show of the regime’s new, cooperative disposition. The satellite press got into line, celebrating the treaty as one more step toward a people’s peace.

So it was that on May 15, 1955, in the great Austrian Gallery of the Belvedere Palace in Vienna, the treaty was signed. Mormon authorities in Salt Lake lost no time in making claim to the old house on Radetsky Street. Requisitioned by the Nazis in 1939, the Mormon property had served as a training barracks for the Austrian Gestapo. At war’s end it was abandoned, sitting empty for ten years. Notwithstanding, the Communist occupying force denied the Mormons permission to reoccupy it for missionary activity—never mind that the Mormon enterprise abroad was resolutely nonpolitical. It was only after the 1955 treaty that Austria resumed sole registry, and quickly turned the property back to its prewar owners.

Woodroe was given quarters in the dormitory section of the building. He was lodged under the V-shaped roof and could enter his room only by stooping. During the day, he pursued his German study and sat in, to learn about teaching techniques, at the ongoing English-language classes hungrily subscribed to by young Austrians. On completion of his training in September he was informed that he would be doing fieldwork as an assistant at the Mormon missionary post in Andau, forty-five miles to the southeast, on the Hungarian border.

In pastoral Andau, Woodroe lived in the same house as his superior, thirty-five-year-old Andrew Goodhart, and Goodhart’s Hungarian wife, twenty-five-year-old Hildred. Woodroe taught English, helped to provision and maintain the city library’s English-language  section, and did what he could as a carpenter and painter on the grand project of converting an adjacent barn into a schoolhouse.

There was always work to do around the house and in the garden, especially now that winter was coming. He wrote to his widowed mother, “It’s this simple, Mom. I do anything that Andrew or Hildred ask me to do. He’s nice, but you know, he doesn’t smile much. We listen to the radio all the time, in German and in English, and you can’t tell, looking at him, what he’s thinking. In case you’re curious, he graduated from Lively High in 1939—seventeen years ahead of me—and did a crash academic program at Salt Lake U. before the war, majoring in German and then doing intelligence work and meeting Hildred. With Hildy, who is ten years younger, he’s very formal. I already told you, she’s Hungarian. Her father was a railroad engineer. Actually, what he really was, was a Communist intelligence agent—I think. I’m not sure what the word stands for that she used about her father’s past, and Andrew wouldn’t like to be interrogated about ties of his wife’s father to Communism, never mind that we’re talking about when Hildred was only fifteen years old.

“We speak together in English because Andrew wants her to practice her English. Her German is, well, fluent: she was taught the German language during the Nazi occupation in Budapest. That’s how come she met Andrew—doing translating when our people set up in Budapest, thinking to include Hungary in on the Marshall Plan. Mom, it’s very beautiful in the Burgenland countryside. Not much like our part of the world.

“Send me your pumpkin pie recipe, will you? And, Mom, while you’re at it, send me some pumpkins. Got to go. Much love, Woody.”

 



 



Woodroe had been given a bicycle to use on his errands. He could now accompany Hildred when there was more than a single basket of articles to fetch. He took quick advantage of the bicycle to ride about, in the countryside, early and late in the day, marveling at the  intensity of the green of the Austrian fir trees and the vivid richness of the meticulously cultivated farmland. Soon he discovered the spooky little bridge traversing the Einserkanal waterway to Hungary. He was entranced at the sight of it, a bridge not nearly wide enough for a car, nor sturdy enough. It was a footbridge of rickety boards with waist-high handrails, too high for little children to reach. At first it surprised Woodroe that a passageway, however little, between sovereign countries was irregularly guarded. Well, he remembered, why not think back to the Austro-Hungarian empire? A sole sovereign of the two countries. Both historic countries had received the Soviet armies and both had been under the direct control of Moscow up until the treaty with Austria loosened Soviet braces there. Meanwhile, the Russian military continued in tight control of Hungary. Maybe one day Woodroe would walk over the bridge!

