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Chapter 1 
 

The dining room of the Hotel Wessex, with its gilded plaster, had been reserved for the Fort 
Beulah Club. 

The occasion was serious. All of America was serious now, after the seven years of Depression 
since 1929. The feature this night was General Edgeways (retired), to be followed by Mrs. Gimmitch, 
who was renowned for her campaign against women's right to vote, back in 1919. 

The tables, arranged in a hollow square, were bright with candles and small silk American flags. 
They were all listening, agape. General Edgeways was completing his rhapsody on nationalism. 

“Our only genuine relationship to Europe is that America has the arduous task of having to educate 
the crass and ignorant masses that Europe sends us. We must be prepared to defend our shores. We 
must arm not for war—but for peace! Or we shall perish!” 

The applause was cyclonic. All of the audiences’ faces shone upon the General, all except two 
of them—a pacifist woman, and one Doremus Jessup, editor of the Fort Beulah Daily Informer, locally 
considered “a pretty smart fellow but kind of a cynic.” 

——— 
 
The culminating glory of the dinner was the address of Mrs. Gimmitch. 
She was short and plump. Her luxuriant gray hair could be seen below her youthful, floppy 

hat. She wore a silk print dress with a string of crystal beads, and pinned above her bosom was an 
orchid. She was friendly toward all the men present; she wriggled; she cuddled at them. 

Women, she pointed out, had done nothing with the vote. If the U.S. had only listened to her 
back in 1919 she could have saved them all this trouble. Women must resume their place in the home. 
“What every woman ought to do it have six children.” 

At this moment, there was an appalling interruption. 
Lorinda Pike, widow of a notorious Unitarian preacher, was the manager of a country boarding 

house called The Beulah Valley Tavern. She was a Madonna-like, youngish women with calm eyes, 
smooth chestnut hair, and a soft voice often colored with laughter. But on a public platform, her voice 
became brassy, her eyes filled with fury. She was the village scold. Now at this moment when 
everything should have been all sunshine, Mrs. Lorinda Pike cracked the spell by jeering. 

“Three cheers for that! But what if a poor gal can’t hook a man? Have her six kids out of 
wedlock?” 

“My dear woman, if a woman has any charm, she won’t have to 'hook' a man—she'll find them 
lined up ten deep on her doorstep!” (Laughter and applause.) 

The lady hoodlum had merely stirred Mrs. Gimmitch into passion. She tore into it. 
“I tell you, my friends, the trouble with this whole country is that so many are selfish! Thinking 

of self, instead helping responsible businessmen to bring back prosperity! Thinking only of how much 
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they can extort out of their unfortunate employer, with all the responsibilities he has to bear! 
“What this country needs is discipline! We need to be in a real war again, to learn discipline! We 

don’t want all this highbrow intellectual book-learning. We need Discipline—Will Power— 
Character!” 

She turned prettily toward General Edgeways and laughed. 
“With your great experience, don’t you honestly think that perhaps—when a country has gone 

mad, when the thrifty and industrious have to pay for the shiftless lazy souls, then maybe a war might 
be a good thing?” 

Dramatically she sat down, and the sound of clapping filled the room like a cloud of downy 
feathers. The crowd bellowed, “Come on, General! Stand up!” 

The General was short and globular, his red face as smooth as a baby's bottom He gave a 
military snort. 

“Well, sir!” he guffawed, on his feet, shaking a chubby forefinger at Mrs. Gimmitch, “I confess 
that while I do abhor war, there are worse things. A state of so-called peace, in which labor 
organizations are riddled with insane notions out of Russia! A state in which college professors and 
journalists are perpetrating attacks on the Constitution! A state in which people are flabby, cowardly, 
and lacking in pride! No, such a state is far worse than war at its most monstrous! 

“I don’t altogether admire everything Germany and Italy have done, but you've got to hand it 
to them. They've been honest and realistic enough to say to other nations, 'Just tend to your own 
business, will you? We've got strength and will, and it’s a duty, to use them!' Nobody in God's world ever 
loved a weakling! 

“And I've got good news for you! This gospel is spreading everywhere among the finest youth. 
Why today, in 1936, it’s the strong young men and women who demand the right to be trained in warlike 
skills! 

“As recently as three years ago, a big percentage of students were blatant pacifists, wanting to 
knife America in the dark. But now, when fool communists try to hold pacifist meetings—why, in 
the past five months, seventy-six such meetings have been raided by their fellow students and beaten 
up so severely that will never again raise in this free country the bloodstained banner of anarchism! 
That, my friends, is news!” 

As the General sat down, amid ecstatic applause, Lorinda Pike, leapt up and again interrupted. 
“Look here Mr. Edgeways, if you think you can get away with this sadistic nonsense—” 

She got no farther. Frank Tasbrough, the quarry owner, and the most substantial industrialist 
in Fort Beulah, stood grandly up. He quieted Lorinda with an outstretched arm, and rumbled, “A 
moment please, my dear lady! All of us here locally have gotten used to your political principles. But 
as chairman, it is my duty to remind you that General Edgeways and Mrs. Gimmitch were invited, 
whereas you are merely here as the guest of the Reverend Falck. So, if you will be so good—Ah, I 
thank you, madame!” 
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Lorinda Pike had slumped into her chair with her fuse still burning. Frank Tasbrough (it 
rhymed with “low”) didn’t slump; he sat erect. 

And Doremus Jessup popped up to soothe them all, being an intimate of Lorinda’s, and 
having, since boyhood, chummed with and detested Frank Tasbrough. 

Doremus Jessup, publisher of the Daily Informer, was considered the prime eccentric of Fort 
Beulah. He was a littlish man, skinny, smiling, tanned, with a small, well-trimmed gray beard. 
Doremus’s detractors said that he maintained the beard just to seem “highbrow” and “artistic.” 
Possibly they were right. 

He murmured, “Mrs. Pike, I think you ought to apologize to the General. Come on, my 
friend—jump up.” 

He was looking down on Lorinda with sternness, yet some wondered if Doremus wasn't 
“kidding” them. But no, Mrs. Lorinda Pike trilled, “Oh yes! I do apologize, General! Thank you for 
your revelatory remarks!” 

The General raised his plump hand and shouted, “Not at all, not at all, madame! We old 
soldiers never mind a healthy scrap. Glad when anybody's interested enough in our fool ideas to get 
mad at us!” 

Everybody laughed and sweetness reigned. The program wound up with a round of patriotic 
songs: “Marching through Georgia,” “Dixie,” and “Old Black Joe.” 

The dinner broke up in sounds of happy adieux, and Doremus Jessup muttered to his wife 
Emma, a solid, kindly, worried soul, who liked knitting, “Was I terrible, butting in that way?” 

“Oh, no, Dormouse, you did just right. I am fond of Lorinda Pike, but why does she have to 
show off all her silly Socialist ideas?” 

“Do you want to invite the Gimmitch to drop in and have a drink?” he teased. 
“I do not!” said Emma Jessup. 
In the end, it was Frank Tasbrough who invited the men, including Doremus, home for an 

after-party.  
——— 

 

Chapter 2 
 
As he took his wife home and drove up Pleasant Hill to Tasbrough's, Doremus Jessup let 

himself be absorbed in the hills, as it had been his habit for nearly every one of his sixty years. 
Fort Beulah was a comfortable village of old red brick, granite workshops, and clapboard 

houses. There was little manufacturing: a small woolen mill, a door factory. The granite, which was its 
chief product came from quarries four miles away. In Fort Beulah itself were only the offices, banks, 
and the meager shacks of quarry workers. It was a town of twenty thousand. 

The tallest building was the Tasbrough Building, with the offices of the Tasbrough Granite 
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Quarries; the offices of Doremus’s son-in-law, Fowler Greenhill, M.D. 
It was a drowsy town that still believed in Thanksgiving, Fourth of July, and Memorial Day. It 

was a May night in 1936. Doremus’s house was a mile from the business-center of Fort Beulah, on 
Pleasant Hill. Above it was the dark rearing mass of Mount Terror. Moon glistening, he could see the 
wildernesses of spruce and maple on the ridges far above him. 

As he drove, he thought, “Kids today...! The pilots have plenty of nerve. The physicists who 
violate the atom, they're pioneers. But most of the wishy-washy young people today aren't going 
anywhere—not enough imagination to want to go anywhere! Getting their music by turning a dial. 

Getting their phrases from the comic strips instead of Shakespeare and the Bible. Like this 
smug kid Malcolm Tasbrough, hanging around Sissy! 

“Wouldn't it be hell if Edgeways and Gimmitch were right, and we need a fool war (to conquer 
some sticky-hot country we don’t want on a bet!) to put some starch these marionettes we call our 
children? And I am —” 

“Dormouse, would you mind driving on the right side of the road—on curves, anyway?” said 
his wife peaceably. 

——— 
 
Frank Tasbrough owned Tasbrough Granite Quarries, just west of Beulah. He was rich, and 

he had constant labor troubles. He lived in a new Georgian brick house on Pleasant Hill, a little beyond 
Doremus Jessup's, and he maintained a luxurious barroom. At fifty-four, he was tall, with a yellow 
mustache and monotonous voice. 

Assembled in his barroom tonight were Frank, Doremus, Superintendent of Schools Emil 
Staubmeyer, R. C. Crowley (the weightiest banker in Fort Beulah)—and, surprisingly, Tasbrough's 
pastor, the Episcopal minister, the Reverend Mr. Falck, his old hands as delicate as porcelain, his 
wilderness of hair silk-soft and white. He lived contentedly hidden away in the shelter of the hills. 

The barroom had been decorated by a New York gentleman. It had a stainless steel bar, framed 
illustrations from La Vie Parisienne, and chrome chairs with scarlet leather cushions. All of them except 
Tasbrough and Emil Staubmeyer were uncomfortable in this parrot-cage elegance. But all of them 
liked Frank's Scotch. 

——— 
 
“Doremus,” demanded Tasbrough, “All these years you've had a lot of fun criticizing— always 

being against the government—kidding everybody—posing as a Liberal who'll stand for all these 
subversive elements. It’s time for you to quit playing with crazy ideas. These are serious times— 
twenty-eight million people out of work and beginning to get ugly—thinking they've got a right to be 
supported. 

“And the Jew Communists and Jew financiers are plotting to control the country. I can 
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understand how, as a younger fellow, you could pump up a little sympathy for the unions and even 
for the Jews—though, as you know, I’ll never get over being mad at you for taking the side of the 
strikers when those thugs were trying to ruin my whole business—why, you're were even friendly with 
that Karl Pascal, who started the whole strike! 

“But anyway, these labor racketeers are getting together with Communists, determined to ruin 
the country—to tell men like me how to run our business! It’s a serious hour, and it’s time for you to 
join the responsible citizens.” 

Said Doremus, “Hmm. Yes, I agree it’s a serious time. With all the discontent in this country, 
Senator Buzz Windrip has an excellent chance to be elected President next November, and if he is, 
probably his gang of buzzards will get us into some war, just to grease their insane vanity and show 
the world that we're the huskiest nation going. And then I, the Liberal, and you, the Plutocrat, will be 
led out and shot at 3 a.m.!” 

“You're exaggerating!” said R. C. Crowley. 
Doremus went on: “If Bishop Prang swings his radio audience and his League of Forgotten 

Men to Buzz Windrip, Buzz will win. People will think they're electing him to create more economic 
security. Then watch the terror! God knows we can have tyranny in America—think of the Southern 
share-croppers, the working conditions of the miners and garment-makers. But wait till Windrip shows 
us how to say it with machine guns! 

“Democracy has produced industrialists like you, Frank, and bankers like you, R. C., and given 
you too much power and money. But on the whole, Democracy's given the ordinary worker more 
dignity than he ever had. But wait till Buzz Windrip takes charge. A real fascist dictatorship!” 

“Nonsense!” snorted Tasbrough. “That couldn’t happen here in America! We're a country of 
free people.” 

“The answer to that,” suggested Doremus Jessup, “ is 'the hell it can’t!' Why, there's no country 
in the world that can get more hysterical than America. Look how Huey Long became absolute 
monarch over Louisiana, and Senator Buzz Windrip owns his State. Listen to Bishop Prang on the 
radio—divine oracles broadcast to millions. Remember how casually most Americans accepted 
Tammany grafting, and Chicago gangs? Could Hitler's bunch, or Windrip’s, be worse? Remember the 
Ku Klux Klan? Remember wartime censorship of honest papers? Remember how trainloads of people 
have gone to enjoy lynchings? Not happen here? Prohibition—shooting down people just because 
they might be transporting liquor—no, that couldn’t happen in America!—Why, where in all history has 
there never been a people so ripe for a dictatorship as ours!” 

“Well, what if they are?” protested R.C. Crowley. “It might not be so bad. I don’t like all these 
irresponsible attacks on us bankers all the time. Of course, Senator Windrip has to pretend publicly 
to bawl the banks out, but once he gets into power he'll give the banks their proper influence in the 
administration. Why are you so afraid of the word ‘fascism,’ Doremus? Just a word! And it might not 
be so bad, with all the lazy bums we've got panhandling nowadays, living on my income tax and yours. 
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We could have a real Strong Man, like Hitler or Mussolini—and have them really run the country and 
make America great again.” 

“Yes!” said Emil Staubmeyer. “Didn’t Hitler save Germany from Marxism?!” 
“Hm,” said Doremus. “Cure the evils of Democracy by the evils of Fascism! I've never heard 

of anyone curing malaria by giving the patient syphilis!” 
“Do you think that's nice language to use in the presence of the Reverend Falck?” raged 

Tasbrough. 
The Reverend piped up, “I think it’s quite nice language, and an interesting suggestion, Brother 

Jessup!” 
Tasbrough said, “This is all nonsense, anyway. As R.C. says, it might be a good thing to have 

a strong man in the saddle, but—it just can’t happen here in America.” 
And it seemed to Doremus that the softly moving lips of the Reverend Falck were framing, 

“The hell it can’t!”  
——— 

 
Chapter 3 

 
Doremus Jessup, editor and owner of the Daily Informer, the Bible of the conservative Vermont 

farmers up and down the Beulah Valley, was born in Fort Beulah in 1876, the only son of a Universalist 
pastor. His mother was from a prominent family in Boston. 

In the parsonage, there was little meat but plenty of books, so that before he was twelve 
Doremus knew the writings of Dickens, Thackeray, Jane Austen, Tennyson, Byron, Keats, Shelley, 
Tolstoy. He graduated from Isaiah College—once a bold Unitarian venture, but by 1936 a rustic stable 
of learning thirteen miles from Fort Beulah. 

In college, Doremus wrote a great deal of bad poetry. After graduation, he spent one glorious 
year in Boston, whose grimy beauty and shards of the past were to him what London would be to a 
young Yorkshireman. He was excited by concerts, art galleries, and bookshops; For months he 
roomed with a fellow journalist who had actually had a short story published. But the noise, traffic, 
and bustle of assignments exhausted him. So when his widowed father died and left him $2,980 and 
his library, Doremus went home to Fort Beulah and bought a quarter interest in the Informer, then a 
weekly. 

By 1936 it was a daily, and he owned all of it. 
He was a sympathetic boss, an imaginative news detective. He was, even in this Republican 

state, an independent in politics. His editorials against graft and injustice were sizzling. 
He'd married Emma, the daughter of a wagon maker, a prettyish, broad-shouldered girl with 

whom he had gone to high school. 
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Now, in 1936, of their three children, Philip (Dartmouth and Harvard Law School) was 
married and practicing law in Worcester. Mary was the wife of Fowler Greenhill, M.D, who was a 
wonder-worker in appendicitis, obstetrics, compound fractures, and pediatrics. Fowler and Mary had 
one son, Doremus’s only grandchild, the bonny David, who at eight was a timid, inventive, affectionate 
child with mourning hound-dog eyes and red-gold hair. The Greenhills’ neighbors said of the boy, 
“Davy’s got such an imagination! I guess he’ll be a writer, just like his grandpa!” 

The third of Doremus’s children was the joyful, pert Cecilia, known as “Sissy,” age eighteen. 
She was finishing high school, and she talked of going off to study architecture and “simply 
make millions, my dear,” by designing ingenious small homes. 

Emma Jessup was loyal, warmly generous, a cordon bleu at making lemon-meringue pie, an 
orthodox Episcopalian, and completely innocent of any humor. Doremus was perpetually touched by 
her kind solemnity. Doremus looked depressed as he lifted himself out of the Chrysler in his garage. It 
was a proud two-car garage; besides the four-year-old Chrysler, they had a new Ford convertible, which 
Sissy had commandeered. 

He cursed as he hit his shins on the lawnmower, left there by his hired man, Shad Ledue, who 
was large, red-faced, sulky, surly. Shad was incompetent and vicious. He never weeded flower beds, 
he didn’t scythe the dandelions in the meadow till they had gone to seed, and he was given to shooting 
cats, stray dogs, chipmunks, and songbirds. At least twice a day, Doremus resolved to fire him, but— 

He insisted to himself that it was amusing to try to civilize this prize bull. 
Doremus trotted into the kitchen and mounted to his study, on the attic floor. 
His house was a white clapboard structure, vintage1880, with a long porch and square white 

pillars. Doremus declared the house “ugly in a nice way.” 
His study was his one refuge from annoyances and bustle. It was the only room in the house 

that Mrs. Candy (once a Vermont country schoolteacher) was never allowed to clean. It was a mess 
of novels, copies of the Congressional Record, the New Yorker, Time, New Republic, and treatises on 
taxation. And in his study were the complete works of Thomas Jefferson, a microscope, the Bible, the 
Koran, the Book of Mormon, poetry of Sandburg, Frost, and Omar Khayyam, the complete Oxford 
Dictionary, books on Russia and Bolshevism, a canary in a wicker cage, and a cast-iron Franklin stove. 
Everything proper for a hermit. 

Before switching on the light he squinted through a window to the town below and the 
mountains above. This was a kind country with the soft meadows, old farmhouses, and dairy barns. 
He loved it more every quiet year. 

The only time Mrs. Candy was permitted to enter his study was to leave his mail. He picked 
up a letter, started to read, sighed, and sat in his worn leather chair. 

It was from Victor Loveland, one of the young, international-minded teachers in Doremus’s 
old school, Isaiah College. 

 
Dear Mr. Jessup: 
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A dangerous situation has arisen at Isaiah. Those of us who are advocating 
integrity are seriously worried. We will probably all get fired. 

Two years ago most of our students laughed at any idea of military drilling. 

But Isaiah has gone warlike, with undergrads drilling with rifles and 
machine guns, and studying blueprints of tanks. Two students drive thirty 
miles every week to train for wartime aviation. When I ask them what war 
they're preparing for, they say they don’t care. 

This afternoon, the Board of Trustees, including Frank Tasbrough, met 
and voted on a resolution that, ‘Any member of the faculty or student 
body of Isaiah who shall criticize military training at Isaiah College shall 
be liable to immediate dismissal. Any student who shall bring to the 
attention of any Trustee such criticism by any person connected with the 
institution shall receive extra credits in military training.’ 

What can we do with such fast exploding Fascism? 

 Victor Loveland 
 
Loveland, who taught Greek and Latin, had never until now meddled in any politics more 

recent date than A.D. 180. 
“So Frank was there at Trustees’ meeting, and didn’t tell me,” Doremus sighed. “Encouraging 

them to become spies. Gestapo. But what can I do? Write another editorial 'viewing-with-alarm?’” 
He sat fidgeting, like a bright-eyed, apprehensive little bird. On the door was scratching. 
He opened to let in Foolish, the family dog. Foolish was a combination of English setter, 

Airedale, cocker spaniel, and hyena. He gave snorted and nuzzled his brown satin head against 
Doremus’s knee. His snort awakened the canary. The bird’s trilling and the presence of Foolish, 
comforted Doremus, he fell asleep in his chair.  

——— 

 
Chapter 4 

 
All week, Doremus waited for 2 p.m. on Saturday, the hour of the weekly broadcast by Bishop 

Prang. 
Now six weeks before the 1936 national conventions, it was probable that neither Franklin 

Roosevelt or Herbert Hoover would be nominated for President by either party. Instead, the 
Republican nominee would be Senator Walt Trowbridge, an honest man with a touch of Lincoln and 
a trace of Will Rogers, placidly defiant. 

Few men doubted that the Democratic candidate would be Senator Buzz Windrip—managed 
by his satanic secretary, Lee Sarason. 
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Senator Windrip had worked his way through a Southern Baptist college, and through a 
Chicago law school, and settled down to practice law in his native state. He was a tireless traveler, a 
boisterous and humorous speaker, and a warm handshaker. He drank Coca-Cola with the Methodists, 
beer with the Lutherans, wine with the Jews—and whisky with all of them. 

He took the U.S. Senator seat as though it were his manorial right. Within twenty years he was 
as absolute a ruler of his state as ever a sultan was of Turkey. 

He was never governor; he had shrewdly seen that his reputation for poker and girl 
stenographers might cause his defeat by the church people. As Senator, he took credit for any success 
anyway. The people knew that it was Buzz Windrip who was responsible, not the Governor. 

Windrip got money to build impressive roads and country schools. He made the state buy 
tractors and lend them to the farmers at cost. 

His most original invention was quadrupling the state militia and rewarding the best soldiers 
in it with training in agriculture, aviation and engineering. 

The militiamen considered him their general. When the state attorney general announced that 
he was going to have Windrip indicted for grafting $200,000 of taxpayer money, the militia rose to 
Buzz Windrip’s orders as though they were his private army. They occupied the legislative chambers 
and state offices and covered the streets leading to the Capitol with machine guns. They herded Buzz's 
enemies out of town. 

His only rival as the most feverish man in the Senate had been the late Huey Long of Louisiana. 
Windrip preached the gospel of redistributing wealth so that every person in the country would 

have several thousand dollars a year while all the rich men were nevertheless to be allowed enough to 
get along on a maximum of $500,000 a year. So everybody was happy at the prospect of Windrip’s 
becoming president. 

A Baptist reverend in Texas preached that Buzz's coming into power would be “like the 
Heaven-blest fall of revivifying rain upon a parched and thirsty land.”  

No one seemed to know how much of a part his secretary, Lee Sarason, played in Senator 
Windrip’s career. When Windrip had first seized power in his state, Sarason had been managing editor 
of the most widely circulated paper in that part of the country. Sarason's genesis remained a mystery. 
It was said that Sarason had been born in Georgia, in Minnesota, on the East Side of New 

York, in Syria; that he was pure Yankee, Jewish, Charleston Huguenot. It was known that he 
had been a reckless lieutenant of machine-gunners during the Great War, and that he ambled about 
Europe for three years, and he partook in Berlin's nightlife. 

He had been variously a Socialist and an anarchist, and he believed now only in absolute 
control by a small oligarchy. In this he was a Hitler, a Mussolini. 

Sarason asserted that he would rather be called a prostitute than a “journalist.” 
Sarason was lanky and drooping, with thin flaxen hair, and thick lips in a bony face. His eyes 

were sparks at the bottoms of two dark wells. In his long hands there was bloodless strength. He used 
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to surprise people who were about to shake hands with him by suddenly bending their fingers back 
until they almost broke. As a reporter he could smell out a husband-murder, a grafting politician, and 
the torture of animals. This last sort of story he liked to write himself, rather than hand it to an ordinary 
reporter. When he did write it, you saw the moldy cellar, heard the whip, felt the slimy blood. 

Compared with Lee Sarason as a newspaperman, little Doremus Jessup of Fort Beulah was 
like a village parson compared with the twenty-thousand-dollar minister on the radio. 

Senator Windrip made Lee Sarason his secretary, but he was known to be much more—
bodyguard, ghostwriter, press agent, economic adviser. In Washington D.C., Sarason became the man 
least liked by newspaper correspondents in the whole Senate Office Building. 

Windrip was a young forty-eight in 1936; Sarason an aged and sagging-cheeked forty-one. 
Though he used notes dictated by Windrip, Sarason had actually written Windrip’s book, the 

Bible of his followers, called Zero Hour. Perhaps the most quoted paragraph of Zero Hour was 
beloved because of its earthiness. 

 
I believe in using every new economic discovery, like they have 

been doing in the so-called Fascist countries, like Italy and Germany 
and Hungary and Poland. And yes, even Japan. We will probably have 
to lick Japan someday, to keep them from pinching our rightful 
interests in China. But don’t let that keep us from grabbing any smart 
ideas of theirs! 

I want to stand up on my hind legs and holler that we've got to 
change our system a lot, maybe even change the whole Constitution 
(but change it legally, and not by violence). We need to bring us up 
from the horseback era to the automobile-and-cement-highway period 
of today. The president has got to have a freer hand and be able to 
move quick in an emergency, and not be tied down by a lot of dumb 
shyster-lawyer congressmen shooting off their mouths in debates. 

But these new economic changes are only a means to an end, and 
that end must be the same principles of Liberty, Equality, and Justice 
that were advocated by the Founding Fathers of this great land back in 
1776. 

 

Bishop Prang, a man perhaps ten years older than Windrip, was equally revered by the masses. 
His weekly radio address, at 2 p.m. every Saturday, was to millions the oracle of God. He bought his 
airtime to shout, reviled his enemies, tell funny stories, and touch his listeners with tragic stories of 
Communists and anarchists. 

He was pure Midwestern, and he figured out how to “buy time.” No one in history had ever 
had as large an audience as Bishop Prang. When he demanded that his audience tell their congressmen 
how to vote on a bill, fifty thousand people would telephone, or drive through back-hill mud to mail 
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a letter. By the magic of electricity, Prang made any king in history look a little absurd. 
There was a theory that Bishop Prang was only the voice of his vast organization, “The League 

of Forgotten Men.” It was believed to have twenty-seven million members. To its members, he sent 
letters with his printed signature so craftily inked that they rejoiced in a personal greeting from Prang 
himself. 

All Bishop Prang really wanted was for one hundred and thirty million people to obey him, 
their Priest-King, thundering from Mount Sinai. 

“And that,” Doremus Jessup grumbled to his Emma, “makes Prang a worse tyrant than 
Caligula—a worse Fascist than Napoleon. I don’t really believe all the rumors about Prang's grafting 
on membership dues. It’s worse than that. I’m afraid he’s an honest fanatic. That’s why he’s such a real 
Fascist menace—he’s so confoundedly humanitarian that a majority of people are willing to let him 
boss everything. 

——— 
 
All the while, Walt Trowbridge, possible Republican candidate for President, was trailing 

because he was honest and wouldn’t promise miracles. 
It was a rainy week in June, with the apple blossoms and the lilacs fading, as Doremus Jessup 

awaited the Saturday radio broadcast of Bishop Prang.  
——— 

 
Chapter 5 
 

I know the Press only too well. Almost all editors are plotting how they 
can put over their lies and fill their greedy pocketbooks. They give no 
thought to the public interest. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip 
 
The June morning shone, the last petals of the cherry blossoms lay dew-covered on the grass. 

Doremus sprang up and stretched his arms out in exercises, before his window, looking across the 
Beulah River Valley to the dark masses of pine on the slopes of Terror Mountain. 

Doremus and Emma had each had their own bedroom for fifteen years, not altogether to her 
pleasure. He asserted that he couldn’t share a bedroom with anyone because he liked to make a pillow- 
slapping job of turning over in bed without disturbing someone. 

It was Saturday, the day of the Prang revelation, but on this crystal morning, Doremus didn’t 
think of Prang at all, but of the fact that his son Philip and his wife had popped up from Worcester 
for the weekend, and the whole crew, along with Lorinda Pike and Buck Titus, were going to have a 
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“real, old-fashioned, family picnic.” 
Doremus scolded that he couldn’t go to a picnic; it was his job, as editor, to stay home and listen 

to Bishop Prang's broadcast, but they laughed at him and rumpled his hair until he had promised. 
They didn’t know that he had slyly borrowed a portable radio from his friend, the local priest, Father 
Perez, and he was going to hear Prang either way. 

He was glad they were going to have Lorinda Pike—he was fond of her—and Buck Titus, 
who was his closest friend. 

Buck Titus was fifty but looked thirty-eight, straight, broad-shouldered, slim-waisted, 
mustached, swarthy. Buck was the Daniel Boone type of American. His father had left him a large 
farm near Fort Beulah, where Buck grew apples, bred stallions, and read Voltaire, Nietzsche and 
Dostoyevsky. He was as near to an English country squire as one may find in America. A bachelor, 
he called himself an “agnostic” instead of an “atheist” only because he detested the evangelism of 
professional atheists. He was cynical, he rarely smiled, and he was loyal to all the Jessups. His coming 
to the picnic made Doremus as blithe. 

“Perhaps, even under Fascism, it won’t be too bad,” Doremus hoped, as he put on his country 
tweeds. 

The only stain on preparing for the picnic was the grouchiness of the hired man, Shad Ledue. 
When he was asked to turn the ice-cream freezer he growled, “Why the hell don’t you folks 

get an electric freezer?” He grumbled at the weight of the picnic baskets. When he was asked to clean 
up the basement during their absence, he retorted with a glare of silent fury.  

“You ought to get rid of that fellow, Ledue,” urged Doremus’s son Philip, the lawyer. 
“Oh, I don’t know,” considered Doremus. “Probably just shiftlessness on my part. But I tell 

myself I'm doing a social experiment—trying to train him to be as gracious as the average Neanderthal. 
Or perhaps I’m scared of him—Did you know that he actually reads, Phil?” 

“No!” 
“Yes. He told me he greatly admires Buzz Windrip; says Windrip will certainly be president, 

and then everybody—by which Shad means himself—will have $5,000 a year.” 
“Now listen, Dad. You don’t understand Senator Windrip. Oh, he's a demagogue—he shoots 

off his mouth a lot. What he will do, and maybe only he can do it, is protect us from the murdering, 
thieving, lying Bolsheviks. And Buzz Windrip is just the man to expose the dirty sneaking Jew spies 
that pose as liberals!” 

“The face is that of my son Philip, but your voice is the voice of the Jew-baiter,” sighed 
Doremus. 

——— 
 
The picnic ground was among a Stonehenge of lichen-painted rocks, on the upland farm of 

Doremus’s cousin, Henry Veeder, a solid, reticent Vermonter. 
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Little Davy Greenhill and his hero, Buck Titus, played in the hardy pasture grass. Philip and 
Dr. Fowler Greenhill, Doremus’s son-in-law, argued about the merits of the airplanes. Doremus lay 
with his head against a rock, his cap over his eyes, gazing down into the paradise of Beulah Valley. 
The women, Emma, Mary Greenhill, Sissy, Philip's wife, and Lorinda Pike, were setting out the picnic 
lunch—a pot of beans, fried chicken, potatoes, biscuits, salad, and apple pie—on a red-and-white 
tablecloth spread on a flat rock. 

Except for the parked cars, the scene might have been New England in 1885. You could 
imagine the women in tight-bodiced frocks with bustles; the men in straw hats and adorned with side- 
whiskers. 

The conversation had a comfortable triviality, a Victorian dullness. There was nothing modern 
and neurotic. Emma chattered about her rose bushes and the difficulty of getting Shad Ledue to bring 
in enough firewood. 

And the view. The gathering talked about the view as honeymooners once talked about 
Niagara Falls. 

Foolish was lying on his back with his four paws idiotically flopping. 
The only serious flare of conversation was when Buck Titus snarled to Doremus, “Certainly 

enough Messiahs these days—Buzz Windrip and Bishop Prang.” 
Out of nowhere appeared Julian Falck. 
This young man, freshman at Amherst, grandson of the Episcopal rector and living with him 

because his parents were dead, was in Doremus’s eyes the best of Sissy’s suitors. He was blond and 
wiry, with a neat face. He called Doremus “sir,” and unlike most of his peers, he read books. Whether 
Sissy preferred him to her other suitor, Malcolm Tasbrough, her father did not know. Malcolm was 
taller and richer than Julian, and he drove his own Cadillac. 

Sissy and Julian bickered amiably, and Foolish scratched himself in the sun. 
But Doremus was not pastoral. He was anxious and scientific, trying to tune in on the portable 

radio. 
Then the moment of the weekly address of Bishop Prang. 
Bishop Prang spoke, as he usually did, with a grave kindliness, a virile resonance, which made 

him at once dominating and touched with charm. Whatever his purposes might be, his words were on 
the side of the Angels. 

“My friends, I have but six Saturdays before the national conventions, which will decide the 
fate of this distraught nation, and the time has come now to act! Enough words! Listen to Jeremiah, 
which seem to have been written for this hour of desperate crisis in America. 

'Oh ye children, gather yourselves together to flee out of the midst of Jerusalem.... Prepare ye 
war... Woe unto us! I am full of the fury of the Lord; I am weary with holding it in. Everyone dealeth 
falsely... saying Peace, Peace, when there is no Peace!' 

“So spake the Bible, of old.  But it was spoken also to America, of 1936! There is no Peace! 
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For a year now, the League of Forgotten Men has warned the politicians, the whole government, that 
we are sick to death of being the Dispossessed—at last, we are more than fifty million strong with 
the will, the voices, the votes! Labor and farmers’ unions should not be merely recognized but be made, 
like in Italy under Mussolini, official parts of the government, representing the workers. The 
International Jewish Finance and Jewish Communism and Anarchism and Atheism should be barred 
from all activity. 

“ I—or rather that the League of Forgotten Men—have no quarrel with individual Jews. We 
are proud to have Rabbis among our directors; but the subversive international organizations that are 
so largely Jewish must be driven with whips and scorpions from the face of the earth. 

“These demands we have made, and how long, O Lord, have the politicians and smirking 
representatives of Big Business pretended to listen, to obey? ‘Yes, my masters of the League of 
Forgotten Men,’ they say, ‘just give us time!’ 

“There is no more time! Their time is over! 
“Senators—the Congress— the giant bankers—the monarchs of steel, electricity and coal—

they are all of them like the French royalty. And they died on the guillotine! 
“Perhaps we can be more merciful. Perhaps—perhaps—we can save them from the guillotine— 

the gallows—the firing-squad. Perhaps we shall, in our new régime, under our new Constitution, with 
our 'New Deal' that really will be a New Deal and not an arrogant experiment. 

“As Senator Buzz Windrip puts it, ‘the Zero Hour,’ is now. At last, after months of working 
together, the directors of the League of Forgotten Men, and I, announce that in the coming 
Democratic national convention we shall—” 

“Listen! History being made!” Doremus cried at his heedless family. 
“—use the tremendous strength of the millions of League members to secure the Democratic 

presidential nomination for Senator—Buzz—Windrip—which means that he will be elected— and that 
we of the League shall elect him—as President of these United States! 

“His program and that of the League do not in all details agree. But he has pledged himself to 
take our advice, and we shall back him, absolutely—with our money, our loyalty, our votes., and our 
prayers. May the Lord guide him and us across the expanse of swampy politics, into the glory of the 
Promised Land! God bless you!” 

Emma said cheerily, “Why, Dormouse, that bishop isn’t a Fascist at all—he's a regular Red 
Radical. But does this announcement of his mean anything, really?” 

Oh, well, Doremus reflected, he had lived with Emma for thirty-four years, and not oftener 
than once or twice a year had he wanted to murder her. Blandly he said, “Why, nothing much except 
that in a couple of years now, the Buzz Windrip dictatorship will be regimenting everything, from 
where we may pray to what books we may read.” 

“Sometimes I’m tempted to turn Communist!” marveled Julian Falck. 
“Fine idea!” snorted Buck Titus. “Out of the frying pan of Windrip and Hitler, into the fire of 
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the New York Daily Worker and Stalin! And the Five-Year Plan—I suppose they’d tell me that it’s been 
decided that each of my mares is to bear six colts a year now!” Doremus' son-in-law Dr. Fowler 
Greenhill jeered. 

“Aw, shoot, Doremus—and you too, Julian! Dictatorship? Better come into the office and let 
me examine your heads! Why, America’s the only free nation on earth. Besides! This country's too big 
for a revolution. No, no! It couldn’t happen here!” 

——— 

 
Chapter 6 
 

I’d rather follow a wild-eyed anarchist than a twenty-four-carat college 
graduate. Call me a socialist or anything you want, as long as you grab 
hold of the other end of the saw and help me slash the big logs of 
Poverty and Intolerance to pieces. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip 
 
His family believed that Doremus was of fickle health, that any cold would surely turn into 

pneumonia, that he must wear his galoshes and smoke fewer cigarettes, and never “overdo.” He raged 
at them. Inside he knew that he got staggeringly tired after a crisis in the office. True, he lied about 
smoking and concealed a flask of bourbon. But he could turn out copy faster than his spryest young 
reporter. 

Sometimes in bed when Emma put her comfortable arm about his thin shoulder blades, she 
was sick with the realization that he was growing older and frailer. That sadness of hers Doremus 
never guessed. 

After Bishop Prang presented the crown to Senator Windrip, as the summer hobbled 
nervously toward the national political conventions, Emma was disturbed. For Doremus was silent. 
She missed hearing him croak, “Isn’t that confounded Mrs. Candy ever going to bring in the coffee? 
And will you be so kind as to tell me why Sissy never gets up for breakfast? And will you look out at 
that sidewalk! That swine Shad hasn’t swept it for a week. I swear, I am going to fire him, right away!” 
Emma would have been happy to cluck in answer, “Oh, why, that’s terrible! I’ll go ask Mrs. Candy to 
hustle in the coffee right away!” 

But now he sat unspeaking, pale, opening his Daily Informer as though he were afraid to see 
what news had come in. 

——— 
 
Back in the 1920s, when Doremus advocated the recognition of Russia, Fort Beulah fretted 
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that he was turning Communist. 
But he knew that far from being a left-wing radical, he was a mild, sentimental liberal. 
He was, and he knew it, a small-town bourgeois intellectual. Russia forbade everything that 

made his toil worth enduring: privacy, the right to think and to criticize as he pleased. 
Only once had he been dangerously active. He had supported the strike for union recognition 

against the quarry company of Frank Tasbrough. Men whom Doremus had known for years had 
muttered about “riding him out of town on a rail.” Tasbrough reviled him—even now, eight years 
later. After all this, the strike failed, and the leader, an avowed Communist named Karl Pascal, had 
gone to prison for “inciting to violence.” When Pascal got out, he went to work in a little Fort Beulah 
garage owned by a friendly Joshua Jefferson. 

The conservative Emma complained, “How can you tease people this way! What they 
must think of you, sometimes! They don’t understand that you’re really not a Socialist one bit, just a 
nice, kind-hearted, responsible man. Oh, I ought to smack you, Dormouse!” 

Not that he liked being called “Dormouse.” But then, no one did so except Emma, so it was 
endurable. 

——— 

 
Chapter 7 

 
When I am dragged from my study into public meetings that I detest, I 
try to make my speech as simple and direct as those of the Child Jesus. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
Thunder in the mountains, darkness covering the world like dense fog, and lightning that 

picked out ugly scarps of the hills as though it were an explosion. 
To the fury of the heavens, Doremus awakened on that morning in late July. 
As abruptly as one who, in the death cell, startles out of sleep to the realization, “Today they'll 

hang me!” he sat up, bewildered, as he reflected that today Senator Windrip would be nominated for 
President. 

The Republican convention was over, with Walt Trowbridge as its presidential candidate. The 
Democratic convention, was meeting in Cleveland, with a good deal of gin and sweat, 

Now, on the twelfth ballot, there were three contestants left: Senator Buzz Windrip, President 
Franklin D. Roosevelt, and Secretary of Labor Frances Perkins. 

Great, dramatic shenanigans had happened, and Doremus Jessup imagined them all clearly as 
they were reported by the hysterical radio. 

The name of Miss Perkins had been cheered for two hours. President Roosevelt's name had 
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been cheered affectionately for three hours. Every delegate knew that Mr. Roosevelt and Miss Perkins 
were far too lacking in circus tinsel and clownishness to succeed at this critical hour of the nation's 
hysteria, when the electorate wanted a ringmaster-revolutionist like Senator Windrip. 

Windrip’s strategist, Lee Sarason, knew that there is only one thing bigger than a very big 
thing—and that is a thing so very small that it can be seen and understood. 

