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errlble. Mike nodded. “T'd
jate a third of the work-
";_; force back home is unem-

thirdl" The Russian was
“The starvation must be

ble.”
tarvation?" Mike said. Then
membered he'd run into this
scussion before too. “No,” he
jid. “You Russkies, pardon me,
ussians, seem to think that be-
use there are millions unem-
wed in the States they're all
arving. Actually, some of them
ve never had it so good.”
- The Russian looked blank.
*‘ e said, “Listen, even back in
¢ 1930s depression the Amer-
r 2 standard of living as com-
red to the rest of the world was
lous. You've got to realize
t:be Soviet Complex didn't
- the production of abun-
. We Americans did. We've
C it for half a century. Right
,it's driving us batty We don't
10 _lwwto control it.”
Russian began, “But I've
. been led to believe that it
&e Seven Year Plan started
f 59 that first developed . . .”
‘_ 2 was waggling a finger neg-
ely. “No sir. If you insist I
go along with you on Ivan
tch somebody or other in-
the steamboat or Georgi
orgiovitch flying an airplane
Ihe Wright brothers. How-
I will not retreat an inch on
act that we Americans first
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developed the uction of super-
abundance. I'll also admit that we

still have to figure out what to do
with it—but we were the first,
You Russians have it too, now,
but we were fanny deep in agri-
cultural surpluses, for instance,
while you people were still eating
black bread and cabbage in the way
of diet.”

“But the unemployed. You just
admitted . . .

“Yeah,” Mike said. “The unem-
ploved. Do you think any office
holder in the States would remain
there overnight if he voted for
anything that involved mot taking
care of the unemployed? Once a
month, at least, every politician in
the country gets up on his hind
legs and gives a blistering attack
against the trend toward the Wel-
fare State. It's expected of him,
like speaking against sin and for
mother, Then he goes back to his
seat in Congress and votes another
increase in unemployment insur-
ance and every pension and vet-
eran’s bonus in sight.”

The Russian was taken aback.

Mike snorted. “1 know at least
a couple of dozen young men back
home who have never had a job in
their lives. They live in suburban
homes, drive their own cars.
What's more,” he added glumly,
“the way things look they never
will hold down a job. The new lei-
sure class. With the advances in
technology, it looks as though the
United States will have another












~ RUSSKIES 6O HOME!

ed out, they're self-sufficient. They
don't need international trade.
- They consume internally the full
- production of their industries.”
~ “And,” Mike prompted.
~ “Qur economies, we of the West,
“are different. Our industries oper-
‘ate only so long as we can sell
- what they produce. Under free en-
terprise we roll along fine when
‘there is demand for the product.
- Always in the past we were sparked
into new booms by either war,
_preparation for war, or by foreign
‘trade—by pumping our products
overseas, developing new lands,
‘creating new markets abroad.”
. Mike nodded. “I wouldn't put it
‘quite that way, but go on.”
. “That’s it, we can’t go on,” Jones
said. “That's the problem. There
‘are no wars any more, there can't
be. And foreign trade? The Soviet
Complex, in spite of the fact that
it isn't interested in foreign com-
merce, itself, has for all practical
‘purposes destroyed foreign trade
for the rest of the world.”
~ Mike said, “They have indeed.
How can we sell typewriters in the
Argentine when the Russkies come
‘along and dump several ship loads
of them into the country to retail
jor ten dollars?”
~ The NATO man leaned for-
ward. “That's the point. If the
Russkies don’t need foreign trade
to maintain a healthy economy,
why do they bother to raise money
. "Well,” Mike said, “we've al-
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ready covered that. They don't
need our products but they do need
foreign exchange for this fabulous
tourist outpouring of theirs. Per-
haps five million Russkies a year
go down to the Argentine, so they
need Argentine pesos to pay the
tab. The same with every other
country to which their tourists go.
When you consider forty million
Russkie rubbernecks a year, you
realize they need lots of foreign ex-
change.”

“So they dump,” Jones said.
“And seem to be going round and
around. What has this got to do
with NATO and above all with
me?”

The other wound it all up. “To
stimulate our economies again
we've got to get back into interna-
tional commerce on a large scale.
As long as the Complex is dump-
ing products at cut rates, we can't.
And they won't stop as long as they
need money for tourism. The an-
swer? The only answer is to figure
out sorae way of stopping the Russ-
kie tourists from leaving home.”

Mike blinked at him. “Stop
them? How, for Heaven's sake! It's
the damnedest phenomenon in the
history of travel.”

“Right. And with your back-
ground, both academic and as a
working tourist representative
handling the Russkies, one of the
NATO bigwigs thought you might
come up with some solution.”

Mike leaned back in his chair
and laughed. “So that's what we've
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- the native stenciling the bags was
. lettering on them This Rice Is a
. Gift From Russia.”

