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The year 1968 is drawing to a close. It has been a
year flagged with violence. The Negro cause was
rifled by the assassination of Martin Luther King. The
constitutional right to run for office was mortally
wounded when the sniper's first bullet struck down
Robert F. Kennedy. Minority groups flocked to Wash-
ington to resurrect their trampled liberties. Chicago
concretized Arlo Guthrie's classic complaint: “Why
do police people beat on peace people?’ The trial of
the Catonsville Nine exemplified the inherent flaw in
the great American freedom to follow one’s convic-
tions. Nine million Americans voted for George Wal-
lace, All of America watched 1968 in their living
room.

In September, 1968, College Misericordia initiated
another fall semester. The campus echoed the na-
tional temper. The culotte cause was rifled by the as-
sassination of pant-dresses. The constitutional right
to run on the grass was mortally wounded with the
first issuance from authority. Minority groups flocked
to Kennedy Loungeto resurrect their trampled liturgy.
Merrick Hall witnessed a boycott as reaction to resi-
dent students, classic complaint: **No more sit-down
dinners!”” The continuation of Faculty - Student Semi-
nars exemplified the inherent flaw in the Administra-
tion’s concept of co-operation and communication.
In a recent student poll 85% of the student body dis-
graced themselves by not voting. Hundreds of Mis-
ericordians blanked 1968 in the Snack Bar,

America views Misericordia as Misericordia views
America —neither sees the other. We elaborate on
subjects with as much relevance as culottes, expecting
to gain student power. Our work should be guided by
the sense that we may be, perhaps are, the last genera-
tion in the experiment with living,

What are the thinking forces that exist; or must
exist, to jolt usinto an awareness of our surroundings
both inside and outside the gate?

What has to happen to Misericordia to make stu-
dents realize that issues are not merely in newspapers
and magazines, and that they have a duty to them-
selves to make informed decisions, and take intelligent
stands?

What role have we ourselves to play in the making
and molding of our existence?
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Thomcls Wolfe: Wanderer in Search of Self

Elizabeth Bahl

Thomas Wolfe, twentieth century American novelist, spent
his young tumuliuous life as a man seeking reality in a
complex “new world.”” This searching and occasional
finding comprises his life’s story and is effected in his
autobiographical-fiction, the only type of fiction which, for
him, existed.

Wolfe was a wanderer, a wanderer looking for himself.
His religion was separate from that of tradition and con-
vention. His was an experience. And what he chose to
experience was the life that surrounded him. Helived in the
midst of mankind with whom he shared life and death.

Wolfe’s divergence from the stream was his role as
creator. There was instilled in him, a creative genius, an
intuition. Instilled it was: stilled it did not remain,

His genius poured forth in a period of twelve years,
1927 to 1939. Literally millions of words appeared within
the covers of massive, power-packed, and thought-provok-
ing novels. His narrations, the individuals he chose to
write about, his lyrical tone, and the prolific nature of his
works evidence a pouring forth, buf, unlike so many
contemporaries, never a spreading thin.

Wolfe was a center. About, revolved his father’s house,
his hometown, Asheville, N.C., the East, and the complex
“new world,”’ America.

Receded in his mind was a symbol of this genius, a
symbol which he may have, unconsciously and therefore
unthinkingly, experienced throughout his youth. Weathered
with age and the elements, the Angel stocod on the porch of
his father’s shop. The father burned with the desire to carve
a similar piece, but could not. Thus, creativity was
suppressed.

Wolfe learmed from this and throughout his life allowed
neither citizens of Asheville, nor friends, nor publishers to
suppress his inborn genius.

Hints of Wolfe’s genius have been compiled and put in-
{o an easily readable and revealing form.

Andrew Turnbull has transferred Wolfe’s story into a
present best seller biography, Thomas Wolife. What Turn-
bull has found in his research of documents and in inter-
views with hundreds of people, has beenhints of the human
and literary genius to which Wolfe devoted his life.

There is a unigueness to Wolfe that canbest be expressed
in his own words and the words of those, including
Maxwell Perkins, with whom he was most intimate,

Mr. Turnbull has crystallized many of these masterpieces
in his biography. During his life time, Wolfe formulated
his own definitions or negated the possibility of definition
to man, religion, life, death, and the artist's genius.

Although Wolfe's life was short, 39 years short, it was
an inteasive attempt, an urgent grasping to clutch its
essence. However successful, this attempt is enlightening for
us as readers and as partners in the unfulfillable search
for reality and truth.

Miss Bahl is a senior English major.
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Editor’s note:

Excerpts taken from Andrew Turnbull.
Thomas Wolfe; a biography. New Yorl,

Scribner’s, 1967.

Crecﬁvity

Religion

“He had once described
himself to Perkins as ‘a rell-
gious and believing person’
— not, of course, in the
orthodox sense. Like many
romantics, he belonged to a
race of lostbelievers inander-
ing the earth, the yearning
and mysticism in their work
being to some extent a reli-
gious residue. Wolfe lived in
what could be called the area
of the absence of God,
acutely feeling the lack.”

Man

**The summer in Asheville
had crystallized his view
that, in a phrase he speci-
ally liked, you can’tgo home
again: can’t go back toyour
childhood, the town of your
birth, the father you have
lost, romantic life, dreams
of fame and glory, or any
of the other ‘solacements of
time and memory.”

“His home from now on
would be the future and
the work he had carved ouwt
for himself, which he hoped
would reflect an ever-widen-
ing objectivity and a shrink-
ing self-concern. A manmay
wander the earth in search
of a father when actually
he is seeking his oimn man-
hood, waiting for the mo-
ment iwhen he becomes self-
starting, self-reliant, self-
conquering, self-governing,
becomes a man himself and
no longer needs a father.”

DDecember 1968

“Since Ben’s death thecon-
viction had grown on him
(Wolfe) that men do not es-
cape life because life is dull,
but that life escapes from
men because men are liltle.
He felt that the passions of
the play were greater than
the actors. It seemed to him
that he had never had a
great moment of living in
which he had measured up
to its fullness.”

Death

“I have a thing to tlell
you: Something has spoken
to me in the night, burning
the tapers of thewaning year;
something has spoken in the
night and told me I shall
die, I know not ivhere. Los-
ing the carth we know for
grealer knowing the life we
have for greater life, and
leaving the friends we loved
for greater loving, men find
a land more kind than home,
more large than earth.”

“Whereon the pillars of
this earth are founded, to-
ward which the spirits of the
nations drais, toward which
the conscience of the world
is tending — a windis rising,
and the rivers flow.”

Artist's Genius
and Creativity

“Being a great artist de-
pends no more on such cal-
lousness thandoes his ability
to swallow castor-oil, or
blue-point oysters, or fried
pork chops . . . You, orno
man else, can makeme «
great artist, or a second-rate
artist, or any kind of artist.
That is @ matter which was
settled in my mother’s womb
— she, whose blood fed me,
whose heartand whose brain
lighted me and gave me be-
ing. That partofourdestiny,
believe me, is fixed, and no-
thing save death or madness
can check or change it. And
worldly wisdom onlife, from
an experienced traveller, is
of no avail If thereis genius,
the thing is a marvellous in-
tuition, little dependent on
observation. If there is no
genius, I'd as soon draw
wages from one form of
hackery as another.”

[%]]



Dedicated to the 4-5 O’clock Joggers

[ came jogging up to God
nothing formal or high class
Jjust
“hl., pal”
with the rhythm of my shoes
and an invitation
in my swing
to come along with me
Pm on my way
to pick up a few more squares
and we'll form a gang
of joggers —

i came jogging up
and
then
(chang!)
ping, flowers-forth a jazz

all jogging stops
wonder-struck
i fall
a dropped-rag
cause
(NURK!)

God said

Yes!!!

Sister Mary Louise Templeton, RSM

Instress



The European Recovery Program (ERP), better known as the
Marshall Plan, today has taken on theformof a nostalgic mem-
ory for many American diplomats and foreign policy experts.
Without a second thought, history texts cover the Plan in less
than a page while devoting more space to less significant items.

The fact remains that the Marshall Plan, as formulated and
utilized by the Truman administration, was a stroke of genius.
In a few short years, it managed to stabilize the chaotic events
of post-war Europe and thereby inflict upon the Communists a
major defeat. Such accomplishments alonejustify a renewed study
of the Marshall Plan. More importantly, in light of present day
events, the United States may have toresortto a facsimile of the
Marshall Plan in rebuilding Southeast Asia once the conflict in
Vietnam is terminated. A knowledge of the formation, opera-
tion, and accomplishments of the Marshall Planis needed in this
respect. In a limited way, this article hopes to impart some in-
sight in these areas.

