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The Seven-thirty Roller Coaster 

At seven-thirty in the morning 
the cars come rumbling 
down without warning 
sending noise in rending 
ripples across the air, 
and without spending 
extra motion, 
the empty cars speed, 
without a notion, 
up and down the rails, 
still wet with dew, 
and leave a slippery trail. 

In the parking lot 
a bit of paper blows 
and the new sun is hot. 

There are no people 
here, except one 
who runs the steeple 
steep rails with cars 
and wonders how, 
in the night sky, stars 
look to screaming riders. 

In the early light, 
the rumbling, tumbling cars 
are a fleshless spine in flight 
from all the life that cries. 

DRAWING: R. F. McGOVERN 

-RONN SPARGUR 
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As a continuous motive subscriber since Duke University under
graduate days, I would like to express my appreciation for motive's 
persistent reJevance and its significant contribution to adult life 
as a Methodist minister's wife. Thank you, motive, as always. 

Without my treasured collection of past motive magaz ines, this 
first attempt at "art exposure" in our church would have been 
bland indeed. Little of original work was available but motive has 
covered so much of the field of significant contempora ry artists 
working in Christian ideas, it was a comprehensive exh ibit with 
the addition of museum prints of the well-known masters. 

JEANE. CARR 
christian arts committee 
bethesda (maryland) methodist church 

Listen. 
"Whatever you have said in the dark shall be heard in the light, 

and what you have whispered in private rooms shall be proclaimed 
upon the housetops."-Luke 12 :3. 

Amen. Some of us pray honestly "Thy kingdom come" without 
fear of the openness of expression envisioned by our Lord. The men 
of faith who create motive are brothers among us in proclaiming 
from the housetops what others would have whispered in private 
rooms. The dawn that finds the Methodist Church afra id of the 
openness of expression of our Lord's kingdom will mark the end 
of Christianity in Methodism. The Church must either bless and 
speed motive in bringing political views and ethical controversy 
into the light, or the Church should no longer pretend to follow 
a Lord whose vision it fears. 

motive has been a source of the courageous and fait hful spirit 
needed by both The Methodist Church and its student movement. 
I, with many others, am in your debt for this magazine that still 
dares to speak openly. 

DAVID C. TAYLOR 
mt. hamilton, calif. 

We commend the General Board of Education fo r it s on-going 
support of motive, the magazine of the Methodist Stude nt Move
ment, as a creative and influential instrument for the development 
of critical Christian thought especially among col lege and uni· 
versity readers, widely recognized as an innovator of new forms of 
expression and as an outspoken advocate of sensitive issues and 
concerns. 

We view with confidence the accomplishments of this journal 
for the past 25 years in challenging the minds of students and 
their leaders and indeed the entire church. Therefore, we con· 
gratulate the editorial staff for its continuing excellence in forward· 
looking Christian journalism, and we favor the continued material 
support of the Board of Education. Moreover, in order to give 
effective evidence of our confidence, we urge individua ls to sup
port motive with private subscriptions, and local churches to pl~ce 
motive in their own libraries, to the end that increased subscrip
tions may help minimize dependence on subsidies .... 

A resolution passed June 12, 1965 Cf 
THE WESTERN NEW YORK CONFEREN 
OF THE METHODIST CHURC H 
jamestown, new york 



1 was understandably disturbed to read the ominous signs in 
(your] editorial (May, 1965) .... My concern about motive has 
two aspects: the first is that motive is an excellent magazine ... a 
magazine which is good and getting better all the time, visually 
and verbally .... But there is a more important reason .... Since 
I devote all my time to dealing with the age group to which the 
magazine is directed, I feel obligated to point out that the church 
would do itself great damage by hindering, censoring, or suspend
ing motive. Professional churchmen may not be so aware as a 
college teacher is that every college generation, at least in my 
experience, is less interested and less tolerant of the established 
church than was the preceding generation. From within the church 
one would have to say that the world outside stands under judg
ment: but when looking at the world through eyes of college stu
dents one sees that the church is being judged by its own criteria. 
And every college generation finds the church lacking more than 
did the previous one. It is this sort of serious, thoughtful judg
ment which led one college person to say to me in a letter: 
"Martin Luther King and motive are the only two aspects of Chris
tianity worth paying attention to." His attitude may be right or 
wrong. But that he does have such an attitude is a fact, and the 
attitude is typical. ... 

In short, motive is one of the most important activities in the 
current Protestant situation. It is not that motive is taking old ideas 
and dressing them up in a slick new garment ... but rather motive 
has been the instrument for the creation of new forms and new 
insights. One of these new insights has certainly been a redefini
tion of what the church is ... motive has shown that the church 
is not only the organization but is also the body of committed 
people. motive has demonstrated this in a clearer way than any 
other publication I know. If this creative redefinition were lost, 
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the church would unfortunately prove its college age critics right 
and this would be disastrous. For the future of a vigorous church 
rests very heavily on motive and a few other activities. 

WARREN KLIEWER 
department of english 
earlham college 
richmond, indiana 

Your editorial (May, 1965) seemed to express uncertainty con
cerning the future of motive . ... It has, indeed, been a difficult 
year. Members of the W.S.C.S. came to me with a defensive and 
angry look in their eyes and the December motive in their hands. 
They soon expressed what was in their minds: "motive is porno
graphic!" I was surprised and a little disappointed to learn the 
judgment was made on the basis of Somervill's "Conversion." 
But how do you explain such a satirical article to someone? You 
are either shocked into "righteous" indignation (as they were7, 
moved to critical reflection (as I was), or you miss the point 
and read on, failing to be moved in either of the other directions. 

I didn't attempt to explain the nature of satire, but suggested 
they not judge the magazine on one issue alone. Then the January 
issue arrived ... with a BANG! One huge issue of satire (which I 
thought was delightful) made all the difference. Your circulation 
department got the message: cancellation ... 

The cancellation was made with my blessing, because we 
learned our lesson-that motive ought not to be circulated by 
those who have no understanding or experience of the university 
community to which it addresses itself. That is, unless we can do 
something to bridge the gap and facilitate communication be
tween the local church and the university: Which is the point of 
this letter. 

Perhaps such mutual interpretation and communication between 
the various segments and situations within the church is not your 
task, since you are concerned only with one segment. But whose 
job is it then? Your attempts at aggiornamento wi ll be to no 
avail unless somehow someone somewhere seeks to heal the 
ever-widening breaches within the church. It's unlikely that this 
ministry toward wholeness will come from the ecclesiastical hier
archy, since they seem to prefer simply removing the aisturbing 
elements. But it does seem entirely possible that a staff such as 
yours, who are intellectually and spiritually attentive to the needs 
and issues in both church and world, could do much to close the 
gaps caused by ignorance and misunderstanding. 

True, this ought not to be an exercise in self-justification, nor 
should you relax your critical stance and fail to allow the judgment 
of the Word expression in the church. But is there no word for 
the misunderstanding of the scandalized mother, the confused 
father, the indignant W.S.C.S. member, and the ill-informed pastor? 
We surely cannot label them " narrowminded pharisees" and let 
it go at that. 

I have no answer to the problem, but I'm searching. Since it is 
highly probable that this lack of understanding is at the root of 
the opposition to motive, I hope you and your staff are search
ing for an answer too. motive is one of the reasons I chose the 
ministry .... 

JACK K. KING 
st. paul's methodist church 
northport, new york 
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ON SEP ARA TING HOPE 
---- - / -· --, . ~ 

ELIZABETH EDDY "MORE LOVE, BROTHER" 

B IS_HO: J. A. T. Robinson, speak. 
ing in Dallas last spring, devel. 

oped the implications of what he has 
called "The New Reformation" fo 
the institutional church. His basi: 
premise . was that the task of the 
church rs. not to gather Christians 
out of the world but to help thern 
live in mission in the world. Then he 
drew two conclusions. The first was 
that we ought to deplore the large 
bureaucracy we now call the church. 
We ought to dismantle those large 
cathedrals which consume so much 
capital which could more profitably 
be spent elsewhere. The second was 
that the church of the future must be 
oriented to the laity. The church 
should look to new forms of com
munity, to the factory and house 
church, for example , and should 
develop a non-professional lay min 
istry . We should remember, he sug
gested, that Paul did not make his 
living as a missionary but worked as 
a tent-maker while ministering to 
the people. 

Robinson stated his case with th 
simplicity and power we have come 
to expect of him. More than any 
other modern churchman, perhaps 
he is able to dramatize the question 
of relevance . Nevertheless, there was 
a note in his lectures that was dis
turbing-his tendency to romanti· 
cize the factory and house chur~ 
while deprecating large, bureaucratic 
organizations, his tendency to ele
vate the laity while deprecating 
professional who takes a salary (he 
habitually uses the word "profes
sional ism" pejoratively). 

There is a certain validity in Robin
son's horror of professionalism. W~ 
all know about the ingrown char8C 
ter of much Christianity, the e: 
mous energies expended on ge 
members and keeping our "plall 
in physical repair. We have all 'r:; 
disgusted at the irrelevan~e. 0 ~ 
much "churchiness," th: drs~rpa;,.d 
of energies in political b1ckerrn8 
ecclesiastical gossip. But ~oes 

1 imply a rejection of profess,?"~ 
a dismantling of the organrz~~ 
machinery and a return to the 1 

of a little band of Christians hu 
together in a house church? 



FROM ILLUSIONS 
or could it be argued that in a 

highly technological society in 
which all of the major institutions 
are becoming highly rationalized 
that the church requires not a less 
but a more professionalized minis
try? Is it possible that we need a 
clergy second to none in expertise? 
A clergy which is aware of the op
portunities and limitations of institu
tional power? A hierarchy that is as 
wise as a serpent in the training and 
placing of its representatives? If the 
mission of the church is to permeate 
and mold the institutions of the 
world, then it could be said that a 
more devastating criticism of the 
church is not that it is professional 
but that it is not professional 
enough; that it is ingrown , mediocre , 
concerned with the wrong things , 
unwise in its allocation of resources 
and naive in its conception of the 
problems of modern man. In short , 
that it is amateur . 

There is, I believe , something 
primitive, something romantic , in 
Robinson's appeal to Paul the tent
maker as a model for the twentieth
century minister. What we need is a 
highly skill ed, trained , intelligent , 
articulate professional class which is 
1n contact with the world and its 
centers of power. We need a clergy 
that knows the world better than the 
world knows itself and that is able 
therefore, to interpret this world 
so that Christians may be at home 
1n it, act in it , love it , and take 
responsibility for it. And it is just 
because we do not have such a con
ception of the clergy that it is in
creasingly being regarded by the 
most thou ghtful and idealistic young 
Pheople as a vocation unworthy of 
~e~ir as~i~ations and abilities. They 

ieve 1t 1s neither a demanding nor 
an influential means of service in the 
modern world. 

THIS rejection of the ministry as 

th a Vocation constitutes one of e ,, . 
ch signs of the times" which the 
Th Ure~ cannot afford to ignore. 
ll"lo~~e _1s increasing evidence that the 
of intelligent and best-informed 

our side Young men no longer con-
r the ministry as a live option for 
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service in the modern world. The 
ministry does not challenge them; 
indeed, if they are Christians, they 
believe that there are far more sig
nificant ways in which they can serve 
in the Kingdom of God. As a result, 
enrollments in our seminaries have 
been declining almost precisely in 
inverse ratio to the nation's increas
ing population. 

The church has fostered this feel
ing also by not taking theological 
training in the modern world seri
ously. We have continued to estab
lish third- and fourth-rate seminaries 
without proximity or relation to the 
already existing great centers of 
higher education in this country. 
While most of the academic talent 
and resources are flowing to the 
state universities and to the large 
private universities , we have in effect 
declared that one can train the min
istry in our time without exposing 
them to the dialogue with the great 
issues going on in these places . So 
we have our quiet little denomina
tional enclaves of genteel learning 
in which we foster just that provin
cial view of the church and its past 
that might have been radically chal
lenged in the dialogue with secular 
learning. 

There is surely some relation be
tween these two failures and another 
fact: on the whole , the kind of men 
who rise professionally to the top 
are undistinguished men. These 
men lack an understanding of the 
real structures of our society or its 
problems and they have no theologi
cal perspective on them. It is not 
that they are stupid or ineffective 
men; it is that they do not command 
respect from the nation. They are 
not men to whom, when they speak, 
one feels he must listen because they 
will inevitably have an authentic , 
responsible word. This lesson is 
surely not lost on a man considering 
the parish ministry as a vocation. 

The churches have not taken seri
ously the high calling of the ministry, 
high not in the sense of being 'holy,' 
but high in the sense that it is a 
vocation which demands all the in
tellectual skills , imagination and 
abilities a man can muster. No one 

Reflections on the Future 
of the Ministry 

BY VAN A. HARVEY 

should think of entering it unless he 
is equipped to the teeth. 

This profession is demanding just 
because it deals with matters of life 
and death. Far more, say, than the 
teaching profession, which so many 
want to enter , the pastorate calls not 
only for a man of learning but for a 
man of action. And since this is true, 
those who love the church should 
be just those who carefully stand 
guard over its standards. They should 
be as concerned as lawyers are with 
protections against malpractice, as 
conscious as teachers are of stand
ards in the schools , as zealous as 
medical doctors are in protecting the 
quality of the profession. For the 
ministry is a profession , with profes
sional skills , and it differs from other 
professions only in that it has to do 
continually and creatively with the 
basic issues of life and death. But 
very few really believe that the min
istry is that important. And yet that 
is the crux of the matter, whether or 
not this is true-that we deal with 
matters of life and death-and 
whether or not we are going to act 
as if it were true. 

Where, indeed , can a man invest 
his life effectively in so many direc
tions? That is what we need to hear 
from our recruiters and demand in 
our churches - a call to imagination 
and idealism. But that call will be 
hollow unless together with it comes 
the challenge to accept the rigors, 
the sacrifices , which justify appealing 
to idealism . For the needs of man in 
the modern world are so complex 
that all of the dedication in the 
world will, without understanding , 
knowledge , and skill, lead only to 
misguided and impotent action. The 
children of light must have the wis
dom of the children of darkness . 

How can one, for example, help 
imperiled families shape the stand
ards and values by which family life 
can be saved unless he understands 
what has happened to the male 
figure in American society in the last 
half century and how this, in turn, 
reflects the changing demands and 
expectations for success in our cul
ture? Or unless he understands how 
the increased emancipation and edu-
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cation of women has led to a dis
satisfaction with their roles as wives 
and mothers? For just at that time in 
our culture in which the woman has 
had to assume the role of both father 
and mother in relation to the chil
dren, she has become so educated 
that her own expectations do not 
permit her to be content with that 
ro le. Who, if not the minister, will 
be able to speak to this crisis? And 
how can he do it unless he is armed 
wit h a professional competence and 
authority he does not now have? 

I suppose it would be a kind of 
comfort, although a strange one, if 
we could assume that this trend is 
but a manifestation of the material
ism and the lack of idealism of the 
younger generation. We could then 
argue that the fault lies not in our
selves but in the secularism of our 
culture. But that excuse will not bear 
much inspection. As Bishop Dwight 
Loder has pointed out, at the same 
time there is a decrease in interest in 
the parish ministry, the Peace Corps 
is receiving at least five hundred in
quiries a week and is having to turn 
away qualified and eager candidates. 
It is not materialism or a lack of 
idealism which explains disinterest 
in the ministry. It suggests that ideal
ists do not find a legitimate vehicle 
for their idea l ism in the institutional 
church, and anyone who has talked 
very seriously with undergraduates 
can co nfirm this suspicion-these 
most intelligent and idealistic of 
Christians believe that the church of 
Jesus Christ is the last place where 
they could expect to cast their 
weight on behalf of the conception 
of real ity for which He died. 

Nor can we explain the dearth of 
interest in the ministry in terms of a 
general lack of intellectual interest in 
religion and theology. There has 
probably never been a time in our 
educational history when theological 
instruction of a sophisticated sort 
was available to more people and to 
college students than now. College 
departments of religion are flourish
ing throughout the nation, and even 
the great state universities are begin
ning to respond to student and fac
ulty demand. But there has been a 
proport ionate decrease in the num
ber of those who want to identify 
themselves professionally with reli
gious institutions. The more theology 
o ne learns, it seems, the more one 
does not want to be identified with 
the institutional church. 

What are the reasons for this curi-
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ous paradox? There are doubtless 
many and, lacking any precise data, 
all of them sou nd more or less rea
sonable. My own hypothesis (I rec
ognize that it is somewhat oversim
plified) is that it is becoming appar
ent to the best of our young men 
that the ministry does not make any 
real professional demands upon 
them. As a profession, it does not 
consume their creative energies of 
intellect, courage and imagination. 
When one compares the opportuni
ties for service and self-realization 
with other professions, like science, 
teaching, clinical psychology, law, 
governmenta l service, the parish 
ministry as it is now commonly re
garded requires no particular exper
tise at all. It is, to put it quite bluntly, 
a profession for 'under-achievers,' 
men who could not really excel in 
the truly professional professions. 

U NFORTUNATELY, the church
including the seminaries-is 

itself to blame for this tarnished 
image of the ministry. We have done 
it in a number of ways. We have vir
tually announced to one and all that 
it really does not take much skill to 
become a minister, that all it requires 
is a warm heart and a warm hand, a 
ca11ing, a spirit of dedication. Have 
th !Se, and one can get through. We 
do this, for example, by licensing 
young men to preach while they are 
still in college, or by giving them 
churches while they are still in semi
nary. We say, in effect, that one 
does not really need training to be a 
minister, although it is a good thing 
to have it for advancement. We say 
that a high school graduate, or a 
person with two years of college, or 
a businessman who has been con
verted, is perfectly able to handle the 
chores of the parish ministry. And 
yet we know that the newspapers 
and parents of children would rise 
up in arms if this practice were in
dulged in by any other profession; 
if, for example, we were to allow 
school teachers without any training 
to teach schools while they were 
learning, or law students to practice 
law, or medical students to practice 
medicine, or psychiatric students to 
practice psychiatry, or students in 
social work to practice welfare. And 
if you say that these professions 
really cannot be compared with the 
ministry, then I would like to know 
why. Is it true that there is no exper
tise essential to the clergyman, no 
knowledge he must have lacking 

which it is criminal to let him loos 
on the pop ulace? No, the church 
does not take its own m inistry ser" 
ously as a profession-and not taki,,i" 
it serious ly, it tells all thos e conten,~ 
plating it as a profess ion that What 
they will be expected to do can be 
done as well by a supp ly pastor 

0 
by a well-intentioned co llege stu'. 
dent who has 'felt the call. ' 

0 R consider the ro le of the 
ministry in softe nin g the as. 

perities of racial conflict and of aid. 
ing the various groups of a polyglot 
city to understand one another and 
themse lves. How can a m inister do 
this if he does not even understand 
the basic rudiments of his own sad 
sociological condition, the fact that 
he is the spokesman of w hite middle 
class America and its val ues? All the 
warm, sincere hearts in the world 
wil l not be ab le to act w isely in this 
situation without some deeper 
awareness of what is afo ot. What 
greater proof of this do we need 
than the m inisterial respo nses to the 
racial crises that have wra cked this 
nation? The religious bana lities, the 
sermons on reconc i I iation and 
"love" emanating from our most 
prestigious pulpits and printed in 
our newspapers reflect an abysmal 
ignorance of the dynam ics of the 
racial strugg le in our ti mes, not to 
mention an ignorance of the Gospel 
which might illumine t he bondage 
of so much of our w hite clergy. 
Some day these sermons w ill provide 
illustration material for some of the 
more dismal chapters in American 
church history. 

Or consider the role of the clergy 
in separating hopes fro m illusions 
so that one need not peris h with the 
other. Actually, this is not one role 
alongside others; it is that role 
which overarches and makes sense 
of al l the others. For this is the mis· 
sion of the church: to distinguish 
the real from the unrea l, the hope 
from the illusion entang led with th_e 
hope. The minister in our time 1 

called to be an interpreter, an ill urn· 
I ·f 1n nator of the meaning of this 'e 

relation to the will of Go d who or· 
ders, sustains, and judges us all. ~n~ 
less we take this cha llenge wit 
greater seriousness tha n w e hithe~-, 
have, men will continue to pass t 

fes· 
profession by for those ot her pro re 
sions where the standards 3 

equally as high and the sacrifices 
0 

time and resources as great. 



HEFNER & COX 

SEX: MYTHS & REALITIES 

When Hugh Hefner and Harvey Cox met recently at 
Cornell University, a lively , entertaining and probing dis
cussion was the inevitable result. Their subject: "The 
Sexual Revolution on the Campus." 

Hefner , as editor and publisher of Playboy magazine, 
is spokesman and oracle for an astonishing number of 
young men and women today . Author, theologian and 
scholar , Cox stands as one of Playboy's most vociferous 
and effective critics . He is on the faculty of Harvard Di
vinity School and recently published a penetrating theo
logical analysis of culture, The Secular City. His article, 
"Playboy's Doctrine of Male," appeared in the April, 1961, 
issue of Christianity and Crisis. 

Both men are relatively young , and their experience 
and self-understanding have been cast within post-war 
secular society. Both are articulate without being glib; 
both are committed to a style of life and a fundamental 
moral posture , and both are able to provoke reflection 
and evoke serious inquiry. 
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MODERATOR: Mr. Hefner, in your editorials and essays 
on Playboy's philosophy of sex, the Puritan ethic often is 
your foremost enemy and antagonist. Why? What do you 
have against Puritanism? 
HEFNER: America has the most oppressive sexual taboos 
and mores of any major country in the world today. A 
general anti-sexualism worked its way into the Judeo
Christian heritage about the time of Christ or slightly 
thereafter, and we have been paying for it ever since. It 
was strongly substantiated .in the Middle Ages, became 
more severe shortly after the Reformation, and finally 
found its most extreme forms in Calvinism and Puritan
ism in England and America. And we have paid a very 
dear and bitter price for it. 

Most religious leaders agree with me-and Harvey Cox 
probably does too-that Puritanism as it once existed in 
its purest form is almost heresy to the liberal concept of 
religion today. But what I call a 'neo-puritanism' has taken 
its place and very definitely exists in America today in 
all kinds of areas. 

For example, in government, sex remains the one and 
only area of human activity that is outside the protection 
of the first amendment of the Constitution. The neo-puri
tan attitude can be found in our censorship and obscenity 
laws, in our religious and sex laws and in the whole gen
eral area of social and sexual taboos and mores. We may 
think that because we have been going through a rather 
remarkable transition in public attitudes toward sex in 
the last few years-this thing called "the sexual revolu
tion"-that we now are reaching a point where we live 
in an uncommonly permissive society. This is not true. 

Originally sex was the one area of natural or permissive 
activity; it has been lost in the Judeo-Christian heritage. 
I am interested in the secular side of society here in 
America, and I think we find ourselves with a democracy 
in which almost every area of human activity is free ex
cept the one of most intimate and prime importance: 
sex. I am very concerned about this lost freedom in our 
free society. 
MODERATOR: Mr. Cox, in your original criticism of 
Playboy's attitude toward sex, you were extremely critical 
of its tone, its tendency toward over-exploitation of hu
man impulses and its dehumanized and emasculated 
image of sex. This was in the April, 1961, article in Chris
tianity and Crisis. Yet in a subsequent article in the same 
magazine, entitled "Chastity and Evangelical Ethics," you 
mentioned and proposed policies which seemed to 
some readers strangely similar to that point of view which 
you condemned. Have you changed your original evalua
tion of Playboy magazine? 
COX: Let me say first that Hugh and I made an agreement 
before coming here tonight. We agreed that I would not 
bring any Bibles and he would not bring any Bunnies. 

To answer your question. Has my position on Playboy 
changed in the past four years? I would say I hope it has. 
I hope that those whose positions jell at some particular 
point in their lives would not include me. But I rather be
lieve that Playboy has changed too-for the better, al
though there are still a number of things I disagree with. 
I do think, though, that we have more common ground 
than many people would suppose. 

I think that the great question we have to face (Hugh 
and I and all of you) is the fact that our traditional 
sexual mores anchored in a particular form of society, 
grounded in a religious culture, have more or less disap
peared. We are left now with the task of fashioning a 
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new understa nding of w hat sexuality means, of w 
it means to be a man o r a woma n, and fashioning n 
norms of behavior wh ich are at one and t he same ti~ 
modern and human. I don't think that anyo ne can escal'lle 
the fact that we as individuals now face this responsibil"Pety 

I am sure that Hugh would agree with me that neith 
Playboy magazine nor any other magazine can solve th~r 
for any individual. When it tries to, whic h w as one 15 

my ori?in~I ~riticisms, it simply i:1troduces a new kind: 
authoritarianism. And I am against al I autho ritarianislll 
including the authoritarianism of the mass media. I don' 
want to be liberated from one religious trad it ion sirnplt 
to be subjected to another infallible authority . Y 

I think we need to discover once again that sexuali 
means intimacy. And intimacy is something w hich on~ 
two persons who know something about each other alo/ 
~an de_velop. Se~u~lit~ without intimacy is not real sexual~ 
1ty. I like the d1strnct1on made by some socio logists be
tween simply having intercourse and really bein g sexually 
intimate with another person. I am here to defe nd sexual 
intimacy and to call into question any definitio n of sexu
ality which sacrifices human intimacy. 

In sexuality, we get to know ourselves, and we get to 
know other persons in peculiar and unique w ays. There
fore, I am against the reduction of the sexual partner to 
some kind of a disposable accessory. We have to take the 
risk of being mature in sexuality. 

Play is an important aspect of life. It is an importan 
aspect of sexuality, but we play best with those whom 
we share many other aspects of life. Anyone w ho has been 
to a cast party knows there is an intensity to a celebration 
when people have shared something importa nt together 
This intensity becomes phony when people beforehand 
join the celebration. 

The whole question of developing and understandin 
sexual intimacy in our time is closely related to the need 
which all of us have to discover: our own identities. I 
am willing to defend the proposition that the search for 
the other in his or her nakedness really is the search fo 
the other in his or her reality. We _want to know the 
other in his undisguised self-hood because o nly by know· 
ing the other in that way do we really get to know our 
selves. Sexuality provides a unique and charac teristic wa 
of coming to this kind of self-knowledge. 

So I would say that sex must be irred ucibly inter 
personal. This means that those involved must under 
stand and appreciate each other as persons. This is n 
to say that some kind of physical relationship w ith anoth 
person is not possible on some other level. But witho 
intimacy, it is basically a diminishing of the power, dep 
and meaning of sexuality. 