But better to confide that ambition to Hildred. The next day, when Andrew was teaching class and Woodroe was helping her paint the kitchen, he told her of the bridge.

She smiled broadly.

Could he cross over on it?

Yes. “But better if you have a Hungarian guide. I will take you next Saturday. Better not to speak of it to Andrew. We’ll just say we’re going out for a ride. If the weather is good.”

The weather was good, and in midafternoon they had got there by bicycle, a journey of only fifteen minutes, since they had chugged up the hill in between. Circling the hill was easier work but took ten minutes longer.

“Follow me.” Hildred ran her portable stretch of chain around the tree, through the front wheel of her bicycle, and then through Woodrow’s, snapping the lock.

They began the walk across the canal, she leading the way, both holding on to the handrails. He could feel the bridge’s motions inclining to the wind. Looking down on the water, he saw the drift of the forty-meter-wide Einserkanal, several barges lazing their way eastward over the dark blue water. At the far end of the bridge a young couple stood, braced against the wind that funneled up the canal gorge. The man was dressed as a farmer might dress: a leather halter holding up coarse blue trousers; under the halter, a bleached white shirt with an open collar; a sweater of sorts hung over his shoulder.

He was very young, Woodroe observed, probably just into his twenties. His companion was of the same age, except that Teresa, as he would come to know her, was not dressed in farm clothes—her cotton skirt and shirt were studiously clerical in design. Hildred would learn after they began talking that Teresa worked as a clerk at the military unit nearby and today was strolling, after hours, with her cousin Anton, who worked on the farm at the river’s edge.

Hildred quickly informed them that though she was herself a native Hungarian, she was married to an American who worked as a schoolteacher—“that’s better to use than ‘missionary,’” she said in English to Woodroe, whom she introduced. The two Hungarians had never before met an American, and Teresa, her braided blond hair tied around her head, turned eagerly to Woodroe. She was delighted to try out the English she had applied herself so studiously to learn for what seemed years. Had he ever before been in Hungary? Were he and Hildred aware of the great changes that were imminent in Budapest? The great liberal measures being advanced?


Yes, Hildred said, she was well informed about them, “but we have to get our news from the BBC. We can’t get anything from our—your—Budapest radio. Just the same old thing.”

Woodroe spoke to Hildred, keeping private what he said. “I keep ten U.S. one-dollar bills. Could we use one of them to buy them a beer or something?” Hildred agreed, and the invitation was happily accepted.

Two military jeeps were parked outside the little bar up the hill. Approaching it, they passed by stone benches on the green outside a small church of Gothic design, young men and women seated on them, chatting. On one bench a young man listened attentively to a  portable radio. Inside the rustic tavern, Teresa beckoned them to a table in the corner. An attendant brought them beer and a nonalcoholic orangeade for Woodroe. Woodroe took a pencil from his shirt pocket and drew on the paper place mat a rough outline of the United States of America.

“Here is New York. Here”—he sketched a north-south line—“is the Mississippi River. There”—he moved his pencil left—“are the Rocky Mountains. They are our Alps.” Hildred supplied the emphasis for the benefit of Anton. “And there”—he smiled broadly with pride—“is the largest saltwater lake in America. I am from . . . there.” He made a pencil dot on the north end of the lake.

 



 



They spent two hours together, speaking in German with spurts of Hungarian interpretation done by Hildred. It was after four in the afternoon that Hildred said, “We have to go. Our bicycles,” she explained to Teresa, “are across the bridge, and we are then nine kilometers from Andau.”

“I know how far it is to Andau,” Teresa said sharply. “But maybe there won’t be such a barrier between us after the government of Imre Nagy gets on with our reforms. Maybe one day here, in Hungary, it will be like over there”—she motioned toward the Andau Bridge—“in Austria. After the Soviets—” Hildred raised a cautionary finger to her lips, looking over to the Communist army officers at the other end of the room. Teresa took the warning and finished in a whisper, “After they get out.”

They all swore to meet again, and Hildred wrote down an address. “I’m sorry we can’t tender you an invitation to Andau. Someday soon, perhaps.”