December 1968

Mary Ungvarsky

As acrusade againsttheterrors of Nazism and Fascism, World
War II left Europe at the brink of economic collapse and politi-
cal chaos. Poverty and hunger ravaged both the victorious and
the defeated. World-wide inflation aggravated the tenuous eco-
nomic position of Europe, making it difficult for all European
couniries to buy badly needed supplies. Low European produc-
tion helped to disrupt the European balance of trade as imports
greatly exceeded exports. Because of this unstabie economic
situation, BEurope faced political upheaval. In 1947, Greece
experienced internal Communist guerilla warfare. The discon-
tinuance of British aid to Turkey threatened to make the nation
vulnerable to Soviet aggression. All of Europe desperately
needed aid to recover its economic stability and preserve its
political integrity.

The Truman administration was very much aware of the eco-
nomic and political problems facing Europe and the threats posed
for the United States and all free governments. American aid




apd supplies had been pouring into Europe and produced no
visible signs of stabilizing the European situation. Returning
from a meeting of the Councll of Foreign Ministers on 28 April
1947, Secretary of State Marshall realized that Russia was de-
termined to stand in the way of permanent European recovery.
Marshall was convinced that a new direction would have to be
forged in American foreign policy. Piece-meal aid and sheer
military strength would not be sufficient to deter Communist ex-
pansion.

In accordance with this new insight, Secretary Marshall in-
structed George Kennan, a high ranking State Department diplo-
mat, well-versed in Soviet affairs, to head the Policy Pianning
Staff and develop a foreign policy withlong range objectives. As
a major facet of this new foreign policy the Policy Planning Staff
planted the seeds for the Marshall Plan. The Staff urged the
United States to combat Communism by restoring and main-
taining European economic stability. The role of the United States
was to be that of a mentor, guide, and financial backer. Success
depended on European initiative and willingness to cooperate.

With the issuance of the Policy Planning Staff’s report, Secre-
tary Marshall made his first pubiicmove. On5 June, 1947, in a
speech at Harvard University, Marshall provided an additional
catalyst for the formulation of an organized effort to promote
and actually carry out permanent European recovery. He reite-
rated the important points of the Policy Planning Staff's report
upon the stabilization of the economy of Europe. Significantly,
Secretary Marshall invited any country willing to cooperate,
regardiess of political ideology, to participate in an organized
European recovery program.

This set the stage for permanent European recovery from the
ravages of war. The Truman administration embarked alsoin a
new direction of foreign policy. The United States would not
dictate; it would listen. The United States would not destroy or
attack; it would restore and rebuild. All that remained was for
Europe to take the cue,

Europe responded with lightning speed. On 12 July 1947, six-
teen European nations met at Paris and formed the Committee
of European Economic Cooperation (CEEC). Unfortunately,
Russia along with its satellites did not attend the conference and
branded the Marshall Flan as an extension of Americas
imperialism and a bold affront to the national integrity of for-
eign nations. In spite of these Communist propaganda attacks,
the CEEC issued a joint report of goals to help bring about re-
covery, and submitted them to the United States for evaluation.
Among the major aims mentioned were increased production for
member nations, stabilization of internal financial situations, re-
storation of a more favorable balance of trade by increasing
European exports, and greater intra-European cooperation.

With Europe committed to a definite set of goals, the Truman
administration managed to pass the European Recovery Pro-
gram with the aid of Republican Senator Arthur Vandenburg,
set up the Economic Cooperation Administration (ECA) headed
by Paul Hoffman former President of the Studebaker Company.
ECA acted as the administrative agency for the Marshall Flan.
America had committed herseif to European recovery tothe peint
of no return.

Paralleling the formation of the ECAinthe United States, a co-
operating European agency, the Organization for European Eco-
nomic Cooperation (OEEC), was formed by the countries of the
CEEC. The ECA sent special missions to the cooperating OEEC
nations and in addition reviewed any programs proposedby the
OEEC. ECA possessed the ability to modify programsinvolving
production, investment, trade, and consumption. In all these cases,
the OEEC's advice was always sought by the ECA before any
modification of proposed programs was undertaken.

With its administrative machinery formed, European Recovery
Program funds and supplies steadily flowed into Europe in ac-
cordance with OEEC recommendations. According to the ECA
Report on Recovery Progress, program funds for the period ex-
tending from April 1948 to March 1949 amounted to $4,953,-
000,000. By December 1948 food, feed, and fertilizer procure-
ments amounted to $1,384,300,000. In order to stimulate pro-
duction, $1,038,800,000 worth of raw material and semi-finished
products were sent to Europe by December 1948, As ERP funds
poured into Europe, the OEEC managed to join the individual
programs of member countries into a joint recovery program.

Results of the efforts of the ERP became evident in a relatively
short period. Production increased considerably. ECAreported a
100% increase in steel production in Europe over a three year
period from 1946-1949. Overall agricuitural production in-
creased 25% in the one year period of 1948-1949. The results of
the Marshall Plan proved so favorable that Communist attempts
to sabotage the ERP failed.

Progress was made also in the area of European trade and co-
operation with the formulation of the Schuman Plan. This plan
called for France, Germany, Belgium, Luxembourg, the Nether-
lands, and Italy to pool the benefits of their major coal and
steel industries. This laid the basis for the European Common
Market.

The Marshall Plan continued to pump aid into Europe until
1950 to the tune of approximately $9,000,000,000, with great
results. Unfortunately, the Korean War brought the ERP to a
premature end. The Truman administration, fearing the poss-
ibility of a Russian attack on Western Europe, shifted the
emphasis of its foreign policy to aid Western Europe's defensive
rearmament. The ECA was gradually assimilated into the
Mutuai Security Agency and the Marshail Plan became a thing
of the past.

In the space of three short years, the European Recovery
Program performed miracles. Besides rebuilding European
economic stability, it confined Communism to Eastern Europe,
where by 1948 it already had a firm stronghold. Communists
could no longer count on chaos to promote their ideology. A
basis was laid also for further intra- Furopean cooperation.
European countries working together in the ERP became less
suspicious of each other and the United States.

After the end of the Vietnam Conflict, the United States may
face a similar situation consisting of economic chaos and the
threat of further Communist infiltration. As in the post World
War 1 era in Western Europe, piece-meal aid and sheer military
strength will not relieve the situation. An organized program of
recovery, similar to the Marshall Plan, will be needed in order
to prevent the under-developed nations of Asia from falling into
the Communist sphere. Once again, the United States will have to
be willing to provide a considerable amount of funds for any
such program. Along with this aid, the United States will have
to activate Asjan initiative and cooperation. The role of gulde
and mentor, not dictator, will have to be reassumed by United
States foreign poiicy.

It is not too early for American diplomats and the American
public and leaders to consider whether they wish to make the
sacrifices they once made in the name of world security in 1948.
If not, then the United States must reappraise its involvement
in Southeast Asia.

Miss Ungvarsky is a senior history major.
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who are the dead men?

Sion sinks
the mob chistles her down
for stones
sharp violent thrust bieed

to death
those words.

"Prophet, you may have visions
but
keep them
to yourself
or
we will kill you! "

the death rattle shakes the ground
lo
the temple
falls
with
each
flung

Little man you stand there
negated colors drape
a starved stripped branch
(do you symbolize our night?)
honey dripped you stand

beneath

a stone woman

whose flaming torch

(strange noone heads)
grows dim.

The Holy Ones
in long silken robes
draw near —

“Hey you, have you
torgotten Caesar?
you place laurel wreathes upon your head —

We condemn you
traitor
Judos

(YES) heretic

in Justice We cast you outf into
the darkness
gnash your teeth
We turn
We disown you
December 1968 in God's name




Yes Prophet
keep your visions to yourself
you may have them
you may cloak them
in taming images
(words are beautiful

how lovely we sound . .
i stand for Justice
i stand for Honesty —
My brothers, love one another)

but keep them — don't action them forth

you must be as us

597975

wear it proudly
{(even 4th in July
we wave our little flag
each Thanksgiving
we donate
little shoes)

be as We be as
and We will make
you our leader if
you but adore
tradition
...silence is golden . . .

or we will
crucifyo —
U—crucify
crucify all radicals!

