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THE TERRIBLE TWINS

By Winston Churchill

Mr. Churchill, again First Lord of the Admiralty in the British War
Cabinet, cabled this article to Collier's a few hours before the war
began. Distrustful from the beginning of the policy of appeasement,
he lost no chance to warn the world of coming disaster. Here are
his views, eloquently given, of the pact between Hitler and Stalin

the announcement of the Nazi-

Soviet pact as a bombshell. It
was certainly a very remarkable event
and one that casts lurid but revealing
gleams in many directions.

It was not without great difficulty and
the hard pressure of danger that the
Tory party in England brought itself to
tolerate the idea of negotiation or even
alliance with the evil beast of Bolshe-
vism, but, when at last the British gov-
ernment decided that it would be wise
on the whole to try to get Russia into
the nonaggression front, the dominant
elements in England dutifully swal-
lowed the dose.

The Russian behavior, to use a neu-
tral word, was no bombshell to the con-
servative forces in England or in France.
For the first time for many years they
were able to exclaim, gleefully, “I told
you so!” . .. “What could you expect,”

MR. CHAMBERLAIN described

they asked exultingly, “when you tried
to woo the crocodile but a bite from poi-
soned fangs?”

But then again, some voices of the
Right Wing in British, French and
American politics—for these reactions
affect all countries—were genuinely dis-
appointed that Dear Herr Hitler should
have betrayed the anti-Communist or
anti-Bolshevik cause. Readers of my
articles in Collier’s will remember that
I have always pointed out the many re-
semblances of Bolshevism and Nazism.
I have compared them to the North and
South poles. If you woke up one morn-
ing at either, you would not know which
it was. There might be a few polar
bears at one or penguins at the other,
but these would appear only gradually
upon the scene and for the rest there
would be snow, ice and the blast of a
driving wind.

Both these creeds of hatred, both

these forms of tyranny, both these idi-
otologies march together in obliterat-
ing the rights of the ordinary common
man and exalting into an idol, guarded
by priests armed with automatics, the
conception of the state. They were both
ready to destroy the whole hi:tory
and tradition that lies behind the march
of humanity.

They were both eager to repudiate the
Christian revelation, they both exalted
the white-ant pattern of society. Yet
they were opposed; they presented
themselves as the two supreme antago-
nisms behind which all the reasonable
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and decent peoples in the world should
arrange themselves.

How short a time it is since we were
being told that the future would be a
struggle between Communism and Na-
zism! Everyone, we were assured, would
have to make up his mind whether he or
she—because women have something to
do with it—would stand for the revolu-
tion of Karl Marx or for the reconstruc-
tion of society by Adolf Hitler,

Now these opposite sides are embrac-
ing each other. They have recognized
their long-lost affinities; the swastika
and the hammer and sickle fly side by
side. Soviet Russia has joined the anti-
comintern pact. Nazi Germany is cud-
dling the Communists.

The longer the view we take of this
astounding event the more must we
rate it as a grand advantage to man-
kind. It has, at a single stroke, stripped
Russian Communism and Nazi anti-
Communism of their whole theme; of
their credentials, of their means of ap-
pealing to the mind and spirit of man.
Instead of two powerful and, to certain
types of mind, captivating philosophies
(if we may so strain that word) we have
a couple of sets of rival gangsters join-
ing farces in a jam, pooling their luck
and trying to shoot their way out with
any loot they can carry through the
G-men of civilization.

I have never considered the Nazi
movement, with Thor, Odin and Wodin
included, as anything but the exploita-

(Continued on page 49)

In Germany and Russia today we have a couple of rival gangsters joining forces in a jam and trying to shoot their way out



Old Glory

By Ernest Haycox

and whisky should have killed

him long ago. One day he had
appeared at Henry Zink’s livery stable
in War Pass, saying, “I know horses,”
and had attached himself to the stable,
doing chores in return for a bunk in the
hay; and somehow or other it became a
rule in Beefsteak Ben’s to feed him.

Occasionally somebody gave him
four bits for extra care of a horse,
whereupon the old man would buy a
pint of whisky and go to the back of the
stable and remain there until the whisky
was gone. Afterward he would sit on a
box in front of the stable wall, arms
locked over his chest and one leg slowly
swinging, looking at the passing citizens
with an expression in his eyes that hun-
grily asked for one casual word or one
nod of recognition.

People showed him neither attention
nor interest. It was apparent that he
had been physically powerful but now
he was only a bony framework with a
gray unkempt beard and eyes from which
an original blue coloring had nearly
gone.

