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. Notes and Comment

a
., Commencement Thoughts

We have been told that as
teachers grow older they grow
, ¢ more mellow and more indul-
gent of life’s little inconsis-
* tencies. This gives us something
to look forward to but, un-
happily at our present stage of
+ the game, little more than some-
| _thing to look forward to. At the
moment, with commencement
+cliches fluttering about our yet-
unsilvered temples, we feel
neither mellow nor indulgent,
, but only uncomfortable and
slightly unclean.

AN

4

% .
For quite a number of years,

swe have been knocking about
in the academic world. We have
P seen physical plants grow larger
and more elaborate. We have
seen curricula come and go. We

-
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have sat in on “Whither Educa-
tion” sessions. And more than
once, we have asked ourselves
and anyone else who would
listen what all of these things
have to do with higher educa-
tion. For education is not pri-
marily buildings or curricula or
any of these other external
things. It is a process in, with,
and under which young minds
find their place within a stream
of culture and develop the atti-
tudes and skills which enable
them to contribute, in their day,
to the volume of that stream.
But the process can go on only
when there is communication
between generations and when
the atmosphere of such com-
munication is relatively calm
and unhurried. There must be
older men, who have acquired
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a certain amount of wisdom and
who are possessed of a deep de-
sire to pass it on. And there
must be young people who
want to be wise and are willing
to subject themselves to the dis-
cipline which is the first step
toward wisdom. There are, for-
tunately, such people in the
colleges and universities of our
country. But, unfortunately,
they seem to be decreasing in
number and to be losing out in
influence.

We have thus been moving
closer and closer to the day,
prophesied several years ago by
Robert Maynard Hutchins, when
everybody will have a degree
and nobody will have an educa-
tion. The pattern as we see it,
through perhaps myopic eyes, is
today one of men and women
who would rather be engaged in
genteel research going through
the motions of teaching young
people who would rather be
doing anything but read and
think. And a kind of academic
Gresham’s Law is at work—the
poor teacher and the poor
student driving the good teacher
and the good student out of cir-
culation.

Perhaps it is not altogether
accidental, therefore, that we
see simultaneously an enormous
increase in the number of people

who have bachelor’s degrees and
a powerful surge of anti-intellec-
tualism. Half-educated gradu-
ates, aware of the pretenses of so
many mis-educated instructors,
not only hold what has been
palmed off to them as the intel-
lectual life in contempt, but use
the skills which they acquired on
college campuses to attack it.

=

Forms and Substance

However undemocratic it may
sound, however snobbish some
may think we are to say it, the
fact remains that God in His
wisdom did not see fit to equip
all men, or even most men, with
the capacity for intellectual
work of a high order, any more
than He saw fit to equip all
men, or most men, with the
specific  talents required for
painting or the composing of
music or the acquiring of large
fortunes or the making of fine
furniture. In most areas of life
and activity, we recognize this
disparity of endowments and no
stigma attaches to an indi-
vidual’s failure to master this or
that particular skill. Thus no
one feels insulted if he is denied
a certificate as a master plumber
or if he is turned down as an
exhibitor at an art show. But it
is undemocratic and half a

-

-
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dozen other things if a young
man or woman is turned down
for admission to a college or
university and it is even worse
if, having sat through four years
of lectures, a young person is
denied a degree.

Why should this be so? We
think that it all goes back to a
screwy sense of values. Beneath
this mad worship of academic
degrees lies the false, the wholly
false, notion that intellectual at-
tainment is somehow intrinsi-
cally more honorable or praise-
worthy than is manual skill or
the faithful performance of un-
skilled work. And this notion,
in a day when attainment is
judged almost entirely by super-
ficial evidence, puts a high
premium on the college degree.
The sheepskin says that Junior
is educated, so what difference
does it make whether he is really
educated or not?

It is high time we restudied
the Christian doctrine of vo-
cation. We would then see that
it is not the nature of one’s
work that really counts, nor the
kind of clothes one wears in per-
forming it, but the reason for
one’s doing it and the standards
he sets for himself in its per-
formance. Then we would learn
to respect the farmer who, to the
greater glory of God, sets out to
do the best job of farming in

his county. We would respect
the housewife who, for the love
of Jesus, keeps a house that is a
delight to her family. We would
respect the steel-worker who, in
faithful stewardship of his time
and abilities, gives his job eight
hours of his best effort. And we
would respect the scholar or
teacher who, in gratitude for the
redemption of his soul, employs
to their fullest the intellectual
talents with which he has been
endowed. In every case, we
would respect the living man or
woman, and not a scrap of paper
or an assemblage of letters fol-
lowing his name.

o=

Massive Retaliation

In the days when we did a
considerable amount of travel-
ing we came to recognize some-
thing like ten different names
for the lowly hamburger. The
experience was a salutary one.
It taught us to buy nothing
merely by name but to look, in
every case, for the reality behind
the name.

The President and his secre-
tary of state have been offering
us, in recent months, what is
billed as a new look in our na-
tion’s foreign policy, and the
rather magnificent name which
has been attached to this new
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look is “A Policy of Massive Re-
taliation”. Since our foreign
policy for the past decade has
been a policy of retaliation, it
must be assumed that whatever
is new in this new policy must
be concealed under that grand-
sounding word, ‘“massive”. But
Richard Rovere, writing in The
New Yorker, claims to have
learned on competent authority
that the word was adopted be-
cause our military men thought
that it sounded impressive. If
that is actually what they
thought, they were right—so
right, as a matter of fact, that
even some of our allies seem to
have been misled into thinking
that we were all set to throw
hydrogen bombs at any aggres-
sor who might hereafter disturb
the peace.

So, if we skip the “massive”
business, we are left with a
policy of retaliation which, as
we have said, is the same policy
we have been following all
along. And it would surely be
laboring the obvious to point
out that a policy of retaliation
always assumes that the other
party has the initiative, which is
precisely what Republican
spokesmen were lambasting Mr.
Acheson and his colleagues for
not so many months ago. At that
time, the demand was for bold

action, designed to place the in-
itiative in our hands and to
deter aggression rather than re-
taliate when aggression had ac-
tually taken place.

This is not meant to be a
criticism of the Eisenhower-
Dulles policy. Responsibility is
a sobering thing and we do not
hold it against any man if, after
he has come into the responsi-
bilities and headaches of an of-
fice, he talks rather differently
than he did when he spoke for
the opposition. But we do think
that the record ought to be kept
straight. As far as actual policy
is concerned, there has been no
change significant enough to de-
serve a new name. Such change
as there has been has been a
change in military strategy, with
heavier emphasis upon the air
arm and proportionately less de-
pendence upon ground troops.
And even that shift may have to
be readjusted if we get ourselves
involved in another peninsular
war.

Meanwhile, one additional
thing ought, in all justice, to be
said. No one can know in ad-
vance whether the policies of
any given secretary of state will
or will not prove successful. One
can judge only what a secretary
of state is apparently trying to
do and the vigor with which he

-
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keeps moving toward his ap-
parent objectives. On both of
these scores, Mr. John Foster
Dulles deserves the highest com-
mendation. How he manages to
get about as he does, at his age,
we do not know. That he has
pulled an occasional boner, we
readily admit. But it seems to
us that, by any fair standards of
judgment, Mr. Dulles has dis-
played during the past eighteen
months a zeal for peace, a con-
cern for his country’s welfare,
and a disregard for his personal
well-being which entitle him to
rank among our best secretaries
of state.

(=Y

Background of Decisions

Once in a while, amid all of
the talk-talk that fills our daily
newspapers, one comes across a
remark which is so right, and so
perfectly stated, that it deserves
to be remembered. We happened
upon just such a remark several
weeks ago. It was a statement
made by Sgt. Hershey H. Miya-
mura, a Nisei Medal of Honor
winner, in the course of a speech
which he made to a dinner
audience honoring Nisei Korean
veterans of the College area.

Sgt. Miyamura, who won the
Medal of Honor for staying
back to cover his buddies’ with-

drawal during bitter fighting,
said: “Personal decisions are
made in a split second. How they
are made, I think depends on
the things we believe”.

This is as good a definition of
integrity as we have ever come
across. What Sgt. Miyamura was
saying was essentially this, that
one’s behavior in a time of crisis
is not reasoned out but is, in a
sense, automatic. It is only
natural, in other words, that in
a given situation one man will
run away to save his own hide
while another man will do the
thing that ought to be done.
Neither of the two men sits
down and tallies up the pros
and cons. Both do the thing that
belief and training has made,
for them, the “natural” thing to
do.

That is why, as every combat
soldier knows, there is no way
of telling in advance which
soldiers will crack and which
will stick it out when the going
gets rough. It is impossible to
see deeply enough into a man’s
heart to be able to predict his
behavior in a sudden moment of
crisis which allows no time for
thought.

We pass by the obvious oppor-
tunity to point a moral here but
one does wonder whether, in the
light of such considerations, it
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is wise to ride the fetish of sepa-
ration of church and state to
such ridiculous lengths that even
the Book Whose teachings are
the basis of morality in the
Western world may not be read
in our schools because it is al-
legedly sectarian in nature.

o
Deification of Mary

Several months ago, we noted
with regret the accelerated
growth of Mariolatry in the
Roman Catholic Church, a de-
velopment which concerns us
both because we fear that it may
eventually take our Roman fel-
low-Christians altogether outside
the bounds of Christendom and
because, even now, it makes any
attempt to reunite divided
Christendom practically hope-
less. Our concern is intensified
by a statement made recently by
the Very Rev. John A. Flynn,
president of St. Johm’s Univer-
sity in Brooklyn.

Speaking to a Marian year
convocation, Father Flynn re-
marked that it is not unlikely
that, within the next 100 years
or so, Mary will be “proclaimed
in a definition of doctrine as
Co-Redemptrix of the human
race, that next the dogma of
Mediatrix of all graces may be
promulgated, and that finally

the definition of her queenship,
as participation with her Son in
the power of ruling the World,
may be proclaimed”.

Father Flynn is, of course, as-
suming the danger-fraught role
of the prophet and it is very
possible that he, like so many
prophets, is gazing into a cloud-
ed crystal ball. At least we hope
so. For if the notions which
Father Flynn refers to should
ever be stated as church dogma,
it would mean the final break
between Rome and the Chris-
tian Faith. It would mean a re-
turn, after 2000 years, of the
Olympian deities, a development
which  William Butler Yeats
seemed both to expect and to
hope for.

This, perhaps, is the fulfill-
ment of aged Simeon’s prophecy,
that a sword would pierce
through Mary’s soul. For what
mother would wish to be, even
innocently, the tool in a coup
d’etat against her son? And what

Christian, even the mother of

our Lord, would want to intrude
his own name and person into
that earliest confession of the
Christian faith: “Jesus Christ
is Lord”? Fortunately, Mary is at
rest among the faithful departed
and can not be hurt by these at-
tacks, in her name, upon her
Son. But the humble Marys and
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Josephs of our own day can be
hurt, and not only hurt but
given over to everlasting death
if they are led to repose their
faith in any other name under
heaven except that one Name by
which men must be saved.

=
Water Shortage

It still seems incredible to
most Americans living east of
the Great Plains that their part
of the country should be threat-
ened by a shortage of water. And
yet the evidence of such a short-
age is piling up in every part
of our country with the excep-
tion of the Great Lakes Region,
and the fact of a shortage is by
now well-recognized around our
larger cities, particularly in the
New York metropolitan area.

What makes it difficult for
most of us to realize that we
could run out of water is the
very limited knowledge that
most of us have of the uses of
water. In our homes, we see
water being used for drinking,
for cooking, and for bathing,
with a certain amount of lawn-

" watering in the summer time.

What we forget is that all of
these wuses together represent
only a fraction of the total con-
sumption of water in the average
community. A very great deal of

water is used for industrial pur-
poses and a considerable amount
of water is used for air-condition-
ing.

The iron and steel industry
of the United States, to take the
most extreme example of indus-
trial water requirements, uses
each day four billion gallons of
water. Multiply this by 365 and
one arrives at the fantastic figure
of a trillion and a half gallons of
water per year. And there are
other industries which, while less
thirsty, are nevertheless major
users of water.

There is hardly a major city
in our country, outside the
Great Lakes area, which has not
run into a “water problem” dur-
ing the past decade. City govern-
ments have sunk deeper and
deeper wells to keep pace with
the continuing fall of the ground
water table. The largest cities,
New York being the prime ex-
ample, have had to go farther
and farther away for their water
supply, thus spreading the water
shortage blight over whole

regions. Meanwhile, consump-
tion continues to rise.
What we must eventually

realize is that the water prob-
lem is no longer a local problem
to be solved by this or that city
the best way it can. The problem
is perhaps national and certainly
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regional and requires regional
study and action. Whether we
want to do something about it
now, before the problem gets
out of hand, or whether we
want to postpone doing some-
thing about it until we are con-
fronted by potential disaster is
a question which demands a
fairly immediate answer. One
thing is certain: the problem is
not going to solve itself. An
average of 30 inches of rain falls
annually upon the United States.
This is our water supply. There
is no more to be had. All that
we can possibly do is see to it
that as much of this water as is
possible becomes available for
the use of our people and that
the uses to which this water is
put be as unwasteful as ordinary
prudence allows.

o
Those Hearings

In the Anglo-American tra-
dition, courts of law and the
rules which govern their pro-
cedures are designed for the
punishment of the guilty and the
protection of the innocent. It is
the great glory of our tradition
that the protection of the inno-
cent has long been the chief pre-
occupation of our courts, so
much so that they would rather
see some of the guilty escape

punishment than run the risk of
unjustly punishing an innocent
man. Many of the so-called tech-
nicalities that so often irritate
the layman are devices for
weighting the scale on the side
of the accused so that guilt,
once established, may be con-
sidered to have been established
beyond reasonable doubt.

Judges and lawyers know, or
at least are presumed to know,
the philosophical grounds upon
which the various technicalities
of the law and of trial procedure
rest. And it is required of the
ethical lawyer that he employ
them shrewdly, he may employ
them in some hitherto unused
way, but he must not employ
them to subvert the spirit and
intent of the law or of legal pro-
ceedings.

It is necessary to bear this in
mind because television now per-
mits great masses of the people
who are acquainted neither with
the philosophy of Anglo-Ameri-
can law nor with its time-
honored procedures to witness
quasi-judicial hearings conduct-
ed by congressional committees.
Unless one understands the
many subtelties of law and of
procedure, one is all too apt to
become impatient of what seem
to be barren technicalities and to
be unduly impressed by such

W
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superficial things as the personal
attractiveness of witnesses, the
cleverness -of counsel, and the
apparent nimble-mindedness of
committee members.

In other words, the televising
of such hearings as those which
recently -afflicted our air-waves
tends to operate to the advantage
of the shyster and the exhibition-
ist. This is particularly true of
a congressional hearing because
a congressional committee is not
a court of law which is compe-
tent to assess fines or fix pun-
ishments. The real court at
such hearings consists of the TV
audience, and it is to that court
that the unscrupulous man will
be appealing.

As far as the substance of the
recent hearings is concerned,
about all that possibly could be
established was that some Re-
publican was lying, a fact which
may or may not further the wel-

-

fare of the Democratic party but
which can hardly be of any great
help or encouragement to the
nation which, in a time of very

.serious crisis, needs to feel con-

fident in the patriotism and in-
tegrity of its legislators and ad-
ministrators. But, in our judg-
ment, these hearings would
have been a major disservice to
the American people even if they
could have established beyond
reasonable doubt who the liar or
liars were, for they brought the
masses of our people, without
training or background, into the
middle of an extremely technical
legal proceeding from which the
people recoiled, as we all nor-
mally do in the face of that
which we do not understand,
with suspicion and even disgust.
This can hardly be calculated to
increase the people’s respect for
the law and for judicial
processes.
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The unfortunate thing about
the modern home is that it is
being built without a front
porch. Never before in history
have so many houses been built
in such a short period of time as
have been erected in the last
eight years. Almost all of these
new houses are attractive, and
without exception, even includ-
ing those that aren't attractive,
they are all functional. Once an
architect or contractor makes
functionalism his goal, however,
he is going to miss a number of
features that make for good liv-
ing. That, 1 am afraid, is what
has happened with the front
porch. The word “functional”
has a connotation of coldness in
it, and a front porch is a thing
of warmth.

In the building trades, you
will find a great mis-use of
No one seems to build

terms.

By

*

LOOMAN

ALFRED R

houses; they all build homes.
And the majority of these
modern homes are called ranch
type. Well, there is a misnomer
to start with. The only similar-
ity between a modern ranch type
home and a real ranch home is
that both are one-story affairs.
But the real ranch home is a
rambling affair that has in-
numerable features of good liv-
ing which allow the residents to
enjoy the outdoors without get-
ting out in it. This ranch type

business started in California
where the weather and other
conditions made a one-story

house without a front porch or
basement a feasible way to build
and to live. T don’t believe it is
true—though I might get an ar-
gument from certa in Cali-
fornians on this—that what is
good for California is necessar-
ily good for, say, the Midwest.
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1f only because of climate, we
need a different type of home.

The ranch type and other
modern homes are built, pre-
sumably, for outdoor living,

again the California influence.
It is my contention that, except
for areas with year-around warm
weather, they are built for any-
thing but that. Step out of the
front or back door of a modern
home and where are you? You
are in the great out of doors and
on exhibit to your neighbors
and to passers-by. This matter
of being on exhibit isn't a
pleasant one, and it is not con-
ducive to relaxation. One feels
compelled to look busy, to grab
a hoe and work on the garden,
or to start cutting grass. But in
place of the porch, a structure
that permits you to get outside
without being outside, you will
say the modern home has a
patio. Now there’s another mis-
nomer for you. A patio is a
courtyard, and a courtyard is at
least partially, if not completely,
surrounded by the wings of the
building. Not so the modern
patio. It consists of slabs of stone
set in the ground in the back of
the house and, in most cases, it
is in a perfectly open area. Two
or three chairs are placed on the
stones and, perhaps, a picnic
table. But it is still too public

a place for outdoor dining or
relaxing. One is inclined to
feel awfully conspicuous, if not
downright foolish, just sitting
there. The other disadvantage
to a patio, at least in this part
of the country, is that mos-
quitoes make it uninhabitable
during the only season it could
otherwise be used.