(the eyes of the seeing are shut
the ears of the hearing are closed
and the rich buy the gospel
while the
poor
die with each
burst of flame . . )

Sister Mary Louvise Templeton, RSM




here tonight

| don't know

if he — often does this sort of thing

or what he hopes to gain by it.

What can he hope to win with honorable abstractions?
But how we take him

is another thing, and meaning more

to us since he advises

a "hopeless hope” and, having cheosen for himself,

is done with it.

But not with us.

A restless group settled in waves;

outside, a makeshift banner flapped,

puffed up with wind and pride: HERE, TONIGHT! FR. DAN BERRIGAN
And he was

Hypnotic, a smallish stick figure

with hollowed face and manner of

studied humility. How awkward we seemed that night,
cautious and reckless.

On regular school days, occupants of

a genial niche in the now

generation breathed sophistry into the air,

Because of our age,

unexpected,

| thought we'd have eagerly haloed him.

But some spent the evening neither

taking him in, nor letting him out, but keeping him
cornered in

some back street of the mind, with the poor

where he belongs. Then | suspect,

there were those who cared most for the man.

He might not have

minded that, being back from the wars,

standing cross-siraight, speaking his peace.

Theresa Kosloski
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Come late
or
. come lovely y
cross trembling-leafed valleys,

I will be
waiting
much like a lonesome cock
peeping out of wings
a little hope o

in my chirp

for you
coming late
or
trembling lovely

a little flower
in your hair
blooming
: or
whithered
a little smile on your
face
in youth’s joy
or
graced-age.

I envision it all as
1
cringe in wet-winds

¥k KKK k¥R

who would have known {
for all this -
you
had passed
me by?

Sister Mary Louise Templeton, RSM



Political Attitudes

and

At birth each individual possesses a basic personality, and it
is through the socialization process that this personality is
developed. All man’s behavior is learned; the behavior of the
individuai is not determined but merely influenced and con-
ditioned. Man has an intellect and will and operates as an
individual, but he is not distinct from his social setting. The
social setting includes the roles the individual plays, which
grant him a ""place” in society.

The stratifying of a society establishes categories or classes
with which the individual identifies. Franklin H. Giddings has
advanced a theory regarding "consciousness of kind.” Giddings
defines this term as:

. a state of consciousness in which, any being
whether low or high in the scale of life, recognizes
another being as of like mind with itself.

The sccialization process which is the means of developing
value orientations and class consciouness is the result of acting
in awareness of others and adjusting responses tothe way others
respond. This process creates a self-image, an ideal self, and an
ego. Ego satisfaction is attained through prestige, success, and
self respect. Today the creation of an ego and the satisfaction
of its needs, according to Reisman in The Lonely Crowd, re-
volves around the peer group. Hollingshead in his study Elms.
fown Youth, found most primary associations of parents and
youth were with people of the same social class. People today
lock to their contemporaries for guidance and directions, mod-
ern man values most the judgment of others. Reisman states:

The other-directed man is socialized by the peer
group, his behavior is guided by cues taking in
particular situations, the psychological mechanism
of conformity is anxiety, the ultimate evil is being
unloved and unapproved, the life style of the other-
directed man ls politically manipulative, and con-
sumption oriented.

Kahl, a sociologist at Washington University, in The American

Class Structure states that class consciouness and value orienta-
tions are of greatimportance for understanding political attitudes.

December 1968

Social Class

Elaine Fitzpatrick
Krech in Individual in Society, has defined an attitude as a:

. systemn composed of cognitions, feelings and
aclion tendencies. Attitudes are formed in the pro-
cess of want satisfaction, information to which the
individual is exposed, group affiliations and
attitudes are a reflection of personality.

Values, sources of information, and group affiliations are
principally determined by the social position held by the individ-
ual. Professor Richard Centers, University of California states:

a person’s status and role with respect to
economic processes of society imposes upon him
certain attitudes, values and interests relating to his
role and status in the political and economic sphere.

Cottell and Eberhart, social psychologists, attempted to find
something about the sources of information regarding the atomic
bomb. The findings showed that the number of sources of in-
formation a person had was closely related to his education
and income, which are two variabies used to establish ciass.
Further study by other social psychologists have shown that a
lack of relevant facts and conflicting facts provided for the
individual, creates an opportunity to invent, and distort the
issues to the extent that they arecongruent with attitudes already
established.

Campbell, Gurin, and Miller, members of the staff of Survey
Research Center of the University of Michigan, “sought to
determine extent of homogeneity of political attitudes in three
significant primary groups.’” In post election interviews, parti-
cipants were asked how their friends, spouses or families and
work associates voted. The resuits showed the homogeneity of
political behavior within these groups was high.

The secondary needs of man are psychological and include
need for recognition, response, and security. These needs plus
the other-directedness of modern man makes him susceptible to
the group influence, which create and limit the experiences for
the individual out of which his information, feelings, and action
tendencies begin to organize into attitudes. The individual in
judging an issue will act in total and view the object as an aid
or a threat, and take the course of action necessary to preserve
his identity, and insure his security.

Miss Fitzpatrick received her B. A. in Sociclogy from Misericordia in 1968.
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One Thirty-five a.m.

I 5

In anger you aim your silence
or your logic —

. as deadly both.

And I in a stupor,

stand soundless

as you sitrike.

Somehoi your ieakness becomes
my sin, and I feel the need

to beg forgiveness of your
impeccable, rational

constancy . . .

>

é A blight on your damned constancy!
4 Agnes Toloczko
Amacide '
i L
N
Should lovers please miladies

To send themselves to Hadles
Let education do it

And sigh no more sweet lady and no more
When mind-of-man is tame

(When everything’s the same)
Psychosis seems the fashion

Sighing more and more

Breath wasted ruins the Plan
Gaze on immortal man
Then pine no more my sweetie

And ponder madness more

Dissipated gladness

Rememb’ring moment's sadness

The slamming of a Door

Affair to feel no more

To jump, to swim, to hang bare

(Such thoughis to give sieet pang there!)

To stab, to etherize to sleep —

Perchance to dream no more.

Donna Einhorn
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Someonets Wikt Ouer Me

It was so easy to leave Cincinnati, two stops before my tour
was finished, that I cried many of the miies to Newark. I was
nineteen, a giacometti figure bundled in thick things against the
Midwestern wind, and running scared. You know how nineteen
is — shy, but not shy, because it’s so easy to be sure and it’s
one or the other every minute.

During that ride East there were marvels and demons all
around me; it was easy to be properly melodramatic. I left
early. The day was tones of gray; it was perfect. To warm my-
self, I tried to remember good things about the trip, but all that
plumed up in my mind’s eye was a fusion of pale faces — my
audiences, never more than fifty or so, wintered white faces on
see-through shadow bodies, whose eyes I could never under-
stand in the dark — and Frank’s phone calls, early in the tour.

**Look, doll,” he phoned me in Pittsburgh tosay, **The trouble
is, you don’t look the way you sound. Your songs — listen,
doll. Your songs have an image you gave them when you
wrote them, but you don't have the same image on stage.
They're strong stuff, solid. You sit there up to your chin in
wool and mohair, shrinking into it, you just don’t look — well,
you should look outraged, doll. Dynamic.”

“Frank, it’s hard to feel dynamic on a drafty stage facing an
audience of thirty or less,”

“*But, doll, you’re not even getting across to them.”

So when 1 left Cincinnati — no one could possibly care that I
was skipping two dates; no one, [ realized, except Frank, and to
hell with him and his bank account. Nineteen is bravado. — 1
went first to Newark, an icy river away from Frank, a comfort-
able gap.

One of my personal marvels on the ride East was that I was
leaving, or more precisely, not even going back. [ was skipping
out — a luxurious thing people in art films might do. Looking
around at the other passengers to see if any of them looked as
melodramatic as I expected I did, I faced one of my demons —
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across the aisle, a gray-eyed girl ingreenwho looked like Ellen.
And then she didn’t look like Ellen, Curved around my guitar
like a lover or one in pain, I tried to ignore her while hot tears
seemed suddenly to be running down the inside of my face.

