A Tragedy of History 

A Reader’s Theater Compilation by Jeanne Renzetti 

	Reader 1:

(Nixon)
	In Life magazine, Feb. 2, 1948, an interesting dialogue between two characters appeared — a 20th century pessimist and the Devil:



	Pessimist:

(Chambers)
	You certainly have a first-rate front. For a moment I took you for a gentleman.



	Devil:

(Hiss)


	(with evident pleasure) Did you really? How do you judge?

	Pessimist:
	Oh, the usual way — set of the shirt collar and the way the scarf is knotted.



	Devil:
	Yes, I think we can claim with a certain smugness that in the last hundred years Hell has really caught on to fashions. In the underground, we have now got together a group of experts in such things — deceased leftists from the International Tailors, Clothiers, and Haberdashers Union, I believe.



	Pessimist:
	Underground?



	Devil:
	My dear fellow, if what I hear of your background is true it can be no secret from you that for the last 250 years all Hell has been underground. And I don’t mean in any narrowly geographic or doctrinal sense. Hell is a conspiracy. Like all good conspiracies, its first requirement is that nobody shall believe in it. Well, we have succeeded so well that for centuries there has been no Hell, and there is scarcely a rational man in the world today who, despite the overwhelming evidence to the contrary, believes that the Devil exists.



	Pessimist:
	Well, C.S. Lewis has had some fun exposing you in Screwtape Letters —



	Devil:
	Nasty finks and informers — beastly lackeys of celestial imperialism! But I know how to deal with such diversionists. I’m already making plans to turn their findings into a fad.



	Reader 1:
	The author of this article? — Whittaker Chambers.



	Reader 2:
	Just 7 months later, Whittaker Chambers was to expose another type of conspiracy …

	(regroup)
	

	Nixon:
	The Hiss case began for me on a sultry Washington morning in August 1948 when David Whittaker Chambers appeared before the House on Un-American Activities, on which I, as a 35-year-old freshman Congressman, served, to testify on communist infiltration into the federal government. Never in the history of the committee was a more sensational investigation started by a less impressive witness: (walk into scene)



	Reader 2:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Reader 1:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Reader 3:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Reader 4:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Reader 5:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Reader 6:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Reader 7:
	Here comes Chambers!



	Stripling:
	Will you state your full name?



	Chambers:
	My name is David Whittaker Chambers.



	Stripling:
	Where and when were you born?



	Chambers:
	I was born April 1, 1901, in Philadelphia.



	Stripling:
	How long have you been associated with Time magazine?



	Chambers:
	Nine years.



	Stripling:
	Prior to that, what was your occupation?



	Chambers:
	I was a member of the communist party and a functionary of the party.



	Nixon:
	(come out of scene) Pudgy, short in stature, his clothes unpressed, his shirt collar curled up over his jacket, Chambers began his testimony by reading a prepared statement in a bored, detached manner. He had joined the communist party in 1924, Chambers said, because he believed that communism was the only sure way to progress. But he left the party in 1937, at the risk of his life, when he became convinced that its totalitarianism meant slavery for all mankind … (go into scene)



	Stripling:
	Who comprised the cell or apparatus to which you referred?

	Chambers:
	Lee Pressman, Alger Hiss, Vic — 



	Group:
	(buzz it down the line) Alger Hiss!



	Stripling:
	Mr. Chambers, do you realize that Alger Hiss is a well-known State Department official who advised President Roosevelt at Yalta? (he is dubious)



	Nixon:
	(step out of scene) As I stepped out of the hearing room afterwards, I had a curious encounter with one of the press:



	Presswoman:
	Mr. Nixon — don’t you know that Whittaker Chambers is an incurable drunkard?

	(regroup)
	

	Chambers:
	I went back to my office at Time, shut the door and continued my reading for the last of Life magazine’s essays on the history of Western Civilization. I had resolved not to read any news stories about my testimonies, or to listen to radio broadcasts. Thus, it happened that on August 5, 1948, I did not know that Alger Hiss was testifying before the House Committee.