Placing Buzz's name in nomination, Colonel Dewey Haik shouted, “One thing more! Listen! 
It is the request of Senator Windrip that you do not waste the time of this history-making assembly by 
any cheering of his name—any cheering whatsoever. We of the League of Forgotten Men don’t want 
empty applause, but a solemn tribute to the desperate and immediate needs of sixty per cent of the 
population of these United States. No cheers!—but may God guide us in the most solemn thinking 
we have ever done!” 

As he finished, down the center aisle came a procession. But this was no parade of thousands. 
There were only thirty-one men, and the only banners were three flags and two large placards. 
Leading it, in old blue uniforms, were two Union veterans, and between, arm-in-arm, a 

Confederate in gray. They were little old men, all over ninety, leaning one on another and glancing 
timidly about.  

The applause for the other candidates had been rain-patter compared with the deafening 
tempest which greeted the three old men. The band played “Dixie,” then “When Johnny Comes 
Marching Home Again.” Standing on his chair as a plain member of his state delegation, Buzz Windrip 
bowed—and bowed—and tried to smile, while tears started from his eyes and he sobbed helplessly, 
and the audience began to sob with him. 

Following the old men were twelve Legionnaires, wounded in 1918—stumbling on wooden 
legs, dragging themselves between crutches; one in a wheelchair, and one with a mask over what 
should have been a face. They carried an enormous placard demanding: “Our Starving Families Want 
Only Justice—We Want Buzz for President.” 

And leading them, not wounded, but upright and strong and resolute, was Major General 
Meinecke, U.S. Army. Not in all the memory of the reporters had a soldier on active service ever 
appeared as a public political agitator. The press whispered one to another, “That general will get 
canned, unless Buzz is elected—then he'd probably be made Prince of Peoria.” 

Following the soldiers were ten men and women, their toes through their shoes, and wearing 
rags, and four pallid children, their teeth rotted out, just managing to hold up a placard between them 
declaring, “We Are On Relief. We Want to Become Human Beings Again. We Want Buzz!” 

Twenty feet behind came one lone tall man. When they saw him, they rose, bellowed, and 
clapped. Few of the crowd had seen him in the flesh. All of them had seen him a hundred times in 
press pictures, photographed before a microphone, with his shrieking mouth a dark open trap. They 
knew his voice as they knew the voices of their own brothers. All of them recognized the apostle of 
the Forgotten Men, Bishop Prang. 
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Then the convention cheered Buzz Windrip for two unbroken hours. 
Lee Sarason told no one except Buzz Windrip that the flags came from a theatrical warehouse. 

——— 
 
Mrs. Gimmitch, the author, lecturer—suddenly appeared on the platform as if whisked out of 

the air—sang to the tune of “Yankee Doodle” words she had written to “Buzz and Buzz.” 

 
The League of the Forgotten Men  
Don’t like to be forgotten, 
Lock up in jail all crooked cheats,  
Get rid of all that's rotten! 

 
Buzz and Buzz, spare not the whip  
Bring back the old-time fervor 
Discipline and Manly Strength  
Let's hear it for the worker! 

 
That joyous battle song was sung on the radio by nineteen prima donnas before midnight, by 

some sixteen million Americans within forty-eight hours. 
Yet Lee Sarason knew that in addition to this comic masterpiece, the Windrip anthem required 

a more serious spirit. So he got with Dr. Hector Macgoblin, soon to become a national monument. 
Macgoblin was as accomplished at playing the violin, boxing, and composing epic poetry, as he was at 
the practicing medicine. What a man! 

The Sarason-Macgoblin “Old-Time Musket” became to Buzz Windrip’s followers what 
“Giovinezza” was to the Italians, what “Horst Wessel Song” was to the Nazis. 

 
Dear Lord, we have sinned and slumbered,  
Our flag lies in the dust, 
Our nation's martyred souls calling,  
'Arise from sloth—you must!' 

 
“Great showmanship,” mused Doremus. “When Buzz gets in, he won’t have a parade of 

wounded soldiers. That'll be bad Fascist psychology. He'll hide all those poor devils away in 
institutions, and just bring out heathy young men in uniforms.” 

The thunderstorm burst again in wrathful menace. 
All afternoon the convention balloted, over and over, with no change in the order of votes for 

the presidential candidate. Toward six, Miss Perkins threw her votes to Roosevelt. They seemed to 
have settled down to an all-night struggle, and at ten in the evening Doremus wearily left the office. 
He didn’t want to be around the feminized atmosphere of his home, so he dropped in at the rectory 
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of his friend Father Perez. There he found Reverend Falck, Buck Titus, Louis Rotenstern, Dr. Fowler 
Greenhill, and R.C. Crowley, the banker who liked to cultivate the appearance of a friendly intellectual, 
though he spent his days refusing credit to desperate farmers. 

Father Perez had an oak roll-top desk and a well-worn portable typewriter. It was a hermit’s 
cave with the advantages of leather chairs and excellent rye. 

The night passed as the seven of them sipped and listened Father Perez's housekeeper came 
in with scrambled eggs. 

“When my dear wife was still alive, she sent me to bed at midnight,” sighed the Reverend 
Falck. 

“My wife does now!” said Doremus.  
“So does mine!” said Louis Rotenstern. 
“Father Perez and I are the only guys with a sensible way of living,” crowed Buck Titus. 
It was dawn when Father Perez brought a tray of onion soup with steak for Foolish, when the 

opposition to Buzz collapsed and on the next ballot, Senator Buzz Windrip was nominated as 
Democratic Candidate for President of the United States. 

Doremus, Buck Titus, Perez, and Falck were for a time too gloomy for speech. 
R. C. Crowley gloated, “All my life I've voted Republican, but I'm going to vote for Windrip!” 
Father Perez said tartly, “And I've voted Democratic ever since I came from Mexico and got 

naturalized, but this time I'm going to vote Republican. What about you fellows?” 
Rotenstern was silent. He didn’t like Windrip’s reference to Jews.  
“Me? I’ll vote for Walt Trowbridge, of course,” growled Buck.  
“So will I,” said Doremus. “But Trowbridge won’t have a chance.” 

——— 
 

It was after seven that morning when Doremus came home. Remarkably, Shad Ledue, who 
was supposed to start work at seven, was at work at seven. Normally he never left his bachelor shack 
until eight, but this morning he was on the job, chopping kindling. 

Shad was tall and hulking; his shirt was sweat-stained; and as usual he needed a shave. Foolish 
growled at him. 

“Well—been sitting up listening to the radio,” purred Doremus. “Did you know the 
Democrats have nominated Senator Windrip?” “That so?” Shad growled. 
“Yes. Just now. How you planning to vote?” 
“Well now, I’ll tell you, Mr. Jessup.” Shad struck an attitude, leaning on his ax. Sometimes he 

could be quite pleasant and condescending, even to this little man. 
“I'm going to vote for Buzz Windrip. He's going to fix it so everybody will get five thousand 

bucks, immediate, and I'm going to start a chicken farm. I can make a bunch of money out of chickens! 
I’ll show some of these guys that think they're so rich!” 
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“But, Shad, you didn't have so much luck with chickens when you tried to raise them in the 
shed back there. I'm afraid you sort of let their water freeze, and they all died, you remember.” 

“Oh, them? So what! There was too few of 'em. I'm not going to waste my time fooling with 
just a couple dozen chickens! When I get $5,000 to make it worth my while, then I’ll show you! You 
bet,” said Shad, and scowled. 

But as Doremus plodded up on the porch he heard from Shad a faint “Buzz Windrip is okay.” 
——— 

 
Chapter 8 

 
I don’t pretend to be a very educated man, except maybe educated in 
the heart. I've read the Bible eleven times. I've read all the law books 
they've printed. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip 
 
During the very first week of his campaign, Senator Windrip clarified his philosophy by issuing 

a proclamation: “Fifteen Points of Victory for the Forgotten Men.” The fifteen planks were these. 
(1) All finance, including banking, insurance, stocks and bonds, and mortgages, shall be under 

the absolute control of a Federal Central Bank, owned by the government and conducted by a Board 
appointed by the President, and empowered to make all regulations governing finance. 

(2) The President shall appoint a commission, equally divided between workers, employers, 
and the public, to determine which Labor Unions are qualified to represent the Workers; and report 
to the Executive all labor organizations controlled by Communists. The Unions shall be Bureaus of 
the Government, with power of decision in all labor disputes. The League of Forgotten Men is the 
chief bulwark against the menace of un-American Radicalism. 

(3) The League and Party will guarantee Right to Private Property for all time. 
(4) We shall guarantee to all people absolute freedom of religious worship, provided, however, 

that no atheist, agnostic, or Jew shall be permitted to hold any public office or to practice as a teacher, 
professor, lawyer, judge, or physician. 

(5) Annual income per person shall be limited to $500,000. No accumulated fortune may at 
any one time exceed $3,000,000 per person. No one person shall, during his entire lifetime, be 
permitted to retain an inheritance or various inheritances in total exceeding $2,000,000. All incomes 
or estates in excess of these sums shall be seized by the Federal Government for use in expenses. 

(6) Profit shall be taken out of War by seizing all dividends over six per cent from the 
manufacture or sale of all arms, munitions, aircraft, ships, tanks, as well as from food, and textiles 
furnished to the military. 



It Can’t Happen Here / Condensed 12/2022 22 
 

(7) The size of our military and naval establishments shall be enlarged until they shall exceed 
the strength of any other country in the world. 

(8) Congress shall have the right to issue money. Immediately upon inauguration, Congress 
shall double the money supply. 

(9) We condemn the attitude of certain nations in their discriminations against the Jews, who 
have been among the strongest supporters of the League, and who will continue to prosper and to be 
recognized as fully Americanized, as long as they support our ideals. 

(10) All Blacks shall be prohibited from voting, holding public office, practicing law, medicine, 
or teaching any class above the grade of elementary school, and they shall be taxed 100 per cent of all 
sums in excess of $10,000 per family per year. All such persons who can prove that they have devoted 
forty-five years to such suitable tasks as domestic service, agricultural labor, and common labor in 
industries, shall at the age of sixty-five be permitted to appear before a special Board, composed 
entirely of white persons, and upon proof that they have never been idle except through sickness, they 
shall be recommended for pensions not to exceed the sum of $500 per person per year, nor to exceed 
$700 per family. Blacks shall, by definition, be persons with at least one sixteenth colored blood. 

(11) A Commission shall immediately be appointed to recommend for immediate adoption 
the best plan for Social Security. 

(12) All women now employed shall, as rapidly as possible, except in feminine spheres of 
nursing and beauty parlors, return to their sacred duties as homemakers and as mothers of future 
citizens. 

(13) Any person advocating Communism, Socialism, or Anarchism, or advocating refusal to 
enlist in case of war shall be tried for treason, with a minimum penalty of twenty years at hard labor, 
and a maximum of death by hanging. 

(14) All bonuses promised to former soldiers shall be immediately paid in full and in all cases 
of veterans with incomes of less than $5,000 a year, the formerly promised sums shall be doubled. 

(15) Congress shall, immediately upon our inauguration, initiate amendments to the 
Constitution providing (a) that the President shall have the authority to take all necessary measures 
for running the government during this critical time; (b), that Congress shall serve only in an advisory 
capacity; and (c), that the Supreme Court shall immediately have removed from its jurisdiction the 
power to negate, by ruling to be unconstitutional, any acts of the President, his aides, or Congress. 

“But what does it mean?” marveled Mrs. Jessup, when her husband had read the platform to 
her. “It’s so inconsistent. I don’t understand it. I wonder if Buzz Windrip himself understands it?” 

“Sure. You bet he does. I’ll tell you just what it means. Articles One and Five mean that if the 
financiers and transportation kings don’t come through heavily with support for Buzz, they'll be 
threatened with higher income taxes and confiscation of their businesses. But they are coming through, 
I hear, handsomely—they're paying for Buzz's radio and rallies. Two, by controlling their unions, 
Buzz's gang can kidnap all Labor into serfdom. Four brings the preachers into line as scared and 
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unpaid press agents for Buzz. 
“Seven means we'll follow the European nations in trying to dominate the world. Eight means 

that by inflation, big industrial companies will be able to buy their outstanding bonds back at cents on 
the dollar. Nine means that all Jews who don’t cough up plenty of money n will be punished, even 
Jews who haven't much to cough up. Ten, all well-paying jobs and businesses held by Blacks will be 
grabbed by the Poor White Trash among Buzz's worshipers. They'll be praised as patriotic protectors 
of Racial Purity. Eleven, Buzz will be able to pass the buck for not creating any real relief for poverty. 
Twelve, women will lose the vote and the right to higher education, be banished from all decent jobs, 
and urged to rear soldiers to be killed in foreign wars. Thirteen, anybody who opposes Buzz in any 
way can be called a Communist and executed for it. Under this clause, you and me, we'll all be 
Communists. 

“Fourteen, that Buzz thinks enough of the support of the veterans' vote to be willing to pay 
high for it—in other people's money. And Fifteen means they've realized that this country has gone 
so flabby that any gang daring, unscrupulous, and smart enough not to seem illegal, can grab hold of 
the entire government and have all the power, applause, money, and women they want. 

“They're only a handful, but think how small Lenin's gang was at first, and Mussolini's, and 
Hitler's. The preachers, educators, newspapermen, and farm agitators will get caught up in the web of 
propaganda. They'll all be convinced that, even if Buzz has got a few faults, he's on the side of the 
plain people. And then this crook—along with Sarason and Haik and Prang and Macgoblin—these 
five men will be able to set up a brutal régime that will remind you of Henry Morgan the pirate 
capturing a merchant ship.” 

“But will Americans stand for it?” whimpered Emma. “Not people like us—the descendants 
of the pioneers!” 

“I'm going to try see that they don’t. Of course you understand that you and I and Sissy and 
Fowler and Mary will probably be shot if I do try to do anything. I sound brave now, but probably I’ll 
be scared to death when I hear Buzz's troops go marching by!” 

“Oh, you will be careful, won’t you?” begged Emma. 
——— 

 
Father Perez, when he read the Fifteen Points, was angrier than Doremus. 
He snorted, “What? Blacks, Jews, women—all banned and they leave us Catholics out, this 

time? Hitler didn't neglect us. He's persecuted us.” 
Sissy, who was eager to study architecture, Lorinda Pike, and Mrs. Candy, who aspired to a 

bakery of her own—they were all angrier than either Doremus or Father Perez. 
Sissy sounded not like a flirtatious girl but like a battling woman as she snarled, “So the League 
of Forgotten Men is going to make us a League of Forgotten Women! Send us back to washing 

diapers. Let us sleep in humble gratitude with men—” 
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“Sissy!” wailed her mother. 
“—like Shad Ledue! Well, Dad, you can sit right down and write Buzz that I'm going to 

England on the next boat!” 
Mrs. Candy stopped drying the water glasses long enough to say, “What nasty men! I do hope 

they get shot soon,” which for Mrs. Candy was a startlingly long statement. 
“Yes. Nasty enough,” thought Doremus. “But what I've got to keep remembering is that 

Windrip didn't plot all this thing himself. If it hadn't been Windrip, it'd been another. We had it 
coming.” 

——— 

 
Chapter 9 

 
Love and Patriotism have been my guiding principles. My one 
ambition is to get all Americans to realize that they are, and must 
continue to be, the greatest Race on the face of this Earth. And second, 
to realize that whatever differences there may be among us, in wealth, 
skill, ancestry, or strength—though, of course, all this does not apply to 
people who are racially different from us—we are all brothers, bound 
together in National Unity. For this, we ought to be willing to sacrifice 
any individual gains. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
In late summer and early autumn, there were hundreds of published photographs of Buzz 

Windrip—popping into cars and out of planes, eating corn pone with Southerners and clam chowder 
with Northerners. He was almost a dwarf, yet with an enormous head, huge ears, sagging cheeks, and 
mournful eyes. He had a luminous smile that he turned on and off like an electric light, which 
brightened his ugliness. 

His hair was coarse, black and straight, and worn so long in the back that it hinted of Indian 
blood. In the Senate he dressed like an insurance salesman, but when campaigning in farm states, he 
wore a ten-gallon hat. 

It was rumored that during one summer in law school Buzz Windrip had sold bogus medicine. 
But since then, Windrip had ascended from that vulgar fraud to the dignity of selling bogus economics. 
In stature, he was a small man, yet remember, so were Napoleon and Hitler's darling, Joseph Goebbels, 
known privately as “Germany's Mickey Mouse.” 

——— 
 
Doremus Jessup couldn’t explain Windrip’s power of bewitching large audiences. The Senator 
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was vulgar, almost illiterate, a buffoon, a public liar easily detected, and in his “ideas” almost idiotic. 
Doremus had never heard Windrip during one of his orgasms of oratory, but he had been told 

by political reporters that under the spell you thought Windrip was Plato, but that on the way home 
you couldn’t remember anything he'd said. 

Windrip was an actor of genius. He would bang tables, glare from mad eyes, vomit Biblical 
wrath from a gaping mouth; but he would also coo like a nursing mother, beseech like an aching lover, 
and in between tricks would coldly and almost contemptuously jab his crowds with figures and facts, 
even when, as often happened, they were entirely incorrect. 

He dramatized his assertion that he was neither a Nazi nor a fascist, but a Democrat. He 
innocently presented as his own the anti-Semitic madness of Europe. Buzz Windrip was an aggrieved, 
professional Common Man.  

He had every prejudice and aspiration of the American Common Man. He believed in thick 
buckwheat cakes with maple syrup, in the nobility of dogs, all dogs, in being chummy with waitresses, 
in Henry Ford, and the superiority of anyone who worth a million dollars. 

But he was the Common Man twenty-times-magnified by his oratory, so that while the other 
Common Men could understand his purpose, which was exactly the same as their own, they saw him 
towering among them, and they raised hands to him in worship. 

——— 
 
Lee Sarason was among the greats in that most American of arts—publicity. His promotion 

of Windrip began seven years before the nomination. 
Where other Senators were encouraged by their secretaries and wives to act sensibly, Sarason 

encouraged Windrip to keep up all of the clownishness that had endeared him to his simple-hearted 
constituents. 

Windrip danced a hornpipe when he got his first honorary degree. He kissed Miss South 
Dakota at a beauty contest. He entertained the Senate galleries with accounts of how to catch catfish. 
He challenged the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court to a duel with sling-shots. 

Though she was not visible, Windrip did have a wife. Sarason had none, nor was likely to. 
Walt Trowbridge was a widower. Buzz's wife stayed back home, raising chickens while Windrip told 
the press that his “Frau” was so devoted to their two children and to Bible study that she could not 
be coaxed to come East. 

But when it came to assembling a political machine, Windrip had no need of counsel from 
Lee Sarason. 

Where Buzz was, the vultures followed. His hotel suite, whether in Washington, New York, 
or Kansas City, resembled a humble throne. 

In the parlor of any of these suites, Buzz Windrip sat in the middle of the room, a telephone 
on the floor beside him, and for hours he shrieked at the instrument, “Hello—yeah—speaking,” or at 
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the door, “Come in!” and “Sit down and take a load off your feet!” All day, all night until dawn, he 
would bellow, “Tell him he can go climb a tree!” or “Why certainly, old friend—tickled to death to 
support it,” and “You tell the Governor I want Kippy elected sheriff and I want the indictment against 
him quashed and I want it damn quick!” 

In a fury, he would leap up, peel off his overcoat, fling it on the floor, and put it on again with 
slow dignity, while he bellowed his anger like a sick cow. 

For years leading up to the nomination, there came to him stockbrokers, labor leaders, 
distillers, disbarred lawyers, oil lobbyists. “Every guy in the country with a bad case of the 'gimmes' 
comes to see me!” he growled to Sarason. He promised politicians to support their bills if they would 
support his. He grinned, knee-patted and back-slapped. Most visitors, once they'd met with him, 
looked on him as their protector and vowed to support him forever. 

Newspapermen tended to dislike the smell of him, but even they kept his name alive in every 
column. It sold newspapers. By the time he had been in the Senator for a year, his machine was as 
smooth-running—and as hidden from ordinary passengers—as the engines of an ocean liner. 

Once, within twenty-seven minutes, he talked on the phone from Chicago to Palo Alto, 
Washington, Buenos Aires, Wilmette, and Oklahoma City. Once, he received sixteen calls from 
clergymen asking him to condemn a dirty burlesque show, and seven from theatrical promoters asking 
him to praise it. He gave equally ringing promises to both, and for both he did nothing whatever. 

Buzz never doubted that someday, as President, he would be leader of the world. 
But the actual cultivation of foreign agents he left to Sarason. It was Sarason who had 

persuaded Windrip to let him write Zero Hour, and who had beguiled millions into reading it. It was 
Sarason who had the inspiration for Buzz's emergency radio address at 3 a.m. upon the occasion of 
the Supreme Court's throttling the National Rifle Association, in May 1935. Though not many heard 
the broadcast itself, practically everyone in the country heard about it and was impressed. 

It was Buzz himself who thought of offending the Duke of York by refusing to appear at the 
Embassy dinner for him in December 1935, thus gaining a reputation for Homespun Democracy. 

Buzz was credited with having insisted on the nomination of Perley Beecroft as his vice  
president. Beecroft was a Southern tobacco-planter and storekeeper, an ex-Governor, married to an 
ex-schoolteacher from Maine who could win any Yankee. But it wasn't his geographical superiority 
which made Beecroft the perfect running mate for Windrip. Beecroft was malaria-yellowed, making 
Buzz seem virile. 

Sarason alone could never have convinced the wealthy that the more Buzz denounced them, 
the more they could trust his “common sense” and finance his campaign. But with a grin, a wink, a 
handshake, Buzz could convince them, and their contributions came in by the hundred thousand. 

Buzz Windrip had been coaxing supporters ever since the age of four. He had captivated a 
friend by giving him a pistol that later he stole back. Buzz might not have learned much from Sigmund 
Freud, but Freud could have learned a great deal from Buzz. 
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——— 

 
Chapter 10 

 
I feel compelled to say that America's natural resources are vastly 
greater than any European nation's. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
Most of the mortgaged farmers. 
Most of the white-collar workers who had been unemployed for years. Most of the people on 

relief rolls who wanted more relief. 
Most of the suburbanites who could not pay their bills. Most of the remnants of the Ku Klux 

Klan. 
Most of the backstreet lawyers who had never landed government jobs. 
These were the supporters who looked to Buzz Windrip to reward them handsomely when he 

became President. 
——— 

 
Intellectuals and Reformers and even Rugged Individualists saw in Windrip, for all his 

clownish swindlerism, a vigor that promised a rejuvenation of the crippled, senile capitalistic system. 
Bishop Manning of New York pointed out that Windrip always spoke reverently of the church, 

whereas Walt Trowbridge went horseback-riding every Sunday morning. 
The Saturday Evening Post enraged the shopkeepers by calling Windrip a demagogue, and 

the New York Times was anti-Windrip. But most of the religious periodicals announced that with a 
saint like Bishop Prang for backer, Windrip must have been called by God. 

Even Germany and Italy joined in. They persuaded many millionaires who had thought Buzz 
vulgar, that he was the world's one hope of efficient international commerce. 

Mrs. Gimmitch was a prominent figure in the campaign. She explained to women voters how 
kind it was of Senator Windrip to let them go on voting. 

Buzz himself and Bishop Prang, on a forty-day trip, traveled over 27,000 miles, through every 
state in the Union, on the scarlet-and-silver, ebony-paneled, silk-upholstered, streamlined Forgotten 
Men Special, with a private bar. 

The train fares were the generous gift of the railways. 
Over six hundred speeches were discharged. Buzz was so hoarse that he could only wave his 

hand and croak, “Howdy, folks!” United Press estimated that Buzz appeared personally before more 
than two million people. 
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Lee Sarason supervised the dozens of telephone girls and stenographers who answered 
thousands of daily telephone calls, letters and telegrams. 

Colonel Dewey Haik was a figure as sharp as Buzz Windrip himself. Son of a decayed 
Tennessee family, with a Confederate general grandfather, he had picked cotton, worked his way 
through the University of Arkansas, and during the Great War served in France. Returned to America, 
he was elected to Congress and became a colonel in the militia. He was a ramrod-like figure with an 
amiable smile. He was liked equally by high ranking army officers, and by such roughnecks as Shad 
Ledue. 

Colonel Dewey Haik attracted to Buzz's fold the very men who had most snickered at Bishop 
Prang's solemnity. 

All the while, Dr. Hector Macgoblin, the doctor and burly boxing fan, co-author with Sarason 
of the campaign anthem, “The Old-time Musket,” specialized in winning over college professors, high- 
school teachers, and professional baseball teams. 

But Macgoblin came nearer to danger than any other campaigner. During a meeting in 
Alabama, where he had proved that no Black with less than twenty-five per cent “white blood” can 
ever rise to the level of his white counterparts, the meeting was raided by a band of colored people 
headed by a Black who had been a corporal on the Western Front in 1918. Macgoblin was rescued by 
the eloquence of a Black clergyman who urged restraint. 

——— 

 
Chapter 11 

 
When I was a kid, I had an old-maid teacher that used to tell me, “Buzz, 
you're the thickest-headed dunce in school.” But I noticed that she told 
me this a whole lot oftener than she used to tell the other kids how 
smart they were, and I came to be the most talked-about scholar in 
town. The U.S. Senate isn't so different, and I want to thank a lot of 
stuffed shirts for their remarks about Yours Truly. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
Walt Trowbridge conducted his campaign as placidly as though he were certain to win. He 

didn't moan over the Forgotten Men. Quietly, steadfastly, speaking on the radio and in a few great 
halls, he explained that he did advocate an improved distribution of wealth, but that it must be 
achieved by steady work and not by dynamite. He wasn't particularly thrilling. Economics rarely are. 

For the campaign the Communists had brightly brought out their sacrificial candidates. But 
these radical movements were insignificant compared with the new Jeffersonian Party, suddenly 
fathered by Franklin D. Roosevelt. 
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——— 

 
Forty-eight hours after the nomination of Windrip at Cleveland, President Roosevelt had 

issued his defiance. 
Senator Windrip, he asserted, had been chosen “not by the brains and hearts of genuine 

Democrats but by their temporarily crazed emotions.” He would not support Windrip just because he 
had hijacked the Democratic Party. 

Yet he could not vote for the Republican Party, the “party of entrenched special privilege,” 
however much he had grown to appreciate the loyalty, honesty, and intelligence of Senator Walt 
Trowbridge. 

Roosevelt made it clear that his faction was not a “third party.” It was to vanish as soon as 
honest and coolly thinking people regained control of the Democratic organization. 

The flaw of the Jeffersonian Party was that it represented integrity and reason, in a year when 
the electorate hungered for emotions, which they thought they found in the screaming buffoonery of 
Buzz Windrip. 

——— 
 
Far from the ballrooms, far off in the cool hills a little man named Doremus Jessup, who was 

only a citizen editor, wondered in confusion what he should do to be saved. 
He wanted to follow Roosevelt and the new Jeffersonian Party—partly for admiration of the 

man; partly for the pleasure of shocking the ingrown Republicans of Vermont. But he couldn’t believe 
that Roosevelt would have a chance. 

Walt Trowbridge was a valiant and competent man. Night and day Doremus bounced up and 
down Beulah Valley campaigning for Trowbridge. 

Out of his confusion came into his writing a desperate sureness which surprised readers of the 
Informer. For once he was not amused and tolerant. Though he never said anything bad about the 
Jeffersonian Party, he fiercely went after Buzz Windrip and his gang. 

Doremus was into and out of shops and houses all morning long, arguing with voters, getting 
miniature interviews. 

He had expected that traditionally Republican Vermont could go for Trowbridge. But what 
he found was a dismaying preference for Buzz Windrip. And that preference wasn't even a pathetic 
trust in Windrip’s promises of Utopia. It was trust in more cash for the voters themselves. 

Plank Five promised to increase taxes on the rich and condemned Blacks—since nothing so 
elevates a struggling farmer or a factory worker on relief as to have some race, any race, on which he 
can look down. 

Plank Eleven seemed to announce that the average toiler would immediately receive $5,000 a 
year. 
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Hundreds of people in Beulah Valley believed this, and they smilingly trotted to Ebony 
Washington’s Hardware Store to order new kitchen stoves, to be paid for on the day after 
inauguration. Ebony lost half of her trade by refusing to trust she would ever be paid. Doremus saw 
that truth is defenseless against dreams—of a new Plymouth, stocked kitchen, and movie cameras. 

Aras Dilley, a dairy farmer living with a toothless wife and seven children in a tilted cabin way 
up on Mount Terror, snarled at Doremus—who had often taken food baskets to Aras—”Well, want 
to tell you, when Mr. Windrip gets in, we farmers are going to fix our own prices on our crops, and 
not you smart city fellows!” 

Doremus couldn’t blame him. While Buck Titus, at fifty, looked thirty-four, Aras, at thirty- 
four, looked fifty. 

Lorinda Pike's unpleasant partner in the Beulah Valley Tavern, Mr. Nipper, gloated how much 
more money he was going to make under Windrip. Louis Rotenstern, to prove that his heart, at least, 
was not Jewish, became more lyric than any of them. And even Frank Tasbrough of the quarries and 
R.C. Crowley, the banker, smiled pussy-cattishly and hinted that Windrip was a “lot sounder fellow” 
than people knew. 

But no one in Fort Beulah was a more active crusader for Buzz Windrip than Shad Ledue. 
Doremus had known that Shad possessed a talent for argument, but he was surprised to find Shad 
soap-boxing for Windrip among the quarry-workers. 

——— 
 
At meetings where he didn't speak, Shad was a bouncer. It was Shad who, in a militia uniform, 

handsomely riding a large white plow-horse, led the Windrip parade. Substantial businessmen now 
fondly called him “Shad.” 

Doremus was amazed as he sat in American Legion Hall, hearing Shad bellow, “I don’t pretend 
to be anything but a plain working-stiff, but there's forty million workers like me, and Buzz Windrip 
is the first statesman in years that thinks of guys like us. Come on, you bozos! Vote for the one man 
that's willing to give you something—and not just grab every cent and every hour of work that he 
squeeze out of you!” 

Doremus groaned inwardly, “Oh, Shad! And you're doing most of this on my time!” 
——— 

 
Sissy leaned on the hood of the family sedan, with her suiters on either side of her: Julian 

Falck, up from Amherst for the weekend, and Malcolm Tasbrough. 
“Let's quit talking politics. Windrip’s going to be elected, so why waste time when we could 

drive down to the river and have a swim,” complained Malcolm. 
“He's not going to win without our putting up a tough fight. I'm talking to high school alumni 

tonight about how they've got to tell their parents to vote for either Trowbridge or Roosevelt,” 
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snapped Julian Falck. 
“Ha! And of course the parents will be tickled to do whatever you tell them, Julian!” Malcolm 

had insolent self-assurance, slick black hair, and a car of his own. He was the perfect leader of Black 
Shirts. He looked contemptuously on Julian who, though a year older, was pale and thinnish. “Matter 
of fact, it'll be a good thing to have Buzz. He'll put a stop to all this radicalism—and no wonder you're 
scared of him, Julian! He'll drag your favorite Amherst anarchist professors off to the gulag, and maybe 
you too, Comrade!” 

The two young men looked at each other with fury. Sissy quieted them by raging, “For God's 
sake! Will you two quit fighting? Oh, this beastly election! Beastly! It seems as if it’s breaking up every 
town, every home. My poor Dad! He's all in!” 

——— 

 
Chapter 12 

 
I shall not be content until this country can produce every single thing 
we need, even coffee, cocoa, and rubber, and keep all our dollars at 
home. If we can do this, we shall have such a balance of trade that will 
go far to carry out my idea of from $3,000 to $5,000 per year for every 
single American family. Such an aspiring Vision is what we want. Not 
all this nonsense of wasting our time talky-talking to our allies at 
Geneva, wherever that is. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip 
 
Election day would fall on Tuesday, November third. On Sunday evening before, Senator 

Windrip performed the finale of his campaign at a mass meeting in Madison Square Garden, in New 
York. The Garden would hold about 19,000. In one week, every ticket had been sold—from fifty 
cents to five dollars, and then resold by speculators, up to twenty dollars. 

Doremus had one single ticket from an acquaintance at one of the Hearst newspapers—which, 
alone among the New York papers, were supporting Windrip. On the afternoon of November first 
he traveled the three hundred miles to New York. 

On the way, he could see silent snow drifts. Even on a moonless night, a pale radiance came 
from the snow, from the earth itself, and the stars were drops of quicksilver. 

Doremus came out of Grand Central Station, at six o'clock. The skyscrapers he expected to 
see on Forty-Second Street were dead in their mummy cloths of ragged fog. A mob with cruel 
disinterest galloped past him, a new smear of faces every second. 

“Guess 'll take a bus—just few blocks.” But deafened, dizzied and elbow-jabbed by the crowd, 
soaked and depressed, he took refuge in a taxi, then wished he hadn't, as his taxi got wedged among 



It Can’t Happen Here / Condensed 12/2022 32 
 

other cars stinking of carbon-monoxide and frenziedly tooting for release from the jam—a huddle of 
robot sheep bleating with mechanical lungs of a hundred horsepower. He left his taxi stuck in traffic. 

He hesitated before going out again from his small hotel in the West Forties. 
He noticed a number of stray imitation soldiers, without sidearms or rifles, but in uniforms 

like that of an American cavalryman in 1870—blue caps, dark blue tunics, light blue trousers, with 
yellow stripes at the seam, tucked into leggings of black rubbers for the privates, and boots of sleek 
black leather for officers. Each of them had on the right side of his collar the letters “M.M.” There 
were so many of them that they swaggered brazenly, shoving civilians out of the way. They looked 
down with frigid insolence on insignificant people like Doremus. 

He suddenly understood. 
These were the “Minute Men,” the private troops of Buzz Windrip, about which Doremus 

had been publishing uneasy news reports. He was thrilled and a little dismayed to see them now—the 
printed words made brutal flesh. 

Three weeks ago, Windrip announced that Colonel Dewey Haik had founded a nationwide 
league of Windrip marching-clubs, to be called the Minute Men. They had probably been in formation 
for months, since already they had three hundred thousand members. Doremus was afraid the M.M’s 
might become a permanent organization, more menacing than the Ku Klux Klan. 

Their uniform suggested pioneer America and Indian fighters under Custer. Their emblem, 
was a steering wheel—not ideal, but the swastika was already taken. 

The craftiest thing about the M.M’s was that they wore no colored shirts, but only plain white 
when on parade, and light khaki when on duty, so that Buzz Windrip could thunder, “Black shirts? 
Brown shirts? Red shirts? All these degenerate European uniforms of tyranny! No sir! The Minute 
Men aren't fascist or communist, just plain Democratic—the white shirt champions of the rights of 
the Forgotten Men—the shock troops of Freedom!”  

——— 
 
Doremus headed toward Madison Square Garden and was plunged into a maelstrom. A whole 

nation seemed to be headed the same way. He walked through the storm fourteen blocks to Madison 
Square Garden, aware of the murderous temper of the crowd. 

Eighth Avenue was packed with drab, discouraged people who yet, tonight, were tipsy with 
the hashish of hope. They filled the sidewalks, and nearly filled the streets. 

Doremus saw a wedge of Minute Men off-duty, singing the Sorenson–Macgoblin ode to 
Windrip, reminding Doremus of a drunken knot of college students after a football victory. 

An old man, shabbily neat, stood blocking them and yelled, “To hell with Buzz! Three cheers 
for Roosevelt!” 

The M.M’s burst into hoodlum wrath. A bruiser even uglier than Shad Ledue hit the old man 
on the jaw, and he sloped down, sickeningly, his head hitting the pavement. 
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Then, from nowhere, there was a U.S. Navy officer, big, smiling, reckless. He bellowed, “Swell 
bunch of tin soldiers! Nine of you to one grandpa!—” 

An M.M. socked him. He struck back. Instantly eight M.M’s took down the navy officer and 
crashed his face on the pavement. The eight kicked him in the head with their boots. They were still 
kicking his bloody body when Doremus wriggled away, sick and helpless. 

——— 
 
Doremus kept trudging toward Madison Square Garden. 
A block away, some thirty M.M’s started raiding a street meeting of communists. A Jewish girl 

in khaki was standing on a wheelbarrow beseeching, “Fellow travelers! Don’t just 'sympathize'! Join 
us! Now! It’s life and death!” Twenty feet from the Communists, a middle-aged man who looked like 
a social worker was explaining the Jeffersonian Party, recalling the record of President Roosevelt, and 
reviling the communists next door as un-American cranks. 

The M.M’s cheerfully smashed into the communists. The battalion leader reached up, slapped 
the girl speaker, dragged her down from the wheelbarrow. His followers waded in with fists and 
blackjacks. Doremus, feeling more helpless than ever, heard the smack of a blackjack on the temple 
of a scrawny Jewish intellectual. 

Amazingly, the voice of the Jeffersonian leader spiraled into a scream: “Come on, you! Going 
to let those hellhounds attack our Communist friends—friends now, by God!” The mild bookworm 
leapt into the air, came down squarely upon a fat M.M., and seized his blackjack before he too was 
overcome. 

——— 
 
Doremus reached Madison Square Garden, the mammoth building entirely ringed with M.M’s, 

elbow to elbow, rigidly in line, with their officers galloping about, whispering orders. 
These past weeks hungry miners, farmers, and jobless factory workers had greeted Senator 

Windrip with a flutter of worn hands beneath gasoline torches. 
Now he was to face, not the unemployed, but the small, scared side-street people of New 

York. The swelling mass that Doremus saw were people concerned with the leech-like mortgage on 
their owner-driven taxi, the baby's diapers, the dull safety-razor blade, the awful rise in the cost of 
meat and chicken—joined by proud civil-service clerks, letter carriers and apartment maintenance 
workers. 

Manhattan peasants. Kind people, industrious people, generous to the aged, eager to find any 
desperate cure for the sickness of worry over losing their jobs. 

Ripe fodder for any demagogue. 
——— 
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The rally opened with dullness. A regimental band played and a preacher offered a prayer. 
Windrip wasn't yet even in sight. Colonel Dewey Haik told three jokes. The audience enjoyed the note 
of military gallantry. 

Doremus felt that Colonel Dewey Haik was not merely rambling but pounding on toward 
something definite. His voice became more insistent. He began to talk about Windrip. “My friend— 
the one man who dares challenge the money lions—the man who in his great and simple heart 
cherishes the woes of every common man.” Then, wildly waving toward a side entrance, he shrieked, 
“And here he comes! My friends—Buzz Windrip!” 

A squadron of Minute Men, carrying long lances with starred pennants, clicked into the 
gigantic bowl of the auditorium, and after them, shabby in a worn blue suit, stooped and tired, limped 
Buzz Windrip. The audience leapt up, thrusting one another aside to have a look at their deliverer. 

Windrip started prosaically enough. You felt sorry for him, so awkwardly did he lumber up 
the steps to the platform, to the center of the stage. He stopped and stared owlishly. Then he quacked: 
“The first time I ever came to New York I was a greenhorn—no, don’t laugh, maybe I still am! But 
I'd already been elected U.S. Senator. I thought my name was just about as familiar to everybody as 
Al Capone's. But I come to New York on my way to Washington, and I sat in my hotel lobby for three 
days, and the only fellow ever spoke to me was the hotel detective! When he did come up, I was tickled 
to death. But all he wanted to know was, was I a guest of the hotel and did I have any right to be 
sitting a lobby chair! And tonight, friends, I'm nearly as scared of New York as I was then!” 

The laughter, the hand-clapping, were all right, but the audience was disappointed by his drawl, 
his weary humility. 

Doremus quivered hopefully, “Maybe he isn't going to get elected!” 
He slid into a rhapsody of ideas—a mishmash of Justice, Freedom, Equality, Order, 

Prosperity, Patriotism, and other slippery abstractions. 
Doremus thought he was bored, until he discovered that he had become absorbed and excited. 
Something in the intensity with which Windrip looked at his audience, his glance slowly taking 

them in from the highest seat to the nearest, convinced them that he was talking to each individual, 
directly and solely; that he wanted to take each of them into his heart; that he was telling them the 
truths, the dangerous facts that had been hidden from them. 