Later she came over and touched my shoulder, asking, *Are
you all right? Could I get something for you?' She didn’t say
my name . . . . I looked up into the rainwater eyes — how
perfect — and said, It is you.” She sat down. The tears had
evaporated; my eyes scratched in their sockets as they watched
her weariness. It would be absurd to have the usual conversa-
tion, the round of lies and quasi-cares: How are you? Fine, and
you? Pretty well — car’t complain. Instead 1 said, “Have you
been working?*

“I've been writing. Not too brilliantly, I might add.”

What I remembered as a charming ruefulness in Ellen was
replaced by a touch of bitterness. It didn’t seem cruel to ask,
"Selling anything?’

There was a peculiar pause after which Ellen said, **Buying
anything?’ And that to me seemed cruel. How could she know?
In retaliation I asked her if Ben was going to meet her at the
station.

“No, he’s meeting you, isn’t he?’

How had she known? 1 faltered. "1 - I'm not sure.”” The
tears seemed to be starting up again and someone inside me
was screaming, Where is she coming from? Where is she going?
like a nursery rhyme refrainn. When Ellen covered her eyes
with aching hands, her voice vibrated through the chamber of
them: '“Was it very bad? Ben will help you get over it. He
knows how bad a first tour canbe.”” Her shoulders lifted and the
hands came away from the face like doors opening wide. The
breath in her throat struck a rhythm, "“They’re the only ones
he’s ever been on.”

Another pause. Pennsylvania, a metallic blue streak, grated
past the train. "What do you mean?’ I whispered. 1 imagined
Pittsburgh somewhere at the other end of the blue streak, a
billowing , blowing break in the trail, and thought of Frank.
Frank was definitely not understanding about first tours. Not
listening to Ellen's answer, I began to be eager for Ben’s con-
solation and shivered, not knowing whether it was from cold or
fear or eagerness.

“You’li see,” Ellen was saying, ‘'when you meet Ben. Get to
know him again. How long has it been since you've seen him?”’
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*“I saw Ben — just before 1 left for Chicago. Six weeks . . .

It’ll be good for you to see him again.”

1 saw him six weeks ago.”” My voice was rising, I left the
same day you did.”

For a long time then there was silence, the silence of a train
rushing through a night. Blue sounds caught at the windows,
at my shoulders, my hands. The blues and the lights were
reflected in Ellen’s eyes. She hummed heavily. In a movie I
might have picked up my guitar and played the appropriate
chords. Instead I sat stili and white and tried to sort things out:
I supposed I was crying, but stopped when I realized that
Ellen should be erying. Nineteen is so dogmatic.

After a while, the blue cleared, the lights faded, and | was
beginning to feel real again. It was an odd feeling; it hadn’t
happened for six weeks. [ knew from the feverish roughness of
my cheeks that it wouldn’t iast. Until it passed, I thought of
Frank in New York. By now he would have gotien several
phone caiis. He might be hunched over the phone at that mo-
ment, breathing back at an irate calier who left him no room
for words, or sitting back in his chair that way he did when
he slid his hand up over the arch of eyebrows and the dome of
forehead, closing his eyes in slow motion, as if somehow his
fingers moved the lids.

1 never said another word to Elien, but she talked. She told
me how it would be in Newark. “Ben will be there, a little
bent over the way he is, leaning over his cigarette. His hair
will look gray in the light — you’ll be startled at that — and
there'll be shadows around his eyes and mouth., He’ll take you
— he’ll take you to the American Hotel and get you a room on
the fourth fioor. That's for folksingers. The third is for jazz
musicians, the second is for — God, I don't know, but Ben will
be on the fifth where he has a room with a skylight — the only
one in the house, | think — with a table set up under the light
and his typewriter set up on the table. . . He'll write songs for
you and come down evenings with his guitar. It won’t be long,
Meg. It might be years, but it won't be long.”

I didn't understand, I wanted to ask a thousand questions,
but I couldn’t speak. The train junged into the cavern of Penn
Station. Getting off, | thought for a minute of how | looked to
Ellen, if she was watching, as [ dissolved into the amber
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shadows. | wondered if now she was crying, if she had ever
cried. * BBen will help vou get over ™

He was there, a long gray figure with paie hair whose cheek
and hands were cool on mine. “You don’t look well, Meg.”
There was blinding lights, no crowds, but groups of people
getting in our way, in the lobby an assembly of Puerto Ricans
around a small loose woman whose mouth moved, though 1
heard nothing; it was so difficult to tell if she was speaking.
Outside it was beginning to rain and West Market Street was a
cottony blur in the mist. When we werein the car I tried to clear
a space in my head for Ben's voice, or even mine — we were
both so silent among the muffled city noises. I thought of asking
him to stop so I could call Frank to tell him I was all right,
but it hardly mattered. Frank would only ask if I had money
to make up for the stops I canceled.

“Ben, | broke two dates,” 1 said when Frank’'s voice had
stolen into the place I'd saved for Ben'’s.

“Was it very bad?”’

Was it very bad?¢ Did they have to talk alike?

“It was ghastly, but the worst part, Ben. . . The worst part
was just now, on the train.”

“What do you mean? Somebody get nasty?”’

**No, nothing like that. I — I think | saw Ellen. | talked to
her.”” He said nothing. I watched his profile alternately glow
and gray as we passed bars and storefronts on Ferry Street.
**Have you heard from her since — since we left?””

He shook his head briefly, as if he were giving me only half
an answer and saving the rest for later. I asked where he was
taking me and, when he said the American, if he was still staying
there, ““The fifth floor?" He turned one dark eye to me: “You
did see Ellen.”” I wanted to say something that would make
the smooth planes of his face shatter. "Why did she leave you?”
1 asked, and he answered too quickly, ““She got tired of her
life here.”

“Got tired of it? That’s ail? She just ran out on it when things
got dull?”

It wasn’t just that. There musthavebeena thousand reasons.
We can’t ever really tell, can we, why we do things.”

“Do you miss her?"”

The curving gray shape of his cheek heaved a little. “You just
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did the same thing to Frank. Does he miss you?”

The car throbbed then with silence. I slumped miserably in
my seat, not understanding any of it, wondering why crucial
conversations were always punctuated with silences that did
nothing for them either way, and crucial questions always
answered with questions. The Ironbound district, packed on
either side of us with dim brick buildings, dripped with more
silence. In the vacuum the rain and the sounds of the car and
our breathing crescendoed, and then came my weary child’s
question, the necessary one: "Then why do you want to take
care of me?”

“Because,” I thought I heard Ben say, *“you need someone to
help youw.” Then we were at the American and I felt myself
letting go into another rush of lights and voices.

1 realized later that I was quite sick. Much of my arrival in
Newark was a blur of rainy images, I tried to remember im-
portant things — if I had seen Ellen, what I'd told Ben about
it, what I had planned to say to Frank. None of my memories
fit together . . . Elien had said some things that were important,
I was sure, but their substance was a blur, a cozy blur. My
eves were so tired of gray, I ¢closed them and watched black for
many days.

I stayed at the American until I was well again, weighted
down at the bottom of a dark, steep room by quilts and, later,
the New York Times. All the shadows of Penn Station, of count-
less clubs and college anditoriums were regathered in my room.
Someone cut through them every afternoon to feed me tea and
oranges, and in the evenings, soup with bread — sickroom food
that kept me light-headed and hollow-hearted. After I guessed it
was Ben's shadowy comings and goings that pulled me along
there was less of a hollow, in spite of whatever Ellen had said.
What did she know?

Ben and I never talked, but I rescued something from every
day to tell him later on. One day I noticed liquid sunlight spill-
ing into the room and took it for a good sign. Doubting I had
ever talked with Ellen, I began to prepare for the vision of Ben
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when we would meet consciously face to face over the tea some
afterncon.

He never came, but I did have one caller, the manager of the
American. A tall man with black eyes and black fingernails,
he came late one morning to ask if I would be checking out the
next day.

**Checking out? Well, no — wehad planned to stay a whiie.”

He stood morbidly stiil in a dusty shadow and said, ““The
maximum is seven days, miss, unless you have a long engage-
ment and check in as a boarder.”

*“Well, yes. I — didn’t Ben — didn’t anyone arrange that for
me?”’

“No, miss.”” We both moved a little in surprise and sunlight
flooded my eyes and faceted his. “Fellow just checked you in
and left. Same day, I think. Asked specially for a room on
this floor. You are a folksinger?”

“*Yes. He left? He moved out?”