	Hiss:
	(a big joke) I am here at my own request, to deny unqualifiedly various statements about me which were made before the committee by one Whittaker Chambers. I am not and never have been a member of the communist party. I do not adhere to and never have adhered to the tenets of the communist party. I am not and never have been a member of any communist front organization. I have never followed the communist party line directly or indirectly. To the best of my knowledge none of my friends is a communist.



	Group:
	(claps) If you work for Time magazine you’re a hero — if you work for the State Department, you’re a heel!



	Chambers:
	(out of scene) Under questioning, Hiss’s impeccable career had unfolded and it was impressive to everyone in the room. Nevertheless, it had also been necessary to put certain questions about Whittaker Chambers:



	Congressman:

(Mundt)
	I want to say, for one member of the committee, that it is extremely puzzling that a man who is a senior editor of Time magazine, by the name of Whittaker Chambers, whom I had never seen until a day or two ago, and whom you say you have never seen — 



	Hiss:
	As far as I know, I have never seen him.



	Congressman:

(Mundt)
	· should come before this committee and discuss the communist apparatus working in Washington — and lists a group of seven people — Nathan Witt, Lee Pressman, Victor Perlo, Charles Kramer, John Abt, Harold Ware, Alger Hiss, and Donald Hiss —

· 

	Hiss:
	That is eight.



	Group:
	(laughter and murmuring)



	Stripling:
	You say you have never seen Mr. Chambers?



	Hiss:
	The name means nothing to me, Mr. Stripling.



	Stripling:
	Give him the picture.



	Hiss:
	If this is a picture of Mr. Chambers, he is not particularly unusual looking. He looks like a lot of people — I might even mistake him for the chairman of this committee. (turn around and bow to the tittering crowd)



	Congressman:

(Mundt)
	I hope you are wrong in that!

	Hiss:
	Seriously, I would not want to take the oath that I had never seen the man. I would like to see him, and then I would better be able to tell whether I had ever seen him. Is he here today? (giving impression that it has all been a terrible mistake)

	(regroup)
	

	Nixon:
	(Come out of scene) When the hearing was adjourned I had to fight my way through a crowd of spectators and members of the press swarming around Hiss to congratulate him. Hiss had won the day completely … My fellow Committee members were in the Chamber standing or sitting in attitudes of mute gloom. (walk in and turn on the radio)



	Radio:
	Ladies and gentlemen, we will interrupt our regularly scheduled broadcasts to bring you the White House Press conference with President Truman:



	Press:
	Mr. President, you are aware of course that one of the government’s high officials is appearing before the House Committee on Un-American Activities today on charges of being a communist?



	Truman:
	If you’re speaking of Mr. Alger Hiss, yes, I am aware of that.

	Press:
	What’s your opinion on Mr. Hiss, Sir?



	Truman:
	Alger Hiss is a fine young man who has helped to shape history in our time. He played a key role at the San Francisco Conference when the UN Charter was written. As far as I’M concerned the whole case is a red herring — with the political purpose of distracting the American People’s attention from the ineptitudes of the 80th Congress.



	Nixon:
	(turn off radio while committee groans)



	Congressman 1:
	We’re ruined.



	Congressman 2:
	Let’s drop the case and switch to something sensational enough to blow the whole thing out of the voters’ minds.



	Nixon:
	Now hold on —



	Congressman 3:
	Dick, it’s election year and the seat of every one of us in here is at stake. We’ve taken enough smearing from the press already without this thing. I say let’s drop it while there’s still some hope.



	Nixon:
	Something bothered me about Mr. Hiss’s testimony today. He never once said flatly, “I don’t know Whittaker Chambers.” He always qualified himself with “as far as I know” and “the name means nothing to me.” Gentlemen, I think he was being less than sincere. I move that we call Chambers back in and see how much he knows about Hiss’s life.