 



 



That night Woodroe wrote to Teresa. He had no sense of how long it would take a posted letter to travel from the post office in Andau  to the post office in Kapuvar—a distance, as the crow flies, of about ten kilometers, but who knew how many bureaucratic postal leagues away. To his surprise, only four days passed by before he heard back from her. Woodroe didn’t get much mail at Andau. His mother wrote every week, his sister every fortnight, and one or two Salt Lake City classmates occasionally rang in. But on Wednesday, when Woodroe returned from his daily bicycle ride to fetch the newspapers, Andrew handed him, without comment, the letter with the Hungarian postmark.

Woodroe stuck the letter in his pocket, opening it while waiting for his students to file in.

Teresa had replied that she would be happy to see him anytime she was not on duty, her duty hours being from 0800 to 1600. The military base was a mere ten-minute bicycle ride from Kapuvar. “I live in the barn at my cousin Anton’s farm, right by the path going up from the bridge. We passed the barn on the way to the Grodka—the tavern.” She wrote in small block letters, perhaps to take special care that, writing in English, she’d make as few mistakes as possible.

“The telephone at Grodka is 81540. Laszlo is always there and will take messages. It would be so fine to see you again. We must talk about all the things we are interested about. Nobody never guards the bridge, so you can come and you can go when you wish. I am supposing you hear a lot from Vienna, being so close. And I am living only seventy miles from Budapest, where things are very hot, very—heated. A thought. Do you have a light on your bicycle? In case you are returning to Andau after it is night?”

How to handle the matter at the mission?

Woodroe was excited by the letter. He needed to think about it all, but the students were now seated. He assigned them to read six pages from the book on George Washington he had distributed the day before. He would allow them a half hour. Then he would question them.

I have got to see her.

What the . . . hell! Mormons did not use profane language, but the forbidden word did cross his mind. He was speaking to himself, analyzing the question. His duties and obligations to the mission did not commit him to eremitical life when off duty. Whatever the paternalistic, not to say condescending, role of Andrew Goodhart, Woodroe owed him nothing more than dutiful attention to work at the mission. Woodroe Raynor was free to live his own extracurricular life.

He was in any case accustomed to exercising responsibility. He had begun doing that after his father’s death. Woodroe Albert Raynor, at sixteen, was now the man of the house, assuming many of the responsibilities his father had exercised before his long, incapacitating illness. Woodroe could always call on Uncle Woodroe, his mother’s brother, for advice, and did on such matters as insurance payments and the investment of his father’s savings, but all of that was pretty straightforward.

At eighteen, Woodroe had been elected vice president of his high school class. The yearbook editor, under Woodroe’s picture, had written, “Most likely to succeed. Because he looks like Elvis Presley.” Woodroe had liked that. And after all, Elvis was only a couple of years older than he. Woodroe had academic honors, was referred to as a bright and able young man by his father’s friends, and had pleased them all by deferring his Princeton education to serve his Mormon mission.

Yet—he repeated to himself—in his off-hours he was bound only by the responsibilities of his indenture to the church. It would not do to start drinking whiskey, or even coffee or tea, or to smoke cigarettes; or, in the immediate situation, to violate the diplomatic rules of the mission, which forbade alignment with any political movement.

He intended to do none of these forbidden things.

But he did intend to visit that lively, interesting, attractive woman, to spend a little time in her company, and also to learn something from her about Hungarian political developments.

During the break he bicycled to the post office. He used the public telephone, and asked the operator whether she could dial a number in Hungary.

“What number?”

He gave it.

Laszlo answered the phone.

Would he kindly leave a message for . . . Teresa?

“Teresa Molnar?”

“The young lady with Anton. We visited with you on Saturday.”

“Ah, you are the American?”

“Yes. Yes, Herr Laszlo.”

“What is the message?”

“That I will meet her at Grodka tomorrow, at 1730.”