“Paid no bills for the nine days you been here, miss. This is
a good room. A goodone.’’ Hegestured at the pale light among
the shadows, moving again into the darkness. In another kind
of letting go I fell back below the sun line.

*‘I’ve been here nine days.”

*“Yes, miss. Checking out tomorrow?”’ He moved to the door,
a graying figure among phantoms, and [ heard myseif say,
*“Yes, tomorrow. Early.”

The next morning I simply got up and dressed in the silver
sunlight, clouding the light with the dust of my moving, and
left the American. As I crossed Avenue C, someone from a
second floor window waved and called, **Come back soon — I
bring you more oranges,” but by then it was easy to walk
away coolly without tears. At least someone at the American
had watched over me; some eyes had understood mine in the
darkness — that was good to know. Nineteen is grateful, but I
never went back there, not even when Frank booked me into a
long engagement and I could have checked in as a boarder.
The halls there are too easily haunted.
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. . . Let the word go forth from this time and place, to
friend and foe alike, that the torch has been passed to
a new generation of Americans — born in this century,
tempered by war, disciplined by a hard and bitter peace,
proud of our ancient heritage. . .

John F. Kennedy,
Inaugural Address
January 20, 1961




Fie Smooth Stones is the title of a novel condemned firmly
but courteously by the majority of professional critics. Frue
Smooth Stones 1s a novel which was, for me, one of the most
exciting and rewarding reading experiences | have yetencounter-
ed. What the critics deplored, I applauded. What they labeled
as ‘“‘ambitious, achingly overwritten’”, | would describe as
unpretentious, achingly true to life. Wherein lies the difference
of judgments? Is it simply the difference of a more or less
trained response? Or is it perhaps the difference in the degree
to which training has repiaced response?

Certainly Ann Fairbairn’s Free Smwooth Stones heralds no
new era in literature, as it neither gives birth to nor sounds
the death knell of any symbeol, approach, system or attitude. In
fact, the author appears somewhat ignorant of the atmosphere
of today's literature when she presents her main characters as
bona-fide, flesh and blood heroes who symbolize nothing beyond
themselves. And, although she addresses herseif to an extremely
crucial and contemporary issue — racial injustice — she exhibits
no acquaintance with contemporary psychological and socio-
logical theory-toois that the issue has spawned. Ann Fairbairn
portrays what she feels and knows, not what she has learned.
As a result, the peopie she creates (for they are people rather
than characters) are recognizable in their unique and united
selves and, as such self-possessing pecple, demand of the reader
the response of recognition.

The critics, however, deny Ann Fairbairn and her people that
response, substihiting comparison, evaluation and judgment of
her skill for identification with her peopie’s reality. The substitu-
tion is lamentable, for it indicates a situation which is lament-
able — the all-too-commeon situation in which literature’s critical
theory-tools have come to replace rather than to qualify the
trained reader’s response. Proposed by their ‘originators’ as
guides rather than guards, critical theories and techniques have
been gratefully seized by less original ‘authorities’ who have
transformed what was an insight into a ‘view’, what was a
suggested approach into a structured procedure, what was an
indication of worth into a graduated scale of merit. What re-
presented a heightened artistic awareness they translated into
steady critical blindness. As heirs and success@s to innovation,
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they seem to have elected to preserve instance and application
rather then insight and attitude. Oblivious to the instinctive
human awareness of their predecessors, they cannot help but
remain impassive to a kindred awareness in awork of literature
and, by their inability to recognize and respond to it, the critics
summarily reject that awareness and refuse it a place in their
value system. The specific rejection of the awareness in Five
Smooth Stones is probably of littie literary significance but the
underlying cause of the rejection — the substitution of rules for
reaction — is of tremendous import to the supposed beneficiary
of all criticial activity, the trained reader.

By reader I refer to that member of the Average American
strata who regards a book not as a fount of enlightenment,
nor as a means to better social standing, nor as an unavoidable
educational iil, but as a source of stimulating and enjoyabie
satisfaction that is usually, for him, inexplicable. Such a reader
brings to a literary work only his desire to be satisfied, to be
‘gripped’ or ‘enchanted’ or ‘awed’ by the author’s offering. This
reader’s willingness to identify and appreciate sets him apart
from the trained reader, who cannot remain satisfied with
simple enjoyment but must have a more factual understanding
of why he enjoys.

In pursuit of this understanding, the trained reader travels
farther and farther from the actual reading experience until he
enters a state in which Literature exists without reference to or
need of books and authors. Literature becomes an abstracted
entity sufficient unto itself and unto the critic. Citizen-critics of
the state of Literature contemplate their extracted subject and
postulate its nature, function, form, value and use.

Such removed and withdrawn intellectual activity is, of course,
of tremendous value to the critic who returns from the state to
the experience, for it cannot but help to deepen his personal and
public response. It seems, however, that few arewilling to return
as the majority see the attainment of the abstracted state as final
fulfiliment rather than as temporary detour, opting for the
abstract in place of the experience. These who choose to remain
in the reaim of the unreal and unattached perform their duty as
critics in a manner that smacks of prophetic revelation. Mediators
between the god of their state and the mortals writing and read-
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ing below, they issue periodic prociamations on the worth of the
literary offerings and the degree to which these offering appease
the demands ofthe god, Literature. Certainly, a handful of Stosies
could not please a god.

Of what value is such critical activity to the untrained reader
for whom, initially, literature exists? Where are the benefits he is
supposed to reap from his acquaintance with the critics if the
critics inform him that his ability to mereiy respond to his
reading experience is not enough, is, in fact, deceptive? How can
a system that dismisses the sincerity of the reader response be
justified without admitting that true Literature iies beyond the
grasp of the majority of the public for whom it came into
existence and without whom it has no reason for existence?

The paradox could be dismissed as a probiem of semantics
did it not reflect and even reproduce the situation encountered
by the untrained in other realms of experience.

This situation I would describe as the forced fragmentation of
man and its result, I would say, isman’s inability to respond to
the experience of‘self,

The discomfort of the untrained reader in the presence of the
trained critic is an outgrowth of the discomfort of the ‘unknow-
ing’ man who must live in a world shaped by "he who knows’,
the ‘he’ being variously the philosopher, the psychologist, the
historian, the economist, the socioiogist, the scientist As the
critics dismember the literary experience in search of under-
standing, these varied experts systematically dismember man
in an effort to grasp the facts of his being, to understand the
why of him. And, just as the critic’s dogmatic proclamation
leaves the reader with a confused, apologetic feeling of having
“missed the meaning” of his reading experience, the expert’s
confident findings leave the day-to-day man in the same posture
of humble apology, assuming that somehow he has “‘missed
the meaning” of his own living experience. Unfamiliar with the
method and value of the ever-increasing body of expert-decrees
and therefore unable to place them in a proper perspective, the
isolated man is forced to retreat from his once-spontaneous ‘I
am’ to a faltering and unsure ] am oniy’. The abundance of
new words and theories used to define and evaluate his every
activity has confused and displaced him to the point where he
seeks in these theory-tools the definition of his identity. Greeted
on all sides by what he interprets as evidence of his unknowing
state, he looks to the ‘he who knows' to fill the void. Just as
the untrained reader, (if he accepts the word of the 'he who
knows’ in literature) finds his sincere response to reading in-
adequate, the ‘unknowing’ man finds his response to himself
lacking in knowledgeabie expianation and therefore deems it
invalid. In his supposed state of ignorance, he accepts as valid
and knowledgeable only the proclamations of the experts,

But, unknown to him, that which he seeks from the experts,
and which the experts themseives seek, is the very thing he has
refused to yield to them. Unconsciously managing to stay one
step ahead of the probers, he has succeeded in keeping his
secret of self — the basic why of his being — a mystery to which
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the experts can find no solution or explanation. That which he
sees as a volid of valid knowledge, the experts seek as the basis
of knowledge.