So it appears to me that the
modern home, instead of giving
people the opportunity to en-
joy outdoor living, is driving
them unhappily indoors or out
to the highways. The only ones
who are gaining on this are those
in the air-conditioning business.
If, on a warm Summer’s evening,
one doesn’t want to fight the
bites of mosquitoes, the stares of
passers-by, or the traffic on the
highway, then the only place he
can go is inside the house. The
great increase in the sale of
home air-conditioning units is
evidence that man has been
spending too many warm eve-
nings indoors.

All of this can be remedied
easily. The modern home can be
made more livable with little ex-
pense. All the contractor has to
do is add a front and/or a back
porch, preferably screened. It
may detract somewhat from the
over-all appearance, but it will
add to the living qualities of the
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place. The porch can be, and for
many generations was, the
center of living for the home
during many months of the year.
It is a place where the family
can gather, where guests can be
entertained. You can relax on a
porch, read, write, eat, or even
sleep there. All of this and
you're still getting the benefits
of being outdoors.

I was reminded of the im-
portance of a porch last month
while I was sitting on one watch-
ing the approach of a Spring
thunderstorm. It was too early
in the year for the screens to be
up, so I was sitting there at
dusk with the chair tilted back
and with my feet on the porch
rail. (One can sit that way on a
porch, but a little more decorum
is expected when sitting out on
the patio.) The trees were in
bud, the smell of Spring was in
the air. Dark clouds had been
gathering in the northwest for a
half hour before I started my
watch. For almost an hour I
watched that storm. It began, as
most of them do, with faint
lightning and a distant rumble.
The flashing increased in in-

tensity and the thunder in
volume as the clouds ap-
proached. Soon lightning was

flashing on all sides. I felt per-
fectly safe and comfortable with

the porch roof over my head,
though I would not have felt so
had I been sitting completely
unprotected in the back yard.
It was a beautiful show and my
two small sons enjoyed it too,
which they wouldn’t have done
without the feeling of security
the porch gave them.

Just as the clouds were over-
head, a strong gust of wind
rushed past. It was a very strong
gust, as if the wind had been
compressed and suddenly re-
leased. The bushes and the
branches of the trees bent
violently but gracefully with the
wind. Then the rain came, at
first as -a downpour and then
slowly changing into a soft
steady fall. During all this I
moved not one inch. Neither the
wind nor the rain made any
difference. I was still perfectly
dry.

A fairly prosaic experience?
Perhaps, though I have never
thought of Nature in action as
being very prosaic, and when
was the last time you've watched
this particular performance? If
you have recently enjoyed ob-
serving a storm forming and ap-
proaching, and you were out-
side during the show, you must
have been on a porch. For if
you were under a tree, you
wouldn’t have felt comfortable,
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and if you were just sitting in
the back yard, you were
drenched.

A porch is also an ideal place
for a child to play, particularly
on rainy days. I don’t know if it
has been tested, or if there is
any scientific basis for the belief
that rainy weather makes adults
rather irritable. I do know that
being cooped up on a rainy day
makes a child go wild. In the
modern home, there is no place
for the child to go and nothing
for him to do. He may play with
his familiar toys on days when
he doesn’t have to, but he won’t
touch them on a day when there
is nothing else to do. If you have
a porch, the child can be out-
side, still dry, and watch the rain
or the traffic, or just play and
yet feel that he is not cooped up.
If there is ever a revolt against
the porch-less home, as I believe
there will be one of these days,
it will most likely be led by
mothers whose nerves have been
stretched to the breaking point
by whining young children on a
rainy day. All the members of
the family benefit from a porch,
but any strong movement re-
quires a spontaneous reaction to
be successful, so I'm backing the
mothers to furnish this impetus
for the return of the porch.

A porch is conducive to pri-

vacy and relaxation, and I don’t
know what the modern home
nas to compare with it. One feels
so much more at home on a
porch than on a patio. When
I'm sitting on a porch, I prefer
to swing or to rock. You can’t
do either successfully on a patio.
You can’t get a very satisfactory
swing from those self-contained
swings that are used on patios,
and the stones are too rough to
make rocking pleasant. And if
one is on exhibition on a patio,
he usually feels required to sit
quietly.

A porch has an intimate air
about it even though you may
be visible from the street. Con-
versation seems to flow more
freely, visitors are more at ease.
It is possible on a porch to read,
play cards, sew, or study with the
lights turned on and not be
forced to fight off all sorts of
specimens from the insect world.
I suppose it would be possible to
view television undisturbed on
a screened-in porch, but I'm not
pushing that as an inducement.
In fact, I am so convinced of
the efficacy of a porch for quiet
entertainmnet that I would rule
out TV entirely as being much
too obtrusive.

It is surprising how many
uses a porch can be put to. When
I was a child, both our front and
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back porches proved to be adapt-
able under circumstances not
normally anticipated. In those
years, the Illinois River had a
Spring habit of overflowing its
banks and flooding our town. In
most areas the water would not
be more than three feet deep
and, fortunately, most houses
then were built with basements
that brought the first floor more
than three feet off the ground.
Most every household had a boat
as part of its standard equip-
ment. And what do you do with
a boat once the water is up? You
tie it to a post on the front or
back porch. The porch itself
makes an excellent dock, greatly
facilitating the getting in or out
of a rowboat. Many people
fished from their front porches
and were quite successful. Those
who enjoy fishing as a rather
lazy sport found fishing from
their own front porches the acme
of fishing perfection. During
the floods, our porches were
ideal places for us children to
play. We were too young to be
out in a boat alone all day, and
I don’t know what else we would
have done if we hadn’t had a
porch.

I am not advocating that
porches be built in the expecta-
tion of their being used as docks
sometime in the future. I am

merely pointing out that a porch
is an extremely important and
versatile adjunct to the home.
There are signs that others too,
are beginning to realize the need
for a porch on a modern home
and are attempting to do some-
thing about it. Most of the at-
tempts have not been successful
since they have only built sub-
stitutes for porches. Not far
from my town, one family has
built a ten foot square frame-
work and covered it with screen-
ing. It sits in the front yard
about twenty feet from the front
door. It has the appearance of
a cage, but it has some of the
advantages of a porch, though it
kept many of the disadvantages
of a patio, particularly in its lo-
cation. It's just not the same as
a porch. In order to answer the
telephone, get a book, or make
some lemonade, someone must
open the door to the outside, let
in mosquitoes, and then tramp
twenty feet to the house. The
temptation on a warm evening
will be to let the telephone ring
(not a bad idea if you can avoid
wondering who called the rest
of the evening), or to forego the
book or the lemonade.

No, there there is no substi-
tute for a porch, but I am sure
there is a demand for them that
has not been realized. If I were
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so situated, I would get into the
home building business and
come out with a complete line of
home plans featuring livable
porches of large proportions. I
would, 1 think, make a fortune

with that idea within a year. But
I am like you are. I get these
good ideas but never have the
capital that is required to make
anything on them.

Freely Given

Who can be silent, who ignore
That ageless moment when the shy
Crocus lifts up its head once more

Under a gentle sky?

New-minted dandelion gold
Offers to any who may pass
Something no treasure chest can hold,

Nor miser’s greed amass.

Richer than royal purple, far,
The violet reaching toward the sun;
Dew-jeweled cobwebs finer are

Than any fabric spun.

Who can be poor when all these things

Are ours to possess,

Scattered upon the earth by Spring’s

Unfailing lavishness?

—ALBERT RAaLPH KORN




TOLERANCE

By JOHN STRIETELMEIER

If you had asked a Jew of the
pre-Christian era what he owed
to a person who did not share
his race and his faith, he might
have answered with a quotation
from the Torah: “Thou shalt
neither vex a stranger nor op-
press him”. If you had asked a
Christian of apostolic times what
he owed to his non-Christian
neighbor, he might have repeat-
ed the words of his Lord: “Thou
shalt love thy neighbor as thy-
self”. To the Jew, then, justice
was the basic obligation which
men owed to each other. To the
Christian, the obligation was
love. But if you ask the first ten
citizens you encounter on the
street tonight what they owe to
men who do not share their race
or their faith, the chances are
that at least nine of them will
answer: “Tolerance”.

Now it may very well be that
when modern man says “Toler-
ance” he means very much the
same thing that the old Testa-
ment Jew meant by justice and
perhaps even something similar
to what the apostolic Christian
meant by love. In other words,
tolerance may be just our way of
expressing a moral obligation

which decent people have al-
ways felt toward other men, re-
gardless of race or religious pro-
fession. But as a practitioner of
language, I have enough respect
for the power of words to believe
that words are at least as effec-
tive in molding attitudes as the
attitudes are in modifying the
meaning of words. And so I have
many misgivings about this word
“tolerance”.

Irrespective of what any one
person may have in mind when
he uses the word, the dictionary
definition of tolerance is “the
disposition to bear up under or
endure beliefs, practises, or
habits differing from one’s own”.
One could, therefore, conceiv-
ably tolerate a roommate who
persists in keeping limburger
cheese in his book shelf or a
preacher who skips rope while
he preaches. But I suspect that
somewhere along the line one
would have to get a limit to this
sort of thing. Few of us, I am
sure, would be able to remain
tolerant for any length of time
of a roommate who uses sticks
of TNT as dumbbells for his
morning exercises and probably
none of us would tolerate the

¥

»

A

SR -



JuneE 1954 17

preacher who becomes so in-
volved in his rope-skipping that
he never gets around to preach-
ing.

By these perhaps outlandish
examples I have tried to indicate
that tolerance, in its very nature,
is a very limited and very ten-
tative thing. As a disposition of
the mind, it runs head-on into
elements in our nature which are
much more than dispositions of
the mind. Thus the harmless ec-
centricity which we may be dis-
posed to tolerate becomes, at a
certain stage of intensification,
the nuisance which we can no
longer bear. The merely irritat-
ing practise can very easily be-
come the danger which arouses
our instinct for self-preservation.
The peculiar beliefs of a person
or a group may demand an ex-
pression in action which repre-
sents either a danger or a
nuisance to the rest of us. At the
point where tolerance runs into
the emotions and the instincts
that are, so to speak, of the es-
sence of man’s nature, tolerance
suffers the fate of a moth run-
ning into a flame. I am not, at
the moment, saying that this is
the way it ought to be. I am say-
ing that, as a matter of fact, this
is the way it is.

This being so, it is not sur-
prising that an increasing num-

ber of intelligent and repson-
sible people in our country are
becoming very intolerant of
what they consider intolerance.
During the past two years, two
articles have appeared in the
Saturday Review, each sympto-
matic of this new intolerance.
The first of these articles, by Dr.
Horace M. Kallen, insists that re-
ligion as it is institutionalized in
the various churches robs men
of freedom. And since Dr. Kallen
is emotionally and intellectually
committed to freedom as an ab-
solute value, he insists upon a
recognition of secularism as
America’s true religion. This
true religion, according to Dr.
Kallen, rests upon the scientific
method, which he describes as
democracy in the realm of ideas,
and upon the democratic way of
life, which he believes insures
man’s liberty in the face of dif-
ference and potential conflict.

Now let us stop for a minute
to see what Dr. Kallen is saying
here. He is saying that there is
something to which man can and
ought to make an absolute com-
mitment. For him, that some-
thing is freedom. It is not too
much, therefore, to say that free-
dom is his god and that the
“scientific method” and the dem-
ocratic way of life are the two
essential articles of his faith. Be-

e e e
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lieving that, it is not surprising
that Dr. Kallen does what any
committed person must neces-
sarily do. He becomes a mis-
sionary for his faith. He be-
comes, if you please, an intoler-
ant missionary. For have you
ever known a missionary—
whether Christian, secular, free-
enterprise, or Communist—who
was not intolerant?

So much, for the moment, for
Dr. Kallen. A few months after
the publication of Dr. Kallen’s
article, the second of the two
articles to which 1 referred ap-
peared in the Saturday Review.
The writer of this article is the
able and high-minded former
president of Harvard, Dr. James
Bryant Conant. In his article,
entitled “Education: Engine of
Democracy”, Dr. Conant ex-
presses his regret at the estab-
lishment of private schools, par-
ticularly on the elementary level,
in areas which had previously
been served by a single public
school. Dr. Conant sees in the
public school the great vehicle
of democracy, through which
class distinctions are minimized,
fluidity is maintained in our
social and economic structure,
and understanding furthered be-
tween various segments of the
population. He believes, there-
fore, that a system of strong pri-

vate schools would be destruc-
tive to the nation’s best interests.

You will note that Dr.
Conant’s basic commitment is to
the United States of America.
Although I am sure that he
would not state it so crudely, his
country is his god and democracy
is the true faith which, to bor-
row a phrase from the Athana-
sian Creed, “except a man be-
lieve faithfully and firmly, he
cannot be saved”. And so he also,
finding himself convinced of
what he considers essential truth,
has to do something about it. He
has, in other words, to become a
missionary for his conviction.
And in the process he, too, dis-
plays something of the intoler-
ance of the missionary.

I have selected these two
examples simply because one
would have to look far to find
two men for whose abilities and
nobility of character one could
have as much respect. And the
point that I would make, in both
cases, is that the committed man
can not handle what he considers
essential truth lightly. One can
be completely open-minded
about the “scientific method” if
he considers it only one of
several acceptable methods for
determining truth. But if you
share Dr. Kallen’s conviction
that it is the only valid method
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for determining truth, you are
not going to be able to conceal
your contempt for and your an-
tagonism toward other methods.
Similarly, one can be completely
open-minded about the public
school system if one considers it
only a device for teaching chil-
dren to read, write, and calcu-
late. But the minute you con-
ceive of the public school sys-
tem as a vehicle of democracy,
certain very dogmatic assertions
about it must necessarily follow.
Real conviction sets up first
premises which are held as ab-
solute truth and proceeds from
there to accept whatever minor
premises must necessarily follow.

If T were to apply what I have
said up to this point to, let us
say, the natural sciences, no one
would argue with it. No chemist
would admit the validity of in-
tuition as a method for the quali-
tative analysis of a complex hy-
drocarbon. Nor would it get
much of an argument in engi-
neering. There are right ways
and wrong ways to hook up elec-
trical circuits and if the hookup
is wrong there is not going to be
any power. But when, as I pro-
pose to do now, 1 apply this to
the area of religion, that is a dif-
ferent story. And it is only
natural that it should be so. For
when one begins to probe the re-

lation of a man to his god, all
sorts of innate and acquired pro-
tective devices come into play to
avoid pain to that sensitive core
of our hearts where the Creator
has hidden the breath of our
lives. And if I speak at all, it is
because I am profoundly con-
vinced that each of us owes the
other the duty to supply what-
ever fuel we have to that breath
of life.

Religion for most of us, I take
it, involves a commitment. For
many of us, this commitment
underlies all of our hopes not
only for all of the years of this
life but also for an unending
life which we believe will follow
this life. We believe that it is
possible for a man to live for-
ever in everlasting fecility and
that it is equally possible for a
man to live forever in everlasting
pain. There is considerable dif-
ference of opinion among men
as to the criteria upon which our
destiny will be determined. And
there is equally diverse opinion
on the nature of the promised
life. But all of religion postulates
that life is a game which can be
won and that, by logical corol-
lary, it is a game that can be
lost. There is, therefore, in all of
religion an Either-Or imperative.
Recognizing this, no person who
takes his faith seriously and who
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is, at the same time, seriously
concerned for the welfare of
other men, can look on neutrally
while men reject the saving
Either for the fatal Or.

I would therefore have no
hesitation whatsoever in saying
that the person who boasts of
his religious tolerance is, in ac-
tuality, saying one or both of
two things. Either he is saying
that he has made no religious
commitment, in which case he
has nothing to be tolerant of, or
else he is saying that it doesn’t
matter one way or another to
him whether men live or die.

It is this latter person that
should concern us. The question
is whether a religious commit-
ment carries with it any respon-
sibility over against others who
have made a different commit-
ment. And if there is a respon-
sibility, what is it?

I have already indicated that
it seems to me humanly im-
possible to conceal one’s basic
commitments. It is not only the
Galilean whose speech betrays
him. Our speech, our day-to-day
activities, the way we employ
our leisure time, the books we
choose to read, the way we go
about our everyday work will all
betray the commitment we have
made. But I would go beyond
that to suggest that if the com-
mitment is genuine enough, we

will not even want to conceal it.
We will want to share it. We will
want to evangelize for it.

But does wanting to evan-
gelize impose upon us the moral
obligation to evangelize? Not in
itself, of course. And yet I be-
lieve that the moral obligation
is there. I think that it is the
mean and selfish soul, not the
great and generous soul, that
conceals the secret of its happi-
ness and the grounds of its hopes
from other men. I think that
there is a streak of anti-Semitism
in the orthodox Christian who
feels no desire to convert an
orthodox Jew. I think that there
is a streak of anti-Catholicism in
the Protestant who is unwilling
to discuss the doctrine of justifi-
cation with his Roman Catholic
friends. And I think that there
is a streak of anti-Protestantism
in the Roman Catholic who is
unwilling to stand up for the
Roman Catholic teaching on the
nature of the Mass. I know what
this involves. It involves irritat-
ing people on their most sensi-
tive spot. But if the great law of
life is not to irritate other
people, there is hardly any jus-
tification for the medical pro-
fession, not to mention the teach-
ing profession.

But let me inject a personal
foot-note at this point. It has
been my experience that in mat-
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ters of religion the fundamental
and unbridgeable division is not
between those who believe dif-
ferent things, but between those
who believe and those who do
not believe. I have seen Lutheran
pastors and Catholic priests
fighting side by side against non-
Christians who maintained abso-
lutely that there are no abso-
lutes. When I read an address by
Dr. Lowery, the Presbyterian
president of Wooster College, or
when 1 read the magnificent
prose of Anglican C. S. Lewis,
or when I read the free-swinging
argumentation of Roman Catho-
lic G. K. Chesterton I recognize
a voice speaking in my own
language. At times their dogma
hits me in the face and I am
prompted to say, “Come now,
where do you get such incredible
nonsense?” But I can say it with
the freedom and unselfconscious-
ness that one feels toward a
friend. It is when I read the out-
pourings of some of the repre-
sentatives of modern secularism
that I find myself unable to
speak. They are simply speaking
a language that I can not under-
stand and I keep feeling that
somehow they are not being
frank enough with me to permit
me really to examine their con-
clusions.