I will be the first to admit and concede, as I think a 
theologians would today, that the Biblica l t radition , 1 

Judea-Christian tradition, has become infecte d by a baS 
cally foreign distrust of the body, of the wo rld, of be 
things of this earth. Any kind of prophet, w hether hdeO" 
within or without the fold, who criticizes the Ju 
Christian tradition for this heresy, is welco me. 

In this sense, I welcome Hugh for the critici 5111 

brings to bear. But now that he has establis hed this err 
cism, I think we need to talk together abo ut what 
ought to do to reestablish real intimacy in modern ¢JI' 
ality. t 
HEFNER: I am interested in what Harvey said aboU 
being an important key to identity and self-knowl 
On this point, we very definitely agree. 



J started going steady 
in the eighth grade ... 

·,en I came to 
liege. 

~ow I'm going with 
knew guy. I don't 
now if he's the 

one or not. 

and in high school 
met the only boy. 

I've gone with six 
different men, each 
one Mr. Right. 

By now I'm just 
too tired to care. 

I think the problem of identity and self-knowledge wi l l 
be the major social dilemma confronting us as a society . 
in the immediate years ahead. In the '30's, the major socia l 
concern focused on problems of labor; at the present, 
the major concern centers around problems of racial 
equality; tomorrow, in an advancing ly automated and 
impersonal society, the problem of individual identity 
will take on new importance. 

Already automation and technology are enabl ing man 
to spend less and less time on the job and thus causing 
him to receive less and less identity from his vocation. 
Therefore avocations-things we sometimes think of as 
play or leisure-will become increasingly important. 
Hopefully, these terms will broaden in scope to include 
a great deal more than they do today, and we will begin 
to find much of our identity in these areas. 

Sex then becomes a very important humanizing ele
ment in a society so complex, so urbanized and technical 
that man, indeed, is in a serious difficulty. He faces the 
very real problem of reaching a point at which he loses 
his very humanity. And sex, in its broadest sense, is the 
very essence of what it means to be a man or woman. 
Thus, sex becomes much more than simply an act; it is 
a part of the total being. 
MODERATOR: Mr. Hefner, you often have been quoted 
as opposing promiscuity. Recently you were quoted as 
saying, "Promiscuous people use sex as a tool. They're 
emotionally immature. Really they don't think very much 
of themselves, or sex." Could you be more precise in 
defining what you mean by promiscuity? How would 
you distinguish between promiscuous and morally re
sponsible relationships? 
HEFNER: First of all, promiscuity has nothing whatsoever 
to do with numbers. It is an approach to sex, not a 
statistic. 

Traditionally, for 2000 years in our society, we have 
evolved a concept related to sex in which we kind of 
zeroed in on chastity. Chastity as an abstract concept has 
been much more important than the welfare of human 
beings. This is evidenced today in our sex laws. Outside 
of those which specifically protect human beings from 
acts of aggression or public indecency and those which 
protect minors, all are drawn from an abstract notion of 
sexual suppression and chastity. This notion is placed 
above the actual welfare of human beings. 

Related to this, women traditionally have had the in
human role of the person who defended chastity in 
western civilization. Since female emancipation at the 
turn of the century, women are finding themselves for the 
first time in an almost human position. The great difficulty 
is that a truly human role for women in our society has 
never really been established in the past. In the past, men 
have had all the best of it, that is, a really human 
position. Now there is a rather inevitable tendency for 
women to take on attributes of the male. 

At this particular moment, we are drifting toward what 
I feel is another kind of danger. That is, asexualism or an 
asexual society in which the roles of male and female 
as individuals are most difficult to define and tend to be 
competing rather than complementary. Hopefully in the 
future, maybe in the immediate future, we will begin to 
move into a position where truly complementary mascu
line and feminine roles will begin to emerge. 
COX: Could I ask a question? I agree very much with the 
need to establish woman in her own right, Hugh. How
ever, I wonder if your magazine helps this or not. 
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Playboy identifies the woman almost wholly as a sexual 
object which, among other things , she is. But she also is a 
who le range of other things. There is a danger, at least 
implicit in your approach, that we perceive woman only 
as the object of play, as the Playmate. Not as the com
panion in the whole range of activities which make up 
the richness of human life . 
HEFNER: If Playboy were the only medium of mass com
munication in America today , your criticism would be 
valid. But it is not the only medium. Playboy is not, and 
has never pretended to be, representative of the whole 
of life in the United States. We are a magazine specifically 
edited for a male audience. More than that, a magazine 
aimed at men in the period of play and bachelorhood 
prior to marriage. 

I have some rather strong feelings about this. I think 
that we wou ld have a stronger society with fewer divorces 
and prob lem marriages if we spent more time in bachelor
hood after both fellas and gals get out of school, instead 
of jumping immediately into marriage. 

As long as the notion exists that sex is right and moral 
only inside marriage, then the pressures to get married 
are tremendous. The real problem is that many young 
peop le tend to get married at an age when they quite 
l iterally have not become the people they will be most of 
their lives. It 's a matter of picking a mate from almost 
a comp lete stranger. I don't think a young man in his 
late teens or early 20's is in many important respects the 
same man he is going to be in his late 20's or early 30's. 
I wasn't. And I don't think he would pick the same mate 
later. A girl wouldn 't either . 
MODERATOR: Mr. Cox, with all candor and honesty, 
please tel l us if you think it appropriate or inappropriate, 
moral or immoral, to engage in any kind of sexual activity 
prior to marriage. 
COX: The phrasing of the question in a mora listic way 
diverts attention from the real issue, I th ink. I would prefer 
not_ to discuss this subject in terms of ought or ought not, 
or in terms of right or wrong. To lay down a universal 
moral judgment about your sex life and my sex life which 
applies to everyone , I think, is not only arrogant but 
useless. I am not going to be backed into that. 

I would prefer to discuss sexual intimacy in terms of 
appropriate or inappropriate expression of the level of 
relationship that two particular people have obtained. 
Therefore , I would prefer to discuss phony or real sex 
and leave out the kind of right or wrong , ought or ought 
not discussion which often obfuscates the issue. 

Many of us stil l are looking for a father figure to te l l us 
how to solve our sexual dilemma and , if our fathers and 
~others don 't do it , then some surrogate has to do it 
Irk~ the dean of women or a visiting theologian. I'm not 
?o_mg to s~lve this problem for you because I think 
rt _,s something you 've got to solve for yourself and live 
w ith. And I hope that Hugh doesn 't try to solve it for 
you because I think there is a tendency once we have 
decided not to accept one parent-surrogate, to buy an
ot her one for 75 cents. 
HEFNER: It's going up a half-dollar in December and Janu
ary. 
COX: Let me suggest that the basic issue here is a question 
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of promiscuity or intimacy . This is the real issue. Is 0 
sexual style going to be promisc uous or is it go ing to le~ 
to authentic intimacy? 

I think there are a lot of promiscuo us virg ins in ou 
society today-peop le w ho have managed in one way 0r 
another to avoid the particular act which, in w estern cul~ 
ture , we identify with losing your virginity, but there• 
nothing else they haven't done. Not on ly this, but th is 
ha~e utiliz~d sexuality as a bait, lure, club, as every co: 
c~rvable thing except that for which I think it is intended 
(_,f you want to speak theo logical ly) or for w hich it func
tions ( if you want to speak some other way) . The real 
purpose of sexuality in human personality is the establish
ment of identity in intimacy. 
. Therefore , the real issue is not whether or not you have 
intercourse before you're married. The real issue is 
whether or not you are willing to take the risk of under
standing sexuality, establishing your own style of sexuality 
and then living with it. It is a question of gesture. There 
is a ' language of the body' which says somet hing to other 
people regardless of the words one uses. 

Probably everyone has had the clammy experience of 
the ritual kiss at the end of the first date-w hy is it so 
clammy? It is clammy because it is not really an intimate 
gesture. It is a ritual gesture that you're supp osed to do 
because you ' re kooky or something if you don't. 

There is a who le range of gestures exchanged between 
a man and woman which expresses leve ls of intimacy 
which are developing between them. And in my own 
experience, sexual intercourse is the most int imate ges
ture , the most intimate act one can have wit h a woman 
It defines the [evel of intimacy in the relatio nship between 
two peop le. 

Of course, intercourse can be used under ot her circum
stances. But I think the promiscuous use of this gesture 
tends to erode its expressiveness, so that w hen one really 
wants to express what the gesture seems to imply, i 
doesn't seem to have the power that it once had. 

Obvious ly, there is no way to demonst rate this on an 
experimental basis. You have one life to l ive. I suppose 
you live it either as a Casanova or a Tristan. Casanova was 
the guy who hit 1,000 beds in Spain alone, according to 
legend, which seems to me a most improba ble legend. 
But this is a style of sexuality. And once yo u have h 
1,000 beds, you are a different person. By then, you have 
developed a style of sexuality which cannot easily be 
discarded. 
. In early childhood, we begin to deve lop a style of relat 
mg to the opposite sex which is either authent ic or phon 
Its authenticity or phoniness depends on w hether oUI' 
gestures are appropriate for the existing leve l of intimaCV 
But, I hasten to add, the level of intimacy at w hich inter 
course is appropriate differs for various peo ple. 

This is why I'm not going to be induce d, or maf. 
seduced is a better word, into laying dow n some ki 
of absolute , universally applicable , moral principle ab<Jlll 
sex. That gets you off the hook too easily . You haV~ 
work through and try to decide yourself, in communl 
tion with the other person involved, because the_ 0 

person involved also is developing a style of sexual1tY• 
not anything anybody can decide for yo u. 



ffNER: I strongly endorse the idea that sexual morality 
~ st be completely an individual's business. While it is 
1~her obvious that I don't frown on pre-marital sex, I 
; n't frown on pre-marital chastity either. It is, indeed, a 
,otter of personal decision. But I do vote in favor of pre
:\tal sex when it is something that makes sense for 
.,: individual and is entered into with responsibility. 
~nd I don't think responsibility can be met only in 

,rrns of an extended relationship. A relationship can be 
:sponsible and still be brief. 
·1deally though, sex is part of a lasting and deeper rela
Jnship and not unlike that which leads to marriage. In 

·ict, the majority of college students have pre-marital 
ilations with few partners, often only a single one whom 
-,ey eventually marry. 
"ODERATOR: Mr. Hefner, some people say you are not 
-criously interested in moral and ethical issues but are 
11ply an opportunist. They say you are here to sell Play-
·v magazine and encourage membership in Playboy 
:ubs, and that you are not dealing with realities but fan
>es and myths. 
Let me read you a statement made by one of your 
ecutives at Playboy quite recently: 
College students are living in the future ... all of 

em romantically dreaming about what they'll be. Thus 
,e advertiser must talk to them on the level of their 
e1ires and ambitions. He should superficially aim at the 
ndsome, young executive who dines with fashion 
·idels in night clubs, has a hi-fi, a Jaguar, and Brooks 
·others suits. There ain't no such guy, but you aim for 
"l anyway. This is a very transitional phase of living in 
efuture and is psychologically significant as a vicarious 
Jerience." 
Would you comment on this, Mr. Hefner? 

HEFNER: First, I'd like to know who wrote it. Is this quote 
·om somebody supposedly related to Playboy? 
~0DERATOR: Yes. 
HEFNER: Then somebody's in a lot of trouble. 
The phrase that stopped me cold was "there ain't no 
ch guy." When the publication began to grow, we 
_1ed taking statistical analyses for advertising purposes. 
ter a few years, we got this down to quite a science. 
mfess we were delighted to discover that the imaginary 
. and the statistical median of the average reader turned 

cox1? be walking hand in hand . 
.,

5
• ~xcus~ me. Y~u mean your average reader really 

HEFNdine with a fashion mod~I? 
c0/R: I don't know about dining with ... 
EFNEI don't dine with fashion models. 

d R: let me give you a statistical description of our 
er 0 ... 
~: About this business of dining with fashion models. 

litfN~~ny fashion models are there to go around? 
. · Well, they're not the best kind of models any-

OX: D . . . 
,ro· espite the stat1st1cal survey, I do think that Playboy 
~eJec~d toward what people imagine they would like 

H(FN;:~ er ~han "':"h~t they really are. 
~ry re· 1 th1_nk this 1s true. I don't want to suggest that 
~g. ader 1s the prototype. It's just the fantasy thing 

COX: You've got the fantasy thing all right, and this is 
the whole question. You know, the mass media do have a 
certain responsibility for destructive social stereotypes. 
I'm just suggesting that maybe you have far more re
sponsibility for projecting a particular image of what a 
desirable woman is than you think you do. I think there 
is a kind of Playboy "religion," and I am a skeptic or 
heretic of the whole cult. 
HEFNER: If there is any kind of a Playboy cult, I am sure 
it is no substitute for religion. 

One of the reasons for the remarkable success of Play
boy, though, is that the magazine reflects a particular 
point of view with which a number of readers can 
strongly identify. In this sense, it is more than a maga
zine and has a very real responsibility. Personally I am 
delighted. I would rather have the tastemakers be Playboy 
than the Reader's Digest. 
COX: I would hope that intelligent people would be 
suspicious of any tastemakers, including the Reader's 
Digest. 
HEFNER: I guess they should be. 
COX: Look, may I say one more thing? The image of all 
the fun stopping and play ceasing at 29 or 30 when one 
leaves bachelorhood and gets married is a rather grim 
picture of marriage which I do not want to go unchal
lenged. I must confess a very unorthodox thing to you. 
I have had a lot more fun since I've been married than 
I did before, and furthermore, it continues to be not only 
just as much fun, but more fun. 
HEFNER: I think that's part of the idea. And if more atten
tion is given to the earlier period, individuals will be 
better prepared for marriage and will find it a happier, 
more fulfilling and lasting experience. 

DRAWING: R. F. McGOVERN 
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What I remember is of little consequence because I 
have mastered the art of remembering almost nothing 
but what is of no significance . I can remember the num
ber of steel crosspieces in the railway bridge across the 
Rhine at Strasbourg. I remember very clearly the country
side in Surrey one sees headed southwest from London . 
I recall the number of stairs going down to the Under
ground platform at the Russell Square Station , and a 
peculiar bulbous growth on the side of a tree in the 
(hamps-Elysses. 

I remember the name of a woman in Barcelona who 
had mastered the art of removing a five-months foetus 
with the crudest of instruments and a drug, the name of 
which I was unable to discover; I have not forgotten 
three men in Lyon who received certain medical atten
tions from me in 1943. 

I cannot forget the names of the first four Roman Popes, 
the bishop who saw Jo~rn of Lorraine to the stake, the year 
of Alexander the Great's death, or the fate of Caligula's 
son. 

But what I recall best is that life is a bore. There is 
nothing in it but one banality after another , and those 
aspects of it which most stir our hopes and expectations 
are precisely those which we find most tedious and 
meaningless. 

Neither family nor religion nor nationality had, in my 
youth, nets fine enough to snare me. I was, in the Italian 
phrase, born with my eyes open. I suspect my mouth was 
open, too. In a broad and heartfelt yawn. 

As a child I was cross, pettish and almost without 
curiosity. I could sit for hours staring into open fires , 
~mining my fingers , counting the tassels on a lamp
s ade beside my mother's bed . I cared for nothing and 
remembered everything . 

1 remember the wistful Jewishnes of my father and the 
~rrogant Germanity of my mother. There was nothing in 
~ of course. They were both Germans, both Jews, and 
luJh bored me dreadfully with their proffered heroes : 
fathas Maccabeus or Tristan, Josephus or Nietzsche. My 
th er kept the kosher; my mother flaunted pork and 
die entrails of fowls. Butter and beef at the same meal 

~s of lamb with a cheese sauce. ' 
beiv; father practiced law. My mother, in the early days, 
ng een the wars, interested herself in politics, support
SCapone party and then another, seeking always to find a 

H egoat upon whom to fix our loss in 1918. 
nestd the workers worked? It seemed so. Had the busi
Pro~en sac~ificed~ '.o some degree. Had the politicians 
fOoli h ted wise policies? As wise as-or at least no more 
deai than~usual. Had the soldiers fought? The lists of 

Artdand maimed_ s~rely indicated it. 
8avar" so on. Until finally she came upon the Catholics. 

ia Was Catholic. Austria was Catholic. Italy was 
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Catholic. And all had in some way participated in the de
feat. Bavarian troops in the southern sector had, on occa
sion, fought badly. The Austrians had never managed to 
get down into Italy's heart. And the Italians had betrayed 
ancient friendships and sided with the allies. It had been , 
my mother decided, the Catholics . So my mother told me, 
so she told my father. So she informed her friends. 

Unfortunately , even as she did so, in fact as if in an
swer to her, there was an Austrian of Catholic rearing in 
Bavaria (with considerable admiration for the current 
Italian dictator), who had struck upon another villi an for 
the same show. I have often wondered, incuriously I 
must admit, if my mother 's harping created him like a 
genii in a bottle . There seems to be a universal economy 
in nature; perhaps there is a universal balance, too. 

My father was a nonentity. I do not mean to insult him, 
or even to suggest that he was not a good man. If one 
finds pleasure in moral assessment, my father might be 
termed an honorable and decent man, full of justice and 
respect for his fellows and contempt for those who ride 
the earth as if they had been born jack-booted and sharp
spu rred , above the common lot of men. In fact , I suspect 
it may have been these very qualities that made father a 
nonentity philosophically during the days of the Weimar 
Republic, and a nonentity physically as well during what 
followed the republic's collapse. 

I was twenty-one in 1926 . Times were bad then , though 
less bad than a few years before. We lived in Karlsruhe in 
those days, a quiet town built almost in a circle, and 
full of people who had, or so it seemed , nothing but their 
own interests at heart. My mother's anti-Catholicism was 
a curiosity among them, and my father's kindness and 
generosity made most people there simply shrug off 
mother 's lunatic sentiments. There was no talk of war or 
army in the Rhineland, and even nationality seemed 
muted. 

So it seemed. In 1926. When I was about to leave for 
medical training in Edinburgh. Not because I wished to 
practice medicine, but because it was necessary that I 
learn a profession and the law was then, so my father 
said, a dead end. Not because Edinburgh was more ad
vanced in medical skills than German universities, but 
because my father wished that I should become cosmo
politan, one who knew many cities and the ways of men. 
And, though I may do his memory an injustice, because 
my going to Scotland scandalized and outraged my 
mother past ranting, past tears. Almost to the point of 
violence. But violence was beyond her. Only her tongue 
knew violence, and both I and my father died a thousand 
little deaths from its woundings . 

Before I left, there was a ritual to be undergone. I had 
avoided rites and customs and ceremonies of all sorts 
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since the gloomy misery of Bar Mitzvah. But there was 
no escaping a final talk with my father before I left home 
for Great Britain. I was surprised to find he had no more 
taste for it than I. He was no rhetorician, however, and 
no debater, either. He did not relish talking into the air, 
and in those days I was no more audience than a tablet 
of salt or a bag of stones. 

-You have no faith, he told me. -Your Jewishness is 
dead in you. Nothing quickens your spirit. • 

-Yes, I said, trying, unconsciously perhaps, to speed 
him along, to make the thing easier for us both. 

-What do you know that makes you the way you 
are, my father asked. 

I could feel my breath short and quick. It was as if 
my gentle father had become an inquisitor. -I know I 
have four thousand marks and a ticket to London in my 
pocket, I said. -What else am I supposed to know? 

-What do you feel? What of God? 
I did not mean to seem supercilious, but where could 

all this lead? -I feel fine. I cannot say how God feels. 
There is no commerce between us. I await his pleasure. 

My father shook his head, his small Trotskyish beard 
waggling slowly. -Nor is there commerce between my 
son and me. Where is the world going when father and 
son part as strangers? 

I wanted to tell him that parents and children always 
part as strangers, and that when we met again it would be 
as between two who have known one another casually 
in another time, but have found little to bind, and hardly 
anything to enlarge the relationship between them. But I 
told him nothing, for, in those days, there was still a kind 
of customary positioning of persons: fathers told; sons 
listened. For 20 years of decent food and housing, for 
the four thousand marks and the London ticket, I owed 
him that much. As he turned from me toward the study 
window looking out upon our garden filled with autumn 
flowers and evergreen trees, I backed toward the door. 
Something within me-not love or reverence or even 
sentiment, but rather something without a name, some 
odd impulse , some prophetic instinct made me pause and 
fix him, his stooped shoulders and balding head, his long, 
slim almost womanish hands in the tissue of my memory. 
I remember that he had taken off his gold-rimmed pince
nez and was wiping it slowly, mechanically, as I hesitated 
there. 

-Goodbye, Frederick, he said softly with unaccus
tomed precision.-Goodbye and good fortune. 

But I said nothing, moving out of the room like one 
who has invaded the past with the help of a machine and 
who must neither speak nor act in that already deter
mined, already consummated time. I remember, as I left 
the house and hailed a cab, wishing that I might have 
seen his face as he stared out into the garden searching 
the neat lawn, the swaying dahlias for the thumbprint of 
his God, or a butterfly bearing word of his destiny. I was 
sorry to be taking his son from him, but sorrow is an 
unclinical emotion, and the fires it kindless wink out in 
the light of stars. 

I did no.t see him again. Not alive. Not in the flesh. I 
saw only, in 1942, in the Munich Gestapo Records Room 
some photographs of him following his final interroga
tion. The change was astounding, the damage beyond 
description. An autopsy would have been out of the ques
tion. 
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I remember Britain. A museum full of various paslS 
stuffed and cared for as if history were truth rather~ 
fiction, as if men and events of one century matter . 
those of another. A secular monstrance holding an anci 
and crumbling wafer from which the spirit had flown ai,ad 
before. I remember thinking that Trafalgar Square 
about it the same air of supranatural fantasy as Red Sqll 
in Moscow, but lacked even a corpse. I was glad to 
back in Germany in 1932. It was a strange time,tl 
despite the madness and the strangeness, it was ~ e 
in which realities were faced and dealt with; a urns. 
which ultimate issues were resolved by ultimate mean 

There was, soon after I returned, a change of go 
ment. The German corpse, old Hindenburg, a monll n 
and parody of himself, still lumbered and coughed 0 

a little while as chief of state. But realism had caug 



by the throat. When the new chancellor was called 
of us form a government, I thought of the violent days 
on t as of the United States. Gunfighters. The trappings 
inf cf:ilization: some indeed could read and write. But 
0

1 
d and iron was the currency and purchase then. So 

~,i~~ Germany. ?urrealism ha~ succeeded no better t~an 
\ rvation. Dignity had worn its shoes through. The time 
td come for reality to take charge. 
al remember the rallies at NUremburg. Utter honesty. 

if wolves or hydrogen atoms or volcanoes could talk 
s d assume political roles. Destruction, violence, great

a~ss eternity. The Reich will last a thousand years. Of 
~ou(se it wouldn't. Not a c~ntury. Prob~bly n?t a deca~e. 
But there is, as my father might have said, a time to build 
and a time to tear down. What of the time to do both 
and neither simultaneously? So all of them (not us: I was 
not that kind of German. I was of no nation. But had I 
not been in Germany , you understand, I would have 
crossed seven oceans to be there where boredom was, 
•or twelve years, somewhat abated) became one, and 
the dedication, like any similar pact, was final and ir
•eversable. We (by then it was "we." I had a party card 
and priority with certain officials in the SS. Medical units 
\ere already formed to handle those wounded in street 
brawls with communists at first; in house-to-house 
earches for Jews later on) had begun a social experiment. 
\\hat I thought of it is of no consequence: it was active, 
like the lashing of a caged panther's tail, like a squirming 
erpent goaded. And Aristotle himself admitted that the 
end of life is an action-not a quality. So there was noth
ng moral to consider. I neither approved nor disapproved 
f the party and its ends and means. I was not a priest 

nor a logician though I had the zeal of one and the direct
n of the other. I had come to despise both functions. 
I thought then, and I think now, that my mind and spirit 
ere meant to animate an athlete, but the body was no 
ood bad eyes, small hands, a slight tendency toward 
ro~chial complications, and corpulence. Not really fat 
ntil much later, but always too bulky for the playing-
Id_. And not that sort of athlete anyhow: rather a 
adiator in the arena of the late emperors-those whose 
umbs were always down, whose own blood was shed 
e water, was it Galba, Otho? And so in this more de
;erate t!me, a career of imposing my will on material 
han artist._ But no~ stone or paint or_ lan~uage. Rather 
· Thus, in our time, not the playing-field, but the 

rgeon's d. · • au 1tonum. And finally, at Ravensbruck, at 
ten, at Dachau, the inestimable privilege of free ex
~en1 t untrammeled by any subsidiary consideration, 
rre evancy. 

I can 
rm remember that world, the dark universe that 

0 ean~ became after 1934, as if it were all a dream. 

11 ro us who had position were absolute. We were 
~ha~nks a~d _duties, and it was not asked of us how or 
ll'lad cost in irrelevancies we accomplished our duties 

050~huse of our ranks. There was, you must see, a 
e fa~ _at work here: a conception as plain and hardy 
rdttie nc of creation itself, stripped of the myriad 
rves t ~~d s~ppositions of our enemies. That which 
her p° ive, lives. That which .can exert its power on 
11 I w~~kes it~ right to do so by the act of doing. 
ng use ~d w_1th muscular transplants at Ravensbruck, 

0 Polish women political prisoners, there was 
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no need to consider anything beyond the medical pro
prieties. In a sense, these women had no purpose or 
existence outside the experiments. By the fact of their 
being unable to determine their own destinies, they had 
no destinies of their own. One suffers because he cannot, 
for one reason or another, avoid it. One rules because 
he is placed in a position where there is no real alternative 
to ruling. One becomes, in a more complex sense, a 
guinea-pig because he is not a surgeon. 

I recall an evening in the officer's club in Munich. We 
had driven in from Dachau, the camp commandant and 
I, to meet the commandant's brother, a colonel in the 7th 
Panzer Grenadiers. It was late 1943, and the colonel's 
division was on its way to the eastern front. 

The club was filled with uproarious laughter, lovely 
women, plenty of wine, relatively little food, but many 
delicacies from France and the Balkans. There were 
candles in place of the electric lights disrupted by an 
earlier air attack, velvet curtains, rich crystal, and even a 
small string orchestra composed of wounded soldiers 
recuperating at the hospital just outside the city. 