	Chambers:
	(out of scene) On August 7, 1947, I appeared again before the committee. The most important point brought out in that hearing was my testimony about Hiss’s 1929 Ford roadster … But there was building up a wall of hostility toward me on the part of the administration, the press, and the public. The committee was still frantically seeking to discover whether I was telling the truth —



	Nixon:
	I was now beset by doubts of my own. It was extremely difficult to believe a man like Chambers over a man like Hiss —



	Voice 1:
	Consider Chambers background:

	Voice 2:
	An editor of the Daily Worker —

	Voice 3:
	A paid functionary of the communist party —

	Voice 4:
	Who had repudiated the party —

	Voice 5:
	And then for months had slept with a gun under his pillow for fear of assassination—

	Voice 6:
	Could such a man be believed?



	Nixon:
	I decided to see Chambers again. I thought if I could talk to him alone and informally I’d be better able to sense whether or not he was telling the truth. (pause)

On his front porch overlooking the rolling Maryland countryside, Chambers, I discovered, made a deeper impression than he did in public. Within minutes the caricature drawn by the rumor-mongers of the drunkard, the unstable and unsavory character faded away.  I found him an immensely intelligent, sensitive man with an almost absolute passion for privacy. Why then was he willing to sacrifice this privacy and risk his own financial security by testifying against Hiss?

(move)

We called in Alger Hiss, August 16. This time the trail took a subtle twist:

(go in to the scene)

	Chair:
	Show the witness the two pictures please. (Nixon hands Hiss the pictures.) Mr. Hiss, would you be able to recall a person if that person positively had been in your house three or four times, we will say, in the last ten years?



	Hiss:
	(things aren’t quite so funny as they were at his last hearing) I would say that if he had spent the night — how many times did you say?



	Stripling:
	He spent a week there.



	Hiss:
	Mr. Chairman, I could not fail to recall such a man if he were now in my presence.



	Chair:
	Wait a minute. Here is a man who says he spent a week in your house in the last ten years. Do you recognize him?



	Hiss: 
	I am not prepared to testify on the basis of a photograph. I would want to hear a man’s voice …



	Chair:
	Mr. Hiss —



	Hiss:
	(interrupting) There is a man — was a man whose name I have written down here. But he may have no relation to this whole nightmare — George Crosley, a writer to whom I sublet an apartment in 1935.



	Stripling:
	What color was his hair?



	Hiss:
	Rather blondish.



	Stripling:
	Was he married?



	Hiss:
	Yes, sir.



	Nixon:
	How tall was this man approximately?



	Hiss:
	Shortish.



	Nixon:
	How about his teeth?



	Hiss:
	Very bad teeth. That is one of the things I particularly want to see Chambers about. This man did not take care of his teeth.

	(regroup)
	

	Nixon:
	On the basis of this tentative identification, the committee felt it necessary to hold a private confrontation between Whittaker Chambers and Alger Hiss.



	Chambers:
	A committee investigator opened the hall door to a crowded room. One man was sitting with his back to me. Someone motioned me to a couch on the right-hand side of the room. The man with his back to me was Alger Hiss, whom I was seeing for the first time since I had left him at his door in Georgetown just before Christmas of 1938 — after pleading with him to leave the communist party. (go into scene)



	Nixon:
	It is quite apparent at this stage of the testimony that the case is dependent upon the question of identity. We have attempted to establish the identity of Mr. Chambers through photographs and that has been inadequate for the purpose. Today we have asked Mr. Chambers to be in New York so you can have the opportunity to see him and make up your mind on that point.



	Congressman:

(McDowell)
	Mr. Chambers, will you please stand? And will you stand, Mr. Hiss? I ask you now if you have ever known that man before.



	Hiss:
	May I ask him to speak? Will you ask him to say something?



	Nixon:
	Yes. Mr. Chambers, will you tell us your name and your business?



	Chambers:
	My name is Whittaker Chambers.



	
	(At that point says the official transcript, Mr. Hiss walked in the direction of Mr. Chambers. To grasp the full preposterousness of what followed, it is necessary to bear in mind that here are two men each of which knows the other perfectly well, though one pretends not to. Hiss rising from his chair and walking across the room, sets his face in an expression of grim exploration, searchingly peers at Chambers mouth and listens absorbedly.)