——— 
 
“They say I want money—power! But I’ve turned down offers from law firms here in New 

York of three times the money I’ll get as President! And power—why, the President is the servant of 
every citizen in the country. And yet, it’s true, it’s absolutely true I do want power, great, big, imperial 
power—but not for myself—for you!—the power of your permission to smash the Jew financiers 
who've enslaved you, the grasping bankers—and not all of them Jews by a damn sight!—the crooked 
labor leaders just as much as the crooked bosses, and the sneaking spies of Moscow that want you to 
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lick the boots of their tyrants, that rule not by love and loyalty, like I want to, but by the power of the 
whip, the dark cell, the automatic gun!” 

He pictured, then, a Paradise of democracy in which, with the old political machines destroyed, 
every humble worker would be king and ruler with the supervision of a strengthened Presidency. 

It sounded almost reasonable. 
Buzz Windrip was passionate yet never grotesquely wild. He didn't gesture too extravagantly; 

he reached out a bony finger that seemed to jab and hook out each heart. His mad eyes, big tragic 
eyes, startled them, and his voice, now thundering, now humbly pleading, soothed them. 

He was so obviously an honest and merciful leader. 
Doremus marveled, “Why, he's a darn good sort when you come to meet him! And warm- 

hearted. He makes me feel as if I'd been having a good evening with friends. What if Buzz is right? 
And these Minute Men, his followers—oh, they were nasty, what I saw on the street, but most of 
them are nice, clean-cut young fellows. Seeing Buzz and then listening to what he actually says does 
kind of surprise you—kind of make you think!” 

But what Mr. Windrip actually had said, Doremus could not remember an hour later, when he 
had come out of the trance.  

——— 
 
He was so convinced then that Windrip would win that, on Tuesday evening, he did not remain 

at the Informer office until the returns were all in. But the evidence of the election came to him. 
Past his house, after midnight, through muddy snow tramped a triumphant, drunken parade, 

carrying torches and bellowing new words to the tune of “Yankee Doodle.” 
 

 Throw the lazy bums in prison  
 Every stinking traitor 
 M.Ms you each get a whip 
 To make this nation Greater 

 

Among those on parade, Doremus thought they could make out Shad Ledue. 
Though he couldn’t be sure in the dimness behind the torches, Doremus thought that the lone 

large car following the procession was that of his neighbor, Frank Tasbrough. 
Next morning, at the Informer office, Doremus learned of damage wrought by the triumphant 

Windrip crowd. They had tipped over a couple of outhouses, tore down the sign for Louis 
Rotenstern's tailor-shop, and badly beaten Clifford Little, the jeweler, a slight young man who played 
the organ in the Reverend Falck's Episcopalian church. 

That night Doremus found, on his front porch, a notice in red chalk on butcher's paper: 
 

YOU WILL GET YRS DOREY SWEETHART UNLES YOU GET RITE DOWN ON 
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YR BELLY AND CRAWL IN FRONT OF THE MM AND THE LEAGUE AND 
THE CHIEF AND I  —  A FRIEND 

 
It was the first time that Doremus had heard “the Chief,” as a title for Windrip. Doremus 

burned the red warning without telling his family. 
——— 

 
Chapter 13 

 
When I get ready to retire I'm going to build me a bungalow in some 
lovely resort, not in Italy or Greece, but in somewhere like Florida or 
New Mexico, and devote myself to reading the classics. Some of my 
friends laugh at me for it, but I have always had a taste for the finest in 
literature. I got from my Mother every trait that people have been so 
kind as to admire in me. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
 

For Doremus, Windrip’s election was like the long-dreaded death of a friend. 
“All right. To hell with this country. What I always wanted to do was to sneak off and read 

everything I've been too busy to read.” 
He was daily more irritable as Windrip began, even before his inauguration, to undo election 

results. Five Jeffersonian Congressmen had their elections challenged and overturned. A sixth 
disappeared. With each such triumph of Windrip, all the well-meaning “Doremuses” around the 
country were the more anxious. 

——— 
 
All through the Depression, since 1929, Doremus felt the insecurity, confusion, and sense of 

futility in trying to do anything more permanent than shaving or eating breakfast. He could no longer 
plan, for himself or his family, as the citizens of this country since 1620. 

Their whole lives had been predicated on the privilege of planning. Depressions had been only 
cyclic storms, certain to end in sunshine. Capitalism and parliamentary government were eternal, and 
eternally being improved by the honest votes of Good Citizens. 

Doremus’s grandfather, Calvin, had planned. “My son Loren shall have an education, and I 
think we shall be able to build a fine new house in fifteen or twenty years.” That had given him a 
reason for working. 
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His father, Loren, had vowed, “Even if I have to economize and perhaps give up this 
extravagance of eating meat four times a week, my son Doremus will have a college education, and 
when he becomes a writer, I will be able to help him for a year or two. And then I hope to buy that 

complete Dickens with all the illustrations—oh, an extravagance, but a thing to leave 
to my grandchildren to treasure forever!” 

But Doremus Jessup could not plan. He couldn’t think, “Sissy will go to Smith before she 
studies architecture,” or “If Julian Falck and Sissy get married, I’ll give them the adjacent lot, and 
maybe fifteen years from now, the whole place will be filled with kids again!” No. Fifteen years from 
now, he sighed, Sissy might be hustling hash, and Julian might be in a concentration camp. 

The Horatio Alger tradition, from rags to Rockefellers, was gone from the America it had 
dominated. 

It seemed silly to hope, and as for saving money—idiotic. 
For a newspaper editor—who must know everything about history, geography, economics, 

politics, literature, and sports—it was maddening that he knew nothing for certain. 
“But after Buzz's inauguration, everything will be simple and understandable again. The 

country will be run as his private domain!” 
——— 

 

Julian Falck had come home for Christmas vacation, and he dropped in at the Informer office 
to ask from Doremus for a ride home. 

He didn't seem to think Doremus was a comical fossil. Doremus liked him. 
On the way they stopped for gas at Joshua Jefferson's garage, where Karl Pascal worked as a 

mechanic—Communist, Black activist, sometime strike leader, sometime political prisoner in the 
county jail on a thin charge of inciting to riot. 

Pascal was a thin, sinewy young man with cocoa skin. Sixty years ago, his industrious ancestors 
came northeast to get far away from the South. His face was gaunt and humorous. Joshua Jefferson 
was his cousin. 

“What you going to do after this election?” said Doremus. “I guess none of us wants to say 
much about our plans for when Buzz gets his hands on us. Lie low?” 

“Yeah, lie low. But maybe there'll be a few Communist cells around here when Fascism begins 
to get under people's skin. Never much success before, but now, you watch!” exulted Pascal. 

“You don’t seem depressed by the election,” marveled Doremus, while Julian offered, “No—
you seem quite cheerful about it!” 

“Depressed? Why, can’t you see, if the Communists had paid for it they couldn’t have had 
anything more elegant for our purposes than the election of a pro-plutocrat, itching militarist dictator 
like Buzz Windrip! He'll whoop up a war, and millions of people will have arms and food rations in 
their hand—all ready for the revolution!” 



It Can’t Happen Here / Condensed 12/2022 38 
 

“Karl, it’s funny. I honestly believe you believe in Communism!” marveled young Julian.  
“Why don’t you go and ask your friend Father Perez if he believes in the Virgin Mary?” “But 
you seem to like America, and you don’t seem all that fanatical, Karl.” 
“Sure I like America. But what burns me up is how one tenth of one per cent of the population 

at the top have an aggregate income equal to forty per cent at the bottom. Figures like that are 
astronomical. Even before this Depression, in what you folks called prosperous times, most Black 
folks earned $500 a year or less—remember, those guys were doing honest labor. 

“Five hundred dollars a year is ten dollars a week—and that means one dirty little room for a 
family of four! It means $5 a week for all their food—eighteen cents a day per person! And the 
remainder of $2.50 a week goes for clothes, insurance, carfares, doctors' bills, dentists' bills, and for 
God's sake, entertainment!” 

Julian murmured, “You know—to see your own kids living on eighteen cents a day for food—
I guess that would make a man pretty extremist!” 

Doremus fretted, “But what percentage of forced labor in your Russian lumber camps are 
getting more than that?” 

Karl Pascal glowed with nationalistic fervor, “We Americans aren't like those dumb Russian 
peasants. We'll do a lot better when we get Communism!” 

His cousin and employer Joshua Jefferson returned to the garage. Joshua was a friend of 
Doremus, and had indeed been his bootlegger all through Prohibition, smuggling whisky from Canada. 

“Evening, Mr. Jessup, Julian! Did Karl fill your tank for you? You want to watch that guy—
he's one of those crazy dog Communists—they believe in violence instead of evolution and legality. 
If they'd just joined me and other Socialists in a United Front, we'd have licked the pants off Buzzard 
Windrip!” 

(“Buzzard” Windrip. That was good, Doremus reflected. He'd use it in the Informer!) 
Pascal protested, “Buzz isn't important—It’s the sickness of the thirty percent permanently 

unemployed.” 
Julian asked politely, “Do you really think Karl Marx was right?”  
“Absolutely!” said Pascal. 
As Doremus drove away, Pascal and Washington were fixing a flat tire together and quarreling 

happily. 
——— 

 
Doremus’s attic study had been a refuge from the women in his life. Now it was a refuge from 

the prospect of the President-Elect. On the pretense of work, Doremus took to sneaking up there 
mid-evening. He sat not in an easy chair but stiffly at his desk and thought. 

“We can go back to the Dark Ages! It would just take a few thousand bombs to wipe out all 
the eager young men, all the libraries and archives, all the laboratories, art galleries, newsrooms, all the 
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car factories, every college. Sissy’s grandchildren—if anybody's grandchildren survive at all—could be 
living in caves.” 

He recalled civilization's long ancestry of false prophets. He thought of Peter the Hermit, the 
insane monk who led on the Crusades hundreds of thousands of European peasants, to die on the 
way of starvation, after they'd burned, raped and murdered fellow peasants in villages all along the 
road. 

“And there never will be a time when there won’t be a large proportion of people who feel 
poor no matter how much they have, and envy their neighbors.” 

——— 
 
Brooding about it, fishing in the muddy slew of recollection which most Americans have in 

place of a clear pool of history, Doremus was able to think of other infamous leaders. 
Robespierre, who helped shift the control of France from the haughty aristocrats to 

executioners in the Reign of Terror. 
Lenin and Trotsky, who gave to illiterate Russian peasants the privilege of choosing between 

punching a time clock or the gulag. 
All the Utopias, ending in scandal, feuds, poverty, griminess, disillusion. 
All the leaders of Prohibition, so certain of their cause that they were willing to shoot down 

violators. 
Good old murder, that since the slaying of Abel by Cain has always been the way by that 

dictators have removed opposition. 
He wondered. “Is it just possible that the worst enemies of human progress have been the 

boldest idealists who shove their way in and insist on saving us? Is it possible that plain people who 
mind their own business will rank higher in the heavenly hierarchy?”  

——— 
 

Chapter 14 
 
I joined the church as a mere boy. But I wished then and now that I could belong to 
the whole glorious brotherhood: the brave Presbyterians, the Methodists who so 
strongly oppose war yet in wartime can always be counted upon, the tolerant Baptists, 
the earnest Seventh-Day Adventists, and I guess I could even say a kind word for the 
Unitarians. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
Officially, Doremus belonged to the Universalist Church, his wife and children to the 

Episcopal Church. 
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But in this time of seeking, Doremus thought of venturing to his old church, a gloomy building 
of granite. As a boy Doremus had loved it. But the last time he went, he listened to the preacher's 
hesitant droning without enlightenment. He would have given anything for a sermon that would lift 
him to renewed courage. 

In October, he went with Emma to the Episcopalian service. He glanced at the placid façade 
of his wife, Emma. The ritual seemed lovely but meaningless now, with no relevance to a life 
threatened by Buzz Windrip and his Minute Men. 

“This place stifles me!” he snapped to himself. “ I want a church, if there can possibly be one, 
that's advanced beyond King Henry the Eighth. I know why Lorinda, her dead husband a minister, 
never goes to church.” 

——— 
 
Lorinda Pike, on that sleety afternoon, was darning a tea cloth in the lounge of her Beulah 

Valley Tavern. It was really a boarding house with twelve guest rooms and a tearoom. The tea was 
excellent, the scones light, the Stilton cheese sharp, and Lorinda’s rum punches admirable. It was 
Doremus’s favorite place after the newsroom and his study. Lorinda herself was intelligent yet 
adorable—particularly when, as on this afternoon, she was bothered neither by guests nor by the 
presence of her partner, Mr. Nipper, who thought because he had invested in the Tavern he should 
have none of the work and half the profits. 

Doremus thrust his way in, patting off the snow. Lorinda nodded carelessly, tossed another 
stick on the fireplace, and went back to her darning with nothing more intimate than “Hello. Nasty 
out.” 

“Yes—fierce.” 
But as they sat on either side of the hearth, their eyes had no need of smiling for a bridge 

between them.  
——— 

 
Lorinda reflected, “Well, my darling, it’s going to be pretty bad. I guess Windrip. will put the 

woman's struggle right back in the 1600s.” 
“Sure. Back to the kitchen.” “Even if you haven't got one!” 
“Any worse than us men? Notice that Windrip never mentioned free speech and the freedom 

of the press in his articles of faith?” 
“That's so. Tea, darling?” 
“No. Linda, damn it, I feel like taking the family and sneaking off to Canada before I get 

nabbed—right after Buzz's inauguration.” 
“No. You mustn't. We've got to keep all the journalists fighting him. Besides, what would I do 

without you?” For the first time Lorinda sounded worried. 
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“You'll be a lot less suspect if I'm not around. But I guess you're right. I can’t go until they put 
the skids under me. Then I’ll have to vanish. I'm too old for jail.” 

“Not too old to make love, I hope! That would be hard on a girl!” 
“No. Anyway, I’ll stay—for a while.” He had, suddenly, from Lorinda, the conviction he had 

sought in church. He would go on trying to sweep back the ocean, just for his own satisfaction. He 
felt strong again, and happy. 

“How's Emma taking the political situation?” 
“She doesn't know there is one! She heard Walt Trowbridge's warning on the radio, last 

evening—did you listen?—and says, ‘Oh my, how dreadful!’ and then forgets all about it. She's lucky! 
Oh well, she probably calms me down and keeps me from becoming a complete mess! Probably that's 
why I'm so damned everlastingly fond of her. I wish you and I were together all the time—I think 
that, at this moment, I would like to kiss you.”  

“Is that so unusual?” 
“Yes. Always. Always it’s the first time again! Look, Linda, do you ever stop to think how 

curious it is, that with—everything between us—like that night in the hotel at Montreal—we neither 
one of us seem to feel any guilt, any embarrassment—we can sit and talk like this?” 

“No, darling! It doesn't seem a bit curious. It was all so natural.” “And yet we're responsible 
people—” 

“Of course. That's why nobody suspects us, not even Emma. Thank God she doesn't, 
Doremus! I wouldn't hurt her for anything! 

He fretted, “I think of you all the time and want you, and yet I think of Emma too—and I 
don’t feel guilty or entangled in complexities. Yes, it does seem natural, dear Lorinda!” 

He stalked restlessly to the window. It was dusk. He stared out inattentively—then very 
attentively. 

“That's curious. ‘Curiouser and curiouser.’ Someone's standing back behind that lilac bush. 
There's a fellow watching this place. I can see him in the headlights whenever a car comes along. And 
I think it’s my hired man, Shad Ledue.” He started to draw the curtains. 

“No! No! Don’t draw them! He'll get suspicious.” 
“That's right. Funny, his watching there—if it is him. He's supposed to be at my house right 

now, looking after the furnace. A little light blackmail, I suppose. Well, he can publish everything he 
saw today!” 

“Only what he saw today?” 
“Anything! I'm proud—old guy like me, twenty years older than you—to be your lover!” 
He remembered the warning in red chalk that he'd found on his porch after the election. 
Before he had time to think more, the door banged open and Sissy sailed in. “Hello, Dad. My 

God, it’s cold! Tea, Lorinda, my good woman—tea!” 
They had tea. A thoroughly domestic circle. 
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“Race you home, Dad,” said Sissy, when they were ready to go. “Yes—no—wait a second! 
Lorinda, lend me a flashlight.” 

As he marched out the door across the road, Doremus seethed all the agitated anger he had 
been concealing from Sissy. Partly hidden behind bushes, leaning on his motorcycle, he found Shad 
Ledue. 

Shad was startled. Doremus snapped, “What are you doing there?” Shad stumbled in answer, 
“Oh I just— something happened to my motorbike.” 

“You're supposed to be home tending the furnace, Shad. My daughter is to drive me home, 
so you can put your motorcycle in the back of my car and drive it back.” 

“Her? Sissy drives crazy!” 
“Ledue! Miss Sissy is a highly competent driver. At least—” 
“Her driving doesn't make a damn bit of difference to me. Goodnight!”  
“Here, take my Chrysler,” as Doremus tossed Shad the keys. 
Recrossing the road, Doremus rebuked himself, “That was childish of me. Trying to talk to 

him like a gentleman! How I would enjoy murdering him!” 
He informed Sissy, at the door, “Shad happened to come along—motorcycle in bad shape— 
I let him take my Chrysler—I’ll drive with you.” “I’ll drive—” 
“I think I'd better do the driving. It’s pretty slippery tonight.” “Why, my dear idiot parent, I'm 

the best driver in—” 
“Get in, I'm driving. Night, Lorinda.” 
“All right, dearest Father,” said Sissy with an impishness that softened his heart. 

——— 
 
He assured himself that this flip manner of Sissy wouldn't last more than another year or two. 
Perhaps this sassy generation needed a Buzz Windrip revolution and all its pain. 

——— 
 
 
“I know it’s swell to drive carefully, but do you have to emulate the snail?” said Sissy. “Snails 
don’t skid.” 
“No, they get run over. I'd rather skid!”  
“So your father's a fossil!” 
“Oh, I wouldn't—” 
“Well, maybe I am. Just this afternoon, I was thinking—” 
“Listen, Dad, do you go to Lorinda’s often?”  
“Why—not especially. Why?” 
“Why don’t you—What are you two so scared of? You and Lindy belong together. Why don’t 
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you—you know—kind of be lovers?” 
“God Almighty! Sissy! I've never heard a decent girl talk that way in my life!”  
“Tst! Tst! Haven't you? Dear, dear! So sorry!” 
“At least you've got to admit that it’s unusual for a daughter to suggest that father deceive her 

mother! Especially a fine mother like yours!” 
“Is it? Well, maybe. But I wonder if lots of daughters don’t think it when they see the Venerable 

Parent going stale!” 
“Sissy—” 
“Dad, watch that deer!” 
“Now you look here, Sissy. This is serious. I've never heard of such a preposterous suggestion 

as Lorinda and I being lovers. My dear child, you simply can’t be flip about things like that!” 
“Oh, can’t I! Sorry, Dad. I just mean—About mother. Of course I wouldn't have anybody hurt 

her. But bless you, Venerable, she'd never dream of such a thing—” 
“Are those your ethics, then?” 
“Why not? Have a swell time yet not hurt anybody's feelings? That's the second chapter in my 

book on ethics!” 
“Sissy! Have you the vaguest notion of what you're talking about? Maybe I ought to be 

ashamed of my cowardly negligence—I don’t suppose your mother or I have taught you about sex 
and—” 

“Thank heaven! You spared me the dear little flower's shocking affair with that tiger lily in the 
next flowerbed.” 

“Sissy! Please! These are weighty things—” 
Penitently, “I know, Dad. I'm sorry. It’s just—if you only knew how wretched I feel when I 

see you so quiet. This horrible Windrip, League of For-God-Sakers has got you down, hasn't it! If 
you're going to fight them, you've got to get back some pep—you've got to take off the lace mitts and 
put on the brass knuckles—and I've got a hunch Lorinda might do that for you.” 

“Impossible! By the way, Sissy! What do you know about? Are you a virgin?” 
“Dad! The answer is: Yes. So far. Let me tell you, if conditions in this country get as bad as 

you've been claiming they will, and Julian Falck is threatened with having to go to war or go to prison 
or some rotten thing like that, I'm not going to let any maidenly modesty interfere between me and 
him!” 

“It is Julian then, not Malcolm?” 
“Oh, I think so. Malcolm gives me a pain in the neck. He's getting ready to take his proper 

place as a colonel or something with Windrip’s wooden soldiers. And I am so fond of Julian! Even if 
he is the doggonedest, most impractical soul—like his grandfather—or you! He's sweet. We sat up 
until about two, last night.” 

“Sissy! But you haven't—Oh, my little girl! Julian is probably decent enough—not a bad sort— 
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but you—” 
“Just so you won’t worry—no. The few times when I've fallen asleep downstairs with Julian—

well, we've slept!” 
“I'm glad, but—” 
“Now you listen to me! Looks like this country, and most of the world—God help us all!— 

we're headed right back into barbarism. It’s war! There's no time for being coy. Nice young ladies—
they're out! It’s Lorinda and me now.” 

“Maybe.” Doremus sighed, depressed at seeing a little more of his familiar world slip away. 
They were turning into the Jessup driveway. Shad Ledue was just leaving the garage. 

“Get in the house, quick, will you!” whispered Doremus to his girl. 
“Sure. But be careful!” She no longer sounded like his little daughter, to be protected, adorned 

with pale blue ribbons. She was suddenly a dependable comrade, like Lorinda. 
Doremus slipped out of his car and said calmly, “Shad!”  
“Yeah?” 
“Did you take the car keys into the kitchen?”  
“Huh? No. I guess I left 'em in the car.” 
“I've told you a hundred times they belong inside.” 
“Huh? Well, how'd you like Miss Cecilia's driving? Have a good visit with old Mrs. Pike?” He 

was derisive now, beyond concealment.  
“Ledue, I think you're fired—right now!” 
“Well, O.K.! I was just going to tell you that we're forming a second chapter of the League of 

Forgotten Men, and I'm the secretary. They don’t pay much— only about twice what you pay me— 
pretty tight-fisted—but it’s a start in politics. Goodnight!” 

——— 
 
Afterward, Doremus remembered that, for all his clumsiness, Shad had learned a precise 

penmanship in his red Vermont schoolhouse, and enough arithmetic so he'd be able to keep this bogus 
job as secretary. Too bad! 

Two weeks later, Shad wrote to him demanding a donation of two hundred dollars to the 
League. Doremus refused, and the Informer began to lose circulation within twenty-four hours. 

——— 
 

Chapter 15 
 

Usually I'm pretty mild. Some of my friends are kind enough to call it 
'folksy.' My ambition is to be a friend to men. But I hope that none of 
the gentlemen who have honored me with their enmity think for one 
moment that when I run into a gross public evil, I can’t get up on my 
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hind legs and make a sound like a grizzly in April. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
On January 6, 1937, just two weeks before his inauguration, President-Elect Windrip 

announced his cabinet appointments. 
Secretary of State: Lee Sarason, who also took the position of High Marshal, or Commander- 

in-Chief, of the Minute Men. 
Secretary of the Treasury: a St. Louis banker who had been indicted. 
A new cabinet position, Secretary of Education and Public Relations, was created, to be led 

by Dr. Hector Macgoblin. 
Senator Porkwood was rewarded with the position of Attorney General. 
All the other offices were filled by rich men who, though they had supported Windrip’s 

campaign, were thought to be sensible men, not fanatics. 
Windrip learned from Lee Sarason the Spanish custom of getting rid of embarrassing friends 

and enemies by appointing them to posts abroad. As Ambassador to Brazil, Windrip appointed 
Herbert Hoover. 

Mrs. Gimmitch was angry that she was offered no position higher than a post in the customs 
office in Nome, Alaska. She was last heard of in Hollywood, writing screenplays. 

As an insult, the President-Elect appointed Franklin D. Roosevelt as minister to Liberia. But 
Mr. Roosevelt declined with such an amiable smile that the joke seemed rather to have slipped. 

——— 
 
President Windrip would be the first president inaugurated on January 20th, according to the 

provision of the new Twentieth Amendment to the Constitution. Windrip supporters said it was a 
sign from Heaven that Windrip was starting a new paradise on earth. 

The inauguration was turbulent. President Roosevelt declined to be present, but that same 
noon he was seen in a New York shop, buying books on gardening and looking cheerful. 

More than a thousand reporters, photographers, and radio men covered the inauguration. 
A motor company in Detroit had presented to Windrip an armored limousine with bulletproof 

glass, a hidden nickel-steel safe for papers, a concealed private bar. But Buzz chose to drive from his 
home to the Capitol in his old sedan, and his driver was a youngster from his hometown. 

Following Windrip was an escort of soldiers: the American Legion and the Minute Men, 
wearing helmets of polished silver and led by Colonel Dewey Haik in a scarlet tunic and helmet with 
golden plumes. 

Solemnly, Windrip took the oath, administered by the Chief Justice (who disliked him very 
much). Then Windrip squawked, “My fellow citizens, as the President of the United States of America, 
I want to inform you that the real New Deal has started right this minute. We're all going to enjoy the 
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liberties to which our history entitles us—and have a whale of a good time doing it!” 
That was his first act as President. His second was to move into the White House, where he 

sat down in the East Room in his stocking feet and shouted at Lee Sarason, “I've been planning to do 
this for seven years! I bet this is what Lincoln used to do! Now let them assassinate me!” 

His third act as Commander-in-Chief was to order that the Minute Men be recognized as an 
unpaid, official auxiliary of the Regular Army, subject only to their own officers, Buzz, and High 
Marshal Sarason. And that rifles, bayonets, automatic guns, and machine guns be instantly issued to 
them by government arsenals. 

Fourth was a special message to Congress demanding the instant passage of a bill embodying 
Point Fifteen of his election platform—that he should have complete control of legislation and the 
executive branch, and that the Supreme Court be rendered incapable of blocking anything that he 
might do. 

By Joint Resolution, with less than half an hour of debate, both houses of Congress rejected 
that demand at 3 p.m., on January 21st. At 6 p.m. the President proclaimed that a state of martial law 
existed during the “present crisis,” and more than a hundred Congressmen were arrested by Minute 
Men on direct orders from the President. The Congressmen hotheaded enough to resist were charged 
with “inciting to riot.” 

To veteran journalists it was strange to see the Secretary of State, theoretically a person of such 
dignity that he could deal with foreign powers, acting as press-agent for the President. 

There were riots, instantly, all over Washington D.C. and all over America. 
The recalcitrant Congressmen were penned in the District Jail. In the wintry evening marched 

a mob that was mutinous toward the Windrip for whom so many of them had voted. Among the mob 
buzzed hundreds of Blacks, armed with knives and guns, for one of the kidnaped Congressmen was 
Black man from Georgia. 

Surrounding the jail, the rebels jeered at a horde of Minute Men, calling them “Minnie Mouses” 
and “mama's boys.” The M.M’s looked nervously at their officers. The mob heaved bottles and dead 
fish. Half-a-dozen policemen with guns and night sticks, trying to push back the mob, were buried 
under a human surf. There were two shots. One Minute Man slumped to the jail steps, another stood 
ludicrously holding a wrist that spurted blood. 

The Minute Men—why, they said to themselves, they'd never meant to be soldiers anyway—
they just wanted to have fun marching! They began to sneak into the mob, hiding their uniform caps. 
That instant, from a powerful loudspeaker in a window of the jail brayed the voice of President 
Windrip. 

“I am addressing my own boys, the Minute Men, everywhere in America! To you and you only 
I look for help to make America a proud land again. You have been scorned. They thought you were 
the 'lower classes.' They wouldn't give you jobs. They said you were no good, because you work for a 
living. I tell you that you are now the highest lords of the land—the aristocracy—the makers of the 
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new America of freedom. Boys, I need you! Help me—help me to help you! Stand back! Anybody 
tries to block you, give that swine the point of your bayonet!” 

A machine-gunner M.M. let loose. The mob began to drop as the M.M. infantry, running, 
poked their bayonets into bodies. Such a juicy squash it made. The fugitives looked so amazed, so 
funny, as they tumbled in grotesque heaps! 

The M.M’s hadn't known that this would be such sport. They'd have more of it now. Hadn't 
the President told each of them personally that he needed their aid? 

——— 
 
When the remnants of Congress ventured to the Capitol, they found it seeded with M.M’s. 

The Speaker of the House, who was the Vice President of the United States and Presiding Officer 
of the Senate, had the power to declare that quorums were present. 

Bishop Prang was dismayed by Windrip’s action. He wanted to caution the public, but when 
he called his familiar station, WLFM in Chicago, the manager informed him that “just temporarily, all 
access to the air was forbidden. 

Bishop Prang drove from his home to the Indianapolis airport and took a night plane for 
Washington D.C. to reprove, perhaps even playfully to spank, his naughty disciple, Buzz. 

He had little trouble in being admitted to see the President. In fact, he was at the White House 
for six hours. At three in the afternoon Prang was seen leaving by a private entrance and taking a taxi. 
He was pale and staggering. 

In front of his hotel he was elbowed by a mob who yelped, “Lynch him!” A dozen M.M’s 
pierced the crowd and surrounded the Bishop. The commander bellowed to the crowd, so that all 
might hear, “You cowards leave the Bishop alone! Bishop, come with us, and we'll see you're safe!” 

Millions heard on their radios that evening that to ward off mysterious agitators, probably 
Bolsheviks, Bishop Prang had been safely shielded in the district jail. And with it a personal statement 
from President Windrip that he was filled with joy at having been able to “rescue from the foul 
agitators my friend and mentor, Bishop Prang. “There is no man living who I so admire and respect.”  

——— 
 
There was, as yet, no absolute censorship of the press, only imprisonment of journalists who 

offended the government or local officers of the M.M’s. The papers opposed to Windrip carried 
reporting that Bishop Prang had rebuked the President and been jailed, with no nonsense about a 
“rescue.” 

Prang's hometown Persia, Indiana, telegraphed Washington, demanding Prang's release. Then 
a quarter of the citizenry of Persia mounted a special train to “march” on Washington. 

While the train was on its way, a company of Minute Men at Logansport, Indiana, rebelled 
against having to arrest a group of Catholic nuns who were accused of teaching treason. They refused 
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orders. High Marshal Sarason felt that there must be a lesson, early and impressive. A battalion of 
M.M’s, sent from Chicago in fast trucks, arrested the mutinous company of M.M’s, and shot every 
third man. 

When the group from Indiana reached Washington, they were informed that poor Bishop 
Prang had been so shocked by the treason of his fellow Indianans that he had gone mad, and they had 
been compelled to shut him up in a government insane asylum. 

No one willing to carry news about him ever saw Bishop Prang again. 
——— 

 
President Windrip’s first extended proclamation to the country was a pretty piece of literature 

and tenderness. He explained that powerful and secret enemies of America, upon discovering to their 
fury that he, Buzz, was going to be President, had planned an attack. Everything would be tranquil in 
a few months, but meantime there was a Crisis, during which the country must “bear with him” as he 
installed his militia of Minute Men in cities across America. 

He recalled the military dictatorship of Lincoln during the Civil War, when civilian suspects 
were arrested without warrant. He hinted how delightful everything was going to be—just a moment's 
patience—when he had things in hand. He compared the Crisis to the urgency of a fireman rescuing 
a pretty girl, carrying her down a ladder for her own sake, whether she liked it or not, and no matter 
how appealingly she might kick her pretty ankles. 

The whole country laughed. 
“Funny guy, that Buzz, but mighty competent,” said the electorate. 
“I don’t care whether Bishop Prang or any other nut is in the booby hatch, long as I get my 
$5,000 a year, like Windrip promised,” said Shad Ledue to his troops. 
This had all happened within the eight days following Windrip’s inauguration. 

——— 

 
Chapter 16 

 
I have no desire to be President. My only longing is to Serve.  

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
Like many bachelors given to hunting, Buck Titus was a fastidious housekeeper. His Victorian 

farmhouse was neat and pleasantly bare. The living room a monastic hall with heavy oak chairs and a 
tremendous stone fireplace. The whisky stood on the oak buffet, with cracked ice always ready. 

This hermitage was sanctuary now. Only with Buck could Doremus damn Windrip & Co. and 
people like Frank Tasbrough, who in February was still saying, “Yes, things do look hectic in 
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Washington, but that's just because there's so many bullheaded politicians that still think they can buck 
Windrip. Besides, things like that couldn’t ever happen here in New England.” 

And, indeed, as Doremus heard the lazy irony of familiar greetings from his acquaintances, 
men as enduring as their Vermont hills, it seemed to him that the madness in Washington was as alien 
and distant as an earthquake in Tibet. 

Constantly, in the Informer, he criticized the government, but not too acidly. The hysteria can’t 
last; be patient, wait and see, he counseled his readers. 

It wasn't that he was afraid of the authorities. He simply did not believe that this comic tyranny 
could endure. 

It can’t happen here, said Doremus—even now. 
The one thing that most perplexed him was that there could be a dictator so different from 

the fervent Hitlers and Fascists. Instead, here was a dictator with an earthy American sense of humor 
like Mark Twain or Will Rogers. Buzz Windrip could be funny characterizing his opponents. Did that, 
puzzled Doremus, make him less or more dangerous? 

Then he remembered the cruelest of all pirates, Sir Henry Morgan, who thought it ever so 
funny to sew a victim up in wet rawhide and watch it shrink in the sun. 

——— 
 
From the way they bickered, you could tell that Buck Titus and Lorinda were fonder of each 

other than they would admit. To Doremus and Lorinda, Buck’s overgrown shack became their refuge. 
And they needed it late in February, five weeks after Windrip’s election. 

Despite strikes and riots all over the country, bloodily put down by the Minute Men, Windrip 
maintained his power in Washington. The most liberal four members of the Supreme Court resigned 
and were replaced by unknown lawyers who called President Windrip by his first name. A number of 
Congressmen were still being “protected” in jail. The Minute Men were still unpaid volunteers, but 
provided with “expense accounts” considerably larger than the pay of the regular troops. 

——— 
 
Never in American history had supporters of a President been so well treated. They were not 

only appointed to whatever political jobs there were, but to many that didn't exist. Such annoyances 
as Congressional Investigations were hushed. The officials who awarded government contracts were 
on the merriest of terms with all contractors. One veteran lobbyist for the steel industry complained 
that there was no more sport—you were not only allowed but expected to shoot government 
purchasing agents. 

None of the changes was so publicized as the Presidential mandate abruptly ending the 
separate existence of the different states, and dividing the whole country into eight “provinces”—thus, 
asserted Windrip, economizing by reducing the number of governors and all other state officers. 
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The new “Northeastern Province” included all of New York State, New England, and eastern 
Pennsylvania. This was, Doremus admitted, a natural and homogeneous division. 

Each province was divided into numbered districts, each district into lettered counties, each 
county into townships and cities, and only in towns and cities did the old names remain. 

Doremus was living now in Northeastern Province, District 3, County B, township of Beulah. 
——— 

 
Citizens who had lived in any one state for more than ten years seemed to resent more hotly 

the loss of that state's identity than they did the castration of the Congress and Supreme Court. They 
resented it almost as much as the fact that, while late January, February, and March went by, they still 
were not receiving their governmental gifts of $5,000 apiece, nor had they received anything more 
than cheery bulletins from Washington to the effect that the new “Capital Levy Board” was holding 
sessions. 

As a hint of Buzz Windrip’s vision for the future, it was interesting to read that the 
Southwestern Province was permitted to claim “all portions of Mexico that the United States may 
from time to time find it necessary to take over, as a protection against the notorious treachery of 
Mexico and the Jewish plots hatched there.” 

——— 
 
Commissioner of the Northeastern Province, Colonel Dewey Haik, the chilliest-blooded and 

most arrogant of all the Windrip sycophants, liked his meat bloody. 
The Commissioner of District 3—Vermont and New Hampshire—was none other than John 

Sullivan Reek, that gaseous gas bag, an ex-governor who had gone all in for Windrip. It was 
Commissioner Reek who summoned all the editors in his district to meet him at his new lodge in 
Dartmouth Library and receive privileged information. 

Before he left for the press conference in Hanover, Doremus received from Sissy a “poem.” 
 

Be meek with Reek,  
Go fake with Haik. 
One rhymes with sneak,  
And the other with snake. 

 
“Well, anyway, Windrip’s put everybody to work. And he's driven all these unsightly billboards 

off the highways,” said all the old editors. 
But as he drove, Doremus saw hundreds of huge billboards by the road. They bore only 

Windrip propaganda and underneath, “with the compliments” of a loyal firm. Along the short walk 
from a parking-space to the former Dartmouth campus, several homeless men muttered to him, “Give 
us a nickel for a cup of coffee—a Minnie Mouse got my job and the Mouses won’t take me—they say 
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I'm too old.” 
On a long porch, M.M. officers were reclining in deck chairs, their spurred boots up on the 

railing. 
Doremus passed a science building in front of which was a pile of broken laboratory glassware. 
In one stripped laboratory, he could see a squad of M.M’s lounging. 
District Commissioner Reek took an hour to relate what would have taken the most intelligent 

man five hours—that is, five minutes of speech and the remaining five hours to recover from the 
nausea caused by having to utter such shameless rot. 

What the government wanted was for any reporter to call on any member of this 
Administration, and especially on Commissioner Reek, at any time and “get the real lowdown.” 

Reek then announced, “Gentlemen, I'm introducing you to all four of the County 
Commissioners, who were chosen yesterday. Probably each of you will know personally the 
commissioner from your own county, but I want you to know all four, because whomever they may 
be, they join in my admiration of the press.” 

The four County Commissioners, as one by one they were introduced, seemed to Doremus 
an odd lot: A moth-eaten lawyer. A shambling clergyman. A shy workman. All seemed surprised to 
find themselves there. 

The fourth dignitary to come in, a bulky man, formidable in his uniform as a battalion leader 
of M.M.s, introduced as the Commissioner for northern Vermont, was Shad Ledue. 

——— 
 
Reek called him “Captain” Ledue. Doremus knew that Shad’s only military service was as a 

private who had flunked training camp. 
“Mr. Jessup,” bubbled Reek, “You must have met Captain Ledue—he comes from your 

charming city.” 
“Sure,” said Captain Ledue. “I've met old Jessup! He don’t know what it’s all about. I’ll let him 

ride as long as he behaves!” 
“Splendid!” said Reek. 

——— 

 
Chapter 17 

 
If I ever held a high position over my people, I hope that my ministers 
would be quoting, from II Kings: ‘Come to me, and drink the waters, 
until I take you away to a land of bread and honey.’ 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
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Captain Shad Ledue could be seen in uniform around Fort Beulah, showing off to his old pals 

and the “snobs” whose lawns he once mowed. 
Shad took over the County Courthouse and established his private office in the judge's 

chambers, throwing out law books. In the drawer of his desk Shad kept a flask of Irish whiskey and a 
gun. 

By June, the enrollment of the Minute Men exceeded 562,000. The War Department was 
allowing them not just “expense money” but payments ranging from ten dollars a week for 
“inspectors” to $9,700 a year for “brigadiers.” 

Members of the National Guard were not only allowed but encouraged to become members 
of the Minute Men. The Secretary of War generously lent army officers to Secretary of State Sarason 
for use as drill masters in the M.M’s. There were a surprising number of trained men for so new an 
army. 

Lee Sarason had proven to President Windrip that college didn't weaken the masculinity of 
the students, but actually made them more patriotic and skillful in slaughtering people. Nearly every 
college in the country was to have, by autumn, its own battalion of M.M’s, with drill counting as credit 
toward graduation. 

Most of the rank and file M.M’s were young farmers delighted by the chance to go to town 
and drive fast cars; young factory employees who liked the authority to kick people; and ex-criminals, 
ex-bootleggers, ex-burglars, ex-labor racketeers, who were forgiven their earlier blunders and warmly 
accepted in the M.M. Storm Troops. 

President Windrip became to his troops “the Chief,” meaning Führer, or Emperor, or Imperial 
Wizard. 