We were at bay in those days. Nothing was yet settled, 
and the euphoria of all-out war flooded the veins affect
ing all of us like raw alcohol. The colonel had lost fingers 
under American strafing in the invasion of Italy at Anzio. 

-Three of them abreast like circus performers, he told 
us.-Machine guns and cannons going, chewing up the 
column, killing scores of men. My hand was on the door. 
A 20 millimeter shell hit it. 

-The pigs, his brother the commandant snorted.
stinking carrion. Dredged from every gutter in Europe. 
We could handle them at the camp. The commandant 
nudged me.-Couldn't we handle them? 

-Certainly, I said, reaching for some cheese imported 
from Yugoslavia.-! could use them. 

The colonel paid no attention.-They flew past, and 
I held my hand out before my face and I couldn't believe 
it. Not my hand. Christ, you can't get a new hand. 

-You can't requisition a new hand, the commandant 
said frowning.-Can you, his elbow in my ribs as I sliced 
a piece of Circassian salmon. 

-Not yet, I said. -Give us time. 
-My men were firing, the colonel went on.-Even 

with rifles. My driver used his pistol. 
-Any good, the commandant asked.-Any good? 
-They flew past still in formation, the colonel said, 

leaning back, his head raised, eyes on the distant wall. 
-Right past and into the ground a quarter of a mile up 
the road. Still in formation. It killed two of them and they 
brought the third one back to me. All of them had been 
hit with the small-arms fire. A Panzer column had brought 
down three Ami fighters. The men were delirious. It 
was a good omen. 

-No need to ask what disposition you made of the 
pilot, his brother the commandant said with heavy slyness. 

-No need whatever, the colonel answered, his eyes 
snapping back to us.-1 don't turn cheeks. 

-Ah, the commandant said.-You're a bad Christian. 
I may be the greatest Christian in history. 

-Our mother, rest her, would wonder at that, the 
colonel said. 

-No, the commandant beamed, pleased at the riposte 
he was so laboriously preparing-Think how much good 
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came into the world with the death of one Jew. 
Neither the colonel nor I replied. 
-This week alone, the commandant bawled, his sides 

heaving,-l've done five thousand times as well. 
The colonel grinned despite himself. I thought it wise 

to laugh. Even a surgeon does well to keep his patients 
cheerful. Everyone is potentially someone's guinea-pig. 

But for all his stupidity, the commandant made a point: 
if there is a class of mankind who values self-sacrifice, by 
all means those who value survival should give them a 
surfeit of opportunity to be victims. If there is a kind of 
mentality that sees value in the failure to overwhelm, 
then satisfy it by crushing it out of existence. The com
mandant observed once, as we passed by the ovens on 
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the way to inspect a new shipment, that the victim 
sesses one considerable advantage over the survivor ~ 
leaves the victor to clean up the mess. · 

Ill 
There is no use in remembering those latte r days. The 

philosophy that had begun us sustained those of us Sti 
able to function when the vast hordes of Slavesvofk rolled 
across Germany like a wave of filth. What deserved 
survive survived. One way or another. In those last wee: 
in March of 1945, a prisoner tried to betray me to the 
commandant as a Jew. By then I had nearly for gotten that 
I was a Jew. I did not think of myself as a Jew but as 

1 
kind of device. My Jewishness meant nothi ng by then 



rse but the commandant would have his joke. He 
f cou ' 0 d rne in to face my accuser. 

call\his is Herr Krankowytz, Major, the commandant 
~ rnoothly.-He claims to have known you in better 

said 
5 
He even has information concerning your family. 

da~~rr Krankowytz w~s a shambles. His body was hardly 
r in height or thickness than a ten-year-old boy's. 

larg~ad no hair, only one eye, and that eye damaged
He rently either cataract or serious searing of the cornea 
appa badly that he had to face the commandant in order 
-s~cus on me out of one sound corner of that eye. His 
~o ds rnoved incessantly in the sacking which covered h~; bones. He seemed poorly nourished, depressed. The 

ognosis was unfavorable. 
pr Herr Krankowytz leered at me. His gums were black 

5 
if he chewed betel. He had no teeth.-Arugh, he 

\uffled and wiped his nose with the palm of his hand. 
:_That's him. I knew his father. I knew your father. They 
took your father. In uniforms just like that. They came 
ror him. 

1 stared at the commandant. Herr Krankowytz did not 
interest me. -Do you want to take this up with Berlin? 

-Why no , the commandant grinned.-What do I gain? 
This campaign is over anyhow. It's a good thing to find 
a Jew on my staff . It might make all the difference. I 
could claim I was a defender of the Hebrews. You can 
be my exhibit. 

-The war is still on, I said.-1 have work to do. I'm no 
good as an exhibit. This lunatic is lying . My family died in 
outh Africa. Look in my service record. Look in my party 

record. 
They were perfect forgeries, my records , blending truth 

and fiction so skillfully that even the Gestapo could not 
d, cern the end of one and the start of the other. Proof 
of that was my being still a surgeon instead of sharing a 
pest-ridden shed outside with Krankowytz and the rest 
or the guinea-swine. 

-So it is, so you do , the commandant grinned widely. 
-Y~u can take Herr Krankowytz with you. No need to 
ask if you have use for him? 

-No need whatever , I said . 
Before his complaints claimed him , Herr Krankowytz 

\\ore that he had invaluable information for me. He had ai orderly bring me to him. He was in a special ward 
vf ere_we kept donors of vital organs until we had need 

l~eir services. Krankowytz was in restraint. His bald 
e:_/eamed "":'ith perspiration. He could not see me. 

10 of u, he whispered. - Do you know what God has in 
re or you? Do you? 

D~ shrugged and stared at his naked fleshless body.
thyou know, I asked him.-Has your God been down 

alortanna and prophecies? Tell him to step up the 
Ce content of the first. And to spare you the second. 
la~ve, cave, Deus videt, Krankowytz choked. 

-Go~n !rom you ? Does the priesthood attract you? 
hlegrn _ 1

8
s not mocked , he rattled through gathering 

G 
· eware 

-- od · . 
od is 

O 
is mocked . And blocked and shocked , I said.-

o the ne more entity to manipulate. If he comes down 
this co~a rd here for you, I' ll have guards strap him 

h1ne-pist 
1
next t_o yours. If he resists, they'll use a ma-

-Cod so on him. If that won't work, we ' ll ignore him. 
ees ... 
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-God is dead. Autopsy in the late 19th century re
vealed substantiosclerosis, softening of the essence, deaf
ness, blindness, and general debility. He was buried at 
Jena and mourned nowhere at all. So far as you're con
cerned, I am God. 

-Arugh, Krankowytz cleared his throat-All right, 
God. I can tell you about your mother. 

-My parents are dead. 
-Not yet. Not yet she isn't. She's in the camp. Just a 

number like the rest of us, and no idea her own son is 
helping to murder her. 

-My mother is dead. 
-No, God, no. You're fuzzy on the omniscience today, 

Krankowytz muttered. He seemed to be cheered by my 
visit-When she first came, he went on,-she said it was 
all a mistake. That no loyal German, no one who stood 
four-square for the Fatherland could be brought to this. 
That one fine day the Fuhrer himself would come driving 
into the compound in his Mercedes-Benz and announce 
to everyone that she was innocent, had been brought 
here by mistake. That no amount of Jewish blood could 
obscure true Germanity. He would carry her into 
MUnchen to the Sportsplatz and show her to the people, 
a Nordic heroine. 

I said nothing, but a chill went from my buttocks to 
my neck. I had never seen this man in my childhood so 
far as I could remember, but he was talking of my mother 
in such a way as to preclude his lying. He had to know 
her. 

Krankowytz paused, licked his lips , shifted his immo
bilized shoulders and arms.-These straps make it hard to 
wipe one's eyes, he said apologetically. 

-Be glad you still have eyes, I told him. 
He shrugged and licked his lips again.-At first they 

despised her. My God, how they mistreated her, cursed 
her, poured filth onto the rags she had to sleep on. One 
woman whose son had already gone to the ovens tried 
to kill her with a piece of kindling sharpened at one end. 
But finally people grew ashamed. They saw at last that 
she was no different from them-only a Jew doomed to 
the gas and the ovens. Or to your little hospital here. 
They came to see that she was only responding in her 
own way to what all of us had to grasp and struggle with. 
She had loved Germany like the rest of us-wanted to go 
on loving it, fighting for it-but Germany was killing her. 
Not just Hitler. Germany. 

-What happened , I asked, leaning down over him, 
fascinated despite myself, caught between belief and re
fusal.-What more? 

Krankowytz smiled , perspiration poured off his naked 
skull and down into his eyes. He no longer winced at the 
salty drainage and sweat stood in the deep sockets like 
runoff in stagnant pools. His single sighted eye burned 
from under it like that of a drowned sailor who mourns 
the life above , moving downward into another world. 

-Not so fast , God, Krankowytz sighed, his mouth 
tightening in pain.-Even the gods have to pay. The god 
searching out his parentage. It costs. 

I shrugged.-You want a month of life. Perhaps an 
orange : Or a pack of cigarettes and time enough to smoke 
them. 

-You're a cheap god , he said, his voice no longer 
strong.-A god 's mother is worth a glass of wine. 
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- You want wine? 
-No, Krankowytz shook his head slowly, sweat spilling 

out of his eyes like enormous and grotesque tears.-No, 
I don't want a drink. I couldn't even taste it. None of my 
se nses is any good now. You've seen to that. I'm talking 
to three of you now. As if one weren't bad enough. 

-What do you want? 
Krankowytz tried to smile. The dark empty cavern of 

his mouth gaped. I moved back reflexively . Krankowytz 
sm iled wider.-1 know, he said.-My looks are gone. In 
the compound the girls ignore me. But then they don't 
look good either. 

-What do you want? 
- I thought about that a long time before I had them 

se nd for you. I thought about it while they were examin
ing me. I thought about it while they kept me in the ice. 
I didn't think about it while they opened me up to see if 
my organs were satisfactory. They only gave me a little 
anesthetic, and I was thinking about the operation. 

-All right. What? 
Krankowytz shifted as much as he could in the con

fines of his restraint-I thought of freedom which you 
cannot give and life in here while my friends die which 
I could not stand. And of food and tobacco. Even of 
women which I do not want. There is so little I can still 
br ing myself to care about. So little you can offer me. 
Still I must have something. I've got to get something. 

-I am tired of this, I said.-Let's get it over with. 
-Yes, Krankowytz breathed.-You've hit on it. That's 

what I want. 
-What? 
-To end it. To get on with it. I want to die. 
-That, I said ,-can be arranged. Have you any prefer-

ence as to how and when? 
-0 yes , Krankowytz said excitedly.-Certainly. As soon 

as possible. And in the ovens. 
I thought I had misunderstood.-You ' II end in the 

ovens. All of them do. 
-No , I want to die in them. I want to be put in them 

alive. 
I almost fell backward.-You've gone mad. You've lost 

your reason. 
-No, he said.-1 know what I'm about. If I go into the 

ovens you can 't use me . They won 't put my nerves in a 
Nazi pilot or my bone in the arm of a Gestapo man. 
Parts of me won't be turned to my own condemnation. 
You'll get no good out of me if I go into the ovens. 

-It's absurd, I told him.-1 can 't do it. 
Krankowytz frowned and shook his hea d in mock sad

ness-What kind of god are you, he asked .-A maimed 
god? 

-What if I could arrange it? You don't mean it anyhow . 
You couldn 't go through with it. You couldn ' t stand it. 

-Great God, Krankowytz muttered.-A little more pain 
after all this? It's the coward's way out. The ovens are the 
least of it. You make the arrangements , deity , and we ' ll 
see you find your mother. 

- I have to go. I' ll think about this. 
-Wait, Krankowytz called as I turned to leave . He 

raised himself on the bed, straining against the straps 
holding his wrists . His head , against the room 's faint light, 
seemed enormous; his neck no larger in diameter than an 
eel.-There's one more thing , he said.-One more thing. 

-What? 
-At the oven. When I am put into the oven . .. 
-Yes? 
-I want you to read a psalm. I want at the end to hear 
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the words of David. Even in your voice . You' ll have to do 
that. You ' ll have to be a Jew fo r a few m inu tes. 

-Read you a psalm? This is ludicrous . 
Krankowytz tried to shrug. He fell backwa rd on his cot 

- It's all ludicrous, God . There's no huma nity, no sense 
in all this. At the end when I'm dead an d you're dead 
and they've butchered that filth in Berlin, nothing wil 
have changed. They'll make great resolves that none o 
us shall have died in vain, that none of yo ur kind wil 
ever hold power again. And in twenty years we'll all be 
squeaking and strutting and stumbling throu gh the his
tory books. It will go down as a terrible mistake. We're 
all dying in vain and your kind ... 

I stopped him. No use hearing the rest- My kind w1I 
always hold power. Always. 

-Yes , Krankowytz said.-Till the earth falls asunde 
and gives us its dead. Till the seas boil away and the· 

-Bones of ancient ships show themselves again. 
-Yes , Krankowytz said.-Till then. But not forever .. 
-There is no forever , I said.-There is only a collect, 

of nows. For the rest, you ' re welcome to it. Whatever 
you find beyond the ovens , I make you a gift of it. 

-Thank you, God. I' ll use it to send you justice. be
I shook my head. - Not here you won 't. This world 

longs to us, remember. . 
Krankowytz squinted and seemed to co llapse ~it 

himself.-1 can hardly remember my name . What 5 

name , God, he said weakly , the last vest iges of h~rn 
leaking from his reed-thin body.-What's my name. 

-Legion, I said, and turned from the be d into the c 
clear air of the hall beyond. 

IV 
It was not , in fact , very hard to arrange. I knew 

who worked in the crematorium , and any of therTl 
ready to earn himself cigarettes , alcoho l o r eve~ d 
or so of relaxation in the infirmary. None of them a 
objection to accommodating a corpse p re maturf'Ydo 
had seen too much to even recall that some peop e 
burn others alive . A corporal I knew-had known 



rly days of the Rhineland adventure-was in charge 
the/

1
:t e duty shift at th.e ovens. He laughed when I told 

of I Krankowytz. 
h1fll ~ou've got a real original there, he said.-Wants out, 

_.. he? Wants out by way of the furnace, does he? My 
do~ you must run some fine little hospital over there, 
Go (or. He'd rather visit me, would he? 
do:He's mad , but I thought it might amuse you to humor 

hi': lt's all one with me, sir. You bring it in here, sign 
order, and I burn it. Old paper , clothes, files , garbage , 

n pie tables , pigs, furniture-I'll even try burning water 
eoou ~ay so . I don ' t care. I have a job to do, orders to 
1
;ey. No one asks me how I feel about burning the regi-
ental rubbish at six-thirty, either. We all have our jobs 

~ do don ' t we? You bring your friend-I mean that 
,
0
110,v' who wants to die-over here any night late and 

ee'II see what he's made of, if you take my meaning, 

a ha. 
Herr Krankowytz was naked . A lightbulb just above 
m was in similar condition, and it cast long wild 

~adows against the concrete walls of the crematorium. 
rankowytz was strapped to a metal stretcher the corporal 
ad supplied. His eyes were shut tight. 
-No hard feelings, the corporal said.-lt's just that 
e can't have you threshing around in there, can we? 
~ese ovens weren't made for that. You could jam one 
f the gas jets. 
The corporal was in his shirt-sleeves, his tunic hung 

i a wall-peg. Behind him were the two furnaces from 
,e of which came an odd breathy roar. Like that of a 
echanical animal, perhaps. The corporal turned valves 

0 d the hissing receded. 
-So this is the oblation, eh, the corporal grinned 
ndly. -Well , old fellow, you'll be well out of it. Only 
little flash and you ' re gathered to your fathers. Like 
~tning. 
But Krankowytz was not amused.-Where are ... , 
began. 

-The others? Come now, it's past midnight. We have 
clean up sometime . You'll be the only business be
ren now and six-thirty. 
rankowytz opened his eyes and looked around. His 
widened, and he reared up on the stretcher as far 

'he metal straps permitted. - This place ... is clean, 
T nished in confusion. 
te corporal laughed warmly. - What did you expect? 
arnelhouse? Skulls and the floor running with Jewish 
d? Listen, this is a military establi shment. A govern
I undertakin g. You people must be raised on melo-

rna. If this pla ce gets littered, I might follow you into 
~ve~s when my captain discovered it. 

et 5 get on with it, I said.-Someone could turn up. 
e 01

1 
a chance, the corporal said. - Nobody comes 

,un ess he has to. 
thhe corporal opened one of the metal doors and 
t e end of Krankowyt 's metal stretcher into 

0
~

1
Jhat ran down into the furnace. Down inside , 

ivn see da rk red flickering against total blackness. 
ral as_ low as they go. Makes for an easy entry , the 

All ~aid defe rentially. 
right, I said to Krankowytz ,-what can you tell 

\\'as I 
Pro no on ge r self-assured , no longer playing a bald 

and rnetheus to my uncertain eagle. He licked his 
erings?red down past his thin gray feet into the 

urnace .-Where , he began, and lost his voice. 
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-Where, he tried again,-are the psalms? You've for
gotten the psalms. 

-No, I said, taking a small Old Testament from my 
tunic pocket. It was the version read in Protestant Evan
gelical Churches. What difference did it make? The same 
non-existent God is celebrated in all versions. 

-All right, he said. The 93rd Psalm. Read it to me 
slowly. 

-First. What you have to tell me. 
-Number 71633. Compound seven. Block 14. When 

you see her tell her Krankowytz sends her a son and prays 
she survives him. 

He fell back on the stretcher, his bald head bright with 
sweat, his eyes closed tightly again, his hands, blue with 
chill and terror, clenched like bony misshapen stumps 
where hands had been. 

I licked my lips and adjusted my spectacles. The oven 
made the chamber quite warm, and my lenses were fog
ging. The corporal was fidgeting, whistling soundlessly, 
or at least puckering his lips and staring white-eyed out 
the window into total darkness. It was not only his lack 
of sentiment (which made good sense) but his inability 
to discern history-in-little being punched and cramped 
into the blase confines of his tedious and torpid life. 

-Any time you're ready, gentlemen, he said with ex
aggerated patience.-Anytime at all. 

-Read, Krankowytz murmured.-For God's sake, read. 
-The Lord reigneth, he is clothed with majesty, I be-

gan. Krankowytz closed his eyes. His thin colorless lips 
parted. For a moment I thought that he was beginning to 
whistle too. But he began to follow my words in Hebrew. 

-Thy Throne is established of old: Thou art from ever
lasting. 

-Ah God , Krankowytz moaned in German. The cor
poral, no longer whistling, his face composed and solemn 
as that of a hired mute or a casket-merchant, was begin
ning to lower Krankowytz into the sullen flickering crim
son darkness of the furnace. 

-The floods have I ifted up O Lord, the floods have 
lifted up their voice. The floods lift up their waves. 

Krankowytz pulled his bare feet upward as the end of 
the stretcher dipped down. His knees, unhindered, rose 
almost to his chin as if he were some gross parody of a 
sharp-shinned hysterical embryo. He did not shriek, but 
rather went on reciting the psalm in Hebrew, only louder. 
And as his legs disappeared, louder still, until it was 
almost impossible to distinguish words , and the difference 
between Krankowytz 's prayer and the howl of a doomed 
animal was in fact no difference at all. 

-Thy testimonies are very sure , I read. 
Ah God, Krankowytz screamed, his face turned 

toward me now, his eyes wide, his nostrils distended .
Ah God. 

He meant not the Hebrew deity then-not the creature 
who haunted burning bushes , who demanded sacrifice, 
burnt offering, holocaust. He meant me . It was in his eyes, 
in the stiff horrified , almost wooden set of his jaw , his 
wide-open mouth.-Ah God, he shrieked as the flames 
reached his feet , as the corporal let the stretcher slide 
still more rapidly with one hand , turning up the furnace 
with his other. 

-Holiness becometh thy house , 0 Lord forever , I 
shouted above Krankowytz 's rising shriek. Then the oven 
door slammed shut, and the furnace burner went on full. 
- Forever, I said again, my voice low , my eyes still on 
the featureless iron door of the oven. 

-Selah , the corporal said , and spoke no more. 
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WOOL WRAPPING, 1962 16" x 30" 

SHEILA HICKS: 
WEAVING 
"I AM NOT PAINTING WITH PAINT ANY LONGER. I USE WOOL NOW." 

SHEILA HICKS HAS STUDIED THE ANCIENT PRE-INCA TECHNIQUES AND 
SPENT SEVERAL YEARS WORKING IN MEXICO AND PERU. 
HER WEAVING DEVELOPMENT HAS BROUGHT PAST AND PRESENT TOGETHER 
AND HER CONTRIBUTION TO CONTEMPORARY ARTS AND CRAFTS 
IS THAT OF MAKING WEAVING ONCE AGAIN SOMETHING INTEGRAL TO MAN'S WORLD. 
OUR RESPONSE TO HER WORK IS FAR BEYOND THE UTILITARIAN-WHICH IS AS IT SHOULD BE. 

-MARGARET RIGG 
OVp., 
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Technology and Art in Peruvian Textiles 

BY JUNIUS BIRD 

Introductory Comm_ents excerpted trom "Technol<;>gy and Art in Pe 
Textiles ." In Technique & Person~lity, lecture Series Numbe r Three ruv 
The Museum of Primitive Art . ' 

TEXTILES are an ideal subject for study if one 
concerned with the relationship between t 
nology and art. The interconnectio ns are 

evident in those fabrics where the desi red resul 
the concepts of the artist-are achieve d by st~ 
tural means inherent in and insepara ble from 
craft itself, and where careful plann ing is requir 
before and during construction. All of the many and 
varied ways in which fabrics can be created Pose 
distinct technical problems . Each in some degree 
fluences, limits, or controls the end result. Each 
technique is a medium in itself, pro viding a chal
lenge to the ingenuity, imagination, and skill of 
artist. What is more, the effects on style and on 
pression may extend beyond textiles and influ 
the styles of other media where simi lar controls 
not exist. 

There are important divisions of textile art that 

COLLECTION : DR. WILLIAM R. HICKS 



can be termed non-structural. These include the 
1ried procedures of applying dyes and pigments, 
ree-hand painting, printing and stamping, resist dy
g, and the like . In all, the artist is completely free 
t structural restrictions. In fact, within this eate
ry, when the textile becomes nothing more than a 

base on which to express concepts, we are beyond 
the limits of textile art. This limit, however, is often 
fficult or impossible to determine. Function may 
OVide a clue, yet even this is not a satisfactory basis 
decision. ;e super-structural techniques include anything 
ed to a completed base fabric, such as embroi

ry or the applique of various materials. Again, 
re is freedom from structure unless, by choice, 
~ork is deliberately interrelated to structure as 

5
.d,n needlepoint and certain other types of em
, ery. 

An inquiry into the relationship of textile tech
og{ a~d art could easily be developed on a world
,ee as,s, irrespective of culture or period, but I 

Ve th · 
t e important facts can more easily be dem-
rated b . gl Y concentrating on the products of a 
; r~gion, specifically Peru. One of the reasons 

ffli~t,ng t~is choice is the fact that Peruvian fabrics 
g us With a sequence of structural design span
a 

1
~PProxirnately forty-five hundred years. This 

r r~g~r record than is yet available from any 
gion of the world. The material is abundant 
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and, within it, we find manifold variations of nearly 
all textile techniques. Much, if not all, of it was pro
duced on a family craft basis, largely for use by the 
makers. It is also noteworthy that textiles are the 
oldest known examples of Peruvian art and that long 
before the appearance of ceramics, or the working 
of metals, wood, and stone, all media employed ex
tensively in later times, Peru had a developed craft 
and tradition of textile art. 

Art is something we could live without, yet do not 
choose to do so. It is a thing of the spirit, prompted 
by varied motives among which the desire for 
beauty and the satisfactions of creative work seem 
both ancient and widespread. Perhaps more atten
tion should be paid to the motivation behind art, 
for conceivably the dividing line between primitive 
and non-primitive art could be drawn on a basis of 
motives, if these could be clearly defined. This 
naturally would be difficult, for a web of interrelated 
factors leads in diverse directions. However, I would 
like to mention factors which, though they have 
little to do with the distinctions between primitive 
and non-primitive art, do exist; the compulsion 
people have to copy one another and the difficulty 
of distinguishing between the motives inspiring the 
innovator or true artist and the quite different im
pulse of the artist's associates. 

We could live comfortably if all fabrics were 
monochrome and no one had ever devised struc-
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tural or other means of modifying appearance. How
ever, the makers of textiles have not been content 
to do only this and for thousands of years have used 
fabrics for artistic expression. If you are reluctant 
to admit that many textiles are works of art, remem
ber that I am inclined to class as art all that results 
from the effort to make things more than simply 
functional. The recognition of art in textiles is per
haps obscured by the great volume of past and pres
ent production. The work of the innovators and real 
artists is lost in the production of copyists, and our 
perception is perhaps numbed by the volume of 
the material to be considered. We tend to ignore the 
many ways weavers have devised to break the 
monotony of plain surface, by varying texture or 
appearance, by shifting construction technique, or 
by changing the materials, colors, and yarn twists. 
Such effects are a kind of non-objective art, which is 
an old, old story to weavers. 

Not all fabrics are woven; many can be classed 
as single element constructions, made either of one 
continuous yarn or cord, or of several used succes
sively. A familiar example is knitting, the interlock
ing of one loop with another. Crocheting is another. 
In the same category are those fabrics in which the 
yarn end is passed through a succession of previously 
created loops-possibly the most ancient fabric
making technique used by man. Some have termed 
this "knotless netting 1

' to distinguish it from related 
fabrics where, as in fish nets, knots fix the points of 
juncture. 

When various elements or yarns are used in fabric 
construction, we can make two major divisions. One 
has a single set of elements which turn against each 
other, as in braiding or plaiting. The second has, in 
a sense, two sets of elements, the warp and weft, 
one sustaining the other. Both woven and twined 
products fall in this category and each may be elabo
rated by the addition of supplementary warp or weft 
or regionally inserted yarns. 

In all categories the simplest procedure to achieve 
variation or simple patterning is to substitute, or 
alternate , yarns of different colors, materials, size or 
twist. The result is banding or striping with effects 
which may range from the casual to the bold, the 
complex and extremely subtle. Where yarns are 
combined in other than the minimal basic systems 
similar striping may occur , supplementing the struc
turally created effects , patterns or designs. 