	Hiss:
	Would you mind opening your mouth wider?



	Chambers:
	(After my first wince of surprise, I grasped that Hiss was acting. I decided to let him act up to the hilt.) My name is Whittaker Chambers.



	Hiss:
	Will you go on talking? You know what I am referring to, Mr. Nixon.



	Chambers:
	I am a senior editor of Time magazine.



	Hiss:
	May I ask whether his voice, when he testified before was comparable to this?



	Nixon:
	His voice? (he had been expecting teeth)



	Hiss:
	Or did he talk in a lower key?



	McDowell:
	(Overtone of irony) I would say it is about the same now as we have heard.



	Hiss:
	Are you George Crosley?



	Chambers:
	Not to my knowledge. You are Alger Hiss, I believe?



	Hiss:
	I certainly am.



	Chambers:
	That was my recollection.



	Hiss:
	May I ask Mr. Chambers some questions?



	Nixon:
	Yes, if Mr. Chambers has no objections?



	Chambers:
	No.



	Hiss:
	Did you ever go under the name of George Crosley?



	Chambers:
	Not to my knowledge.



	Hiss:
	Did you ever sublet an apartment on 29th street from me?



	Chambers:
	No; I did not.



	Hiss:
	Did you ever spend any time with your wife and child in an apartment on 29th Street in Washington when I was not there because I and my family were living on P street?



	Chambers:
	I most certainly did.



	Hiss:
	Would you tell me how you reconcile your negative answers with this affirmative?



	Chambers:
	(from the depths of distress, quietly) Very easily, Alger. I was a communist and you were a communist.



	Hiss:
	(visibly shaken with anger) Mr. Chairman, I don’t need to ask Mr. Whittaker Chambers any more questions. I am now perfectly prepared to identify this man as George Crosley.



	Nixon:
	Will you produce for the committee three persons who will testify that they knew him as George Crosley?



	Hiss:
	(gags in surprise) I will if it is possible. This occurred in 1935.

(Mr. Hiss arose and walked in the direction of Mr. Chambers.

	
	

	Chambers:
	In fact Mr. Hiss advanced with fists clenched upon Mr. Chambers, who, perfectly certain that this was another act, sat quietly on the couch.)



	Hiss:
	May I say for the record at this point, that I would like to invite Mr. Whittaker Chambers to make those same remarks out of the presence of this committee without their being privileged for suit of libel. I challenge you to do it, and I hope you will do it damned quickly! (Committee man lays a restraining hand very gently on Hiss’s arm.) I am not going to touch him. You are touching me! (turns to stalk out of room)



	Congressman:

(McDowell)
	Thank you.

	Hiss:
	I don’t reciprocate.



	Congressman:
	Italicize that on the record.



	Chambers:
	When Hiss had finally stalked out of the room, everyone was silent for a moment. Stripling turned to me. Completely dead pan, but in his broadest Texas drawl, he said:



	Stripling:
	Ha-ya, Mistah Crawz-li?

	(regroup)
	

	Chambers:
	Thus , a fortnight after the case began, Alger Hiss, by an operation itself a good deal like a dental extraction, was brought to admit that he knew me. A decision was made to hold a public confrontation in Washington on August 25th.



	News boy:
	Extra! Extra! Today is C-Day! Read all about it!



	Old man:
	Here, boy — What’s C-Day?



	News boy:
	Confrontation day, sir, between Alger Hiss and that mud-slinger Chambers!



	
	(Voices hiss it down the line and flash pictures)

	Voice 1:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Voice 2:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Voice 3:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Voice 4:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Voice 5:
	Here comes Chambers!

	Voice 6:
	Here comes Chambers!



	Chambers:
	The Ford car I had told about in my August 7th hearing was the battle. It was a battle whose verdict, Hiss was never again completely to elude. But the committee was not finished mopping up. For two or three hours of the afternoon session, it kept Hiss on the stand — leading him to dodge, bend, and weave — a spectacle of dogged and agile indignity. Almost any other man but Hiss would have been exhausted by the ordeal of hours of questioning.