And this experience of mine is

by no means unique. There is, I
know, the popular picture of
dogmatic theologians hurling in-
vective at each other and secret-
ly trying to cut each other’s
throat. Undoubtedly there is
some ground in fact for this pic-
ture. But I would suggest that
the picture is quite untypical of
the reality of the situation.

But to get back to the ques-
tion we had posed. What is the
responsibility which we owe, in
the area of religion, toward those
who differ with our beliefs?

I would suggest that this obli-
gation is three-fold.

In the first place, I believe
that we are obligated to get our
convictions straight in our own
minds. Whatever our religion
may be, it has an intellectual
content. By that I mean that it
can and must be capable of
formulation in a statement
which satisfies the intellectual
demand for consistency. Every
man, whether he admits it or
not, has a theology. The dif-
ference is that some men have a
theology that makes sense and
other men have a theology
which, if it were ever written
down, would be a jumble of un-

finished sentences, contra-
dictions, and dangling parti-
ciples.

Aside from the specifically
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spiritual value that one would
derive from arriving at such an
intelligible formulation, there
would be the very considerable
social benefit of decreasing, at
least by one, the number of wit-
less wonders who whirl about
trying, in the name of religion,
to do half a dozen mutually-
contradictory things such as
preaching brotherhood and con-
tributing to building funds for
segregated churches, praying for
the conversion of the heathen
and neglecting the spiritual
training of their own children,
condemning other church bodies
and never bothering to read the
confessional statements of their
own.

Once we have formulated, in
some intelligible way, our own
statement of conviction, it would
seem to me that we ought to see
whether what we truly believe
corresponds to what we profess
to believe. Most of us claim mem-
bership in some religious body.
That body somewhere along the
line has set down its funda-
mental teachings, its creed if I
may use a word which credu-
lous modern man is so afraid to
use. It seems to me rather dis-
honest to call one’s self, let us
say, a Methodist if one is not in
substantial agreement with what
the Methodist Church, in its

public statements, sets down as

its distinctive teachings. We can
admit the probability that no
individual Christian would be
able to subscribe word for word
and letter for letter to every de-
tail of his Church’s doctrine and
practise. But somewhere there
must be a line beyond which, if
one crosses it, he has in fact left
his church. To continue to call
one’s self a member of the
church under such circumstances
would, it seems to me, be analo-
gous to attending a Republican
National Convention with a
Draft-Stevenson button on one’s
lapel.

This is not, I hope you will
understand, a plea for sectarian-
ism in the ugly sense of that
term. But certainly within the
riotous variety of religious
groups in America one ought to
be able to find at least one
group to whose tenets he could
subscribe without violating his
conscience. My own convictions
as to the nature of the church
does not permit me to place the
church in a category alongside
service clubs and political parties
as an organization to be joined
or forsaken at will. But neither
could I, in conscience, remain a
Protestant if my actual religious
convictions were more consonant
with Roman Catholicism.

Having then formulated our
convictions, and having made
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sure that what we actually be-
lieve corresponds to what we
profess to believe, I .conceive it
to be our duty to present our
convictions as fully as possible,
as openly as possible, and as
persuasively as possible to any-
one who is willing to listen. I
feel hurt and offended when a
man who, I know, differs with
me on basic issues refuses to ad-
mit that the difference exists or
suggests that we simply not talk
about it. Why doesn’t he want
to talk about it? Does he think
that I am too stupid to under-
stand him? Does he think that
my own convictions are so weak
and shabby that they need to be
protected from conflict? Does he
think that I am emotionally un-
balanced and might cause an em-
barrassing scene if he didn’t
humor me along? Unless I am to
pass critical judgment upon his
own sincerity and generosity, I
must almost necessarily assume
that somehow he considers me
his inferior. And there is still
enough original sin in me to
make me bristle when somebody
gives me the brush-off.

No. When I talk to a rabbi,
I expect to differ with him on
practically every point of the-
ology. But I expect also to get a
deeper insight into the ethical
and moral grandeur of the

Jewish faith and to come a little
closer to understanding some-
thing of the majestic spirit of
the Talmud. In return, I should
like to lay open to the rabbi the
Christian understanding of the
events recorded in the New Tes-
tament which, to a Christian,
constitute the fulfillment of the
hope which, for centuries, the
Jewish people kept alive under
so much suffering. When 1 talk
to a priest, I expect to differ
with him on doctrines which
both he and I consider of basic
importance. But I expect also to
be surprised at the number of
times we will spontaneously ex-
press our agreement with each
other on some issue and our dis-
agreement with what the non-
Christian would have to say
about the same issue.

These three obligations, then,
I believe that we owe to men
who hold convictions that differ
from our own: first, to make
sure that we ourselves know
clearly what it is that we truly
believe; secondly, to make sure
that what we truly believe
squares with what we profess to
believe; and, finally, to be quite
ready to state our convictions
candidly, forcefully, and per-
suasively whenever we have op-
portunity to do so. You will

note, I hope, that these obli-
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gations go considerably beyond
mere tolerance. They demand a
disposition which, I fear, one en-
counters altogether too rarely in
our day. They demand respect.

They demand, in the first
place, a respect for truth. We
have learned, or at least we
should have learned, from the
events of recent years that there
are some things in heaven and
on earth that are true—true not
because some men said they were
true or because events proved
they were true but true in the
very nature of things. It may be
readily granted that there have
been ages in which too many
things were too readily accepted
as true. But the gullibility of
one age does not excuse the
nihilism of another age. We are
not justified in saying that truth,
in its highest sense, can not be
apprehended merely because
other generations thought that
they had apprehended all or
most of it. To the skeptics and
the logical positivists and the
pragmatists of our generation
the various religious faiths would
say: “The truth exists and it is
knowable. It is not only man’s
highest privilege but his most
solemn obligation to know it.
But once a man knows it, he
cannot surrender it except at the
cost of his soul”.

These obligations demand, in
the second place, a respect for
one’s self. More than we realize,
I fear that most of us have suc-
cumbed, even in our self-estima-
tion, to the insidious bestializa-
tion of man which has been
going on now for something like
a hundred years. There would
not be time for me to take up in
this article the effects of the
thinking of men such as Darwin
and Freud and Dewey upon
modern man’s conception of his
nature and destiny. But the ef-
fects have been profound and,
on the whole, I fear, not very
happy. From the psalmist’s lofty
conception of man as “a little
lower than the angels”, we have
brought him down to a level
only slightly above the primates.
It is not at all improbable that
if men think of themselves as
only somewhat more advanced
beasts, they will begin to behave
like beasts. Unfortunately it is
no more possible for man to play
the role of a superior sort of ape
convincingly than it is for an
ape to play the role of an in-
ferior sort of man. As between
the two, the ape pretending to
be a man is much more amusing
and much less dangerous than
is the man pretending to be an
ape.

Until one has learned, at least
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in some measure, to respect him-
self, it is impossible for him to
respect anyone else. If I consider
myself an accidental event in an
accidental universe, I see myself
surrounded on all sides by two-
legged accidents. If I accept my
own inability to know anything
for sure, I am hardly likely to
grant the possibility of anyone
else’s knowing anything for sure.
If convictions mean nothing in
my own life, I can hardly see
why they should mean anything
in anybody else’s life. If I have
not bet my own life on a truth
which admits of no doubt, I can
not begin to imagine what the
world and life and time looks
like to 2 man who has made that
complete commitment.

Once one has developed the
ability to respect the truth, him-
self, and his fellow men, I be-
lieve that there is the possibility
of his eventually being able to
take the next step and learn to
love all of these—not as objects
seen through the rose-coloured
glasses of a cheap and maudlin
sentimentality but as evidences
of the handiwork of God. On
this level, the devout Roman
Catholic, the orthodox Jew, the
convinced Protestant becomes
not an eccentric whose views are
to be tolerated as one tolerates

the vocal efforts of Johnny Ray
but a person—a creature fash-
ioned in the image of the in-
effable God and bearing still,
despite all of the evidences of
corruption and mortality, some
clear traces of his divine paren-
tage. I know that this has all
been said before. But I know
also that our generation, which
has seen Buchenwald and the
rape of Nanking and the de-
humanization of half of the
world’s population, needs to
hear it again. I know that even
we who profess a religious
faith need constantly to be re-
minded of it.

For I am convinced that if
we can not rise above mere
tolerance, we shall finally find
ourselves exterminating one an-
other. Unless we can learn to
respect each other’s convictions
and love each other as human
beings, we shall grow weary of
merely putting up with each
other. There are abundant signs
that this is already happening,
in our own country and in vast
areas of our world. Unless we
take positive steps to turn the
tide, we shall one of these days
find the members of various
faiths feeding upon each other
rather than with each other.




~Garlic and
Sapphires:
~T.S. Eliot

By ALFrED P. KLAUSLER

Mr. John Q. Merchant, aver-
age businessman, Centerville,
USA., is in New York on his
‘annual buying trip. He is ac-
companied by his wife. They
have one free evening and Mrs.
‘Merchant brightly informs her
‘husband she has' succeeded in
obtaining two 8th row, center,
$eats at the Morosco Theater.

“What are we seeing?”’ asks
Mr. Merchant suspiciously,
knowing how unpredictably his
wife has acted in the past. He
also knows she is an avid pur-
suer of “culture.”

“We are seeing “The Confi-
dential Clerk.”
“What is that?”

“That is sawplay,esohn: il
promised Jane, our daughter,
we would see it.”

Several hours later Mr. John
Q. Merchant asks querulously
“But what is it about? I listened.
I didn’t get the laughs. Tell me.
As far as I could discover it was
about illegitimate children.”

“You wouldn’t wunderstand,
John. When T.S. Eliot writes a
play he’s thinking of the Greeks
and the French poets and all
kinds of things happening to us
in the 20th century. He's talk-
ing about us.”

And because Mr. John Q.
Merchant is truly interested in
finding out more both about
himself and about the people
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who are studying him, he picks
up The Complete Poems and
Plays of T. S. Eliot and begins
reading.

He is shocked. The poems
don’t rhyme. They have Ger-

man, Italian, Greek, Latin,
IFrench phrases. He reads on.
Here and there a line strikes

him. Then his daughter Jane, a
college junior, writes: “....Our
major play this year is Eliot’s
Murder in the Cathedral. Don’t
forget to come.”

And so the Merchants attend
this production, staged in the
quadrangle in front of the
chapel doors. Mr. Merchant is
strangely moved by the play. He
hears familiar lines. He recalls
remembered phrases from the
liturgy which he hears every
Sunday. At the close of the play
he has an opportunity to talk to
his daughter’s English instructor.
He asks the teacher, “Tell me
something about this T. §.
Eliot. 1 can’t understand him
and at the same time I think
I'm beginning once in a while to
get an idea of what it’s all
about.”

The instructor is patient. Mr.
John Q. Merchant, he sees, is a
perceptive man. In effect, this is
what he tells him:

) |
Yes, Thomas Stearns Eliot’s

plays are now Broadway Mhits..
Perhaps they aren’t as popular,
as The Solid Gold Cadillac or
The King and I but there. are
many thousands of .people who,
have found a depth in Eliot'st
plays not present in moder
playwrights. They are willing to,
pay a good price to see leading
actors recite Mr. Eliot’s lines,,
whether those lines appear in a
tragedy or in a farce.

It wasn’t always this way.
There was a time when T. S.
Eliot was attacked for being a
highbrow obscurantist. Some
said he was being intellectually:
cute, others that he was striving
to shock people. Marxist critics
said he was purposely obscure
because he didn't want the
masses to read him.

Thomas Stearns Eliot was
born in St. Louis, Mo., in 1888.
His grandfather founded both
Washington University and St.’
Louis’ first Unitarian church.
Young Eliot was educated at
Harvard, the Sorbonne, and
Merton’s College, Oxford. He
has worked as a bank clerk in
London. Later he accepted a po-’
sition on the editorial board of’
Faber and Faber, a distinguished
London publishing house. In
1927 he became a British citizen.
He has said that he is “an Anglo-
Catholic in religion, a classicist
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| in literature, and a royalist in
. -politics.”

His first poems were pub-
lished in 1909 but not until 1917
with the publication of The
Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock
did he attract the attention of
the advance guard intellectuals.
Then, in rapid succession, his
poems of the Twenties and
Thirties and his plays of the past
two decades attracted the atten-
tion of the general reader. He
was a ‘“late bloomer” in the
sense that he worked a long time
to achieve recognition for his
poems. He was a careful worker,
publishing his poems only after
years of polishing and refining.

He was awarded the Nobel
Prize in Literature in 1948. He
has also received many awards,
including the British Empire’s
highest honor, the Order of
Merit. He has also been the sub-
ject of a lengthy study in Life,
America’s picture magazine. His
first Broadway hit was the play,
The Cocktail Party.

During his period of growth
and education as a poet he was
under the influence of many
men, notably Laforgue, Rim-
baud, Corbiere and Ezra Pound.
The latter exercised profound
influence on him both as editor
and adviser. He was also a
student of Dante as well as of

_

the Holy Bible and many of the
English divines of the 17th
century.

It is significant that Mr. Eliot
is a man of the 20th century;
that is to say, he observed and
experienced the vagaries of in-
tellectuals whose roots were the
rationalism of the French Revo-
lution. He was brought up at a
time when the belief in the
progress of man toward a mil-
lenium was a standard part of
the new credo. He lived when
Woodrow Wilson and the rest
of western man believed that
World War I was the last great
war. He lived at a time when
cynicism and the corruption of
man’s soul and body was ac-
cepted as an inevitable part of
contemporary civilization. He
saw the shattering effect of a
science which felt that facts
were all that mattered and that
the soul was a queer adumbra-
tion of first century mystics liv-
ing on the shores of the Medi-
terranean.

He was, however, a deeply
perceptive man, as all great
poets are. He saw that the aridity
of modern life, deprived of re-
ligion and a fixed creed, would
produce nothing but monsters
and despair. Early he was con-
vinced that man without the
usual rudders could drift into a
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dreary routine which has as its
end either spiritual or physical
suicide, or both. Writing, there-
fore, in the harsh terminology
of our time with constant refer-
ence to the past, T. S. Eliot
sought to demonstrate that the
march of man was one hindered
constantly by original sin, the
passage of time, and the debili-
tating effects of creeds negating
God. Garlic and sapphires were
the lot of man today.

2.

There still seems to exist the
notion that all poetry is ro-
mantic, that is to say that its
primary appeal is emotional.
The exciting surge of Byron or
the sweet lyricism of Tennyson
represent, in the minds of many,
the true function of a poem.

T. S. Eliot’s poetry is the
mind in action. Whether this is
romantic can, of course, be de-
bated. The truth is there is just
as much excitement in the
mind’s battles as there is in the
heart’s reactions to a daisy in
a meadow. Eliot’s poetry re-
quires the exercise of the mind.

Perhaps the first requirement
before undertaking an extensive
study of his poetry is a fairly
adequate knowledge of the en-
tire field of human knowledge.
He makes no concessions to a
reader’s lack of awareness of the

L

mind’s adventures in the classic
world as well as modern life.
One critic has pointed out that
the interest of the crossword
puzzle is present in his poetry.
Obviously, when the crossword
puzzle is solved the solution dare
not be trivial.

If it is asked why Eliot must
make a poem difficult, the
answer is that he does it not to
be cute or to be different.
Present within T. S. Eliot’s
poetry is the challenge the reader
feels of the matching of wits.
This is not a new development
but was present also in the 17th
century English poets.

Can one, therefore, read T. S.
Eliot with any amount of under-
standing or appreciation? Is it
worth the effort? Can the reader
obtain an emotional experience
knowing the difficulties in-
volved?

Rather than begin with his
richly allusive poetry in The
Wasteland or The Love Song of
J. Alfred Prufrock, the reader
ought to accept the challenge of
Murder in the Cathedral, the
dramatic account of Archbishop
Thomas Becket and his conflict
with the state in 1170. Briefly,
the theme centers around the
Archbishop’s refusal to truckle
to King Henry who demands
complete obeisance from all sub-
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jects, lay or cleric. Involved in
this obeisance is a denial of all
spiritual values. Held out to
Thomas Becket are a series of
temptations, even the tempta-
tion to endure martyrdom and
thus achieve an immortality
granted only the saints and
martyrs of past ages. The Arch-
bishop has of mnecessity been
forced to excommunicate all
those who deny the authority of
the church and the authority of
God in their lives and actions.
He is murdered at the altar of
Canterbury.

In the course of the unfolding
of this tragedy we catch T. S.
Eliot’s stringent criticism of our
time:

You think me reckless, desperate
and mad.

You argue by results, as this
world does,

To settle if an act be good or
bad.

You defer to the fact.

This deference to the fact is a
hallmark of the 20th Century
which has accepted pragmatism
as its guiding creed. T. S. Eliot
has the Archbishop speak out
against this ancient heresy but
at the same time the Arch-
bishop’s lines strike the modern
audience with a tragic poig-
nancy.

When his followers and

T

friends urge him to use the
sanctuary of the cathedral and
keep the doors barred, the Arch-
bishop answers
It is the just man who
Like a bold lion, should be
without fear.
I am here.
No traitor to the King. I am a
priest,
A Christian, saved by the
blood of Christ.

The Archbishop dies but he
leaves as his testament a Church
aware of its role as the con-
science of all life.

After this venture the reader
might glance at the Book of
Practical Cats, a delightful ex-
cursion into light verse, reveal-
ing a poet thoroughly conver-
sant with poetry’s technical re-
quirements.

Next a reader ought to begin
on the Four Quartets called by
one critic “the greatest poem the
20th century has produced and
perhaps its only great poem.”