As already mentioned , one finds an infinite range 
of the various possibilities among the ancient 
Peruvian products , plus such deviations from stand
ard practice as non-rectangular loom products. 
Small wonder then that experimentally minded tex
tile artists like Sheila Hicks are referring to the 
ancient products and are finding in them points of 
reference for new departures and ideas. 
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,, do not make any distinction between craftsman and artist nor between 
1 tional and decorative form-making nor submit my work to the judg

func ts of formal standards in our society," writes Miss Hicks. Therefore the 
me; b)' Mr. Bird, accompanying this art feature, is helpful in bridging the 
tex we experience in thinking about and seeing art. Standards set in the g: are only standards so long as they refer authentically to the reality of 
~ production in evidence . When they no longer faithfully refer to what is 

wally happening, they no longer serve us. And, anyway, standards are 
acostly set by critics or art historians, and are soon broken by the burst of 
~eW forms from the artists. Then new standards are formalized and spread 
abroad while at the same time the avant garde is busy at the process of 
nvention which already outdistances the existing standards. This game is 
called esthetics and Sheila Hicks is an important ground breaker in it. 

-Margaret Rigg 

SHEILA HICKS WITH MEMBERS OF HER MEXICAN WORKSHOP 



EXODUS 
We encumbered the water 
And were not circumcized with shells. 

The mountain of controversy had not happened 
And under the sky we were hungry. 

Listeners of medium aptitude 
With transgressions wrapped around our heads 
Like unmemorized sins of erased papers, 

We children of doves and snakes 
Waded with bowls above our heads 
And ran falling up halls of lassitude. 

The prurience of ears was not yet dumbed 
And our pottery was not yet paddled. 

The wells of vision and renege were not dug 
And the horse-stalls of Meggedo were not yet packed. 

The pomegranates were not yet carved 
And the fringes were not yet dipped in dye. 

The shawls of descent had tied no navels 
And the horns of descent had devised no genealogies. 

Birds of satiety stretched in the sand 
And desert flowers arrested in excesses 
Notarized the contract. 
The parties threw bracelets into the sea. 

(To the prophet:) 

You old man with cooties in your beard, 
White tree creaking like a black-teated witc h, 
Seller of queenahs that crack like bones, 
Our ears do not comprehend, and even if they did, 
We ourselves do not recognize the author ity of ears. 

You with the red iron bracelet, 
Skinny cackler of copy-book apocalypse, 
Close your wild eyes and drown, 
You with the bracelet around your neck . 

- ANSELM ATKI 
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THE REMODELED RIGHT 
Schwarz and Stormer on Campus 

THE extraordinary financial sup
port now being harvested by the 

aders of far right anti-communist 
·11on programs has empowered 
em to expand on several fronts. 
~w headquarters are being built, 
He radio and television time is 
ng purchased and additional pro
Jtional campaigns are being 
'~ed. This expansion is especially 
eworthy among those organ iza-
15 that appeal directly to church
ng and college age Americans. 
~r such erterprises, none of which 

an annual income of over $50,
a decade ago, stand today 

'ing the twelve most affluent pro
'lls. These four are: the Twentieth 

• 
0
~.ry Reformation led by Dr. Carl 

Dire; Christian Crusade headed 
·-~ Billy James Hargis; Christian 
D 0 rnrnunist Crusade directed 
.r;h Fred C. Schwarz; and the 
la League of America, headed 
heJor Edgar C. Bundy. 1 

se p srr, owerful groups, plus sev-
aller operations, are actively 

Y[A, 
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promoting their enterprises on the 
nation's campuses. Two of the most 
clearly revamped and potentially ap
pealing of these programs for col
legians are the Christian Anti-Com
munist Crusade and the lucrative 
essay contest on John Stormer's 
None Oare Call It Treason sponsored 
by the Americanism Educational 
League of Inglewood, California. 
While substantially different in their 
methods of operation and in finan
cial resources, these two are pro
moting the same goal-their version 
of anti-communism. 

The Crusader's New Clothes 
The most extensive qualitative 

renovating among church related 
anti-Communist enterprises has been 
made by Dr. Fred C. Schwarz. After 
revealing some samples of the new 
product this past summer, the Aus
tralian physician is unveiling his 
"new clothes" for the fall season on 
the East Coast. Boston, New York 
and Washington, D.C., have the op-

portunity this autumn of seeing the 
new model in anti-communist wear. 

The new ensemble, however, 
should not be dismissed as insignifi
cant. For years Dr. Schwarz has 
deeply resented the charges that his 
program is another radical right en
terprise. Now, with additional re
sources and with new public interest 
in anti-communism the Crusader has 
shown he is ready to answer the 
most searching criticisms of his op
erations. Over the years the major 
objections to Christian Anti-Com
munist Crusade (hereafter cited as 
"CACC") have been twofold; its 
"experts" were not really authorita
tive specialists in their fields, and 
that Dr. Schwarz was practicing 
"patriotism for profit" by appealing 
primarily to the older, more affluent 
citizens many of whom in their re
tirement had time to fight Commu
nism on his terms. 

These charges are no longer valid. 
The head Crusader has added several 
responsible scholars for his week-
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long programs. His schools no longer 
are aimed at the elderly, but appeal 
directly to teenagers and college stu
dents centered in large academic 
communities. So confident is Dr. 
Schwarz in his renovations that he 
plans to operate in Boston for the 
first time, and to return to New York 
City, the scene of a financial disaster 
for CACC in 1962. Another failure 
there, or in Boston, might well re
duce him to minor league status; 
apparently he does not fear the odds. 

T HE first clear signs of the new 
I ensemble appeared in June, 

1964, at a Crusade school in the 
nation's capital. The advance pub
licity was aimed almost exclusively 
at students and young adults. The 
roster of speakers was remarkable in 
light of earlier staff selections. Gone 
were such far right stalwarts as 
W. Cleon Skousen, E. Merrill Root, 
Richard Arens, F. J. Schlafly, Jr., and 
Edward Hunter. Gone too was the 
opportunity to rent the controversial 
film, "Communism on the Map." 
The only real continuity between the 
old and the new wardrobes was the 
participation of the head Crusader, 
his immediate staff and the omnipre
sent Herbert Philbrick. 

The new roster of speakers was 
impressive: Prof. David N. Rowe, 
Director of Yale's Graduate Program 
in International Studies; Prof. Edward 
J. Rozek, Kreminologist from the 
University of Colorado; Prof. G. 
Warren Nutter of the University of 
Virginia, and Prof. James David 
Atkinson of Georgetown University. 

In February, 1965, the signs of a 
remodeled Crusade were even 
clearer. As if to scorn his critics, Dr. 
Schwarz operated a school in the 
citadel of anti-rightist sophistication, 
Berkeley, California. He again pre
sented Drs. Rowe and Rozek and 
added a Negro, a Catholic priest, a 
Jew, a folk singer, and a woman 
speaking on "What Housewives Can 
Do." There was something for every
one. 

For these reasons, the Christian 
Anti-Communist Crusade can no 
longer accurately be considered a 
normative far right organization. 
However, Dr. Schwarz has not 
covered up nor replaced some old 
remnants of his wardrobe which 
surely could be either repaired or 
discarded altogether. 

Two of these remnants are a part 
of the church-associated emphasis 
of the CACC-fundamentalist foun
dations and opposition to ecumen
ism. Dr. Schwarz has always been 
willing to state his own religious 
convictions. "I am a narrow-minded, 
Bible-believing Baptist. I am not 
ashamed of it. I tell everyone wher
ever I go. And on that basis we have 
built our Christian Anti-Communist 
Crusade." As stated in a brochure 
published soon after his arrival in 
America, the "Bases of Belief" of 
the CACC reflects the same funda
mentalist outlook. Among the ten 
doctrines listed as the "Bases" all but 
one are identical with those promul
gated by the worldwide ultrafunda
mentalist body Dr. Schwarz has 
joined, the International Council of 

"I am a genius, gentlemen. Check my credentials." 
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Christian Churches. He has b 
member of its Commission on 1 
national Relations. This organiz ~~ 
was founded and is led today b a""" 
McIntire. It also includes as ~ Dr. 
bers Dr. Hargis and-within its N ~ 
American counterpart, the Ame ?rth 
Council of Christian Church•can 
Major Bundy. The one doctrin:5' 
the IC~C that Dr. Schwarz reword of 
dealt with the total depravity of rn ed 
the Schwarz statement is rn an; 
moderate in spirit. 2 ore 

T HE remnant from the old Ward. 
I robe concerns the policy of th 

ICCC towards the World Cou e 
cil of Churches and the full ecurne:. 
cal movement. The McIntire-led 
organization was founded specifica~ 
ly to combat the program of the 
WCC; its members are pledged to 
follow its stated policy "to be sepa. 
rate from all unbelief and corrup
tion," (meaning here, the WCC 
The continued membership of Dr 
Schwarz in that body leaves unan
swered his attitude towards a move
ment that embraces millions of 
Christians, many of whom support 
CACC. So long as the ICCC is totally 
dominated by the ideologists of the 
far right, a question remains as to 
why a spokesmen, such as Dr 
Schwarz, who wants to be free from 
identification with the far right, re
mains within its membership. 

A second theological problem 
deals with the evangelical basis o 
the Crusade. A reading into the early 
pamphlets of Dr. Schwarz indicates 
that he has advocated a highly po
lemical, fundamentalist position on 
anti-communism. Two paragraphs 
from his pamphlet "The Christian 
Answer to Communism" (p. 20) 1 

lustrate the point. 

The best way to enlist anti-Communist 
fighters is to enlist them in the AnnY 
of Jesus. It has been my privilege f? 
address many secular gatherings. ltJ 
always my endeavor to sho':"' su 
gatherings the logical connections _be
tween Atheism and Communism 
There is also a historical link between 

. d com· liberal theology, Modernism _an u-
munism. A really fruitful ant,-Coi~uc 
nist Crusade must have an evange 1 

heart. 

h hen I He goes on to state t at w 
•f" pros teners ask him for a speer 1c . 

of action to fight Communi~rns 
h · sin tells them to repent of t err toll': 

to accept the substitutionary a 
ment of the crucified and resu\ 
Christ. God then forgives that_s• 
grants the believer fellowship 



. In other words, the new be
~ifTle·r is "born again." The results 
rev 1 profound. 
are 

cod will now hear and answer prayer 
nd he can add his prayer to those of 

\her praying Christians that God will 
~ring to pass a mighty revival that re
entance may bring divine interven-

f.on and national salvation from the 
~ommunist threat. Evangelism is a 
vital part of any effective anti-Com
munist Crusade. 

(pp. 20-21) 

~t heart, Dr. Schwarz obviously 
,tands firmly within the exclusivist 
iaction of Mclnti~e-H~rgi~ funda
mentalism. The 1mpl1cat1ons for 
-hose not "born again" are clear 
;nough; neither non-Christians nor 
theological "liberals" can adequately 
:esist Communism. The new ward
robe of 1965 has not covered up 
this embarrassing-and rather tight
itting-older garment. 

I ~ another realm, some nagging 
questions remain unanswered 

concerning the "policies" of the 
CACC schools. From the outset, Dr. 
xhwarz has established published 
guidelines to convince his audiences 
i his sense of fair play and respon

. bility. Policy No. 4 states, "The 
,chool is nonpolitical and nonsec
tarian." No critic of the Crusade has 
been able to prove that Dr. Schwarz, 
, his official capacity as Director, 
11er violated that policy although 
asan individual" in 1964 he did en
dorse Senator Goldwater. However, 
1e stresses of that contest appar
!ntly proved too heavy for one of 
s office staff to carry. The Anti

~efamation League learned that 
C~cc addressograph plates were 
-
5ed by the "TV for Goldwater
\ller" volunteer organizations to 

1cI1 funds. The ADL explained: 

The use of the Crusade plates for 
o~fitica/ purposes, startling at first 
g ance because of its tax-exempt status 
~ a religious group, becomes under
r ndable when it is recalled that a 
iij~h~f rman of "TV for Goldwater
ri r Was Patrick Frawley, Jr., head 
~ t e Schick Safety Razor Co., and a 
a/Or Schwarz financial angel. 8 

;1~
0ther example of confusion re

.~ appeared concerning policies 
lrib and. 7: "No literature will be 
n n Uted promoting any organiza-
001~,t formally associated with the 
er ; "~o literature attacking 

organizations or individuals 

will be distributed." In recent 
months, several CACC schools have 
been addressed by Mr. Charles Fox, 
editor and publisher of Tocsin, a 
West Coast anti-communist weekly. 
At the Berkeley sessions, for instance, 
sample copies of the publication 
were distributed before and after the 
audience heard Mr. Fox speak. Since 
then he has appeared alongside the 
academic experts, speaking as an au
thority on "Communism on the 
Campus." 

By no reasonable standards can 
the distribution of Tocsin be recon
ciled with the strict enforcement of 
either policy 6 or 7. It has not been 
"formally associated with the 
school" unless Dr. Schwarz has with
held announcing such a merger. 
Tocsin also does attack "other or
ganizations or individuals," and has 
attracted considerable attention with 
its extensive coverage of the Free 
Speech Movement. 

The Crusader's new clothes have 
not covered up the fact that Tocsin 
has long been, in the words of the 
editors of National Review, a source 
of "accurate and invaluable informa
tion on the machinations of the 
Communists, fellow travelers and 
their friends in the Bay Area and 
elsewhere" (May 21, 1963, p. 396.) 
No firm editorial distinction by 
Tocsin, however, is detectable in 
differentiating between "Commu
nists," "fellow travelers" and "their 
friends." These three groups have 
frequently been considered as a 
single entity. 

The presence and distribution of 
Tocsin within the remodeled frame
work of CACC may be understood 
as the softly stated but necessary 
link to the far right. It is possible 
that Dr. Schwarz has been willing to 
overlook the rigid enforcement of 
these policies in his understandable 
zeal to present to his collegiate au
diences a speaker highly familiar 
with the Free Speech Movement. Mr. 
Fox is an experienced critic of the 
Berkeley protest movement from the 
viewpoint of hardline ultraconserva
tive ideology. Also, the availability of 
the radical right version of informa
tion provided for CACC audiences 
by Tocsin does provide the speakers 
the opportunity to avoid, deliberate
ly or not, the old hard line and to 
speak in more moderate terms than 
did the stalwarts of the early 6O's. 
These conclusions may be conjec
ture; but only a precise statement by 
Dr. Schwarz regarding the official 

position of Tocsin will prove that 
they are just conjecture. 

F !NALLY, only the future will in
dicate whether the new ward

robe has covered up the most 
obvious transparency of all; the ad
mission by Dr. Schwarz to a Min
neapolis Tribune reporter in early 
1965, and made often before then, 
that "I get people informed and 
alarmed and stirred up and then the 
far-right people move in and secure 
the people as members." Most of the 
criticism of CACC, by clerics and 
laity alike, has considered that to 
be the paramount issue. There are 
church people, among other~, who 
believe that the Crusade· unduly 
alarms his audience with such state
ments as 

If we are to face the firing squads · 
the enemy or to receive the special 
gift of a soft-nosed bullet through the 
back of our necks spattering our brains 
and faces against a bloody wall it does 
not mean that Communism has tri
umphed and that the Christians have 
no answer to it. 
("Christian Answer to Communism," 
p. 28). 

Dr. Schwarz has consistently 
denied responsibility for having 
members of his audience join, say, 
the John Birch Society after attend
ing his seminars. This is the more 
upsetting to his critics because of 
the professional experience at his 
command. He was trained as a physi
cian with special emphasis on psy
chiatry. He has continued to identify 
himself with the medical profession 
during his American career. 

What his brains-spattering-about 
statements have overlooked have 
been the creation of the unpredicta
ble, often undesirable, side effects 
of his anti-communist medicine on 
the listeners. A physician himself, he 
has overlooked the possibility that 
not all patients respond in uniform 
fashion to the same treatment. Thus, 
he has not been able to answer the 
charge of irresponsibility. Who or 
what has produced the bitterness 
and festering suspicions produced in 
a community after a Crusade has 
left? Was this the work of the dis
penser of the anti-communist medi
cine, or was it the person who re
sponded to it? If the CACC does not 
want "the far right people [to] 
move in and secure the people as 
members," it has the opportunity 
in 1965, with its new roster, to ac
complish that goal. 
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Cash For Stormer 

For those collegians who find the 
remodeled, soft sell approach of Dr. 
Schwarz too subtle, they have a very 
clear choice, and by no means an 
echo, in the essay contest for large 
cash prizes and free trips sponsored 
by the Americanism Educational 
League. This marks the first time that 
this group, originally founded in 
1927 by American Legionaires, has 
attempted to move into the major 
league circuit of the far right, and 
it has done so with a carefully 
planned, heavily endowed and 
highly publicized promotion. Its 
leaders are raising funds to place a 
half million copies of Stormer's book 
in the h~nds of college students 
across the nation. The idea of the 
contest is to have the students read 
the book, then analyze one aspect 
of it and the criticism of it in some 
depth and produce an essay defend
ing either the author or the critic. 
The sponsors have held out very at
tractive prizes: $2,000 for 1st place; 
$1,000 for 2nd; $500 for third, plus 
a free trip to Disneyland, Marineland 
and Knott's Berry Farm for these top 
three. The twelve next best receive 
$100 each. 

THE judges presumably will be 
the leaders of the Americanism 

Educational League. A brief look at 
the affiliations of some of their most 
prominent spokesmen may i'ndicate 
what they will be looking for in the 
essays. Among the Board of Trustees 
are: Joseph C. Shell, best known for 
his gubernatorial race in California 
against Richard Nixon; Walter Knott, 
owner and manager of the Berry 
Farm and a member of several 
prominent far right organizations 
such as Christian Crusade, Christian 
Economic Foundation, Americans 
for Constitutional Action and the 
"Liberty Amendment" Committee 
which seeks to repeal the income 
tax; and Harry von Zell, noted TV 
and radio star. The League's Na
tional Advisory Board includes the 
type that most comparable organiza
tions have on their letterheads , sev
eral retired military leaders and 
former F.B.I. agents. Among the best
known spokesmen for the far right 
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in this enterprise are W. Cleon 
Skousen, Spruille Braden, Robert 
Morris and D. C. Parks. The Ameri
canism Educational League is also 
enthusiastically endorsed by the 
California-based Committee of 
Christian Laymen, Inc., whose sole 
purpose is to stamp out the National 
Council of Churches . 

The existence and the ideological 
bent of the League's spokesmen is 
not unusual for 1965; dozens of 
similar action programs are attempt
ing to carry out comparable work on 
and off the campus. What is unusual 
here is the extraordinarily high prize 
money, at once revealing and hu
morous. It is revealing because it in
dicates how substantial has been the 
financial growth of some of the less 
publicized far right groups in recent 
months. No longer are these pro
grams made up of an active rightist, 
a loyal wife, a mimeograph machine 
and a mailing list. These programs 
are skillfully organized and deftly 
promoted. The spokesmen have suc
cessfully imitated the soft sell ap
proach first adopted by the John 
Birch Society after the 1964 presi
dential election. The essay contest 
is humorous in that it indicates that 
its sponsors apparently feel they 
must appeal to the self-interest of 
today's collegian rather than attract 
him by stressing selfless concern to 
the nation, or devoted, patriotic 
service in the pursuit of education 
with no thought of anything so ma
terialistic as cash, and lots of it. 

But further than that, the essay 
contest indicates the continuing con
fidence of the far right in the ef
ficacy of the Stormer book. It is clear 
that they no longer consider it a 
tract for the times. They have kept 
it easily accessible in drug stores, 
supermarkets and elsewhere (in this 
writer's city it is sold in a pool hall). 
The book has become the major 
means by which the far right seeks 
to promote its indictment of 
America to the general public. The 
author has helped in promoting this 
far right image. He accepted speak
ing engagements and the "Author of 
the Year" Award from the Christian 
Crusade at the same time that pro
gram extended its "Christian Patriot 
of the Year" Award , 1964, to Gover-

nor Wallace . of Alabama. Mr 
Stormer is a frequent speaker at the 
summer resort hotel of Dr. Carl M 
lntire at Cape May, New Jersey, c-

Such identification is revealing f 
~~at it omits as well as for wh~~ 
It includes. The author and his sup. 
porters state that the book speaks 
for responsible, Christian conserva. 
tism. But they have not proved their 
case. Stormer has not been endorsed 
by the authentic, intellectually. 
minded conservatives such as Russell 
Kirk or William F. Buckley, Jr. In fact 
Kirk has criticized the Stormer book 
as factually inadequate. Neither 
Buckley in the National Review nor 
the Young Americans for Freedom in 
The New Guard have added Stormer 
to their list of contributors. 

THE point is that Stormer does 
not speak in the name of the 

collegiate conservative movement 
His book attracted extensive interest 
because it appeared at a time when 
the "extremists" were receiving a 
fearful drubbing at the Republican 
National Convention and it appeared 
to have enough documentation to 
refute those charges. Since then the 
Birch Society, Christian Crusade and 
many other far right groups have 
kept it widely available for promot 
ing their own programs. 

Students who decide to get the 
share of the essay loot will be wel 
advised to consider whether the 
Stormer book has made a major con
tribution to upgrading the politi 
dialogue in this country. Is None 
Dare Call It Treason the best po5" 
sible case to be made for responsi
ble conservatism? The ~ssayist w,= 
keeps this question in mind may he 
win a free trip to Disneyland but 
will have added a major chapter 
his own self-understanding. 

1. See the study by Group Research, ln~ 1;: 
ington, D.C., "T he Finances of the Income 
A Study of the Size and Sources of 

I 
Report 

Selected Operations." Sec. 4, Spec,:'t, Tllllfl, 
Sept. 1, 1%4, pp. 5, 7, 8; New Yo 
28, 1965, p. 22. (Collin 

2. Carl McIntire, Servants of Apostasy s 1955) 
N.J. , The Christian Beacon Pr~s 'state,nenl 
pp. 367, 368, 377, 379; . Schwarv Waiki" 
do ct rine is published in Broo in Cit)' 
Christian Fright Peddlers ( Gar e 57. 
Doubleday and Company, 1964(

8
,~·ai B'rlth 

3. The Anti-Defamation League ? its series 
1964 Elections ," published '" 
Feb., 1965, vol. 16, #2, P· 305· 
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Tell us, Tex, just 
how you became 
the teen-age rock
and-roll idol. 

Wall, I 
couldn't 
sing much 
or nuthin'. 

I could 
chord 
a little. 

I was real! 
sort of 
a nuthin'. 

SOME REFLECTIONS 
W HEN the Beatles, to the merry tune of shrieking 

teenagers and jingling cash registers, first landed 
on our shores two winters ago, pundits of every kind 
stepped forth to account for the enthusiastic welcome 
accorded the shaggy invaders. 

These eager experts offered several explanations for 
the Beatles' popularity. One group of authorities dis
cerned sexual overtones in the Beatles' music and man
ner. These explainers, however, tended to divide into 
two camps: those stressing the putatively erotic nature 
of the music and those arguing that the Beatles aroused 
the dormant "mother instinct" in their feminine fans. 

More sociologically inclined explanations included the 
notion (supported by David Riesman) that Beatlemania 
was a form of adolescent revolt against parents and 
adult authority in general and the view that "the Beatles' 
appeal stems from their personification of many forms 
of duality that exist in our society." And of course there 
were varieties of the "under-the-shadow-of-the-bomb" 
theory: the notion that the Beatles' audiences were re
sponding to the frenetic urgency of the entertainers' call 
to have a good time in an uncertain world. (For the socio
logical quotation and a run-down of fashionable account
ings for and discountings of the Beatles' success, see "4 
Beatles and How They Grew," New York Times, Febru
ary 17, 1965.) 

There is probably some truth to all these explanations 
(except for the one which sees the Beatles as embodi
ments of sexual fury), but they all are woefully incomplete 
and shortsighted-mainly because they all are distorted 
by a thorny set of misapprehensions. These accounts 
tend to view Beatlemania as a fad (destined to pass in 
the night, presumably). They tend to look upon the rise 
of the Beatles as a unique occurrence, as a freakish 
irruption into the popular culture of the twentieth cen-
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tury, and they blindly assume that only teenagers are 
swayed by the potent pulse of the Beatles' rhythms. 

That the Beatles are not a short-lived fad is now readil 
apparent (although one might opine that their recent in
clusion within The Order of the British Empire is an hono 
that presages their eventual descent into the dim ranks 
of respectability-they may very well be on their way to 
becoming a British institution). The perspective of time 
has made it as equally evident that the Beatles are not so 
much unique as they are an immensely successful, and 
well publicized, fraction of an international mode o 
popular music that has been endemic to North America 
for more than a decade. Moreover, this genre is now 
contagiously infiltrating the whole of western culture
a type of music whose various manifestations are best sub
sumed under the general rubric of "Rock and Roll." 

T HE audiences for the Beatles and similar entertainers 
are not made up solely of teenagers. In fact teenage 

do not constitute even a majority of the listeners who_ are 
exposed to, and willingly absorb, the various permutat1r 
of "the new sound" that th robs so persistently wit 
our culture's recording grooves and along its el~c~ron 
air waves. Teenagers may be the most kinetic participan 
in the new sound, but the sound is everywhere-alr:n? st; 
and most of the denizens of modern society participa e
in it and respond to it. Ed Sullivan's Sunday nigh_t t~ 
vision offering, where the Beatles received their. ;h 
American exposure, is notoriously a "family" sho1, d 
general manager of New York City's WMCA b 30

1 
informs Bruce Jay Friedman that 80 per cent_ of th~ 
teners to his trend-setting r-and-r radio outlet 1s adu (II 

you define adult as eighteen and over ("The 
Sound~," Holiday, July, 1965) ." . heY a 

While the Beatles are not particularly unique, t 



But you improved, 
you studied, worked, 
learned-you excelled! 

Naw, payola! 