It is ironic that in their efforts to isolate and commit to defini-
tion this mystery-secret, the experts have sointimidated and awed
the guardian of the secret that he has forgotten its existence. In
dutifully trying to assimilate the bombarding complexities that
the experts offer, the "'unknowing” man has obscured his principle
of unity and lost the awareness of his self-simplicity — the very
principle and awareness that the experts seek to identify. As the
critic, in seeking an understanding of a satisfying experience
divorce themselves from the experience and forget the satisfaction,
so the expert, in seeking an understanding of the living exper-
ience, loses sight of the experience and itslife. Just as the reader
is made to know the inadequacy of the satisfaction that was
once the critic’s, the man is made to forget the secret which the
expert seeks. Theories, systems, facts and figures have crowded
him until he has felt compelled to become the fragments of
himself that he has allowed to be isolated for study. His inborn
simplicity has been replaced by expert-terms describing his
complexity and, because he has not worded his self-secret, lie
has no weapon with which to challenge the threat of termed
existence and must, he feels, submit to its conclusions and
boundaries. Instead of rejoicing in and reiying on the world-
lessness of his why, he (accepting the supremacy of the experts)
patiently awaits the announcement of the word which will define
it.

The solution to the problem facing the ‘untrained’ would be
simple if the "untrained’ were aware that the problem exists, if
they were able to recognize the paradox and alleviate their
discomfort with the knowledge that the gap between themselves
and the experts is not a gap necessarily created by their own
ignorance and inability to comprehend, if they were able to
accept the experi’s edicts as attempis rather than answers, if
they were to be made conscious of the fact that it is their fune-
tion to judge the findings of experts and assign them their
appropriate value. But the untrained are not aware and are
uncomfortable. They cannot assume their proper role of judge
because they have not realized that they are the answer.

Should the reader be willing to risk the dispieasure of the
critics and the Average Man that of theexperts, I would suggest
that he read and consider himself in the light of the passage
which Ann Fairbairn quotes as an introduction to her novel:

And Saul armed David with his armour, and he
put an helmet of brass upon his head; also he
armed him with a coat of mail. And David girded
his sword upon his armour, and he assayed to go
. . . And David said unto Saul, I cannot go with
these; for I have not proved them. And David
put them off him.

I Samuel 17: 38-39

Miss McGeehin is a senior English major.
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A young man saw visions,
while the old men’s dreams
were stale.

Hands were forming rigid folds
and wine soaked the land
crumbled grapes
squashed down in streets
revealed in flares.

visions grow
some escape the womb
and take birth
boneblood wards
ready to evolve and mature
and

be.
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(old men puff on pipes
and twirl lacy silk
scatter a few crumbs
to the black-birds
plucked-birds
dirty-birds
park-children whose wings
never take flight

because they never grow. ..

. ... the vision grew

the boy-man spoke
and the ears of the deaf were open
Hope took form in the eyes of the poor
the black grew out of the land
and stood tall

and
young men saw visions,
wiser men dreamed dreams;
action bleached the land.

the vision sparked
sprang
and
the old men jumped — scared
grabbed their
iewels and ran!ll

... then stopped, relief
molding in
for

the vision glared
too bright
too fast
foo soon —

It stopped.

foday a meteor streaks the sky
and
a wet shroud drapes
the earth

The world:
a Rachel weeping at her
empty womb.

Sister Mary Louise Templeton, RSM
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Unwombed

I am wombed with your love
Tied to you securely I am fed
with your food
You speak to me
and I listen
(I don’t yet
understand)
You sing a song
and, I close my eyes
cradled in your care.
But one day, I will put on the new man
I will be called forth
unwombed
born into darkness
Florescent
witnessing that love
I vl step forth
your son -
First weaned I will
gradually walk
gradually speak
your words
incoherent at first
they will grow
men will stop
to hear
men il be

unwombed info light

By and by words will whisper

in flickering corners

how striking
the son
how like his father
he resembles him so
(whisper it)
yes,
he resembles him so.

Sr. Mary Louise Templeton, RSM
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THE NEGRO NOVELIST:

HIS
SEARCH
FOR

FREEDOM
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The emergence of the Negro novel to a position of prominence
in literature demands a new freedom for the Negro novelist. The
conflicting loyalites of race and art have alwaysbeen a problem
for the Negro novelist. Seeking tobe aspokesman for his people
he is torn by his similar desire to be accepted as an artist.

The problem has shifted from concern with the writer himself
to the area of subject material he chooses. Paradoxically he is
asked to center his energy on racial protest and ignore it; to
study individual distinctive qualities of the Negro and ignore
the components of Negro life. His work as an artist and the
aesthetic value of his subject matter have been obscured.

Choice of subject matter for the Negre novelist includes a
consideration of two schools of thought, the traditional and
the modern. According to the traditional view the Negro writer
must use his art as a weapon. The freedom of the Negro as
novelist is not considered as separate from the freedom of the
Negro race as a whole. The social struggle should be the
subject of his art and his race’s battle won through his art.

The traditional camp is divided within itself on the guestion of
approach. One faction holds that social propaganda be incorpo-
rated into the novel subtly, perhaps through the use of symbol-
ism. A second group argues thatthe range of social propaganda,
of protest, needs to be augmented. It is the belief of this group
that struggle, protest, and conflict carry within themselves univer-
sality. Relying on the theory that the Negro struggle has become
an epic in American literature and that the Negro battle is just
a part of a universal struggle against American imperialism,
the proponents of this fraditional camp assign the Negro novelist
the task of producing true universality. The novelist can achieve
such a state by using his art as the mediator between Negro
nationalism and class consciousness.

Art, however, must be considered as distinct from politics if
the Negro artist is to grow. He must recognize the fact that the
separation between black and white exists inreality not in books
and it is the responsibility of politics, of reality, to dissolve the
color line. The job of the artist is to develop his vision and
ability to reveal what he sees to mankind.

The second school of thought maintains that the Negro novel-
ist merely segregates himself and his race by writing about
Negro life. Freedom lies outside the ghetto, therefore, novelists
should write about life outside the ghetto, about whites. The
essence of the theory is that the novelist must escape from the
ghetto, it not in reality, then perhaps throughhis art. Contradic-
tions exist within the theory itself. The Negro novelist wishes
to be free but there is no freedom for him if he cannot write
about Negro life. By fleeing the ghetto and reality he relin-
quishes his right to interpret the happenings of Negro life.
Ignoring and avoiding race is not leading and cannot lead
to freedom for the Negro novelist.

The ghetto approach is basically similar to the traditional
art-as-weapon theory. Both are centered around politics rather
than aesthetics. If the Negro novelist is to achieve freedom he
must free himself from the politics of racial strategy.



The problem confronting the Negro novelist then is to create
art-centered Negro literature. The solution to his problem lies in
finding a balance or medium betweenthe traditional and modern
theories of freedom. The Negro novelist, as all novelists, is
directed to subject material through literary standards. Once
these standards have been established for all novelists, the more
particular area of the Negro novelist will fall into place.

Distance and immediacy are two of the most basic require-
ments in the writing of any novel. Distance allows the author to
move from the particular to the universal. Immediacy allows
him to create an illusion of reality. By use of theme and ap-
proach the author can produce some distinction between the
universal and the particular. Theme is an abstract concept and
is developed by the author’s choice of approach. The approach
usually arises from the author’s familiarity with a particular
aspect of life. For the Negro novelist this would naturally lead
to Negro life. His writing about Negro life does not then derive
from misplaced loyalties or need for racial propagandabut from
knowledge of something experienced.

The problem of race is not taboo for the Negro novelist.
The choice of race as subject for his work is purely his artistic
decision. Once he has chosen this course, however, he must
temper it with art Racial conflict cannot be excluded from any
work in which race is treated. It is the novelist’s duty to put the
conflict in proper perspective. Racial conflict may be used in
connection with the protagonist to indicate its effect on his
personality or it may be expanded to include the dilemma of
ali mankind in dealing with all races. On the other hand, the
Negro novelist may choose not to use racism in his novels and
may then consider some other aspect of his protagonist’s life.

There is no reason why the Negro novelist should not attempt
“white life"’ as his subject matter. Of course, this may seem con-
tradictory to the fact that the author write about what he knows
best, what he has experienced. However, before attempting a
novel concerning whites the Negro must acquire a knowledge of
their life. As the color line is lowered and barriers removed, the
Negro will find his experiences with whites greater in number
and degree and will be able to write about his experiences more
effectively. To produce an imaginary concept or interpretation
of whites, the Negro must begin slowly, learning what he can
about whites, their culture, habits and customs. He must then
write his story when it is timely using proper perspective in
placing whites in his story. The same holds true for the white
author writing about Negroes.

The protest novel and the white novel then, can be used
effectively by Negro authors in many situations. It is a matter
of artistic selection of material, timing and appropriateness that
will determine the success of the novel.