On July 4, 1937, more than 500,000 young uniformed vigilantes, scattered in towns from 
Guam to Bar Harbor, stood at parade rest and sang “Buzz and Buzz.” 

In mid-August, President Windrip announced that, since all its aims were being accomplished, 
the League of Forgotten Men was now terminated. So were all the Democratic and Republican Parties. 

There was to be only one: The American Corporate Patriotic Party—no! added the President, 
with good humor, “There are two parties, the Corporate and those who don’t belong to any party at 
all, and are just out of luck!” 

There was a permanent chairman of the National Council, with a deciding vote, appointed by 
the President. To safeguard Liberty, the chairman had the right to dismiss any member of the National 
Council. The first to hold the office was Secretary of State Lee Sarason. 

All strikes were forbidden under federal penalties. 
Windrip’s partisans called themselves the Corporatists, or, familiarly, the “Corpos.” 
Ill-natured people called the Corpos “the Corpses.” But they were not at all corpse-like. That 

description more correctly, and increasingly, applied to their enemies. 
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——— 
 
Though the Corpos continued to promise a gift of at least $5,000 to every family, “as soon as 

funding shall be completed,” the actual management of the poor was undertaken by the Minute Men. 
It was now published to the world that unemployment had, under the reign of President Windrip, 
almost disappeared. Almost all workless men were assembled in enormous labor camps, under M.M. 
officers. Their wives and children accompanied them and took care of the cooking, cleaning, and 
mending. The men didn't merely work on state projects; they were also hired out at the rate of one 
dollar a day to private employers. Of course, this caused most employers to let go the men they had 
been paying more than a dollar a day, but that took care of itself. They were forced into the labor 
camps. 

Out of their dollar a day, the workers in the camps had to pay from seventy to ninety cents a 
day for board and lodging. 

There was discontent among people who had once owned motorcars and bathrooms at having 
to walk ten or twenty miles a day, bathe once a week, along with fifty others, in a long trough, get meat 
only once a week, and sleep in bunks, a hundred in a room. Yet there was less rebellion than might 
have been expected, for every evening the loudspeaker brought to the workers the precious voices of 
Windrip, Sarason and Macgoblin. These Olympians, talking to the dirtiest and tiredest men as warm 
friend to friend, told them that they were the honored foundation stones of a New Civilization. 

They took it, too, like Napoleon's soldiers. And they had the Jews and Blacks to look down 
on, more and more. The M.M’s saw to that. 

Every man is a king so long as he has someone to look down on. 
——— 

 
Each week the government said less about the $5,000 per person. 
Most of the planks in Windrip’s platform really were carried out. For example, inflation. 
In America of this period, inflation did not compare with the German inflation of the 1920s, 

but it was sufficient. The wage in the labor camps was raised from a dollar a day to three. Everybody 
profited—except the very poor, the common workmen, the skilled workmen, the small business men, 
the professional men, old couples living on savings—these last really suffered, as their incomes were 
cut in three. The workers, with tripled wages, saw the cost of everything in the shops much more than 
triple. 

Agriculture suffered most of all. American food exports ceased completely. 
It was Big Business, that ancient dragon that Bishop Prang and Buzz Windrip had gone forth 

to slay, that had the interesting time. 
With currency wavering so that employees didn't know what they ought to get in wages, and 

labor unions eliminated, the large industrialists came through the inflation with perhaps double the 
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wealth, in real values, that they'd had in 1936. 
——— 

 

Two other planks in Windrip’s platform were those eliminating Blacks and patronizing the 
Jews. Blacks took it the less agreeably. But as Macgoblin said, the whole subject was unpleasant and 
therefore not helpful to discuss. 

All over the country, the true spirit of Windrip’s plank regarding the Jews was carried out. It 
was understood that the Jews were no longer to be barred from fashionable hotels, as in the hideous 
earlier days of race prejudice, but merely to be charged double rates. It was understood that Jews were 
not to be discouraged from trading, but were merely to pay higher graft to commissioners and 
inspectors and to accept without debate all regulations, wage rates, and price lists decided upon by the 
Corpos. 

In Fort Beulah, Louis Rotenstern was permitted to retain his tailor shop, though he was to 
charge members of the M.M. prices that were only nominal. 

But Harry Kindermann, a Jew who was an agent for maple-sugar and dairy machinery, who 
had paid off the mortgage on his bungalow, found the manufacturers canceling his contracts, without 
explanation. 

By the middle of 1937 he was selling hotdogs by the road. His wife, who had been so proud 
of the piano and the American pine cupboard in their bungalow, was dead from pneumonia caught in 
the one-room tar-paper shack into which they had moved. 

——— 
 
At the time of Windrip’s election, there had been more than 80,000 relief administrators 

employed by federal and local governments in America. With labor camps absorbing most people on 
relief, this army of social workers was stranded. 

Cleverer social workers were assigned the task of listing every family and every unmarried 
person in the country, with his or her finances, professional ability, military training and, his or her 
secret opinion of the M.M’s and the Corpos. 

——— 
 
A good many of the social workers indignantly said that this was asking them to be spies. 

Those who objected were sent to jail, and later, to concentration camps—which were also jails, but 
the private jails where the M.M’s were unshackled by any old-fashioned nonsensical prison regulations. 

In the summer of 1937, M.M. officers had a splendid time making their own laws. Jewish 
doctors, Jewish musicians, Black journalists, errant college professors, young men who preferred 
reading or chemical research to manly service with the M.M’s, women who complained when their 
men were taken away by the M.M’s—these were increasingly beaten in the streets, or arrested on 
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charges that would not have been familiar merely six months earlier. 
Increasingly, the bourgeois counter revolutionists began to escape to Canada; just as the slaves 

had escaped with “underground railroad” into the free Northern air. 
——— 

 
In Canada and Europe, these escapees began to publish magazines accusing the Corpos of 

murderous terrorism. They told of a band of six M.M’s who had beaten an aged rabbi and robbed 
him; the editor of a small labor paper who had been tied to his printing press while the M.M’s burned 
the plant; the pretty daughter of an ex- politician in Iowa who had been raped by giggling young M.M’s 
in masks. 

To end this exodus, the government quadrupled the guards who were halting suspects at every 
exit point. 

——— 
 

As one of the most prominent revolutionists in the country, Ex-Senator Walt Trowbridge,  
Windrip’s rival in the election of 1936, was watched night and day by a rotation of twelve M.M. guards. 
But there seemed to be small danger that this opponent, who after all, was a crank but not a maniac, 
would make himself ridiculous by fighting against the great power of Windrip & Co. 

Trowbridge remained on a ranch he owned in South Dakota. The government agent 
commanding the M.M’s reported that on his tapped telephone wire and in his steamed-open letters, 
Trowbridge communicated nothing more seditious than reports on growing alfalfa. There was no one 
there but ranch hands and an innocent aged caretaker couple. 

Washington hoped that Trowbridge was beginning to see the light. Maybe they would make 
him Ambassador to Britain. 

On the Fourth of July, when the M.M’s gave their glorious tribute to the Chief, Trowbridge 
surprised his cow-punchers by holding a celebration. All evening skyrockets flared around the pasture. 
Far from cold-shouldering the M.M. guards, Trowbridge warmly invited them to set off rockets and 
join the gang in beer and sausages. The lonely soldier boys out on the prairie were so happy shooting 
rockets! 

A plane with a Canadian license, flying without lights, sped toward the rocket-lit area and, with 
engine shut off, circled the pasture outlined by the Roman fire and swiftly landed. 

——— 
  

The guards were sleepy after the last bottle of beer. Three were napping on the grass. 
They were suddenly surrounded by masked men in flying-helmets, carrying automatic pistols, 

who handcuffed the guards who were still awake, picked up the others, and stored all twelve of them 
in the baggage compartment of the plane. 
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The raiders' leader, a military-looking man, said to Walt Trowbridge, “Ready, sir?”  
“Yes. Just take those four boxes, will you, please, Colonel?” 
The boxes contained photostats of letters and documents. 
Senator Trowbridge entered the pilots' compartment. High, swift and alone, the plane flew 

toward the Northern Lights. 
The next morning, still in overalls, Trowbridge breakfasted at a hotel with the Mayor of 

Winnipeg. 
Two weeks later, in Toronto, he began publishing his weekly, A Lance for Democracy. On the 

cover of the first issue were four letters indicating that before he became President, Buzz Windrip had 
received cash from financiers of over $1,000,000. To Doremus Jessup, to thousands of Doremus 
Jessups, were smuggled copies of the Lance, though possessing it was punishable by death. 

It wasn't until the winter, so carefully did his secret agents have to work in America, that 
Trowbridge had in full operation the organization called the “New Underground,” the “N.U.,” which 
aided thousands of counter revolutionists to escape into Canada.  

——— 

 
Chapter 18 

 
In the little towns, there is the abiding peace and innocence that I love. 
There, you can never be disturbed by the noisy Smart Alecks from 
those haughty megalopolises like Washington D.C. and New York. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
Doremus’s policy of “wait and see” had grown shaky. It seemed particularly shaky in June 

1937, when he drove to the fortieth reunion of his class in Isaiah College. 
At the gathering, in his classmates there was a look of instability even in the eyes of the three 

members who were Corpos. 
After an hour Doremus left. He looked up Victor Loveland, teacher in the classics department 

who a year ago had written him about the board's ban on criticizing military training. 
At its best, Loveland's cottage had been no palace—Isaiah assistant professors didn't make 

much money. Now, heaped with rolled rugs and boxes of books, it looked like a junkshop. Amid the 
wreckage sat Loveland, his wife, his three children, and Dr. Arnold King, a chemistry professor. 

“What’s all this?” said Doremus. 
“I’ve been fired. As too ‘radical,’” growled Loveland. “And I deserve it—for not having 

been vicious about anything since A.D. 300!”  
“Where you going?” inquired Doremus. 
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“That's just it! We don’t know! They just informed me ten days ago that I'm through—much 
too late to get a job for next year. Myself, I don’t give a damn!” 

Dr. King, the chemist, interrupted. “I got fired too! But I'm lucky! I'm half Jew—one of those 
sneaking, cunning Jews that Buzz Windrip and his boyfriend Hitler tell you about. So cunning I 
suspected what was going on months ago, and I arranged for a job with the Universal Electric 
Corporation. They don’t mind Jews there, as long as they find boondoggles worth millions a year to 
the company! Farewell to my studies! Though—” and Doremus thought he was, at heart, sadder than 
Loveland—”I do hate to give up my research. Oh, to hell with them!” 

Doremus walked back to the reunion. 
The version of Owen Peaseley, president of Isaiah College, was quite different. 
“Why no, Mr. Jessup! We believe absolutely in freedom of speech and thought, here at old 

Isaiah. The fact is that we're letting Loveland go because the Classics Department is overstaffed. But 
as to Dr. King—um—I'm afraid we did a little feel that he was riding for a fall, boasting about being 
a Jew and all—But can’t we talk of pleasanter subjects?” 

“Secretary of Culture Macgoblin has named me Director of Education for the District! Isn’t 
that thrilling! I wanted you to be one of the first to hear it because of course one of my chief jobs will 
be to work with and through the newspaper editors to spread correct ideals and combat false theories.” 

——— 
 
All through the summer a company of M.M’s in Fort Beulah and were drilling under National 

Guard officers and Commissioner Ledue. Doremus declined to go watch them. 
So it wasn't until their first public parade, in August, that Doremus saw them. 
The whole countryside had turned out. He could hear people laughing beneath his office 

window, but he stuck to editing an article on fertilizers. Not even the sound of a band drew him to 
the window. Then Dan Diaz, his typesetter, a man tall as a house called, “You got to take a look, Boss, 
great show!” 

Doremus saw marching a well-drilled company of young men who smiled, stepped quickly, 
and held up a banner. 

When he was ten, Doremus had seen on this same street a Memorial Day parade. The veterans 
were an average of fifty years old then. Doremus thrilled to the M.M. flags, the music, the valiant 
young men, even while he hated all they marched for. Then he recognized Shad Ledue on the brawny 
horse at the head of the procession. 

——— 
 

The humor characteristic of American politicians persisted even through the disruption. 
Doremus read about a minstrel show given at the National Convention of Boosters' Clubs at Atlantic 
City. Why (marveled the Boosters) the Corpos were so democratic that they even kidded, that's how 
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unassuming they were. 
Clean fun, drawing millions who listened to the show on the radio. 
The high point was Hector Macgoblin's daring to tease his own faction by singing. 

 
Buzz and booze and biz, what fun! 
This job gets drearier and drearier,  
When I get out of Washington, 
I'm going to Siberia! 

 
It seemed to Doremus that he was hearing a great deal about Macgoblin, Secretary of 

Education. Then in September, he heard something unpleasant about Macgoblin. 
Macgoblin always had plenty of enemies. He purged the schools of any teachers he didn't like. 

He made so many enemies that his bodyguards had bodyguards. He was in New York with two 
bodyguards, both former longshoremen, who tended to get drunk and quarrelsome. One of them 
would take off a shoe and hit people over the head with it. 

——— 
 
After a day spent kicking out of Columbia University all teachers who had voted for 

Trowbridge, Macgoblin wagered his bodyguards that he could take a drink at every bar on Fifty- 
Second Street and still not pass out. 

He had done well when, at ten-thirty, he decided that it would be a splendid idea to phone his 
revered former teacher, the biologist Dr. Willy Schmidt. Macgoblin was indignant when someone at 
Dr. Schmidt’s apartment informed him that the doctor was out.  

Furiously, “Out? Out at midnight? What do you mean he’s out? Old goat like that's got no 
right to be out! Where is he?” 

Dr. Schmidt was spending the evening with a gentle scholar, Rabbi Vincent De Verez. 
So Macgoblin and his gorillas went to call on De Verez. The three burst joyfully into De 

Verez’s house near Central Park. The entrance hall was shabby, and had the invaders seen the 
bedrooms they would have found them monastic. But the living room was half museum, half lounge. 
Just because he himself liked such things and resented a stranger's possessing them, Macgoblin looked 
sniffily at a prayer rug, an antique cupboard, and a small case of Arabic manuscripts in silver upon 
scarlet parchment. 

“Hello, Doc! How’s the antibody research going? These are great friends of mine. Introduce 
us to your Jew friend.” 

Now it’s possible that Rabbi De Verez had never heard of Macgoblin. 
The houseman who had let in the intruders nervously hovered at the living-room door—he is 

the sole authority for this story—said Macgoblin staggered, slid on a rug, then giggled foolishly as he 
sat down, waving his plug-ugly friends to chairs and demanding, “Hey, Rabbi, how about some 
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whisky? Or maybe just a little shot of Christian children’s sacrificial blood—ha, ha, just a joke!” 
Dr. Schmidt started to speak. The Rabbi silenced him and, with a wave of his fragile old hand, 

signaled the houseman to bring in whisky. 
Macgoblin and his goons filled their glasses. 
“Look here, De Verez, why don’t you Jews beat it and start a real Zion, say in South America?” 
The Rabbi looked bewildered. Dr. Schmidt snorted, “Dr. Macgoblin—once a promising pupil 

of mine—is Secretary of Education and a Corpo!” 
“Oh!” The Rabbi sighed. “I have heard of that cult, but my people have learned to ignore 

persecution. We have adopted the tactics of your Early Christian Martyrs. Even if we were invited to 
your Corporate feast—which we are not—I am afraid we should not be able to attend. You see, we 
believe in only one God, and I am afraid we cannot see Mr. Windrip as a rival to Jehovah!” 

“Aah, that's baloney!” murmured one of the goons, and Macgoblin shouted, “Oh, can the two- 
dollar words!” 

The Rabbi was unable to answer, but little Dr. Schmidt said, “Dr. Macgoblin, I suppose I may 
talk frank with an old student. Do you know why you are drinking like a pig? Because you are ashamed! 
Ashamed that you, once a promising researcher, should have sold out to freebooters with brains like 
decayed liver and—” 

“That’ll do from you, Prof!” 
“Say, we ought to tie those seditious bastards up and beat the daylight out of ’em!” whimpered 

one of the goons. 
Macgoblin shrieked, “You highbrows—you stinking intellectuals! You, you Jews, with your 

luxurious library, while Common People been starving! Your collection—stolen from your poor, 
dumb, foot-kissing congregation of pushcart peddlers!” 

The Rabbi sat under a spell, but Dr. Schmidt leapt up, crying, “You scoundrels weren’t invited 
here! You pushed your way in! Get out!” 

One of the accompanying dogs demanded of Macgoblin, “Are you going to stand for these 
two old f------s insulting the whole Corpo state? Kill ’em!” 

Macgoblin had drunk two huge whiskies since he arrived. He yanked out his gun, fired twice. 
Dr. Schmidt toppled. Rabbi De Verez slid down in his chair, his temple throbbing out blood. The 
houseman trembled at the door. One of the goons shot at him, then chased him down the street, 
firing and laughing. The goon was shot and killed instantly by a traffic policeman. 

Macgoblin and the other guard were arrested and brought before the Commissioner of the 
Metropolitan District, whose power was that of three or four state governors put together. 

Rabbi De Verez, though not yet dead, was too sunken to testify. 
Against the terrified testimony of the Rabbi's Russian-Polish houseman were the accounts of 

the Secretary of Education and his surviving bodyguard. It was proven that not only De Verez but 
also Dr. Schmidt was a Jew— which incidentally he 100 per cent was not. It was proven that this 
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sinister pair had been coaxing innocent Corpos into De Verez's house and performing upon them 
“ritual murders.” Macgoblin and his bodyguard were acquitted and complimented by President 
Windrip and Lee Sarason for having defended the nation against one of the most horrifying plots 
known in history. 

The policeman who had shot the other guard was sent to a dreary beat in the Bronx. 
——— 

 
Doremus Jessup was not in a good mood, having received a letter from a New York reporter 

who had talked privately with the surviving guard. To make it worse, Shad Ledue had made Doremus 
fire his delivery boys and employ M.M’s to distribute the Informer—or throw them into the river. 

“Last straw,” he raged. 
He had read about Rabbi De Verez and seen pictures of him. He had once heard Dr. Willy 

Schmidt speak. If they were murderous Jews, then he was a murderous Jew too, he swore, and it was 
time to do something. 

——— 
 
That evening—late September 1937—he didn't go home to dinner. With a paper cup of coffee 

and he stooped at his desk in the Informer office, writing an editorial. The beginning, to appear the next 
morning. 

 
Hoping that the crimes of the Corpo administration were due to 

the difficulties of establishing a new form of government, we have 
waited patiently for their end. We apologize to our readers for that 
patience. 

It is easy to see now, in the revolting crime of a drunken cabinet 
member against two innocent old men like Dr. Schmidt and Dr. De 
Verez, that we may expect nothing but murderous extermination of all 
honest opponents of the tyranny of Windrip and his Corpo gang. 

Not all of them are as vicious as Macgoblin. Some are merely 
incompetent—like our friends Ledue and Reek. But their 
incompetence allows the homicidal cruelty to go on without check. 

Buzzard Windrip, the “Chief,” and his pirate gang— 
 
A smallish, neat, gray-bearded man, furiously rattling an aged typewriter. 

——— 
 
Dan Diaz, head of the composing room, was shaking when he brought in this copy and 

protested, “Say, boss, you don’t honest to God think we're going to publish this, do you?” 
“I certainly do!” 
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“Well, I don’t! Rattlesnake poison! It’s all right you getting shot at dawn, but we’ve held a 
meeting, and damned if we’ll risk our necks too!” 

“All right, Dan, I’ll set it myself!” 
“No, don’t! I don’t want to have to go to your funeral after the M.M’s get through with you!” 
“After working for me for twenty years, Dan!” 
Dan wailed, “God, boss, please don’t!” 
“I know, Dan. Probably our friend Shad Ledue will be annoyed. But I stand on things like 

slaughtering De Verez!” 
While his staff fretted, Doremus took in his left hand the first composing-stick he had held in 

ten years, and looked doubtfully. “I forgot how to do this!” he complained. 
“Hell! I’ll do it! All you pussyfooters get the hell out! You don’t know one doggone thing about 

how to set this up!” Dan Diaz roared, and the other printers vanished out the door. 
——— 

 

In the editorial office, Doremus showed proofs of his indiscretion to Julian Falck, who was 
off to Amherst but who had been working for the Informer all summer.  

“Gee, I hope you'll have the nerve to print it—and same time, I hope you don’t!” worried 
“Naw! They won’t dare to do a thing!” 
Doremus went home early and showed the proof to Emma and Sissy. While they were reading 

it with yelps of disapproval, Julian Falck slipped in. 
Emma protested, “Oh, you can’t—you mustn't do it! What will become of us all? Honestly, 

Dormouse, I'm not scared for myself, but what would I do if they beat you or put you in prison? It 
would break my heart to think of you in a cell! And without any clean underclothes! It isn't too late to 
stop it, is it?” 

“No. As a matter of fact, the paper doesn't go to bed until eleven. Sissy, what do you think?” 
“I don’t know what to think! S----!” 

“Sis-ssy,” from Emma. 
“It used to be, you did what was right and got a piece of candy for it,” said Sissy. “Now, it 

seems as if whatever's right is wrong. Julian, what do you think of Dad's kicking Shad in his hairy 
ears?” 

 Julian blurted, “I think it'd be fierce if someone tried to stop these fellows. I wish I could. But 
how? 

“You've probably answered the question,” said Doremus. “If a man is going to assume the 
right to tell several thousand readers what's what—he's got an obligation to tell the truth. I’ll drop into 
the office again. Home about midnight. Don’t sit up—Sissy and Julian, that particularly goes for you 
two!” 

As Doremus trotted out, Foolish jumped up, hoping for a run. 
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Somehow, more than all of Emma’s imploring, the dog's devotion made Doremus feel what 
it might be like to go to prison. 

——— 
 
He lied. He didn't return to the office. He drove to the Tavern and Lorinda Pike. 
On the way he stopped in at the home of his son-in-law, young Dr. Fowler Greenhill. He 

stepped quietly into the front hall of the Greenhill house—prosperous and secure. Doremus could 
hear David—wasn’t it past his bedtime?—and his father’s partner, old Dr. Marcus Olmsted. 

Doremus peeped into the living room, with its bright curtains of yellow linen. David's mother 
was writing letters, a crisp, fashionable figure at a maple desk complete with engraved notepaper. 
Fowler and David were lounging on the sofa. 

“So you don’t think you'll be a doctor, like your dad and me?” Dr. Olmsted was quizzing. 
David's soft hair fluttered as he bobbed his head in the agitation. 

“Oh, I think it’d be cool to be a doctor. But I want to be a newspaper man, like Granddad. 
That'd be a wow! See, a doctor has to stay up all night, but an editor just sits in his office and takes it 
easy and never has to worry about anything!” 

At that moment, Fowler Greenhill saw his father-in-law making monkey faces at him from 
the door and admonished David, “Now, not always! Editors have to work pretty hard sometimes—
just think of when there's train wrecks and floods and everything! Did you know I have magic power?”  

“What ‘magic power,’ Daddy?” 
“I’ll show you. I’ll summon your granddad and have him tell you all the troubles an editor has. 

I’ll make him come flying through the air!”  
“You couldn’t do that, Dad!” 
“Oh, can’t I!” Fowler stood solemnly as he windmilled his arms, hooting, “Presto—” 
Granddad Jessup—“Voilà!” 
And there, coming through the doorway, sure enough was Granddad Jessup! 

——— 
 
Doremus stayed only ten minutes, saying to himself, “Anyway, nothing bad can happen here, 

in this solid household.” When Fowler saw him to the door, Doremus sighed to him, “I wish David 
were right— just sit in the office and not worry. But someday I’ll have a run-in with the Corpos.” 

“I hope not. Nasty bunch. That swine Shad Ledue wanted me to join the M.M’s as medical 
officer. Fat chance!” 

“Watch out for Shad, Fowler. He’s vindictive. Made us rewire our whole building.” 
“I'm not scared of Ledue. I hope he calls me in for a stomachache some day! I’ll give him 

cyanide. Maybe someday I’ll have the pleasure of seeing him in a coffin!” 
——— 
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A good many tourists were still coming up from New York to view the colored autumn of 
Vermont. When Doremus arrived at the Beulah Valley Tavern he had to wait for mature ladies to 
check in. He couldn’t talk to Lorinda until after ten. Meanwhile, there was a curious luxury in watching 
each minute threaten the approach of the press time, as he sat in the tea room. 

Lorinda led him, at ten-fifteen, into her little office—just a roll-top desk, two straight chairs. 
“Let's hurry, Doremus. I'm having a little dust-up with that snipe Nipper.” She plumped down 

at the desk. 
“Linda, read this proof. For tomorrow’s paper. No. Wait. Stand up.” 
He pulled her down on his knees. She nuzzled her cheek against his shoulder. 
“Read this, Linda. For tomorrow’s paper. I think I'm going to publish it—I’ve got to decide 

before eleven—” 
“Let me see it.” She read quickly. At the end she said, “Yes. You must run it. Doremus. The 

Corpos have come here.” 
She rubbed her cheek on his shoulder and raged, “Think of it! Shad Ledue—and I taught him 

for a year in school—what a nasty bully! He came to me a few days ago, and proposed that if I would 
give lower rates to the M.M’s they would close their eyes to my selling liquor without a license! Why, 
he had the nerve to tell me, condescendingly!—that he and his friends would be willing to hang out here 
a lot! So just this morning I got a notice that I have to appear in the county court tomorrow—a 
complaint from my partner, Mr. Nipper.”  

“Good Lord! Have you got a lawyer?” 
“Lawyer? No! It’s just a misunderstanding.” 
“You’d better, Linda, because they’ve got Effingham Swan as the presiding judge at court 

tomorrow.” 
“Who?” 
“Swan—the Military Judge for District Three—that’s a new Corpo office. Kind of a circuit 

judge with court-martial powers. Effingham Swan is the perfect gentleman Fascist. Harvard graduate. 
Columbia Law School. Went into finance in Boston. Investment banker. Plays polo, races yachts.” 

“I’ll be glad to have a gentleman to explain things to, instead of Shad.”  
“A gentleman's blackjack hurts as much as a thug’s!” 
“Oh, you!” with irritated tenderness, running her forefinger along the line of his jaw. Outside, 

a footstep. 
She sprang up, sat down primly in the straight chair. The footsteps went by. She mused, “All 

this trouble and the Corpos—They’re going to do something to you and me. I’m afraid we'll get so 
deep into rebellion against Windrip, we’ll want to give up everything else for it, even give up you and 
me. So no one can find out about us and criticize. We'll have to be beyond criticism.” 

“No! I won’t listen. We'll fight, but how detached people like us get involved—” 
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“You are going to publish that editorial tomorrow?”  
“Yes.” 
“It’s not too late to kill it?” 
He looked at the clock over her desk. “Well, yes, it is too late—almost eleven.” 
“You’re sure you don’t want to call and kill the editorial?”  
“Sure. Absolutely.” 
“I’m glad! Me, I’d rather be shot than go sneaking around, crippled with fear. Bless you!” She 

kissed him and hurried back to work, while he drove home. 
 
But he didn’t sleep well. He awoke to the night noises of the old frame house—the step of 

bodiless assassins creeping across the wooden floors.  
——— 

 
Chapter 19 

 

An honest propagandist for any Cause learns early that it is not fair to 
ordinary folks— it just confuses them—to try to make them swallow 
all the true facts that would be suitable to a higher class of people. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 
 
The Fort Beulah Informer had its own three-story and basement building on President Street 

between Elm and Maple. The front office, open to the sidewalk, was where the public came to pay 
subscriptions and insert want-ads. Upstairs, Doremus Jessup’s private room looked out on President 
Street 

Doremus was fond of his office. Every morning he walked up the wide stairs, through the 
good smell of printer's ink. 

He stood at the window of his room before eight, the morning when his editorial appeared, 
looking down at the people going to work in shops and warehouses. A few of them were in Minute 
Men uniforms. There was a bustle among them. He saw them unfold copies of the Informer. He saw 
them look up and point at his window. 

The passing of people became a gathering, the gathering a crowd, the crowd a mob, glaring 
up at his office, beginning to clamor. There were dozens of people he didn’t know; farmers in town 
for shopping, laborers from the nearest work camp. Probably many cared nothing about insults to the 
Corpos but had only the impersonal fascination with violence that is natural to most people. 

Their mutter became louder, less human. Their glances joined in one. He was, frankly, scared. 
He was half conscious of big Dan Diaz beside him, hand on his shoulder, but saying nothing, and of 
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Doc Itchitt cackling, “My God, I hope they don’t come up here!” 
The mob acted then, swift and together, on no more of an incitement than an unknown M.M’s 

shout: “Ought to burn the place, lynch the whole bunch of traitors!” They were running across the 
street, into the front office. He could hear a sound of smashing, and his fright became protective fury. 
He galloped halfway down the stairs, stopped, and looked at the mob, equipped with axes. 

Doremus cried, “Get out, all you bums!” 
They were coming toward him, but he didn't await that coming. He clumped down the stairs, 

step by step, trembling not from fear but from insane anger. One large man seized his arm and bent 
it. The pain was atrocious. 

At that moment, Commissioner Shad Ledue marched in with twenty M.M’s with bayonets, 
and bellowed. 

“That’ll do from you guys! Get out, the whole damn bunch of you!” 
Doremus’s assailant dropped his arm. Was he actually to be indebted to Commissioner Shad 

Ledue? 
Shad roared on. “We’re not going to bust up this place. Jessup deserves lynching, but we got 

orders from Hanover—the Corpos are going to take over this plant and use it. Beat it!” 
A wild woman from the mountains—in another existence she had knitted at the guillotine—

thrust through to the counter and howled at Shad, “They’re traitors! Hang 'em! We'll hang you, if you 
stop us! I want my $5,000!” 

Shad casually stooped and slapped her. Doremus felt his muscles tense but didn’t move. Shad 
bleated, “Snap to it, Jessup! Take him.” 

Doremus was marched along Elm Street toward the courthouse, escorted by four Minute Men. 
The strangest thing about it, he reflected, was that a man could go off on an uncharted journey that 
might take years, without fussing over tickets, baggage, or even letting Emma know where he was 
going, without letting Lorinda—oh, Lorinda could take care of herself. But Emma would worry. 

He realized that the guard beside him was Aras Dilley, the farmer from up on Mount Terror 
whom he had often helped. 

“Ah, Aras!”  
“Huh!” said Aras. 
“Shut up and keep moving!” said the M.M. behind Doremus and prodded him with the 

bayonet. 
It didn't hurt much, but Doremus spat with fury. All his life he had assumed that his dignity, 

his body, were sacred. Death might touch him, but no vulgar stranger. 
Not until they had reached the courthouse did he realize that people were looking at him—

Doremus Jessup!—as a prisoner being taken to jail. 
——— 
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The jail was at the back of the courthouse, now the center of Ledue’s headquarters. Doremus 
had never been to the jail except as a journalist, interviewing the curious sort of people who got 
themselves arrested. 

Shad was not in sight. Silently Doremus’s guards conducted him through a steel door, down a 
corridor, to a small cell reeking of chloride and left him there. The cell had a cot with a damp straw 
mattress, a wooden stool, a sink, a small barred window. 

It was nine in the morning. He remained in that cell, without food, with only tap water caught 
in his doubled palm, until after midnight. In the stillness he saw how in prison men could go mad. 

He told himself, “Don’t whine. You’re here a few hours, whereas there are plenty of men in 
solitary for years, put there by tyrants... and sometimes by nice judges I’ve played poker with!” 

He sank into a twitching numbness. He felt that he was choking, and gasped. Only now and 
then did he think clearly—of how hard the stool was, and how much pleasanter it was than the 
mattress with the quality of crushed worms. 

Once he felt a flash of clarity. “The tyranny of this dictatorship isn’t just the fault of Big 
Business, nor of the demagogues who do their dirty work. It’s the fault of Doremus Jessup! Of all the 
conscientious, respectable, lazy-minded Doremus Jessups who have let the demagogues wriggle in, 
without fierce enough protest. 

“It’s my sort, the Responsible Citizens who've felt ourselves superior because we’ve been well- 
to-do and what we thought was ‘educated,’ who brought on the French Revolution, and now the 
Fascist Dictatorship. It’s I who murdered Rabbi De Verez. It’s I who persecuted the Jews and the 
Blacks. I can blame no Shad Ledue, no Buzz Windrip, but only my own timid soul and drowsy mind. 
Forgive me, O Lord! 

“Is it too late?” 
——— 

 
Once again, as darkness was coming into his cell like the ooze of a flood, he thought furiously, 

“And about Lorinda. Now that I’ve been kicked into reality—It’s got to be one or the other: Emma, 
who’s my bread, or Lorinda, my wine. I can’t have both. But why not? 

“Unless we’re facing battles too hot to let a man stop for anything except bread!” 
——— 

 
The waiting—the waiting in the smothering cell—the relentless waiting while the filthy 

window glass turned from afternoon to a bleak darkness. 
What was happening out there? What had happened to Emma, Lorinda, the Informer office, 

Dan Diaz, Buck and Sissy and Mary and David? 
It was today that Lorinda was to go to court to answer the action against her by Nipper! What 

had happened? 
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Doremus slipped into the trance of waiting—and while catnapping on the stool, he was 
aroused by the presence of armed M.M’s outside his cell door, and by the drawl of Aras Dilley.  

“Well, guess you better get up now! Judge wants to see you. Guess you didn’t ever think I'd be 
a squad leader, did you, Mr. Jessup!” 

Doremus was escorted through corridors to the courtroom and kept waiting outside the door. 
He leaned against the dirty gray plaster wall. 

“Stand straight! What the hell do you think this is!” said Aras Dilley, waggling his bayonet. 
Doremus stood rigid. His legs were trembling; his calves ached. Was he going to faint? What 

was happening in the courtroom? 
To save himself from the disgrace of collapsing, he studied Aras Dilley. Though his uniform 

was fairly new, Aras had managed to deal with it as his family had dealt with their house on Mount 
Terror—once a sturdy Vermont cottage with shining white clapboards, now mud-smeared and rotting. 

His cap was crushed in, his breeches spotted, and one button hung by a thread. 
“Do you think the Lord calls on us to love the cowbirds as much as the swallows? I don’t! Oh, 

I know Aras has had a hard time: mortgage and seven kids. But Cousin Henry Veeder, who lives right 
across the road from Aras and has just exactly the same kind of land—they were all born poor, and 
Henry’s lived decently enough.” 

Aras peeped into the courtroom and giggled. Then Lorinda came out—past midnight! 
Her partner, Mr. Nipper, was following her, looking triumphant. 
“Lorinda! Lorinda!” called Doremus, trying to move toward her. She seemed twisted and rusty, 

without her bright steeliness. 
Aras pushed him back and cackled, “Your friend, Sister Pike got hers for trying to be fresh 

with Judge Swan! She’s been kicked out of her partnership with Mr. Nipper—he’s going to run the 
Tavern, and Sister Pike goes back to the kitchen! Some of your women folks that think they’re so 
almighty independent, will be having to, pretty soon, too!” 

A mighty voice from inside the courtroom trumpeted: “Next case! D. Jessup!” 
——— 

 
On the judge’s bench were Shad Ledue and a tall, handsome man with the letters “M.J.” on 

the collar of his uniform. He seemed fifteen years younger than Doremus. 
This, Doremus realized must be Military Judge Effingham Swan. The Minute Men marched 

him in front of the bench. 
Commander Swan loafed to his feet and, as though he were greeting his oldest friend, cooed 

at Doremus, “My dear fellow, so sorry to have to troubled you. Just a routine query, you know. Do sit 
down. Gentlemen, in the case of Mr. Doremus, surely we need not go through the farce of formal 
inquiry. Let’s all sit about that big table down there.” And, to the guards, “Just wait outside in the hall, 
will you?” 



It Can’t Happen Here / Condensed 12/2022 68 
 

Shad clumped down to the table. Swan followed airily, and to Doremus, still standing, he 
offered his tortoise-shell cigarette case, caroling, “Do have a smoke, Mr. Doremus. Must we all be so 
painfully formal?” 

Doremus reluctantly took a cigarette and sat down as Swan waved him to a chair. “My last 
name is Jessup, Commander. Doremus is my first name.” 

“Ah, I see. Quite so. Doremus.” Swan was leaning back in his wooden armchair, his powerful 
trim hands behind his neck. “I’ll tell you, my dear fellow. One’s memory is so wretched. ‘'ll just call 
you Doremus. Now, Doremus, I begged my friends in the M.M. to invite you here, just to get your 
advice as a journalist. Does it seem to you that most of the peasants here are coming to their senses 
and ready to accept the Corpo fait accompli?”  

Doremus grumbled, “But I understood I was dragged here because of an editorial I wrote 
about President Windrip.” 

“Oh, was that you, Doremus? You see?—I was right—one does have such a wretched 
memory! I do seem now to remember some incident of the sort. Do have another cigarette, my dear 
fellow.” 

“Swan! I don’t care much for this cat-and-mouse game—at least, not while I’m the mouse. 
What are your charges against me?” 

“Charges? Oh, just trifling things—criminal libel and conveying secret information to alien 
forces and high treason and homicidal incitement to violence—you know, the usual line. And all so 
easily got rid of, my Doremus, if you’d just be persuaded—with your venerable years—” 

“Damn it, I’m not venerable. I'm only sixty-one.” 
“Matter of ratio, my dear fellow. I’m forty-seven myself, and I have no doubt the young pups 

already call me venerable! But as I was saying, with your family—it would be too sickening if anything 
happened to them! All we desire is for you to play along with us in your paper—I would adore the 
chance to explain some of the Corpos’ plans to you. You’d see such a new light!” 

Shad grunted, “Jessup couldn’t see a new light if it was on the end of his nose!” 
“And, Doremus, we urge you to help us by giving us a complete list of every person in this 

vicinity that you know of who is secretly opposed to the Administration.” 
“Spying? Me?” 
“Quite!” 
“If I’m accused of—I insist on having my lawyer, Mungo Kitterick—” 
“Quaint name. Mungo Kitterick! You don’t quite understand, my Doremus. Habeas corpus— 

due processes of law—too bad! All those ancient sanctities, dating, no doubt, from Magna Carta, have 
been suspended—just temporarily—state of crisis—martial law—” 

“Damn it, Swan—You know it isn’t temporary! It’s permanent—as long as the Corpos last.” 
“'How too bogus!'“ 
“That’s Evelyn Waugh! You're quite a literary man for so famous a yachtsman, Commander.”  
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Shad interrupted, “We had a swell time with your girlfriend, Jessup.” 
Doremus sprang up, his chair crashing on the floor. He was reaching for Shad’s throat across 

the table. Effingham Swan pushed him back into the chair with his great hand—the hand of an ape 
with a manicure. 

Swan was resuming, “I suppose we really must get down to business. There’s no need of 
troubling your lawyer. I’m authorized to conduct this trial—for quaintly enough, Doremus, it is a trial, 
despite the delightful atmosphere! As to testimony, I already have all I need. One really ought to take 
you out and shoot you—and one is quite empowered to do so—but one is too merciful. Perhaps we 
can find a better use for you than as fertilizer. 

“You are to be released on parole, to assist and coach Emil Staubmeyer who has just been 
made editor of the Informer, but who lacks training. You will help him until he learns. Then we’ll see 
what we’ll do with you! You will write editorials, with brilliance. But you’ll write only as Staubmeyer 
tells you. Understand? Today, you will write an abject apology for your diatribe. You veteran journalists 
do these things so neatly—just admit you were a cockeyed liar! And next Monday you will begin the 
serial publication of the Chief's Zero Hour.” 

Clatter and shouts at the door. Protests from unseen guards. Dr. Fowler Greenhill pounding, 
shouting as he strode to the table, “What do you comic judges think you’re doing?” 

“And who may our impetuous friend be? He annoys me,” Swan asked of Shad. 
“Doc Fowler—Jessup’s son-in-law. And a bad actor! A couple days ago I offered him charge 

of medical inspection for all the M.M’s in the county, and he said—this smart aleck!— you and me 
and all of us were a bunch of hobos, that’d be digging ditches if we hadn’t stole some officers’ 
uniforms!” 