At that point Hiss attacked: (go into scene)



	Hiss:
	Mr. Chairman, may I read into the record some pertinent questions about Mr. Chambers, that I feel the committee should look into as well?



	Chair:
	Go ahead, Sir.



	Hiss:
	First, my record should be explored: As an official of the Department of State, I was appointed Secretary-General, the top administrative officer, of the peace-building international assembly that created the United Nations. In all this work I was frequently and for extensive periods, under the eye of the American press and of the statesmen under whom and with whom I worked. They saw my every gesture, my every movement, my every facial expression. They knew my every act relating to official business, both in public and executive conference. Here is a list of just a few of the living personages of recognized stature under whom I worked:

Former Secretaries of State

Cordell Hull

James Byrnes

Senators

Senator Tom Conally — one of the US delegates to the San Francisco Conference

Senator Arthur Vandenburg —a member of the Senate Committee investigating the munitions industry

International Figures

John Foster Dulles

Eleanor Roosevelt

(crowd claps and murmurs)

Now I would like this committee to ask these questions on my behalf of the man who calls himself Whittaker Chambers: List the places you have lived since 1930, indicating the length of time he has lived at each place, and the name he has used at each place.

Ask him to give his employment record during his membership in the communist party and since his resignation from the communist party.

I would like him to be asked whether he has ever been charged or convicted of any crime — and if so, to give the full particulars.

I would like him to be asked whether he has ever been treated for a mental illness.



	Congressman:

(Hebert)
	Mr. Hiss, that last question has already been asked and answered in the negative.



	Hiss:
	May I enquire the extent of the committee’s inquiry into the subject?



	Nixon:
	Mr. Hiss, excuse me, do you have any evidence that you would like to present at this time that Mr. Chambers has been in a mental institution?



	Hiss:
	I am making no charges; I am seeking information.



	Nixon:
	Will you answer the question as to whether you have any evidence of his having been in a mental institution?



	Hiss:
	I have had various reports made by individuals.



	Nixon:
	What individuals?



	Hiss:
	They are so far only hearsay. The reports that came to me were from individual members of the press, so far, that they had heard rumors to that effect.



	Chambers:
	(Come out of the scene) That was the end of Alger Hiss’s testimony on August 25th. There had been little gasps of astonishment and outrage in the room when he made his unsupported charges that I had been in a mental institution. But, as he well knew, Hiss had only to utter the charge to have the press publish it in million fold repetition. That was all he needed for who was there to deny it authoritatively for me? (return to scene)



	Nixon:
	Mr. Chambers, did you say that Alger Hiss was once your closest friend?



	Chambers:
	Mr. Hiss was certainly the closest friend I ever had in the communist party. (Alger Hiss was now sitting behind me among the spectators, surrounded by a little group of friends. I could hear Hiss making sotto-voce sallies, and the titters of the others.)



	Nixon:
	Mr. Chambers, can you search your memory now to see what motive you can have for accusing Mr. Hiss of being a communist at the present time?



	Chambers:
	What motive can I have?



	Nixon:
	Yes, I mean, do you — is there any grudge that you have against Mr. Hiss over anything that he has done to you?



	Chambers:
	(struggles to control feeling) The story has spread that in testifying against Mr. Hiss I am working out some old grudge, or motive of revenge or hatred. I do not hate Mr. Hiss. We were close friends, but we are caught in a tragedy of history. Mr. Hiss represents the concealed enemy we are all fighting, and I am fighting. I have testified against him with remorse and pity, but in a moment of history in which this nation stands, so help me God, I could not do otherwise. (In the completely silent room I fought to control my voice).

	(regroup)
	

	Nixon:
	When Alger Hiss left his first public hearing, people crowded around him. When he left the hearing room on August 25th, no one crowded around him. In the nine hours of the hearing, the tide of sentiment in the room, which had run deeply for him, had turned against him.