Once the Negro author has overcome the barriers of racial
conflict and the use of white characters in his novel, there will
be a greater freedom for him to write in many other areas. The
Negro author is still bound to the rubrics of culture in the
South, to his fear of defying Puritanism and certain misconstrued
conventions involving race respectability. The key to the Negro
novelist’s freedom lies in his ability to recognize that all human
beings are, essentially and basically, humans and ail other
characteristics vary. Once this barrier has been broken the
Negro will be able to write about himself, his race, its pecul-
iarities and perhaps even begin to explain the divisions which
exist within his own race as in all others.

Negro authors who are presently breaking these barriers and
achieving some measure of freedom for their art are an indica-
tion of the Negro-centered art which may one day give us a
more objective view of contemporary life generally and more
importantly, a view of Negro life and experience.

Miss Bedrin is a senior English major.
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Tell Me How Long the Train’s Been Gone, James Bald-
win, Dial Publications, 1968, $5.95.

In a year that witnessed the murder of Martin Luther King,
the riots following his death, the emergence of Biack Power
groups, the Kerner report, and countless discussions and
specials on Black America, James Baldwin’s most recent novel
seems remarkably insignificant.

Tell Me How Long the Train's Been Gone is the story of Lee
Proudhammer, a Negro actor. After he suffers a heart attack,
Proudhammer reviews his life, Baldwin uses a series of flash-
backs to accomplish the narrative of Proudhammer’s journey

from Harlem, to the Village, to the experimental stage, to the
Big Time.

Perhaps the finest section of the book is Lee’s recollection of
his childhood in Harlem. Recapturing some of the autobio-
graphical quality of Go Tell It On The Mountain, Baldwin is
able to picture the horrors of Harlem with childlike objectivity.
There is little sermonizing or editorializing in these chapters of
the book. Consequently, the impact on thereaderis much sharp-
er than that created by later sections of the novel.

The characterizations in these early chapters are also far
better than those that appear later in the book. Caleb, Lee’s
older and somewhat idolized brother, is a real influence on the
child Lee. Their father, a black-skinned man from Barbados,
who tells Lee that he is a descendent of kings, and their mother,
a light-skinned beautiful woman from New Orleans, are also
very real people in these pages. Later Caleb, who becomes a
minister (without much justification in the context of the book)
and Mr. and Mrs. Proudhammer are reduced to somewhat
shadewy stereotypes.

The pocrest characterization in the book is Barbara, a white
actress from Kentucky. Her career parallels Lee’s and they
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Tell Me How Long The Train’s Been Gone

remain lovers throughout the book. Their love affair is disap-
proved by both Barbara's and Lee’s families. While their
relationship could have been the most powerful in the book, it
quickly diminishes into a series of somewhat trite events. Again
Baldwin fails to develop his character beyond young adulthood.
Barbara, like Caleb and Lee himself, becomes merely a vehicle
for the author’s editorial comments.

‘The imagery in Tell Me How Long the Train's Been Gone
falls to increase the novel's literary merit. Baldwin substitutes
violent language for genuine passion. The abundance of vulgar-
ity so numbs the reader that it loses all effectiveness. As with
plot and characterization, the best imagery occursinthe chapters
about Lee’s childhood.

Tell Me How Long the Train’s Been (Gone is not one of
James Baldwin’s better works. The author appears unable to
approach the role of a black artist in America with objectivity.
The scars of his own struggle have not yet healed. Rather than
bare them, he cloaks them in conventional characters and
situations. However, Baldwin has reached an artistic and per-
sonal maturity that allows him to reflect onhis childhood exper-
iences in Harlem.

1 feel it is this mature reflection that makes the beginning
chapters of the novel so superior to the later chapters. Perhaps
if Baldwin were to write Tell Me How Long the Train's Been
Gone twenty years from now, he would be able to create the
adult Negro with the same artistry as he created Go Tell It on
the Mourntain and, to a lesser degree, the account of Lee Proud-
hammer’s childhood.

Mary Grace Duffy

Aliss Duffy is a senior English major.
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The Chosen;, Chaim Potok, Fawcett Publications, 1968,
95 cents.

To Brooklyn with Love, Gerald Green, Trident Press,
1968, $5.95.

Contemporary Jewish-American writers have made a contri-
bution to American fiction that should not be overlooked. Until
recently, the Jewish novel was one of immigration, absorption,
intermarriage or attendant conflicts within families. Both the
books and their reviews were considered special — on a level
with books on antique paperweights, Armenian grammer, fox
hunting and the cultivation of prize-winning herb gardens.

However, the past twenty years have seen the production of
novels by and about Jews become an important literary phe-
nomenon. The two thousand years of exile in the Jewish past
provide a range and intensity of human experience of incredible
richness upon which they can draw.

In our academic community there is a definite need to come to
grips with what might be called the *‘Jewish experience” and the
questions of traditions it entails. Two recent novels, Chaim
Potok’'s The Chosen and Gerald Green’s To Brooklyn with
Love, offer “‘goy” readers an almost painless lesson in Jewish-
American culture. Both are set in Brooklyn and based on the
lives of intellectually gifted adolescents and their relationships
with their fathers. However, differences do exist, namely in the
importance placed on the Jewish reiigion in the
characters, and in the historical backgrounds (the 40’s in the
first and the depression years in the second).

The survival of Judaism is thecentralquestionin The Chosen,
whether it shall remain static in its superstition and mysticism
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or whether it shall convey the message of the secular Jew as the
prophet of gentleness and understanding.

It is difficult to imagine a story about good boys being even
slightly interesting, but the warmth and earnestness of Potok’s
style make it interesting and credible. Daniel Saundersis the son
of a Hasidic rabbi; Reuven Malter is the son of a **Scientific”
Talmudic scholar. The two clash on a softball field during a
game between their rival yeshivas ‘‘to show the gentile world
that yeshiva students are as physically fit, despite their long
hours of study, as any other American students.” Charged with
hatred at the outset, the boys later become fast friends; but only
after Reuven finds himself able to forgive Danny for the brush
with blindness he suffered when Danny’s softbali pitch hit
Reuven’s giasses and set a fragment of the lens into his eye.

He comes to understand the pressures Danny is under — his
father’s authoritarian distance and remoteness and the tug of
secular studies. Reb Saunders’ siience, actually imposed on his
son to save him from pride of his superior intellect, is a source
of genuine pain for Danny. In addition, he is subjected weekly
te a grueling discussion session with his father (the only time
the silence is broken) concerning passages of Talmud before the
entire Orthodox congregation of Williamsburg. These old-timers
have nothing to cling to but the forms of their discourse and the
creaking remains of an eviscerated tradition, and they take a
strange pleasure in watching Reb Saunders put their future
tzaddil: through his paces.

The climax comes on the eve of the Israeli war of liberation
when the Hasidic anti-Zionists and the rationalist Zionisis
ciash. Reuven’s father, a dedicated Zienist, speaks so success-
fully for the movement that Reb Saunders forbids his son to
have any contact whatsoever with Reuven Malter. Danny, aware
of the consequences of defying his father, acguiesces but not
without a great deal of deep personal suffering.
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As the two approach the end of their college years, Reb
Saunders recognizes that none of his machinations can destroy
the bond existing between the two and he removes the restric-
tions he had imposed. Reuven prepares calmly for his future in
the rabbinate, which has been his goal since childhood. Danny
is confronted with the decision to accept his pre-destined voca-
tion as his father's successor or to make the crucial break in
favor of graduate study in psychology. In the crisis of genera-
tions, the son of a rationalist who hascome to love the tradition
because he has been raised in love chooses to sustain it; the
son of the mystic, reared in sterility, turns from it.

By contrast the Jewishness in To Brooklyn with Love is al-
most a non-entity. However, even its subtle presence is sufficient
to make us aware of its significance in the life of the thirties in
Brooklyn. Gerald Green speaks for all ofuswho found our own
selves unbearable during adolescence through Albert Abrams.

Albert’s father is a brawny, somewhat faded M.D. who is
constantly angry with the infidelity, stupidity and pettiness in
which he finds himself entangled. His mother is a repressive
woman who makes little effort to understand her gifted and
sensitive son.

Albert himself is a study in survival. He is an under-sized,
weak-ankled, near-sighted twelve-year-old whose only salvation
in the streets and at home is his wit. His love of Longview
Avenue; his love-hate relationship with the Raiders; his sense of
guilt over his inability to heip his failing father provide the
material for the novel. He recalls for us the very real pains of
childhood with which we can readily identify. Yet his image is
not nearly so forceful as that of either Daniel Saunders or
Reuven Malter.