“All right. I will tell her.”
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NOTWITHSTANDING THE DECLARATION of independence he had made to himself the day before, Woodroe didn’t inform even Hildred, when he set out on his bicycle, where he was headed. She could reasonably suppose that he was taking the train to Vienna again, maybe to hear a concert, or see a museum, have dinner at a coffee shop, perhaps run into other young Americans and discuss the exciting events in Hungary. Woodroe said only that he’d be gone for supper, not to wait up for him.

He measured the time exactly. Leaving on his bicycle at 4:45, he made it, in briskly cool autumn weather, to the Grodka tavern in Kapuvar twenty-three minutes later. Nothing to it, though the hill on the direct route was steep. About the same time required to travel from Salt Lake to Alta to ski, though of course that hike wasn’t done on a bicycle.

He couldn’t be certain that Teresa would be there or for that matter certain that she had got his message, so he put a paperback in his pocket, a novel by John Steinbeck. Arriving at Grodka, he walked up to the bar. Laszlo said yes, he had delivered the message, perhaps Teresa would be coming in soon. He nodded Woodroe to an empty table.

Woodroe had the problem of all faithful Mormons finding themselves in a saloon. How to justify using the space without patronizing the host’s merchandise. His father had often had to meet with customers, or potential customers, at a bar of their choosing, so  Woodroe knew as a boy that the mere presence of a Mormon at a saloon was not scandalous. He looked about and ordered the orangeade Hildred had got for him on the first visit. At 5:45 he concluded, disconsolate, that she wasn’t coming. The bar was filling up, the radio at high volume. If he stayed on, pretty soon he’d find himself hogging a scarce table.

But then she arrived, and her blond freshness made him a little giddy as he bounded to his feet and extended his hand. She had on more lipstick than the other day. Her braided hair seemed to have a special sheen. She wasn’t wearing the dry garb of the last time around—instead, a pleated cotton blue skirt and a broad belt with designs in brass. Her gold earrings pierced her ears, and the scent was of the azaleas Woodroe’s mother so painstakingly cultivated. She sat down. Without asking, Laszlo brought her a glass of the local wine.

Immediately they were talking animatedly about the great student procession of the day before in Budapest and of the revolutionary implications of the state police’s firing on the students. “Now—who would know better than me, working right there at Camp Esterhazy?—the military itself is wondering, should they obey central command? Or instead support the students and back Herr Gero, who is now the acting prime minister? Éppen ezen az éjk-szákan”—in her excitement Teresa had lapsed into her native tongue. “This very night”—she collected herself into English—“we will maybe know what is to happen.”

Everyone at Grodka was silent, listening to the radio but with mounting frustration—the broadcaster was clearly bound by the dogmatic overhanging of what had been the Communist government. Every few minutes Laszlo would switch to the BBC, wrestling to understand and relay the highlights. After the second BBC bulletin, Teresa shot up her hand. “Quiet a moment!” There was a responsive silence from the twenty men seated about. “The BBC,” she translated, “reports that the revolutionary government has  announced that it will return the land to the peasants!” To Woodroe she said, “Some of that land will go to Anton!”

The radio went back to the Hungarian. Teresa listened for a few minutes, then got up. “We will go to my little house and listen there to the BBC. They are giving the Budapest news every few minutes.”

Woodroe rose too. “How do I pay?”

“Do you have a dollar bill?”

He pulled one out of his wallet. She took it, waved it in sight of Laszlo, and dropped it down on the table. “Come with me.”

 



 



They were seated in the room of the old barn with the high ceiling. The fireplace was lit, the room large. The bed with the red-quilted bedspread was tucked away in one corner, the lamp at its side unlit. Diagonally across were the sofa and two armchairs; on one windowless side, a refrigerator and stove and a row of cupboards.

The BBC gave reports every half hour, and Woodroe felt the national jubilation. Every few minutes Teresa would switch to the AM set and bring in the news from Budapest. The announcer seemed refreshingly liberated, she said, giving the news now free of government cant. She would relay what was said sentence by sentence. Watching her lightly freckled face, Woodroe felt the excitement of the historic event, and the electric excitement of her company.