“Ah, did he indeed?” purred Swan. 
Fowler protested, “He’s a liar. I never mentioned you. I don’t even know who you are.”  
“My name, good sir, is Commander Effingham Swan, Military Judge, M.J.!” 
“Well, M. J., that still doesn't enlighten me. Never heard of you!”  
Shad interrupted, “How the hell did you get past the guards, Fowley?” 
“Oh, all your Minnie Mouses know me. I’ve treated most of your gunmen for unmentionable 

diseases. I just told them that I was wanted in here professionally.” 
Swan was at his silkiest: “Oh, and how we did want you, my dear fellow—though we didn’t 

know it until this moment. You are one of the brave rustics.” 
“I am! And if you were in the war—which I doubt, from your pansy way of talking—you may 

be interested to know that I’m a member of the American Legion—quit Harvard and joined up in 
1918 and went back afterwards to finish. And I want to warn you two half-baked Hitlers—” 

“Ah! But my dear friend! A military man! How too too! Then we shall have to treat you as a 
responsible person—not just as the uncouth clodhopper that you appear!” 

Fowler was leaning both fists on the table. “Now I’ve had enough! I’m going to—” 
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Shad had his fists up, but Swan snapped, “No! Let him finish! He may enjoy digging his own 
grave.” 

“Cut the crap, will you, M. J.? I’ve come here to tell you that I’ve had enough—of your 
kidnaping Mr. Jessup—the most honest and useful man in the whole Beulah Valley! If you think your 
phony Rhodes Scholar accent keeps you from being just another cowardly, murdering Public Enemy, 
in your toy-soldier uniform—” 

Swan held up his hand in his most genteel manner. “A moment, Doctor, if you will be so 
good?” And to Shad: “I should think we've heard enough. Just take the bastard out and shoot him.” 

“O.K.! Swell!” Shad chuckled; and, to the guards at the door, “Get the corporal and a squad— 
loaded rifles—make it snappy!” 

The guards weren’t far down the corridor, and their rifles were loaded. In less than a minute 
Aras Dilley was saluting from the door, and Shad was shouting, “Grab this dirty crook!” He pointed 
at Fowler. “Take him outside.” 

They did, for all of Fowler’s struggling. 
Shad marched out with them, pulling his gun from its holster. 
Doremus was held, his mouth clapped shut, by two guards of Effingham Swan, suave and 

amused, who leaned his elbows on the table and tapped his teeth with a pencil. 
From the courtyard, the sound of a rifle volley, a terrifying wail, one single emphatic shot, and 

nothing after. 
——— 

 
Chapter 20 

 
The trouble with the Jews is that they are cruel. Anybody with a 
knowledge of history knows how they tortured poor debtors all 
through the Middle Ages. Whereas the Nordic is distinguished by his 
gentleness and kindness to friends, children, dogs, and people of 
inferior races. 

 Zero Hour, Buzz Windrip. 

 
The review in Colonel Dewey Haik’s court of Judge Swan’s death sentence of Dr. Greenhill 

was influenced by Ledue’s testimony that after the execution he found in Greenhill’s house a cache of 
seditious documents: copies of Trowbridge’s Lance for Democracy, books by Marx and Trotsky. 

Mary insisted that her husband had never read such things, that he had been indifferent to 
politics. Naturally, her word could not be taken against that of Ledue and Effingham Swan. It was 
necessary to give a warning to other Mrs. Greenhills by seizing all the property and money her husband 
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had left her. 
Mary did not fight vigorously. In two days she turned from the crispest, smartest woman in 

Fort Beulah into a silent hag, dragging about in shabby and unkempt black. 
——— 

 

Mary returned to the bedroom she had left as a bride. But she couldn’t endure its memories, 
so she took the attic room that had never been quite finished. She sat there all day, all evening, and 
her parents never heard a sound. Within a week her David was playing about the yard joyfully... playing 
that he was an M.M. officer. 

The whole house seemed dead, and all who were in it seemed frightened, nervous—all except 
David and Mrs. Candy, bustling in her kitchen. 

Meals had been cheerful at the Jessups’. Like as all good cooks, Mrs. Candy tried to render 
them drowsy after dinner with her apple pie, corn fritters, and clam chowder. 

Now, there was little talk. Mary was as colorless as a glass of water. Everything they spoke of 
seemed to point toward the murder and the Corpos. If you said, “It’s quite a warm fall,” you felt that 
the table was thinking, “So the M.M’s can march for a long time before snow falls.” Always Mary was 
there, a stone statue chilling the people beside her. 

David dominated the table talk, for the first time in his nine years of life. He chattered like a 
palm-tree full of monkeys, about Foolish, cornflakes, and garter snakes. 

Doremus was fond of children. But he couldn’t enjoy listening without a break in the prattle, 
so he went on loving the boy and wishing he would shut up. 

Doremus suspected that Emma was as appalled by his having gone to jail as by the murder of 
her son-in-law. Jessups simply didn’t go to jail. People who went to jail were bad. It was all so irregular! 

——— 
 
The office was deader than his home. The worst of it was that it wasn’t so bad—he saw that 

he could slip into serving the Corpo state with no greater sense of shame than was once felt by old 
colleagues of his who wrote ads for cigarettes. 

Doremus had pictured Staubmeyer and Ledue in the Informer office standing over him with 
whips, demanding that he turn out sickening praise for the Corpos, until he rose and was killed. 
Actually, Shad stayed away, and Staubmeyer was friendly and full of praise for his craftsmanship. 
Staubmeyer was satisfied when, instead of the “apology” demanded by Swan, Doremus stated that 
“Henceforth this paper will cease all criticisms of the present government.” 

Doremus received from Commissioner Reek a jolly telegram thanking him for “gallantly 
deciding to turn your great talent into correcting errors.” 

He was able, by remaining with the Informer, to keep Staubmeyer from firing Dan Diaz. And 
Doremus invented what he called the “yow-yow editorial.” This was a dirty device of stating as strongly 
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as he could an indictment of Corpoism, then answering it as feebly as he could, as with a whining 
“Yow-yow-yow—that’s what you say!” 

All these years he had known responsible men who weren't quite honest—like radio 
announcers who promoted advertisers whose claims were bogus. They always excused themselves by 
saying that they had “a family to support.” 

Now he found himself in that spot. Why did he keep producing the Informer? His answer came 
glibly. “I have a family to support”—Emma, Sissy, and now Mary and David. 

So he raged—and went on grinding out a newspaper—but not forever. Otherwise the history 
of Doremus Jessup would be too drearily common to be worth recording. 

——— 
 
Figuring it on paper, he estimated that even without selling the Informer or his house, he could 

cash in about $20,000. Enough to give him an income of a thousand a year—twenty dollars a week, 
provided he could smuggle the money out of the country, which the Corpos were daily making more 
difficult. 

Emma, Sissy, Mary and he could live on that, in a four-room cottage, and perhaps Sissy and 
Mary could find work. 

But as for himself—What could a journalist, over sixty, to do in a strange land—especially if 
he had a wife who didn’t fancy living in a sod hut? 

So debated Doremus, like hundreds of thousands of other craftsmen, teachers, and lawyers, 
in some dozens of countries under a dictatorship, who were aware enough to resent the tyranny, but 
not so courageous as to resist, when they “had families to support.” 

——— 

 

Doremus hinted to Emil Staubmeyer that Emil was “learning the ropes so well” that he 
thought of quitting newspaper work for good. 

Staubmeyer said sharply, “What would you do? Sneak off to Canada and join the propagandists 
against the Chief? Nothing doing! You’ll stay right here and help me!”  

That afternoon Shad Ledue dropped in and grumbled, “Staubmeyer tells me you’re doing good 
work, Jessup. Just know you can’t quit. You’re out on parole... to me!” 

Doremus felt sick each time he wrote: “The crowd of fifty thousand people who greeted 
President Windrip in the stadium at Iowa City was a sign of the constantly growing interest of all 
Americans in political affairs.” 

Staubmeyer changed it to: “The vast and enthusiastic crowd of seventy thousand loyal 
admirers who wildly applauded and listened to the stirring address of the Chief in the university 
stadium in Iowa City, Iowa, is an impressive yet quite typical sign of the growing devotion of all true 
Americans to political study under the inspiration of the Corpo government.” 
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——— 
 
Under a tyranny, most friends are a liability. One quarter of them become your enemies, one 

quarter are afraid to speak, one quarter are killed. But the final quarter keep you alive. 
When he was with Lorinda, gone was all the pleasant talk. She was fierce now, and vibrant. 

She drew him close enough to her, but instantly she would be thinking of him only as a comrade in 
plots to kill off the Corpos. 

She was busy. Mr. Nipper hadn't been able to keep her in the kitchen. She had so systematized 
the work that she had many days and evenings free. She started a cooking-class for young farm wives 
who had no idea how to cook. 

“I’m getting acquainted with these country gals—getting ready for the day when we begin to 
organize against the Corpos. I can’t count on well-to-do women who can’t endure the thought of 
revolution,” Lorinda whispered to him. “We’ve got to do something.” 

“All right, Lorinda B. Anthony,” he sighed. 
At Jefferson’s garage, when Karl Pascal saw Doremus after the jailing, he said, “God, I was 

sorry to hear about what happened to you, Mr. Jessup! Are you ready to join us Communists now?”  
“I thought there weren't any more Reds.” 
“Oh, we’re supposed to be wiped out. But you’ll notice a few mysterious strikes now and then, 

even though there can’t be any more strikes! Why aren’t you joining us, comrade?” 
“Look here, Karl. When you get a proletarian ambitious enough to want cake—why, in 

America, he becomes a middle-class intellectual as fast as he can!” 
“Look here, when you think of three per cent of the people owning ninety per cent of the 

wealth—” 
“I don’t think of it! It isn’t what you earn but how you spend it that determines your class—

whether you prefer bigger funeral services or more books. I’m tired of apologizing for not having a 
dirty neck!” 

“Oh, you’ll join us yet.” 
“Listen, Comrade Karl. Windrip and Hitler will join Stalin long before they join the 

descendants of Daniel Webster. You see, we don’t like murder as a way of argument—that’s what 
really marks a Liberal!” 

——— 
 
About his future Father Perez was brief: “I’m going back to Mexico where I belong. I hate to 

give up, Doremus, but I'm no rebel—just a plain, scared, fat little Spanish priest!” 
——— 

 

Medary Cole, the miller, was a neighbor, but he wasn’t in the habit of dropping in at the 
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Jessups. 
One chilly fall evening when Cole came calling for his daughter, David’s new playmate, Cole 

stopped for a hot rum punch. 
Cole burst out, “Jessup, there isn’t another person in this town I’d dare say this to, not even 

my wife, but I’m getting awful sick of having these Minnie Mouses dictate where I have to buy my 
gunnysacks and what I can pay my men. I never cared much for labor unions. But at least the union 
members got some of the swag. Now it goes to support the M.M’s. We pay them to bully us! It doesn't 
look as reasonable as it did in 1936. But don’t tell anybody I said that!” 

Cole went off shaking his head, bewildered—he who had ecstatically voted for Windrip. 
——— 

 

One day in October, suddenly striking in every city and village, the Corpos ended all crime in 
America forever. Seventy thousand Minute Men working in concert with city and state police, arrested 
every known or faintly suspected criminal in the country. They were tried under court-martial 
procedure; one in ten was shot immediately, four in ten were given prison sentences, three in ten 
released as innocent... and two in ten taken into the M.M’s as inspectors. 

There were protests that at least six in ten had been innocent, but this was answered by 
Windrip’s statement: “The way to stop crime is to stop it!” 

The next day, Medary Cole dropped in to crow at Doremus, “Did you see what the Chief did 
to the gangsters and criminals? Wonderful! I’ve told you all along what this country’s needed is a firm 
hand like Windrip’s. He saw that the way to stop crime was to just go out and stop it!” 

——— 
 
Then was revealed the New American Education. 
The authorities abruptly closed scores of small independent colleges such as Oberlin, 

Georgetown, Antioch, Princeton, Swarthmore, Howard, and Morehouse. Few of the state universities 
were closed; they were merely to be absorbed by central Corpo universities, one in each of the eight 
provinces. 

Macgoblin pointed out that this founding of entirely new universities showed the cultural 
superiority of the Corpo state to the Nazis, Bolsheviks, and Fascists. Where these amateurs in re- 
civilization had merely kicked out all treacherous “intellectual” teachers, the American Corpos were 
the first to start new institutions, free from any taint of “intellectualism.” 

All Corpo universities were to have the same curriculum. 
Entirely omitted were Greek, Latin, Hebrew, Biblical study, and archaeology. Philosophy, 

history, and economics were retained, but using new textbooks written at Macgoblin's direction. 
Students were encouraged to read, speak and write modern languages, but they were not to 

waste their time on “literature.” Some study of literature was permitted in “Party Journalism 101” to 
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supply quotations for political speeches. No authors before 1800 could be mentioned except 
Shakespeare. 

In the realm of “pure science,” it was decided that too much confusing research had already 
been done. 

Added to the curricula were speed contests in infantry drill, aviation, bombing, and machine 
guns. 

What really showed the difference from the old inefficiency was that any bright lad at a Corpo 
university could graduate in two years. 

——— 
 
As he read the prospectuses for these joke universities, Doremus remembered that Victor 

Loveland, who a year ago taught Greek at Isaiah, was now in a Corpo labor camp in Maine. With 
Isaiah closed, its former president Owen Peaseley was now the Chancellor’s right hand man at the 
new University of the Northeastern Province, which replaced Harvard, Radcliffe, Yale, Boston 
University, and Brown. 

——— 

 
Chapter 21 

 
It was the November sleet that kept Doremus home that morning, sitting before the fireplace. 

There was no point in going to the office. He’d once enjoyed reading several daily newspapers. Now 
he cursed at the Daily Corporate, and threw it aside. 

He picked up a novel, and after five pages slammed it shut. Fictional woes didn't seem 
important now in a burning world. 

He could hear Emma in the kitchen discussing chicken with Mrs. Candy. Then Sissy slammed 
into the room. She should have been at high school an hour ago. 

“What are you doing home? Why aren’t you in school?” 
“Oh. That.” She squatted chin in hands, looking up at him, not seeing him. “I don’t know if 

I’ll ever go there anymore. You have to repeat a new oath every morning: ‘I pledge myself to serve the 
Corporate State, the Chief, and all Commissioners, in every thought and deed.’ Now I ask you! 
Is that tripe!” 

“How you going to get into a university?”  
“Smile at a professor—if it doesn’t gag me!” 
The doorbell, a shuffling in the hall of snowy feet, and Julian Falck came in.  
Sissy snapped, “What are you doing home? Why aren't you at Amherst?” 
“Oh. That.” He squatted beside her and absently held her hand. “Amherst’s over. Corpos 
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closing it today. I got tipped off last Saturday.” To Doremus: “Sir, I think you’ll have to find a place 
for me on the Informer, wiping presses. Could you?” 

“I’m afraid not. I’d give anything if I could. But I'm a prisoner there!” 
“Oh, I’m sorry. I understand. I don’t know what I'm going to do. Remember back in ’33 and 

’34 and ’35 how many great graduates there were—doctors, engineers—that simply couldn’t get a job? 
Well, it’s worse now. I asked Mrs. Pike if she needed somebody to wash dishes at the Tavern, but so 
far there isn't a thing.” 

“You will get something! I’ll see you do!” insisted Sissy. 
“Thanks, Sissy, but honest to God—It looks like I’d either have to enlist in the lousy M.M’s, 

or go to a labor camp. I can’t stay home and sponge on Granddad. The poor old Reverend hasn’t got 
enough to keep a pussycat in face powder.” 

“Look!” Sissy clinched Julian and kissed him. “I’ve got an idea. You know, one of these ‘New 
Careers for Youth’ things. Last summer there was a friend of Lorinda Pike’s staying with her, and she 
was an interior decorator from Buffalo, and she said they have a hell of a time getting real, genuine, 
old hand-hewn beams that everybody wants so much now in these phony-Old-English suburban living 
rooms. Well, look! Around here there’s ten million old barns with hand-hewn beams just falling 
down—farmers probably be glad to have you haul ’em off. I kind of thought about it for myself— 
being an architect, you know—and Joshua Jefferson said he’d sell me a dirty-looking old five-ton 
truck. Let’s you and me try a load of assorted fancy beams!”  

“Swell!” said Julian. 
“Well—” said Doremus. 
“Come on!” Sissy leapt up. “Let’s go ask Lindy what she thinks. She’s the only one in 

this family that’s got any business sense.” 
The three musketeers bundled up to face the sleet. 

——— 
 
Lorinda Pike was in the Tavern kitchen, in a calico print with rolled sleeves, dipping doughnuts 

into deep fat—a picture right out of the olden days (which Buzz Windrip was trying to restore, when 
a female who had brought up eleven children and been midwife to dozens of cows was regarded as 
too fragile to vote.) 

Lorinda was ruddy-faced from the stove, and her greeting was “Have a doughnut?” She led 
them from the kitchen to a table in the butler’s-pantry. 

Sissy sketched her plan—behind the statistics there was an image of her and Julian in a truck, 
peddling silvery old pine rafters. 

“Nope. Not a chance,” said Lorinda regretfully. “All the professionals had their wealth seized. 
Now all the construction is in the hands of contractors who are in politics. Good old Windrip kept 
up all our traditional American graft and made it worse. They wouldn’t leave you one cent profit.” 
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——— 
 

They sat in the sedan, outside the Tavern; Julian and Sissy in front, Doremus listening from 
the back seat. 

“That's that,” said Sissy. “Lousy choices for young people. You can march to military bands—
or you can sit home—or you can go to prison. Hail Buzz!” 

“I’ll find something to do. Sissy, are you going to marry me—soon as I get a job?” 
“Before, if you want to. Though marriage seems to me absolute rot now, Julian. We're not 

going to have kids. Oh, I like children! I’d like to have a dozen. But if people have turned the world 
over to dictators, they can’t expect women to bring children into such an insane asylum! The more 
you really do love children, the more you’ll want them not to be born, now!” 

Julian boasted, in a manner as lover-like and naïve as that of any suitor a hundred years ago, 
“Yes. But just the same, we’ll be having children.” 

“Kids, okay, I suppose so!” said the golden girl. 
It was Doremus who found a job for Julian. 

——— 
 
Old Dr. Marcus Olmsted was trying to carry on the work of his dead partner, Fowler Greenhill. 

He wasn't strong enough for winter driving. So Julian drove him, night and day, and helped with giving 
anesthetic and bandaging hurt legs. Doremus heard Julian and Sissy whispering in the half-lighted 
parlor, and he resolved to keep going to the Informer office without choking Staubmeyer to death.  

——— 

 
Chapter 22 

 
December 10th was Buzz Windrip’s birthday. 
In his earlier days as a politician, before he realized that lies can get printed and used against 

you, he told the world his birthday was December 25th and would shout, with real tears in his eyes, 
that his full name was Buzz Noel Windrip. 

His birthday in 1937 he commemorated with the historical “Order of Regulation.” There were 
still vicious “elements” who wanted to destroy all of the good that the Corpos had achieved. So from 
this day on, anyone who sought to discredit the State would be imprisoned or executed. Immediately, 
the government would open concentration camps in every District. 

A day later, a concentration camp was opened, with a band, crepe paper, and speeches by Reek 
and Shad Ledue, at Trianon, nine miles north of Fort Beulah, in what had been a school for girls. 

From journalists all over the country Doremus began to get news of Corpo terrorism and of 
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the first bloody rebellions against the Corpos. 
In Arkansas, a group of ninety-six former sharecroppers, stuck in a labor camp, killed the 

superintendent. They were rounded up by an M.M. regiment, stood up in a winter-ragged cornfield, 
told to run, and shot in the back with machine guns as they comically staggered away. 

In San Francisco, dockworkers tried to go on strike, and their leaders, known Communists, 
were so treasonable in their speeches against the government that that they were tied to a bale of rattan 
that was soaked with oil and set afire. 

In Rhode Island, a dentist who resented the attentions of uniformed M.M’s toward his wife 
shot and killed three of them. The dentist was given sixty-nine lashes with a flexible steel rod, then, 
when he came to, hung to die in a cell with two feet of water at the bottom—but, ironically, none to 
drink. 

In Scranton, a gentle church pastor was kidnaped and beaten. 
In Kansas, a man gathered a couple of hundred farmers armed with shotguns and rifles and 

led them in burning an M.M. barracks. Tanks were called out, and the farmers were murdered with 
hand grenades. 

In New York, M.M’s rounded up hundreds of suspected Communists and sent them to 
concentration camps on Long Island. Most of them wailed that they were not Communists at all. 

——— 
 

People were terrified to say whatever came to their tongues. On the streets, on trains, at 
theaters, people looked about to see who might be listening. They were skittish about waiters who 
might overhear and report to the M.M’s. 

——— 
 
Every moment everyone felt fear, nameless and omnipresent. They were jumpy. Any sudden 

sound, unexplained footstep, made them startle. They never felt secure enough to let themselves go 
completely to sleep. 

Daily were the rumors of people who had been carried off “under protective arrest.” Now you 
heard of judges, army officers, ex- governors, bankers who had not played well with the Corpos, shop 
owners, and Jewish lawyers being carted off. 

To Doremus and his family it was terrifying. Now came the book-burning. 
——— 

 
All over the country, books that might threaten the Corporate State were gleefully burned by 

Minute Men. This purge was instituted by Secretary of Culture Macgoblin. In each province the 
crusaders were had the fun of singling out their local paper-and-ink traitors. 

In the place formerly known as Vermont, Effington Swan saw that the real enemies were 
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authors so perverse that they were traitors to the Corpo State decades even before it existed—Henry 
David Thoreau, Walt Whitman, Mark Twain, and Edith Wharton. 

Of course Swan denounced all foreign authors as propagandists—H.G. Wells, Karl Marx, 
George Bernard Shaw, Tolstoy, Jane Austen, the Bronte sisters, Mary Shelley, and P. G. Wodehouse. 
And Swan had the foresight to see the peril of that cynical volume, The Collected Sayings of Will Rogers. 

——— 
 
The Jessup family were at dinner when they heard the tramping they had dreaded. Mrs. Candy 

held her breast as she opened the door. Even little David froze, spoon suspended in air. 
Shad’s voice, “In the name of the Chief!” Harsh feet in the hall, and Shad waddling into the 

dining room, hand on gun, leering, “How are you, folks! Search for bad books. Orders of the District 
Commissioner. Come on, Jessup!” 

“If you’ll just sit down in the other room—” 
“I will like hell ‘just sit down in the other room’! We're burning the books tonight! Snap to it, 

Jessup!” Shad looked Sissy and winked, “How are you, Sis?” 
In the hall, Doremus found Emil Staubmeyer and the entourage and led them up to his study. 

A week before he had removed every publication that any Corpo could consider radical. 
Said Shad, “I know this house. I used to work here— had the privilege of getting bawled out 

right here in this room. I know my way around, and there’s a lot of fool books downstairs in the sitting 
room.” 

Indeed in that room, there were two or three hundred innocent volumes. Shad glumly stared 
at them. He had to find something seditious!  

——— 
 
He pointed at Doremus’s dearest treasure, the thirty-four-volume illustrated edition of 

Dickens that had been his father’s only extravagance. Shad said, “That guy Dickens—didn’t he do a 
lot of complaining about conditions—about schools and everything?” 

Staubmeyer protested, “Yes, but that was a hundred years ago—” 
“Makes no difference. Dead skunk stinks worse than a live one.”  
Doremus cried, “Yes, but not for a hundred years! Besides—” 
The M.M’s, obeying Shad’s gesture, were already yanking the volumes of Dickens from the 

shelves, dropping them on the floor, covers cracking. Doremus seized an M.M’s arm; from the door 
Sissy shrieked. Shad lumbered up to him, enormous fist at Doremus’s nose, growling, “Want to get 
the daylights beaten out of you now or later?” 

Doremus and Sissy, side by side on a couch, watched the books thrown in a heap. He grasped 
her hand, muttering to her, “Hush— hush!” Oh, Sissy was a pretty girl, and young. A pretty 
schoolteacher had been attacked, her clothes stripped off, and left in the snow just south of town, two 
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nights ago. 
——— 

 

Doremus could not have stayed away from the book-burning. It was like seeing for the last 
time the face of a dead friend. 

Round the pyre danced M.M’s, seizing books from the pile guarded by cheerful Shad and 
skimming them into the flames. Doremus saw his David Copperfield fly into air It lay open to a drawing 
that quickly withered. 

He saw the Reverend Falck squeezing his hands together. When Doremus touched his 
shoulder, Mr. Falck mourned, “They took away my Imitation of Christ!” 

Who owned them, Doremus did not know, but he saw Alice in Wonderland and A Farewell to 
Arms and Omar Khayyám all burning together, to the greater glory of the Chief. 

The fire was almost over when Karl Pascal pushed up to Shad Ledue and shouted, “I hear you 
raided my room and took my books while I was away!” 

“You bet we did, Comrade!” “And you're burning them—” 
“Oh no, Comrade! Not burning them. Worth too blame much.” Shad laughed. “They’re at the 

police station. We’ve just been waiting for you. We’ve got all your little Communist books. Take him!” 
Karl Pascal was the second prisoner from Fort Beulah to go to the Trianon Concentration Camp. 
The first was a mild-mannered electrician named Brayden, who had never so much as spoken of 
politics. A Minute Man wanted Brayden’s job, so Brayden went to the concentration camp. Brayden was 
flogged to death when he insisted, under Shad’s questioning, that he knew nothing about any plots 
against the Chief. 

——— 

 
Chapter 23 

 
Doremus was nervous. The Minute Men had come to examine the private letters in his study. 

They were polite, but alarmingly thorough. The next day he realized, from the disorder in his desk at 
the Informer, that someone had gone through his papers there, too. Doremus was called to Shad’s office 
and questioned about seditious correspondence. 

Doremus was certain that he was going to concentration camp. He glanced back at every 
stranger who seemed to be following him on the street. 

Mid-afternoon, Doremus had a call from that scholar-farmer, Buck Titus: 
“Going to be home this evening, about nine? Good! Got to see you. Important! If you can, 

have all your family and Lorinda and young Falck there, will you?” 
An important idea, these days, usually concerned being imprisoned. 
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——— 
 
Buck slammed in, ten minutes late. 
“The forest fire’s getting nearer. This afternoon they arrested the editor of the Rutland Herald. 

You're next, Doremus. You've got to get out. And tomorrow! To Canada! You and Emma and Mary 
and Dave and Sis and the whole damn shooting-match— and maybe Foolish and Mrs. Candy and the 
canary!” 

Doremus said, “We’d never get across the border. The M.M’s are watching every inch, just 
looking for people like me.” 

“I’ve got a Canadian driver’s license and Canadian registration plates ready to put on my car—
we’ll take mine—less suspicious. I can look like a farmer—that’s because I am one—I’m going to drive 
you all. So we’re all set, and we’ll start tomorrow night.” 

“But Buck! I’m not guilty of anything. I haven’t anything to flee for!”  
“Just your life, my boy!” 
“I'm not afraid of them.”  
“Oh yes you are!” 
“I’m not going to let a bunch of lunatics force me out of the country that my ancestors made!” 

Emma choked with the effort to think of something. Mary seemed without tears to be weeping. 
Sissy squeaked.  

It was Mrs. Candy from the doorway, who led off: “Now isn’t that like a man! Not stopping 
to think how your women folks will feel if you get taken out and shot! Then when you’re gone, you 
expect us all to think what a hero you were—” 

“You’re over sixty, Doremus. Maybe we can do our duty better from Canada—like Walt 
Trowbridge,” beseeched Lorinda. 

“But to let the Corpos steal the country and nobody protest! No!” 
“That’s the kind of argument that sent a few million to die, to make the world a cinch for 

Fascism!” scoffed Buck. 
“Dad! We can’t go without you. And I’m getting scared.” Sissy, the unconquerable, sounded 

terrified. “This afternoon Shad stopped me on the street and wanted me to go out with him. The way 
he smirked—” 

“I’ll get a gun and—” “I’ll kill that dirty—” “Wait'll I get my hands on—” cried 
Doremus, Julian, and Buck, all together. 

Doremus sighed. “All right. We'll go. We'll start tomorrow night.” What he didn't say was that 
he planned, the moment he had his family safe in Canada, to come back. 

——— 
 

It was a week before Christmas, a holiday always greeted cheerfully in the Jessup home. That 
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wild day of preparing for flight had a Christmas joyfulness. To dodge suspicion, Doremus spent most 
of his day at the office. He took a long lunch and went home early, imagining Canada and freedom. 
They worked behind drawn blinds, feeling like spies. Downstairs, Mrs. Candy was busy looking 
normal. She and the canary were to remain and to be surprised when the M.M’s reported that the 
Jessups had escaped. 

Doremus had drawn five hundred dollars from each of the local banks that afternoon, telling 
them that he was taking an option on an apple orchard. He took only what he could stuff into his 
pockets—socks, comb, toothbrush. Sissy took her newest lingerie and a picture of Julian. Emma took 
an album showing the three children from the ages of one to twenty. David brought his model 
airplane, and Mary brought her hatred, which was heavier than any chest. 

Julian and Lorinda were there to help them. 
With Lorinda, Doremus had but one free moment, in the guest-bathroom. “Linda. Oh, Lord!” 
“In Canada you’ll have time to catch your breath. Join Trowbridge!”  
“Yes, but to leave you... I hate it when life doesn’t seem to have meaning.”  
“It’s had meaning! No dictator can smother us now!” 
“Good-bye, my Linda!” 
He didn’t alarm her by confessing that he planned to return into danger. They embraced beside 

an aged bathtub. 
___ 

 

In darkness, they packed into the car; Mary in front with Buck, in the back, Doremus between 
Emma and Sissy; on the floor, David and Foolish. 

“I wish I were going!” moaned Julian to Sissy. “Send postcards to my granddad—views of 
churches—just sign ‘Jane’ —and whatever you say about the church, I’ll know you really mean it 
about you!” 

Mrs. Candy whisked a bundle in among the baggage and snapped, “Well, if you folks must go 
flying around the country—It’s a coconut layer cake.” She fled sobbing into the kitchen, where Lorinda 
stood in the doorway, her trembling hands out to them. 

——— 
 

The car was lurching in the snow before they had sneaked through Fort Beulah. Sissy sang 
out cheerily, “Well, Christmas in Canada! Beer and holly!” 

“Do they have Santa Claus in Canada?” came David's voice, childish, slightly muffled by the 
furry ears of Foolish. 

“Of course they do, dear!” Emma reassured him and, to the grown-ups, “Now isn’t that the 
cutest thing!” 

To Doremus, Sissy whispered, “I taught him to say that this afternoon!” 



It Can’t Happen Here / Condensed 12/2022 83 
 

——— 
 

Buck Titus knew every back-road from Fort Beulah to the border. He pulled the car up deep- 
rutted roads. Wet snow sheathed the windshield, then froze. Buck had to drive with his head thrust 
out window. 

Doremus could see nothing but the icy windshield. Now and then a light far below the road 
indicated that they were sliding along a shelf road, and if they skidded off, they would fall to their 
deaths. Once, they did skid. Buck yanked the car up a bank beside the road, finally straight— speeding 
on as if nothing had happened. 

Doremus was rigid with fear, too cold to feel anything as the car lurched. Suppose the engine 
died—Suppose the brakes wouldn't hold—A great many thoughts tortured him. 

Then he tried being observant. He noticed that the ice-lined windshield, illuminated by the 
moonlight on the snow ahead, was a sheet of diamonds. 

He tried conversation. 
“Cheer up. Breakfast at dawn—across the border!” he tried on Sissy. 
And they crunched on, in that moving coffin. 
After many hours the car reared and tumbled. The motor raced then stopped abruptly. The 

starter ground whiningly, and Buck cursed. The motor again roared and stopped. 
“Trouble?” said Doremus. 
“Stuck. No traction. Hit a drift of wet snow. Have to get out and take a look.” Outside the 

car, Doremus stepped into a vicious wind. 
“Get some—” and “Brush would help,” said Sissy and Buck together. 
The three trotted back and forth with fragments of brush, laying it in front of the wheels. 

——— 
 
When the car did kick its way up on the pathway of twigs, they had slabs of coconut cake as 

they rode in the dark. 
David was alternately crying and sleeping. Foolish woke up to cough and returned to his 

dream. Doremus was sleeping. 
——— 

 
He roused to a half-dawn filmy with snow. The car was standing in what seemed to be a 

crossroads hamlet, and Buck was examining a map by flashlight. 
“Got anywhere yet?” Doremus whispered. 
“Just a few miles to the border.”  
“Anybody stopped us?” 
“Nope. We’ll make it, all right.” 
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Buck took not the main road to the border but an old lane through the woods. Though 
Doremus said nothing, the others felt his intensity. 

A searchlight darted and rested on them, so dazzling them that Buck almost ran off the road. 
“Confound it,” he said gently. No one else said anything. 

He crawled up to the light, which was mounted on a platform in front of a small hut. Two 
Minute Men stood in the road. They were young and rural, with rifles. 

“Where you headed?” demanded the elder. 
“Montreal, where we live.” Buck showed his Canadian license. 
“I guess it’s all right. Seems in order. But we’ve had some trouble with refugees. You’ll have 

to wait until the Battalion Leader comes—long about noon.” 
“But good Lord, Inspector, we can’t do that! My mother’s awfully sick, in Montreal.” 
“Yeah, I’ve heard that one before! And maybe it’s true, this time. But afraid you’ll have to wait. 

You folks can come in and sit by the fire, if you want.”  
“But we’ve got to—” 
“You heard what I said!” The M.M’s were fingering their rifles. 
“All right. But tell you what we’ll do. We’ll go back to East Berkshire and get some breakfast 

and come back here. Noon, you said?” 
“Okay! And say, it does seem kind of funny, your taking this back road, when there’s a first- 

rate highway. Don’t try it again! The Battalion leader might be here next time—and he ain’t a farmer 
like you and me!” 

Three border posts they tried, and at all three posts they were turned back. “Well?” said Buck. 
“Yes. I guess. Back home,” said Doremus wearily. 

——— 

 
Chapter 24 

 
Each day Doremus found it more infuriating to write anything mentioning Windrip. The 

cheerfully rattling linotype room, the shouting pressroom. and the smell of ink were hateful to him 
now. 

He rejoiced, therefore, when his son Philip phoned from Worcester to say that he'd drive up 
for the day to see him. 

Doremus was happy. “I’ll be delighted to see the boy! I’ll bet there isn't a smarter young lawyer 
in Worcester... a real success!” 

——— 
 

Doremus was shocked when Philip came into the living room, forgetting how bald his son 
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was growing even at thirty-four. And it seemed to him that Philip was a bit too cordial. 
“By God, Dad, you don’t know how good it is to be back here. That was a horrible business, 

the killing of poor Fowler. There must have been a mistake, because Judge Swan has a wonderful 
reputation for being scrupulous.” 

“There was no mistake. Swan is a fiend.” Doremus sounded less paternal than when he had 
first bounded up to shake hands with the prodigal son. 

“Really? We must talk it over. Swan? But first I must skip upstairs and give Mom a kiss, and 
Mary and Little Sis.” 

That was the last time that Philip mentioned Fowler.” All afternoon he was full of smiles. 
Doremus and Philip weren’t alone until midnight. 

They sat upstairs in the study. Philip lit one of Doremus’s excellent cigars as though he were 
an actor playing the role of a man lighting an excellent cigar. 

“Well, Dad, this is an excellent cigar!” 
“What is it, Phil? There's something on your mind. Shoot! Not fighting with Merilla, are you?” 
“Certainly not! Oh, Merilla is a bit extravagant—but she’s got a heart of gold, and there isn’t a 

young society woman in Worcester that makes a nicer impression on people at dinner parties.”  
“Well then? Let’s have it, Phil. Something serious?” 
“Yes, I’m afraid there is. Look, Dad, do sit down. I’ve been perturbed to hear that you’re in 

quite serious trouble with some of the authorities.” 
“You mean the Corpos?”  
“Naturally! Who else?” 
“Maybe I don’t recognize them as authorities.”  
“Oh, listen, please don’t joke! I'm serious.”  
“And who may your informant be?” 
“Oh, just old school friends. Now you aren’t pro-Corpo, are you?”  
“How did you ever guess?” 
“Well—I didn’t vote for Windrip, personally, but I begin to see where I was wrong. I see now 

that he has not only great magnetism, but real statesmanship.” 
“The only thing you ought to think of Windrip is that his thugs murdered your brother-in-law! 

And other men just as good. Do you condone such murders?” 
“No! Of course not! How can you suggest such a thing, Dad! No one abhors violence more 

than I do. But you can’t make an omelet without breaking eggs—” 
“If I ever hear that ‘can’t make an omelet’ phrase again, I’ll start doing a little murder myself! 

It’s been used to justify every atrocity under every despot, Fascist or Nazi or Communist. By God, 
souls are not eggshells for tyrants to break!” 

“Sorry. I guess maybe the phrase is a little shopworn! I’m just trying to figure this situation out 
realistically.” 
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“'Realistically'! That’s another excuse to murder!” 
“But honestly—horrible things do happen, but you can forgive the means if the end is a 

renewed nation that—” 
“I can never forgive evil and lying and cruelty. Do you know how perfectly you’re quoting 

every Bolshevik who sneers at the truth? I hadn’t known that you’d gone Marxist.” 
“I! Marxian! Good God!” Doremus was pleased to see that he had stirred his son out of his 

smugness. “Why, one of the things I most admire about the Corpos—and I have reliable information 
from Washington—is that they have saved us from a ghastly invasion—Communists pretending to 
be labor leaders!” 

“Not really!” (Had Philip forgotten that his father was a journalist and not likely to be 
impressed by “reliable information from Washington”?) 

“I see now that the Corpo gains haven’t been just material but spiritual. They’ve revitalized the 
nation. The discipline, will power, and fellowship that you can only get from military training—Oh, I 
forgot you were a pacifist.” 

Doremus muttered, “Not anymore!” 
“Of course there are things we can’t agree on, Dad. But as a journalist you ought to listen to 

the Voice of Youth.” 
“You? Youth? You’re not youth. You’re two thousand years old, mentally!”  
“Listen, Dad! Why do think I came just to see you?” 
“God only knows!” 
“Let me be clear. Before Windrip, we’d been lying down in America. We’ve got to catch up to 

Europe. A nation has to move forward. What we ought to do is to grab all of Mexico, maybe Central 
America, and a big slice of China, misgoverned as they are—” 

“Impossible!” 
“—Windrip and Sarason and Dewey Haik and Macgoblin—they’re making me stop and think! 

And now to come to my errand here—” 
“You think I ought to run the Informer according to Corpo theology!”  
“Why—why yes! That was what I was going to say—” 
“Philip, would you mind telling me why you’re really here? Cut the crap!” 
“Well, to ‘cut the crap’ as you rudely call it—I have information that you’re going to get into 

serious trouble if you don’t stop opposing the government.”  
“What of it? It’s my serious trouble!” 
“That’s just the point! It isn’t! For once in your life think of Mother and the girls, instead of 

your own selfish ‘ideas’! In a crisis like this, it isn't funny to pose as a quaint ‘liberal.’” 
Doremus’s voice was like a firecracker. “What are you after? What's the Corpo gang to you?”  
“I’ve been approached with honor of an assistant military judgeship, but your attitude, as my 

father—” 
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“Philip, I curse you, not so much because you’re a traitor as because you’ve become a pompous 
ass! Get out.”  

——— 

 
Chapter 25 

 
Mary had hidden her weeping, but the day before Christmas, when Shad Ledue tramped in to 

demand of Doremus whether Karl Pascal had ever spoken to him of Communism, Mary saw Shad in 
the hall, stared at him, raised her hand like a boxing cat, and said quietly, “You murderer! I will kill 
you and kill Swan!” 