Perhaps this is due to the absence of those characteristics
peculiar to the faithful Jews of The Chosen. Albert’s Jewishness
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exists not as an integral part of his life, but as the singular
trait which separates him from the Poles and the Negroes in
the neighborhood. But as the influence of religious conviction
fades, the psychological impact of Albert’s situation becomes
greater. And yet one is still aware of something intrinsically
Jewish about Albert’s fierce determination to cope with the
torments of life as he knows if.

It would be most unfair to deny the merits of either Potok’s
or Green's approach. Despite the similarities the two books
share, they must be evaluated separately since their central
questions are basically different. The Chosen, as staled earlier,
presents the endlessly wrenching interior dialogue of the practic:
ing Jew as to the survival of his religion. To Brooklvn with
Love simply presents the act of survival, which is obviously
inherent in the Jewish culture, and leaves it to the reader to
apply it to religion if he so chooses. To demand more than
this in such a novel is unrealistic. This is as far as the author
can go without violating his presentation of the nominal Jew,
who is just as much a part of modern Judaism as the self-
righteous hasidim.

Agnes Toloezko

Miss Toloczko is a senior English major.
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A Cultural

The era of social change surrounds us now. Individuals,
Institutions, societies, and cultures are caught up in a series of
question marks. Probably one of the hardest hit institutions
during this transition, both internally and externally, has been
the Catholic Church.

In an attempt to diagnose and understand the Church’s present
problem, Leslie Dewart's The Future of Relief has caused ‘an
important controversy in the Cathoiic intellectuzl community:

Before discussing in detail either the virtues or faults of this
work, it is necessary to state some general points found in the
book. Its purpose, as expressed by Dewart, is concerned with
an attempt

. to sketch an approach to what may be
among the most fundamental theoreticai problems
which challenge Christianity (and specifically the
Catholic Church . . . ) in the present age, namely
the problem of integrating Christian theistic belief
with the everyday experience of contemporary
man.

In other words, the difficulty of assimilating God by modern
man is due to the Church’s presentation of dogma in terms of
"past cultural experience,” more specifically, the Hellenic culture.
The method of approaching and investigating the problem
begins with an explanation of the contemporary dilemma as
Dr. Dewart sees it. He centers this on a differentiation or distine
tion between a relativity and absoluteness found in both contem-
porary theism and atheism. After the presentation of this “now’
situation, a flashback technique is used in order to show the
chronological development of the problem. Dr. Dewart concludes
by offering a speculation as to the possible course that Christian-
ity may take in the future, given certain variables.

Most of the eriticism provoked by Dr. Dewart has been theo-
logical and philosophical. However, there is another perspective
trom which The Future of Belief can be viewed — that is,
culturaily or sociologically. This, I believe, is justified since the
main thesis revolves around "the present age,” “everyday ex-
perience,”’ and ~contemporary man.”

Judging this book in terms of itself, using both the stated
purpose and the conclusion as standards, it can be said that
Dewart does accomplish his intentions, and with painstaking
detail. He very cauticusly directs hisideastoa strict ““approach”
in a highly organized, logical manner. His objective is to work
within the realm of theory, and this he does — possibly to the
point of utter frustration on the part of the reader. Objectively
then, in terms of the purpose, premises, and conclusion, Dewart's
book can be rated exceptional.

But in order to evaluate his ideas fairly, more than a general
criticism is needed. One must look deeper into what the author
describes as the basic problem, that is *The meaningfulness of
Christian belief for the experience and self-understanding of
man in a modern, industrial, technological society.” What is
assumed here is that there is a general dissonance or incongruity
between contemporary experience as a whole and Christian
belief as whole. At the risk of over-simplification, it could be

30

said that this is due to a discrepancy between basic tenets of
Christian belief and the norms of contemporary experience. And
this in turn results from a grounding of Christian dogma in
Hellenic philosophical semantics, logic, and proofs.

Although Dr. Dewart does not completely discredit the Hellenic
mind, he is very harsh on their “'static-ness.”” He is even more
critical of its integration into today’s theism, believing that the
two are incompatible. His view of the Greek and Medieval world
is that both are in the process of development and neither has
reached the evolutionary point of conscious reflection. The picture
drawn by the author is that of two children, wandering and
searching for something — a common ‘‘unknown,” they are
unaware (or at best have a vague idea) of their purpose. They
invent, therefore, a type of fairy tale to satisfy themseives or at
least justify their efforts. Thisisinturncontrasted with a modern
world, a world that has*“grownup,’” and because of its maturity
should reject fantasy, accept reality, and begin “"not merely the
demythologization of Scripture, but the more comprehensive
dehellenization of dogma, . . . specifically that of the Christian
Doctrine of God.”

Dr. Dewart’s proposal to up-date the “static’’ eiements of
dogma and thus make them compatible with such dynamic
experience as modern man encounters is a valid tenet. Every
institution has the potential, both structurally and ideologically,
to adapt when confronted with the reality of social change.
Christianity, if one may impose the label of ““institution’ on it,
is no exception. Such as institution has not only the capacity
but also the duty to do so if it is to be effective in achieving its
goal, which in this instance is the unity of all mankind. From
this perspective, the ""dehellenization’” of Christian dogma can
be accepted.

However, if we go a step further, we can find a major diffi-
culty in Dr. Dewart’s proposals. This lies in the practicality of
his ""approach.” One may question the validity of criticism in
this area, since Dr. Dewart has written totally within the realm of
theory, but theory is not totally divorced from practice. If what
is to be reconciled is the discrepancy between dogma and exper-
ience, then practicality should be one test of its worth.

Dr. Dewart has been quoted as saying, I write primarily for
Catholic philosophers. I don’t write for secular or non-Catholic
philosophers, and I certainly don’t write for the average
Catholic . . . ”” Perhaps this text was not specifically intended
for the “"average Catholic,” but can we deny that the ramifica-
tions of these ideas will affect the ""average Catholic” ?

In any case, it seems that Dr. Dewart’s efforts were made only
in terms of the intellectuals, and not in terms of the masses for
whose benefit the Church was instituted.

Since two elements are to brought into harmony, certain facts
must be examined. Here we are dealing with all of mankind in
a world society and aninstitution formulated and directed toward
this society. In other words, a universal society and a universal
religion. In theory and in print, these baiance the scale.

What Dewart did not bring into consideration {and he is not
the only contemporary writer guilty of this) is the difficuity
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Future of

presented in changing or ““dehelleninzing™ Christian dogma in
a very unbalanced world situation. How does one go about
re-defining dogma so that it is attuned to a highly advanced
technological society, such as America, and at the same time
impose this re-defined dogma on a technologically deficient so-
ciety such as Micronesia? Or does the element of relativity enter
into the latter case? How does the Catholic institution “catch
up” with an increasingly dynamic culture without risking its
own internal disorganization?

One sees continual reference to contemporary man ana tech-
nological advance. Are these inseparable terms to Dewart? The
situation as it stands can hardly be generalized into his inference
that all contemporary men are at the same level of advance-
ment. Or is Dr. Dewart speaking of one particutlar culture? The
Church, the Catholic faith, is steeped in a mission to bring
Christ to every man. And every man of today is seen in a
cultural situation. Not all cultures share the same perspective,
nor do they share the same grasp on or enslavement in tech-

Belief

Mary Jane Mesharer

nology. True, technology has affected every culture, but not
to an equal degree.

If the Church were to reflect and become attuned to the ad-
vanced man, how would this affect the majority of world societles
who are “lagging behind” and how will it affect the internal
organization of the Church in each society? Must the Church
wait patiently until *“all men are equal’ in this respect?

These are just a few difficulties provoked by The Future of
Belief. And this fact may be *n Dewart’s favor, for it forces the
reader, whether “intellectual” or “‘average,” to look at the
present situation and to speculate about the future. It forces one
to re-evaluate the effectiveness of a religious institution ina
contemporary world. Perhaps the real value, then, is not found
in the practical application of Dr. Dewart’s approach, but rather
in the manifestation that a problem exists, that action of some
kind is needed, and that this will bean *““ordeal of change”.

Miss Mesharer received her B.A. in Sociology from Misericordia in 1968.
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