It is unfair to a poet to at-
tempt to isolate one general
theme and say that this is the
gist of the poem. If one were to
say that the Four Quartets is a
study of the progress from ag-
nosticism to faith, the answer
would be partly true. If someone
else were to say that in these
poems T. S. Eliot has captured
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the sense of history and the feel-
ing both of the passage of tem-
poral time and the timelessness
of the eternal, the answer would
also be there. Finally, if a care-
ful reader were to say that in
the Four Quartets T. E. Eliot
captures the tremendous signifi-
cance, as no other poet has ever
done, of the meaning of the In-
carnation in time, then that
answer would also be true—and
perhaps nearer to the truth than
the other answers. This variety
of meaning one gets is certainly
an indication of a great work of
art which addresses itself un-
compromisingly to the beholder
and asks the beholder to see
eternity through the eyes of one
who has glimpsed the timeless-
ness of God.

Read in this light the Four
Quartets may be regarded as a
revelation and an experience.
Analysis reveals T. S. Eliot’s
magnificent comprehension of
time theologically considered;
for the Four Quartets hark back
to St. Augustine’s discussions on
the nature of time and that in
time God appeared to disconso-
late man.

3.

T. S. Eliot is both a young
man’s poet and a poet for the
mature. The young man, first
approaching T. S. Eliot, easily

becomes intoxicated by his daz-
zling contemporaneity: he takes
jazz themes and phrases of street
talk and weaves it all into an
abstruse discussion on the aridity
of life. He offers a challenge to
young minds fermenting and
bubbling with ideas. He opens
new vistas, daring the mind to
accept all challenges. He en-
compasses all of life into spark-
ling verbal patterns.

It is apparent that T. S. Eliot
has participated in the experi-
ences of any new generation
which sees with disillusioned
eyes that the elders have had to
compromise. To the 20th cen-
tury generations he demonstrates
once more the utter foolishness
of many assumptions made
either by scientific or philo-
sophical minds.

But he is also a mature per-
son’s poet. Those who have
learned that not all of life’s
challenges can be accepted and
that many times there is only
the dreary routine of the daily
round of living to sustain the
tired man. He speaks to the ma-
ture person who has learned
that life is not easy to solve and
that the many puzzles and be-
wilderments confronting man
will remain unsolved and dis-
turbing until judgment day.
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As we grow older

The world becomes stranger,

the pattern more compli-
cated

Of dead and living. Not the

intense moment

Isolated, with no before and

after,

But a lifetime burning in

every moment. ..

Love is most nearly itself

When here and now cease to

matter. . .

At life’s end, the mature know
that love, the love of God ex-
pressed in the beginning through
the Incarnation, is the answer
to the seeking mind.

T. S. Eliot is a poet who has
brought back intellectual re-

spectability to the theology of
the church. He does not hesitate
to express his abiding faith in
the dogmas which are the bul-
warks of an orthodox Christian-
ity. He does not balk either at the
Incarnation or the Ressurection
or the doctrines of the Last
Things. It is true the casual
reader may find at times that he
has difficulty finding this faith
spelled out but T. S. Eliot does
not believe in writing for either
the intellectually illiterate or
the emotionally immature. He
expects you to dig into his
poetry. He who ploughs deeper
into each verse line will make
the discovery that here there is
gold of purest weight.

Those who set out to serve both God and Mammon soon dis-
cover that there is no God.

—Lo0GAN PEARSALL SMITH




Past Understanding

By CLARA SEUEL SCHREIBER

“Hi, Gretal”

Nick Nedders burst into the
kitchen, slamming the door after
him. Before his startled wife
could utter a sound, he seized
her warm hands in his icy ones
and dragged her to the window.

“Lookit, Greta,” he shouted,
“how she’s snowing! Heck of a
moving day! April first!” he
scoffed, “and snow coming down
in bushel baskets!”

“Bushel baskets!” Greta pro-
tested mildly, freeing her hands
from his grasp. He could be so
funny when he felt like it. But
mostly he didn’t. “How can you
say bushel baskets? It’s like—like
—powdered sugar.”

“Powdered sugar!” Nick mim-
icked. “Want me to roll you in
it?” Greta sighed as she watched
him dash out and stride across
the lawn. Impatiently he
marched down the driveway,
looking for the moving van. Oh,
he was always so impatient!
Slowly she picked her way
through the maze of piled-up
household goods, baskets of
kitchenware, handmade quilts,
blankets, rugs, and chairs. She
paused a moment before the

dresser to survey herself in the
mirror. Blonde hair parted in
the middle and pinned in two
coils at the base of her neck!
She didn’t look her forty-two.
Especially in that pink-striped
dress that Nick liked so much.
He said it made her blue eyes
show up nice. And he liked the
way she wore her hair. He never
wanted her to have it cut.

“But now,” she sighed, ‘it
won’t matter no more what he
says. If he’d only been a little
more kind—in all those years—
if he’d a-give me some flowers or
a box of candy, sometime.” She
returned to the kitchen, filled
the percolator with water, and
measured out the coffee. Now,
where was that oatmeal kettle?
Packed away. Oh, my! Nick
would grumble if he didn’t get
his oatmeal for breakfast! She’d
have to find it.

Glancing outside, she saw him
still in the driveway. The snow
was melting on his bald head.
Even the edging of his sand-
colored hair was full of snow.
He'd catch a cold! She’d have to
doctor him up! And then he'd
get one of his old mad spells
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. again, and grouch and grump.
She couldn’t stand that any
longer. She’d made up her mind
to leave him. Kurt said she
could earn good money working
in the watch factory. He said
- she ought to get away from such
~ a sour-puss before it made her

| sick.

The clock was nearing seven.
Greta hauled out a frying pan
and placed two slices of bacon
in it. Nick liked bacon and eggs.
But the bacon had to be fried
just so—a mnice yellow brown.
Not too crisp. And the eggs had
to be cooked through but not
fried hard. That was the way he
wanted it. Otherwise, he’d throw
it at her.

The bacon began to sizzle.
The coffee was percolating. It
smelled so good that Greta
poured herself a cup. Then she
spread a piece of her homemade
bread with jam and took a bite.
A glance at the clock made her
worry. The movers would be
late. Nick would go into a rage.
He could be so mean to people!
Little as he was, he sure was
loaded with dynamite!

She was just finishing her
coffee when he strode in again.
One look was enough. Tight,
pinched lips! Pitch-black eyes!
He was mad! Good and mad!

Quickly she busied herself with
the bacon and coffee while he
washed up.

He sat down scowling. “Don’t
I get no oatmeal?”

“It’s all packed away already.”

“H'm!” he disapproved severe-
ly. “Why don’t you use your
head a little? You know I want
my oatmeal.”

Greta did not reply. She
knew the value of the unspoken
word. No one could ever hold it
against you. And, anyway, Nick
wouldn’t bother her after today.
Hadn’t she spent most of the
night thinking about how she
would work or go away with
Kurt? Everybody knew that she
and Kurt had been lovers in the
old country. But they had
drifted apart and then she had
married Nick. And now after all
these years she had met Kurt
again. How glad he was to see
her! And she to see him! He told
her that he had never married
because he couldn’t forget her.
And that she was better looking
than ever. Of course, that sort
of went to her head like wine.
But when Kurt hinted that she
could leave Nick and marry
him if she wasn’t happy, it had
shocked her way down to the
marrow of her bone. She should
leave Nick? She—Greta—should
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leave her husband and go with
Kurt? Oh! it was—

Nick’s irate voice cut into her
reflections. “Ain’t them guys
coming yet? Heck, it’s almost
noon already! They got to get
shook up a little.”

An inscrutable smile flitted
across Greta’s face. She glanced
at the clock as he went to the
telephone. It was halfpast seven.
He said it was noon. Well, he
could call evening morning, and
morning evening. She heard him
hang up the receiver with a
sharp click.

“Well, make it shnappy.”
Sometimes when he was excited,
he still talked old-countryish.

She took a deep breath. If she
could only get away from Nick.
He was too hard to live with.
Another five years would ruin
her. Kurt said she could work
in that watch factory. So many
women did. She’d like it to earn
her own money. Maybe—. But
oh, my! How Nick would rave
if she suddenly disappeared!
He’d move heaven and earth to
find her. And he’d never forgive
her for going away. She won-
dered what Nick would do all
alone in that nice new house.
Live alone? Rent it and live
with Nettie, their daughter? No,
he couldn’t stand “them kids.”
He couldn’t live with his son

either, because young Nick was

just like himself. So short-
tempered!
Nick rushed in suddenly.

“Hey, Greta,” he snorted, ‘“get
ready! Here comes de truck at
last. Huh! Betcha she don’t
make that driveway.”

He tore out of the house again
to hail the men in the van. After
many futile attempts the truck
was hauled up the steep incline.
Now to back up as close to the
house as possible! The men
shouted and whooped. The rear
wheels kicked up masses of snow
and mud. They slid and spun
around. The motor roared. At
last the big truck stood backed
against the rear porch.

“Oh, my!” Greta sighed,
watching from the open door-
way. “Just listen to him boss
them fellas around. You'd think
he was Napoleon’s son. Boss and
boss all day long!”

“Hey, Greta!” Nick stormed
in, spattered with snow and
dirt, “show them guys around so
they can git goin’.”

She turned quickly. She could
see that Nick was boiling mad.
He was mad at the slushy snow.
And he was mad at the loads of
gravel and mud the men carried
in. They would track up his new
house. He was mad, too, because
they were late. He couldn’t bear
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that. Everything must click to
the minute.

“Huh,” he muttered irascibly,
“them guys is worse than kids!
I could do the whole moving
better myself. Just lookit the
dirt!”

“Yes,” Greta protested, “but
how can they help it? The snow
is so mushy.”

He scouted the idea. “Heck,”
he broke out, vigorously wiping
his face with a huck towel, “I
kin do lots better myself! But
I'm just as wet as a dishrag al-
ready.”

Greta smiled somberly. “May-
be if you wouldn't get so—so—"

“So hot?” he sneered. “If I
wouldn’t get mad as a steer—
ha! We soon land in the poor-
house then.”

Greta ignored this remark.

“Say, Nick,” she suggested
pleasantly, “how would you like
a nice hot cup of coffee and
some doughnuts? You didn’t eat
much for breakfast.”

“Wy, sure,” he beamed. “A
cup-a coffee goes goot any time.
And doughnuts—m’'m.”

As Greta watched him devour
the doughnuts and coffee, she
smiled wistfully. Poor Nick!
Who would bake more for him?
And who would bake his bread?
He wouldn’t touch baker’s
bread. And who would do all

_;,

those hundred and one little
things to please him and keep
him comfortable that only she
could do?

His voice roused her from her
dreaming. “Got some coffee and
a coupla doughnuts for them
guys here?” Nick could be kind,
too.

“Yes, sure,” she said, putting
a few more doughnuts on the
plate and filling two clean cups
with coffee. As the men ate and
drank, they made clipped re-
marks about the weather and
the moving.

“Thanks, missis,” one of them

commented when he had fin-
ished, “that sure was good
coffee.”

“I'll say so,” supplemented the
other. “And swell sinkers.”
Greta cleared the table for the

last time. As she washed the
dishes and packed them away,
thoughts of Nick bothered her
more and more persistently.
How would he get along without
her? Why did she feel so re-
sponsible for him? Why couldn’t
she just go away and—

“Hey, you guys!” she heard
him bark at the men. “Don’t
drop dat shina closet. My wife’s
wedding present.”

She stepped out to watch. The
men toiled and gasped and
strained to lift the bulky piece
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of furniture. The veins in their
temples stood out. Sweat dripped
from their faces. Inch by inch
they moved forward.

“Oops! Oops!” Nick yelled,
springing to their assistance just
as one corner crashed against the
porch railing. “Save the looking-
glass! That costs money!”

At last the thing was safe in
the van. The movers laughed as
they stood wiping their per-
spiring faces and hands.

“Whew,” exclaimed one, “that

was a close shave! She ain’t
smashed a bit though.”
“Nope, she’s okay,” Nick

nodded. “Lucky for you guys I
yumped in time.”

Greta went back into the
house. Mechanically she took the
broom and began to sweep. The
incident had jarred her. She had
not expected such solicitude
from Nick. That china closet
had been a wedding present
from Kurt. She could still re-
member what a gay young fel-
low he had been then.

But now—she wondered vague-
ly. Why had she thought of Kurt
all through the day? Why had
she even wished she had married
him instead of Nick? What was
so wonderful about him, any-
way? She shook her head. Could
it be that she never thought
kindly of Nick just because of

his abrupt manner? Could she
hold that against him forever—
make it an excuse for leaving
him and—even if Kurt had said
that was nothing? Women were
leaving their husbands like that
every day now.

She leaned against the wall,
letting the broom drop from her
nerveless fingers. “Oh, my God!”
she agonized, “even if some
women do. Could I? Could I?
Didn’t I learn better? Dear God,
forgive me.”

Her knees gave way. She slid
down on a box the movers had
left behind. Sobs shook her.
“No, no, no!” she whispered
over and over, “I can’t, I can’t
go away. Kurt is all wrong. He
should be ashamed to talk me
into running away. Even the
factory is nothing. I can’t go
away. I must stay here by poor
old Nick.”

She was sniffing softly when
he came in.

“Hello, Greta!” he greeted
her. “Feel sick?” he asked, gently
patting her shoulder. “What
ails you then? Come, come, the
moving’s over. Be happy. We go
to Nettie’s now and have a goot
dinner.”

Greta gulped. She couldn’t
understand. Was this Nick—her
wild old Nick—putting his arm
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around her and
kind?

“Poor Gretal” she heard him
say as he cuddled her in his
arms. “You tired? You work too
hard, I guess. Yust wait; when
we live in our new house first,
then you rest up nice. And we
buy all new furnishings. See,
that’s why I saved money all
them years. For you, my sweetie.”

She melted completely under
this endearment. “Oh, Nick,”
she sobbed, “I dreamed I was
dead and you was married
again.”

“Shut up!” he silenced her.
“There ain’t another one for me
if you be dead.”

She dried her tears. “Nick,”
she asked, “then you really love
me like that?”

“Sure I love you like that.”

talking so

=

She hid her hot face on his
shoulder. “I feel dizzy,” she
mumured, ‘‘seasick. Like I was
on the wrong side of the fence
all these years, and now at last
I'm on the right side.”

He looked at her. “Greta,” he
said solemnly, “how you talk! I
don’t understand. But—I guess I
been a rough husband. Maybe
you like to get avay for a while.
Yae"

She smiled appreciatively.

“Only,” he added, a dangerous
flash in his dark eyes, “don’t you
go near dat guy—that Kurt.
Else—"

“Oh, Nick!” Greta interrupt-
ed, “what do you think? I don’t
even want to look at him. No. I
stay here. By you, Nick.”

The End

CLEMENCY

If I leased my soul to my heart
it would drag it through thorn

and through fire,

my soul would emerge all bleeding
bleeding and scarlet and torn.

But my soul has held reign for so long,
throttling my heart of its will,
forgive it this last rebellion,

pity it if it kills!

—CERISE FARALLON
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Letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.

Dear Editor:

Well, sir, I am going to get
away from Xanadu for a while
and see if I can’t get to feeling
better. This business of Homer
deciding to go into teaching was
just the last and biggest thing
in a series of troubles and dis-
appointments that have been
getting me down, and for the
last month or so I could prac-
tically feel my hair turning grey.

My trouble all my life has
been that I always wanted to do
the right thing and people
wouldn’t let me do it. My wife
insists on doing the housework
her own way, in spite of the fact
that I have, for years, been try-
ing to show her faster and better
ways to do it. Homer now wants
to be a teacher in spite of all of
the plans I had for him to make
something of himself in adver-
tising. My daughter is talking
about going into nursing, in
spite of all of the money I have
put into piano lessons in the
hope that she would go on in
music. Down at church, I might
just as well save my breath be-

cause nobody listens when I
talk, anyway. The only people
who listen to me are the boys at
the store and they have to be-
cause I can fire them if they
don’t.

It makes you wonder some-
times what’s happened to the
world. What’s the use of bring-
ing children into the world if
they are going to turn into
know-it-alls who expect their
parents to put up the money for
their education but won’t re-
spect their parents’ wishes? And
what’s the use of contributing
what I contribute to the church
if these $25-dollar-a-year Chris-
tians are going to have as much
to say as I have about what we
do. The only reason why I ever
really wanted money was so that
I could make people listen to me
when I talked, and now I find
that they won’t listen. So I'm
going to keep my mouth shut
from now on and let them make
their mistakes, if that’s the way
they want it.

Maybe I'll feel better after
I've been away from here for a
while and have a chance to look
at things from another angle.
But there is even a problem in
getting away. Last Fall, four of
us decided that we would have a
real man’s vacation this sum-
mer, fishing up in the Lake-of-
the-Woods country. Well, the
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more I got to thinking about it,
the more I realized that I'm not
exactly the kind of guy to rough
it out in the woods. So already
last March I started suggesting to
the other guys that maybe we
could save the fishing for some
other year and try Las Vegas
instead this year.

Well, I always knew that
women were stubborn and un-
reasonable but they couldn’t be
any worse than these three guys.
They won’t even discuss the mat-
ter with me anymore. They've
made up their minds that they’re
going fishing up in the Lake-of-
the-Woods and TNT couldn’t
blast them loose from that idea.
So if they’re going to be stub-
born about it, I'll show them
that I can be stubborn, too. I
originally suggested Las Vegas
just as a kind of example of the
sort of place we might go to. But
since they’ve chosen to make an
issue of it, it’s Las Vegas or bust
for me this summer. A few weeks
of that good old Arizona sun-
shine ought to put me right back
in shape.

We had the new schoolteacher
and his wife over for supper last
night. He seems to be a nice sort
of guy and his wife is a quiet,
pleasant sort of girl. He was
telling me about some of the
things he hopes to do with the
choir this next year and I got to

feeling real sorry for him be-
cause evidently he hasn’t been
told yet that old Pete has been
running the choir for years and
he has his own ideas about what
the choir will and will not sing.
Mostly they have to sing loud
stuff because the members run
from about fifty-five on up and
they’re not too steady on the
soft stuff. But I didn’t say any-
thing. Sometimes it's better for
a man to find out the bad news
for himself than be told about it
by somebody else. Besides, it’s
sort of nice to see a young man
with a little bit of enthusiasm
nowadays. And his wife had an
awfully nice smile.