Shad did not look amused. 
Their holly, tinsel on a pine tree, family devotion in an old house in a little town, felt despairing. 
They might just as well have gotten drunk as to work at this pretense of domestic bliss. 
Louis Rotenstern was invited for Christmas dinner because he was a bachelor and a Jew, 

insecure, snubbed and threatened in an insane dictatorship. After supper Buck Titus, David's favorite 
person, came bearing toy tractors and a real bow-and-arrow. He raucously insisted that Mrs. Candy 
dance with him when the hammering sounded at the door. 

Aras Dilley tramped in with four men. 
“Looking for Rotenstern. Oh, that you, Louie? Get your coat and come—orders.” 
“What’s the idea? What do you want of him? What’s the charge?” demanded Buck, still 

standing with his arm about Mrs. Candy’s waist. 
“I don’t know if there will be any charges. Just ordered to headquarters for questioning. Come 

on, you!” 
The next day they heard that Rotenstern had been taken to the concentration camp at Trianon, 

along with Ebony Washington, the proprietress of Washington's Hardware Store. 
Both imprisonments were incredible. Louis Rotenstern was meek. Ebony Washington was a 

sacred institution. 
It can happen here, meditated Doremus. It could happen to him. How soon? Before he was 

arrested, he must act on his conscience by quitting the Informer. 
——— 

 

Professor Victor Loveland, once a classicist of Isaiah College, having been fired from a labor 
camp for teaching arithmetic to lumberjacks, was in town, with wife and children, on his way to a job 
clerking in his uncle's slate quarry. He stopped by to see Doremus on his way to meet an old friend, 
Clifford Little at a lunch counter. 

At the counter, they noticed a clumsy-looking man in plain clothes who’d just come in. He 
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grumbled, “So you two pansies don’t like the way things go nowadays! Don’t suppose you like the 
Corpos. Well, come along to the courthouse!” 

“And who may you be?” 
“Oh, just an M.M., that’s all!” He pulled out a gun. 

——— 
 
Loveland wasn’t beaten much because he managed to keep his mouth shut. But Little was so 

hysterical that they laid him on a cafe table, ripped off his shirt, and decorated his naked back with 
forty slashes of a steel ramrod. Little had to be helped into the truck that took them to the Trianon 
concentration camp. 

A third prisoner wasn’t much like Loveland or Little. He was a mill hand with six children, 
arrested for cursing the Corpo régime that when his wages were cut from nine dollars a week to seven. 

The truck had an open body, but the three prisoners couldn’t escape because they were chained 
hand to hand. 

Lorinda took in Loveland’s wife and children until she could collect enough to send them to 
Mrs. Loveland’s family on a dismal farm in Missouri. There Mrs. Loveland was favored by the greasy 
proprietor of a lunchroom, washing dishes and otherwise pleasing him. 

——— 
 
The county administration took over agriculture on the rocky land high up on Mount Terror. 

Six of the poorer families were moved into the old house of Henry Veeder, Doremus’s cousin. These 
poorer families had many children, so there were four or five people bedded on the floor in every 
room. Henry didn’t like it, and said so, to the M.M’s herding the refugees, who didn’t like it any better. 

“We got a house of our own. Don’t know why we should get shoved in on Henry,” said one. 
Henry was taken to the Trianon concentration camp. 

——— 
 
Doremus marched in to see Commissioner Ledue. 
“I want to quit the Informer. Staubmeyer has learned all I can teach him.” 
“Staubmeyer? Oh! You mean Assistant Commissioner Staubmeyer! I can tell you, right now, 

you’re not going to leave your job. I could find enough grounds for sending you to Trianon for about 
a million years, with ninety lashes—you’ve always been so stuck on yourself. I’d like to watch you kiss 
the Chief’s foot—and mine!” 

“I’ll do no more of it! That’s certain!” 
“Well, isn’t that elegant! But you’ll do what I tell you to, and like it! I suppose you think I had 

a swell time when I was your hired man with dirt in my ears!” 
“Goodbye, Shad!”  
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Shad laughed. 
——— 

 
Doremus drove to Hanover to see Shad’s superior, Commissioner Reek, that jovial politician. 
He was admitted after an hour. He was shocked to see how pale and frightened Reek had 

become.  
“Well, Jessup, what can I do for you?” 
“May I be frank?” 
“What? Why, certainly! Frankness is my middle name!” 
“I hope so. I’m of no use on the Informer. I’ve been breaking in Emil Staubmeyer as my 

successor. He’s competent to take over now, and I want to quit. I’m just in his way.” 
“Why don’t you stick around and see what you can still do to help him? There’ll be little jobs 

cropping up from time to time.” 
“It’s got on my nerves to take orders where I used to give them for so many years. You can 

appreciate that, can’t you?” 
“My God, can I appreciate it? And how! Well, I’ll think it over. You wouldn't mind writing 

little pieces for my own little sheet, at home? I own part of a paper there.” 
“No! Sure! Delighted! Would you mind giving me a note to Commissioner Ledue, telling him 

to let me out?” 
“Not a bit. Wait a moment, I’ll write it right now.” 

——— 
 
Doremus made as little ceremony as possible of leaving the Informer, his throne for thirty-seven 

years. At sixty-two, stronger and more eager than he'd been in all his life, Doremus had nothing more 
important to do than eat breakfast and tell stories to his grandson. 

That lasted less than a week. Avoiding suspicion from Emma and Sissy, he took Julian aside.  
“Look here. I think it’s time for me to begin doing a little high treason. Don’t tip off Sissy! The 

Communists are too theocratic for my tastes. But it looks to me as though they have more courage and 
strategy than anybody since the Early Christian Martyrs. Could you get to Karl Pascal in Trianon and 
find out whom I could see?” 

Said Julian, “I think so. Dr. Olmsted gets called in there sometimes—their camp doctor is a 
drunken bum. I’ll try.” 

Two days later Julian returned. 
“My God, what a sewer! I’ve waited for Olmsted before, in the car, but I never went inside. 

The buildings—they were nice when it was a girls’ school—now the fixtures are all torn out. The 
whole place stinks of excrement—I don’t know how anybody lives in those cells—yet there’s six men 
bunked in a cell twelve feet by ten, and no light except a twenty-five watt bulb in the ceiling. They get 
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out for exercise two hours a day—walk around and around the courtyard—they’re all stooped—even 
Karl, and you remember how proud he was. He says to get in touch with this man—here, I wrote it 
down—and for God’s sake, burn it as soon as you've memorized it!” 

“Was he—?” 
“Oh, yes, they’ve beaten him. He wouldn’t talk about it. I got a glimpse of Henry Veeder. He 

twitches all the time. He didn’t know me. I don’t think he’d know anybody.” 
——— 

 

Doremus announced to his family that he was looking for an option on an apple orchard 
where they might retire.  

——— 
 

He went to the address given by Karl Pascal and talked to a sign painter, whose shop was over 
a tea room in Hartford, Connecticut. He sent Doremus to a tailor on a side street. After two more 
handoffs, he was sent to the Eastern headquarters of what was left of the Communists in America. 

Doremus walked up and knocked at the faded green door of a New England farm cottage. A 
stringy farm wife opened and looked hostile. 

“I’d like to speak to Mr. Ailey or Mr. Bailey.” “None of ’em home. You’ll have to come again.”  
“Then I’ll wait.” 
“All right. Come in.” 
(The tailor had warned him, “It vill all sount very foolish, the passvorts und everyt’ing, but if 

any of the central committee gets caught—” He made a squirting sound and drew his scissors across 
his throat.) 

Doremus sat in a tiny hall sprigged with flowery wallpaper. There was nothing to read but a 
dictionary. Luckily, he always loved reading dictionaries. He sat happily. 

——— 
 

He realized that glowering from the doorway was a broad man with wild gray hair and a patch 
over one eye. Doremus recognized him from pictures. He was Bill Atterbury, miner, longshoreman, 
veteran strike-leader, five years in San Quentin, and reputed now to be the secretary of the illegal 
Communist Party. 

“I’m Mr. Ailey. What can I do for you?” he demanded. 
He led Doremus to a musty back room where sat a slender young man whose clothes and 

bearing suggested son of a millionaire private banker on Park Avenue. 
“Morning, I’m Mr. Bailey,” said young man whose real name Doremus knew was not Bailey. 

Doremus tried to explain himself to these hard-eyed, quick-glancing plotters of ruin. 
“Are you willing to become a Party member, in the improbable case that they accept you, and 
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to take orders without question?” asked Mr. Ailey. 
“Do you mean, am I willing to kill?” 
“You’ve been reading detective stories about the ‘Reds’! No. What you'd have to do would be 

much more difficult than using a gun. Would you be willing to forget you ever were a respectable 
newspaper editor, and walk through the snow, dressed like a bum, to distribute seditious pamphlets—
even if, personally, you believe the pamphlets were of no damn good to the Cause?” 

“Why, I—I don’t know. Seems to me that as a newspaperman of quite a little training—” 
“Hell! Our only trouble is keeping out the ‘trained newspapermen’! What we need are trained 

bill-posters that like the smell of flour paste and hate sleeping. And—you're a little old for this— crazy 
fanatics that go out and start strikes, knowing they'll get beaten up and thrown in jail.” 

“No, I guess I—Look here. I'm sure Walt Trowbridge will be joining up with the Socialists 
and some of the left-wing ex-Senators and—” 

Bill guffawed. It was a tremendous, terrifying blast. “Yes, I’m sure they’ll join up—all the dirty, 
sneaking, reformist Social Fascists like Trowbridge that are doing the work of the capitalists without 
even the sense enough to know they’re doing!” 

“I admire Trowbridge!” snarled Doremus. “You would!” 
Mr. Bailey rose, almost cordial, and dismissed Doremus with, “Mr. Jessup, I was brought up 

in a bourgeois household, and I appreciate what you’re trying to do, even if Mr. Ailey doesn’t. I imagine 
that your rejection of us is even firmer than our rejection of you!” 

——— 
 
Doremus was dreary in retirement. 
He pretended to play golf, but he couldn’t see any point in stopping a good walk to wallop 

small balls. And he hadn’t enough stature to feel welcome lounging in the Hotel Wessex lobby bar. 
He stayed in his study and read as long as his eyes would endure it. But he felt Emma’s and 

Mrs. Candy’s irritation at having a man around the house all day. 
“Why don’t you drive out and see Buck or Lorinda?” Emma suggested. 
“Don’t you ever get a little jealous of my girl, Lorinda?” he said lightly—because he wanted to 

know.  
She laughed. “You? At your age? As if anybody thought you could be a lover!” 
Well, Lorinda thought so, he raged, and promptly he did “drive out and see her,” a little easier 

in mind about his divided loyalties. 
——— 

 
For several days now in February, Doremus had noticed the insurance man. He said he was 

Mr. Dimick of Albany. He was a gray and tasteless man, dusty wrinkled clothes. All over town you 
met him, at the drugstore, the lunch counter, and he was always droning, “My name is Dimick—Mr. 
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Dimick of Albany—Albany, New York. I wonder if I can interest you in a wonderful new form of 
life-insurance policy.” 

He was a pest, always dragging himself into some shop, and he seemed to sell few policies, if 
any. 

It was three days before Doremus noticed that Mr. Dimick managed to meet him an 
astonishing number of times a day. As he came out of the Wessex, he saw Mr. Dimick leaning against 
a lamppost. 

Doremus was suddenly cold. Mr. Dimick looked at him with watery eyes and croaked, 
“Evening, Mr. Doremus. I'd like to talk you about insurance when you got the time,” and shuffled 
away. 

——— 
 
Later at home, Doremus took out and cleaned his revolver, and put it away. He heard a knock 

and went downstairs to find Mr. Dimick sitting on the oak bench in the hall. 
“I'd like to talk to you, if you ain't too busy,” whined Mr. Dimick.  
“All right. Go in there. Sit down.” 
“Anybody hear us?”  
“No! What of it?” 
Mr. Dimick's grayness and lassitude fell away. His voice was sharp: 
“I think your local Corpos are on to me. Got to hustle. I’m from Walt Trowbridge. You 

probably guessed—I’ve been watching you all week. You’ve got to be Trowbridge’s representative 
here. The ‘N.U.,’ the ‘New Underground,’ we call it—like the Underground that got the slaves into 
Canada. Four divisions: printing propaganda, distributing it, collecting and exchanging information 
about Corpo outrages, smuggling suspects into Canada or Mexico. Of course you don’t know a thing 
about me. I may be a Corpo spy. But check with your friend Mr. Samson of the Burlington Paper. For 
God’s sake, be careful! Wire may be tapped. Ask him about me on the grounds you’re interested in 
insurance. He’s one of us. Now phone!” 

Doremus called Samson. “Say, Ed, is a fellow named Dimick, all right? Should I take his advice 
on insurance?” 

“Yes. You can ride along with him.”  
“I’m riding!” 

——— 

 
Chapter 26 

 
The Informer composing room closed down at eleven in the evening. Dan Diaz, the foreman, 
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remained after the others had gone, setting a Minute Man poster. 
Dan stopped, looked about, and tramped into the storeroom. In the light from a dusty bulb 

the place was like a tomb of dead news. From a case of eight-point, once used for the setting of 
pamphlets but superseded by a monotype machine, Dan picked out bits of type from each of several 
compartments, wrapped them in scraps of paper, and stuffed them in this pocket. The boxes he raided 
looked only half filled, and to make up for it he did something that should have shocked any decent 
printer. He filled them up with ten-point type. 

Dan, large and hairy, stealing the tiny types, was absurd as an elephant playing at being a hen. 
He turned out the lights and clumped downstairs. He glanced in at the editorial rooms. No 

one was there. 
Dan thumped down to the street and homeward. He stopped midblock in front of Billy's Bar, 

put his foot up on the hub of an old Ford, to tie his shoelace. As he tied it—having untied it—he 
looked up and down the street, emptied the bundles in his pockets into a battered sap bucket on the 
front seat of the car, and moved on. 

Out of the bar came Pete Wong, a farmer who lived up on Mount Terror. Pete was obviously 
drunk, staggering so that he had to pull himself into the car, and he weaving until he turned the corner. 
Then he was suddenly sober; and headed out of town. 

Peter Wong wasn't a very good Secret Agent. He was a little obvious. But then, Peter had been 
a spy for only one week. 

——— 
 
In that week Dan Diaz had four times dropped packages into the bucket in the Ford. 
Peter would pass the gate to Buck Titus's domain, slow down, drop the sap bucket into a ditch, 

and speed home. 
At dawn, Buck Titus, out for a walk with his Irish wolfhounds, would kick over the bucket 

and transfer the bundles to his pockets. 
The next afternoon Dan Diaz, in the basement of Buck’s house, was setting up, in eight-point, 

a pamphlet entitled “How Many People Have the Corpos Murdered?” It was signed “Spartan,” one of 
several pen names of Doremus Jessup. 

——— 
 

Like Hitler and Mussolini, Windrip discovered that a modern state can control every item in 
the press, dominating the population better than had ever been done in medieval days. 

The Corpos made it illegal to own printing machinery, so theft was the only way to get 
equipment for printing treasonable literature. Dan Diaz stole the type. Dan, Doremus and Julian 
together had stolen an old hand printing-press from the Informer basement. The paper was smuggled 
from Canada by Joshua Jefferson. 
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Dan Diaz was moved to sedition by his fondness for Doremus and his indignation at the 
Corpos. 

Buck Titus, pleased as a boy invited to go camping, offered his secluded house and its huge 
basement for the headquarters of the New Underground. Buck, Dan and Doremus came up with their 
wickedest plots as they gathered at Buck’s fireplace. 

The Fort Beulah cell of the N.U. consisted of Doremus, his daughters, Buck, Dan, Lorinda, 
Julian, Dr. Olmsted, Joshua Jefferson, Father Perez, Mrs. Henry Veeder, whose farmer husband was 
in Trianon Concentration Camp, Harry Kindermann, Peter Wong, and a dozen others. Whoever they 
were, of whatever faith, Doremus found in all of them the passion he had missed in church. He thrilled 
to the creaking hand press. 

——— 
 
Once it was Mr. Dimick of Albany again. Once, another insurance agent—who guffawed at 

the accidental luck of insuring Shad Ledue's new Lincoln. Once it was an Armenian peddling rugs. 
Whoever it was, Doremus heard from the New Underground every week. He was as busy as he had 
ever been in newspaper days. 

Humming and cheerful, he ran the small press, with the hearty bump-bump-bump of the foot 
treadle, admiring his own skill as he fed in the sheets. Lorinda learned from Dan Diaz to set type. Sissy 
and Mary folded news sheets and sewed up pamphlets by hand, all of them working in the basement 
that smelled of sawdust. 

Aside from pamphlets by Spartan and Anthony B. Susan—who was Lorinda—their chief illicit 
publication was Vermont Vigilance, a weekly filled with reports smuggled to them from other N.U. cells. 

——— 
 
Doremus realized he had only been hearing one hundredth of what was going on in America. 

Dreadful information now came in to him. He began to see his own life, and Sissy’s and Lorinda’s and 
Buck’s, as unimportant accidents. 

In North Dakota, two would-be leaders of farmers were made to run in front of an M.M. 
truck, through snow drifts, until they dropped breathless, were beaten with a tire pump, then shot in 
the head. 

President Windrip was getting jumpier, so much that when he overheard two of his 
bodyguards snickering, he snatched a gun from his desk and started shooting at them. He was a bad 
marksman. The suspects had to be finished off by bullets of their fellow guards. 

Albert Einstein, who had been exiled from Germany for his devotion to mathematics, world 
peace, and the violin, was now exiled from America for the same crimes. 

In Nebraska, Evelyn Shenefelt, wife of a pastor sent to a concentration camp for a pacifist 
sermon, was shot through the door and killed when she refused to open to M.M. militia men looking 
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for evidence of treason. 
In Rhode Island, the door of a small orthodox synagogue in a basement was locked from the 

outside after glass containers of carbon monoxide were thrown in. The windows were nailed shut, 
trapping the nineteen men inside. They were found slumped on the floor. 

In South Carolina, a mechanic caught with a copy of Lance for Democracy was dropped down a 
well with five feet of water in it and left there. 

An Ex-U.S. Supreme Court Justice in Montana was yanked out of bed late at night and grilled 
for sixty hours straight on a charge that he was corresponding with Trowbridge. The chief examiner 
was a man whom, years before, the judge had sentenced for assault. 

In New England, several theater societies were broken up, their officers beaten, their theaters 
smashed, all on the charge that they possessed illegal arms, which, in each case were antiquate pistols 
used in theatricals. 

——— 
 
Down in Buck’s basement, Joshua Jefferson insisted to Doremus, “Plenty of things like this 

happened before Buzz Windrip ever came in, with Black folks like me. Things like sharecroppers getting 
lynched. Indentured servitude. You never thought about them, because they were just routine news, 
to stick in your paper.” 

——— 
 

Doremus’s hardest job was translating items from Germany. Flipping through a German- 
English dictionary, looking like a schoolboy with a little false gray beard, Doremus wailed in 
frustration, until he finally translated an editorial from Hitler's Germany. 

 
America has a brilliant beginning. No one congratulates President 
Windrip with greater sincerity than we Germans. Unfortunately, the 
President is not yet prepared to break with the Jews. We presume that 
this attitude will change as America banishes its liberal traditions, and 
remembers that Jews will always be the enemy of our race. America 
will learn that it can no more compromise with Jews as it could 
compromise with the Bubonic plague. 

 
From New Masses, published surreptitiously by the Communists, Doremus got many items 

about miners and factory workers who were imprisoned and near starvation if they so much as 
criticized a boss. But New Masses, with a pious smugness, vilified the New Underground, even those 
agents who had been beaten, jailed and killed as “stool pigeons for Fascism.” A cartoon showed Walt 
Trowbridge kissing the foot of Windrip. 

——— 
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News bulletins came to the Fort Beulah N.U. in inventive ways—carried by messengers on 

tissue paper; mailed between the pages of catalogues, shipped in cartons of cigarettes. 
Doremus realized that if it took him ten days to get the news, it would take historians ten 

decades to understand it. Would they believe that he had lived through this crisis of human history? 
That is, if he and the N.U. prevailed, someone wrote it all down, and the account was kept safely out 
of the hands of the Corpos. 

Doremus’s most arduous task was to avoid suspicions that might land him in concentration 
camp. He had to appear as just a harmless old retiree. He worked all night at headquarters and yawned 
all afternoon in the lobby of the Hotel Wessex where he discussed fishing. 

——— 
 

On evenings when there was nothing to do at Buck’s, Doremus stayed at home in his study. 
He would silently recite lines from Invictus, written when Doremus was a toddler. 

 
In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 
Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 
 
It matters not how strait the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll,  
I am the master of my fate, 
I am the captain of my soul. 

 
Whit Bibby was an ancient, wordless fishmonger. For twenty years his familiar wagon 

conveyed mackerel and cod to all the farmsteads in Beulah Valley. To have suspected Whit Bibby of 
seditious practices would have been as absurd as to have suspected a horse. 

——— 
 
Unconcealed in the sunshine of a March afternoon Whit Bibby left ten orders of fish, just fish, 

at farms along the way, but at Truman Webb’s he also left a bundle of pamphlets wrapped in very 
fishy newspaper. 

By the next morning the pamphlets had been left in the post boxes of farmers a dozen miles 
away. 

Late the next night, Julian Falck drove Dr. Olmsted to Truman Webb's. Webb had an ailing 
aunt, so the doctor had to come every three or four days now. 

“Well, Truman, how's the old lady?” Dr. Olmsted called cheerily. 
From the front stoop Webb answered softly, “Safe! I've kept a good lookout.” 
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Julian rapidly slid out, opened the trunk, and there was the astonishing appearance of a tall 
man in a light coat and trousers, rising, rubbing himself, groaning as he stretched his cramped body. 

The doctor said, “Truman, we’ve got a pretty important Eliza, with the bloodhounds right 
after him! Congressman Ingram—Comrade Webb.” 

“Never thought I’d live to be called one of these ‘Comrades.’ But mighty pleased to see you, 
Congressman. We’ll get you across the border in Canada in two days—we’ve got some paths right 
through the woods along the border—and there’s hot beans waiting for you.” 

The attic where Mr. Ingram slept that night was the “underground station” where, in the 1850's 
Truman's grandfather sheltered seventy-two slaves escaping to Canada. On the wall could be seen, 
written in charcoal long ago, “Thou preparest a table for me in the presence of mine enemies.” 

——— 
 

It was a little after six in the evening, near Tasbrough quarries. Joshua Jefferson, with his 
wrecker, was towing Buck Titus in his automobile. They stopped at the edge of Tasbrough's deepest 
pit. Buck strolled about, yawning, while Joshua tinkered. Then each of them lifted from Buck’s trunk 
an armful of copies of Vermont Vigilance and hurled them over the edge of the quarry. They scattered 
in the wind. 

Many of them were gathered up and destroyed by Tasbrough's foremen the next morning. But 
at least a hundred, in the pockets of quarrymen, started on their journey through the world of Fort 
Beulah workmen. 

——— 
 

Sissy came into the Jessup dining room. “Listen! I’ve been getting quite chummy with Shad. 
No! Don’t blow up! I know how to yank his gun out of his holster if I ever need to. He boasted that 
Frank Tasbrough and Shad and Reek were all in together on a racket, selling granite for public 
buildings, and he told me how Tasbrough keeps all the figures on the graft in a little red notebook in 
his desk. Well, you know Mrs. Candy’s cousin is working for the Tasbroughs, and this old gal borrowed 
the red notebook this afternoon, and I photographed every page and had them stick it back!”  

——— 

 
Chapter 27 

 
Mary Greenhill, revenging the murder of her husband Fowler, was the only one of the 

conspirators who seemed moved by homicidal hate. To her, hate and the determination to kill were 
not toxic, but tonic. She soared up from the shadowed pit of grief, her eyes lighted, her voice with a 
trembling gayety. She threw away her widow's weeds and came out in defiant colors. She raided Sissy’s 
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giddiest old frocks. 
In midafternoon, Buck and Mary, looking matrimonial, accompanied by David and Foolish, 

ambled through the center of Burlington, where none of them were known. It was Buck who muttered 
“Right!” from time to time when they were free from being observed, and it was Mary who calmly, a 
yard or two from M.M’s or policemen, distributed crumpled-up copies of: 

 

THE LIFE OF JOHN SULLIVAN REEK 
SECOND-CLASS POLITICAL CROOK 

& ENTERTAINING PICTURES OF 
COLONEL DEWEY HAIK, TORTURER 

 
These crumpled pamphlets she took from a specially made inside pocket of her mink coat, 

reaching from shoulder to waist. The crumpling had been done carefully. Seen from two yards away, 
the pamphlets looked like any waste paper, but each was systematically wadded up so that the words, 
printed in bold red type, “Haik himself kicked an old man to death,” caught the eye. And, lying in 
corner trash baskets, in innocent toy wagons before hardware stores, among oranges in a fruit store 
where they had gone to buy David a bar of chocolate, they caught hundreds of eyes in Burlington that 
day. 

On their way home, with Mary cried from the back seat, “That will stir ’em up! But oh, when 
Dad has finished his booklet on Swan—God!” 

David peeped back at her. She sat with eyes closed, hands clenched. He whispered to Buck, “I 
wish Mother wouldn’t get so excited.”  

“She’s the finest woman living, Davy.” 
“I know, but she scares me!” 
Mary devised and carried out one scheme by herself. From the magazine counter in the 

drugstore, she stole a dozen copies of Readers Digest and a dozen larger magazines. When she returned 
them, they looked untouched, but each of the larger magazines contained a leaflet, “Get Ready to Join 
Walt Trowbridge,” and each Digest had become the cover for a pamphlet: “Lies of the Corpo Press.” 

——— 
 
To serve as center of their plot, to be able to answer the telephone and receive fugitives, 

Lorinda gave up her small remaining interest in the Beulah Valley Tavern and became Buck’s 
housekeeper, living in the place. There was scandal. But in a day when it was increasingly hard to get 
enough bread, the town folk had little time for scandal. And anyway, who would suspect them? 
Doremus was always about, sometimes staying overnight, and for the first time these timid lovers had 
space for passion. 

It had never been their loyalty to Emma that prevented them from being together—since 
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Emma was too contented and sure of her position in life to be jealous. What had kept them apart was 
the indignation of sneaking around. 

Lorinda’s bedroom at Buck’s, large and light, its wallpaper showing nymphs among willows, 
became in two days the best-loved home Doremus had ever known. 

He rejoiced to know that she was always there in the house. She, the independent feminist, 
became flatteringly demanding about every attention. Why hadn’t he brought her some candy from 
town? He trotted on her errands, idiotically happy. 

——— 
 

He lay beside her at dawn in March with the last coals still snapping in the fireplace, and was 
utterly content. He glanced at Lorinda, who had become even more physically alluring to him. He 
laughed. They were going to be so adventurous together! This little printing of pamphlets was only 
the beginning of their revolutionary activities. They would penetrate into press circles in Washington 
and get secret information (he was vague about how they would get it), which would explode the 
Corpo state. And with the revolution over, they would go to Bermuda—lovers by a purple sea. If they 
were arrested and condemned by the M.M’s, they would die together, sneering at the firing-squad, 
refusing to have their eyes covered— 

She awoke. “Give me a cigarette, darling!” 
“You shouldn’t smoke so much!” 
“You shouldn’t boss so much.” She sat up, kissed his temples, and climbed out of bed, seeking 

her own cigarette. 
“Doremus! It’s been marvelous to have this time with you. But—” She looked timid, sitting 

cross-legged on a rattan stool. “But darling, this New Underground business seems so important. I’ve 
noticed that since we’ve settled down together, you aren’t so excited about writing your venomous 
attacks. And I’m getting more cautious about going out and distributing them. I have a foolish idea I 
have to save my life, for you. And I ought to be thinking only about saving my life for the revolution. 
Don’t you feel that way?” 

Doremus said grumpily, “Oh, I suppose so! But your attitude is simply a hold-over of your 
religious training. That you have a duty toward the human race—which probably enjoys being bullied 
by Windrip!” 

“Of course it’s religious, a revolutionary loyalty! Why not? When Mr. Dimick came back 
yesterday, he ordered me to Beecher Falls—you know, on the Canadian border—to take charge of 
the N.U. cell there—ostensibly to open up a tea room for this summer. So I’ve got to leave you, and 
go.” 

“Linda!” 
She wouldn’t look at him. She made too much, of grinding out her cigarette.  
“Linda!” 
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“Yes?” 
“You suggested this to Dimick! He never gave any orders until you suggested it!”  
“Well—” 
“Linda! Do you really want to get away from me so much? You—my life!” 
She came slowly to the bed and sat down beside him. “Yes. The world’s in chains, and I can’t 

be free to love until I help tear them off.” 
“It will never be out of chains!” 
“Then I’ll never be free to love! Oh, if we could only have run away together These last two 

weeks, with April coming in—I can’t think of anything but you. Kiss me. I’m going. Today.” 
——— 

 

Chapter 28 
 
As usually happens in spying, no one detail that Sissy ferreted out of Shad Ledue was in itself 

important to the N.U., but, like bits of a picture puzzle added to other details, they exposed the simple 
schemes of this gang of Corpo racketeers. 

Sissy lounged with Julian on the porch, on a mild April day. 
“I’d like for us to go camping, Sis. Just the two of us. Canoe and sleep in a pup tent. Do you 

have to have supper with Ledue and Staubmeyer tonight? God, how I hate it! I warn you, I’ll kill Shad! 
I mean it!” 

“Yes, I have to, dear. I think I’ve got Shad crazy enough about me so that tonight, I’ll get him 
to tell me something about who they’re planning to arrest next.” 

He didn’t smile. He said, with a gravity unknown to the lively college youth, “Do you realize, 
you’re kidding yourself about being able to handle Shad so well. He’s husky as a gorilla and just as 
primitive? One of these nights—God! “ 

She was as grave. “Julian, just what do you think could happen to me? The worst that could 
happen would be that I’d get raped.” 

“Good Lord—” 
“Oh God, darling, what a nasty swine that man is! I hate him fifty times more than you do. 

But I’d be willing to have even that happen if I could save one decent person from his bloody 
blackjack. I’m not the happy girl of Pleasant Hill anymore. I'm a frightened woman from Mount 
Terror!” 

——— 
 
The whole thing seemed unreal to Sissy. Champagne. Shad, in a hideous sweater and prissy 

slacks. 
Emil Staubmeyer showed up at Shad’s new private suite at the Star Hotel with a dreadful hussy.  
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She was nudging herself at Emil, and when he wearily obliged her by poking her shoulder, she 
giggled, “Now you ssss-top!” 

Shad’s suite was clean. Beyond that there was nothing to say. It was furnished with oak chairs 
and sofa with leather upholstery. The freshness of the linen spread on the brass bedstead in the other 
room fascinated Sissy uncomfortably. 

Shad served them cocktails. Then he waited, looking like Germany's General Göring, wanting 
Emil and his woman to get out, and for Sissy to acknowledge his virile charms. Emil abruptly got up 
and removed his lady, who whinnied in farewell, “Now, don’t you and your girlfriend do anything I 
wouldn’t do!” 

”Come on now, baby—come over here and give us a kiss,” Shad roared, as he flopped into 
the corner of the leather settee. 

“Now I don’t know whether I will or not!” It nauseated her a good deal, but she made herself 
as pertly provocative as she could. She minced to the sofa, and sat just far enough away from his beefy 
arms to reach her. She shivered. His sinewy paw was to her like the slimy writhing of an eel. She 
moved away with maidenly alarm. 

“Like me?” he demanded.  
“Oh—well—sort of.” 
“Oh, shucks! You think I'm still just a hired man! Even though I am a County Commissioner! 

And a Battalion Leader! And pretty soon I’ll be a Commander!” He spoke the sacred titles with awe. 
“And you still think I ain’t good for anything except lugging firewood!” 

“Oh, Shad dear! Why, I think of you as my oldest playmate! The way I used to tag after you!”  
“Do you, honest?” He yearned at her like a lumpish farm dog. 
“Of course! And honest, it makes me tired, your acting as if you were ashamed of having 

worked for us! Why, don’t you know that, when he was a boy, Dad used to work as a farm hand, 
splitting wood and tending lawns, and he was awfully glad to get the money?” She reflected that this 
impromptu lie was beautiful. That it happened to be true, she didn't know. 

“That a fact? Honest? So the old man used to hustle the rake too! You know, he ain’t such a 
bad old guy—just stubborn.” 

“You do like him, don’t you, Shad! Nobody knows how sweet he is—I mean, we’ve got to 
protect him against people that might not understand him, don’t you think so, Shad? You will protect 
him!” 

“Well, I’ll do what I can,” he said with complacency that Sissy almost slapped him. “That is, 
as long as he behaves himself, baby... and as long as you feel like being nice to a fella!” He pulled her 
toward him as though he were hauling a bag of grain out of a wagon. 

“Oh! Shad! You frighten me! Oh, you must be gentle! A big, strong man like you can afford 
to be gentle. It’s only the sissies that have to get rough. And you’re so strong!” 

She pretended that she had to blow her nose as an excuse to sit straight. Edging away, she 
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purred, “But of course it isn’t just physical strength, Shad. You have so much power politically. I 
imagine you could send almost anybody in Fort Beulah to concentration camp, if you wanted.” 

“Well, I could put a few away!” 
“I’ll bet you could—Who you going to arrest next, Shad?  Don’t be so tight with all your 

secrets!” 
“What are you trying to do, baby? Pump me?”  
“Why no, of course not, I just—” 
“Sure! You'd like to get the poor old fathead going, and find out everything he knows. Nothing 

doing, baby.” 
“Shad, I’d just—I’d just love to see an M.M. squad arresting somebody. It must be so exciting!” 
“You won’t think I’m unwomanly—but I’d like to see you hauling out someone, just once. 

Come on, tell me! Who’s next?” 
“Naughty, naughty! Mustn’t try to kid papa! No, the womanly thing for you to do is a little 

love-making! Let’s have some fun, baby! You know you’re crazy about me!” Now he really seized her, 
his hand across her breasts. She struggled, and shrieked, “Oh don’t—don’t!” She wept real tears, from 
anger. He loosened his grip, and she sobbed, “Oh, Shad, if you really want me to love you, you must 
give me time!” 

“Well, maybe,” said he, with the smugness of a carp. 
She sprang up, dabbing her eyes—and through the doorway, in the bedroom, on a desk, she 

saw a bunch of keys. She instantly pictured herself making a rubbing of the keys, getting Joshua 
Jefferson, the mechanic, to file substitute keys, herself and Julian sneaking into Corpo headquarters at 
night, grabbing Shad’s files— 

She stammered, “Do you mind if I wash my face? All teary! You don’t happen to have any 
face powder in your bathroom?” 

“What do you think I am? A hick? You bet I’ve got some face powder—in the medicine 
cabinet—how's that for service?” 

She managed a giggle before she went in, shut the bedroom door, and locked it. 
She tore across to the keys. Quickly she tried a rubbing... tracing... nothing worked... even 

trying to press the keys in candle wax, but it was too hard. Nothing worked. 
Now Shad was trying the doorknob, bellowing, “What are you doing in there?!” 
“Be right out!” She put everything back in place and sauntered out. Shad looked hopeful. In a 

panic she saw that this was her one time to escape. She snatched up her coat, said wistfully, “Another 
night, Shad—you must let me go now, dear!” and fled. 

Around the corner in the hotel corridor she found Julian. 
His right hand was in his coat pocket as though it was holding a revolver. She hurled herself 

against him and howled. 
“Good God! What did he do to you? I’ll kill him!” 
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“Oh, I didn't get seduced. I'm crying because I'm such a terrible spy!” 
——— 

 
But one thing came out of it. 
Her courage inspired Julian to do something he had longed feared: to join the M.M’s.—"work 

from within” to supply Doremus with information. 
——— 

 
“I can get Leo Quinn to drive Dr. Olmsted for me. But look, Sissy, to get the M.M’s to trust 

me, I’ve got to pretend to break up with you and all our friends. Let’s make a scene on Elm Street 
tomorrow evening.” 

“Fine!” glowed the actress. 
She was to be, every evening at eleven, in a birch grove near the Jessups’, where they had 

played as children. There he was to hand to her his reports of M.M. plans. 
But when he crept into the grove on the first night, and she turned her flashlight on him, she 

shrieked at seeing him in M.M. uniform. She sprang to him, holding him as if to protect him against 
his own uniform. 

In the peril and uncertainty of their love, Sissy began to grow up.  
——— 

 
Chapter 29 

 
The New Underground, at home and exiled abroad, included hundreds of capable investigative 

journalists. 
But the Corpo propaganda machine was unencumbered by facts. And the Corpos had a large 

staff, including college presidents, radio talk show hosts, ex-governors, and public relations advisors 
to of major manufacturers. 

So the Corpo machine hummed that American wages were higher than ever, that commodities 
were lower-priced, war budgets smaller but the army stronger than ever in history. 

Almost daily, Windrip, Sarason and Macgoblin, congratulated the General Public on making 
a new world by their American solidarity—marching shoulder to shoulder under the U.S. flag, 
comrades in peace and war. 

Movies, subsidized by the government, showed M.M’s driving armored motors at eighty miles 
an hour, piloting a fleet of planes, and being tender to a little girl with a kitten. 

Everyone, including Doremus, had said in 1935, “If ever there is a Fascist dictatorship here, 
American humor and pioneer independence will make it absolutely different from anything in 
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Europe.” 
For almost a year after Windrip came in, this seemed true. The Chief was photographed 

playing poker, fishing in shirtsleeves, joking with a journalist, laughing with a pair of rugged steel- 
workers... at first. 

All that was gone within a year after the inauguration. It turned out that whips and handcuffs 
hurt just as much in America as in Germany. 

Doremus, reading the authors he had concealed in the horsehair sofa—began to see something 
like a biology of all dictatorships. The apprehension, the methods of arrest—sudden pounding on the 
door late at night, the squad of police pushing in, the blows, the search, the obscenities toward 
frightened women, the blows and then the beatings, the leprous beds and sour stew, guards jokingly 
shooting prisoners, the waiting in solitude, men going mad and hanging themselves— 

Thus had things gone in Germany, as in Soviet Russia, as in Italy and Hungary and Poland, 
Spain and Cuba and Japan and China. Not very different from the French Revolution. All dictators 
followed the same routine of torture, as if they’d all read the same manual of sadistic etiquette.  

And now, in the humorous, friendly land of Mark Twain, Doremus saw the homicidal maniacs 
having just as good a time as they’d had in central Europe. 

——— 
 

Windrip had promised to make everybody richer, and except for a few hundred Jewish bankers 
and industrialists, who became much poorer. He needed no math to produce his false financial 
statements. To show an increase in average wages one did tricks with “categories of labor” and 
“required minimum wages,” or just make up numbers altogether. 

So America followed in steps of European financial manipulation. It all made dazzling fiction. 
Even loyal Corpos began to wonder why the armed forces were being so increased. Was a 

frightened Windrip getting ready to defend himself against a rising of the whole nation? Did he plan 
to attack all of North and South America and make himself an emperor? 

The Corpos began to practice “dumping” wheat, corn, timber, copper, oil, machinery. They 
increased production, forced it by fines and threats, then stripped the farmer of all he had, to export 
at depreciated prices. But prices for Americans increased. Really zealous Commissioners took from 
the farmer even his seed grain, so that he could grow no more. On the acres where once farmers had 
raised wheat, they now starved for bread. 

There were bread lines now in Fort Beulah, once or twice a week. Doremus was dismayed to 
see happiness disappear. 

In America, there had once been hearty greetings, a clamor for jazz and dancing, and the lively 
slang of young people. All that cheerfulness receded, day by day. 

The Corpos found it easy to milk public pleasures. They increased taxes on cars, movies, 
music, dances, and ice-cream sodas. Lee Sarason, himself a bachelor, conceived of super-taxing single 
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men and women, and taxing weddings. 
It was impossible to sit in a public place without wondering which spies were watching you. 

Even reckless youth stayed home—and jumped anxiously at every passing footstep, every telephone 
ring, every tap of an ivy sprig on the window. 