BEATLE-ESE BY ROBERT L. WHITE 

,inently representative; consequently, a close look at 
e mop-haired quartet ought to be a good way to 
-:ibark on an investigation of the larger phenomenon of 
iich they are such a loud manifestation. Many ingredi-
1tscombine to make up the total appeal of the Beatles
cir costumes and coiffures, their ingenuous showman
·,p, their mu~ic with its infectious harmonies and dis
rdances-but perhaps most susceptible to analysis are 

ielyric aspects of their music: the vocables that accom
ny Ringo's drums and the twanging guitars. To isolate 
€ lyrics is to distort them, of course, but to expose the 
•1cs so nakedly is also very revealing. This is how the 
•rds of "I Want to Hold Your Hand" look if they are 
inscribed from the vibrations of the phonograph record 
·j printed: 

Oh yeah 
I'll tell you something 
I think you'll understand 
When I say that something 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 

Oh please say to me 
You'll let me be your man 
And please say to me 
You'll let me hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 

And when I touch you 
I feel happy inside 
It's such a feeling 
That my love I can't hide 

I can't hide 
I can't hide 

Yeah, you got that something 
I think you'll understand 
When I say that something 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 

And when I touch you 
I feel happy inside 
It's such a feeling 
That my love I can't hide 

I can't hide 
I can't hide 

Yeah, you got that something 
I think you'll understand 
When I feel that something 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand* 

P ERHAPS not the most obvious characteristic of these 
words to the tune which launched the Beatles forth 

on the tides of fame and success-but certainly the most 
significant-is the thinness of the lyrics' content and the 
absence of subtlety in the expression of that meager 
content. The lyrics of most popular songs, both past and 
present, are of course far removed from the complexity 
of a Shakespearean sonnet. In the Beatles' song, however, 
there is almost no elaboration or development of the 
singleminded plea voiced in the opening verse. There is 
none of the verbal wit, playful complications, and muta
tions of feeling one associates with such lyricists as Ira 
Gershwin and Cole Porter-or, for that matter, with such 

* I WANT TO HOLD YOUR HAND, words & music by John Lennon and 
Paul McCartney. Copyright MCMLXIV by Northern Songs Ltd., London, England, 
sole selling agent DUCHESS MUSIC CORPORATION, 322 West 48th Street, New 
York, N.Y. 10036, in U.S.A. and Canada. Used by permission. All rights reserved. 
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folk artists as Bessie Smith and Jelly Roll Morton. 
The strategy of the Beatles' lyric involves not the 

subtlety of the foil, but the massive bluntness of the 
sledge-hammer: all it does is baldly announce its burden 
and then deafeningly repeat it. Similar structures are to 
be found in most r-and-r lyrics; as a rule they are al l 
monotonously non-developmental. In most of them, there 
are only the skimpiest rudiments of potentially dramatic 
situations and cumulative narratives; and even when such 
complications are hinted at they are rarely embroidered 
beyond the most shadowy of outlines. In the Beatles' "I 
Saw Her Standing There," for example, one of their few 
songs with even the barest trace of a story line, the young 
man who views his prospective heart-throb across a 
crowded room manages to dance with her all night-but 
his plaint of love at the end of the song is unvaried from 
what it was at the opening. All he can say about the ex
perience is: 

Oh, we danced through the night 
And we held each other tight 
And before too long 
I fell in love with her 

Ohhhhh 
Now I'll never dance with another 
Since I saw her standing there 
Oh since I saw her standing there 
Well now 
Since I saw her standing there 

The above passage neatly illustrates a second distinctive 
feature of what might be termed Beatle-ese: it is relatively 
untainted by grammatical nicety and semantic clarity. 
Just as there is an absence of verbal sophistication and 
developmental variety within the lyrics, so also is there 
very little abstractly necessary connectiveness between 
the various structural elements of the lyrics. In fact, the 
lyrics are marked more by disconnectedness-by discrete 
utterances and by semantically nonfunctional interjec
tions and repetitions-than by logical necessity and 
verbal order. 

B 0TH these features of Beatle-ese-its ideational pov
erty and semantic disorder-may very well be clues 

to the Beatles' effectiveness with contemporary audiences. 
For the lyrics sung by the Beatles are very similar to the 
language of everyday discourse and the disorderly struc
ture of most mental activity. Most of the time, when we 
speak and think, we are behaving in ways very analogous 
to the way in which the Beatles sing. The language of the 
Beatles may not be "the Queen's English," but it is un
doubtedly the lingua franca of most of her subjects and 
most of her rebellious colonials. 

The meaning of the Beatles, then, insofar as their lyrics 
provides us with a clue, is that they are representative 
of human behavior uncontaminated by rigorous thought, 
by the difficult intellectual endeavor to impose order on, 
and give coherence to, the flux of human emotions and 
sensations. Viewed in this light, the Beatles' other char
acteristics are of a piece with their lyrics. Their music
pounding and persistent-is a singleminded assault on 
potentially complicated states of feeling. Their costumes 
and mannerisms-ingenuously little-boyish-are indica
tive of their abdication of adult responsibility. Even their 
hairstyles and collective name are symbolic of their will
fu l retreat from human complexity to animal simplicity. 

It is tempting to entertain the proposition that what the 
Beatles ultimately represent is utter mindlessness. It is 
perhaps more accurate, however, to say that the Beatles 

are symptomatic of the atrophy in the second half of the 
twentieth century of one particular form of the sha . 
intellect: discursive literacy. If Marsh all MacLu:'~g 
analysis (in Understanding Media, New York, 1964tns 
recent cultural changes is at all correct, then the rise of 
the Beatles and all the rock-and-roll groups is rneref 
part of a much larger phenomenon: the shunting-as· Y 
of the discursive literacy engendered by the rationa1·'<fe 
of typography in favor of other, less abst ract and orde'~rn 
modes of discourse nurtured by new electro nic cornrnu Y• 
cations media. From such a perspective, it is doubly d~r
torting to isolate the Beatles' lyrics and transcribe tht 
to the printed page. For the words uttere d by the Bea/1 

are not meant to be read, but to be l istened to. The':5 
lyrics, as we ll as their music, have their existence not•" 
print but in the sounds buried in reco rd grooves and ~n 
images and sounds emanating from TV picture tube: 
images and sounds which demand comm unal rather than 
isolated attention, images and sounds which demand 
visceral responses rather than sober-eye d analysis. 

I F we accept the proposition that t he meaning of the 
Beatles is implicit in their happy celebration of illiter

acy-of modes of bei ng unillumined by the white light of 
intellect-then what ought to be ou r attitude toward 
them? To what extent ought we look askance at them 
and the nonchalant abandon they so merrily and con
cretely symbolize. Should we put the m down and de
nigrate their mindless joyfulness and happy-go-lucky 
togetherness? 

To take such a tack would itself be narrowminded, I 
think. Even though we may presume tha t man is set apart 
from other animals by his possession of mind, it is also 
true that most of the time we are not th inking animals; in 
fact, most of the time we have litt le need for the self
consciousness which is both a prerequis ite for and a prod
uct of rigorous mental activity. And it is perhaps presump
tuous to assume that man achieves defi nition only when 
he utilizes his hard-won capacity for di scriminating ab
straction. (That the intellectual comm unity is apt to think 
along such lines is neatly illustrated by Irving Howe 
recent unironic characterization of " intellectuals" as 
"those of us who believe that self-awa reness and its in
evitable consequence of self-division are the marks of a 
civilized man." [New York Review of Books, June 17 
1965]). And even if it be the distinguis hing mark of man 
it is not wise to define mind so narrow ly. Descartes": 
withstanding, awareness and conscio usness may 
achieved by other means than pure cerebration. ,: 
young lady on a California beach who neatly su~ 
up what might very well be her generation's domrn 
outlook was not being merely witty w hen she remark 
"People should understand that we' re not m~de ~ 
sound bodies and twisted minds, but of twisting n£C: 

and sound minds" (Look Magazine, January 12, 1:,v., 

I N the long run, it is both unwise and foolish to ~ 
that mindlessness is inhuman-or, at least, that~ 

no value for society. As Mircea Eliade and other st0ast 
of comparative religion have shown, throughout f 
human history man has employed vario us forms O dr 
munal orgy to escape from order and return t~ un . 
entiated chaos-thereby to achieve a sanativ~ rd: 
tion with the primal flux of nature. By losr~g
man gains a sense of his kinship wit h the sustarnrn8 
-and is enabled to return to consc iousness ~ 
wholesome and integrated being. (See Cosmos: 1 
tory: The Myth of the Eternal Return, New Yor ' 



,he Beatles and their musk serve to focus and release 
. orgiastic impulse within man, and one would be 

th1\tsighted if he superciliously refused to admit that 
5~

0 
Beatles do effectively hymn a paean to instinctual re

l ese and freedom from the iron bonds of societal disci
ieane. Once one has admitted as much, however, one 
pl~st insist that there are different types of orgiastic mind : 
~ sness-and it strikes me that the Beatles' brand is fairly 
es_ id and uninspiring. In my view, the Beatles display 
1~~~st no sexual potency. Their appeal, unlike that of 
:ivis Presley, for example, is not much compounded of 

nuine eroticism and sensuousness. They are all four 
g~ult males, but the image they project is one of four 
\tie boys dressed in Eton suits and with their bangs 
itill uncut. The Beatles' music. is orgiasti~, but only 
· hildishly so. (Along these same Imes, one might observe 
~hat the recent spate of teenage beach and bikini movies 
expose a good bit of flesh but are intrinsically asexual. 

11 
may very wel I be that the Beatles and Annette Funicello 

are wholesome, but to my mind the primitivism of D. H. 
Lawrence is both more complex and more attractive.) 

EVEN after one has countenanced and willingly yielded 
to the orgiastic (albeit juvenile) appeal of the Bea

•les, one may rightfully be dismayed by the thought that 
Beatle-ese is on the verge of swamping all other forms 
oi discourse. There are probably few of us who would 
accede to the notion that intellect and its operations are 
Jnimportant baggage man has been carting on his shoul
ders for past few millennia. During his long history on this 
~lanet, man has laboriously worked out artificial ( un
~atural, if you will) modes of discourse capable of articu
ating nuances and subtleties of thought. These complex 
anguage systems-the languages of scientific inquiry, of 
ogical discourse, of sophisticated literary art-are akin 
o the forms of everyday musing and conversation, but 
ey are not synonymous with casual speech and thought. 

To learn them, one must undergo intensive training; to 
tilize them, one must engage in constant effort. 
_As an English teacher, I have a particular interest in one 
1 these complex forms of language: verbal rhetoric. Such 
et?ric may be spoken or written, but it depends pri

marily upon a written model. Basically, such rhetoric is a 
stem of verbal signs organized so that sensational and 
nceptual information may be communicated in an 
derly fashion from author to reader, or speaker to audi
ce. Good rhetoric demands clarity, coherence, and 
der-attributes which are generally missing from ordi
rv speech or which are likely to be conveyed by other 
an _verbal signs. I am not at all put off by the Beatles' 
atrons and shouted grunts, but I am troubled by the 
P
1
1cion that we are rapidly approaching the time when 

alanguauge of the Beatles will be the only language 
a

1t6

6

1

1
e to most speakers and writers-the only language 

1 
a e for all potential situations. The Beatles them-

rnes a
6
re wholly unobjectionable (and are in many ways 

~ra le), but Beatle-ese is a very limited form of 
age. 

r :~~ the perspecHve of my ;vo,y tower, ;t seems 
thatrese is about to become pandemic in America. 

en ~h anguage spoken by everyone-at all times-even 
rtio ey ought to be speaking more precisely. More 
alia re,f even teachers and scholars lapse into a sesqui
al n_ Orm of Beatle-ese-a language that is more 

fllpl;itutl than linguistic precision. I could adduce 
argu a ter ex~mple of such sloppy language, but let 
Ftie~ rny _pornt by holding up to the limelight two 

s Whrch I have recently collected within my own 

academic bailiwick. The first exhibit, copied verbatim, is 
from a college newspaper's society column: 

The afternoon over and the Cat's having won, cross 
your fingers and hope, the mass of Greek humanity 
will be trudging across the campus to the Student 
Center for the final segment of THEIR week, the 
annual Greek Week dance. 

As usual with anything that occurs on this campus 
a mistake occurred, they printed the wrong time on 
the tickets, the dance is from 8 :30 p.m. to 12 :30 a.m. 

Also don't forget your tickets, seems there will be 
one of those neat little characters known as a doo r
man on duty to check them. 

The chairman for the dance has informed me that 
dress will be semi-formal so that is sure to mean the 
campus favorite, every coed owns one, basic black 
dress will be in vogue for the evening. 

One might, of course, argue that Beatle-ese is appropriate 
for a society column; I doubt, however, that the horrors 
of my next trophy could be excused on such grounds. 
The speaker, a professor of sociology at my university, 
was addressing a group of educators and instructing them 
on the need for school administrations to engage in a 
"continuing dialogue between processes of stability and 
change." After he really warmed up to his subject, the 
sociologist bequeathed this melange of metaphors to his 
audience: 

The administrator, more than any other organization 
member, stands astride both pillars of this dilemma. 
His success in bridging the chasm, in enabling the 
one to flow into and revitalize the other, is the key
stone of school success, the single most important 
determiner of organizational achievement. If we are 
to meet present and future challenges and fulfill our 
aspirations, we must be prepared to take the long 
view to make investments now for future achieve
ments. 

SOME men of intelligence have in recent years come 
to the conclusion that man's dream of intellect was 

a mad and futile one-and that we might be better off if 
we yielded utterly to chaos and instinctual abandon. I, 
however, still have some slight hopes for intellect and its 
operations. But if the only language we have at our dis
posal is Beatle-ese, then thinking is undoubtedly beyond 
our powers. If we diminish our language to the point 
where we can understand only Beatle-ese and its more 
than 57 varieties, then we will find ourselves in such a 
pickle that we will no longer be able to comprehend the 
writings of previous thinkers, be unable to give shape to 
our own fluid musings, and be deprived of the chance to 
leave any sort of intelligible legacy to our descendants. 

The Beatles, then, are not to be knocked or scoffed at. 
But we should not too blindly give ourselves over to 
their potent fascination. The language of the Beatles is 
compelling, but it is simplistic. Beatle-ese is direct and 
forceful, but there is more than one way to talk about 
human relations and human aspirations, and it would be 
too bad if we presently find ourselves restricted to such a 
skeletal vocabulary and syntax as that which provides 
the rickety framework for the plaint of the four young 
entertainers from Liverpool: 

Oh yeah 
I'll tell you something 
I think you'll understand 
When I say that something 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 
I want to hold your hand 



BY RICHARD N. BENDER THE HUNGARIA 
0 N the morning of October 24, 

1956, The New York Times 
carried the following news report, 
writte n by the Times correspondent, 
John MacCormac: 

Budapest, Hungary, October 23. 
The Hungarian police fired tonight on 
a crowd assembled before tlte Buda
pest radio building. The shooting 
came at the end of day-long demon
strations aimed at the Hungarian 
Government and at the presence of 
Soviet troops in Hungary. 

According to a reliable source, a 
demonstrator was killed and another 
seriously wounded. . . . 

Students, writers, office workers, 
Communist youths, and even soldiers 
had been marching through the 
streets throughout the afternoon. 
They had demanded the election of 
lmre Nagy, former Premier, at the 
head of a new government. ... 

By October 26 what had begun as 
a massive demonstration flared into 
full-scale revolt and civil war. Be
tween October 23-when the revolt 
began, and November 4, when it 
was finally crushed-two Hungarian 
governments had fallen ( lmre 
Nagy, the Prime Minister brought to 
power briefly during the revolt, 
eventually was executed ) , the Soviet 
Union had sent major military forces 
against the rebels inside Hungary, 
hundreds of lives had been lost
many of them very young people , 
and hundreds of others had fled 
from the country. Deep sympathy 
for the relatively unarmed, young 
rebels swept much of the world , as 
did deep revulsion for communism 
in general and the Soviet Union in 
particular. Chairman Khrushchev was 
labeled " the butcher of Budapest." 
The brutal and abrupt termination of 
the revolt seemed to many to sym
bolize the slamming of the iron door 
of oppression against the all-too
brief light of hope for freedom in 
Eastern Eu rope. 

I 

W 1TH the perspective that can 
come from more objective 

information and eight years of sober 
reflection, it is both possible and 
important to look again at the Hun
garian revolt. Such a sober look can 
teach us much, not only about hard 
facts in Eastern Europe, but also 
about ourselves and our incredible 
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naivete in international affairs as re
cently as 1956. 

Let us inquire, first, what did we 
in 1956, be l ieve to be the meaning 
of the Hungarian revolt? Was it not 
that this was a major protest against 
both the socialist-communist ideal 
and the continuation of the political 
economy of socialism? And did we 
not hope, and possibly believe, that 
this, along with events in Poland, 
was the opening shot in a general 
major uprising throughout the "cap
tive nations" of Eastern Eu rope? Cer
tainly such were the impressio ns 
conveyed by some western news 
media and political commentators. 
( Unfortunately, not all reports and 
interpretations of events in Hungary 
were as carefully and as objectively 
done as were Mr. MacCormac's for 
the Times. ) 

But what really happened, and 
what did it all mean? After some 
study of Hungarian history, a recent 
visit to the country , and discussion 
with some Hungarian scholars (at 
least one of whom was a former 
Freedom Fighter ) I believe our early 
understandings of the revolt are in 
need of major revision. Immediately 
after the Communist takeover (1946-
49) Hungary entered a long period 
of Stalin-like and Stalin-influenced 
dictatorship, with innumerable op
pressive and exasperating restric
tions. There was gross inefficiency, 
not only in developing the economy, 
but even in restoring it to prewar 
levels. Wages were low and living 
costs were extremely high. Con
sumer goods were scarce and of 
poor quality, with no foreseeable 
improvement. Prospects for educa
tional and economic opportunities 
among the young were dismal, and 
there was little hope that even those 
who obtained technical and profes
sional training would be free to prac
tice these skills with intelligence and 
integrity. 

C ONCOMITANT with inefficien-
- cy and unrest-and probably 

responsible in large part for them
were ideological and power struggles 
within the Hun garian Communist 
Party. The Stalinist leaders , Rakosi 
an.d Geroe , had been largely respon
sible for conditions giving rise to 
internal unrest. lmre Nagy, on the 

other hand, had beco ~~ somethin 
of a symbol of desta l1nization an: 
liberalism. He had been in Powe 
briefly, but was ove rthrown b r 
Rakosi in 1955. Neve rtheless, Na y 
continued as a symbo l of liberaliz~ 
tion inside Hungary and out, espe
cially in Yugoslavia. Efforts by Yu. 
goslavia to develop a following 
among other small Eastern European 
countries had been especially con. 
centrated on Hungary, and Nagy 
along with Janor Kadar, were the 
men looked upon as the most appro
priate to lead Hungar ian communism 
toward "Titoism." An interparty 
power struggle grew rapidly in inten
sity. 

Richard Lowentha ll , professor o 
international relatio ns at the Free 
University in Berlin, ho lds that be
cause of this powe r struggle, Mos
cow forced the resignation of Rakos 
in July, 1956. 1 Howeve r, he was sue 
ceeded by Geroe, w ho had been a 
ally of Rakosi from the beginning 
When events in Poland roused hopes 
of reform elsewhere, Ge roe made a 
inflammatory speech that essential! 
declared a continuatio n of polici 
that had brought abo ut inefficien 
and repression. This speech becam 
the torch that enflame d the Budapes 
students and resulte d first in rio 
and then revolution . 

D URING 1956, when disconte 
among young Hungarians_ w 

approaching explosiv e proport10 
there was much irresponsible a 
misleading talking and writing_ in 
United States about " liberation 
captive nations" and a " roll _back 
Communism." Such discussion 
not only a part of th e propagan 
of the 1956 preside ntial campa 
but came also from responsible 
cials in the State Dep artment. M 
of the young Freedom Fighters 
Hungary and tho usands of pe 

' Euro throughout other Eastern . 
• d · diate in countries expecte ,mrne It 

vention on behalf of t~e re;~n 
United States troops statione 
rope There were wi despread ~e 

. · . h f fightrn durrng the he1g t o k 
Budapest that Amer ican tad sw 
already at the bo rder an 

d communjslll, 
1. Richard Lowenthall, Worf 
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REVOLUTION REVISITED 
ve in at almost any moment. 

111~t is worth noting also that al
h ugh the struggle between the 
1 0ngarian Communists and the 
~urnan Catholic Church came to a 
hoad at approximately the time of 
:e revolt, there probably was little 
1
0nnection between these two 
c ·ents. It is almost certain that young 
~
1
ungarian Freedom Fighters had lit

te concern over the state-church 
·truggle. On the other hand, there 

5 little or no evidence that Cardinal 
\lindszenty felt any particular devo
tion to the concerns of the Freedom 
fighters. His real interest seems to 
ave been the maintenance of cleri
alism in the face of powerful gov
ernment opposition. One may ad
mire Cardinal Mindszenty's stubborn 
ourage while at the same time won
ering whether state-church rela
ons might have taken a different 
ourse had he possessed the capacity 
f Cardinal Wyszynski of Warsaw to 
ome to terms with political realities 
hile maintaining considerable free
om for the church in truly 
churchly concerns." 

RETURNING to the central moti
vation and intent of the Hun

rian revolt, it now appears certain 
at ideology played little or no part. 
·s was not an uprising of Christian 
ainst Communist, nor of capitalism 
ainst socialism, nor of Western
le_ democracy against the Soviet-
pired political order as such. We 
ieved these things quickly and 
gerly, but with inadequate foun
tion. Neither was it in any sense 
e. first stage of a general revolt 
inst socialism-communism as 

ch. Rather it was a revolt against 
ression and inefficiency in Hun
an administration I . . 

1 
a~pears likely that an over-

e ming majority of the Freedom 
~ers cared I ittle about ideologi
ttles or about the international 
ical struggles of the West against 
et acr · ev 1v1ty in Eastern Eu rope. 
h Would have been quite content 
n socia!ism or any other political 
i~rny in which efficiency could 
edcreased and repression re-

ed : They were not even inter
p~~ the power struggle within 
te/' as such. The revolt was 

at the Soviet Union only in-

EMBER 1965 

sofar as that country represented the 
continuation of intolerable condi
tions inside Hungary. 

II 

A few comments regarding the 
role of the U.S.S.R. are also 

in order. For two hundred years 
Russia had pursued a policy of ac
quiring territory or creating buffer 
states on her western border as a 
protection against the strong im
perialistic powers of Western Europe. 
At least from the Napoleonic inva
sion onward, it had been obvious 
that the broad and level plains of 
the Ukraine, Byelorussia, and that 
western portion of Russia lying 
roughly between Moscow and Lenin
grad constituted an unencumbered 
high road into Russia for any military 
adventurer. What is more, the hu
miliating treaty of Brest-Litovsk,' by 
which the new Bolshevik regime 
had taken Russia out of World War 
I early in 1918, had sliced vast por
tions of territory from Russia. It also 
permitted Germany to negotiate a 
separate treaty with the Ukraine, 
thus depriving Russia of Ukranian 
food supplies during the critical days 
of Russian civil war. The German 
Invasion of 1940 came through the 
western flatlands also. 

Entirely aside from, or in addition 
to, a desire to extend Soviet commu
nism westward following World 
War 11, Russian domination of East
ern European countries was consis
tent with the longstanding Russian 
policy of building barriers against 
the West, and had a certain internal 
logic to it. These countries were 
"liberated" by Soviet armies from 
the Germans, and World War 11 
closed with Russia firmly established 
as the de facto governing power from 
Estonia to Bulgaria. Here was her 
greatest chance in history to protect 
her long, open western border. She 
pursued this opportunity vigorously, 
first through military occupation and 
then through restoration of "self
government" which was carefully 
scrutinized and doubtless domi
nated to assure friendliness and co
operation with Moscow. 

THE decade of the fifties was a 
period in which such "friendly" 

governments were overseen most 

carefully to assure a solid front 
against the West. Only Yugoslavia 
had succeeded in going her own 
way, and there was great uneasi
ness lest this separatist tendency 
spread. Also, this was only three 
years after the death of Stalin, and 
Soviet leaders doubtless were appre
hensive lest any successful overt 
challenge to Soviet domination be 
understood as weakness in Soviet 
leadership, with the result of actual 
and widespread revolt among 
"satellite nations." To make matters 
even more delicate and serious, 
Poland had succeeded in wringing 
major concessions regarding inter
nal independence from the U.S.S.R. 
Hungary was more easily dealt with 
on a purely arbitrary basis. There
fore, looked at from within the 
Soviet, taking her history and cur
rent policy into account, it was 
wholly logical that Russia should 
move decisively to crush the Hun
garian revolt with a dramatic show 
of military power. 

To say that it was logical is neither 
to justify nor to condone it. Both 
conscientious world opinion and 
Marxist-Leninist ideology stood in 
condemnation of the arbitrary domi
nation of Hungarian internal affairs 
by the Soviet Union. George Ken
nan in commenting on Soviet action 
against the Hungarian revolt quotes 
from the Decree of Peace, issued as 
the first official act of the Soviet on 
the day of the Bolshevik revolution 
in 1918: 

If any people is held by force within 
the borders of a given state, if such 
a people in defiance of its expressed 
wish-whether this wish be ex
pressed in the press, in meetings of 
the populace, in the decisions of a 
party, or in uprisings against the na
tional yoke-is not given the right of 
deciding, free from every form of 
duress, by free elections, without the 
presence of armed forces of the incor
porating state or any more powerful 
state, what form of national existence 
it wishes to have--if these circum
stances prevail, then the incorpora
tion of such a state should be called 
annexation, i.e., an act of seizure and 
force." 

But the Soviet Union, like many 

2. Dokumenty Venshnei Politiki SSSR (Documents 
of the Foreign Policy of the U.S.S.R.), Vol. I., 
p. 12. State Publishing House for Political Litera
ture, 1957. Cited in George F. Kennan, Russia and 
the West Under Lenin and Stalin. Boston: Little, 
Brown and Co., 1960. 
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other great powers, has proved quite 
capable of ignoring its own state
ments of principle when expediency 
requires. 

There was yet another factor that 
almost certainly contributed to the 
Russian decision to move against the 
revolt. Soviet leaders doubtless had 
made a shrewd and accurate esti
mate of American sincerity about 
I iberation of captive nations. This 
was an eminent opportunity to dem
onstrate the hollowness of such talk 
and to embarrass the United States 
before the world. 

Ill 

THE revolt was crushed. The ap
peal of the Nagy government to 

the United Nations was ignored, and 
Janor Kadar formed a new "Revolu
tionary Peasant-Worker" govern
ment under manipulation from Mos
cow. Bitter fighting and a long gen
eral strike followed, but in the end 
Hungarians were forced to accept 
facts, and the country set out to 
make the best of these facts. 