	Jewish boy:
	(embarrassed at his own audacity, but determined) Mr. Chambers! Mr. Chambers! — I want to thank you. That part about the tragedy of history V you don’t know what it means to young people like me …

	(regroup)
	

	Nixon:
	After the hearing the Hiss case passed out of the picture for the committee and got involved in a law suit and in Grand Jury hearings. Occasionally I would hear through the mass media how things were progressing.  (reading)

Time magazine

At week’s end, a small, thin-faced woman, with dark eyes peering anxiously through spectacles, walked to the witness stand. She was Chamber’s wife, Esther:



	Esther:
	 I milk 18 cows a day out of a herd of 40 dairy cows, take care of six beef cattle plus some children …



	Nixon:
	She also cares for their two children on the Chambers farm in Westminister, Maryland. She formally identified Alger and Priscilla Hiss in the courtroom. Hiss’s lawyer (Stryker) went after the witness hammer and tongs:



	Stryker:
	(shouts) Look at me when you answer!



	Murphy:
	(roars) She can look where ever she wants to!



	Esther:
	You are insulting, sir!



	Nixon:
	She was never a member of the communist party but she had shared her husband’s views, she said. She had first met him during a labor strike in Passaic, NJ, where she calmly testified she was working as a labor agitator. She had been a more or less silent participant in her husband’s inner struggle which had ended in his quitting the party.



	Esther:
	(bursts out — tears) I resent that! My husband is a decent citizen and a great man!



	Stryker:
	Was he a great, decent citizen in October, 1937?



	Esther:
	Yes and always!



	Stryker:
	Was a man conspiring to overthrow his country a decent citizen?



	Esther:
	If he believed that is the right thing to do at the moment — that is a great man who lives up to his belief. His beliefs may change as they did …



	Nixon:
	(lays aside magazine) On December 3, while Pat and I were on a ten day cruise of the Canal Zone, I received a wire:

HISS—CHAMBERS CASE HAS PRODUCED BOMB SHELL … CHAMBERS OFFERS NEW EVIDENCE … ALL CONCERNED SILENT … JUSTICE DEPARTMENT PARTIALLY CONFIRMS BY SAYING ‘IT IS TOO HOT FOR COMMENT’”

I was back in Washington 48 hours later.

	(regroup)
	

	Stripling:
	(shake hands) Dick, Chambers handed over 65 pages of typewritten State Department papers — typewritten on Hiss’s Woodstock Typewriter!



	Nixon:
	We can’t get access to them, can we?



	Stripling:
	No, but get this. He had two roles of microfilm hidden in a hollowed out pumpkin — and he’s turned it over to us!



	Nixon:
	(out of scene) That night, Bob Stripling and I stayed at the committee office till dawn studying hundreds of Photostats. We had listened to thousands of words of testimony charging that communist agents were guilty of espionage against the United States Government. Here, at last, was absolute proof — proof that Chambers had long hesitated to turn in because of the consequences to himself and many others.



	Stripling:
	(out of scene) At the time, Chambers was testifying before a blue ribbon Grand Jury, whose term was set to expire in just nine days. If it failed to return an indictment against Hiss within that time, it would take months before the case would come up before a new Grand Jury. Meanwhile Hiss could summon to his aid immense political pressures. Consequently, the committee decided to go to New York on Monday, Dec. 6 and open hearings.



	Nixon:
	(go into scene) But that morning, a telephone call came in from Eastman Kodak Company:



	Stripling:
	(sinking down in dismay after hanging up) Well, we’ve had it. Eastman did not manufacture the type of film Chambers turned over to us until 1945.



	Nixon:
	The news jolted us into near shock. I phoned Chambers:

Am I correct in understanding that these papers were put on microfilm in 1938?



	Chambers:
	(Obviously mystified) Yes.



	Nixon:
	We have just had a report that film of the type you turned over to us was not made by Eastman Kodak Company until 1945. What is your answer to that?



	Chambers:
	(long silence) I can’t understand it. God must be against me.