HE WAS at least eighty, and neglect

AR PASS was a small cattle town set

off from the main highway and there
had long been a desire among the mer-
chants to have some historic memento
that might draw tourist trade. So they
traced back fifty years to a time when
War Pass had been young and sinful,
with ten saloons and no church, when
Sunday morning always revealed a dead
man in the gutter; and they were com-
memorating this day the one great epi-
sode in the town’s life, which was the
singlehanded stand of Marshal Mec-
Garratt against the four Kertin boys.

They had bolted a bronze marker to
the brick wall of what had once been
Lou Weil's general store. Here Mec-
Garratt stood with his back to the wall,
one Saturday night long ago, when the
Kertin boys came from the Belle saloon
with their guns roaring.

From his seat on the livery-stable box
the old man watched the small crowd
gathered by the marker. The mayor
made a little speech, describing the town
as it had once been and dwelling on Mc-
Garratt’s courage, the now rare courage
of making a stand against fatal odds:
“McGarratt knew the Kertin boys were
in town to get him. He might have
avoided them and later shot them down
one by one. But McGarratt stood by
this wall and called to them to put up
their guns, knowing they wouldn’t. The
odds were four to one and he knew that
too, but he held his fire until they pulled.
When it was over the Kertin boys were
dead. There never was a man in our
town with that dead-chilled nerve.”

The old man said silently to himself,
“It was just a chore I had to do,” and
got up from the box. Skirting the edge of
the crowd he came to the marker. Lou
Weil's great-grandson, who was a ten-
year-old redhead, stood in front of the
marker, intently studying it. The old
man gave him a close glance and went

“But McGarratt stood by this wall and called to them to put up their guns”

on a few feet, slowly rubbing his fingers
along the brick wall, feeling the vague
dimpling of bullet marks in the bricks.

Some of the men in the crowd were
talking about the fight. Two or three
old-timers vaguely remembered it, or
said they did; for this was fifty years
ago, far back in another age. Somebody
said: “What became of him?” And
somebody else answered: “He left town
later. Probably got in a fight down the
trail and his luck turned bad.”

The old man thought: “They got that
marker in the wrong place. It should be
here. Here’s where I stood, so's to get
a better sweep of the street.” He moved
back to the marker and stood behind the
small boy. There was the medallion
figure of a man’s head and shoulders on
the marker. The man was young; he
had a deep chest and a blocky face and
a squinted expression at the corner of
his eyes. Underneath the medallion was
a short description of the fight and this
last sentence: “McGarratt’s subsequent
career is lost in the mists of that long-
ago day but his record belongs to the
finest traditions of the old West.”

“No,” thought the old man, “not lost.
Here I am.”

Once he had been a great man with
the respect of the town belonging to
him. But his day went swiftly out with
the longhorns and left him as a strange
relic of the past, surviving his era and
all his companions; gradually the on-
slipping years had made of him a broken
and useless stranger on the outer edges
of another age. Returning to the scene
of his early greatness, once more to feel
the town’s affection, he had found only
new faces passing incuriously by him
and a natural taciturnity had kept him
from speaking; and at last his only
friend was an occasional pint bottle of
whisky.

UT this now was his time. The crowd

was around him and he had only to
say, “Here I am,” to be once more within
the close and grateful circle of the living,
to warm his heart against the fire of
friendship for the few remaining weeks
of his life.

The impulse to speak pushed against
his hard-grained taciturnity when he

looked again at Weil’s great-grandson.

The boy stood with his glance fixed
to the medallion of Marshal McGarratt
and on his face was the lost, deep-
dreaming worship of boyhood coming
upon its needed gods. Before the boy’s
eyes was the perfect image of a daring
man in a world of great adventure; it
was a bright starlight by which he set
the course of his youth.

The old man noted this and the words
he had meant to speak were never
spoken. To the boy that figure on the
medallion was alive and everlasting,
and if he spoke now the boy’s eyes
would turn to him and see the faded and
futile and bitter-aged ending of a great
man; and the boy’s dream would die.

When he turned to leave the crowd
the old man felt his infirmity and put his
hand on the boy’s shoulder for support.
The boy looked around, not curious but
not impatient; and stood still until the
old man went on. Back at his box in
front of the stable the old man watched
the crowd break up. Lou Weil’s great-
grandson went along the street with his
head down, still lost in his dreaming. ;
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