Sometime after eight, she stood up and clicked both radios off.

“We will revolve them, the AM and the shortwave. And listen to the news . . . later. Now we will eat. And drink. To the revolution. . . . Woodroe, why must you not drink wine?”

“It’s against the rules.”

“But Woodroe . . .” The smile was enticing. Bottle in hand, she bent down toward the empty glass on the coffee table, all but baring her breasts to him. “Woodroe, don’t you understand? This is a revolution! We are free now to do anything we wish! And what I wish  is you. But first I wish you to drink to me. And to the revolution. And of course, Woodroe, it is much too cold for you to go back to Andau on your bicycle. You will spend the night with me.”

 



 



At two in the morning she yanked her blanket away and dug her elbow into his side. “Woodroe! Wake up! The prime minister says the government of Hungary will address all the student grievances! We will have—you will have—one more glass of wine to celebrate.”

Now she yanked the entire bedspread away, laughing.

Woodroe grabbed the blanket and drew it over his waist, lifting himself to his feet.

She was standing naked by the fire, opening a bottle.

All he could think to say was, “Teresa. It is very cold.”

“Come closer to the fire.”

 



 



The fire was roaring now. The BBC kept reporting fresh developments.

Once more she turned the radio off, and beckoned him back to the bed. “Once more, Woodroe. For the revolution.”

She promised that if he slept, she would wake him in time to make his way back to the bridge and his bicycle. Later, kissing her and tightening his jacket against the cold, he set out, reflecting on what he had lost in those few hours, and gained.
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HE DIDN’T GET AWAY ON FRIDAY as he had hoped. That morning, he had appeared, showered and shaved, in time for breakfast with the Goodharts. When the doorbell rang, Andrew left the room, and Hildred permitted herself a smile, mercifully abbreviated and unquestioning. “I hope you found adequate sleeping quarters in Vienna.”

Woodroe nodded pleasantly and went back to perusing Vienna’s Der Standard, which he could now read without any problem. Andrew returned, sat down with a second cup of bouillon, and told Woodroe that they would be conducting that evening an introductory session for six new students. “I haven’t met them, but I’m told they know not a word of English.” He sighed heavily. “Well, that is what the good Lord sent us here to do, to educate, and care for people.”

“How old are they, Andrew?”

“The youngest applicant is fifteen. The oldest is thirty-five—her mother. The others are boys, teenagers. Like you.”


God! Woodroe thought. I’m still a teenager!


The unscheduled evening session meant no excursion across the bridge that night.

 



 



It was hard to believe the news that came over the radio. Imre Nagy appeared to be forming a genuine political government, a coalition  of Smallholders, Social Democrats, and National Peasants, as the parties called themselves. At noon Woodroe went to the pay phone, reached Laszlo, and gave word that he would surely be there on Saturday.

Immediately after lunch he took off in the cold rain for the bridge. It was teetering wildly from the heavy wind. He crossed it and walked briskly up to the tavern.

She wasn’t there. Laszlo said he had delivered Woodroe’s message.

Should he walk over to her barn? He asked Laszlo, Would Anton, tending his farm, be easy to find? No. Anton had left for Budapest. “He will reclaim his land.”

Teresa must have been held over on duty at the military camp. He asked, struggling to come up with words Laszlo could understand, if the military was still—like—like normal military? Continuing to do routine work?

Laszlo shrugged. He didn’t know.

Was there any way to telephone Teresa at work?

Laszlo did not know whether this could be done. He added that he had never telephoned her at work.

What would happen, Woodroe wondered, if he were simply to arrive at the military camp and ask for her?

It took only seconds to acknowledge that this was truly crazy-thought—he was embarrassed that the idea had so much as crossed his mind. Walk into an army camp in a country governed by a hard Communist regime only three days ago? Whose national military might still be under Communist control?