Jones laughed sourly. “I'd for-
. gotten about that one. However, |
. agree with you. If we were too
. foolish to learn the native lan-
. gauge, we deserved to be gypped.
i’ But what's the ‘dirty trick’ you're
~ obviously building up to?”

- “Well, dirty trick isn't the word
- exactly. But for half a century
. the Russkies haven't been exposed
. to religion in spite of the fact that
. the Slavs are traditionally one of
. the most religious races on earth.
. Remember Holy Russia of the
. Czar's day? Well, for the first few
. decades of the commies they fought
* religion tooth and nail, taught athe-
. ism in the schools, closed up the
. churches. Very well. The old gen-
. eration slowly died off and the
. new one was without religion, and
- the next generation following. The
* government doesn’t care now. It's
. no longer an issue that threatens
& the State.”

.~ Jones was disappointed. “I don't
- see any connection with our need
' ?: cut off the Russkie flux of tour-
. ists.”

- Mike ignored him. “We'll have
- to plan it carefully, very hush
. hush. We'll send our boys into the
ntry spreading religion, the
hez will be inordinately re-
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- "Why will they?” Jones scowled.
~ Mike waggled a finger at him.
_ Peoples are prone to new religions
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at two periods. First, in the begin-
ning when luxuries are almost un-
known, life hard and the simple
virtues a necessity. Look at the
Americans when we were settling
the West. Strait-laced, hard work-
ing, church going, tight mouthed
—let's face it, bigoted. The sec-
ond period when a people are par-
ticularly prone to religion is during
their decadence. Through pure
boredom they seck out new experi-
ences, new ways of achieving ex-
citement. Rome is an example-—
in their final centuries the old
strait-laced religion disappeared
and a score of exotic new ones
swept in from Egypt and the Ori-
ent.” |

Jones just didn't get it. “But
what's the point? What kind of a
new religion? What will they
teach?”

“The Old Time Religion, of
course, The virtues of the simple
life. The glories of the home. Puri-
tanism. Once it got under way we'd
lay heavy stress against ostenta-
tious display of wealth such as is
involved in foreign travel. Stay at
home and cultivate the simple vir-
tues, that's the pitch.”

Jones was shaking his head. “It
wouldn’t work. It might for awhile,
as a fad, they're great for fads,
but then something else would
come along. Some other fad.”

Mike pressed his point. “That’s
all we need. A couple of years.
Stop the tourist trade for only two
or three years and the Russkies
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“Um-m-m, Why not?”
“Remember?” Frank Jones said
accusingly. “You're a bishop of the
Old Time Church. You don’t drink.
You don't smoke. You don’t dance.
You don't go out with flighty look-
ing blondes. Above all, you don't
hang out in the most popular bar
in Moscow,”
“Holy smokes,” Mike said. “I
forgot.”
“Yeah, Jones said dryly.
Mike said, “Well, Catherina Sar-
atov is in a position to wonder how
- it is that a tourist guide in South-
e Spain is suddenly a bishop.
~ He Iet his voice go thoughtful. “I
. suppose I'll have to spend some
. time with her covering up.”
“Yeah,” Jones said. “And obvi-
L ~ously that's going to be a terrible
E chore so far as you're concerned.”
- The interview with the Minister
~ of Culture had been a howling suc-
- cess, In fact, he'd practically fallen
- into their arms,
~ After a rundown on just what
- it was that their Old Time Church
. advocated, and assurances that
- they had nothing whatsoever to say
- against the Soviet State and no
- opinions whatsoever about Russkie
. bureauerats from Andrei Zorin
. right on down, he'd practically
- turned over the resources of the
 Ministry of Rest and Culture to
. them,
- “Why, do you realize,” he said
- happily, “the nearest thing to a
- really new attraction we've had for
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six months is a dancing Panda?
This calls for a celebration!” He
banged happily on a bell. “Reli-
gion!" he chortled. “Everybody’ll
be overwhelmed. Something abso-
lutely new!”

An underling entered from an-
other office.

“Champagne!” Mikhailov roar-
ed. “Send in some of the girls
from the distribution office. Dial
us some food. Caviar, smoked sal-
mon, sturgeon, Stolichny salad,
Soodak fish, everything! And lots
of champagne, Kirill, we're cele-
brating. Have the best sent in!”

Kirill was impressed. Before
Mike could open his mouth, he had
disappeared again,

Mike said, “But, Your Excellen-
cy, we just finished telling you.
The Old Time Church teaches
moderation.”

“Yes, indeed,” Jones said picus-
ly

“Moderation?” Alex Mikhailov
said. “But a celebration is in or-
der. Why, you'll be the hit of the
season. I'll be awarded the Hero
Medal for outstanding Socialist
Labor. What do you mean, mod-
eration?”

“Moderation in all things,” Mike
said gently. “Ostentatious display,
ostentatious use of luxuries, spend-
ing one’s time in such frivolities
as foreign travel, are the curse of
the spiritual side of the race.”

“They are?” Mikhailov said
blankly. “Why?” o
For the next hour they told him






