Doremus had once been the friendliest gossip in town, stopping at every corner to ask about 
someone’s family, politics, or local controversies. Now the New Underground were the only ones to 
whom Doremus dared talk about anything more incriminating than whether it was likely to rain. 

Their feeble pamphlets, their smearily printed newspaper, seemed futile against the blare of 
Corpo propaganda. It seemed insane to risk martyrdom in a world where Fascists had disassembled 
American democracy, where you couldn’t vote the bums out. 

Doremus searched for a reason to go on. He never found one. He simply went on. 
In June, when the Fort Beulah cell of the New Underground had been carrying on for three 

months, Frank Tasbrough, the quarry owner, called on his neighbor Doremus. 
“How are you, Frank?” 
“Fine. How’s the old carping critic?”  
“Fine, Frank. Still carping. Have a cigar?”  
“Thanks. Got a match? Saw Sissy yesterday. She looks fine.” 
“Yes, she’s fine. I saw Malcolm driving. How does he like Provincial University?” 
“Fine. The athletics are great. Say, there’s something I been meaning to ask you. You can’t 

repeat this to anybody. Reek is slated to be Provincial Commissioner. That leaves the office of District 
Commissioner open, and I’m one of the people being seriously considered. I know Dewey Haik, and 
he’s on the rise. If you could see your way clear to throw in with me, your influence would help—” 

“Good God, Frank, if you want that job, that’s the worst thing you could have happen! The 
Corpos don’t like me. Oh, they know I’m loyal, not one of these dirty, sneaking anti-Corpos, but I 
never made enough noise in the paper to please them.” 

“That’s just it! I’ve got an idea. Even if they don’t like you, the Corpos respect you. We’d all 
be pleased if you came out and joined us. That might give me a leg-up. And between old friends like 
us, I can tell you that this job of District Commissioner would be useful to me in the quarry business. 
And if I got the position, I can promise you that I’d get the Informer back to you to run absolutely as 
you pleased—providing you had the sense to keep from criticizing the Chief and the State. Come on, 
man! Think of the fun we used to have! Come to your senses and face the inevitable and get good 
publicity for me. How about it?” 

Doremus kept his voice was polite as he muttered, “Afraid I’m too old to try it, Frank,” but 
Tasbrough was offended.  

He sprang up and tramped away grumbling, “Oh, very well then!” 
——— 
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Chapter 30 
 
Worse than having to be civil to the fatuous Tasbrough was keeping his mouth shut when a 

newspaperman in Burlington was arrested as editor of Vermont Vigilance and author of all the 
pamphlets by Doremus and Lorinda. He went to concentration camp. Buck and Dan Diaz and Sissy 
prevented Doremus from confessing. With Lorinda gone as his confidante, Doremus tried to explain 
it to Emma, who said, wasn’t it lucky that the government had blamed somebody else! 

Emma was glad that Lorinda was gone. She couldn’t help feeling that Lorinda, with all her 
wild ideas, had a bad influence on Doremus’s tendency to shock people. 

For too many years she’d been used to Doremus’s irregular routine to have her sleep disturbed 
by his returning from Buck’s at the improper time to which she referred as “at all hours.” She wished 
he would be “more on time for meals.” Why couldn’t he keep out of politics! 

Like David, now ten years old, Emma thought the marching M.M’s were a fine show. 
Doremus didn’t care for President Windrip, so she was opposed to him too. Yet didn’t Mr. Windrip 
speak beautifully about church attendance, lower taxes, and the American flag? 

——— 
 
Omelet makers, the “got to break eggs” men, were on the rise. Colonel Dewey Haik was 

elevated to Secretary of War and High Marshal of M.M’s. It was rumored in N.U. cells that Dewey 
Haik might go even higher. 

Frank Tasbrough became District Commissionership.  
The new Provincial Commissioner was Military Judge Effingham Swan, the man whom Mary 

Jessup Greenhill hated more than Shad Ledue. 
Swan was a splendid commissioner. Within twenty-four hours after taking office, he had Reek 

and seven others arrested, tried, and imprisoned. The eighty-year-old mother of an N.U. agent was 
held in a concentration camp for the most desperate traitors. After he had sentenced her, Swan was 
said to have bowed to her most courteously. 

——— 
 
The New Underground sent out warnings to tighten up of precautions against being caught 

distributing propaganda. Agents were disappearing rather alarmingly. 
Buck scoffed, but Doremus was nervous. He noticed that a strange man with unpleasant eyes 

had twice engaged him in conversation in the Hotel Wessex lobby. He hinted that he was anti-Corpo 
and would love to hear Doremus complain about the Corpos. 

Doremus became cautious about going out to Buck’s. He parked his car in half-a-dozen 
different wood-roads and crept afoot to the secret basement. 

——— 
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On June 28th, 1938, he had a notion that he was being followed. He turned up a side road, 

down another. The spy car followed. He stopped in a driveway and angrily stepped out, in time to see 
the other car pass. He then swung around and bolted for Buck’s. 

In the basement, Buck was tying up bundles of the Vigilance, while Father Perez, wrote a 
warning to New England Catholics about new persecutions. 

Perez smiled up at Doremus— 
“They’re onto us! We’ve got to fold up and get the press and type out of here!” He told of 

being shadowed. How could they move? 
Dan Diaz arrived in panic, a half hour later. 
“They’re watching us!”  
Doremus, Buck, and the priest gathered around Dan. “Just now I heard something in the 

bushes, right here in the yard, I flashed my torch, and by God if it wasn’t Aras Dilley, hiding, wearing 
overalls.” 

The three men looked to Doremus for orders. 
“We got to get all this stuff out of here! Quick! Dan, dismantle the press. Buck, burn the 

literature.” As he spoke, Doremus was wrapping type in scraps of newspaper. 
The next day Julian invited his superior officers, Shad Ledue and Emil Staubmeyer, to a poker 

session at Buck’s. They came, with alacrity and found Buck and Doremus. 
The five played in Buck’s parlor. During the evening Buck announced that anyone wanting 

beer instead of whisky would find it in a tub of ice in the basement. 
Shad hastily went for beer. He was gone much longer than one would have expected. 
When the party broke up and Buck and Doremus were alone, Buck shrieked with mirth, “I 

could barely keep a straight face when I heard Shad opening the cupboards. That ought to end their 
suspicion of this place as a den of traitors. God, Shad’s dumb!” 

——— 
 

This was at perhaps 3 a.m. on the morning of June thirtieth. 
Doremus stayed home, writing sedition, all the afternoon and evening of June 30, 1938. His 

new opus was devoted to murders ordered by Commissioner Effingham Swan. 
Doremus hid the sheets under pages of newspaper in the Franklin stove in his study so that 

he could instantly touch them off with a match in case of a raid—a trick he had learned from Karl 
Billinger, whose 1935 book Fatherland recounted his two years in a Nazi concentration camp. 

On July 1st and 2nd, when he sauntered into town, he encountered by the same man who’d 
spoken to him up in the Hotel Wessex lobby before, and now insisted on having a drink together. 
Doremus escaped, and was conscious that he was being followed by a flamboyantly dressed young 
man. 
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——— 
 

On July 3rd, Doremus ventured briefly into town. When he returned, Sissy told him that Shad 
had insisted she go to an M.M. picnic with him on the next afternoon, July 4th, and that she had 
refused. 

That night of the 3rd, Doremus slept only in sick spasms, convinced that he would be arrested 
before dawn. The night was overcast. The crickets sounded as though they were piping in a rhythm 
of terror. He lay throbbing to their sound. He wanted to flee—but how and where, and how could he 
leave his threatened family? For the first time in years he wished that he were sleeping beside the 
Emma. But what could Emma do to protect him against Minute Men? Just scream! He always slept 
with his door shut, but he popped out of bed to open the door, so that he might have the comfort of 
hearing Emma breathe and Sissy’s occasional young whimper. 

He was awakened before dawn by firecrackers. He heard the tramping of feet. He lay taut. 
——— 

 
The M.M’s brought their helmets and all horses in the neighborhood—some of them known 

as superior plow-horses—for the great celebration of the New Freedom on the morning of Fourth of 
July. There was no American Legion in the jaunty parade. That organization had been suppressed, and 
a number of American Legion leaders had been shot. 

The troops, with the citizenry jammed in behind them and the Jessup family rather hoity-toity 
on the outskirts, were addressed by Effington Swan, who spoke reverently about America's founding 
fathers. 

The trumpets blew, the M.M’s gallantly marched off, and Doremus went home. That 
afternoon, since it began raining, he proposed a game of cards with Emma, Mary, and Sissy. 

But the thunder of the hill country disquieted him. The sun came out for a false, hesitating 
moment, and the wet grass looked unreal. Rain clouds cut off the bulk of Mount Terror. Then the 
sun went out and instantly the world was in darkness, which poured into the room. 

“Why, it’s dark! Sissy, turn on the lights,” said Emma. 
The rain attacked again, in a crash. Doremus, looking out through the deluge saw a huge car 

flash, the great wheels throwing up fountains. The car swerved into his driveway and stopped at his 
porch. From it leapt five Minute Men, black waterproof capes over their uniforms. Before he could 
reflect that he recognized none of them, they were in the room. The Ensign marched up to Doremus, 
looked at him casually, and struck him full in the face. 

Except for the bayonet when he was arrested before, except for an occasional headache, 
Doremus Jessup had not for thirty years known authentic pain. It was torture in his eyes and nose and 
crushed mouth. He stood bent, gasping. The Ensign smashed his face again and observed, “You are 
under arrest.” 
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Mary had launched herself on the Ensign, hitting at him with an ash tray. Two M.M’s dragged 
her off, threw her on the couch, and pinned her there. 

——— 
 
Doremus vomited suddenly and collapsed, as though he were dead drunk. 
He was conscious that the five M.M’s were yanking the books from the shelves and hurling 

them on the floor, so that the covers split, and with their pistol butts smashing vases, lamps and small 
occasional tables. 

The Ensign grabbed and kissed the hysterical Sissy. 
Doremus struggled to get up. An M.M. kicked him in the elbow. It felt like death, and 

Doremus writhed on the floor. He heard them tramping upstairs. He remembered then that his 
manuscript about the murders by Effingham Swan was hidden in the Franklin stove in his study. 

The sound of smashing furniture in the bedrooms was like that of a dozen wood-choppers 
gone mad. 

In his agony, Doremus struggled to get up—to set fire to the papers in the stove before they 
should be found. He tried to look at his women. He could make out Mary, tied to the couch. (When 
had that happened?) But his vision was too blurred to see clearly. Staggering, creeping on his hands 
and knees, he got past the men in the bedrooms and up the stairs to the third floor and his study. 

He was in time to see the Ensign throwing his letter files, accumulated these twenty years, out 
of the study window, to see him search the papers in the Franklin stove and look up with a triumphant 
cackle, “Nice piece you've written here, Jessup. Commissioner Swan will love to see it!” 

“I demand—see—Commissioner Ledue—Dist’ Commissioner Tasbrough—friends of 
mine,” stammered Doremus. 

“I’m running this show,” the Ensign chuckled, and slapped Doremus. He didn’t open his 
mouth again, did not whimper nor amuse the M.M’s by appealing on behalf of the women, as he was 
hustled down two flights of stairs—they threw him down the lower flight—and out to the big car. 

The M.M. driver waiting behind the wheel had the engine running. Doremus was helpless 
between two troopers in the back seat, and his powerlessness... he who had always so taken it for 
granted that in his dignity he was just slightly superior to laws and judges and policemen. 

He was unloaded, like a balky mule, at the jail entrance of the courthouse. He resolved that 
when he was led before Shad he would rebuke the scoundrel that he would not forget it. But Doremus 
was not taken into the courthouse. He was kicked toward a large truck—literally kicked, while he 
speculated, “Which is worse?—the physical pain, or the mental humiliation? Hell! Don’t be sophistical! 
It’s the pain in that hurts most!” 

From the unlighted interior a moan, “My God, not you too, Doremus!” It was the voice of 
Buck Titus, and with him as prisoners were Truman Webb and Dan Diaz. Dan was in handcuffs 
because he had fought so. 
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The four men felt the truck lurch away and were thrown against one another. Once Doremus 
spoke truthfully, “I don’t know how to tell you how sorry I am to have got you into this!” and once 
he lied, when Buck groaned, “Did they hurt the girls?” 

——— 
 
They must have ridden for three hours. Doremus was in such suffering that he fainted and 

woke to terror, drowsed and woke to his own helpless wailing. 
The truck stopped, the doors opened. He saw that they were on the one-time Dartmouth 

campus—headquarters now of the Corpo District Commissioner. 
That commissioner was his old acquaintance Frank Tasbrough! He would be released! They 

would be freed, all four! 
He came out of his sick fear like a shipwrecked man sighting an approaching boat. 
But he did not see Tasbrough. The M.M’s kicked him into a cell. He dropped on a wooden 

pallet with a straw pillow and was instantly asleep. 
When he came to, his face seemed frozen stiff. His coat was foul with the smell of vomit. He 

felt degraded, as though he had done something shameful. 
He found a dirt-clotted bowl coffee with a crust of bread. He vomited them. 
His door was violently opened and he was marched out into the corridor by two guards, just 

as he needed to go to the toilet. One guard seized him by his trim small beard and yanked it, laughing. 
“Always did want to see whether a billygoat whisker would pull out or not!” Doremus received a crack 
behind his ear from the other man, scolding, “Come on, goat! Want us to milk you? You look like a 
little Kike tailor——-” 

“Naw,” the other scoffed. “He’s some kind of newspaper editor.” 
Doremus was led to a dirty room where half-a-dozen prisoners were waiting. One was Buck 

Titus. Over one eye Buck had a slatternly bandage which had so loosened as to show that his forehead 
was cut to the bone. Buck managed to wink jovially. Doremus sobbed. 

Buck was led into the trial room just before him. The door closed. Doremus heard Buck cry 
out terribly, as though he had been wounded to death. The cry faded into a choked gasping. The man 
at the door snarled, “You’re NEXT!” 

Now he would face Tasbrough! 
But in the small room he was confused. Somehow he had expected a large courtroom—but 

there was only the Ensign who had arrested him yesterday, with an M.M. on either side of Doremus. 
The Ensign snapped, “Your name!”  
“You know it!” 
The guards beside Doremus hit him. “Your name?” 
“Doremus Jessup.”  
“You’re a Communist!”  
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“No I'm not!” 
“Twenty-five lashes.” 
Not believing, Doremus was dragged across the room into a cellar. A long wooden table was 

dark with dry blood. The guards tore off his shirt, flung it on the sticky floor. They threw him face 
downward on the long table and lashed him with a steel fishing rod. Each stroke cut into the flesh of 
his back until he passed out. 

They awakened him twice during the night to demand, “You’re a Communist, admit it! We’re 
going to beat the tar out of you until you do!” 

Though he was sicker than he had ever been in his life, he was also angrier, snarling “No.” But 
on the third beating he savagely wondered if “No” was the right answer. 

The headquarters doctor was a sporty-looking. He yawned at the guards, “Better cut out the 
lashes or this f----- will pass out on you.” 

Doremus raised his head from the table to gasp, “You call yourself a doctor, and you associate 
with these murderers?” 

“Oh, shut up, you little f---! Traitors like you deserve to be beaten to death—and maybe you 
will be, but I think the boys ought to save you for the trial! Go to it, boys,” as he ambled away, 
humming. 

For three nights he was questioned and lashed—once by guards who complained of the 
inhuman callousness of their officers in making them work so late. 

He almost broke down when the Ensign declared that Buck Titus had confessed their illegal 
propaganda. He didn't listen. He told himself, “No! Buck would die before he’d confess anything.” 

The Ensign cooed, “Now if you’ll just have the sense to copy your friend Titus and tell us 
who’s in the conspiracy besides him and you and Diaz and Webb, we’ll let you go. We know the whole 
plot! Now who else was there?” 

Doremus did not answer.  
“Ten lashes,” said the Ensign. 

——— 

 
He was forced out for half an hour’s walk every afternoon. Fifty prisoners marched round the 

courtyard senselessly. He passed Buck Titus. To salute him would have meant a blow from the guards. 
They greeted each other with quick eyelids. 

He saw Dan Diaz. With his crushed nose and his flattened ear, he looked as though he had 
been pounded by a prizefighter. Doremus tried to get information about Dan from a handsome young 
guard. 

“Oh, your friend Diaz? He thinks he can lick his weight in wildcats!” 
Doremus thought that night he heard Dan wailing. The next morning he learned Dan had 

hanged himself in his cell. 
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——— 
 
Then, unexpectedly, Doremus was taken into a room, this time a large former English 

classroom turned into a court. 
But it wasn't Frank Tasbrough on the bench, nor any Military Judge, but the great new 

Provincial Commissioner, Effingham Swan. 
Swan was looking at Doremus’s article about him as Doremus was led up to stand before the 

bench. He spoke—no longer the airy Rhodes Scholar who had sported with Doremus once like a boy 
pulling the wings off flies. 

Harshly, “Jessup, do you plead guilty to seditious activities?”  
“Why—” Doremus looked helplessly about. 
“Commissioner Tasbrough!” called Swan. 
So at last Doremus saw his boyhood playmate. 
Tasbrough looked at Doremus directly as he spoke his piece. “Your Excellency, it gives me 

great pain to have to expose this man, Jessup, whom I’ve known all my life. I warned him. But he 
went about everywhere bashing the Chief—I’ve heard him do so myself.” 

“That’s enough. Thanks. County Commissioner Ledue, is it or is it not true that the man Jessup 
tried to persuade you to join a violent plot against me?” 

But Shad mumbled, “It’s true.” 
Swan crackled, “Gentlemen, I think that that, plus the evidence contained in the prisoner’s 

own manuscript, which I hold here, is sufficient testimony. Prisoner, if it weren’t for your age and 
senility—As it is, I sentence you to be held in concentration camp for a minimum of seventeen years.” 

Doremus calculated rapidly. He was sixty-two now. He would be seventy-nine then. He never 
would see freedom again. “I also sentence you to death by firing squad, but I suspend that sentence—
only until such time as you may be caught trying to escape! And I hope you’ll have lots and lots of 
time in prison, Jessup, to think about how clever you were in this entrancing article you wrote about 
me!” He ended with a suggestion to the guards: “And twenty lashes!” 

Two minutes later he lay trying to bite at the stained wood of the whipping-table; and he could 
hear the whish of the steel fishing rod as a guard playfully tried it out in the air before bringing it down 
across the crisscross wounds of his raw back. 

——— 

 
Chapter 31 

 
As the prison van approached the concentration camp at Trianon, the last light of afternoon 

caressed the thick birch and maples and poplars up on Mount Faithful. The valley was left in cold 
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shadow. In his seat, gravely wounded, Doremus drooped in listlessness. 
——— 

 
The prim Georgian buildings of the girls' school were ravaged. The grounds seemed to have 

been gouged by a flood. Marble doorsteps had been taken away. Windows were smashed. The camp 
was surrounded by barbed wire. 

Every room except that of the Superintendent Cowlick was smeared with filth. His office was 
merely dreary and scented with whisky. 

Cowlick saved Doremus’s life for a while. He let him lie for a month in a stuffy hospital and 
have actual beef in his daily stew. The prison doctor, a decayed old drunkard, was good-natured 
enough when sober. At last he permitted Doremus to have Dr. Marcus Olmsted in from Fort Beulah, 
and for the first time in four weeks Doremus had news of the world beyond prison. 

Dr. Olmsted dared speak to him only a moment because the prison doctor stayed in the 
hospital ward all the while, tending to whip-scarred patients. Olmsted sat on the edge of his cot, with 
its foul blankets, unwashed for months, and muttered rapidly: 

“Quick! Listen! Don’t talk! Mrs. Jessup and your two girls are all right—they’re scared, but not 
arrested. Lorinda Pike is all right. Your grandson David looks fine— though I'm afraid he’ll grow up 
a Corpo. Buck Titus is alive at a concentration camp near Woodstock. Our N.U. cell at Fort Beulah 
is doing what it can—no publishing, but we forward information—we get a lot from Julian Falck—
great joke: he’s been promoted to M.M. Squad-Leader! Mary and Sissy and Father Perez are helping 
send refugees to Canada. We carry on. It hurts to see you looking like a ghost, Doremus. But you’ll 
pull through. You’ve strong for a little cuss! Bye!” 

——— 
 
Doremus wasn’t permitted to see Dr. Olmsted again, but it was probably Olmsted’s influence 

that got him, when he was dismissed from the hospital, a desirable job as sweeper of cells and 
corridors, cleaner of lavatories and scrubber of toilets, instead of working in the woods gang up Mount 
Faithful. Old men who sank under the weight of the logs were hammered to death by guards under 
the sadistic Ensign when Captain Cowlick wasn't looking. 

Doremus was a conscientious toilet-cleaner. He didn’t like the work, but he took pride in his 
skillful scrubbing, and satisfaction in lessening a little the wretchedness of his imprisoned comrades 
by giving them clean floors. 

——— 
 
Bourgeois pride was so gone out of him that he was flattered, a little thrilled, when he was 

universally called “Doremus” and not “Mr. Jessup” by farmer and workman and truck-driver and plain 
hobos; when they thought enough of his courage to regard him as almost as good as their own virile 
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selves. 
Karl Pascal mocked him. “I told you so, Doremus! You’ll be a Communist yet!”  
“I’m a great optimist, Karl. I still hope America may someday rise up!” 
As sweeper and scrubber, Doremus had chances for gossip. So many of his fellow prisoners 

were acquaintances. Karl Pascal, Henry Veeder, Victor Loveland, and Louis Rotenstern, who looked 
like a corpse, had become intimates. Together they had more arrogance of utter courage than anyone 
else still alive in the prison. 

Doremus shared with five other men a cell twelve feet by ten feet, which a prep-school girl 
had once considered outrageously confined. Here they slept, ate, washed, played cards, read, and 
listened as Captain Cowlick preached to them every Sunday morning to turn them into Corpos. Their 
only way of washing, except for a fortnightly shower, was with a dirty shirt dipped in the one basin of 
cold water for six men. 

None of them complained much. They got used to sleeping in human stench, to eating stews 
that left them hungry, to having no more dignity or freedom than monkeys in a cage. It left in them a 
murderous hatred so that they, men of peace all of them, would gladly have hanged every Corpo. 

His cell mates were Karl Pascal, Henry Veeder, a Boston architect, four farm hands, and a 
dope fiend who only real crime had been poverty. 

——— 
 

The worst torture to Doremus, aside from the agony of floggings, was the waiting. 
The Waiting. It became as tangible as Bread or Water. How long would he be in? Night and 

day, asleep and awake, he saw by his bunk the figure of Waiting, a gray, foul ghost. 
Would Swan amuse himself by having Doremus taken out and shot? He didn't care much 

now. 
Besides Waiting, one other ghost hung about them—the notion of Escaping. They whispered 

in the cell at night. When to escape. How to escape. To sneak off through the bushes when they were 
out with the woods gang? To cut through the bars on their cell window and drop and not be seen by 
the patrols? But they had to discuss it cautiously for there were stool pigeons all over the prison. 

This was hard for Doremus to conceive. He could not understand a man’s betraying his 
companions. He didn’t believe it until Clifford Little betrayed to the guards Henry Veeder's plan to 
escape in a hay wagon. Henry was properly dealt with. Little was released. 

——— 
 
Each prisoner was permitted one visitor every two weeks and, in sequence, Doremus saw 

Emma, Mary, Sissy, and David. With M.M’s listening, Doremus heard nothing more from then than 
a fluttering, “We’re all fine—we hear Buck is all right—we hear Lorinda is doing fine in her new tea 
room.” And there were letters—all heavily censored. 
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——— 
 
He had little known Karl Pascal, yet now the argumentative Marxian was his nearest friend. 

Doremus was afraid that Karl would be taken out and shot until he discovered that he needn't worry. 
Karl had been in jail before. He was a trained agitator. He had ferreted out so many scandals about 
the financial and sexual shenanigans of every one of the guards that they were afraid he might tattle 
to the firing-squad. They brought him little presents of chewing tobacco and Canadian newspapers. 

Aras Dilley was transferred from Fort Beulah to the position of guard at Trianon. Aras, jumped 
at the sight of Karl and began to look pious and kind. He had known Karl before! 

——— 
 
From the dirty window of his cell Doremus saw horrors enough. 
One radiant September morning, he saw the firing-squad marching out his cousin, Henry 

Veeder, who had tried to escape. Henry had been a granite monolith of a man. Now he stooped, and 
toward death he walked with dragging feet. His face was smeared from the cow dung into which they 
had flung him for his last slumber. 

As they tramped, the Ensign, halted Henry, laughed at him, and kicked him in the groin. 
They lifted him up. Three minutes later Doremus heard a ripple of shots. Another three 

minutes the squad came back bearing on an old door a twisted clay figure with vacant open eyes. Then 
Doremus cried aloud. 

——— 
 
But one thing worse he was to see through the accursed window. The guards drove in Julian 

Falck, in torn uniform, and Julian’s grandfather, so fragile, so silvery, so bewildered and terrified in his 
muddied clerical robes. 

He saw them kicked across the quadrangle into a building once devoted to music and dancing, 
devoted now to torture. 

Not for two weeks did he have a chance, at exercise hour, to speak for a moment to Julian, 
who muttered, “They caught me writing some inside dope about M.M. graft. It was to have gone to 
Sissy. Thank God, nothing on it to show who it was for!” Doremus saw that his eyes were hopeless. 

Julian, the first spy among the M.M’s who had been caught in the Fort Beulah region, was too 
good a subject of sport to be wastefully shot at once. He was kept as an example. Often Doremus saw 
the guards kick him across the quadrangle to the whipping room and he could hear Julian’s shrieks 
afterward. He was kept in in an open barred den on an ordinary corridor, so that passing inmates 
could peep in and see him, welts across his naked back, huddled on the floor, whimpering like a beaten 
dog. 

Doremus saw Julian’s grandfather stealing a soggy hunk of bread from a garbage can, and 
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fiercely chewing at it. 
——— 

 
Despite his anguish, Doremus was almost recovered from his beatings by late September. He 

began to believe that he might live for another ten years until the Ensign awoke Doremus, struck him 
in his mouth, and Doremus instantly sank again into inhuman groveling. 

He was dragged into Captain Cowlick's office. 
The Captain was courtly. “Mr. Jessup, we have information that you were connected with Julian 

Falck’s treachery. He has broken down and confessed. We must make a warning of young Mr. Falck, 
and so if you will tell us all you know, we shall hold it in your favor. How would you like to have a 
nice bedroom to sleep in, all by yourself?” 

A quarter hour later Doremus was still swearing that he knew nothing whatever of any 
“subversive activities” on the part of Julian. 

Captain Cowlick said, testily, “Well, since you refuse to respond to our generosity, I must leave 
you, I’m afraid. Be gentle with him, Ensign.” 

“Yes sir. Jessup, you’re smart. No use your trying to protect this boy Falck, because we’ve got 
enough on him to execute him anyway. So it won’t be hurting him any if you give us a few more details 
about his treason.” 

Doremus said nothing.  
“Going to talk?” Doremus shook his head. 
“All right, then. Bring in the guy that squealed on Jessup!” 
Doremus expected the guard to fetch Julian, but it was Julian’s grandfather who wavered into 

the room. In his torn coat, he was blinking with sleepiness. 
The Ensign said cheerfully to the two elders, “Well, now, you boys better get some sense into 

your old brains, and then we can all have some sleep. Why don’t you two be honest, now that you’ve 
each confessed that the other was a traitor?” 

“What?” marveled Doremus. 
“Sure! Old Falck here says you carried his grandson's pieces to the Vermont Vigilance. Come 

on—” 
“I have confessed nothing. I have nothing to confess,” said the Reverend Falck. 
The Ensign screamed, “Will you shut up!” He knocked Falck to the floor and kicked him in 

the side with a heavy boot, jeering, “Well, you old bastard, you're on your knees, so let’s hear you 
pray!” 

“I shall!” 
In agony the Reverend Falck raised his head, straightened his shoulders, held up trembling 

hands, and with such sweetness in his voice as Doremus had once heard in it when men were human, 
he cried, “Father, Thou hast forgiven so long! Forgive them not but curse them, for they know what 
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they do!” He tumbled forward, and Doremus knew that he would never hear that voice again. 
——— 

 

Shad Ledue, back in his hotel suite, reflected that he was getting a dirty deal. He had been sent 
more traitors to concentration camps than any other county commissioner in the province, yet he had 
not been promoted. 

It was late; he was just back from a dinner given by Frank Tasbrough in honor of Effington 
Swan. 

Shad felt discontented. All those damned snobs trying to show off! Talking at dinner about a 
show in New York—Callin’ Stalin, written by Sarason and Macgoblin. They paid no attention to Shad 
when he told his funny story about the stuck-up preacher in Fort Beulah, the Reverend Falck, whom 
Shad had arrested right in his own church! 

He was lonely. 
Tasbrough still ignored him. He was lonely for Sissy Jessup. 
Since her dad had been sent to Trianon, Shad didn't seem able to get her to come around to 

his rooms. 
He was crazy about her. Why, he’d be almost willing to marry her, if he couldn’t get her any 

other way! But when he had hinted as much, she just laughed at him! 
When he was a hired man, he thought, that there was a lot more fun in being rich and famous. 
But he didn’t feel one bit different now! Funny! 

——— 

 
Chapter 32 

 
Dr. Lionel Adams, B.A. of Yale, PhD of Chicago, Black, had been a journalist at the time of 

Buzz Windrip’s election, professor of anthropology in Howard University. As with all his colleagues, 
his professorship was taken over by a white man without training. 

Dr. Adams traveled over the country preaching to his people that they must be “realistic,” and 
make what future they could. 

Near Burlington, Vermont, was a small colony of Blacks—truck farmers, gardeners, 
craftsmen, mostly descended from slaves who escaped to Canada by the Underground Railway but 
who loved America and returned in the late 1860s. From the colony came generations of young people 
had gone to the cities and studied to become nurses, doctors, and merchants. 

Professor Adams addressed the colony, encouraging the young members to seek improvement 
within their own souls rather than in mere social superiority. 

Shad Ledue was sent to censor the lecture. Dr. Adams had the nerve to try to sling English 
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just as good as Shad himself. And the bum was wearing a tuxedo! 
So when Adams claimed that there were good poets and teachers and even doctors and 

engineers among the Blacks, Shad signaled his squad and arrested Adams in the midst of his lecture. 
shouting him “You Goddamn dirty, ignorant mother------” 

Dr. Adams was taken to the Trianon concentration camp. The other prisoners seemed to like 
him. So the Ensign placed him in a solitary cell. 

——— 
 
The greatest single shock that came to the Trianon camp was in November 1938, when there 

appeared the newest prisoner, Shad Ledue. 
It was Shad who was responsible for nearly half of them being there. 
The prisoners whispered that Frank Tasbrough had had him charged—officially for graft; 

unofficially because he failed to share enough with Tasbrough. 
Now came the question of how they would murder Shad now that they could. 

——— 
 
Shad was housed by himself in a single cell, and every evening he was permitted to spend two 

hours in the officers' mess room. 
Doremus begged the plotters against Shad to restrain themselves. 
“Good Lord, Doremus, do you mean that after all we’ve gone through that you still believe in 

the sanctity of a life of hog meat like Ledue?” demanded Karl Pascal. 
“Well, yes, I do—a little. I know that Shad came from a family of twelve underfed brats up on 

Mount Terror. But more important than that, I don’t believe assassination is an effective means of 
fighting despots. The blood of the tyrants is the seed—” 

“Are you taking a cue from me and quoting doctrine when it’s the time for liquidation?” said 
Karl. “This tyrant's going to lose a lot of blood!” 

Karl demanded of his cell mates, a different set now than at Doremus’s arrival, “Shall we get 
rid of Ledue?” 

Joshua Jefferson, Truman Webb, each of them nodded, slowly, without feeling. 
——— 

 
At exercise hour, one prisoner stumbled, with a cry, knocked over another man, and loudly 

apologized—at the barred entrance of Shad Ledue’s cell. The accident made a knot collect before the 
cell. Doremus, on the edge of it, saw Shad looking out, his wide face blank with fear. 

Someone, somehow, had lit and thrown into Shad’s cell a wad of waste, soaked with gasoline. 
It caught the thin wallboard. The whole room quickly looked like a furnace. Shad was screaming, as 
he beat at his sleeves, his shoulders. 
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When they got Shad out, he was dead. He had no face at all. 
——— 

 
There were offers of complete pardon for anyone who would betray the man who had thrown 

the burning waste into Shad’s cell. It was followed by offers from the prisoners that anyone who tattled 
wouldn't live to get out. So, as Doremus predicted, they all suffered more than Shad’s death had been 
worth. 

A court of special inquiry was convened, with Effingham Swan presiding. Ten prisoners, one 
out of every twenty in the camp, were chosen by lot and shot. Among them was Professor Victor 
Loveland, his slick tow-colored hair parted in the middle as he looked straight at the firing-squad. 

Suspects like Julian Falck were tortured more often. 
——— 

 
Chapter 33 

 
Sissy was certain that her sister Mary had gone mad. Sissy herself was changed, so thin and 

quiet ever since her Julian had been taken away. 
Mary Greenhill took over control of the Fort Beulah cell of the New Underground. But with 

so many arrests, the cell was small and she was limited in what she could do. 
The demon within her ever since her husband was executed had grown. 
At home, she was irritated by her mother, who lamented hardly more about Doremus’s jailing 

than she did about the beloved little tables that had been smashed during his arrest. 
Mary wanted to kill Shad Ledue. She was fed-up with the cautiousness of Dr. Olmsted and 

Father Perez. She stormed at them. Why didn’t they go out and do something? 
But it was the blasts about the great Effingham Swan's roaring success that elevated her sights. 

She decided to kill Swan. Even more than Shad (who had not yet been sent to Trianon), she blamed 
Swan for Fowler's fate. 

She thought it out calmly. 
——— 

 
 
Mary came to see Doremus and, in another camp, Buck Titus, in October. She murmured to 

each of them, “If anything happens to me, when you get out you’ll take care of David—won’t you?” 
She casually kissed David, Emma and Sissy good-bye and went off to Albany, capital of the 

Northeastern Province. The story was that she needed a change and was going to stay with Fowler’s 
sister. 
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She did stay with her sister-in-law—just long enough to get her bearings. Two days after her 
arrival, she went to the new Albany training-field of the Corpo Women's Flying Corps and enlisted 
for lessons in aviation and bombing. 

When the inevitable war should come, she would be among the best women flyers of the 
Corpos. The old-fashioned rights granted to women might be taken from them, but never had they 
had more right to die in battle. 

While she was learning, she wrote to her family reassuringly—mostly postcards to David, 
bidding him to mind his grandmother. 

She moved into a lively boarding-house, filled with M.M. officers who talked about the 
frequent inspection trips of Commissioner Swan. 

Mary had driven a car since she had been fifteen. She had an accurate eye and the resolute 
steadiness of a madman evading notice while he plots death. After ten hours of instruction, she made 
her first solo flight. The instructor said that she had no fear, and that the one thing she needed for 
mastery was a dash of fear. 

——— 
 
Meantime she was an obedient student in bombing class. She was particularly interested in a 

certain hand grenade. You pulled out the safety pin, held a lever, and tossed. Five seconds after the 
lever was loosened, the grenade exploded and killed a lot of people. It had never been used from 
planes, but it might be worth trying, thought Mary. 

Mary took her sixth solo flight on a November morning, gray and quiet under snow clouds. 
She patted her plane, a new and very fast military machine, meant for both pursuit and quick bombings. 

At the field, Effingham Swan was boarding his cabin plane for a flight to New England. He 
was a tall, distinguished, military-looking dignitary in a masterfully simple blue serge suit with a light 
flying-helmet. A dozen yes-men buzzed about him—secretaries, bodyguards, a chauffeur, a couple of 
commissioners—smiles on their faces, wriggling with gratitude to him for permitting them to exist. 

He mounted the steps to the cabin, and the door of the vice-regal coach closed on the 
Commissioner and his sta 

It was said that in his plane Swan had a desk that had belonged to Hitler. 
To Mary, who had just lifted herself up into the cockpit, a mechanic cried, admiringly pointing 

after Swan's plane as it lurched forward, “Gee, what a grand guy that is—Boss Swan, on his way to 
see the Chief!” 

“Wouldn’t it be awful if somebody took a shot at Mr. Swan and the Chief? Might change all 
history,” Mary shouted down. 

“No chance of that! See those guards of his? They could block a whole regiment!” 
“I guess that’s so. Nothing but God shooting down from heaven could reach Mr. Swan.”  
“Ha, ha! That’s good! A couple days ago I heard where a fellow was saying he figured out God 
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had gone to sleep.” 
“Maybe it’s time for Him to wake up!” said Mary. 
Her plane had a top speed of two hundred and eighty-five miles an hour—Swan's golden 

chariot had but two hundred and thirty. She was soon flying above and a little behind him. His cabin 
plane, which had seemed huge as the Queen Mary when she had looked up at its wing-spread on the 
ground, now seemed small as a white dove. 

She drew from the pockets of her flying-jacket the three hand grenades she had managed to 
steal from the school yesterday afternoon. She hadn’t been able to get away with any heavier bomb. 
For the first time she shuddered. 

“Better get it over before I go ladylike,” she sighed, and dived at the cabin plane. 
No doubt her coming was unwelcome. Neither Death nor Mary Greenhill had made a formal 

engagement with Effingham Swan that morning. In his dozen offices, in his marble home, on the 
reviewing-stand, he was guarded with steel. He couldn’t be approached by vulgarians like Mary 
Greenhill except in the air. 

——— 
 
Three times Mary maneuvered above his plane and dropped a grenade. Each time it missed. 
The cabin plane was descending, to land, and the guards were shooting up at her. “Oh well!” 

she said, and dived bluntly at a bright metal wing. 
In her last seconds she wished she had spent more time with David the last few months. 
The crash was appalling. It came just as she was patting her parachute and rising to leap out 

too late. All she saw was an insane whirligig of smashed wings and huge engines that seemed to have 
been hurled up into her face. 

——— 

 
Chapter 34 

 
Before he was arrested, Julian he had warned four suspects to escape to Canada. He had had 

to assist in several floggings. He trembled and the others laughed at him. He made his blows 
suspiciously light. 

At the end of September Sissy saw Julian suddenly arrested. 
She was watching a review of M.M’s on the Green. She detested the M.M. uniform, but that 

didn’t dampen her pride in seeing Julian so trim and shiny, commanding his minor army of ten. 
While the company stood at rest, County Commissioner Shad Ledue dashed up in a large car, 

sprang up, strode to Julian, and bellowed, “This guy—this man is a traitor!” Shad struck him in the 
face, and turned him over to his private gunmen. 



It Can’t Happen Here / Condensed 12/2022 122 
 

——— 
 

She was not allowed to see Julian at Trianon. She could learn nothing save that he had not yet 
been executed. 

When Mary was killed and buried as a military heroine, Philip came bumbling up from his 
Massachusetts judicial circuit. He shook his head a great deal and pursed his lips. 

“I swear,” he said to Emma and Sissy—”I'm almost tempted to think that both Father and 
Mary have a touch of madness in them. There must be a strain of madness somewhere in our family. 
Thank God I have escaped it!—I hate to say it, Sissy, but I’ve often thought you had a dangerous 
tendency to be thoughtless and selfish. Now that Mary has passed on, you should just close up this 
big house or try to rent it. Mother, I want Davy and you to come live with us in Worcester, 
immediately. As for you, Sissy, you are entirely welcome, but perhaps you would prefer to do 
something livelier, such as joining the Women’s Corpo Auxiliary—” 

He was, Sissy raged, so damned kind to everybody! She couldn’t even stir herself to insult him 
much. She found that he had brought David an M.M. uniform, and David put it on and paraded about 
shouting “Hail Windrip!” 