By the way, this young teacher
writes poetry which he says he
can’t get published in any of the
magazines that pay because it
rhymes. So I told him about you
and I told him that it seemed to
me that you had run some
poetry not so many months ago
that rhymed so you'll probably
be hearing from him. He wanted
to read me some of his stuff but
just then Mrs. G. told us to sit
down at the table so I escaped.
Give the guy a break if you can
because I gather that poems are
pretty hard to move these days
and this guy seems to be pretty
heavily overstocked.

Regards, G. G.




Hewsée and MUSIC MAKERS

By WALTER A. HANSEN

The great Arturo Toscanini
has retired. After a career which
lasted more than sixty-eight
years the famous maestro, who
reached his eighty-seventh birth-
day on March 25, 1954, has de-
cided that the time has come for
him to rest from his labors.

The world of music has
learned, and will continue to
learn, much from Toscanini.
Fortunately, many of his read-
ings of masterpieces and near-
masterpieces have been recorded.
They are, I confidently believe,
the finest and most lasting mon-
ument to his memory.

Toscanini invariably flooded
his music-making with burning
sincerity. But that sincerity was
founded on exacting and ardu-
ous study. The stern and sensi-
tive maestro demanded much
from himself and much from
those who played under his
leadership. Like every mighty
genius, he was perpetually dis-
satisfied with what he achieved.
He strove constantly to add to
his knowledge. He was a perfec-
tionist.
Even

those who, at times,

Arturo Toscanini

found it impossible to agree in
every detail with this or that as-
pect of a reading presented
under Toscanini’s baton admit-
ted freely that the great maestro
never conducted a single phrase
in haphazard fashion. Toscanini
knew what he wanted, and he
was determined to get what he
wanted even if some could not
see eye to eye with him.

Toscanini has his predilec-
tions. Who does not? He himself
realizes that he is not complete-
ly at home in every region of the
huge world of music. What con-
ductor is?

Nevertheless, one marvels at
the vastness of the great Italian
maestro’s accomplishments — at
the glory of his genius. His
career has been unparalleled in
the history of music. In more
than one respect he has been
without a peer.

To hear Verdi’s Otello or
Beethoven’s Missa Solemnis
under Toscanini’s inspired and
inspiring direction is an experi-
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ence as uplifting as it is unfor-
gettable. To hear Toscanini set
forth the emotional drive of
Beethoven’s Ninth is to realize
to the full that the mighty com-
poser put into the symphony. To
hear Toscanini present such a
well-known work as Rossini’s
William Tell Overture is to ac-
quire a deeper insight into the
famous Italian composer’s un-
canny skill.

The clarity, the pertinence,
and the truthfulness of Tosca-
nini’s expositions of the music
of Mozart fill one with un-
alloyed joy. And if you want to
know how wonderful an ex-
ample of programmatic writing
Paul Dukas brought into being
when he composed The Sor-
cerer’s Apprentice, listen to this
remarkably graphic tone poem as
it is set forth by Toscanini. The
great man’s recordings will show
you many other wonders in
music. I have many of them. I
treasure them all.

Toscanini considers Verdi one
of music’s great and mighty
masters. Can anyone effectively
contradict him? Listen to his re-
cording of La Traviata. It is a
revelation. It shows us conclu-
sively, I believe, that this opera
is a towering masterpiece. Note
how Toscanini paces the work.
Every detail of Verdi’s gripping-
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ly dramatic score receives proper
and loving attention.

I have seen and heard some
famous musicians fall foul of
Toscanini’s readings of the sym-
phonies of Beethoven. I myself
could never be wholly in accord
with the maestro’s exposition of
the Scherzo of the Seventh. Yet
this does not detract in the least
from the respect in which I hold
him. The tempo Toscanini
chooses when he conducts the
Trio in the Scherzo of Beet-
hoven's Seventh is, in my
opinion and in the opinion of
many others, contrary to what
the composer himself indicated.
But Toscanini does not agree. I
honor him for clinging stead-
fastly to what, on the basis of
painstaking study, he thinks is
right.

One evening years ago I hap-
pened to be taking a walk with
the conductor of one of the
world’s greatest orchestras — a
conductor who worshiped, and
still worships, at the Toscaninian
shrine. We discussed many
things. We talked about the
greatness of Toscanini. A few
weeks before this the renowned
Italian maestro had conducted
the NBC Symphony Orchestra in
a performance of Tchaikovsky’s
Sixth. The world of music had
been agog when it learned that
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Toscanini would include this the Innigkeit—I cannot ade-
symphony in one of his radio quately translate this German

concerts, and the conductor with
whom I was walking had heard
the reading. He was enthusiastic
—even though I knew, and he
knew, that his own exposition of
Tchaikovsky’s Sixth was different
in more than one respect from
Toscanini’s.

Let me add that the famous
conductor with whom I was
walking and talking is one of
the world’s foremost exponents
of the stirring and piercing elo-
quence contained in Tchaikov-
sky’s Pathetique. Yet he had
listened with bated breath to
Toscanini’s reading of the
masterpiece. Why? Because he
knew that one can learn much
from Toscanini—even when one
does not completely agree with
him.

We talked about Toscanini’s
way of conducting the second
movement of Schubert’s mag-
nificent Symphony in C Major.
“Don’t you think,” I asked, “that
Toscanini, the Italian, Rossini-
izes this music?” For a moment
the conductor was silent. Then
he replied, “Yes, I do.” We both
began to hum the beautiful
melody with which Schubert be-
gins this movement, and we

reached the conclusion that Tos-
canini’s tempo failed to express

word—of what the great Schu-
bert wrote.

But did this cause us to abate
in the least our whole-souled re-
spect for the mighty Italian
maestro who has now gone into
retirement? It did not.

Toscanini steered clear of
music which he could not feel.
You have never heard him con-
duct a symphony by Gustav
Mahler. Years ago he undertook
to present some of the works of
Anton Bruckner. But in himself
he could generate no warmth of
feeling for this music. Why,
then, should he include it in his
programs?

What about that contempo-
rary sleight-of-hand artist whose
name is Dimitri Shostakovich—
the composer who has been in
and out of the Soviet doghouse?
Toscanini once declared that he
liked some of Shostakovich’s
early works but that later com-
positions from the Soviet com-
poser’s prolific pen did not
touch him.

Yes, Toscanini had conducted
Shostakovitch’s much-publicized
Seventh during the war vyears.
But later on he listened to a re-
cording of the composition and
exclaimed, “Did I conduct that?
Did T work two weeks memoriz-
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ing that symphony? Impossible!
I was stupid!”

This calls to mind a story
which Igor Buketoff told me
about the late Sergei Rachmani-
noff’s opinion of the music of
Shostakovich. “After a party in
New York,” said Igor, “I asked
Rachmaninoff if I could drive
him home. He said yes. The
great pianist-composer sat in the
back and leaned forward as we
talked. ‘Now is the time, I
thought, ‘to find out something
I have long been burning to
know.” So I asked Rachmaninoff
what he thought of Shostako-
vich. What was his reply? He
told me that the talented young
Soviet composer should learn to
use an eraser.”

Toscanini’s artistry was never
static in character. Years ago I
used to find fault with his read-
ings of the symphonies of Jo-
hannes Brahms. Why? Because
it seemed to me that he had a
tendency to Italianize portions
of these wonderful masterpieces.
I was honest in my opinion, and
I found many who were in agree-
ment with me. But when I heard
Toscanini’s most recent record-
ings of Brahms’s symphonies —
particularly the First—I noted at
once that the great maestro did
not present them in every detail
as he had done in years gone by.
No, great artistry is never static.

I could go on and on in my
tribute to the abiding greatness
of Toscanini. But I must bring
this column to an end. Will you
pardon me if I do so by telling
you about a letter which I
treasure? It is a short letter. Yet
it has meant much to me—more
in fact than I am able to tell.

I never had an opportunity to
meet or interview Toscanini.
But in 1941, after I had reviewed
the recording which Vladimir
Horowitz, Toscanini’s son-in-
law, and the NBC Symphony
Orchestra, under the maestro’s
dynamic direction, had made of
Tchaikovsky’s Piano Concerto in
B Flat Minor, Margaret Harti-
gan, who at that time was con-
nected with RCA Victor’s press
division and had received two
copies of my review, wrote me
a letter of thanks and con-
cluded with these words: “I
use one copy for my office file,
and the other copy will help us
convince Maestro Toscanini
AND Mr. Horowitz that record-
ing is really worth while.”

Had Toscanini and Horowitz
begun to think that it was not
worth while to make recordings?
I do not know. Maybe. At all
events, the world of music is
grateful that the two great mu-
sicians have continued to let
their artistry be engraved on
discs.

Eeae . . crilbul il . . .
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RECENT RECORDINGS

J

AnxTONIN Dvorak. Symphony No. 5,
in E Minor, Op. 95 (“From the
New World”). The NBC Symphony
Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini.
—A wonderfully lifelike recording
—made in Carnegie Hall, New
York City, February 2, 1953. The
reading is beautiful—even though,
at moments, I seem to be aware of
the Italian blood that flows in the
great maestro’s veins. 33 1/3 rpm.
RCA Victor 1778.

Lupwic vAN BeerunoveN. Concerto
No. 4, in G Major, for Piano and
Orchestra, Op. 58. Solomon, pianist,
and the Philharmonia Orchestra of
London under Andre Cluytens. —
A stirring performance of this en-
duringly beautiful masterpiece.
33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor LHMV-
1056.

A Frorence FosTer JeENKINS REe-
cITAL. Step right up, ladies and
gentlemen! Don’t shove! Hear the
fabulous La Jenkins as—with
Cosme McMoon at the piano and,
at times, with flute obbligato—she
lifts up her heavenly and complete-
ly bewitching voice in Mozart’s

Queen of the Night aria, from The
Magic Flute, and in seven other
selections! Then swoon! And swoon
again! Maybe you have heard such
famous coloratura sopranos as Luisa
Tetrazzini, Amelita Galli-Curci, or

Lily Pons—either in the flesh or by
way of the phonograph. But, ladies
and gentlemen, you just ain’t heard
nothing! Do you know that in 1944
the one and only La Jenkins was
prevailed upon to give a Carnegie
Hall recital? The concert was sold
out weeks in advance and grossed
more than $6,000. Listen to this
artist of artists! I guarantee that
you will split your sides! Read all
about La Jenkins on the back of
the record sleeve! 33 1/3 rpm. RCA
Victor LRT-7000.

ArTHUR HONEGGER. Symphony No. 2,
for String Orchestra and Trumpet
(1941). Jean Rivier. Symphony
No. 2, for String Orchestra. The
M-G-M  String Orchestra under
Izler Solomon. —To me these two
modern French works ar thrilling.
Rivier’s composition is dedicated to
Charles Munch, the conductor of
the Boston Symphony Orchestra.
If you listen to the two symphonies
in an I-want-to-learn spirit, you
will revel in the remarkable work-

manship they exemplify. 33 1/3
rpm. M-G-M E3104.
Maurice RaveL. Alborado del Gra-

cioso, Une Barque sur ’Ocean, and
Pavane pour une Infante Defunte.
GaBRIEL FAURE. Pelleas and Melis-
ande Suite, Op. 80 (Prelude, Fil-
euses, Sicilienne, The Death of
Melisande). The London Symphony
Orchestra under Gaston Poulet. —
Sensitive readings of masterfully
scored French music. 33 1/3 rpm.
M-G-M E3116.

Herror VinrLa-LoBos. Bachianas Bras-
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ileras No. 1, for Eight Cellos. Con-
ducted by Theodore Bloomfield.
Bachianas Brasileras No. 4, for Solo
Piano. Played by Menahem Press-
ler, pianist—Villa-Lobos nine
Bachianas Brasileras represent an
attempt, as Burle Marx puts it, “to
transmit the Bach spirit, which to
Villa-Lobos is the universal spirit,
a source and end unto itself, into
the soul of Brazil.” The two com-
positions recorded on this disc are
thrilling in every way. They are
superbly performed. 33 1/3 rpm.
M-G-M E3105.

SeLecTioNs FrRoMm THE 1. F. E. TEcH-

NicoLoR FrumM THE GOLDEN
COACH, featuring Anna Magnani
with the Orchestrina della Com-
media dell’Arte and the Rome Sym-
phony Orchestra conducted by Gino
Marinuzzi, Jr. Music by Antonio
Vivaldi, Arcangelo Corelli, and
Padre Martini. —I have not seen
The Golden Coach. But this disc
has given me unalloyed delight.
33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E3111.

Lupwic vAN BEETHOVEN. Quintet in

E Flat Major, Op. 16. WOLFGANG
AMADEUS MozarT. Quintet in E
Flat Major. (K. 452). Members of
the Philadelphia Woodwind Quin-
tet (John de Lancie, oboe; Anthony
Gigliotti, clarinet; Sol Schoenbach,
bassoon; Mason Jones, French
horn) and Rudolf Serkin, pianist.
—Artistry that makes one leap for
sheer joy. A wonderful recording.
33 1/3 rpm. Columbia ML-4834.

SERGEI PRrOKOFIEFF. Concerto No. 3,
in C Major, for Piano and Orches-
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tra, Op. 26. BELA BArTOK. Concerto
No. 3, for Piano and Orchestra.
Leonard Pennario, pianist, with the
St.  Louis Symphony Orchestra
under Vladimir Golschmann. —
Superb readings of a masterwork
from the pen of Prokofieff and the
exciting piano concerto which Bar-
tok did not live to complete but
was finished, on the basis of the
composer’s sketches, by Tibor Serly.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8253.

Icor StrAVINSKY. Le Sacre du Prin-
temps (The Rite of Spring). The
Pittsburgh  Symphony  Orchestra
under William Steinberg. —A glow-
ing reading of this engrossing com-
position. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol
P-8254.

A NAaTHAN MILsTEIN RECITAL. Sonata

No. 12, by Giovanni Pergolesi; In-
termezzo, by Robert Schumann;
Allegro, by Johannes Brahms; Bur-
leska, by Josef Suk; Nigun, by Ern-
est Bloch; Paganiniana, by Nathan
Milstein. Nathan Milstein, violinist,
with Carlo Bussotti at the piano. —
Fabulous mastery of the violin.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8259.

HarL McDovavrp. Suite: From Child-

hood, for Harp and Orchestra.
ANDRE CAPLET. Conte Fantastique
After Edgar Allan Poe’s The Mask
of the Red Death for Harp and
Strings. Ann Mason Stockton, harp-
ist, with the Concert Arts Orches-
tra under Felix Slatkin. —Two en-
grossing compositions superbly

played and recorded. 33 1/3 rpm.
Capitol P-8255.




THE NEW BOOKS

Unsigned reviews are by the Editors

RELIGION

THE INNER SPLENDOR
By Lewis L. Dunnington (Macmil-
lan, $2.75)

On the non-fiction best seller lists
of recent years the self-faith, self-
confidence, self-help books have oc-
cupied prominent positions: Rabbi
Liebman’s Peace of Mind, Rabbi
Binstock’s The Power of Faith, Father
Sheen’s Peace of Soul, and from
Protestant sources Sockman’s Higher
Happiness and Norman Vincent
Peale’s A Guide to Confident Living.
From the medical field we have had
Dr. Fink’s Release from Nervous
Tension.

The popularity of these and similar
books has revealed the mental unrest
and emotional instability of many in-
habitants of our disturbed and fear-
filled planet.

The output of new books in this
field has assumed floodlike propor-
tions and THeE CREsSSET has received
so many of them that the Literary
Editor cannot begin to find space for
reviews of them all. He has selected
Dunnington’s The Inner Splendor for
review as representative for a great
many of them.

Mr. Dunnington, who was edu-
cated at Kalamazoo College, Boston
University School of Theology, and
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the University of Chicago, is at
present minister of the First Metho-
dist Church in Iowa City, Iowa. He
has previously published several books,
all in the “peace-of-mind” area. He
confesses a deep indebtedness to the
Unity School of Christianity for his
“discovery of the great affirmations
that work such wonders in human
lives.” (UNITY 1is an egocentric
movement founded in 1889 by Myrtle
and Charles Fillmore and has its
headquarters in Kansas City, Missouri.
It does not conmsider itself a church,
but rather urges its followers to re-
main in their denomination. It is pro-
lific in the circulation of literature
and its groups meet in halls in many
American cities.)

The book is replete with many il-
lustrations from life and with success
stories, e.g. of J. C. Penney in the
business world and Dr. Moton, the
great Negro leader. Many comfort-
ing sayings of Jesus and other uplift-
ing texts of the Bible are quoted. All
center about the words “The kingdom
of God is within you.” At the end of
each chapter is a “Silent Com-
munion,” usually a Bible text with
words of resolution and assurance for
the reader.

Some of the chapter headings will
characterize the book: “The Quiet
Mind and Health,” “The Conquest of
Futility,” “The Eight-Notched Key,”
(The Beatitudes), “Here Is Har-
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mony,” “Health and Restful Sleep,”
“You Will Survive Death.,”” On the
last named chapter the resurrection of
Jesus is affirmed on the basis of His
appearance to the Emmaus disciples.
The belief in angels is expressed, but
it is also stated that ‘“thousands of
people are in direct or indirect con-
tact with the world of spirits.” “Many
of the spiritually great of past cen-
turies have been very certain that they
were in frequent contact with heaven-
ly beings. George Fox, St. Francis of
Assisi, St. Catherine of Siena, St,
Theresa, Jakob Boehme of Silesia,
Emanuel Swedenborg, Alfred Russel
Wallace, and many others believed
that they had ‘flashes,’ visions from
above, and direct guidance from
heavenly beings.”

What one misses in this and similar
books is an emphasis on the need of
repentance, of faith in Jesus’ redemp-
tion of mankind, and of His substitu-
tionary suffering and death. Justifica-
tion by faith in God and a life of love
and gratitude to God are confused:
“Martin Luther had become con-
vinced that men are ‘justified by
faith’ in God, and that no church or
priest holds the keys of the kingdom
of heaven. The New Testament does
not teach that we are saved through
a system of beliefs, though what one
believes is surely of great importance.
Loving God and one’s neighbor, as
Jesus clearly portrayed, is the key to
salvation.”