	Nixon:
	(taking out all the pent up frustration and tiredness) You’d better have a better answer than that. The committee’s coming to New York tonight, and we want to see you at the Commodore Hotel at nine.



	Chambers:
	I will be there.



	Nixon:
	(voice harsh with anger) You’d better be there! (slams down receiver). Bob, get the reporters up here for a statement. This is going to be the biggest crow-eating performance in the history of Capitol Hill. (phone rings) Yes?



	Secretary:
	The man from Eastman is on the phone and wants to talk to Mr. Stripling again.



	Kodak employee:
	Mr. Stripling, we did manufacture that film through 1938 — we had discontinued it through the war.



	Stripling:
	You mean you were wrong? (lays down receiver) (grabs Nixon by the arms and dances him around the room) Yaaa-hoo! Chambers came through again!

	(regroup)
	

	Chambers:
	All through the morning of December 15th, the heavy door of the Grand Jury room kept opening and closing. It was the last day of the Grand Jury’s term:



	Justice:

(Campbell)
	Mr. Hiss, I am convinced that you committed espionage. You have seen Chambers and the others go in and talk. If you do so too, it will be better for you.



	Hiss:
	What you have to say, Justice Campbell, is not of the slightest interest to me.



	Justice:
	I am also convinced that you committed perjury.

	(regroup)
	

	Donegan:
	Mr. Hiss, at any time, did you turn any documents of the State Department, or of any other Government organization over to Whittaker Chambers?



	Hiss:
	Never.



	Donegan:
	Did you ever see Mr. Chambers after you went into the State Department?



	Hiss:
	I do not believe that I did.



	Donegan:
	Mr. Hiss, can you explain how these (toss them before him) fifty pages of copied State  Department documents came to be typed on your Woodstock typewriter?



	Hiss:
	(Coolly) I am amazed, and until the day I die, I shall wonder how Whittaker Chambers got into my house to use my typewriter …



	Chambers:
	(out of scene) With a terrible sound of laughter, the ordeal ended. Before the Grand Jury expired that day, all 19 members voted to indict Alger Hiss on two counts of perjury: (1) that he had lied about the documents and (2) that he had lied about knowing me. One year later, a Grand Jury found Alger Hiss guilty and condemned him to five years of imprisonment.

	(regroup)
	

	Chambers:
	Dear Children,

In the time when the sum of your experience of life gives you authority, you will ask yourselves the question: What was my father?

I will give you an answer: I was a witness. I do not mean a witness for the government or against Alger Hiss and the others. Nor do I mean the short, squat, solitary figure, trudging through the impersonal halls of public buildings to testify before Congressional Committees, Grand Juries, loyalty boards, courts of law. A man is not primarily a witness against something. That is only incidental to the fact that he is a witness for something. A witness, in the sense that I am using the word, is a man whose life and faith are so completely one that when the challenge comes to step out and testify for his faith, he does so, disregarding all risks, accepting all consequences …

My children, when you were little, we used sometimes to go for walks in our pine woods … Instinctively you used to give me your hands as we entered those woods, where it was darker, and lonelier, and in the stillness, our voices sounded loud and frightening. In this book I am again giving my hands. I am leading you, not through the cool pine woods, but up and up  a narrow defile between bare and steep rocks from which in shadow things uncoil and slither away. It will be dark. But, in the end, if I have led you aright, you will make out three crosses, from two of which hang thieves. I will have brought you to Golgotha — the place of skulls. This is the meaning of the journey. Before you understand, I may not be there, my hands may have slipped from yours. It will not matter. For when you understand what you see, you will no longer be children. You will know that life is pain, that each of us hangs always upon the cross of himself. And when you know that this is true of every man, woman, and child on earth, you will be wise.

Your Father


Compiled from Witness, an autobiography by Whittaker Chambers; Six Crises, a book by Richard Nixon; articles from Time Magazine and Life Magazine, and transcripts of the hearings of the House Committee of Un-American Activities (in Witness).
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