The Kadar government made many 
promises of reform. Personal free
dom was soon expanded, more con
tact with the West was permitted, 
consumer goods were increased, and 
economic exchanges with the 
U.S.S.R. were eased. Perhaps Soviet 
realists brought pressure to hasten 
reforms. In any event, reforms have 
been achieved in Hungary since 1956 
at a remarkable rate. Wages have 
been raised from 30% to 65% with
out any comparable increase in 
prices. Some assistance from the 
Community of Mutual Economic 
Assistance ( the communist counter
part of the Common Market ) has 
also contributed. 

TODAY one easily gains the im
pression that the majority of the 

people of Hungary believe that sig
nificant and permanent improve
ments have been made and are op
timistic about the future (though it 
seems clear that Hun garian eco
nomic ceilings are low ) . There seems 
to be no significant active opposition 
to socialism . Probably many univer
sity students and recent graduate s 
still think of the United States as the 
land of golden opportunity and 
would like to come here- but this 
is largely a utilitarian , not an ideo 
logical, concern . While capitalistic 
inclinations are much in evidence , 
the socialist-communist context for 
Hungary is presupposed with little 
debate or even thought. 

In 1963 a general amnesty was de
clared for all who participated in the 

1956 revolt, with the exception of a 
few convicted of serious crimes 
against the state. Of the 200,000 per
sons who fled Hungary during the 
decade of the 50's, 40,000 have re
turned . 

Clericalism has been broken. and 
there is now no active government 
attack upon the Church, and little 
ideo logica l propaganda against re
ligion by the Party. Neither does 
there appear to be any intense in
terest in religion among the people. 
So far as students are concerned, re
ligion here as in many other parts 
of the world seems to them tota lly 
irrelevant to their problems-a dead 
issue. Religion is not thought to have 
any bearing upon social , economic, 
or political affairs, and there is little 
awareness of the possible relevance 
of religion to deeper spiritual needs. 

IV 

W E turn, in conclusion, to 
some sober reflections upon 

the meaning of the revolt and its 
aftermath. 

First, it is clear that we did not un
derstand the true causes nor sign ifi
cance of the revolt. Encouraged by 
press reports that failed to probe be
neath the surface, and encouraged 
by our own hopes, we too easily as
sumed this to be the first step in a 
spreading revolt against communism. 

The total and cynical disregard of 
political and military facts which 
characterized discussion of "libera
tion" by responsible American offi
cials was appalling . Its immorality 
was compounded to whatever extent 
lives of Hungarian Freedom Fighters 
were sacrificed in a vain hope of 
American intervention . It is a serious 
matter to play loosely with the hopes 
of people in an inherently hopeless 
position . 

Too , in light of Hungary 's history , 
geography , and economic condition , 
it is entirely possible that socialism 
is best for Hungary, and association 
with the U.S.S.R. for the present in
evitable. We must move away from 
our dogmatic assumption that every
where in the world capitalism is best 
and sociali sm is necessarily bad . ( For 
one thin g, capitalism requires capi
tal, which Hungary does not have.) 
The realities of the world must be 
faced, and what is possible must be 
estimated realistically. 

In Hungary we have an illustration 
of how conditions can improve 
within an existing context. Thus, 
even though the revolution as such 
failed, it served a highly valuable 
purpose in dramatizing unrest and 
augering for improvement. Whether 

these gains are suffi cient to co 
sat~ for the loss_ of l ife only the 
garians can estimat e. 

We have here also an illustra 
of the fallacy of approaching in 
nati?~a l issues wit h_ fi~ed, dog 
posItIons; e.g., soc1al1sm is al 
bad for those wh o live under 
there is no hope that time and d 
cumstances wi ll bring improveme ~ 
within the system, it is impossible" 
"do ?usiness" wit h commun 
countries, etc. Rather, the times de. 
mand flexibility in approach ~ 
pied with the ability to react intell 
gently and realistically to changi 
circumstances. President John F 
Kennedy, in an important forei 
policy speech at the American Un 
versity Com_mencement, June 10 
1963, enunciated the principle 
flexibility, which so thoroughly char, 
acterized his approa ch to wo 
problems, and which seems to many 
to be the only tru ly informed a 
realistic course ope n in mid-tw 
tieth century: 

let us focus ... on a practical, IIIOII 
attainable peace-b ased not on a IIUCI,. 
den revolution in human nature bal 
on a gradual evol ution in human i. 
stitutions--on a series of· concrelt 
actions and effective agreernenll 
which are in the interest of all a.
cerned. There is no single, simple 
key to this peace- no grand or maal
cal formula to be adopted by one or 
two powers. Genuine peace must 
the product of many nations, the 
of many acts. It must be dynamic, 
static, changing to meet the chal 
of each new generation. For peace 
a process-a way of solving probleml. 

Developments in Hungary 
among many which open the q 
tion of whether it may be genUI 
in the interest of the United S 
and other nations to face the fa 
communism in Eastern Europe 
wrench free from our near-ps 
pathic fear of commu nism, to rea 
that contact with com munist co 
tries offers no serious threat to 
United States, and to seek to int~ 
constructively with these countrr 
at least in Europe-thro ugh t 
and intercultural exchange. 
small starts we have made in 
direction are thus far quite enco 
aging. There is much to g~in thro 
major increases in such interadl 
little to lose. Much as we may re 

· the C that these countries are in f 
munist orbit , they are. History d 
past fifty years cannot ?e un 
We are neither irrespo nsible en 
nor unrealistic enoug h to atte~, 
change Eastern European P 
economy through military a 
The only intelligent course 0 

constructive interactio n. 



sroRM THE MusEuMSrw•,wA"OWffCS 
FRANCOIS BUCHER THE ARTS IN U. S. EDUCATION 

~~ d~velopment has been fantastic and irrational. Even after 1945 it was difficult for an art historian to 
th9 Pi~asso was a madman, Schonberg a cacophonist, stand by his chosen profession. When asked, you would 
ra e History of Art was considered in the United States have to explain that you also studied the history of archi
otge beast off somewhere in the hazy regions with tecture, so you were promptly introduced as an archi
i-~~Y, palm reading and graphology. It was a new tect. Occasionally an enlightened hostess would intro
exiience which would allow socially up-dined people duce me as the famous painter Francois Boucher (who, 
~ hess mostly vague commitments to themselves it happens, died in 1770 A.O.). Painters or sculptors were l the metaphor of their likes and dislikes in the treated as pets-good to have around for their supposedly 
ent Pseudo-jargon emerged, and museums were ex- interesting morals, to add spark to any party. 

i/ 1fces _for undisturbed meetings since they were Meanwhile, a series of events which should have re-
na ly air conditioned and usually empty. shaped religion, philosophy and, in short, our thinking-
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and thus the mysterious workings of the internal cultural 
history of humanity-started catching up with us. The fact 
that in 1918 the "war to end all wars" aroused nothing 
but national frustrations and led to a second world con
flict which this time-maybe-was to be the last, the 
roaring twenties, the prohibition and the depression were 
external signs of a basic misjudgment of a generation 
which still did not have to prove itself right since it was 
right, and which never truly analyzed the implications of 
progress. The maybe in the sentence above, which is a 
generalized contingency, is the first sign of an internal 
progress in this century; the first sign of an analysis of 
human emotions no longer fixed on the grid of predict
able history; and of the irrationality of our behavior. 

The story is really sad. Most of the men who shaped 
the future around 1900 warned us about the misuse of 
their creations. It is totally amazing to see that even with 
the increased speed of communication the standard lag 
between a new thought and its more or less general rec
ognition has remained the same. It will take another thirty 
years for men in this hemisphere to understand the princi
ple of rocket propulsion let alone the immensely impres
sive achievements of modern physics, biology and art. 

It is always melancholically amusing to me to see that 
most of my students find it unbelievable that the people 
who carry this century on their shoulders made their 
statements before 1914. They found few listeners. Let me 
give a few names and dates. Freud cracked open the 
whalebone corset of Victorian righteousness in 1910; 
Man in Buddenbrooks vivisectioned the same society in 
1903. Hoffmansthal in Everyman analyzed the futility of 
status in 1911. The reality of twentieth century society 
appears in Gustave le Bon's Psycho/ogie des Masses writ
ten in 1895 (and placed on Hitler's bedside table). There 
were Maeterlinck's La vie des abbeilles, 1901, then a book 
on ants, which was humanized in Huxley's Brave New 
World and Sorel's Illusion du Progres, both 1908. 

All of these books were of course, translated a long 
time ago. It might be amusing for the reader to add dates 
to the most important works of Romain Rolland, Bergson, 
Proust, Brecht, Rilke, Remarque, Jung, Gide, Joyce-and 
in physics-of Curie, Becquerel, Planck and Bohr. The 
publication in 1919 of Spengler's Decline of the West, 
and in 1905 and 1916 of Einstein's special and general 
theory of relativity also deserve mention. Many of these 
names have only recently been discovered by an "in
formed" public. Most of them are displaced in time in 
our minds because, perhaps, we refuse to acknowledge 
that we have not had a sense of quality and that we did 
not keep in touch. 

It seems to me that it has yet to dawn on most of the 
people in this hemisphere what the theory of relativity 
means in terms of their total existence, and to my knowl
edge no one has yet clearly analyzed the traumatic impact 
shaping the changeover from an age of certainties to an 
age of uncertainty. There is only one group of men which 
has recorded the crumbling, the reshaping, the glory of 
the turmoil. If for no other reason, this group is thus es
sential to a humanity searching for a deeper understand
ing of its collective processes. This group is generally 
identified with the arts and includes poets, composers, 
painters, architects and scientists who achieve elegance, 
and sometimes philosophers who arrive at preliminary 
conclusions. These men live by communication. 

I think that the amazing role which the arts have begun 
to play within the universities is the first sign of an anti
group which is ready to be communicated to; a group, 
at last, which may want to prevent the unconcerned 

"Actually, I don't have much time to look at 
art. But I have read what Tillich says about 
Picasso ... Guernica. Isn't it?" 

idiocy shown to them in the form of corpses chain 
along barbed wire, the fireworks over Ploesti which fou~ 
their reflection in the funeral pyres kindled under Je~1 

non-beings in Germany or the soundless flash over Hiro
shima which was echoed in the execution of non-peasan 
in Russia and non-whites in the United States. We ca 
sometimes rationalize away these things. But the art 
is irrational, the paintings stare at us unblinkingly, 1 

great contemporary music eventually sinks into us,
1 
a 

the great buildings we see guide our steps and we ea 
of them through our feet which stay with us. . . 

1 Art is fundamentally subversive. Once it has 1nfiltra 
the subconscious it stays, and so it is dangerous. T~a 
tarian societies have always had to create a non-~ 
display in the official museums or in books with the' ~ 
matur. But little scraps of mimeographed poernd a 
paintings in studio cupboards will still be seen an e 
ried away in the minds of those having th_e couragn 
think of themselves as living in a society which rnaY 
a new axis and even a new spine. . . has bt" 

The success of art courses in our univers1tie~ you 
come an index of the need for large groups of t \ n 
to find answers regarding their roots; even more, wh 
to analyze the immediate past based on a languag\ 
may be chaotic, ugly or messy but never untrush 
teaching of art, and of the history of art, does-or 
-make people able to read the scale of that 



. rnograph of basic human emotions which appears in 
.ei5 e flashes of concentrated ·perception which we call 
h
05we may need to read this way to reinforce our houses 

irt,inst future quakes. 
!~rt is in itself not moralistic, but is seeking honesty and 

5 
in every period is pitiless. Even Watteau's lonely 

~u dy in a magnificent eighteenth century formally in-
3~ma1 garden: playing his guit~r b~hi~~ a marble bust, 
Jlls us in one instant about the 1nev1tabil1ty of the revolu
t n and slaughter which were to follow. Conversely, if 
Jr1er had admired Schonberg's KlavierstUcke, op. 11, 
ritten in 1910, instead of Wagner; if he had supported 
ee instead of nameless "Blood and Earth" fakers, then 

5 
~iscalculations could never have been as blatant. 

;nly the true contemporaries have acquired the right to 
,ow about the future. In Germany's case, they had time 
,leave, or they made the conscious decision to stay even 
·ii meant destruction. Hitler was really an archaic reac
onary who could not tolerate prophets. The migration 
: many disinherited prophets to this country became 
,e of the milestones of American intellectual history. 
•nis happened at a moment when American society was 
~out to become conscious of itself and of its responsibili
es.Among these men who could never be refugees were 
·nstein, artists who created Entartete Kunst, writers who 
ad criticized or been amused by Wagnerian life, and a 
.roup of art historians-among them E. Panofsky and 
Frankl-who were to translate the heritage of the first 

,cade of this century into new keys for the deciphering 
· visual documents. 
let us once more return to the twin facts that matter 

·1916 became a special case of energy, and that in 1911 
ndinsky painted the first consciously conceived "ab
ract" painting. At sunset one day he entered his studio, 
w a painting which for some reason had been placed 
iside down, and which for a moment he recognized 
·ly as dynamic, clashing and converging forms in the 
nstant act of becoming. He took the painting from 
ere, and completed it as the first recorded portrait of 
eage of relativity. Einstein and Kandinsky both did the 
11e thing, and both worked within the total framework 
·their present in detaching themselves from the tradi
nal theories which can never again be relevant. The 
"eriences those theories originally produce have been 
iOrbed, and only stagnate in the repository of memory 
til tapped and recombined. Anyone who knows artists 
Writers will have noticed in them an almost animal 
rtness, eyes in controlled sweeping motion, fingers 
ich touch and record; a totally alive consciousness 
ich is often hidden under a sleezy uniform-one of 
'best covers ever devised for a truly efficient spy. 
"/916, a little later, the Dada artists carried bombs in 
·
1 
Orm of urinals, bicycle wheels, dissonances or for

•ae on anti-matter as well as bottled air from Paris. 
thing but the ridiculous could alleviate the heroic seri
ness of trench warfare which was performed as it al-

• 
5Was with the precision of deadly ritual. It was neces
)0 show that before we can gain a new relevance 
irst must stare at the utterly absurd, nonsensical 

1
~ts of life-the pompous pedestals on which we 
Js' the masks, the uniforms, the diplomas, the super
, ~s and supercars which Steinbeck dissected until 
n °0 ked like carcasses of bugs whose innards had 
h eaten. 
d:ttists who are always in areas of total decision in
d. thus to be naked again, but without an umbilical 

ey started us on a road where nonsense may, per
, niake sense, where idiocy may be wisdom, where 

restrictions may lead to more freedom, where peace be
comes more interesting than juvenile war games, and 
nationalism may become humanity. And in this naked 
confrontation with ourselves within larger entities the 
absurdity of our importance could perhaps be replaced 
by the virtue of humility which alone may make people 
wretchedly content. 

Sometimes absurdity can only be answered with the 
absurd as in the Pop Art of today. Sometimes jaded lone
liness has to be dealt with as in the Rococo period. Some
times life has to be projected in its starkness as in the 
Romanesque age. But art always shows to those who can 
look their own general state of mind. This above all is 
the reason why it becomes a passionate avocation for the 
many who create it, study it, collect and look at it. This 
sounds like the business of theology, namely to reveal to 
each generation the human condition, but theology, 
until very recently, has failed us. 

After this introduction which is at the same time an epi
logue, let us consider a few statistics. The History of Art 
departments of this country, many of which have func
tioned barely longer than a decade, now enroll about 
twenty-five percent of the undergraduate population in 
their courses at most of the East Coast universities. The 
arrival of two pieces of canvas-the Mona Lisa and "Whis
tler's Mother"-made headline news. The several hundred 
thousand people who were permitted an average of 
twenty seconds before these paintings skipped lunch, 
took taxis, subways, busses, or walked to get there. Some
one said that Christ would have produced a smaller turn
out had he come to New York. This is not a facetious re
mark, but an indication of the celebrity aspect which art 
has recently assumed. The two square yards of canvas on 
which Rembrandt used two pounds of oil paint to pro
duce an image of Aristotle contemplating the Bust of 
Homer sold for over a million dollars. The Cloisters in 
New York are so full on Saturdays and Sundays that one 
cannot see the art for the people. It seems only a matter of 
time until a mob storms a museum to get a shred of the 
sacred relics. 

The reasons for this phenomenon are complex but
I think-clear. In an age of almost total relativity, in which 
it is almost impossible to define a commitment which will 
at least have the semblance of permanence, almost every
thing save the moment dribbling through one's hands, 
has withered. Our morals are fluid, the Bible is being re
translated over and over again, distances have become 
irrelevant, the brain has copied itself in computers, there 
are fewer and fewer obstacles to overcome and the price 
for human effort has become minimal. A medieval crafts
man, to produce a car by hand, would have had to charge 
at least a hundred thousand dollars. A group of mathe
maticians working on complex equations would have 
been paid the same amount whereas now the work can 
be done in a few hours at a fraction of the cost. 

The mechanical slaves, as architect-mathematician 
Buckminister Fuller calls them, have raised the standard 
of living immeasurably-but at the same time great per
sonal efforts, fame or anything out of the ordinary are 
more difficult to achieve. Mathematical wizards have
to my knowledge-not appeared lately at any county 
fairs, and the handcrafted car has become a little ridicu
lous. The astronauts are paid on the basis of flying hours 
plus overtime; the President of the United States receives 
a salary considerably lower than the income of any self
respecting petty monarch of the sixteenth century. The 
only group of people whose day-to-day work is payed on 
an extraordinary scale is that of the recognizably creative. 



In 1965 a Pop artist sailed on the France in a royal suite. 
There are very few professional men who are able to 
afford that luxury. 

Our period has been called an age of conformity, and 
one could say that the true non-conformist has become 
so rare that society pays to look at him. But, in fact, there 
is less external conformity in the world today than around 
1900, and in a relativistic society which has an abundance 
of products at the disposal of an immense pool of cus
tomers, there seems to be, on the contrary, a longing for 
conformity. The only other choice would be to fulfill one's 
inborn talents and to come up to one's own standards, an 
admittedly enervating and tedious process. 

The wish for a fulfilled life is, therefore, equated with 
a wish for a simple and comfortable life offered by the 
ritualistic television hours, cocktail parties, shopping 
sprees for a car or a house. An external conformity only 
a shade removed from the neighbor's conformity, but 
still totally safe, is achieved. It is only in the arts that one 
finds total conformity, and there is no more pitiless club 
than a large group of artists discussing each other's work. 
Their conformity is one of quality, of know-how, and the 
power of invention which is becoming more and more 
measurable but remains inimitably the territory of the one 
person who creates a world which has never before been 
created. 

This conforming commitment to creative quality has 
never changed within the group of people who were 
contemporaries since the very first thought was thought, 
since nakedness was recognized as nakedness, since God 
said, Behold Adam is become as one of us, knowing good 
and evil ... 

The artist, the saint and sometimes the scientist are 
among the only human beings who professionally explore 
the present truth, which at each given moment may 
approach an absolute truth. And those who succeed in 
presenting a totality which, for the people who can 
look , listen and read, is tangible do become prophets of 
the present, and have increasingly become beacons for 
emotion. In the pilgrimages to art classes, museums, art 
galleries and auctions, people probe their age. If the 
product is profound enough in human terms it carries the 
spark of self-recognition and becomes a mirror of fears 
and aspiration. Since God seems to have become more 
remote or at least more impersonal in our age, man has 
begun to look into himself for answers and has made 
images which will capture and hold truth into which he 
can grow and into which he can project the reality of 
his existence at a particular, always crucial time of history. 

Only the unknown is fearful and art has at all times 
tried to capture and to gain power over that which it 
represents. (Thus, the Second Commandment.) Art also 
has provided a gamut of human emotions from aesthetic 
pleasures to fear. Artists have become major heroes of 
the past braving death by imposing their existence upon 
the future. At all times have artists confessed to their own 
humanity and, therefore, to ours. The combination of 
these elements put them at the top of the list of people 
with shaping power, though this may be the last thing 
creative men think about. 

It seems that art has recently begun to give many peo
ple experiences paralleled only by religion, and thus, since 
very few churches are contemporary, and since total 
knowledge would bring total katharsis while partial 
knowledge may be better than total doubt, art has be
come a major concern. 

44 

The almost pitiful search for commitment facin 
of the younger people in our relativistic society isgf>e 
dir~ct~d toward a de~per u_nderstanding of creativity. 'l'I."." 
artist 1s seen as an ex1stent1al man, as a person who ••ie 
ceeds into nothingness out of which he creates s Pro. 
thing. And he repeats this harrowing search for theOll\e,. 
best in him as long as he can stand it. The men Very 
women who watch him gain everything from vica _and 
thrills to deep personal experiences. For some the a;io~s 
a gladiator fighting unbeatable odds; for others h15t~s 
wise man, or a saint. e 1s 

The machine which has been built up to take care 
this more general need is externally adequate . But of thf 
perh~ps_ twenty_ million persons in this country who loo e 
at paintings, paint, take art courses or courses in the h· k 
tory of art, only the smallest fraction is ever given a ht 
of the compact commitment behind all great art; a co: 
mitment which people feel and which broug ht them t 
seek wider knowledge. Too often critics of art perfo~ 
games in clubs whose windows are open but admittance 
to t~e he~rt c:f _the discussion--:-if there indee d is a dis
cuss1on-1s d1ff1cult. Irrelevancies breed the irrelevant 
and it seems that a failure to transmit artistic communi
cations and a sense of the unending struggle for perfec
tion and quality is increasingly visible in the nondescript 
phoniness of the suburban sprawl inhabited by people 
who may go to a museum for tea and sympat hy, or who 
form groups to paint conversation pieces which will clash 
pleasantly with arty wall paper while their surroundings 
become a chaos buried under uniformly close-clipped 
lawns. 

I have been told that approximately sixty percent of 
the one hundred great monuments of the American past 
which were given top priority by the Nationa l Trust about 
a decade ago have either been emasculated or destroyed. 
In the last analysis the result can be studied in a book of 
photographs entitled God's Own Junkyard, or in the 
mobility of a population which cannot any longer find 
roots through a symbiosis with places which were familiar 
to their mothers and fathers, or close to their childhood 
Historic zoning which protects entities which have grown 
into a lively and often very beautiful interplay of forms 
consisting of small towns or quarters with often humble 
buildings, is against the grain of American individualism
which produces instead rows and rows of houses whose 
only distinctive sign is the color of the door. 

And here, in a world which as always has been full_ of 
real or imagined dangers, the artist once more is speaking 
with sardonic humor in plaster hamburge rs, in come 
strips and neon signs. And once more he is paid large 
sums for a commitment which most of us would perhaps 
not have the courage to make. The inability of ma~ 
intellectuals to transmit the messages of the presen rd 
creating men, or our timid failure to insist on bei_n_g_hea as 
is perhaps the gravest responsibility which art cnt1~15d 10 
well as literary criticism has, to a great extent, failef a 
assume. The squabbling over the wrong acce~t O ·n a 
actor in a good movie, over the staircase ban~15ier ~ta
bad building, over semantic details or over the int~rp bLI 
tion of a word of St. Paul may produce a dis~ussion~ind 
they will not raise the awareness of quality in tecatiol'I 
of the younger people who should, thro ugh e u i,est 
find the commitments in life for whic h they adeptlt' 
suited. The breadth-and more important, t~e :e 
of perception which is offered to them may in t 
be decisive for the future of our civilizatio n. 





AND WHEN IN 
SCENES OF GLORY 
When I had been born eight years I was born again 
washed in the waters of life 
and saved from hell 
from the devil the Baptists the Campbellites 
and the Pope 

When I was told about Santa Claus and the sun 
and learned for myself 
that trees feel their leaves fall off 
and scream at night 

I thought about Jesus Christ who had long hair 
was hung by the hands 
buried and came alive 

(in the Roxy Saturday afternoons 
rag-dragging zombies came alive in caves 
the blood of people made them live forever ) 

Cod come down 

With hands that could have torn the hills apart 
the preacher hammered the tinfoil of my faith 
and words came teaching me 
out of the terrible whirlwind of his mouth 
the taste of evil 
bitter and hot as belch 
the agony of God 
building the gospel word by believable word 
out of the wooden syllables of the South 

Cod come down 

and over the pews over the dry domes 
amens rose up like birds 
beating the air for Heaven 
heading for home and roost 
in the right eye 

come for the sake of Jesus 

and the white thigh 
of Mrs. Someone sitting in the choir 
Over the altar 
over the lilies the grapejuice and the bread 
was The Resurrection 

boy do you believe 

I looked to see if the Romans had 
marks on their necks 

in Jesus Christ His only son our Lord 

Yes Sir I do 
A woman so skinny I could smell her bones 
hugged me because I'd turned away from sin 

Going home at night after the preaching 
after prayers and dinner on the ground 
curling in the backseat of the car 
I began to feel 
like a thickening of the dark 
almost my mother talking to my father 

almost my father singing to himself 
my name a gospel song 
and a long applause like gravel under the tires 

until I heard the wings 
and knew it had come 
what I had killed and couldn 't come any more 
to hunger against the black glass of the car 
the thing you think what would happen 
if you saw its face 

I'd have prayed to God not to have a flat 
but God would have laughed 
and it would have sounded like 



the flapping of wings 
over the old Dodge 
over the grinding of gravel 
and the hymn of grace 

r1
•
0ating with fishes under the river of sound 

6•~rnernbered with my last dull thought 
th ore I drowned 

at I Was saved from sin and the world was lost 

The river stopped 
and th 
and 

I 
e world stopped 

am lifted up 

to be dropped again by my father 
onto an unmade bed in a borrowed room 
to play the old parable 
like the flipping pictures in the penny arcade 
falling over and over dime by dime 
to wait my ankles crossed holding my breath 
a dumb kid in some silly game 
for the law straining around the earth to crack 
and the rock roll back 

Monday morning we had oatmeal for breakfast 
After school Ward West kicked the piss out of me 
Tuesday it snowed 

-Ml LLER WILLIAMS 



SONG In my city there are rat bites for sale. 
Well (they say) let the whirlwind come 
I can play on the accordion of my heart 
Such songs that the rats waltz to death 
In a glazed dream of love. 
There are beaches without ending 
Waitin for the beachheads of blood, 



I child 
1 

at Coney Island, I loved best 
tlllu:n-cent, two-ticket red magic of rides. 
ltriea~i Waters, cloaked in green silk 
~ \V the sun's clawed glitter-

0n't get any hymns from me. 