One is amazed at the claims of the
divine healings by reputable Episcopal,
Methodist and other pastors, not only

of mental diseases but also of definite-
ly physical afflictions.

One lesson we should learn from
these “peace-of-mind” people is to
cultivate a deeper spiritual life, a
greater faith in God’s assurances of
His ever-present help, and a more
intimate oneness with our Savior and
Brother. We might well imitate them
i diligent and systematic
reading and rercading of our Bibles
and a constant and continuous appli-
cation of the great texts of the Scrip-
tures to our daily living.

CARL ALBERT GIESELER

m a more

TRUTH AND REVELATION

By Nicolas
$2.50)

Berdyaev attempts in this book a
philosophical critique of Truth and
Revelation, but a spiritual not a ra-
tional critique. This is possible for
him because he places spiritual ex-
perience, as opposed to the separa-
tion of experience in the subject-
object relationship of normal thought,
on a primary level. Man is able to
‘judge’ revelation by reason of the
divine-human nature of both man
and Revelation. Man, created in God’s
image, attains to the divine in his
nature through spiritual experience.
Revelation in the world must pass
through a human medium which is
not and can not be entirely passive.
Revelation has thus absorbed some
human elements largely categorized
by Berdyaev as anthropomorphic, so-
ciomorphic, and cosmomorphic all of
which result in doctrines and beliefs
which are erroneous. He sees his task

Berdyaev  (Harper,

_;
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as that of ferreting out the purely
human elements in Revelation. For
example, the judicial and revengeful
nature of God is an anthropo-and
sociomorphic concept, and therefore
mistaken. Thus, the concept of
Christ’s mission on earth as that of re-
demption is unnecessary and falla-
cious. Christ is “a continuation of the
creation of the world and the appear-
ance of the New Adam.” Grace is
“the disclosure of the divine element
in man.” Sin is not then disobedience
to God but subjection to a lower
world of empirical experience, loss of
the true freedom of spiritual experi-
ence, a break in the divine-human
link. Hell becomes not only unneces-
sary but outrageous.

One is confronted in Berdyaev with
the typical problem presented by the
Christian philosopher. Is he Christian?
Is he a philosopher? In Berdyaev this
seems to me to be particularly diffi-
cult to ascertain since he makes
‘spiritual’ or mystical experience pri-
mary. Many of his conclusions seem
to have been drawn from the result
of such experience. Thus, however
fundamental such experience may be,
and however true for the writer they
need not be accepted by the reader
as anything but one man’s conviction
no matter how philosophically
couched. From the Christian point of
view, the man may be a saint or a
heretic and there is no one but God
to judge. Perhaps we seek too dili-
gently for a final answer, and hope
too earnestly for a Christian thinker

who can challenge and best the grow-

ing tide of purely secular and ag-
nostic philosophers.
Sue WIENHORST

PEOPLE’S PADRE

By Emmett McLoughlin (Beacon

Press, $3.95)

Emmett McLoughlin was born
(1907) into an Irish family and
reared in the Roman Catholic tradi-
tion. At fifteen, he entered a junior
seminary maintained by the Francis-
can Order and after twelve years of
study, in both the junior and senior
divisions, was ordained a “regular”
priest in the Roman Catholic Church.
He was assigned to Phoenix, Arizona,
and to duties in that city’s well-known
slum areas. He became interested in
the various groups in this area—
Spanish-Americans, Negroes, and poor
whites—and in their condition, which
was poor, and in order to ameliorate
this he gradually built a complex of
buildings to house a maternity clinic,
a venereal clinic, a day nursery, a
playground, a clubhouse, and a social
hall. This was called, officially, St.
Monica’s Community Center but, un-
officially, it was called Father Em-
mett’s Mission. He came, in time, to
be a real friend of the minority and
depressed groups in that city.

Father Emmett became indignant
about the segregation policies followed
generally in Phoenix, and he became
particularly indignant because Negroes
and Spanish-Americans were being
discriminated against at local hos-
pitals and because segregation was
being enforced in nurses’ training.
This was true even in the Roman
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Catholic hospital in Phoenix. With
local and federal aid Father Emmett
expanded his clinic into a full-
fledged, interracial hospital called,
originally, St. Monica’s Hospital and
School of Nursing. This hospital was
established as a non-profit community
corporation and many of its backers,
as well as directors, were not Roman
Catholics. The hospital had a Roman
Catholic name but its title was not
vested in the Church, nor was its
management.

The completion of the hospital in
1947 marked, approximately, the be-
ginning of some differences of opinion
between Father Emmett and his
superiors. There had been earlier
differences and Father Emmett had
in fact been sent to Phoenix as pun-
ishment, but his success in social work
in and around Phoenix had resulted
in a considerable diminution of this
earlier antagonism toward him on the
part of the Franciscan heirarchy.
These differences, as they began to
appear from 1947 on, were somewhat
prophetic of the current McCarthy-
Stevens argument in that the protago-
nists developed a tendency to spend
a great deal of time on side issues:
e.g. did or did not Father Emmett
appear too often in nonclerical
clothes? had he or had he not dam-
aged the reputation of the Roman
Catholic hospital in Phoenix and
should he or should he not apologize
to the Sisters? had he or had he not
been careless and slipshod in the per-
formance of his liturgical offices? had
he or had he not spent too much
time away from the Friary? had he or
had he not given unauthorized inter-

views to representatives of the press?
etc. The argument came to an end in
September of 1948 when the Provin-
cial Council of the Franciscan Order
delivered to Father Emmett a notice
to the effect that he would be trans-
ferred from Phoenix and the hospital
on or before the beginning of 1949
for the reason that ‘“you have openly
and seriously violated your vow of
obedience.” After a period of self-
examination and self-argument,
Father Emmett, on November the
29th, 1948, submitted a letter to his
superior resigning from the Franciscan
Order and from the active ministry

in the priesthood of the Roman
Catholic Church.
There is probably nothing = too

unique in this in view of the “fact”
(I use this word advisedly for official
statistics are lacking although that
there have been some defections by
priests is indicated in McLoughlin’s
book, and by a rather persistently
large amount of, concededly, “hear-
say” evidence) that priests have left
the Church before, and perhaps in
some numbers. What is somewhat
unique is that Father Emmett was a
relatively prominent Roman Catholic
clergyman in Phoenix, that he had
gained national attention as a result
of an incident involving scorpion
serum (he had insisted on smuggling
it into Arizona in the face of a United
States law against its importation and
had justified his illegal action on the
basis of an impressive number of chil-
drens’ lives that he had saved with
the serum), that he stayed in his com-
munity and in his role as a hospital
superintendent (the name of the hos-
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pital was changed to Memorial Hos-
pital but the corporate structure and
management did not have to be
changed for reasons already ex-
plained), that he has remained promi-
nent in his community and in his po-
sition, and that he has elected, after
five years, to write the story of how

and why he came to leave that
Church.
There is much of interest in his

book: the machinery of Church ex-
pulsion, the letters pro and con that
he received when his resignation was
announced and the reasoning (or lack
of it) that his correspondents used in
trying to convince him of his error
or offer to him their moral support,
the “sanctions” that he alleges the
Church brought to bear, officially and
unofficially, on him after his separa-
tion, of his effort to continue in his
position, and, finally, of his subsequent
marriage and the response that the an-
nouncement of this brought from
members of the Roman Church. Mc-
Loughlin (it seems best not to con-
tinue to call him Father Emmett) dis-
cusses his own personal thoughts and
reactions to the entire affair, recon-
ciling or differentiating his earlier be-
liefs with his later ones, and review-
ing his own personal theology (which,
as his early work in Phoenix showed,
places a great emphasis on the social
gospel) and, finally, his own personal
credo as he discovers it in himself in
1954.

All of this is well and interestingly
written, If there is a structural weak-
ness it arises from his habit of alter-
nating his narrative of his life with

explanations of or attacks on certain
aspects of the Roman Church. The
Roman Catholic Church may have
plently to say in opposition to Mec-
Loughlin, and some of it may clearly
challenge McLoughlin on some of his
facts and some of his interpretations
of his own conduct. This would tend
to bear on the “facts” of the case, as
a lawyer would say. McLoughlin has
had, also, his say on the “law” of the
case, and the Church may think it not
necessary to repeat its position on this
since it is really quite well-known,
both to Roman Catholics and to non-
Roman Catholics. As to who is in the
right in this, that is another question
that has been (if this is not too much
of an understatement) quite .a source
of dispute for a very long time.

When it comes to a solution it is
true, as it so often is in serious argu-
ments, that it is a matter of making a
value judgment and it so often
happens that the arguments do not
answer each other as much as they
point out the bases for the arguments
which indicate entirely different start-
ing points. This has long been true of
the entire Catholic-Protestant ‘“dis-
pute” (what shall I call it? It is not
really a controversy because there is
nothing to be gained by controverting
a point when the difference is one of
basic values assumed or accepted.) By
and large, however, it seems to me,
Catholics and Protestants have ceased
to interest themselves in this any
more and where there is Catholic-
Protestant contact it seems to be more
designed to explore areas of agree-
ment, e.g. liturgy, than to explore
areas of disagreement—so large and
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so vast and so well spelled out as to be
well nigh unapproachable.

If, therefore, McLoughlin’s book
about himself and the Roman Catholic
Church points up a weakness in his
position it will be no answer to it to
say that the weakness in the Roman
Catholic position is exceedingly well-
known, for two weaknesses will not
make one strength. The weakness in
McLoughlin’s position, if there is one
and it seems to me that there may
be, is not that he broke with Roman
Catholic tradition, but that he broke
with this tradition for reasons that
have a great deal to do with (perhaps,
more to do with) secularism rather
than with Christianity. That, in short,
he broke with the Church because it
did not seem to him to be an Ameri-
can institution in the pattern en-
visioned by Thomas Jefferson, and
not because it seemed to him that it
was distorting Christianity. McLough-
lin’s final paragraph seems to be a
complete paraphrase of his position.

I can love God and continue with
freedom in the service of my fel-
low man. For that freedom is now
my heritage also. It is the freedom
of America, the freedom that I,
too, with all free men must guard.
Like Thomas Jefferson, I ‘have
sworn upon the altar of God
eternal hostility against every form
of tyranny over the mind of man.”

In indicating a criticism of Mec-
Loughlin’s position I would like to
make it clear that I am not refusing
to concede to McLoughlin his right
of complete liberty of conscience and
a complete freedom to believe as he

wishes. The Constitution of the
United States specifically guarantees
this. I am asserting that his reasons
for so doing, and his statement of
those reasons, which turns into a
rather strong diatribe against the
Roman Catholic Church, will not
necessarily find complete sympathy in
non-Catholic areas where the evil of
the Roman Church seems to be not
that it is contrary to concepts of po-
litical or economic freedom, but that
it has not been true to the funda-
mental reason for the existence and
death and resurrection of Jesus Christ.
It is conceivable that a complete
commitment to Christian principles
may, under some circumstances,
create an antagonism to existing po-
litical and economic concepts. One
need only mention Russia in this con-
nection. No one is probably now pre-
pared to state the result if such a con-
flict should occur in the United
States. The Jehovah’s Witnesses have
succeeded in giving to the First
Amendment of the United States Con-
stitution a ‘“new” interpretation be-
cause of such a conflict—an interpre-
tation favorable, so far, to them.
Nuclear fission and its potential, as
well as its past, uses would seem to be
charting out an area in which this
conflict may appear in a strong form.
In whatever form it may ultimately
arise it may at times be necessary to
consider the question of whether any
given church at any given time is
“wrong” because it violates concepts
of political freedom or because it
violates concepts established by its
founder. Concepts and principles
which should and must be kept in-
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violate to the end that the church be
kept “pure” and thus strong so that
if a complete conflict should arise it
would be prepared to defend its be-
lief and its position against a com-
pletely secularistic political or eco-
nomic philosophy.

On the basis of this, McLoughlin’s
position would seem to indicate that
many of his complaints have been
previously aired (by, among others,
Martin Luther) :

. . . I had discarded as the super-

stitious accretions of the centuries

—or as the clever devices of a

heirarchy grasping for control,

power, and money—all the formal-
ism of Roman practice and power,
relics, indulgences, medals, rosaries,
blessings, novenas, fasting, saints,
miracles, the authority of bishops,
the prohibition of divorce, the con-
demnation of birth control, the

“imprisonment” of nuns, the index

of forbidden books, and the moral-

ly enervating, infinite multiplicity

of sins.

Some have been more recently
aired:

Officially, the Catholic doctrine

has gradually placed more empha-

sis on the cult of Mary.

But many of his complaints seem,
at least, to be based more on un-
Americanism than on the lack or dis-
tortion of Christianity. All of the fol-
lowing quotations have, concededly,
been pulled out of larger paragraphs
and chapters, and Mr. McLoughlin
may wish to criticize me for quoting
out of context. But the context is

about half the book and can not, of
necessity, be set forth. The following

quotations are, then, both brief and
selected because they seemed to me to
indicate that the alternatives to Mc-
Loughlin are Roman Catholicism and
Americanism, and that this is the im-
pression received from the “context”
whether it is what McLoughlin meant
to say or not.
. . . The fourth conclusion is that
if America becomes Catholic or to
the extent that it becomes Catholic
the freedom of thought, of initia-
tive, and of progress in America
will be destroyed.
In the ‘“education” of the Ameri-
can laity, the Vatican and even the
lower parish clergy deliberately
conceal or distort actual Roman
Catholic teachings or rituals. They
do this to prevent their own people
from learning how un-American
some doctrines are, or how ridicu-
lous and petty some rules can be.
These two Popes condemned
American qualities, including the
initiative, the ‘“virtues,” and the
resourcefulness which, as part of
American life itself, have helped to
make America—and indirectly the
American Catholic Church and
therefore the Vatican itself—rich
in material possessions.
But now I could see the public
school as the great sanctuary of the
free mind, before whose altar the
lamp of free research, study, and
inquiry must be kept burning and
then passed on like the Olympic
torch from generation to genera-
tion.
America must be grateful to John
Wesley and other liberal leaders of
Protestantism. Their belief in free
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thought and practical “fellowship”
gave birth to American democracy.
Only the preservation of those
Protestant Christian liberal ideals
will enable American democracy to
continue to live.

It is difficult for me to express my
personal appraisal of American
democracy without perhaps appear-
ing to the critical intellectual mind
to be maudlin and sentimental. I
am sentimental about it. Before
leaving Romanism I scorned the
displaced Pole or German or Yugo-
slav who, when granted American
citizenship, passionately clutched
the American flag, kissed it, and
openly wept. But I do not scorn
him now. I feel just as passionate.
My past five years have been those
of a free man, a man restored to
his birthright of American liberties,
liberties which in his first forty-one
years of life under the American
flag he had not been permitted to
enjoy.

I am an American again, not a
foreign subject on American soil.
I can love America, and without
asking a bishop or a Superior I
can enjoy her mountains and
streams, her noisy cities and quiet
prairies, and especially the sea,

nature’s own symbol of freedom.

In short, I feel that Mr. McLough-
lin has, perhaps unwittingly, given
aid and comfort to the secularists and
political nationalists and that, in so
doing, he has missed the true mean-
ing of the Reformation.

SHE DID TAKE IT WITH HER
By Dudley Zuver (Harper, $2.75)

This is a ‘“‘message” book. It was
written as a tribute to Ma Meggs, the
author’s grandmother, who, he tells
us, rescued him from adolescent ego-
tism and taught him the virtue of
Christian self-denial. She Did Take It
With Her details the author’s spiritual
growth and the part Ma Meggs played
in it.

Despite the author’s obvious sin-
cerity, this is an annoying book. The
writing is pretentious and amateurish.
What is meant to be the chief interest
of the book, Ma Meggs' philosophy, is
served up in the form of hundreds of
pithy sayings that read like quota-
tions from an almanac. Here is a fair
sample of what awaits the reader on
almost every page.

When you see too well all you see
is a lot that is wrong....Our eyes
are so crammed with little things
we are blind to the big things. A
body that sees evil is worse than
the body with evil in him to see.
Living is like a patchwork quilt,
nice on the right side, but when

turn it over and put your
glasses on to examine it, the seams
and stitches show and spoil it.

This is a book of sentiment, best
read without the benefit of glasses.

ArtoN C. DoNsBACH

FICTION

THE CAINE MUTINY COURT-MARTIAL
Wouk (Doubleday,

you

By Herman
$2.75)

This play, which is based on one
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section from the novel, The Caine
Mutiny, a best-seller and the winner
of a Pulitzer Prize, is enjoying, at the
present time, a successful run on
Broadway with a stellar cast. Since so
many read the novel, the outline of
the court-martial scene should be
familiar. Briefly, Lt. Maryk, the exec-
utive officer of the Caine, is charged
with conduct to the prejudice of good
order and discipline in relieving his
commanding officer, Lt. Cdr. Queeg,
of his duties during a typhoon in the
Pacific. None of the facts or situations
in the novel have been changed, and
most of the testimony in the play has
been taken verbatim from the book.
The cast of characters is unchanged,
though fewer enlisted men, whose tes-
timony had little to do with the ver-
dict anyway, appear as witnesses in
the play.

The play differs from the novel in
two major respects. First, the court-
martial, quite naturally, gains in sig-
nificance and in focus in relation to
what has gone before and what will
follow. In the novel, the court-martial
scene was preceded by a fascinating
story full of interesting characters, not
all of whom appear in court, and it
was followed by a final chapter that
covered, at some length, the destiny
of the Caine and several of its familiar
officers. As a result, the trial lost some
of its importance as the pivotal point
in the novel.

The play differs from the novel also
in the change in emphasis in the de-
lineation and importance of the main
characters. Lt. Greenwald, the Navy
flier serving as defense counsel, was

always an important character, but his
appearance in the novel was a brief
one and he remained somewhat
shadowy. In the play, Greenwald is
definitely, though reluctantly, the
hero. By having their lines lengthened
or shortened in comparison with the
lines of others, several characters gain
or lose in consequence. Lt. Keefer
emerges a little more ignoble than be-
fore, and Willie Keith seems even less
effective; only Maryk retains the same
perspective. Queeg can be observed
more objectively and his disintegration
during the course of the trial is more
easily understood.

