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come upon him. On an archaic field of honour, a gigantic battle-
ground of bloody labour, he rages before a deserted sepulchre.
The honours at his death will be immeasurable, and the last that
are bestowed.

FirRe ALARM

The notion of the class war can be misleading. It does not refer
to a trial of strength to decide the question “Who shall win, who
be defeated?”, or to a struggle the outcome of which is good for
the victor and bad for the vanquished. To think in this way is to
romanticize and obscure the facts. For whether the bourgeoisie
wins or loses the fight, it remains doomed by the inner contra-
dictions that in the course of development will become deadly.
The only question is whether its downfall will come through
itself or through the proletariat. The continuance or the end of
three thousand years of cultural development will be decided by
the answer. History knows nothing of the evil infinity contained
in the image of the two wrestlers locked in eternal combat. The
true politician reckons only in dates. And if the abolition of the
bourgeoisie is not completed by an almost calculable moment in
economic and technical development (a moment signalled by
inflation and poison-gas warfare), all is lost. Before the spark
reaches the dynamite, the lighted fuse must be cut. The inter-
ventions, dangers, and tempi of politicians are technical—not
chivalrous.

TRAVEL SOUVENIRS -

Atrani.—The gently rising, curved baroque staircase leading to
the church. The railing behind the church. The litanies of the
old women at the “Ave Maria”: preparing to die first-class. If
you turn around, the church verges like God Himself on the sea.
Each morning the Christian Era crumbles the rock, but between