City. Flower in the dust. 
Landscape is the refuge of defeat. 
Grass tipped with crusted frost 
Patient under relentless probing 
Of mittened hands 
Is there. 
The cit turns its head. 
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W. H. Auden, About the House. Random Ho use (1965) 
84 pp., $3. ' 

There are two atlases: the one 
The public space where acts are done, 
In theory common to us all, 
Where we are needed and feel small ... 
The other is the inner space 
Of private ownership, the place 
That each of us is forced to own, 
Like his own life from which it's grow n, 
The landscape of his will and need 
Where he is sovereign indeed ... 

Thus, in his great New Year Letter of 1940, Auden disti nguished be
tween the two realms explored by his lifelong search for civiliza
tion. As a young man, his concern was more w ith " public space," 
and he remains the poet of the foreboding that preceded World 
War 11, the lucid exhausted voice of "September 1, 1939" and of 
the elegies to Freud and Yeats, both dead in 1939. As an aging 
post-war man, he has turned more toward the "in ner space," the 
landscape of his wi ll and need and (fro m the same poem) "the 
polis of our friends." His latest collection, Abo ut the House, cele
brates this intimate city, the microcosm of his pr ivacy, in almost 
doting detail. But the best of the poems are redeemed from triviality 
by the seriousness with wh ich Aude n considers his own comfort 
an ep isode in civilizatio n. 

The first, and super ior, half of the book is a sequence of twelve 
poems inspired by the rooms of his recently acquired house in 
Aust ria. Each poem carries a personal dedicatio n, and though the 
anonymous reader may be charmed by intima tio ns of custom
tailo red pertinence (a husband and wife get the cellar and attic 
respective ly, and Chri stopher Isherwood is awarde d the toilet), 
he is more likely to feel merely excluded; what with the Kennedys, 
the Glasses, the Sinatra Clan, the friends of No rman Podhoretz, 
and the Pop-Camp- Hip crowd, there seem eno ugh in-groups in the 
western world without a formal roll-call of Aude n's acquaintance
ship. Plato's vision of the Perfect City ruled by phil osopher-kings 
seems somewhat impudently transmuted into genial snobbery: 

The houses of our City 
are real enough but they lie 

haphazardly scattered over the earth, 
and her vagabond forum 

is any space where two of us happen to meet 
who can spot a citizen 

without papers. 

Technically, the sequence is marred by the erratic interruption of 
"Postscripts"-short poems in anothe r meter, ofte n in the irksome 
form of haiku, tacked on wherever (however vaguely) appropriate. 
And it must be said that Auden, in developing each room into a 
cosmic instance and drawing significance from every nook, does 
not always avoid his besetting sin of, well, si lli ness. The steamy 
bath is extolled in an uncharacteristic non-meter w hich he explains 
as a "mallarmesque / syllabic fog," and the stanzas to excrement 
include: 

Freud did not invent the 
Constipated mise r: 
Banks have letter boxes 
Built in their facade, 
Marked For Night Deposits, 
Stocks are firm or liquid, 
Currencies of nations 
Either soft or hard. 

But in sum the twelve poems comprise an impressive essay upon 
Man the domestic animal; his domesticity is felt as a consecration 
of his animality . 

city planners are mistaken: a pen 
for a rational animal 

is no fitting habitat for Adam's 
sovereign clone. 



ise biological terms-clone, conurbation, neotene--insist on 
prec anity's living context. The poem on the dining-room with 
humh wit summarizes the full organic history of dining: 
h1g 

The life of plants 
is one continuous solitary meal, 

and ruminants 
hardly interrupt theirs to sleep or to mate, but most 

predators feel 
ravenous most of the time and competitive 
always, bolting such morsels as they can contrive 
to snatch from the more terrified ... 

Only man, 
supererogatory beast, 

Dame Kind's thoroughbred lunatic, can 
do the honors of a feast, 

and was doing so 
before the last Glaciation when he offered 

mammoth-marrow 
and, perhaps, Long Pig, will continue till Doomsday 

when at God's board 
the saints chew pickled Leviathan. 

The house abounds in remembrances of human prehistory: the 
cellar "reminds our warm and windowed quarters upstairs that / 
caves water-scooped from limestone were our first dwellings"; 
the archetype of the poet's workroom is "Weland's Stithy"; like 
the "prehistoric hearthstone, / round as a birthday-button / and 
scared to Granny," th-! modern kitchen is the center of the dwell
ing; and, in conclus on, "every home should be a fortress, / 
equiped with all the ·ery latest engines / for keeping Nature at 
bay, I versed in all an:ient magic, the arts of quelling / the Dark 
Lord and his hungry / an;mivorous chimeras." Nor is history for
gotten: the bathroom i~ seen as a shrunken tepidarium; the dining 
table is compared with "Christ's cenacle" and "King Arthur's 
rundle"; and the peace of the living-room is felt against "History's 
criminal noise." The function of each chamber is searched in such 
depth that a psychological portrait of man is achieved. Auden 
finds in defecation the prime Art, an "ur-act of making"; in swal
lowing "a sign act of reverence"; in sleeping a "switch from per
sonage, / with a state number, a first and family name, / to the 
naked Adam or Eve." His psychological portrait is controlled, at 
times playfully, by religious conceptions: 

then surely those in whose creed 
God is edible may call a fine 

omelette a Christian deed. 

Biology tends toward theology; our personal and animal particu
lars are grounded in the divine ontology. Speech is "a work of 
re-presenting / the true olamic silence." This sequence of poems, 
entitled "Thanksgiving for a habitat," is an essay in architecture, 
which is to say the creation of a structure enabling the human 
organism to perform its supernaturally determined functions of 
Praise and service. In a faithless age, there are 

no architects, any more 
than there are heretics or bounders: to take 

umbrage at death, to construct 
a second nature of tomb and temple, lives 

must know the meaning of If. 

While one regrets that Auden's Christian faith is so iffy, its pres
;:ce has_ enabled him to organize his centrifugal variety of per-

Ptions into a credible humanism. 
d ~he second half, "In and Out" (a habitat has been previously 
p e med as "a place / I may go both in and out of"), consists of 
inoerns, _often about traveling, that are casual in tone and middling 
kin~uaiity. The best is the last, "Whitsunday in Kirchstetten," a 
te of annex to the house poems, wherein the poet is discovered 
th~~orarily domiciled in church. In the author's best new style, 
Wh ong lines, exotic vocabulary, and discursive sequiturs limn 
a t Was rather conspicuously absent from the house sequence-
Wor~~se of the "public space," the enveloping condition of the 

Is Jesus the only begotten Son of God? 

Are the churches killing Christianity? 

Are many professing agnostics nearer belief 
in the true God than many conventional 
churchgoers? 

Will voluntary euthanasia someday be legal
ized? 

THE QUESTIONS ... SHOCKIN G! 

THE 
CHRISTIAN 
AGNOSTIC 

;;, 

Leslie D. 
W eatherhead 

"Frankly, I often wonder why so many people do 
go to church. Christianity must have a marvelous 
inherent power, or the churches would have killed 
it long ago," says the author. 

Again, Dr. Weatherhead treads a path that many 
ministers shun. Intellectually, emotionally, and 
imaginatively, The Christian Agnostic is a liberating 
discussion of religion, but more than this it probes 
at the very heart of a whole new concept of Chris
tianity. Sure to be praised by some and condemned 
by others ... it deserves to be read. 368 pages. 
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from Loipersbach 
to the Bering Sea not a living stockbroker, 

and church attendance is frowned upon 
like visiting brothels (but the chess and physics 

are still the same) .. .. 
Down a Gothic nave 

comes our Pfarrer now, blessing the West with water: 
we may go. 



Again, "Hammerfest," a description of Auden's visit to Norway's 
northernmost township, frames within his baroque sense of lapsed 
time-"the glum Reptilian Empire / Or the epic journey of the 
Horse"-the geological innocence of a region whose "only com
munities ... / Were cenobite, mosses and lichen, sworn to /Station 
and reticence." And of the many (too many) poems in haiku
stanzas, I liked best "Et in Arcadia Ego," a rephrasing of his habitual 
accusatory apostrophe to "Dame Kind"-who "Can imagine the 
screeching / Virago, the Amazon, I Earth Mother was?" The poem 
uses the exigencies of this Japanese form to generate lines of 
great energy, both polysyllabic ("Her exorbitant monsters 
abashed") and monosyllabic ("Geese podge home"). 

Auden is the supreme metrical tinkerer. Haiku, canzoni, ballades, 
limericks, clerihews, alliterative verse (a whole eclogue's worth)
there is nothing he will not attempt and make, to some extent, 
work. His ability, as in "Tonight at Seven-Thirty," to coin an elabo
rate stanza-form and to effortlessly repeat it over and over, evokes 
the seventeenth-century metaphysicals 2nd Tennyson: the latter 
more than the former. His technical ingenuity casts doubt upon the 
urgency of his inspiration. It is one thing to sirig in a form, whether 
it be Homeric hexameters or Popian couplets, until it becomes a 
natural voice; it is another to challenge your own verbal resources 
with insatiable experimentation. In any collection by Auden there 

are hardly two successive poems in the same form, which gives 
even his most integral sequences, such as the "Horae Canonicae" 
of The Shield of Achilles, a restless and jagged virtuosity. As a 
poet, his vocation begins in the joy of fabrication rather than in an 
impulse of celebration: in ways it is strength, enabling him to 
outlive his youth, to explore, to grow, to continue to think, even 
-blasphemous suggestion!-to believe, in order to feed the verse
making machine. He is that anachronism, the poet as maker; but 
he makes expressions rather than, by mimesis, men and deeds. 
Compared to Eliot, he has no dramatic imagination. Despite an 
almost desparate metrical juggling, his plays and dialogues are the 
monologues of one very intellectually imaginative voice. He drama
tizes all sides of an issue, but lacks the modesty, the impish and 
casual self-forgetfulness, that tossed off Prufrock, Cousin Harriet, 
Sweeney, and the curiously vigorous phantoms of The Wasteland. 
If Eliot was a dramatist, Auden is an essayist, in the root sense: 
he will try anything, but his adventures never take him beyond 
the territory of the first person singular. He is one of the few 
modern poets whose genius is for the long discursive poem; for 
all his formal invention, he has written best in two rather accom
modating meters-a long, elegaic, unrhymed or loosely rhymed 
line less regular than pentameter, and the tetrameter quatrains 
or couplets associated with music hall lyrics and with light verse. 

His light vein is very rich. What could be better than, say, this 
stanza from "On the Circuit"?-

Since Merit but a dunghill is, 
I .mount the rostrum unafraid: 
Indeed, 'twere damnable to ask 
If I am overpaid. 

or this, from "After Reading a Child's Guide to Modern Physics"?

Marriage is rarely bliss 
But, surely it would be worse 
As particles to pelt 
At thousands of miles per sec 
About a universe 
In which a lover's kiss 
Would either not be felt 
Or break the loved one's neck. 

In his present pleasant house, to which his dream of the City has 
congenially dwindled, Auden portrays his workroom, "The Cave 
of Making," with "windows averted from plausible / videnda but 
admitting a light one / could mend a watch by." By such dry clear 
light, a dictionary at hand, he is best read-not, as he hopes, as 
"a minor atlantic Goethe" (the difference in generosity may be less 
between Goethe and himself than between Goethe's Europe and 
our America), but as a man who, with a childlike curiosity and a 
feminine fineness of perception, treats poetry as the exercise of 
wit. For almost always, in his verse, the oracular and ecstatic flights 

fail; what we keep are the fractional phrases that cou ld be 
pressed in prose, but less pointedly. In his own anthology of li;~
verse, he defines it as poetry written in the c:ommon language : 
men. Powerfully attracted by the aristocratic and the arcane ; 
has struggled to preserve his democratic loyalties, his sens~ 

0
~ 

poetry as a mode of discourse between civilized men. About th 
House, though it contains no single poem as fine as "Ode to Gaea~ 
from The Shield of Achilles, has nothing in it as tedious as the in. 
fatuated concept-chopping of the "Dichtung und Wa hrheit" inter. 
lude of Homage to Clio; and on the whole marks a new franknes 
and a new relaxation in tone. Auden remains, in the Spirit as Wei~ 

as by the Letter, alive. 

-JO HN UPDIKE 

Alfred 0. Hero, Jr., The Southerner and Wo rld Affairs. 
Louisiana State University Press (1965), 607 pp ., $12. 

The southern states supplied some of the major impetus and 
support for the enactment of the Marshall Plan in 1948, but since 
that time there has been a steady deterioration of suppo rt in the 
region of every type of American international commitme nt, most 
noticeably in regard to support of the United Nat ions and our 
general programs of foreign aid. 

In the mire of isolationist sentiment that has gripped the South 
during the past decade it is easy to forget that throug h World War 
11 a considerable part of the strength of American com mitment to 
internationalist policies had deep roots in the South. Part of the 
reason for this viewpoint can perhaps be traced to chauvini stic 
expansionist policies of slaveholders and the simp le economi~ 
self-interest of cotton and tobacco growers, but simila r motivations 
have always been present in developing sentiment on the eastern 
seaboard. 

The changing viewpoint of southern political and profe ssional 
leadership has been one of the important developments in Ameri
can political life in the years since World War II. Dr. Hero, a 
native of Louisiana, has attempted to develop the reasons for the 
change in this major study (financed by the World Peace Founda
tion, of which he is Executive Secretary). His book is a highly 
valuable one, which will be important not only for an understand
ing of the southern viewpoint on world affairs but simply for an 
understanding of the South in general. 

Dr. Hero's book is the product of several years of research, in
volving not only the usual examination of published studies but 
thousands of individual interviews that examined bot h the view
points of representative southerners and the influe nces which 
helped to develop these viewpoints. No clear-cut picture of 
southern attitudes emerges-as might be expecte d- but it is 
obvious that southern thinking has shifted in virtua lly all fields 
relative to international affairs. Part of the reason is differing 
economic influences in the South, conducive to more acceptance 
of isolationist, protectionist policies, but obviously the major in· 
fluence has been that of race. As international coope ration has 
come to mean more and more cooperation with Afro-As ians, the 
white South has been far less interested in cooperat ing. Race has 
turned otherwise intelligent men into provincialists w ho seek to 
make their regional prejudice international. The southern tradi· 
tion of squelching all nonconformity on racial attitudes has served 
effectively to silence many internationalists, who fear that their 
neighbors would condemn any "liberal" attitude as be ing synony
mous with acceptance of racial integration. Perhaps more influential 
than any other factor has been the use of racial att itudes and 

prejudices by demagogues in politics and journalism to strengthen 
their isolationist posture by shifting it to a racist founda t ion. . 

" .. - most southern ministers of cosmopolitan leanings, like 
southerners of similar inclinations in other professio ns, exert~ 
in 1959-62 only rather limited influence on thinki ng about worl f 
affairs. Many in smaller, conservative communities despaired 0 

changing prevailing international attitudes or stimulati ng intellige; 
interest where there was little. Ministers, like others, had tend 

to find local inertia and opposition formidable; they had in rnanY 
cases gradually curtailed their attention to internat ional develop· 
ments and lost their intellectual vigor unless encourage d by 0th~rs 
of cosmopolitan orientations ... " is Dr. Hero's summary of the i~ 
fluence of the Protestant Church. He finds that the Roman Cath0 1 



h ve been less inclined to insolationism, although subject to the 
arne southern influences. He found Jews the most cosmopolitan 

s~uthern ethnic group, although still far less internationally con
s erned than northern Jews . "Even few of the Jews who identified 
chernselves as conservatives and segregationists were as con
\tently isolationist, unilateralist, military interventionist, and gen
:1rallY reactionary as their ultra-conservative Gentile colleagues," 

he comments. 
Qr. Hero introduces grounds for some optimism for the future 

when he points out that the region as a whole is better informed 
about international affairs than ever before, even though it still 
ranks well below other sections. "The small minority who read 
serious analyses of world affairs in books, critical magazines, and 
the best national newspapers has multiplied since 1945 ." Most of 
the improvement has to be credited to the increasing centraliza
tion of communications media which has made it impossible for 
the.South to avoid exposure to national viewpoints. 

Dr. Hero's study is based on observations made during the 
height of racist reaction in the South, and it is published at the 
apex of the Negro political revolution in the South . All of us can 
hope among the many healthy by-products of that revolution will 
be southern leadership in the field of foreign affairs freed from 
the heavy burden of racism. 

-FRANK E. SMITH 

Anna Arnold Hedgeman, The Trumpet Sounds: A Mem
oir of Negro Leadership. Holt, Rinehart & Winston 
(1965) , 202 pp., $4.95. 

For four decades she labored in her own quiet way, hoping and 
never really expecting the trumpet to sound. She must have thought 
often of the words of the spiritual that she chose to open her 
autobiographical sketch: "My Lord, He calls me I He calls me by 
the thunder. / The trumpet sounds / Within-a my soul." In her 
closing paragraphs she expresses her gratitude for the thunder of 
the angry voices, the thunder from the pickets and the jails . It is 
being answered at last by the sound of the trumpet "within the 
souls of some white men." With deliberation she chose that word 
"some," and adds that our "protesters and our rebels must con
tinue their thunder." 

No Negro" leader could have more authentic credentials as a 
"moderate " than Mrs. Hedgeman, qua I ifications to give weight 
to her expression of appreciation to the militants and her call for 
more thunder. I do not mean to use the word "moderate" in a 
derogatory sense ; I can explain it best by saying that after a career 
of thirty years of teaching, social work, and big city politics, Mrs. 
Hedgeman was deemed acceptable for appointment to Robert F. 
Wagner's initial City Hall staff in 1953 . We are not told very much 
about the five years she managed to survive in the job, but the 
detailed story of the intrigues and events that preceded the phone 
call she received at 11 :15 p.m ., the night before his first inaugura
tion is most instructive. 

"Ann, I have just come out of a huddle with the Mayor and 
Carmine [DeSapio]," the caller said. "The Mayor wants you at 
City Hall tomorrow at noon to be sworn in as one of his assistants" Th . 

e next day she played it safe: she called the Negro press to be 
present at her swearing-in, but not her young nieces. She was 
~ot being too cautious. Although she did get to raise her right 
P and, she was pointedly invited the next day by the Mayor's new 
. olice Commissioner, (later a "reformer") to join his department 
in some capacity. The message was underlined when she found 
0
~ her arrival at City Hall on the first business day of the new 

~ ministration that she had no desk, and the Mayor was too busy 
t~ see her . One can more readily understand her insistence, in 
he~ ~ace _of ~uch e~ploitation, on getting started in the job, than 
le . olding 1t for five years amidst what she describes as "a col
'vction of cynical individuals fighting each other in many subtle 
'ays" w· did · 1th gentle understatement she sums up her Mayor: "He 
in ~ot take vigorous leadership or come to the aid of the tenants 
IVe w om he periodically expressed special interest. Individuals 

,;e. as cynically ignored as were the tenants of the city." 
Unit is for the reader to conclude, if he wishes, that politics in the 
stru ed States , especially Northern urban politics, as presently 

ctured, offers little hope of escape from the trap of the ghetto. 

Paper, $1.25 
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How to escape from the accumulated handicaps of the past? We 
will not find answer or clues in Mrs. Hedgeman's story, although 
we will find an abundance of evidence as to the character of the 
problem. With a directness of statement and wealth of anecdotal 
detail, sometimes with a laconic wit one envies, she portrays 
what has to be overcome. "As executive of the YMCA Negro 
Branch in Springfield [Ohio] , I was much in demand for lectures 
on race relations, but I found such lectures difficult, for there were 
no relations." 

She bore two crosses, for she was a woman as well as a Negro. 
She pointedly reminds us that the woman 's rights revolution is far 
from being won, that enslaving prejudices persist that are as un
challenged as the use of that unconsciously self-revealing and 
deadly phrase, " white neighborhoods." Not merely the crusty 
dislike of older politicians for women in action; not only the 
completely accepted segregation of the "Woman's Division" in the 
campaign plans of any candidate : Even in the planning of the 
program for the 1963 March on Washington the six "rights" 
leaders blandly omitted to have a woman speaker. Mrs. Hedgeman 
(whose major assignment was to deliver 30,000 white Protestants) 
was obliged to take the floor, a week before the meeting at the 
Monument, to fight for the rights of her sex. She did not win 
full equality but Daisy Bates was asked to say a few words. We are 
a nation of unfinished revolutions. 

As one rereads the book, one encounters new details and comes 
to appreciate what a fine social history this type of biography 
furnishes, how it makes up for the congenital habit of the trained 
historian to sweep race problems under the rug. Mrs. Hedgeman's 
glimpses of the experience of World War Ii are haunting-the 
fight for FEPC, the segregation in Civilian Defense, the throwing 
away of Negro blood . A recent popular monograph on World 
War !l's experience omitted all these, even omitted the word 
"Negro" in the index; the omissions were ignored by the eminent 
Princetonian who reviewed it for the Times. 

In one respect Mrs. Hedgeman is by no means moderate: that 
is in dealing with the sins of the church, the "white" church. It 
is a puzzling moment, this period of the "beginning of a new 
quality of experience in the lives of white people." To realize it 
fully they must be made to understand in all its horror what her 
Turkish guest meant in the thirties: "I came to America almost a 
Christian. I return to Turkey proudly a pagan." 

-HOWARD N. MEYER 

J. V. Langmead Casserley, Toward a Theology of His
tory. Holt, Rinehart and Winston (1965), 238 pp., $6. 

Ask a friend to name two historians , and, in all probability, one 
will be Arnold Toynbee. Despite his reputation with the public 
at large, however, Toynbee has not enjoyed a corresponding place 
of honor among professional historians in America. This is not 
a matter of professional jealousy, as one might suspect, but rather 
the reflection of a philosophical dispute among historians. Toynbee 
seeks generalizations to assist in interpretation of particular events 
while the great majority of his fellow historians zealously avoid 
the use of overt generalizations in their work. 

American historians from Edward Channing to Allan Nevins have 
been generally wary of evidencing philosophies of history, espe
cially since the late half of the 19th century, when the great 
scientific historians of Germany became their mentors. The result 
has been a discipline dominated by a devotion to empiricism and 
characterized by a predominantly secular spirit. 

J. V. Langmead Casserley has written Toward a Theology of 
History in the hope of counteracting these tendencies. A respected 
theologian in the Episcopal communion, he has set out to articu
late a systematic philosophy of history based on his stoutly orthodox 
theological position. He has attempted to justify the historical 
enterprize by suggesting that Toynbee's approach parallels the 
mode of interpretation of history normative in the primitive church. 
Toynbee is honored for his methodology, but Casserley finds him 
to be a too-timid metaphysician and soon passes to the task of 
exploring the philosophical implications of a set of generalizations 
which turn out to be the fundamental propositions of a painfully 
orthodox theology. 

For him human history is essentially the story of fallen rn 
unsuccessfully pursuing one false goal after another until eventua~n 
all such futile attempts will be abandoned and the Kingdom ~ 
God ushered in . The historian is to be guided by revelation ~ 
interpret all human events, identifying in some transcende nt even: 
the source of m_eaning in al_l hi_story. Interestingly enoug h, the boo~ 
takes on a decidedly homilet1cal tone when the discussion turn 
to eschatology. Caught up in the possibility, even the probabilitys 
of a nuclear disaster, Mr. Casserley seems to be trying to prepar' 
Christians for the sudden end of life. The book concludes with th: 
"last split second before the bomb falls." 

Unfortunately, many of the really significant deve lopments in 
the field of theology in the past fifty years have been abruptly 
dismissed. Rudolph Bultmann, who might have guided the author 
to a more credible interpretation of the Fall is treated as an 
apostate; even neo-orthodoxy is not considered orthodox enough. 
Mr. Casserley also dislikes existentialism, but his most cu rious attack 
is upon contemporary biblical criticism. When all of these positions 
have been discredited, one is left with rigid dogmatics. In a 
characteristic phrase, Casserley insists that "the only alternative to 
this light is darkness." 

His golden age is that of Augustine, and, in a sense, Toward a 
Theology of History is a plea for a return to a fift h century his
torical, philosophical, and theological perspective. The history he 
would have us write would be for the instruction and encourage
ment of the faithful, much as the Venerable Bede wrote in the 
eighth century' in the hope that the reader will be " the more 
earnestly excited to perform those things which he knows to be 
good and worthy of God." 

It is unlikely that many historians today will be att racted to a 
pre-reformation theological position eventuating in this concept 
of the role of history. On the other hand , the attemp t to defend 
a metaphysical position from the inroads of positiv ism is certainly 
a worthy enterprize. Mr. Casserley would have done well, how
ever, to have taken account of recent developments in the field of 
history along these very lines. The Social Science Research Council 
Bulletin #54, published as long ago as 1946, revealed a lively 
dialogue among historians on the matter of theory of history. 
There has been considerable interest in the speculat ive side of 
the discipline in recent years though the positivistic influence is 
still dominant. It would still be a very long jump from the specula• 
tive systems of even the more adventurous historians to the 
theological system outlined by Casserley. 

This difficulty is most evident in the centrality of Casserley's 
concept of revelation. Revelation is defined as "divi nely initiated 
event plus divinely guided interpretation" and the goal of the book 
is "the relation of this way of conceiving revelation to the philoso
phy of history." The success of the study, then, really depends on 
establishing a solid case for divine activity both in the event and 
in the interpretation. The first is stated a priori and will probably 
be accepted or rejected according to the faith-posit ion of the 
reader. Even the convinced Christian, however, may be dubious 
of the ability of men to distinguish God's activity in specific events 
with or without divine assistance. (This is essential ly the positioff 
of Arnold Toynbee.) Mr . Casserley fails to build a convinc!nf 
defense for his second proposition. The assertion that revelatro 
is distinguished through faith, guided by the Holy Spir it and verifi 
through the experience of the church hardly sheds new light on t 
problem. Nor does the discussion of epistemology, expressing thfc 

view that "Platonism as baptized by St. Augustine still holds t 

field. " Toynbee has been accused of forcing the facts to fit ~ 
a priori systems, and it would appear that the Casserley approa. 
would invite the same danger, in fact would almost guarantee 
for lack of an adequate means of distinguishing revelatory even 
from any others. I 

It has been suggested that since the philosophers have gene~t 
given up speculative thought and are no longer raising the . 

1 

questions" relative to human existence, the theologian is the log_ 
man to fill the vacancy. Reinhold Neibuhr, for one, has certai 
made important contributions in this field. Professor Casserl~Y 
added a thoughtful analysis from a specific theologica l poin~ 
view and we hope that his efforts will encourage other theologia 
to address themselves to the same task. 
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MLP 8002, Stereo SLP 18002. 
Y akety Sax, Walk Right In, 
Cotton Fields, Cacklin' Sax, I 
Can't Stop Loving You, and 
seven more. 