Structurally, the play consists of two
acts, the first covering the prosecution
of the case, and the second, the de-
fense. A short scene at the end of
Act II, in which Greenwald attends
the Caine party, permits the success-
ful, though dejected defense counsel
to deliver what amounts almost to a
soliloquy on the innocent ‘and the
guilty.

Herman Wouk had written an ex-
cellent novel to start with, which is
even more apparent from the very
little revising necessary to make an
extremely effective and dramatic play
out of this climactic scene from the
novel. In his unusually successful re-
organization of the novel material
into good theatre, he was able to re-
tain the atmosphere of the original
work while increasing its dramatic ef-
fect. It is seldom that an author can
develop an interesting and high qual-
ity play from material that has been
successful in another form as Wouk
has done.
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CHILD WITH A FLOWER
By Elda Bossi (Macmillan, $3.50)

Child With A Flower is the author’s
major prose work and is the first of
her books to be translated into English.
Born in Florence, Italy, and educated
at the University in Bologna, Elda
Bossi has previously had published
collections of poetry, children’s books,
and short stories. Since World War II
she has traveled throughout Europe
as a newspaper correspondent. It was
her experience as a mother, however,
which led her to write Child With a
Flower.

The book is essentially a picture of
a mother and her child—a portrayal
of the depth and beauty of the re-
lationship existing between them. Be-
ginning with perhaps that greatest of
all experiences, the birth of a child,
the author unfolds the magnitude of
a woman’s emotional and psychologi-
cal response. Continuing with brief
glimpses into the life of the baby and
then the child, Miss Bossi depicts the
joy and sorrow, the hopes and fears,
the tenderness and infinite love of
both mother and child. This task she
accomplishes without becoming maud-
lin, for she treats her material with
both sincerity and sensitivity.

Elda Bossi’s style is extremely in-
teresting and is well-preserved in the
translation. There is a poetic quality
in her writing which she has combined
with a lightness and breathlessness
which almost resembles that of a small
child. This, plus her use of colorful
and vivid description, makes Miss

Bossi’s first novel a warm experience

for any reader, but especially for one
with children. )
Miriam Kussrow

JEMMY BUTTON

By Benjamin Subercaseaux (Mac-
millan, $4.00)

While exploring the sea and deso-
late lands in the Cape Horn region
for the British Navy in the 1830’s,
Robert Fitz-Roy, captain of the
H.M.S. Beagle, picked up four young
savages on Tierra del Fuego and
brought them back to England in the
hope that they could be civilized and
then returned to help their fellowmen.
The two years these natives spent in
England were years of constant battle
between savagery and civilization, with
civilization coming off second best.
On the second trip of the Beagle to
return the natives to their island, the
passenger list includes Charles Dar-
win, along for naturalist studies, and
a young and idealistic missionary who,
in the few months he spent on Tierra
del Fuego, suffered greatly from the
increased evil of the returned natives.

At least part of the novel is based
on facts found in Fitz-Roy’s Diary and
Charles Darwin’s Voyage of the
Beagle, but the story goes far beyond
the facts. Subercaseaux, one of Chile’s
best authors, develops most of the in-
terest in his study of the affect of
savagery on civilization, and vice
versa. He does it in a most interesting
and illuminating style, and without
losing the thread of his fascinating
story. Mary and Fred del Villar have
furnished a lucid translation from the
Spanish.

-
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PEACOCKS ON THE LAWN
By Winston Clewes (Dutton, $3.00)

Here at last is a book so delight-
fully unimportant that it is worth
reading. Peacocks on the Lawn is a
love story that lightly spans affairs in
Ircland from the late 19th century
until the present. The romance twists
through the operation of a fantastic
railway that brought tissue-paper for-
tunes and temporary power to three
men. Although it certainly is an
original work, Peacocks on the Lawn
bears considerable resemblance to
Joyce Carey’s recent Prisoner of Grace.

Several of the main characters in
Peacocks on the Lawn emerge a bit
shadowy, but Mr. Clewes makes up
for this shortcoming with good writ-
ing and a smoothly engineered plot.

RoBeErTA DoONsBACH

GENERAL

CELL 2455 DEATH ROW

By Caryl Chessman (Prentice-Hall,
$3.95)

Caryl Chessman is presently in San
Quentin Prison, in California, await-
ing execution of the death sentence
for a crime that he alleges he did not
commit. In a rather long book (360
pages) Chessman tells about his early
life, his family, how he came to be
a criminal, and how he comes to be
in his present position in Cell No.
2455 in the Death Row at San
Quentin.

At the outset it should be noted
that Chessman, if his own portrayal is
accurate, is a rather undesirable and

antisocial person and that his life of
crime has been one of deliberate
choice. There was once a period of
time when his community would have
summoned the church authorities to
have exorcised the “devil” from him
since it would have seemed that there
could be no other rational explana-
tion for his behavior. Perhaps this is
true today. Even with his meager
(and are they ever meager) rationali-
zations and excuses he comes through
a pretty sad character.

However, unpleasant though he
may be, his situation in Death Row
(where he has been for five years
fighting his own appeals over and
over again) points up a very real
inquiry. If a man is undesirable (so-
cially, ethically, morally, politically,
or what have you) and by his own
admission a dedicated criminal and
an amoral being is it still right for
the state to take his life for a spe-
cific crime which 'he did not com-
mit? If Chessman is telling the truth
then this is his dilemma and the
dilemima of the State of California.
To the best of my knowledge the
sentence of execution has not been
carried out although it would be pos-
sible to miss this in the newspapers in
a time when Indo-China and Con-
gressional  investigating  committees
are competing for the available news
space.

I think that to anyone committed
to the American concept of “justice”
in criminal trials the answer must be
clear: if Chessman is not guilty of
this particular crime of which he has
been charged then he may not be
punished just because he is generally
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a “bad” character. Chessman’s only
.veal difficulty seems to be in con-
vincing the proper judicial authorities
that he did not commit the specific
crime of which he stands convicted.
I must confess that he has failed to
convince me. Now I realize that the
burden is on the state to prove a per-
son guilty of the crime charged. When,
+however, that has been presumptively
done, through the process of a jury
-trial, then the burden shifts to the
condemned to prove that the jury
came to an erroncous conclusion. This
is as much true in the case of Caryl
Chessman as it was in the case of
Alger Hiss.

The book, as a book, is interesting
reading and the reader can not help
but read it in despairing wonder as
Chessman describes himself moving
from one depravity to another. In
places it is awkward and crude al-
though the descriptive writing about
the various police chases is well-done.
But whether it is written well or
badly, and on the whole it is the
fatter, the principal question that he
asks can not be avoided. Upon finish-
ing this book a reader will probably
be glad that he is not a member of
the high court of California or of the
United States.

YHE MEASURE OF MAN

By Joseph Wood Krutch (Bobbs-
Merrill, $3.50)

Mr. Krutch, formerly Brander
‘Matthews Professor of Dramatic Liter-
ature at Columbia University, sets
out in this book to measure man and

to discover his minimal capacities
especially with regard to the making
of value judgments. The fact that the
author is somewhat repetitious should
not deceive the reader into thinking
that Mr. Krutch does not really have
much to say. What he does say, with
a number of different approaches, is
that the leaders of thought in the
nineteenth century have left the man
of today with a doubt about the
capacity of man to be a responsible
being. He contends that many of the
leaders in the fields of education and
law and sociology are acting as if it
were the truth that man is but a
product of his conditioning and that
the faults that man may exhibit are
really only the faults and defects of
his training and environment. He
contends strongly that the future
citizen is taught very early “the art
of exculpation” and he is “conditioned
to believe that nothing but condition-
ing is important.”

At the peak of an age of confidence
in America, in 1929, Krutch wrote a
widely known book, The Modern
Temper, which was a pessimistic look
at American man. Now, at a time
after even a Shaw and a Wells have
pronounced man a failure, Mr.
Krutch proposes to step in with his
humanistic bias and inject some min-
imal optimism.

This books is full of much food
for thought and one is hard put to
select passages which are more worthy
of attention than others. There is, for
example, a fine synthesis of the pro-
gression of the themes to be found in
the successive plays of Shaw and the
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works of H. G. Wells. There is a
well-reasoned and reiterated attack on
a statement included in a speech by
the Dean of Humanities at M.LT.
which announced ‘‘our approaching
scientific ability to control men’s
thoughts with precision.” (Churchill
is said to have remarked upon hearing
this that he, for one, did not wish to
be around if this were to be true!)
There is also a telling attack on a fan-
tasy, “Walden Two,” by B. F. Skin-
ner, a Harvard psychologist. This
fantasy describes a community of
men who voluntarily allow themselves
to be “conditioned to like being con-
ditioned.”

This final note: Mr. Krutch skill-
fully avoids letting the reader know
whether he is a Christian or not. One
suspects that he is not and hastens
to call to his attention that he has
very ably made room for a thorough-
going Christian faith.

LAUGHTER IN HELL
By Stephen Marek (Caxton, $5.00)

Licutenant E. L. Guirey, U.S.N,,
and Technical Sergeant H. C. Nixon,
U.S.M.C., were prisoners in Japanese
Prison Camps in Osaka and Tsuruga
during the second World War. They
have related their stories to Stephen
Marek, a free-lance writer for motion
pictures, television, and the stage,
and he has turned the stories into a
running narrative of life in such

camps. The main theme is that despite
the rigors and hardships and cruelties
the Americans managed, in great part,

to survive and to find things to
laugh about—laughter that helped to
sustain them through their ordeal.

This combination should make an
exceptionally fine and heroic book but:
it does not. The story is awkwardly
told, the descriptive
neither clear nor convincing, the mood
is one of braggadocio, and the men in
the camps do not really appear to be
human beings. Some or all of this may
be due to several understandable
factors: it is awkward because it is
the product of three men rather than
one, the descriptions are faulty be-
cause the man who did the final
writing had never seen what the two
former prisoners had seen and they
could not convey it to him, the mood
is false because the former prisoners
wanted to emphasize to their narrator-
to-be the ingenuity of the Americans
and he mistook it for braggadocio,
and the men in the camps do not ap-
pear to be human beings because in
some ways they were not. The fact
remains, however, that these errors,
or most of them, could have been
overcome. One or the other of the
former prisoners should have attempt-
ed on his own to have written this
record. If it proved beyond the talent
of either to have recorded this
shared experience then perhaps it
should not have been recorded. The
‘authors of Stalag 17 faced these same
problems and overcame them in a
satisfactory manner and it seems un-
fortunate that we have not yet re-
ceived a good account of life in
Japanese camps.

passages are




60 THE CRESSET

THE MAN BEHIND ROOSEVELT
By Lela Stiles (World, $4.75)

The subtitle of this book is “The
Story of Louis McHenry Howe,” who
was one of the most, if not the most,
influential persons in the Franklin D.
Roosevelt political camp. Howe, never
a well man, died in the first adminis-
tration of Roosevelt and the length
of that man’s tenure in the White
House and the second World War
have all but pushed the early years
of the New Deal into ancient history.
Miss Stiles has now gone back and
figuratively resurrected Howe and
traced his life through his early years,
his early acquaintance with Roosevelt,
and his dedication, as early as 1912,
to the idea that Roosevelt should be
the President of the United States, and
his untiring efforts and work in this
direction—efforts and work that ulti-
mately took his life.

Howe and Roosevelt met for the
first time in 1911 and renewed their
acquaintance when they were both
working in the interest of Wilson’s
election in 1912. Their paths crossed
often thereafter and when Roosevelt
went to Washington as Assistant Sec-
retary of the Navy Howe went with
him. Except for a few years when
Roosevelt was out of active politics,
he and Howe were very close and
Miss Stiles indicates that many times
Rogsevelt took criticism from Howe
that he would never have taken from
anyone else. Howe played a very ac-
tive role in securing the Democratic
nomination for Roosevelt in 1932, he
was active in the 1932 election, and
he went to the White House with him

as a Secretary, a position that he held
until his death, living in the White
House with the President and his
family.

Miss Stiles tells this in a very read-
able manner and was obviously very
fond of her boss for whom she
worked many years. This is a sympa-
thetic portrait of an important back-
stage figure about whom little has
been written. Miss Stiles could hardly
aspire to be called a critical biog-
rapher and I suspect that she does not
want to be so named. This book will
however supply a great deal of infor-
mation and some perceptive insights
into this enigmatical man behind
Roosevelt.

=

Note: The CRESSET is not able to
review all of the books that are sent
to it by publishers. In many cases this
is due to space limitations, but in
other cases it is due to the fact that
the books would perhaps appeal to
only a limited number of CRESSET
readers. Many of the books in this
latter  category have considerable
merit however and because they might
not otherwise be brought to the
reader’s attention a number of the
more recent of such books are here
listed.

There have been a number of books
dealing with the history of churches.
One of the best of the group is
Norsemen Found A Church compiled
and edited by Dr. J. C. K. Preus
(Augsburg, $4.75). This book, writ-
ten by a number of scholars in the
Evangelical Lutheran Church, traces
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the early history of that Church in
this country, and shows the transition
from the Lutheranism of Norway to
the Lutheranism of this now large and
prosperous American group. The Phil-
osophical Library of New York has
recently published two books in this
field: The Rise of Methodism, by
Richard M. Cameron ($4.75), which
is fundamentally a source book cover-
ing the 18th century developments in
England that led to the founding of
that Church, and The Development of
Negro Religion, by Ruby F. Johnston
($3.00), which deals with the de-
velopment of a religious life among
American Negroes.

A number of books of sermons have
recently appeared and the CRESSET
would like to direct your attention to
three of them: Crossing the Kidron,
by pastors of The Lutheran Church—
Missouri Synod (Concordia, $1.25),
was designed for reading during Lent
and Easter but the quality and subject
of these sermons make them appropri-
ate reading anytime during the year.
20 Occasional Sermons; by pastors of
the Evangelical Lutheran Church
(Augsburg, $3.00), is more diverse as
its twenty sermons cover twenty
special days during the year—days
such as Mother’s Day, Graduation,
Ordination, Installation, Thanksgiving,
etc. A more homogeneous collection is
Fifty-Two  Sermons, by Horatius
Bonar (Baker, $3.00), which is a re-
print of some of the earlier published
sermons of this 18th century preacher
of the Free Church of Scotland. This
is the first volume in a proposed
twelve-volume set designed to make

available many books on religion now,
out-of-print.

A large number of books arriving in
the offices of the CRESSET deal with
many general areas of religion or,,
more precisely, in some cases, areas on
the periphery of religion. The In;pim—'
tional Reader, compiled by William
Oliver Stevens (Doubleday, $3'50).!,
consists of a large number of biblical
passages grouped together under such
headings as Prayer, Healing, Vision,
Obedience, Love, etc. The Faiths Men
Live By, by Charles Francis Potter
(Prentice-Hall, $3.95), is the story of’
many different religions and divisions
within religions. Most of the book is
devoted to describing the various
branches and segments of Christianity.
The Golden Book of Immortality,
edited by Thomas Curtis Clark and
Hazel Davis Clark (Association,
$2.50), gathers together quotations
from 200 persons, living or dead and
prominent in their fields, attesting to
their belief in Immortality. In
Immortality, The Scientific Evi-
dence, by Alson J. Smith (Prentice-
Hall, $3.00), the author, a lecturer
on the subject of “Religion and the
New  Psychology,” examines the
“scientific evidence” of immortality,
e.g. the extra-sensory perception ex-
periments of McDougall and the
Rhines at Duke, and finds it con-
vincing. In You Can Be Healed,
Clifton E. Kew and Clinton J. Kew
(Prentice-Hall, $2.95), identical twins,
one an Episcopal minister and the
other a clinical psychologist, trace the
interrelationship between religion and
psychiatry and what each can do for
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-
the other in healing ailments, both A number of books in the self-help
sental and physical. The CRESSET  field are printed each year. Two re- «
will have more to say about this area cent ones have rather captivating !
at a later date. titles and both encourage the reader '~

Some of the religious books have to have a better and happier time in -
‘been written expressly for younger life: How to Enjoy Yourself, by Al-
persons. The Association Press of New  bert A. Ostrow (Dutton, $2.95), and

York is starting a series for teen-agers
called The Heroes of God series. The
first three volumes have been re-
lcased as of this date: Queen Esther,
by Laura Long, Paul, by Albert N.
Williams, and Jeremiah, by Virginia
G. Millikin. Each volume is priced at
$2.00 and is attractively bound and
the CRESSET applauds any effort to
stimulate teen-agers to read. These
would appear to be good books to

Bc  Yourself, by Anne Heywood
(Doubleday, $2.95). For those who
are happiest learning how to do new
things Prentice-Hall has published two
very interesting how-to-do-it books:
Successful Photography, by Andreas
Feininger ($3.95) and Fohn Lacey’s
Book of Woodcarving, by John Lacey
($2.95), which explains how to carve
dogs, animals, fish, and birds.

start with in the field of religion.
&

THIS SUMMERTIME

The candlelight of winter now is gone,

It is warmer and bluer than spring now,
Summertime is so perfectly alone

In her glory on the branch and the bough.
She is diamond, she is green, she is red,

Her birds are amethyst and gold and black.
She is half music and half poem— well fed
On beauty. . .to the bone. . .Nothing we lack
In summertime, fair sky, fair hills and grass,
Even the rain and rainbow are God’s own,
Emotional and spun as fine as lace.

This is the high time — sit within the sun
And watch the glowing tortoise in his shell—
A sun of many suns on summer’s wheel.

MARION SCHOEBERLEIN
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A Minority

Report

By VICTORPF. HOFFMANNKN

The Hearings

For almost more days than I
could personally endure, I either
listened to or watched the hear-
ings of the Senate Permanent In-
vestigations Subcommittee.

These proceedings were often
billed as the Army against Mc-
Carthy, and sometimes as the
Cohn Mutiny.

There was much that strained
my patience and endurance and
violated ‘my idea of fair play. I
am not, however, one of those
who think that the televised and
broadcast hearings were of no
value.