He asked Laszlo for paper, and wrote out a three-page letter. He told Teresa that he loved her with all his heart, that he could not sleep for longing for her. He said that she must on all accounts inform Laszlo when next he might come to her, never mind the hour of day or night. If she wanted him in the afternoon—or in the morning, or at midnight—he would simply leave the mission and explain later.

He walked over the field to her barn and slipped the letter under the door.

 



 



From Andau, he telephoned every day. Laszlo had heard nothing from her. “Perhaps she is in Budapest.”

On Wednesday, Andrew Goodhart had a call from Vienna.

Putting down the phone, he informed Woodroe that the two of them would go to Vienna. They had been summoned to meet with the head of the Mormon mission for Austria, presumably to discuss the explosive news from Budapest. “Just imagine! The first occupied East European country to shake free of the Soviet Union!”

In Vienna the temperature was cold but the sun bright. A taxi took them to the Mormon mission on Radetskystrasse. The Mormon officials met for four hours. Woodroe was seated with two other young missionaries behind the principals, who were at a long wooden table. It was not too soon, the mission head said, to think ahead. At Salt Lake, the elders would want recommendations from Vienna on how to extend help to the new democratic state.

The seminar over, Andrew and Woodroe got a ride to the station. On the train, the passengers seemed unmoved by the historic events just across the border. They had had so much, these middle-aged Austrians. The takeover by Hitler, the war, the roundup of the Jews, the Gestapo terror followed by the Red Army terror, the awful scarcities, the ever-so-gradual return of life in the American zone, and then the peace treaty. Let Hungary fend for itself.

They were back at five. Woodroe said, simply, that he would not be there for supper.

Again, at Kapuvar, there was no word about Teresa.

Why had there been no letter? Had she received his own letter? He walked again to the barn and slid a penknife probingly under the door. He could tell that the letter left on Saturday had been removed. He wanted to leave a note but was without paper to write on.

He took from his wallet a one-dollar bill and wrote on the border : “Teresa. I must hear from you. I call Laszlo at noon every day. Love from me—and from the free world!”

 



 



It was on Thursday that Imre Nagy gave the electric speech announcing that Hungary would withdraw from the Warsaw Pact, the iron pact which bound the Communist satellites to a common defense.

That did it.

The next day the Russian tanks came. And then the terror: the shootings, imprisonments, hangings.

That same night the refugee flight began.

Late Saturday afternoon Woodroe was bound again for Kapuvar. But there were Hungarians flooding north on the bridge, making their wobbly way across with what they could bring with them on their backs. The men who brought suitcases needed to carry them over the handrail—the bridge was too narrow for bulk. There was barely room for Woodroe, struggling to make his way athwart the traffic. Reaching the Hungarian end, finally, he could make out in the last minutes of twilight what seemed thousands of men, women, and children pressing to get down to the crossing.

He bounded past them up to the Grodka. It was closed. He made his way by flashlight to Teresa’s barn.

It was dark, but the adjacent farmhouse was lit. He banged on the door. Anton opened it, clutching a rifle.

“Where is Teresa?” Woodroe asked in German.

Anton spat on the ground. “Teresa is with the enemy. She is giving guidance to the Russians. I am going to the bridge. I am going to take my rifle. You can help?”

Dazed, Woodroe nodded. Anton pointed to a large sack. “You can take that.”

Woodroe strapped it over his back. Anton took a second sack and, rifle slung over his right shoulder, said simply, “Let us go.”

It was near dawn before they got to the head of the line and after seven when they reached the other end, walking inch by inch to freedom in Austria. There were thousands of refugees milling about the Austrian bank, many setting out on the nine-kilometer trek to Andau, the closest village center. Woodroe pointed to the bicycle chained to a nearby tree. “That is mine.”

When they reached it, Woodroe said, “I know the road to Andau that goes around the hill.”

“Good. You go if you want. I will stay here and watch.”

Woodroe sat down with him. They would pause for a while and survey the bridge. Anton pulled a stick of bread from one of the sacks and broke off a piece for Woodroe.