MLP 8015, Stereo SLP 18015. 
Jazz hits, such as Gravy 
Waltz, Billy's Bounce, Har
lem Nocturne, Black Chiffon. 

MLP 8037, Stereo SLP 18037. 
Boots Randolph Plays More 
Yakety Sax: Last Date, He'll 
Have to Go, You Don't Know 
Me, Waterloo, The Race is 
On, and others. 

Ir Daniel Boone 
had played saxophone. 
he would have sounded 
like Boots Randolph. 

The man who created Y akety Sax is a cunous 
blend of the most exciting elements in 
American music. 

Says a jazz critic: "Boots Randolph plays long, 
convoluted urgent patterns both intellectual 
and intense." 

Says a country musician: "Boots is 
downhome simple." 

Says a straight-A Bennington girl: "One minute 
I'm listening passionately; the next I'm 
dancing like wild." 

We can't think of many other instrumentalists 
who give you so much for your money. If you turn 
the volume down, Boots is a musicologist's enigma: 
a strange and cerebral marriage of mainstream 
jazz to mountain creek soul. If you turn the 
volume up, you've got the makings 
of a frantic party. 

monument is artistry 



VAN A. HARVEY is professor of Philosophical Theology at Perkins 
School of Theology, SMU. 

HUGH HEFNER is an inescapable enigma on the American scene. 
Owner and entrepreneur of things like keys, bunnies and maga
zines, he also claims to have some important "keys to identity and 
self-knowledge." 

HARVEY COX has become a virtual tiger in Protestantism's de
pleted tank of cultural self-understanding. His recent book, The 
Secular City, grates on the complacent nerve of institutionalized 
Christianity. 

JOHN LEE SMITH is far more than the anonymous "moderator" 
of the Hefner-Cox discussion. As a director of the Cornell Uni
versity United Religious Work, he was a prime catalyst in facilitat
ing this discussion. 

JOHN WILLIAM CORRINGTON teaches at LSU. His first novel, And 
Wait for the Night, was published by Putnam; "Dr. Aorta" is a 
section of his new novel, to be published soon. Although Corring
ton insists that this story is ,,worse than obscene" we think it is 
obscene in the true sense-concerned with the condition of man 
in extremis, and therefore cathartic. 

ERLING JORSTAD is especially interested in American religious 
thought and the breadth of his interest is reflected in this first 
contribution of his to motive. He is associate professor of history 
at St. Olaf College in Minnesota. 

ROBERT L. WHITE finished his article hours before departing for 
Finland, where he is a Fulbright lecturer at the University of Turku. 
He is an assistant professor of English at the University of Kentucky. 

RICHARD N. BENDER is Director of Religion in Higher Education 
for the Division of Higher Education of The Methodist Church. 

FRANCOIS BUCHER teaches in the department of art and archaeol
ogy at Princeton University. 

JIM MAGNUSON says he's "not using an M.A. in English from the 
University of Wisconsin by working for the New York Welfare 
Department." 

BOOK REVIEWERS in this issue include JOHN UPDIKE, whose new 
novel, Of the Farm, will be published this month by Knopf; 
FRANK E. SMITH, a former Mississippi Congressman, is director 
of the T.V.A.; HOWARD N. MEYER, former assistant to the U.S. 
Attorney General, is the author of Let Us Have Peace, a revealing 
biography of Ulysses S. Grant recently published by Macmillan; 
ROBERT N. PETERS is back to the research and writing of a Ph.D. 
dissertation in history at the University of Washington after a Utah 
summer of stringing fences and tending horses. 
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POETS for November include Ml~HELE MURRAY .who lives in 
Washington, and is otherwise an enigma. But the clarity and power 
of her work defeat the fear she expresses in anothe r poem she 
sent: "my gift: some few of my words to you/ah you did not 
understand ... "; JAMES M, NEYLON, who lives in Springf ield 
Mass., most recently appeared in Epos; SUZANNE GROSS i~ 
poet-in-residence at St. Nobert College. The Beloit Poetry Jour
nal devoted its entire Spring 1965 issue to her outstandi ng work· 
MILLER WILLIAMS teaches and writes at LSU, and is a frequent 
contributor to motive. His collection, A Circle of Stone, ap. 
peared last year; ANSELM ATKINS is in the Monastery of the 
Holy Ghost in Conyers, Georgia-an enthusiastic com munity 
of motive readers!; RONN SPARGUR is a public relations corr,. 
sultant in Denver: His work most recently appeare d in the 
Christian Century. 

With the exception of two newcomers, this issue is a testimo ny to 
the consummate friendship of motive artists. They cont inue to share 
their perception and skills with us. ROBERT F. McGOVERN inco rpo
rates an infectious joy and fervor in his drawings, whic h origina te in 
his Philadelphia studio and emanate widely via motive and several 
Catholic publications. ELIZABETH EDDY's powerful biblical imagery 
is skillfully expressed in the woodcuts which she sends regularly 
from Chicago. CRANE cartoons and motive are virtually synony
mous. Many of his earlier contributions have just been assembled 
by John Knox Press in a lively volume, On Edge. The response has 
been so appreciative that two more books of cartoons are now on 
the drawing board. ALGIMANTAS KEZYS, S. J., perceives meaning 
and form in the "ordinary" events and scenes which surrou nd us. 
He sees the universal underneath the specific, yet clothes the uni
versal with unique individuality. ROBERT REGIER is reversi ng roles 
again. Having just completed graduate study at Ohio State, he is 
now head of the art department at Bethel College in Kansas. 
ED WALLOWITCH is now doing final editing of photographs which 
he took this summer in Appalachia for a new book on that area. 
All of his work is so imaginative and stimulating that it is difficult 
each month to select and limit just the right Wallow itch print for 
that issue. OTIS HUBAND is back to teaching in his native Virginia 
after a two-year feast on painting and print-making in Italy. The 
two newcomers this month reflect the exciting diversity of motive 
art. RICHARD KOZLOW is a skilled, professional artist from 
Detroit whose work is seen regularly at the Arvin Gallery there. 
The drawings selected for this issue are reprinted from an agoniz
ingly beautiful book, Man's Inhumanity to Man. This signed, lim
ited edition is a haunting journey into the labyrinth of man's exist
ence. ERIK SCOTT is an eighteen-year-old student at the University 
of South Florida. His woodcuts are fresh and uncontrived, and 
seem to be .a spontaneous response to the excitement of new ideas 
and opportunities. We are indebted to our faithfu l contr ibutors 
and newcomers like KOZLOW and SCOTT for the visua l vitality 
of motive. 
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THE REAL STORY OF CINDERELLA 

Cinderella lived a terrible life. Her 
stepmother hated her. She had two 
evil stepsisters who constantly tor
mented her. One sister would crack 
her knuckles, and the other would 
spit at the cat when no one was look
ing. Cinderella had to do all the 
dirty work in the house: clean the 
chimney, wash the floors, empty the 
garbage ... and wash the cat. Her 
sisters would go out every night, 
whooping it up in their mean and 
vulgar way. Poor Cinderella would 
sit alone at home and weep and say, 
"Oh, if there were only something, 

someone I could talk to openly and 
freely, who would accept me for 
what I really am . . . and would 
wash the cat." This was Cinderella's 
life for many years. 

Then one day an old grammar 
school friend who was now going to 
the local college drove by and 
stopped for a little chat. Cinderella 
poured her heart out to her sympa
thetic friend. When she finished 
talking, the friend leaned over to her 
and said, "What you need is some
thing, someone you can talk to 
openly and freely, who would ac-

cept you for what you rea lly are 
and who would wash th is disgust!• 
cat! What you need is COMM~ 
NITY." 

Said Cinderella: " I never thou..L. 
of THAT." 6111 

Then her friend to ld her all ab 
the marvelous castle that was j 
the other side of the free way, where 
three evenings a week some of t 
really aware and sens itive kids .l1'let 
to experience this Community. 

That night, when her stepmother 
and stepsisters had go ne to bed earty 
to sleep off the hangov er from the 
night before, Cindere lla slipped out
side and into her frie nd 's little Volks. 
wagen (a modest, yet sensitive car) 
When they arrived at the castle Cin
derella was overjoye d to find th.t 
everyone greeted her with real sin
cerity and warmth. Her friend intro
duced her to the Prince. He wasn't 
overly muscular or athletic-looking, 
but by the lines on his face she could 
tell that he had bee n through man 
things and could empathize with 
people in a down-t o-earth way. Al
most immediate ly she could open 
up and enter into fellowship with 
him. The hours flew by like minut 
as Cinderella expe rienced the first 
real dialogue in he r short and diffi. 
cult life. 

Finally, as they stood on the bil
cony, Cinderella was able to stand 
up and say, "I fee l truly accepted." 

"Really?" he said. 
"Yes," she said, "I want to love 

to give, so much." 
"Really?" he said. 
"Yes," she said. 
And as the clock stru ck twelve, the 

Prince took off his wig, pulle~ ~ 
his false teeth and, with tears in his 
eyes, he puckered up his lips. 

"O h, insensit ive manipulat~r. 
she cried and tu rned away from hun. 
But blocking the doorway were her 
ugly stepsisters and her stepmot~ 
their eyes bleary with drink and t 
arms outstretc hed . 

Cinderella lea ped over th~ bale~ 
and climbed dow n by the vines. CJlllf 
to this very day, she sits at h ,nd 
every night, crying in her coh. 
"Oh, if there were · only somet 1 

someone who I co uld talk to op 
and freely, who would acceptd"'; 
I really am ••• an d who woul 
the cat " _ _., 

· · t rs IP" And every night her stepsis e 
her stepmother go out on the to 
whooping it up in their mean 
vulgar way. GNU 

-J IM MA 



ON SEP ARA TING HOPES 
FROM ILLUSIONS 

This is a . . hed . corrected reprint of an article pub-
The P~~fhe November, 1965 issue of motive. 
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"Pro~ 01 Dr. Van Harvey's original essay. 
ed !or use apology to the author from the 
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graphs)unintentionally rearranged the para
e ginee a~d t~e "';hole army of gremlins who 

re this disastrous incident. 
-the editors 
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B ISHOP J. A. T. Robinson, speak
ing in Dallas last spring, devel

oped the implications of what he has 
called "The New Reformation" for 
the institutional church. His basic 
premise was that the task of the 
church is not to gather Christians 
out of the world but to help them 
live in mission in the world. Then he 
drew two conclusions. The first was 
that we ought to deplore the large 
bureaucracy we now call the church. 
We ought to dismantle those large 
cathedrals which consume so much 
capital which could more profitably 
be spent elsewhere. The second was 
that the church of the future must be 
oriented to the laity. The church 
should look to new forms of com
munity, to the factory and house 
church, for example, and should 
develop a non-professional lay min
istry. We should remember, he sug
gested, that Paul did not make his 
living as a missionary but worked as 
a tent-maker while ministering to 
the people. 

Robinson stated his case with the 
simplicity and power we have come 
to expect of him. More than any 
other modern churchman, perhaps, 
he is able to dramatize the question 
of relevance. Nevertheless, there was 
a note in his lectures that was dis
turbing-his tendency to romanti
cize the factory and house church 
while deprecating large, bureaucratic 
organizations, his tendency to ele
vate the laity while deprecating the 
professional who takes a salary (he 
habitually uses the word "profes
sionalism" pejoratively). 

Reflections on the Future 
of the Ministry 

BY VAN A. HARVEY 

There is a certain validity in Robin
son's horror of professionalism. We 
all know about the ingrown charac
ter of much Christianity, the enor
mous energies expended on getting 
members and keeping our "plants" 
in physical repair. We have all been 
disgusted at the irrelevance of so 
much "churchiness," the dissipation 
of energies in political bickering and 
ecclesiastical gossip. But does this 
imply a rejection of professionalism, 
a dismantling of the organizational 
machinery and a return to the image 
of a little band of Christians huddled 
together in a house church? 

Or could it be argued that in a 
highly technological society in 
which all of the major institutions 
are becoming highly rationalized 
that the church requires not a less 
but a more professionalized minis
try? Is it possible that we need a 
clergy second to none in expertise? 
A clergy which is aware of the op
portunities and limitations of institu
tional power? A hierarchy that is as 
wise as a serpent in the training and 
placing of its representatives? If the 
mission of the church is to permeate 
and mold the institutions of the 
world, then it could be said that a 
more devastating criticism of the 
church is not that it is professional 
but that it is not professional 
enough; that it is ingrown, mediocre, 
concerned with the wrong things, 
unwise in its allocation of resources 
and naive in its conception of the 
problems of modern man. In short, 
that it is amateur. 

motive 



There is, I believe, something 
primitive, something romantic, in 
Robinson's appeal to Paul the tent
maker as a model for the twentieth
century minister. What we need is a 
highly skilled, trained, intelligent, 
art iculate professional class which is 
in contact with the world and its 
centers of power. We need a clergy 
that knows the world better than the 
world knows itself and that is able, 
t herefore, to interpret this world 
so that Christians may be at home 
in it, act in it, love it, and take 
responsibility for it. And it is just 
because we do not have such a con
cept ion of the clergy that it is in
creasingly being regarded by the 
mo st thoughtful and idealistic young 
people as a vocation unworthy of 
the ir aspirations and abilities. They 
believe it is neither a demanding nor 
an influential means of service in the 
modern world. 

THIS rejection of the ministry as 
a vocation constitutes one of 

the "signs of the times" which the 
church cannot afford to ignore. 
There is increasing evidence that the 
most intelligent and best-informed 
of our young men no longer con
sider the ministry as a live option for 
service in the modern world. The 
ministry does not challenge them; 
indeed, if they are Christians, they 
believe that there are far more sig
nificant ways in which they can serve 
in the Kingdom of God. As a result, 
enrollments in our seminaries have 
been declining almost precisely in 
inverse ratio to the nation's increas
ing population. 

When I came to Perkins School of 
Theology seven years ago, I was told 
that in five or six years its student 
body would probably approximate 
five hundred students. We antici
pated an entering class each year of 
approximately one hundred and fifty. 
This expectation was dangerously 
wrong. The enrollments are steadily 
decreasing and it is not unreasonable 
to predict that in the next five years 
th e entering class will level out at 
seventy-five or less. Moreover, many 
of these will never enter the parish 
min istry. Nor is Perkins an excep-
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tional case. The same fear is being 
voiced by other seminaries around 
the nation. College deans report that 
there is less interest in pre-theologi
cal training now than at any time in 
their memory. 

I suppose it would be a kind of 
comfort, although a strange one, if 
we could assume that this trend is 
but a manifestation of the material
ism and the lack of idealism of the 
younger generation. We could then 
argue that the fault . lies not in our
selves but in the secularism of our 
culture. But that excuse will not bear 
much inspection. As Bishop Dwight 
Loder has pointed out, at the same 
time there is a decrease in interest in 
the parish ministry, the Peace Corps 
is receiving at least five hundred in
quiries a week and is having to turn 
away qualified and eager candidates. 
It is not materialism or a lack of 
idealism which explains disinterest 
in the ministry. It suggests that ideal
ists do not find a legitimate vehicle 
for their idealism in the institutional 
church, and anyone who has talked 
very seriously with undergraduates 
can confirm this suspicion-these 
most intelligent and idealistic of 
Christians believe that the church of 
Jesus Christ is the last place where 
they could expect to cast their 
weight on behalf of the conception 
of reality for which He died. 

Nor can we explain the dearth of 
interest in the ministry in terms of a 
general lack of intellectual interest in 
religion and theology. There has 
probably never been a time in our 
educational history when theological 
instruction of a sophisticated sort 
was available to more people and to 
college students than now. College 
departments of religion are flourish
ing throughout the nation, and even 
the great state universities are begin
ning to respond to student and fac
ulty demand. But there has been a 
proportionate decrease in the num
ber of those who want to identify 
themselves professionally with reli
gious institutions. The more theology 
one learns, it seems, the more one 
does not want to be identified with 
the institutional church. 

What are the reasons for this curi-

ous paradox? !h ere are doubt! 
many and, lacking any precise da~ 
all of them sound more or less rea. 
sonable. My own hypothesis (I rec 
o~~ize t~at it i~ ~omewhat oversini: 
pl1f1ed) Is that It Is becoming appar. 
ent to the best of our young rnen 
that the ministry does not make an 
real professional demands u~ 
them. As a ~rofess i~n, it does not 
:onsume their creative. energies of 
intellect, courage and imagination 
When one compare s the opportuni: 
ties for service and self-realization 
with other professi ons, like science 
teaching, clinical psychology, law' 
governmental service, the parish 
ministry as it is now commonly 
garded requires no particular exper 
tise at all. It is, to put it quite bluntly 
a profession for 'under-achieve rs' 
men who could not really excel i~ 
the truly professio nal professions. 

U NFORTUNA TELY, the church 
(and here I include the semi

naries) is itself to blame for this 
tarnished image of the ministry. And 
The Methodist Church has done as 
much as any den omination to foster 
it. We have done it in a number of 
ways. We have vi rtually announced 
to one and all that it really does not 
take much skill to become a minister 
that all it requires is a warm heart 
and a warm hand, a calling, a spin! 
of dedication. Have these, and one 
can get through. We do this, for ex
ample, by licensi ng young men to 
preach while they are still in college 
or by giving the m churches whale 
they are still in seminary. We sayeed, '" 
effect, that one does not really n 
training to be a minister, _altho1 
it is a good thing to have 1t for a..h 
vancement. We say that a h•~ 
school graduate or a person WI 

I • ess-
two years of co llege, or a busin 
man who has been converted, is~ 
fectly able to handle the chorr~ 
the parish ministry . And yet we ts rJ 
that the newspap ers and paren 
children would rise up !n arrns a,,y 
practice were indulged in by pie, 
other professio n; if , for exa~e,S 
we were to allo w school teahoc,15 
without any trai ning t~ teach 1~~ slll' 
while they were learning, or 



ts to practice law, or medical 
dedents to practice medicine, or psy
SIU_ tric students to practice psy
'~\y or students in social work to 
c 

1
~tic~ welfare. And if you say that Pt e professions really cannot be 

1 :pared with the ministry, then I 
c~ uld like to know why. Is it true 
1\

0 
· t· t· I h I there 1s no exper rse essen ra 

1 
athe clergyman, no knowledge he 

10 
st have lacking which it is crimi-

01~ 10 let him loose on the populace? 
0
~ the church does not take its own 

· i~istry seriously as a profession
nind not taking it seriously, it tells all 
~hose contemplating it as a profes
sion that what they will be expected 
to do can be done as well by a supply 
pastor or by a well-intentioned col
lege student who has 'felt the call.' 

The church has fostered this feel
ing also by not taking theologic~I 
training in the modern world seri
ously. We have continued to _est~b
lish third- and fourth-rate seminaries 
without proximity or relation to the 
already existing great centers of 
higher education in this country. 
While most of the academic talent 
and resources are flowing to the 
state universities and to the large 
private universities, we have in effect 
declared that one can train the min
istry in our time without exposing 
them to the dialogue with the great 
issues going on in these places. So 
we have our quiet little denomina
~ional enclaves of genteel learning 
1~ which we foster just that provin
cial view of the church and its past 
that might have been radically chal
lenged in the dialogue with secular 
learning. 

There is surely some relation be
~een these two failures and another 
act: on the whole, the kind of men 
who rise professionally to the top 
are undistinguished men. These 
rnen lack an understanding of the 
real structures of our society or its 
prfblerns and they have no theologi
~ Perspective on them. It is not 
rn at t_hey are stupid or ineffective 
r:,,n; it is that they do not command 
noiect from the nation. They are 
On fllen to whom, when they speak, 
.,,,1" f~els ~e must listen because they 

1nev1tably have an authentic, 
6 

responsible word. This lesson is 
surely not lost on a man considering 
the parish ministry as a vocation. 

The churches have not taken seri
ously the high calling of the ministry, 
high not in the sense of being 'holy,' 
but high in the sense that it is a 
vocation which demands all the in
tellectual skills, imagination and 
abilities a man can muster. No one 
should think of entering it unless he 
is equipped to the teeth. 

This profession is demanding just 
because it deals with matters of life 
and death. Far more, say, than the 
teaching profession, which so many 
want to enter, the pastorate calls not 
only for a man of learning but for a 
man of action. And since this is true, 
those who love the church should 
be just those who carefully stand 
guard over its standards. They should 
be as concerned as lawyers are with 
protections against malpractice, as 
conscious as teachers are of stand
ards in the schools, as zealous as 
medical doctors are in protecting the 
quality of the profession. For the 
ministry is a profession, with profes
sional skills, and it differs from other 
professions only in that it has to do 
continually and creatively with the 
basic issues of life and death. 

But as soon as I say it that way, I 
see that we do not really believe it. 
Very few really believe that the min
istry is that important. And yet that 
is the crux of the matter, whether or 
not this is true-that we deal with 
matters of life and death-and 
whether or not we are going to act 
as if it were true. No one has articu
lated this vision more powerfully, I 
think, than Reinhold Niebuhr in his 
little diary which was published 
under the title Leaves From the Note
book of a Tamed Cynic. And since 
Niebuhr writes far more eloquently 
than I do, permit me to quote a 
passage from that book: 

A very sophisticated young man assured 
me in our discussion today (student dis
cussion at a middle western university) 
that no intelligent person would enter 
the ministry today . He was sure that the 
ministry was impossible as a vocation 
not only because too many irrationali
ties were still enmeshed with religion 

but also because there was no real op
portunity for usefulness in the church. I 
tried to enlighten this sophomoric wise 
man. 
Granted all the weaknesses of the church 
and the limitations of the ministry as a 
profession, where can one invest one's 
life where it can be made more effec
tive in as many directions? 
You can deal with children and young 
people and help them to set their life 
goals and organize their personalities 
around just and reasonable values. 
You can help the imperiled family shape 
the standards and the values by which 
the institution of family life may be 
saved and adjusted to the new condi
tions of an industrial civilization. 
You can awaken a complacent civiliza
tion to the injustices which modern 
industrialism is developing. While min
isters fail most at this point there is noth
ing to prevent a courageous man from 
making a real contribution to his society 
in this field. 
You can soften the asperities of racial 
conflict and aid the various groups of a 
polyglot to understand one another and 
themselves. 
You can direct the thoughts and the 
hopes of men to those facts and those 
truths which mitigate the cruelty of the 
natural world and give men the oppor
tunity to assert the dignity of human life 
in the face of the contempt of nature . 
You can help them to shape and to 
direct their hopes and aspirations until 
their lives are determined and molded 
by the ideal objects of their devotion. 
While it is true that magic and super
stition are still entwined, seemingly in
extricably intertwined, with the highest 
hopes and assurances of mankind, you 
may find real joy as a skillful craftsman 
in separating hopes from illusions so 
that the one need not perish with the 
other . 
Here is a task which requires the knowl
edge of a social scientist and the insi~ht 
and imagination of a poet, the executive 
talents of a businessman ::1nd the> mpnt~I 
discipline of a philosopher. Of course 
none of us meets all the demands made 
upon us. It is not easy to be all things 
to all men. Perhaps that is why people 
are so critical of us. Our task is not 
specific enough to make a h!gh de~ree 
of skill possible or to result in tangible 
and easily measured results. People can 
find fault with us easily enough and we 
have no statistics to overawe them and 
to negate their criticisms. 

Where, indeed, can a man invest 
his life effectively in so many direc
tions? That is what we need to hear 
from our recruiters and demand in 
our churches-a call to imagination 
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and idealism . But that call will be 
hollow unless together with it comes 
the challenge to accept the rigors, 
the sacrifices, which justify appealing 
to idea lism . For the needs of man in 
the modern world are so complex 
th at all of the dedication in the 
w orld will, without understanding, 
knowledge, and skill, lead only to 
m isgu ided and impotent action. The 
chi ldren of light must have the wis
d om of the children of darkness. 

How can one, for example, help 
imperiled families shape the stand
ards and values by which family life 
ca n be saved unless he understands 
what has happened to the male 
figure in American society in the last 
ha lf century and how this, in turn, 
reflects the changing demands and 
expectations for success in our cul
ture? Or unless he understands how 
the increased emancipation and edu
cation of women has led to a dis
satisfaction with their roles as wives 
and mothers? For just at that time in 
our culture in which the woman has 
had to assume the role of both father 
and mother in relation to the chil
dren, she has become so educated 
that her own expectations do not 
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permit her to be content with that 
role. Who, if not the minister, will 
be able to speak to this crisis? And 
how can he do it unless he is armed 
with a professional competence and 
authority he does not now have? 

0 R consider the role of the 
ministry in softening the as

perities of racial conflict and of aid
ing the various groups of a polyglot 
city to understand one another and 
themselves. How can a minister do 
this if he does not even understand 
the basic rudiments of his own sad 
sociological condition, the fact that 
he is the spokesman of white middle 
class America and its values? All the 
warm, sincere hearts in the world 
will not be able to act wisely in this 
situation without some deeper 
awareness of what is afoot. What 
greater proof of this do we need 
than the ministerial responses to the 
racial crises that have wracked this 
nation? The religious banalities, the 
sermons on reconciliation and 
"love" emanating from our most 
p restigious pulpits and printed in 
our newspapers reflect an abysma l 
ignorance of the dynamics of the 

racial struggle in o ur times, not 
mention an ignoranc e of the Go to 
which might illumine the bonJ:e l 
of so much of ou r white cler ge 
Some day these serm ons will prov·gyd · 
·11 . . I f , e r ustrat1on matena or some of th 
more disma l chapte rs in Ameri e 
ch urch history . can 

Or consider the role of the de 
in separating hopes from illusiorgy 
so that one need not pe rish with t~s, 
other . Actually, this is not one role 
alongside others; it is that role 
which overarches and makes sens: 
of all the others. For this is the mis
sion of the church: to distinguish 
the real from the unreal, the hope 
from the illusion enta ngled with the 
hope. The minister in our time is 
called to be an inte rpreter, an illu 
nator of the meaning of this lif 
relation to the will of God who 
ders, sustains, and ju dges us all. 
less we take this challenge 
greater seriousness th an we hith 
have, men will conti nue to pass 
profession by fo r those other pr 
sions where the standards 
equally as high and the sacrific 
time and resou rce s as great. 
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