The citizens of America were
given an opportunity for a quick
and interesting lesson in Ameri-
can government as well as to
make some value judgments
about the people who represent
them in Washington.

R T T R L

A Patient Man

Army Secretary Robert F.
Stevens was subjected to thirteen
days of almost incessant ques-
tioning and cross examination.
Bob Stevens was also subjected-
to the expressed insults, to the
studied grimacing, and to con-
siderable unfair and dirty badg-
ering by the junior, in fact the
very junior, senator from Wis-
consin.

McCarthy questioned Stevens
as if he were guilty until proved
innocent.

He hurled his questions at
Stevens from scarcely moving
lips and with a leer on his face.
A decent and honest questioner,
it seems to me, asks questions
calmly and decently (if he is sure
of his case) as if he were dealing
with a human being and not
with a stubborn cow or moun-
tain lion.
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The subcommittee kept
Stevens on the stand much too
long. If any of our readers have
ever, been questloned let’s say
under the pressure of oral exam-
Jinations for an advanced degree
for two or three hours, he will
understand the Garden of Geth-
semane through ~which Bob
"Stevens was forced to pass.

It is to the enduring credit of
Stevens that he did not break
apart at the seams. He managed
+to keep his. poise and composure.
‘Occasionally he could even
manage that spontaneous and
tembarrassed chuckle.

“In 'spite of all this, McCarthy
had the' -affrontery to suggest
that' the civilian' head of the
army did not have the physical
stamina to stand up under all
these sessions.
. As a matter of fact, Stevens
ibroke- all records for continuous
testimony in legislative hearings.

o

The Aspiring Man
. The center of all these charges
-and counter-charges was purport-
ed to be Gerard David Schine in
whose behalf, it was claimed,
:preferential treatment was de-
manded.

For a private in the army he

had come a long way, the focus
of international interest.

THE CRESSET

Well, what is it that makes
tall G. David run?

An interesting ‘insight into the
private life of G. David Schine
is revealed by a conversation the
private had with the army sec-
retary. -He ‘confided to Bob
Stevens that he, Stevens, “was
doing a fine job,” and that he
would probably “go a long
way.” ,

After this obvious “spit and
polish” job, G. David Schine
announced his willingness to
work for Stevens as some sort of
a special assistant. It so hap-
pened that Bob Stevens had all
the assistants he needed.

Is this an impossible request
by a lowly private of a top ad-
ministrator? Not if one remem-
bers that this twenty-six year old
has already served as general
manager of a chain of Schine
hotels, has eighteen and one-half
lines in WHO’S WHO, and has
worked for the McCarthy sub-
committee.

In company with Roy Cohn,
Schine also spent eighteen days
in Europe investigating the
books in U.S. Information Cen-
ter libraries.

But why shouldn’t he have
come this far in a society that
schools its younger generations
in aggressiveness and the com-
petitive spirit—and in cutting

‘7—
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spiritual, cultural, political, and
economic corners?

He’s got money, angles, wires
to pull, good looks, and is
equipped with a lot of confi-
dence. It’s fair to say that he
earned little of this on the basis
of his own rugged individualism
and the much vaunted free en-
terprise.

At the present, senators and
administrators in high places
are wondering why he was get-
ting special privileges in the
armed forces. There is a sus-
picion abroad that Joe and Roy
were the hatchet-men.

But what is it that
Davey boy run?

makes

Maybe, just maybe, the com-
ment of his father is an inter-
pretation straight from the
horse’s mouth: “His ambition
always was to be somebody....
He was always very bright, very
capable, thorough, and system-
atic.”

I hope that this complex in-
vestigating business has not
ruined the career of a promising
young man.

-
That Oiher Man
After the Army-McCarthy
hearings had sneered and

snarled their way into two weeks,
Republican moguls were finally

awakened to the fact that the
Gop was being embarrassed.
Newspaper men appeared to
have information that the quiet
man in the White House had
delegated Nixon to force an
early death for the hearings.

The strangely silent Dirksen,
senator from Illinois, expressed
the pious hope that at least the
rest of the hearings could be
conducted in secret executive
committee meetings.

The GOP was embarrassed for
a number of reasons.

When people lied at the hear-
ings, the liars could only be Re-
publicans. Stevens or McCarthy?

If pictures were to be doc-
tored, the operation ought at
least be equal to the doctoring
job McCarthy’s hirelings (in-
clusive of his wife) performed in
the Maryland campaign.

It was embarrassing to see Re-
publicans knife one another so
soon after they had run an anti-
corruption and anti-communism
campaign against the Truman-
crats.

Even McCarthy wanted to
shorten the hearings for, as he
argued, “we might be able to
finish about 1970” unless the
army begins to introduce perti-
nent data and stops evasive tac-
tics. He told a Wisconsin audi-
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ence that the Democrats .were
prolonging the hearings.

But no one lengthened the
hearings any more than Joe Mc-
Carthy. Within one ten-minute
interrogation, Joe interrupted
or demanded a consideration of
supposed points of order no less
than eleven times. By actual
clock-time, he delayed the ques-
tioning twice as much as the rest
of the subcommittee put to-
gether.

When McCarthy chaired hear-
ings, he seldom respected any
person’s request for a point of
order. Very rarely did he as
chairman permit any rules of
evidence but those stipulated by
McCarthy. When did McCarthy
ever permit the confrontation of
the accused with the accuser?

But now, where he and Cohn
and their colleagues are in-
volved, McCarthy is demanding
to be confronted by all the wit-
nesses against him, is demand-
ing the right of examination
and cross-examination which he
has rarely accorded anyone, and
has forced the committee to use
rules of evidence, and has in-
sisted on the right of counsel.

I guess it depends upon whose
ox is being gored!

Furthermore, McCarthy,
schooled and experienced in this
kind of jungle war which is
desecrating our much quoted

Bill of Rights, abused every one
of the rights during the hearings
to his advantage. He introduced
extraneous and irrelevant ma-
terial designed to prejudice wit-
nesses in the eyes of the public
and then, after much objection
and with a snarl on his face, he
would drop the matter. But the
charge had been made without
adequate apologies.

For example, when Joe asked
General Reber whether he knew
that his “brother was allowed to
resign when charges that he was
a bad security risk were made
against him as the result of the
investigation of this committee?”
he had never established the fact
that such an investigation has
been made—he had not proved
that Reber’s bbrother was a se-
curity risk—and, furthermore, he
had introduced data that had
nothing to do with the general’s
case.

One does not prove John
Jones to be a murderer by sug-
gesting that John’s brother
might have stolen cookies when
a small boy.

McCarthy is smart enough to
know that a massive and inert
public would remember only
one fact: General Reber is a
communist.

Sometimes Joe forgot that he
was supposed only to ask ques-
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tions and instead made state-
ments of fact about all the Com-
munists he has discovered.
Worse: these are all facts that
have not been established as
yet.

Sometimes Joe touched on a
variety of issues within five or
siXx minutes. '

Sometimes Joe demanded
“yes or no” answers to questions
such as this one, “Haven't you
covered up for army men who
might mishandle cases of sub-
version and fifth amendment

communists and therefore
slowed up the investigations of
my committee?”

-

Ultimately

What decent, human, and
Christian act did McArthy per-
form in this whole, rotten busi-
ness? I'm willing to be en-
lightened!

Senator McCarthy can be
changed only by a profound and
catastrophic moral conversion.

s it

POEM

If the eye and sober seeing deceive,
What hope for the addled ear,
Or the tongue, subtle in its demeanor,

Or the groping scent—

Our sure dependables wavering ever

On the rim of preference.

And where do we go from here,

With such unlikely conveyance,

All five senses so aimed to bungle,

And we, the center, revolving with the plumed horse,
The impossible giraffe, the jerking dory,

A travel in a circumference of nowhere?

FLORA ]. ARNSTEIN




THE MOTION PICTURE

By ANNE

In his engrossing new book,
The Theatre in the Fifties (Al-
fred A. Knopf, New York, 1953),
George Jean Nathan presents
an over-all picture of the New
York theater in the early years
of the 1950s. He discusses the
state of the theater, American
playwrights old and new, British
and Continental imports, G. B.
Shaw and the demands his plays
make on their heroines, players
in general, the musical stage,
and critics and reviewers. An
appendix—brimful of epigram-
matic afterthoughts and amusing
digressions—has been added to
each chapter.

As always, Mr. Nathan writes
with wit and intelligence. His
criticisms are founded on exten-
sive knowledge, wide experience,
an abiding love of the theater,
and a keen and sensitive under-
standing of the drama.

The astute and outspoken
dean of American drama critics
makes short shrift of “dramatic
rubbish.” He deplores the ten-
dency of many critics “to take
the theater as they presently
find it” and “consequently not
only to make allowances for in-
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ferior plays, but actually to
praise inferior plays, on the mis-
guided notion that in this way
they are helping to keep the
theatre going.”

This practice, Mr. Nathan be-

lieves, is both dishonest and
dangerous. He says:
If these reviewers cared to get

the theatre back on a firm foun-
dation, they would see the error of
their ways and, by lambasting the
feathers off such presently accepted
turkeys, would soon scare the pro-
ducers from doing them, and make

them at least consider a better
grade of drama.
And what of Mr. Nathan’s

feud of long standing with the
movies? I must report that time
has neither changed nor mel-
lowed his opinion of the cinema.
It is true that he has words of
praise for Vanessa Brown, Geral-
dine Page, and June Lockhart,
but largely because he is con-
vinced that the talent of these
young actresses ‘“‘has not as yet
been hamstrung and corrupted
by the film industry.”

In general, however, Mr.
Nathan is sure that a great and
unbridgeable chasm lies between
the shadow screen and the legit-
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imate stage.
says,

Screen acting, he

at its best, bears much the same

relation to stage acting that the

scenario of a play does to the
completed play. It is the outline of
acting rather than the acting itself.

It is not the whole, rounded thing,

but a thing of shreds and patches,

mechanically combined to resemble
the real article. Its ability to sustain

a role lies not in the players, but

in the film cutters and pasters.

The stage is much more de-
manding. Here there are no
mixers to modulate the voice, no
cutters to excise unflattering
shots, no pasters to give con-
tinuity, and no re-takes for a
scene which misses fire on the
first attempt. The stage

shoves players out before a critical

audience, and bids them to please

it without assistance from such
chicanery. It is not an easy task.

It takes training, hard work, and,

above all, real talent. And you can

not substitute for real talent a repu-
tation born and bred in a press
department, even if it is reinforced
by several thousands of dollars’
worth of gowns, an adaptability to
cheesecake photography, spectacu-
lar alliances with wealthy Oriental

loafers, and a face known to a mil-

lion people.

How true, Mr. Nathan! But
even though I recognize the
validity of this erudite critic’s
indictment of many of the prac-
tices of the motion-picture in-

R s e o o G e

dustry, I think it is only fair to
point out that Mr. Nathan him-
self readily admits that his views
are not without bias. Far too
many motion-picture films are
disappointing, I know. But
through the years we have had
films in which the acting was
superb and not “a thing of
shreds and patches” and in
which the play itself had force
and power comparable at least to
a presentation acted out by flesh-
and-blood players on the legiti-
mate stage.

A noteworthy example of such
an outstanding production is
Julius Caesar (M-G-M, Joseph
Mankiewicz), a film which had
its premiere showing last sum-
mer but was released only re-
cently for nationwide exhibition.

It takes not only vision and in-
itiative but real courage as well
to produce any of the works of
the immortal Bard of Avon—
either on the legitimate stage or
on the screen. Any producer who
undertakes the task must expect
to have verbal brickbats hurled
at his head—no matter how faith-
fully he has followed the text, no
matter how extensive and pains-
taking his research has been, and
no matter how carefully and
honestly he has sought to fashion
his materials into a vehicle
which is true to the letter and
the spirit of the original. Why?
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Because everyone who has
studied the classic dramas of
Shakespeare has his own convic-
tions—either original or second-
hand—as to just what the great
writer says and/or means and as
to just how the play must be pre-
sented. Wherever three persons
engage in a discussion of, let us
say, Julius Caesar, you are al-
most sure to have three separate
opinions. If those persons hap-
pen to be teachers of English,
you may have six separate
opinions. Everything seems to de-
pend on where and under whom
one has studied.

Now none of this can detract
in any way from the lofty and
unassailable position held by
Shakespeare through the cen-
turies. Unfortunately, however,
stubbornly held notions can, and
all too often do, warp one’s
judgment and rob one of the
ability to, as Mr. Nathan puts it,
“think with his ears and de-
emotionalize his eyes.”

Produced by John Houseman
and directed by Joseph Mankie-
wicz, Julius Caesar merits whole-
hearted praise—yes, and box-
office support as well. Many
movie-goers clamor constantly
for “better” films. This is a fine
film. Only minor cuts have been
made in the text, and no extran-
eous dialogue has been inserted.

S N T N

With the exception of a notice-
able lag in the closing act, the
action is well paced and expert-
ly sustained. Miklos Rosza’s mus-
ical score is tuneful and suited
to the period. The settings are
impressive, and the mob and
battle scenes are exciting and
carefully staged. The acting is
excellent throughout. Every
member of the star-studded cast
makes a notable contribution to
the performance. James Mason
is superb in the role of Brutus.
John Gielgud imbues his por-
trayal of Cassius with artistry of
a high order. Marlon Brando
characterizes his playing of Mark
Antony with a brooding intens-
ity which is highly effective.
Wonder of wonders, Mr. Brando
has learned to enunciate clearly!
Edmund O’Brien appears with
signal success as the villainous
Casca. Louis Calhern’s Caesar is
restrained—almost to the point
of being stodgy. Greer Garson
and Deborah Kerr appear briefly
as Calpurnia and Portia.

I see that my space is running
out and that I must restrict re-
maining reviews to a line or two.

Marlan Brando is the star in
The Wild One (Stanley Kramer,
Columbia), a violent and dis-
turbing film allegedly based on
an actual happening. It seems to
me that it is a mistake to make
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films in which moral issues are
as confused and distorted as they
are here.

Violence is the keynote, too, in
Riot in Cell Block 11 (Walter
‘Wanger; Allied Artists), a semi-
documentary film which depicts
with tragic urgency one of the
saddest aspects of the national
scene—life behind prison bars
and the urgent need for reform
in our penal system.

Night People (20th Century-
Fox, Nunnally Johnson), an ex-
citing and suspense-filled
thriller, was made in Berlin in
‘CinemaScope. This is sure-fire
melodrama designed to keep you
on the edge of your seat from
start to finish.

The adventures of Prince Val,
gallant boy Viking, are related
in Prince Valiant (20th Century-
Fox, Henry Hathaway), a tech-
mnicolor CinemaScope produc-
tion derived from Harold
Foster’s popular comic strip. Any
description of this preposterous
monsense would only be confus-
ing. But remember that I warned
'you!

If at some time or other you
read Carl Stephenson’s story
about the voracious soldier ants
native to South America, you
will be prepared for the truly
horrible scenes in The Naked

Jungle (Paramount, Byron Has-
kin). Good acting, expert direc-
tion, and the clever use of trick
photography combine to make
this exciting melodrama.

Dewey Martin plays the lead
in Tennessee Champ (M-G-M,
Fred Wilcox), an off-beat film
which depicts a young hillbilly’s
struggle against the machina-
tions of evil people.

Jubilee Trail (Republic, Tru-
Color), adapted from Gwen
Bristow’s novel, runs true to a
familiar pattern and cannot lay
claim to distinction.

I shall end on a pleasant note.
The Glenn Miller Story (Uni-
versal-International, Anthony
Mann) is a clean, delightful, and
warmly human picture. James
Stewart portrays the popular
band leader, who died in the ser-
vice of his country when his
plane was lost over the English
Channel in 1944, with simple
dignity. June Allyson is charm-
ing as Mrs. Miller. Principal sup-
porting roles are competently
portrayed by Henry Morgan,
George Tobias, and Kathleen
Lockhart. Louis Armstrong and
Gene Krupa make brief appear-
ances. Glenn Miller and his
band brought joy to many
listeners during his lifetime. His
recordings continue to do so
today.



Pastor Klausler’s article on T. S.
Eliot is the third in our series on con-
temporary apologists. As most of our
readers know, Pastor Klausler has
done a remarkable job as editor of
the Walther League Messenger, a
magazine for young people. He was
also, for several years, one of the
CRESSET Associates
and is now a mem-
ber of our board of

contributors. His
wide acquaintance
with contemporary

literary figures and
his longtime in-
terest in literary
movements make
him singularly qual-
ified to appraise
the man whom
consider the
single most impor-
tant literary figure
in the English-
speaking world of

many

Che
Editor’s

Lamp

ing time to send us an occasional
drawing.
-

A salute to our veteran music
criticc, Mr. Walter A. Hansen, whose
25 years of service as music critic for
the Fort Wayne News-Sentinel were
honored by a full-page spread in that
paper’s rotogravure
section several
weeks ago. Mr.
Hansen is another
of those many-sided
individuals who put
the rest of us to
shame by being
able to do several
things very well. In
addition to review-
ing music for the
Fort Wayne paper
and for the CRrEs-
seT, Mr. Hansen
also does drama re-
views, has con-
tributed articles on

the 20th century. PROBLEMS piano technique to
) Q ; CONTRIBUTORS Etude magazine
Limitations and has presented
of space prevented FINAL NOTES many piano con-
us from giving due certs. But if this
credit, in our April seems a full sched-
issue, to Robert ule, it should be

Horn, our circulation manager who,
in addition to his ordinary duties, did
the excellent article on G. K. Chester-
ton and who, to top it all off, did the
pen-and-ink sketches of the men who
are being discussed in this series. We
regret that Mr. Horn will be moving
to Washington shortly, and will thus
have to give up the circulation man-
agership. He will, however, still be
writing for us and perhaps even find-

|

noted that he does these things in his
“spare” time. His primary duties are
the teaching of Greek and Latin at
Concordia College in Fort Wayne
where he has been a member of the
faculty since 1918. We suspect that
one reason why he can get so much
done is that he has the good fortune
to be married to Anne Hansen, who
is quite some critic and writer in her
own right.

*
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