 



 



It was near nine that they heard the shouts. Two armored cars could be seen descending the hill at the far end of the bridge, followed by a column of soldiers. Across the divide they could hear voices coming through megaphones, but not the words that were spoken. An armored car positioned itself at the head of the bridge, cutting off access to it. Two men in uniform wearing thick winter coats carried a supply of what seemed like logs in olive-green cases. They disappeared under the bridge’s end span.

“They are going to dynamite it!” Woodroe said.

Anton raised his rifle. His shot felled a soldier standing by the armored car.

A shot fired back, hitting the tree trunk above their heads. A second fatal shot hit Anton between his eyes. A third entered Woodroe’s hip. He dragged himself to the sheltered side of the tree. Moments later he heard the explosion. He edged his head around to see the bridge of Andau wrenched from Hungarian soil, swung down over the Einserkanal, hanging from the edge, fifty meters from where he lay wounded.

Somebody, one of those thousands on the Austrian bank, dressed Woodroe’s wound. Sometime later, he didn’t know how many hours later, he was transported through the throng to Andau. And later—on the same day, he had the impression—he was in the hospital. Several weeks after that he was learning to walk with a crutch when Vice President Richard Nixon, fresh from victory at the polls in the Eisenhower-Nixon landslide of 1956, was suddenly there with his entourage and the press, on a whirlwind visit in the bitter days after the Soviet army had done its work in Hungary.

Nixon made many stops in the refugee centers of Austria, where 200,000 Hungarians were being cared for. When he came by the hospital bed in Vienna, he clasped Woodroe’s hand. A photographer recorded the moment and the embassy got a print. The next day Woodroe was given a copy.

 



 



Yes, Woodroe now knew what treachery was about. He had known since he was a mere nineteen-year-old. That wasn’t, by Big Ben time, all that long ago; he was only twenty-five in 1962, but the bridge of Andau seemed forever ago.

After Andau had come Princeton; then, without even a pause, the John Birch Society of Robert Welch (Woodroe now addressed him, at his invitation, as “Bob,” after a year of “Mr. Welch”). One small part of what happened to him in his lifetime had become, in a modest way, public knowledge: he could force himself to smile on that, that moment when Woodroe Raynor and Vice President Richard Nixon had shared a camera screen. The Birch Society had reproduced the picture, sending it to chapter presidents, when Woodroe joined the staff.

Nixon! Nixon was now, six years after the Hungarian revolution, reduced to running not for president—he had done that, losing to Senator Kennedy—but for governor. Governor of his home state of  California. The French called that, Woodroe remembered from his exposure to French maxims at Princeton, “reculer pour mieux sauter”—one step back, two steps forward. Get elected governor of California in 1962 in order to maximize your chances of running for president again in 1964. This, Woodroe thought reproachfully, was the Nixon who had thrown cold water on Senator Joe McCarthy. Yes, and the Nixon who, at a press conference in 1960, had thrown cold water on what everybody knew was the John Birch Society, though he hadn’t mentioned the Society’s name, just “Radical Right.” Woodroe doubted Nixon had ever read Ayn Rand’s Fountainhead. If he had, he might have learned something about the need to remain true to one’s principles.

Nixon of all people had to know something about the depths of the Communist conspiracy. He had had a full taste of it when, going hard after Alger Hiss, he ran into that great stone wall of resistance—the people who would not tolerate the surrealistic idea that one of their own was a traitor. Alger Hiss. Pure-blooded product of the Establishment, Johns Hopkins, and Harvard, clerk to the august Oliver Wendell Holmes, rising figure in the service of Franklin Roosevelt’s New Deal. The same man who wielded the very first gavel at the founding conference of the United Nations in San Francisco. Nixon had fought his way through the Hiss case; why didn’t he continue to fight? Take on the next, hidden (and not all that hidden) layer of men and women whose torpor and treachery for fifteen years had been responsible for event after event that led to defeat after defeat—in China, in Korea, in Berlin, in weaponry, in space. Way back at age nineteen, Woodroe had learned about such things firsthand. A lifetime’s education.