She phoned Lorinda Pike and told Philip that she was going to help Lorinda with her tea room 
in Beecher Falls. Emma and David went off to Worcester. Sissy stayed to get the house rented. Mrs. 
Candy was going to open her bakery. Before she left, she made for Sissy all the exotic dishes that only 
Sissy and Doremus cared for, and they cheerfully dined together in the kitchen. 

So it was Shad’s time to swoop. 
He came calling on her, in November. Never had she hated him so much. 
He grunted, “Your boyfriend Jule, that thought he was so cute.! He'll never bother you again!” 

“He's not so bad. Let's forget him Shall I play you something on the piano?” 
——— 

 
“Sure. Shoot. I always did like high-class music,” said the refined Commissioner, lolling on a 

couch, putting his heels up on a damask chair. 
She played for just five minutes before he forgot that he was now refined. “Oh, cut the crap 

and come sit down!” 
She stayed on the piano stool. What would she do if Shad became violent? There was no Julian 

to rescue her. Then she remembered Mrs. Candy, in the kitchen, and was content. 
“What the heck you snickering at?” said Shad. 
“Oh—I was just thinking about that story about how the Reverend Falck bleated when you 

arrested him!” 
“Yeah. Old Reverend blatted like a goat!” 
(Could she kill him? Would it be wise to kill him? Had Mary meant to kill Swan? Would they 
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be harder on Julian and her father if she killed Shad?) 
He was yawning, “Well, Sis, how about you and me taking a little trip to New York? See some 

high life. I’ll get the best hotel in town, and we'll take in some shows—I hear this Callin' Stalin is hot—
and I’ll buy you some honest-to-God champagne! And then if we find we like each other enough, I'm 
willing for us, if you are, to get hitched!” 

“But Shad! We could never live on your salary. I mean, the Corpos ought to pay you better— 
even better than they do.” 

“Listen, baby! I ain't going to have to get along on any miserable salary the rest of my life! 
Believe me, I'm going to be a millionaire before very long!” 

As County Commissioner he had not merely been bribed by small business owners for 
protection against the M.M’s. He had actually gone into partnership with them, promising them larger 
M.M. orders. He had secret contracts with these merchants all written, signed and tucked away in his 
office safe. 

Sissy got rid of him that evening by being difficult, while letting him assume that his conquest 
of her wouldn't take more than three more days. She cried furiously after he left—in the arms of Mrs. 
Candy, who put away a butcher knife that Sissy suspected she'd ready to use all evening. 

The next morning Sissy drove to see Frank Tasbrough about the interesting documents Shad 
had in his safe. She never saw Shad Ledue again. 

She was sick about his being killed. She was sick about all killing. She found no heroism but 
only barbaric bestiality. But she knew she would be willing to do it again. 

Sissy hastened to Beecher Falls and Lorinda Pike. 
Father Perez took charge of what was left of the N.U. cell, merely saying that he was fed-up 

with the whole business and was going back to Mexico. 
He’d been saying that for two years. 

——— 
 
 
Sissy was relieved when Lorinda received her as an adult. 
They talked in Lorinda’s new tea room, in an aged house that was now empty of guests for the 

winter except for the constant presence of refugees. 
Lorinda, knitting, made her first mention of the dead Mary. “I suppose your sister intended to 

kill Swan?” 
“I don’t know. The Corpos didn’t seem to think so. They gave her a big military funeral.” 
“Well, of course, they don’t want assassinations talked about and lionized and maybe become 

a habit. I agree with your father. I think that, in many cases, assassinations are really a mistake in tactics. 
Oh, by the way, Sissy, I think I’m going to get your father out of concentration camp.” 

“What?” 
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Lorinda was as business-like as ordering eggs. 
“Yes. I tried everything. Nothing doing. They want to keep Doremus in. But that rat, Aras 

Dilley, is at Trianon as a guard now. I’m bribing him to help your father escape. We’ll have him here 
for Christmas and sneak him into Canada.” 

“Oh!” said Sissy. 
——— 

 
A few days afterward, reading a coded New Underground telegram, Lorinda shrieked, “Sissy! 

All hell has broken loose! In Washington! Lee Sarason has deposed Buzz Windrip and grabbed the 
dictatorship!” 

“Oh!” said Sissy. 
——— 

 
Chapter 35 

 
In his two years as dictator, Buzz Windrip wanted more power. He was angry that Mexico and 

Canada and South America (obviously his own property, by manifest destiny) showed no willingness 
to become part of his empire. So rude of them! 

And daily he wanted louder “Yeses” from everybody about him. Anyone who didn't constantly 
stroke his ego he suspected of plotting against him. He distrusted all his bodyguards and discharged 
them en masse. In all the world he had no companion except Lee Sarason, and perhaps Macgoblin, to 
whom he could easily talk. 

He felt lonely. He wanted to shuck off the duties of despotism. His cabinet begged him not 
to clown in barrooms. It was not dignified. 

So he played poker with his bodyguards late at night and at times drank too much, and he 
cursed them and glared with bulging eyes whenever he lost. His guards let him win because he was a 
vindictive loser. 

All the while he loved the American People and planned to do something historic. Certainly! 
He would give each family that $5,000 as soon as he could arrange it. 

——— 
 
Lee Sarason was beguiling officials to consider him the real master of Corpoism. He kept his 

promises to them, while Windrip always forgot. His office door became the door of ambition. In 
Washington, the reporters spoke of Windrip’s Cabinet as “Sarason men.” He persuaded judges to look 
at things reasonably. 

Sarason knew the ways industrial barons used arrests by the M.M’s to get rid of “trouble- 
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makers,” particularly of “Jewish radicals.” 
Sarason got photographed shaking hands with the celebrated Black Fundamentalist clergyman. 

He publicized the Sarason Prizes for the Blacks, with the fastest time in floor-scrubbing, and the 
longest periods of work without taking a vacation. 

“No danger of our good friends, the Blacks, turning Red when they’re encouraged like that,” 
Sarason announced to the newspapers. 

It was a satisfaction to Sarason that in Germany, all military bands were now playing the 
national song he and Macgoblin had composed. 

——— 
 
Buzz Windrip worried about the moods of Lee Sarason. The diabolic Macgoblin frightened 

him. It was Lee Sarason on whom he depended, and Lee with whom he had gone fishing and boozing 
and once, even, murdering. Lee’s smile was a veil, not a revelation. 

——— 
 
It was to discipline Lee, with the hope of bringing him back, that Buzz shuffled his cabinet, 

took back one of Lee Sarason's titles, giving Colonel Dewey Haik the position of High Marshal of the 
M.M’s, From Lee he expected an explosion, then repentance and a new friendship. But Lee only said, 
coldly, “Very well, if you wish.” 

Just how could he get Lee to be a good boy and come play with him again? wistfully wondered 
the man who planned to be emperor of the world. 

He gave Lee a thousand-dollar television set. Even more coldly did Lee thank him. 
Buzz began to wonder whether Dewey Haik might be his new confidant. He would hate to 

throw Lee into prison, but Lee was so thoughtless about hurting his feelings, when he’d gone and 
done so much for him and all! 

Buzz was confused. He was the more confused when Perley Beecroft came in and said that 
he was sick of all this bloodshed and was going home to the farm. 

Were these national disagreements no different from squabbles in his father’s drugstore? 
fretted Buzz. 

He couldn’t very well have Beecroft shot. It might cause criticism. 
——— 

 
Secretary of State Sarason was saying good-night to President Windrip in the hotel suite where 

Windrip really lived. 
No newspaper had dared mention it, but Buzz was both bothered by the stateliness of the 

White House and frightened by the number of Reds and cranks and anti-Corpos who tried to sneak 
into that historic mansion and murder him. 
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He liked his hotel suite. He preferred straight bourbon and deep leather chairs to Burgundy 
and Louis Quinze. His twelve-room apartment occupied the entire tenth floor of the hotel. He had a 
plain bedroom, a huge living room that was his office, and a closet with thirty-seven suits of clothes. 
Buzz might come home in a dazzling suit, but, once safe, he liked to put on his red Morocco slippers 
and display his red suspenders. 

The other ten rooms of the suite were filled night and day with guards. 
——— 

 
“What do you think of having Colonel Luthorne come back to help Dewey Haik in the War 

Department? He’s pretty good on details.” 
For once, Sarason looked embarrassed. 
“Why, uh—I thought you knew. Luthorne was liquidated in the purge ten days ago.” 
“Good God! Luthorne killed? Why didn’t I know?” 
“It was thought better to keep it quiet. He was a pretty popular man. But dangerous. Always 

talking about Abraham Lincoln!”  
——— 

 
“I never know anything about what’s going on! Why, even the newspaper clippings are 

predigested before I see them!” 
“It’s thought better not to bother you with minor details, boss. You know that! Of course, if 

you feel I haven’t organized your staff correctly—” 
“Aw now, don’t fly off the handle, Lee! I just meant—Of course I know how hard you’ve tried 

to protect me. But Luthorne—I kind of liked him. He always had quite a funny line when we played 
poker.” Buzz Windrip felt lonely, as once a Shad Ledue had felt, in a hotel suite that differed from 
Buzz’s only in being smaller. 

To forget it Buzz bellowed brightly, “Lee, do you ever wonder what’ll happen in the future?” 
“Why, I think you and I may have mentioned it.” 
“Just think of what might happen in the future, Lee! We may be able to pull off a North 

American kingdom! How’d you like to be Duke of Georgia—or Grand Duke? And then how about 
an Empire of North and South America? I might make you a king under me, say King of Mexico. 
How’d you like that?” 

“Be very amusing,” said Lee mechanically—as Lee always said the same thing, mechanically 
whenever Buzz talked nonsense. 

“But you got to stick by me and not forget all I’ve done for you, Lee.” 
“I never forget anything! By the way, we ought to liquidate Perley Beecroft, too. He’s still 

technically Vice President of the United States, and if he got you killed, he might be regarded by 
literalists as President!” 
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“No, no! He’s my friend, no matter what he says about me!” wailed Buzz. 
“All right. You’re the boss.,” said Lee, and he returned to his hideaway in Georgetown, the 

stateliest neighborhood in Washington D.C. 
——— 

 
At a cabinet meeting, late in 1938, Secretary of State Sarason revealed disturbing news. Vice 

President Beecroft—and hadn’t he told them the man should have been shot?—had fled to Canada, 
renounced Corpoism, and joined Walt Trowbridge. There were bubbles from almost boiling rebellions 
in the Minnesota and the Dakotas. Agitators were demanding that their states secede and form a 
country of their own. 

“Just a lot of f------ wind bags!” jeered President Windrip. “Why Lee! I thought you were 
supposed to be the man who keeps up on everything that goes on! I made a special radio address to 
that part of the country last week! And I got a wonderful reaction. The Middle Westerners are loyal 
to me. They appreciate what I’ve been trying to do!” 

Not answering him at all, Sarason demanded that Windrip declare war on Mexico. Haik and 
Macgoblin agreed. Only Attorney General Porkwood shook his head. 

——— 
 
Macgoblin urged, in this age of planned propaganda, a modern government like theirs must 

figure out what brand of war they had to sell and plan the selling-campaign. He would be willing to 
leave the whole set-up to the advertising genius of Lee Sarason. 

“No, no!” cried Windrip. “We’re not ready for a war! Of course, we’ll take Mexico someday. 
It’s our destiny to control it and Christianize it. But I’m scared that your Goddamn scheme might 
backfire. You put guns into the hands of too many folks, and they might turn against you and start a 
revolution and throw out the whole damn gang of us! No! I’ve often wondered if the whole Minute 
Men business, with their arms and training, might be a mistake. That was your idea, Lee, not mine!” 

Sarason spoke evenly, “My dear Buzz, one day you thank me for originating that ‘great crusade 
of citizen soldiers defending their homes’—as you love to call it on the radio—and the next day you’re 
so scared of them. Make up your mind!” 

Sarason walked out of the room, not bowing. 
Windrip complained, “I’m not going to stand for Lee’s talking to me like that! Why, the dirty 

double-crosser, I made him! One of these days, he’ll find a new secretary of state around this joint!” 
——— 

President Windrip, in his hotel bedroom, was awakened late at night by the voice of a guard 
in the outer room: “Yeah, sure, let him pass—he’s the Secretary of State.” Nervously the President 
clicked on his bedside lamp. 

In the glow he saw Sarason, Haik and Macgoblin march to the side of his bed. Lee’s deep- 
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buried eyes were those of a sleepwalker. His skinny right hand held a bowie knife that, as his hand 
rose, was lost in the dimness. Windrip thought, Good God, I’m going to be killed! 

He cried out, “Lee! You couldn’t do that to me!” Lee grunted. 
“Lee! Do you remember I gave you my last cent for you to go see your dying mother? ...that I 

hitch-hiked to my next meeting!” 
Sarason rasped, “We’ll stick him on a destroyer to France. We’ll kill him if he ever dares to 

come back to the States. Take him out and call the Secretary of the Navy to handle it, will you?” 
“Very well, sir,” said Dewey Haik, even less pleasantly. 
It had been easy. The troops, who obeyed Dewey Haik as Secretary of War, occupied all of 

Washington D.C. 
Ten days later Buzz Windrip was in Paris. Buzz chuckled, for during his two years of despotism 

he had sent four million dollars abroad, to secret accounts. He was soon so forgotten that only four 
or five American students tried to shoot him. He became the sort of minor hero of tragedy, like the 
ex-King of Greece. 

The more dulcetly they had once flattered Buzz, the more ardently did most of his former 
followers turn in allegiance to the new President, Lee Sarason. 

He issued a proclamation that he had discovered that Windrip had been embezzling the 
people’s money and plotting with Mexico to avoid war, and that he, Sarason, had yielded to the urging 
of the Cabinet and taken over the Presidency. 

——— 
 

It was hard for imprisoned men like Doremus Jessup to believe, but there were thousands of 
Corpos and M.M’s to whom Sarason’s flippant régime was tragic. 

They were the Idealists of Corpoism, men and women who in 1935 and 1936 had turned to 
Windrip & Co., not as perfect, but as the most likely saviors of the country from, on one hand, 
domination by Moscow and, on the other, the lack of pride, of slack, indolent youth, the slobbering 
sexuality, the humor of comic strips—a disgraceful psychology that was making America weaker, a 
land for sterner men to loot. 

General Emmanuel Coon was one of the Corpo Idealists. 
Such men did not condone murder. But they insisted, “This is a revolution, after all, and when 

in history has there been a revolution with so little bloodshed?” 
They were aroused by the pageantry of Corpoism. They were proud of new Corpo roads, 

hospitals, television stations, airplanes. They were touched by processions of the Corpo Youth, their 
faces were exalted with pride in the myths of Corpo heroism and of the all-protecting, plain-spoken 
President Windrip. They believed, they made themselves believe, that Windrip was the chosen one. 
To them he was divine, and they were his cult. 

They planned, these idealists, to correct, as quickly as possible, the errors of brutality and 
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crookedness among officials. They saw rising a new Corpo art, Corpo learning, divested of the 
traditional snobbishness of the old-time universities. They were convinced that Corpoism was Fascism 
without grasping and selfish leaders... Freedom checked by order and discipline... Traditional America 
without its waste and cockiness. 

Like all religious zealots, they denied the truth. They believed that they never criticized the 
Corpo régime not because they were censored, but because “that sort of thing was disloyal and bad 
form.” 

These idealists were as shocked by Sarason’s coup d'état as was Buzz Windrip himself. 
——— 

 
The grim Secretary of War, Dewey Haik, scolded President Sarason for his influence on the 

nation, particularly on the troops. Lee laughed at him. 
Sarason was as eager as Dewey Haik for war with Mexico (or any other country that would 

provide his propaganda machine with a chance to portray Sarason as heroic) 
——— 

 
“You want to watch that cuss Dewey Haik, Lee,” said Macgoblin. “He’s ambitious, he’s a 

gorilla, and he’s a pious Puritan, and that’s a triple threat I’m scared of. The troops like him.” 
“F--- him! He’s just a military bookkeeper,” said Sarason. 
That night Sarason had a party with raucous nude entertainment. The next morning, with Lee 

still hung over, Dewey Haik rebuked him. That night, just a month after Sarason had usurped the 
Presidency, Dewey Haik struck. 

There was no melodramatic dagger-and-uplifted-arm business about it. This time, Dewey Haik 
marched into the White House with his storm troops, shot Sarason and his guards dead, and 
proclaimed himself President. 

Macgoblin fled to Cuba. When last seen, he was living high in the mountains of Haiti, wearing 
grass sandals and a long beard; healthy and happy, occupying a one-room hut with a native girl. 

——— 
 

When Haik became President, America really did suffer a little, longing for the good old days 
of Windrip. 

Windrip and Sarason hadn’t minded entertainment, dancing and celebrations as long as they 
could be taxed. Haik disliked such things on principle. He was an atheist in theology, but a strict 
orthodox Christian. He was the first to tell the populace that they were not going to get any $5,000 
dollars but, instead, “reap the profits of the Scientific Totalitarian State, with vast dividends of Pride, 
Patriotism, and Power.” He kicked out of the army all weak officers, and out of the civil branch all 
commissioners—including Frank Tasbrough—who had garnered riches too easily and obviously. 
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He treated the entire nation like a plantation, on which the slaves were better fed than formerly, 
often cheated by their overseers, and kept so busy that they had time only for work and sleep. Under 
Dewey Haik there were less floggings. He instructed in M.M’s not to waste time in the sport of beating 
persons, men, women, or children, but just to shoot them out of hand. 

Dewey Haik made such use of the clergy—Protestant, Catholic, Jewish, Liberal-Agnostic—as 
Windrip and Sarason never had. While there were plenty of ministers like the Reverend Falck and 
Father Perez, there were also plenty of reverend celebrity clerics with radio shows and huge 
congregations who jumped at the chance to be lucratively patriotic. 

These more practical clergy became spies, since like doctors and lawyers they were able to steal 
secrets of the heart. For even with an army of slaves, it was necessary to persuade them that they were 
fighters for Freedom. 

So reigned Dewey Haik. If anyone in all the land was discontented, you never heard him 
speak—not twice. 

——— 

 
Chapter 36 

 
The ban on information at the Trianon camp had been lifted. Mrs. Candy came calling on 

Doremus—complete with cocoanut layer cake—and updated him on the family and events in 
Washington D.C. None of it seemed real—not half so real or important as the increasing number of 
lice and rats in their cell. 

His cell mates celebrated Christmas by laughing at the Christmas tree Karl Pascal had 
contrived out of a spruce bough and tin foil from cigarette packages. They hummed “Silent Night” 
softly in the darkness. 

Karl lost none of his courage and ingenuity, but day by day he lost his humor, tolerance, and 
everything else that made life endurable to men packed in a cell. Karl’s religious bigotry became as 
hateful to Doremus as the old bigotries of the Inquisition. 

It was impossible to get away from Karl’s increasing zeal. He chattered on at night as the 
others growled, “Shut up! You’ll be making a Corpo out of me!” 

Doremus didn’t mind Karl's worshiping Holy Russia. But that Karl Pascal was turning into a 
zealot was grievous to Doremus because he had once hoped that in the mass strength of Communism 
there might be an escape from dictatorship. Now he saw that he must remain alone as a “Moderate” 
or even a “Liberal” for refusing to be a willing pawn of either side. 

“More and more, as I think about history,” he pondered, “I am convinced that everything that 
is worthwhile in the world has been accomplished by the free, inquiring, critical spirit, and that the 
preservation of this spirit is more important than any social system.” 
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——— 
 

Yes, this was the worst thing the Corpos with their blackjacks had done. It had turned the 
brave, generous, passionate Karl Pascals into fanatics. Doremus was uncomfortable with Karl. He 
feared that his next turn in jail might be under the wardenship of none other than Karl himself, as he 
remembered how the Bolsheviks, once in power, had forbid freedom to the masses, telling them that 
freedom was just a silly bourgeois superstition. 

Doremus yearned for escape with a desire that was near to insanity. 
He thought his heart had stopped when Aras Dilley muttered to him, as Doremus was 

scrubbing a toilet, “Mr. Jessup! Mrs. Pike is fixing it up and I’m going to help you escape as soon as 
the time is right!” 

——— 
 

For a week Aras watched the guards. He knew one of the night guards had a habit of getting 
drunk. That week Aras fed the guard’s habit on Lorinda’s expense money. 

——— 
 
Aras confided to Doremus, “Mrs. Pike—she doesn’t dare send you a note, but she says not to 

tell anybody, or it’ll get out.” 
So on the evening when Aras rasped, “Here you, Jessup—you left one of the toilets all dirty!” 
Doremus silently stepped out into the corridor. 
The January night was foggy. 
Aras handed him a worn M.M. overcoat, whispering, “Third alley on right; moving van on 

corner opposite the church.” 
On hands and knees Doremus crawled under the loosened barbed wire at the end of the small 

alley and stepped out onto the road. The only guard in sight was distant, wavering in his gait. A block 
away, a furniture van was jacked up while the driver and his helper painfully prepared to change one 
of the tremendous tires. Illuminated by a corner light, Doremus saw that the driver was that same 
hard-faced guy who had carried bundles of tracts for the N.U. 

The driver grunted, “Get in—hustle!” Doremus crouched between a bureau and a wing chair. 
Instantly he felt the body of the van dropping, as the driver pulled out the jack. “We’re off. 

Crawl up behind me here and listen, Mr. Jessup.... Can you hear me?... The M.M’s don’t take much 
trouble to prevent you guys from escaping. They figure that most of you are too scared to try anything. 
Besides, they figure that if you do escape, they can pick you up on the run. But you may be different, 
Mr. Jessup. But don’t worry. Nobody’s got friends like a revolutionist!” 

Then it came to Doremus that, by sentence of the late lamented Effingham Swan, he was 
subject to the death penalty for escaping. “Oh, what the hell!” he grunted and stretched in the luxury 
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of a galloping furniture truck. 
He was free! He saw the lights of villages going by! 

——— 
 
Once, he was hidden beneath hay in a barn, again, once a spruce grove high on a hill. Once 

he slept overnight on top of a coffin at an undertaker’s. He walked secret paths, rode in a peddler’s 
cart. Finally he made his way to an old unpainted farmhouse, with sinking roof and snow up to the 
windows. 

It seemed a mistake. 
Doremus knocked and the door opened on Lorinda Pike and Sissy, crying together, “Oh, my 

dear!” 
——— 

 
When they had made him strip off his fur coat in the decrepit living room, the two moaning 

women saw a small man, dirty, pasty, sunken as by tuberculosis—an old, sick, discouraged tramp. He 
dropped on a straight chair and stared at them. Was he in heaven, looking at two angels? He sobbed, 
and they comforted him with softly stroking hands. 

“I’ve got a hot bath for you! And then some chicken soup and ice cream!” 
——— 

 
As though one should say: The Lord God awaits you on His throne and all whom you bless 

shall be blessed, and all your enemies brought to their knees! 
Those sainted women filled a tub with water heated in kettle on the stove. They provided soap, 

a sponge, and a long caressing bath towel. Somehow, from Fort Beulah, Sissy had brought plenty of 
his own shoes and shirts and three suits. 

When he was half dressed, the women came in with no sense of modesty, as though he were 
a two-year-old. They laughed at him, but laughter became whimpers of horror when they saw the 
gridironed meat of his back. All Lorinda said was, “Oh my dear.” 

——— 
 

Though Sissy had been glad that Lorinda spared her any mothering, Doremus rejoiced in it. 
Lorinda salved his back. She cut his hair. She cooked for him the heavy, earthy dishes he dreamed of: 
hamburger steak, corn pudding, buckwheat cakes, apple dumplings. 

It hadn't been safe to take him to the tea room at Beecher Falls. Already M.M’s had been 
there. But she and Sissy had provided this dingy farmhouse with cots and canned goods for refugees. 
The actual crossing of the border into Canada was easier than when they’d tried with Buck 

Titus. It had become a system, as in the days of bootlegging; with new forest paths, bribery, and 
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forged passports. He was safe. Yet to make it safer, Lorinda and Sissy decided to turn him into a young 
man. 

“Dye his hair and mustache black and shave the beard,” considered Lorinda. “I will not have 
my beard off!” he protested. 

“Why, the man still thinks he’s a newspaper proprietor and one of Fort Beulah’s social 
favorites!” marveled Sissy as they set to work. 

But he was proud of his youthful face, and he discovered that he had a quite a nice chin. Sissy 
went back to Beecher Falls to keep the tea room alive, and for three days Lorinda and he gobbled 
steaks and ale, and played card games, and lay talking of all they had thought about each other in the 
past six months. He was to remember the sloping farmhouse bedroom and where he and Lorinda 
snuggled under the old red comforter, not as winter poverty but as youthful love. 

Then, in a forest clearing, with snow along the spruce boughs, a few feet across into Canada, 
he was peering into the eyes of his two women, saying good-bye, and trudging off. Already, he was 
looking back with the pain of nostalgia.  

——— 

 
Chapter 37 

 
His beard had grown again. His hair and mustache had again become gray. He was no longer 

impassioned at the sight of a lamb chop or a bar of soap. But he had not yet gotten over the amazement 
of being able to talk freely in public. 

He sat at a cafe with his two new friends in Montreal, Perley Beecroft, who presumably was 
the President of the United States, and Joe Elphrey, the young man who, as “Mr. Bailey,” had been a 
prize agent of the Communist Party in America until he'd been kicked out for having made a “united 
front” with Socialists, Democrats, and even choir-singers organizing an anti-Corpo revolt in Texas. 

They were joined by Will Shale, a wealthy industrialist now helping Walt Trowbridge. 
Doremus spoke, “Whatever happens, whatever details of a new system of government may be 

decided on, whether we call it a ‘Cooperative Commonwealth’ or ‘State Socialism’ or ‘Revived 
Traditional Democracy,’ there’s got to be a new feeling—that government is not a game for a few 
smart, fortunate ones like you, Will, but a universal partnership. The State must own certain resources 
that affect every citizen. So what’s going to happen to magnates like you, Will? God knows! What 
happened to the dinosaurs?” 

——— 
 
Doremus longed for the pleasure of being with Lorinda, Emma, Sissy, Buck, Father Perez. 
None of them except Emma could join him in Canada, and she didn’t want to. She said Philip 

was trying to get Doremus forgiven. 
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Doremus had supposed when he arrived in Canada, everyone would thrill to his tale of 
imprisonment, torture and escape. But he found that ten thousand spirited tellers of woe had come 
there before him, and the Canadians, however generous hosts they might be, were sick of pumping 
up new sympathy. Their quota of martyrs was filled. They couldn’t keep up forever a gratification for 
being in the presence of celebrated American authors, politicians, and scientists, when they became 
common as mosquitoes. 

Ex-governors and judges were glad to get jobs washing dishes. Ex-managing editors were 
hoeing turnips. Mexico and London and France alike were growing apologetically bored. 

So Doremus, carefully living on his twenty-dollar-a-week salary from the N.U., hung out with 
his fellow exiles. They crowded together, twenty of them in a parlor twelve by twelve, from 8 p.m. till 
midnight and talked ceaselessly about the Corpos. They told stories about President Dewey Haik that 
applied to Hitler, Stalin, and Mussolini. 

They were brave and romantic, tragic and distinguished, and Doremus became a little sick of 
them all and of the brutal fact that no normal person can long endure another’s tragedy. 

He’d get back to America and chance another prison. Meantime he sent packages of 
journalistic dynamite out from the N.U. offices all day long. 

He had asked his superior, Perley Beecroft, for an assignment in more dangerous work, as 
secret agent in America—out West, where he wasn’t known. But headquarters had suffered from 
amateur agents who babbled to strangers, or couldn’t be trusted to keep their mouths shut while they 
were being flogged to death. 

The N.U. believed that the highest honor a person could earn was to be permitted to risk his 
life for truth, without pay or praise. 

Doremus knew that his chiefs didn't consider him young enough or strong enough, but they 
were studying him. Twice he had the honor of interviewing Walt Trowbridge and found him to be the 
simplest, friendliest man in the whole spy machine. 

——— 
 
In July 1939, when Doremus had been in Montreal for a few months, the American 

newspapers were full of resentment against Mexico. 
To answer this threat, America, the one country that had never lost a war and never started an 

unjust one, rose to invade Mexico as soon as the weather was cool enough. In one month, five million 
men were drafted for the invasion and started training. 

——— 
 

The revolts were happening in Detroit, Cincinnati, Dallas, Wichita, San Francisco, and Seattle. 
Even so, large patches of the territory remained loyal to President Dewey Haik. 
Whatever might happen, exulted Doremus, the revolt proved that belief in America and hope 
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for America were not dead. 
Most of these rebels had believed in Buzz Windrip’s fifteen points. They’d believed him when 

he said he wanted to return the power of the bankers and industrialists to the people. They were 
indignant but busy with cornfields, sawmills, dairies, and motor factories, and it took the idiocy of 
demanding that they march into the desert and help steal a friendly country to awaken them to 
discovering that they had been kidnaped by a gang of criminals with well-buttered words and machine 
guns. 

So profound was the revolt that the Catholic Archbishop of California and the radical Ex- 
Governor of Minnesota found themselves in the same faction. 

At first it was a comic outbreak—as comic as the ill-trained, un-uniformed, confusedly 
thinking revolutionists. President General Dewey Haik jeered at them as a “ridiculous rag-tag rebellion 
of hobos too lazy to work.” And at first they were unable to do anything more than throw bricks at 
M.M’s and policemen, wreck trains carrying troops, and destroy Corpo property. 

In August the shock came. General Emmanuel Coon flew from Washington D.C. to St. Paul, 
took command of Fort Snelling, and declared for Walt Trowbridge as Temporary President of the 
United States, to hold office until there should be a new, universal presidential election. 

Trowbridge proclaimed acceptance—with the proviso that he should not be a candidate for 
permanent President. 

——— 
 

There were enough M.M. regulars who were fed up with the greedy Corpo lot to throw in with 
General Coon. Hastily trained Minnesota farmers were winning skirmishes. Fort Leavenworth rebels 
marched on St. Louis and Omaha, while in New York, unmilitary-looking and mostly Jewish guerrillas 
seized the subways, power stations, and railway terminals. 

But there the revolt halted, because in the America, which had so warmly praised itself for its 
“widespread free education,” there had been so very little education under the Corpos that most 
people didn’t know what they wanted or what was possible. 

There had been plenty of schoolrooms. They had been lacking only teachers, students and 
school boards who regarded teaching as a worthy profession. Schools now taught that America was 
the richest, kindest, and cleverest nation on earth, threatened by Communists, Socialists, Blacks, Jews, 
foreigners, undependable allies, atheists, and critics who denied the greatness of this nation. 

Two-and-half years of despotism had not taught most citizens anything except that it was 
unpleasant to be arrested too often. 

Neither the Corpos nor their opponents knew enough to formulate a clear, sure theory of self- 
government. 

The followers of Trowbridge and Coon—“The American Cooperative Commonwealth” they 
began to call themselves—didn’t lose any of the territory they had seized. They held it, driving out all 
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Corpo agents. Now and then they added a county or two. But mostly their rule, and the Corpos’ rule, 
was as unstable as politics in Ireland. 

Doremus Jessup was called into Trowbridge's office, to hear, “I guess the time’s come when 
we need Underground agents in the States with sense as well as guts. Report to General Barnes for 
service in Minnesota. Good luck, Brother Jessup!” 

All that Doremus thought was, “Kind of a nice fellow, Trowbridge. Glad to be working with 
him,” as he set off on his new task of being a spy and professional hero without even any funny 
passwords to make the game romantic. 

——— 

 
Chapter 38 

 
His packing was done. It had been simple, since his kit consisted only of toiletries a change of 

clothes. He waited in his hotel lobby before taking the train to Winnipeg. 
He was interested by the entrance of a lady in crushed velvet with heavy mascara. She strolled 

through the lobby and leaned against a pillar, wielding a cigarette-holder and staring at Doremus. She 
seemed amused by him. 

Could she be a Corpo spy? 
She lunged toward him, and he realized that she was Lorinda Pike. He kissed her with a fury 

that shocked the respectable hotel guests. 
——— 

 

She knew that he was going back to America with a risk of being flogged to death. She had 
come solely to say farewell and relay what might be his last bit of news. She spoke as they walked to 
the train station. 

Buck was in concentration camp—more feared and more guarded than Doremus had been, 
and Linda hadn't been able to buy him out. Julian, Karl, and Joshua Jefferson were still alive, still 
imprisoned. Ebony Washington’s construction and carpentry skills had made her indispensable in the 
women's concentration camp. Father Perez was running the N.U. cell in Fort Beulah, his position on 
war with Mexico slightly confused. Emma and David were content in Worcester. Sissy was becoming 
a deft agitator who drew architectural plans for houses where Julian and she would someday live. 
Frank Tasbrough had been released from prison and was back as a district commissioner. His 
housekeeper was now Mrs. Candy, whose daily reports on his secret plans were the most neatly written 
documents that came into N.U. headquarters. 

Then Lorinda with tears cried, “You look so well again! Are you happy? Oh, be happy!” 
She turned away and raced down the station platform. He realized that she didn't even have 

his address. No one who loved him would have a stable address for him anymore. 
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——— 
 

William Dobbs, a traveling salesman for harvesting machinery, an erect little man with a small 
gray beard and a Vermont accent, got out of bed in his hotel in a section in Minnesota that was still 
loyal to President Dewey Haik. 

He went down to breakfast, cheerfully consuming grapefruit and oatmeal. He read in the 
Minneapolis Daily Corporate of a Great Victory in Mexico. Also, a “shameful rebellion” had been put 
down in Alabama. Hitler's General Göring was coming across the Atlantic as the guest of President 
Dewey Haik. The pretender Trowbridge was said “by a reliable source” to have been assassinated. 

“No news this morning,” regretted William Dobbs. 
As he came out of the hotel, a squad of Minute Men were marching by. They were farm boys, 

recruited for service in Mexico, as soft and scared as rabbits. They glanced at the crowd along the 
sidewalk, which once would have been yelping “Hail Haik!” now snickering. From the safety of a 
second-story window came, “Hurray, hurray for Trowbridge!” 

“Poor devils!” thought William Dobbs, as he watched the frightened toy soldiers marching off 
to die. 

Yet it is a fact that he could see in the crowd people whom his arguments, and those of the 
sixty-odd N.U. secret agents serving under him, had converted from fear of the M.M’s to jeering. 

——— 
 

In his Ford convertible, Doremus drove out of the village into stubble-lined prairie. The 
meadowlarks welcomed him. The openness of prairie promised he could go on forever, the small 
sloughs seen through their fringes of willows and cottonwoods. Overhead, an early flight of mallards. 

He reached a gaunt yellow farmhouse. To a farmer who was oiling a tractor in the pig-littered 
yard he chirped, “Name’s William Dobbs—representing the Des Moines Combine and Implement 
Company.” 

The farmer galloped up to shake hands, breathing, “By golly this is a great honor, Mr. J—” 
“Dobbs!” 
“That’s right. Excuse me.” 
In an upper bedroom of the farmhouse, seven men were waiting, perched on chairs or squatted 

on the floor. They were farmers, shopkeepers, laborers. As Doremus bustled in, they rose and bowed.  
“Good morning gentlemen. A little news,” he said. “Coon has driven the Corpos out of Sioux 

Falls. Now for your reports?” 
To the agent whose difficulty in converting farmers had been their dread of paying decent 

wages to farm hands, Doremus presented the argument that poverty for one was poverty for all. It 
wasn’t a new argument, or even very logical, but it had been a carrot for many human mules. 

For the agent among the Finnish-American settlers, who were insisting that Trowbridge was 
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a Bolshevik and just as bad as the Russians, Doremus had a mimeographed quotation from Moscow 
damning Trowbridge as a “social Fascist quack.” 

For the Bavarian farmers who were still vaguely pro-Nazi, Doremus had a German newspaper 
reporting that, by agreement with Hitler, President Dewey Haik would ship back to the German Army 
all German-Americans with so much as one grandparent born in the Fatherland. 

“Do we close with a cheerful hymn, Mr. Dobbs?” ask the youngest, most flippant, and most 
successful agent. 

“I wouldn’t mind! But first, a new story about Dewey Haik and Mae West that I heard!” 
——— 

 
As he drove to his next meeting, Doremus thought, “If they’d just move Mount Terror and 

Fort Beulah and Lorinda and Buck here, this would be Paradise.” 
He slept that night in a cottage on the shore of a sandy-bottomed lake ringed with birches. 

His hosts, worshipers of Trowbridge, had insisted on giving him their own room, with a patchwork 
quilt and hand-painted pitcher and bowl. 

He dreamed—as he still did dream, once or twice a week—that he was back in his cell at 
Trianon. He knew again the stink, the constant fear that he might be dragged out and flogged... He 
heard magic trumpets. A soldier opened the door and invited out all the prisoners. There, in the 
quadrangle, General Emmanuel addressed them. “Gentlemen, the Commonwealth army has 
conquered! Dewey Haik has been captured! You are free!” So they marched out, the bent and scarred 
and crippled, the vacant-eyed, who had come into this place as erect and daring men: Doremus, Dan 
Diaz, Buck, Julian, the Reverend Falck, Henry Veeder, Karl Pascal, Joshua Jefferson, and Truman 
Webb. They crept out of the quadrangle gates, through a line of soldiers standing rigidly, yet weeping 
as they watched so many broken prisoners on hands and knees, crawling past. 

And beyond the soldiers, Doremus saw the women and children. They were waiting for him—
the kind arms of Lorinda and Emma and Sissy and Mary, with David behind them, clinging to his 
father's hand, and Father Perez. Foolish was there, his tail a proud plume, and from the crowd came 
Mrs. Candy, holding out to him a coconut cake. 

Then all of them were fleeing, frightened by Shad Ledue— 
His host was slapping Doremus’s shoulder, muttering, “Just had a phone call. Corpo posse 

out after you.” 
So Doremus rode out, saluted by the meadowlarks, and onward all day, to a hidden cabin in 

the Northern Woods where quiet men awaited news of freedom. 
And still Doremus goes on in the red sunrise, for a Doremus Jessup can never die. 
 

— the end — 
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(1885-1951) 

In 1926, Sinclair Lewis was awarded the Pulitzer Prize for his novel Arrowsmith. In 1930, he became 
the first American to win the Nobel Prize for Literature.  

But his most important work is his 1935 novel It Can’t Happen Here.  It became a sensation during the 
dark days of the Depression. Alarmed by the rapid rise of fascism in Germany and Italy and of fascist 
elements in the U.S., Lewis wrote this  cautionary satire. A coup d’état has fascists seizing control of 
all three branches of the U.S. government immediately upon the 1937 inauguration of President Buzz 
Windrip, a corrupt, charismatic buffoon. Once in power, the new American Fascist state suspends habeas 
corpus and tightens its grip by whipping up anger, racism, anti-Semitism, right-wing fanaticism, and torture 
for anyone who dares to object. It Can’t Happen Here follows the story of a small town Vermont 
newspaper editor who witnesses this horror unfold, joins the resistance, and places everything and 
everyone he loves at risk in his fight to save American democracy. 

It Can’t Happen Here is one of the wildest and most important political thrillers ever written. Serious scholars 
are referred to the complete novel, still in print and available at bookstores. 
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This project began when Susan realized It Can’t Happen Here was too long and meandering for today’s 
audiences. She realized she would have to cut it in half to get her 15-year-old son to read it.  She did so, 
slicing Sinclair Lewis’s 125,000 word manuscript to 60,000 words. The result is a taut, racing cautionary tale 
that will thrill readers of all ages. She writes: 

Every American should read this book. It’s that important. The story reminds us that 
democracy must be nurtured and protected by each new generation. One authoritarian 
leader with an armed militia, and the machinery of government can be turned against 
the American people. I hope this book sensitizes young people to recognize threats to 
our democracy and reject authoritarian politicians as a danger to our rights and freedom. 
For that reason,  It Can’t Happen Here is not only the most important book Sinclair Lewis 
ever wrote, but it also ranks among the most important books of this new century. 

Susan is a writer, editor, and founder of the nonprofit Institute for Community MicroMobility in 
Austin, Texas.  
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