Koestler Auuhiigraphy Exeels Seody :

Marxzsm Seduces a Brzlhant

Remwed by Sterlmg North
I STILL find it virtually incomprehensible
‘that any man with a first-rate brain should
‘have been dazzled even temporarily by com-
‘munism. The absurdities ot Mamst "logic It
the stifling atmosphere "
of this pseudo-religious
“*closed system” of
thinking, the crudities
of the dialectic, the
patent dishonesty of
the “party line,” the
childish atmosphere of
cloak-and-dagger con-
spiracy, the callous in-
‘difference to slave
labor and political ter-
rorism all add up to
such a filthy mess that
it is utterly astonishing
that some few intelli- *
-gent individuals were
taken in by its Utopian promises.
- Despite the reams of copy Whi
bers has written on his ‘passionate
-into the nether world nnn out
very little light on the
communism emoﬁnnnl}y

_emotionally. But he still see
astowhyhemadeei '
eled at Arthur
Koestler who ery few really
brilliant men e Marxism. He
knows precisel the party and
precisely why h ows upon his
complex me: proces the pitiless white
light of self-reve ati n Be and his generation
pea als stand starkly exposed in

‘ alt of what promises to be

par o e author’s need for certainty.
oestler’s fatlier often failed in business. The
ecocious, multilingual son had few friends.
veral dangerous - surgical operations (in-
ding one bloody affair in which he was
apped down with no anaesthetic) left night-
mares in his brain, .

THEN, before he had finished University,

. he left school and ran away to Palestine to
become an idealistic colonist in one of the
communes. He nearly starved as a young
journalist in Tel Aviv but rose finally to be-
come a well-paid employe of the Ullstein chain
of publications centered in Berlin. Barely

the Nazis began making rmany purg
for all liberals and Jews.

It was at this peint in the ez
Koestler decided by “logical”
there was no haven to wh

Hitlerites.

Koestler has a
He plays a
and writes

chess. He speaks
And he is an
ut he has a strain of
icism which oceasionally
even so lucid a book as

his recital of his career as a
allels rather amusingly his flir-
various political causes. And his
usly romanticized chapter on the vir-
tues and beauties of Paris brothels has echoes
nostalgic pubescence,

NEVERTHELESS, he is somewhat aware of

continues in general to mature mentally and
emotionally in book after excellent book. Here

‘is a young man who belonged to a duelling

fraternity at the University of Vienna, worked
on a communal farm in Galilee, peddled
lemonade on the streets of Haifa and grad-
ually worked his way to the top of his pro-
fession as a journalist in Paris and Berlin who
eventually threw away respectability for the
cause of communism,

In the final quarter of this book there is the
finest viviseetion of Communist “logic” in
print. Even a summation would take a review
many times this length. But for almost the

' first time we have here a believable explana-

tion of why and how a man of real intellect
became a Communist.

Twenty-six years of personal and inter-
national upheaval led Koestler to his fateful
decision. 'He now sees his mistakes with pain-
ful clarity. But the reader gets the impression
that for the author, his temporary conversiun
to communism was v:rtua.lly “inevitable.”

In the next installment we will be given
Koestler's seven years in the Communist party
during the 1930’s. Let us hope that his con-
tinuing confession helps to prick the bright
balloons still being sent up on the hot air of
Communist propaganda to fascinate young
left-wingers, few of whom have Koestler's
ahility to penetrate the trickery behind the

illusion.

ohtific mind,

is delayed emotional development. And, um- |
like some of his fellow writers of the left, he