He kept the Nixon picture taken in the hospital. He didn’t exhibit it, though at Princeton he had pulled it out one time to show to his roommate; and he had shown it to Robert Welch when he was being interviewed for a job with the John Birch Society, where he would try to advance the movement of the Hungarian freedom fighters, and continue to learn from his experience with Teresa.
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WHEN LEONORA GOLDSTEIN was sixteen, she participated in a lottery ($1) sponsored by the Atlantic Longshoremen’s Union, to which her father had belonged, and lo! she won it. Her surprise and her excitement overwhelmed her mother when she heard the news at the end of the afternoon, in the kitchen of the small Brooklyn apartment. Rachel Goldstein was seized by her daughter without being told immediately the reason for it all and couldn’t maintain her balance, let alone open her mouth to speak orderly words. Leonora was at once kissing her, attempting to dance with her, pulling her on the ears, alternately pounding on her mother’s shoulders. Finally Rachel Goldstein managed to pinion her daughter over the back of the sofa, grabbing her fists together and saying, in her accented English, “Lee, Lee, now Yossel, genug shoyn—You stop that now, you hear me! What have they done to you? Made you a Rhodes scholar?”

Leonora stopped. “Momma, before I tell you, can I have a—glass of champagne?”

She laughed joyously at her mother’s astonishment.

“No champagne in the refrigerator? How come?” More laughter. “Have you ever had champagne, Momma? I know, I know. But can I have a Coca-Cola? Or—” What else did the widow Goldstein routinely keep in the refrigerator? Tomato juice? Club soda? Leonora was too excited to explore the question. “Anything.” She was hogging the suspense. Rachel, a wink in her eye, would carry the game one step further: she would feign indifference.

“Well, Leonora. Let me see. Could I brew you some nice tea? That would take a few minutes. But who is in a hurry? Not Rachel Goldstein.”

She had outwitted her daughter.

“Wait a few minutes? To tell you about the biggest thing that’s happened in my whole life?”

“The biggest thing that’s happened in your life, young lady, is that you were”—Rachel turned her head aside—“born in America.”

“All right, Momma. And the second-biggest thing that’s happened to me is that I won the lottery.”

Rachel Goldstein looked up. Lottery?

“The union lottery. You probably forgot. They came in February. You gave them one dollar for one ticket. And wrote down my name.”

Now Rachel joined in the celebration with her broad smile, cocking back her oval face with the gray hair tied trimly behind her neck, always convenient for a scrubwoman who spent time on her knees. She loosened her apron and threw it over the counter. “You won! My darling girl, you won! Your father would be smiling and laughing in his grave! Beat the longshoremen’s union finally!”

 



 



They spent most of the evening poring over the travel folder. Leonora’s first prize put her on the tour the Atlantic Longshoremen’s Union, in company with the longshoremen’s union in San Francisco, was sponsoring. The itinerary: London, Paris, Milan, Rome, Naples. Twenty-eight days, including passage eastbound on the SS Continental —a dazzling seagoing adventure—and back on Pan American Airways.

Rachel wore her glasses now and examined the folder. “I’m surprised they let you in.”

“Momma, not everybody connected with the union lottery knows about Dad.”

“His killers may remember him.”

There was no point in going back into the fatal union brawl. Leonora revered the memory of her late father, and was faithful to his anti-Communist faith, about which she had been taught as soon as she could reason. Her father, the widow had taught the daughter, had been killed in the battle for control of the union fought by Communist “goons,” as Rachel insisted on calling them. “They may be socialists also, but mostly they are goons.”

But that was back in 1940, during the Nazi-Communist Pact, when the San Francisco longshoremen and selected union allies in New York and Philadelphia agitated against any munitions aid to the embattled Great Britain, Stalin having declared Hitler his ally. Leonora was a year old. She wanted, tonight, to talk only about her forthcoming adventure in Europe, and the evening was heady with excitement up until Leonora said in passing that she would need her birth certificate in order to get a passport.
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